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Prologue 

Alisha came home spiritually bankrupt and bone 
weary. Her keys slipped through her fingers as she tried 
to put them on the key rack. Cursing, she picked them 
up and placed them securely back on one of the brass 
hooks. She crooked her head as the echo of clanking 
keys broke the silence. Something wasn’t right as she 
tried to squash the spider of misgivings she had in her 
stomach. Something touched her shoulder and she 
quickly turned but only ghostly stillness blanketed her. 
Every muscle contracted turning Alisha into stone as 
she stood in her apartment looking, waiting for the 
intruder to appear. Finally, after a few intense moments, 
she thought nothing but a really good vodka martini 
would cure her ills. Whatever she was feeling was 
miniscule compared to the bank acquisitions, clients 
who needed hand holding, loans, and all the other 
tedious things that needed her attention at the bank. Her 
reservations slowly dissipated into the ether and she 
breathed a sigh of relief past her lips. She flipped on the 
tube for noise and a talking head related the latest 
murder in Albuquerque, another woman found naked 
and mutilated. She immediately flipped the TV back 
off. Slowly, she went into her bedroom and cast her 
ridiculously high heels off across the room where they 
landed in a beleaguered pile. She smirked; she would 
allow one mess. Her black pencil skirt slithered over 
her hips, cascaded down her legs, and pooled to the 
ground. She peeled her pantyhose from her long, sleek 
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legs. “Sadistic bastard,” she muttered at the inventor of 
hose, but smiled because she couldn’t deny her legs 
looked damn good with them on. Silence made the air 
heavy as she tried to knead the tension from her 
shoulders away. But the annoying pit in her stomach 
was growing legs and crawling up her spine. She could 
feel each hairy leg of suspicion and paranoia stick into 
each nerve cell. 

She sat stiff and straight as a board on the edge of 
her bed. Her eyes darted everywhere in her bedroom, 
looking for the source of her discomfort, but only 
silence answered her paranoid questions. “Right, no 
more late night news,” spilled across her lips. Alisha 
shook her head, then deftly unbuttoned each button to 
her white satin blouse and tossed the delicate shirt in 
the basket on the way to the bathroom. In nothing but a 
bra and panties, she brushed her long hair and let each 
strand fall across her flawless skin. She watched herself 
smile at the memory of her boyfriend whispering in her 
ear about how he could lose himself in her whiskey-
colored eyes. An electrical impulse of tonight’s 
possibilities squashed the hairy little bastard feeling in 
her stomach. She looked in the mirror and pointed her 
finger, “You are getting so lucky tonight,” and giggled 
at her audacity. 

A soft scent of vanilla wafted around her and 
tickled her nose. It was such a delicious smell, a small 
growl rose from her stomach and suddenly she craved 
cookies and milk. She wondered where the aroma was 
coming from. She didn’t remember lighting a candle or 
having a plug-in scent in the room. She stopped 
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brushing her hair and looked at the reflections in the 
mirror. Every muscle tightened in place. The bathtub 
was full of steaming water. She commanded her 
muscles to move and backed out of the bathroom so 
quickly she slammed her shoulder into the doorframe. 
The pain was jarring and forced her to stand still. Each 
beat of her heart pounded in her ears. Dizzy from the 
rush of blood to her head, she put a hand to a wall. The 
cold, hard surface beneath her fingers became a wet 
blanket that embalmed her nerves. 

This is ridiculous, she thought, I never panic, and 
she took a deep breath. “All right, there is a logical 
explanation,” she commented. “Maybe a pipe broke,” 
she knotted her eyebrows together, “maybe I forgot to 
pull the stopper in the tub.” Her heartbeat slowed after 
each reasonable explanation until a million little other 
questions beat her reasonable explanations to a pulp. 
She couldn’t escape the feeling that a pair of wolf eyes, 
slaking in the woods, was boring through her skin. 
“Right, time to get out,” but she looked down at herself 
in her purple silk bra and panties. “Must get dressed 
first,” and she scrambled to her closet. A meticulous list 
of things she needed formed in her scattered brain—a 
brush, toothbrush, clothes, deodorant, perfume, and of 
course, underwear. “There is a logical explanation,” her 
voice cracked from her parched throat as she dragged 
clothes off their hangers. 

