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Beaten in the Basement

Literally picked up and thrown down a flight
of stairs, he either broke or seriously sprained his wrist in the
fall. Or maybe it was done in the unsuccessful attempt of defending
his face from the fist that had pounded in a senseless rage. The
beating must have caused a moment of unconsciousness. He lay on the
concrete floor of the basement with a bloody nose and a wrist
unable to move.

It all became clearer as Jacob pulled out of
the semi-dazed state, remembering that he was staying at the hotel
to attend a convention. Tonight was the party which had already
started with appetizers, cocktails, and socializing with associates
and colleagues. But now he lay on a dark, basement floor where he
struggled to sit up and evaluate the surroundings.

A telephone: fortunately, the hotel had a
telephone in what now appeared to be a small basement that was used
to store miscellaneous equipment and tools. Picking up the
receiver, the hum could be heard. The most logical number to dial
at the moment was the operator.

"Emerald Luxury Inn; operator." The voice of
an older gentleman, who spoke with a British accent, answered in a
calm voice.

"Yes, I've been thrown down into the basement
and beaten. I think my wrist might be broken, and I need help."

The calm voice rose to that of concerned
dread. "Oh, sir! I'm so sorry to hear that! I will get to the
bottom of this right away! In the mean time, are you able to move
and walk around?"

"Yes."

"Well, do you see a door where you might be
able to escape?" Of course! Why didn't Jacob think of that? In the
semi-dazed state, he hadn't considered simply walking upstairs and
exiting out the door.

"Yes I do see the door."

"Excellent, Sir! Can you meet me at the main
desk, in the lobby? I will have security waiting who will take a
full report and call paramedics if necessary."

Already; Jacob was feeling at ease, knowing
the ordeal was ending. "Yes, I'll be up there shortly." He slowly
ascended the old, wooden stairs until reaching the door. But it was
locked! He was trapped!

At least there was a telephone to contact the
operator for further help. “Emerald Luxury Inn; operator." Jacob
sensed the level of anxiety in the voice with a British accent.

"Yes, I called a few minutes ago -- beaten up
in the basement."

The operator interrupted, "Yes, Sir; I want
to ask you: are you sure you are staying at the Emerald Luxury
Inn?"

"Excuse me?"

"Sir, I contacted security of the matter and
I'm afraid the hotel doesn't have a basement. You couldn't possibly
be staying at the Emerald Luxury Inn. Are you sure you haven't
called from one of the neighboring hotels -- perhaps on a crossed
connection?"

Jacob paused for a moment, "Well as far as I
know I'm at the Emerald Luxury Inn. I'm here for the
convention."

The operator was baffled, "In the Sandcastle
Ball Room?"

"Yes."

Just then the basement door swung open and
the large man stormed down the stairs. Jacob knew another beating
was inevitable; if he could just protect his badly injured wrist.
He retreated, noticing he was too small to defend against the
large, muscular man who violently pushed him against the
stone-brick wall. With the force of solid shoulder strength, the
attacker repeatedly socked Jacob in the stomach until he caved in
with not a breath to inhale. Then he was punched to the jaw and
left to drop on the floor, gasping for air as the wind had been
knocked out of him. The large man went back up stairs and locked
the door behind him.

Breathe... breathe... that's it, in hale and
exhale. It took several seconds to restore his ability to breathe.
Although Jacob wanted to examine his jaw for signs of being broken,
he quickly went to the telephone to see if the operator was still
there. "Hello?"

"Are you alright, Sir?"

"He came down stairs and beat me some more. I
don't think my face can take much more."

"Sir, I have called the police and they will
soon look into this matter. In the mean time, I need to contact
building engineering and ask about this mysterious basement. Can I
put you on hold?"

"Sure." The bleeding and swelling must have
subsided on his nose, just enough so that he could smell food.
Steak and lobster? Was it the kitchen directly above where chefs
prepared the food for the evening dinner? Or maybe it was the very
ball room that he was supposed to be present. The irony of being
beaten and tortured, just below the feet of friends and colleagues
who drank and laughed, did not help matters. But it provided hope
that the building engineering would clue security and police as to
where the basement in the hotel was. If anything, the smell of food
might isolate the location of search.

The operator switched back on the line. "Are
you still there, Sir?"

"Yes; listen: I smell food above me and I
assume I'm just below the kitchen or below the ball room where the
convention and party is. Maybe that will help."

"Well, Sir, it certainly does help. I called
the building engineer and left a message for his call back. This is
not a time to ask for your patience, but... uh-oh; Sir, I think
your attacker is coming. I can hear him.

