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Crimson	Contact	
	
	

The	heat	of	 the	merciless	 sun	pounded	away	upon	 the	
busy	Manhattan	sidewalk.	The	thick	blanket	of	cloud	and	smog,	
which	enveloped	the	city,	stood	defenseless	against	its	piercing	
rays.	The	humidity	was	almost	unbearable,	but	this	didn’t	seem	
to	deter	any	of	the	passersby	as	they	hurried	along.	Simon	had	
been	sitting	under	a	 little	green	umbrella,	one	of	many	neatly	
arranged	 outside	 a	 little	 downtown	 cafe.	 A	 white	 plastic	
barricade	separated	the	sidewalk	from	an	outdoor	area	set	up	
at	the	front	of	the	cafe.	It	seemed	to	shut	out	the	almost	panicky	
spell	under	which	most	of	the	passersby	were	captivated.		

Simon	leaned	back	in	a	shaky	metal	chair	and	observed	
the	people	as	they	frantically	raced	past	him.	He	randomly	chose	



Aceldama 

3 
 

individuals	from	the	rushing	human	tide,	fixing	his	stare	upon	
them.	 In	 most	 cases,	 it	 would	 be	 a	 scantily	 clad	 female	 or	
someone	whose	 appearance	was	 too	 interesting	 to	 ignore.	Of	
every	subject	he	would	choose	 to	 cast	his	gaze	upon,	not	one	
would	oblige	to	return	even	a	flashing	glance.	It	was	almost	as	if	
he	didn’t	even	exist.	The	only	person	he	had	spoken	to	for	the	
day	was	the	large	African	woman	at	the	cafes’	main	counter.	She	
seemed	 angry	 at	 the	 world.	 After	 the	 most	 pleasant	 ‘good	
morning’	he	could	muster,	he	soon	found	out	she	wasn’t	much	
of	 a	 conversationalist.	 This	 only	 compounded	 the	 depression	
bearing	heavily	upon	his	battered	psyche.			

Simon	 had	 grown	 accustomed	 to	 loneliness	 and	
depression,	and	the	more	the	people	passing	by	ignored	him,	the	
worse	 he	 felt.	 This	was	 ironic	 since	 he	 started	 looking	 at	 the	
arbitrary	 strangers	 and	 fabricating	 stories	 to	 fit	 each	 face	 in	
order	to	neglect	his	own	misery.	The	weight	of	his	situation	was	
too	 overwhelming	 to	 ignore.	 Suicide	was	 never	 an	 option	 for	
Simon	since	his	knowledge	of	the	intricacies	of	blood	constantly	
bellowed	the	futility	of	such	a	selfish	act.	His	torment	sometimes	
drove	him	to	the	point	where	he	wished	he	never	even	existed.	
Simon	 had	 been	 through	 much	 in	 his	 thirty-three	 years	 of	
existence	upon	 this	 earth	and	 thought	himself	 to	be	 the	most	
unfortunate	soul	ever	born.	

As	he	sat	in	the	old	rickety	cafe	chair,	he	managed	a	half-
smile	as	he	noticed	an	old	homeless	man	pushing	a	cart	down	
the	sidewalk.	The	old	man	made	his	way	through	the	busy	street	
with	relative	ease	since	people	hurriedly	sped	out	of	his	way	in	
avoidance,	 as	 if	 he	 was	 suffering	 from	 a	 highly	 contagious	
disease.	 The	 old	 man	 had	 creases	 engraved	 upon	 his	 face,	
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indicative	of	the	hard	life	he	lived.	All	of	the	hairs	on	his	head	
were	gray	and	noticeable	as	they	clasped	the	sides	of	his	semi-
bald	skull.	He	was	apparently	talking	to	himself,	but	as	Simon	
eagerly	listened	in,	he	realized	the	man	was	talking	to	someone	
who	he	imagined	to	be	there.	

“Listen,	woman,	I	married	your	daughter,	not	you!”	the	
old	man	scornfully	shrilled.	“You	can’t	tell	me	what	to	do,	leave	
me	alone,	leave	me.”	