Alisha grabbed a running outfit and quickly tried to 
put one foot in a pant leg, but missed and she ended up 
bouncing around on one leg. She caught herself against 
the wall, “Damn it.” The smell of vanilla was 
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overwhelming and she scrunched her nose, “Maybe the 
neighbors had some stupid candle lighted.” A cold draft 
blew across the back of her neck. She stopped moving, 
and let her pants puddle around her ankles. Slowly, she 
turned clockwise, fear making her body turn to stone. A 
scream caught in her throat as her body was hurled 
across the room. Her head hit the wall with a loud crack 
and she slumped down the cold surface in a heap. 
Barely moving, she opened her eyes to a blurry figure 
before her. Her fingers reached out to the ethereal 
object for help. He caught her wrist in a vise-like grip, 
sending searing sharp needles down her arms. 

She tried to scream, but gloved fingers lifted her 
chin so her eyes were looking into a deep blue abyss, 
“You are getting so lucky tonight.” His voice, every 
word, sent a wave of fear inside her and she fought to 
stay awake to keep the demon away. Blackness 
encroached as thick as tar and she melted into the dark. 

Alisha’s eyes fluttered open, only to find she 
couldn’t focus on anything. Only haziness surrounded 
her. Piercing light penetrated her eyes, exacerbating her 
excruciating headache. Every time she opened her eyes, 
a new lightning bolt of pain struck her and she wanted 
to wretch from the agony. Her arms were stretched taut 
and she tried yanking at the red ties, but with each new 
movement, a new wave of nausea would envelop her. 
Panic began to crawl from her toes to her very heart. 
“Help…” but the words were lost in her dry, cracked 
throat. She licked her swollen lips. She tasted 
something coppery/metallic on her tongue. A white 
shadow crossed her eyes and then a sudden sharp pain 



viii 

struck across her arm. She screamed and tried to move, 
but blackness stole her from consciousness. Her eyes 
popped open, but she couldn’t figure out how long she 
had been out. She looked in horror as the deep color of 
red began to well. Rivulets of blood slowly dripped 
down her arm, where she could feel it pool around her 
neck. The scent of iron mixed with vanilla hung heavy 
in the air. Disoriented, she tried to figure out what was 
happening, but couldn’t comprehend, until pain in both 
arms brought her to her bleak reality. A cold sensation 
went across her body and she knew, without looking, 
she was totally naked, vulnerable. 

She jerked her body hard to escape her bonds, but 
with every jerk, there were a thousand stinging pains in 
her back. Hanging in front of her was her wooden 
rosary with the body of a man splayed out on the cross 
in agony, blood dripping from nail wounds in his hands 
and feet. Her grandma prayed with that rosary every 
Sunday before she gave it to Alisha for her first 
communion. A teardrop escaped and ran down her 
cheek. Behind the swaying crucifix stood a demon in a 
white chemical suit with piercing blue eyes. 

“Hello, Alisha, awake at last!” his voice dripped 
liquid fire down her spine. Her body tremored from the 
waves of chills coursing through her body. Her eyes 
darted around the room, looking for something, 
anything that would save her. “Alisha, Alisha” he 
patted her face, “look at me.” He forced her to look at 
him. “Alisha, look at me,” and the killer’s deep blue 
eyes penetrated her own. Desperately, she peered into 
his eyes searching for a small sign of humanity, but 
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only found arctic ice. “If you move, dear, the glass on 
the bed will only cut deeper.” He leaned closer and 
whispered in her ear, “Please, move some more.” He 
laughed while she trembled. He raised a large butcher 
knife above her body. Her eyes focused on a drop of 
blood that slowly snaked its way from the tip, down the 
blade, and then splashed onto her body. She tried to 
scream, but his hand covered her mouth. “Shhh….” He 
began to sing, “Hush little baby don’t you cry.” He 
kissed her cheek. “Alisha, you and I are going to have 
so much fun,” and she watched cold steel slash her skin 
wide open…. 
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Chapter 1 

