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Escaped Prisoner 

I have had a good life but now I am back to being a child in my own home. That is life. 

Born helpless, grow to maturity, gain knowledge and then finding that you are not young 

anymore with aches and pains. Then it is decided that you need people to help you in 

your own home or go to a nursing home i.e. a death warehouse. 

My children have hired a company that will babysit me twenty four hours a day. At least I 

am able to work in my garage. I am puttering with my motorcycle. Polishing, lubricating 

and such. I am even allowed to start it. I sit and dream of the old days when I was an 

adult. Now I feel like a dog on a chain but that chain is short.  

The warden has eyes on me at all times. What a life. I have an escape plan. 

The street I live on is on a hillside. My home is on the down side of the street. My 

driveway is up hill. Anytime I start the bike, I have the garage door open. This time, I 

start the bike and just sit on it and rev the engine. I make like I am dreaming because I 

have on my old riding leather jacket.  

The guards  are watching closely. Too late and they are a little too far from me. I kick it 

in gear and release the brake and twist the throttle wide open. I am flying up the 

driveway as I hear them yelling and see them running in my rearview.  

I hear a horn and feel a bump but I am now going down the road. I glance in the 

rearview mirror and see the group in horror. I stop at what I see. My motorcycle has 

been runover by a truck. My body has been mangled. All are crying. But… 

I’m still on my bike. I am watching this and suddenly realize that I’m dead. The bike is 

still running, I am still here. I take a deep breath. I feel alive. I yell “I’m free” but none of 

them turn. Chuckling, I turn to the road ahead and drive off. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Rich man 

This is the strange thing, as the miles tick off, the better I feel. I stop at a rest stop. I 

need to pee and I can. I am functioning. Checking the gas tank, it is still almost full even 

after a few hours of driving. I am hungry. My wallet no longer has my credit cards. My 

driver’s license has what I look like now.  

It says that I am Jerold Kepler, thirty years old. It gives my address and all the credit 

cards are in that name. I really do not care but I do feel like I need to drive to that 

address. It is around an hour away. Might as well. It seems that is where I now live. 

This cannot be right. This neighborhood is the richest side of this town. All these 

mansions are gated. Maybe I am a live in servant. Now at the gate, it automatically 

opens and I drive up to what looks like the garage. A man is there. Very officially dress.  

“Welcome home Master Jerold. How was your new fuel system?” He walks over and 

opens the tank. “All day and only a quarter used. You will make another fortune on this 

patent.” 

Acting like it is natural but I did hear Master. That means that I own this. My minds doing 

a fist pump. 

It turns out that I am single. My inventions have made me a fortune. As I go from that 

garage workshop, I now am having memories come to me. I remember that old man life 

but now the knowledge of Jerold. He, I am a mechanical genius with quite a few 

patents. All those are in my name but are leased to various industries.  

I am extremely well off. The good part is I am a phantom helper. I find deserving people 

and clandestinely help them. Find that struggling family and they get an offer of a new 

job with a generous salary. Now I am going to buy the hillside house I left.  

That will be a retreat but there again it may be that there is a needy family. I’ll have 

Michael see if it is up for sale and then is there a needy couple.. There are too many 

memories in that house. There is a urge to see what happened there today. 

I am drawn into the kitchen by the alluring odor of something being cooked. I just know 

that the cook is making a gourmet meal for me. I have staff but the cook is like any head 

chef, bossy. She spots me coming in and tells me that she does not like me prowling 

while she cooks. 

The age difference is such that she could be my mother but more strict. I do think that 

she does imagine that I am her son. That does have a warm feeling in me. 



“Get out of my kitchen!” She yells at me. “Your water is in your bar’s freezer. It should be 

frozen by now. I, for the life of me, cannot see what you see in frozen water. Dinner will 

be in thirty minutes. I catch you snacking and I’ll eat the dinner myself.” 

I smile and ask her if she ever has had me not lick the plate clean. Then I smile and 

leave. That is what she always says when the plate is returned to the kitchen. I do not 

actually lick the plate, that is what the rolls are for. She is a really excellent chef. 