Simon	 laughed	 out	 loud	 as	 he	 concluded	 the	 man’s	
mother-in-law	 drove	 him	 to	 the	 point	 of	 insanity.	 It’s	 been	 a	
while	 since	 I	 laughed,	 Simon	 thought	 as	 he	 returned	 to	 his	
somber	mode.	Just	then,	a	young	woman	dressed	in	a	mini	skirt	
and	knee-high	boots	grabbed	Simon’s	attention.	He	scrutinized	
the	 barrage	 of	 costume	 jewelry	 the	 tall,	 slim	 woman	 was	
wearing	and	eventually	concluded	 that	she	must	be	a	hooker.	
Her	little	red	tank	top	with	its	low	‘V’	neckline	barely	covered	
her	breasts.	The	young	woman	sped	along	the	sidewalk	as	she	
dragged	a	 small	 suitcase	behind	her.	He	 immediately	 fell	 into	
lust	mode	until	he	looked	at	her	face	to	observe	hard	lines-	lines	
almost	 as	 prominent	 as	 the	 ones	 incised	 upon	 the	 homeless	
man’s	weary	face.		He	could	tell	she	was	no	stranger	to	sorrow	
and	 tears.	Maybe	 she’s	 heading	 to	 a	 new	 life,	 that’s	 why	 she’s	
carrying	that	suitcase,	he	reasoned	in	his	mind	as	his	sufferings	
abounded.	

Simon	 turned	 his	 head	 to	 allow	 the	 young	 woman’s	
frame	to	disappear	into	obscurity.	His	eyes	continued	to	survey	
the	new	flow	of	pedestrians	as	they	soullessly	marched	before	
him.	All	the	people	seem	to	blend	into	one	large	melded	mass	of	
bland	 existence.	 They	 all	wore	 similar	 coats	 and	 possessed	 a	
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seemingly	 mass-produced	 countenance.	 Most	 of	 the	 people	
passing	 by	 seemed	 to	 struggle	 to	 establish	 any	 sort	 of	
individuality.	Even	the	headbangers	with	their	countless	tattoos	
and	horrid	piercings	were	just	a	copy	of	someone	walking	in	the	
opposite	direction.	Simon	lamented	the	monotony	of	counting	
clones	and	wondered	if	he	himself	was	a	clone.	Undaunted,	or	
since	he	had	nothing	better	to	do,	he	continued	to	look.	

Suddenly,	in	the	middle	of	the	melting	pot	of	human	flesh	
thrashing	before	his	solitary	little	cafe	spot,	he	saw	her.	His	eyes	
gravitated	toward	her	like	metal	to	a	magnet.	The	young	woman	
stood	out	in	the	crowd;	something	about	her	was	captivating.	He	
could	not	pull	his	eyes	away	from	her.	He	wasn’t	able	to	pinpoint	
a	single	 feature	about	her	 that	had	him	so	entranced,	but	she	
was	 gorgeous.	 Maybe	 it	 was	 her	 bleach-blonde	 hair	 or	 her	
slender	yet	curvaceous	body.	Probably	it	was	her	fair	baby-like	
skin	or	her	seemingly	vivacious	countenance.	Whatever	it	was,	
Simon	was	captivated.	His	weary	gaze	locked	on	to	her	bright	
blue	eyes	as	she	walked	down	the	crowded	Manhattan	street.	
From	the	midst	of	the	immense	crowd,	she	noticed	him	staring	
at	 her.	 He	 wanted	 to	 quickly	 look	 away	 to	 avoid	 the	
embarrassment	of	being	caught	staring,	but	he	couldn’t.	He	was	
captivated.	She	was	the	first	person	to	notice	him	all	day.		

