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“But who prays for Satan? Who in eighteen centuries, has had the common humanity to 
pray for the one sinner that needed it most, our one fellow and brother who most 
needed a friend yet had not a single one.” 
 —Mark Twain 
  



	  

 
“Your name, sir?” 
The cashier looked expectantly at Eddie and clacked her acrylic fingernails on the 

side of the register, waiting for a response. But his attention was, quite noticeably, 
elsewhere. His spectacled, narrow face held the sort of expression one might have 
while leaving a geriatric-amputee strip club. 

“Sir,” she said, after a few courtesy-seconds. “What’s your name?” 
Eddie’s gaze broke. He looked back at the cashier, suddenly remembering where he 

was. This had been happening a lot lately. 
“Uh, Eddie,” he replied. “Sorry.” He rubbed the back of his neck, and fumbled for his 

wallet. 
“It’s okay, Freddy.” 
How the hell did she hear Freddy? “No, Eddie. Like Eddie Vedder?” 
“Who’s Eddie Vedder?” 
He let out a disappointed sigh and shook his head.  
“The guy who invented the all-beef hot dog.”  
Eddie found that in these situations, rather than getting caught in the ever-frustrating 

cycle of explaining his references to people, it was best to simply lie. In fact, this had 
become Eddie’s go-to solution for most social situations, and he’d also never been one 
to half-ass anything, including and especially lying. 

“Oh,” she said, in the same way one might respond to hearing that a new stop sign 
has just been built on the other side of town. “Four-eighty, Eddie,” she added, as she 
wrote his name on a plastic cup. 

He pulled a withered five out of his wallet and handed it to the cashier, who placed it 
in the till and slid out two dimes, putting them coldly in Eddie’s hand, which was, at the 
moment, shaking so uncontrollably that he nearly quite literally dropped a dime. She 
looked him over. Beads of sweat were forming on his forehead. 

“Are you alright, sir?” the cashier asked. 
“I’m… fantastic,” he lied. 
He wasn’t fantastic, nor was he alright. In fact, at this moment, standing in the 

middle of a mostly-empty coffee shop waiting for his green-tea frappuccino, hands 
shaking, forehead sweating, Eddie wondered if he wasn’t teetering on the paper-thin 
edge of sanity. 

He had just seen, moments earlier, a man in a well-tailored dark suit staring directly 
at him, drinking coffee and smiling. Admittedly, this would not have been that odd, 
except that upon breaking his gaze and returning it only seconds later, the man and his 
beverage had both vanished. Still, this would not have called Eddie’s sanity into 
question, except that he had seen this very same man last night at a bar uptown, only 
then, he was dressed in black leather, drinking what appeared to be a White Russian 
and he was playing darts. And Eddie had only noticed him then because he’d also seen 
him the day before during his cousin’s birthday dinner, at a Mexican restaurant two 
hours away in West Palm Beach, though at that time the man was drinking a margarita, 
wearing a red sweater vest and working away at what appeared to be a Sudoku puzzle. 



	  

Then there was two days before that, when Eddie had seen the same man in a black 
tracksuit at the car wash. He wasn’t drinking anything then, but he was smoking a cigar. 
The day before that, Eddie had seen him coming out of the bathroom at his 
optometrist’s office, wearing a cowboy hat and boots, and followed by a silver cloud of 
what smelled suspiciously like marijuana smoke. Two days prior, Eddie had seen him in 
grungy sweatpants standing on a street corner, selling churros, ecstasy and bottled 
water. That’s exactly what his sign had read: “Churros, Ecstasy and Water. Make me an 
offer!” 

Each time, the stranger had subsequently vanished, almost dissolving into his 
surroundings, either in a crowd, or behind a passing bus, or after looking away for mere 
seconds. 

And each time, the man had been smiling. Perhaps that was what had so effectively 
made an impression on Eddie’s memory. That smile. 

He had found it oddly mesmerizing, much like a hot flame when looked at for too 
long, and the image of it would sometimes follow him a bit after looking away. It was, in 
many ways, not the sort of smile one forgets: broad, crooked and toothy, implying a 
million things but revealing nothing. A sly grin that made him look as though he might be 
laughing at a joke he didn’t want anyone else to get. And after seeing this smile, four to 
five times a week now with increasing frequency, in confounding and impossible 
contexts, Eddie wanted in on the joke. 

