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Everything is changeable, everything appears and disappears; there is no blissful peace until one passes 
beyond the agony of life and death. 

 
Buddha 

 
 

Unfair 
 

Dry sunshine irradiates a Colorado landscape of rolling hills that run away into the distance to 
turn into mesas and mountains under a deep blue sky. Teman sits behind the school bus driver, Mr. 
Vargas, a man of big shoulders and cropped salt and pepper hair. Teman's nose is flat against the dusty 
glass as the bus moves through the two lane road that winds its way flanking the river. Teman has 
ridden this road back and forth between the school and his house many times before, but the harsh 
beauty of what sometimes is an utter desert and sometimes are swaths of brown and honey brush never 
ceases to enthrall him. 

The river runs strong among rocks and sandbars yet there is no a single spec of greenery around 
the edges where dirt meets water. The dry and cold winter has turned things into a palette of soft 
browns and khakis. The dry and hot summer will turn things back to honey and wheat colors after the 
brief spring, at time as slippery as a coyote; now you see it, now you don't. The tall cottonwoods will 
stay green during the long summer, and Teman knows it because his house sits in a grow of them. 

A big round wad of paper hits Teman on the back of the head; the wad bounces into the aisle. 
There are muffled laughs from the back of the bus. All things evil seem to come from the rear of the 
bus, Teman thinks, hell on wheels. Mr. Vargas eyebrows raise on the concave view mirror above him. 
"Cut it out!" warns Mr. Vargas. His voice is stern and his words have been known to be followed by 
action more than once, when he has stopped his bus on the side of the road to straighten the crowd at 
the back. His stocky body and big hands could, and nobody has a doubt about it, throw any unruly kid 
out of the bus like if he were tossing a banana peel out of the window. The voices die but Teman knows 
that they will come back. They always do because all Mr. Vargas' of the world put together will never 
be able to snuff them out. 

The bus stops in a neighborhood of nice houses and leafless apple trees standing over yellow 
lawns. Teman wishes he could also leave the bus right here and walk into one of those nice houses 
where a happy family awaits for him and where the phone will ring with calls from friends asking to 
come over or for him to meet them somewhere in town. A group of kids leaves the bus. The door closes 
and as the bus starts to pull away a shout comes from the outside, "Good bye freak!" Group anonymity 
gives courage to the otherwise meek. Mr. Vargas' eyes on the round rear view mirror look at Teman, 
meet Teman's own behind Teman's thick glasses and then go back to the road, as if ashamed. What 



 

happens outside his bus is beyond his control, Mr. Vargas thinks; still, one day he would like to crack a 
couple of heads, his job be damned. 

The end of the line: the bus is almost empty but for Teman, Sussie Keefe and Margit Chavez. 
Teman waits for the girls to get down the stairs and out. He stands and puts his arm through the strap of 
his backpack and hobbles down the stairs. 

"See you later T-Man," says Mr. Vargas. Teman turns around at the bottom of the stairs. 
"See you later Mr. Vargas," and jumps out of the bus. He lands on shaky feet but manages to 

stay upright. The door closes behind him and the bus pulls away. He stands in place watching the bus 
disappear down the dirt packed road, a yellow box on wheels that gets smaller by the second. He then 
turns around and faces his house and starts walking in that direction. The girls are already way ahead of 
him, going to their homes further down the road. Teman likes them because they are dirt poor like him 
and are decent towards him despite his looks. Sussie is always nice to him and Margit is polite, even 
though she swallows hard not to be put off by his ... by his peculiarities. There is kinship on living on 
this side of town, at the end of the line, where the road is dirt, a place of old cars, skinny dogs and 
shacks. 

Under the bare cottonwoods is Teman's house, or shack, or ... Teman is not sure what the hell it 
is. The center section is an old school bus supporting lean to sheds on each side. the whole thing is 
painted light blue and to him it looks as if somebody had driven a bus into the middle of a barn and left 
it there. He sleeps on the rear of that bus and the emergency door still works so he has his own personal 
exit. He has managed to put a few old crates under the door as a makeshift set of stairs. At least, Teman 
thinks with pride, no kid in school can boast of his own outside door to his room. Looking from the rear 
of the bus to the front, the left shed is where his older brother and his mother have their rooms, and that 
is where the only bathroom is. At the front of his room is the kitchen, or galley to be more precise, with 
the stove pipe going through the bus' roof. The right shed is the living/dining room where the TV 
reigns, or as Teman calls it, the jungle room, because it is always a mess, filled with old magazines, 
newspapers, dirty dishes and glasses, and clothes. Around the property there is a belt of assorted junk 
that includes a Volkswagen bug carapace, car parts, old furniture and stuff that Teman has no idea 
where it came from. A 1978 green Ford LTD with a ripped vinyl top is parked up front so mom must be 
home if she didn't catch a ride into town with somebody else. 

Teman's shadow is long and distinctive against the dirt, well defined with hard edges that move 
over rocks and weeds as he walks toward home. Teman stops and stands with the sun on his back. He 
moves his arms and the shadow on the ground mimics him. He leans at the waist to one side and then to 
the other, and his shadow reciprocates. The shadow is perfect in its lines; it has no tumors, it has no 
fused fingers and toes, no overgrown digits, no bonny bumps on it, no lips with scars. Teman wants to 
be a shadow, to be able to move over the ground with its silkiness and effortlessness. A shadow with no 
face, with no defects, a shadow that cannot be hurt and a shadow that can hide in the 
darkness when it wants to be left alone. 

But he is not shadow; he's flesh and bones with a messed up genetic code. 
As he approaches his home and can make out the painted over windows in the bus and the 

clapboard sheds he wonders if the place is hexed or damned or if it was just plain bad luck that he was 
born there. In front of the main door on the side of the right shed his older brother Abaddon sits on his 
bench. Now and then he scratches himself and makes noises that do not resemble human speech but 
sound like muffled shouts from an animal inside a closed burlap bag; what kind of animal, Teman 
hasn't figure it out yet. 

That Abaddon is an idiot there is no doubt; it is obvious to any observer, and he has been 
medically certified as being severely retarded. the odd twist is that Abaddon is not mongoloid; he's just 
plain dumb. The only thing in common between Teman and his older brother is that both were born 
with cleft palates and lips. Abaddon got the good body, strong, with all fingers and toes, and tumor free 
but got no brains, and Teman got the sorry body and all the brains. And there Abaddon sits, wasting that 



 

 
 
  
 



 

good body of his, drooling and scratching and making throaty noises, his healthy body a repository of a 
never born mind while he, the smart one, has to haul his sorry bones all over the county and be the 
target of jokes and looks of revulsion. 

Life ain't fucking fair. 
Teman is only ten years old but he already knows how to swear, and he thinks he has a 

goddamned good reason to do it. 
"Hi Abaddon," says Teman as he pushes the door open. His brother looks at him like he is not 

there. To his own brother he is the invisible shadow. Teman knows that he could have said "fuck you 
Abaddon" and he would have gotten the same look. He has already done it before. He found it amusing 
until he realized that those that taunt him at school probably felt the same wicked amusement. That 
thought had taken the fun out of it. The soaps are on the TV and Teman's mother, Jessica McShane, sits 
on the couch. Her dark and disheveled hair is crisscrossed with white strands. She is wearing a red 
jogging suit. One white tube sock is over a pant leg and the other sock is below the other pant leg. The 
problem with his mother, Teman has come to realize, is that he cannot tell when she has just gotten out 
of bed or she has just come from town. The before and after Jessicas are the same in demeanor and 
wardrobe, and Teman doesn't care to try to differentiate between both anymore. It makes no difference 
to him. 

"Hi mom." 
"Hi." 
His mother doesn't take her eyes off the TV. The TV lights dance on her thick framed glasses 

and blind her to anything else that may be happening around her. The thought that religion used to be 
the opium of the masses but that now has been replaced by the boo tube crosses Teman's mind. It is a 
thought that doesn't belong to a ten year old. The problem is that Teman doesn't think like a ten year 
old. His mind its abnormally developed for his age and such fact brings him no joy. School work bores 
him to no end. He learns more from the books he scrounges from the library that he does from class. 
His grades are bad because he doesn't answer teachers' questions and sabotages his exams on purpose. 
If the school people were to find out that he reads Shakespeare, Stephen King, Faulkner and 
Hemingway and that he can do calculus, they would bump him up to a class full of older kids and his 
predicaments would be magnified by the correspondent increase in the size of the bullies. He looking 
dumb is not a threat to anybody; after all, a screwed up kid like him should be retarded at best, like 
Abaddon, but if people found out how smart he really was, the jokes could turn mean. Despite his ten 
years of age, Teman knows what to expect from others. 

It's hard for Teman to keep his mouth shut and play ignorant when teachers ask him stupid 
questions, but he sees it as a matter of survival, and he has acted as expected of him, a dumb kid with a 
freaky and diseased body. 

Jessica McShane doesn't ask her youngest one how was his school day was. Of course it had 
been shitty. She got tired of him crying every time, the few times, she had asked him the question. His 
long tears she had not known how to stop; she had not known what to say. She was tired of making 
excuses for others so she doesn't ask anymore, and Teman doesn't cry, at least not in her presence, and 
Teman is happy she doesn't ask because he is also tired of hearing the excuses she makes for others. 

Teman moves trough the bus, through the galley - he likes that term better than kitchen, a term 
he learned from reading Patrick O'Brian's seafaring books - and goes into his room. The partition 
separating his quarters from the galley is a piece of painted particle board and the so called door is a 
curtain that slides open and close on a bathroom curtain rod. Teman calls his place the poop deck, the 
place where the captain ran his ship from. 

The temperature inside the poop deck is pleasant today. During summer, even with the windows 
down and the emergency door open, Teman's room becomes a hot metal box and the only respite comes 
from the shade of the cottonwoods around the house. On summer nights he sleeps with the emergency 
door open and listens to the wildlife outside struggling to make a living. Owls hoot, coyotes howl, 



 

skunks stink up the air, moths and mosquitoes fly in, field mice scurry by, and he welcomes the free 
entertainment. The company of critters is not to be feared; it is humans he worries the most about. 

Despite his fused and disfigured fingers that make his hands look like crab claws, Teman 
manages to open his backpack with great dexterity. He pulls two books out: Stephen's King The Dark 
Tower, book number 3. Teman imagines himself as part of Roland of Guilead's Ka-tet, a cripple and a 
gunslinger. The second book is about the American civil war. He is intrigued by the carnage and the 
waste of good bodies. wouldn't it be wonderful if dead bodies, like junked cars, could be recycled? A 
second hand, previously owned body would be better than what he is driving now. He wouldn't care 
what color, or how old, or what sex it was; anything but what he has now. He places the books on his 
bare bookshelf. He owns no books because they can't afford them, so everything he has read has come 
from the public and school libraries. 

"That's a big book for you," says the librarian. 
"It's for my mom," is Teman's excuse, or "it's for my big brother." That seems to appease the 

short lived curiosity of strangers who don't know that both his mother and big brother don't read, the 
first because is lazy and the second because is as dumb as a rock. He takes the Dark Tower book off the 
shelf and the eye patch that is hanging from a window latch. His left optical nerve has a tumor that 
makes his left eye weak and always throbs with subdued pain. The doctors call it a glioma, a benign 
one, but a tumor nevertheless. By covering his left eye with the patch his strong right eye has an easier 
time reading. At school he doesn't wear it because he can imagine the names his tormentors will come 
with, one-eyed freak, cyclops, Hey, where is the parrot? You already got the hook and the peg. If he has 
to read at school he closes his left eye, the reason why some call him Popeye. He could use his hand to 
cover it, but he knows better and his extremities are rarely raise above the desk. 

But on the poop deck he is master and commander and the patch goes on; let the scalawags burn 
in hell. Teman opens the book and starts reading; he should be done in a couple of days. 

"No school tomorrow," yells his mother from the galley. Teman knows she is getting another 
beer because he can hear the fridge open and close and the can pop open. "Remember, we are going to 
the doctor's in Denver." 

"yes mom," answers Teman. "I know. I already told them at school." 
Going to Denver to see doctors is both a blessing and a burden but at least there are no bullies at 

the hospital, just strange looks. Teman goes back into the saga of Roland and his companions. He 
wishes he could be there with them. 

 
Science 

 
 

From his high rise office Dr. Shir Herzog can see due west. When there is no brown cloud or 
smoke from forest fires or haze he has a clear view of the Front Range, up to Mount Evans. Today is a 
clear day and his eyes rest on the contrast between the whiteness of the snow and their blue splinter 
shadows on the rocky faces of the mountain peaks. His eyes are at rest but his mind is not. On his desk 
there are two thick file folders. The fattest one has the name of Eliezer Teman McShane written on it. 
The second one has the name of Erastus Abaddon McShane. The doctor scratches his chin while 
looking at both files. Something is not right and it has to be a connection somewhere. His thoughts are 
interrupted by a voice behind him. 

"Good morning Dr. Herzog," says the friendly voice. Before turning around the doctor already 
knows that the voice belongs to his colleague Dr. Berryman, a man already marking the days off his 
calendar before retirement and endless days of trout fishing up in the mountains. 

"Good morning Dr. Berryman." 
"Deep in thought? What does ail you my friend?" 
Dr. Herzog smiles. The old coot, Dr. Berryman, is rich in medical knowledge, but he's richer in 



 

bedside manners; his kindness at times is more comforting than his medicine, more so when the patient 
faces an incurable disease beyond the reach of current science. 

"These two files," says Dr. Herzog. "They are brothers and both are quite ... a basketful. I 
wonder if there is a connection there." 

"Other than genetics?" 
"Yeah, their maladies are not the same. One's is mental and the other's is physical. If a family 

gene is the culprit, how come they suffer different problems?" 
Dr. Berryman looks at the names on the folders. His ever present smile disappears. 
"The McShane brothers. I know their cases." 
"Never did you get bothered by their cases?" Dr. Herzog opens Teman's file and peruses it for a 

short while and then reads, "Perseus syndrome with attendant lipomas, lymphangiomas, macrocephaly, 
hyperostosis of the skull, long bone overgrowth and dysplastic vertebrae, macrodactyly of the digits in 
his feet, ectromelia in his hands, and cerebral gliomas." 

"Also add Metachondromatosis," says Dr. Berryman. The old doctor still has a sharp memory. 
"This kid is a living and walking tumor," says Dr. Herzog shaking his head. Dr. Berryman nods 

in agreement. 
"His older brother, on the other hand, is somatically fit but suffers from severe retardation. there 

is no Downs syndrome or cretinism present. I have never seen anything like it." 
Dr. Berryman shrugs, "a screwed up family, for sure. Maybe it’s the water they drink." 
Dr. Herzog looks at his colleague and doesn't know if he is just joking or if he is giving his 

professional opinion. "The water?" he asks. 
"You know, environmental reasons," says Dr. Berryman. "Poisons of some kind." After a short 

pause he adds. "Molybdenum and mercury come to mind." 
Dr. Herzog looks at Teman's file again. "Born and raised in Cuchillo, Colorado." The town 

name says nothing to the doctor. He lifts his eyes from the file and looks at Dr. Berryman. "Does it ring 
a bell?" 

"Cows, and good fishing in the river. There is a cement factory and there used to be coal mines 
and smelters from the old days of the silver and gold rushes. It is just a sleepy town with a main street 
filled with antique shops." 

Both doctors remain silent. Nothing adds up. Dr. Herzog closes the file and puts it back on his 
desk.  

"I'm sure you wanted to talk about fishing," says Dr. Herzog, remembering his good manners. 
"Sorry about the questioning." 

After Dr. Berryman is gone Dr. Herzog attention comes back to the McShane brothers. 
Poisoned in a town with a cement factory? Cement is nothing but calcium silicate, basically, plain dirt. 
The dust can be a nuisance but it has never killed anybody. Perhaps old mine tailings up in the 
surrounding mountains rich in arsenic and lead contaminated the ground water, but then, the whole 
town would be suffering. Still nothing adds up. Dr. Herzog taps his fingers on the files. The unusual 
names catch his attention. 

From one of his bookshelves he pulls his Jewish Onomastics book and searches for Abaddon, a 
biblical name for ruin or destruction. How apropos, the doctor thinks. Under Teman he finds right hand. 
That, he thinks, is a cruel joke played on a kid who doesn't have what can be called a proper right hand. 
He hopes the kid doesn't ever learn what his name means in Aramaic. 

 
Naked 

 
 

The conversation up front is both lively and maddeningly stupid. His mother and her friend Tom 
haven't stopped gabbing since all of them left Cuchillo right before sunset in Tom's old Ford Taurus. 



 

Old is a relative term; when compared to their LTD, the Taurus is a fine and modern automobile. 
Taking the LTD pass town limits is taking a chance in getting stranded, and they don't have the money 
for tow trucks or professional repairs. If duct tape and baling wire or the generosity of mechanically 
inclined friends cannot get the clunker running, then that's all it rode. 

Tom has a puffy long brown hair with gigantic white sideburns growing on his perennially short 
stubbled face. Teman is sure that the big wads of paper he gets hit with would bounce harmlessly from 
his do. Maybe Tom is a survivor of school harassment and still wears his protective hair out of habit. 
Teman shuts down his own idea; it is just plain bad taste. Adults don't go to school and don't ride the 
bus so they are freer when it comes to looking like dorks. A school kid with a hair cut like that wouldn't 
make it past lunch time. 

His mother's hair is not much better, long and frizzled with those wild white strands running 
amok. Today she is wearing her dark blue jogging suit, the good one made out of Spandex. Her 
buttocks stick out like immense mounds of cellulite and jiggly flesh and her stomach competes with the 
rear on how far they can bulge out. His tormentors at school had called that frontal part of the maternal 
anatomy a beer gut. The rear part he knows is called a fat ass. With his rich knowledge of human 
physiology, Teman thinks jokingly, he should be a doctor. 

It is a good thing they are going to Denver to see real doctors and not to the Oscars. 
Conversation is an art lost in those two up front, Teman thinks, but who is he to say anything? He 
cannot talk to other ten year old kids because they are ... ten year old. Their infantile conversations 
drive him nuts. He cannot talk to older boys or adults because they would freak out if he were to state 
his opinions and show his knowledge in history, science, literature and whatever else he can get to read. 
He's already freaky enough as he is and there is no need to make things worse. so he keeps quiet and let 
others assume he is dumb. He knows that some people, a few like Mr. Vargas and Ms. Lindsay, his 
history teacher, sense that there is unusual and strong intelligence behind his deformed looks but 
nobody has yet probed him, perhaps too afraid of what they may find. It suits him fine. The majority, 
though, are too wrapped up with their own lives or too busy making fun of him to see beyond his 
careful deception. Those two up front are a perfect example of the willingly deceived. 

The ride is long and he loves it. Inside the car, only his head and his face show themselves to 
the world and he can hide in the anonymity of being encapsulated in a moving car. Nobody has enough 
time to see his deformed limbs, the scar on his mouth, his tumors, his abnormally large head, but he 
gets to see a new world out there, a world of highways and people traveling on them. Fat people, 
skinny ones, pretty women with long hair, healthy people going places. Buildings and other human 
made structures raise on the plains, full of healthy people who can talk without being afraid, who can 
show their hands and use them, who can put regular shoes on. All that beauty is out there just outside 
his window, so much of it that it is intoxicating, unbelievable, like roads paved with gold. 

As they go through Denver Teman is in awe of the tall buildings of glass and shale and steel, so 
pretty and so perfect in their symmetrical shapes, so smooth in their surfaces, so solid in their 
foundations. He wishes he could be like one of those buildings. They drive into downtown Denver, up 
Colfax, and the throngs both scare him and excite him. So much humanity, so different and yet so 
predictable in their anatomies: ten fingers on each hand, all digits proportional. No matter the sex, the 
race, the age, the state of mind, the bodies are essentially the same. Teman sits on his deformed hands, 
afraid that somebody may notice them when stopped at a red light. 

From the moment he leaves the car in the parking lot and he walks through the hospital's 
corridors, takes the elevator and walks into Dr. Herzog's office, Teman has kept his arms crossed across 
his chest and his hands hidden under his pits. Still, people look at him and raise their eyebrows as 
saying to themselves, there is something wrong with that boy. Coming to the doctor seems like a waste 
of time to Teman. The only thing modern science can do is tell him how fucked up he is and offer no 
remedy. Even if there was something they could do for him, it would be so expensive that neither his 
mother nor Social Services could afford it. The whole damned thing is pie in the sky so suckers like 



 

him can drool while their stomachs remain empty. Teman suspects that the only purpose of his visits are 
for the amusement of the staff and the med students. Where else can you get so much disease in one 
place? He is the poster boy of what can go wrong with a human body. 

"How are you doing?" asks Dr. Herzog. Teman notices his funny accent. The nameplate on the 
desk reads "Dr. Shir Herzog." Teman's brain springs with the deduction that the doc is Jewish, from 
Eastern Europe or Israel. 

"Like crap. How you doing? Lost any fingers lately?" Teman is tired of the same old shit and if 
they think he is a brat, let them believe it; what the hell does he care? 

"Teman!" scolds his mother. "Be nice or keep your mouth shut!" 
"Yes ma'am." 
"It's OK," says Dr. Herzog. "If he feels like crap, he should say so. That's why he is here." After 

a short pause Dr. Herzog asks another question. 
"How is your brother Abaddon doing?" 
"Still as dumb as the day he was born. Now he has taken to scratching his butt like if he were 

pulling monkeys out of his ass." 
"Teman!" Jessica McShane screams. She stands up from the cushy chair she had been sitting 

which is no small feat for her. "Watch your mouth!" 
"Yes ma'am." 
Dr. Herzog is laughing hard even though he is trying to restraint himself. At least the doc has a 

sense of humor, Teman thinks. The worst part of Teman's ordeal is shedding his clothes and sitting on 
the examination table that to him looks like some sort of medieval torture device sans leather 
restraining straps with spikes in them. The fluorescent lights above cast a sickening shadow over his 
pale skin. There are no mirrors in the poop deck because he cannot stand looking at himself and now 
here he sits naked waiting for others to look at his horrors, make comments, take notes and photographs 
and shake their heads in disbelief. And to think that he is the one that has to pay them for the freak 
show. 

Teman expects the usual troop of med students to come marching in to look at the freak. The 
squeamish ones will make faces. Looking at dead bodies is one thing; they are just a lump of dead 
flesh, but looking at a living and breathing lump of flesh, that's harder to take. Then will come the real 
doctors who will poke him and make comments in medical terms like if they were speaking Latin and 
he couldn’t understand a single word. Wrong they are. They will take his limbs and stretch them, turn 
them, point the tumors, the things that are wrong and he will just sit there like a marionette and keep his 
mouth shut. 

Dr. Herzog followed by three other doctors, one with a camera, come in. Here we go, Teman 
tells himself, let the fucking show start. They are polite, professional. They poke, ask questions, Does it 
hurt? Can you move this? How long have you had this tumor? They yank, twist, stretch, make him 
move his limbs, his so called fingers and toes, and the camera goes flash! flash! flash! They speak 
among themselves and Teman understands what they are talking about because his latest hobby is to 
get on line using the school terminals and search medical encyclopedias, plus with his basic 
understanding of Latin and Greek he can dissect medical terms never studied before and figure their 
meanings. 

After they were satisfied that there was nothing else to poke and yank and twist the three 
doctors left and Dr. Herzog stayed, filing up charts and paperwork. Teman wants to have some fun with 
the doctor now that they are alone in the little examination room. 

"Doc, do you think that my progressive macrodactyly will result in neurovascular impairment 
of my digits?" 

Dr. Herzog turns around slowly and gives Teman a confused look. 
"I mean, look at my fat foot, I think it looks like macrodystrophia lipomatosa. Do you think that 

excision of the mass or amputation will be required? Teman is holding back laughing. Nobody in 



 

Cuchillo will ever know about his joke, and if they do, they won't believe it anyway so his secret is 
safe. Dr. Herzog is not laughing but his dropped jaw and wide open eyes speak for themselves. He 
looks for a piece of paper in Teman's claw like hands but they are empty, so he is not reading. Maybe 
there is an earplug and a radio receiver and some joker is telling him what to say, but the kid is buck 
naked, smiling at him with a smirk and his aqueous gray eyes bright with joy. Where did those 
questions come from?" 

"Excision is always my first choice before amputation," says Dr. Herzog. 
"Cool," says Teman. 
"Where did you learn that?" 
"Learn what? Cool? At school." 
Dr. Herzog shakes his head. "No. The medical terms, you know, the big words." 
"Oh, that? I don't know. I hear stuff and I just repeat it like a parrot." 
"But do you understand what it means?" 
"Of course. Any dupe would know that." 
Teman smiles and finds satisfaction in the puzzled look on the doctor's face. It feels good for 

once to put the joke on somebody else instead of always being in the receiving end. 
"When is the med student parade gonna come through?" Teman asks. 
"No med students today." 
"I'm disappointed to the point of distress. I was mulling the proposition of charging them a 

quarter a piece so I could buy Snicker bars. C'est la vie." 
Teman cannot hold it anymore and starts laughing. It feels good to be a smart ass. Dr. Herzog 

still is not laughing; maybe he doesn't like smart asses. Who does anyway? 
"Can I get dressed?" 
"Sure." 
Teman jumps of the table and grabs the hospital gown on the chair next to the perplexed doctor. 

He puts in on and then shows his backside to the doctor. 
"Please?" 
Dr. Herzog starts to tie the back strap, wondering what the hell is going on, his mind still not 

believing what his ears had heard a ten year old say. 
"MRI and CT scans next?" asks Teman. "Radiography too?" 
Teman turns around and faces the doctor. Dr. Herzog nods. Teman sees the habitual look of 

surprise on the doctor's face, that look that unaware strangers give him when they happen upon him for 
the first time, but this time the shock is directed at the shape of his mind, not at his body. Teman 
reciprocates the doctor's look with a snobbish look of his own, an expression rarely used by him but 
which comes out easily. 

"Shall we?" asks Teman and with a grandiose stand points to the door with his deformed arm. 
The scanning machines buzz and click and spin and Teman thinks of the futility of the technology. The 
machines are going to tell him that he has gliomas. His charts will officially reconfirm that he's a 
walking tumor and nobody can do anything about it. They may excise masses and radiate glands, but 
for what purpose? Pound by pound, there are more tumors than healthy tissue. There is no point in 
expending good money on a lost cause; if his mother had any, or Social Services had any, then the 
hospital may try to stop the tumorous deluge by sticking an expensive finger in the huge crack of the 
ready to burst dam. Without money, that is not even an issue. The doctors will watch the gliomas grow 
and change shape until one day the cancer eats all the healthy tissue. Such is life, ponders Teman while 
the machines keep on buzzing around him. There is anger in him for the bad hand of cards he was dealt 
at birth. He didn't ask to sit at this table to play poker; he just was born into it and the bad hand was his, 
no questions asked. 

Now he tries to play with his bad cards, all his chips on the table, winner takes all, loser loses 
all. He has no doubt that he is going to lose. His only consolation is that he may last long enough to 



 

read more books and take more school bus trips along the river. Other than that, there is nothing else 
worth living for. 

Dr. Herzog talks to Jessica McShane while Teman is being run through all his scans. 
"How bright is your boy?" he asks. 
Jessica shrugs. "He's just a regular kid." 
"How does he do at school?" 
"So so. He's always complaining how boring it is." 
There, Dr. Herzog says to himself, a hint that tells him this kid is not what he wants people to 

believe he is. 
"Does he read at lot? At all?" 
Jessica laughs. "Oh my god, the little bugger lives with a book stuck to his nose. All that he 

does is read." 
There is another hint, Dr. Herzog thinks. He knows he's onto something. 
"What kind of books he does read?" 

This question takes Jessica unprepared. She doesn't know and she doesn't care as long his reading keeps 
him out of her hair. Better than TV because she can watch what she likes without the brat whining 
about it. 

"I don't know, fat books with little letters and no pictures." 
Dr. Herzog surmises that Jessica McShane runs away from books when she sees them. 
"He has them in his backpack," says Jessica. "If you want to see them, I have it right here." 
"May I please?" 
From Teman's yellow backpack two books come out, the Stephen King book with a page 

marker stuck a few pages away from the end. The civil war book was something that would be required 
reading for a history major, serious stuff with foot notes and an appendix full of references. Dr. Herzog 
weighs the book in his hand. It is not ten year old fare. Stephen King is not either but he can let that one 
slide, blame it on a precocious and curious mind. 

"Does he read stuff like this?" 
"All the time. Why?" 
"Has Teman ever taken an IQ test?" 
"At school, I think." 
Teman is out of the gown and back in his street clothes. He believes the probing is done. Sitting 

in Dr. Herzog's office, he notices that his mother is not there. Dr. Herzog enters and sits behind the 
desk. to his chagrin, Teman notices that the doctor is holding his civil war book in his hand. Damn it, 
Teman had thought that the joke was over with. 

"Where is mom?" asks Teman. 
"Outside, waiting," says the doctor. 
"Why?" 
Dr. Herzog does not answer but looks at Teman with his piercing brown eyes and then starts 

leafing through the book. 
"Your mother gave me this," says Dr. Herzog, raising the book in his hand. "Quite a book on the 

American civil war. I don't think I could finish reading it." 
Teman remains silent while his mind looks for a way out. He finds one. 
"I thought it was a Harry Potter book. I was in a hurry. My bad." 
Despite his intelligence, Teman is not a convincing liar. the art of deception is not learned in 

books. The fact that he can pass for stupid, for a ten year old with a ten year old brain is because he 
indeed is ten years old and nobody expects him to be anything else, and being a messed up kid, nobody 
is willing to look beyond the obvious deformities to seek a bright mind. Dr. Herzog, on the other hand, 
is probing where nobody has probed before, in his mind, and that scares Teman. 

"I want you to take an IQ test, and talk to other doctors." 



 

"Shrinks?" 
Dr. Herzog nods. 
"No way! I won't let anybody mess with my mind!" 
"Nobody is going to mess with it. We just need to measure you intelligence." 
Teman is agitated. He wiggles on his chair, pushes his glasses against his face and regrets 

playing the joke on the doctor. Damn it! He should have known better. 
"There is nothing to it," Dr. Herzog says in a soothing tone. "Nobody is going to touch you or 

see you naked." 
Teman seethes on his chair. He takes a deep breath and then speaks. 
"I won't take any tests and won't talk to any shrinks." 
"Why not?" 
"Because ..." Teman hesitates. He could throw a tantrum like a ten year old but he rethinks the 

idea. "Because you people have examined my body from one end to the other and everything in 
between. You have probed and poked and scanned and I had to sit naked like a piece of meat in a lab. 
With this," he taps his temple, "nobody is messing with it because that's all I got. If you make me take a 
frigging test, I will fail it on purpose and those shrinks, after I'm done with them, they will think I'm the 
dumbest kid on earth." 

Dr. Herzog says nothing, his face expressionless. 
"And you know what?" says Teman in an angry voice. "What for? All your tests and science are 

good for nothing! You entertain yourselves with me, write your notes, circulate my pictures among 
yourselves, feel pity for me and then put all that test crap in a folder and say there is nothing we can do 
for you. See you next year and the damned show starts again." 

One thing is obvious, Dr. Herzog thinks, this ten year old speaks with the mind of an adult. 
There is a precociously developed brain in that ten year old body, a body that is falling apart. Despite 
the curiosity of his science to study such peculiar condition, Dr. Herzog has strong ethics and the 
wishes of his patients come first, even if they are ten year olds filled with cancer who speak like 
doctors and read civil war books. He stands up and comes around his desk and sits on the chair next to 
Teman's. He can see tears running down his cheeks. 

"I understand. I'm sorry that I upset you," he says to Teman. "I was just trying to help but I'm 
not God. I wish I could give you a pill and make things better but that is not going to happen." Teman 
wipes his tears with his hand and sniffs. 

"Sorry doc, but nobody needs to know what's going on in my mind. I'm a bad enough freak as it 
is. I don't need one more reason for people looking at me and talking behind my back." 

"For how long do you think you will be able to keep it up? Being treated like a ten year old 
when you have the intelligence of an adult has to be very hard." 

Teman smiles and lifts his extremities in front of him. "See this? If I have learned to live with 
them, living with my mind is not a big deal." 

"Living in deception wears anybody out." 
"Do you think I will make it to puberty?" 
Dr. Herzog knows he is not talking to a little kid despite what his eyes are telling him. 
"Hormonal changes could plunge your body into chaos but there is no way of predicting what 

may happen." 
"I doubt I will survive puberty. My deception won't last long." 
Dr. Herzog and Teman sit in silence for a long time. Telling a patient that he or she is doomed is 

part of his job, Dr. Herzog knows that, just like a prison warden walking a condemned man to the 
gallows, but even a hardened warden would have a difficult time walking a ten year old up the steps to 
meet death. 

"Let's call your mother in," says Dr. Herzog to break the heavy silence in his office. 
"Please, not a word about my ... mind." 



 

Dr. Herzog nods in agreement. By now he has figured out that Jessica McShane is not ready to 
accept that her freaky kid is smarter than her, smarter than anybody else in Cuchillo, smarter than 
himself. He is sure she could not handle the facts. Jessica comes in and their conversation is limited to 
somatic things and Teman's mind is not mentioned. Yes, there are more tumors, the old tumors are 
increasing, but overall, Teman's health doesn't seem to be deteriorating; as a matter of fact, he's quite 
healthy considering what he is going through. No, there is nothing they can do to stop the tumors; they 
are too many, too widespread and inoperable or in places that radiation or chemo would not work. As 
Teman and his mother walk out of the office, Dr. Herzog says "Good bye Teman. May God be with 
you." 

Teman stops, turns around and says "Kol Tuv, L'hitraot." 
Dr. Herzog's mind has a hard time believing what he's hearing but he snaps out of his shocked 

state and responds, "Kol tuv." 
After the door closes, Dr. Herzog slumps on his chair. Did that kid just tell him Be well and See 

you soon in Hebrew? He had spoken with an accent, but the words had been unmistakable. Outside the 
door, Jessica McShane asks her son what had he said to the doctor. 

"Oh, nothing, an expression the doc had taught me." 
His mother shrugs and then starts gabbing with Tom who had been sitting in the lobby reading 

magazines while waiting for them to come out. 
Deception is easy when the deceived don't care about it. 

 
Weather 

 
 

A dense darkness of clouds spills over the ridge of the Rockies and descends through alpine 
meadows and pine forests and rolls down through mountain passes and cracks in the range. The thick 
carpet of fresh wet snow left behind shows the eastward advance of the front. The edge of the snow 
descends upon the red dirt hills peppered with pinon that surround Cuchillo and quickly overcomes 
them. Snow blankets the Wolfang Valley above Cuchillo, and rolls over old and not so old tailings, 
rusted and broken machinery, abandoned coal mine shafts framed with ancient rotten timbers, and the 
flat expanses of former impoundment ponds now dry and windblown. 

In the river valley the tips of the cottonwoods scratch the just arrived clouds' gray bellies which 
rip open and explode in a white flurry of snow flakes. The flakes fly in every direction and the front 
stalls, not sure of where to go now that there is no more downhill paths to follow. Teman sits on the 
edge of the poop deck with the emergency door wide open and watches the snow fall. Only his exposed 
head sticks out of the Army blanket that is wrapped around his body giving him a conical shape from 
the neck down. He sticks his tongue out and catches flakes that instantly melt in his mouth. Some 
flakes stick to his glasses and turn into water that slides down his cheeks; the runoff is sweeter than 
tears. 

By the morning of the next day the front will have moved further east, heading for Kansas and 
following the call of the open plains lined with their golden fur of grasses that will welcome the 
refreshing snow. The empty sky left behind will fill with sunshine and the snow will turn into mush and 
will sink into the eager and muddy ground. Above Cuchillo, less than five miles to the west of the 
McShane's neighborhood - the end of the line - the melted snow will filter through piles of old tailings 
and forgotten unlined ponds to soak into the ground and will run in rivulets that the deep mine shafts 
will gorge deep into their bowels. 

 
Art 

 
 

The dark ground is fat with meltdown water and there are a few spots of snow under the north 



 

face of things, a wet and porous snow that will be gone by tomorrow when the ground will recover its 
natural dry color as if the snow had never passed through. 

Teman sits at the wheel of the '67 Volkswagen Bug that has been parked on cinder blocks since 
he can remember. Next to him on the broken passenger seat is George Lozano, a burly kid of thirteen 
that looks like eighteen, a reduced copy of his dad, Little John Lozano, a mountain of a man whose 
back, shoulder and neck seem to be made of a single slab of meat. 

George plays football as a defense lineman. He's not swift on the field, but solid like a boulder 
half buried in the ground; it takes more than the whole offensive team to move him around if he plants 
his feet down. George does not know what harassment feels like because nobody in schools gives him 
any grief; the few that had tried had also regretted it. Despite having never being in the receiving end of 
jokes, at least not to his face, he doesn't see the point of dishing it out or listening to others brag about it 
so he keeps to himself like an old bull in a pasture. 

The friendship between Teman and George is an odd one. Mr. Eberhard, the chemistry teacher, 
calls them the odd couple. When Teman walks with George by his side, the name calling disappears 
and other kids get out of the way to let them pass. Teman wonders what it would be like to be like 
George, a steamroller of flesh and bone that runs over puny tormentors like if they were mere ants and 
who probably can take a hit on the back of the head with a folding metal chair like those wrestler guys 
on TV and laugh about it. 

"Check this out," says George pulling a notebook from under his shirt, behind him. The note 
book is bent like a banana and Teman can imagine it follows George's ass curvature. George flips 
through pages full of doodles, good ones because he is a talented comic cartoonist for his age. He rips 
one page off and gives it to Teman. There, in pencil, is a capped creature with the muscular body of 
Superman with claws instead of hands and whose head is Teman's, glasses, cropped hair and the 
bulbous cranium, all is there. On the pectorals of this super hero there is a big "T" inside a shield with 
lightning bolts coming out of it. The cartoon has a caption, "T-Man is going to kick your ass!!" T-Man 
also has a dialog bubble that says "I'm Tumor Man! Don't mess with me!" 

Teman looks at the cartoon and smiles from ear to ear, a smile that rarely comes to him. 
"This is so cool," he says. "I'm gonna frame it." 
"I knew you would get a kick out of it." There is also a smile of satisfaction in George's face. 

They converse. George is not a genius but Teman enjoys talking to George because of his point of view 
on life, so straightforward and uncomplicated, where black is black and white is white and anything in 
between is bullshit. The sun starts to approach the top of the Rockies and the shadows stretch to the 
east farther. 

A man on horseback comes down the road. A hatless and perennially sunburnt Mr. Seltzer 
passes by in a slowly treading palomino. He takes his hand to his head and salutes the boys and they 
wave in return. Teman is not self conscious of showing his disfigurements to either Mr. Seltzer or 
George so he waves his hand out of the window. After Mr. Seltzer is gone, George says, " I have to go 
home." 

"Thank you for stopping by, and for the picture." 
"No problem. See you later." 
George gets on his bicycle and heads down the road after Mr. Seltzer. His large body wobbles 

atop the little BMX bike and the notepad stuck in his low riding pants hides what otherwise would be a 
perfect plumber's ass. There is a line of mud that follows George's back from bottom to top. Despite his 
size, George manages to become a dot after a few minutes of pedaling. 

Teman wonders why he gets along with strange people. Perhaps it is the Invisible Oddball 
Brotherhood of Cuchillo. That night Teman goes to sleep with George's Tumor Man tacked to the 
headboard of his bed. He would like to frame it but his mother said they don't have the money. 

 
Garbage 



 

Wednesday is garbage day and Teman looks forward to it. He gets off Mr. Vargas' bus and the 
first thing he does as he approaches his house is notice that the garbage is still by the side of the road. 
His face lights up with a smile. He hobbles to the Bug and drops his backpack inside -- he doesn't want 
to waste time going inside the house -- and then hobbles back to where the garbage is and stands next 
to it. It shouldn't be long. 

