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Darkness Falls into Me

	Darkness falls into me, forevermore

Cries of pain welling in my throat

Failure is not tolerated, bad

The cross burns painfully in my mind

Bad girl deserves the pain

Why is this happening again?

Blackness grows into the sacred light

Burn cross of pain, burn

The light will protect you, now black

Dark fear for failure, shuddering

Pain echoing through my mind

Crack, Sizzle, Drip, Drip, Drip

Blood forming into a puddle

Drip, Drip, Drip goes the blood

Thoughts racing, bones aching

Pain coursing through my body

Why do I do this?

Why must I do this?

Surely I do nothing to deserve this.

Please, God make it stop

Ba-bum, ba-bum goes my heart

Head pounding, pulse throbbing madly

Heart racing, bones aching frantically

Lies I’ve told, secrets I’ve spilled

It’s all coming back to me

I deserve this for my sins

Our Father, Who art in heaven

Hallowed Be Thy Name

They Kingdom Come, Thy Will Be Done

On Earth As It Is In Heaven

Blackness is completely enveloping me

A sinister, cold, voice says

“You want to see the light?”

“Well so do I” a sinister laugh

I want to cry aloud

Why won’t this pain go away?
	Am I not worthy of some mercy?

Merciful is our God, father to our Lord

Crown of thorns, nailed to the cross

Stigmata again, again Stigmata again

Blackness, darkness, sinister falls into me

Enveloping my brain, taking control

Can’t think about another thing

Except the pain, want the pain

Pain amplified by the hurtful needle

Have you ever been hurt?

Have you ever felt the pain?

I whimper aloud, they tell me it will be okay

Lies told with a tongue of silk

Your words are the poisons

That will one day kill me.

Like venom from the adder’s tongue

I beseech you I implore you

I fear the sharp pains gathering in my head

I fear the poison you are feeding me

I fear the hate I am feeling

Hate courses through my veins like fire

The burning will not cease

Why won’t the burning cease?

I beg you, make it stop

I scream out loudly, ahh!

No one hears me, not a soul

No one cares, not a soul

I am not here, not at all

I am nothing to care about

I am nothing to worry about

I do worry I have to

The cross burns and is etched in my brain

I cry out, “Oh God, Oh God!”

As this day ceases to exist again,

Jesus Christ was crucified upon the cross.




	I Invoke Thee

Across the mists of time

Come forth spirits of the past

I invoke thee! I invoke thee!

Black boots on the edge of the pentacle

Black skirts flapping in the wind

I invoke thee! I invoke thee

Flames on candles about to die

Howls of spirits in the air

I invoke thee! I invoke thee!

Spirits live! Spirits breathe the free air again!

Swarm around the nonbelievers quickly

I invoke thee! I invoke thee!

Part the mists, travel over 

Through the gateway between limbo and the unknown

I invoke thee! I invoke thee!
_________________________________________________

The Battle of Two Selves

A shadow in my mind

Footsteps in the misty plains

I fear what is coming to claim its place

HARK! WHO DARES TO WALK UPON THESE PLAINS?

Fear and doubt takes over

Huddled children screaming out of fear

Adults hiding because of their doubt

HARK! WHO DARES TO WALK UPON THESE PLAINS?

Love and happiness fighting for control

Frolicking animals running for fun

Happy humans living their life

HARK! WHO DARES TO WALK UPON THESE PLAINS?

A great battle, a battle of two selves

Fear and doubt fighting love and happiness

Evil shadows versus the sacred light.

HARK! WHO DARES TO WALK UPON THESE PLAINS?

My eyes snap open…a dream?

I shake my head softly

It was all in my head

HARK! WHO DARES TO WALK UPON THESE PLAINS?
	Remember

Do you remember what it was like?

Do you remember how it felt?

Do you remember who it was?

Do you remember when it happened?

Do you remember where it existed?

Do you remember why it had to be that way?

