                                   Father of day, father of night
Part1
I lay in here bed, looked at the watch. The electronic pointer on my watch showed 03:04 I looked at it again to be sure about it. 03:04, 03:05, 03:06.
It was my first day of school tomorrow or it was my first day as a preceptor or teacher as the youngsters would call me. 
      My legs moved out of bed and towards the mirror. The long brown hair reached my shoulders and the green eyes starred right at me. Could I show up like this? Would not the youngsters think of me as odd? Ah it was a silly idea. First grader was nice small ones who did what they were told. 
      I drank some milk, ate some cookies and went to bed again. Luckily my milk contained sleeping pills so I woke up at precisely 7am. 
Clothes. Egg. Bread. Sausage. Eat. Brush Yawn. Seems the tension had finally left my body. I fixed my hair, spent a good half hour in the shower before I put on my make-up.
        The sun had not yet reached the blue sky and the cold wind gave me chills. I walked over the London Bridge. This bridge really split London between the poor and the prosperous ones. 
On one side the houses were really shabby and looked like something the cat would drag in. On the side I were heading it was Red brick mansions as far as the eye could see. I really did envy the people living here. 
There was just one house, which gave me the chills. It looked misplaced, as it was big but right on edge of collapsing. The painting rained of the walls and the grass would probably reach my stomach. 
          As I entered school all was normal. The class was normal, the break was normal, and even the other teachers were normal. Even so I was glad when the school day was over because I felt exhausted. Maybe I would see the movie Saw 3 in cinema tonight, you know Just to celebrate myself. 

Part2
He could not see. All he could do was listen to the voice and the painful torture. 
Hands and feet were tied up and his eyes were covered with duck tape. 
”Itsy bitsy spider climbing on the wall” The knife cut into his skin. 
Then the rain came and spider down he fall. The blood dripped on the floor. As the silent screams filled the room leaving no corners untouched. He knew he was helpless, he knew he could not do anything. 
Seems your hand is bleeding, we need to stop that, don’t we Patrick. 
The man on the bench had no idea who Patrick was all he knew was that he would do anything to stop this inhuman pain. 
”You want to go? You want to be free from this pain,” said the man in the white doctor coat.  You could see the whole body to the man twisting as he tried to scream through the duck tape. ”Well that’s to bad because you have been a bad boy and bad boys need to be punished” It sounded like a cliché but he did not feel telling the man about it because of the duck tape around his mouth. 
After both of the hands and legs to the man were gone he put the remaining parts in a plastic bag. 
”Another one of the bad guys is disposed. We need to celebrate this Patrick, Don’t we? 
How about we go and see a movie. Yea, a movie would be good for you and me Patrick. How about Saw 3? As you saw the white teeth forming a smile it was almost as you expected vampire teeth to stick out. 
               He dragged the black plastic bag out through the garden. Then he dropped it under the bridge while he whistled the London bridge nursery rhythm. 


Part3
I stood in front of my mirror at times like these it felt like I stood more in it than I did in front of my pupils. Still I had problems settle on between the black top and the green one. 
I didn’t want to be to promiscuous neither did I want to look like a 99-year-old lady. Well I would take the black one you only life once you know. 
I tripped my way down the street and over the bridge. It was not particularly cold still that old house gave me gooseflesh. 
          I ignored the floating plastic bags, as I didn’t want anyone to ruin my movie experience not even environment sinners who pollute the themes. 
I walked into the big glass doors and the red carpet while I reminded myself that it was too long since I had been here before. 
”Give me your tickets please the movie is right about to start.” I had to smile when I heard the really thick British accent by the ticket collector.
I got glimpse of a man with a doll in his pocket, but I told myself I was hallucinating.
       The movies were really good. Loads of blood and slaughtering, which is just my cup of tea. 
While I was leaving the cinema I bumped into a man with a white coat on. 
”Hey am sorry and you lost your doll” I quickly picked it up and gave it to him.
”Its not a doll, his name is Patrick” I laughed, he was kind of cute. 
What do you say if you and me go out on a date? His voice was tempting so I accepted his offering. 
This food is delectable what do you think Edward? He smiled while he patted his doll on its head. Yes this food is good for keeping an acceptable amount of carbohydrates and proteins. 
I laughed again he were really funny. 
”How about you and me go to my place after we have eaten? I got some fine knives I could show you.” spoke Edward. “Yea that would be great, I said” He was a knife collector too he just did not stop surprising me. 
While we walked home he kept a hand tightly wrapped around my shoulder. Still I didn’t feel like it was some perverted ninja move more like a friendly hug. 
We stopped by the bridge. I could not see any houses except the shabby old scary house. 
He opened the gate to it while he said: “Come on my fair lady there is nothing to be frightened about. Just my lawn mover got broken while it tried to cut something else than grass.” 