After a few minutes he hears the roar of the garbage truck coming down the road, stopping with 
a hiss of air brakes in front of Sussie's house, then in front of Margit's. He's next. The big green truck 
stops next to him. The brakes hiss and steel creeks followed by a cloud of dust and stench. The engine 
idles with a deep roar. A young man in work boots, jeans and a short sleeved shirt jumps from the right 
side of the truck where the door never closes. He has his dirty blonde hair in a pony tail and long 
auburn sideburns. His muscles bulge under many tattoos and he wears cool glasses with a silver frame 
and gold lenses. He picks the big trash can next to Teman with one hand as if it were empty and not 
loaded past the top as it is. 

"T-man! What's up!" says the garbage man, Bill Mochwart, on his way to the back of the truck. 
"Just hanging," says Teman. The trash crashes on the back of the truck with a loud clang after 

Bill flipped the trash can upside down. He bangs the trash can a couple of time and flips it back like a 
pistolero would a six shooter in his hand. Bill puts the empty can back next to Teman's side and looks at 
him with a smile. 

"Wanna go for a ride again?" 
Teman nods so hard Bill thinks his head is going to come unscrewed. 
"Hop in then." 
Bill drives away with Teman on the left seat of his truck. Company policies, insurance company 

regs, Teman's mom, all can go to hell; Bill knows that the kid gets a kick out of riding with him and 
that's enough for him to do it. For God's sake, Bills tells himself, look at the poor kid; nobody else but 
T-man enjoys riding in a stinky garbage truck with a knucklehead like him. The truck has dual steering 
wheels and Teman puts his hands on his and follows Bill motions as he steers the truck. 

"Can I?" asks Teman. 
"Sure." 
Teman reaches high above his head, high enough that he has to lift his butt off the seat and 

grabs the horn cable. He pulls on it and the truck's air horn blare with a powerful blast. "Right on!" 
yells Bill. Stop and go. Bills jumps out, garbage clangs on the back, Bill jumps in and the routine 
repeats on every street. 

"Time to compress!" says Bill. Teman pulls on the right handle and the engine revs up and the 
sound of hydraulic pistons, turning machinery and crushing garbage jolts the truck. "That will do!" 
yells Bill and Teman let's go of the lever. 

"One of these days you gonna have my job!" 
"I wish," responds Teman with a sincere wide smile. 
They go about their route, Bill sweaty, jumping in and out, driving, shouting at the traffic that 

gets in his way, letting T-man blow the horn and compress the garbage. Bills sees pretty women and 
makes loud lurid comments and Teman blushes, but he also laughs. Teman loves the garbage truck, so 
powerful and loud and ugly and smelly, people look at it like they look at him but they wouldn't dare to 
get in front of it, to mess with it. With his hands on the steering wheel, he follows Bill's motions and 
sitting on the left seat, many people think that he is the actual driver of the beast and both he and Bill 
enjoy the surprised looks. 

"Look T-man!" yells Bill. "I thought that ol' lady was gonna shit her panties when she saw you 
driving!" 

They both laugh hard. 
After dumping the garbage in the landfill they drive back to the lot. Teman knows the routine. 



 

Bill drops him at the gate, out of sight from his supervisors, and drives the truck in. After a few minutes 
Bill comes out in his Harley and stops in front of Teman. He gets behind Bill and wraps his skinny 
arms around Bill's thick and strong middle. The hog roars and shakes and blasts into the road at 
exhilarating speed. Teman doesn't care that Bills' back is wet with sweat. It is a manly smell he himself 
may never be able to exhale. Bills swings the bike in and out of traffic and Teman's ears are filled with 
the irreverent sound of the loud engine. He sticks his head around Bill's side and smiles as the bike 
rushes through streets and roads in its way to drop him home. 

Teman is trying to fall asleep but he can't. The emergency door is open and the cold night comes 
in. He's wrapped in his sleeping bag, sleeping on the metal floor and looking at the darkness outside. 
Coyotes howl. His joints hurt because tumors are now growing close to them. His left eye never ceases 
to throb. The glioma in his optic never is like a tiny power plant that produces a numb pain that glows 
on and off, the off time being too short to make a difference. 

He envies Bill the garbage man, so strong, so full of vitality, a dynamo of life, with his 
exuberant who-gives-a-shit attitude that keeps pain and gloom away. Bring it on! He can picture 
himself driving the big truck, jumping out in a body like Bill's and picking a garbage can full with his 
tumors and weaknesses, flinging it on the back of the truck and then compressing the living shit out of 
that stuff that makes him what he is. 

The pain never goes away but Teman has learned to ignore it. He falls asleep under the cold 
stars. Up the road, Mr. Seltzer also falls asleep. His joints also hurt and Bengay is not helping much. 
The gout is also giving him a fit. Teman's mother also is having a hard time with her gout. 

 
Doctors 

 
 

What do you get when you put two oncologists, a radiologist, a neurosurgeon, an imaging 
specialist, and an orthopedic specialist in the same room? Dr. Herzog asks himself. You get nothing. 
Nobody agrees with anything. At least they all had agreed with him that medically speaking, Teman 
McShane should not be alive, and being able to go to school and walk among the healthy should have 
been out of the question, but somehow - a miracle? a mistake of nature? - the little fellow keeps on 
ticking like a clock with its innards broken but still able to keep time. CT, MRI scans, radiographs, all 
showed bliomas and tumor masses that would have doomed a healthy horse, and yet Teman keeps on 
living. Dr. Maroney, the brain doctor, just shook his head when examining the films and kept on asking 
if they were pulling his leg, This cannot be a living, going to school kid. Yes, he was, and Dr. Maroney 
kept on shaking his head in disbelief. 

The prognosis was that Teman should die. Well, duh! Dr. Herzog says to himself, everybody in 
this planet has that prognosis. The real question was, why hasn't he died yet? The doctors around the 
table argued, gave opinions, exposed theories, talked about golf and fishing, scratched their heads and 
left the room with all the films and files piled up in front of Dr. Herzog who is now sitting alone and 
still as confused as before the meeting. 

Cancer is a self destruction device fueled and kept ticking by the same body it is aiming to 
destroy, an upon the destruction of the host body, the cancer itself will be destroyed along with its 
victim. It is a no win-no win situation that repeats itself with every one of his patients. Why oncology? 
Why he chose to be a tumor doctor? The idea of studying the body's self destruction mechanism had 
intrigued him. Now that he has to look at his patients straight in the eye and tell them they have cancer, 
that intrigue is not longer so alluring. His job is to try to stop the timer from ticking towards self 
annihilation, try to disarm the internal bomb that will not explode with a bang but that will slowly 
implode sucking the life out of its victim. His success rate depends on how early he can intervene 
before the count has gone too far, and on what type of self destructive device is ticking away. 

In the case of Teman, the timer has been ticking since he was born, and there are many of these 



 

bombs in his frail body and yet; the implosion has not occurred yet when it should have long time ago. 
His tumors grow and multiply and he should have died or at least be in great pain with his abilities 
impaired by a brain squeezed out of his skull by the gliomas. How can he keep on going? Dr. Herzog 
rubs his chin and wonders. He picks a brain scan and looks at it. One glioma is so big it should have 
made him blind by now. Other glioma should have impaired his speech to the point he should not be 
talking. Yet, the kid can see and read, and speaks Hebrew. Dr. Herzog feels a chill run through his spine 
when he remembers. At first he had tried to tell himself that he had imagined things, but no, there was 
no doubt in his mind; Teman had said "Kol Tuv, L'hitraot." 

His brother, Abaddon, has no tumors, healthy body but no mind. How's that possible? The 
mother, she is not the embodiment of health for what he could see, but she doesn't seem to suffer her 
children's ailments or any other debilitating disease. 

Kol Tuv, L'hitraot. Be well, see you soon. The words keep on ringing in Dr. Herzog's head. He 
said nothing to the other doctors about Teman's intelligence. He wrote in his file that he perceived 
Teman McShane to be a child of exceptional intelligence and ability, way beyond his ten years of age. 
He didn't write down the details; nobody would believe them anyway. The way he wrote his comments 
anyone would have assumed he meant that Teman could be good in a spelling bee and not that he had 
taught himself to talk Hebrew and had self diagnosed, correctly, with macrodystrophia lipomatosa. 

His thoughts are broken by the ringing of his personal cell phone. The first two rings catch him 
by surprise as his cell phone never rings during work hours. The only people who know his phone 
number are family and they know he would rather not be bothered with family matters while at the 
hospital. He fumbles for his phone and manages to put it to his ear. He answers with an American 
Hello? and then he listens. He responds in German and the conversation goes on in both German and 
Hebrew. His voice raises, upset about something. In the next room over office staff start looking at each 
other, wondering what's going on. By now Dr. Herzog is screaming on the phone. Dr. Berryman walks 
into the office and notices the staff frozen at their desks, and Dr. Herzog talking German and upset in 
the next room. Dr. Berryman sticks his head into the little conference room where Dr. Herzog has 
stopped talking. The cell phone is on the desk and Dr. Herzog has his hands on his forehead, facing 
down, and he's sobbing. 

"Dr. Herzog! What's the matter?" 
Dr. Herzog looks up and his eyes are red with tears. "My wife," he says. "She's dead." 
"Oh my God!" 
"She was in Haifa vacationing and a suicide bomber detonated a bomb in the bus she was riding 

in."  
"Jesus! I'm so sorry Dr. Herzog." Dr. Berryman walks around the desk and places his hand on 

Dr. Herzog's shoulder. "Let me tell the staff and take care of things here. You must go home right 
away." Dr. Herzog wipes his face with his sleeve. 

"Will you please? I have an airplane to catch." 
 

Baby Sitting 
 
 

Baby sitting is a misnomer in the McShane household. The ten year old takes care of the 
seventeen year old while mom goes to town to argue with Social Services about getting more money, to 
buy groceries, and to shoot the bull with her friends. Baby sitting Abaddon is not difficult for Teman. 
All Teman needs to do is park his older brother in a shady spot if it is hot or in a sunny one if it is cold, 
and his brother will stay where put, making his incomprehensible noises and scratching his butt like if 
he had the mother of all itches trapped between his buttocks. 

Teman wonders who is better off, he or his brother? Some days, gloomy ones, he thinks not 
having a mind is better than not having a body but most days he agrees that he's better off. He can wipe 



 

his own ass and he can bathe himself at will. Abaddon shits himself once at day. Disposable diapers are 
not cheap so Jessica McShane keeps a big pot in the back yard over a rusted gas burner under a shed. 
She makes Abaddon take his pants and soiled underwear off under this shed and with a broom handle 
with a hook at one end she picks up the mess and throws it into the pot full of boiling water and then 
stirs it with the stick. Abaddon gets cleaned up with a squirt from the hose. The water is cold and 
Abaddon screams in muffled noises and jumps up and down, his weenie and balls bouncing with each 
jump. 

There are two ways to know when Abaddon shits himself: either the smell will give him away 
or his habit of digging inside his pants and grabbing feces to put in his mouth will be quite a graphic 
clue. If Abaddon looks like he's gorging in chocolate, then is time to get the water pump running and 
the hose out. 

Today it was the smell that gave him away. At least it is not difficult to make him take his 
clothes off. Teman cranks the water pump and gets the hose out and aims it at his older brother's 
backside, at the brown stain running down his back legs. The cold well water makes Abaddon jump and 
shout and there comes his rather large penis whipping about out of control. Teman laughs, what a 
fucked family they are! The Adams family is a bunch of weenies compared to the McShanes! After the 
wash, Teman takes a thin towel full of holes and dries Abaddon the best way he can, making sure his 
deformed hands don't get anywhere near his hairy thingy; it will dry up by itself inside the clean set of 
underwear and pants that he just gave him; and if it doesn't, well, that's just too bad. 

Teman grabs the broom handle and picks the soiled clothes and they go into the pot full of 
water. He boils the water mixed with Clorox and stirs the brew until the stains are gone and the water is 
tinged like nicotine. He pulls the cleaned clothes, dunks them in a second pot of cold water and throws 
them over the clothesline. He then helps his brother to get dressed. The underwear ends up backwards 
but nobody is going to notice or care and his brother is back in business, sitting with his empty eyes, 
making noises and scratching fitfully. At the end he remembers to shut the water pump off. 

For this reason Abaddon is either barefooted or wears flip flops, even in cold days. Teman 
thinks his older brother cannot feel the seasons; he doesn't sweat in summer and doesn't shiver in 
winter. What he cannot feel he cannot notice; or is it that what he can feel but cannot notice doesn't 
matter to him? Teman doesn't know which is it. 

Abaddon pisses like a horse, all day long, because he likes drinking water from a milk jug that 
sits next to him and must always be full or he will throw a fit. There is no point in trying to wash him 
down and change his clothes because of some urine so he sits piss stained mostly all day long. The 
smell is not so offensive and it dries up fast in the Colorado dryness. 

Every night before they go to bed, mom bathes Abaddon inside the house, with hot water, and 
puts clean clothes on him and uses one adult diaper so he won't piss the mattress away. The diapers 
come from Social Services and charities but they are so pricey that only one at day is all Abaddon gets. 
One day, Teman knows for sure, he won't be around and his mother won't either, both gone for good. 
What will happen to Abaddon then? He cannot picture anybody with the patience to hose him down 
and wash and change his clothes, with the desire to feed him and clean his face when the food fails to 
go in. The dumb brother will probably ended up warehoused in a place like the state mental hospital in 
Pueblo, in a pavilion full of idiots like himself, and the sad thing is, Abaddon won't notice the 
difference. 

 
Shakespeare 

 
 

Teman turns in his bed and closes his eyes but sleep, kept at bay by his own fears, won't come 
to him. His body aches are not unusually harsh tonight but still, he cannot get comfortable. He gets up, 
drags his sleeping bag off his bed and flops it on the floor. He opens the Emergency door facing West 



 

towards the hills and the Rockies and lies on his belly. The moon is behind the house but the strong 
moonlight has wiped out all but the strongest of stars from the dark blue sky. There are sharp shadows 
that hide behind things and run westward to splinter the landscape between light and darkness. He feels 
tired but he can't go to sleep. Every time he sinks into sleep, absurd and crazy, yet quite vivid dreams 
take over his mind and he awakes with his heart pumping fast and his chest heaving. The dreams are 
broken pieces of absurdity that make up a broken collage of nonsense. Still, he cannot stop waking up 
in a state of fright and confusion. 

Teman's eyes are heavy with sleep but he is afraid of giving himself up to his frightful sleep 
again. It is so bright outside that Teman thinks he can read under the moonlight. He gets up and grabs 
Shakespeare's Hamlet, Prince of Denmark and his eye patch from his shelf and exits through the 
emergency door. Outside, he follows his shadow to a broken toilet seat that still has its lid, sits on it, 
puts the patch on and starts reading. After a few minutes his good eyes adjusts to the moonlight and he 
can read the pages in front of him. He reads for a long while until he reaches the lines spoken by 
Horatio, 

 
Good night, sweet prince, 
And flights of angels sing thee to thy rest! 

 
Exhausted, Teman closes the book after marking the page. 

 
Mother 

 
 

Jessica McShane doesn't have a job, but she makes some money on the side by baby sitting 
unruly kids, and old farts with senile dementia. After what she has to put with at home, taking care of 
other's problems for a short while and getting paid for it is nothing but a blessing. She only takes cash 
because she doesn't want her reported income to raise above the official poverty level and lose her state 
and federal benefits, as meager as they are. 

The two creatures that came out of her womb are not her fault, she repeats this mantra every 
morning when she awakes to the sight of Teman and Abaddon; yet, she wonders if she somehow pissed 
off God and now was paying retribution for it. After brainless Abaddon was born she wanted her tubes 
fixed so nothing like that would see the light of day again, but Charlie, her late husband, insisted that 
they should give it another try. He got her pregnant and eight months later, with her belly bloated with 
the new life, he gets drunk and crashes his car into the giant cottonwood that stands at Dead Man's 
corner. The bark on that tree where it faces the road is gone because of the many cars that have ended 
up wrapped around it. People place cute little crosses and plastic flowers in front of the tree that end up 
getting wiped out by the next car that crashes against the tree. 

Had he been run over by a supermarket truck, at least she could have sued, but there is no 
payoff for drunks trying to drive through trees. Both Charlie and the car were totaled and she had 
Teman a month later, another child that should have never been born, and she was flat broke. Thank 
God for Social Services and the charity of friends. 

She takes care of her kids the best way she can. Abaddon is a total loss, a body that needs to be 
fed and cleaned and clothed that may as well be a potted plant. A potted plan would be better because it 
wouldn’t shit and piss in his pants everyday. Teman is smart like a fox, she knows that, but the poor kid 
is a mess and it pains her to see his pain. What kind of fucking life is that? There is guilt in her 
because ... she is not sure why, but somehow she feels it is her fault despite what she says to herself 
every morning, that it is not her fault. She should have not listened to Charlie; she should have aborted 
when the doctors told them that the fetus showed problems but Charlie had said no, that it wasn't 
Christian to kill a child and when Teman was born Jessica asked herself if that was a child. 



 

She also feels ashamed of her thoughts about how aborting Teman would have been better but 
the truth is, there are days that Teman himself looks at her with reproachful eyes that seem to ask her, 
why mama? Why did you give birth to me? 

Remarrying was never an option with Abaddon and Teman to take care of. No man in his right 
mind would take her and the kids, maybe her, but not the kids. She let herself go, got fat, and her teeth 
fell off or wore down so bad that when she smiles she knows that people get disgusted by her poor 
teeth but she has no money to go to the dentist and get them fixed, or to get nice dentures. No matter 
how hard she tries to keep an upbeat look on things, there are days, well, there are plenty of days, that it 
is plain obvious to her that she is doomed to a lonely senility as an ugly hag, trapped in damned 
Cuchillo forever. 

There is a picture of her when young and single that she keeps on her dresser facing towards the 
wall. Now and then she turns it around and sees the pleasant looking Jessica Keeling of times past with 
her pretty face, a taut skin and a smooth dark hair that shone with auburn highlights, and Jessica 
McShane cries when she sees her former image and asks herself what the hell happened. She holds the 
picture against her chest and the tears slide down her prematurely wrinkled face. 

 
School 

 
 

After another sleepless night Teman, has a hard time staying awake in Mrs. Leander's history 
class. He fights falling asleep at night because of the nightmares that make him run and jump and 
scream and awaken him with his heart in his mouth and his temples pounding with rushing blood. He 
sits in the last row and against the corner. To him, it is like a gunslinger sitting in a cantina's dark corner 
with his back to the wall, watching what's going on and protecting his rear at the same time. Also, this 
location makes him less conspicuous to both his classmates and the teacher and spit balls don't come 
his way. 

Mrs. Leander's nasal voice carries over the heads of his classmates and hurts his eardrums. He 
tries to turn it off but the unpleasantness doesn't go away. He has managed to reduce the aural intrusion 
to a muffled and discordant sound where Mrs. Leander's words have lost their meaning. Teman's body 
aches from his joints to his left eye, a throbbing and tiresome displeasure that never dies. Despite the 
discomfort poking at his body, he struggles to stay awake. There is no pattern or logic to his 
subconscious storms and that is the part that scares him the most; they are a shear horror that escapes 
explanation or definition yet never fail to scare the living Jesus out of him. He remembers odd bits: an 
unseen and lethal presence behind him wanting to harm him and he cannot move or run but just stays 
frozen while the invisible power overtakes him. There is an absolute terror running through him as if 
his soul were being ripped out of his body and flung into a hell more hellish than anything ever 
imagined by man, or as if evil were filling up every pore of his skin and every cavity in his body and he 
cannot run or fight but he just remains paralyzed and frightened and waits for the inevitable. 

The same horror repeats itself under different variations of nightscapes and circumstances: 
sometimes he is walking in dark school hallways, at other times he is walking down the end of the line 
road under an ominous sky ready to drop on him, and at other times he doesn't want to remember 
anymore because the result is always the same, a terror as absolute as vacuum in space and he cannot 
explain its genesis. 

Muffled voices around him raise in intensity and Mrs. Leander's voice comes in stronger and 
angry. Teman looks around him and all the faces in the classroom are pointed at him. He tunes up to the 
surrounding noise and can now understand what Mrs. Leander is saying. 

"Are you paying attention?" 
Her shrill voice rubs Teman the wrong way; not only her voice, but her attitude towards him, 

her contempt for the crippled kid that she cannot or doesn't want to dissimulate, her obvious aversion 



 

for his disfigured anatomy. Teman is sure that if he were up to her, he would be chained to the water 
pipes of a dark basement, fed dog food and forced to sleep in his own excrement. The feeling of dislike 
is mutual and that suits Teman. 

"What?" asks Teman. His classmates laugh at him even if they are not sure why they should be 
laughing at him; that the teacher is giving Teman a hard time is enough of a license to try to mock him. 

"Young man, that's no way to talk to a teacher." 
The classroom is full of stupid laughs and infantile taunts. Teman shakes his head, Why he has 

to put up with this bullshit? The deception has to continue though so he bites his lips and responds with 
a sheepish "Sorry Mrs. Leander." 

"Well, now that you're awake maybe the rest of us can learn about the Bill of Rights. Do you 
know what the Bill of Rights is Teman?" 

There is so much disdain and patronizing in her voice that Teman wishes he were a garbage 
truck so he could run over the damn teacher, back and forth a few times. His temples start to throb with 
a pounding until then unbeknown to him and the blood rushes through him like if he were having a 
living nightmare. Mrs. Leander has turned her back to him and so have the faces that had been looking 
at him, laughing at him. 

"The Bill of Rights is the first ten amendments of the Constitution," says Teman with a 
deliberately slow and steady voice. There is total silence in the classroom. Mrs. Leander turns around to 
face Teman. The gauntlet has been thrown. 

"And tell me, what is the First Amendment?" she asks. 
Teman knows that he needs to keep his mouth shut or just give a stupid answer but the rush of 

blood pumping through him overrules his common sense. He has never let his emotions control his 
decisions, but today he feels overpowered by them. Teman swallows hard and then speaks with a rather 
purposeful voice. 

"The First Amendment prohibits the establishment of a state-supported church, requires the 
separation of church and state, and guarantees freedom of worship, of speech, and the press and the 
right to peaceably assemble and petition the government." 

A deep silence follows Teman's words, like if every one in the classroom were holding his or 
her breath. Teman sits with a countenance cast in stone. The throbbing is not gone from his temples yet. 
It had been stupid to expose himself like that, but he just couldn't take it anymore. Mrs. Leander says 
nothing for a long time and then returns to her desk, sits down and continues her lecture as if nothing 
had happened. One by one the sixth graders exhale and restart breathing and the typical sounds of 
chairs creaking, papers being torn, pages being turned and books opening and closing returns to the 
classroom. 

Teman sits as if frozen in space. The Second, the Third, the Fourth, the Fifth Amendments scroll 
through his mind with a clarity and precision akin to being read in situ from the pages of the book he 
borrowed from the library a few months back, The Constitution of the United States with Case 
summaries, by Smith and Spaeth. 

"That bitch," he thinks. "She didn't have a chance." 
There is a malicious and out of character smile on him. 

 
Discovery 

 
Dr. Herzog was right, Teman agrees with himself. Maintaining his deception is a balancing act 

on a fraying tightrope; his brain everyday outgrows his classmates' and leaps to new levels that leave 
them and the whole school so far behind that his patience is running thin, leaving him strained by 
putting up with their ignorance and stupidity. From a mental point of view, he is an eagle disguised as 
an ugly duckling and living among turkeys. Today his talons and killer beak showed up from under his 
careful disguise. The other sixth graders probably already forgot the exchange between Mrs. Leander 



 

and him, but he's worried about what Mrs. Leander may say to the other teachers, who then may be 
inclined to probe him, to provoke him. 

Blowing his cover is one worry in his head, but what keeps him awake in the poop deck is the 
memory of the rage he felt when taunted by the class and mocked by the teacher. He had never 
experienced anything like it before. Until today he had displayed the temperament of a San Franciscan, 
pure humility and a desire to let live and live in peace but that rage ... that rage. 

Teman shudders in his sleeping bag. It had felt like one of his nightmares when the evil force 
overtakes him and makes his body explode in fear, but instead of fear it had been this desire to destroy 
anything and everything around him. He had managed to restraint that powerful emotion into a duel of 
words with Mrs. Leander, but the thought of that rage going haywire on him frightens him. Where did 
that come from? 

It has to be the nightmares, concludes Teman. They are getting the best of him and are 
projecting themselves into his daily life, lingering like a bad aftertaste. He needs a mouthwash to get 
rid of the nasty taste, but he has no idea on how to go about it. He had being reading until very late at 
night in an attempt to exhaust his brain so it had no option but to shut itself down instead of churning 
endless nightmares. The plan had not worked and had made him into a sleepy head during the day 
instead. He wishes he had some kind of pill he could pop into his mouth and would knock him out cold 
for the night only to awake when the sun raises and his memory of the night is a blank and empty space 
of deep sleep. Tylenol is not going to do it though. 

He needs to pee. 
Relieving himself at night is easier through the emergency door. If the wind is not blowing 

against him then he can urinate from the edge of the poop deck. His arch of piss flies in a parabola and 
lands on the dirt below where it splatters with a sound that speaks of relief to him. But tonight Teman is 
too frightened to open the door and let the night in. He knows it is silly to think that way, but he 
imagines his nightmares outside the door, waiting for the chance to come in and make his sleep 
miserable. He gets out of his bunk, walks through the galley and takes a left turn to face three doors 
going through the side of the bus. The middle one leads to the only bathroom in the house. 

The door is ajar and the light is off, but there is a small night light attached to the wall outlet 
that drives darkness away with its soft glow. A low and steady muffled huff as if somebody were 
breathing hard while jogging comes from the inside. Teman recognizes the low amplitude and high 
frequency breathing as belonging to Abaddon. 

"What the hell is he doing in there?" Teman asks himself. He doesn't push the door open but 
instead leans his body over the slit between the door and the door jamb and takes a peek inside. At first 
the sighting doesn't register in his mind because it is something so unexpected that his brain and his 
eyes have a hard time agreeing with each other. When optical reality makes its way to his intellect, he 
sees Abaddon standing in front of the toilet with his legs spread and naked. He has a grotesquely 
swollen penis that a hand from behind him is stroking with determination. He leans further and he can 
now see Jessica McShane also naked, pressing her breasts against his son's back and her middle against 
his buttocks. Her hand works Abaddon's penis with great impetus. Abaddon makes a grunting animal 
noise and ejaculates. A stream of semen flies off his penis and Jessica catches most of it with her 
fingers and rubs the gook up and down his shaft. 

Teman steps back on his weak legs until his back is against the refrigerator. He's heaving and 
his temples start to throb with such force he thinks his brain is going to explode. Paralyzing seconds go 
by where his thoughts don't click together. The toilet flushes and he hears his mother talking in a low 
voice. The faucet water is now running. Teman wants to move, but he can't. It is not fear but shock 
what has taken control of his muscles away from his will. The faucet stops. His mother will be coming 
out soon and Teman doesn’t want to see her, doesn't want her to see him. He hobbles backwards 
through the galley and crashes against a bar stool before ending up in the poop deck with an expression 
on his face as if he were an escapee convict running away from a pack of hounds. 



 

He opens the emergency door and hobbles over the crates made into stairs and runs away 
towards the hills and the darkness. The barbed wire fence at the back of the property stops him. Teman 
crashes against a metal fence post and collapses to the ground. Face to the dirt, he feels the evil 
presence of his nightmares descending upon him like if the blackness of the night had come crashing 
down; but this is no nightmare he can awake from. Teman panics and his limbs dig into the ground 
expecting to put a valiant but useless fight when the unknown force over him tries to snatch him. His 
body fills up with a terror that pushes his skin outwards and pulls in his tumored bones as if trying to 
snap them loose to scatter them through an unknown and horrific Hades. Teman screams and presses 
his body against the dirt to no avail; there is a whirling of blackness above him that is sucking him in; 
his mind starts to go into that dark place he fears so much. Teman is jolted by a lightning bolt of pure 
rage, rage at his weaknesses, at his life, at being who he is. He rolls on the dirt and faces the empty sky. 
His eyes are wide open and he lets out a scream of anger and embraces the darkness that is trying to 
engulf him. He is not longer fighting to keep his terror away but fighting to embrace it and bite into its 
neck and partake of its energy; consequences be damned. What can he lose? The sky is infinite in its 
depth and darkness. There have to be stars but he can see none tonight. The ground on his back is no 
longer holding his weight; instead, gravity has reversed and now Teman is free falling into the abyss of 
a perpetual night. His consciousness spirals and accelerates into an phantasmagorical depth where 
mocking faces sneer at him and shrills voices taunt him, but he no longer shies away. He screams back 
and flings the monstrosities of his limbs in a mad attempt to grab them and hurt them. The spiral fall 
accelerates and his body feels the heaviness of a black hole gravity that makes it hard to breath and 
move. Teman is compressed into a heavy particle lacking matter and made of pure thought that 
penetrates darkness and speeds beyond it to disappear into a blank universe that has neither matter nor 
energy. 

Jessica McShane finds her son laying face up on the ground next to the back fence. He's 
covered with dirt and his face is packed with more dirt, like he had been drooling and had rolled his 
wet face on the ground. Despite his wide open eyes, he doesn't seem to notice her. She touches him and 
his body feels tense like if a living rigor mortis had settled in. His breathing is steady but heavy. She 
had heard him crashing against the stool in the kitchen and then had heard him scream outside. There 
have been shouts of terror and anger. First she had to get herself dressed. That had meant putting a 
T-shirt on and panties, moving Abaddon to his room and locking his door. By the time she came to find 
Teman, he was on the ground. 

Did he see anything? Is that why he crashed against the chair? Is he going mad like his 
brother? She is both ashamed and angry. Seventeen years of sexual solitude that will last the rest of her 
life. At least useless Abaddon is good for something, that empty shell of a man that has brought her 
nothing but grief. But Teman, oh God, she says to herself, the poor creature didn't have to know about 
it. She picks Teman from the ground and carries him to his bunk. She calls his name with a soft and 
maternal voice and gently shakes him, but Teman just stares at the ceiling like the living dead. She 
wipes his face clean and keeps on calling his name but he doesn't respond. Jessica McShane starts to 
panic. Call 911? What if Teman awakes and starts screaming about what he saw? Nobody would 
understand what is like to be in her shoes. She grabs Teman by his shoulders and starts jerking him 
from side to side. 

"Wake up! Please!" she screams. "Please! Don't leave me alone with you brother." She collapses 
on top of her son and starts crying. Teman right arm raises and wraps around his mother's thick waist 
and whispers. 

"It's OK mama, I'm not going anywhere ... not yet." 
 

Fissure 
 

Teman didn't go to school next day and his mother didn't argue with him about his desire to stay 



 

home. 
 
 
"You look tired," she had said to him. "I think you need to stay home and rest." She had gone 

outside to meet Mr. Vargas to tell him that Teman didn't feel good and was going to stay home. 
"I hope he gets well soon," had said Mr. Vargas before closing the bus' door. 
Jessica says nothing to her son and he says nothing to her about the scene in the bathroom with 

Abaddon. At times Jessica thinks that Teman didn't see anything, but she knows better; that's why he 
crashed against the kitchen stool and end up outside on the dirt screaming. She doesn't know how, 
doesn't want to explain things to Teman because nothing can be explained. She doesn't want to make 
bullshit excuses so she would rather keep her mouth shut. Teman feels the same way. 

What happened to Teman last night scared the hell out of his mother. She blames herself for it; it 
had to be the shock of Abaddon and her ... doing it in the bathroom. Why in hell didn't she lock the door 
like she always did? But the poor guy came back and now she breaths with ease again. It had to be a 
seizure of some kind, she tells herself, and she tries her best to reassure herself that it won't happen 
again. She means the seizure, not her and Abaddon locked in the bathroom together. 

Today is a new day for Teman who now stands in the eye of the hurricane. The worst has passed 
for the moment but worse things are liable to come; Teman feels it in his sick bones. He came back 
from the darkness a changed person. There is a fissure inside him where his old self and the new self 
split, and there is a new force within him that he both fears and is proud of. He didn't want to go to 
school because he knew he couldn't fit among ten years old kids any longer, no matter how hard he 
may try. 

Books and science had long time ago opened a universe of knowledge to him that had unveiled 
many of the mysteries of the physical world. Shakespeare and the Greek tragedies spoke of humanity's 
flaws, and he studied them with the detachment of a rubber gloved scientist looking at a bug under a 
microscope, but the jolt last night ... jolt is the only name he can find that makes sense to explain last 
night's experience, had showed him human flaws in his own flesh and had branded him with the 
knowledge of lost innocence. 

He doesn't blame his mother. She does what she needs to do, and he doesn't want to throw rocks 
at her because last night he learned that he also inhabits a fragile glass house. He doesn't blame God 
because God doesn't exist. God is a convenient invention of mortal organisms to fool themselves into 
believing that eternal life is possible. Delusion is a comforting feeling and the deluded have faith in 
their delusions. He has no delusions; life will come to an end and he will be back in the black hole he 
visited last night where perfect oblivion reigns, where there is peace and his mortal pains are no more. 

He awoke in his bed next to his mother, and he had brought something back with him, 
something that hides under his skin and has no form or name. This thing, this force, has made him into 
a different man, and Teman uses the word man because he doesn't feel like a child anymore. There is an 
internal energy that buzzes inside him, and he has no idea if he will be able to control it or it will 
control him. He's happy and afraid, and he's curious and nervous too. 

His body aches have not gone away and his tumors still live with him. His left eye is still weak 
and not an ounce of strength has moved into his body, but he feels that unknown and unpredictable 
force within him. The great question he has is, what is he supposed to do with it? Or is it that is going 
to do something with him? Teman has no answers. 

From inside the Bug Teman sees the world through the dusty windshield; everything looks dirty. 
The speedometer needle is stuck pointing at the 50 mph mark and the fuel gauge reads full but the 
clunker has no fuel tank. Teman ponders that things are not always what they seem, that the eyes can 
fool the mind by feeding it the wrong clues. If he had never been outside the Bug and couldn't see 
through its windows, his eyes would tell him that he was moving at 50 mph with a tank full of gas. He 
wonders if his life and his knowledge of it is like sitting in a derelict car on blocks with the windows 
painted black; it may look to him that he's going somewhere but the truth is, he is doomed to rot inside 
the shell of his body. 



 

Hand 
 
 

That night Teman goes to sleep with the confidence that his nightmares won't return. If the black 
horror tries to overtake him again, he won't try to run but will face it instead and will embrace with all 
his strength. "There", he says to himself. "If you can't lick'em, join'em." Visiting the spiraling darkness 
scares him but doesn't frighten him to the point of losing his wits. If he has to go back, so be it, but he's 
not running anymore. He falls asleep with some apprehension, like a man walking down a narrow, foul 
smelling and litter infested alley with a moonless night above him and his pockets full of money. 

Teman wakes up, or he thinks he wakes up; he cannot tell for sure, in his bed, in a bed. He 
cannot say he's in his bed. There is such a heaviness to his body that he feels pinned down on his back 
against the mattress. He tries to look around but a bad case of tunnel vision only lets a modicum of 
light come through. He breaths with a heavy compression and decompression of his lungs and his 
tunnel vision spans to show the outline of windows and moonlight coming through them. The room 
seems to spin around him and his stomach feels sick. 

He removes the blanket off his chest. Something is not right with his right hand. He let's go of 
the blanket and looks at his hand - a real hand - with five fingers. His breathing stops, and he focuses 
all his energy in the vision in front of him, the vision of a perfect hand with wiggling digits. He tells the 
hand to stop wiggling its fingers, and it does. When he clinches the hand into a fist he can feel the 
pressure in the knuckles. The room spins and his tunnel vision narrows and now he's looking at his 
hand as if he were using a long pipe to see through. Teman doesn’t want to let go but sheer exhaustion 
takes hold of him and he slips back into heavy sleep. 

Teman wakes up in the morning, closes his eyes and raises his right hand in front of him. He 
opens his eyes and is greeted by the monstrosities of his overgrown fused digits. Disappointment is on 
his face. but of course, what the hell was he thinking? That a stupid dream, a teaser of a dream, was 
going to fix him up? Of course not; still, he remembers what it felt like having five responsive fingers 
in a strong hand. It had been so real that he's sure that what he felt is what normal people feel in their 
good hands. 

His twisted mind, Teman thinks, now instead of terrorizing him has changed its tactics, let's 
tease the cripple, give him a taste of what could have been but will never be. That's crueler than just 
scaring the living hell out of him. Teman lies on bed with his hands under the blanket wondering about 
the strange dream and the lingering sensation that he has five normal fingers. He would swear that 
under the blanket there is a normal hand. 

 
Truth 

 
 

"Mama, I don't want to go to school," says Teman to his mother while both are having breakfast 
in the galley. 

"Don't feel good?" 
"I'm not talking about today," says Teman. "I want to quit school for good." 
Jessica puts her coffee down and looks at her son. They have gone through this routine before. 
"Teman, I know it is hard on you when kids make fun of you, but you cannot quit." 
"It’s not that mama. Assholes will always be assholes and they can kiss my tumor ridden ass." 
"Teman!" Jessica can't suppress her laugh. "Don't talk like that." 
"I'm just bored to death at school. Sixth grade is for dummies." 
"Your grades are not that good so you must be one of the dummies." 
Teman knows his mother has a point. It would be hard to explain his purposeful sabotage of his 

own grades. 



 

"That," Teman says, "is another story." 
"Hurry up or you're going to be late." 
There is no point in arguing with his mother. He's going to have to find another way to escape 

the boredom and silliness of sixth grade. Sitting behind Mr. Vargas, Teman thinks about his new self 
and the latent force inside him - friend or foe? - he can't tell. Perhaps both; it is like a loaded gun that 
when it goes off, depending in which direction it is pointed to, it can be good or bad. He could walk 
into the principal's office and ask her to move him to a higher grade, but then his academic record will 
be used against him. The deception has to end because he can no longer sit among sixth graders without 
losing his mind. Once he exposes his intellect, there will be one more feather in his large hat of 
freakishness, and it will be a long one. The school district doesn't have special ed classes because it is 
too poor to afford the teachers so they will stick him in an upper class. Teman is sure that even senior 
high school would be boring, full of meathead football players and girls dressed like tarts imitating 
Britney Spears. Intelligence is not the hallmark of high school; hormones is more like it. 

The fact is, Teman concludes, is that he doesn't fit anywhere. The thought of the state mental 
hospital in Pueblo comes to him. But there is a new determination in him. He knows that his chances of 
making it past fifteen are almost none because his cancers will kill him before that ripe age. Dr. Herzog 
had been so right; living in deception is tough and for what? His original idea of deception had been to 
protect himself from others but now he sees it as him trying to protect others from the knowledge that a 
fucked up cripple is smarter than all of them put together. Life will be short and when he reaches its 
end, he wants to be himself and not a faked dumb kid. With any luck they will kick him out of school 
and send him to a research lab where he will be fattened like an expensive rat lab. His mother will have 
one less burden, and she can jerk Abaddon off every time she feels like, or do worse things with him. 

At this last thought he cringes. He has decided he's not going to judge his mother. Abaddon, 
after all, is a walking piece of meat and there is no harm done to whom cannot see right from wrong 
and cannot remember. Mama lives in her own hell and let her deal with it the best way she can. Teman 
has no complaints against his mother. Perfect she's not but who is? And she has to put up with a life that 
has been as difficult and unfair to her like it has been to him. Judging her would be like death row 
inmates passing judgment on each other; the same prison and the same gallows await for all of them. 

The bus stops in front of the school and disgorges its living load. Teman is always the last to exit 
because he doesn't want to be run over by the rush of feet and backpacks. Once the bus is empty he gets 
up and starts to walk down the stairs. On the way down he speaks to Mr. Vargas. 

"Muchas gracias y que tenga un buen día Señor Vargas." 
"De nada," says a surprised Mr. Vargas. "Usted también T-man." 
Mr. Vargas shakes his head as he watches Teman limp away with his yellow back pack. "That 

kid," he says to himself, "is a lot smarter than he looks." He figures that T-man memorized the 
expression without really understanding its meaning, but he did pretty good. When he comes to think 
about it later, Mr. Vargas has to admit that it had been a rather good Spanish. "Maybe Gorge Lozano 
taught him what to say," but then, George doesn't speak Spanish. Mr. Vargas shrugs and blames the 
whole thing on kids' universal knack for messing with adults. 