She once ran a restaurant. Well known and proud of it. She had a staff and her diners 

always came back until the owners sold the place and the new owners cut her 

ingredients back to generic. She lost the customers due to the poor quality of the 

ingredients. She was fired and had lost her reputation because the new owner told the 

world that it was her cooking that was the cause. 

She had a breakdown and I found her just sitting on a park bench. Almost homeless. I 

knew her by  her quality and offered her the job. She took it. I knew what had happened. 

She now has a card and she is the only one that does the shopping. Every day, after my 

breakfast, she drives into town in a van that I had made for her. It keeps those items the 

need to be cool in one compartment. Another compartment is for the frozen. Then a 

mesh rack to keep those room temperature items  fresh. 

Only having to cook for me and the staff, she controls every aspect of the preparation. 

She has hired some of her old staff. They also love working here. No stress. I think that 

is why she treats me like a son. Grateful for all that I have done for her. 

All my staff are of such circumstances. I am known as someone that picks up strays. 

What those don’t know is that I find discarded gems. 

Waiting for dinner, I take my long shower and relax afterwards. I really do not have very 

many true friends but I do not allow hangers on, groupies who just want me to spend my 

money on them. I can spot the women that are just looking for a deep pocket. Right 

now, that is the least of my concerns. 

I could get used to this life but what happened today. That was me who died on the road 

in front of my house. This is me but I have now a different body and a different name. 

What happened? They did not see or hear me. I have no idea. I need to search the web 

for anything. 

Tomorrow I need to return to that spot but I also feel that I should not. What if I crossed 

a barrier. If I went one way could I actually go back? If that is possible, I am dead on 

that side. I choose to err on this side. 

This side has the web like the other. Searching I do not find anything about an accident 

so I search my name and birthdate. Much to my shock, I find that I died as a youth. I fell 



through the ice in the winter as a ten year old and drowned. The article gave my parents 

names so I knew it was me.  

It was always under research and in those fictional novels. Parallel worlds. Similar 

situations but with different results. Dodge the truck in one world but die as a youth in 

this one. I prefer this world where I’m alive as a different person. Not that dead prisoner 

Calling up the geo map, I see that the road that I lived on does not even exist. Maybe I’ll 

buy that land but also the barrier may still exist. I don’t want to even come near to it. 

Crossing, there is a great possibility that I would be dead. Nope, that is one area that I 

will not enter. 

Getting used to this life, I am informed, by my butler Michael, that I have a meeting with 

my favorite charity group. I just know that it is time for me to be informed of this months 

goals. These are the ones that run several food banks and shelters. 

I get to their offices and did not expect what I find. There are a group of familiar people 

but they all look like they have bad news and do not know how to tell me. I look at them 

and put it simply. 

“Whatever you have to say, just say it.” 

The head of the organization is not here, the next in line is. He is the one that speaks.  

“We have found out, while we were getting things ready for this meeting, the leader has 

disappeared with all of the charities money. He drained the account. Our treasurer 

found it out when he went to print out the financial report. There was just this note on 

the desk. 

The note just said that he was tired of this and needed the money to start over. “Get that 

rich bastard to give you more money. He’s loaded” 

“Have you gotten the police involved?” 

He answers that they have but they do not know where he is at the moment.  

“Don’t worry about the money, I am as he said a rich bastard. I want you and I to meet 

with the police. I will press charges but If he will return the money, all of it, I will 

recommend probation if he pleads guilty and goes public.” 

I cover what he took and then we went to the police. With the local news there, the chief 

gave all the information about the theft. Then I made my information public. “I’m 

covering what he stole but if he turns himself in with all the money, I will ask the district 



attorney’s office to give him probation with the proviso that he never works again with 

any charity.” 

Unfortunately, he did not. He was caught in one of the many casinos in the area. It turns 

out that he has been gambling with the charity money but this time he had gotten too 

deep to get out. When he was caught, he was on a roll. He had regained ten percent of 

what he took. He said that he had been into what little money of his he had.  

The casino was the one to call. A security guard told the manager about the theft. The 

casino generously refunded us the amount he lost here but he had gambled at others. I 

pressed charges. He is now serving time. 

The charity has gotten a surge of donations that is more than what they lost. Along with 

my replacement money, the food bank was able to get through the winter with a surplus.  

