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O N E

I chased him down the gravel path, my 
shoes slipping on the loose bed of small 
stones. Branches whipped my arms, my 
face, my bare legs, the khaki shorts I wore 
were no protection against the tendrils of 
branches and brambles.

Together we scrambled down the path 
almost in unison. I moved as though on a 
knife-edge; only a small movement one way 
or another would cause me to slip and fall 
on the rocky terrain. I couldn't afford to let 
him get away. Time was running out. 



The trail led near a steep ledge, then 
curved to the right and left around Logan 
Lake. He ducked to the right, and slid; for a 
moment I thought I would catch him. He got 
traction and raced down the gravel path. 

I slid the corner, lost my footing but 
caught myself with my right hand, scraping 
it on stones as I did. Ignoring the pain, I 
pushed myself as hard as I could, my legs 
like pistons. Sweat ran in rivulets, the tiny 
breeze made by my passing having no effect 
in the hot, still Arkansas air. 

If I thought pretending would help, I 
would imagine myself back in my parents' 
quiet, peaceful home on the lake, with 
plentiful air conditioning and books to 
occupy my time. A cold, wet margarita to 
slide down my parched, dry throat, and 
maybe take off the edge. 

That wasn't going to happen any time 
soon. 

I closed on him, he looked back over his 
shoulder, and the fear stood out in his wide, 



wild eyes. He wasn't running for no reason. 
He was guilty. 

And he knew that I knew. 
He made an abrupt turn, began climbing 

the hill back to the road, cutting a non-
existent path through the trees. I put on a 
burst of speed, collided with him, not a 
graceful tackle with which a corner-back 
would take down a receiver, but rather as a 
deer struck by a vehicle in the dead of night. 
No grace, no poise. 

The impact drove both of us into the 
rocky ground. He grunted, the air pressed 
out of him when caught between me and the 
ground. He twisted, tried to throw me off. I 
gripped him in a bear hug, trying to hold on 
for dear life. 

He kneed me in the crotch. 
I've heard that a man who takes a shot to 

the groin can keep going for up to five 
seconds before the pain takes over and puts 
him on the ground. It might even be seven 
seconds, if the man is under the influence of 



drugs, or adrenaline. 
Adrenaline for me, thanks. 
The knee barely registered. I stopped 

hugging and drove an elbow into his 
stomach, heard him gasp. He punched me in 
the face. 

His hand connected, and I felt, rather than 
heard, a crack. Sharp pain bloomed in my 
cheek, my wraparound sunglasses flew off. 
He sheltered his right hand with his left. I 
rolled off him and shook my head, pain 
lancing; a cut on my cheek from where his 
knuckles connected with my face. 

We both gasped for air, I was bent over on 
my knees, clutching my stomach, trying to 
deal with the pain in my groin. 

"Why?" I gasped. 
His eyes caught mine for the first time; 

and his face contorted in pain and panic. The 
sight of completely white, glazed eyes will 
sometimes have that affect. He struggled to 
rise and shelter his broken hand at the same 
time. A police siren wailed in the distance, 



growing closer by the minute. 
"I swear I didn't do it," he said through 

clenched teeth. 
He flinched when I reached for him. 
"Don't touch me, freak!" 
"Where is she?" I shouted, hand-fulls of 

his shirt clenched in my fists. I ignored the 
pain in my face and groin, and the scrapes 
from the brambles, ignored the fact that the 
cops were now moving in on foot.

"I don't know!" 
"Tell me!" I shook him hard. "I won't ask 

again." I raised my fist. I carry a gun, a 
Walther PK .380 concealed in a waistband 
holster at the small of my back, but I have 
never killed anyone, nor do I want to. It's for 
extreme situations, and this wasn't one of 
them. Besides, I didn't think threatening him 
with it would help, and I didn't want to be 
arrested for "going armed to the terror of the 
public" or anything else police would love to 
throw at me. 

Right then I just needed to know where 



she was, and this guy wasn't about to cough 
it up. 

He spit on me. "Screw you!" 
I grabbed him by the shoulder, and in that 

moment, concentrated.
"No," he whispered, as if he had a choice 

in the matter. His whisper was not a new one 
to me. It's the whisper of someone who is no 
longer in control, one who's compelled 
against their will to do something they don't 
want. The truth would be known, even if it 
was ripped from him. 

The police would only have my word that 
this was there man.

After I was done, they would have his 
confession. The cavalry arrived, and pulled 
me off of him. 

It never takes more than a few seconds. 
The man began to blubber, then threw up. 
After that, he began to tell them everything. 

The police officers let me go and 
handcuffed him. They had enough to put 
him away, but none of us knew where the 



girl was, or where his partner was. I would 
still have to find them both. 

