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The Smiling Man
Gerodan Goldtrap
The storm clouds hovered across the horizon as big mountains with flashes of twisted,
stretching lightning and cracks of low, long thunder. Gusts of wind became more frequent and
stronger as the storm forced itself upon the land. The atmosphere pressed down with a cold touch
upon everything. The weather vane upon the roof of the house started to spin in a violent circle
as the wind increased. The thunder even from a distance was now loud enough to rattle the
windows. Gerry Nicholson sat on his porch sipping on moonshine in a rocker as he had been
doing for hours before the sudden and terrible storm, thinking about the events of his life. The
storm started to pound the old tin roof with huge and heavy raindrops, creating a raucous racket
that proved to be too much for Gerry. He decided to move inside, where it was a little quieter,
and where more jars of moonshine sat on his kitchen counters beckoning him to prove that
alcohol poisoning was a myth.
Walking into the door frame with a loud thud, Gerry bounced to the table, where he
stabilized himself and rested for a moment. It was okay to walk again. He looked at the empty
Mason jar in his hand. He threw it to the trashcan, but instead hit the wall. The jar smashed and
sent glass flying everywhere. This jar in its hundreds of pieces joined more bits of glass as part
of the growing collection of smashed jars that littered the floor. He shuffled to his counter and
grabbed another jar. He got pieces of glass in his left hand that was helping him stand. He bled a
OLWWOHEXWGLGQ¶WFDUHDVWKHSDLQEDUHO\UHJLVWHUHG+HVORZO\DQGZLWKH[DJJHUDWHGPRYHPHQWV
made his way into his living room. He walked on the cigarette butts on his way to his favorite
armchair which was surrounded by a semi-circle of cigarette butts and unlit cigarettes he had
been too drunk to pick up.
Gerry sat down in the old chair, knocked the empty Marlboro cartons on the small table
next to his chair, and set his jar on the cleared space. He reached down in between the cushion on
the chair to grab the TV remote. In his present state, pulling out the TV remote was a herculean
effort, and in his own mind was a hero of spectacular drunk legend. His titanic efforts were met
with the remote not working as the TV had been knocked over earlier in an intoxicated tantrum.
It was a broken mess that he stared at absently and angrily instead of whatever channel happened
to be on.
Gerry frowned and threw the remote in no particular direction. It hit the wall knocking
over a framed item that hit the floor. The glass of the frame cracked and the noise was enough to
arouse his curiosity. He was that it was his PhD certificate. He growled and cursed the world. A
lot of good that was, he thought, and then took a sip from his newest jar. A rolling and terrible
thunderclap shook the windows as the storm continued. Gerry tried to remember which jar this
ZDVDVKHVHWLWEDFNGRZQEXWFRXOGQ¶WUHPHPEHU+HFRXOGQ¶WUHPHPEHUZKHQKHKDGHYHQ
started to drink. Hours ago or even days ago maybe; it was all a long blurry memory to him. He
reached over and picked up a cigarette. He lit it, finished it in a single breath, and let out a huge
cloud of smoke which hung in the air in front of him for what seemed like forever. He sat there
and watched it slowly disappear in front of him.
Sipping and thinking, time passed by Gerry without notice. The only things he noticed
were the cracks of lightning and the burn in his throat from drinking so much. Then there was a
knocking at the door. He sat there for a moment just staring in the direction of the door. There
was more knocking, so he decided to answer the door. Having a task to accomplish gave him
enough focus to not run into anything as he walked to the door. He flung the door open.
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Standing on his porch was a young man. Lighting flashed and highlighted him against the still
terrible storm. Gerry thought he saw something strange when the lightning flashed, but what he
VDZKHFRXOGQ¶WEHFHUWDLQZDVHYHQUHDO+HZDVZKLWHKDGDQRQ-distinctive yet handsome face,
was about the same height and build of Gerry, looked to be in his mid-twenties, and was dressed
nicely. A blue long sleeved button down, khaki slacks, and brown penny loafers. He was dry.
³0\FDUEURNHGRZQRQWKHPDLn road. I saw your home and was wondering if I could
call a tow truck and maybe wait out the storm until then. Would you be so kind as to help a
VWUDQJHU´KHVDLGZLWKDVPLOH+LVVSHHFKZDVFKDUPLQJDQGDUWLFXODWH(DFKZRUGHQXQFLDWHG
clearly. This gavHWKHVWUDQJHU¶VVSHHFKDQRGGFDGHQFH
Gerry stared at him for moment, and without much thought, motioned him inside.