I do, I remember all

I remember the joys and sorrows

The empty pain of my failures

The wonderful elation of my successes

I remember, I remember all

I do, I do, remember

Who what when where why how

I remember, I remember all

I do, I do, remember
Past Lives

Now a girl, once a princess

I have lived this life and many others

Only a few are in my mind

Only a few have come forth

Now a girl, once a prisoner

I have lived this life and many others

I know what I know and then some

I know that few believe in what I believe

Now a girl, once something else

I have lived this life and many others

I don’t know what is next

I don’t know what life I’ll see

Now a girl, always me

I have lived this life and many others

I am who I am

I am who I am




Claire and Dmitri

Claire sat down upon the stonework bench. He had to show up, he couldn’t be late again. He could not let her down again. This would be the last straw if he did. 

She was waiting for her husband or rather, ex-husband. They had divorced almost a year ago now, but at this moment she needed him. He had agreed to help her by taking Josh, their son for the weekend. If he didn’t show, Claire would have to take Josh with her to Canada, where she was working on an important deal for her company. Josh would have to stay in the hotel all day while she worked. She didn’t want to put Josh through that, so Dmitri would just have to come through for her.

Claire adjusted the weight of Josh onto her other arm. He was still a baby, and ever since Dmitri moved out, he had stopped crying. That thought always amused Claire when she thought about it. She was happy that he wasn’t old enough to ask her questions. Claire wasn’t sure if she could handle that at this moment. As she was sitting her mind drifted to how she and Dmitri had met. She put Josh on her lap so that he was facing her. 

“I’m only going to tell you this story one time, okay? So don’t ask me ever again”

*     *     *

A book in front of her face, Claire walked down the street. She wasn’t paying any attention to where she was going. She walked into something solid and cried out when she fell on top of the solid thing. Her book went flying from her hands and she looked up and saw that the solid thing was actually a human body. A very large human body. It grunted and she tried to help herself up, she slipped and her knee hit its somewhat private area and she heard a cry of pain. ‘Definitely a male’ she thought.

Claire jumped up and over to the man’s side. 

“Are you okay?” she asked

“Uh, yeah” he said grimacing

“I’m really sorry, I should have been looking where I was going”

“It’s okay,” he said. 

Claire bit her lip; she wasn’t sure what she could say and do to make it up to the man. She reached her hand out to help him to his feet. He accepted it, and smiled at her weakly, obviously still in a lot of pain. 

“Okay, let me take you to my apartment, you should rest and maybe get some ice. Did you hit your head?”

“I did, but no, I couldn’t”

“It’s right over there” she said, pointing to the building next to the one they were standing in front of, “please? I would feel much better if you would let me help you”

The man sighed and lowered his head, he raised it back up again and flashed her a weak grin, “okay, lets go”

Claire smiled and offered her arm to help the man walk. He stopped, and bent down to pick something up,

“Your book?”

“Oh yes, thank you”

The two of them walked together to her apartment, neither said a single word to one another. 

Claire helped the man into the elevator, she pushed the button and it started to move. 

“I just realized I never got your name,” he said

“Claire,” she spoke, “and what about you mystery man? You got a name?”

“Dmitri”

The elevator came to a halt just as he spoke; the doors opened and Claire helped Dmitri hobble to her apartment. She stopped when she got to the door; she pulled out her brass key and jammed it into the lock. She nudged the door with her hip and it hit the opposite wall with a loud BANG! Claire and Dmitri hobbled into her apartment together. She brought him over to her couch and sat him down. Claire ran over to her refrigerator and opened the freezer compartment. She pulled out a handful of ice and a cloth and ran back over to Dmitri. When she got next to him, she slipped and fell. The ice went flying through the air with great speed, and landed right on Dmitri’s face. He cried out in surprise and Claire cried out in pain. 

“Oh god! I’m so sorry!” she said

Dmitri let out a long stream of colorful language, before his grey eyes went soft and he apologized to Claire. He explained to her that it wasn’t his day, and that he had been having an attack of clumsiness the entire week. Claire blushed to the roots of her fiery red hair. She got to her feet and sat down next to Dmitri. She gathered the ice that had fallen from his face to the floor and wrapped it in a cloth. She handed it to him and he put it on the back of his head. Claire sighed this was so embarrassing. 