She was going to die soon, that much I 
knew. 

I climbed the hill towards the dirt road, 
my heart heavy, my body tired, bruised and 
cut from the fight and gravel. I'd already lost 
more hours of sleep than I cared to count, 
but if I were to hazard a guess, I'd been 
awake for the last twenty-six hours.

I was tired, but too keyed-up to sleep. It 
wouldn't come, I knew, even if I tried. 



T W O

My name is Eli Eichan. I'm not a cop, and 
don't want to be. I've been told by my friend 
Robert Parsons, the only detective on 
Logan's police force, that I should join and 
become a detective. He also likes to poke 
fun at me for wearing sunglasses indoors, 
and makes blind jokes, but I let that slide. 

When I was ten, I discovered that two 
things were wrong with me: I had cataracts 
that completely covered my eyes, giving 
them a milky appearance. The funny thing 
is, the cataracts didn't make me blind. 
Somehow, I can still see, and that hasn't 



been explained. That alone would be enough 
to brand me with the term freak, or any 
number of creative things people come up 
with. But on top of that, I began to see souls. 
For problem one, my parents took me to an 
optometrist. When they learned nothing, we 
went to a specialist. The specialist told them 
the same thing. “We've never seen this 
before.” Since I could see just fine, perhaps 
better than most people in some ways, and 
there didn't seem a way to make me look 
normal, They gave me a pair of sunglasses. I 
liked that, it gave me an air of mystery. Plus, 
whenever I forgot to wear them and 
someone saw me, they would usually stare 
at me with a mixture of disgust and morbid 
curiosity. Better to keep them on as much as 
possible.

For problem two, they decided I should 
see a psychologist. Little did they know, he 
actually believed me when I told him about 
it. 

After high-school I spent my early years 



in an out-of-state college, and managed to 
travel a large portion of the United States 
before coming back to Logan and starting a 
small coffee shop slash bookstore I named 
Afterwords. My parents graciously allowed 
me to move back in with them until I could 
afford a place of my own. I can afford it, but 
I haven't found a place I like yet.

Logan, Arkansas is a small town of about 
five thousand; it was built around a lake, 
which eventually turns into a river that joins 
the Mississippi. Most of its citizens are 
young parents, there are several factories 
just outside of town that serve as 
employment.

My life is based on truth, for that is the 
only thing I know. I am not interested in 
celebrity, or the trappings that come with 
being well known. I keep a low profile 
because I like my life as it is; quiet, simple. 

It's too bad that people like Daryl 
Thomas, and his partner Austin Webber, take 
that away for awhile. 



The man I was chasing, Daryl, and his 
partner Austin, had kidnapped a local girl.  
Her name is Penny, and she's like a sister to 
me.

I was nine when Penny was born. Her 
parents, Richard and Brenda Guval, had 
known my parents since they moved here 
right before I was born. My father, Walter, 
was retired military. My mother, Diane, a 
painter of some note. The Guval's house was 
across from ours, and from the time Penny 
was about five both my parents and I 
babysat her when they wanted to get out. 
Which was usually once or twice a week. 
Most of the time, I got saddled with the 
watching. We formed a bond, perhaps out of 
our only child syndrome; I think we both 
wanted a brother or sister to play with, argue 
with. We rarely argued though, and I 
watched out for her. 

When I was eighteen I went away to 
college, and we didn't talk for two years. I 
thought about her on and off, through the 



haze of book learning and the occasional 
scrape Finn got me into.

* * *

Two days prior to me chasing down 
Daryl, I opened the store at the usual seven 
in the morning. Brenda Strand, my only 
employee, arrived a few minutes before six, 
and we went in together. She's a middle-
aged woman with her hair in a bun, three 
kids and a husband who lost his legs 
overseas. She's supposed to work part time, 
but recently has been taking on more hours. 

Brenda fired up the machines and began 
making coffee, I counted money and took 
care of initial paperwork. Fridays were 
always busy. First, there was a morning rush 
of coffee drinkers on their way to work, and 
then afterwards, people coming in to use 
free WIFI, read, drink coffee, and 
occasionally, buy used books. The day was 



the usual day, the sun burned the world, but 
inside we were sheltered by artificial cold 
air and see-through window shades. 
Nevertheless, I wore my sunglasses. 

People who knew me understood why, 
and people who didn't just thought I was 
weird. Most never questioned it though. 
Penny never did. 

She came in sometime in the afternoon 
with some of her girlfriends, giggling and 
talking among themselves, probably the 
usual banter about boys, music, or whatever 
else girls at that age talked about.   

I stood behind the counter, sunglasses on, 
effecting a cool I did not feel. I am usually 
nervous around females, no matter what the 
age.

