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1 

SELF DEFENSE 

I gazed at Chris, who gave me a coy 
smile. We had no shirts on. We were getting 
dressed for gym. 

“What’re you looking at?” he asked, still 
with that cute smile. I was only 12, but I 
had already accepted that girls weren’t my 
thing. Something told me that he thought the 
same way, too. 

I walked up to him. I stared into his 
black eyes, looked at the black hair framing 
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his face, and then down to his lips. He was 
breathing in gasps, like those girls in the 
romances my mother read. 

I started to lean forward. This would be 
my first boy kiss, ever. I would place my 
lips gently on his, just to feel what it was 
like, and then -- 

He screamed, backed up. “You’re a fag?” 
His shouted question echoed through the 

empty locker room. 
“You were gonna kiss me! You’re gross!” 

Then he bolted out of the locker room area and 
headed up the stairs. 

I stood there, blinking. He hadn’t even 
put on his shirt. I put mine on and then my 
shorts. But didn’t he -- wasn’t he -- he 
seemed like -- 

I tied my sneakers and went up the 
stairs. As soon as I cleared the doorway of 
the locker room, I felt one of the big red 
rubber balls hit me square in the stomach. I 
doubled over as one of the other kids grabbed 
my arm, yanking me hard toward him. He 
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kicked the ball back to someone who kicked it 
again. This time the ball hit my outstretched 
arm. The kid let go of me, and I lost my 
balance, falling backward. 

“Mike,” said the teacher. “Get over here.” 
I got to my hands and knees. When the 

teacher looked away, the kid who grabbed my 
arm kicked my arm, making me fall again. 

“Faggot,” he said, walking away. 
That’s when the chant started. 
“Mikey’s a faggot. Mikey’s a faggot.” 
The teacher whirled around to face me. I 

felt like a huge spotlight from heaven pooled 
around me and that everyone, girls and boys, 
knew. I felt my face get so hot that I 
wanted to cry. 

The teacher came over to me, and, without 
touching me, he said, “Go on Jason’s team.” 

“I don’t want a faggot on my team,” 
said Jason when I walked up to him. 

“Stop saying that,” ordered the teacher, 
and gave me a gentle push toward Jason. The 
kids parted away from me and looked 
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strangely at me. Chris was on the other team. 
They were whispering, staring at me. 

“Play outfield,” said Jason to me. “You’re 
worthless otherwise.” 

I hung my head. Kickball was never my 
thing -- hell, athletics in general wasn’t my 
thing. I never dove for the ball, sacrificing 
my body to make the save. Nobody let me 
catch the ball. Nobody let me kick the ball. It 
was worse than cooties; it was the Plague. 

The rumor spread like the biggest scandal 
ever in school. I sat alone for lunch. My 
usual group had gotten up and left me there. 
People deliberately moved their desks away 
from me, even if it was a half an inch. 
Teachers weren’t sure what to do. My math 
teacher sat me in the back corner of the class, 
as if I was the boy in the bubble. 

How did I feel? 
Confused at first. My friends weren’t 

coming near me. My enemies were looking at 
me with grins and probably with knives in 
their pockets, ready to tear me to ribbons. It 
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was just a rumor, right? 
Then I had to get on the bus. 

* * * 

I thought I was going to have a spot all 
to myself. But the bus was too crowded for 
that. I took a seat next to Jimmy who had 
been my friend since third grade.  He hugged 
the window. 

Andrew sat next to me. Andrew was a 
kid who took karate. Surely, he’d protect me. 

As soon as a spot became available 
somewhere else, though, he ran. Then Ryan sat 
next to me. Ryan was a friend of Mousey’s. 

“So, you’re the faggot.” 
I didn’t say anything. Instead, I looked 

down at the floor, so he punched me in the 
side of the head. 

“’Ja hear me now, faggot?” 
I put my hands up to my head. He 

punched me next in the gut. 
“Fight!” someone yelled, as I tried to 
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make myself as small as I could under the 
pummeling blows. 

It was like I was back in third grade, 
with Mousey using me as a punching bag 
every week. I’d come home with bruises and 
black eyes at least twice a month. Until 
finally, one day … 

Ryan got up, leaving me there, a quivering 
mass of muscle and bruised bone. The monitor 
could do nothing but yell, and even that, she 
wasn’t good at. A kid from another grade took 
Ryan’s place. He was bigger, on the junior 
varsity. He started hitting me, too, mostly in 
the face. The kids were getting a kick out of 
it, but I didn’t do anything to fight back. I 
was saving it up. 