Dmitri also sighed, “so…yeah…tell me about you”

Claire took a shaky breath, “I’m in college in the city. Going to graduate in a few years, yeah”

Dmitri nodded, “I’m not going to college, I’m working. What I want to do doesn’t require wasting money on college.”

“Which is?”

“Art” he said simply.

Claire nodded, “Double major, International Relations and Business.”

Dmitri nodded it had certainly been an interesting day. He had woken up late and missed an interview with a buyer. Then, he had run into this girl, fallen and hit his head and had a few other body parts mangled. He looked over at Claire, she was a total klutz, but the weird thing…he thought it was cute. The way she blushed to the roots of her hair was very endearing. 

Claire and Dmitri began to talk; they talked about all kinds of different things. They mentioned books, movies, art and their lives. They were smiling and have a good time; they were snapped out of their reverie by Claire’s phone ringing. It was then Dmitri noticed that the clock flashing five thirty p.m. and that they had been talking the entire day. Claire just ignored her phone and sighed, as she watched Dmitri stand up. They had been indeed talking for a long time and in all honesty, Claire didn’t want it to end. 

“I really should be going…”

Claire sighed, sadness evident in her voice, “Okay”

“Can I see you again?”

“Erm, oh yeah! Definitely”

Claire couldn’t believe her ears, this wonderful man actually wanted to see her again, even after all that she had done to him. They exchanged phone numbers and bid each other goodbye. 

The next day Claire got a phone call from Dmitri. Her chest swelled as she spoke to him, she was amazed that he wanted to talk to her. They agreed to go and see a movie that night. When Claire hung up she squealed loudly. She ran around her apartment with joy, and she ran to her closet to select an outfit. This would prove to be a rather difficult task, because like most women she couldn’t find anything. When the time came around for Dmitri to pick her up, she had painstakingly picked out an outfit and made her self look nice just as the doorbell rang. 

Claire ran over to the door, took a deep breath and opened it, revealing Dmitri. His grey eyes were shining brightly. Claire let out her breath and smiled at him. 

“You ready to go?” he asked her

Claire nodded her head in response and reached behind her to grab her coat. She put it on as she locked her apartment door. She walked down the hall to the elevator side by side with Dmitri. This continued in silence until they got to the movie theatre. They walked inside and found seats, as they sat the movie started. It was boring; she had seen it before. She was about to yawn, because she was really tired when Dmitri clasped her small hand in his big one. Claire must have gasped or something, because Dmitri let go until Claire squeezed his hand and he clasped hers again. 

When the movie was over they both stood up and walked out of the theatre, their hands still intertwined. They walked together through the city, which was lit up brilliantly with lights. Dmitri led Claire back to her apartment; he stood at the door. Claire gave his hand a squeeze and let go. Dmitri smiled at her and ran a hand through his black hair. He leaned in close to Claire and pressed his lips against hers. Claire was startled, but soon got ever it enough to wrap her arms around his neck and kiss him back. When they broke apart, Claire kept her arms around his neck and rested her head on his shoulder.

Dmitri wrapped his arms around her waist and rested his head atop hers. They stood like that for a few moments when Claire lifted her head up and looked into his eyes. 

Steel met azure. Their eyes locked, their gaze filled with lust. Dmitri removed his arms from her waist and took a step back. 

“I have to go, I’ll call you tomorrow” he said, planting a kiss on her freckled nose

Claire nodded and watched him leave. She closed the door and smiled, feeling happier than ever before. The two ‘lovebirds’ continued to see each other for a long time. They grew closer and closer, and they often laughed about how they met.

Three years later, after Claire had graduated from college, he picked her up from her job to go on a date. He greeted her with a kiss, which she accepted. They walked together to Claire’s apartment. She opened up the door and went inside, expecting Dmitri to follow her. She looked behind her and realized that he was still in the doorway. She quirked an eyebrow and walked over to him.

“Dmitri, darling? Why are you in the doorway?”