³7KDQN\RXVLU,¶P'DYLG*HOOHUE\WKHZD\´KHVDLGVWHSSLQJLQWRWKHKRXVH³7KLVLV
a nice house. Kind of ELJWRR,¶PJXHVVLQJ\RXRZQWKHIDUP"´
Gerry stared at him and shuffled his way into the kitchen leading David to the table. As
David followed he glanced into the living room. David pulled out his own chair as Gerry leaned
against the counter.
³,VHH\RXOLNHWRGULQN0RRQVKLQH"7KDW¶VVWURQJVWXII´'DYLGVDLGWU\LQJWRPDNH
small talk. Gerry just stared at him as he took another sip from his now almost empty jar.
David looked around on the ground and the spots of EORRGWKDWVWDLQHGWKHMDULQ*HUU\¶V
KDQG³$P,LQWHUUXSWLQJVRPHWKLQJ"6RUU\LI,¶PLQWUXGLQJRQ\RXUSULYDWHGULQNLQJWLPH´
Gerry continued to stare at the man, wondering what exactly it was about the young man
WKDWZDVRII+HFRXOGQ¶WKelp but think about the thing he saw in the lightning on the porch. The
IODVKRIVRPHWKLQJ«HHULH
David looked out the window. The lightning flashed again and was quickly followed
ZLQGRZVKDNLQJWKXQGHUFODS³:KDWDVWRUP":KHQDVWRUPOLNHWhis came along my mom
would say it was a sign of the coming apocalypse. That the Devil was trying to rattle us, scare us
even with a small show of his power. Lightning like this puts the fear of God into man is what
my dad would always say right after that:HOOZKHQKHZDVDURXQGWKDWLV<RX¶UHD*RG
IHDULQJPDQDUHQ¶W\RX*HUU\"´
*HUU\VTXLQWHGDWKLPDQGVDLG³+RZGR\RXNQRZP\QDPH"´
'DYLGVPLOHGDQGVDLG³7KDW¶VQRWD\HVRUDQR´
³1R´*HUU\VDLG³1RZDQVZHUP\TXHVWLRQ´
³,NQRZDORWRIWKLQJV6LPSOHDVWKDW,NQRZ\RX¶UH*HUU\1LFKROVRQIRUPHU
engineering professor at one of the most prestigious universities in America, and current owner
RIDIDUPWKDW¶VXSVLGHGRZQRQLWVPRUWJDJH´'DYLd said smiling. The smile was sinister and no
longer friendly as Gerry had first thought. ³7KHSDVVLQJRI\RXUIDWKHUPXVWKDYHEHHQKDUGEXW
\RXFRXOGQ¶WOHWWKHIDPLO\IDUPMXVWEHERXJKWXSE\VWUDQJHUVFRXOG\RX"1R\RXKDGWRJRDQG
return to your URRWV%XWQRZ\RX¶UHDORQHGLYRUFHGDQGUHDOO\GUXQN´
³<RX¶UHGU\7KDW¶VZKDW¶VZURQJ´*HUU\VDLGLQVXGGHQUHDOL]DWLRQ
³<HV,¶PJODGWKDWILQDOO\FDXJKWXSWR\RX<RXGRQ¶WEHOLHYHLQ*RG"7KDW¶VZKDW\RX
meant when you VDLG\RXZHUHQ¶WD*RGIHDULQJPDQULJKW´KHDVNHG+LVYRLFHVHHPHGWRKDYH
DVOLJKWXQQHUYLQJHFKREXWWKHNLWFKHQZDVQ¶WWKHNLQGRIURRPZKHUHDQHFKRFRXOGRFFXU
6ORZWRUHVSRQG*HUU\ILQDOO\VDLG³1R,GRQ¶W Even if he was real, ,GRQ¶WVHHDQ\
UHDVRQ,VKRXOGEHDIUDLG´
³1RUHDVRQ"+H¶VWKHDOPLJKW\+HFDQGRDQ\WKLQJ*HUU\DQG\RXGRQ¶WWKLQNWKDW¶V
ZRUWKEHLQJVFDUHGRI´'DYLGVDLG
³:KDWWKHKHOODUH\RXGRLQJLQP\KRXVH"´
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³$KVWUDight to business kind of man. I like that. No more of the dribble pretense that
FRPHVEHIRUHWKHUHDOSRLQWRIDFRQYHUVDWLRQ7KDW¶VZKDW\RXZDQWEXW,¶PQRWGRQHZLWKWKH
GULEEOH,¶PDIDQRILW:HOOWKDWDQGWKHVRXQGRIP\RZQYRLFH:KDWFDQ,VD\",W¶VK\SQRWLF
:K\GRQ¶W\RXWDNHDVHDW"´
*HUU\ZHQWWRWKHWDEOHSXOOHGDFKDLURXWVDWGRZQDQGWKHQUHDOL]HGKHGLGQ¶WFKRRVHWR
GRDQ\RIWKDW+HWULHGJHWWLQJXSEXWKLVERG\ZRXOGQ¶WFRRSHUDWH+LVPXVFOHVIUR]HDQGKHVDW
still DFURVVIURPWKHVPLOLQJPDQ*HUU\ORRNHGLQWRKLVH\HVDQGVDZWKDWWKH\ZHUHQ¶WHYHQ
KXPDQH\HV,QVWHDGRIQRUPDOSXSLOV'DYLG¶VH\HVKDGEODFNVOLWVOLNHDUHSWLOHDQGZHUHUHG
where white should have been. David titled his head to the side slightly and continued to smile
sinisterly.