Teman's first class is with Mrs. Peters, the grammar teacher. He enters and sits three rows from 
the front. There is a feeling of foreboding that smacks his awareness when he sits down. The wall of 
deception that he had carefully built brick by brick has to crumble. He is not sure if that means he will 
gain freedom by escaping through the hole or if the enemies on the other side will now be able to get to 
him. He looks around at the other sixth graders and he knows he doesn't belong in the classroom. But 
where does he belong? A vision of men in white smocks with name tags hanging from their shirt collars 
taping electrodes to his shaved head come to his mind. 

"Any volunteers to read a poem?" asks Mrs. Peter. 
Teman raises his deformed hand that is now exposed to the whole class. He doesn't care about 

the yucks around him. He has never raised his hand before but today things are going to change; they 



 

must. 
 
 
"Please, come forward and read this poem." 
Teman hobbles to the front and grabs the open book from Mrs. Peter. Teman takes a look at the 

poem, a short thing from Robert Frost. He looks at Mrs. Peters and says to her, "I have a better poem in 
mind." 

"That's so," says Mrs. Peters to humor him. "Do you want to go to your desk and get it?" 
"I don't need a book. It is in my head." 
"It is some stupid limerick, isn't it?" Mrs. Peter is thinking about something on the line of Roses 

are red or a Man from Nantucket. 
"Oh no," Teman says to Mrs. Peter with a smile. He turns to the class and says, "This poem is 

from a long ago dead loser who died a pauper and some said a alcoholic. His name was Edgar Allan 
Poe, and he titled this poem The Raven." And Teman recited the poem from memory without a flaw. 

 
Hands 

 
There is a buzz in school about his unexpected intellectual prowess. Teman's heart had been 

beating overtime all day long as he moved from class to class and displayed his gargantuan memory 
where the written word and scientific knowledge reside in ample comfort. He figures that he will be 
called to the principal's office in a couple of days at most. When that time comes he will ask to be taken 
out of the school system because his overdeveloped brain doesn't fit the narrow constraints of state 
mandated education. By then, enough teachers will be so freaked out that the principal will be happy to 
see him go. That's the plan. 

Once he's out, what can he do? He hadn't thought about it until now. He can read, of course. He 
pictures himself reading every book in the Cuchillo library, soaking up knowledge and facts like a dry 
sponge would water. But he sees no purpose in such endeavor other than a past time to keep his brain 
entertained. Death comes upon him. One morning he will wake up blind or unable to walk or talk, 
laying on his own shit, and then what? All that knowledge in his brain will be worthless poppycock. It 
will be like a condemned library full of fat rats gnawing on dusty books. There is more to life, or that is 
what mortals want to think. Teman is convinced that there is no more to life, that life is what you live 
right now, what you see and feel and smell and what goes through your head, but hoping for something 
else is a fallacy, fodder for philosophers and saints who speculate and believe in a God and an afterlife 
that he knows is nothing but a perfect dark hole of absolute nothingness. Yet, it is very peaceful in 
there. 

His sleep comes easily this time. He knows that the nightmare cannot come to him because it 
already is inside him. Same dream of the night before, but this time Teman concentrates his efforts in 
the hands he knows are next to him, next to his body. He lifts his arms and they are strong and vascular. 
The hands are perfect. The fingertips from the left hand meet the fingertips from the right hand. There 
are ten fingers in front of him, at times blurred by his efforts to keep focusing, to stop the vision from 
closing. He pushes both hands together and can feel the pressure increase on each fingertip. The fingers 
slip and they mingle. Teman interlocks them and feels the touch of skin on skin. He opens the hands 
and turns them with the palms facing him. They are so beautiful. He brings them to his face and he can 
see the moonlight coming through the fingers. There is a touch on his face, ten fingers running up and 
down his cheeks, his nose, the forehead. He's now falling back into a vacuum. The touch, the hands, 
they are left behind, and Teman plunges back into his dark sleep. 

 
Rage 

 
Before Teman even opened his eyes in the morning he knew that the monstrosities would be 



 

back as his limbs. He tried to feel those ten dream fingers again but he only felt his claws. Why does his 
mind tease him so? He is pressurized from the inside; not bloated like gas, but a pressure that runs 
through his veins and arteries and insides like a rumble before an earthquake. Fools create premonitions 
after the fact to blame fate for that very fact that was the fool's doing. Teman is no fool and he has a 
premonition before the fact. The details are sketchy but there is maelstrom of fear brewing inside him 
that makes him sick and afraid for the day just started. 

He gets out of his bunk and his body aches from every direction. "Good morning to you too," 
Teman says to nobody in particular. His chin feels weird. He puts his hand on it and something 
explodes. There is a thin line of warm liquid running down his chin. 

"What the hell?" 
He wipes his chin with tissue paper and it comes out bloodied and stained with pus. For a few 

seconds Teman doesn't know what to think, then he face lights up with understanding. 
"A freaking pimple!" 
Great, he thinks, now the freak can also be called pizza face. Is there an end to it? 
Teman eats his cereal and his mother ignores him. She will probably be the last person to know 

about what's going on in school. He chews his cereal and looks at his mother in her green gym suit. She 
is wearing no bra and her thick nipples stick from underneath the thin polyester. Teman averts his eyes. 
There is an anger directed towards his mother that crawls under his skin but his mind sees no reason for 
such feeling, sees no use for it, but his body remains tense in her presence. 

"Buenos días," says Mr. Vargas. 
"Buenos días," says Teman. The smiling face of Mr. Vargas relieves his internal pressure like 

steam coming out of a safety valve. Sitting behind Mr. Vargas, Teman starts to forget about his morning 
premonition. By the time the bus reaches school, Teman expects just another day where he plays the 
part of a circus monkey doing mind tricks and finally gets called into the principal's office. He's going 
to miss riding with Mr. Vargas though. 

"Let's put this show on the road," he says to himself when he leaves the bus. His first class is 
with Mrs. Leander. He sits close to the front and makes no attempt to camouflage himself among his 
classmates. His pulse goes up by a few beats when Mrs. Leander enters. She starts her lecture and her 
voice is twice as offensive as Teman can remember it. His mind tries to understand why he is being so 
hypersensitive to such things today. He cannot come up with an answer, but his pulse continues to 
pound in his chest like a creature trying to break loose. Mrs. Leander lectures and never asks any 
questions or lets anybody ask any questions; she just plows ahead with her canned lecture and at the 
end of the class assigns homework. That's all folks. 

Teman leaves Mrs. Leander's class with a great relief, but the fear still ties his stomach into a 
knot; he is a soldier who just heard a bullet zing by his head but knows the fighting is not over yet. He 
moves through the throng in the corridor on his way to his next class with his backpack on his arm and 
his apprehension inside him. He tries to convince himself that everything is going to be OK and at the 
end of the day he will be laughing at his silly ideas. 

Despite his conviction that fate and luck are humbug, Teman understands that circumstances 
created by odd alignments and chain reactions of causes and their effects may look like genuine bad 
luck when the poor sucker gets nailed by the final effect of such circumstances. 

"Yo, freaky!" 
When Teman heard those words he knew his luck had turned bad. Any other day he would have 

just ignored it and kept on walking, deaf to the laughs behind him. The force inside him won't let him 
do that anymore. He stops and turns around. Josh Botwin is a tenth grader, a kid with a fat middle and a 
fatter mouth. His purpose in life is to bully the weaker and brag about it. Among his peers and superiors 
he behaves like a normal kid but in the presence of the weak, a switch inside him flips and the bully 
comes out. Teman understands how Josh Botwin's mind works and knows that walking away is the 
correct thing to do, but today his own mind is not in control. 



 

"Lobster boy, where you takin' that big fat head of yours?" He laughs and the other tenth graders 
around him mimic him. The rush of blood to his head makes Teman dizzy. His skin burns because there 
is an internal fire that wants to consume everything around him but the throbbing of his temples is the 
worst, like a drum major pounding and pounding and breaking up his self control with each hit. 

"What the fuck you want, you fat piece of shit ..." Teman's voice is slow and comes out of his 
throat like hot lead. That Josh is one foot taller and fifty pounds heavier matters none. That Josh is 
healthy and has normal limbs is of no consequence. A wave of hellish heat envelopes Teman and his 
eyes turn bloodshot. Josh and those who surround him now stand with their mouths wide open and 
taken aback by the unexpected response. Josh takes a few steps forward and shoves Teman by pushing 
him on his chest. Teman flies back but regains his footing and jumps on Josh and grabs him by the neck 
with his two deformed hands that have a difficult time getting hold of the thick flesh. Josh's revulsion at 
having those deformities touching his skin is obvious to Teman who had never thought of the laying of 
hands as a weapon. Josh tries to push Teman away by pushing on his head. In the struggle Josh 
manages to put Teman in a head lock. 

By the standards of school brawls, Teman was beat. Teman's glasses had fallen off his face and 
Josh thick arms were choking him; this was the time to throw the towel. Teman couldn't do that though. 
There was a madness to his actions that tinged his vision of reality in reds and oranges and the thought 
of getting hurt or killed played no part in his decisions; Teman was in for the duration of the fight, until 
the breath was taken away from him and he couldn't stand up on his legs. Teman's hand reaches 
between Josh's legs and through the fabric of the baggy pants gets a hold of Josh's testicles. His hand 
grabs the soft sack and clamps on it with fierce determination. Josh screams in sheer pain and Teman 
now yanks and twist on the soft mass gripped in his hand. Josh starts pounding Teman on his face with 
hardfisted desperate blows that blind Teman but he doesn't let go of his prize. 

There is a flash of flesh passing in front of Teman's face; he can smell the skin. Teman's mouth 
opens, and he bites on that flesh with such ferocity that he tastes blood. Josh is now screaming atop his 
lungs. The other kids move away from the fighting duo because this is not the usual push and shove 
hallway brawl, but a dirty street fight where somebody is going to get hurt. There is blood on Teman's 
face and on Josh's forearm that is now attached to Teman's mouth. 

Teman's face is black and blue and bloodied from Josh's blows, but he has no intention of letting 
him go. He clamps harder with both his hand and his sharp incisives and bicuspids and the taste of 
blood is sweet in his mouth. His madness knows no pain and doesn't care for the enemy's own. The 
force inside Teman glows with fierce intensity and lives for the moment, for the fight, and doesn't care 
for the outcome. Death is welcome. 

Josh's and the screams of the girls in the hallway bring hall monitors and teachers into the 
hallway. There is a rush of adults plowing through the young crowd. Grown up hands grab Teman and 
try to separate him from Josh but they can't. Teman has latched onto Josh like a rabid pit bull. The sight 
of blood and Josh's screams make Ms. Peters sick and she runs towards the bathroom. Ms. Lindsay is 
able to pull Teman's hand away from Josh's family jewels while Mr. Eberhard tries to pull Josh's 
forearm out of Teman's mouth. Mr. Eberhard Yanks hard on Teman's head and the forearm comes out of 
his mouth with a spurt of blood and a hellish scream from Josh. There is a chunk of flesh missing from 
the forearm. Teman spits blood and tissue and splatters Josh and both teachers. 

There is pandemonium in the hallway with kids and teachers screaming. Ms. Lindsay carries in 
front of him a bleeding and crying Josh away holding him upright through his armpits. "Call the 
nurse!" she commands more than once as he carries Josh to the school infirmary. The crowd in the 
hallway moves apart to let the bloody mess go by. 

Mr. Eberhard is holding Teman's arm and looking at his bloodied and swollen face. Teman is 
shaking and breathing with difficulty. He can feel Teman's body as taut as a guitar string. The tautness 
goes limp and Teman collapses on the floor. Mr. Eberhard picks him up in his arms and carries him to 
the infirmary with quick steps. Teman's head and limbs bob lifelessly as Mr. Eberhard moves through 



 

the crowd in the hallway. On the floor there is blood, flesh, and a tooth and the broken glasses from 
Teman. Large dark blood drops mark the way to the infirmary and everybody on the hallway is careful 
not to step on the stuff. 

 
Daydream 

 
 

Sunshine hurts Teman's eyes. Sunshine, so pure and warm, coming through his half closed eyes. 
It feels like a dream; it must be a dream: the same vision of coming through a tunnel, peeping through 
hard to focus eyes, but there is no doubt, sunshine. His eyelids open with the delicate speed of a 
blossoming flower and a rush of light pushes his shadows away. It takes a few seconds for his pupils to 
contract to stop the overpowering flood. 

"Well, this is weird," Teman says to himself. He's looking at the End of the Line road in front of 
his house. There is the mail box and the ditch running alongside the road. 

Teman thinks of hands. Two hands raise in front of him, and he is now looking at the back of 
them, at their ten fingers, five on each extremity. They are beautiful. The fingers move at his command. 
The eighth wonder of the world. The sky's blue turns magenta and darkens to an inky purpleness as the 
sunshine dims, and he loses focus of the hands in front of him. Teman spirals back into the painful 
numbness he had come from. 

 
Downtown 

 
 

From his window table at the Serendipity Café in downtown Cuchillo, Dr. Herzog can see the 
old main street, a live interpretation of a Norman Rockwell painting of an America superseded by the 
turmoil of the Twenty First century. The cars parked at an angle don't have fins or round fenders, but 
everything else looks like a time capsule of brick and mortar. With a lazy motion of his wrist Dr. 
Herzog stirs his tea. Patrons come in and out with the freedom and carelessness of the innocent. There 
are no armed guards outside checking packages and suspicious people. There are no IDF patrols or 
armed settlers on the streets. The armored towers housing snipers who watch pedestrians are missing. 
The people in the café don't look at each other with suspicion, are not made nervous by strangers 
wearing thick clothing in a hot day. 

"Fools," thinks Dr. Herzog and there is anger in his thought. Had Jane been more paranoid 
perhaps she could have spotted the young Palestinian with the explosive belt under his jacket. Perhaps 
not. The majority of the passengers were seasoned Israelis used to living under the gun, and they also 
fell victims. This same thought has whirled inside Dr. Herzog's head since the day he first had landed in 
Tel-Aviv to repatriate his wife's mutilated body. She wasn't even Jewish for God's sake. People blowing 
themselves into crowded buses in the name of God don't care about stuff like that of course. 

Dr. Herzog doesn't know why he keeps on harping on the same unanswerable questions that 
yield no clues and only serve to irritate him and drive him insane. He had also brought back their three 
year old daughter Arella. He still cannot find the words to explain to her what happened to mom and 
why. How could he? He himself doesn't understand. 

Arella is now staying with her maternal grandparents in Boulder. Dr. Herzog cannot bear to look 
at them, at their loss. There is shame in him for letting Jane got to Israel on vacation, letting her walk 
into the line of fire like that. He should have known better. They don't blame him for anything, but still, 
he cannot stop thinking that he had a hand in Jane's death. 

His wrist is now stirring the tea with angry motions that make the teaspoon clink and clink and 
the people sitting nearby look at him and wonder. Dr. Herzog pulls the spoon out and lays it on the 
table. He sighs. He knows he has to let go of this suppressed rage that is eating him from the inside out, 
but good intentions are not match for his grief. 



 

Why Cuchillo? 
Time off from the hospital and he ends up in this desiccated corner of Colorado with his head 

full of crazy ideas and his chest choked with simmering hate. He's not quite sure what the hell he's 
doing sitting at the chair he is sitting now. Teman McShane, he is nothing to him, just another patient 
condemned to an early demise. Such people come with his job. At times he thinks this Cuchillo trip is 
just a front for him to run from Boulder, his daughter and the unpalatable explanations that he cannot 
utter. At other times he blames his scientific curiosity for his desire to find the genesis of Teman's 
afflictions. The truth is, he is not sure why, but here he is. 

His talk with Dr. Piccirillo, an epidemiologist at the Colorado Department of Public Health and 
Environment had yielded nothing. There are no cancer clusters in Cuchillo or anywhere in its vicinity. 
Cancer rates for each type of cancer were below or at normal levels. The few spikes in the rates of 
some types of cancer can not be correlated to a single carcinogen source or were statistically 
meaningful. Maybe he is spinning his wheels and Teman and his brother are a genetic accident 
produced by an inherited susceptibility. But heredity, even defective heredity is consistent. Teman and 
Abaddon have nothing in common regarding their maladies. The trigger seems to be somewhere else. 
Perhaps is a gene-environment interaction that escapes the current analytical tools of population 
sampling. 

Perhaps is not his problem. Nobody has asked for his succor. His scientific interest is nothing 
but a frontage for his morbid curiosity, an ugly midget hiding with a microphone behind the curtain of 
medical respectability. Dr. Herzog is disgusted with himself. The tea tastes bitter. He is making his 
mind up to call the whole thing off and go back to Boulder when a man in his forties walks in with a 
thin leather briefcase under his arm. The man looks around and his eyes land on Dr. Herzog. The man 
walks toward him. 

"Dr. Herzog, I presume?" 
"Mr. Moseley, I presume." 
After the initial greeting and pleasantries are over, the men engage in serious talk. There is no 

doubt in Dr. Herzog's mind that Mr. Moseley, the editor of The Cuchillo Tribune, is a sharp character. 
Mr. Moseley has a plump and pleasant face with vivacious brown eyes, one that invites people to talk 
too much and then regret it later. 

"What are you looking for and how can I help you?" asks Mr. Moseley. To his polite but direct 
question Dr. Herzog corresponds with a direct answer. 

"I'm looking for a possible carcinogen source." 
"May I inquire why?" 
Of course you may, thinks Dr. Herzog, that's what newspaper people do. 
"I'm an oncologist, a cancer doctor, and I have a peculiar case in this town that is bugging me." 

Dr. Herzog takes a sip of his tea and this time it doesn't taste so bitter. "Patient doctor privileges won't 
let me tell you the name of this patient, and I may be way off the mark in my suspicions, so don't panic 
about the cancer bogey man coming into this town." 

"One cancer case doesn't make an epidemic." 
"Very correct. As I said, there is a good chance that I'm wrong or that I won't be able to prove 

anything." 
Mr. Moseley smiles. He digs into his briefcase and pulls a stack of photocopies from it. 
"These are copies of articles we have run about old mine tailings and abandoned mills 

surrounding Cuchillo." 
Dr. Herzog takes the bundle from Mr. Moseley and gives a quick look at the headlines. 
"This is quite a lot," says Dr. Herzog. "It seems you have been battling the Colorado Department 

of Public Health and Environment to declare some of these sites as polluted." 
"And the EPA too, and it has been an uphill battle," adds Mr. Moseley. 
"Why the grief?" 



 

Mr. Moseley smiles. "The polluted sites are on state property, old leases that used to belong to 
smelters and mills, corporations that no longer exist. The state's own Department of Public Health and 
Environment is in no rush to declare state lands polluted and then force the flat broke state fork out the 
money to pay for the clean up. You can't get blood out of a turnip." 

"What about the EPA?" 
"They agree that some sites may be polluted, but because they are not nearby a populated area 

or are any health problems related to them, they are reluctant to declare these places superfund sites and 
then have the Feds help the state to clean them up." 

"Money runs the world," says Dr. Herzog. The newspaper man nods in agreement. Mr. Moseley 
grabs one of the photocopies, turns it over and writes a name, phone number and a Cuchillo address 
down and gives the paper back to Dr. Herzog. 

"This man, Herbie Champion, he's a retired geologist and he can give you the run down better 
than anybody in this town. The man knows his stuff and he's not shy about speaking his mind. Give 
him a call." 

"Thank you for your help," says Dr. Herzog. "Just remember that this is not an official inquiry; 
I'm doing this on my own." 

"Dr. Herzog, I'm glad that this is not an official inquiry. We know what the outcome would be, 
don't we?" 

 
Blindness 

 
There is a drift of consciousness that puts Teman in front of his house and shows him those 

hands and then brings him back to a blank and painful space where he hears voices calling to him and 
talking among themselves, but he cannot make out what they are saying. A jolt of reality hits his spine 
and the physical pain makes him open his eyes. 

Only his left eye opens, and because it is his bad one, he cannot focus on his surroundings quite 
well; besides, his glasses are missing. His right eye is too swollen for the eyelids to separate and let the 
light go through. There is pain in his face, his mouth, and his neck. He remembers the fight and the 
taste of blood and flesh in his mouth. He runs his tongue over his teeth and notices the missing front 
lower tooth and can taste his own blood. His teeth have always been crap anyway, so Teman doesn't 
worry too much about missing another one. 

The pounding in his head is gone, for the moment. That rage that had powered his attack is 
resting but Teman feels its latent power in the powerful beats of his heart. He doesn't understand what 
is happening to him. After years of being teased and laughed at, after developing a skin as thick as an 
elephant's, now he has become a powder keg waiting to be ignited by the smallest of sparks. 
Uncontrollable rage is good in a Mongol racing on his horse across the plains with sword in hand, 
ready to slay his enemy. That feeling that made him disregard his life and everything else and press on 
with the attack is a good quality in a recipient of the Congressional Medal of Honor, whose great 
majority are posthumously decorated. But such explosive fury in a fifty pound defective weakling is 
self destruction by reason of insanity. There is a will but the means are lacking, and that, Teman thinks, 
it's a good thing. He's sure if had had the strength, he would have killed that sonofabitch. 

The thought of snapping Josh neck broken makes his blood pressure raise. It is both satisfying 
to hear the bone break and it is also frightening. Take it easy, he admonishes himself. After a few deep 
breaths his tranquility comes back. There is a figure in green scrubs standing next to his bed. By now 
Teman has figured out that he's at the hospital. He cannot make out if the figure is female or male. He 
tries to focus by the exertion pains his left eye. So this is what is like to go blind, Teman says to 
himself. He had always expected his optical nerve glioma to shut down his eyesight; he hopes it will 
happen on his way out of this life and not as another malady on a long and slow road to ruin. On the 
bright side, a black eye and missing glasses are manageable, a lot more than a cancerous mass that 



 

grows at its own pace with nobody able to do anything about it. 
"Hello. How're you doing?" says a male voice coming from the green clad figure. 
"Fine," says Teman with a tired voice. He doesn't feel like describing his ailments to more 

doctors. It never does any good anyway. 
"Let me get the doctor," says the green man before walking away. After a few minutes a group 

of people show up next to his bed. White, green and blue mingle in front of him, with dots of flesh 
colors where the heads are supposed to be. 

"We are trying to get in touch with your mother," says a male voice. Teman cannot tell which 
blurred figure is speaking. 

"Thank you," Teman says, not sure of who he is thanking. 
"How are you feeling?" asks the same voice. Teman is sure now that it is coming from one of 

the white figures. 
"Like crap," says Teman, and then he quips, "which is the way I always feel, so I declare myself 

cured of any ailments. Can I go home now?" There is silence and the figures in front of him shift in 
their own positions. 

"We would rather keep you for a night," says the white figure that spoke before. 
"Listen, my mother doesn't have a pot to piss in. She cannot afford to pay for this. Let me go 

home and save yourself the aggravation and an unpaid bill." Teman feels his blood pressure raising like 
a wave far away from the coast, a swell that is building up and gaining momentum, but that beach 
goers in white lab coats and green scrubs can't see coming yet. There is more silence and more figure 
shifting until a new male voice speaks, full of itself. 

"Kid, you may not be going home, but to jail." 
"Who said that?" asks Teman. "I'm almost blind, I got a glioblastoma multiforme in my optical 

nerve and I can't make out who is taking to me." 
"Please, Officer, this is not the time for that," says the voice from the white figure. 
"A cop," says Teman. "You must be the dark blue figure." Teman starts laughing but it is not a 

funny laugh; it is more of a macabre laugh. His temples are pounding again and the familiar rage is 
trying to escape through his ribs. 

"Look at me you jackass!" says Teman in a loud voice. "Do you think your threats scare me? Do 
you think it makes a difference to me if you take me to jail or you just take me out and shoot me?" 
Teman is heaving and his body's pains have two folded. The weave is crashing. 

"Take me to jail or shoot me now, and if not, you and the horse you rode in can go to fucking 
hell!" Teman jumps out of bed and sharp pain shoots through his wrist. He hadn't noticed the IV stuck 
in it until now. He crashes against a tray and the noise of stainless steel and glass landing on granite 
fills the room. Voices tell each other to catch him, to put him back in bed, to fix the drip hanging half 
way out from his wrist. The white figure tells the dark blue one to get out of the room, now! Teman is 
on bed again, and breathing is difficult. He is stiffening up like a cadaver in a freezer. He feels a needle 
going into his shoulder and everything goes blank. 

 
Geology 

 
 

At the end of the dusty street lined with defoliated trees is the house that Dr. Herzog had been 
looking for, the Champion residence. It is a small house of dormers and gables painted in a faded white 
color with a roof of green shingles. The yard is huge, at least by Denver standards, and the shed at the 
back must be at least twice as big as the house. There are derelict trucks and Jeeps parked in a row 
between the house and the shed. Dr. Herzog assumes that in Cuchillo, a man's social status is tied to the 
number of junked vehicles he can park in his yard; Herbie Champion must be a man of high standing. 
Dr. Herzog knocks at the door, meets the wife, plump and gracious, yes, he is the man who called, 



 

please come in, he enters the small but tidy living room, do you want anything to drink? No thanks 
ma’am, please have a seat, thanks ma’am, here comes Herbie, nice to meet you, and Dr. Herzog 
explains the reason of his visit, of his conversation with Mr. Moseley, and Herbie Champion listens. 

"How 'bout a field trip Doc?" asks Herbie after Dr. Herzog is done with his piece. 
"Where?" 
"I like to do show and tell instead of just telling." Herbie is a big white haired man with a 

weathered face and hands like hams, hands that came from the field, not from behind a desk. He had 
graduated from the Colorado School of Mines, class of '49, at a time, Herbie likes to remind people, 
when the school gave diplomas and a shovel to the new graduates, and expected the new graduates to 
make a living with the shovel, not the diploma. Have shovel, will travel had been Herbie's motto for 
decades. His geology work for mining and oil companies took him from the jungles of Peru and 
Ecuador to the east and west coasts of Africa, the deserts of the Middle East, to the cold of Alaska and 
Canada and all over the American west. 

Cuchillo was a good place to retire: there were no malaria, crocs, hostile natives, suffocating 
heat, sand storms, sub freezing temperatures or long nights. In Herbie's eyes, Cuchillo was paradise. 
True to his nature and experience, Herbie had noticed a few things amiss on his four wheeling trips 
around the county, things that would have escaped many others without his knack for seeing through 
dirt and rocks. 

Herbie and Dr. Herzog ride in an old International Harvester 4x4 with a canvas roof. The 
vehicle porpoises and grunts, and Dr. Herzog cannot figure out why anybody would like to drive such a 
thing. The paved road turns into a dirt road and then into a rocky trail crisscrossed by ruts. The 4x4 
bounces and creaks and a cow bell tied under the front bumper clangs with each pot hole and boulder. 
Herbie talks like a tour guide explaining the geology of the landscape and Dr. Herzog wonders what the 
hell he is doing in the middle of nowhere, his butt already sore from the jarring ride. They stop at the 
top of a ridge. Herbie gets out and Dr. Herzog does the same. The valley below looks like a bowl set 
among the surrounding dirt hills dotted with palo verde and Ironwood trees, grass and pinons, junipers 
and shrubs and pine. There are huge piles of rocks at the bottom of the valley that stretch for miles, and 
what looks like giant swimming pools filled with a yellow sand. A rusted shed and half fallen buildings 
jut out of the landscape. 

"That's Wolfang Valley," says Herbie. "Them piles of rocks are tailings from smelter operations 
that existed in the late 1800's and early 1900's." 

"Gold mines?" 
"Yeah. The gold mines were in the mountains. Back then there was a railroad line that brought 

the ore here for processing using chemical bleaching of the ore to extract gold." 
"I have seen those piles in Breckenridge and by Fairplay," says Dr. Herzog. "Always makes me 

wonder how those people back then could dig so much with shovels and picks." 
"And dynamite" Herbie laughs but his face turns serious again when he starts talking. "Those 

tailings are rich in arsenic, lead and other heavy metals. Every time it rains or snows, some of the crap 
washes away." 

"Where does the stuff end up?" 
Herbie looks at Dr. Herzog and laughs. 
"It depends who you talk to. Water always flows down so it should end up in the ground water. 

Now, here is where nobody agrees; some say that the valley below is a big rock bowl that will contain 
any polluted water from flowing down into the Cuchillo Valley and the Arkansas River." 

"Kind of like a giant basin?" asks Dr. Herzog. 
"Yeah. Now, all basins have a plug at the bottom, and I'm sure that this one is not different. I 

believe that the rock strata below has cracks in it." 
"How can you know?" 
"It's a pretty good hunch, just by looking at the geology around here. Also, during those mining 



 

days, that bowl was home to a few coal mines." 
"Coal?" 
"Yup. How do you figure they got the railroad running? And the steam engines in the mines?" 
Dr. Herzog shrugs. 
"Some of those coal mine shafts are a thousand feet deep. They dug miles of tunnels under that 

bowl. Today they are full of dead mules and water but you can bet your ass that the surface water that 
filters down through the tailings and ponds ends up in those tunnels." 

"Do you think that the water escapes the bowl through those tunnels and natural cracks?" 
Herbie nods. 
"But there is more to this story," says Herbie. "Let's drive to the bottom." 
The trail turns nasty, a narrow shelf road that makes Dr. Herzog hold his breath at points where 

there is no road visible under the truck but a long and deep cliff that ends up down in a creek. At times 
the truck is almost vertical and its engine grunts in granny gear as a skillful Herbie drives through what 
used to be a mule wagon road. 

"This is Burro Creek," says Herbie. "It’s the only surface crack in the bowl. The pundits say that 
polluted water from the tailings and the ponds doesn't flow through this crack." 

"Is that so?" 
"Yes, it is. At least on the surface it is." 
Dr. Herzog didn't feel like asking Herbie to be more specific. His stomach tied like a knot was 

not conductive to thinking. The creek trail descends on open land and in a few minutes the 4x4 is 
running between tall piles of rocks. They stop on the edge of a dried pond where the surface has a 
yellowish color. Herbie descends down the embankment followed by Dr. Herzog. 

"This, my friend," says Herbie, "is not ordinary pond. This is a Cold War battlefield." 
"What do you mean?" 
Herbie kneels and grabs a handful of the sandy yellowish dirt and lets it run through his fingers. 

"Yellowcake." 
Dr. Herzog has a questioning look. 
"Come on Doc, you are a cancer doctor, you work with this stuff too." 
Dr. Herzog keeps his questioning look. 
"Uranas-uranium oxide, U-three-ought-eight. This is a mixed waste of radioactive particles and 

heavy metals." 
"And we are standing on it?" shouts Dr. Herzog, and he makes and attempt to run up the embankment 
but doesn't get too far as his street shoes cannot get a grip on the slippery and loose slope. "Relax doc, 

the background radioactivity is the natural level of the ore when taken off the 
ground. If you don't eat the dirt or breath the dust you are safe." Herbie laughs and Dr. Herzog comes 
down again. 

"This yellow dirt was made into yellowcake biscuits that were sent to Rocky Flats for 
enrichment and processing into weapon-grade uranium. This dirt won the Cold War for us." Herbie's 
laugh carries a long way. "God bless America!" 

Dr. Herzog is starting to think that Herbie is some kind of nut. 
"If the uranium is not bad enough, you can also find molybdenum, cobalt, nickel, copper, 

arsenic, cadmium, lead and zinc around here, all byproducts of the leaching process used to extract 
yellocake from the pitch-blended ore." 

"All this shit is just sitting here?" ask Dr. Herzog in disbelief. Once thing is to read about 
polluted sites, other thing is to stand on one, with the dirt spilling into shoes and socks. Dr. Herzog 
notices that Herbie is wearing a pair of heavy duty boots. 

"It's just dirt, polluted, but dirt." Herbie shrugs. "The state and the EPA claim it cannot escape 
Wolfang Valley, but they cannot explain why we have high doses of heavy metals on the banks of the 
Arkansas River ten miles downstream from here." 



 

"This place gives me the creeps," says Dr. Herzog. "Let's get out of here." 
Atop the embankment Dr. Herzog takes in the view of tailings, ponds and abandoned buildings 

and rusted equipment. 
"It looks so peaceful," says Dr. Herzog. The harsh landscape reminds him of the Negev Desert 

in southern Israel. On the way back they take an abandoned road that is a highway when compared to 
the Burro Creek trail. 

"This was the old railroad bed. They made it into a road when they started processing uranium 
in the fifties and has been abandoned since the eighties when they shut the mill down," says Herbie 
over the roar of the engine. "It will take us straight into town." 

"Why did we came through Burro Creek then?" shouts back Dr. Herzog. 
"I thought you would enjoy the more scenic route." Herbie laughs hard with wholesome 

sincerity, and Dr. Herzog represses his desire to choke him. 
 

Pants 
 
 

Teman can see the End of the Line road again, and the mail box, and the ditch, and the fence. 
What amazes him the most is the clarity of the vision and the painless way he can focus on details. The 
image is not framed within the window of prescription glasses. He's looking through perfect eyes that 
focus and refocus with no effort and which need no man made glass in front of them to take in reality. 
The hands are there too; he can see them in front of him. They are somewhat clumsy but Teman is sure 
that with some practice they can reach full dexterity. He can turn his head - well, it's not his head - but 
the head he is into, and he can see the front yard of the house and garden of junk. There is the Bug. 
There is the hole where they sometimes burn trash. 

There is a numbness in him akin to being deprived of sleep and rest for a long time. Despite his 
sluggard disposition, Teman is aware that this is his most vivid dream so far. 

Dream? 
The hands touch the face; his hands, his face. There is no doubt that his fingertips are touching 

his face and his face feels the pressure of fingertips on it. His hands run over his head and feel a normal 
size cranium under a scalp covered with short and strong hairs. What's going on? The sky starts to 
darken, to turn purple like ink. That's the signal, Teman tells himself. He's at the brink of returning to 
his darkness. Before he does though, he looks down and sees legs. Of course, he tells himself, there 
have to be legs. He sees a pair of faded khaki pants he recognizes. 

They are Abaddon's. 
 

Pragmatism 
 
 

Dr. Herzog closes his cell phone with a soft and precise click. Talking to a three year old on the 
phone is difficult because words are not enough. His needs to see his daughter's expressions, her 
mannerisms, to fully understand what she is trying to say. Over the phone, he hears infantile gibberish 
that he cannot decipher. Nowadays even talking to his in laws is hard because he has nothing to say, 
because he cannot give plausible explanations for his trip to Cuchillo, for this search that nobody asked 
him to do and nobody cares where it may lead, if it leads anywhere. 

There is a smell of cigarette smoke and dust in the motel room. Dr. Herzog infers by the look of 
the furnishings predating the Reagan years that time stopped in the premises many years ago. This is 
the first week of spring and the air outside is crisp, but Dr. Herzog cannot enjoy it because the windows 
in his room are shut and an air conditioning/heater unit stuck under the window sill is supposed to take 
care of the indoor climate. Dr. Herzog frowns when he thinks of the accumulated filth trapped in the 
machine's innards after years of sucking air in and out. 



 

Dr. Herzog can see Cuchillo's main drag from his position in the window. The traffic is mostly 
older cars and trucks and not the ubiquitous Denver's fancy four wheel drive SUV's that congest the 
city's streets. They don't get much snow in Cuchillo and what they get melts fast, plus the Cuchillo folk 
don't seen to be in the income bracket where his and her fifty thousand dollar hulking vehicle is a must 
have. Dr. Herzog wonders how many of those bulky macho things in Denver could make it down Burro 
Creek in one piece. With Herbie Champion at the wheel, maybe a handful could make it out. He 
himself wouldn't even try it no matter what he may be driving. 

His life is at a turning point and Dr. Herzog has no idea where he is supposed to go or what to 
do, and all he can think about is cars and trucks and driving down Burro Creek. His mind has tried to 
work as an oracle that can tell him what the future will hold, but the oracle has always come up empty. 
Other than rolling bones on the dust and chanting incantations, Dr. Herzog cannot figure out how to get 
a glimpse of his future. Maybe there is no point to it, to his quest to see the path to follow. Treading 
forward in the darkness and not knowing if he is heading towards a cliff or paradise is the only thing he 
can do for now. 

The pride and the stigma of being Jewish follows him like a ball and chain. He loves Israel with 
its history and Mediterranean coast lined with groves of olive trees under bright skies, but he cannot in 
good conscience raise Arella in a country in perennial war where the innocent are not collateral damage 
but the intended target. He already took away from his in laws their loved daughter - he still cannot 
look at them straight in their faces without guilt knotting in his stomach - he cannot risk losing their 
granddaughter to the same mindless violence; that would be unbearable. He will stay in America and 
live like an expatriate banished from his own land. It's his fault that he married a gentile and then 
dragged her into a war that was not hers. He thought that times have changed, that being Jewish didn't 
mean anything, but he was wrong. Antisemitism, new and old, still touches the Tribe of God. But he 
loved Jane and love cannot be made to think about the risks, the pitfalls that may come because love is 
everything unto itself and nothing else matters. Pragmatism is not a virtue between lovers, but it must 
be a guiding beacon for a father raising a daughter alone. And alone he sees himself for the rest of his 
life because the thought of trying to love somebody else is foreign to him; the wound is too fresh to 
even contemplate the idea of another woman replacing Jane. 

Dr. Herzog sits in front of the small desk and unfolds the county map that Herbie Champion 
gave him. The thoughts in his head are killing him, so looking at Teman McShane's problems instead 
eases his pain. On the unfolded map, in pencil, Herbie drew what looks like a cloud coming out the 
Wolfang Valley bowl and moving down Burro Creek and spreading down to the west bank of the 
Arkansas. 

"This," Herbie had said when he drew the cloud, "is a plume of pollutants that leaches down 
underneath a natural crack below Burro Creek. This fissure is like a groove and it carries the plume 
downhill and into the river." 

"How come nobody has detected this plume in Cuchillo?" 
Herbie had explained it to him in geological terms that had escaped his understanding. Now he 

knew what his patients felt like when he uses medical speak on them. Dr. Herzog understood that the 
rock layers under Burro Creek had sandwiched the plume into a narrow corridor and that the local 
ground water had been protected by this rocky enclosure. Herbie’s theory is that the plume surfaces 
into the small springs near the Arkansas and that's why the pollutants were found so many miles 
downstream from Cuchillo. 

"Where is the End of the Line Road?" he had asked Herbie. Herbie had put a fat and calloused 
finger on a road, the only road, outside Cuchillo that bisected his plume cloud. He tapped his finger on 
the map. 

"Is that where you patient lives?" 
Dr. Herzog had nodded. 
"Jesus," had said Herbie. "If they have water wells instead of piped city water, they may have 



 

tapped right into that fucking plume." 
 

Nurse 
 

Teman's darkness is chemically induced by the shot the doctor gave him, but he doesn't know 
that. He feels his weight against the bed and the beat of his heart resonating through his body, and then 
he sinks back into the blank space where he just came from. Jessica McShane showed up at the hospital 
in a more disheveled state than usual. The doctors told her that Teman had had an episode, whatever the 
hell that means, and that he had been sedated and was now resting. Jessica's thoughts had been a jumble 
of conflicting emotions: please God, take care of Teman; who is going to pay these goddamned medical 
bills? Is he going to get suspended or kicked out of school? Maybe this is the beginning of the end; 
God, don't let anything bad happen to the kid, the only kid she has who she can talk to. 

After a short while Jessica realized that Teman would be out for a few hours. She would not 
have minded to wait for him to regain consciousness but Abaddon cannot be left alone. The neighbor 
that had been watching Abaddon already called to tell her that he had taken a dump in his pants and that 
he stunk to heaven. There was no way Jessica could have asked a stranger to do the cleaning ritual on 
Abaddon. Before she left the hospital she begged the staff to give her a call when Teman awakes. Off 
she went to the house with a fuel gauge that read empty and a couple of wrinkled dollars in her purse, 
praying that she wouldn't run out of gas. 

The nurse hears Teman grunt and watches him jolt on his bed as if somebody were sticking 
needles in his back. She approaches and can see Teman squirming and grumbling, yet he is still 
sedated. She thinks about taking his pulse but the look of his extremities discourages her from grabbing 
his wrist. She thinks that she may not be able to get a pulse out of that anyway. Poor kid. Teman quiets 
down and the nurse gives a sigh of relief. Her shift will soon be over and she won't have to look at that. 
She is glad that her own kids at home, certified brats and a pain in the ass, are not like Teman but 
normal kids instead. 