“Claire,” he started, “I love you, and I want to be with you forever”

Claire lowered her eyebrow and her azure eyes filled with tears; “I love you too”

Dmitri dropped down on one knee, “Claire, this is where we first kissed, I thought it only appropriate to do this here” Dmitri reached into his pocket and pulled out a black jewelry box. “Claire, will you marry me?”

Claire gasped as she saw what was happening, a tear rolled down her cheek. She whimpered, not knowing what else to do. “Of course I will Dmitri!” she exclaimed as she dropped to the ground with him, wrapping her arms around his neck and kissing him. 

The engagement lasted half a year. The wedding was beautiful, it was held in the spring, outside on the beach at night. Candles and moonlight were the only light sources. There was a trellis behind the priest and a silken transparent sheet hanging over everything. Claire and Dmitri were happy. 

However, what was once happy and joyful soon turned ugly and cold. Dmitri started to smoke and drink more. Claire spent a lot of time at her office. They fought a lot, and often accused each other of different crimes. 

Then, the bottom fell out. Claire came home early and found Dmitri in bed with another woman. Claire was livid, and she literally threw the adulteress out of their home. She yelled at Dmitri, and he yelled back.

“HOW COULD YOU?”

“MAYBE IF YOU SPENT SOME TIME WITH ME I WOULDN’T BE FORCED INTO FINDING ATTENTION IN OTHER PLACES!”

“MAYBE IF YOU WEREN’T SUCH A SEXIST EGOTISTICAL LYING HYPOCRITCAL BIGOT I WOULDN’T HAVE TO SPEND SO MUCH TIME AT WORK!” Claire screamed

Dmitri was fuming, “YOU CARE MORE ABOUT YOUR JOB THAN YOU DO ABOUT ME!”

“I HAVE TO CARE ABOUT MY JOB, BECAUSE I DON’T LOVE YOU!” Claire yelled. As soon as the words left her mouth, she clamped her hand down upon it. Her eyes were huge and filled with tears.

“Then maybe we should just get a divorce.”

“Maybe”

*     *     *

Back in the future, Claire was awoken from her flashback by a familiar voice. 

“Hello Claire”

Claire didn’t need to turn her head to see who it was; she had heard that voice a hundred times.

“How are you Dmitri?”

TO BE CONTINUED…

Blanket of Lights

A One-Act Play

The Characters:

Carley Wheaton – A young 18-year-old girl, she’s an orphan, lived on the streets, the star of the story

Ethan Mayor – A young 18-year-old guy, rich, lives in a big house, the ‘hero’

Meg – Carley’s only friend on the streets

Joel Mayor – Ethan’s brother

Deana Mayor – Ethan’s sister

Lorraine Mayor – Ethan’s mother

Ted Mayor – Ethan’s Father

Harlem – Mayor’s security guard. Black, male, tall

Mr. Grey – The Grocer that Meg and Carley live behind

The Narrator

Scene 1 – Introduction

The curtain opens, and there is only a blank stage.  The floor, walls, and everything are black; a single light shines on the stage.  A single player walks on to the stage, The Narrator.  He/she stops in the pool of light.  There are no sounds except for the footsteps that the Narrator makes. 

The Narrator: I come before you today to tell you a story, the story of the blanket of lights.  The narrator walks to far stage left.  The light in the center turns off, and a light in the far left shines down upon him/her.  Let me set the stage; imagine this, the curtain closes an alley behind Mr. Grey’s grocery in a busy city.  Two girls, both orphans, living together on the streets, best friends, confidants, and survival buddies, Carley and Meg.  They lived each day for the moment, because they never knew if they would wake up and find the other dead.  This day however, would prove to be a different one…

The curtain opens back up, and the stage is set.  There is a background, and it looks like a building.  A dumpster and a sign, saying ‘Mr. Grey’s Grocery’ also set the scene.  Two girls sit Carley and Meg.  The light on the Narrator dims and the regular stage lights turn on. 
Scene 2 – Girl Talk

Meg: Carley!  Wake up!  She shakes Carley Yo!  Sleepy head, its time to get up!