³:KDWDUH\RX"´*HUU\VDLGWHUULILHG
³<RXZHUHULJKWDERXW*RGEXWWKHUHDUHVXSHUQDWXUDOWKLQJVLQWKLVZRUOG6FLHQFHKDVQ¶W
figured out everything just yet. I represent some of them, Gerry. There are some parties that are
quite interested in the development of men, and you, Gerry, have something that is a very
interesting development. Something awesome, something incredible, and something... that only
\RXNQRZ7KDW¶VZK\,¶PKHUH´
David reached down beside him and pulled from under the table a noose. He laid the
noose down on the table. His gaze never left Gerry. His smile never stopped. A deep and almost
overwhelming fear gripped Gerry. He started to sweat and shake. The room seemed to grow
VPDOOHUDV*HUU\¶VFODXVWURSKRELDVWDUWHGEHFDXVH*HUU\ZDVWUDSSHGLQKLVRZQERG\
³,FDQVHH\RXUWKRXJKWV*HUU\ Yes, the invention. Yes, the notebook. The notebook is
ZKDW,¶PKHUHIRU<RXUHDOO\ZHUHRQWRVRPHWKLQJWKHUe, Gerry. A technological game changer
with almost every detail worked out. Hell, if you were to suddenly die someone could easily
finish out your masterpiece. If you keep drinking the way you have been that might very well be
WUXHEXWWKDW¶VQRWKRZLW¶V JRLQJWRKDSSHQ´
David slid the noose to the center of the table. A single fly started to buzz around the
room and despite the thunder and rain Gerry could hear the tiny creature fly around the room.
³:KDW\RXKDYHLQWKDWQRWHERRNLVVLPSO\DWKUHDWWRWKHSDUWLHVZKRVHQWPH´'DYLG
VDLG0RUHIOLHVVWDUWHGWREX]]DURXQGWKHURRP$FRFNURDFKFUDZOHGDORQJ*HUU\¶VZULVWVDVLW
PDGHLWVZD\DFURVVWKHWDEOH³7KH\FDQ¶WDOORZLWWRFRPHLQWREHLQJVR,¶PJRLQJWRUHOLHYH
you oILW´
7KHKRXVHVKRRNIURPDFUDFNRIWKXQGHU*HUU\¶VPDVRQMDUIHOOIURPWKHWDEOHZLWKLWV
contents spilling on the floor. Gerry could feel more cockroaches crawling on his feet toward the
new mess.
³<RX¶UHDPDQZLWKDIUDJLOe ego; a proper genius that grew up with a father you always
wanted to impress. But he was just never there. Too busy tending to the farm. That was your
father. ,W¶VZK\\RXFRXOGQ¶WOHWWKHIDUPJR,WPHDQWVRPXFKWRKLP´'DYLGVDLG+LVQRVH
started WREOHHG³2KWKLVERG\LVEXUQLQJRXWTXLFNHUWKDQ,WKRXJKW,EHWWHUKXUU\WKLVXS'R
\RXKDYHDQ\TXHVWLRQVEHIRUHWKHHQG*HUU\"´
*HUU\WKRXJKWIRUDPRPHQWDQGWKHQDVNHG³+RZ"´
³$OZD\VWKHPDQRIVFLHQFH,OLNHWKDWDERXW\RX<RXMXVWVNLSRYHUWKHµRKSLWLIXOPH
:K\PHZK\PH¶SDUWDQGMXVWDVNKRZLQWKHZRUOG,FDQEHGRLQJWKLV´'DYLGVDLG%ORRG
VORZO\SRXUHGIURP'DYLG¶VPRXWK³:HOO*HUU\WKHVHFUHWLV,¶PQRWGRLQJDQ\WKLQJQDWXUH
ZRXOGQ¶WOHWPHGR6FLHQFHand magic are just two different ways of describing the world. All
,¶PGRLQJLVDFWLQJZLWKLQWKHUXOHV<RXVHHZRUGVKDYHPRUHSRZHUWKDQ\RXZRXOGH[SHFW
'DYLGKHUHIRXQGRXWWKHKDUGZD\<RXUHDOO\GRKDYHWRZDWFKZKDW\RXVD\´
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The storm continued to rage on as the lightning illuminated the room. Gerry saw that
David had two shadows. One was definitely not human. The shadow was moving, shifting. Gerry
FRXOGQ¶WJLYHWKHVKDGRZDVKDSHEXWLPDJLQHGWKDWLWZDVWKHVKDSHRILQVDQLW\'DYLG¶VKHDG
titled to an unnatural position, but his smile never stopped. Flies buzzed around him and
cockroaches crawled along his body and face.