“NOOOOOO!!! Miss, please don’t!” he screamed. 
My head rang from his screaming. Why wouldn’t he 

stop screaming? The sound of his screams—of all of 
their screams—was making me crazy. I wanted to put 
my hands to my ears and muffle out their sounds, but I 
held the gun straight and steady. God, why do they have 
to scream? Can’t they whisper? The gun was cold and 
heavy. Electrical shockwaves ran through my veins at 
the power I had in my hands. My tongue tingled with 
the taste of fear from the man shaking before me. 
Waves of panic from the bank employees huddled on 
the ground collided around me and I reveled in the rush 
of adrenaline. Behind me, my boyfriend was egging me 
to pull the trigger. 

“Go ahead, baby, pull the trigger.” 
My eyes pinpointed on the bank guard’s deep, rich 

brown eyes. His pupils were wide and black as he knelt 
before me. Beads of sweat rolled down his temples and 
dripped down his sweaty, black neck as his hands were 
outstretched in a sign of complete surrender. 

“Please, Ma’am, just calm down. No need for this 
to happen.” 

I laughed at his sweet gentle, talk. He was following 
his training perfectly—stay calm, and talk softly to the 
assailant. All I heard was the scared rabbit sound in his 
cracked throat. 

But, I so wanted this to happen. My finger slowly 
pulled the trigger to the gun that was aimed directly for 
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his forehead. He was in my sights. I couldn’t wait for 
the blast of light and the sensation of the bullet racing 
out of the gun. My head was spinning at the revelation 
that I was in control over everyone. Power was such an 
elixir and it had a taste like no other. My heartbeat 
drummed faster at the images of my finger pulling the 
trigger. My senses heightened to any movement, anyone 
making even the slightest sound. Tiny water droplets of 
perspiration budded on the back of my neck. The cries 
and whimpers of people cowered on the stone-cold 
floor were like loud screeches and made my ears hurt. 
They prayed and searched from a sign from God that 
an angel or someone would help them. But no one was 
going to help them. I was their savior and their 
punisher. They didn’t do anything to deserve this, but I 
was the one who decided if their last breath was laid 
among the ashes of their dreams. My boyfriend was 
buzzing in my ear, “Come on, baby, shoot the fucker!” 

He rocked his hips behind me and something very 
hard pushed into me. He was excited at the thought of 
death. His arm was around my neck, and the other hand 
was helping to hold the gun steady in my hands that 
were slick with sweat. He whispered in my ear, “Just 
shoot it.” 

His hot breath tickled my neck, sending a chill down 
my spine, and I jerked for only a moment. It was 
enough to break my trance and I was slammed back 
into my body. What am I doing here? I started to shake. 
The gun slipped but only a little. The guard saw the 
opportunity and began to soothingly talk to me in 



My Soul to Keep 

3 

hushed monotones, “It’s okay, honey, you don’t have to 
do this.” 

The guard’s silky voice wove a web around my 
erratic beating heart and slowed my pulse to a palpable 
rhythm. Desperation was starting to set in, the sense of 
power was fading, and my drug of choice was 
abandoning me for my sense of humanity. But the hand 
holding mine pressed the trigger and the blast went out, 
blinding my eyes. A screamed pierced the air…. 