Over the years, I have given away a lot. As I aged, my servants have had a retirement 

fund for each. For instance, when Michael was ready to retire, I had put away in his fund 

over two million. Most have between one and two million. None of them have to worry. 

I still ride my motorcycle. Today is my sixtieth birthday and I go out for a leisurely ride. 

On that ride, I was just absorbed in the countryside. Enjoying the ride, I felt something 

that was familiar. Something I felt years ago. 

Hesitating to look, there in my rearview was my busted up body. The deer got up and 

ran into the brush.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Poor man 

Now, this is my second time seeing me dead in the road. I turn my attention away from 

the scene and pedal off. Wait, I was on a motorcycle. Now I am on a pedal bike? 

Looking at it as I coast, it is an assembly of mismatched parts. Most are rusty. It is 

obvious that this time, I am not that rich man. I stop and take inventory of myself. 

All I have is an ID. No license and very little money in the well worn wallet I had. 

Obviously deposit can money. The bicycle has a cobbled up hitch with a salvaged baby 

trailer. My belongings are in there, what there is of them. 

My leather coat if now a jean jacket that, like the rest of my clothing, is someone else’s 

lost or discarded clothing. I’ll stick with that because I now have the feeling that this life, 

this me, holds his head up. He does not steal.  

I start peddling again. It comes naturally because I know that since the fire, that burned 

up the entire neighborhood, my insurance would not cover my loss. I used up what 

savings I had while walking. I noticed a bicycle in the river and retrieved it. Since then I 

have repaired it numerous times with those common water found bikes.  

The first thing, when I hit a town, is to scout out the soup kitchen and food bank. Some 

even have used clothes that you can have. I always get one set when I can.  

There is a stream so I fill up my large soda bottles. This, being a mountain area, has 

good water but I do have a pot and a flint fire starter. I find one of those road side rest 

stops that have fire pits for the passing tourist to cook out. I boil the water and put it in 

the bottles again. It may not be true but I have convinced myself that by pouring the hot 

water into those bottles, it kills any residue. I haven’t gotten sick, yet. 

I find the kitchen and now have a warm meal. I ask those kind people if there are any 

day job employment centers in this area. There is and I spend a week here. I now have 

a really good amount of money. Well for someone that lives normally on deposit cans, it 

is a fortune. 

The funny thing is is that I remember all of those two lives but I do not have any 

resentment. I do not think that it is natural but I don’t question.  

Whenever possible, I will work for my money. I am not like those panhandlers at the 

strip malls that look too much like what normals think we look like. The latest is the 

violinists that really are faking it with a recording. I just shake my head and pedal on.. 

There are always people who make judgements on someone’s outwardly appearance. 

Many a time those people have made it  known just what trash they think I am. Most just 



say, in so many words, that I need to get a job and pick myself up. Don’t I have any 

pride? Just get out of our town. 

I may be living hand to mouth but I still have pride. I do not even address them but just 

say that I forgive them. 

Day jobs, deposit cans, foraging for wild vegetables, I make due. I am not getting fat, I 

actually am fit. 

It now is getting cold so I start my peddling south as I have done each fall. I pass the 

neighborhood that I used to live in and find that there are no more individual houses. 

Large complexes of “affordable housing.”  

I found that I don’t qualify for it. No job. At least I still can hold my head up, I found their 

trash and now have at least enough cans to get some food for on the run.  

I kind of like this freedom. I do get hungry. I do worry but I just know that there is a 

feeling that I need this. 

Getting warmer, I can relax. At least I will not freeze to death in my sleep. 

I start my morning trek when I hear an eighteen wheeler’s horn sound. I keep rolling 

until I reach the grassy curb. Stopping, there I am. Head split wide open, bike totally 

crushed. The trucker is looking around and sees no one. He takes one of my waters, 

cleans the blood off of the cab and drives off. 

That is the final indignity of that short life.   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Warrior 

I find myself getting mad. At least wait for the police. It was an accident. That short life 

was a good one but I turn as that scene of me fades away. I am snapped back to this 

reality. There is the sound of a battle going on somewhere near.  

