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"The wicked are alienated from the womb; they have gone 
astray from the womb: they have spoken false things."  

Psalms 57:4 (Douay-Rheims Bible) 

__________________________________ 

On the day of my baptism, I killed my father. Shortly 
thereafter, I killed my mother. Then, I burned down the 
orphanage where they had placed me. Not a bad trail of 
destruction for an infant. But I was no ordinary infant. My 
name is Elektra Voltare, and I am blessed with suck. 

At least, that's what my father would have called it, if I hadn't 
killed him, or rather if my blessedness hadn't killed him. I 
found that term, blessed with suck, in his journal with a list of 
his favorite comic book and fantasy characters. Korg the 
Mighty, who manifested superhuman strength but only when 
so terrified that it aided his panicked fleeing. Or Talsia the 
Good Witch, whose conscience only allowed her to do good, 
but whose supernatural power only could be used for evil. Or, 
more aptly, Adam Nucleo, tops on his list, who could manifest 
and survive a thermonuclear explosion which would vaporize 
everything in a twenty-mile radius, but which also caused the 
deaths of his parents from radiation poisoning when his 
powers began to manifest as a child. No one could come 
within twenty feet of Mr. Nucleo unless covered in lead.  

Since I'm typically clad in lead these days, I'd like to meet 
Adam someday, if only he were real. Perhaps my dad would 
be delighted to see his daughter hand-in-hand with one of his 
favorite fantasy characters? I'll never know. But I have never 
read a comic book nor a fantasy novel, so all I know of Adam 
and the others is what I read in my father's journal. I bet I'd be 
up at the top of the list with old Adam, if my father hadn't 
fallen victim to my blessed suckiness, but I'll never know for 
sure. 

No one ever blamed me for all the destruction I caused, but it 
was all my fault. But being at fault did not mean I was 



blameworthy. I just was who I was, and the suck I was blessed 
with did the rest. I live now in the basement of a monastery 
where my blessed condition is well contained, so nobody else 
has to die. But even when I'm not out-and-out killing people 
just by being, I am a total nuisance to the modern world. If you 
ever met me, you'd best not have a smart phone or a watch, 
unless you have one of those old-style watches driven by a 
spring. Then you'll be fine. But batteries? Well, you'll just need 
a new one. Cell phone? That's a bigger problem. You'll need a 
recharge and to restore all your data. Any electricity, including 
deadly sources like lightning and power transmission lines, I 
most blessedly suck and ground, and heaven help you if you 
get in the way. 

The basement of the monastery is cool, especially my cell, if 
you enjoy dull lead. I don't mean lead paint. I mean a coating 
of lead on the walls and ceiling. It may look like a prison, but 
it's not, though I'm not allowed to leave. They call all the 
bedrooms in the monastery cells, not just mine. The poor 
Clares freely take a vow of enclosure, so it's like a voluntary 
prison, in a way. But they aren't being punished for crimes.  

There's no electricity in my cell, so there's no problem. 
Skulking around by torchlight, reading by candlelight. That's 
my nights, anyway. I join the sisters for prayers, but I first 
have to suit up in lead, so I don't draw the juice out of the 
place and give them a nearly infinite electric bill. My condition 
is not fully understood, and thankfully the scientist who 
discerned my condition was also a priest, so I was not 
subjected to the battery of tests others might go through. As a 
mere babe, I was shuffled off from the remains of the 
orphanage I burned down and left in the care of the sisters, 
who prepared this neato place for me in the basement. I guess 
neato is an archaic word. My education is mostly from my set 
of Collier's encyclopedias printed in 1988, and it was even an 
old word back then. But old suits me. I'm a disaster in the 
modern world.  

The priest, Father Salvatore, he sees more blessing than suck 
in my condition. He doesn't like me using that word, though. 



He says it's improper, vulgar. But it was my father's word, so I 
like it. In a way, I like it more because it is forbidden.  

Father Salvatore says I should just say "blessed," but he 
accepts "blessed with awful," without too much complaint. 
"Blessed" doesn't ring true to me. But as a priest, he looks for 
the good in everything. His position is basically that God knew 
what he was doing, so there was a reason for my electricity-
sucking blessed nature. He's gotten used to restoring the data 
on his IPhone, since he usually forgets to leave it behind when 
he visits. For me, if God knew what he was doing, well, that's 
fine and good, but I feel awfully bad for my mom and dad, and 
those kids at the orphanage. I'm reminded of the joke about 
chutzpah. Pleading for mercy because I am an orphan after 
killing my parents.  

My parents were gamers, meaning they liked to play video 
games and loved all things comic book. Having the last name 
Voltare and being American not Italian, they could not resist 
naming me Elektra. An Italian might have thought about 
making a pun on turning, since voltare means turn in Italian. 
They could have named me Right or Wrong or Left, in Italian, 
Destri Voltare, Sbagliato Voltare or Sinistra Voltare. I'm quite 
sure if my father knew Italian, my name would be Sinistra. 
Surely, that's the one he'd have chosen of the three. I kind of 
like Destri. Destri Voltare. Turn right. But kids don't get to 
name themselves.  

The actual name they got the word volt from was an Italian 
guy named Alessandro Volta. But, an American seeing the 
name Voltare, thinks volt and electricity. Especially gamers, 
like my parents. And, having no fear of cosmic irony, they 
named me Elektra. Not exactly a family friendly name. In the 
Greek tragedy, Elektra killed her mother to avenge her mother 
killing her father. It's all about killing and revenge in those 
Greek tragedies. And irony. I don't like irony. Irony kills. I, in a 
way, turned the volts on my parents, and killed them both. Not 
in an act of vengeance or for any other rational reason. Just by 
being me, with a little help from irony. Guess they weren't 
expecting that. My parents thought my name would be like 



some superhero who could command electricity, hurling 
thunderbolts. What they got was a daughter who attracts 
electricity in a completely uncontrolled way that got them 
both killed. Anyway, I guess I'm one up on the original Elektra 
in terms of killing parents, plus I've got a whole orphanage 
filled with children to my credit.  