Penny's friends wandered off down one of 
the isles, she came up to the counter. I 
leaned on it.

“Hey,” I said.
“What's up, Joe Cool,” she said, and 

laughed, tossing her long, brown hair to the 



side. She leaned on the counter too, although 
she was entirely too short to lean far. She 
has a pixie face that reminds me of an elf 
minus the big ears.

“The usual,” I said. “Enjoying vacation?”
She shrugged. “Yeah, its okay. I wish 

there was more to do around here, other than 
your boring store,” she chuckled.

“If it's so boring, why are you always 
coming in?”

“I can't give my big brother a hard time if 
I don't. Besides,” she raised her iced coffee, 
“I get a great discount.”

“Between you and Rob, I don't know how 
I make a living,” I said.

“You over charge everyone else.”
“That's only if I have something to sell. 

You guys are drinking me out of a living.”
“Then you can just raise the price on 

books,” she said. 
I laughed.
“We still on for tomorrow?” she asked.
“I guess. What were we doing again?”



“Car shopping. I don't want to go with 
dad to do it. He'll pick out a granny car. He 
said he trusts your judgment.”

“That's way too much pressure,” I said.
“Oh come on, you love cars.”
“Only when I'm buying. And I can't afford 

a car. Besides, I love motorcycles more.”
“With this place? You should be able to 

afford a BMW.”
I laughed, stood up. “Maybe a twenty 

year-old one. Missing an engine, and a 
transmission.”

“Yeah right. You're probably loaded.”
“And by loaded, you mean broke as hell. I 

ride a 1984 motorcycle, for crying out loud.”
She smiled. “That's just your cover.” She 

picked up her coffee and went to join her 
friends. I shook my head and went back to 
watching customers behind my dark shades.

Souls to me appear as shimmering, like a 
mirage, or the ripples on a clear lake. Like a 
mirage or ripple, there are many variations, 
and people are as interesting to watch 



because of that, as they are because of their 
mannerisms, habits, and movements.

The funny thing about Soul-Sight is that 
when someone intends to do something bad, 
the soul lights up with color. When they 
have committed the dead, their soul leaves a 
trace, in the form of a ghostly hand-print or 
foot print. Sometimes a drip, like ghostly 
blood. Extreme emotion sometimes can 
color both the soul and the traces differently 
as well. 

I cannot perceive the goodness in a 
person. One's soul does not appear more 
white to me than another, but some appear to 
be more firm, the shimmer more visible than 
others. 

I don't subscribe to a religion, although I 
have spent an inordinate amount of time in 
and out of various steeple houses that pepper 
the surrounding town. A few of them are old, 
having been built when the town was new, 
back in the nineteen twenties. I still frequent 
those for the quiet, the stillness in which to 



think. 
The day burned on, the heat swelled, and 

little did I know, evil came to town.



T H R E E

The following day was more of the same. 
The air-conditioner in the store thrummed 
quietly, the selection of classical and jazz 
played softly. I took my sunglasses off, and 
rubbed my eyes, thankful I had good coffee 
every morning to wake me up. I looked up 
to see Robert Parson's chiseled face. He 
wore jeans and a teeshirt, over which he 
wore a short-sleeve button-up shirt. To hide 
his gun, most likely. Everyone, including 
me, just called him Rob.

He looked at me, cocked his head to the 
side. “You get up on the wrong side of the 



bed, White Eyes?”
I squinted at him. “You trying out a new 

one?” 
He shrugged, picked up the large black 

coffee I'd put down on the counter. He took 
a sip, then grimaced. “Bad as ever. Yeah, I 
can't seem to think of a nickname that fits 
you. There's not very many things you can 
call a blind guy.”

“There's always Bat-Man,” I said.
“Eh, that's taken. I was thinking more 

along the lines of a mole.”
“Great, just how I wanted to be known.”
“Mole-Man. It has a nice ring to it.”
“So does 'get the hell out of my store'.”
He chuckled. “I'm going, I'm going.” He 

sipped the coffee again, and winced. “You 
ever gonna do something about this recipe?”

“Sure. When someone other than you 
complains. Until then, probably not.” I 
grinned.

Laughing, he left.  
Noon rolled around, and Penny didn't 



come in per our plan. Maybe she forgot, I 
thought. I picked up the phone and dialed 
her cell. It rang a while, then went to voice 
mail. I hung up, than dialed her home phone. 
Her father answered. After confirming she 
had left at eleven with one of her friends, I 
told him that perhaps she was running late, 
and I would watch out for her.

Two o'clock rolled around, and still no 
sign of her. I wasn't worried yet. While it 
was strange that she hadn't come in yet, it 
was quite possible she'd gotten sidetracked. 
Easy to do, for a teenager. 

