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""The Poison Has To Rn Its Course''
by Wesley I. Rurkey

Scmmmd&sarerdeﬁblyetdaimarnﬁmsﬂﬁtmjnasvividasama;ﬁntinﬂm. Same
are memorable, and others are rot. This one falls in the latter category, although bitter-sweet!
Afteraxffer:i:grrarybeatirgsofcﬁffermtdegreeadnagtﬁu.deaﬁstremsofdiffe:mtactsof
hnﬂiatimattl*ehaﬂSoftkepersmmstdespisedinrry]ﬁeasac}ﬁld;rryalcd‘o]icdad,his
fﬁal&tofcam&msmEkmeﬂEmﬁd@m&kﬁs.irrefumbled@icablemm.Mmy;eople
areable&msta&ewwicﬁm,wragedddm&ny&étmﬂm@ﬂefw&ﬁecmgsaﬁﬁﬂly
&cqatresmiﬁliwfmanhmmttakw%mggsaﬂmtﬂﬁd.ﬂmemgsare.ﬂwmabh
mfﬁd&edmta-msi-mmmrsema&itﬁ:gﬂﬂrmgsaﬁseddrgforgimsﬁm&me
&ﬁt&eykmese]fislﬂyhrt,aﬂmtnﬂdypaﬁrghpservicemMrame. Unfortunately other
peq)lel'aveatotalabsemeofer@aﬂyforo&m,ardmtach.\eofvhattn.eramrseisahmta;ﬂ
aresinplymtcapaﬂeofdamsuaﬁrgsomrhasamrsdofrmomefmﬁﬂrwa'gsamm
&mevmgsarewmittedagaimt&eirmnfaﬂi@aﬂdﬂdra:.ﬂﬁsisacasemmintl
CarﬁrglmeaarlyfmnSthgradebaskettaﬂpractioeIuas taken back by the foul smell of
alechol permeating my Ant Ga-ga's home entering the house. This was a true anamaly because my Ant
never drark a day in her life. Also uusual was the zbsernce of my Gemmen Shepard, King who was
mstamrilylyﬁrgattl'efootofttefrmtdaormitirgmneto'oamkmefctmsckml.Emter.i.rgtm
dﬁtﬂrgrmnamrtﬁalsamof&ealcdnlst&rdlwsfmdsitﬁrgmtopof the dimning roam
table;aazptybcttleofc}eapwimuimtl'elidoff.'H-etxardrareoftlﬁsmt-g.:twirehadbem
hmeiﬁmwmmryasacmldfhﬂi:gﬁtmﬂyhxdraﬂsof&mxattaaiaraxdwmrmmm,
itmﬁtyhaime,asnellasinﬁﬁmkofnydai'scaraﬂinﬂegaragealso, but I did mot have
achevi'ﬂtﬂﬁsexptytnttleofmmmsd:irginnyant's}me.Il'aireverseenayalod'nlin
Eerknmsﬁméea&ptaﬂmeaﬂsavedne&an&memdnnksdnifﬂﬁymmtmﬁrgwldﬂ
cneam&ertt'etuereheati:gﬂ'el'eﬂ.wtofnﬁ.
Rﬁﬁ:gasiﬁhﬂnhagirgdmmsﬂﬂtsbsﬁmtedaswbaiwn&mﬂnm-mspitdﬁdﬁlﬁk !
with the blinds and curtails closed, mot as I had I had left for school that moming. Now
&Eakdblsmljﬁdmmghtmsmmd&memsgodrmsmfwﬁﬁt.Mﬁgmﬁebe&mnﬁghm
Imsahttbémkaiwseesmexespraﬂedsidaaysmswbedmrﬁmlalybmaﬁemstof
the top of their head was blown off with brains scattered on my bedroan ceiling and beck walls. Recognifies
«f the person didn't take lorg. Lying in the persan's 1op vas the gn used to killed themselves amd
mtfaras«aylaidamtherarptybottleofd-eapnﬁmtlﬁtdﬁyhaifmﬂ&Ecarageintoblmtlfeir
head off with. "You son-of-a-bitch," I told him. "ou had to care to my hare to kill yourself," I
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said with enommous cutrage. "Wy didn't you do this fouteen years ago and saved everyone the misery
you put them through,'' T repeated to myself time and time again.

Tre police fourd my friend and ally, King in the back yard where I had cheined him wp that
morming ard accidently forgot to bring him beck in the house vhen I was rushing to get to school.
In that same rush T hed forgot to lock the back door giving the umselcame drurk his fortuitous
way in the house. I bet King wes raising kene vhen the umelcame drunk entered the house, hut he
vas physically ircapeble of addressing the problem or he wauld have. The cnly emtions thet I
heve ever felt witnessing that gy, my dad sprawled across my bed with his brains blown out is
disgust, hate, bittermess and perhaps pity, tut nothing that could remtely be considered as
sympathy. Not even close! All poisons have to run their course or they will destroy the person
clinging to them. Unfortunately that is easier said than dones becase here even after a half of
a century that poison is toxic to my life.
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