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So it was around three o’clock that the Chabadniks began to quiet down. They had spilled out onto the street, holding the Torah aloft, locking arms… And this despite the cold! So what if their breath materialized in front of them like joyous angels? It is not every day that the last words of a new Torah are written! Eli staggered home with Isaiah picking at his arms, fell into bed—what a cozy bed it was!—but was unable to sleep, the sound of celebration ringing from right to left through their co-op on Ocean Ave. 


Soon Eli could hear voices from across the hall, from David’s room. David’s voice. The voice of his clean-shaven step-brother Fielding, who’d needed a place to stay. Fielding was speaking intensely. Eli could not but hear him in the dark. Do you understand me? I want you to try. I want you I dare you to kill me. Show me you’re not a fucking pussy David and kill me. Isaiah’s laugh, his three-octave laugh. I am not going to kill you, Fielding, Eli heard David say. Ask Isaiah to kill you. No, you faggot! Fielding’s voice was hoarse. You are going to stop wasting your time playing that stupid video game. You are going to murder me. Or I will I will break your glasses. I will kill you in the face with your own glasses. Do you possibly know what it feels like to have your own glasses sticking out of your face? Let me get Eli, he heard David say, he will kill you. 


Eli refused to look at the door until he heard David knock. What? Eli asked, pulling off the bedcovers. We need your help, said David. Eli laughed and said he’d heard. The pair walked slowly across the hall, empty but for a night-light in the shape of a Star of David. 

David’s room was the coziest. Well-lit. Scripture in the alcoves built into the wall. In the middle of it, there was Fielding, kneeling on the rug, kneeling and swaying from left to right, his boots tied just below his knees. His hands rested on the floor, then worked to cover the small band of flesh above his belt. Isaiah sat cross-legged on the bed, a book of Schneerson on his lap. He looked up at Eli, saying, He wants us to kill him. I was just trying to read, always an interruption… Someone is going to have to kill me! Fielding roared. You kill me! He was looking at Eli. I’ll do it, David said, holding the long ruler he used to measure out lines of text, maybe three feet long. 

Eli, of course, played along. Ah! You bring a reform Jew into the house, what do you expect? he asked, grinning. David was testing the ruler, swinging it shortly close to Fielding’s neck. Wait, wait, we have to do this right of course, Eli said. From David’s desk, he took a box of tin foil. Hurry up, Fielding growled. We need a blind-fold, Eli explained, wrapping a length of tin foil around Fielding’s head. Yes, that’s it. You photograph it, Eli, David said, handing him a digital camera. Fielding’s voice, muffled by the foil. Ready? 

David towered over his step-brother, his legs apart. Fielding was hunched over, his head covered in what looked like a bag of metal, his hands working, ready. It won’t work, Eli said, it won’t take the video. Let me see, David said. I pressed the wrong button, I think. David put down the ruler.
You are me and you are going to kill me. I want you to murder me. I want to die. Another gale of laughter from Isaiah. All night! All night! He’s even been giving David massages, trying to choke him, Isaiah explained. David handed the camera back to Eli. Are you ready? Do it. Are you ready? Do it, Fielding commanded. Okay. Now! The memory card is full! Ah—David, come here and look at it, come here. Eli at last whispered into David’s ear which now was close, What are you going to do to him, really? I’m just going to hit his neck a little. Hopefully he’ll stop. Isaiah, meanwhile, despite his excitement, could not but think. Could not help but think despite himself. He wondered if he’d have the energy to lead services tomorrow. Then: kill me you faggots. 

As Eli lifted the camera, his hand poised over the button, David lifted the ruler. Then, with more force than Eli expected, David slammed the ruler against Fielding’s neck, not once, but twice. The camera recorded their hush. Fielding seemed to lean perilously.
SON OF A BITCH! Fielding ripped off the tin foil with a screech, with a wild glare. I will kill you all! He reached out and seized a standing-lamp, an old antique near David’s bed, ripping the cord from the wall. The room turned black. 

David threw down the ruler with a shout, turned, and fled into the hall. Fielding charged after him, using the lamp as a spear. Eli barely had time to press himself against the door-frame. He couldn’t help smiling as he looked over at Isaiah who’d fallen onto a pillow. What a gift he is, Fielding, he said. We’re nothing without him!

From a distance, they could hear the bathroom door slam shut, the lock click. They could hear Fielding lifting the spare mattress from the hall and trying to shove it against the door. They went out to help him. David opened the door a crack. In his hand, he held a toothbrush, his mouth was frothing. This is so contrived, he said. Eli handed Isaiah the camera. Then, with one more shove, Fielding succeeded in wedging the mattress between the ceiling and the floor. At the same time, however, he knocked loose a ceiling tile which fell on his head in a cloud. For a moment Fielding was stunned. Eli and Isaiah doubled over in laughter. Oh, David, you poor soul, you missed it! You missed it! The camera was not even on. Ah!

Well, are you all satisfied? asked Fielding. He brushed himself off. His suave demeanor had returned. 

A few minutes later, Eli and Isaiah had already disappeared into the dark hallway. David finished brushing his teeth. When he came back into his room and sat down at his computer, Fielding was there waiting for him. He began to caress David’s shoulders; he wrapped his arms around David’s head. I have the power to kill you, Fielding whispered, choking David gently, light-headed. I can give you whatever you want. Do you understand me? I have the power to give it to you. To give you everything you want or not. 

Go to bed, Fielding, David said. I blew up the blow-up mattress for you. 

*

In the morning, Fielding left the brick co-op, his hands sliding down the thin metal railing of the front stairs. It was a chilly day. Lubavitchers and their parties, Fielding thought, wonderingly. The leaves spun around in tiny storms.

A few days later, after Eli had visited his parents in New Jersey; after Isaiah had discovered a package on the Q train; after David had at last read from the new Torah, properly dedicated with love and devotion; only then did Fielding, David’s step-brother, slip away from himself at his apartment in Long Island City. His mother was preparing a crock-pot in the kitchen. The doctor said it was a bleeding in the brain. You get a knock on the head and you’re fooled into thinking you feel fine, he explained. Meanwhile, pressure builds up in your skull. He laid a hand on Mrs. Roth’s shoulder. I’m sorry, Libby, about your son. Really, I am. Speaking of which, how is David, is he well? A Chabadnik? Good for him.