I shot up board straight in bed and attempted to 
reorient myself to my surroundings. “Nightmare!” I 
whispered, “It’s only…” and I tried to swallow, but my 
words were caught on sandpaper. “A nightmare,” and 
willed my deafening heartbeat to a small roar. A soft 
sunrise illuminated the room and spilled onto the floor. 
Shadows dissipated slowly under the intensity of 
daylight, while dingy lace curtains blew back and forth 
in silence. A soft breeze escaped the beat of the curtains 
and cooled my sweaty skin. Breathing in deep, the last 
of the nightmare’s tentacles blew past my lips as the 
echoes of my screams diluted into the cool air. Trails of 
familiar tears burned down my skin and dripped onto 
the white sheets, turning them gray. 

This was the monotony of beginning each day in the 
death grip of nightmares. Swinging my legs over the 
bed, I gingerly touched the wooden planks of the floor. 
Still weak from my fractured sleep, I stumbled into the 
water closet, the bathroom so named because there is no 
other word that can describe its size any better. Passing 
the old pink tub with chipped porcelain and a 
showerhead with a never-ceasing leak, I tried to open 
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the small window for a little air. But it wouldn’t budge 
even with verbal threats of mutilation and 
deconstruction. Then, after one big slam from my hand, 
the window opened with an eardrum-shattering screech. 

A trickle of water flowed from the lime-encrusted 
faucet, down the sides of the pink clamshell sink, 
pooled, and then circled the drain. My eyes, in a 
hypnotic state, stared as the clean water washed away 
every cell of my being into a slow lazy river. The 
stream of cells cascaded down the pipes, until it reached 
its final destination, the sewer. My hands formed the 
shape of a cup, and a pool of water emerged until it 
leaked through my fingers. Splashing my face with 
baptismal water, I watched the trails of pain wash away. 
The image in the mirror tried to match the words 
coming out of my mouth, “I’m Danielle Clearwater, 
I’m Danielle Clearwater,” but the reflection just didn’t 
feel like lying today. My brain chimed in and rang out, 
No! You’re Carolina Stronghill! I relented and softly 
spoke, “I’m Carolina Stronghill.” Always one Hail 
Mary from hell. My likeness shook her head and I 
threw a cup of water at it. My image melted down the 
mirror and into the sinkhole. 

After wiping down the ménage of smears and water 
droplets, I let out a big sigh. This growing old may 
bring wisdom, which seems lost unto me, but it sure 
does bring the unavoidable signs of aging. Every 
morning was the inevitable inventory of age spots, 
wrinkles, and…as I looked closer, damn it to hell, new 
wrinkles. Some crow left his feet in the corner of my 
eyes and my smile lines were growing deeper around 
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my mouth. Lord knows how I got those, I don’t recall 
smiling all that much. 

Needing to whip myself just one more time, I 
backed away to get a full body view. Circus mirrors 
would be a good idea right now. My self-deprecating 
survey in the morning was getting depressing, so I put 
my hair in a ponytail and found some clothes on the 
floor. My toes grabbed a white t-shirt, threw it up in the 
air, and it rained down like a soft cotton ball. Then I 
snugged into some denim shorts and headed towards 
the kitchen to make coffee. Not a big stretch from the 
bathroom to the kitchen, really; it was just a doorway. 
The pads of my fingertips ran along the cool adobe wall 
and stirred up the still water of memories of when I 
purchased this house. 

The true essence of any neighborhood is not what is 
in the rays of the sun, but what creepy crawly things 
hide in the dark. Car lights off, my car crept down this 
quiet neighborhood, with only the light of the moon to 
guide my way. Under the silvery waves stood a vacant 
sunbaked house with a FOR SALE sign that hung off one 
hinge swaying in the breeze. I parked across the street 
and gazed at the forgotten adobe. The yellow lights of 
the houses next to it illuminated the casita, and cast an 
eerie glow upon the decay. Underneath the façade of 
chipped and cracked skin were the bones of the house 
grinning like an old forgotten skeleton in the desert. It 
was dying a slow death, and as I lay my head on my 
arms in the car window, I knew it was mine. 