Clearly someone was stalking him, he reasoned. Someone going through great 
lengths to be seen, and yet remain irritatingly hidden. Someone with an expansive 
wardrobe. And, apparently, someone who could travel faster than the speed of light. 
That narrowed the suspects down considerably. 

A barista called out Eddie’s name and placed his frappuccino on the counter. Eddie 
picked it up, popped in a straw, and sipped it as he headed for the exit, trying not to 
focus on anything else but the door, his car, and the drive ahead to work, where he felt 
certain the monotonous drudgery of his day job would make him forget all about this 
strange business with this strange man with his strange, crooked smile and the fact that 
he was maybe, possibly, but almost definitely losing his mind. Though, in just a few 
hours, Eddie would find that he was wrong, in just about the worst possible way. 
 

* * * 
I’m going to have to tell Cesar, thought Eddie, as he locked his blue sedan with a 

clicker on his keychain and started toward the aging gray concrete edifice that was his 
workplace. Even now, after having neurotically worked the issue over in his head the 
entire 20-minute drive from the coffee shop, he was still not sold on the idea of telling 
the closest thing he had to a best friend that he was seeing… a ghost? An apparition? A 
hallucination? Eddie didn’t even know what to call the damned thing, let alone how to 
explain it to someone like Cesar without coming off sounding like a madman. 

The thing about Cesar wasn’t that he was an asshole, though he certainly could be, 
particularly when alcohol and professional sports were involved. It was more that he 
was simultaneously (A) blunt to a fault, having made a habit of tactlessly interjecting his 
typically-unorthodox stance on whatever topic of discussion happened to be floating 



	  

through the air with socially-reckless abandon, and (B) almost always right. At least 
insofar as he could be shown to be right. Either one of these characteristics on their own 
would have been enough to invoke ire in the hearts of one’s colleagues. But Cesar had 
managed to combine the two into a bittersweet herbal blend whose infuriating aroma 
had the effect of both securing his job as a project manager almost indefinitely, and 
making sure that everyone in the office loathed him enough to keep their distance. 

Everyone, that is, except Eddie. Cesar and Eddie had actually gotten along rather 
swimmingly from the moment they’d met at training, though no one could figure out why. 
In fact, it had become a frequent topic of water-cooler discussion: the curious pairing of 
Cesar and Eddie in HR—originally he had been the only Eddie until about a year ago, 
when another Eddie had been hired as a project manager, and since apparently “Eddie 
in Management” was thought to be too clunky of a nickname and borderline 
disrespectful of the man’s title, it meant that he became the default Eddie while the 
original begrudgingly fell into the title of “Eddie in HR,” which he enjoyed about as much 
as a cat enjoys a cold bath. 

Eddie had even overheard a few such conversations, but only because he had been 
shamelessly eavesdropping. “What’s with Cesar and Eddie in HR? Are they, like, gay or 
something?” “I heard Eddie in HR drove Cesar to the hospital after he broke his fist 
punching Eddie’s mom in the face.” “Cesar only keeps Eddie in HR around cause they 
struck a deal—Cesar gets an extra three weeks of PTO and in exchange, he has to be 
friends with Eddie in HR.” 

Oddly enough, Eddie never took any offense to this, as he wasn’t a man who cared 
how he was perceived. The truth—and this is what his co-workers could not fathom—
was that Eddie cared very little about very few things, and it was precisely this trait that 
seemed to bind him to Cesar, who appeared to care a great deal about many things, 
most of which almost no one in their right mind would think to concern themselves with. 
Their dynamic was simple: Eddie didn’t give a damn, and merely allowed Cesar to give 
enough damns for the both of them. 

The problem, Eddie pondered as he opened the front door for an elderly woman 
before entering the building, was that if he said nothing, Cesar would know something 
was amiss and drag it out of him anyway. And he wasn’t sure what his friend’s reaction 
would be. 

Eddie rushed his way to the open elevator and squeezed in between two 
mustachioed twenty-somethings in pinstripe suits who were probably making extra 
money on the weekends by standing completely still in Gucci outlet windows, and a 
woman so portly that if the elevator should become indefinitely stuck in some impossibly 
hypothetical way, there would be no question which among them would be eaten for 
survival first. He pushed 5 and watched the metal doors glide closed about an inch from 
his nose. 

Actually, as he thought about it, he knew precisely how Cesar would react. Once the 
issue had been tediously explained, Cesar would casually dismiss the whole thing as 
“ludicrous.” 

