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Chapter 2
Date: Monday, February 9, 1987

Narrated by: Sasha Beauna

It hasbeen severa yearssincel last saw Samuel. Time
hasn’t been the kindest to him. Weight hangs heavy around his
waist. Hisheart strugglesaong. Hisstraggly gray hair recedes
high on hisforehead. Heartache and lonelinessdrag him down.

| wish | didn’t need to trouble him, but | can trust him
to handlethisexactly as| foreseeit. Samuel is spotless. Over
theforty yearsthat I’ ve known him, | can think of no instance
where he crossed or wronged anyone. Heisthe oneto handle
this huge shipment of tainted blood.

It's unfortunate that so much tragedy surrounds him,
though. What ashame, lost your wifewhileyou gained ason. It
must be torture accepting such circumstances.

What is Joseph messing around with? Is it a picture
frame? A picture of Samuel and someone. Possibly his son.
Whoever itis, why isJoseph sointrigued by them?He handles
thedamnthing asif it wereaphoto of Jesus, himself. I’ ve never
seen him behavein such amanner.

L ook, hishand trembl es!

At times, heisstill therudefield lave that | changed
solong ago.

“Joseph! Put that picture back on Samuel’s desk. He
will bereturning any moment.”

Heignoresme.

Joseph!

Helooksat meangrily. Hah! He still hates answering
tome, especialy sincel havetaken to spending my publictime
inthismini-Cadillac. He hates pushing me around in thischair.
Hehatesthat | so easily fool so many.

Power, my boy! Power!
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So don't test me, Joseph!

Sweat dlithersfrom hiswide smooth brow.

Yes! Feel my power. Know that | can do much worse.
My blood in you shall boil till you explode.

“Sasha, you need to seethis,” he sharply remarks.

Joseph!

“Madame, pleaselook at this,” heinsists, “and you will
understand the need.”

“Well, bring it herethen. You know that | can’t get out
of this chair while we are here in Samuel’s office,” | remind
him.

“Yes, Madame.”

Within half of abreath, Joseph stands behind me hol d-
ing the picture over my lap for meto see.

Such agood servant. He hasbeen so faithful for solong.
God, how long hasit been?

Hah! Well, | turned him just before Lincoln freed the
Negroes. Hah! How ironic. Joseph simply traded masters. From
labor to blood. Maybe that’s why Joseph has been so easily
controlled. He hasbeen aslave hiswholelife. He knows noth-
ingelse.

“See, Madame! Seel” hedeclares.

“Sowhat?It’sapicture of Samuel and hisson. So put it
back.”

Now!

“Please, Madame, stop that. I’ vetold you before how
much that hurts. Pleasejust ook at Samuel’s son,” Joseph de-
claresashewipesthe sweat from hisflushed face.

Thoughirritated by hisinsistence, my eyesglancedown
at the picture. Instantly, | seewhat consumes him as| ook at
Hamilton’sson.

“It can’t be. Not already,” dlipsfrommy lips.

“What do you mean? Not already?’ Joseph anxiously
asks. “IsitorisitnotAlex?

“Of coursenot. You killed Robin’slover over a
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hundred years ago. Have you killed so many peoplethat you
LL haveforgotten that one?Your first one?’
_L:L “No. But how isthis possible then? That boy isAlex.”

“No, Joseph. That isnot Alex. You destroyed Alex back
inthelate 1800's. Besides, | have seen thishappen before. It's

just that it usually takeslonger for afaceto be born-again.”
“Born-again? | heard the others mention that word.

(F\l{:})) They dwayssaidit wasabad omen.”
S

“Bad omen? Please spare me your superstitions.”
“How do you explainit?’ hequestions.

“What isthereto explain, Joseph?You pick pupsfrom
@ gparticular pack, you' re going to get duplicate-looking dogs.
S Besides, who cares? That boy istheleast of our concerns. Stay
h focused! You' renot staying focused. That’swhat got usherein
thefirst place. Now put the picture back.”
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