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It had been a morning unlike any 
other for David Young, for he did 
not awaken to the smell of his wife 

Colleen’s tousled hair alongside of 
him and their two-year-old son, Cason, 
ruffled in between them smothered 
in his baby blue silk Bob the Builder 
blanket. This morning, David woke to 
his wife in the kitchen. He could smell 
the pork sausage frying in the skillet, 
the pancake rising on the griddle and 
Pillsbury’s Grands biscuits baking in 
the oven. 

He pushed himself out from under-
neath their plush brown and beige 
Antoinette comforter and headed 
down their winding grand staircase. 
The staircase railing had been layered 
with fourteen-karat gold and the floor 
was covered with white lavish carpet. 

It was Friday, “father-son” day for 
David and Cason. After indulging in the 
pork-sausage omelets, the buttermilk 
pancakes, and the soft, fluffy and warm 
biscuits covered in Mrs. Butterworth’s 
syrup that his wife had prepared, he 
and his son got dressed and headed 

to the local park for the day in the sun. 
David followed closely behind Cason 
as he kicked off his shoes and ran past 
the warm black tar-pit that held the 
recently re-made jungle gym and 
headed across toward the warm sand 
that carried the worn-out swing set. 
David enjoyed the very few moments 
that he and his son got to share. 

As David watched his son play 
around in the sand and build sand 
castles bigger than life, he thought 
about his everyday life away from 
home. David Young wasn’t your ordi-
nary black suit, white collar shirt-and-
tie, and tie type of guy; he was the 
complete opposite. Looking from 
the inside out, you wouldn’t have 
noticed because their incomes were 
equivalent. 

Embraced in his thoughts, David 
never noticed the black Chevrolet 
Tahoe slowly driving by, with a dent 
alongside the back passenger side 
door, a bullet hole not too far away 
from its gas tank and tinted windows 
so dark not even an ounce of sunlight 
can pierce through them. As it slowly 
passed, the passenger-side window 
came down and nineteen bullets came 
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raging out like bats out of hell leaving 
David and his thoughts to drown in his 
pool of blood. 

As David’s soul looked up from the 
gates of hell he sat in the fire to only 
notice that his son was tugging at his 
shirt, crying and begging him, “Daddy?  
Daddy, please get up. Daddy, please 
come and play with me.” He watched 

on as his blood began to dry in the 
sand and his lifeless body continued 
being pulled at. And as David’s soul cried 
for new life he awoke from his night-
mare only to find the scent of Colleen’s 
tousled hair alongside him, and their 
two-year-old son, Cason, in between 
them ruffled underneath his baby blue 
silk Bob the Builder blanket.


