Three o Seven

I know, I know, this is all going to sound crazy but hang with me, alright? This piece of paper is where it all began. Well no not really, I mean, the 3-0-7 thing began long ago, but that's not what I'm talking about now. It's this symbol, and the way the numbers are right in there, were right in there, when I found it. On March 7th of all days. March 7th - 3/07, get it? I'm not making much sense, am I? That's what everyone around this little dipshit town tells me too. I mean, I like some of the people alright, but there's just something about the mentality of the place. Buzzkill. If it weren't for the job, well, you get the idea. The paper. You've got to understand, I wasn't looking for it. Hell, I wasn't looking for anything really. Just needed to get away from the place for awhile so I walked out into the woods that surround everything around here. It was getting a little dark already and the damn woods give me the chills even in broad daylight so I wasn't going far. Just out of sight of the co's, if you know what I mean. So I wasn't far into the woods at all, I kept looking back to make sure I could see the lights of the new place through the trees. The wind was kind of blowing though and I couldn't light my smoke so after a few tries I was looking for a big tree to get behind before burning through another match. That's when I saw the old building or shed or whatever the freak you want to call it. Nothing special, I mean, there's a couple like it on the property they're developing for the center, or there was until they knocked them down a little while ago. Small place, with the door wide open and the windows smashed out, there wasn't going to be much hiding inside so I ducked in long enough to light up. And there it was, the paper, on the floor at my feet. That's when it all started.
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The 307 Thing
If you really want to go back (and this is what makes the whole thing so creepy weird) my history with the number 307 goes back to high school, where as a freshman I read this freaky book about an island. It was by a French dude, Rene or Renee something, and I always thought when I looked at the cover, "Man, what must it be like to grow up with a girl's name like that?" The book was about this group of scientists out to change or save the world or some such shit - hey, it was the mid 70's and that was the thing to do - and they were like trying to find a cure for this virus. The thing was, the virus made people immortal, but Big Brother didn't like the idea of people living forever, so they were trying to cure it like it was some disease or something. Crazy, right? I mean, living forever, isn't that like everyone's deep down wish? In the end, the immortal people that they had gathered on this island in the middle of nowhere (it was called 307, that was the name of the island) started to rebel and the government ended up nuking them all to Hell. It kind of left you hanging though, wondering if the bombs actually got them all, or if maybe the virus people were going to find some way to survive and actually change the world. It made you think, at least me it did. So when I started up a band a couple of years later, that name popped in my head when we were arguing over what to call it. As usual, I ended up getting my way and we were soon called 307. That band lasted a couple of years, even though we fought like crazy all the time, and I spent a lot of time doodling up logos for the name and stuff, so maybe that's why the whole 307 thing seems so tied into my past. Hell, I even registered this domain name a few years ago, thinking we were actually going to get back together and do something at some point. Some of us have a hard time growing up.

I'm a Nurse
Yeah, I'm a male nurse. That hasn't been an easy cross to bear my whole adult life, I'll tell you what. Sometimes I feel, like I've been tied to the whipping post. Good thing you couldn't hear me singing that. I like my voice but not too many other people I've ever met do. Well, none of them, actually. Even in the band they wouldn't let me sing. I'd insist on having a microphone set up in front of me and be doing my best to add a harmony or something here and there, only to find out that Joe, the sound guy, had me turned off the whole time. That little prick. Anyway, my voice was obviously good enough to land me a job as a male nurse instead of a musician. Not that I had much choice. To be a musician, I mean. Those kind of gigs don't come around that often, not that last for long and that you can make a living at. Sure I did the bar band Jersey shore thing years ago, got sun burnt, laid a lot, and drunk way too much, but there's no future there man. That's why I ended up back in school and finishing up the nursing degree I walked away from, so I guess you could say I chose that much of my life, even though it's caused me so much grief since. Not the job itself, that's always been cool and the pay's not too bad, all things considered, though I've had to move around like everyone else to get the best pay and place to work. That's what everyone does though. At my age I'm about done with it though, the moving I mean, so this gig at a new hospital seemed ideal, a nice safe and secure place to hang until that magic retirement day came. It's the teasing I meant, when I said the grief it's caused. Most people, especially other guys, just don't understand the whole nursing thing. It's always been that way, only guy in the class at nursing school, only guy on the staff at this place or that, and so on. It got so bad that I lied about what I did for years. If anyone asked, I told them I was a painter or a plumber or anything else that popped into my head at the moment. Christ, anything was better than saying, "I'm a nurse" and getting that look everyone gives.

