
C
alm

 W
aters

The streets are dark and foggy, the cobblestones and even norm
al sidew

alks treacherously
slippery, the air thick w

ith the w
atery, icy m

ist hanging low
 over the city. That m

oist m
ist

has a w
ay of entering you. It clogs up the chest and m

akes it hard to breathe. B
ut I can’t

stop prow
ling the streets.

N
o m

atter how
 cold or w

et it gets, I can’t stop w
alking, searching, looking for the right

person to save. To dispatch to a better place. To kill.

It’s a com
pulsion I’ve tried to fight m

any tim
es for m

any years. There w
ere tim

es w
hen I

tried locking m
yself in and throw

ing aw
ay the key, chaining m

yself to the radiator on cold,
dark, silent nights w

hen so m
any lost souls—

souls in need of saving—
take to the streets in

the dead of night. I’ve even tried going very far aw
ay. B

ut the night alw
ays calls m

e too
loudly and w

ith a voice I can’t ignore.

The lonely, lost souls that w
ander the streets late at night aim

lessly, going in circles, looking
for som

ething they can’t find on their ow
n, need a shepherd.

I am
 that shepherd.

I am
 the one w

ho brings them
 hom

e.

The hom
e they seek but w

on’t ever find w
ithout m

y help.

They w
on’t need to lose them

selves in the night anym
ore, not after I show

 them
 the w

ay.

There goes a lost one now. So pale that his face glow
s alm

ost as bright as the full m
oon.

A
nd it’s just as soft at the edges as the real m

oon.

H
e doesn’t belong on this plane of existence. That’s w

hy he’s lost. That’s w
hy he w

anders
the slippery streets at tw

o in the m
orning, the collar of his long black w

ool coat raised so it
covers even his ears as he hunches his shoulders into it to hide from

 the cold. H
iding from

the cold night that he w
ants so desperately to take his problem

s aw
ay.

H
is coat is buttoned up tight and his hands are deep in the pockets, his steps fast and

hurried. B
ut I know

 he’s not on his w
ay to anyw

here.

H
e com

es this w
ay at this hour three to four tim

es a w
eek. Just w

alks in circles around this
block until he gets too tired to keep going. H

e’s running from
 som

ething that he keeps
returning to anyw

ay. H
e is lost. H

e needs m
e to show

 him
 the w

ay.

I never hunt the ones that ow
n the night. Those w

ho drink and are m
erry and stay out until

the m
orning sun rises. O

r those that w
alk the streets looking for w

ork. O
r the ones rushing

to and from
 their graveyard shift jobs. The night is their dom

ain as m
uch as it is m

ine, w
e

share it.

I hunt the ones w
ho com

e into the night to escape. Those w
ho com

e into the night begging
it to take their problem

s aw
ay.