They would pay. Oh, they would pay. 
The monitor said something to the bus 

driver, who started yelling at kids to stop. It 
didn’t work. My stop was coming up. The 
monitor knew it, and she came to where I 
was. As other kids piled off, and the kid 
who was hitting me moved to another seat, the 
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monitor helped me up. 
“C’mon, I’ll bring you to the door.” 
I couldn’t see out of one eye; it was cut 

in my eyebrow somewhere. 
“You’re gonna get AIDS!” said one of the 

kids, and that chant started up. 
The monitor didn’t seem to care as she 

brought me two doors down from the bus stop 
directly to my house. The bus driver was 
beeping the horn to try to get the monitor’s 
attention; the kids were staring out the back 
window. 

“Are you going to be okay?” the monitor 
asked me. 

I nodded. I had left my backpack on 
the bus, but I didn’t care. I was alive, 
albeit barely. 

I felt like I crawled up the lawn to my 
front door. I didn’t have the strength to get to 
the back door. My hand was swollen as I 
fished my key out of my pocket. It slipped 
out and fell to the wooden porch. 

That’s when I sat down and started to 
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cry. 
It didn’t last very long, because I 

thought of how everyone was going to pay for 
it: the kids on the bus; my father, when he 
found out; my brother, if he found out. 
Everyone. Everyone was going to pay for all 
the things they’d done to me over the years. 

I knew what I had to do. I picked up 
the key and slipped it into the keyhole, turned 
the knob, and let myself in. I was dizzy, 
but I used the edge of the door frame to 
stand up. I stumbled into the house, closing 
the door behind me. 

I made my plans. 
As soon as the vertigo left me, I went 

into my room. I retrieved the backpack that I 
had for magic items -- magical things that my 
Aunt Jane and I would go on excursions 
with. I stuffed a gym bag with a couple of 
changes of clothes, pausing for dizziness to 
pass. 

Then I went back out to the kitchen and 
down the hall, and to the garage. No one 
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parked a car in the garage, as it stored most 
of the things we needed for seasonal items: 
gardening gear, snow gear, Christmas stuff. 
I moved some things around. I needed a 
clear space on the floor, at least ten feet wide. 

I rummaged around in my backpack, 
pulling out a thick stick of sidewalk chalk. It 
was pink, but it would have to do. 

I drew a circle on the concrete. Then I 
concentrated and drew the symbol of the most 
powerful demon I dared to summon. 

Belial, King of Hell. 
Next, I drew my protection circle, about 

four feet in diameter. I gathered my backpack 
and took out the bottle of spring water I kept 
in it. I sprinkled the circle, then me with it. 
I didn’t say the incantations, but kept them 
in mind as I consecrated the circles with a lit 
candle, a sprinkle of salt, and a soft clap for 
air. They were all shortcuts, I know. But I 
knew what I was doing. 

I found my athame, my magical knife 
that Aunt Jane gave me for my 10th birthday. 
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I held the athame and began the conjuring. I 
shouted the words, as your voice goes across 
the aether to gather the spirit that is required. 
I knew from experience, when I had 
summoned my first demon at the age of 11, 
that it was the force of your will that gathered 
(or banished) the demon. 

Belial appeared, in full armor, trumpets 
blaring around him. They weren’t really blaring; 
they were in my head. I felt my pains go 
away. I raised my head up high, looking 
directly at Belial. 

“How may I serve you, Boy Wizard?” 
“Kill anyone who’s ever hurt me. Keep their 

souls.” 
He laughed. 
I had to give him a time limit for the 

contract. “You have one turn of the earth.” 
“Many people will die.” 
I thought of Ryan … Chris … Jason … 

The kid I didn’t know on the bus. The 
teachers. My supposed friends. 

I said flatly, “I suppose so.” 
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He put his armored hands up against the 
boundary of the circle. “Release me.” 

I bent to the edge of his circle, and 
dragged the point of the athame across the 
chalk, creating a crack in the circle. The “circle” 
was actually a sphere that surrounded us, 
protecting me and keeping him in that sphere. 
Once I cracked the circle, it was like cracking 
an egg. He put both hands on the sides of 
the crack and pulled, opening the sphere wide. 

