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LI AR
By Ken Broadway

Had | known the horrible thing that fate had in store
for me, | would have passed right by, no--run scream ng
from the old cathedral on N nth.

But fate has an annoyi ng way of keeping secrets until
it’s too |ate.

Maki ng ny way honme from Turner’s Tavern after cashing
on a sweet deal--1"d set up old Farl ey good--he wouldn't be
seeing anything wthout bars in front of it for a | ong,
long tinme, thanks to the crooked cop who was nore than
willing take down ny, well, let us say..enbellishnent, for a
price--1 lavished in the sweet warnth of whiskey spreading

t hrough ny belly.
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Fingering the crisp wad of bills in ny front pocket, |
t hought about Farley for a nonent.

O course he was innocent, he wasn’t even there the
day that those four men had com ng racing out of Bell’s
Credit Union on Downi ng--but the cops had been on himfor
sonme time now, and one cop in particular was hot to nai
hi m down.

So, for a few drinks, and a few nore Franklins, nine
to be exact, | Iied.

What the hell after all.Farley was about as smart as a
blonde in a library.

|’d probably done society a favor.

Putting it out of ny mnd, | jamred ny hands into ny
sweat jacket against the cold and headed hone.

But as | nade ny way past the old cathedral, the
unm st akabl e, irresistible sounds of partying reached ny
ears.

A party in a church?

| had to check this out.

Ascending the granite staircase to the heavy, iron
| aced wooden doors, | pulled one of them open and found
nyself standing at the entrance to a great, eighteenth

century style ballroom conplete with massive, glittering
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chandeliers that hung halfway fromthe grand ceiling to the
floor.

Last time | | ooked this was supposed to be a church...

But then, | had never actually | ooked before.

Besides, it was their church and they could do what
they wanted with it.

| estimated that there had to be at |east a hundred
people or better filling the inpressive room between the
i ncredi bl e, oak panel ed walls.

Fromthe | avish costunes they wore: wai stcoats,
st ocki ngs and those white powdery w gs for the nen, and
beautifully decorated floor | ength dresses--the kind that
show | ots of cleavage for the wonen, | assuned that | had
stunbl ed into sonme sort of weird, period masquerade party.

They all had those tiny masks that just cover the
eyes.

Most of the people were coupled off in the center of
t he huge, highly polished floor, dancing the m nuet or at
least a formof it, noving crazily forwards and back as a
four-man rock band punped out a strange, yet, very cool
soundi ng, version of sone classical tune.

Dressed in ny jeans and sweat jacket, nobody seened to
notice ne as | stood there in the doorway..until | stepped

through it, that is.
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“Excuse ne sir, but you nust renpove your mask and be
recogni zed,” spoke a voice fromny right, deep with
authority.

A tall, inpressive looking fellow also dressed in a
wai stcoat, wi g and stocki ngs appeared at ny side..he nust
have been their version of a bouncer.

“But I’mnot wearing a mask,” | answered.after all, |
wasn’ t.

“Your hunor is appreciated sir, but please renove your
mask to be recogni zed.”

“But | don’t have a mask on..!

Wth frustration in his voice, the bigger man took a
step towards ne.

“Sir, I nmust insist, please renove the mask, or it
wll be renoved for you.”

The |1 ook on his own masked face told ne he wasn’t
ki ddi ng.

Beginning to feel uneasy wth the situation, | turned
back towards the door to | eave.

The man placed a hand on ny shoul der to stop ne.

“The mask, sir?”

What was | to do?

Rai sing a hand to ny face, | felt no mask, yet

apparently, this clown either thought | was being
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bel li gerent, or.sonehow, he was under the inpression that I
was actually wearing a mask.

Not desiring of a good pumeling fromthis guy, ny
m nd raced, before at |ast deciding on a direction.

“Sir,” | asked, nocking his slow, slightly, British
drawl, “do | appear to be wearing a mask to you?”

Clear and direct his retort shot fromthe hip:
“Everyone is wearing a mask sir, now please renove it.”

Then it cane to nme..reaching behind ny head, |
pretended to untie the mask that | wasn't wearing and
stretched an enpty hand in his direction as if to hand it
over.

“Here’ya go,” | said

The worl d exploded in a white-hot sheet of pain,
raining needles on top of ny head, as | staggered backwards
into the wall, arnms flailing, searching for anything that
made sense to steady nysel f.

He hit ne!

Before | could retaliate, he slugged ne again, this
time in the mdsection.

| doubl ed.

“LIAR” he bel | owed.