 
Stranger 

 
A splash of cold water in the middle of his small back awakes Teman. He grunts and his open 

eyes are now looking at his backyard. A stream of high pressure water nails him on the back and the 
buttocks and he jumps and twists as the cold water hits his skin. He jumps! The cold water is both 
painful and invigorating, and he jumps up and down on strong legs that don't hobble and he feels 
something flapping down there, and when he looks down he sees a long penis bouncing against his 
legs; it is Abaddon's hairy thingy. 

He turns around and there is mama with the hose in her hand spraying him. The soiled pants and 
underwear are already in the boiling pot. The water hits his belly and his genitalia and it feels like a 
knife stabbing him. 

"Turn around!" yells mama, and before she has time to spray Abaddon on the face, the only way 
he understands that he must show her his backside, Abaddon turns around and spreads his legs. The 
water runs down Abaddon's back legs and as if the surprise of Abaddon turning around just by saying 
so had not been enough, he is now using his hands to clean himself up. Mama doesn't know what to 
make out of this sudden burst of intelligence. She turns the hose off, grabs the towel and starts drying 
Abaddon's back. He tenses and she feels muscles she had never noticed before. The towel moves across 
his backside, butt, back of the legs. She comes around and dries his chest, belly, thighs and without any 
hesitation, his penis and testicles. Mama rubs and dries with enthusiasm. 

Teman feels a contraction in his middle like nothing he had ever felt before in his life; it is as 
powerful as the rage that makes him disdain his own life, but it doesn't have that mean streak to it; 



 

instead, it makes him feel good, with every nerve in his body - Abaddon's body - hypersensitive to the 
touch of others. Mama is done with the towel and turns to grab the clean underwear. She stands in front 
of Abaddon with the underwear in her hand, and to her surprise, he has a hard on. It has never 
happened before during clothes change time, and the times she masturbates him, more for her pleasure 
than his, it takes a good deal of work to get him up and running. 

Teman feels the fire between his legs, and the throbbing, and cannot understand what's 
happening; it's like that thingy has its own will and is capable of controlling even the conscious mind. 
He can see the surprise in mama's face and a hint of delight. He remembers the bathroom scene and 
panics. No matter how hard he thinks about it, the thingy won't go down; quite the opposite, it seems to 
be energized by his attempts to shut it down. He takes a step forward and grabs the shorts from mama's 
hands. For the first time, Jessica looks into Abaddon's face and what she sees almost makes her faint. 
Instead of the droopy face of an idiot and the lifeless eyes of a brainless creature, she faces a young 
man's face with bright blue eyes and a face set like an iron mask, so beautiful and yet so terrifying. 
She backs off and almost trips against the stove with the boiling pot of water. 

Abaddon puts his shorts on with some clumsiness but with the determination of the sane. He 
bends down and picks his clean pants and puts those on correctly. There are no idiotic movements in 
his demeanor, and he is looking at her with those eyes full of life and power. Abaddon putting his pants 
on by himself? Jessica McShane runs backwards out of the shed and comes to rest against and old 
washing machine. She doesn't know who the young man is; whoever he is, he is not Abaddon. Teman 
stands like a ramrod and sees his mother scared with her back against the washing machine. He wants 
to speak but the never used vocal chords don't know how to respond to his wishes. 

There comes the darkness dripping down the sky that turns black in seconds, and Teman spirals 
back into his private oblivion. 

 
Fools 

 
It's a hectic day for Jessica McShane. The hospital called early in the morning; Teman was 

awake and asking for her. She parked Abaddon, the real Abaddon, under the porch. The idiotic 
expression hung from his face as usual and his eyes had no life. Leaving him alone for a couple of 
hours is no big deal because Abaddon doesn't move unless he needs food or water or gets too cold or 
too hot. She had fed and watered him and the fresh morning heralded nothing but good weather for the 
rest of the day. It would take a crow bar to get him out of his chair. 

She couldn't sleep last night. More than once she got up and checked on Abaddon who slept 
making snoring noises like a big dog. What she was expecting to see, she doesn't know. She can't figure 
out what had happened. After he put his pants on, on his own, and had looked at her with those living 
eyes, his shoulders had drooped and the soul had hissed out of him like air out of a popped balloon. The 
idiot had come back and was staying. As hard as she tried to tell herself that she had been imagining 
things, she had no doubt about what she had seen. His hard on, his willingness and capacity to get 
dressed by himself, and that look so intelligent and penetrating that had scared the living crap out of 
her. Jessica shudders at the memory. She has toyed all night with the idea of Abaddon having a vein of 
normalcy running through him, a few brain cells that work, a spirit that surfaces now and then to 
disappear back into an abyss of idiocy. She tossed in bed for hours wondering how could she trigger 
that renaissance of intelligence. Is there a trigger at all? Is there anything at all? Maybe her 
willingness to believe that there is hope is driving her insane. 

On her way to see Teman, the damned car ran out of gas. Mr. Seltzer had picked her up and had 
taken her to the hospital. Thank God he volunteered to get the car running and had brought it to the 
hospital parking lot with the help of his daughter. When Jessica got into it, she noticed that the fuel tank 
was full. It was a rare sight to see the fuel needle all the way to the right, pass the "F" mark. Mr. Seltzer 
refused to take her few dollars or her promises to pay him later. 



 

"You got enough worries as it is," he had said. "Don't you fret about a tank of gas." And that 
was the truth. At the hospital she had to sign a paper saying that she would be responsible for all 
medical expenses of an Eliezer Teman McShane. She held her laugh while signing the document. What 
were they going to do? Take her dumpy home away? Her piece of shit car? Garnish her welfare check? 
Report her to a credit bureau so she cannot get a bank loan for a European vacation? Fools. She walked 
out of the hospital with Teman. She had brought him his spare glasses, the ones with the left leg taped 
to the frame. His black shiner is still swollen and she had to guide him to the car so he wouldn't trip 
over stairs and sidewalks. What a fine pair they make, she thinks. 

Her cell phone rings and the school principal wants to meet both her and Teman. Sure, we are 
on our way. Teman says he is not fucking going back to that hell hole, and she tells him to watch his 
mouth and be quiet. She threatens to wash his mouth with soap. There is a look of fear in Teman that 
Jessica has never seen before. She wonders what demons are wrecking havoc with his mind. 

"What happened?" she asks. 
"A fat kit picked on me, and I fought back." 
Jessica says nothing. There is a limit to the picking, the insulting, the laughing, the patronizing; 

she knows it because she has felt it on her own flesh. Sometimes it is willfully intended to hurt and 
sometimes it is done out of ignorance or misguided feelings of compassion, but she knows how the 
humiliation can turn into anger. She looks at Teman askance. What can she say to him? Take it like a 
man? Fight like a man? 

"You didn't start it, did you?" 
"No ma’am." 
Teman feels like an extraterrestrial coming out of his flying saucer when he steps into the school 

parking lot. God, he wants out of there because he knows his rage will make him do it again and his 
weak body cannot take too many beatings. He follows his mother into the principal's office and makes 
himself promise that he will keep his mouth shut because playing the dumb kid part is the smartest 
thing to do. The dark force inside him laughs and pokes him in the ribs. We will see. The confusion 
generated in his head by being inside Abaddon is pushed aside for the moment. He can only deal with 
one thing at the time, and even that, he concedes, he doesn't do well. 

There were two empty chairs waiting in front of Mrs. Schlieffen's desk: one for the accused and 
the other for the incompetent defender. The school principal stood to greet them as they entered her 
office, and her six feet two slender frame was made taller by her blonde and thin hair tied in a bun that 
exposed her elephantine ears where tiny diamond earrings shone like little specs of light. Mrs. 
Schlieffen offered her hand to Jessica. 

Teman had always been in awe of the principal's long and delicate hands, hands that Domenico 
Theotocopuli, a.k.a. El Greco, would have painted as they were without any need to use his artistic 
license. He pictures those beautiful hands with their fingers wrapped around Abaddon's thingy, 
caressing the boner with delicate strokes. The dirty thought catches Teman by surprise. Where did it 
come from? He had never had images like that pass through his head. To make things worse, there is a 
throbbing between his legs as if his useless thingy were now trying to imitate Abaddon's stiff stance. 

Mrs. Schlieffen notices Teman's confused and frightened look. She tells herself to be as kind as 
possible; after all, the kid has seen enough hell already to make a saint recant his faith in God. She 
speaks in a soft voice that carries well, the gift of years of teaching. Josh Botwin, the kid Teman fought 
with, is badly hurting because Teman took a bite off his forearm, and he may need reconstructive 
plastic surgery to erase the scar. Teman jokes with himself that it tasted like chicken. The Botwins have 
threatened to sue the school district, and the McShanes. This time it is Jessica who jokes with herself 
and thinks what a pack of fools they all are. Due to the gravity of the injuries of Josh Botwin, the 
school board decided that Teman should be suspended for two weeks. Teman's bleary eyes are fixed on 
Mrs. Schlieffen's little breasts, a little mouthful of fair and soft flesh toppled by a hard pink nipple. 
Again, Teman cannot believe that such thoughts are in his head, and the throbbing down there is not 



 

getting better. He tells himself to regain control of his mind. Is that possible? 
"Teman didn't start it, that kid did," says Jessica. "Is he going to come out of this smelling like a 

rose?" 

bully." 

 
"Josh has also been suspended for two weeks," says Mrs. Schlieffen. "We know he was the 
 
Mrs. Schlieffen stops to gather her thoughts because what she has to say may be taken the 

wrong way if not said correctly. She knows from experience. 
"Mrs. McShane, I believe that Teman needs help in controlling his anger. He needs professional 

guidance and the school can provide that help. We have counselors that can work with him." 
Now he is not only a freaky looking kid, but he is also nuts, thinks Teman. His temples start to 

pound, and he tries to turn the force inside him away, tries to push it back into the darkness it came 
from, but it is like the throbbing between his legs, just too overwhelming for his inexperienced mind to 
control. 

"Teman is not like that," says Jessica. "That bully just got the best of him." 
"I'm like that," says Teman cutting short his mother's argument. "I'm tired of being the meek kid 

that has to put up with all the shit that the half brained, fat assed Josh Botwins of this school find 
entertaining dishing on me." 

"Teman!" says a surprised Jessica. 
"And that two week suspension, that is not going to work for me. I want expulsion; I want total 

banishment from this institution of lower learning, and I will be more than happy to go my merry way." 
"We don't want you to drop out," says Mrs. Schlieffen. 
"If I stay in this joint," says Teman with an angry voice, "I will do it again, and again, until I get 

killed and my blood spills down the hallway and my teeth are broken off my ugly face, but I will not 
put up with more bullshit from pea brained, hormone unbalanced kids." The veins on Teman's forehead 
are bulging from the pressure rushing to his head. He feels his face burning. 

"You need to think about your future ..." Before Mrs. Schlieffen can finish Teman is standing 
and shouting at her. 

"Future! What the hell are you talking about? I'm fucking dying, my tumors are eating me alive 
and everyday I'm a quick step closer to the end! Future? What the hell is that? You people think 
because you have one everybody is entitled to one too, but that is not how things work. Some of us are 
born without a future!" 

Mrs. Schlieffen is taken aback by Teman's outburst, and also caught off guard. What can she say 
to him? She doesn't know how to deal with a ten year old who is resigned to die and who sees death 
where his classmates see high school and dates. Besides, he doesn’t talk like a ten year old. 

"Teman, please ...," pleads his mother. "Sit down." 
"I'm sorry," says Mrs. Schlieffen and she means it. She has no arguments that can make Teman 

see things differently. She is not used to dealing with tough cases like his. Teman sits down and the fire 
on his face still burns, but he reigns on his rage, just enough to let him talk without shouting. 

"Let me go. I will be out of your hair, and the herd out there will be protected from my anger. I 
make no apologies for my anger like I make no apologies for my looks; that's who I'm. There is nothing 
that school can offer that I cannot get on my own. The academic level here is far below my standards 
and I'm bored out of my head. Let's part ways and we all will be the happier." 

Mrs. Schlieffen had hear rumors about Teman's memory, break room gossip really. She had 
examined Teman's records before calling Jessica McShane, and Teman's grades were on the low side. 

"Your grades are not too good," says Mrs. Schlieffen backed by her confidence on her records. 
Teman rolls his eyes and laughs. "You fools! I have been sabotaging my grades on purpose so I 

didn't get transferred to an upper class where the teasing would have been worst. You all have been 
deluded by a ten year old!" His laugh reverberates through the office and exposes his missing tooth. 

Jessica and Mrs. Schlieffen exchange confused looks. Is he joking or gone mad? Jessica shrugs 



 

and shakes her head to signal Mrs. Schlieffen that she knows nothing. The principal leans forward on 
the desk, on her elbows and squints. 

"Teman, who was the first president of the United States?" 
Teman stops laughing and returns an angry look. 
"Please, don't insult me with such a stupid question." 
"Please tell me," insists Mrs. Schlieffen. Here goes the dog and pony show, thinks Teman, the 

peanut gallery wants to be entertained. He swallows hard before he starts talking. 
"General George Washington, Commander in Chief Continental Army, born in Virginia on 1732 

and married to Martha Dandridge Washington. He was elected the first president on February 4, 1789 at 
the age of 57 and served two terms. He refused to seek a third one because he believed that two terms 
were the most that any president should serve. He died of pneumonia at his home in Mount Vernon in 
1799 at the age of 67. He was made a six-star general, General of the Armies, by congress in 1976, the 
highest military rank ever conferred to an American. Sadly, because of the current American obsession 
with looks, he is probably best remembered for his wooden dentures than by being the Father of the 
Nation." 

There is a silence of disbelief in the office. Teman smiles and adds, "I'll take two hundred for 
Generals of the Confederacy." He has subdued the pounding in his temples. 

"Tell me Mrs. Schlieffen, who was the first vice president?" he asks. Mrs. Schlieffen says 
nothing so Teman answers for her. 

"John Adams," says Teman with a smug face. "Everybody knows that." 
Jessica McShane now makes sense of all the fat books that Teman takes home and reads. She 

always thought that he was just killing time looking at pictures, and if the book didn't have any, well, 
she wasn't been sure what he was doing with them, but reading and memorizing them? All those notes 
full of squiggles that looked like math but that she had pushed aside as just that, squiggles from a bored 
boy. The fool she was, with her head stuck up her ass all this time and blind to the obvious. 

"Very good," says the perplexed principal with a meek voice. "How about other subjects?" 
"Like what? asks Teman. "Anthropology, calculus, astronomy, political science, biochemistry 

and genetics - two subjects close to my heart - literature, foreign languages, which one do you want to 
know about? Was sonst möchten Sie wissen?" 

"Are you a … genius?" 
Teman smugness is gone from his face and replaced by a serious face. 
"No. I'm a flawed and defective human being with an abnormally overdeveloped brain, a being 

that may not live to see puberty, or survive it." 
 

Ride 
 

Teman sits at the wheel of the Bug, and just like the bug, he fails in moving forward in his 
attempt at making any sense of the events of the last hours. He has a little battery radio hanging from 
the hole where the original radio used to be. PBS is coming through. He cannot read with his shiner so 
PBS is the best alternate way to feed his brain. Through the flat and dirty windshield he can see 
Abaddon sitting under the porch, scratching and making guttural noises, his idiocy as plain as the sun 
in the sky. 

There are no scientific explanations for him being inside Abaddon. Teman has read nothing 
about such thing ever happening. He tries to convince himself that his brain is misfiring and the visions 
of perfect hands and a healthy body are a psychological illusion, a short cut in his tumor laden brain. 
Out of body experiences, body snatchers, mind control, brain transplants, all humbug; Teman knows 
that because there is no serious scientific studies to prove any of it. Yet, he is sure beyond any doubt of 
what he saw and felt, as sure as he is now that he is sitting behind the wheel of a Bug on blocks. At the 
beginning, yes, his visits to Abaddon's head had had a dream like quality, but standing in front of mama 



 

with his hard on, that had been so vivid that he could not dismiss it as a drug induced fluke of his 
imagination. 

He could have asked mama as a way of corroborating that he had not been imagining things, 
hey, did I scare you with my woody? You ran against the washing machine and looked like an extra in a 
low budget horror movie. Teman shakes his head. Bad idea. Mama already has enough worries with 
him, the hospital, the principal, and finding out that he has a super sized brain that doesn't fit in school 
anymore. Walking out of the principal's office mama had said to him how proud she was that a 
McShane had proven to be smarter than all those conceited people who always look down or with pity 
on them. 

"That's my boy," she had said with pride. 
"I just got kicked out of school," he had remind her. 
"I don't care. You don't need to put up with their bullying anymore." 
Teman remembers both of them, the duo from hell, poor white trash, walking and limping side 

by side across the parking lot, and mama giving the big finger to the school as they got into their jalopy 
and laughing about it all the way home. Had he had a finger, he would have joined her in her salute. 
The principal had talked about testing Teman, and he had burst with anger: he wasn't going to be a lab 
rat for doctors and shrinks to toy with; he was who he was and there was nothing to probe or examine 
or fix because whatever was broken, nobody was gonna fix it. Mama had said that Teman was right, 
and that had surprised him. When Mrs. Schlieffen had asked mama if Teman was returning after his 
suspension, mama had responded with a curt "we will see." 

 
Visitor 

 
Jessica's car is gone and she is gone with it. A baby sitting job came up and the cash cannot be 

turned down. Off she went to make a buck, and Teman is now in charge of the McShane estate. His 
eyes are glued on his brother and his mind is stuck in the search for what cannot be explained when a 
late model red 3-series BMW pulls into the yard. A blonde man in his thirties, tall and heavy set with a 
clean shaved angular face gets out of it and looks around. Only Teman's eyes and the top of his bulbous 
head show over the driver's door of the Bug. He lowers the volume in his radio and watches the visitor 
walk towards the door, where Abaddon is sitting. The stranger stops when he realizes that the human 
sitting on the porch is only a living body. 

"Can I help you?" shouts Teman from inside the Bug. The man turns around, sees him and 
walks toward the Bug. The stranger is dressed in nice street clothes. He ain't a homeboy, Teman thinks. 
The stranger stops a few paces away from him. 

"Mah Ha'Inyanim?" says the visitor and smiles. “How are things?” 
Teman recognizes Dr. Herzog and says to him, "Lo Kol- Kach Tov." Not so good. 
"What happened to you?" 
"School fight," says Teman. He shows his front teeth and the missing gap. "I'm going for the 

hockey player look. Chicks dig it, I heard." 
"May I come in?" asks Dr. Herzog pointing to the passenger seat. 
"Sure. It's just another German car, like yours." 
"Mine has wheels and runs." Dr. Herzog gets in and closes the door. He sticks his elbow out of 

the open window. The typical musty smell of Volkswagen upholstery triggers an unintentional rush of 
memories: riding in his dad's Bug from Jerusalem along the old winding road to Jericho which lines the 
wadi that drops into the Jericho plains. The dryness of the Cuchillo landscape when looked at through 
the windows matches his memories with an eerie precision. Dr. Herzog had planned this visit by going 
over what he was going to say; make it short and professional because nobody has asked him to get 
involved, nobody wants his opinions, and who is he to just show up like this anyway? Despite all his 
plans and doubts and common sense, once inside that stupid car on blocks with that strange creature 



 

called Teman McShane, unexpected yet wanting to burst out words did just that, burst out. 
"My wife is dead and it's my fault." 
There is shame and also relief in those words spoken to a ten year old that has the mind of an 

adult. Teman is a stranger, Dr. Herzog cannot deny that, but he cannot explain either why he had to 
come all the way to Cuchillo to tell him that. Dr. Herzog wipes the welled up tears on his eyes and 
shakes his head in disbelief at being where he is, with that Teman kid by his side. He doesn't want pity. 
That must be it. Teman knows what is like to be the recipient of unwanted commiseration when all that 
is wanted is a sprinkle of understanding, or the honest but painful truth. 

"I'm sorry to hear that," says Teman. "What happened?" 
"A suicide bomber in Israel blew himself up in a bus, and my wife was in it." 
Teman plays with the steering wheel while looking straight ahead. It's my fault; it's somebody 

else’s fault. Teman has gone through that exercise many times, too many for his young age. He turns 
his head aside to look at Dr. Herzog and speaks. 

"Even if it was your fault, it was not your intention. There are consequences to actions but the 
results can be so far removed from the source that you know that God, or luck - good or bad - could 
have intervened many times to force a different outcome. You may have started the chain reaction, but 
there were much more powerful modifiers that could have stopped the final consequence but they 
didn't. You cannot blame yourself for the final result because it is too far removed from your will." 

"It was my idea for her to go to Israel on vacation, to visit my family. I should have known 
better with the Palestinian uprising going on." 

"Would you have climbed into that bus with her?" 
Dr. Herzog nods. "Of course." 
"You would have done it because it was just another bus ride, because you had no doubt in your 

mind that you both would be getting off at your destination." 
Dr. Herzog nods again but says nothing. 
"The same ignorance and the same innocence that would have let you board that bus with a 

clear conscience must also exonerate you of any guilt." 
Teman speaks more from his premature and rushed life experience than from what he has read 

in books. A trapdoor opens and lets the light of understanding shine inside Dr. Herzog's chamber of 
dark thoughts. He would have climbed with Jane on that bus with a clear conscience. Teman is right. 
He didn't make her do what he himself would not have done. If he could swap places with Jane, he 
would, without hesitation or remorse. Arella needs her mother more than her father. It's his country, his 
war. He closes his eyes and begs God with all his fervor to take him and let Jane return. When he opens 
his eyes he is still sitting inside a junked car. Teman continues to play with the steering wheel, turning it 
from side to side like if the car were going somewhere. 

"Sorry," says Dr. Herzog. "I don't know what came over me." 
Teman shrugs. "It is called grief." 
"You must be thinking that I'm crazy, showing up here like this." 
"Just take a look," says Teman with a smile and doing a sweeping gesture with his right claw. 

"Around here everything is possible and madness is king. Elvis would be welcomed to sit where you're 
sitting to wait for his spaceship to arrive, no questions asked." 

"Are you not wondering what I'm doing here?" 
"Are you planning to have thugs in white coats snatch me and take me away in a padded wagon 

to Pueblo?" 
"Not at all." 
"Are you going to offer me a position as a rat lab in a research facility?" 
Dr. Herzog shakes his head in denial. 
"Then I don't care why are you here. This is a free country and you can come and go as you 

please. You're welcome to ride with me when you feel like it." 



 

"I appreciate that," says Dr. Herzog and there was a sincere ring to his words. Riding with 
Teman, going nowhere and yet, Dr. Herzog feels that his mind has moved to a better location. 

"Can I pump you for free medical advise?" asks Teman. Dr. Herzog laughs. He's always getting 
pumped for freebies but he had never been asked point blank like this. 

"Go ahead." 
Teman looks at him and points to his own face and says, "Acne, and this morning I found a 

couple of pubic hairs on me, you know, down there. I'm also getting these salacious thoughts, even 
involving the school principal, imagine that, and I even got a woody in her office. My ignorant self 
diagnosis would be precocious puberty. What do you think?" 

"It sounds like it. We can run a few tests to confirm it." 
Teman shakes his head. "No thanks. What has to be will be. Next time I stop by your office, I 

will have a mustache, a couple of tattoos and a pregnant girlfriend." 
Both laugh hard. Why not? This is Teman's ride where madness is king. 

 
Disguise 

 
By the time he had returned from the McShane's place and had shipped the jar filled with water 

from their well and copies of all documents he had gathered to Dr. Piccirillo at the CDPHE, the sun had 
crowned the top of the Rockies and Dr. Herzog didn't feel like driving back to Denver in the dark. He 
knew he had opened a can of big worms when he had asked Teman if they had well water or were 
connected to the city system. 

"Well water only. We can't afford hooking up to the city." 
Teman's inquisitive mind had gone in override and he had asked all the right questions that had 

no answer, not yet. 
"Teman," had said Dr. Herzog, "don't jump to any conclusions yet. Let's wait for the CDPHE to 

give us back their results. I may be completely off the mark here and there is nothing wrong with your 
water, so don't go nuts on me." 

"But what if you are not?" 
"Then we may start to understand what happened to your family. But please, don't tell anybody 

until we know for sure what's in the water. There is no point to alarm the innocent until we get their 
results back." 

Teman had agreed. Dr. Herzog had asked Teman if his mother has problems with her teeth, her 
joints, arthritis, chronic pains, gout. Yes, all of those. What does that mean? Dr. Herzog had not told 
Teman that they may indicate molybdenum poisoning because there was no reason to alarm him and 
his mother until the tests were back. Of course, Dr. Herzog is sure that Teman will find out on his own. 
What about the neighbors? Mr. Seltzer has the gout too, and he had bad luck with his horses, a lot of 
them died of cancer. Don't say anything to anybody had pleaded Dr. Herzog. We need proof before we 
open our mouths. I understand, had said Teman. 

Dr. Herzog does not want to leave Teman hanging like that. He had overnighted the sample to 
Dr. Piccirilo, and had called him to make sure he would rush the test. Dr. Piccirillo had said he would 
but that it would take a couple of days. Dr. Herzog eats dinner alone in the Serendipity Café. He wants 
to call his daughter, but he doesn't know what to say, and he is hopeless at understanding his daughter 
over the phone. He eats his dinner without enthusiasm and ruminates about the conversation he had had 
with Teman inside the Bug. 

"If you could wake up one morning and be who you are not?" had asked Teman. "would you?" 
"What do you mean?" 
"If tomorrow you could wake up as, let's say, a Dutchman, wakening up as Dr. Gelten instead of 

Dr. Herzog, would you?" 
"It would cure a few of my problems and anxieties," he had said. "Nobody is trying to kill 



 

Dutchmen and their wives and children." 
"But it wouldn't work," had said Teman. "No matter if you were a DNA certifiable Dutchman, 

more Dutch than Rembrandt himself." 
"Why not?" 
"How long do you think it would take you to put your yarmulke back on and go to the 

synagogue?" 
How long? Indeed, how long? As Teman had said, you are who you are and the perfect disguise 

will conceal it but will not change it. Dr. Herzog had not worn his yarmulke, his skull cap, since he had 
arrived to America. Why not? Teman, that crazy kid, he had been right, disguises can hide his heritage 
but cannot change it. 

It has been a long day, Dr. Herzog tells himself. He looks forward to crashing in his motel room 
and awake to a new and better day. He pays the bill and leaves his dinner half eaten and walks with 
tired feet to his car. 

 
Swiftness 

 
"There is a run over dog in the middle of the road," says George Lozano to Teman as he pulls 

into the front yard in his bike. "It's almost cut in half but I think it's alive. It's gross man." 
Teman and George stand in the middle of the road and look at the dog. Teman recognizes her as 

one of Mr. Seltzer's bitches, a good-natured mutt that is a pulp of flesh, crushed bones and blood from 
her middle down. She is still alive and when Teman kneels next to her, the dog whines and licks his 
claws. He pets the dog and can feel the gratefulness in the poor mutt. 

"It's one or Mr. Seltzer's dogs. I need to go to his place and tell him," says Teman to George who 
is about five feet away and who is too grossed out to come any closer. 
"Let's go," says a too happy to leave George. Teman stands on the rear wheel peg of George's BMX 
bike, puts his extremities on his broad shoulders and off they go with George pedaling with the strength 
of a steam engine at full throttle. They knock on Mr. Seltzer's door. Hopefully he won't be feeding his 
horses, Teman prays. The door opens and Mr. Seltzer greets the boys. They explain about the dog and 
Mr. Seltzer say Let's go but first let me get ready and after a few minutes they climb in his pick up truck 
with George's bike on the back and drive down to where the bloody and whinny lump awaits. 
Mr. Seltzer kneels down next to the dog and Teman can see she is happy to see him despite her 
suffering; if she could, she would be wagging her tail. Mr. Seltzer goes back to his truck and comes 
back with a revolver in his hand, kneels behind the dog, puts the muzzle to her head and fires one shot. 
The whining is gone and blood pools over the dirt. 

George screams and runs away towards Teman's house. 
"City boy," says Mr. Seltzer in a low voice with disdain. He looks at Teman who is still standing 

over both the carcass and him. Teman's eyes show no emotion. 
"Swift death is a blessing," says Mr. Seltzer to Teman. Teman nods. 
"I wish it for myself, Sir," says Teman, and Mr. Seltzer has a hard time believing that a young 

kid can say those words, yet those eyes that look at him, they are intense and not a kid's eyes. When 
cancer is eating you alive, Mr. Seltzer thinks, you grow fast because your time is short. Mr. Seltzer puts 
the gun back in the truck's cab, goes to the rear of the truck and returns with a shovel. He picks the 
dog's remains in two trips that leave a dark spill on the dirt that mark the distance between the killing 
spot and the back of his truck. He takes George's bike off the back and gives it to Teman and thanks 
him. 

Teman can see tears in Mr. Seltzer's eyes. 
 

Surrender 



 

Just as he had promised Dr. Herzog, Teman says nothing to his mother about his visit and about 
his request for a water sample. The doctor is right, there is no need to alarm her if the test come out 
negative for any poisons but he is sure that tests will be positive. All his life he had blamed his ailments 
and peculiarities on a random case of colossal bad luck but now there is the scientific possibility that 
there was a physical source to his and his family's problems, some as tangible as the water they drink or 
the dirt they live on. 

Teman tries to sleep but he can't. Everything had been in front of him and yet he had been so 
blind to it because he didn't want to see what it was so obvious, what was screaming at him to be heard: 
his mother's ailments match Mr. Seltzer's, down to the gout which is an excess of uric acid that can be 
triggered by heavy metal poisoning. Mr. Seltzer also suffers from exostosis, localized bone 
calcification, and arthritis, just like his mother. How many of Mr. Seltzer's horses died of cancer? Too 
many. The Keefes and the Chavezes down the road they seem OK, but they are hooked up to city water. 
Mr. Seltzer has city water but he also has pumps to water his garden and his horses. Abaddon is 
impervious to both self awareness and poisons, his skin too thick to be affected by the ailments of the 
common folk. 

There is anger in Teman, at himself for being so stupid and not seeing what was going on but, 
he has to admit, it is hard to see what's going on when the victim sees it as a way of life inherited from 
birth. It takes an outsider like Dr. Herzog to see the broken spokes in the wheel of daily life that had 
been spinning in its merry and expected way like the wind blowing from the West is expected to blow. 
His left eye throbs in powerful waves of pain; it had never hurt this bad before. Teman blames the 
energized pain in the stress he has put on his left eye to make up for the still swollen right eye. There is 
a drum inside Teman's left eye that beats unstoppable, and the pain from each beat reverberates against 
the inside of his skull. There is pain everywhere. Teman wishes that Mr. Seltzer would put his gun on 
the back of his head and pull the trigger. Swift death is a blessing indeed. 

His sleep is fitful and uncomfortable, patches of pain lost in a sea of darkness like broken islands 
of ice on an arctic sea. He is inside the bathroom and he knows he is also inside Abaddon's head. The 
pain is gone from his eye and he can see with a clarity that awes him. There is a luscious throbbing 
between his legs and there is also a hand stroking his hard penis from behind. His senses awake by the 
second and now Teman can feel the firm grip on Abaddon's - his - genitalia. There is pressing of soft 
flesh and a warm breath behind his naked back. Mama! Teman wants to scream but only a deep guttural 
sounds manages to escape his throat. 

"Hush," whispers mama from behind and she strokes him harder. Jessica feels Abaddon's body 
tense up, senses how under his hot skin ripples of live muscle harden. The onslaught of somatic 
emotions and feelings make Teman's legs quiver. He wants Mama to let go of him but at the same time 
he doesn't want to. He can't make her stop despite his strong arms and hands because his mind refuses 
to intervene. The pulsating pleasure coming from his groin is beyond description and beyond control. 
He finds himself thrusting his hips back and forth and a ball of fire moves up his penis and explodes in 
front of him. Mama tries to hold on to him while his convulsions spew semen all over the toilet. Mama 
catches some of it on her fingers and rubs it up and down on his still hard penis while soothing him and 
kissing his back. Her warm softness, her soft and fast breathing blowing against his shoulders, her 
breasts against his back and her caressing of his groin please Teman like nothing in life has ever 
pleased him but at the same time he wants her to stop and wants to run away. But he surrenders to the 
carnal pleasure, to the painless living inside Abaddon's body, the bright visions of reality coming 
through healthy eyes; it is like throwing piss soaked and molded bread to the hungry, feeding cooked 
rats to the starving: how can they turn it down? How can they refuse the nourishment they so need and 
never had so good regardless of its filthy origin? 

 
Manhood 



 

Without school there is no reason to get up early in the morning but what the alarm clock had 
failed to do, Teman's headache had outdone when it got him out of bed before sunrise. Teman sits on 
the edge of his bunk and the pounding on his head reminds him of a slow and powerful jackhammer. 
His head spins. There is a peculiar smell in the room. He may be going blind but his nose is still sharp. 
He looks over his shoulder and makes an effort to see a yellow spot on his sheets, about where his 
middle was, but it is not piss. He stands up and the same stain is on the front of his shorts. He pulls the 
waist elastic out and peeks inside. Despite the pain in his left eye, he focuses his sight and sees a dried 
up, starchy gook on his now hairy genitalia. It is as if his hairiness had doubled during the night. The 
smell is now strong and it is not urine. 

Teman just shakes his head in disbelief. He had a wet dream. A wet dream with his mother. 
Oedipus reborn in Cuchillo. His legs weaken and fold under him. He's kneeling with his pecker out of 
his shorts. It had not been a wet dream, neither for Abaddon nor for him. 

On the way to the bathroom he takes a peek inside Abaddon's room. He's asleep with his diaper 
on. Even when asleep, the stupid look doesn't vanish from his face; yet, Teman envies him, so perfect 
and so strong. After cleaning up he goes outside to watch the sun raise. As the light makes things 
emerge from the darkness. Teman sees Mr. Seltzer in the distance, flinging hay bales from the back of 
his truck over the corrals and his horses running to greet him and eat. A rooster crows with no signs of 
getting tired. Another fucking day. Teman's face is a tapestry of acme and he wonders when he will 
need to start shaving, running a razor blade through his puss infected face and leaving a path of blood 
behind. He remembers the dog on the road. 

With such early mourning thoughts and the pain in his head Teman, sees the harbinger for a 
shitty day. There is a banging of pots in the kitchen and his mother calls to him. He enters the galley 
through the poop deck and his mother turns around with a smile on her face which disappears the 
moment she looks at him. 

"You look awful. How are you feeling?" 
"Awful." 
"Headaches?" 
"The mother of all headaches." 
She gives him a pair of Advils, and Teman wonders how the whole Advil bottle wouldn’t be big 

enough to hold all his brain tumors in it. Teman watches his mother cook breakfast in her blue jogging 
suit, watches her large butt jiggle and her deflated breasts flop as she bends over to pick up stuff. His 
stomach is now getting upset. Mama gives no signals whatsoever of last night's romp with Abaddon. 
Maybe it was all in his imagination, thinks Teman, but he knows better. There is no way that last night's 
events had been just his imagination. 

By the afternoon Teman's headache confines him to his bunk. Jessica worries; this is not 
ordinary headache and Teman is not looking good. When she tried to lay hands on him, he had jumped 
as if her fingers had been poisonous snakes. Something is bothering him and she can't figure out what it 
is. Maybe she needs to take him to the E.R., but what can they do for him anyway? Send him home 
with more Advil? 

Teman throws up his dinner and can barely walk because of the intense pain in his head and his 
left eye. 

"Do you want me to take you to the hospital?" 
"No. Wait until tomorrow and then I will call Dr. Herzog in Denver early in the morning." 
Jessica wonders why Dr. Herzog in Denver, but it is his headache and she does as told. 

 
Life 

 
With every pulsation of the pain inside him, discharges of torturing electricity move through 



 

Teman's body and reach the tip of every nerve everywhere. His left eye has shut down and now his 
swollen right eye has to strain itself to see things. This can be the end of things, Teman thinks. Teman 
guesses that the malignant blioma in his occipital region has decided to grow and now is putting 
pressure on his brain, pushing the cortex against the inside of the skull. It won't be long before he goes 
completely blind. Perhaps his metastatic tumors have all decided to grow at once. The image of the dog 
in the road keeps on flashing in his mind, and there is no Mr. Seltzer with a gun to relief the pain. 
Tomorrow he will call Dr. Herzog and ask him about the water and about his pain. He knows that he 
can get a straight answer from the doctor, just as he gave him one when the doctor had asked him his 
question inside the Bug. 

Teman tries to sleep, but he is both afraid of falling asleep. There is no escape to his problems 
no matter where his mind goes or resides. Tonight is a repeat of the previous night with the pain 
coming and going like dark waves landing on a blood soaked beach. Every time Teman closes his eyes, 
he sees not black but red, an ugly, dark and intense red that glows in unison with the throngs of pain 
flowing through him. Blackness is good; he wants it; he wants the painless oblivion, the comforting 
numbness where nothing throbs and his head doesn't push to get out of his cranium. He longs for the 
calmness of a dark and cold grave. 

Teman has been awake for a few minutes. He knows where he is, whose body it is. The lack of 
pain is so delightful that he lies on his back doing nothing but breathing and wiggling his fingers and 
toes. There is pain, but it is nothing serious; it is his hard penis crooked inside the diaper. Teman pops 
the diaper open and his long and hard penis stands up like a good soldier. This throbbing is a pleasure, 
is an energy that pulses through his healthy body. This is as good as the throbbing of the tumorous body 
is bad. 

Standing up, Teman can see his moonlit shadow against the wall, with the penis sticking straight 
up in such a grotesque way that it looks like an artificial attachment to his body - to Abaddon's body. 
There is no reason to fight, to chastise himself, to blame himself, to make excuses. When he returns to 
his body, the pain will remind him of his sins; that's the purpose of hell, isn't it? He walks out of the 
room and stands in front of his mother. The throbbing in his groin is such that he cannot hold the desire 
for carnal satisfaction inside his chest. He opens the door and walks into the room and stands to the side 
of her mother's bed. She sleeps in a T-shirt. Teman taps the head of his penis on her forehead to wake 
her up. There is a mischievous smile on his taut face. 

Jessica wakes up to the sight of a penis on her face. She screams and sits up in bed and there in 
front of her is that young boy with the hard face and burning eyes. He's back and Abaddon is gone. The 
young man plants himself in front of her and pushes her back onto the bed by placing his strong hand 
on her chest. With the other hand he pulls her panties off. Jessica closes her eyes and tenses up. She 
could scream and she could fight but the truth is that she has no desire to do either. The young man 
forces her legs over her head and Jessica spread them for him. It has been so long, oh God, so long ... 
Jessica feels the deep and violent penetration tearing into her and touching the marrow of her soul and 
she lets out a scream and Abaddon pumps his mother with powerful thrusts of his middle that make her 
scream in both pleasure and pain. Teman is gone on a wild ride that knows no end and no 
consequences. He is riding life and its pleasures before both are gone and replaced by his pain. Death 
would be a welcome replacement, but he knows that his red pain will be the longest stage on his via 
cruxis to reach that much sought death and unlike Lazarus, he will see no resuscitation, and unlike 
Saint Peter and his denial, he will have no remorse and will not seek forgiveness and redemption 
because the nothingness of death will be enough for eternity. 

 
Breakfast 

 
The framework of their family life is shattered and there is no need for words to be spoken to 

attest to the new condition. Teman has watched his mother burn the toast, drop the butter on the floor 



 

and spill the orange juice because she is so shaken by what happened last night that she has lost her 
ability to concentrate on the smallest of tasks. She had asked him to get Abaddon dressed and to put 
him out on the porch for his sunbath of early sun. Teman knows that his mother is afraid of Abaddon 
and doesn't want to come near him, and he understands why. 

