“Never hear again, never wake up.” Those words constantly repeated themselves in a whisper to Szlius.  He has been kneeling there in a white void absent of everything wearing a green t-shirt and tight form fitting black jeans the yellow dragon blesses himself again “God, I’ve lost track of how long I have been here, I now see that you have a purpose for me, I accept it.  I am ready for any judgment, the clay is in your hands now to mold.  

“So tell me, how was your fifteen years been?” Shocked Szlius wheeled himself around to see who said that, stumbling over his knees he falls over on his butt.  Standing in front of him a human wearing a long white robe that stretches down to his sandaled feet, he wore a scruff beard on his face and had shoulder length hair. 

“I’ve been here that long.” He said fearfully 

“ Oh I’m sorry I meant months, I’m only human I still make mistakes.” The man chuckled and held out his hand to Szlius.

Szlius reached his hand up and reluctantly took the man’s hand who then helped him up to his feet. “Who are you”? He asked.

“I am Jesus” he said as he stared deep into Szlius’ dark green eyes as if he was scanning his very soul “I’ve been watching you for a wile, but my hands are not for shaping the clay, yours are.” 

“What does that mean?” he asked questionably.

“It means that all of your choices, everything you want to be is entirely up to you.  Tell me what is it that want.” 

“Please I would give anything to have my life back, I promise I will never use the power again unless it is needed, I’ll release everyone to make things right, I’ll change my life, my orientation anything” he said pleadingly then he quieted down and looked at the ground if there was any.  “But what I really want the most is to be accepted by my father to be forgiven for all that I did to him, for the way I acted.  He was harsh on me, he knew I would misuse the power and I was too arrogant to listen.  Yes it was my fault.” He said with tears in his eyes.

“No matter who this is, no matter what he has done, this faggot is still my son, and nothing, I mean nothing can change that.”

Szlius’ eyes bulged and went narrow, a sense of horror went pulsating throughout his entire body as he turned around to see that old and decrepit dragon standing there, his father.  “After all I have done to you how could you still say that”

“Because you are my son, you know I was shocked and scared to hear that you were gay but I accepted it because you are my son and nothing can change that.  I was harsh on you to try to prepare you for life, and how the other people would treat you, I realize now that I was wrong.  I should have treated you differently, like a real father and support your decision, but foolish pride got the better of me. I gave you that power because I knew you would screw up.  I did it to teach you a lesson.  If you say that you are going to change then yes I believe you, yes I forgive you.” 

“But I let you down, I disgraced the family name.  How could you take me back as if nothing happened at all?” Szlius protested.

His father reached his hand up and put it Siz’s shoulder “ because I have faith in you.  A wile ago in here I heard that you would change your orientation, it brought hope back to me.  I was able to teach you something with that last ditch attempt lesson before I died.  You made me proud of you again.  It was then and there that I made up my mind to help you get free of this place.  I begged Jesus, but he said that it was entirely up to you” he said with a sigh.  “It is entirely up to you now to forgive me.  What do you say Siz”

Szlius just stood there with his mouth agape he was shocked to see the compassion coming from his father, the first time he has seen it since that day that he left those long fifteen no sixteen years ago he could feel the tears welling up in his eyes. He realized now that the past was behind him now.  He reached his arms up and hugged his father sobbing on his shoulder “yes dad the past is behind me, I forgive you” he said with a sniffle.  

“Don’t worry son I will be with you always.  I will protect you forever.  I’ll be waiting here for your return,” he said patting him on the back to comfort him.

At that Szlius’ arms fell down to his sides shocked he opened his tear soaked eyes to see that his father was no longer there. “Goodbye” could be heard as a whisper.

“Goodbye, father, I love you.” Szlius said sorrowfully.

“Are you ready to start to mold the clay” Jesus said.

