
What Happened

 ‘Yes, yes, I’m coming. Who is it?’

‘James Case.‘

‘Who?’

‘James Case. I am a friend of your son, Michael.’

‘Oh. Oh, yes. Him. What do you want?’

‘Well, as you know, I was in Europe with your son…’

‘Europe? Wow! Really?’

‘Yes, Mr. Long. Europe. If you could open the door, we wouldn’t need to yell like this’

‘..’

‘Mr. Long?’

‘Alright, alright, come on in, I guess.’

‘Thank you, sir.’

‘Yeah, sure. So…how was Europe then?’

‘Good, I guess…’

‘…And why are you here?’

‘Well I’m sure you were made awa-‘

‘I’m very busy at the moment, I need to wash my hands, the game is about to start, and 

there is a bird outside that I think wants me to feed it. Is this going somewhere?’

‘I understand Mr. Long, but I hope you’re aware this isn’t going to be short. Can I ask 

you to sit down?’

‘No thank you, I need to stand.’

‘Well, I’ll sit then.’



‘Why are your hands shaking?’

‘Well, as you know, Mike and I were traveling.’

‘Yes, in Europe, you told me between the door, I remember this.’

‘And well we were in Croatia, and something happened.’

‘Ah yes, Croatia, there were a couple messages from that country, it was some garbled, 

nonsensical  talk.  Yes,  they  did  say something  about  Michael,  but  I  was  entertaining 

guests,  and it  was  very cold,  and as  you  can imagine,  I  forgot  about  the phone call 

entirely.’

‘I see.’

‘Well…are you going to tell me what happened? Sit back. No farther back. Want some 

chips? Some tonic water? The games about to start.’

‘Well, okay, do you want the story as it happened or do you want the bottom-line first, 

and then the story?’

‘..’

‘Mr. Long?’

‘Oh, what was that? The pregame, that Terry Bradshaw, his bald head, it really…captures 

my attention. What were you saying?’

‘The sto-‘

‘Right! Right! Just lay it on me, start to finish. You got my attention now.’

‘Okay. Mike and I were in Croatia, and we were on the coast.’

‘Mhmm, good start.’

‘And our friend there, this guy Dario, told us about an island, populated exclusively by 

donkeys.’



‘Really? Donkeys, just donkeys?’

‘Yes.’

‘Wow, that’s fascinating.’

‘Our thoughts exactly. Mike couldn’t stop talking about it.’

‘Go on.’

‘I was… Uhm, anyway, Mike and I took it upon ourselves to swim out there and check it 

ou-’

‘Wow,  all  dinkeys,  that’s  something,  do  you  think  they  have,  like  a  little  dinkey 

civilization, mimicking ours?’

‘I do see the…humor in this situation, Mr. Long, but I remind you, this is very serious. 

You’re aware something very serious happened to your son, right? Aren’t you?’

‘A  dinkey  judge!  A  dinkey  jail!  Can’t  you  just  see  it!  Maybe  some  of  the  dinkey 

politicians wear those white wigs like the old politicians used to. A dinkey president!’

‘Okay, Mr. Long, now that I’ve helped you off the floor, I need you to stay focused.’

‘John, I am a lawyer, a focus, disciplined man. You cannot become a lawyer, a successful 

lawyer if you are not disciplined. A doctor once informed me that I am actually cold-

blooded. Look at this house? Do you think an unfocused man, could pay someone to 

build it with their own hands? I have to tell you John, I like you, but I am insulted.’

‘I apologize.’

‘It’s not your fault really- only Terry Bradshaw and dinkeys have that type of effect on 

me. You just happened to bring those two things up during this conversation. It is also a 

big reason why I have started to like you, John.’

‘Really?’



‘Well, that and scotch.’

‘Oh.’

‘Yes.’

‘Well anyway, Mike and I swam to the island.’

‘Okay.’

‘And we got there and we didn’t really see any donkeys. The island was basically just a 

big hill. And we were tired from the swim, so we waded around the water…and walked 

down the beach.’

‘Okay…why are your hands trembling John?’

‘So we were walking, and joking around,’

‘Michael has always been…a pretty silly person, I guess…I think.’

‘And here’s what happened. I picked up a rock and pretended,  pretended, to throw the 

rock at M.’

‘Uh-huh…’

‘And he pretended, pretended, to get hit by the rock, and pretended, pretended to stumble 

backwards as if he was stunned.’

