Home Run of Death

Bolson road was a tiny street on the western area of Black Flats.  On one end lived all the residents, the Smith’s, the Pierce’s, the Johnson’s, and the Shepard’s, at the other end stood Mr. Chambers’ home, a single house surrounded by a dirty picket fence and a small wooden shed.  Every afternoon the kids of the neighborhood would set up a baseball diamond in the middle of the street and take turns batting and pitching till their parents would call them in for dinner.  Each had their own mythical tale about Mr. Chambers but none dared enter his property or even walk past the Dead End sign at the head of the street.  To them, Bolson road was between Mr. Smith’s chain-linked fence and the fire hydrant at the north-end of the street.  The south-end (Mr. Chambers end) was a dark realm of ghosts and monsters ready to pounce at any opportunity.


This afternoon was no different than the rest; a small breeze flowed through the street while the kids were at their baseball game once again.  The bases were loaded and the next batter anxiously approached the plate.


“Oh it’s just Sam,” the pitcher yelled to his teammates.  “Everyone move in!”


The boy named Sam took a few practice swings through the air before he readied his bat.  Small clouds of dust danced around his feet as he whispered to himself.  “Sam Shepard is taking the last swing of the game.  If he hits this, his team will win and he will go down in the hall of fame.”


The pitcher let out a shout as he threw the ball.  The ball traveled down its short and precise course straight into the catcher’s glove.  

Strike one.  Sam tightened his grip on his bat, the next ball would not pass him.

Strike two.  The pitcher let out a small grin as his teammates hollered like a group of chimpanzees rousing the forest floor.  Sam had one last chance to hit the ball, he had to make it count.

Again the ball flew through the air like a missile, but this time it did not pass Sam.  When he connected the hollow bat stuttered, small vibrations traveled through his hands and arms as he released his swing.  It was a game-winning swing.  The tiny baseball shot through the air easily passing the oak tree, the broken lamppost and even the intersection.  Sam watched in awe, thinking his ball would never stop; it would travel to the other end of the earth and beyond.  But after watching his ball slowly dive out of the air, he knew that wasn’t possible.  The ball headed straight into Mr. Chambers yard, somehow lured to the twisted shrapnel, the overgrown weeds, and the numerous mounds of earth encompassing the land.  The children watched in fear as the ball jumped right over the picket fence, had it been 2 inches lower it would have ricocheted off and landed in the street.  A large cloud of dirt and debris blasted up from behind the fence, the ball was gone.

The brave kids of the bunch, including Sam, assembled at the T intersection before planning their next move.  Sam knew this would be a long, boring summer if they abandoned the ball, so he volunteered to rescue it from its foul grave.  No one else accompanied him, but watched anxiously as he passed the Dead End sign and into Mr. Chambers’ domain.

As Sam approached the dark, fiendish house he could feel his heart beating relentlessly and his lungs gasping for air.  The only thing pressing him forward was the small mechanical steps his, now stiff, legs were making.  Sam only glanced toward his peers once, but in his eyes there was a terrified gaze.  He paused at the entrance of the driveway; part of him eagerly wanted the baseball, the other was taut in trepidation.

Sam slowly entered the compound, his eyes scanning the area back and forth rapidly before every step.  He rounded the picket fence and pushed open the tiny gate that lead into the yard, he made it in.  The yard looked like a bowl of junk, strewn across was various tools, rock as black as obsidian, and tiny walkways covered in dirt and debris.  The air was foul and suffocating, Sam’s lungs wept at every breath he took.  He gazed at the large obstructing home before searching for the baseball.

The ball was right next to the small red shed.  It looked as if it had been there for years, the land around it already polluting the once clean ball.  Sam stumbled toward it as quickly as possible, there was no sense in staying in this place.  After retrieving the ball, Sam heard some commotion coming from inside the shed.  A scream perhaps, soft and muffled.  He quickly hit the ground and slowly crawled toward the edge, his face peering around the corner into the darkness.
A tiny hand revealed itself and tightened on Sam’s chin.  It raised his eyes from the ground to a gloomy, jaded face.  The small fingers around his jaw were bitter-cold – almost as cold as a thin sheet of ice, he thought – and he struggled to pull away.

The little girl giggled at his resistance; not a laugh in any way, this was lunacy.  Her face wrinkled with delight as she brushed her white, wispy hair away from her brow.  She gazed down at Sam; her two hallow eyes connecting with his.   He fought to look away as she moved his face towards hers, almost as if to give him a kiss, but stopped short.  They stood face to face for a moment.  Sam’s body was streaming with fear as she examined him.  Her breath was as cold as death.  The little girl gave him one last message through her tiny grin; her hands still in their deadly embrace.  
“I'm here…” her black beady eyes grew bigger than ever.  “For you...”