“I have my peace with him now.  I will never use the power again unless it is needed, I’ll change my ways, I’m going straight, and I’ll…” he was stopped by Jesus who was holding his hand out

“Please don’t continue I am not saving you because you are making a contract.  I don’t want you to commit to anything you will regret latter.  I am saving you because I care, but you are still here because you have not forgiven yourself yet for sins, you need to let go,” he said.

Szlius looked down at the ground “all that I have done, I don’t deserve to be released.  I was cruel, I turned away from you, how can you take me back I don’t deserve it.  I got what I truly wanted, to be forgiven by my father for the way I treated him.  I am at peace now.”  He started to cry again “this is what I wanted, to finally be set free.  But I cannot stand to think of what I have become.  To be set free unrepentant, I would not be able to live with myself. After all that I have done how could I accept this?  How…”

Jesus put his finger on Szlius’ mouth “please you have been forgiven by me just please it is time to let it go.  Let your past leave you and flow into me.  You are a new person.  Live your life to the fullest.” He said comfortingly.

“I…I…can’t…” he started to weep immensely.  For what seemed like hours he just stood there crying.  “I…let…it…go.  I forgive myself.” Szlius said quietly “I want my liiiiiffffffeeeee” he screamed loud to the heavens as if he was screaming something he would regret later.  He started to cry again.

Jesus grabbed him “it is okay.”  He said in a comforting tone “this is why I am here, to be by your side forever.  To be your light to protect and to guide you,” he said patting him on the back trying to relax him.  “Your second chance is coming to you now.”

Szlius’ arms fell down to his side but he did not open his eyes for he knows that even though he is no longer there in person he is always with him. He just continues to stand there unmoving as he falls to his knees crying.  “I’m…”


Doctor Janey Kirreh was standing in front of an elevator door waiting.  She was a navy blue dragon clothed in a white doctor garb, she was whistling to herself as she went through a stack of papers attached to a silver clipboard.  When the elevator bell went off she looked up from her clipboard as the doors opened to reveal a very confused looking green dragon who was anxiously looking around the elevator muttering to herself “where did he go, he can’t of just disappeared” she said as she examined the nearby picture frame. 

“Is something wrong, Doc?” Janey asked the dragon feeling quite awkward.

Shocked the doc looked up at the other “No everything’s fine” she said confused trying to straiten herself up.  “Just trying to see if this is my stop.”

“Ah Doctor Christina Blackstone I was getting worried you would not show up, I was just about to go down and look for.  Is everything ok” she asked with a concerned look on her face.

“Its fine now, I just had rough time with that arrogant prick behind the security desk downstairs.” She said in a pissed off tone.  

“I know how you feel.  I don’t like him either but he is the best at what he does.  He may check everybody, and he may be extra feely with the women. But nothing bad ever happens here because he does his job right.  It may seem ironic, but I would trust him with my life.” She said in a joking manner “I know it is your first day on the job but you will get used to it.  Are you anxious to begin?”

“No I am excited, I can’t wait to begin.” Christina said joyfully.

“Well good go wait by room 1233 and I will be up there shortly.  Help yourself to some coffee on the way over.” She said as she walked away waiving her hand in the air.

Christina walked down the deserted hallway passing the pot on the way contemplating on whether or not she should have some.  “I know this is not good for me…I really should not drink it…last time I…oh what the hell one glass won’t hurt.”  She said as she turned around and looked at the pot.  She started to walk toward the pot with a look of longing on her face.  Then looking around to see if there was anyone watching she went for it.  She reached for the handle, grasping it she moaned at how good it felt to have the warmth on her scales again.  Lifting the pot from its base she poured herself a glass.  Holding the cup she brought it to her lips taking a sip.  She choked at its strong flavor.  At that as if bringing back some distant memory her eyes went wide and she turned her head back as she downed the entire glass.  Taking big gulps she savored the flavor, the feeling of the thick hot liquid rolling down her throat was pure bliss.  She no longer cared if it was good for her or not, the regret was now replaced with an ever burning desire, she needed more, and she needed it now.  She threw the emptied cup on the floor and reached her hand out and grabbed the entire pot.  She brought it to her mouth and started to down the entirety of its contents.  Some of it escaped her mouth and dribbled down her chin.  With that the coffee was gone and she brought the pot away from her lips and replaced it back upon its stand.  She wiped the leftovers from her chin and licked them off her fingers, making sure that not a drop was wasted.  Looking at the watch on her wrist she was brought back to reality and realized that she was going to be late.  “Shit” She said as she turned around and walked down the hall way and up two flights of stairs figuring that they were a lot quicker than waiting for the elevator.  When she finally found the room she was not surprised to see Janey there waiting.  “Sorry I’m late.” She said trying to catch her breath. 