He knew he’d use that word, too. Ludicrous. Cesar had a strong tendency to overuse 
certain words—it had once taken Eddie an entire week to convince his friend to stop 



	  

using the word exuberant, and he had succeeded, in a way. Naturally, since it had been 
one of those rare things Eddie decided to care about, Cesar had been determined to 
further his best buddy’s annoyance by using the word as often as possible. And after a 
week of asking his friend to “expand his vocabulary” and hearing the same response 
(“What am I, a goddamn thesaurus?”), Eddie had tried to put an end to the matter by 
buying him a real, actual, goddamn thesaurus. It was a good thesaurus, and Eddie had 
dropped good money on it thinking his friend would appreciate the gesture in good 
humor. But Cesar, upon receiving his “gift,” had responded by simply using the word 
vivacious instead of exuberant, only with even more frequency. And over the next 
several months, once Cesar had passive-aggressively gone through eight different 
synonyms for exuberant, using each one an average of 50 times a day for at least two 
weeks before moving on to the next, it became clear to Eddie that Cesar did not, in fact, 
appreciate the gesture as much as he had hoped. 

Recently though, ludicrous was in heavy rotation in Cesar’s lexicon, for he had 
moved past all things exuberant and was now choosing random words with at least 
three syllables and at least ten synonyms (“This new policy is ludicrous,” “That outfit is 
ludicrous,” and just last week, “The new Ludacris album is just plain ludicrous,”) and 
Eddie felt certain this was the word he’d hear. And so, as the elevator ascended, 
announcing the passing of each floor with a disquieting ding, Eddie began preemptively 
convincing himself that he agreed. That’s exactly what this whole situation was, anyway. 
Ludicrous. 

Right? 
 

* * * 
“That is completely ludicrous!” 
Cesar shook his head and leaned back in his chair, which creaked like antique 

bedsprings. He picked up the half-eaten sesame seed bagel in front of him and took 
another bite. 

“Rudicruth!” he repeated, with his mouth full. 
The break room was empty save for the two of them. It looked like just about every 

other break room in the world, except with possibly four more Cuban coffee machines 
than the expected worldwide average (that is, if anyone ever bothered to calculate such 
a useless statistic) and a faded green linoleum floor the color of rabbit puke. Without 
getting up from his chair, Eddie turned and filled a paper cup with water from the cooler 
behind him. If there had been a vodka cooler, certainly this conversation would have 
called for it. 

“I know it’s ridiculous,” Eddie said, deliberately avoiding the word ludicrous. “But I 
also know what I saw, and I know there must be some logical explanation for it.” 

“Sure there is,” Cesar replied, after swallowing. “You’re hallucinating. Which means 
you’ve gone off the rails. You’re losing it, hombre. You’re ‘going cray-cray,’ as the kids 
are calling it nowadays. That’s assuming that I’m understanding adolescent vernacular 
properly. I haven’t turned on the Disney channel in a while.” 



	  

“That can’t be the only logical explanation,” Eddie responded, and actually sounded 
somewhat convinced. He took a generous sip of water, then added, “It’s still entirely 
possible that someone is stalking me.” 

Cesar scoffed, and swallowed another oversized bite of bagel. “Right. Someone with 
the power of teleportation.” 

“I never said he had teleportation powers. Just that he disappears. Into… thin air.” 
Eddie felt ludicrous just saying it. 

“Ah. My mistake. So what’s your explanation for ‘disappearing into thin air,’ then? 
Temporary selective blindness? Or a series of concave mirrors?” 

“I don’t know, Cesar!” Eddie snapped. “Maybe I just didn’t see it right.” 
“Which would still, technically, make it hallucination.” 
“Fine. I’ll concede that I might be hallucinating. Happy?” 
Cesar finished his bagel and wiped crumbs and cream cheese off his face with a 

napkin, staring past his friend in a moment of contemplation. Then he spoke again, “Be 
that as it may, you can’t afford to lose it today. At least not until after that meeting with 
the CFO.” 

Eddie felt his heart sink a few inches and his head fell into the palms of his hands. 
“Ah, damn it. Damn. Damn.” He added a few other words a bit more severe than damn. 
“I completely forgot about that meeting.” 