As soon as he stepped through it, he 
disappeared. 

I cut my protective circle with a 
downward swipe of my athame. I smelled the 
rusty iron of Belial’s armor on the air. 

Next, I got my bike down from its 
rack. I rolled it out into the mudroom, then 
out onto the lawn. With the tie-downs on my 
bike, I put my gym bag on the back. I 
wore the backpack. I was planning on riding 
to my Aunt Jane’s house, about an hour 
away. From there, I would run away, or 
maybe come back later, since most of the town 
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would be dead. 
I heard a car pull into the driveway, 

and saw Phil, my brother, at the wheel. He 
threw open his door and yelled at me: “You!” 

My aches and pains had gone away, so 
I could jump on my bike. 

“It’s true, isn’t it?” Phil shouted from 
the car. “You’re a faggot.” 

I didn’t say anything. I only looked at 
him and thought, Anytime now, Belial. 

“No brother of mine’s a faggot!” He got 
out of the car and started to run at me. 

I was on the bike, and could have ridden 
away, and almost did. Then he stopped. His 
eyes widened, and he fell face-first onto the 
lawn, arms at his sides, as if he had been 
merely standing straight and got pushed over 
onto the grass. He fell hard. 

I didn’t stick around. 

* * * 

I kept punching in Aunt Jane’s number 



L. A. Jacob 

13 

on the phone outside of the high-rise building 
she lived in. She finally picked up the third 
time I called. 

“Hello?” she said, out of breath. 
“Aunt Jane, I’m in trouble.” 
“Mikey?” 
“Yeah.” 
“What’s wrong, honey?” 
“Can you come downstairs and get me?” 
I had hidden my bike by the railroad 

tracks next to the high-rise. I didn’t care if 
someone happened upon it and decided to take 
it. I was going to be far away by the time 
Aunt Jane knew what was going on at my 
house. 

Aunt Jane came downstairs to the door of 
the high-rise and let me in. The place stunk of 
old cigarettes and urine. She burned incense 
constantly, to ongoing the consternation of her 
neighbors. She put a hex on one of them and 
he died a few weeks later. Coincidence? We 
didn’t think so. 

She was a heavyset woman with swollen 
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legs and feet. She couldn’t walk much, and 
when we went into the woods for our magical 
rites, she couldn’t really get around very well. 
I helped her the best I could. 

“What’s happened?” she asked me. She 
didn’t seem that concerned. 

“I killed someone, I think.” 
“Who?” 
“Phil.” 
Her eyes widened at that. “Let’s go 

upstairs.” 
I must have looked fine, because she 

didn’t comment on how battered and bruised I 
had looked before. Belial and his energy had 
kindly healed me before going out and 
harvesting souls. 

We took the elevator to the 9th floor. As 
we exited the elevator, I could hear a woman 
screaming at someone to shut up. A baby was 
crying behind another door. Aunt Jane walked 
past the chaos behind each of the doors to her 
corner apartment, and opened it, letting me in. 
The smell of burnt sandalwood assaulted me, 
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overwhelming the scent of hopelessness from 
the hall. 

She gave me a lemonade and a chocolate 
pudding cup, and I told her what happened. 

“New Haven’s going to be all full of 
dead people by tomorrow night,” I said. “My 
father, Phil, all the kids in school…” 

“Phil might not be dead,” said Aunt Jane. 
“I know he is.” 
She sighed. “We should banish Belial, or 

he will be a spirit on the loose, destroying 
people you don’t want destroyed.” Aunt Jane 
called them spirits, not demons. But I knew 
them for what they were. “Tonight, at midnight, 
summon him back and tell him that you’ve 
changed your mind. He’s going back now.” 

“How fast can he kill people?” 
“It depends. If -– if -- he killed Phil 

in the split second it took for him to get from 
the car to you, then it could be seconds. 
Minutes.” 

“The town will be dead.” 
“Not everyone.” 
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“All the kids!” 
She sighed again. “It’s very dangerous to 

summon a spirit and give him carte blanche 
like that.” 

“Carte blanche?” 
“Free reign.” She sat down. “We’ll go to 

our usual spot in the woods and hopefully 
there won’t be any kids there drinking tonight.” 

Nobody called her to tell her that Phil 
was dead, and she wasn’t going to call to find 
out. We had dinner, and then waited up until 
midnight. I had passed out on the couch at 
9, and she woke me up at 11:30. 

