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GOSPEL ACCORDING TO EDDY
They were sent from the gates of Hutchins House to chase away intruders, any intruders who would enter the grounds of the Hutchins Estate.  The dogs appeared vicious and well trained to attack at the slightest provocation.  They patrolled the area near the gates much better than a human being ever could.  They snarled, snapped, and growled at anything that caused movement whether it was living or not.  A tree branch was likely to be attacked if it fell into their territory.

The wary eyes of the muscular, sleek, shorthaired, black and tan canines sparkled with their ever-vigilant task of guarding the area surrounding the gates.

“Oh my God, look at those monsters!” shouted a deliveryman as he rang the bell at the gate of the estate.

The dogs were barking so furiously that they were foaming at the mouth.

“May I help you?” came a voice from the speaker located in a box above the bell.

“Yeah, yeah – do something with those monsters.”

“What is it you want?”

“I have a delivery for Eddy Hutchins and I’m not going in there,” he answered as he waved towards the snapping, snarling beasts.

“Leave it at the gate.”

“I need a signature.”

“You sign my name.  I’m Eddy Hutchins.”

“Yes, Sir,” said the frightened man as he backed away from the speaker after placing the package near the base of the pole.  He signed the receipt himself.  He wasn’t going to argue or take any chances.


Eddy, the youngest of the Hutchins of Stillwell, wanted no visitors to drop in at any time.  If anyone wished to see Eddy, a call had to be placed weeks in advance to secure an appointment.  Before the visitor was allowed to enter the estate a complete background check was made in order to determine the kind of person to whom Eddy would be speaking.  It appeared to many strangers that making an appointment with God would have been a much easier task.


The deliveryman whose name was John Hopkins relayed the tale of the Hutchins dogs to his best friend.


“They came running at the gate ready to kill, man.  They would have torn me to shreds if I entered that place.”


“Why does he have such vicious guard dogs?”


“Some of the people I’ve talked to told me he was crazy.  It was caused by a broken skull from some kind of car accident.  He was never the same after that.  Never trusting anybody.  They said he tried to kill his brother.”


“I used to go to school with an Eddy Hutchins.  He wasn’t like that.  He was a nice guy.”


“You must have known him before the hit on the head.”


“Maybe so.”


Why was Eddy so very private and such an untrusting loner?  That question had been asked many times of people who actually knew Eddy.  The response was usually a memorized, pat answer that was used to hide the truth.  The people who repeated the information to those who asked were not privy to the truth even though they thought that what they were saying was gospel according to Eddy.

Eddy was afraid of people.  That was the truth.   He had spent his youth being beaten and abused, not so much physically but mentally, by those people whom he thought were his friends.

“Eddy, remember me?” asked Brian Smith, a friend from Lebanon, the place where Eddy lived when his family first moved to Virginia.

“Hi, yeah, Brian.  How you doing?”

“Great but you don’t seem so good.”

“Yeah, well I’m getting better,” Eddy answered sullenly as he turned away from Brian to try to relieve the pain encircling his head.

“Eddy, can I borrow some of your tapes.”

“No, I don’t let anyone borrow them.”

“Okay, that’s fine.  Since I was your friend…”

“The answer is still no.”

Eddy grimaced and reached for his aching head.  A few moments later he was breathing evenly as if sound asleep.

Brian pulled a large brown paper bag from his pocket, unfolded it, and filled it with many of Eddy’s precious music tapes.  He rolled the top of the bag closed to form a handle and left the room not saying another word to Eddy.

He waved good-bye to Eddy’s mom as he walked past them towards the front door.

“What do you have there?” asked Ellen Hutchins, Eddy’s mother.

“Eddy’s letting me use some of his tapes for a party I’m having.  You can ask if you don’t believe me.”

“That’s okay with me if you say it’s okay with Eddy.  It is unusual, he doesn’t let just anybody use his tapes, not even his brother.”

Brian was gone and so were the many tapes not to ever be seen again by Eddy.

Ronnie was Eddy’s best friend.  Eddy wanted to be like Ronnie. 

Ronnie had a younger sister named Tessa.  Tessa was pregnant and Ronnie had a plan.

“Eddy, Tessa is going to have a baby.  She says you’re the father.  Is that true?”

“No, I swear, Ronnie.  I didn’t do anything to your sister.  Not that I wouldn’t want to, Man, but she’s your sister.”

“Remember that night after you got home from the hospital and I came over to your house to pick you up and take you out for a little while.?  Remember?”

“No, I can’t remember what happened yesterday, Ronnie.”

“Well, let me tell you what happened,” he said as he squirreled himself around to look at Eddy directly in the eye.  “I loaded you up into my car and took you to my house.  After I got there, my girlfriend called and said I needed to get to her house right away.  I forget what it was for, but I had to leave in a hurry.  I left you with Tessa.”