"Have you noticed anything different about your brother?" asks Jessica. 
"Like what?" says Teman lying, knowing exactly what his mother is talking about. 
"I don't know, like him looking at you in a weird way ... or not being dumb at moments." 
Teman hesitates to answer remembering the words of Sir Walter Scott who had said "Oh, what a 

tangled web we weave/when first we practice to deceive ..." His mother is looking at him with curious 
eyes. His mind works fast a weaving a believable deception; it has to be a white lie that will hold the 
household peace for a while until the truth is known, because the truth always has to come out or 
madness follows, but Teman has no idea how to explain to her mother that it was him and not Abaddon 
who had sex with her last night. He has no idea how to explain that is him inside Abaddon when his 
mother sees what she calls Abaddon's weird eyes, when he is not dumb but an incestuous and rapacious 
sexual fiend full of explosive life and unrelenting desires. And according to his birth certificate, he is 
still ten years old. Teman doesn't know where to start. 

"No Mama," says Teman. "I haven't noticed anything." Teman sees disappointment in his 
mother's face despite the fuzzy image coming through his right eye. His headaches are unflinching and 
the red pain behind his closed eyes has not diminished ,but his familiarity with the monster makes the 
burden more manageable. 

They eat their breakfast with slow movements like death row inmates having their last meal, 
chewing for the sake of chewing and swallowing because it is less work than spitting their food out. 
Teman and Jessica are lost in their thoughts and their doubts and only the sounds of clinking silverware 
and glasses landing on the table fill the rarefied air in the galley. In Jessica's mind are the memories of 
incestuous sex. She's ashamed at the same time she is satisfied she had gotten some. It had been so long 
since she had felt a man inside her that she had forgotten what it was like, but that hard penis inside her 
had been her son's. The ambivalence makes her uncomfortable and the confusion doesn't let her think 
straight. That was not Abaddon, the dumb thing that is sitting on the porch, and who, before the sun 
sets, will have crapped in his own pants. That young man on top of her had intelligence and 
determination and moved like a cougar. He shoved so hard she still can feel the soreness between her 
legs. She is ashamed at the thought but then she is not. If the only way Abaddon can come to life and be 
a man, if just for a few minutes, is by having sex with her, she will do it. Is this the work of evil or just 
another strange chapter in the life of the McShanes? She is not sure but she wants to see Abaddon's 
eyes lit with that life and passion that the creature on the front porch lacks, and if she has to become the 
whore of such a fleeting man, she will because a few minutes in the company of such a son are worth a 
life time of struggles with Abaddon the idiot. I pray God may forgive me, says Jessica to herself, but it 
was God's doing that put her in this predicament anyway. 

After the fiery young beast on top of her had discharged himself into her with convulsions akin 
to an epileptic rage, he had pulled out and had stood in front of her with shaky legs and with his 
erection as stiff as before. She had seen his lips move on his sweaty face lit by the moonlight as if 
trying to say something, but he couldn't speak. Abaddon trying to speak? Who, what is this creature? 
The creature had sprung out of the room like a deer catching the scent of a mountain lion. She heard 
him crashing against the kitchen stool on his way out of the back of the bus, right through Teman's 
room. 

She had tried to run after him but she couldn't get her back off the bed and her legs had failed to 
support her weight. The moment she stood she had started to drip from down there. She couldn't run 
through the house like that, risking having Teman seeing her with that sticky wetness running down her 
legs. There are no words to explain that to a ten year old, no matter how smart he may be. She cleaned 
herself in the bathroom, went back to her room, put on a pair of pants, a T-shirt, and shoes and then 



 

went outside searching for Abaddon, or whatever was out there. 
The curtain to Teman's room had been ripped down and now hung by a few rings from the bar 

above the door. She had walked through the room on her way out the already opened emergency door 
and Teman had not noticed her, Thank God. He slept like a baby and the pain was gone from his face, 
that ugly face that only a mother could love, and she loves that face. Outside the cold spring night air 
felt good on her hot face and skin. The creature is sitting naked on the front bumper of the Bug. Next to 
him is the broken toilet seat, also on the bumper and leaning against the hood. What the hell is that all 
about? He looks at her approaching and he stands. His penis is still hard and as she approaches, it 
happens again, his shoulders droop and his until then strong arms fall loose and hang from his sides 
like useless limbs. The idiot is back. The hard on drops to a flaccid and lazy penis. The idiot is off; the 
idiot is on; this back and forth transmogrification is going to drive her insane. 

She had to drag the idiot back into the house through Teman's room because she had no key to 
the locked front door. On her way through his room she had noticed Teman's now uneasy sleep and the 
pain manifested on his face. Poor child. After washing Abaddon she put the diaper back on him and 
took him to bed where he fell asleep in seconds. While washing him down there, she had felt her sexual 
desires flare up again as a rush of wetness and contractions between her legs; she had wanted to put his 
penis in her mouth but she had desisted, haunted by her own guilt, by her confusion, but the desire was 
there, for the sex, for the chance to meet that young creature that had tried to say something to her. 
Maybe that was the path to him, sexual arousal. Perhaps sex would bring that creature, the real 
Abaddon, back into her life and the idiot would never come back again. But guilt and self deprecation 
tells her that she wants the young man to come back because she is an insatiable whore who seeks 
pleasure and uses Abaddon as her sex slave. 

She is neither whore nor saint but a mother who wants her brainless son to have a chance, and 
she will do whatever it takes to give him that chance, even if that means burning in hell because of a 
sinful incestuous relationship. 

Through pangs of pain Teman also thinks about last night's ... what can he call it? Catastrophe? 
Adventure? Disaster? Excitement? Whatever it was, he now knows for sure that it didn't happen in his 
imagination. He saw the torn curtain in his room and that gave him a good hint but when he looked 
outside the window and saw the toilet sitting on the bumper of the Bug, he knew for sure that last night 
had been for real. He doesn't have the telekinetic powers to move broken toilets across the yard and 
plant them on top of cars like a hood ornament from hell. He remembers with eery clarity how he had 
lifted the seat, lifted it like it weighed nothing, and put it on the car. He did it on purpose so that in the 
morning he could corroborate what he already knew to be the inescapable truth, that he had taken 
Abaddon's body over and had raped his mother. 

Being inside a healthy and horny body that reeks an animal abandon for satisfying its sexual 
cravings, a body energized with the desire to live, to feel things, to take what it sees fit for its own 
pleasure, that is something his mind doesn't have the experience to handle; besides, his will has no 
desire to stop it either because that feeling of power, of taking, of having a female, even his own 
mother, under him, that is something so intense that his willpower is nothing but an scarecrow of old 
clothes stuffed with hay in the path of a tornado a mile wide. 

The images of the large vascular penis entering his mother, burying itself into the soft flesh 
under her dark bush come to him and an erection arises underneath the breakfast table, his very own 
erection. The thought that he's being sexually aroused by his own mother revolts his stomach. He runs 
out of the table, through his room and jumps out of the emergency door to puke in the backyard. 
Jessica McShane can hear Teman throwing up. She drops her fork on the table and feels Teman's 
sickness by proxy. Breakfast is over for both of them. 

 
Poison 



 

"Are you sure about this?" asks Dr. Herzog over the phone, sitting at his desk. He listens for a 
few seconds and shakes his head. "Unbelievable." 

"How about their neighbors?" After a few more seconds he says, "Very good. Dr. Piccirillo, 
thank you very much for taking care of this so fast." 

After hanging up the receiver he swivels his chair towards the window where the view of the 
Rockies is veiled by haze. Dr. Herzog is trying to figure out how to tell the McShanes that they have 
been poisoning themselves with their well water. A nurse stops at his office's open door and notices the 
funny looking Jewish cap on the back of Dr. Herzog's head. She knocks on the open door of his office 
and the doctor swivels around. 

"Yes?" 
"Here is the fax you were waiting for." She hands him a few sheets of paper. 
"Thank you very much." 
He reads the CDPHE report. The report lists thorium and radium at low concentrations, uranium 

and molybdenum in excess of the drinking water levels recommended, up to 2,000 times above 
background levels. Holly shit. In addiction, copper, cobalt, nickel, arsenic, cadmium, zinc and lead 
were also found, all above recommended levels. The McShanes have been drinking that poisonous 
brew for years, and Jessica McShane had done it during her pregnancies. The drinking water is just one 
factor. Herbie Champion had also talked about how underground radiation pollutants can decay and 
produce radon gas, and he had also mentioned how in the old days when the wind blew down Burro 
Creek, the yellow dust had landed on the valley below, right on top of what today is the End of the Line 
road. Breathing yellocake particles haven't helped Jessica McShane either. Her kids never had a chance. 
Jessica and her neighbor both show the symptoms of molybdenum poisoning, and now he has a source 
for that poison. The sad thing, Dr. Herzog says to himself, is that it is too late to reverse the damages. 
Jessica and her neighbor may have a chance at a better life but Teman and his brother, that thing sitting 
on the porch, there is nothing that science can do for them. 

He decides to call Cuchillo. With any luck Teman will answer the phone. Dr. Herzog knows that 
Teman will handle the truth better than his mother, who may end up with a panic attack. They need to 
stop drinking that water right away. Dr. Piccirillo is going to send his people down to warn the 
neighborhood and to sample more water wells. Dr. Herzog thinks he needs to give the McShanes a 
heads up before the CDPHE shows up at their door with their test tubes and radiation counters. 

"There is a phone call for you on line five," says the same nurse who had gave him the CDPHE 
report, now back at his door. "This lady insisted on talking to you." 

Dr. Herzog picks up the phone. "Dr. Herzog here." 
A crying and hysterical Jessica McShane comes through. 

 
Crimson 

 
"Mama, I'm blind." 
Those had been the words that Teman had spoken to his mother when she had come to the Bug 

after Teman had not heeded her calls to come into the house. He just sat on the driver's seat with his 
claws on the steering wheel, his face pained by his everlasting headache. At Teman's request, she had 
called Dr. Herzog, crying, begging for help. In a panicky rush she had found a reluctant babysitter for 
Abaddon and a willing friend to drive them to Denver. She had put a diaper on Abaddon so when he 
craps, the odor won't be so offending. Looking at his genitalia gave her pangs of remorse and guilt, 
feelings she knew she had to overcome if she wanted to see the other boy, the live one. 

Teman sits on the back seat and the headache is so strong that the pain is numbing, a pulsating 
thing that flashes dark crimson colors on what is supposed to be blinding darkness. He would exchange 
without any hesitation the absolute and peaceful black of an eternal death for the painful and raging 
redness of the sickness he now endures. 



 

"Can my mother hear me," he asks when he's with Dr. Herzog and other staff. 
"No. She is in the waiting room." 
"This is the end doc. I bet my Bug against your BMW that you will find a glioblastoma 

multiforme – a grade four cancer- embedded in my occipital lobe." 
The medical staff around Dr. Herzog look at each other, wondering how a ten year old came up 

with that diagnosis. They are more surprised by Dr. Herzog's blunt answer, an answer not expected 
from a doctor with good beside manners as Dr. Herzog is known to have. 

"Bet is off. I'm afraid you may be correct. Let's scan your brain and know for sure." 
Teman knows he is naked in front of many people, all wondering about his hairy groin, but he 

couldn't care less. The crimson pain is all that matters, that galaxy of evolving flashes that throb with a 
heart of its own and make his head feel like it is going to explode. Teman imagines Scotty from the old 
Stark Trek series shouting inside his brain, "she is gonna blow!" but this time there is no Captain Kirk 
or Spoc to take care of things. 

Machines again buzz around him. He has to be carried from room to room, from gizmo to 
gizmo like a puppy dog on a leash because he cannot see where he is going. Dr. Herzog gives him a 
pain killer and the crimson flashes become duller and the throbbing slows down a beat, but the dull 
pain is still in his head. Teman sits in a room on a cold surface that sticks to his bare buttocks. From his 
place he can hear in the next room a medical cabal of oncologists, radiologists, radiation oncologists, 
neurosurgeons and Dr. Herzog argue about CT scans, MRI's and such, and Teman wonders if there are 
an undertaker and a preacher with them. From illness to death and beyond, we are a full service 
hospital, and we will bill your insurance company! After all this shit they are going to give him a bottle 
of Advil and send him home. Boy, it has been a pleasure to have you. Maybe you will have better luck 
on your next reincarnation. At least, Teman thinks, cynicism is impervious to pain and drugs. 

Teman hears people gathering in front of him, in a semicircle he guesses. He wonders why 
because it only takes one messenger to carry bad news. Maybe it is a vulture mentality that gathers 
them in front of what soon will be carrion. 

"Glioblastoma multiforme in the occipital?" Teman's question is like a shotgun blast in the dark 
because he has no idea who he is aiming at. 

"Yes," says Dr. Herzog. "and everywhere else. Your tumors all decided at once to become 
malignant. Speaking from a strictly medical point of view, you should not be alive right now." 

Teman laughs. The Doctors around Dr. Herzog cannot believe his bluntness with a kid, but this 
Teman, he doesn't seem to be bothered by the frankness, and now he's even laughing. 

"Weirdness follows me to my grave. Dead doesn't scare me, I'm fine whit it; it's getting there 
that worries me." 

"The rate of growth is very fast. Since your last scans, some of the tumors have doubled their 
masses." 

"How long do you reckon will it take them to wipe me out?" 
There is silence. A theretofore unknown voice speaks. "It could be at the end of the week or 

could take three months; at this point it is just a wild guess." 
"The Sage Men of the Oracle has thus spoken," says Teman. "And death will be my sweet 

companion. Hurry up, I say to her, and let me rest my tired head in her dark and peaceful bosom." 
"Are you not afraid?" asks another unknown voice. Teman smiles and recites an apropos quote. 
"Cowards die many times before their deaths; The valiant never taste death but once. Of all the 

wonders that I yet have heard, It seems to me the most strange that men should fear, Seeing that death 
is a necessary end, will come when it will come." 

"Who did say that?" asks Dr. Herzog. 
"The Bard, Billy Shakespeare." 
The Sage Men of the Oracle look at each other, wondering what Teman is all about. 
"Can I have my Advil now?" asks a cynic Teman. 



 

"Why Advil?" asks Dr. Herzog. 
"So I can go home and get busy with my dying." 

 
Anguish 

 
 

The sunset is warming Teman's left cheek. He cannot see the sun rays anymore but he can feel 
them, so warm and soft on his pimpled skin. He had asked his mother to take him to the Bug where he 
is now sitting. The familiar and emollient touch of the driver's seat against his back eases his pain an 
iota. Dr. Herzog had prescribed pain killers, stuff his mother can't afford. The ones Dr. Herzog had 
sneaked into Jessica's purse would have to wait until the pain becomes unbearable. Teman has no desire 
in doping himself with numbing pain killers because he wants to be an aware witness to his own death, 
but it seems smart to be prepared. 

His death warrant is now official; the doctors had ruled that nothing could be done to stop the 
cancer revolt inside him. Dangerous and very expensive surgery with the possibility of permanent brain 
damage, and radiation and chemo may slow down the outcome but will not change it, thus it is cheaper 
and easier to let him die on his own. Those have not been the exact words from the Sage Men of the 
Oracle but Teman had caught the meaning rather well. 

On the way back to Cuchillo his mother had made him sit up front with her and had held him in 
her arms all the way back home. Teman cannot understand what kind of love makes a mother hold and 
love such a repugnant creature like himself, and he cannot understand what kind of perversion made 
him rape his own mother using Abaddon's body. Mama had cried and sobbed all the way during their 
return trip, and it had been the dying who had tried to comfort the living. 

At times Jessica's pain had been exchanged by anger. After Dr. Herzog told her of the poisoned 
water, she had almost collapsed by the shock of suddenly knowing that the McShane curse had been 
self inflicted, too fucking poor to pay for city water; too fucking poor to buy a house in town and live 
like normal people among common folk, too fucking stupid to realize that she had poisoned herself and 
her kids. Blaming somebody else would have been easy, but who can they blame? Suing defunct 
mining and milling operations and smelting companies is as good as hanging the corpse of a long dead 
man. Suing the state on a welfare budget is as tough as trying to kill a grizzly bear with spit balls shot 
out of a straw. 

The doctor had showed them the map he had gotten from that guy Champion in Cuchillo with 
the hand drawn poisonous plume on it and their house in the middle of it. Had they lived a few hundred 
feet to either side of that squiggle mark and her kids would be as normal as anybody else's, and she 
may even have a husband instead of a crazy mother fucker son. The anguish of knowing how easy it 
would have been for her to avoid her disgraces and of how stupidly she had been fooled by fate to live 
the miserable life she had made for her and her kids equals the pain of losing Teman. At time she 
doesn't know which anguish is worst. 

The crimson nightmare swirls and creates furrows of pain inside Teman's head, deep and dark 
and spiraling into endless streams that burrow into his spine and his consciousness. He wonders how 
long it will take for the nightmare to stop and resting death to take over. The anger inside him feeds his 
tumors and gives the crimson swirls a violent twist and a deeper tone. He's not sure what he is angry at, 
or why, but he can feel that energy now working against him and making his pain more acute. 
Shakespeare or not, he fears death yet his commitment to it does not falter. Teman has the fateful 
determination of a foot soldier marching with bayonet ready in the first row of a platoon against a well 
placed cannon, a martial drum pacing his steps as death awaits inside the dark iron bore in front of his 
path. 

Dr. Herzog had pleaded with both Teman and his mother to let him find a place in a Denver 
hospice for the terminally ill. His arguments had made sense, the managed pain regimen, the grief 



 

counseling, the companionship of caring strangers which is better than the well known lonesomeness of 
their home, but his arguments had been defeated by the ugly fact that there was nobody in Cuchillo 
willing or able to take care of Abaddon, that not even the Sage Men of the Oracle could predict how 
long it would take for Teman to step into oblivion and leave behind the crimson nightmare, and Teman 
himself had argued that he didn't want more strangers looking at his distorted and repellent body while 
he was trying to die with a modicum of dignity. 

Mr. Seltzer's dog had died with dignity. Bang! Done; a swift euthanasia involving a well placed 
bullet. Teman knows he is not going to be that lucky, that he will be allowed to linger, to fight with the 
crimson pain until he is crushed by it like a mouse under the hoof of a careful elephant that is 
determined to squash but wants to do it slowly. The anger inside him gives him more pain but he 
doesn't care. Now he knows what he is angry at. Anger at himself for not figuring out that they were 
poisoning themselves. Anger at his tough luck, at his curse of tumors and disease while the morons at 
school get to live full lives and whine about inane problems; anger at those same morons who will be 
able to put their hands on young breasts and squeeze them with delight. Anger at his mother for having 
him. 

No! He fights the last thought, not at his mother. She is as much as victim as his brother and he 
are. Teman hears somebody approaching. That person enters the Bug and sits on the passenger seat. 
"What are we going to do? cries his mother. "What am I going to do without you?" 

It pains Teman to hear his mother sob, but he has doesn't have a good answer or a plausible 
deception to give to her. 

 
Moon 

 
An ugly moon with empty craters for eyes and the pallor of ancient papyrus peeks over the 

eastern plains. It turns silver as it raises and its size diminishes as the intensity of its cold incandescence 
obliterates the darkness of a unseasonable warm night and draws long shadows on the grasslands 
around the McShane place. Teman cannot see the moonlight anymore. A coyote howls among the pinon 
trees. Teman can hear him. Teman can also hear his mother snoring next to him. She had insisted that 
he sleeps, or tries to sleep, next to her. Teman cannot figure out if she had asked him because she 
wanted him by her side or because she wanted to use him as a shield in case the Abaddon with the 
weird eyes returns. 

Either case fits him fine. It comforts him to hear her snores, her heavy and tired breathing with 
its paced inhaling and exhaling, a welcome predictability in a night of bothersome unknowns. His pain 
is numbing and relentless and he has doubts he will fall asleep. If he falls asleep perhaps he will never 
wake up again, and he sees nothing wrong with that, but Teman is afraid of the crimson nightscape 
waiting for him. 

Before going to bed, Teman had noticed that he had started to slur his words. That means that 
his cancers are doing a fast job of terminating his sorry existence. He had taken two Advils before 
coming to bed, and they had not put a dent in his suffering. Of course they couldn't because such 
vicious pain was out of their reach, like giving a couple of wine corks to the captain of a torpedoed ship 
with its sides blown all to hell, here Captain, plug that hole! Still, he didn't want to use Dr. Herzog's 
pain killers. His pain was all his, the crimson nightmare belonged to him, and he wanted to deal with it 
on his own terms. 

Will his life be extinguished like the proverbial candle? Will it be a slow phasing out of the 
screaming red light taken over by a steady progression of peaceful darkness? Will it be an implosion of 
crimson and purple swirls, all sucked into oblivion, spiraling down like water down the toilet? Maybe it 
will be an explosion of his consciousness that leaves at its center a dark core of ever expanding 
absolute emptiness. Maybe it is the Hollywood fabled bright light from which large breasted blonde 
angels call to him, and he walks into heaven with his perfect body – the one he never had - wearing a 



 

tuxedo an Armani shoes. 
Maybe a hell inhabited by red devils with pitch forks awaits for him, the incestuous rapist and 

flesh eater. Maybe there is nothing but the cold and black peace of a grave. 
 

Evil 
 

Teman opens his eyes. The fact that he can open them and see the moonlight coming through 
the window tells him that he is in Abaddon's body. He's breathing hard and his heartbeat is near red 
line. Sitting in bed he notices his erection, painful in its stiffness. There is the purple force, the crimson 
swirls when he closes his eyes and puts his hands over his face. It follows him wherever he goes, 
whoever he becomes. The crimson nightmare doesn't pulse with pain in his head but with throbs of 
desire in his groin. The throbs flare and hurt his penis and make it feel ready to explode. He stands up 
and pulls the diaper away and there is that living thing that emanates so much power springing out like 
a snake. 

He has the perfect body and the wrong mind. Well, it's not his mind that is faulty, but the 
crimson force that controls it. The feral desire to posses a woman burns in him like a fire from hell and 
Teman knows that this is an evil temptation that he needs to fight, but which he knows he cannot 
defeat. Trying to stop the carnal desire throbbing through him is as useless as turning off the red pain 
inside his other head. Both his hands grab his member and his fingers feel the feverish heat emanating 
from the vascular shaft. He tries to masturbate in an attempt to feed the monster and placate his sinful 
desires but with each stroke the crimson force turns madder and it twists in savage pangs of desire for 
flesh. He lets go and collapses on his knees. 

Images of monster like penises penetrating soft female genitalia floods his mind. The flesh 
tones are purplish and glow in unnatural hues of red and yellow and the force inside him grows bigger 
than his body and his mind and makes him jump to his feet and run for his mother's door. He tries to 
scream, and scream he does. For once his vocal chords respond to his desires. He opens the door and 
enters the room. 

Her mother is sitting in bed with fear in her eyes and that disgusting creature, Teman's body, lies 
on bed undisturbed. Abaddon's face frowns at the sight of the body in the bed, Jessica can see the 
expression clearly under the moonlight, and it angers her. 

"He's your brother," she screams. "The one that wipes you ass clean when you shit your pants 
and cleans your mouth when you eat your own shit. Don't you make faces at him!" 

Through Abaddon's eyes, the moonlight has the red tinge of fresh blood. Nothing matters 
anymore but the appeasement of base carnal obsessions. He stands in front of his mother and shoves 
her head against his middle, trying to sodomize her. Jessica turns her face, screams and tries to push 
him away from her but the young man in front of her has the consistency of hardened concrete and 
doesn't bulge an inch. He rubs his penis all over her face and yanks on her hair trying to make her open 
her mouth. 

The moonlight glows with an intense redness and Abaddon sees the crimson power everywhere. 
He slaps his mother and pushes her against the bed, pulls her panties off and forces himself on her. She 
screams in vane and she fights and kicks and scratches Abaddon who gives no signal of compassion or 
consideration and just shoves in and out with the fury of a crazed man. Abaddon feels the maternal 
flesh give in to his power and the morbid thought makes him pump her harder and deeper. Jessica 
screams and cries and curses but Abaddon continues his thrusting guided by the purple throbs of 
passion run amok inside him that burst out through his pores with every stroke. 

He ejaculates and each convulsion is an intense crimson flash of raw power, of uncontrollable 
pleasure, of unbearable shame. 

The moonlight is now a soft pink. Teman pulls out and sees his mother on bed and her genitalia 
under her dark bush shines with pinkish body fluids. She is crying. Teman falls backwards against the 



 

wall. What the hell has he done? The crimson nightmare has followed him into Abaddon's body but 
instead of pain makes him into an animal. His erection is still strong. He closes his eyes and his 
heartbeat is starting to raise again, and the throbbing between his legs is coming back. The crimson evil 
will never be satiated, now Teman understands, just like his tumors will never recede or stop hurting 
him. 

Swift death is a blessing. 
There is no gun but there is the will, the need to do the right thing, the desire to escape the 

crimson evil. Teman advances over the bed and grabs his body. He cannot believe how light it is. He 
carries the body on his arms and walks out of the room with it. His mother screams at him from behind. 

"Where are you going? Where are you taking him?" 
She jumps on his back and fights him, tries to take the body off his arms. Teman rushes to the 

galley, deposits the body on the breakfast table and turns around. His mother is standing in front of 
him, frightened and at the same time determined to protect her defective offspring. Their eyes lock on 
each other. The red throbbing starts to make Abaddon's penis swell to the point of shear pain. Teman 
knows he needs to move fast if he is not to rape his mother again. He tries to speak and a string of weak 
sounds come from his vocal chords. He is gagging in his own words while trying to use vocal chords 
that have never emitted a word. His mother is looking at him with expectation, with the desire to hear 
him speak in intelligible words. The words that Jessica McShane had dreamed all her life someday 
could come out of Abaddon do come. 

"Sorry mama," says Abaddon in a coarse voice. His powerful fist lands on the side of her face 
and knocks her to the floor. Abaddon grabs the steak knife from the block on the kitchen counter, puts it 
in his mouth and bites the old wooden handle, and then takes the sick body from the table and carries it 
outside, jumping with it out of the emergency door like a naked pirate with his bounty. The heat outside 
is as unpleasant as the heat inside the house. The moonlight is redder, more purplish and Teman knows 
he is running out of time before the crimson nightmare repeats and his obsession for carnal pleasure 
takes his will away, or perhaps he will be back in his sick body with the force reincarnated as physical 
pain. 

He deposits the body on the hood of the Bug, head down and belly up, and holds it by one of his 
legs. His courage flounders and his determination weakens when he takes the knife out of his mouth 
with his free hand. His legs are shaking and the crimson evil flutters in front of his eyes attempting to 
distract him, wants to draw him back to the animal pleasures so satisfying and so impure. The 
blackness of the sky starts to turn purple in strikes like running ink raining from the purple moon. Time 
is short and willpower is lacking, but Teman again remembers, swift death is a blessing. He brings the 
knife over his head and drives his hand with it against the soft spot below the sternum of the sick body. 
The knife tears through and plunges under the rib cage and buries its tip in the heart. indescribable pain 
shots through Abaddon's body in the same spot, as if the knife had been buried in his chest instead. He 
screams and steps backwards, trips over his own feet and falls on his back against the short buffalo 
grass. He feels the cold blade in his strong chest. It is a pain that cleanses sins and is anguish free. The 
moon is not purple anymore but shines with a clean light, a light that dims and becomes fuzzier until 
darkness takes over and consciousness disappear. 

Blood rivulets gleam under the moonlight and slide down the curvature of the Bug's hood and 
blood drips to the ground where it makes a dark pool. As the moon arches in its path through the sky, 
the blood drops become smaller and fitful until they stop. The blood soaks the ground under the Bug, 
turning the dirt into a dark spot where the grass will never grow again. 

 
Cops 

 
Red, blue and yellow lights flash against the side of the McShane’s home and the crackle of 

radios break the quietness of the night. The moon hides behind a thick overcast that has sneaked from 



 

the west with the furtiveness of a fox breaking into a hen house, but nobody has noticed the moon’s 
absence because the lights from headlights and flashlights keep the darkness of the hills away. 

Jessica is being interrogated by a cop but she cannot speak too well. The paramedic working on 
her speaks for her, “She can’t talk ‘cause her jaw is broken. She got slugged right here,” and he points 
to Jessica’s left side of her mandible where he is holding an ice pack against a bloody bruise. “She’s 
gonna have to get her jaw wired shut.” 

Great, thinks Jessica, another doctor bill that will go unpaid. Her physical pain is sharp as so is 
her anguish at the sight of Teman’s body over the hood of the Bug, as dead as road kill, with the knife’s 
wooden handle still sticking out of his belly. 

A cop takes pictures and the camera’s flash blinds her. Flash after flash follows and Jessica 
wonders why they bother when it is obvious that he is dead and that Abaddon did it. Thank God 
newspaper people have not showed up yet, to add insult to injury, to plaster her loss and her shame on 
the morning paper for Cuchillo to relish, for the good folk to thank God they don’t have a fucked up 
family like the McShanes do. She didn’t say anything about the incestuous rape and she is not planning 
to, even if asked. Such confession won’t bring Teman back, won’t help her in any way, and it sure 
won’t help Abaddon, or whatever lives inside him. Murder is enough crime for the state to take him 
away and lock him up in Pueblo. She has lost two sons tonight but the pain of such loss is tempered by 
the reality of knowing that one was dying of cancer and the other is brain dead, and when he is not, he 
is a mother fucker and a murderer. Tears come to her eyes and the paramedic tries to console her. 

“It’s OK ma’am, we’ll take care of you.” He knows how to ease her physical pain but has no 
idea how to make up for the death around her. Jessica looks at him and tries to say thanks. 

“Don’t talk ma’am, there is no need to.” 
Jessica points to a group of kneeling paramedics and firefighters, under the watch of two cops, 

working on Abaddon who is still on his back. Her paramedic understands what she is trying to say. 
“He’s alive but stiff like a board. When you touch him he feels like he’s made of stone. We 

couldn’t even get a needle into him. He’s incoherent and out of it. Never seen anything like it.” 
There is a metallic noise when her stretcher enters the back of the rig and things mechanical 

click into place. The back doors close, Let’s go says the paramedic to the driver and the ambulance 
takes off down the End of the Line Road and Jessica feels a great weight off her shoulders with one son 
dead and the other one soon to be placed into the custody of the state, but her relief is as brief as the 
flashes of strobe lights coming through the window because her guilt chastens her and tells her what a 
poor mother she has been to her kids, and the knowledge of her secret, of that filial semen still wetting 
her panties, burns her like a branding iron from hell. 

 
Metallica 

 
There is meagerness in the landscape, in the cheap coffin, and in the disheveled crowd around 

the open grave that tells Dr. Herzog, the only person wearing a tie, that Teman's death had been a non 
event outside the McShane household. Jessica is the only person shedding tears. The service is hurried 
as if all involved had better things to do. The living always do, or they think they do. His wife's service 
had been a bigger event, with more mourners and a better looking crowd. Funny thing though, the dead 
don't care and they rot and smell the same inside their graves, may they be expensive concrete vaults or 
just plain dirt heaped atop a flimsy gasket. Whatever happens above ground is to benefit the living 
because the corpses under ground couldn't care less. 

Dr. Herzog cannot pinpoint the source of his discontent, of that nagging sense of waste, of the 
subdued anger that runs skin deep. Sure, Teman was terminally ill and his quick demise may have been 
a blessing in disguise, but still, what a waste. As an oncologist, he has passed many death sentences on 
patients that had come to him with the hope of resurrection, seeking the second opinion that would tell 
them that everything was going to be fine, that their cancer was nothing but a pimple gone wrong, a 



 

ball of tumourous tissue that could be nipped off their bodies like a cabbage off the ground. It doesn't 
work that way. Despite his years on the job, he still cannot avoid that sense of loss that mortifies him 
when cancer wins and the living loses. 

But Teman’s death makes him angrier because he knew of the bright intelligence that lived 
among those cerebral bliomas, an intelligence that never had a chance to shine as it deserved. With 
every buried body there is buried talent, lost possibilities and severed relationships, more in some than 
in others, that’s true, but Dr. Herzog is convinced that in Teman’s case, the lost was great and he is the 
only left among the living that knows that. A mound of fresh dirt and a thin tombstone marks the spot 
for future generations to gawk at and wonder who in hell is buried underneath, and if they bother to 
look at the birth and death dates only ten years apart, they will smile to themselves and count their 
blessings at being older than ten years old and still breathing. Poor sucker, they will murmur and walk 
away to gawk at other, better looking graves. 

Dr. Herzog drives Jessica back home. Their conversations are short and to the point because her 
wired jaw forces her to speak through her teeth, the ones still left, and it is tiresome for both her and her 
listener. Dr. Herzog makes a mental list of people he would love to see with their jaws wired, forcing 
them to speak only when it is necessary. After a few seconds, the doctor realizes that it a list of people 
who don’t need to have their jaws wired shut that is far shorter and easier to remember. 

They pass a big kid wearing a Metallica t-shirt riding a bike too small for his frame, his butt 
crack exposed over his low ridding baggy shorts. Jessica waves to the kid and he reciprocates. Dr. 
Herzog remembers him standing alone behind a tombstone, half hidden from the gathering around the 
grave. 

“That’s little George,” says Jessica, her words hissing out of her mouth. “He was Teman’s only 
friend,” and she bursts into tears. 

 
Who 

 
There is light coming through half open eyelids, and it hurts. The blindness is gone. Teman is 

not sure if he is in heaven or in hell, or somewhere else. He catches the smell of disinfectant and the 
sound of a p.a. system calling a Doctor Simone to the front desk. He’s in a freaking hospital and neither 
heaven nor hell has hospitals because the soul is impervious to human medicine. He must be alive, sort 
of. His body is cold and heavy like granite and he can twitch his muscles with great effort. He flexes 
his fingers, clumsy but willing to try. He has fingers, five free standing fingers on each hand. He has 
hands. And he has eyes. This must be Abaddon’s body. 

The memory of the pain shooting through his heart makes him wince. He can feel the sharp 
blade slicing through him, puncturing his beating heart and the hot blood gushing out. He now knows 
what death feels like; he is not afraid of it anymore, and he will have the chance to experience it again 
because that is what his second chance to live means, a second chance to die. 

Is Teman dead? He is Teman. Is Abaddon dead? He is Abaddon. Who is he? Is Teman’s body a 
carcass and is he now guilty of the usurpation of Abaddon’s body, a body that doesn’t belong to him? 
Who did kill Teman? He did but he is Teman, and he is not dead. But there is a corpse with a knife 
stuck in it and the law says that there must be a murderer, and Abaddon is the killer. Abaddon didn’t do 
it because he doesn’t have the will to act on his own. Teman did it, but how can you kill yourself and 
now be alive in the killer’s body? Explain that to a jury. 

Teman’s head is light and teeters on the pillow. The purple force is not in sight. Is it forever 
gone or just lurking and waiting for a chance to come alive? The idea of its return disturbs Teman. Or is 
it Abaddon? Who is he? He tries to move his left arm but a metal ring around his wrist restrains him. 
Through eyes half open like vision slits in an armored car he can see a shiny handcuff between his wrist 
and the bed railing. 



 

Predicament 
 

One thing is to play dumb at school and fail a history or math test on purpose, but Teman knows 
that his histrionic abilities were not going to be enough to fool a psychiatrist or anybody else into 
thinking that he is a walking vegetable. His blessing is his curse. Now that he has a healthy mind in a 
healthy body, the combination can make him eligible to spend the rest of his life in prison. A smart and 
well paid lawyer may play the insanity card rather well, but a public defendant, the only legal aid his 
mother will be able to summon, will try to make him plead guilty to something just to save himself or 
herself the hassle of a trial. 

No matter how he runs it through his head, there is no way he can explain to an outsider what’s 
going on. He himself is not sure what’s going on. The truth is so unbelievable that if he sticks to it, a 
judge will think he is crazy and will send him to Pueblo to the loony ward, which may be better than 
jail. On a better thought, a mental hospital is full of nosy doctors and psychotropic drugs. He would end 
up like a rat lab for the delight of researchers and mad scientists. 

For the moment he lies on bed motionless and with eyes squinting, observing and listening but 
not giving any signs of his cognizable abilities. He knows that he won’t be able to keep up the charade 
for long, but any time he can gain may help him figure out how to get out of his predicament. A figure 
comes into his field of vision. It’s Mama. 

She stands next to him, and he opens his eyes. The flood of light on his retinas hurts at the same 
time it warms. Mama let’s out a muffled cry through her wired jaw and steps back. She has seen those 
intense eyes before, so blue and so knowing, so frightening. This is not Abaddon; he’s the other. 

“Anything wrong?” asks a nurse down a few beds. Teman looks at her mother and makes a 
slight motion of negation with his head. His mother hesitates but says, “Everything is fine. Thanks” and 
the nurse moves away. Mama approaches the bed but doesn’t get too close. One of his hands is 
handcuffed but the other one is not; better be careful. 

“Abaddon?” she whispers, making sure nobody else can hear her. The young man in bed shakes 
his head and opens his mouth to say something. He struggles with his words until he manages to speak 
in a coarse whisper. 

“I’m Teman.” 
Mama comes closer and leans over the bed. Her eyes are wet with tears. “I buried him 

yesterday, and you killed him.” 
Teman smacks his lips. His throat is as dry as Graham crackers and his wind pipe seems to be 

stuck together. Vocal chords that haven’t spoken in seventeen years try to vibrate as the wind out of his 
lungs goes by. So much to say and they are not to the task. So much to explain and he doesn’t know 
where to start, or how. Only one word comes out of him, “Water.” 
Mama pulls her bottled water out of her huge purse and gives the kid on the bed a good gulp. The kid 
smacks his wet lips and runs his tongue over them. 

“Thanks,” he says. Speaking is easier with a wet throat. 
“Are you not Abaddon?” asks Mama. She doesn’t know what to believe. 
“I’m Teman.” 
“He’s six feet under.” 
“His corpse is,” says Teman. His new vocal chords are slow to respond but are getting the job 

done. “His mind is here,” and he taps the side of his head. “I’m here,” and he taps his chest. 
Mama looks at him in disbelief. He notices her wired jaw. 

“Sorry about your jaw Mama. I didn’t mean it.” He remembers the rape. Oh God, how can he 
make excuses for that? 

“And sorry for the attacks. I was fighting demons you cannot imagine.” 
“How do I know you are not Teman but a demon?” 
His throat hurts, unaccustomed to the stresses of speech, but he makes the effort. 



 

“The day I got kicked out of school, remember?” 
Mama nods. 
“You stood in the parking lot and gave the finger to the principal and the school, and we 

laughed all the way back home.” 
Lazarus reincarnated; Jesus resurrected: Teman is looking at her with living eyes. Mama cries 

and hugs her returned son. Teman recites in Mama’s ear a line from Luke and the parable of the 
Prodigal Son, This your brother was dead, and is alive; he was lost, and is found. 

 
Decision 

 
Common sense says that making decisions with a confused head is the path to disaster. 

Stretching common sense a bit further, it can also be said that clear headed ideas are ideal but hardly 
practical because if circumstances force one’s hand to make a decision that will alter the future in an 
irreversible and profound manner, those same circumstances also feed the chaos that preempts a clear 
head. 

Machines can make cool headed decisions even if their own existence is at stake because they 
don’t feel the consequences of their acts and are not aware of their mortality. Steel nerved men and the 
mentally disturbed can make those decisions with unwavering determination too because they don’t 
care about the consequences and the final outcome, the first because of their courage and the later 
because of their defective reasoning. 

Teman and Jessica both have confused heads and are not machines, steel nerved individuals or 
crazy, so they suffer like any common mortal when trying to decide what to do to get out of a bad 
situation. Just like chewing on a long string of spaghetti out of the same bowl, Teman starting on one 
end and Jessica on the other, they come to meet face to face to share the same decision: Teman must 
run away. Manifold paths out of their predicament exists, each twisted and muddled in its own way and 
their final choice is not the good choice – they feel there is no good choice - but the less evil choice. 
Teman must run away. 

Jessica had gone home and had ruminated on how to get Teman out of the hospital and back 
with her, how to make the bad things of the last days go away so Teman and she can start a new 
existence, a life with a normal and healthy son. She got no sleep and no answer to her quagmire and by 
the morning, before going back to the hospital, she had grabbed some of Abaddon’s clothes, his shoes, 
and some of the cash Dr. Herzog had so kindly given her to help with Teman’s corpse burial, and had 
put it all inside her oversized tote bag. There was no well laid plan in her mind, not even a hint of what 
she may do, but just an instinct that told her that she might need those things. 