At around seven o'clock, Penny's dad 
called me and asked if I'd heard from Penny. 
I said no. He sounded worried, and said she 
hadn't come home. I offered to make some 
calls. He said it was okay, she probably 
stayed at a friend's house, since she'd 
mentioned it, and that he would call around 
himself. I didn't give it another thought, 
since the store was busy and my hands were 
full.



* * *

Rob came in for coffee the next day. 
“Hey, buddy,” I said, setting his usual cup 

of coffee on the counter. 
“I didn't come here for coffee,” he said. 

Rob doesn't pull punches, he never has in all 
the years I've known him. He didn't insult 
me either, so I knew something was wrong.

“What's up?” 
“When was the last time you saw Penny?”
“Day before yesterday. Why?”
“Was she with anyone?”
“Just a group of her usual friends. Why, 

what's going on?”
He glanced around, then lowered his 

voice. “She's missing. She didn't come home 
yesterday. Her dad said she was supposed to 
go with you to look for a car.”

“Yeah, we were, but she never showed. I 
called her, and when I didn't get an answer I 
called her house and talked to her dad. He 



called me back around seven to say she 
hadn't come home, but that she was 
supposed to stay at a friends'.”

“He said as much. Look, if you find out 
anything, let me know will you?”

“Of course. I'll keep an eye out for 
anything. Dammit.”

“Sorry man. I know you guys are close. I 
hope she just slept over one of her friends 
and forgot to tell her folks, or something.”

“Yeah, me too.”
Rob turned and left, and my heart dropped 

into my stomach. I wracked my mind for 
any clues to her disappearance, combing 
through the last few days, but nothing came 
to mind. If she was missing, I would find 
her. How, I didn't know. Was it possible she 
might have wandered somewhere, gotten 
lost? I doubted it. She wasn't the type of 
person who spent a ton of time in the great 
outdoors. She didn't camp, or hike, or any of 
those things. 

I called my dad. He was home, working 



on another motorcycle he'd salvaged from 
the junkyard.

“Hey,” he said by way of greeting when 
he answered.

“Hey Dad. Have you seen Penny 
around?”

“Not recently. Weren't you supposed to 
take her car shopping?”

“Yeah, but that was yesterday, and she 
never showed. Rob just came in and told me 
she's missing.”

I heard the clatter of a tool in the 
background. My dad uttered an expletive, 
then said, “Sorry, I haven't seen her. You ask 
your mother?”

“Not yet. I will though.”
“She was supposed to go with Penny's 

mom to get her hair done today, but think 
that got canceled.”

“Okay, I'll give her a call. Thanks Dad.” I 
hung up, then dialed Mom.

“Eli, I just tried to call you,” she said.
“Oh?” I glanced down at my phone. Sure 



enough, missed call.
“Did you hear that Penny's missing?”
“Rob told me this morning. Any idea 

where she went?” I asked.
“No. I'm with her mother. We were 

hoping you knew something.”
“I wish.” My stomach plummeted once 

more. I hoped she was okay. “I'll try to find 
her.”

“Okay. Let us know if you here anything 
will you?”

“Of course. Bye.”
“Bye.”
I turned to Brenda. “Can you handle the 

store for a bit?”
She smiled. “Don't I always?”
I nodded, faked a smile, and went to the 

office where I'd stashed my motorcycle gear. 
She was missing. My sister, my best friend. 
The sun burned high in the sky; but to me 
the day had grown cold as old bones.



F O U R

I spent the day riding around, looking for 
any sign of foul play, some sign of where 
Penny might have gone. None of it made 
any sense to me. She wasn't known for 
disappearing. From all appearances, she had 
good relationship with her folks. If there 
were problems, it was highly likely that she 
would have told me about it. We told each 
other everything. Well, almost everything. I 
never told her about my ability, but that was 
the only thing I kept from her.

Night fell, I gave up and went home. But 
sleep was long in coming.



The next day, was more of the same. I 
hadn't slept at all, but continued to turn the 
events of the days over like a compost pile, 
hoping the constant scrutiny would jar 
something, anything in my mind. Tired, my 
eyes burning, I almost missed dripped traces 
on the floor leading into my store. the sickly 
green mixed with amber. That particular 
green only exists when someone commits 
rape, and the mix of amber meant that he'd 
planned to murder whoever it was.

I wandered slowly through my bookstore, 
following the traces, down one isle then the 
next, until I found Daryl in the science-
fiction section. He stared at me. I stared 
back. He dropped the book he'd been 
holding and brushed passed me. I followed 
him out. He was on a bicycle, he wouldn't 
get too far. I let him get some distance, then 
followed on my motorcycle.

