
                      
 
 

Lucas tried to move his free limbs and as he lifted them, the flesh that 
had melted off Newton’s body and stuck to him fell onto the bed. The stench 
increased, as did the pool of decaying matter. Each time Lucas moved, he 
brushed against Newton’s body and released more of his victim’s tissue. 
 

“You blame me for awl de evil in de worl’? Dere’s evil all ’round heah. 
I see dem spirits and haints eb’ry day. All the bad I done ain’t but a thimble 
full when you see all what dem odduhs done. Dere’s spirits from all over the 
worl’ want to hu’t livin’ folk. Dey make babies stop breathin’. Dey make a man 
jealous enough to kill his own pappy. Dey make a woman cheat. Y’all just 
livin’ in a sea of sin ’cause of dem, and you wan’ destroy me?” 
 

“If we can stop a world of sin, it’s gon’ be one sinner at a time.” Booker’s 
sing-song tone moved the others to say “Amen.” 
 

“And we ain’t heah for eb’rybody else’s sin.” Delilah put her hands on 
her hips. 
​  

Lucas stared at her and smiled. His stubby, brown teeth stood out 
against his glowing red skin with Newton’s tissue blistering around the edge 
of his mouth. He chuckled through his phlegm-filled sound as what was left 
of Newton continued to decompose. 



 
“So you did dis. Now I git it. You let me kill some buckrahs fuh yuh, and 

now when I wan’ do it for m’se’f, I’se evil? And now you gotta fix y’own mess. 
Ha-ha-ha-haaa!” Lucas’ laughter sounded like a drowning beast. “Sounds 
like yo’ evil is as bad as mine. Y’all got blood on yo’ hands like I do. Alluh 
you. You gon’ live with dat?” 

​
Booker broke the silence. “In doing the Lord’s work, evil met with 

strength is defeated. We used you to defeat the Greeleys, but we never told 
you to go on killin’. We gave you another chance to roam this earth, but you 
made the choice to be evil.” 
 

“Liah!” Lucas tried to free himself by pulling at the handcuffs. 
 

Nana splashed him with the liquid and he howled. 
 

No more from you,” Nana flicked more liquid onto Lucas before 
Delilah raised her hand in front of her sister. 
 

“Don’t trouble yo’ se’f, sistuh.” Delilah gloated over Lucas’ howling. His 
voice reverberated so loudly, the bed seemed to vibrate. The force from his 
howls made the mess left of Newton vibrate on the bed, making the liquid 
pools froth and gurgle. 
 

Everyone frowned and covered their noses because of the odor. 
Everyone except Delilah. Nana, Booker, and Kenny moved to the window. 
Kenny limped out of the way to allow Nana to get fresh air. 
 

It was time for Lucas’ final judgment. The others left it up to Delilah to 
decide how he would be destroyed. They entered a photograph and returned 
to Booker’s home while Delilah stayed. She relished the opportunity to study 
this odd creature. 
 

“Ain’t never spent time wit no haint befo’,” she mused. 
 

“Been passin’ right by you eb’ry dark night. Right in front of yuh. You 
ain’t had no idea.” 
 

“It ain’t like I was gon’ have suppuh wit you, Lucas Mobley. See, I know 
spirits. Known ’em fuh a long time. I just never been with a haint. What was 
it like in that bottle all dem yeahs?” 
 

“I don’t wan’ tawk ’bout it.” 
 

“I just wanna know.” 
 

“Ain’t got nothin’ to say ’bout dat.” 
 

“See, the closest I’ve been is stuck inside these heah pictures for six- 
ty-four yeahs. It was lonely at first, but then, I realized I could go anywheah, 
at any time. I just knew it wasn’t natchul. It wasn’t real. You musta felt the 



same way; just wasn’t real. My sistuh and her grandson came and he’ped get 
me out. Got my power back, and now I move ’round like I’m on a highway 
in the sky. Ain’t that what it feels like when you come back from the dead?” 
 

“You don’t know nutt’n.” 
 

“Except I was nevuh hungry. I nevuh got tired and I never needed no 
constitutional. But you . . . You always need to eat. You gotta suck somebody’s 
soul out and take eb’ry bit of the life they got, right? What happens if you 
don’t eat? How long can you go wit no food?” 
 
“Stop.” 
 
“And when you kill peoples, do it tase’ different if dey Black or white? 
What do buckrah tase’ like, anyway? Do men taste different dan women? How 
about old peoples . . . do they tase’ different dan a big ole, strong faa’m boy?” 
 
Enraged by the interrogation, Lucas screamed, “Yeah! Dat young boy 
that jes left tase’ real good! I wanted to eat him up, spit him out, and eat ’im 
again. Dat what you wanna heah? … 
 