‘Okay.’

‘And while he was pretending,’

‘Oh no.’

‘He slipped on a big rock and fell.’

‘..’

‘He hit his head.’

‘..’



‘He hit his head really bad.’

‘..’

‘He was bleeding a lot, but he was conscious then.’

‘‘Then?’’

‘Yes, ‘then,’ didn’t they tell you…what happened?’

‘..’

‘Oh my god.’

‘..’

‘I guess, I am sorry to be the one to tell you…that Michael died.’

‘..’

‘I’m very sorry, Mr. Long.’

‘..’

‘I understand if you need some time alone. I can leave the room.’

‘No. Stay with me.’

‘Okay.’

‘..’

‘It’s okay if you need to cry Mr. Long.’ 

‘No…no, I’ll do that later.’

‘Um…okay.’

‘When did this happen?’

‘About two weeks ago.’

‘And his body?’

‘Well it’s not as simple as that.’



‘What happened?’

‘I’ll explain, I promise.’

‘I can’t believe it.’

‘I know it’s a shock, we are all in shock.’

‘No, I can’t believe he slipped on some rocks. I…I taught him better than that, dammit.’

‘..’

‘..’

‘Is there anything I can get or do for you?

‘Scotch. The cabinet across from the fridge, the bottle to farthest left, third back, bottom 

half.’

‘Sure.’

‘Grab a glass for yourself. And ice.’

‘Sure.’

‘So…continue.’

‘Well, Mike was still conscious at this point.’

‘Mhm.’

‘So we walked up the hill to wave someone down with our shirts to get help.’

‘..’

‘I didn’t realize just how far we had swam out, and I did most of the waving, as Mike 

needed to keep his shirt to his head.’

‘..’



‘But for whatever reason, nobody noticed us. So we kept on moving up the hill. I didn’t 

want to swim away for help. I didn’t feel right leaving him. I thought he may die of fear, 

that’d he’d give up, so we kept on moving.’

‘..’

‘And there was this smell, this smell Mike kept on remarking on, complaining about, But 

I didn’t notice it. I assumed it was just a concussion talking.’

‘I can’t believe that boy slipped.’

‘Another...bottle, Mr. Long?’

‘Third shelf, fifth bottle back, sixth row.’

‘From the bottom?’

‘From the top.’

‘..’

‘..’

‘And we sat down, and he was very worried, and so was I really, and it was about then 

that I think he begun to realize he could actually die. He looked at his shirt, drenched in 

blood, and he just realized it could happen. I hope to never see that face again.’

‘Very interesting.’

‘And it was about right after that moment, that we saw the donkeys.’

‘Really?”

‘Well, it was more like the donkeys…saw us.’

‘Wow.’



‘There were many donkeys, many more than I’ve ever seen altogether in my life, or ever 

imagined that would roam together. There were at least sixty or seventy donkeys. In the 

drove. That’s what a group is called, I guess.’

‘That’s incredible.’

‘Yes, but it was also very intimidating.’

‘A small island like that, with so many donkeys, that was probably just a small slice of 

the total number of donkeys, what do you think they eat?’

‘Well, I really don’t know. Fruit and berries, I guess. I have my suspicions… I mean they 

weren’t thin or malnourished donkeys by any means.’

‘Fascinating. And this was in Columbia you say? I’ll read up on this island.’

‘No, this was in Europe. In Croatia.’

‘Where’s that?

‘West Balkans. South of Austria.’

‘So near France then.’

‘No. No, not really.’

‘Romania, eh? I’ll check it out. So what happened with the dinkeys?’

‘Well…this is where it started to get weird. The donkeys…they…they surrounded us.’

‘What?’

‘They encircled us, and closed in on us.’

‘..’

‘..’

‘The drove formed a circle, and then moved in, they separated Mike and I from each 

other.’



‘..’

‘I resisted, I tried to push through, but those dinkeys, I mean donkeys, were very strong.’

‘Oh my god.’

‘Yeah, they wanted us to be separate. I tried to get closer to Mike, I really did, I didn’t 

want him at that weakened state to be alone with these donkeys. I had no idea what they 

wanted to do with us.’

‘..’

‘I tried hopping over the donkeys. But as soon as I got one top of one, they formed this 

cluster, and started to run with me on their backs, they carried me away.’

‘And Michael?’