Teman, on his own, had come to the same conclusion: Teman must run away. No matter how he 
spun the possibilities in his head, he could not see a plausible and satisfactory solution to their 
dilemma. Standing with his truth in hand and waving the standard of righteousness above his proud 
head would be a folly. Nobody would believe him, and if they ever did, he would be branded a freak for 
life, a much sought after subject for experiments and paranormal quackery. Screw that. 

The only thing he and his mother had agreed upon before she left the night before had been in 
that he should keep on deceiving the medical staff with his false catatonic state. The doctors knew him 
as a living lump of brainless humanity and it would be advantageous to keep them believing on what 
the charts and records had told them. The deception cannot last long, but for a short term it may be 
enough; enough for what, neither of them knows. Teman is aware that sooner than later he will be 
transferred to Pueblo for mental evaluation and then, if found to be a real mental case, he will be locked 
at the discretion of the state into a ward reserved for felons who had escaped criminal conviction due to 
insanity. Instead of jailers with badges and shotguns, it would be men in white coats and syringes. If 
found sound of mind, like he now was, then he would be charged with his own homicide, probably as 
an adult. With no money to pay for a good lawyer, that meant a long sentence, perhaps for life. There is 



 

no good choice. Teman must run away. 
Mama shows up next to his bed with her big bag. Looking at each other is enough to seal a 

wordless pact for action. What the action is going to be, that’s to be seen. 
“Water?” whispers Mama. Teman nods. After drinking from the bottle she put on his lips Teman 

speaks with a soft and almost inaudible voice. 
“I’m hungry and need to go to the bathroom.” 
Like a loose knot on a bundle that unravels and lets its contents spills, Teman mentioning of his 

need to unburden his bowels unraveled Mama’s imagination and let the actions to come spill out of her. 
The spilling may have not been well thought but the actions put on motion by it followed one after each 
other as they should, with good luck as the lubricant that let all the ad hoc parts flow without 
opposition. 

“Shit in bed,” says Mama. Teman looks at her with a frown. “Shit yourself,” she repeats, and 
she is serious. Teman wonders at her request and then realizes that she is onto something. A brainless 
young killer covered on his own excrement would not be a welcome thing in the ward. The staff would 
have to get him off the bed, off his handcuffs so they can clean the mess. Mama ain’t so stupid after all, 
thinks Teman with a grin. But it is hard to do, shit yourself in your own bed on purpose. Teman closes 
his eyes and tries a few times but his natural aversion to the filthy deed keeps his anal sphincter closed. 
Mama encourages him with soft smiles. The hot and soft mass flows between his glutei. The deed is 
done and the smell cannot be ignored. 

“Good boy,” whispers Mama. This is a crazy world thinks Teman, getting encouraged by his 
own mother to shit in his own bed. “Now, you need to play Abaddon, be as dumb as him.” 

“I don’t know if I can pull it off.” 
“You will, you have to.” 
Mama stands and walks to the nurse’s station. 
“Excuse me, he needs to be changed,” she says to the nurse sitting behind the desk. Mama’s 

voice is perky, as if she were asking for a small favor. “He just crapped all over himself.” 
Teman sees the nurse coming, and to add more drama to their act, he pisses and the sheet over 

him gets wet around his middle. The nurse makes faces at the sight and the odor. 
“Oh my God!” she says. “I will call the orderly right away.” 
Like a feline jumping on its prey Mama acts. 
“While they change the sheets, I can clean him up.” 
The nurse smiles and there is relief on her face. 
“I’m used to it and won’t be a problem,” adds Mama, so helpful and cheerful. The orderly 

shows up with a new set of sheets and rubber gloves in his hand. The nurse lets Teman out of his 
handcuffs and Mama helps him out of bed. Teman does his best to look the part. It is not easy for him 
to let others see his bare ass covered in crap, but if that is the price to pay for freedom then let it be. 

“Where can I clean him up?” asks Mama, so polite. 
“There is a bathroom with a shower out of that door, down the hall to your right. I think it’s the 

third door to the left.” 
“Thank you so much.” 
Jessica and Teman walk away, hand on hand, with Teman walking like a chimp. He is 

overacting but the strangers looking at his backside through his stained gown don’t know better, that’s 
what he hopes. Mama, despite her nervousness is having a hard time suppressing her laughs. 

“You’re walking like Cheetah,” she whispers at him. 
“Me Tarzan, you Jane,” whispers back Teman. Now both are working hard at keeping a straight 

face. They make it to the hall and nobody is following them, not yet. They find the bathroom and both 
go in. Nobody is in the hallway yet. They get in and close the door behind them with a sight of relief. 
For a few minutes they hold their breath and hold their hopes: nobody approaches. The nurse nor 
anybody else wants anything to do with wiping crap from a stranger’s ass. Teman lets the water run in 



 

the shower, plays with the knobs to adjust the water temperature, gets out of his gown and jumps in and 
cleans himself up with great vigor. 

“There is no soap here,” he complains. 
“Don’t get your hair wet,” warns Mama. She pulls Abaddon’s clothes and shoes out of her 

handbag and puts them on the floor. She watches Teman showering and she fills with a pride stranger to 
her but yet so satisfying at the sight of such a strapping young kid, so smart and handsome, and he is 
her son, her own blood. It took two to make one, but it was worth the effort even though nobody else in 
the world can understand the beauty of what she sees, and her son and she, if found out, will be damned 
by strangers and their ignorance of what cannot be anything else but the will of God. 

Teman steps out of the shower. “There is no towel in here either.” He is dripping wet from the 
neck down. He starts shaking his legs and arms like a dog. Mama pulls a red bandana from her bag and 
hands it to Teman. 

“Thanks Mama,” says Teman with a smile. “I may dry my nuts with this. Maybe.” 
“Shut up and hurry,” says Mama. Teman dries himself with the bandana as best as he can and 

then puts Abaddon’s clothes on. His mother has to tie his shoes because his fingers still don’t have the 
dexterity to tight a fast knot. He needs to get used to his new body. Mama stands in front of Teman and 
embraces him. Seventeen years, seventeen fucking years she had to wait for this moment, to embrace a 
healthy son with a sound mind. Just when she thought she had lost it all, she had found what she always 
had wanted and never thought she could have. She doesn’t care if her son is a gift from God, and 
answer to her prayers, or a trick from the devil in exchange for her soul. That she has young muscle and 
heart, a bright mind and a living spirit between her arms is all that matters, and she doesn’t care what 
the consequences of her actions will be because what is in her arms is more important than her own life 
and the whole damned world can kiss her fat ass if they don’t like what they see. 

Mama cries on Teman’s shoulders. She doesn’t want to let him go, but she knows that she must. 
The clock is ticking against their charade, and it won’t be long before somebody comes snooping 
around to see what they are up to. She pulls him away from her and gets taken aback by his tears. 

“Mama, I’m sorry about the violence, in bed. Those acts were beyond my control, like many 
things still are.” 

“Hush,” says Mama. “I know. We have no time to waste. Let me go back to the nurse and ask 
her for a towel. The moment I’m gone, you get the hell out of here and never look back. Understood?” 

Teman nods while wiping tears off his face. Mama runs her hands on his wet cheeks to finish 
the job and then dries her own face before going out of the door after checking that the hallway is clear. 
Teman counts one-thousand-one, one-thousand-two, one-thousand-three, and then he sticks his head 
out of the door. The hallway is still clear. He steps out and starts walking away with a nonchalant 
panache which hides the fear that wants to make him run like a wild animal, right through the walls and 
into the outdoors. Every step takes him closer to the exit, and he breathes with a steady purpose, trying 
to instil that same steadiness into his actions. People come into the hallway and for less than a second 
he hesitates, but he continues his stroll; like a man gone in a barrel over a thundering waterfall, there is 
no turning back. The people ignore him and that is a strange feeling because while living as Teman, 
heads always swiveled to take a look at his deformities and now, he is either ignored or looked at and 
smiled upon. The new Teman loves the anonymity of normalcy. 

The hallway leads to the emergency room and now crowds of people amble about in their own 
pursuits, and Teman walks among them and through them like a fish through a busy ocean swarming 
with other swimming fishes. The crossing of paths, the short looks that are nothing but a flicker of eye 
contact, the maneuvering to avoid running into or being running by other, all serves Teman well as 
nobody pays attention to him as he reaches the waiting area. There is a cop in there talking to a nurse. 
Teman keeps a steady pace and heading because he knows the worst thing he can do now is panic and 
throw away his cloak of contented normalcy to exposed his fugitive intents, the outlaw he is. The fraud 
he is. 



 

The thought of being a fraud disturbs Teman, but on the other hand, if he is not who he seems to 
be, then who is him? There is no previous him in this body so while there is no genuine Teman in 
Abaddon’s body that can be called the real thing, he is no fraud either because he is now walking 
among the living, on his way out of the door and into daylight. He is just something new to the world 
just like the sunlight outside is to him, so clear and crispy through perfect eyes, and the wide parking 
lot is nothing but a short trek for his new working legs. Teman feels like he has winged feet that take 
him away from his past. He doesn’t know where they are taking him, but he knows that he must kept 
on going, walking and walking until reaching the sidewalk, and then walking more until heading into 
downtown because a normal Abaddon would be inconspicuous among the common folk who cannot 
imagine the kind of creature that walks among them with hands in his pockets and a look of befuddled 
admiration for things as ordinary as birds, trees, fire hydrants and other folk on the streets. 

 
Disappearance 

 
Jessica got her towel, went back to the bathroom and to her great happiness found it empty. She 

waited a couple of minutes, came into the hallway, went all the way to the waiting area and then rushed 
back to the nurse’s station in the ward. 

“Abaddon is missing!” she yelled to the nurse and then all hell broke loose. Staff ran up and 
down the building looking for a naked wet kid who walked like a chimp and had the IQ of a piece of 
furniture. They found nothing. The cops came and also looked and asked Jessica all kinds of questions 
and put pressure on her with their authoritarian voices and their hints of legal nightmares, but she didn’t 
flinch, and even though the cops suspected she had something to do with Abaddon’s disappearance, 
that perhaps she was the brain behind the crime, they couldn’t prove it. Jessica had shed her submissive 
and bland image to show the claws and fangs of a Mama tiger protecting her cub. Patrol cars circled the 
hospital looking for the retarded naked kid but also failed to detect the idiot and this is how Jessica and 
Teman came to pull their caper off, with the naivety of the innocent and the luck of the ignorant. 

 
Adventure 

 
 

The girl behind the glass window at the bus station counter smiles at him. Hers is not a 
compassionate smile, like the ones he used to get when well meaning folk took notice of his former 
deformities and tried to be nice despite their revulsion, but one of genuine pleasantness, the smile of a 
pretty girl when she is given a beautiful rose. 

“One ticket to Denver, please,” says Teman. His face blushes and his eyes become bluer in his 
ruddy face. He slides the money through the glass opening and lets his now perfect hand linger, as if 
telling her, See? I have all my fingers now. 

He has time to kill. The bus won’t depart for another forty five minutes. He has a whole lifetime 
to kill too but at this moment his unspoken future doesn’t bother him. There is a McDonalds across the 
street. He buys a Big Mac and a vanilla shake and waits for his departure time sitting by a window 
looking at the bus station. He could have bought a ticket to LA, or to Dallas, or to New York but 
instead had bought one for Denver. There is no particular reason why Denver. 

Well, thinks Teman, Denver does make more sense. It’s far enough from Cuchillo yet it is not so 
far that Mama cannot come to see him, and it was the cheapest ticket too. As his mind probes all the 
possible ways that he can see his mother again, the specter of his not yet defined future slaps his 
intellect with a wide and open hand; he needs to fill in, like a kid playing with a coloring book, the 
missing parts that will make his future but he has no idea, non whatsoever, what the blank spaces must 
be filled in with. 

The Big Mac starts to get stuck half way down his throat when he thinks of what lays ahead. He 



 

has a couple of hundred dollars, the clothes on his back, and the bothersome problem that every cop in 
Colorado will be looking for him. The lack of an easy solution turns his mood sour, but he keeps on 
eating because his body, that new body, needs it. And there are more problems. What if Abaddon wants 
what belongs to him back? Where will he, Teman, go then? Returning to a mass of worms among his 
old former bones under a pile of dirt is not an appetizing option. Where do dead people go? Nowhere, 
he is sure of it. 

Teman drinks the cold and creamy shake to soothe his throat and his mind. Denver is the next 
step. What happens after that is anybody’s guess. He has an urge to leave Cuchillo that burns inside him 
like hot coals; the flames are invisible but the searing heat is there, and it gets hotter with every minute 
that passes, waiting for his departure time, for his time to plunge into an unknown future that refuses to 
give him any hints, not even the benefit of fleeting possibilities, no matter how absurd or unreachable 
they may be. Teman knows that he is jumping out of the window of a burning building with the smoke 
hiding whatever is below. 

Teman steps outside and starts walking through the parking lot to go to the bus depot when he 
sees two police cars stop in front of the building. The cops leave their cruisers and step into the depot. 
No good. Teman stops and realizes that checking departing buses for a fugitive in the run is just 
common sense. He stands in place and wonders what to do next. 

An old Dodge panel van painted in a sun faded black that has lost its luster many years ago 
drives by on its way out of the drive through. There is a painting of the Grim Reaper on its side and an 
old hippie is at the wheel, trying to bite on a hamburger while driving. With nothing to lose, there is 
everything to win, Teman tells himself. He smiles at the driver and hollers to him, “Dude! Do you need 
gas money?” 
The van stops and the old hippie with a hair that looks like her mother’s smiles back. 

“Where’re you going?” 
Teman approaches the driver side window and shrugs. “Out of here, the farther the better.” 
“Problems with the Man?” 
Teman nods with a sheepish smile on his face. 
“I’m going to Cheyenne, Wyoming,” says the hippie. 
“That’s good enough for me, if you don’t mind. I’ll help with the gas.” 
“Hop in kid!” 
The van drives by the front of the bus station where the cruisers are still parked and Otis, the old 

hippie, gives them the big finger salute. “Pigs!” Teman is sitting on the back bench as told by Otis, 
hidden away because the van has no side windows next to him. Teman is looking at Otis from behind 
and thinks that Otis does look as if his mother were driving the getaway car. 

And thus starts Teman’s Most Incredible and Awesome Road Adventure, listening to the Dead 
and to Phish and smelling the pungent sin semilla cannabis fumes coming out of Otis’ pipe. 

 
Mason 

 
Otis and Teman had a conversation where Otis did all the talking and Teman just listened. Going 

north on I-25 took a while because Otis knew the Man hid behind bridge pylons, around turns and dips 
in the highway, in over flying airplanes, and behind trees, ready to snare him. Otis didn’t exceed speed 
limits and when the speed limit was high, his old van could not keep up with it. Teman wonders about 
the fast cars speeding by, almost kissing each other’s bumpers as they follow each other in their 
relentless hurry. What can be so important that makes people drive 100 miles per hour? A waiting 
lover? A child? Family? Work? Hell, why would anybody rush to work? It would be like rushing to go 
to school. Teman thinks of Mr. Vargas doing 100 miles per hour in his bus to take the kids to school. 
Otis wouldn’t rush to work either; he wouldn’t rush to go anywhere for that matter. Maybe he would 
dare to go five miles over the speed limit when going to a Dead concert or to a free pot give away, but 



 

other than that, he had no reason to rush anywhere. 
There is so much to learn, Teman realizes, and the stuff he needs to learn is not in books or 

classrooms but out there, the renowned School of Hard Knocks, and he is sure he is going to get a few 
lessons before this adventure is over with. He is a ten year old in a seventeen year old body. Dying once 
and coming back on the other side still alive, but in someone else’s body, would remove childhood out 
of many; still, he knew he lacked living experience. His great intellect could grasp many things on the 
fly, but when it came to human relations, he was not sure how to go about them. Teman was afraid of 
his own naivety and of exposing himself to predators because of his thrusting disposition. 

Here he is, riding with this Otis dude, a complete stranger, a mass murderer, an Islamic terrorist, 
a mob hit man in disguise, the brother of Charles Mason, or just a Deadhead who didn’t like the Man 
and was giving him a ride for the hell of it. Judging others is difficult. Teman wonders how he will 
learn this new survival trait. He can read books about people but he cannot read people like a book. 

The inside of the van stinks of weed and Teman remembers a Cheeck & Chong movie where 
both characters are driving in a car so full of weed smoke that they cannot see where they are going. 
Teman cannot see the smoke in the air but the strong smell is starting to affect him. He’s thankful when 
they stop in Colorado Springs for a breather. Teman pays for gas and Otis buys a Twinkie twin pack 
and gives one Twinkie to Teman. Otis is no Charles Mason’s relative. 

 
Lonesome 

 
“That’s downtown,” says Otis pointing his finger through the windshield. Denver’s skyscrapers, 

all huddled as if standing in a little island in the middle of a sea of gray low buildings, glisten under the 
spring sun, monuments to corporate solidity and efficient Capitalism, and like Capitalism, they are 
imposingly heartless. 

“The end of the ride,” says Teman. “At least for me.” 
The van takes the Colfax exit and Otis drives all the way to the Capitol. Teman gets off at 

Broadway and Colfax, next to City Park, across from the Capitol building. 
“Thank you for the ride,” says a smiling Teman from outside the van. 
“No problem man. Good luck.” 
Teman watches Otis’ van go up Colfax a couple of blocks and then turn left, on its way back to 

the highway and to the New West frontier of Wyoming. Teman imagines Injuns chasing Union Pacific 
trains on the open plains. Of course, he realizes, nobody chases trains anymore and his imagination is 
becoming unwanted baggage when it comes to dealing with survival in a strange city. This is not the 
time for daydreaming. 

Now what? 
Teman does a 360 degree turn on his heels and takes in the surroundings. The place is bustling 

with people and traffic. Crowds wait for buses and there is a lot of shiny black hair among the people 
on the sidewalks. Maybe this is Mexico City and not Denver. People are trying to get around him, he 
who stands like a stick in the mud on the sidewalk. Teman walks to the park and sits on a bench. On the 
opposite side of the bench there is a passed out wino wrapped in the comfort of alcohol and whose red 
beard hairs shine under the sunlight like copper wires. 

This is it, and it is not. All his life he had wished he had a healthy body, and he does now, but 
the price had been high and the payments were not done with yet; the payment book may be as thick as 
a Denver phone book. This should be paradise, yet it doesn’t feel like so. This isn’t hell either. This is 
reality, that place between heaven and Hades that has two tears for every smile. Lonesome among 
many, lost among the ones that have a life and a place to go that they can call home, a child in a man’s 
body who has died once and had been born twice. He is a kid sitting next to a wino, a kid with the 
meager fortune of a few dollars and the clothes on him. Cuchillo and the funky house at the End of the 
Line Road look good to him now. Teman watches traffic and sees George Lozano in the bicycle 



 

messengers that go by; sees Mr. Seltzer in the pick up trucks that go by. There goes Bill’s garbage 
truck. But he is fooling himself. He knows no one. He misses Mama. He should be happy because he is 
healthy and free and yet, he cannot stop the tears from welling up in his eyes. He catches them with the 
back of his hand before they roll down his face. 

 
Watch 

 
Detectives came to her place and gave her hell, showered her with demanding questions, 

accused her of helping Abaddon escape, and a stoic Jessica McShane stuck to her story and for the 
most part kept her mouth shut. The detectives left empty handed and angry and Jessica gave them the 
finger as their car drove away. 

Jessica knows that the cops are watching her place and that they follow her around. They must 
be thinking that Teman is in her car’s trunk or that she hid him in some hole in Cuchillo. The little 
house feels empty now that Abaddon and Teman are gone. Until now she had not noticed the desolation 
of the landscape outside the house, the solitude of her surroundings and the eerie quietness that only the 
wind rustling through the boughs dares to disturb. There is emptiness inside her too. Even the loss of 
Abaddon hurts her. The empty and silent porch bothers her. Common sense tells her that Abaddon’s 
spiritual demise is the best thing that could had happened to the poor creature because a brainless body 
cannot feel the pain of death and doesn’t have the mind to know that it is dead. It was only fair that 
Teman were now using what Abaddon himself didn’t know he had. She now has a healthy son but she 
cannot spread the good news. Teman is now a normal kid but nobody would understand it, and as far as 
she knew, there was nothing to understand because a miracle from God is not to be questioned by mere 
mortals like herself or anybody else in town. If Teman is a spawn from evil, well, then it is her problem 
and not other people’s fucking business. She is like a starving beggar hiding diamonds in her soiled 
underwear, diamonds she rightfully owns but which she cannot use to satisfy her needs because nobody 
can understand were her riches came from and they would take her jewels away from her as if they 
were tainted goods. 

Damn everybody else. 
Jessica chastises herself for calling the cops in the first place. In hindsight all the problems have 

a solution; the rub is that the brilliant solution comes after irreversible facts that make the late solution 
a worthless exercise of what-ifs. She should had pulled the knife out of the corpse, dressed it up in its 
best clothes and then called the funeral home to come pick up the carcass. One look at that sorry body 
and she is sure nobody would have objected to a quick burial. Even if a doctor had to sign a death 
certificate, with Teman’s history, it would have just been a casual look and a fast scribble on a piece of 
paper. Nobody would have bothered to look for the hole in his chest. 

Abaddon’s miraculous healing would have been just that, a miracle. The fact that he is Teman 
and not Abaddon is nobody business, and Teman and she could have lived happily thereafter. Bullshit, 
everything is bullshit, Jessica tells herself. Monday morning quarterbacking is a trite way of blowing 
off time and trying to find consolation for past screws ups. At the time, with her broken jaw hurting 
with ferocious intensity, the bloody corpse on the hood of the Bug and that crazy mother fucker lying in 
the yard, calling the cops had seemed the reasonable thing to do. She had imagined the mother fucker 
raising and raping her again and sticking the knife into her too. There was no way she could have 
known that Teman would rise from the dead inside Abaddon’s body. 

The phone rings. Mrs. Hart needs a baby sitter; her mother in law got sick and she and her 
husband need to leave town for the afternoon. Can she come over? Sure. Money makes the world go 
around, thinks Jessica after hanging up the phone. There are bills to pay, things to buy, a stomach to 
feed. She gets in her Ford and drives to the Hart’s residence. An unmarked police car follows her at a 
distance. 



 

Jesus 
 

“What’s the matter?” asks the wino on the other side of the bench. He is still slumped, but his 
bloodshot sky blue eyes are now open and looking at Teman’s also blue but darker eyes. 

“Nothing,” says Teman. “I’m new in town and I don’t have anywhere to go.” 
The wino answers with a gruffish “umm” and falls silence. After a couple of minutes he speaks 

again. “Jesus saves,” he says. 
“Sure he does,” says Teman, his voice cynical. “But he won’t feed you and give you shelter.” 
“Jesus saves,” repeats the wino. “And you’ll have something to eat and a place to sleep.” 
Great, thinks Teman, a Jesus lover wino. Probably he is going to ask him for a donation in 

exchange for his great and useless advice. Booze and no Jesus is what makes this guy tick, Teman is 
sure of it. 

“Jesus saves,” says the wino again. He points his arm north on Broadway. “Up to Lawrence and 
23rd Street, Jesus is there.” As soon as he is done talking he falls back into his slumber and starts to 
snore.” 

Jesus is in Lawrence and 23rd? Right, thinks Teman, and the Virgin Mary lives one block up. 
Teman looks east on Colfax, up the hill next to the Capitol and can see the spires of an imposing 
cathedral jutting among more mundane buildings. Maybe Jesus is nearby indeed. With nothing else to 
do or anywhere else to go, Teman decides to meet Jesus on Lawrence and 23rd Street. 

He walks with no hurry, on strong legs that are starting to loose its clumsiness and gain strength. 
Nobody pays attention to him other than a quick look that yields no revulsion on people’s faces. So this 
is what it is like to walk among strangers, a stranger himself, no better and no worse than the rest of the 
people who cross his path or stand by while he walks by. Fame and recognition may be a golden fleece 
for many, but for Teman the utter anonymity of a simple mortal ignored because he is like any other 
mortal is happiness beyond description. Teman walks and soaks in the cityscape around him, walking 
through canyons of glass, steel and concrete with asphalt streams running through them, 
among his species, and after more walking he gets to the corner of Lawrence and 23rd where he finds 
“Jesus Saves” written in a sign shaped like a cross hanging on the side of a brown brick building. He 
comes to the door of the Denver Rescue Mission where the homeless are fed and given shelter. Teman 
shakes his head in disbelief: the wino had been right. 

 
Partners 

 
No shirt, no shoes, no service. Those signs try to keep the riffraff out of reputable places. Teman 

understands that much. No ID or no TB card keeps the same rabble out of flop houses. Teman sits in a 
grassless park across the Mission with a couple of winos, older gentlemen of wasted years and worn 
out lives who star drinking early, keep on drinking all day and hopefully by night will be so wasted that 
they will sleep long and steady under a bridge despite the cold night. Teman is trying to figure out the 
dynamics of the homeless, a crash survival course from the rotten mouths of those living the life. Ken 
and Pete talk in their own dialect; it is not as bad as Pig Latin, but Teman cannot follow their 
conversation at times. Perhaps it is not them but him, Teman wonders, with his tender and innocent ears 
unaccustomed to the rough talk of street dwellers. He never read a book with such talk. 

A TB card is a hospital card that says one has no tuberculosis. That much he has been able to 
gather from his two improvised mentors. The Mission will provide a meal without any ID but if you 
don’t have one, they won’t let a you sleep in the nice section of the building, but they will let you in the 
lobby or the hallways. 

“Why should a bum need an ID to sleep in the best part of the building? asks Teman. Ken and 
Pete look at him with narrow eyes and unsmiling faces. 



 

“We ain’t bums,” says Pete. 
“At least the people in the Mission aren’t,” adds Ken. 
“We are dis-fran-chan-sided homeless,” says Pete with a proud smacking of lips. 
“Who are the lucky ones then?” asks Teman in an apologetic voice. He needs to work in his 

social skills, and rather quickly. 
“A lot of folks just came out of the hospital still hurting and got nowhere to go, or have to wait 

in town for treatment,” says Pete. He takes a swig out of a bottle inside a brown paper bag. He offers 
the bag to Teman, and he refuses with his most polite face. Teman hopes his refusal will not tick them 
off again. Pete shrugs and passes the bag to Ken who takes it without hesitation. 

“Other folk are waiting for their chance to clean up their act,” says Ken. He laughs, drinks and 
speaks again. “That’s why we’re still sleeping in the lobby! We have no intentions of giving it up!” 
Both winos are now laughing at their own joke and Teman wonders about their morbid jocularity. 
Alcohol must be as powerful as the purple force but in a bottle and in slow mode, eating up the brain 
neuron by neuron until there is nothing left. 

Teman makes half ass excuses and takes leave of Ken and Pete. As he’s walking away he hears 
Pete holler from behind him, ‘Hey T-man! If you find Jesus they’ll let you in! Hurry up and kiss the 
Lord’s ass!” The winos’ coarse laughs don’t seem to disturb the other street people on the park and the 
sidewalks but Teman. Those two, Teman thinks as he walks away, Jesus can hit them on the back of the 
head with a celestial paddle and they still wouldn’t give it up. The path to cirrhosis is a merry one as 
long it is paved with good booze and a jolly drinking buddy. 

 
Wanderer 

 
Walking is free so Teman does a lot of it. He’s back in downtown and ambles like a tourist, 

albeit a lonely one without a camera. Police cars go by and Teman doesn’t flinch or attempt to look 
away. He looks at the cops inside the cruisers and they look at him and off they go to serve and protect 
somewhere else. Like a purloined letter kept on a desk, Teman hides in the open, one more pedestrian 
among many. At the 16th Street Mall he sits on a bench and enjoys the pleasant remnants of the day. If 
Denver is like Cuchillo, the temperature will drop a good deal when the sun sinks behind the Rockies. 
He has no jacket, no sleeping bag, no gloves or hat, or a place to stay, and no job. He has mulled about 
these things many times and still cannot come up with a response to the same questions. He is the man 
without an ID, a fugitive on the run. Mexicans can get work without one so, Teman is sure, if there is a 
way to work undocumented, he will find it. If there is a way to survive he will find it. He has to 
because there is no other option. Returning home is not an option; not now, not in the future. The 
thought of never seeing his odd but cozy home hurts him, a pain like a stabbing that goes from the 
inside to the outside. It is death in reverse, not so physical but still hurtful. 

The walking has made him hungry. He buys two bean burritos at a Taco Bell and they placate 
his stomach but don’t satisfy it. Like a soldier in the trenches, Teman knows he will have to learn to 
make do with little. His money has to stretch like a rubber band, a very long and thin one. There will 
come a time when his clothes will fall to tatters, his hair will grow and his body odor will make people 
cross the side walk to avoid him. He is living in borrowed time and he needs to get his shit together 
before he becomes such a visual and olfactory sore that nobody will hire him for any jobs, not even for 
dumping trash in a Dumpster. 

Ten years old going to seventeen; seventeen going into adulthood? The race is on and Teman 
has to catch up in a hurry or the world will catch up with him instead and will grind him into a dirty 
wino, will roll him into a soiled sleeping bag to finally dump him under a bridge somewhere. Teman is 
back in front of the Mission, not because he wants in, but because the crowd around it may have words 
of advice, and if they don’t talk to him or say anything intelligible at least he may skim some survival 
tips by just looking at them. 



 

Teman wanders among the eclectic groups camped in front of the Jesus Saves building. Every 
clump of humanity has its own characteristics. The older winos hang out together and there is a soiled 
appearance to them, gruffly and tough. There is a group of older men but they are not winos and are 
dressed in regular casual clothes, like if they had walked out of a house to go buy bread. There are 
loners like him, one in full fatigues and trenched behind his camouflaged back pack but missing the 
rifle and the concertina wire. There is a lump of young people with their hair died black and wearing 
strange black clothes and boots. Teman remembers reading about such style: Punks? Gothics? Neo- 
Nazis? Fashion misfits? He can’t figure it out yet but better to stay out of the snake pit until he knows if 
the critters are poisonous or not. 

While he is not a loner by nature, he is not an outgoing character either. Teman talks if talked to 
but he is not the one to walk to a stranger and start a conversation. Teman realizes that such attitudes 
have to change no matter how difficult it may be. He doesn’t have the luxury of ignoring others today. 
He approaches a group of young people who don’t seem too weird. There is a black guy among them so 
they cannot be Neo-Nazis. He stands by the fringe of the group, the clueless motile spermatozoid trying 
to enter the enigmatic egg. Nobody pays attention to him. Ken and Pete would have said something to 
him by now, even if just to poke fun at him, but these people just ignore him. Teman gives up. He 
doesn’t know how to get a conversation going. He doesn’t know how to make people notice him. He 
would be the worst con’ man in history, a starving one at that. The idea of starvation as a metaphor 
scares him because there is hunger in his belly and plain metaphors don’t make themselves at home like 
that; something is wrong with the world. 

Rejected and dejected Teman sits alone on the sidewalk. The evening is starting to chill, as he 
had expected. He will need a jacket. Mama used to go to a Goodwill store in Cuchillo. It has to be one 
of those in Denver, somewhere. People are lining up around the block, the line starting at the entrance 
to the Mission. The sundry lot awaits with a communal patience for something to happen. Teman 
figures that the something must be supper. He entertains the thought of having a hot meal to 
supplement his two burritos. Thinking of burritos, Teman lifts his right butt cheek off the sidewalk and 
lets a loud fart escape. Junk food is not being kind to his intestinal tract. 

“Yo! Watch out for back splash!” A laughing voice yields at him right from behind. Teman turns 
around and sees a fat young woman with dark and curly hair lying on her side like a street live portrait 
of a Goya’s maja vestida, comfortable in her obesity, an obesity that spills out of her exposed mid drift 
in ripples of milky white soft skin. She smiles at him and her intense dark eyes and white teeth are 
pleasant. There is a black man lying next to her, half hidden behind her, nibbling at her neck with 
abandon and ignoring her conversation with Teman, and ignoring Teman too. His hand is gripping one 
of her large breasts and his dark fingers sink into the soft folds as if they were squeezing a fluffy pillow. 

“Sorry, “says Teman. “I didn’t see you behind me.” Teman smiles. He doesn’t know if he can 
even smile because he has never experimented with facial contortions. Looking at his new face in 
restaurant bathrooms had been a flash sighting. He isn’t sure if his aversion to his new face on a mirror 
is because of guilt or because of the fear of seeing his old face back. His so called smile could be a 
snarl, or something else, like a marionette smile, everything but a proper smile. She doesn’t make faces 
at him and keeps her thick lips arched in the shape of the original greeting smile she had started with. 
Teman concludes that his smile must be passable. 

“Waiting to eat?” she asks. She ignores the eager hand grouping her breast, the tongue running 
up and down her neck so Teman decides that he too must ignore what he sees. Teman figures that it 
must be a form of street etiquette. 

“Yeah, I think I need to eat real food.” 
With great agility the girl stands up. Her plumpness is one of voluptuousness and not one of 

heavy flesh that impedes movement and flair. She looks down on the black man still on the ground. 
“Come on Othello, get up and let’s eat.” 
The black guy, skinny when compared to the girl, stands up without saying a word and follows 



 

her across the sidewalk. As she walks by Teman she runs her hand through his cropped hair. 
“Come on Farty, you too.” 
Teman gets up and follows her. There is no second thought at the idea of following the strangers 

because there is nobody else willing to invite him to a free meal. 
“What’s your name Farty?” she asks as they cross the street to join the line. Until now Teman 

had not considered what his nom d’guerre would be. He could call himself Teman but not Abaddon. He 
already had made the mistake of telling Ken and Pete his real name, and he knew it had been a mistake 
when he heard them using it. Cops would be looking for Abaddon but not for a dead Teman; still, it 
seemed too risky to use either name. 

“Well?” says the girl as they take their place in the line. “You forgot your name?” 
“Carlos. My name is Carlos.” The name came out of nowhere, like unexpected rain falling on a 

sunny day. 
“You don’t look Mexican,” she says. 
“My folks are from Argentina,” Teman says. The quick lie makes him feel better. He is learning. 

“What’s your name?” he asks before she has time to think about his response. “Let me guess, 
Desdemona?” 

She laughs and looks at him with a deep stare. “A runaway who has read Shakespeare,” she 
says in a low tone, like if she were whispering a secret between the two of them. “My name is Elaine,” 
she says in a louder tone. “And his name is Othello,” she says pointing to her Black companion. 

“My name ain’t Othello,” he protests. “My name is Brian.” And after those words he didn’t 
speak again until they had their meal following the chapel services. 

 
Rider 

 
Teman, or Carlos – even Teman is getting confused about his name – spent his first night in 

Denver in the same shabby room with Othello and Desdemona. He slept on the floor with his back to 
their bed and tried to ignore their hard breathing and the squeaky box mattress as they had sex, loud 
sex, for a good part of the night. Despite his best efforts at playing possum, he couldn’t fall asleep and 
his penis stayed hard, a vicarious erection, to give him company during his awoken hours. 

Elaine got out of bed before Brian and stood naked in front of Teman, smiling as if her tattooed 
nakedness were of no matter to her or to the world. She put on a bathrobe that barely reached to the 
bottom of her buttocks and grabbed a thin and dirty towel off one of the piles of laundry that peppered 
the room. He watched her leave the room to go into the collective bathroom at the end of the hallway. 
There was a smell of breakfast in the making wafting through the morning air and Teman sat on his 
haunches wondering what kind of world he had fallen into. His mouth tasted like dry cotton and he 
didn’t even have a toothbrush. 

As the days go by Teman gathers the tools of survival required to make his existence less trying. 
He finds a Goodwill store and buys a jacket, a pair of used jeans, two t-shirts, socks and underwear. 
Style is damned because practicality and a tight and dwelling budget rule his purchasing decisions. He 
buys a back pack. Now his clothes plus his toothbrush, toothpaste, deodorant – he learned the hard way 
that grown ups do stink when armpits go untamed – and a small towel fill to capacity his new carry on 
material goods holder. 

He can’t figure out many things, but the thing that holds the most mystery to him is Elaine. She 
got into a fight with Brian and kicked him out of the room. Sweet Elaine had pulled a knife on Brian 
and told him on a rather colorful four-lettered vocabulary to get lost. Teman had been in the porch 
helping five year old Maria, the daughter of one of his fellow tenants, fill her coloring book while the 
fracas moved out of Elaine’s room, through the hallways, out of the front door past by them, and into 
the street. It was on the sidewalk that Elaine had pulled the knife on Brian and had taken a stab at him. 
He jumped out of the way and left in a hurry after giving Teman a hateful look. 



 

When you’re pissed you’re pissed and when you’re happy you’re happy, that is how Teman 
understood his own feelings and had expected that everybody would behave the same way. Elaine 
wiped out his belief system that morning. After Brian left, she turned around, smiled at Teman and 
Maria while folding her knife close and putting it in her hip pocket. She then sat next to Maria and in 
the best of moods and proceeded to help her with her coloring. There was no lingering trace of 
animosity or any signs of a fast pumping heart or of adrenaline rushing about. Teman remembers his 
school fight and how it had made his body tremble with an uncontrollable hatefulness that still makes 
him shiver. He cannot understand how Elaine can turn on and off her fighting mood like that. 

That same night a naked Elaine had patted down with her hand the Brianless section of her bed 
while looking at Teman. There was no need for words. Teman had been expecting it and Elaine had no 
shame or hangs ups on asking for what she wanted. As his shaft sank into her dark bush he remembered 
the same sight when he had entered his mother. To his surprise and chagrin, such thought had excited 
him more, and he had made love to Elaine with the tenderness of a jack hammer running on over 
pressurized air. 

Give unlimited sex to a seventeen year old and such things as food and money are just 
nuisances that have to be dealt with between bouts of bed romping. Teman has lost a few pounds and 
he swears his testicles have dropped a couple of inches. There is an urging telling him that his money is 
running out, an Elaine has a lot to do with his financial drainage as she has a way of getting money out 
of him and he has no backbone to deny her anything. Ken and Pete see Teman follow Elaine around 
like a puppy dog, at her beck and call, and they joke among themselves, between sips from their brown 
bag, about Teman being the poster boy for the pussy whipped. 

“I need a job,” says Teman to Elaine. There is a handful of dollars and loose coins left in his 
pants lying on the floor. Elaine smokes on her back, sweaty and naked, dripping semen from between 
her legs on the soiled sheet that needs to be washed but which she won’t. She bought the smoke pack 
with Teman’s money. She has her own money and Teman can’t figure out where she gets it from 
because she has no job either. Naked Teman sits next to her, also sweaty but his penis still hard and wet. 

“What kind of job do you want?” asks Elaine. Her dark pits need a shave, Teman notices as she 
puts her hand behind her head and blows smoke on his face. 

“One that pays and doesn’t require paperwork.” 
Elaine smokes in long drags until the cigarette is nothing but a smoldering filter butt. She puts 

the butt out against the ashtray she stole from a table of an outside café. 
“I can help you with that,” she says. “I know a dude who can hook you up with a paying job, no 

freaking paperwork either.” She smiles, turns on her belly and lifts her generous rump in the air and 
spreads her soft legs. 

“Come on Carlos,” she says laughing. “Get on for a wild ride!” and Teman jumps on without 
being asked twice and while he is pumping Elaine with a teenaged fury, he cannot stop thinking of his 
own mother being underneath him instead. The harder he tries to deny the thought, the more vivid the 
image becomes and the harder his member feels. The whole thing is freaky, but the intense pleasure 
between his legs makes up for the guilt afterward. 

 
Lavaplatos 

 
Teman got a job on his own. He cannot explain where he got the guts to just walk in and ask for 

it, but he somehow did. He had walked into a taqueria on Colfax and had asked in bad but intelligible 
Spanish for a job. 

“Lavaplatos?” had asked the man in charge. “Dishwasher,” he had said after Teman had been 
unable to understand the new word.” 

