Death’s Mark





        By d_Galloway

Dear Journal:

It has been three weeks since my dear wife passed away.  It was a peaceful death, like she deserved.  She died in her sleep, after suffering from the disease for a month.  All I can do is wonder what would have happened if she had survived.  But I knew this would never happen; the doctors drove out all hope of that when it started.


I went to the doctor this morning.  He said the meds didn’t appear to be working.  He had the nerve to say I am depressed.  Sure, I’m upset over my wife’s death, but I’m not dangerous…am I?

Dear Journal:

It has been a few days since I last wrote, has it not?  I feel much better now.  The medication is actually working.

I had lunch with my brother today, down at the café by City Hall.  His wife is alive and well, it seems, and his next child is on the way.  That guy doesn’t know how lucky he is; my wife died before we could have any children.  At least he was in a good mood; usually he’s very apprehensive around me, especially since my wife died.


I wish him luck with his new child.


Dear Journal:

It’s been a month since I last wrote, but the doctor says I can go off my medication for a week.  I feel so happy!

Dear Journal:

Last night, I started to dream of things.  Bad things.  I usually dream of my wife and how happy she is in heaven, but that night, I dreamed of a dead body, bloodied and lying on the ground.  And I stood above him, a bloodied knife in my hand.


But I wouldn’t kill anyone.  Would I?

Dear Journal:

I told the doctor about my dream.  He says I should go back on the medication.  But I feel so good without it…

Bah!  Who needs him?

Dear Journal:

The bad dreams continue.  But I still refuse to take the meds.  I can’t let some doctor run my life.

Dear Journal:

I had another dream.  This time, I was standing over two dead bodies.  Why is this happening to me?  Why won’t the dreams leave me alone?

Dear Journal:

This will possibly be my last entry.  The doctor and my brother came today, with a straight jacket!  They said I had proven myself to be a danger to the community, and therefore had to be sent for psychiatric evaluation.  To think, my own brother, turning me in.  I wouldn’t go.  I can’t go.  They tried to make me go.  I reached for the closest thing I could find, and I’m not really sure what happened next.  All I know is that, when I came back to my senses, my brother, and the doctor, where dead.  I was holding a bloodied knife.  It was that horrible dream!

I ran away as fast as I could.  Nobody could take me in after what I had done.  There was only one possible path left to me.  I drove to the tallest building in town, and went to the roof.  It is there that I am writing this.


The Mark of Death is upon me.  I have killed my own brother, and a man who sought only to help me.  I do not deserve to live.


Hopefully, I will be with my wife and brother soon…

OFFICIAL POLICE REPORT

THE JOURNAL OF ONE SAMUEL J. MARTIN WAS FOUND ON THE ROOF OF ANDREAS AND CO.  THE JOURNAL’S OWNER WAS SAID TO HAVE JUMPED OFF THE BUILDING SHORTLY AFTER THE LAST ENTRY WAS WRITTEN.
AN INVESTIGATION AT MARTIN’S HOUSE TURNED UP THE BODY OF DOCTOR MICHAEL LOUIS.  JAMES E. MARTIN WAS IN CRITICAL CONDITION WHEN THE POLICE ARRIVED.  HE WAS RUSHED TO A NEARBY HOSPITAL, WHERE HE IS EXPECTED TO SURVIVE.

THE SUSPECT’S MEDICAL RECORDS INDICATE THAT HE HAD A HISTORY OF SEVERE DEPRESSION FOLLOWING THE DEATH OF HIS WIFE.  HE WAS TO BE SENT TO THE CORRECTIONAL INSTITUTE WHEN THE MURDER OCCURRED.
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