‘I kept on looking over at him, and I saw they had begun to ram him with their heads…

they were beating him up.’

‘Do you think they were…’

‘I don’t know what they were trying to do. The cluster that carried me off moved me 

about half a mile. I ran back to Mike, to try to help him, from god knows what, but that 

gang of donkeys blocked me off from the circle.’

‘..’

‘I crouched down to see if I could make anything out there, and through the forest of 

donkey legs, I saw him prone on the ground. He looked unconscious.’

‘..’

‘The donkeys beat him to death.’

‘..’

‘I’m sorry if that sounded blunt.’



‘No, it’s okay. I am glad you’re telling me this.’

‘My therapist thought it would be good for me.’

‘What happened next?’

‘Well, after they were done with Michael, again sorry to be blunt,’

‘Don’t mention it.’

‘They decided to focus their efforts on me.’

‘Sweet Christ, what is wrong with these donkeys?’

‘I never knew this, but I guess donkeys are like the sharks of land. They can smell blood 

from very far distances. And I think they smelled Mike’s blood.’

‘..’

‘I made a decision to run. I didn’t think I could help Michael at this point, and I think he 

would’ve wanted me to escape anyhow.’

‘..’

‘So I took off, I ran down that hill as fast as I could, the donkeys right on my ass. I came 

to a cliff and leaped from it into the water. Luckily, I landed in a deep part. I could’ve 

broken my legs, or worse.’

‘And that’s it? Donkeys beat me son to death and you escaped? So where’s the body? 

The donkeys they didn’t…?’

‘Well no. The donkeys wouldn’t’ve gotten the chance to do that.’

‘What happened then?’

‘Remember our friend Dario?’

‘..’



‘Well  the same night  that  he told us about donkey island,  when we were out having 

drinks, he told us something else, that I didn’t put together until after I was halfway back 

to the mainland.’

‘What?’

‘That  night,  Dario pointed out  to  us  a  man.  The man looked to  be about  the age of 

eighteen, but Dario said he had to be at least thirty-seven or thirty-eight. He had just been 

released from prison.’

‘For what?’

‘Arson. He is the local arsonist. He is known all over the area as the man to call when 

you need something to burn. But he isn’t doing it for business. He does it for pleasure. He 

is a serial arsonist.’

‘What are you saying?’

‘That smell that Mike noticed when we were walking up the hill? It was gasoline. The 

arsonist had been on the island the same time as us, and must’ve been making his way 

back down the other side as we were going up.’

‘And..?’

‘A few minutes after I got into the water, I saw the smoke. The arsonist had set the entire 

island on fire. Perhaps he had some dispute with the donkeys. Perhaps the people nearby 

were ready to rid the world of the dinkey,  I mean  donkey island. But I think he just 

wanted to burn an entire island populated by animals for fun.’

‘My god…’

‘I paused in the water and watched as the entire island was engulfed with orange flames. 

Hundreds of donkeys ran about with burning fur, screeching horrifically in that horrible 



hee-haw donkey way, leaping from cliffs into the water, and then pathetically drowning, 

seeing  as  that  donkeys  can’t  really  swim very  well  being  extremely  top-heavy  with 

spindly legs. It was quite the sight, Mr. Long.’

‘..’

‘Your son’s body burned up in the fire. That’s why there is no body. I am so sorry that 

this happened. Perhaps if I hadn’t lost my sense of smell in that midget tossing accident 

in that barn last June…’

‘..’

‘The arsonist was arrested, for the crime of burning down the island, as well as hundreds 

of  counts  of  animal  cruelty.  The  prosecution  is  also  charging  him  with  involuntary 

manslaughter,  seeing as he didn’t  know that  Mike’s body was on the island as well. 

However  my  report  of  the  events  has  the  donkeys…finishing  Michael  off,  and  the 

defense is  using my report  to  try  and get  him off  the involuntary manslaughter,  and 

maybe redirect it as indirect toxic disposal of human remains.’

‘..’

‘Either way, the man is going to spend a long time in jail. Repeat arsonists and donkey 

murderers go to jail.’

‘..’

‘So that’s my story.’

‘Thanks…I guess.’

‘..’

‘So John, do you want to stay and watch the game, I paused it on my TiVo while we were 

talking. Should be a good one!’



‘No thanks, I’ll let myself out if that’s alright with you.’

‘More Fritos for me then!’