Simon’s	 imagination	 began	 to	 work	 overtime.	 He	
meticulously	calculated	his	approach	and	how	he	would	make	
his	 way	 to	 introduce	 himself	 to	 such	 a	 beautiful	 woman.	 He	
imagined	himself	 leaping	over	the	white	 fence	separating	him	
from	the	sidewalk,	casually	strolling	up	to	the	blue-eyed	beauty	
and	unleashing	 an	 introduction	 that	would	 completely	 sweep	
her	 off	 her	 feet.	 Of	 course,	 he	 would	 have	 to	 employ	 the	
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smoothest,	deepest,	and	sexiest	voice	he	could	muster.	Simon,	
dig	deep,	he	announced	to	himself.	

With	a	deep	breath,	he	composed	himself,	stood	up,	and	
began	his	advance	toward	the	young	woman.	His	eyes	remained	
fixed	upon	hers.	He	could	tell	she	anticipated	his	approach	by	
the	faint	smile	she	sent	in	his	direction.	In	a	single	fluid	motion,	
he	conquered	the	futile	barricade	and	began	his	journey	toward	
her.	He	now	stood	a	mere	twenty	yards	away	from	her,	and	with	
each	 step,	 his	 heartbeat	 intensified.	He	 could	 almost	 hear	 his	
throbbing	 heart	 pounding	 away	 in	 his	 chest	 as	 he	 nervously	
tried	to	swallow	the	lump	in	his	throat.	He	could	not	understand	
why	he	was	so	nervous;	he	had	many	women	in	his	life—mostly	
one-night	 stands—but	 he	 was	 never	 nervous.	 Somehow,	 he	
knew	she	was	different.		

Their	eyes	were	fixed	on	each	other.	Simon	was	just	ten	
yards	away	from	the	woman	of	his	dreams.	The	faintest	sound	
of	a	gunshot	echoed	in	the	distance,	but	hardly	anyone	noticed	
what	 was	 happening.	 Suddenly,	 the	 young	 woman’s	 body	
violently	convulsed	as	spouts	of	blood	gushed	out	of	the	left	side	
of	her	head.	The	young	woman	had	been	shot!	A	bullet	entered	
the	 right	 side	 of	 her	 head,	 viciously	 jolting	 her	 body	 upon	
impact.	Simon	stood	frozen	in	utter	disbelief	as	he	watched	her	
drop	to	the	floor	like	a	lifeless	slab	of	meat.	His	mind	went	numb	
as	he	struggled	to	pull	his	thoughts	together.			

Simon’s	reflexes	compelled	him	to	look	in	the	direction	
from	which	the	bullet	came.	He	looked	left	and	then	up	to	see	
two	men	standing	on	top	of	the	shortest	of	the	buildings	lining	
that	side	of	 the	street.	One	man	was	 laughing	while	 the	other	
moved	 an	 M107	 Sniper	 rifle	 away	 from	 his	 right	 eye	 while	
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extending	 to	 an	 upright	 position.	 The	 first	 man	 was	 middle-
aged,	 Caucasian,	 and	 significantly	 older	 than	 the	 other.	 The	
younger	of	the	two,	the	shooter,	was	of	African	descent	wearing	
a	hooded	vest	draped	over	his	dreadlocked	hair.	The	shooter,	
probably	 in	 his	 early	 twenties,	 was	 apparently	 receiving	 a	
congratulatory	pat	on	the	back	from	the	older	man.		The	young	
man	 with	 the	 gun	 instinctively	 looked	 in	 Simon’s	 direction,	
making	eye	contact	with	him	in	an	instant.	Both	men	scrutinized	
Simon	in	concern	as	they	hurried	out	of	sight.		

As	the	woman	hit	the	ground,	spasmodic	cries	of	horror	
erupted,	 piercing	 the	 atmosphere.	 However,	 they	 were	 not	
enough	to	interrupt	the	regular	buzzing	of	the	busy	street.	Only	
a	handful	of	people	stopped	to	assist	her	while	others	ignored	
the	scene.	Some	passed	without	gesturing	even	a	modicum	of	
concern.	Even	though	some	came	to	render	aid,	no	one	touched	
her;	 the	 scene	was	 too	 bloody.	 Simon	 looked	 in	 the	 direction	
where	the	young	womans’	body	lay	motionless	on	the	concrete	
sidewalk.	He	ran	to	her,	asking	if	she	was	all	right,	but	there	was	
no	reply.		

