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	The two things that Jessie hated most in the world were laundry and ‘90s grunge rock. No matter what he did in his life he could never fully escape those two things. Jessie had just gotten off of work when he noticed a poor bird lying in his yard dead. He walked over to it and picked it up admiring it as an old memory crept into his mind.
	The last time he had held any type of dead animal in his hands was when it all started. Jessie was probably about five when he first started to hear the voice in his head. Every time his parents would call out for “Jessie” the voice would simply tell him that his name was Charlie. One day he and Charlie were outside in their backyard running around playing tag when Jessie heard a deathly screech come from under his foot. When he looked down he saw a mouse that was now lying on the ground twitching from the nerve damage that had been caused. Jessie bent down and picked it up. He stared at it for a while and then began to feel his hands enclose around the small mammal. He didn’t stop until he heard the fierce cracking of its fragile bones and blood ran between his fingers. Charlie was the one who told him to do it.
[bookmark: _GoBack]	As the days went by the voice in Jessie’s head continued to tell him to hurt small animals. The day that his father found him straggling their neighbors cat was the day Jessie’s fear began. His father was a strict man and when he saw what Jessie had done he was punished straight away. The punishment was always one of two things: getting put in the dryer or shoved in the washer. As his father did this he would almost always blast Man in the Box by Facelift while he screamed over it that Jessie needed to cleanse his soul of his sins and that this was the only way he could do it. Jessie always pleaded with his father that it wasn’t him, it was Charlie who was doing the killings. 
	Snapping out of his childhood memory and back to reality Jessie felt a lukewarm substance seep in between his fingers.  He looked down and saw he still had the bird in his hands, but it was now mangled. Blood was dripping on the ground and its bones were sticking out askew. He felt a sense of dread wash over his body, but also a sense of calmness deep within him. In that moment Jessie knew that Charlie had returned.