“Its ok there’s no rush.  Now I still want you to carry out your normal everyday routine, but you were hired by me in order to be the primary care for this patient.  You were the top in your class, you should know the best and be able to help him.  He will be your number one priority.” She said with a stern look on her face as she turned the doorknob and walked in the room.

As she walked in to the room Christina looked at the bed seeing a yellow dragon asleep there.  There were five monitors surrounding him with a variety of tubes, wires, and IV’s leading towards his body.  “Who is he, and what happened to him?” she asked.

 “Well I’ve been his assigned doctor since he came in here fifteen months ago.  When he cam in he was a John Doe, he had blood gushing out of his ears and a look of pure horror glued to his face.  His wallet identified him as Szlius Fruse, age thirty, unemployed.  His father passed away the same day, and his mother is missing.  Seems he suffered a psychotic episode at the nearby bank and passed out.  He’ll never wake up and he’ll never hear again if he did.  He has been pronounced a lot cause, but I think you might be able to do something.  No one knows what happened to him.  The only clue we have is that his body is producing large amounts of ezolen, which is strange because there is nothing written in his records stating that he had any problems with this before.  But the most unusual thing that we discovered is that he has four brain waves we’ve never seen anything like this before. Have you?” Janey asked curiously.  

“I’ve never heard of it but it seems like I can figure out what happened.  Wherever these brain waves came from, it made his body respond by producing more ezolen, but over compensated the amount, Causing the brain to overload because the brain can not handle the intense levels making him experience this problem.

“Um…well…wow. I never thought of it that way before, I guess that is why I got you.” Janey said with a shocked expression on her face.  

Christina walked over to the monitors and started to page through the screen looking at the history of his vital signs.  Then she reached into her bag and started up her laptop hooked it up to one of the monitors and commenced a download of all the info on Szlius.  When it was finished, she removed the cable and put the computer away.  “Well I guess I am not getting any sleep tonight, I’m going to take this home and review all of his information.” She said as she stood up from the chair.  She looked down at Szlius lying there on the bed she felt saddened seeing him there and she reached out her hand and touched his gently thinking to herself “I wonder what he is like as a person?”

Beep, a monitor made a motion to another screen showing brain activity with a bump in the line, Christina heard it but she ignored it.   

Beep Beep, it went faster this time and Christina looked up this time seeing it.  Janey also drew her attention to the monitor just staring mouth agape. 

Beep, this time going every couple seconds, Janey moved over to the monitor “what is going on, is he having a stroke, a heart attack?  What the hell is happening?” she said as she started to press buttons on the keypad. 

Beep Beep Beep, this time going faster “Shit we might lose him.” Janey shouted

Christina stood in shock still holding Szlius’ hand she was squeezing hard “No…he can’t” she whispered to herself tears forming in her eyes.

BEEEEEEEEEP!!!!

“We…we…lost him.” Janey said sorrowfully turning the monitor off.  She looked over at Christina noticing that she was looking away crying, holding his hand.  She followed with her eyes starting at his hand up his arm and finally stopping at his face shocked to see his eyes were open wide.

Szlius’ eyes burst open and started to dart around the room trying to register where he was.  He looked around and saw a green dragon doctor who was holding his hand looking away with tears in her eyes, but his eyes finally came to a stop at the blue dragon staring right into his eyes with her mouth open.