I am on a hill with another person. That one is calling out directions and wind speed. I 

know what he is saying. I find myself looking through a high power sight. I am a sniper 

and I look at the person in the cross hairs. 

My spotter gives me the information and I adjust the scope for those condition. I 

acknowledge, exhale and gently pull the trigger. Down goes a brutal general. “Hit” the 

spotter says. 

“Last target,” and we take that one. Now we both police up the site, then it is time to 

make for the extraction point. It is strange that I feel no remorse. It is my task to remove 

those who are an obstacle to the final peace. I am in demand because I only take those 

ones that are proven to be doers of perpetuating this war. 

The report out was the usual. All of those who I report to know that the avenging angel 

does not like flattery. I don’t tolerate any praise. It is my chosen task. Something that I 

was born for. Each report is someone bad that is no longer alive. Each is evil. 

I do my research and make sure that the assignment is not a grudge hit. Let the others 

do that, I have too much self respect.  

I grew up in the mountains where all the family helped. The whole area that I lived in 

were all self sufficient. Hunt, farm and such. In other words, others saw us as poor. All of 

our neighbors would help each other. The old ones would always have game and 

vegetables left on their front porch. 

I, from my earliest memories, was trained to take one shot. My father said that we don’t 

waste ammunition. He would always show me where the kill shot was on each animal.  

“Either hit the heart or a neck shot to sever the spine.” Is what he would say. 

Under his tutelage,  I became well known as the one that would never miss, never will 

take  the shot until I am sure of the kill. No one questioned my answer when a man tried 

to take my kill. 

I was in my early teens and he was an outsider. A stranger. No one knew him. He just 

grabbed the deer and told me that it was his shot that killed it. We both knew that there 

was only one shot. As he was claiming the deer, he was pointing his weapon at me. Not 

the time for the one shot. 



Walking away as he dragged my deer in the opposite direction, I kept an eye on him. He 

was so confident that he stopped to gut the deer. He never noticed the young boy 

behind a tree take aim and use his one shot. 

The local sheriff was called and it was determined that I was only responding to a threat 

to my life. They buried him where he was. The sheriff’s parents were ones that I always 

left something on their porch. 

By the time I was in my late teens, the notice came that I was drafted. In our area, you 

answered the call. This country did not try to interfere with our way of living so service 

was almost a payment for our freedom. 

In basic, I was always up to the physical challenges. We may have been poor in money 

but we had locals that made sure that all of us children got a good education, not 

indoctrination. It was at the shooting range that they found out about my talent. 

The range master called my first shot dead center but the second shot he called a miss. 

I asked him to have that checked again. A look at the target showed a slight trace of the 

second bullet in the center. He had the target changed but with the instructions of 

patching it after each shot. 

By the time of me running out of the box of ammunition I was given, the whole range 

had stopped and was watching. A box of fifty and all in the same dead center. I found 

myself being pulled out of my basic training class and was now in a “special” sniper 

class.  

While my original class had graduated and were off to war, I was now in possession of 

the best rifle and scope I had ever had. I did find it slightly irritating having someone 

next to me calling out distance and wind speed. You see, with that scope, I was now 

hitting center at greater distances.  My spotter was needed to give me the information to 

be able to adjust my cross hairs.  

That is how I found myself on top of hills taking out officers from that opposing side. I 

did love seeing the other officers pissed off and the dead one’s troupes firing off in all 

directions.  

I now have had many other spotters. I am known to be hard on them. Knowing what I 

know, there have been some that I take the range glasses from them and saw that they 

were reading something wrong. When back in camp, I would basically fire them.  

Most, if not all would be sent back to regular ground pounder ranks. I did not care 

because I need the accurate information but I also know when some of that information 

is incorrect. 



Most of those sent back, may just have been battle fodder. They spotted not taken a 

shot. They watched, not killed. My rejects were branded as failures. This last one has 

lasted longer than anyone. We have been a team for many years. 

Now I have a need to go home. I have been at the top of my profession for more than 

thirty years. Home was where I needed to be. The service gave me my discharge and 

destroyed my records. In place of them was a very dull generic record as a cook. 