Snatching ne roughly by the collar, he dragged ne

towards the ballroom where the dancing crowd had al ready
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parted, revealing a small circle of shiny, hardwood fl oor
in the center.

“TH'S MAN | S A LIAR'” he announced | oudly, tossing ne
towards the open space, where | hit in a two-part novenent,
l anding first on ny knees, and then plopping forward onto
nmy face.

“UNMASK HHM” he shouted to the onl ookers gathered

around ne.
Terrified, | rose to ny knees. Getting one | eg under
me, | thrust nyself up to stand, before soneone in the

t hrong reached out and shoved ne over onto ny backsi de.

It was apparent that | was to stay that way.

“He's a liar!” said a woman’ s voi ce rose from
somewhere behind the now swelling throng. “And | bet he's a
thief too!” chinmed in a man in front.

“Liar...

Wthout warning, a chant fornmed in the center of the
crowd, low and growing at first, but quickly gathering
nmoment um

“LI...AR..OFF WTH THE MASK. . .LI... AR .. OFF WTH THE
MASK, ” they repeated in a sing-song, closing on ne.

I n sheer m nd-nunbing panic, | balled over, throw ng

my arns above ne in an attenpt to shield nyself.
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“LI...AR ..OFF WTH THE MASK. .. OFF WTH THE MASK,” the
chant continued, rising in pitch until it echoed off the
wal I's and ceiling of the great chanber.

This was crazy, and though | was panic-stricken, ny
anger was al so aroused.

After all, enough is enough.

Rolling up onto ny knees to face them | gathered ny
strength and screaned: “1’M NOT VWEARI NG ANY GODDAM NMASK! I'”

| screaned hard and long with every avail able fiber,
holding the last of it until | thought ny throat woul d
i npl ode.

When the final syllable of the final word had finally

drained out, | fell forward on all fours, gasping for
oxygen, |like a drowning man, but steeled for their
reaction.

But they were silent...like a Broadway nusical where

the main character belts out the big finish, and the entire
cast freezes for a | ong nonent before the next scene.

It was | udicrous.

All at once the circle parted to ny left, opening a
smal |l hol e, through which a superbly decked figure stepped,
striding boldly to where I was sprawl ed at an awkward angl e

on all fours, stopping a few feet from ne.
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Still fighting to conpose nyself, | | ooked up at him
frommy rather humliating position on the floor.

Hs trappings were rich, and | judged himto be sone
sort of dignitary or |eader anong these mani acs.

“Why do you refuse to renove your nmask?”

He was the first to speak, tal king down, in what
sounded to nme |Iike a condescendi ng tone. “You nust renove
your mask and be recogni zed,” he said again, before | could
answer .

The ball room was heavy with silence, |ike a hole had
been punched in the air.

Rising slowy, | eyed the whacked assenbl age before
me, waiting for an attack. \Wen none cane, | brushed nyself
of f.

“Why do you insist.why does the big oaf by the door
i nsist..

Turning in a circle, and addressing the crowd, |
conti nued, “Wiy do all of you insist, for whatever insane
reason, that | am WEARI NG A MASK?” | had punctuated the
wor ds WEARI NG A MASK by stabbing a finger at them

More sil ence.

Finally, the | eader spoke up again.

“Why sir, do you insist that you are not?”

Were these people conpletely crazy?
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“And sir, why do you insist on not renoving it to be
recogni zed?”

| saw that | was getting nowhere and tried a different
t ack.

“Why are all these people here, yourself included,
weari ng masks?” | shot.

“We all are required to renove our masks and be
recogni zed, before we are allowed to enter.we have done so,
and now sir, so nust you.”

Daring a glance to the door, | saw that the ruffian
who’ d socked nme earlier was closely guarding it--no good
there--but it was the only exit that | could see.

Wth that option gone, | had no other choice but to
try and talk nmy way out.

“Sir,” | began, addressing the | eader again, “if | am
wearing a mask, please tell nme.what does it | ook like?” |
crossed ny arns, pretty pleased with nyself, figuring that
woul d throw him.but it did not.

“Your mask is as all masks are, sir..it covers your
eyes.”

That’s it?

It covers ny eyes?

“I' will ask you once nore to renove it.”
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“Sir, I can't renove sonething that |I'’mnot wearing,”
| said, dropping nmy arns to ny sides in resignation.

It was apparent that there was no way out of this
mess, and | couldn’t very well take off a mask that |
didn’'t have on in the first place.

“Very well, sir.is that your answer?” he asked again.

The crowed was beginning to grow i npatient, with
shouts of, “He’s a liar,” at the back.