The next day, the real estate agent slammed the 
door open with her shoulder, and we marched into the 
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house. Immediately, we scampered right back out until 
the air cleared of the foul odor. “Old houses always 
have a distinct odor about them, but they are certainly 
the most well-built,” she coughed and wiped her hands 
on her skirt. I remained silent and lifted one eyebrow at 
the certainty of odoriferous old houses. A few minutes 
later and a cautious sniff test, we were at the threshold 
looking around, “Really, just a few touch-ups are all 
that it needs,” her voice squeaked as she looked 
pensively around the room with her briefcase in hand. 
She made her way around, avoiding the streaks of light 
from the windows that revealed all the particles in the 
air. She contorted her body in various positions to keep 
from getting dust on her designer outfit. 

Yes, I agree, the touch of a backhoe is exactly what 
this house needed hoping my thoughts didn’t resonate 
around the room. With confidence, she flipped the light 
switch with a loud click, but only darkness answered 
the call. “I’ll just look for the electrical panel,” and she 
scurried off, picking her way through the trash and 
other debris that was on the floor. Man, is she going to 
be pissed when she sees what stained her Manolo 
Blahnik shoes. 

Sudden luminosity hit all the crevices and chased 
the shadows away. She quickly came back and began 
proselytizing the amenities, and in hushed tones, the 
pitfalls of the house, her eyes darting my direction after 
each revealed problem. 

“A new coat of plaster should take care of those 
rather large cracks,” her face made a frown, “and then 
just some paint….” Her voice died into the ether as I 
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touched the adobe walls. A quiet rhythm pulsed through 
my fingertips. Waves of strength and endurance 
embraced me, and I knew I was nothing to this house, a 
piece of mortal ash easily swept away by a straw 
broom. 

“I’ll take it.” Her jaw dropped, ceasing the ramble 
of a woman’s touch, paint, and something about blood, 
sweat, and tears, “And I’m paying cash for it.” 

“I’ll draw up the paperwork,” and she paused for a 
moment and looked straight at me, “today.” 

The aroma of rich and pungent coffee percolating 
tickled my noise and brought me back to the present. 
Unfortunately, my little casita had its quirks, and 
well…eccentricities. The electrical system was wired 
for only one appliance to work at a time. Plug in a 
coffeemaker and a curling iron and all of life ceased to 
exist. It wasn’t unusual to come home, flip the switch, 
and remain in total darkness. That is why there is a 
magna light handy by the door; it’s bright, and has the 
added convenience of braining anyone I deemed 
dangerous. 

Waiting for the last drop of coffee, I stared at my 
backyard full of sand and holes, and quickly pulled the 
curtains together. Why take of care of something when 
you can hide it from view? A shadow crossed the 
curtains and darkened the kitchen for a split second and 
an eerie feeling of someone walking across my grave 
came over me. Shaking it off, I came face to face with 
two little beady eyes staring at me from the cabinet. My 
pig cup was a garage sale find that I couldn’t pass up. 
Between the boxes of dusty furniture and a seventies 
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lava lamp, sat a pink ceramic teacup in a shape of a pig, 
with a snout and curly tail that poked out of the cup. Pig 
cup sat alone and forlorn on top an old creaky table 
with a soiled red and checkered cloth. Its sad and lonely 
eyes mirrored my own, and I immediately took it home 
to become part of the family entourage of farm animals 
in the form of teacups. 

The coffeemaker sighed as I poured a ton of sugar 
and milk in my coffee. Coffee in hand, I walked to the 
front porch and sat in the dawning light, letting the heat 
of the Southwest sun resonate around me, and chased 
the shadows away. Today was going to be a scorcher, 
and I quickly learned another quirk of the house—no 
air conditioning. I’m sure that was innocently forgotten 
by the real estate agent. 