Home is not  what I remember,  it had been too many years away. Other people were 

finding that the view was exactly what they wanted and were willing to pay good money 

for the view. My parents had died and my siblings took the money. I had bought a large 

valley. My service pay was such that I was able to afford it. 

In the valley, I cleared and built my new home. I loved that fact that I owned enough 

land as to be far from all others. Most of my adult life was being basically alone. Making 

the life or death decision on others. Good versus evil. Spotters were almost a tool to me 

so in effect I was alone most of my adult life and this suited me. 

I heard the shot and felt what was a hornet sting. 

Now I was away from my body. It was face down, oozing life’s blood onto the ground. 

My last spotter comes out of the brush and flips the body over. He is laughing 

hysterically as he pisses on the body.  

“That’s exactly how I pictured you. Dead and pissed on. My father was a spotter that 

you got rid of. He never came home because he was killed in his first battle. The letters 

he wrote to my mother were filled with the hate he felt towards you for ruining him. 

Father I have avenged you.” 

He kicks my body and runs away.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Creation 

Now I don’t even try to figure out what has happened. I realize that I really have not 

experienced death. I have actually jumped out of a body at the second before death into 

a new body, a new profession. This is a meadow that my hillside home overlooks. 

That home is one of my finest designs. I know that I am in great demand, all over the 

world, for homes for the rich and famous.  All say that it is like I read their minds. I know 

that it is all those lives I have lived. I just know, when they come into my office, what 

they want. A lot of them want to display their wealth and want the prestige of saying that 

I designed it.  

What those rich ones do not know is that I also have another office where I have a staff 

that makes designs of different houses for sale to the general population under a simple 

company name. The plans are for those who would like something special but do not 

have the financial resources to have me do their design. I love to add my touches to 

those designs. 

Again, I am rich but I do not flaunt it. That is why I live in this valley. I have a simple 

office where I meet with clients but all my drawings are done in my studio in my home. I 

draw it all and over see the construction. All my houses are built to my specifications. 

They can hire their own contractors but most clients prefer to have my selected 

contractors do the work. 

As before, I know all the previous lives but I do not question the transition. For whatever 

reason, I just have the knowledge of the new life. In this one, I know all about designing. 

My home is filled with all the books on regulations, calculations and ascetics. There are 

quite a few of mine that I have published. 

One thing, I am not full of myself. I have reached my position, my reputation, by being 

honest, doing my research and not padding the bill. They get more for their money by 

coming to me. 

I love this work because I feel that I am creating my own world. I would bet that it is the 

same feeling that a writer has when they are creating that fantasy world of adventure  

and intrigue. That is their personal world. 

In my mind, I see all those houses, including those ones from the other company, in one 

large community. I actually have that in my three d computer program. That is my world. 

That is why I make them the best. I live there, in my mind. 

Today, I am at the site of my latest build. This is one of my best, if not the best of  my 

designs. I am very proud of it. That is why I have a trailer on site for me. I need to make 



sure that every aspect of this building is what I have designed. No shortcuts, no 

substitutions. 

This building is a charity work. It will be the new home of both the city’s library and 

social support for those who need that hand up. I personally am funding almost half of 

the building cost. The rest of the money is in public and private donations. All want to be 

involved.  

The steel supplier is not happy because I personally rejected the last shipment of 

beams. Not the right hardness. I have all my own testing equipment. I found that the 

steel was weak. Too soft.  

This shipment is in the middle of my specifications. I give the okay for them to unload. I 

wanted to test some of the beams that were not accessible in the load.  

I got careless, obsessed. I did not see my surroundings.  All I heard was, “Watch out!” 

being shouted. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Taking the low road 

This is almost routine now. My last body was crushed under a falling load of steel for my 

greatest design. I am standing on a road looking at the mayhem and I am bumped by 

what is a constant stream of people just walking. 

All have the same blank look on their faces. All just walking like a herd down the road, 

all in the same direction. Like an army parade, they are five columns across the road 

but an endless shuffling stream. I am caught up in the flow. It is either walk or get 

trampled. They do not stop or break formation. 

It is like they are mindless, sheep following the other. I remember those videos of sheep 

circles. They get stuck just following the one in front of them that they  become a never 

ending circle. That is what this reminds me of. 