At some point he realized I followed him, 
despite hanging back what I considered far 
enough, even stopping a couple times 



altogether; he threw the bike down and ran 
into the woods. 

His inky green and amber footprints were 
enough for me to follow. 

* * *

Daryl hadn't given up his friend's location. 
He genuinely didn't know. He'd been with 
Austin, helped kidnap her, but after they'd 
raped her, Austin took her somewhere, to get 
rid of her. He didn't know where 
unfortunately. 

Had I not the presence of mind, and the 
control over my own emotions, I would have 
pulled my gun and shot him on the spot, 
instead of letting the cops handle it. 

That of course, wouldn't have solved 
anything. 

Daryl and Austin both frequented a bar on 
the outskirts of town, one of those that 
became a hot-spot at night, mostly because 



there were so few places for wannabe 
socialites to gather in this small town.

I stopped my bike just outside the bar and 
grill named The Bull and Bristle. It was 
more bar than grill. The grill itself was more 
of a flat slab of concrete, where bad 
cheeseburgers were fried, and the French 
fries tasted as if the oil hadn't been changed 
in weeks. Nothing a drunk would notice 
anyway. 

I parked my bike, walked up to the 
entrance. On the step, oily greenish-amber 
footprints made their ghostly way up the 
steps and into the bar. 

There was no way I could confront him 
there. I could call the cops, but it occurred to 
me that wherever they'd stashed Penny 
might not have enough air. Or, if it did, 
might not contain enough food or water for 
her to survive until found. 

I didn't want to take that chance. 
Approaching Austin here could possibly 

spook him, depending on what happened to 



Daryl at the police department, also 
depending on if the two had any contact 
since Daryl was arrested.

 Inside the bar, the footprints went off 
somewhere in the back, perhaps to one of 
the pool tables. 

Only on special occasions would I step 
foot inside a bar, or even drink. Because I 
was not a normal patron, and most of the 
people in town knew me, I decided not to 
draw attention to myself. I went inside and 
ordered a Coke to go in the hopes the 
caffeine would help me stay awake for what 
I had to do. After getting my Coke, I went 
back outside to wait.

Two hours later, Austin decided he'd had 
enough of pool and alcohol. He was bigger 
than me, about six foot two and perhaps two 
hundred and fifty pounds, most of that 
muscle. 

He was covered in enough tattoos with 
subject matter to make any one blush with 
embarrassment. He walked past my table, 



his beer goggle gaze skimming right past 
me, although he didn't look plastered, and 
his pace seemed straight. 

I rose and followed the footprints. I tried 
not to think about the shape I might find 
Penny in. It was possible that she'd ran into 
the two idiots on the way home from school 
one day. She usually walked, and there were 
several stretches of road on the way to her 
home that had no houses to speak of, much 
traffic. It would have been easy for them. 

The rage began to build. 
Austin drove a white Ford F150, the tires 

on it over-sized, the hubcaps shiny. Loud rap 
from his sub-woofers grated my ears.

I would have to keep him in sight, as the 
trail of traces stops when the drippy person 
gets in a vehicle. Traces seem to follow 
some rules in regards to the physical world, 
but I'm not entirely sure what those are, or 
why. Over time they fade, and disappear 
completely. Some last many years; some 
fade in as little as twenty minutes. I do not 



understand the reason for it.
The truck moved down the road at a good 

clip, taking the turns fast, without fear of 
police. Our town isn't big enough for a large 
force. There are perhaps only half a dozen 
officers. 

Not all of them sit at speed traps, usually 
those are designated for certain times of the 
month, when the quota is due. 

I followed from a distance, allowing his 
sub-woofers to be my guide, until at last, he 
turned onto a dirt trail that had more twists 
and turns. I loathed riding my cycle on dirt 
trails, it is not a dirt bike, and not equipped 
to deal with the terrain. 

Now though, the situation called for 
desperate measures. Night was falling, and, 
if I turned aside to wait until morning to 
borrow my parents' Jeep, Penny might be 
dead, and I would be the cause. 

I took the dirt trail as carefully as I could, 
the rise of dust from the truck making the 
path as clear as his footprints would have. 



Having never been up this path, I had no 
idea where he was headed. I hoped for 
Penny's sake we would arrive soon. The path 
wound for about two more miles before it 
stopped at what appeared to be a cabin in a 
clearing. Before that, I pulled off the side of 
the road, and switched off my bike. I hung 
the helmet on the rack. On foot would be the 
only way to go now. 

Austin parked his truck just outside the 
cabin and went inside; I waited for the door 
to shut before I made my move. 

I hunched, and tried to stay out of sight of 
the cabin, using his giant truck as cover to 
get close. 