“Someone	call	911,	call	an	ambulance!”	Simon	shouted,	
and	several	of	the	onlookers	whipped	out	their	phones	to	oblige.	

Simon	knelt	at	the	young	woman’s	side,	trying	to	tell	her	
not	to	worry.	She	gave	no	response.	Her	eyes	were	still	opened.	
Those	eyes	that	 just	a	minute	ago	had	him	so	entranced	were	
now	frozen	in	a	wintry	state	of	hollowness.	He	knelt	at	her	side,	
focusing	on	those	blue	eyes,	desperately	searching	to	find	some	
semblance	 of	 life	 left	 in	 her.	 He	 noticed	 tears	 settling	 at	 the	
corners	of	her	eyes	and	inwardly	cringed	at	the	thought	of	what	
this	young	woman	must	be	feeling.	He	knew	she	was	dead	but	
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was	not	willing	to	admit	it.	Not	for	one	moment	did	Simon	think	
to	leave	her	side.	It	was	almost	as	if	she	captivated	him	in	death	
as	well.	Even	though	his	eyes	welled	up	with	tears,	he	could	not	
stop	looking	at	the	young	woman.		

Come	on	Simon,	you	don’t	even	know	her,	he	thought	to	
himself,	 but	all	his	 attempts	 to	 fight	 the	 tears	were	 futile.	His	
stomach	churned	as	the	tenseness	of	the	situation	materialized.	
He	was	upset	to	the	point	where	he	felt	 like	throwing	up.	The	
eeriest	feeling	covered	him,	pressing	down	with	relentless	force.	
He	could	not	shake	the	heaviness	of	all	he	was	experiencing.		

Suddenly,	he	heard	a	loud,	wailing	cry	for	help.	He	looked	
up	to	see	where	it	was	coming	from,	but	most	of	the	crowd	just	
mumbled	in	speculation	as	to	how	this	woman	died.	

	“I	 can’t	 believe	 this	 has	 happened	 to	 me,”	 the	 voice	
lamented.		

Simon	 looked	 around	 again	 to	 realize	 no	 one	 else	was	
aware	of	the	voice.		

“Avenge	me!	Oh	God,	avenge	me,”	the	cry	echoed.		
The	voice	was	 the	voice	of	a	young	woman,	strong	but	

riddled	 with	 fear	 and	 uncertainty.	 Simon	 knew	 what	 was	
happening	 to	 him	 but	 wasn’t	 willing	 to	 accept	 that	 this	 was	
happening	again.	

The	bullet	had	neatly	entered	the	right	side	of	the	young	
woman’s	head	and	created	a	gaping	wound	upon	exiting	the	left	
side.	The	side	with	the	wound	lay	hidden	against	the	concrete.	
As	Simon	knelt	beside	her,	he	was	too	distracted	to	notice	the	
crimson	 tide	 emanating	 from	 the	 wound.	 The	 blood	 slowly	
flowed	around	him,	masking	the	face	of	the	filthy	pavement.	The	
gray	 concrete	 sidewalk	 speckled	 with	 patches	 of	 black	 from	
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chewed	gum,	was	now	red	with	the	blood	of	the	young	woman.	
Simon	didn’t	even	realize	he	was	kneeling	at	the	center	of	the	
enormous	red	pool.	The	blood	soaked	into	his	faded	blue	jeans,	
staining	his	knees	as	they	pressed	against	the	hard	concrete.	The	
voice	he	was	hearing	was	the	voice	of	the	young	woman.	As	soon	
as	her	blood	came	into	contact	with	his	skin,	he	began	to	hear	its	
voice.	Her	blood	was	calling	out	 for	vengeance.	Simon	was	all	
too	familiar	with	this	occurrence	since	he	had	been	in	this	exact	
position	before.	