Grabbing on to that, to buy tine, | addressed the
| eader agai n.

“Do you think I'ma liar, sir?”

H s answer was swft.

“You are telling ne that you are not wearing a nask,
is that correct?”

“Yes |'’mnot wearing a mask,” | answered qui ckly,
albeit with a touch of sarcasm

“How is it, sir, that you swear you have no nmask, when
it is plainto all that the opposite is true?”

He had ne there.

“I don’t know, sir,” was all | could think to say.

“I'f all the people say that one thing is true, and one
person denies it, then who is perceived as the liar,

sir.the one or the conpany of many?”
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H's logic was basically infallible, but in this case,
| was sure that he was wong. | knew that | was not wearing
a fucki ng nask.

“But sir.really, I'’"mnot wearing..

“ANSVER THE QUESTI ON!'” he roar ed.

The crowd reciprocated, chanting

“AN. .. SVER. . . AN. . . SW\ER..ANSVER. "

Standing silent in their mdst, | studied them
worriedly, hoping that the | eader woul d sonehow cal mthem
down before they turned on ne in a frenzy. Finally, after a
few m nutes, the chant died.

The | eader wait ed.

The crowd wait ed.

I waited.

It was |i ke sonme deranged Mexican standoff.

Finally, | spoke.

“Sir, by your logic, you are correct..

The crowd jeered, cutting ne off at that point, and |
waited for themto quiet before continuing.

Finally when they were silent again, | said, “If al
t he people say that sonething is true, and one person says
that it is not true, then that person could be perceived as
aliar.”

The crowd went w | d.
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Raising his arnms in front of him he quieted them once
nor--driving honme the point to ne that ny fate was in his
hands, and | wondered how nmuch | onger he could contain
t hem

“Then by your own adm ssion sir.you are a liar.”

Tal k about using your words agai nst you.

“Sir.are you admtting that you are a liar?”

This had gotten way out of hand.

What started out as a question of whether or not | was
wearing a stupid mask, had sonehow warped into this
mani acal circus.

My honesty was at question here.l was being tried.

“Way, for CGod's sake,” | pleaded, “do you think that I
amwearing a mask after all? Can’t you see that | am not?”

It was a last ditch effort.

“You are the one who does not see sir, the mask of
di shonesty that you wear blinds you to your own lies..

“Un,” | stammered, “does that nean..

“UNMASK THE LIAR'” he wailed at the crowd.

That was the cue that they had been waiting for.

I n madness, they rushed in fromall directions, |ike

the Red Sea closing in on itself.
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Instantly, | was pulled under, feeling hands and
fingers, reaching, poking, grabbing, tearing at ny face,
snatching bits of skin, and pulling at ny hair and ears.

Scream ng, and withing, | fought them trying vainly
to cover nyself.but there were far too many of them

My arnms were pulled behind ne, and I was held
hel pl ess, exposed to their ripping. The side of ny head
suddenly detonated as ny left ear was jerked fromits
pl ace, spewi ng out blood in great, jetting gobs on the
woman who held it up like a grisly prize.

The t hundering nél ée was deafening, soon | could make
no sense of up or down as | fell beneath a darkness of
bodies. A finger found its way to ny right eye socket,
putting it out in a shattering glimrer of pain. Another dug
its way into a nostril, and formng a hook, tore its way
out through ny nose. My cheeks were clawed and tw st ed,
until finally, someone managed to tear nost of the left one
of f.

Most of my hair had been torn away by now and the
bl ood fromny battered scalp ran thickly into ny remaining
eye, bl ocking out any sight |I had left.

What felt like armes of feet kicked and stonped ne
fromevery direction, breaking bones and smashing vital

organs as the bl ood-crazed, m ndl ess horde beat nme nunb,
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| eap-froggi ng over each other frombehind to get at ne,
where | tw sted beneath them at the center.

Teeth were kicked and ri pped fromny nouth, and
soneone got a hold of nmy tongue, yanking it violently
before tearing it fromny throat. My lower |lip was next to
go.

Little by little, they pulled and shred ne, slowy
reduci ng ne to bl oody pieces.

Amazi ngly though, | managed to remain conscious for
quite sone time through all of it. By the tinme | l[ost ny
ot her eye, | had | ong stopped feeling the pain.

Eventually, | had to give up to them and accept ny
fate--the fate of a liar.

Thi nki ng about Farley again, as | slipped into
darkness, | finally understood the error of nmy ways, for
had been unnmasked.

As | said before, had I known what thing fate had in
store for ne, | would have run scream ng..and | never would

have |ied about Farley in the first place.

END.