Carley drowsily: I’m up.

Meg: Good, thought you were a Juliet there for a moment.

Carley: I wouldn’t do that to ya Meg.  Is Mr. Grey open yet?

Meg: Not yet, ‘cause he hasn’t bee-starts to cough and hack-been here yet to chase us out.  Coughs again.
Carley: Meg, you need to see someone about that.

Meg: Who am I gonna see?  The magical free doctor?  Hell no, it’ll pass.

Carley sadly: I hope you’re right. 

Meg: Hey, c’mon don’t do that.  You know that we’re survivors, we can make it through this.  Go and see if Mr. Grey is around, then we can sneak out without listening to one of his lectures.

Carley nods and exits the stage towards where the sign is.  Meg stands up for a moment and bends down to pick up a few things.  She starts to cough again, this time much more violent.  She continues to cough body-wracking coughs.  She starts to collapse, very slowly.  Carley enters the stage again, just as Meg collapses. 

Carley: MEG!  Worriedly Oh god Meg?  Come on speak to me Meg!  Carley throws her arms around her friend, rocking her and sniffling showing her sadness.  Whispers Meg, please don’t die on me here.  Don’t die!

The curtain closes as Carley lets out a sob.  The light on the narrator comes back on.

Narrator: Meg died that day, in Carley’s arms. Mr. Grey heard her sobs and he saw what had happened. He called the police and they carted Meg’s body away. This left Carley alone, she couldn’t live behind the grocery anymore…she was too sad, brought back to many memories. So, Carley told Mr. Grey that she was no longer living there. He gave her some food to eat until she could get ‘back on her feet’ as he put it. Carley started to walk, only stopping to sleep. She was walking in the country, when an event happened that would change her life.

The light on the narrator dies.

Scene 3 – Home Sweet Home?

The curtain opens up again to reveal a background with a large Iron Gate. Carley enters the stage, walking as if it is very difficult for her to walk. She collapses on the ground. Harlem enters the stage; at first he doesn’t see Carley because she is much smaller than he is. He almost steps on her, and then he panics and turns around to exit the stage. He almost gets there, when Ethan enters.

Ethan: Harlem, what’s wrong?

Harlem: A girl, I think she might be dead. He points to where Carley lay.

Ethan walks around Harlem to get to Carley.  He drops down on his knees and shakes her.
Ethan: Miss? Hey miss? Are you…alive?

Carley begins to wake, she gasps softly and

The Life and Times of a Contract Killer

“They say that smoking can kill you...but when killing is your job, you don't give a damn about that.”

He took a long draw on his cigarette before he threw it down on the ground. He stomped it out with his snakeskin boots, putting his strong hands into his leather coat and exhaled the toxic smoke.

The blonde looked at him, her gray eyes were looking at him blankly, and one could almost see the air passing through her head. He had no time for morons anymore. It got annoying it seemed that every girl was a moron. He had hoped that it wasn’t true, but perhaps it was, after all when you are a contract killer you don’t exactly have time for dating. 

He bid the blonde goodbye and started walking, his hands in his pocket clutching the silver heart locket of the woman he had once loved. His snakeskin boots made a slight CLICK on the concrete as he walked down the street. He had his black and silver Oakleys on, and no one could see where his emerald eyes were looking. He emanated fear, and he enjoyed scary the ‘common folk’ as he had often called them. 

He made a sharp turn into an alleyway and was knocked onto the ground, his head spinning. He looked around frantically and pulled his gun out of his pocket, silencer still attached from his last kill. It was kicked from his hand by a stiletto boot. He looked towards the attacker and saw a girl, young and pretty. She had his gun in her hand and was pointing it at his head. 

“You sure know how to make a guy feel warm and fuzzy”

“Shut up. Tell me who you are”

Quickly thinking of one of his aliases, “Derih Rellik” seeing the girl’s questioning gaze, “my family is…German” he said, “erm zeig hiel?” 

The mystery girl cocked the gun with a definite click, “tell me who you really are or I’ll blow your head off, got it?”