The view from the porch is less than stellar. 
Siberian Elms, a menace to society here in the great 
Southwest, line the perimeter of my house. They are a 
weed tree with scraggly-looking branches, scrawny 
bark, their seedpods forever infusing the ground with 
roots that reach into middle earth. They are almost next 
to impossible to get rid of, so I decided to be Zen and 
live with them—except when their leaves drop, by 
which time I have major issues with the trees. My 
revenge is watching their branches burn to ash in my 
small kiva fireplace. Through my sunglasses, I scanned 
the many holes in the yard underneath the shade of the 
Siberian Elms and decided some form of plant life 
should fill them. That was a tempting thought, but I’m 
never around long enough to see a full bloom. I slurped 
some coffee and wiggled my nose at the acrid taste, 
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definitely more cream and sugar. Digging holes saved 
me a butt load of money in therapy. The intense work 
forcing a shovel into caliche siphoned all the frustration 
and anger that welled inside of me till the next round of 
pesky feelings came around, and since I was in self-
imposed witness protection program, it would be the 
only therapy I would ever get. 

Surrounding my front yard, I have a dilapidated 
three-foot high wooden fence with out-of-control ivy 
growing all over it. Visually, I’m sure the neighbors 
have issues with the front yard eyesore, but since I 
don’t particularly mind it, I ignore it, and leave to its 
own devices. My side gate is clinging onto life by one 
rusty hinge. There is a trick to opening it: you have to 
lift and then move the gate at the same time to get in. A 
rusty cowbell decorates the aging gate and acts a 
doorbell for anyone attempting to come in. I thought 
about all of the things I needed to do and sighed. No 
use in fixing a house that I might have to leave under 
the cover of darkness. 

My neighbor waved to me and I mirrored the 
friendly neighborhood signal of friendliness. Keeping 
up appearances was vital; my modus operandi is to be 
friendly, but keep my distance because if the 
neighborhood ever found out who I was, I believe 
pitchforks might be involved. Not to mention, my ex is 
a psychopath trying to find me. I smiled at my neighbor 
hesitantly. I didn’t really want to form a bond of 
friendship so easily shattered. Drinking some bitter 
coffee, I wiped away something wet that ran down my 
cheek and found distraction in the scenery. The views 
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of the Sandia Mountains were spectacular this morning. 
They were dressed in brilliant purples and dark blues. 
The sun highlighted all the cracks and crevices, 
revealing even more of the mountain. The Sandias, 
made of sand and stone, was an uncompromising 
mother who spread her arms out and gathered the city 
of Albuquerque to her breast. 

A loud rumble broke me out of my tranquil morning 
and as I jumped out of my chair, coffee spilled across 
my legs. “Son of a bitch!” I yelled as loudly as I could. 
Luckily, the coffee was only lukewarm. My gorgeous, 
which I hardly noticed his looks, but rather rude 
neighbor—rammed the throttle on his motorcycle and 
spun the wheel so that greasy black smoke billowed in 
the air. His motorcycle reverberated as he backed out of 
his driveway. A slight wind picked up the burnt tire 
smell and came into my yard, “Freaking damn 
neighbor!” I hacked as I tried to get oxygen into my 
lungs. I’m …I’m…so not sure what I am going to do 
about him, but it will be something. Then I gave his 
lovely behind the evil stare as he rode away. “Damn 
neighbor,” I muttered in between spasms of coughing 
from the black smoke. In the middle of a really nice 
rant I had going, the paperboy came racing by and 
threw the newspaper. The paper plopped right on the 
edge of a hole and the wind gently pushed it in. Fucking 
A! I belted out between cough spasms. Stupid, 
gorgeous neighbor with his incredibly tight jeans. Bad 
neighbor, bad neighbor, I thought as I watched him 
roar away in a t-shirt that stretched over his back 
muscles. A warming sensation in a most interesting and 
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unused place became apparent. Then a breeze cooled 
down the area and I looked down at a big, brown stain 
on the front of my shorts. I took a long, slow deep 
breath out of sheer depression. 