The Woods
The place where I grew up isn't really the city but you couldn't call it the country either. Just big enough to be called urban towards the center but small enough to look rural at the ends. Kind of like the damn place didn't want to claim one identity or the other, for fear of forever losing the qualities of the other. My point is, I've been in woods, gone camping, done all that shit. Not in years, mind you, at some point you got to accept that we're not made to sleep on the ground, but it was OK when I did it. I was never afraid of the woods or the dark or anything like that. Let me tell you though, that all changes when you see the Pine Barrens of New Jersey. You ever been there? If you haven't, I don't really know how to describe it, because they're not even really like a woods or forest, at least the ones I grew up near. Those were big dark and scary things, the trees towering above you, cutting off the light and all hopes of getting away if something went wrong in there. In the day, the Pine Barrens aren't really dark, and the trees aren't big and towering at all. They're mostly these little twisted scrub pines or some such thing they call them, with some cedar and stuff mixed in too. And the trees are spaced apart more than I'm used to, so it's kind of weird being in them for the first time, and hard to believe that the damn thing stretches on for miles and miles and miles. So there's this strange, creepy vibe going on there, just cause it doesn't look and feel right, somehow. And there's all kinds of crazy things to look out for - little ticks, mites, chiggers and the like. If you've never spent three days and nights clawing at the chigger bites on your body while sitting in an oatmeal bath, you haven't lived. Damned if I know why anyone would want to come and build a town in these woods, anyway.
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March 7
So I'm in this small Jersey town that sits right in the Pine Barrens because they're building a new hospital and offering good pay and a big signing bonus to come work at the god-forsaken place. OK, I'm exaggerating a little - I don't think God even knows where Aglaura, NJ is. But getting old and the state of the medical profession as a whole has made me a salary whore so here I am. Now, and on March 7th, when this whole thing started as I said. You can see in the little drawing I've made above the approximate location of the shack in which I found the paper. It looks pretty far into the woods but it isn't really and the trees are spaced far enough apart there that you can see quite a ways through them. The shack was far enough into the Barrens so you couldn't quite see it from the tree's edge, but I could still see out from the woods into the cleared area I came from, even at almost dusk. That's why I walked a little farther than I probably normally would have, since we were all new to the place, I didn't necessarily want to let on to everyone that this old medical man who should know better was still smoking cigarettes. Damn thing that you got to hide it today like you do, but that's just the way it is. So there I was, trying to light a cigarette in this little shack that was shaking in the wind when I stepped on the piece of paper. There was just enough light to make out the unusual design on it but not enough to see or read it clearly, so I stuffed it in my pocket for some damn reason; Fate, I guess you'd call it now, looking back. I forgot about it, didn't even think about it, until I was emptying my pockets out that night back in the hotel room. And there it was. I swear, before I even had a chance to really look at it, take it in and let my mind register what the Hell I was seeing, the hairs on the back of my neck were standing straight up. It probably wouldn't have even meant anything to anyone else, but all I could see was what looked like the numbers 307 in the center of the page and thought, "Man, that is freaking weird." Like I said, that number has a sort of special meaning to me, and it just seemed really freaky to see it written on some piece of paper I found literally in the middle of nowhere. Even so, I only spent a couple of days showing it to people in the town there, asking them if they knew what it meant and getting blank looks before it ended up in a drawer in my new apartment, where it sat until April 13th.