Sure enough, the door swung open and down
stormed the large man, now with a fat cigar in his mouth. The smoke
replaced the smell of steak and lobster being cooked upstairs. All
Jacob could do was back up to the wall, "No, please, no! I can't
take much more! I don't even know what I've done! Why do you keep
doing this?" Protecting his badly-injured wrist, Jacob squatted to
the floor with hand below knees, back facing the attacker.

He was grabbed by the large man and punched
to the kidneys. Then the stinky cigar was placed to his exposed
neck so that several burns were applied to the flesh. All Jacob
could do was scream out in agonizing pain. And just as the previous
attacks, the large man walked back up the stairs, locking the door
behind him.

"Hello?"

"Yes, Sir; I'm still here. Police have
arrived and they are scouting the buildings, inquiring hotel
managers of their basements."

The hotel operator was Jacob's only outside
contact that would offer some comfort from the frightening
experience. He stood motionless in agonizing pain: beaten face,
badly swollen wrist, ached stomach from being socked and now
terrible burns to his neck. "My God! He burned my neck!"

The operator sounded equally horrified, "I am
terribly sorry about this ordeal you've been put through!
Unfortunately, there is nothing left I can do. I will stay on the
line with you, if needed."

"Ya; could you do that for me"

"Certainly! Could you hide, Sir?"

"Hide?"

"It's not a bad thought. It would appear that
your attacker returns for another assault. Maybe if you found a
place to hide so that it looked like you escaped, he might be
discouraged from any further attacks." Jacob looked around the dark
basement and noticed a tool bench with a lower shelf. On the shelf
was a collection of dusty boxes, neatly stacked on the left side.
If he could slightly pull the boxes forward, he might be able to
slip behind and stay out of view of the large man who repeatedly
assaulted him. Unfortunately, the job could only be done with one
hand as the other had a badly injured wrist. It took some time, but
Jacob managed to wedge behind the boxes, even bring the phone which
would be undetectable by the attacker.

"I think he's coming, Sir! No matter how
frightened you might be, do not let him hear you breathing!" Sure
enough, the basement door swung open and the large man stormed down
the stairs, in search of his victim.

"WHERE THE HELL ARE YOU? I KNOW YOU'RE DOWN
HERE! I CAN SENSE YOUR FEAR!" The large man circled the basement,
looking behind chests and boxes. His work boots could be seen
approaching from where Jacob watched in fear. And then he stopped
in front of the work bench, "Go ahead and hide you little sissy!
I'll be back and you'll be in some serious pain, then!" He stormed
back up the stairs and locked the door behind him.

"Oh, Sir; I'm so sorry. I believe I've gotten
you into more trouble than before. Do you think he found you?"

"I don't know..."

"Well maybe you should hide someplace else --
anything to buy the time before police arrive!" Jacob quickly
squeezed out from behind the boxes; and in a panic, he desperately
looked for new place to hide. Maybe one of the antique trunks would
be large enough to accommodate him. But before he could make it to
the old trunk, the basement door swung open; the large man took
sight of Jacob.

This time, the attacker brought with a
bright, orange, industrial extension-cord -- the kind one might use
for delivering power to a table saw or feeding an appliance. "YOU
LIKE HIDING FROM ME? HUH? YOU WANNA SEE WHAT HAPPENS WHEN YOU HIDE
FROM ME?"

Jacob ran, but the extension cord was swung
at a high velocity and cracked across his back. The unbearable
sting immediately threw his body into shock as he now continued to
run, gasping for air. Each crack from the cord most-likely opened
his skin. He could only fall to the floor, dizzy from pain and
ringing in his ears. The large man continued to whip and whip out
of rage fueled by the fires of Hell itself. Was he going to whip
Jacob to death?

"THERE! DON'T EVER HIDE FROM ME YOU LITTLE
BASTARD! I'll be back to give you more later!" Shaking from a
sudden, overwhelming sensation of being cold; Jacob listened for
the sound of the man's feet as they ascended the stairs and the
door closed behind him.

"Keep breathing... in and out..." And he had
to concentrate on his heart beating, "Don't stop... don't stop
beating..." The excruciating pain of being whipped had throttled
his body into a dangerous shock as Jacob struggled to stay alive.
Maybe if he heard the voice of the operator, it would pull him out
of the state he was in.

He nearly dragged himself to phone and then
sat up. The cloth material of his shirt agitated the wounds --
blood for certain. Jacob could only whisper, "... hello..."