Part4
After we walked in he took. And looked the door. “Why did you do that”, I asked him. “Oh I just don’t want some of those detestable homeless or ninjas breaking in here.” He put the key right in his pocket. 
”Don’t you have some friends to visit you?” I thought it was weird he did not have any pictures or personal objects. “I just moved to London as I have been living up at Manchester. 
That was the last time I saw my friends. I have never seen them after I saw them.”

I laughed again. He had a funny way of saying things.
I felt the urge to use the bathroom. “Excuse me where is the lavatory? Is it in here? Said I pointing at a door.” No, no. Its not in there that’s were I keep my knife collection, you don’t want to go in there alone as you will probably get sliced. And the lavatory is up the staircase and to the right. “I will make the room ready when you get down here.” I smiled once again I really liked this Edward he was peculiar but had a nice aura around him. Something divine  
       I put on some make-up and brushed my hair again. 
When I came down Edward was not there. I shouted for him, but no one answered. 
I noticed the door to the knife room slide open and moved towards it. 
The shock hit me like trains hits a flies. The room was covered in blood the whole room. Not just parts of it every single centimetre and the knives were also dipped in red. 
In the middle of the room stood Edward with a big smile. “Welcome to my collection, soon you will be a part of it.” I screamed and ran out of the door towards the entrance. It was locked it and for me was unthinkable to go back and ask Edward politely for the key. I ran upstairs through loads of rooms not a single window in sight. My pulse was way to high and I reminded herself that I would train hard by a monk in Himalayas to be a better person if I survived this. 
Finally in the last room there was a window. I jumped out of it with the last breath I had. 
I knew I had lost. On the ground by the oak three Edward stood wearing his latex glove, latex ankle boots and the white coat now with large red marks on it. 
I was starting to think this was the perverted ninja move right before I passed out

I woke down as I lay on a bench. My eyes were blindfolded, but I knew exactly where I was. 
”Why are you doing this? I asked” The maniac laugh filled the room. I felt like the only thing, which was real, was the terrible voice. 
”You imbecile savage you really don’t know? You poison this country with your very own existence. The divine lord does not want homeless persons prostitutes and exposure of bodies. You are obscene.
This city is unclean and I will save it.” His voice got louder and louder while he spoke. 
 “You cannot save anything by killing innocent people!”
I don’t kill innocents. I kill the infidels, those who don’t act by the word from divine lord. Those will feel the wrath of the divine power. 
 
Patrick, you will never leave me. You and me forever and forever and forever. 
I got upset how quickly he changed the conversation. “WHY do you carry around that stupid doll? He has never helped you do anything. You are pathetic. I said it as I knew my days were counted” Edward did not listen. He lay crying on the ground traumatized by flashbacks. “No father please don’t father don’t do it don’t do it. Stay away father I got a knife. No No Noooooo.”

Part5
”I Am Kent Brockman to bring you the BBC news. Earlier this day we found two dead persons in a house near London Bridge. There was a man who took suicide. He cut his throat with a butcher knife. Also a young woman died of dehydration. 
 The man is said to have killed over 40 people and dumping them in the lake. 
Several psychologists have come to the conclusion of distorted reality view, 
because he was his abducted by father as a small boy. The father was found dead, but no finger proofs could be identified. 


The Prime Minister Brown said in a press conference today that they would build a close bound between the two city halves. Murder is not something we should take light even so it happens on the wrong side of the river. 
              He also recommends keeping a closed bound to your family. 
He also points that building bridges in the family is important to prevent this from happening ever again.”