April 13
I remember the date because it was the day I actually started working at Great Water. The place wasn't even officially open yet, and my earlier visits there were either for interviews or orientation sessions to get the "advance staff" ready for opening the small clinic that they had somehow managed to get done before the rest of the place. I never quite understood it but hey, it meant full time work and pay earlier than it would have happened otherwise, so it was cool with me. I had just put in my first full shift and was grabbing a bite down at the town diner (damn they have good cheeseburgers) when two local high school kids sat down not far from me. Normally I would've minded my own business, being new in town and tired from my first real day of work in a while, but I happened to see a tattoo on the one kids' arm and it caught my attention. I'll never understand why everybody has tattoos these days; some day we're going to have a world full of senior citizens running around with tribal tattoos on the guys' arms and above the girls' asses, that makes me laugh for some reason. But this kid's tattoo was different, and I'd never seen one like it before. Well, as a tat, that is. It was a circle or a ring I guess, with several smaller circles or dots spread out along the edge of it. I honestly didn't know why at the time but I couldn't take my eyes off the damn thing for a while, it just seemed so familiar or something. I was trying to count the smaller circles when the punk noticed me looking at him and said, "What the fuck are you looking at, old man?" Part of me wanted to grab the smart ass by his throat but I knew that wasn't quite the right thing to do, so I just turned my head and ignored him instead. He kept looking at me though until I got up to leave, and he said something about my long hair as I walked out. For some reason though, I wasn't even mad at the little shit anymore; all I could think about was that damn tattoo and why it seemed so familiar. By the time I got home it had dawned on me and I opened up that top drawer and pulled out the piece of paper from the woods. Around my numbers 307 was that same symbol.

WTF?
So that was almost a month ago now. I haven't run into that same kid but I've seen a few others around town with the same symbol drawn on their clothes or book bags and stuff. No one seems to know why or what it is, at least the adults I've talked to. Most of them just add it in with the other weird things that have been going on around here, saying that's just the way it is when you live in Aglaura. Actually some of them still call it Ong's Hat, which is what the town used to be called I'm told. Not even everyone can agree on that, believe it or not, as one old couple I was talking to spent a good half an hour arguing over the name of the town before Aglaura before they both gave up in disgust with the other. I mean Christ, it's like a matter of public record, no? Must be something in the water around here. I finally managed to get one younger person to talk to me, a young girl who was at the diner with her father. They were at the table next to me and I guess she saw me holding that damn piece of paper in my hand while they were eating. When her old man got up to use the bathroom, she stood up and came over to my table and said, "Oh, you've seen it too." I didn't know what to say and didn't even have time to think of a response before Dad returned and said, "Meg, let's go," while giving me the old "you better not be some kind of child molester" look. I wanted to tell him, "Look buddy, she came over and started talking to me," but she seemed like a nice kid and I didn't want to get her into any trouble or anything so I kept my mouth shut while they left. But I'm left wondering just what the Hell she meant by that, and if she can tell me any more about the damn thing.

Secrets
For some reason the kids around here seem tuned into this weird symbol thing, while most of the adults (put me in that class if you want to) are oblivious to it. I soon realized that if I was going to get anywhere at all with it, I needed to talk to some of those kids. As luck would have it, one of them walked through my door today. I was helping do the interviews for this batch of volunteers or interns or whatever we're calling them these days, the ones who we make do the things we don't want to once the big building opens up. It's kind of a sweet set-up they've got here actually, if you think about it. They make the high school kids do a certain amount of "community service" or they're not allowed to graduate. What a crock of shit, if you ask me. What does picking up trash along the road or emptying out bed pans have to do with what the school's supposed to be teaching them, anyway? But it does give the hospital and places like it a steady stream of free labor, so maybe I just don't see the big picture here. So, this one girl comes in. Cute kid, must of been about 16 or 17 I'd guess, and a little too anxious to work at the soon to be done hospital but she's young, she'll learn. I guess I was doodling on my desk pad while she was droning on about something, and I ended up making the ringed symbol a couple of times before realizing what I was doing. When I looked back up at her she had stopped talking and smiled at me. "You've been in the woods, haven't you?" she asked. I wasn't going to let a chance like this get away so I asked her about it, the symbol, and the woods. She told me that some of the local high schoolers had found the symbol a few places in the Barrens, not far away from town, and thought it was part of some Satanic cult or something. Not that anyone had actually seen or found anything else to prove that, but the rumor was making the rounds anyway. And the kids thought it was cool, so were keeping it secret from their parents and teachers. She then asked me, "Do you know what it is?" I didn't get a chance to answer before the door opened with my next appointment, and I shooed the girl out and simply said, "No, I don't" to her as she left.

