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Invasion 

by Rob Loewe 

My door number is two-one-three.   There are other doors to the sides.  Above.  

Below.  All around.  Other people, faces really, live behind their numbered doors. 

In the morning rush to our cars we sometimes look up from our cell phones and 

say, "Hi.  How are ya’?" 

"Fine." 

       "See ya’." 

 "Have a nice day." 

We take turns merging into the morning traffic, tailgate each other for 

awhile, then split off to spend our day inside our cubicles.  And it goes on.  And on. 

Until the weekends--- when all the doors are open and it's, "See ya’ at the 

pool."   

 "Don’t forget the party tonight." 

 The weekends are so communal. 

 That Saturday a sharp repetitive knock prompted me to shout, "I'm hurrying.  

Come in."  It had to be my impatient friend eager  for his first tail-gate party. 

The door opened.  A gloved hand waved a knife near my face.  A powerful arm 

pushed me against the wall. 

Like phantoms, two more rushed quietly in from the sides. 

The waving knife signaled me not to move.  The second one turned the dead-

bolt.  The  third one quickly roamed the other rooms.  He closed all the shutters.  I 
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felt perspiration bead on my forehead.  This was not a rehearsal, it was a 

reenactment. They had done this before. 

            My audible gasp broke the silence.  

  "Ah, you're scared?  Good. Where do you keep your money?"  His was a 

modulated, deep, basso voice.  An actor's voice full of calm menace.  The deadness in 

his eyes told me he needed things to go his way.  He dressed like a leader. Designer 

jeans, expensive sneakers, and a plaid unwrinkled shirt.  He smelled of cologne.  A 

sharp contrast to his two minions. 

  "My wallet’s in the bedroom, on the dresser."  My chocked reply was weak.  

 The Roamer returned with the wallet.  He gave it to the Knife. 

  "Sir, there’s only thirty-four dollars in here."  His condescending formality 

added another level to his aura of authority.  This was going way too fast. 

             "I don’t carry much cash," I replied.  His steady unflinching stare told me he 

didn't believe me. 

 He moved closer and touched my chest with the knife."Sir, you need to be 

honest and cooperative." He paused for dramatic effect, then continued.  "We’ve 

been watching you.  Your Mercedes convertible and all these designer clothes tell me 

you're lying.  Where’s your real money?" 

            "I go to the ATM, or I use my credit cards." 

            "You mean you’re willing to die for thirty-four dollars?" 

           The low, slow, icy tone panicked me.  I didn’t think they would kill me.  Now I 

was unsure.  I saw a wide spot of blood on my shirt. When had he stuck me?  He was 

an expert. 
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           "What else do you have that’s worth our bother?" 

           " My computers and my audio system," I stammered. 

 The second one, dressed in camouflage, lifted one of my lap-tops and showed 

it to Knife.  He looked at it, turned it over and threw it down.  Then he stepped on it. 

 "Sir, we can’t fence this.  Your name's etched in it.  Maybe you think this is 

smart."  He paused.   "It isn't.  It just makes people like me angrier. But I'm smarter 

than you.  So are these guys."  Another pause.  "You'll see.  You'll see." 

 Silence. 

            "Do you have your name on all this fancy audio equipment, too?" 

            "Yes," I squeaked. 

            "You are definitely beginning to aggravate me."  The knife jiggled in his hand.  

He was struggling to stifle his rage.   

  His sudden shift in attitude  prompted him to guide me into the living room.  I 

fell backward over the ottoman. 

             There was a knock on the door.  My heart raced.  I would be rescued. 

             "Gary, you in there?  We’re ready to leave." 

  I was ready to shout out to save myself. 

             Knife instinctively knelt to put his lips next to my ear. "Don’t make a sound.  

Not even a cough.  If you do, I’ll stick this knife in your ear all the way into your tiny 

brain."  I knew he meant it.  His fresh minty breath emphasized his threat. 

              The knock came again.  More persistent and louder this time. 

                 "Gary!  Gary!  Open up!  We’re leaving in five minutes." 

               The silence was punctuated by the rhythmic ticking of the clock.   
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  "O.K..  I gotta’ go get my stuff.  I’ll see you down in the parking lot." 

               He walked away.  I was left alone with the three of them. 

               "On your flabby stomach, rich boy!"  His calmness was gone.  

                Why wasn’t I protesting?  This was not fair!  I was splayed out like some 

sacrificial lamb, lying here without even a bleat.  Why had they chosen me?  Then I 

knew.  I simply had more than they did.  It didn't matter that I had worked hard for 

all of it.  All that mattered to them was that they wanted it, too. 

                 Because I did not roll on to my stomach a boot caught me in the ribs.  The 

pain took my breath away.  Camouflage and Roamer rolled me on to my belly. 

                "Bend your knees!  Get some of his fancy ties!  We’ll tie him up," Knife 

quickly ordered. 

                 The other two walked into my bedroom to fetch the ties.  They threw 

them on the floor beside me. 

                 "You tie his hands, and you tie his feet," Knife said.  "Tie them well.  I 

don’t want him to get loose while I decide what to do with him."  He sat on the 

ottoman and stared at me.  Then his eyes took on a distant, vacant look. What was he 

remembering?  What was he planning? 

                 "How about we tie his hands to his feet," Roamer said.  When he knelt 

beside me his baggy gang-banger shorts swallowed his tattered sneakers.  He had not 

bathed recently.  His breath smelled of convenience store jerky and old popcorn. 

                "Yeah, better yet, let’s tie a noose around his neck and then to his feet.  I 

saw this in a western movie.  They called it hog tyin’," Camouflage added. 
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  "Let’s use this one for the noose," he said.  "It’s still got the price tag on it.  