“It’s time,” she said. She wore her 
magical robes and walked with a willow staff. 

I got up and followed her out the door. 

* * * 

We stepped outside into the coolness of the 
night air, and headed to her car. Suddenly, 
three black vans came screaming into the 
parking lot, one stopping just short of Aunt 
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Jane. The doors burst open and men flowed 
out, one man grabbing her, knocking her staff 
to the ground. 

“Auntie!” I yelled, as two men from 
behind me grabbed me and whipped me 
around. I struggled out of my jacket, and out 
of their arms. I took off in between two 
vans, slamming shut one of the doors as I 
ran past it. 

I wove between cars in the parking lot. 
If I could get to the railroad tracks, I 
could outrun them there. I didn’t know who 
these guys were, but they were dangerous. 

I squeezed through a fence and slid 
down the embankment to the railroad tracks. 
My bike was still there. I didn’t have time 
to retrieve it. My feet hit the gravel and I 
started to pour on the speed, running up the 
tracks. 

Then someone tackled me, and we both slid 
along the wood and steel of the rail. I 
slammed my head against the rail and saw 
stars. My arms were yanked behind my back, 
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and I heard the click of cuffs around my 
wrists. Whoever caught me hauled me to my 
feet. 

I looked into the gray eyes of my captor. 
They were cold, unseeing, dead. Then he 
pushed me off the tracks, into the gravel that 
lined the side of it. We started walking back 
to the high-rise. I said nothing, knowing my 
Miranda rights from watching too much “Law 
and Order”. 

Forced up the embankment, someone 
grabbed me by my shirt and hauled me 
through the cut in the fence. I dug in my 
heels so they had to literally drag me to one 
of those black vans. They tossed me in the 
back -- at least it was carpeted -- and 
slammed shut the doors, leaving me in 
darkness. 

Then the van started to move. I wondered 
what happened to Aunt Jane, and who the 
hell these guys were. But most of all, where 
were they taking me? 
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* * * 

I wasn’t secured in the back, so I ended 
up rolling around as they took a few turns, 
barely missing the bottom of the metal bench 
that the van had on each side. After the rolling 
around stopped, I realized that they must 
have been on a straight-away, or a highway. 

The sound of the van was muffled in 
here, but the carpeting smelled new. I inched 
my way up to the back -- or front -- of the 
van, away from the doors, and managed to get 
into a sitting position. I wondered if they did 
the same thing to Aunt Jane -- poor Aunt 
Jane, who could barely get around without both 
hands tied behind her back. 

My hands hurt, then went numb after a 
while. I wracked my brain to try and figure 
out who these people were. Were they the 
government? Aunt Jane didn’t tell me anything 
about the government and witchcraft. 

One thing I didn’t do was cry. As I 
sat in the back, I was more worried about 
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Aunt Jane, and angry about my situation. It 
seemed hours before the van stopped and they 
opened the doors. 

It was, in fact, hours. It was still 
before sunrise, because I could see the rest 
area lit up, even though the area around was 
light enough to see the gray outline of things. 
However, the men who dragged me out were 
all in black with sunglasses, looking not unlike 
the “Blues Brothers” or “Men in Black”. 

Without a word, they led me into the 
bathroom, unzipped my fly and stood over me 
as I did my business. 

“What’s going on?” I asked them. “Who 
are you?” 

They didn’t answer me as they fixed me 
up and then dragged me out to the van. They 
unceremoniously tossed me back inside it. It 
took a little while, long enough for me to get 
back to my sitting position, before we were 
back on our way. 

The next time they stopped and pulled me 
out of the van, it was full day. I blinked in 
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the brightness, and looked at where I was. 
Before me was a huge stone structure, 

with towers on either end of it. The windows 
were small, set high on one end, with normal, 
larger windows on the other end. A set of 
black doors about ten feet high stood in front 
of me. They opened as the two men flanking 
me stepped into the building. 

I looked at the ceiling and could see 
magical runes etched and painted in the dome 
above. I heard the doors close behind me, and 
they finally unlocked my cuffs. I rubbed at 
my hands to try and get the feeling back in 
them. They shoved me to the right, down a 
long hallway. 

A door was open and a man in what 
looked like ancient Roman gear stood there, 
holding a spear. He pointed the spear at me, 
its tip at my heart. All the guys behind me 
had to do was push me forward and I’d be 
impaled. 