Upon reaching the door of the cabin, I put 
my ear to it and listened. 

Nothing could be heard accept for the 
sound of my own pulse beating in my ear. I 
slunk to one of the windows and looked. 
Still nothing. I had no idea where Austin 
went. It seemed he'd disappeared 
somewhere inside the cabin. I checked one 



of the other windows. 
Cupping my hand to the window, in the 

fading light, I could only make out several 
pieces of furniture. An old sofa, a TV, and a 
mattress. 

Trying not to think about the presence of 
the mattress, I tried the door to the cabin. 

The handle turned. 
Austin not only appeared unaware of his 

partner being caught, but seemed so sure 
enough of himself that no one would find 
him, he'd left the door unlocked. On a 
hunch, I turned away from the cabin door 
and looked inside his truck. 

The keys were in the ignition. 
Definitely no worry. 
I wondered then, what had gone through 

his mind when the two had kidnapped 
Penny. Neither had a record, both held jobs 
outside of town at the only factory within 
driving range. Without calling either of them 
good looking, neither of them would fall 
into the ugly category. 



The world is full of horrible things. At 
this place and time, the bad outweighs the 
good, for as the world races toward the 
finish line, it has to get worse before it will 
get better. I could not begin to surmise a 
reason the two of them would want to do the 
things that they did, even if I tried. A 
sickness of the soul, perhaps.

I went back to the cabin door. The handle 
turned, and opened without a squeak. 

Although the hardware of the door spoke 
of care, both the hinges and the handle being 
well oiled to prevent rust and the sound of 
mice, the inside of the cabin told quite a 
different story. 

Sometimes, the sickness of the soul 
manifests itself in outward displays of the 
putrid mess that the inside has become. 

This cabin showed such. It reeked of beer, 
stale pizza, sex, and a rot that I couldn't 
stomach. Heaving, I ran outside, thankful I 
hadn't eaten anything before coming here.

In the cab of the truck I found a bandanna 



around the mirror, along with the assorted 
chains and beads from some drunken party. 

I took the bandana, and, praying no one 
had blown their nose on it, or anything else 
for that matter, I tied it over my mouth and 
nose. 

I also took several Tic-Tacs from the 
small plastic case in my pocket and put them 
in my mouth. A trick I learned from a friend 
of mine who was a nurse's assistant in town. 

Great for dealing with smell, she said. 
Dubious, but willing to try anything, I did 

it, and, taking a deep breath, I went back 
inside the cabin. 

Same stench, ghostly footprints 
everywhere. The candy did, however, seem 
to override some of the wafts of whatever 
that horrible smell was, and allowed me to 
suffer through it this time without 
upchucking. 

I looked around as fast as I could. The big 
bastard had to have gone somewhere. 

A small bedroom off the living room, the 



state of it no better than the living room. 
Lots of dirty magazines, beer bottles, pizza 
boxes, and dirty clothes. I gave the room a 
quick look then headed for the kitchen. 

In the kitchen, hidden from view of the 
living room by the fridge so as not to be 
seen by casual lookers, was a thin door, 
perhaps half the size of a regular one. 

A normal man could turn sideways and 
get through without issue. I wasn't sure how 
Austin made it through. There was a set of 
steps that led down, and from there I could 
not see anything. 

Once inside the door, the passage way 
was wide enough to accommodate a large 
man. 

I drew my gun, despite the fact that I was 
the one trespassing. At this point, I didn't 
care. Sometimes I don't follow the law to the 
letter, and in this case, I felt justified. 
Trespassing or not. 

I did not know if Penny was really down 
this passage, but if she was, I would respond 



however was needed to protect her. 
If saving Penny meant ruining the police 

case, so be it. She was all that mattered at 
the moment. 

I removed my sunglasses, and moved 
down the steps, into darkness. 



F I V E

The door at the top of the stairs stood 
open, allowing only a thin strand of light to 
shine down those steps. Because of all the 
things I get into in the course of my life, I 
have a list of items I keep with me called an 
Every Day Carry. 

What is on the list depends on the person, 
of course, but mine consists of my gun, 
phone, a flash light, a small emergency kit in 
a small watertight tube, a bracelet made of 
para-cord, my wallet, of course, and some 
sort of jacket, depending on the weather. 

It was currently cold, so my coat was 



leather, and long enough to hide any small 
bulge that might give away the handle of the 
pistol jutting out of my jeans. 

I removed the bandana and pulled the 
flashlight from its small holder on my belt, 
switched it on and pointed it down into the 
darkness. I didn't need the light to see the 
footprints. Like the spirit, they are 
luminescent, and I can see them even in total 
darkness. 