After changing clothes, I went back out and 
gingerly picked up the rolled up newspaper out of its 
cavernous hole and unrolled the Albuquerque Journal. 
Splashed across the headline, in bold, black letters were 
the words SERIAL KILLER STRIKES AGAIN! 

Alisha Myers, thirty-eight, was found murdered in 
her Albuquerque, NE Heights home today. Her 
boyfriend, Carlos Martinez, who found the body, is 
currently being questioned. Police would not speculate 
any further details, pending a thorough investigation. 
When asked if this case looked like the other murder 
cases, Captain Stafford of the Albuquerque Police said, 
‘No comment,’ as he plowed through the throng of 
reporters. 

A black and white photo on the front page bared the 
raw pain on the faces of Alisha’s parents as they 
watched a body rolled out of the house. On the gurney 
was a simple human form covered by a white sheet that 
hid the horrors beneath it. The journal went on to 
describe previous victims tortured and murdered, all 
found in their homes. They were always women, 
various shades of blonde, single, and living alone in the 
city. A blonde strand of hair landed on the article and 
my muscles trembled at a sudden chill I had. Brushing 
the stray strand off, I continued scanning, looking for 
any other clues to my newest obsession. 
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I knew what the killer was doing. He was looking 
into the soul of the city and bringing Albuquerque to its 
knees. The killer was intoxicated with the feeling of 
power, attention, and control. I knew the feeling well. 
My fingers twitched and my palm dropped from the 
weight of a remembered gun. The murders occurred 
about once every three months. When the city would 
finally start to calm down, he would strike again. But if 
you looked at other newspapers around the state, there 
would be a similar murder in another city or town. He 
was consistently torturing his victims and then killing 
them. There was only one clue that the police slipped 
out: The victims lay in a position of prayer, with their 
eyes forced open to the coming sunlight. He, the killer 
of petitions, must feel invincible, and I licked my lips. 
He was a junkie. A binge of murder and then 
Albuquerque breathed sigh of relief when there was a 
respite. The victims were older women looking for 
love, only to find pain in their last moments. It didn’t 
seem to matter what their socioeconomic status was, 
and there was no indication that women even knew 
each other. The police were truly baffled by this 
mystery, which left only more questions, and answers 
that seemed to be chased by the wind. 

Albuquerque was awash with grieving families 
pouring their souls into mikes of the reporters, begging 
for information to capture the murderer. The vibration 
of sadness blasted out on the airwaves over the ten 
o’clock news and surrounded me in my nightmares. 
The police chief would take questions and as each 
murder happened, I saw the yoke of his burden bend 
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him further and further. His voice was the sound of a 
tree bending against the prevailing winds when he 
explained yet another victim, no new evidence, and no 
captured monster. 

Reporters were relentless in the pursuit of the story, 
always asking for more gruesome details about the 
deaths. They were just as insatiable as the killer. People 
wanted more than just generic answers as though 
specifics would balm their nerves and ease their fears. 
The story was gripping the city, the only subject people 
talked about as I passed them by like a ghost. I would 
hear bits of conversations as I shopped for groceries 
and heads were buried in newspapers at the coffee shop. 
Fear and paranoia was rampant, spreading infection to 
everyone. Gun and ammunition sales shot up. Brilliant 
stars reflected off the alarm company vans from the 
sun, my hand diverting the sparks as I drove around the 
neighborhood. The killer was a soul-stealing addict and 
his adrenaline rush was the last breath of life from his 
lambs. 

Staring out into the Sandias, I thought of him, 
Albuquerque’s serial killer, and his need to slaughter, 
his need for power, and the monster inside grabbed my 
spine and shook it to let me know it is alive and well. 
My heart began to race at the thought of him in the city 
and my spine rattled me out of my thoughts. I slammed 
the monster back in her locked box and disguised her as 
forty-year-old runaway. Unfortunately, the key to open 
the box was always readily available. 