Contact	 with	 blood	 was	 something	 he	 knew	 to	 avoid.	
From	 his	 past	 experiences	 and	 the	 ensuing	 torment,	 which	
followed	every	instance,	human	blood	was	to	be	avoided	at	all	
cost.	 He	 exercised	 extreme	 caution	 around	 anything	 that	
possessed	 the	 remote	 possibility	 of	 drawing	 blood.	 However,	
during	 this	 chaotic	 episode,	 his	 persuasions	 of	 caution	 and	
avoidance	 were	 temporarily	 suspended.	 The	 dead	 woman’s	
voice	continued	 to	 imperiously	echo	 in	his	head,	haunting	his	
consciousness,	initiating	a	dreaded	chill	down	his	spine.		

Simon	jumped	to	his	feet	to	escape	the	voice	of	the	young	
woman.	He	began	to	vigorously	dust	his	knees	to	rid	himself	of	
the	bloodstains	but	only	managed	to	stain	his	hands.	It	was	only	
then	he	noticed	the	extent	of	the	pool	of	blood	in	which	he	had	
been	kneeling.	He	felt	somewhat	guilty	that	the	woman’s	blood	
ignited	 such	 a	 feeling	 of	 disdain,	 but	 he	 could	 not	 ignore	 the	
effects	of	it.	The	sight	of	that	blood	evoked	so	many	disturbing	
images	from	his	past	that	depression	and	misery	returned	with	
greater	ferocity.	The	anguish	of	his	past	and	the	torment	of	this	
present	situation	resulted	in	a	dreadful	congruity	of	emotions.	
He	needed	 to	 escape	 the	 scene	 as	quickly	 as	possible,	 for	 the	
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present	moment	was	swiftly	becoming	unbearable.	As	he	turned	
to	leave,	he	felt	a	hand	tap	him	on	his	shoulder.	He	looked	back	
to	see	a	huge	man	holding	a	police	badge.	The	six-foot-four	inch	
tall	 bald	 Caucasian	 policeman	 looked	 like	 a	 professional	
wrestler.	

“Hello,	I’m	Detective	Bellamy,”	announced	the	enormous	
man,	“and	this	is	my	partner,	Detective	Adams.”	

Detective	 Adams,	 a	 young,	 kind	 looking	 gentleman,	
granted	a	faint	half-smile	as	he	shook	Simon’s	hand.		

“Did	you	know	the	victim?”	asked	Detective	Adams	as	he	
pulled	out	a	mini	notepad	from	his	sport	coat	pocket.	

“No,	I’ve	never	met	her,”	replied	Simon	
“I	understand	you	saw	the	entire	 incident?”	 interjected	

Detective	Bellamy	
Simon	hesitated	for	a	moment	in	order	to	decipher	how	

Detective	Bellamy	could	know	this.	He	concluded	that	someone	
in	the	crowd	must	have	noticed	him	as	he	approached	the	young	
woman.		

“I	 saw	 her	 get	 shot	 if	 that’s	 what	 you	 mean,”	 Simon	
answered.	

“We’re	 gonna	 have	 to	 take	 you	 in	 for	 questioning,”	
declared	Detective	Bellamy.	

“You	may	be	our	main	lead	in	this	case,	young	man,”	said	
Detective	Adams,	who	seemed	younger	than	Simon.	

“No	 problem,”	 Simon	 responded	 to	 the	 kind	 officer.	 “I	
don’t	have	anywhere	better	to	be	right	now	anyway.”	

As	Simon	walked	away	from	the	scene,	he	couldn’t	help	
but	turn	back	to	catch	a	final	glimpse	of	the	young	woman.	He	
peered	through	the	dissipating	crowd	to	observe	her	body	one	
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last	time	as	it	was	already	being	stuffed	into	a	large	black	bag.	
As	 they	 secured	 the	 woman’s	 body,	 an	 elderly	 looking	 man	
scribbled	upon	a	clipboard	while	declaring	the	woman	 legally	
dead	to	the	attending	paramedics.		

 