³:RUGVDUHLQIRUPDWLRQDQGLQIRUPDWLRQGRHVQ¶WMXVWH[LVWLQWKLVZRUOG+XPDQVGRQ¶W
have ideas. 7KH\VHQVHWKHP,¶PIURPZKHUHLQIRUPDWLRQFRPHVIURP$VSLULWZRUOGRIVRUWVLQ
DFRQFLVHPDQQHURIH[SODLQLQJLWWR\RX7KLVVWRUPLVKDSSHQLQJEHFDXVH,¶PKHUH,W¶VQRW
exactly normal for me to be here. David thought he would contact a god using a sigil and
meditation. What he got was me instead. The line between this world and my world is thin. Your
LQYHQWLRQZRXOGGHVWUR\WKLVOLQH:HFDQ¶WOHWWKLVKDSSHQ7KHUHLVDUHDVRQZK\WKH\DUH
VHSDUDWH*HUU\´LWVDLG'DYLG¶VMDZIHOORII%ORRGVWDUted coming out at a greater rate than
before, but not as fast as Gerry would have expected. Despite having no jaw the thing continued
WRVPLOHDV'DYLG¶VZHUHXSDQGKLVXSSHUOLSZDVVWLOOLQDKDOIPRRQERZOVKDSH
The thing continued to speDNZLWK'DYLG¶VYRLFHVD\LQJ³:HOO,JXHVVZHVKRXOGZUDS
WKLVXS<RXVHHZKDW¶VDWWKHFHQWHURIWKHWDEOH 7KDW¶VP\SUHVHQWWR\RX1RRQHZLOOTXHVWLRQ
LW'UXQNVWUHVVHGEH\RQGUHDVRQDQGDORQH:K\GRQ¶W\RXVOLSLWRQ"<RXNQRZ\RXZDQWWR
use LW´
*HUU\¶VKDQGVWUHPEOHGDVKHWULHGWRUHVLVWWKHSRZHURIWKHWKLQJLQWKHURWWLQJERG\LQ
front of him. Flies landed on his arm and flew away quickly as Gerry reached out for the noose.
+HGLGQ¶WZDQWWRGLH+HZDQWHGWROLYH7KHPRRQshine was just for the pain. Everyone who
would miss him flashed into his mind. Before this, he might have been terrified, but he was
beyond horrified now that he was about to die.
'DYLG¶VOHIWHDUIHOORII*HUU\VZXQJWKHURSHXSVHFXULQJLt as he stood in his chair. He
slipped the noose around his neck, wishing he could say goodbye to his ex one last time and let
her know how sorry he was for everything. His right foot went out in front of him. The thing
continued to stare and smile at Gerr\+HGLGQ¶WZDQWWRGLH+HZDVQ¶WUHDG\
³1RRQHZLOOPLVV\RX´LWVDLG
*HUU\¶VOHIWIRRWNQRFNHGWKHFKDLURXWIURPXQGHUKLP7KHQRRVHLQVWDQWO\WLJKWHQHG
around his neck. Gerry gasped for air to no avail. Consciousness slowly started to fade to nothing
as Gerry hung. The last thing he saw was the rotting body of the possessed David Geller.
*HUU\¶VERG\VZXQJVOLJKWO\DVWKHWKLQJLQ'DYLGZDONHGRXWRIWKHNLWFKHQDQGLQWRWKH
study. Flies buzzed around him and FRFNURDFKHVIROORZHG7KHWKLQJJUDEEHG*HUU\¶VQRWHERRN
and left the house with a trail of blood. The storm crackled with lightning and continued to
SRXQGWKHKRXVHZLWKKXJHDQGKHDY\UDLQ*HUU\1LFKROVRQ¶VPDVWHUSLHFHZDVJRQH7KHRQO\
thing he left behind were jars of homemade moonshine. The storm started to move on. The rain
let up and the mountain sized clouds moved on past the horizon, past Gerry Nicholson.