I start to walk in the column that abuts the side of the road. I am finding myself 

becoming lost in my thoughts. I am becoming a sheep. 

Concentrating on myself, I must physically force myself from that line. It takes all my 

strength but I free myself from the line but even though I was free, the march did not 

stop. No one in that line even noticed, they just kept going.  

Sitting down on the ground, I still feel the urge to get up and rejoin my line. “If I blend in, 

I won’t be noticed.” Be noticed? By who or what? Why do I need to blend in? My 

thoughts were interrupted by someone singing loud and proud. It did not matter to the 

singer that he could not carry a tune even if it were in a bucket.  

I look down the side if this road and spy a lone man walking on a wooded path. The dirt 

path is just no more than a few feet wide. The man dwarfs the path by his large size. He 

has to be better than six feet tall or more. Not muscular but not fat. He is wearing a 

white t shirt and bib overalls. Tan scuffed work boots that show that this is a person who 

has known work. 

I know that I need to go down there. As I think that, he stops and signals me with his 

hand. “Come on down, you know that you don’t belong up there. Those folks are trying 

to just get by.” I go down and ask him what he meant by I did not belong up there. 

“You have been through a lot.” He informs me as we walk. “You have been many people 

and still have to be untold more until you awake. You need to walk your own path. This 

is my  path that you have been placed on for just a short while. We will come to a fork in 

this path. You will know which way you need to follow. Choose wisely for the future of 

the universe depends on it. Let’s just walk. You can sing if you want.” 



He again starts to walk and sing. I just so happen to know the lyrics and join him. He 

sometimes stops singing and he just reflects on something to himself but aloud. Most of 

which are just comments about how nice it is down here. 

“When I was up there, I never noticed how beautiful this place is. Calm while up there all 

I thought about is blending in. I just think of what a simple but grand thing they are 

missing.” Then he comments to me. 

“What do you think oblivion is? You do not disappear, you still are inside that body until 

you realize that you are an individual. You do not need to blend in. All you have to do is 

stand by yourself, be yourself, don’t just blend in. Stand!”  

He went back to singing, still out of tune but he knew what the others on that upper road 

didn’t. It does not matter whether you are in perfect tune, it is the content of your heart 

and soul that is important.  

As soon as I finished that thought, he stopped. 

“Here is where we must part. You see, unlike you, I died saving someone. I will say that 

I know that I did what was necessary. No regrets. The path to the right is mine. If you 

have not noticed, both these paths are the road less traveled. The right one is the one I 

need to be on. I need to talk to a gate keeper. Those on the road up there just keep on 

going in a very long circle. Trying to blend in. Some, though, like yourself, stop and drift 

down here. I know that you are feeling that I am right. Which road do you take? Either 

one will take you to the same place but this one that I take will leave you only partially 

baked. You are like a cake that still has a while to cook until it is done and delicious. 

Which do you choose? Half baked or the long road?” 

I see someone that is now wise beyond his years. He smiles at me because he knows 

that I go left. We shake hands and as he leaves he tells me that we will meet again but I 

need to learn how to sing. “You are off key all the time.” He laughs and now disappears 

from sight along with that path. I keep walking. 

Singing, I yell out to the ones on the road. No one listened, they just keep on walking. 

Don’t they even see this path? I stop because I feel something. No it is someone! I yell 

to the people. “Please, I invite you to come on down.” 

There is one person that seems like he is trying to come. He finally just tumbles down 

the hill and lands behind me. I pick him up and it is like he suddenly awoke. He asks 

“Where  am I?” I find myself laughing and tell him that he is now on the right road.  

“You did not need to blend in. I know that you led a good life but had deep self doubts. 

You were meant to be on this road. There before us was that fork. The left followed the 



upper road and the right went away from it. We could hear a song being sung very off 

key. 

“You need to take the right path and catch up with that singer. He will show you the 

way.” 

That one did just that.  

I do know that this path is needed. Those are the lost ones. Could that road be actually 

oblivion? 

I continue to walk, continue to call out and occasionally get someone to come down. I 

feel bad for all those that do not listen to my call. Then I hear that man’s voice telling me 

that I have learned what I need. “Time for you to return.” 
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