“What the hell is going on…” was all she could get out.

“Aaaaaaahhhhh” a bloodcurdling scream started to pour out of Szlius’ mouth bringing everybody back to the reality of the room.  His right arm shot up and gripped the side of his head wile his whole body started to double over backward in pain.  Arching his back screaming louder this time he gripped at Christina’s hand. 

His claws sank deep into her scales and the blood flowed out staining the sheets but she did not pull away she just stood there dumbfounded looking at him, he was in sever pain and something had to be done, it was her who started to take control of the situation.  “Stop standing around” she screamed “get over here and help, now.”

Janey’s eyes blinked “…right, try to restrain him” she demanded running over and grabbing his other arm but to no prevail could not remove it from his face.

His screams were getting louder and there was nothing Christina could do about it “shhh it is all right, calm down” she said trying to comfort him.  She cold see all the pain he was in, she watched on noticing that his left eye was now colored gray instead of the blue they were a minute ago like his right eye which tears were now flowing from, but the re were tears of blood flowing from his left eye and she reached her free hand up to dab the blood away “its ok your safe” she tried again to comfort him.

At the slightest touch a deep scar forms over Szlius’ left eye, shocked she pulls her arm away and it bumped into a nearby IV which caused it to fall over breaking over all of the monitors causing sparks to fly and shutting them down completely fried and unusable.

The screaming ended abruptly as if something clicked and took it all away.  Szlius straightened out on the bed his chest was heaving as he continued to breath hard and fast, his eyes darted around the room trying to register his surroundings trying to calm himself down.  He moved his hand away from his face and rested it next to his body.  He turned his head to look at the green dragon that was perfectly calm but troubled, his eyes came to a rest on his hand still holding hers, his hands were soaked in her blood and his eyes went wide.  “I…I’m…sorry.” he said trying to pull his hand away from hers but he could not pull away from her strong grip.

“Its ok I’m fine,” she said gently, refusing to let go of his hand. “Just try to relax.”

“Hello Szlius can you hear me, I’m Doctor Janey Kirreh and this is Doctor Christina Blackstone.  How are you feeling?” she asked sweetly trying to hide the trembling in her voice. 

“I…have…a…head…ace.” He said in-between breaths still trying to calm himself down.

“Don’t worry you will be ok.  Now can you remember back to when you were at that bank can you tell us what happened?  You’ve been in a coma for fifteen months” she said seriously.

His breathing slowed down and he just stared at her blankly as if deep in thought.  “Sorry I can remember anything about that day it is all a blur to me,” he said in a voice sounding as if he had something to hide.

“Do you remember anything Szlius?” she said doubtingly “please try hard.”

“I am Szlius Fruse pronounced Siz-lee-ooze son of Dreznik Fruse,” he said in an annoyed tone.

“Please try hard” she insisted. 

“Janey, please Janey leave him the fuck alone he’s been through a lot let him rest please” Christina said in an angry voice.  

“Fine I’ll come back tomorrow to check on you,” she said as she turned around and walked out of the room briskly.  

“Please pay no attention to her, she is just so serious” she said calmly but Szlius just stared off unresponsive, ignoring her.  “Everything is ok you don’t have to be afraid anymore.  Well you rest and I will be back tomorrow to see if you feel better,” she said as she walked over and got the monitors back on making sure they still work.  She then walked over and replaced the used IV bottles with new ones.  Walking over to him she reached out and grabbed the tubes coming from his mouth “excuse me” he opened his mouth and she removed the tubes from his body.  Upon there removal he coughed and made a series of gagging noises before calming down.  Throwing them away she turned around and started toward the door reaching out for the light switch but was stopped by the sound of Szlius’ hoarse, dry voice.

“I never should have woken up, I don’t deserve it,” he said in a voice filled with remorse.  “Are you the one…if you are please I am not worth saving.”