I reached the bottom of the steps, and 
moved into the passage. The passage was 
cold, and the walls were of stone. I assumed 
that this was an old mining shaft, though 
how far down it went I didn't know. 

All I wanted to do was to reach Penny. 
Before it was too late. Before her life was 
just a blip on the scale of eternity. 

I kept moving. I heard water dripping 
somewhere. 

The footprints continued on, as bright as 
they were at the bar, not faded at the least. 
Good for me, because they were easy to 



follow. Not good for Penny. 
Whatever they had done with her, to her, 

they would pay for. 
The water dripped in from a small crack 

in the ceiling, so small as to be almost 
invisible. 

Hoping the crack wouldn't become a 
crevice, I moved past it. The passage way 
wound around, the ceiling grew lower the 
further I went in, becoming oppressive. 

My heart palpitated wildly, I tried to quiet 
it even as the fear in me grew. 

A solid door loomed in front of me, and in 
the glow of my flashlight I assumed it was 
wood, but I could not be sure. It had two 
deadbolts on it. Whatever was in there 
would not be able to leave. 

Penny had been gone for two days. I was 
exhausted, but currently bolstered by the 
fear and adrenaline that came with it. That, 
and the coke I'd consumed at the bar. 

I turned the deadbolts. I knew would be 
loud on whichever side one was on. 



I waited. 
A minute passed, maybe longer. I couldn't 

be sure. Darkness has a way of changing the 
flow of time. 

When I could no longer stand to wait, 
when the pressure to go in equaled the 
pressure to stay out, I turned the handle on 
the door and cracked it open. 

Inside was not what I expected. The glow 
of standing lamps outlined what seemed to 
be a small chamber, a room that had been 
abandoned long ago, but had been re-
purposed into something sinister, something 
evil. 

Candles burned everywhere. In the center 
of the room, a pentagram had been chalked 
out, then candles placed at each point. 

And in the center of the pentagram was a 
body. Unrecognizable for the amount of 
damage that'd been done to it. Never in one 
place have I seen so many footprints, or 
hand-prints. Around that person, they were 
thick almost to the point where all I could 



see was the sickly green hue mixed with that 
inky blackness. 

I fought the urge to throw up again. 
Whoever it was had been female, but 

ruined beyond belief. I tore my eyes from 
the gore, and quickly glanced around the 
room. 

A cement slab stood at the far end of the 
room, near a wall. Penny was on it. To me it 
resembled an alter. She was nude, and 
bound. I could not tell what condition she 
was in, and I didn't want to look for fear she 
was dead. 

The color of the foot and hand-prints, at 
least, told me otherwise. Abused, yes. Dead, 
no. 

I holstered my weapon, and removed my 
jacket. On me it was perfect. On her, it 
would be more like a long dress. 

I moved to her, draping the coat over her 
as I did. I drew the multi-tool I always carry, 
and used the knife on it to cut the thick rope 
that bound her to that horrible block of 



concrete. 
She opened her eyes as I began to cut the 

ropes. 
"Eli?" she whispered, her dry, chapped 

lips barely moving to form the word. 
"Shh, it's okay," I said. "I'm here." 
"Eli," she said again, her voice a bit 

stronger, and tears of relief came as she 
threw her arms around me. 

"It's okay," I said again. "Let's get you out 
of here."

She nodded, weak hands clutching at the 
coat, trying to hold it closed. I zipped it up 
for her, averting my eyes until she was 
decent. 

"Can you walk?" I whispered. 
"I don't know." 
"It's okay, I can carry you." 
I bent down, lifted her up in both arms. 
"Eli," she whispered in my ear, and her 

voice trembled, tinged with foreboding. 
"He's here." 

I hadn't had time to survey the room 



again, so did not know where he came from, 
only that one moment he was not, the next 
he came from a side of the room where I 
thought there was no entrance, or exit. I set 
her down, and she collapsed to the floor, 
breathing heavy, but from exertion or fear I 
did not know. 

I hadn't noticed before, but the glow about 
him was a swirling, mottled green, black, 
and amber mass. To someone else who saw 
him, they might think he was merely on 
something, perhaps drugs or alcohol, with 
his bloodshot eyes, clenched fists and 
threatening demeanor. 

I knew otherwise. 
He was drunk, all right. With the blood of 

whoever had died in the center of the room, 
poor woman. 

The darkness swirled around him, and to 
me it began to fill the room. That is what 
darkness does, when given reign. 

Austin had so given himself over to the 
evil inside him, it had swallowed him 



completely. 
"I don't know how you found me," he 

said, his voice garbled, "but thank you." 
"For what?" I asked, stepping between 

him and Penny. 
"Bringing me yet another sacrifice." 
"I didn't bring you anything," I said. I was 

surprised to see no weapon of any kind, no 
gun or knife. 