Eighty-seven dollars!  Eighty-seven dollars for a damn tie?  Man you got more money 

around your scrawny neck than you got in your wallet.  You--- really--- are--- stupid!" 

                   I had to protest somehow.  I couldn’t just lie here like a bent spoon and 

slowly choke to death.  But how? 

                   "What the do you guys really want?"  My attempt at confrontation was too 

feeble. 

                   "We want your money, you rich yuppy punk!  Where is it?" Knife said.  The 

outburst signaled his instability.  I was afraid.    

                    "I told you.  All I’ve got is what’s in my wallet."  I immediately regretted 

my tone.  

                    "And I told you, you’re not as smart as I am.  You and I both don't know 

what I'll do next.  So just tell me where you're really hiding it." 

                     I knew it was coming before I felt Camouflage's boot smash into my ribs 

again. 

         "Kick him! Kick him! Kick him!" Roamer crazily chanted and clapped his 

hands.  "Then maybe he’ll tell the truth" 

 The blows took my breath away.  I was gasping for air.  The noose tightened 

with each spasm.  I began to cough. 

 "Ha! Ha! Ha! He’s chokin’ his dumb-ass self." 

  I felt Knife's finger between the noose and my neck.  I was grateful.  I had read 

somewhere that victims often felt gratitude toward their abductors.  He was toying 

with me. Was I doing that?  Was I being grateful?  I saw the blurred faces through my 
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watery eyes.  This can’t be happening.  I always thought that if you left people alone, 

they would leave you alone. 

 "Please.  Please." I mumbled. 

  Knife knelt to hear my whimper.  "Quiet, sir. Don't make another sound---ever. 

Get one of his socks.  An athletic one.  Stuff it in his mouth." 

 Roamer returned with a white sock. 

            "Open your mouth." 

 The noose tightened when I turned my head away.  Roamer pulled on my jaw.  

I tried to tighten my lips.  Camouflage knelt to help.  He pinched my nose together.  I 

struggled with them as best I could until I was forced to open my mouth in a 

desperate gasp for air.  I tried to bite them.  I had to do something. 

            "Hey, he’s tryin’ to bite me!" 

  The kick to my head stunned me.  I tasted the cotton sock as it dried my 

tongue. 

             "Tie another tie around his mouth so he doesn’t spit it out." Knife said.  He 

seemed to have ready solutions to setbacks.  

  Now I was on my stomach like some mute rocking horse.  All I could see were 

feet.  I heard Roamer and Camouflage breaking the audio equipment.  Knife sat 

calmly on the ottoman with his feet on my back.  He pushed down intermittently to 

tighten the noose.  When I chocked he slipped his finger under it to relieve the 

tightness.  He was toying with me.  He was enjoying his experiment.  "I want you 

alive---for awhile." I could hear him breathing deeply.  Roamer went into the kitchen 
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and began stomping on my dishes and souvenir mugs and glasses.   He came back into 

the living room. 

            "He’s got lots of expensive booze.  You guys want any of this before I break 

it?" 

   He walked over to me and poured wine on my head. 

            "How much you pay for this?  It tastes like bad beer." 

            At first I was confused, then I realized that the knife was in my nose. There 

was a slight tug, and then I felt the salty taste of blood as it turned the sock red. 

            "If we only get thirty-four dollars from you," Knife whispered, "you’re at least 

going to have to pay big money to replace everything we smash.  Maybe you won't be 

so smug and pompous from now on.  I'm trying to think of some way to get some 

payback for our inconvenience."  His eyes were focused in a blank distant stare. 

            The stomping suddenly stopped.  There was another sharp repetitive rap on 

the door.  This time there were more voices.  I was safe after all! 

            "Gary.  Come on.  It’s time to go!" 

             Silence. 

             "O.K., we’re leavin’.  We’ll see you there." 

             "Don’t forget, it starts at two." 

             "Bring the ice chest--- and the beer." 

             The boot pushed down on my head.  I was choking. The finger relieved the 

tightness again.   I flopped on to my side.  This helped--- if I didn’t struggle.  

              I should have pushed him out at the beginning.  But, what chance did I have 

against three of them? They were in before I could think. Why was I feeling sorry for 
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myself?  I should be angry.  I knew long ago that life was not always fair, but I never 

thought I'd be the one that proved it was true..  

              "Should we dump out his fish?" 

              "They’re the fancy kind.  Maybe we should eat them like in that movie." 

              "No, just pour some booze in the tank.  If they make it, good for them.  If 

not, too bad." 

   He held the knife close to my eyes.  I could see the fine milling marks in the 

blade. Was this the moment before death when everything comes into sharper focus, 

when all our senses are heightened and events flash with lightning speed through our 

minds?  

            "Since we aren't getting anything from you, I decided to give you something.  

A little present that will always remind you of us."  He put the edge of the knife 

against my right cheek, near my eye.  This time I felt it dig in.  He took a deep  

breath then drew the knife slowly toward my ear.  My neck was suddenly warm.  My 

shirt collar was sticky wet.  He put his face close to mine and smiled. 

           "We know where you live.  You're always going to remember us." 

             The boot caught me across the nose.  The next kick hit my left eye.  I can’t 

remember the rest of them. 

             The next morning when my friends convinced the landlord to open the door 

they found me in the walk-in closet.   

             "Did they take anything valuable?," the policeman asked. 

 How can I tell anyone what Knife and Camouflage and Roamer really stole from 

me..   
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 No one knows that I am now another unwillingly member of a secret club.  We 

have a ritualistic code.  When we sense each other in crowds, we look away when our 

eyes meet.  Another quick glance, an imperceptible nod, then we try desperately to 

smother the memories that flood back.  "Knife" was right. We always remember. We 

strive to survive on anonymity and an unrealistic hope that someday, somehow, we 

will be able to forget. 

 But it goes on.  And on. 