Instead, the tip of the spear seemed to 
tickle me, and I felt goosebumps across my 
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chest. He removed the spear and the two men 
behind me stepped forward. They opened a 
pair of six-foot tall mahogany doors and 
thrust me inside the room beyond them, then 
quietly shut the door behind me. 

I was now in a room that looked very 
much like an English courtroom. I was in a 
boxed-in area with a bench to the side, facing 
the front of the room. To my right were two 
tables and four chairs, all of them full of 
men. They weren’t in powdered wigs and 
robes, but normal suits. One of the men was 
the one who had caught me. 

Seated at the front of the room were three 
men in black robes. Obviously judges, they 
scrutinized me carefully. Beyond them was not 
a flag, but a tapestry of a cross with a 
Tudor rose in its center. It suddenly occurred 
to me who these people were. 

Rosicrucians. 
These Knights of the Rosy Cross were not 

too much unlike the Freemasons, but they used 
and performed magic in the name of God. The 
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Knights Templar were associated with them at 
one point. At least that’s what I could find 
out through AOL. 

The judge in the center, a man with a 
gray handle-bar mustache and thickly chiseled 
face, said to someone at the back of the room, 
“He has been neutralized?” 

“Yes, your honor,” said the man in the 
Roman armor. 

“Michael Robert LeBonte,” said the judge 
on the farthest right, a man with tousled black 
hair and a rounded face. “You summoned the 
demon Belial, did you not?” 

I gulped. “Yes -- yes, sir.” 
“Who told you to summon the demon?” 
“Nobody did.” 
“Not your teacher?” 
“No. I summoned the demon myself.” 
“You’re how old?” 
“I’ll be thirteen this weekend.” 
The man who had caught me said, “Old 

enough to know right from wrong.” 
The judges nodded. Said the judge in the 
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middle, “What do you know about Belial?” 
“He’s a King of Hell, has seventy-two 

Legions --” 
“Enough,” said the judge on the farthest 

left. “He knows right from wrong, and is 
familiar with the demon. He should have 
known that what he did was illegal.” 

Well, I suspected having a demon kill 
people was pretty illegal. 

“He also took flight, knowing that what 
he had done was illegal.” 

None of the four men below were coming 
to my defense. 

I said, “Hey, don’t I have a right to 
an attorney?” 

“Since you performed the deed, you must 
defend yourself,” said the middle judge. “Do 
you know where you are?” 

“In a court,” I said. “I haven’t gotten 
my rights read to me.” I knew some people 
got let off on that technicality. 

“You have no rights,” declared the middle 
judge. “You are not in a mundane courtroom, 
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but a court set up specifically for wizards 
and witches who cross the line and cause havoc 
in the mundane world.” 

“You released a demon from Hell into the 
mundane world,” said the judge on the right. 
“And gave it an open-ended command so that 
it could do anything.” 

The left-hand judge said to the four men, 
“Pathfinder, how many souls did it harvest 
before we banished it?” 

“Nine, Your Honors,” said a blond man 
who was next to the man who had captured 
me. 

The middle judge turned to face me. “Nine 
souls destined for another life, who have been 
harvested into the legions of Belial.” 

The left-hand judge said, “I’m sure it 
would have been more if the Knights did not 
find the demon. You told the demon ‘everyone’.” 

The right-hand judge made a steeple of 
his fingers and stared at me. “He may have 
been put up to this by his teacher.” 

“His teacher has stated that she didn’t 
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know anything about this,” said another man 
in black sitting among the four at the table. 
“We interrogated her thoroughly.” 

“What did you do to her?” I demanded. 
Now I was angry. 

No one answered my question at that 
time, conveniently ignoring me. The three judges 
each wrote something on a small piece of paper, 
and handed it toward the middle judge. He 
took the papers, glanced at them, nodded, and 
turned to me. 

“You have been found guilty of summoning 
a demon of Hell to the Earthly realm. Your 
punishment is to be determined at the William 
F. Blackstone prison.” 

“Prison?” The door behind me opened. “I 
need to call my family! You can’t just put me 
away!” 

The man in Roman armor -- or maybe it 
was a different man in Roman armor, I don’t 
remember at this point -- put a hand on my 
shoulder. 

“Ritter,” said a judge before I was led 
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away, “You will keep us informed.” 
“I did it in self-defense!” I screamed, 

as they yanked me out of the courtroom. 
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