"Oh, but you did," he said. "You came." 
"Your buddy ratted you out," I said, 

backing up, my right hand rising to the rear, 
towards the handle of my .380. 

"It doesn't matter. Once you and the girl 
are dead, I will be more powerful than 
anyone can imagine. This town, then this 
world, will be mine." 

I stared at him, and in the depths of the 
eyes that I no longer mistook for his, I could 
see the creature that he'd unleashed upon 
himself. 

I went for my gun. 
He roared, an unearthly sound, and sprang 



at me. 
Never in my life have I seen someone 

move so fast. 
The gun flew from my hand. My back hit 

the stone floor, he landed on top of me. He 
was stronger than I ever imagined, and the 
darkness of his soul swirled around us, I 
could no longer tell if it was his weight or 
the weighty stench of that mottled darkness 
that crushed me. 

I struggled to push him away. 
He gripped my head, forced it backward, 

going for the breaking point. I clawed his 
face with my nails. He let go of my head, 
and instead rained punches down on me, 
hitting my face, bloodying my nose. I 
blocked some of the blows and twisted, 
trying to throw him off me somehow. 

His strength was unbelievable. 
He pinned my arms, put his knees on 

them, and began to choke me. 
No air. 
I heard pounding in my ears, a surf upon a 



distant shore. For a moment I must have 
hallucinated, for I stood upon that sand and 
looked up at the darkening sky. But there 
was no air there either, and a burst of anger, 
of fear, of hate, coursed through me. I 
twisted, hard, enough to get my hand out 
from under his leg. 

My hand shot to his shoulder. And 
through the stars I was beginning to see, 
through the small window the lids of my 
eyes became, I focused. 

I reached out, touched his soul. 
It is a gift, and a curse. 
He flew backwards off of me, howling, 

and growling as he scrambled across the 
stone, towards the circle, a mad man now, 
any shred of sanity gone. 

There is a way to kill a man with my 
ability. I have never used it in that way, until 
that moment. 

He continued holding his head, fighting to 
drive off whatever he saw attacking him. All 
I could see was the darkness swirling, 



encompassing him in a way I've never seen 
it on another person. 

A cannon boomed within that small 
chamber. My hands flew to my ears, and to 
my surprise blood spurted from his head, the 
cannon once more booming, Austin jerked, 
the bullet taking him in the chest, almost 
directly center. 

I whirled, not realizing where the shots 
came from. 

Penny sat, holding my gun, her aim 
wavering as her arms grew tired. It must 
have taken the last of her strength to fire that 
weapon. 

Austin fell to his knees, clawing at his 
neck and gasping as if air was not readily 
available. 

He collapsed. 
I climbed to my feet, rubbing my neck, 

coughing. 
Penny still pointed the gun at him, tears 

running down her face. "I'm sorry," she said, 
voice shaking, looking at me, still pointing 



the gun straight outward, gripping it hard 
with both hands. "I'm sorry." 

I took the gun and hugged her. "It's okay. 
It's okay." 

I don't know how long we stayed like that. 
The chamber was silent, the candles burned. 

I broke the embrace eventually, although 
she continued to cling to me, no longer 
almost a woman. A scared child now. 

After putting the safety on and tucking the 
gun into my holster, I picked her up, and 
began the slow climb back through the dark 
tunnel, and up the stairs. 

* * * 

In the aftermath, Penny and her folks 
moved east, to New York. From what Penny 
told me in letters, they wanted to get as far 
away from Logan as they could, though she 
didn't want to. She was holding up well, 
despite all that had happened to her. I 



received a letter from her thanking me for 
saving her life, saying she'd keep in touch. 
Her parents thanked me in a separate one, 
although I didn't want, didn't need any 
thanks. 

She was my friend, a sister to me. I did 
what anyone would have. 

I know one other person like me, an old 
man who can see the things I see, whose 
eyes have the same milky-white appearance 
that mine do. I've known him since I was 
ten. His name is Finn Finnigan.

He told me once that people like us are 
called Confessors, our ability allows us to 
bring truth where there is none, to reveal 
truth, when truth is hidden.

I don't know. I haven't made up my mind 
yet. What I do know, is that my name is Eli 
Eichan. 

And I have a bookstore to run. 

The End



Look for 

CONFESSOR

#1 IN THE ELI EICHAN SERIES.

Coming soon

#2 IN THE SERIES

W R A T H


	T R A C E S
	DREW MERTEN

	O N E
	T W O
	* * *

	T H R E E
	F O U R
	* * *

	F I V E
	* * *
	Look for
	W R A T H