"Yes, Sir... I assume you were unable to
hide?"

"... no... he caught me and then whipped me
badly. I need an ambulance..."

"Ambulance and police are here, but I regret
to inform you that we are unable to locate your where-abouts. I
promised myself I would never do this, but the circumstance
more-or-less requires it. Try and have an open mind and understand
that I learned something, as a small boy, from my grandfather who
was a powerful magician. Would you be willing to try?"

Jacob would try anything at the moment to
save his life. "... yes..."

"Can you draw, Sir?"

"Draw?"

"Yes, Sir; is there some paper and an
implement to draw with?"

Jacob pushed himself off the ground and
staggered, out of weakness, around the basement until locating a
dusty, old notebook that contained a dry pencil with barely enough
of a point to write two paragraphs.

"I found one, and a pencil."

"Excellent Sir! Now I need you draw the most
horrible beast; maybe a monster or a wild animal such as a tiger.
I'll do the rest of the work; you just have to draw the beast."
Jacob was a skilled artist and very crafty with the paper and
pencil. Fortunately his favored hand was not injured, and within 5
minutes, he sketched a detailed tiger, low to the ground, with a
face that could kill its prey out of fright. Just looking at the
picture would lead one to conclude that the large cat was a
split-second from attack.

"I drew the picture... a tiger."

"Excellent, Sir! Now if and when your
attacker returns, I want you to raise the picture in front of you.
That's all you need to do; I will do the rest."

Upstairs; a large man sat in front of the TV,
watching the Sunday game. His wife left some years ago -- both him
and their, now, teenage son. An entire month's salary had been
placed in bets for this game. But he had nothing to worry; the
superstitious man learned that beating the boy would help the
desired team come out ahead. This evening; the teenage boy would
receive some serious beatings for it was much money placed on the
game! But it was all for a good cause; a new TV in his room or some
computer game should help his son forget.

Speaking of beatings, it was time for
another. There needed to be something drastic this time. Perhaps a
couple of broken bones, or a fractured skull brought on by the
aluminum baseball bat in the coat closet, would ensure a victory
for his team.

Jacob sat in the basement, desperately
holding on to his lonely fantasy of an imaginary companion that
would help him in a time of need. It didn't work this time! Wishing
to be someplace else and fantasizing of people coming to help him
did not prove successful. He gazed up at his father while clutching
the plastic, toy telephone -- a basement-stored remnant of younger
days when his barely remembered mother was around. But the voice
through the receiver could be heard as Jacob savored one last
moment of a seemingly real fantasy, "Sir, the picture; hold the
picture in front of your face."

The picture was raised and then smashed to
the floor by the weight of a fearsome beast of a tiger that would
jump out, spring some several feet forward, and penetrate its claws
into the chest of a not-so-large man. The cat must have been 1200
pounds; able to kill in it's weight alone. But father screamed in
terror as each limb was torn from their sockets. Claws dug deep to
shred tissue, muscle and arteries. It was a bloody mess -- a face
left unrecognizable -- eyes that rolled some several feet.

I won't go on to describe the feasting of the
tiger. But I will say that it was equal compensation for an
afternoon of senseless beatings in the basement.
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Originally titled The Macabre Happenings of
Fictional Mapleview, the autumn 2010 release of author Tom
Raimbault will be named, The Tree Goddess.
Blanketed by a sentience of ghostly creatures, deathly visits, and
all other cries from the grave; the fictional town of Mapleview
provides the perfect meaning to the word, macabre (pronounced
muh-kah-bruh). The dead cry out in morbid sorrow for justice when
suffering at the hands of those who pursue the dark side of
humanity. Although buried and hidden from obvious eyes, the
shrouded terror speaks through nightmares, terrifying visions, and
bizarre apparitions. And if the cries aren't heard, the terror will
appear in the physical world. Just ask one resident of Mapleview
who awoke in bed, cuddling with the mummified corpse of a woman
that had been dead for nearly 30 years! Not even the veteran
detective of the Mapleview police force can provide answers for the
bizarre phenomenon and mysterious disappearances that has seized
the town.

Written by author Tom Raimbault -- a man who
strives to exist in the realm of classic horror -- he views macabre
as a trip: a journey beyond the very edge of life itself, where one
discovers gratitude for a heart embedded with morals along with the
reality of life-after-death. People who have journeyed beyond this
vortex can find humor in macabre and say, "Thank God I'm not like
the characters in that story!"

The novel should be released in autumn,
hopefully before the Halloween season.
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