Shocked at the words that came from his mouth she turned around with a look of great concern on her face.  “Please don’t say that, of course you are” she tried to comfort him.

“No I am not, why should I, a sinner, be allowed to wake when so many others have not” he said in a quite scornful voice.  “My sins are to great to live on, no one cares about me.”

She reached out and turned out the light “please all lives are worth living, please just try to rest,” she said walking out the door and closing it.  She stood there for about five minutes pondering the meaning of his words before letting go of the handle.  “You don’t know how wrong you are,” she said as she slung her bag over her shoulder.  She walked down the hall to the reception desk “hey can you see if there are any belonging to patient Szlius Fruse in room 1233 and have them taken to his room” she asked the receptionist behind the desk.

“Yea I can do that let me check his records,” she tapped some keys “yea he has five boxes of miscellaneous items from his house, they got everything important excluding the necessities and the furniture.  Seems like he did not have much.”

“Ok thanks for that, see ya” she said with a wave turning around and going down the hall.  She passed the coffee pot from earlier completely filled again.  She stopped for a minute and then walked over to the pot grabbing a glass she filled it and brining it to her mouth but she stopped when she remembered his words “are you the one?”  Her hand trembled as she thought to her self “yes…I think I am…it all adds up now…even that incident from thirteen years ago, your signs continue to amaze me at how you do things.”  She looked at the cup in her hand, her eyes went wide and she crushed it in her hand, coffee and bits and pieces of Styrofoam fell to the floor.  The receptionist behind the desk shot her a glare.  She took her arm still dripping with her blood and swinging it sent the pot full of it’s contents from it’s base to the floor shattering it into hundreds of thousands of pieces spilling coffee everywhere.  Breathing hard and pissed she looked at her bleeding hand, and pulling out a handkerchief she wrapped it tightly to stop the bleeding.  “He is surrounded by the same sadness I’ve experienced before.  I know how he feels,” she said holding her blood soaked hand to her heart.  She started to cry remembering her sins of the past.  “It is time for me to set things straight” she said as she walked over and pressed the down button on the elevator door.  Standing there waiting she took out her music player and turned on Erase it again by Sparta.  As the elevator door opened she pressed the ground floor button “erase and start it again, accidents happen, but these cuts don’t scar, erase and start It again, mistakes dig in, and you’ve gone too far” she sang out loud as the door shut behind her.  “The time has come,” she said to her self.

Szlius lay there in bed, his breathing had calmed down and he was staring up at the ceiling thinking to himself “I never should have woken up.  There is no one left to care about me.  Not even my own mother wants to talk to me anymore.  I don’t even know where she disappeared to after our last discussion.  How am I going to be able to start a new life over if I have no one left to help me?  I am alone; he said to himself.  He closed his eyes and though of his father and how he was treated and of his last words.

“I’ll be waiting here for your return.”

If only you were here to help me now” he said with tears coming to his eyes.  “If I never did what I did, things might have different between you and me.  None of this would have happened.” he said moving his hand to wipe the tear away noticing the blood still on his hands her words echoed through his mind.  

“Your second chance is coming to you now.”  

“Is this what he meant” he said staring at the blood on his hand.  “Maybe she is unlike the others, maybe she is the one.”  He noticed the scar on his eye.  He looked over at the mirror and noticed his eye was gray with a long deep scar over his eye.  “I’ve been marked for my sins and the blood still remains on my hands.  Oh well, better get some sleep tomorrow is a new day” with that he closed his eyes with a heavy sigh.

The door know started to rattle and the door opened, Szlius opened his eye and saw a janitor carrying a pile of boxes with ‘Szlius Fruse RM1233’ on the side.  He looked up from his labor and noticed Szlius was looking at him. “Sorry for that, good night” he said respectfully as he turned around and walked out the door.

“I’ll see what they are tomorrow, oh well good night,” he said to himself as he drifted into a peaceful sleep.