“I don’t remember this.  When did you say it happened?”

“About a week after you got home from the hospital.”

“I’m sorry, Man.  I just can’t remember.”

“Let me go on.  I left the house and you and Tessa were alone.  She said one thing led to another and then you did the deed with her.  You got my little sister pregnant, Man.  I wouldn’t have left you guys alone if I’d known you were going to do something like that.  My little sister,” said Ronnie as he tried to lay the guilt trip onto Eddy.

Eddy went through some torturing months as he sweated out what he was going to do about Tessa and the baby.  After many days of mental pain and suffering, he finally told his mother about the problem.  

“You couldn’t have gotten her pregnant, Eddy.  You had a cast on your leg.  The cast ran from your toes to your hip.  They’re not telling you the truth, Honey.  They want money.  They think you’re going to get a lot of money because of this accident.  They don’t know it’s going to be spread over a number of years in the form of a trust fund and that you won’t get most of the money until you’re twenty-one.  That’s six years from now.”

“Ronnie wouldn’t lie to me, Mom.”

“Ronnie did lie to you.  Think about it.  The cast, remember the cast, you couldn’t get anyone pregnant.  You couldn’t even walk without help.”

Eddy thought and thought until he had to accept what his mother was telling him as the truth.  

He wasn’t the father of Tessa’s baby.

Eddy’s girlfriend, Marty, short for Martina, was stepping out on him when he was in the hospital and housebound because of the cast.

“Eddy, I saw Marty out with Jimmy last night.  I thought you guys were going together.  When did you break up?”

“We didn’t,” answered Eddy as he slammed down the telephone.

He had to know if what Bobby had told him about Marty was true.

“Ronnie, can you come pick me up and take me to the dance at school?”

“You planning to take Marty?”

“No, I just want to go cruise or sit in the parking lot.  I want to see a few people that I know will be there.  I don’t want to go to the school.  I’m not ready for that yet.”

“Okay, Eddy, my girlfriend has to work so I won’t be going to the dance.  I’ll take you there and we could, at least, see all of our friends.”

Eddy sat in the back seat of the car and watched Marty and Jimmy walk into the dance.  She was hanging all over him.

He called her later that night to let her know what he had seen.  

He loved Marty so much.  How could she do that to him, especially now, when he was hurt?

He never dated Marty again.

*   *   *   *   *   *   *
At the age of thirty, Eddy was still alone, trusting no one.

 He locked himself away from the world so he could hide his fear and his vulnerability.  He wanted to make it more difficult for others to inflict pain upon his injured soul.

His fear was irrational and brought on by a trigger that was knocked into his head many years earlier when he was involved in an accident.  It was actually a car and bicycle collision and he, Eddy, was the one riding the bike.

It wasn’t his fault.  The collision wasn’t his fault but the lawyers tried to make it look that way to the world.  They painted a picture of Eddy as a drug addict and an alcoholic at the ripe old age of fifteen.  He was neither of those.  He was a teenager who dabbled with a little “pot” when it was offered to him and he drank the beer when it was purchased and passed out to those in the group.

They didn’t succeed at making the jury believe that Eddy was the evil person represented in the painting presented to the court by the lawyers for the other side.  He won the lawsuit for an enormous amount of money, which was highly publicized making him the hunted, as he was pursued by so-called friends, begging family members, and confidence men and women using every variety of scheme imaginable.

The injury he incurred as a result of the accident was brain damage.  He went from a passive, peaceful teenager to an aggressive, angry teenager three days later when he surfaced back into the world from his coma.  The change in personality was caused by the location of the crack in his skull that damaged the portion of his brain that triggered those mean, aggressive feelings.
With the passage of years, his mean, aggressive mood calmed down to a paranoid life where he could trust no one except maybe his mother.  The memories of the picture the lawyers painted remained with him and he was convinced that he was an evil person, a bad person, and one who should be punished for the rest of his life.

While he was injured and a poor, money-less person, his friends visited him and walked out of his room and out of his house with items and treasures that he valued most in his short fifteen years.  

When he received his major money he tried to replace those items.

Eddy had chosen to create his own world, a cocoon, where he wouldn’t have to talk to anyone unless he chose to do so.

He had guard dogs and guard men who were paid well to keep everyone away from him, the evil, bad person that he was.

He paid people to entertain him and create a few fleeting moments of happiness at a time that he felt was all that he was really entitled to receive.

Life was never going to be normal for Eddy, not ever again.  It shouldn’t be normal for a bad person, an evil person.

He was so lonely and so afraid.

That’s why the dogs were sent from the Gates of Hutchins House to chase away intruders, any intruders, who would dare enter the grounds of the Hutchins Estate.