“Si Señor,” had been Teman answer. Cash under the table and a dirty apron, Teman carries 
plastic trays full of dirty dishes and puts them into the dishwasher and then takes the cleaned stuff and 



 

puts it where the cooks and the waitresses can get a hold of them and the cycle of cleanness to dirtiness 
stars anew and Teman cannot be any happier because dirty dishes mean he has a paying job. He scrapes 
grubby pots and wipes and cleans and sweeps and his skin gets greasy with the fumes from the kitchen 
but the feeling of belonging to something, of being wanted for something, even if it is a humble as 
washing dishes and scrubbing pots, gives him a sense of accomplishment. And the money, Teman 
fantasizes about the never ending stream of money that will come to him as long there are dirty pots to 
wash, that will let him treat Elaine like a queen and keep her happy. 

He comes home late at night with more cash in his pockets that he had left with in the morning. 
He knocks on Elaine’s door. 

“Who is it?” asks Elaine from inside. 
“It’s me, Carlos.” 

“Come in.” Her voice is not pleasant. Elaine has the ability to signal her displeasure through her voice’s 
tone. Teman is in awe at her power to show displeasure in so many ways when she doesn’t get what she 
wants. 

“Where the fuck have you been?” she asks. She is sitting in bed reading one of her romance 
paperbacks, one of the many he has bought for her. 

“I got a job,” Teman says and tries to smile. 
“A job?” she asks in a snobbish tone. “What the fuck do you need a job for? I told you I would 

get you in touch with somebody who can give you a real gig.” 
Teman pulls his hand out of his jacket’s pocket and brings out a few crumpled bills and shows 

them to Elaine in an attempt to appease her grumpiness. She laughs. 
“With that I can wipe my ass and still have smeared shit left behind.” 
“Sorry, I ...” 
“Listen,” she says putting her book down. “Cigarette money for room and pussy ain’t gonna cut 

it no more.” There is a meanness in Elaine’s face that Teman has never seen before. Her nightshade has 
come forward. Like a spider, she has drawn him in and has tangled him into her web, a live prey whose 
time has come because she is hungry. She approaches to deliver her poison, to devour her meal. She 
stands in front of Teman and her face is hard, her brown eyes intense and disquieting under her 
unkempt eyebrows. Teman wants to reach and grab her breasts, bite her earlobes, rub his belly against 
her soft and billowy stomach but he cannot stand her stare. She can see that he wants her, that he will 
take her poison and then ask for more poison because it comes from her. She smiles. Her face lights up 
as if a different person were now peeking at him from behind her skin and the previous dark persona 
had withdrawn into her merry dungeon. 

“Honey,” she says in a low and pleading voice. “Will you do as I say and talk to this guy?” She 
takes the money off his hand and grabs his crouch and gently kisses him on the lips. “You want more of 
that, don’t you?” she whispers. Her tongue runs down his neck and her fingers succeed at giving him an 
erection under his pants. Teman puts one hand on each one of her breasts and squeezes hard. His tongue 
goes into her mouth and he is lost in her, into that sweet and warm taste of womanhood. He’s heaving 
and he wants more of her poison. Elaine knows that he will do as told. The spider sucks her meal and 
takes him to her bed where her flabby arms wrap around him in an embrace of dominance. 

 
Crowds 

 
The man and his circumstance, the thought comes to Teman’s head over and over again, like one 

of those bubbly songs one cannot get out of one’s head. Cuchillo and the events of that era seem like 
things from a far removed past so distant that only the evanescent thread of memories hold him to that 
past. Despite the feeling of detachment, the fact is that he is wearing the same pants, shirt and shoes he 
had when he escaped from Cuchillo. His present reality is so far removed from his recent past that they 
seem to him like two universes separated by an impenetrable wall. There are no doors in this wall, no 



 

quantum leaps are possible across it, and no time or space warps of any kind can make him switch from 
one to the other. A bus ticket would take him back to his past but such mundane solution doesn’t cross 
Teman’s head. He refuses to acknowledge that his reality is built upon strange and shaky legs that can 
give up underneath him at any time and so he sees returning to Cuchillo a chimera more unrealistic 
than time travel from inside a phone booth. 

He had been standing outside the Denver Public Library waiting for the doors to open and had 
been the first customer of the day, non-paying customer that is. He is still sitting at the same place 
seven hours after having entered, his mind satisfied with the nutrition provided by the two James 
Clavell’s books he just read, King Rat and Shogun. His buttocks hurt from sitting on them for so long, 
but that is a minor irritation when compared to the satisfaction of being able to read again without his 
eyes feeling like they are going to explode. From his chair he can see a clock on the wall. The time is 
approaching for him to get back on the street. Elaine’s instructions had been clear regarding time and 
location. She had taken the day off to run errands by herself. Teman cannot imagine what kind of 
errands somebody who has no job, family, car or house has to run, but her word was enough for him to 
come alone to the library and to wait for the time to arrive. 

Outside, by the Civic Center Park across the Capitol – Teman now knows the proper name of 
places he frequents everyday - he sees Pete and Ken sitting under a tree, laughing at the whole world 
while ruining their livers. He waves to the miscreants and they wave back and have a sip in his honor. 
They remind Teman of old cartoon characters – nineteen fifties maybe? -, Jose and Manuel, two 
Mexican crows that sat on a tree playing guitar and watched the world go by without a care. The bums 
are out of his mind as soon as he crosses Colfax and goes into the 16th Street Mall. Under the Tabor 
Tower he finds Elaine. Her dark hair has glints of red when touched by the afternoon sunlight. Her 
short tank top exposes her soft and rippled belly and folds of white flesh cascade over her jeans. As 
Teman approaches he notices that an older guy, mid forties maybe, is with her. The man dresses sharp 
and has the demeanor of a well heeled executive or business man. 

“Hi there,” says Teman. 
“This is Henry,” says Elaine, not bothering to return Teman’s greeting. She points to the dapper 

man. Teman smiles at Henry and he returns his smile. 
“Nice to meet you, Carlos,” says Henry. Perfect teeth, tanned skin, Teman is not used to seeing 

such men, at least not in Cuchillo. 
“Same here,” says Teman. He is not sure if he is supposed to shake hands or to stay aloft and at 

a distance. Denver is not Paris so Teman knows for sure he is not supposed to hug Henry and kiss his 
cheeks, one at the time. Inaction is better than a wrong move in this case so Teman stays put. Henry 
nods at Elaine, some sort of secret signal that escapes Teman’s understanding. 

“We’ll see you at your place then,” says Elaine, and Henry nods again, smiling. Henry walks 
away without saying a word and in a few swift seconds he diffuses his well tailored figure into the 
crowd. 

“What was that all about?” asks Teman. 
“That,” Elaine says, “is money, easy money. You’ll see.” 

Elaine grabs Teman’s hand and makes him follow her into the same crowd Henry had disappeared into. 
 

Letter 
 

The cadence from the noise of train wheels over rails sooth Teman like a steel ringed lullaby. 
There is predictability to that noise, to the roll of the cars as they glide over their hard tracks. Smoke 
stacks, highways and roads, buildings and warehouses, parking lots and junkyards pass by his window. 
Parking lots and junkyards are like crowded ballparks and cemeteries: living today, dead tomorrow; 
useful in the present, refuse in the future. Cars and people can be disemboweled for their parts but the 
original item can’t be made new. Dead cars and dead people are done with. His own life, though, has 



 

broken that rule. Living today, dead tomorrow, living again in somebody else’s body. 
Why? Because of yellowcake he is the way he is, and his brother was the way he was. Dust in 

the air, dust in the water, radioactive dust freed from the innards of the Earth, he’s made out of dust and 
yet he cannot go back to dust but keeps on living in others. His face is against the glass, nose pushed 
hard. The guy in a suit in front of him is looking at him funny. Fuck him. What the hell does he know 
about yellowcake? About the Crimson Nightmare? Fuck him and everybody else in this train. 

Teman gets out at the Littleton station and walks down to the post office. He stands next to a 
mail box and from his pocket he pulls a stamped letter addressed to his mother, his handwriting looking 
like ants on the paper. The return address is for a Tony Mancuso, a T-Man of sorts, who, according to 
the address, lives in a Denver Police station. Teman finds the phony address humorous. The letter slides 
from his hand into the steel cavity of the mail box. The mail box trap door closes with a loud clang, like 
a cell door slamming shut in a deep basement. This is his first letter to his mother. Teman figures that 
the cops won’t pay attention to a letter with such an innocuous name on it, and if they do, so what? The 
postmark will be from Littleton, not from Denver. He had sat at the Denver Public Library for hours 
trying to compose his first letter. His epistolary proficiency had been lacking. Teman finds funny that 
for such a well read person like himself, writing a few lines can be so difficult. His penmanship had left 
much to be desired too. After too many tries he had ended up with, 

 
Dear mom, 
I hope you are doing well. I’m doing well. I cannot tell you where I’m but I’m OK. 
Love you, 
T-Man 
p.s. burn this letter 

 
So much for reading Shakespeare and Robert Frost and all those many books, Teman had said to 

himself after inspecting his last and final draft, the one without the smiley face suffixed to his signature. 
He could have quoted many good writers verbatim but his letter would have looked like a text book. 
Reading stuff is easy, had concluded Teman, but writing about your own feelings on a precise and clear 
way is unattainable. At least mom would know he is still alive. He had also enclosed a one hundred 
dollar bill with the letter. 

 
Stalker 

 
There is that old cliché about how criminals will return to the scene of their crime. Teman 

figures that one’s past is a magnet and that like pig iron, one’s life is compelled to stick back to that 
past. The magnetism could be a desire to reminisce good memories or a morbidity to relive bad ones. In 
Teman’s mind, the reason for reconnecting with his past is that his present sucks. It is that plain and 
simple, and if he had to write another letter to his mother, it would say, “My life sucks,” and it would 
be on thick big block capital letters with an angry face showing its tongue drawn next to it. There are 
no Shakespearean expressions or literary quotes that could express his feelings in a more succinct and 
accurate way. 

Teman walks through the multistory hospital parking lot, starting at the bottom and working his 
way up, looking for a small red BMW. He remembers the tag number. He had not made an effort to 
memorize it, but it had stuck in his mind like whole poems do, effortlessly. He almost misses the car, 
parked between two oversized SUVs. Now he will have to wait. Teman figures out that Dr. Herzog will 
have to come down the elevator and walk to his car. He sits on the concrete stairs from where he can 
watch people coming in and out of the elevator. From his back pocket he pulls Hemingway’s The Old 
Man and the Sea. Such a short book should be done with in half hour so he plans to read it as slowly as 
possible because he has no idea how long it will be before Dr. Herzog shows up. 



 

He wishes that the doctor shows up before he is done reading. Once his mind is free again to 
wonder and wander, he will probably get cold feet and leave. Hours he has spent thinking about what 
he is now attempting to do, and for each and every minute of those hours he has changed his mind 
about seeing or not seeing Dr. Herzog. Enough is enough, he had told himself, and he had walked to the 
hospital to stalk the doctor. Hemingway is his antidote against indecision. He now wishes he had 
brought Count Tolstoy’s War and Peace instead, but that is a fat book to put in one’s back pocket. The 
book is open but his mind wonders with eyes refusing to see what’s on the paper. Teman tries to read 
but he can’t because his head is full of doubts and there is an anger that buzzes under his skin like the 
hum of high tension wires. He feels the weight of the book in his hand: nothing but paper and dried ink, 
a pack of lies written to make a buck out of it. So many books, so many stories about honor, duty, 
justice, doing what’s right, of beating the odds and all that bullshit, and all is bullshit when it comes to 
real life because reality only knows hunger and the need for shelter and the implacable hormonal driven 
lust for sex. The holy trinity of real life, food, shelter and sex, the world revolves around it. Some say it 
is money, but Teman understands that money is just a convenient way to access the holy trinity. Money 
is the key that will get the three-headed goddess to give her goods to him. 

Gabriel García Marquez once said that people fall into two categories, those who are 
perennially constipated and those who have happy bowel movements. Teman has pondered such sage 
quote for a long time and has come to think that it is true. He is among the constipated, always bitter 
and wishing he could blow his shit all over creation when he sees it fit to do so. But he can’t, so he is 
angry and full of it. Life has a harsh way of imposing her rules on the living, and those rules all lead to 
the altar of the three-headed goddess where she awaits with calloused hands, one holding nourishment, 
the other shelter and her breast and genitalia hold the sexual satisfaction of her worshipers. Religious 
orders, the Samurai’s Bushido code of conduct, secret societies and other human inventions have tried 
and still try to keep their followers from falling face down into the worship of the holy trinity by 
imposing a layer of morality and ethics, a paper wall that is supposed to hold a tiger, in front of the 
goddess. At the end, thinks Teman, the holy trinity triumphs because humans, bones and blood and 
flesh inside a thin sack of skin, need her, want her, can’t live without her. 

Teman wishes he were a Samurai, to live and die for his Lord, to be told how to live in an 
unambiguous way where evil and goodness are clearly demarcated as the hilt and the blade in a sword 
are, where putting your hands on the wrong place would draw blood and let you know you have 
gripped the wrong end. But he wasn’t born a Samurai; the real ones got wiped out when they became a 
thorn in the side of the Japanese emperor. Centuries of righteous life disappeared in bloodshed when 
the powerful felt inconvenienced by a few men whose antique lacquered armor and swords were not 
match against modern Western firearms on the hands of conscripted peasants. 

You know what? Thinks Teman, that’s his problem, thinking about long gone dead samurai, 
knights, cowboys, heroes and all that non-sense crap while his butt hole still burns from last night’s sex, 
sex for which he got paid handsomely. Fuck books and their lies and open your eyes to the brutality of 
life where dog eats dog and old men pay young boys for sex. Elaine is his pimp, and he is the whore 
and that is how he eats and can buy books to dissuade himself into thinking that the world is an 
honorable place full of righteous people. 

He closes the book, disgusted, and there is a spiritual tiredness that wears him out and weighs 
his soul like anchor chains. He had escaped Cuchillo and the nightmare of the Crimson Pain to become 
a play thing of those with money, the lamb sacrificed on the altar of the unholy and undeniable trinity. 
The elevator opens and Dr. Herzog comes out. Teman notices he is wearing a yarmulke, the emblem of 
a Jewish Samurai, of a Knight of King David. Come on, Teman’s cynical side reminds him, it is the 
sign of a Jew that the Nazis would be happy to burn in their ovens or the Arabs would be happy to 
stone to dead. Life is horror, kill or be killed, and one fights to not be killed so one can keep on living 
and enjoying the goods of the holy trinity. Still, Teman argues with his own cynicism, the man has 
ethics and he tries to do good. The three-headed goddess compensated him by killing his wife. 



 

“Dr. Herzog!” yells Teman. The doctor stops and turns around. He doesn’t recognize the young 
man calling to him. Teman approaches and stops a few paces away, not wanting to scare the doctor. 

“Yes?” says Dr. Herzog. Teman is speechless. He has no idea what he is supposed to say to the 
man. He feels a need to talk to him, but cannot think of what to say, of how to start. Hebrew for 
Dummies comes to his mind and to the rescue. 

“Mah Shlomcha?” says Teman. Asking how are you seems like a good thing to do. Dr. Herzog 
hesitates for a second. The kid doesn’t look Jewish at all. 

“Shlomi Tov,” responds Dr. Herzog, my welfare is good, with a polite smile. 
“We have met before,” says Teman, “under different circumstances.” That word again, thinks 

Teman, how ironic. 
“Sorry if I don’t remember you.” 
“It would be impossible for you to remember me because I was somebody else at the time we 

met.”  
Dr. Herzog frowns. Some nut is trying to play a game on him. Teman continues speaking. 
“I was a patient of yours and I have died, and like Lazarus, I have come back from the dead, but 

there is nothing miraculous about it. It has been more of a freak accident of nature.” 
Dr. Herzog says nothing. He only hopes that the nut won’t turn violent. Maybe a few coins will 

make him go away. 
“Yellowcake,” says Teman. “Yellowcake and multiple gliomata, the fate of two brothers forever 

changed.” 
The words just spoken increase the tautness of Dr. Herzog’s already strung state of mind, and he 

has the feeling that the young man is not done tightening the strings yet. Teman can see the doctor’s 
Adam’s apple moving up and down; he is swallowing hard. 

“My name, Dr. Herzog, is Eliezer Teman McShane but the body that stands in front of you 
belongs to my older brother, the idiot you saw in front of my house in Cuchillo, Erastus Abaddon 
McShane.” 

Dr. Herzog legs are ready to give below him. He is hearing nonsense; he knows it has to be a 
pack of lies, a bad and cruel joke, or a trick to con him into doing something or getting money from 
him. But the eyes looking back at him are Teman’s, those same blue eyes which he remembers well. 

“I buried Teman,” says Dr. Herzog. “His mother was next to me. It was Teman who was in that 
box.”  

Teman smiles. “Sure he was, the body was my old cancerous carcass that I killed with these 
very hands.” Teman’s hands go up in front of his face. “You see doctor, it wasn’t Abaddon who killed 
Teman; it was Teman who disposed of his old sick body and moved into his older brother’s. If there is 
crime, it is my usurpation of Abaddon’s body against his will, and the question is, does a brainless idiot 
have a will?” 

“The police are looking for you,” says Dr. Herzog with mumbled words. 
“And that is why I ran. How can I explain my predicament to anybody? You knew me and yet 

you don’t believe a word I’m saying.” 
Dr. Herzog remains silent. Abaddon’s medical file says he has an IQ of zero, a soulless and 

brainless yet alive human. This kid in front of him is not what is described in the file. How could such 
an idiot kill his brother and then escape on his own feet? Dr. Herzog had wondered about Abaddon’s 
escape, an act as biologically improbable as hairy frogs. Jessica McShane had only said to him that it 
had been a joyful miracle. A cancer that stops and reverses is a miracle, but Abaddon developing an 
instant working brain is beyond the definition of miracle; it is just impossible. Was he really looking at 
Abaddon? Was this Teman? Quackery is easy to spot, but Dr. Herzog has to admit to himself that he is 
confused. 

“How can you prove you are Teman?” 
Teman smiles. “How can you prove you are Dr. Herzog?” 



 

“I got an ID.” 
“If tomorrow that ID were to say you were Dr. Gelten, a Dutchman, would you not be a Jew 

anymore? Would you stop being Dr. Herzog?” Teman taps his head. “Right here, you would still know 
you were who you are.” 

Dutchmen and Jews, Dr. Herzog remembers the conversation he had with Teman inside the 
Bug. Abaddon had been too far away to hear anything. Goose bumps make him uncomfortable. What 
the hell is this? A conspiracy of madmen to make him go mad too? 

“We had a similar conversation,” says Teman. “I still remember. Do you?” 
Dr. Herzog nods. “What was the first thing I told you?” asks the doctor. “Where was this 

conversation?” 
“Do you want to stick your fingers through my ribs too? You came to my Bug, the one on 

blocks, and sat on the passenger side. I had a big black eye and the first thing you said to me was that 
your wife had been killed in Israel, and you cried.” 

Dr. Herzog’s legs buckle under him and he wobbles. Teman reaches toward him and holds him 
by the shoulders. Teman’s blue eyes look into Dr. Herzog’s and the doctor has no doubt, despite of how 
hard his intellect is screaming at him that such thing is impossible, that is Teman who is standing in 
front of him. 

 
Blueprint 

 
Dr. Herzog remembers a Chinese curse disguised as a polite sentence: may you lead an 

interesting life. Indeed, it has been an interesting life of late, and a confusing and full of tears one too. 
Two funerals and a resurrection have exposed the true meaning of the Chinese curse to Dr. Herzog. 
There has not been time to complain about how boring things were since his wife’s death. Like an 
autumn leave left to drift in a gusty wind, his mind goes from point to point and can never land on a 
conclusion long enough before it takes off again and drifts to an opposite conclusion where before it 
has time to settle, off it goes again, destination unknown but bound to be brief. 

Of course he is Teman. Of course he cannot be Teman; come on, a respected oncologist 
believing such snake oil is not even funny. After many tries at reaching a conclusion, Dr. Herzog agrees 
that he, in his gut, feels that Abaddon is Teman, while his logical part tells him the kid is some quack or 
con artist trying to play him for a fool. Mr. Spock wrestling with Dr. McCoy, and nobody has the upper 
hand yet. Abaddon remembered his conversation with Teman to the letter, words spoken only between 
him and a black eyed Teman, with Abaddon sitting like the idiot he was under the porch, too far to hear 
what they were saying. How can this kid now be privy to such words? Radio transmitters and 
elaborated trickery? For what purpose? To fool him? The arguments for an elaborated ruse are like 
puzzle parts of a conspiracy theory that don’t fit. 

And how many people, besides Teman, could quote Shakespeare like the kid did when he asked 
him to recite a few sonnets? Any particular play, act, or sonnet you may want to hear doctor? The kid 
had asked. Richard III, please. Word by word the evil doings of the English king came out of the kid’s 
mouth. 

He is Teman; there is no other explanation. He cannot be Teman. Reincarnation is a quack 
theory. As a doctor, he has seen biology take its expected course and kill many of his patients but now 
and then the improbable happens and the terminal cancer goes away, and Dr. Herzog knows for sure 
that his science had nothing to do with it. Because it cannot happen it doesn’t mean that it won’t. 
He is home with his daughter and watches her reading and coloring her play books, she so absent 
minded of the things that worry her father, and Dr. Herzog is thankful for that. With age comes the 
knowledge that the world is a pigsty and trying to stay above the muck is an everyday job. As long as 
he has two strong legs Arella won’t have to set feet on that muck because he will carry her on his 
shoulders; yet, someday she will have to stand on her own legs and deal with the muck in her own 



 

terms. 
 
 
And there is Teman, up to his neck in the muck and sinking in it. He had pleaded with Teman to 

stop running and hiding, but the kid had a point: how can he explain what has happened to him? The 
judicial system would chew him up and with any luck he may end up in a mental institution. If he, who 
had known Teman before his alleged death, has doubts about the scientific validity of his reincarnation 
claims, what would a judge and a jury think? Still, there has to be a better solution than running and 
hiding. Dr. Herzog thinks about what to do. Every path has its hurdles. Every option comes with 
doubts. Trying to prove the improbable is not easy among the skeptics who lack faith and seek to stick 
their fingers in the wound and come up with blood on their finger tips. He can talk to Dr. Howard, a 
psychiatrist interested in the paranormal. Teman doesn’t want to end in a lab, but perhaps that is the 
most benign of all evils, far better than life without parole or living on the run forever. Neurologists can 
testify that his brain is not what it used to be, that the unexpected awakening of his brain functions is a 
unique case. Perhaps Teman has to tell the world he is Abaddon and that he doesn’t remember killing 
his younger brother. A lie feeds on another lie and the house of cards so built will eventually collapse, 
but the truth is so bizarre that an incredulous world would be more willing to swallow the lie than to 
deal with the truth. 

A logical man of science, Dr. Herzog grabs a pad of paper and a pen and draws a stick figure 
and writes “T-Man” next to it. He draws circles around the stick figure and fills them with names, 
“Police”, “Lawyer”, “Judge”, “Neuro.” , “Psych.”, and so on. He starts drawing lines with arrows 
among the stick figure and the circled names. He redraws, he renames, he adds, and he deletes. He 
starts anew on a clean sheet of paper and his plan to save Teman takes shape like a blueprint. He puts 
the pad down and smiles. At least he has something to think about, something to offer to Teman. The 
two options he sees on his pad may have a chance of working. 

Dr. Herzog has a difficult time falling asleep, thinking about the whole mess, his doubts 
assailing his plans to save Teman – if that is really Teman. Stop! He cannot doubt him because if he 
does, his plans are trash. He is the only backing Teman will have when he faces the world, and if he 
wavers in his beliefs, the world, like a nasty dog, will smell his fear and chomp down on Teman, down 
to the bone, until there is nothing left. He prays for wisdom and strength, for his wife and his daughter 
like he does every night and then falls into a fitful sleep. 

 
Anger 

 
 
Anger. 
There is anger. 
A feeling that grows 
And grows stronger and lurks 
Under a taut skin that feels hot to the touch 
Teman walks with his festering anger inside him 
A numbing buzz that scurries under his skin and through his muscles 
That intensifies and spreads like bugs crawling under a bed sheet and gives no rest 
He walks through streets and alleys and empty lots looking 
For the reason to his dislike of himself 
For the cure to his bothers 
But finds nothing 
Just strangers 
Anger 

 
Happiness 



 

Jessica McShane waits for her mail with the eagerness of a child counting the days until 
Christmas. The old mail Jeep creaks to a stop in front of her house and she waves to Mary, the mail 
lady. Mary waves back and puts an envelope in Jessica’s mailbox and off she goes on her rural route. 
Jessica runs to the front fence mimicking a penguin in a jogging suit, her unruly peppered hair trailing 
behind her, and opens her box. She grabs the envelope and screams in delight when she sees Tony 
Mancuso written on its upper left side. She hugs the envelope against her bosom and walks back to the 
house wrapped in her own bliss. 

She sits under the porch and opens the envelope with delicate tugs as if she were unwrapping an 
expensive gift. There is money. Without counting it, she puts it aside and gets the folded sheet of paper 
out. She unfolds it with great expectations and reads the few lines written on it, and her face is 
happiness rediscovered. 

 
Asshole 

 
“What’s the matter?” asks Elaine. “You look grumpy.” She sits in bed smoking, in her panties 

and smelling armpits because it is too hot in the little room. A dressed Teman sits on the floor with his 
back to the wall, opposite to her. 

“I want to wash dishes again.” 
Elaine let’s a loud laugh explode and she starts coughing. 
“Dear,” she says, “you’re making good money. Why in hell do you wanna go back to washing 

dishes?” 
Teman closes his eyes. That’s a stupid question and yet, he cannot express his answer in an eloquent 
manner. 

“My butt hurts,” is the best he can come up with. 
“I have been fucked in the ass since I was eleven,” says Elaine with a patronizing smile. “You’ll 

get used to it.” She blows a curl of smoke across the room and it twists and dissipates under the bare 
and pallid electric light hanging from the ceiling. Teman’s fist lands on the wooden floor with a blunt 
thud and he gets up. 

“I don’t wanna get fucking used to it!” 
“Well,” says Elaine with a smirk on her face, a familiar expression that Teman is learning to 

detest. “Fucking excuuuuusssseeemeeeee! Like your asshole is too good to make a buck and mine you 
can stick your dick in it any time you feel like!” 

Her words burn inside Teman’s ears. There is a pounding in his temples and a tightening of his 
fingers which want to take the shape of claws. The heat inside his body scalds his insides. He walks out 
of the room, the door slamming shut behind him. The flimsy wall shakes with the impact. 

“Next time use some Vaseline, you dumb ass!” comes Elaine’s advise from inside, followed by 
her cackling and coughs that disappear into the distance as Teman walks down the hallway where 
Mexican TV and radio sounds slip under closed doors. The night is warm but a welcome respite from 
the room’s stuffiness. Teman walks on sidewalks flanked by parked cars and littered yards. He can see 
against a background of night and moon the high rise condos of the well to do, the places of the ones 
that pay him to kneel in front of them and bend over so they can have their fun. Teman’s tears run down 
his face as he walks and kicks trash in front of him, pissed off at everything. 

On Colfax he finds Ken and Pete sitting on the sidewalk and leaning against a sex shop’s wall. 
Their bags are scattered around them and, to nobody’s surprise, they are sharing the unseen liquid 
contents of a brown bag. 

“T-Man! What’s up?” asks Pete. 
“Long time no see,” says Ken. Both bums laugh and their laugh sounds rather friendly to Teman 

after having to listen to Elaine’s mocking cackle. Funny thing, thinks Teman, besides Dr. Herzog, the 



 

two bums are the only people in Denver who know his real name. 
“How are you doing guys?” says Teman. “Nice weather for camping out.” 
“Amen to that,” says Pete. 
“Have a seat,” says Ken, pointing to the spot next to him on the sidewalk. On such night of 

disappointments, an invitation to share a sidewalk with two drunks sounds to Teman like a rather kind 
offer. 

“Thank you,” Teman says as he sits down. Life cruises by Colfax, colorful, busy and fucked up 
but flowing unimpeded like a breeze blowing through cloth lines where the flapping laundry that has 
been put to dry cannot stop it. 

“What brings you to our ‘hood?” asks Ken. “Did the fat broad kick you out?” 
“We had an argument.” 
“Women,” says an angry Pete. “Them cunts aren’t worth the trouble.” 
“They are not,” says Ken, “if you’re castrated.” 
Pete uses his hand to signal masturbation, up and down his right hand goes. “The five fingered 

lover is good enough for me.” A car honks as it goes by, the teenage girls inside pointing and laughing 
at Pete who smiles and sticks his tongue out to them and keeps on masturbating the air with new found 
vigor. “Little cunts,” he says laughing. 

“You know,” says Teman. “I think Pete is right. They are nothing but trouble.” 
“Of course they are,” says Ken, “but tonight you will be back with her, fucking her brains out 

while she has you by the balls.” 
Teman sighs. Ken is right. Hate and love grow out of the same roots watered by proximity and 

convenience. Like a tree, one cannot walk out when the time comes; it takes a chainsaw or an ax to get 
rid of the relationship. Teman is not sure how things got started and has no clue how to finish them, and 
he knows he is not strong enough to finish them, that he has no will to let go of what gives him such 
sexual pleasure and companionship, as weird as things may be. Obsession is the word he has been 
trying to fit into his one sided relationship with Elaine, a carnal obsession for her flesh that grabs him 
by the balls and leads him straight into hell. 

Ken had been correct in his prophesy and late that night Teman ended up in bed with Elaine, her 
sweat on his chest and his belly, pumping his hips with the determination of the insane, and she smiling 
with the knowledge of her power over her meal ticket. 

 
Abomination 

 
There had not been a preset meeting place or time for Dr. Herzog to meet with Teman again, 

only a fuzzy promise from Teman’s part that he would get in touch soon. Every time Dr. Herzog 
walked from or to his car in the hospital parking lot he kept an eye open for Teman, but after two weeks 
he had not seen him. In the doctor’s mind the possibility of Teman’s resurrection and appearance to him 
started to look more like a bad dream and not a fact. For Dr. Herzog, it was easier to think of the affair 
as a mental hiccup than to deal with the idea of afterlife inside somebody else’s body, and him having 
to be the herald that exposes such possibility to the rest of the world. 

Feckless thoughts they were though because Teman appeared in front of him in the parking lot 
again, like a Christmas ghost that one dreads but that has to be dealt with. 

“Teman, how are you doing? I was starting to worry about you.” What should be a youthful face 
on Teman is a joyless and tired expression that makes Dr. Herzog worry about what kind of hell Teman 
is going through. The doctor is now convinced that he needs to get Teman off the street, get him help, 
and who would not need emotional support after having died and coming back in one’s brother’s body? 

“I’m doing OK,” says Teman. He lies. Dr. Herzog knows it too. 
“Teman, there are difficult decisions to be made, but they have to be made soon because you 

can’t keep on living like this.” 



 

Teman says nothing but his eyes focus on the doctor and his ears sharpen to his words. 
“I have plans that can help you go back to a normal life. I cannot promise instant and perfect 

success, but I think they may have a chance of working and what’s more important, you will get all the 
help you need.” 

“What kind of help?” 
“What you have gone through nobody else has ever experienced. The emotional impact of 

dying and coming back as your brother is not small peanuts. You need professional help to cope with 
such ...” Dr. Herzog tries to find the right word. “Miracle.” Abomination would have not been a kind 
word. 

“Do you mean I have to give myself up?” 
Dr. Herzog nods. “The trick is how you give yourself up. My idea is that you give yourself up to 

the medical establishment, have you tested, give you help, find you a lawyer, and then when you, we, 
are ready, enter the legal system. At least by then you won’t be alone and in a bind trying to explain 
what happened to you and your brother.” 

“First a guinea pig and then an inmate,” says Teman, not quite convinced of the doctor’s plan. 
“First a guinea pig and then a mental patient under special supervision because of the 

uniqueness of your case, and then, after they get tired of looking at you, they will release you and you 
may have a chance to a normal life.” 

“It’s a long shot.” 
“Better than the cards you are holding now.” 
“I’m not normal, how can I ever have a normal life? I’m a freak no matter how you put it.” 
“Blind people walk on the streets, the mute use their hands to talk, the deaf read lips, and 

invalids go places; what is so abnormal about you that you cannot function in society? Think about it.” 
Teman cannot answer, cannot make up his mind. Giving up freedom is not easy. What freedom? 

Living as a male prostitute is not living, and there is nothing free about it. Still ... 
“It’s a hard decision,” whispers Teman. 
“I know, but you have to do what is right. You’re too smart to go to waste on the streets, a 

fugitive for life.” 
Teman bows resting his hands on his knees and shakes his head as he sighs. “I’m scared,” he 

says looking at his feet. Dr. Herzog puts a hand on his shoulder and gives him a gentle squeeze. 
“Here,” says Dr. Herzog. From his jacket’s pocket he pulls a cell phone. “It is pre-paid and I 

have programmed my phone numbers in it, office, my cell and house.” He opens his briefcase and pulls 
out the battery charger. “Think about it hard and keep in touch. The sooner we do this, the better off 
you are. When you’re ready, I’ll be ready, and we both can face the world. It won’t be kind to us, but it 
has never been. I believe you may have your chance.” He gives both items to Teman. 

“Thanks doc.” 
Dr. Herzog watches Teman walk away and wonders what kind of mess both are getting into. 

Common sense tells him to do like Pontius Pilate, wash his hands and blame Teman’s fate on others, 
but in his heart he cannot let the kid drift into perdition. He prays that he will stay true to his 
professional oath, Primum non nocere, first, do no harm. 

 
 
 

Ablution 
 

Teman cuts through a back alley on his way to Elaine’s. The stench of trash and piss is trapped 
between the tall weathered brick buildings flanking the narrow and black corridor he is walking 
through. He has spent the whole day walking around, bumming without a brown bag, loitering without 
panhandling, a homeless with a room to go to where a fat girl waits for him, moist and soft and willing. 
The doctor’s offer makes sense, but sense is the elusive quality that evades Teman, like trying to catch 



 

stars by lifting a hand against the night and curling the fingers around a point of light. Like stars in the 
palm of the hand, good sense is not within Teman’s grasp. Teman sees himself sitting on a chair with 
wires attached to every part of his body, with a cloud of electrodes around his head, and men in white 
lab coats dialing up knobs and shocking the hell out of him while asking questions that have no 
answers. Here comes the syringe. At times he sees himself sitting under a hot and intense light and 
pissed off cops with gorilla like complexions harassing him for being a liar, telling him that he is 
Abaddon and that Teman is buried six feet deep under a pile of Cuchillo dirt. Or he could keep on 
taking it in the ass and giving fellatio to strangers for cash. 

Freedom is the ability to choose. They can take their overrated freedom and sticky it where the 
sun doesn’t shine, and he damn well knows how that feels. 

It is so dark in the alley that Teman watches every step, unsure of where his feet are landing. He 
hears a noise behind him, and before he has time to turn around, a blow to his shoulder sends a 
paralyzing explosion of pain through him that makes him stop and double backwards. Another blow 
lands on his side and he falls to his knees. A hand grabs his neck and tries to twist it while another hand 
searches his pockets. 

“Don’t move mo’fucker!” a stranger’s voice commands. The hand finds money in his back 
pocket and grabs it. The hand reaches under his loose pants and grabs his buttocks, squeezing hard. 
Every muscle fiber in Teman’s body contracts and hardens and his skin stiffens like parched leather. A 
hard finger is prying on his sphincter and it forces its way in. Breathing is almost impossible because 
his muscles don’t want to move, won’t respond to such a basic command as flexing his diaphragm. The 
darkness in the alley changes color and the blackness turns purple, slightly so, but it does. There is a 
hammering inside Teman’s head, and the lights flooding from the high windows above him take a 
purple tinge. 

There is a repressed anger inside him growing like an atomic mushroom, expanding and taking 
every living space inside him until a terrible force within him flows into his fingertips and turns his 
hands into steel war hammers. Teman growls like a caged beast, and with a swift swing, his fist 
connects with the face behind him. He rises and the finger comes out of him and he feels a fist landing 
on his stomach but there is no pain. His hands land on the stranger’s head and throw the solid round 
shape against the wall behind. There is a crack, like a coconut landing on a rock, and Teman does it 
again, bouncing the head between his hands against the wall so hard it feels like he could punch a 
whole through it. 

The Crimson Power propels his continuous ramming of the now split head against the wall. 
Black is no more, replaced by a deep purplish color and the rage inside him doesn’t stop even when 
warm blood runs through his fingers and splatters on his face and the sound of the head against the wall 
is not a solid knock but a squashy flop instead. Teman heaves and grunts and his breathing is now deep 
and forceful. His arms are exhausted from the continuous beating of the lifeless form still gripped in his 
hands. He throws the head to the ground in disgust. Standing under a crimson darkness, he feels blood 
dripping down his fingertips. A warm liquid drips down his chin. Blood or sweat? Probably both. He 
takes a step back and falls to his knees, hyperventilating. 

The purpleness of the night subsides but doesn’t disappear into Teman’s head, where it came 
from. Teman lifts his head and observes the soft crimson glow of the lit windows above him. He stands 
and his breath and cardiac rhythm are powerful but in check. There is a feral vitality inside him that 
pulses with every beat of his heart. The purple aura that glows off things follows that beat too. Down in 
front of him is the corpse of a stranger and the sweet and sickening smell of fresh blood. There are 
shadows of brain matter smeared on the bricks in front of him. Teman bends down and picks his money 
with bloody fingers out of the pocket of his attacker and puts the wad back in his own. 

Away from the alley he walks on swift feet through more alleys and unlit streets in the direction 
of Cherry Creek leaving a trace of bloody foot prints and blood drops behind. He crosses Speer Avenue 
and comes down the bike path into Cherry Creek. He splashes into the knee high running water and lets 



 

himself go under face down with a splash. The current carries him a few yards downstream and washes 
the blood off him. His ablution done, he stands again and finds himself under an overpass. There are 
dark shapes under the bridge, homeless in their sleeping bags next to their shopping carts and bicycles. 
Teman knows they are watching him, little eyes resting on cardboard beds. 

“Nice night for a swim,” hollers an invigorated Teman. The strength of the purple force is with 
him now, and he is not afraid of the world anymore. 

“Water’s fucking cold,” answers a gruff voice from one of the bodies resting on the concrete. 
Teman laughs as he walks away, splashing crimson water on his way downstream. 

 
Animal 

 
“What the hell happened to you?” asks Elaine. She is in bed with an ashtray on her lap watching 

an old movie on the TV sitting atop a dilapidated dresser across her bed. Teman had bought her the new 
small color TV two days ago, and Elaine had not left the room since other than to use the crapper and 
go out and eat at the Burger King on the corner. There is no cable in the room or satellite hook up but 
the local stations come in clear. Teman closes the door and stands in front of her in his wet clothes. He 
starts to undress and Elaine notices his boner. Beside the obvious erection there is something else about 
Teman. His sinewy body appears more rippled and cut as if his skin had shrunk over his muscles 
overnight. His movements are cat like and the slow and shy mannerisms of the morning are now quick 
and precise motions. Elaine is starting to think he is high on something. He comes around the bed 
naked with his boner as hard as a steel pipe leading the way and stands in front of her. 

Elaine is ready to make her usual snide remarks but she refrains because Teman’s face is an iron 
mask, set hard and unsmiling, a face unkind to jokes. The blue of his eyes is intense as if lit by batteries 
inside him. His boner throbs with his heart beats. Elaine never shies from a good fight, but this time her 
instinct tells her to remain quiet. Teman’s strong hand lands on her head, grabs her hair and pulls hard 
to bring her face up. When she opens her mouth to complain, he rams his penis into it and makes Elaine 
gag. She tries to push him away but the palms of her hands touch no soft flesh but a hot and hard skin 
that covers stone muscles. Pushing on Teman's stomach is like pushing on a wall; there is no softness 
anywhere. The strength of the hand holding her head and the hips thrusting on her face have a robotic 
quality: strong, steady, and unstoppable. 

Elaine goes with the flow the best way she can because she understands that she cannot fight 
the strength that holds her in place. Teman ejaculates in her mouth with violent convulsions and a loud 
grunt and Elaine has to swallow hard to avoid choking on his semen. She had always been in control 
when having oral sex and had always made him come on her breasts, but tonight she knows that the 
young man in front of her is not the same Teman, that the animal vigor behind him does not belong to 
the sweet young kid she has been pimping, but to a forceful man that can control her as he pleases. 

