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"It wasn't supposed to happen like this!" "Wait, no, no." "Is this how it ends!?" "Ugh...no". There's no 

other way to put it, I’m at "writer's block", the bad part of town, the Donald Trump white power speech, the 

place where...it, happened. No but seriously I’m stuck, I have been writing for four days straight no sleep, just 

water and the macho taco down the street. No I’m lying, sorry; you probably didn't believe me anyway. I live at 

home wife, kids, Tracy our dog, life is good, and I always feel like I do just the right thing. I go to church with my 

loving family, nightly walks with my wife and Tracy (my dog if you've forgotten). Everything was great, 

until...Jacob my son I, I was off to work one day and he stopped me and ask if he could come and of course I 

just thought it was the cutest little thing and I brushed it off with a "Sorry buddy maybe next time ok?".  

Of course he was upset because of how "daddy is always talking about his writing job", but when I got 

to work I opened my briefcase and saw he had slipped me a note and it said "deer dad, If yoo get stuk in yor 

riting agen col mom and wee wil com get yoo out. luv Jacob.” I laughed of course, the writing was shaky and 

written in one of the pens I gave him, but I never thought he would actually use it, I mean come on a 5 year old 

using a ballpoint pen. So after work I went home and ask my daughter Maria where Jacob was, although she 

was busy bathing the dog with paint she found in the garage, and of course I went and got my camera. But on 

the way I playfully and quietly ask my wife where Jacob was and her response was "In the front yard looking for 

you." we both laughed once again like perplexed idiots. I went around to the front window, no Jacob, I went 

outside no Jacob, I went to the backyard no Jacob, I ran upstairs no Jacob, I told my wife no Jacob, I went to 

the neighbors no Jacob, I went to his friends no Jacob, I went to the police no Jacob, I went to private 

investigators no Jacob, I went to the internet!  

I, I, I lost... my son, I didn't take him with me to work, I didn't take him with me to work I didn't take him 

with me to work I didn't take him with me to work I didn't take him with me to work. Ten years that thought went 

on and on and on and on! I went to gun stores I saw on T.V, I would get up walk out the door without telling my 

crying wife, and look at the guns and knives. I never bought any...I just looked. The owner soon got tired of this 

ritual and pretty soon he just stopped throwing me out. I was fired from my job because all I could write was 

Jacob's name, page after page after page of my son's name.  

My wi...My, ex wife took my daughter from me, and I felt like she was just as lost as Jacob, both my 

children, my lives were stolen. Just simply, stolen, and all I could do was have the sanity poured out of me like 

a wine bottle! Now I have no one! Yet when I calm down all I could think of was my kids...huh, can I even say 

they're still mine now anyway. After my daily ritual of the gun store I would go to the police departments around 

the state filing a missing person report on Maria and Jacob, and they would tell me that I’m crazy and throw me 

out. So after a few more times they looked into my case, hired some FBI agents to conduct a "federal 

investigation", that's when they came to my house and turned it upside down they found bodies that I know 

they planted to make it seem like I killed my family, took me in, brought a psychologist to pick at my brain, said I 

was a "Paranoid Schizophrenic", and put me on a mental hospital! 

 That's when it hit me...Jeremy Thompson, Jeremy Thompson, that basket case! He wanted my job as 

head writer and he couldn't deal with the fact that his best friend the guy he grew up with, is the same guy who 

was a billion times better a writer than he would ever be! All the time, day after day of plotting in the midst of all 

the madness which surrounded me, as if I was in a movie! Then...finally, I received word that I was deemed 

mentally unstable by the judge and sentenced to stay in this place for life.  

I had put on the act of complete kindness, I had planned for twelve years, and my daughter was soon 

married to a wonderful young man named Samuel. I myself was dead inside and so I acted on this thought and 

died. But in my soul is where the funeral occurred, for there was no real death, only my minds. There is one key 

part of my story I forgot to mention...I'm a compulsive liar, I’m a writer who was at writer's block trying to finish a 

story. I have no kids, no wife, I live in a two bedroom apartment with my dog, and this ends my story. 