He sighed, “Quinn, they call me Quinn”

She kept the gun up, but her voice was softer, “why are you in this alley?”

Quinn rolled his eyes, “I had to pick up a few things”

The girl lowered the gun slightly; “I am but a simple bag lady”

Quinn’s eyes widened, she had spoken the sentence “I live behind the Dumpster”

She fired the gun at a wall next them and tossed it back to him.

“Um, so we’re working together?” Quinn didn’t like this; he felt very off guard, the girl seemed to have the upper hand.

“I spoke the beginning of the code, you said the end…so that would be a yes” she said rolling her eyes.

“It would help if I knew your name”

“Nox”

“Okay, now what are we trying to find?”

“A small unmarked envelope, like usual”

Quinn watched Nox as she searched for the envelope; he had done a joint hit, but never with a girl.  He watched as one would watch an animal at the zoo. It was obvious to him that she wasn’t an idiot.  He was snapped out of his thoughts by a loud groan.

“You are a married couple on your honeymoon” she called, her voice bitter

“Where are we going?”

“The place that I went to on my honeymoon, Paris”

Nox tossed him an envelope, “that’s your job”

Quinn looked through it, trying to find the picture of his target, not seeing one he called to Nox, “I don’t have a kill”

“I know, that’s my job…you’re handling the other things…its all in there.”

 
Quinn looked over the information, apparently he had to get Nox in the place, but no kills. What was he good for? He was a killer, not a guide. He rolled his eyes; at least the money was good.

Nox walked over to him and grabbed his hand, “c’mon we have to vacate the area…we’ve been here too long”

Quinn let himself be led out of the alley by the mysterious girl. He looked her over, maybe it wouldn’t be as bad as he thought it would be; she certainly didn’t seem to be a moron. Nox led him down the street and then turned into a building. She knocked three times on a wall, then walked over to a door and opened it. There was a keypad and she made him look away before she would type it. When the door opened Quinn followed her into it. He was in a little room, one window and painted black. There was a bookcase, filled with books. Nox walked over to it and pulled out a book, a bible. She opened it up and pulled out a mini crowbar type tool. She walked to the side of the bookcase and pried it from the wall. It opened silently and she pushed it open farther, revealing a rather large room. She motioned for him to follow her and she ducked inside quietly. Quinn followed her and gasped when he got inside, in the room there were all kinds of different disguise gear, guns and the like. On the far wall was a giant mainframe computer. Nox motioned for him to have a seat, but Quinn remained standing. He had to get his air of fear back, he had been scaring people for years and that wasn’t about to change for a well placed hold up. 


She looked around, and saw him still standing. Nox smirked and rolled her eyes. She tossed him a black duffel bag. He caught it with a grunt it was extremely heavy. 

“What is in this thing?”

“Stuff” she said simply

“Stuff?”

“Yeah, you know…guns, disguises…stuff”

Quinn shook his head, Nox was starting to piss him off. He sighed, shifted his weight on to his right foot and crossed his arms. This he though, meaning the whole situation he was in, will NEVER happen again. I will be in control. 

Quinn’s cellphone rang, Nox twirled around, scared by the sound. Her eyes were bright and she had, yet again a gun pointed at his head. Quinn talked for a few moments before he hung up.

“Time to go, our flight is in an hour”

TO BE CONTINUED…

	Peace Doesn’t Exist

Like a dead flower amidst the winter frost

Like a lost hope and dream

Like a girl with no faith

Like the iron fist that rules my world

Peace doesn’t exist peace doesn’t exist

I sit and dream hope aspire

I long for a world that allows me to be free

I dream of having all of my goals met

But I know, none of this will happen

Life Love Hope Dreams are useless and for the weak

Peace doesn’t exist peace doesn’t exist

Weakness will kill me if I let it

I shall not I will not

The world outside is harsh and cold

I wonder what made it this way

What sin could turn beauty into beast?

Peace doesn’t exist peace doesn’t exist

I hear the cold wind’s roar

The barren earth quakes underneath my enslaved feet

Peace doesn’t exist peace doesn’t exist
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