Somewhere in the neurotic, paranoid haze of the last few days, the meeting set up 
by his manager, Wanda, had indeed completely slipped his mind. Wanda had sent him 
an e-mail about it three days ago and had even sent one yesterday to remind him about 
it, which was necessary, as nearly everyone in the office felt that meetings were 
pointless and made clever habit of “forgetting” these meetings, sometimes even taking 
sick or vacation days to get out of attending them. One woman in Quality Assurance 
even booked a round-trip flight to Thailand just to avoid a product launch meeting. 
Wanda had learned long ago never to underestimate the work her employees were 
willing to endure to avoid doing work. 

But this meeting felt different. Wanda almost seemed excited about it, and even 
subtle, reserved enthusiasm was rare for Wanda Toni. Everyone knew it, (which is why 
they occasionally called her Dial-Tone Toni, though certainly not to her face, or within a 
mile radius of her for that matter), so Eddie figured the meeting was, in all likelihood, 
good news. Even Cesar agreed, and that was almost as good as a guarantee. 

Still, Eddie reasoned, any meeting—even one likely to bring good news—was 
probably not a good idea on the day you lose your mind. 

Cesar stood up and slid his chair in. A fluorescent light flickered above him. “So what 
are you gonna do?” 

“Not sure yet,” Eddie said, as he stood and tossed his empty cup in the trash. “I’ll 
have to get out of it somehow.”  

“Good luck with that, bro.” 
With Eddie already starting to craft the excuse e-mail in his head (which he figured 

would include the death of a relative he made up, from some random legit-sounding 
disease he found on Wikipedia), they walked out the break room door, and stopped. A 
tall woman in a navy blue pants-suit stood just outside the doorway. 



	  

“Hello, Eddie,” said Wanda Toni, in a tone slightly less monotonous than usual. “Got 
a minute?” 

 
* * * 

“You ready for the CFO meeting later?” said Wanda, almost gleefully (or with what 
could pass as glee for someone like Wanda, anyway). 

Eddie wasn’t, and he made an effort to tell her this as they walked together toward 
Conference Room 2 across the hall, but he also hadn’t had but a few seconds to 
prepare a convincing enough lie, so what actually came out of his mouth was, “I’m 
pretty, umm, slammed. And my, err, great-uncle has, uhh, retroviral something-or-other. 
But, uhh. I think, yea, maybe, sure. Uhh. What time?” 

She replied swiftly, either not noticing his hesitance or not caring. “The CFO gets in 
around lunch time. We’ll have the meeting after that. Nothing to worry about.” Eddie 
almost thought he saw her half-smile. 

He decided to resign to the fact that he would have to attend the meeting. There was 
no way out of it now, short of committing one or more felonies. And who knew—perhaps 
it really was good news. He could sure use it. 

“So what happened?” Eddie asked. 
“Sorry?” Wanda said, distracted by a text message on her phone. Another reason 

they called her Dial-Tone Toni was that she was always on her phone, though Cesar 
had repeatedly pointed out that this wasn’t an appropriate usage of the nickname since 
cellular phones do not have dial tones. No one seemed to care, at any rate. 

“What do you need my help for? You wouldn’t need HR unless something happened. 
Right?” 

Wanda finished crafting a text, mouthing the words as she typed them, then replied. 
“Right. Workplace incident. A complaint was filed this morning.” 

“Who filed it?” Eddie figured it was that crazy woman in Accounting who seemed to 
take issue with anything that stimulated any of her five senses in a way she was 
unfamiliar with. 

“Everyone, actually,” Wanda replied. 
Eddie wasn’t sure he’d heard that right. “Everyone?” 
“Well, everyone except for a handful of people. Yourself included. That’s why I need 

your help. It’s kind of a confusing situation. We got the same complaint from everyone in 
the office. ‘Lucius in Sales hacked my computer, and changed the desktop background 
to a picture of Vladimir Putin riding a donkey with nothing on but a safari hat.’ And the 
admin password was changed yesterday, so I have no idea how he could have done it.” 

“Wait, who was wearing the safari hat? Putin or the donkey?” 
“Honestly, I didn’t get a good look at the photo. Or any look, as far as that’s 

concerned. I hope it’s the donkey, but I’m not about to verify that. Help yourself.” 
“How do they know it was Lucius in Sales?” 
“Because the caption in the photo said Regards, Lucius in Sales.” 
They passed the opaque green windows of the Promotions, Incentives & Sales 

Strategies Department, whose subjects had the unfortunate, unofficial surname of “in 



	  

PISS,” a fact which many in the PISS Department ruefully resented—particularly 
Duncan in PISS, Tucker in PISS and Tripp in PISS, but none more than Dick in PISS. 