Elaine likes that. 
 

Phone 
 

His cell phone beeps and Dr. Herzog looks for it. It is his day off so he is at home. The beeping 
comes from the sofa and that is where Dr. Herzog finds the little technological marvel that he keeps on 
misplacing in strange places, like under the sofa’s cushions. 

“Hello,” says Dr. Herzog. Only family and friends know the phone number for the phone he's 
holding, so he never bothers to answer with the more professional greeting of “Dr. Herzog speaking” 
that he uses with every other phone. There is a short hesitation and then a well articulated voice comes 
through. 

“This is Detective Al Martinez with the Denver Police Department. Who am I speaking to?” 



 

Dr. Herzog raises his eyebrows. What the hell ...? 
“Who’s this?” asks and incredulous Dr. Herzog. The voice repeats the name and the request. 
“This is Doctor Shir Herzog. What’s going on?” 
The voice asks for the spelling and Dr. Herzog guesses that the man behind the voice is writing 

things down. 
“We’re investigating a murder that occurred last night. At the scene we found a cell phone with 

your number programmed in it. The phone is one of those prepaid jobs. We wonder if you know 
anything about it.” 

A murder, Oh God, Dr. Herzog mind digests the news and wonders if Teman is dead. 
“Who is the victim?” asks Dr. Herzog. 
“We’re working on it, but we were hoping you could help us identify him”. 
So, it’s a him. No good, thinks Dr. Herzog. 
“Could you come by the station and talk to us?” asks the polite voice. “We would appreciate 

your cooperation.” 
“Sure,” says Dr. Herzog. The voice tells him where to go and the doctor says he will be there in 

about twenty minutes. After closing his phone, Dr. Herzog wonders how in hell he got sucked into a 
murder investigation. This, he says to himself, would not have happened to Pontius Pilate. 

 
Breakfast 

 
By looking at the sunshine coming through the window’s tattered curtains, Elaine guesses that it 

must be past noon. She and Teman are naked in bed. He sleeps on his back like a breathing corpse, 
hands tight into fists and exhaling and inhaling with the steadiness and force of a big bellows. She is 
sore and bruised from the rough sex. He had possessed her, and she had acquiesced because she had 
liked it and understood that resisting would have meant more bruises, and he would still have got his 
way anyway. 

The man sleeping next to her looks like the kid she had used as her plaything and meal ticket, 
but that kid is gone and a hard man is now next to her. Acquaintances on the street may still confuse 
both individuals but she, who knows both in an intimate way, can tell the difference in their hardness, 
their bearing, their erections and ejaculations, their expressions. 

Elaine wonders what happened to him. Maybe he snorted something funny or maybe taking it in 
the ass made him grow up in a hurry. Whatever it was, she is happy for it because she now got herself a 
real man, a well hung lover who will slap her silly if she doesn’t do as he says. Perhaps it is her turn to 
go to the streets to sell herself and bring the money to him. She reaches over him and rubs her soft 
breasts against his chest. She grabs her cigarette pack and lighter from the rickety night stand and lights 
the first one of the day. She blows the smoke with delight. Teman opens his eyes and looks at Elaine. 
She is happy to see that the intense stare is still there. 

“I’m hungry,” says Teman. “You got anything to eat?” 
“Honey, the only thing to eat around here is hair pie.” 
Teman smiles and grabs Elaine by the crotch and makes her straddle him over his face and 

buries his tongue in her genitalia. Elaine smokes in long drags while Teman eats her and fingers her. 
Elaine’s orgasms follow and she knows that things won’t be the same between Teman and her; they will 
be better. 

 
Interview 

 
Detective Martinez pulls the crime photos from the manila envelope on the desk and sorts 

through them. He is looking for a front shot of the victim, and a shot of the back of his head. Dr. 



 

Herzog, if he truly is a cancer doctor, should be used to seeing mangled bodies. This is not the type of 
pictures he would show to common people, except morticians and medical personnel. After some 
browsing, he pulls two pictures out of the stack and lays them on the table, facing in the direction of Dr. 
Herzog. One has the victim facing the camera, eyes half rolled into his eye sockets and a sneering smile 
stuck on his face. The other is a bloody tangle of hair, blood and brain matter, all coming out of a 
cracked skull. Detective Martinez observes that Dr. Herzog doesn't flinch at the sight of the pictures, 
but instead grabs them to get a better look. 

"I don't know this character," says Dr. Herzog putting the front shot picture down on the table. 
"Never seen him before." He studies the back shot for a minute and then speaks again. "Occipital is 
cracked wide open and smashed to pieces. You would need a sledgehammer to do this kind of damage. 
The back of the head is a tough bone to crack like this." He returns the photo to Detective Martinez. 
"What did happen to this guy?" 

"The coroner agrees with you, the problem is," says Detective Martinez while putting the 
pictures back in the stack, " we found no sledgehammer or any other blunt weapon in the alley where 
we found this guy, just a brick wall splashed with his hair and brains." 

"Smashing somebody's head against a brick wall will do the trick," says Dr. Herzog. 
"Like this? A cracked skull and a bruised brain perhaps, but you saw it, this guy's head was 

turned into pulp." 
"Repeated blows will eventually shatter the cranium." 
Detective Martinez smiles. "How many blows doc?" 
Dr. Herzog shakes his head without reciprocating the smile. "Too many. It would take a very 

strong man and a great deal of determination." 
"Perhaps somebody in a rage," adds Detective Martinez. Dr. Herzog nods. A raging nut with 

strong arms, somebody who has killed before and is not bothered by blood and brains running through 
his fingers, perhaps somebody who has stabbed his brother to death. Is Teman a killer? Is Abaddon the 
killer? Things are getting out of hand, thinks Dr. Herzog, and it is time for him, the well intentioned but 
clumsy amateur, to let the professionals take care of things before somebody else gets killed. Maybe 
Teman has nothing to do with this, and he just happened to stumble onto the dead body when walking 
through the alley, and in his rush to get out he dropped the phone. But he is no cop, Dr. Herzog tells 
himself. What happened in that alley is now out of his jurisdiction as a good Samaritan, and it will be 
up to Detective Martinez to figure things out. The detective pulls a clear plastic evidence bag from his 
shirt pocket with a cell phone in it. Dr. Herzog recognizes the phone. 

"Have you ever seen this phone before?" 
Dr. Herzog nods. "Yes I have. I bought that phone and gave it to somebody in need of help." 

Detective Martinez seems relaxed, another day at the office. Dr. Herzog, on the other hand, is having a 
hard time keeping his cool. Who is this Teman? Is he Abaddon awakened like an evil creature that had 
been dormant inside a seemingly dead brain? How can this creature know what Teman knew? 
Detective Martinez can sense the upheaval in the doctor's emotions. There is no need to holler or be 
pushy like a TV cop, Detective Martinez knows that the truth, like a bad itch that needs to be scratched, 
will come out from people when they have enough room to collect their thoughts and find the right 
words. Detective Martinez is patient and waits for Dr. Herzog to start speaking at this own pace. 

"I gave that phone to a runaway who is accused of killing his own brother. I wanted him to be 
able to get in touch with me to work out his surrender." Dr. Herzog is not sure how to explain things. 
Can they be explained at all? 

"His brother, Teman McShane, was a patient of mine with terminal cancer and other many 
problems. He was dying of cancer and was only ten years old." Dr. Herzog speaks, carefully measuring 
his words before letting them loose into the room where Detective Martinez listens with eyes that say 
to go on, that he is listening, and his small recorder's light is on, memorizing for posterity any blunders, 
lies or incredible truths that may be uttered in that windowless room. Dr. Herzog tries to tell the truth as 



 

he knows it, without making the revelation that Teman is inside Abaddon's head. Such statement cannot 
be proved and, for somebody like Detective Martinez, would sound like a moronic lie. Perhaps it is a 
lie, and he the moron for believing in it, thinks Dr. Herzog. 

"The thing that is unique about this case," tries to explain Dr. Herzog, "is that Abaddon 
McShane was clinically brain dead until the day he killed, allegedly killed, his brother." 

"Was he a vegetable?" asks Detective Martinez 
"A walking one," says Dr. Herzog. "Physically speaking, he had a healthy body, but his IQ was 

zero. He crapped in his pants everyday." 
"And that is the same kid you gave the phone too?" 
"Yes, and that is what is inexplicable to science. How could a brain dead idiot all of a sudden 

have a sound mind, be able to speak and move around like a normal person? 
"Maybe he was faking it." 
"Not for seventeen years, and how can you fake a brain scan that shows no brain activity? I got 

the records at the hospital. It is truly bizarre, a miracle or ...." 
"Or what?" asks Detective Martinez. His gentle eyes are relentless in their search for answers. 
"Or an abomination. Without a careful medical evaluation I don't want to venture but, could 

intelligence and evilness have awoken at the same time?" 
Detective Martinez says nothing while his mind tries to glue the pieces together. A mental case 

loose in the city; killed his brother and probably killed the guy in the alley. Self defense or not, it is 
obvious that this Abaddon possesses both great strength and a quick temper, a danger to anybody who 
crosses his path. 

"Promise me something," says Dr. Herzog. "When you go after this kid, would you treat him 
like a mental patient and not like a hardened criminal?" 

"I cannot make any promises Dr. Herzog. He's dangerous and we have to expect the worst, but I 
will make sure your concerns are passed along." 

"He is not crazy, just disturbed and in need of help, and please be careful, despite what his old 
medical records say, I believe he now has a very high IQ." 

Detective Martinez slides his card across the table. "If he gets in touch with you, please try to 
talk some sense into him, and let us know." 

After Dr. Herzog leaves, Detective Martinez calls Dr. Herzog's hospital to check his credentials, 
and then calls the Cuchillo P.D. and gets more information on Abaddon McShane and his incredible 
escape from the Cuchillo hospital. He sits at his desk and starts to fill in his report. The dead alley guy 
has been identified as a no good Jesus Eleazar, a.k.a. Jesus Maldonado, a.k.a. Pizza Face, with a rap 
sheet as long as a roll of toilet paper. The mean streets caught up with the meanest. Now Detective 
Martinez has a suspect, a young, strong, highly intelligent fugitive psycho already accused of stabbing 
his ten year old brother and who smashes his victims to pieces when in a rage. Another day at the 
office. 

 
Expendable 

 
Cherry Creek merges into the South Platte river and the mingled waters head north. A kayaker is 

paddling his way upstream so he can ride the white waters down while ducks swing among the many 
rocks foraging for food. From his sitting place by the rocks near the water, Teman can see the old 
Denver tramway station, now made into an outdoors store. Despite the trappings of the new economy 
and the fancy concrete work lining Cherry Creek, there is an industrial feel to the landscape, the 
lingering style of a bygone city where getting things done had been more important than looking good 
for tourists. The sky has a deep darkness that contrasts with the bright buildings and landscape under 
the sunlight. The purple hue in the sky seems cold and deep to Teman, incongruous with the brightness 
of everything else. There is a purple aura emanating from the sun which in itself looks like a luminous 



 

grape. His awakened awareness lets Teman smell the water, hear it gurgling as it passes by in front of 
him in hurried eddies. Robins chirp behind him, and also starlings, and he can tell the difference 
between them. With his hypersensitive senses also comes a super vivid self awareness. Teman feels 
every breath of air working its way through his lungs down to his bloodstream, feels every beat of this 
heart and the pressure of those beats against his vascular system, feels the passage of his own blood 
through his head. Yet, he cannot explain what's happening to him, or to the world around him. 

The power from within is forceful, dominant, irresistible. Its self-confidence borders into 
arrogance and its strength disregards any human bounds, which Teman know must exist because there 
is a limit to everything, even to death because a living thing can only die one death. Of course, he has 
proved that wrong. Will his next death be a permanent one? Rest in peace, those words mean a lot to 
Teman, but right now he knows no peace because the Crimson Power glows within him like a 
radioactive power source, ebbing power and then returning in soft undulations, but ready to blow up in 
furious rage if provoked. 

He had lost the phone and he is not sure where. The alley would be the place to lose it, with all 
the struggling, but he could also have lost it in the creek when he went under the water. It is not a big 
deal, losing it, because he can always intercept Dr. Herzog coming in or out of the hospital, if he ever 
wants to talk to the man again. 

If the phone ended in the alley Teman knows that the cops would have found it, with Dr. 
Herzog's numbers in it, and that it wouldn’t take too long for the cops to call Dr. Herzog and ask him 
about the phone. His name, Abaddon would probably be the name that Dr. Herzog would give the cops, 
Abaddon the fugitive from Cuchillo, and now the Denver cops would be hot on his trail. He had acted 
in self defense, Teman thinks, and he also knows it is a line of bullshit. He didn't have to smash his 
attacker's head into a mush. His rage wouldn't be excusable and Teman is sure that it would be one 
more strike against the defective idea of turning himself into the arms of the law, arms that would lock 
around him like iron clasps and would choke him to death. 

The world is huge and full of people. Teman knows that he can blend with the untouchables that 
populate the planet, learn their ways in no time and go native. Mobility and the ability to go undercover 
are his only chance. Chance at what? No man can have a normal life after resurrection. Living with the 
Crimson Power is not normal. How long will it be before some asshole provokes him and he smashes 
his head against the nearest wall? Teman remembers the hard head between his hands, bouncing again 
and again against the wall, the warm blood running between his fingers, and he knows that the force 
that made him do it and do it until there was nothing else left to crack and split is running through his 
veins. His heart rate goes up while reviving the memories. Teman breaths deep and exhales long and 
slow. His heart rate goes down but he still can feel the palpitations against his parietal bones. 

He has to run south, to the badlands where bad men like him live, where killing is an everyday 
business: Mexico's shanty towns, the coca fields of Colombia, the jungles of Peru, Brazilian diamond 
camps in the heart of the Amazon, places without computers and lawyers where a man survives on his 
wits and brute strength and where murderous rage is a birthmark of the survivor, not a defect of the 
civilized. 

Yet, for how long can he be on the run? For how long can he keep his rage from hurting 
innocent people? There are no answers but right now Teman knows that he must get out of Denver and 
head south. Money fuels mobility, and he doesn't have enough. He needs some before he can hit the 
long road south. He is sure that Dr. Herzog is not going to give him a loan, and if the cops already 
talked to him, then it would be foolhardy to try to contact him. Elaine has money, his money, and she 
doesn't have him by the balls anymore. If there is a good thing about the force that has taken over his 
life, it is that it recognizes neither lovers nor friends and its own survival is its only goal. Elaine, Teman 
has come to realize and accept, is nothing but a convenient vagina and a possible source of help, or 
hindrance, depending on how things turn out, but whatever she is or not, Teman understands that she is 
expendable. 



 

Philosophy 
 

What if - Dr. Herzog asks himself - what if Teman is truly Teman and didn't have anything to do 
with the alley killing? What if the Earth is flat? Dr. Herzog sits on the balcony of his condo and 
watches the sunset over the Rockies. Today's day is done and tomorrow a new one will come. At his 
hospital people die in his ward and new ones are born two floors down. Matter and energy are not 
created or destroyed but transformed, Dr. Herzog remembers some old scientist called Lavoisier 
coming up with that principle. Matter becomes energy at the speed of light. Dr. Herzog is sure that 
Einstein, a Jew like himself, came up with that one. What about life? Is life never destroyed or created 
but transformed? Is life a sort of energy that needs a material body to manifest itself? When the body is 
gone, not destroyed but turned into dust, where has the energy gone? Religious men call it the soul. 
Quacks call it the ghost. Perhaps such energy was the spark that lasted a life span and turned cold after 
the material body no longer could provide the nutrients to keep the flame going, and has become 
extinguished like the body. 

Dr. Herzog goes to his fridge and grabs a beer. Waxing philosophical makes him thirsty and 
disappointed. He is a craftsman of cancers and scalpels and medical tests, stuff that can be held 
between the fingers. To him, the meaning of life is like the number eight, one can trace its shape for 
eternity and never figure out where is starts or where it ends. 

Teman is on his own now, Dr. Herzog thinks. There is not much he can do if Teman keeps on 
stacking the dead bodies as he goes through life. But Teman is not a deranged monster, a born killer, 
just a kid, a real kid, trapped in circumstances that are too far fetched to be understood by anybody. 
Even with an open mind the truth looks like an impossibility. Or he is a superb con man, this Abaddon, 
and has fooled him into believing that Teman, his victim, is really him. If he keeps thinking about this, 
Dr. Herzog concludes, he will have to drink a six pack before bed time. The doctor sits on his couch 
next to Arella who is watching the Cartoon Network. He joins her for the rest of the night. 

 
Shithole 

 
"I, we, need to get out of Denver," says Teman. "We need money to get the hell out of here." 

Elaine listens. Both are naked in her little stuffy room, sweaty and just done having sex. She has bruises 
all over her but she doesn't mind them. Rough sex is her game and Teman is a good player. 

"Why do you wanna leave?" asks Elaine. 
Teman answers with a penetrating look that makes Elaine cringe. She doesn't ask the same 

question again but reaches for her cigarette pack instead and lights one up. 
"When are we leaving?" she asks. Smokes blows out of her nostrils. This time Teman answers 

with words. 
"As soon as possible, heading south." He pauses and then sits straight on the bed. "But we need 

more money because we really need to go a long way." 
Elaine smokes and says nothing. Whatever. Denver, Laramie, Lincoln, a shithole here or there is 

still a shithole; it doesn't matter to her where they are going. Staying with Teman is all she cares about. 
The sex, of course, it out of this world, but there is something else in Teman that attracts her to him. It 
ain't love, she says to herself. Fuck love, there is no such thing. People use each other to satisfy their 
needs. One is the giver and the other one is the taker and anything in between is bullshit. She 
understands that now she is the giver, but she is rather willing to give herself to him, to his restless 
force and piercing stares, to his magnetism that seems to overflow from him and wash over her, to that 
strength that makes her give everything she has to him and then be grateful for the chance at doing so. 
But it ain't love; it is just unconditional giving, and she knows that he knows that he can take as much 



 

as he wants and never pay back. She is his bitch and just leave it at that, that is the destiny of white 
trash like herself, to fall hard for a man, fall hard without love from either side, just a desire to roll in 
bed and feel secure in strong arms that can both give shelter and blows. She smokes while watching 
Teman getting dressed, wondering where all will end up and then telling herself that wondering about 
stuff is silly because whatever happens, it was meant to be anyway. 

"I have an appointment with a john," says Teman, turning to face Elaine. 
"I thought that ..." Elaine doesn’t know how to say it. 
"What? That I'm not taking it in the ass anymore?" asks Teman. The smile on his face scares 

Elaine. It is like watching a wolf smile, like the smile of a gunfighter before slapping leather. "It's just 
business." 

Elaine watches Teman's back scurrying through the door. Before the door shuts she speaks 
aloud. "Be careful." Elaine has no idea where her admonition came from, or why she should care at all. 
She knows that Teman has stopped on the other side of the door, still ajar. After a pause he speaks 
through the door. 

"I'll be. Thanks." 
The door closes with a polite click and Elaine cannot help wondering about their future 

together, no matter how hard she tells herself that such mental exercises are as worthless as sitting with 
one's thumb up the ass. 

 
Thieves 

 
Teman returns a couple of hours later. When he enters the room Elaine sees a hard man walking 

in, face set like a stone mask and lips straight and unsmiling. The TV is on, sitting on the dresser, so 
Elaine jumps out of bed and turns it off. She is dressed and her bag is half packed. 

"So ...," she says. "Are we ready to go? I don't know what to do about the TV. Maybe we can 
pawn it off" 

Teman reaches with his right hand behind him and his hand comes forward with a pistol in his 
hand, black and small and menacing. Elaine let's out a small gasp. She cannot read Teman's intentions 
because his face does not flinch, doesn't twitch or move like a normal face. It's like looking at a robot. 
Elaine freezes with an open mouth and a small smile surfaces on Teman's lips with the slowness of a 
sunrise. He throws the pistol on the bed and laughs. 

"The bastard tried to pull that on me." 
"Why did he do that?" 
"I supposed he was pissed after I punched him in the face and took all his money." 
"Oh my god!" says Elaine. She starts to laugh, both because Teman had got his money without 

bending over and because she was still alive. "What the hell did you do to him?" 
"Beat him up pretty good and took his gun, and his money." Teman's memories make his heart 

speed up, the unannounced punch to the nose, swift and blunt and propelled by a hatred that had made 
all but his target disappear in a purple dark haze, the sound of the body falling backwards against a 
chair, of the hand looking for something behind the waist, and of the flash of metal he saw, and of his 
reflexes springing him over the fallen body so fast he doesn't remember even flexing his knees to jump 
across the room to grab the pistol from the hand that was trying to level it against him. Another punch 
to the face, another blunt sound and the fingers letting the pistol go. He turning the body around and 
getting the wallet out and all the cash in it. 

"You took his wallet?" asks Elaine. 
"Nope. Just all the cash." 
"Dummy," says Elaine. "He probably had credit cards we could have used before he called to 

cancel the damned things." 
Teman's face turns serious and then he shakes his head. "You're right. I didn't think about it." 



 

"You'll learn quickly," says Elaine with a smile. "You could have also taken his watch, and his 
rings. A pawn shop could have given us a few dollars for that junk." 

Teman feels an erection growing in his pants. The criminality of his actions and the evilness of 
his mistress arouse him, make his blood drum against his temples, against his penis. He feels like the 
master thief that has returned to his cave to be greeted by his harem of one. He reaches into his pockets 
and pulls a wad of money and stuffs it in his pants where now his erection is quite obvious. 

"You want some money, honey? Come and get it," says Teman with a racy smile. 
Elaine comes to get it, sticks her hand in his pants and pulls the money out, throws it over the 

bed like confetti and they make love over a layer of stolen money with Elaine holding green bills 
between her fingers while Teman pumps her and squeezes her soft breasts hard enough to leave red 
finger marks on her. 

 
Iscariot 

 
After hanging up, Dr. Herzog swivels his office chair around and gets up. He walks towards the 

window where the Front Range hides behind a curtain of haze, mountains of rock behind a thin layer of 
smoke and dust, the hard and obvious thus hidden from the eyes by an ethereal layer that cannot be 
held; yet, it is there. Dr. Herzog also sees haze obfuscating his thoughts. He had not mentioned to 
Teman his conversation with the police, but had agreed to see him again at the hospital parking lot. 

Teman’s request had been short and clear: going out of town and needing money for a bus 
ticket. Teman had decided to run for the rest of his life. What a hard decision for a ten year old to do. 
He is not a ten year old anymore, but almost eighteen. About eight years of his life disappeared 
between his death and his unholy resurrection. Losing eight years is better than losing one's whole life, 
admits Dr. Herzog to himself. Despite many hours of self inflicted analysis and ruminations, Dr. 
Herzog still is not sure what Teman, or Abaddon is. Maybe he is neither, that creature that just called 
him on the phone. Despite his doubts, his gut still tells him that he is Teman, or that at least Teman is in 
there somewhere, trapped in a deep and dark well and crying for help. 

Moses parted the Red Sea to liberate the Children of God but he, Shir Herzog, he is neither 
liberator nor creator of miracles. He just carves cancers out of people and hopes for the best. Weariness 
numbs Dr. Herzog's mind. He goes back to his deck, opens a drawer and shuffles through its contents 
until he finds Detective Martinez's card. While he is listening to the phone ring, he feels like Judas 
Iscariot turning Jesus into the hands of the priests. 

Jesus, thinks Dr. Herzog, there is another Jew who got himself in a helluva mess for not 
minding his own business. 

 
Rendezvous 

 
Teman is not sure why he had called Dr. Herzog; maybe it had been greed, or wanting to say 

good bye; he already had enough money to get the hell out of Denver. The doctor had not mentioned 
anything about the cops asking him about the cell phone so Teman had hastily assumed that he had lost 
it in the creek. Teman's keen mind would have not jumped to that conclusion if he had applied himself 
to the task of examining the facts, but his desire to get going and to see the doctor for the last time 
made him take chances that a smart fugitive endowed with self preserving paranoia should have not. 

"Are you going to kick this guy ass?" asks a rather eager Elaine. Teman guesses she is the type 
that would get a seat in the front row to a boxing match just to get blood and sweat splattered on her, 
and that she would run her tongue over such droppings with delight. 

"No. He's a friend. I want to give him a message for my mother." 
"Oh." There is disappointment in her voice. 



 

The TV is in the pawn shop and their backpacks are packed, one for each. They walk towards 
the hospital as a homeless pair, a little bit early because Teman wants to scout the surroundings as his 
sense of survival, while dulled, has not been deactivated. He carries a letter in his pocket. For the first 
time ever, he has written something that a grown up cannot recognize as coming from a ten year old. It 
had been hard to write the letter now snugged in his pocket, so hard to express his feelings. He wonders 
how Shakespeare could have written so much. But the letter had been done and now he was going to 
ask Dr. Herzog to forward the letter to his mother. On the front of the envelope he had written "For 
Jessica McShane," and below that, "From Teman McShane." 

"So Carlos," had asked Elaine. "Who is this Teman?" She had seen the enveloped lying on the 
dresser while they were packing. 

"Somebody you don't want to know," had been Teman's curt answer. That had been enough for 
Elaine who likes Carlos much better than Teman. What kind of name is that anyway? she had asked 
herself. 

Teman and Elaine walk to the front of the parking lot and he scans the surroundings. His eyes 
see nothing but his heart rate increases. Blood pumps to every capillary in his body to warm up his 
muscles like an engine before a race. 

"You better wait here," says Teman. Elaine doesn't like that, Teman can see from her expression. 
"I'm not skipping on you," says a reassuring Teman. 
"I know that," says Elaine. "But we are in this together, and I want to be there if the shit hits the 

fan."  
If the shit hits the fan Teman knows that there is nothing Elaine can do about it, but he is taken 

aback by her willingness to share his luck. Defective relationships are like a golden nugget just fished 
out of the river with glimmers of gold showing through the common dirt. A seasoned prospector can 
see the richness embedded in the rock where the common eye sees nothing but an ordinary pebble. 
Teman sees gold and acquiesces to her desire to follow him into the parking lot. 

As Teman approaches the place of rendezvous his pulse starts to pound in his temples. The sky 
coming through the concrete openings and shining above the parked cars turns dark as the color of 
grape juice, yet his eyes become keener to the low light inside the parking lot. There is no hatred in the 
air; there is nobody in sight to hate. Teman feels that something is wrong but has never experienced 
what he does now so he stands next to an unaware Elaine, and wonders what's going on. The pistol 
feels hard against the small of his back. It has lost its coldness and is as warm as his skin. His fingers 
itch for feeling the grip and the trigger. Just as Teman is ready to tell Elaine that they must leave in a 
hurry, Dr. Herzog shows up like a magician, emerging from between two parked SUVs. 

"Hi there," says Dr. Herzog. 
"Hi," says Teman. Perhaps his senses are feeding him the wrong impressions, Teman tells 

himself. Be cool and be ready. 
"I got your bus ticket money," says Dr. Herzog. "I didn't know you had a friend with you." 

Teman steps forward, reaches into his pocket and gives the envelope to Dr. Herzog. "For my mother," 
he says. "Please." 

Dr. Herzog reaches for the envelope and ... 
 

Years after the shootout at the hospital parking lot those involved in such sordid event still have 
a hard time believing what had happened, every one for their own reasons. 

 
Detective Martinez took a bullet in his left leg and one in the abdomen where his vest had 

stopped that bullet but had knocked the air out of him. He had shouted "Freeze!" as he came running 
out of the parked van, weapon in hand, and McShane had spun around and fired the two shots at him 
before the words had had time to finish coming out of his mouth. McShane had moved so fast he had 
not really seen him move but had been like two picture frames, one with McShane standing facing the 



 

doctor, one with the McShane firing at him and the pain running through his body. 
 

Detective John Fortman took a bullet to his chest that broke a rib under his vest and had 
knocked him down where he had lay next to Detective Martinez wondering what the hell had 
happened. He had tried to take a second shot at McShane from the ground but when he leveled his 
weapon in the direction of the shooter, he was gone. 

 
Officer Paul Ortiz took a bullet in his shoulder that shattered his radio and broke his collar bone 

even though his vest prevented the bullet from entering his body. He managed to squeeze one round 
that hit Elaine in the right thigh. Before he had time to fire again, the return fire from McShane had hit 
him in the abdomen and had knocked him down breathless. The third shot, as he was falling 
backwards, perforated his right ear. He had lay on the floor wondering if he would see his wife and kids 
again as a pool of blood formed around him. On his interview with investigators, he said that McShane 
had moved incredibly fast, shooting at a rapid rate of fire and spinning around as if he were on wheels. 
In his opinion McShane had to be in PCP or some kind of speed. 

 
Officer Ionia Thomas, mother of two, doesn't remember anything because she took a bullet 

between her eyes and was declared dead at the scene. She managed to fire one round that was off its 
mark and hit a parked car. 

 
Elaine Buccigrossi took a police bullet in her right thigh. She remembers the hail of gunfire that 

Teman spread around him like a machine gun while spinning like a ballerina. She also remembers the 
awful pain of the bullet in her leg, and Dr. Herzog pressing his hand on her thigh to stop her from 
bleeding to death. Elaine doesn't like to think much about the parking lot shootout because there is no 
point in revisiting bad memories when the present is already bad enough. She tested positive for HIV, 
and despite good advice from doctors and social workers, she does not stick to her maintenance 
medication. 

 
Dr. Herzog acting on a conditioned reflex like Pavlov's dog, a reflex ingrained in him by his 

teachers since pre-school, and a handy reflex to have when living in a Jewish settlement surrounded by 
Palestinians, had hit the ground at the sound of the first shot and had lay face down, as flat as a stamp 
on an envelope, until the shooting had stopped and the last ejected shell had ceased rolling on the 
concrete floor. He rose to the wailing of the wounded and the frantic radio calls for back up from 
Detective Martinez. Black blood squirted from Elaine's thigh in long spurts. He had put pressure on her 
femoral artery with the heel of his hand, above the wound, to slow down the bleeding until the 
paramedics arrived. 

With bloody fingers he had picked up from the floor the envelope that Teman had attempted to 
give him before all hell broke loose. He had put it in his pocket. He had seen the name written on it, 
"From Teman McShane," and had wondered about how the kid had kept to his story that he indeed was 
Teman. Because of the confusion following the shootout, nobody noticed him removing evidence from 
the crime scene. After reading the letter he decided that it should go to its intended recipient thus said 
letter never made it into the official police investigation. Besides, officially, the shooter had been 
Abaddon McShane, and Teman McShane had been dead for a while. Dr. Herzog rightly assumed that 
such logical but likely flawed interpretation of who was who would be conductive to a fast conclusion 
of the police investigation. 

 
The investigating board found no fault on the part of the four officers involved in the shooting 

who had approached McShane with guns drawn and from different directions. The investigating board 
had not found any procedural errors on what had started as a routine felony arrest and had turned into a 



 

massacre. The accidental shooting of Elaine by Officer Ortiz was written as an unfortunate accident 
provoked by the fact that Officer Ortiz was fighting for his life and was being impacted by bullets as he 
returned fire. No disciplinary actions were recommended or taken against the officer. It was dully noted 
that the officers' body armor had prevented a greater loss of life. 

What the investigating board could not neatly write as a fact was the explanation of Abaddon 
McShane being able to fire seven .40 S&W rounds from his Glock pistol, in rapid succession while 
spinning in a counter clock wise direction, and having those seven shots find their mark. Such 
outstanding shooting prowess could not be attributed to McShane's background, as he really lacked 
one, and as far as the board could check, McShane had no firearm training or experience. Contrary to 
Officer Ortiz's opinion, the toxicology screen on McShane came negative for any opiates, 
amphetamines or any other drug. Board members discussed among themselves if McShane's ability had 
been plain dumb luck or an extraordinary eye to hand coordination and speed. Such theories never 
made it into the official report because they couldn't be proved or disproved. 

 
Finito 

 
Teman jumps over Dr. Herzog and runs on fast legs powered by adrenaline. He runs up the 

ramp and in seconds he is atop the parking lot and surrounded by parked cars, concrete below, and open 
sky above. On the spot he realizes he has run in the wrong direction; he should have gone down 
towards the street and pedestrian anonymity. Pistol in hand, he moves like a trapped tiger within the 
confines of an imaginary cage that only he can see. Three bullets is all he has left. He should have 
picked up another pistol from one of the downed cops. Mistakes, too many mistakes because he is not 
used to shooting it out with cops, because he had never even thought of the possibility of ever getting 
into a shootout with anybody. 

He had acted like a compressed spring instantly released, jumping into the air with pistol in 
hand and firing shot after shot with a precision channeled by the Crimson Power that obscured 
everything around him but the targets, the human targets, that he was supposed to shoot at. Like 
cardboard figures, one by one they fell to the ground. But they were not cardboard. Cardboard doesn't 
bleed. 

The sky above has a dark purplish hue that pulsates in rhythm with his heartbeat. It is a night 
sky yet everything else is bathed in sunshine. With every thump of this heart the force within him 
struggles to escape his own body and wants him to run and mow down anything and everything that 
gets in his way. But he only has three bullets. 

All his life, or his lives, the world has mocked him, has made him suffer for things he didn't 
have control over, but the Crimson Force has risen inside him to straighten things up, to stand up for 
him and tell the world to go fuck itself, but such force he doesn't know how to control, and thus master 
has become subject. He has surrendered his will to the force, and the force has made him into a 
fearsome fighter; yet, here he is trapped on the top of a parking lot, sirens approaching because the 
fighter lacks smarts. He can make it down but he will have to shoot his way out. But he only has three 
bullets. 

Time is short and the mind is sharp while the body heaves with fear and excitement. His biggest 
mistake had been denying what was inside him struggling to get out, his willful suppression of what 
makes him what he is, all because of his own fear and ignorance towards what had been his birthright. 
The Crimson Power he should have embraced and accepted as a part of him, just as his backbone is 
part of his body. Such acceptance would have opened doors of knowledge and power, that much Teman 
understands now. 

But all had come to a waste because his former meek and civilized self had tried to lead a 
normal life when such thing is a myth. Had he accepted who he was, he would have had a chance to 
understand and dominate the power given to him, and he is sure that he would not be standing atop a 



 

parking lot with cops running into it from every direction. 
There is hate within him, a hatred of himself for being so dumb and refusing to accept what 

rightfully belonged to him, a hatred for the world for being so full of assholes, a hatred for those who 
want to impose their petty rules on him. He wishes he had more than three bullets. He wishes he could 
fly. He wishes he could spit fire and obliterate those who chase after him. His hate turns the sky black 
and his body burns with energy, and he realizes that there is no turning back and that the dice has been 
rolled. 

Footsteps up the ramp, guns drawn, shots fired in his direction. The bullets miss because Teman 
moves too fast. He fires back and two cops go down and crawl away behind parked cars. Teman is not 
aiming for head shots. He is now controlling his rage and allowing the Crimson Power to deliberately 
fire at the cop's chest area where their vests should stop his bullets. That's it! Teman tells himself, let 
the force work for him. He has one bullet left. He jumps on the ledge of the parking lot and stands on it 
with his back to the emptiness and waits. 

He is laughing. 
He doesn't know at what or why, but laughing feels about right at the moment. A swift death is a 

blessing, but is he allowed to die? A cop with a shotgun hides behind a concrete column and takes aim 
at him and fires. Teman ducks and the shotgun pellets go over his head. He jumps up in the air and fires 
his last bullet that slashes the cop’s exposed shoulder. Up Teman goes, high and over the ledge and falls 
downwards and backwards. 

Dr. Herzog will remember for decades to come the silent and tragic silhouette of Teman's falling 
body passing by the concrete framed opening in front of him, gun still in hand. Nightmares of such 
sight will come to him many nights, the flying body dropping head down first, wordless, like a shadow 
moving against a blue sky, racing towards its end. 

Teman accelerates towards a whirling of crimson waves that await for him, unafraid of death, 
because neither death nor becoming one with the Crimson Power scares him anymore. Death is 
liberation, the start of a new life somewhere else, or absolute nothingness, the purest tranquility. Either 
way, Teman accepts his fate. 

 
Epistle 

 
Dear Mother, 

 
I must apologize for having written some rather tepid and childish letters to you. This business 

of writing is not an easy one, but I make no excuses and want to say what needs to be said. It has been 
our lot to suffer for the sins of others and the mistakes of destiny, but there is no point in crying about 
what could have been but is not. I strive to live my life as best as I can with what I have, and I hope you 
are doing the same. A bitter life rooted on past grievances and what ifs is not a life but hell on earth. 

Where to start? Here I'm writing to you using a hand that doesn't belong to me but to my 
brother. Everyday I wonder if I'm a thief because I have taken what doesn't belong to me, yet I 
understand that I had no choice in the matter, and my brother, he never noticed his own dismissal. It 
sounds harsh but I don't think there is any other way to see things. Despite my guilt at now possessing a 
healthy body, I'm also grateful of such privilege even though I'm not sure whom to be grateful to. We 
are not a religious family, and I don't carry Jesus in my wallet or have ever stepped inside a church. At 
times I thank God, whoever or whatever he, or she, is. At times I think that the whole thing was a freak 
accident and hence I'm a freak too. Perhaps someday I can either figure out the puzzle or just don't give 
a rat's ass about it. 

Life is hard for me because I'm a neophyte in this business of living alone. I'm ten years old, or 
my memories are ten years old. I have come to mature in odd circumstances, and I'm making plenty of 
mistakes. Mistakes are touted to be the stepping stones towards maturity and wisdom, but despite my 



 

long collection of mistakes, I don’t feel the wiser. I wish I could have you around for some coaching, 
but that is not meant to be so alone I march into life, learning things the hard way. Don't worry about 
me too much. I will make it and maybe someday we can see each other again. 

I don't want to beat about the bush about a subject that bothers me a lot. What happened during 
those incestuous nights is something I'm shameful of, and all I can do is ask for your forgiveness. I'm 
made of two parts that, like oil and water, don't mix well. On those nights I was inside Abaddon, but 
also something else was in there with me. I cannot explain with words what it felt like. It was like 
driving a car with two steering wheels, and sitting in front of the other steering wheel is a five hundred 
pound gorilla. I tried to stop because I knew I was hurting you, but I couldn't because that other part of 
me had taken over. What was done to you was horrible and inexcusable, and I sincerely apologize for 
it. Please understand that I'm a freak, and there are things about myself I quite don't understand, and 
they scare me and make me doubt about my fitness to live among other people. 

Since I have been in my brother's shoes, that other part of me had remained hidden so I thought 
that it had been buried with my old body, but tragic events in the last few days have revealed to me that 
it is still with me, inside me. This strange entity is a powerful and enigmatic force, and I'm afraid it is 
trying to take over my will. The most worrisome part is that I have this urge to embrace it, yet I'm 
scared to death of it. Every day is a struggle that I seem to be losing, and I'm afraid I may end up being 
who I'm not today. Maybe I'm wrong and I should be that which is trying to manifest in me because 
that is my true self. 

If I sound confused, it is because I am. As I said before, don't fret too much about my doubts 
and problems because I have faith that things will work themselves out. I'm skipping town to continue 
searching for myself somewhere else, but no matter where I go, I will keep in touch and will always 
remember you as my tender mother who loved me even when I was the most unlovable creature in 
Cuchillo, and who I'm sure still loves me even if I'm the most unlovable creature in the world. 

 
Love always, 

Teman 

Child 
 

Fat and fluffy snowflakes float down through the windless frigid air. Jessica McShane tries to 
swallow them and chases after them with mouth open and tongue out. She still carries in her jacket's 
pocket the bloodied letter that Dr. Herzog had given her when he brought Teman's body back to 
Cuchillo. She doesn't remember how many times she has read it, but she doesn't tire of doing so. She 
never will. 

She chases snowflakes with short steps, urged to do the silly dance by the child in her womb. 
She feels him kicking with pleasure inside her as the flakes melt in her tongue. Nobody knows about 
the gift inside her because she hides her pregnancy well under winter clothes, and she will give birth to 
him at home because she doesn't want anybody to take him away from her, that gift planted in her by 
Teman and Abaddon. 

 
The End 

 
If you enjoyed reading my book why not send me a quick message via the Feedback link on my 

obooko.com download page? I will be delighted to hear from you. 