Lucius in Sales. The name kept ringing odd to Eddie, and it took a moment before he 
realized that, though all new hire paperwork always went through him, he didn’t actually 
know nor had he heard of anyone named Lucius in the Sales department. Or in any 
department, for that matter. “Wait, who the hell is Lucius in Sales?” 

“Lucius. In sales,” Wanda answered, as if that explained everything. “Don’t you know 
Lucius?” Her phone beeped. Another text message. 

Eddie shook his head. “I don’t. And I’m in charge of staffing the sales team. So why 
don’t I remember hiring anyone with that name?” 

“Strange, how people forget things,” Wanda said, not attempting to answer the 
question. “Here,” she added, and handed him a file folder stuffed with incident report 
documents, her expression that of a woman with a thousand things to do, all of which 
were more important than what she now had to do. She turned her attention toward 
typing out another textual response. 

Eddie opened the file to take a glance at the culprit’s full name, perhaps to jog his 
memory. His new hire forms were right on top. He read the name. Lucius Israel Ferrer. 
What an odd name! Definitely one Eddie should have committed to memory, and yet it 
just wasn’t there. Was this what losing your mind felt like? Pieces of your psyche, 
eroding slowly away over time? What would he forget next, his ATM pin? 

He closed the file, anxiously. He could see his future now. A single, flickering 
incandescent light bulb illuminating his cold, rubber room as he sits in the corner wound 
up tightly in a straight jacket stained yellow and brown from having forgotten how to use 
the bathroom. 

They were now outside the conference room door, and had stopped. Eddie never 
went into any HR meeting until he had at least a general idea of how he would approach 
the situation. Technically, this is what his four-year Psychology degree had prepared 
him for, though he surely didn’t know it at the time. And if he had known that he was 
taking out thousands of dollars in student loans to prepare for a future career in Human 
Resources, he would have probably just used the money to buy a pistol, shot himself in 
the foot and then switched his major to something in the Liberal Arts (though probably 
not dance, as there would still be, after all, a bullet in his foot). 

He also wasn’t entirely sure that he was in any condition to rely on his Psychology 
background, seeing as how he was, at the moment, maybe, possibly, but definitely 
losing his grasp on sanity. He wasn’t even sure of his mind’s readiness to handle 
routine HR duties.  

But as far as HR duties went, incident reports were at least somewhat stimulating. 
You got to interview parties involved. Assemble the parts of the story. Suss out fact from 
fiction. What word did she use to describe your mother? Exactly how much is this man’s 
hygiene affecting your productivity? Was your lunch clearly labeled and in the 
refrigerator at the time? It was like detective work, only much easier and for lower 
stakes (and slightly less likely to lead to alcoholism, but only slightly). Eddie finally 
figured that even if he’d never met this Lucius in Sales, there was no real threat 



	  

presented by simply walking in there confidently and playing the good cop to Wanda’s 
bad cop. 

He turned to Wanda. “Whatever. I’ll get his side of the story, and you make sure you 
keep him on edge so he knows it’s serious.” Though, in truth, Eddie knew that it wasn’t 
serious, and that Lucius in Sales would probably deny it and there’d be no way to prove 
that he was responsible, and even if he did admit it, there wouldn’t be much they could 
do about it anyway. Members of the Sales team were among the hardest to fire, and so 
they systematically got away with a lot. 

“Right,” Wanda replied, then added, under her breath, “Vladimir freaking Putin.” 
Eddie took a deep breath, opened the conference room door, noticed the offender 

sitting at the other end of the table, and then froze. 
It was him. 
The telltale crooked smile. The ominous stare. The crisp, dark suit. Unmistakably, 

the very same mysterious stranger he’d seen not more than two hours ago and every 
other day prior, was now sitting right in front of him at the far end of the conference 
room table, at his place of work. The one place the stranger had not yet shown up. The 
one place Eddie had thought he was secure. 

Wanda made her way into the room and found a seat, pushing past a bewildered 
Eddie, who was still standing in the doorway finding himself unable to move or say a 
word. 

He didn’t have to. Lucius in Sales raised his hand and gestured toward the seat 
across from him, then spoke in a dry, rippling voice that sounded like it came from a 
throat that was doing a good job of pretending to be human. 

“Have a seat, Eddie,” he said. “I think we have much to discuss.” 