Since I was taken in here and stowed away in the basement 
before I could cause any further damage, I haven't known 
much else. I only know about things like watches and cell 
phones and computers because they all stop working when 
I'm around and everybody pitches a fit. These things must be 
of great importance in the modern world in which I have no 
part and to which I would be a threat just by being. The 
monastery has lots and lots of books, and the sisters taught 
me to read from books. No electronic devices needed. There is 
little else I can do other than read and pray, meditate, and 
wait for the opportunity to atone that Father Salvatore is so 
certain will come. I offer to help the sisters with chores, but 
the lead shielding makes helping difficult, and if I so much as 
roll up my sleeves, I risk a power surge and knocking out the 
lights and some important electronic gizmo or other. Not that 
the Poor Clares have a lot of electronic devices, but they have 
gotten used to electric lighting. 

I tried to escape once, when I was eleven, in the days of my 
blessed ignorance. I had read about the world outside in 
books. Of devices like cars and airplanes and something called 
travel, where you went places and saw new things. I had often 
wondered why, if there were this wide world out there to be 
written of, why was my existence so limited? Sheltered from 
the world, surely I was, and safe, even loved, and told of some 
great blessing on my life, but also sheltered from knowledge 
of the nature of my blessedness. One of my favorite books was 
Gulliver's Travels. The book I read was adapted for children, 
so it did not include much of the satire that would have gone 
over my head. I knew that these fantastic places were not real, 
but I wanted to travel. To see places that were real. So, I asked 
Father Salvatore. 



"Father? Will I ever be able to travel, like Gulliver? I know the 
places he went aren't real, but there are lots of places in the 
world." 

Father Salvatore stroked his scraggly beard, dark and 
peppered with gray, and closed his eyes. "Travel is dangerous, 
especially for you, because of your condition. And not just 
dangerous for you, but for others. Don't you like it here at the 
monastery?" 

"Sure, I like it here. But I would like to see other places. To do 
things, like the people in these books." 

"If we lived in Gulliver's time, it would be easier for you to 
travel, though there were dangers then, too, but not likely 
because of your condition. People might hardly notice your 
condition. But the world now could not help but notice and 
you would be in danger. Maybe, if the world becomes safer, 
we can make special arrangements for you to travel." 

"You said travel is dangerous for people in my condition? 
What exactly is my condition?" 

Father Salvatore removed his spectacles and rubbed them on 
his shirt. "Maybe a story will help. Once upon a time there was 
a princess. Now, this princess was no ordinary princess. She 
was the most beautiful princess the world had ever known. 
She was so beautiful that everyone who saw her fell madly in 
love with her. And it wasn't a healthy kind of love. Men would 
be overcome with a desire to possess her, to marry her, to 
make her theirs. And these men would fight each other, to 
prove their love for her. And women, they would see men 
drawn to her and become envious of her. So, wherever the 
princess went, her beauty caused strife and division and 
violence. It was not her fault. But, just by being visible to 
people, the kingdom was brought into chaos. 

"Now this princess longed to go places and visit the people 
she loved. But to do so only caused havoc and misery. So, what 
would you say the princess should do?" 



I thought about this princess and how being lovable caused so 
much trouble. "Maybe she could make herself less lovable, so 
she could be more like other people." 

"Yes, she tried that. For the sake of her people and for peace, 
she disfigured her face, trying to make herself ugly, so no one 
would desire her anymore. But the people saw the sacrifice 
she made out of love for them, and it only made them love and 
desire her more. 'What a pure soul!' they said. 'For love of us, 
she sacrificed her own beauty.'" 

I knew this was a load of bull, just a story. I was the princess 
so beautiful that everyone would love me, that was the 
conclusion the old priest wanted me to draw. He wanted me 
to say that she needed to hide herself away in the basement of 
a monastery. But I wouldn't say it. "I guess all she could do 
then is kill herself. Then, nobody would fight over her 
anymore." 

Father Salvatore closed his eyes for a moment and drew a 
deep breath. "And that is exactly what she did. For the sake of 
peace and the love of her people, she threw herself from the 
castle wall and crashed to the ground. And the people 
mourned for her. And they held a grand funeral ceremony and 
laid her to rest. And all the people of the kingdom quarreled 
about who was worthy to be buried next to her. And the men 
fought each other for the right, and the women were jealous 
that the men desired her, even after she died." 

I pondered his stupid story. "So, the only way for there to be 
peace was if the people never saw her and never loved her? 
That's a pretty sucky story, Father." 

Father Salvatore smiled. "Yes, my girl, sometimes the greatest 
blessings really suck." 

"Father!" I laughed. "Such language! From a priest?" 

Then he looked at me with those soulful eyes, a kind of 
tenderness and sadness that cut into my soul. "Ellie, my dear, 



you will never know how much I love you, nor how sorry I am 
that you are blessed in this way. Think of Jesus, in the Agony 
of the Garden. If you were there, and knew what he would 
have to undergo, what would you say to him?" 

This question haunts me, to this day. The apostles fell asleep, 
and Jesus chastised them. But they did not understand what 
was going to happen to him. If you knew, what would you say?  

"I love you and I'm so sorry you will have to do this." 

Father Salvatore hugged me. "Your cross is to live here and 
separate from others for now. The time for travel and 
adventure may come, but it will be a harder thing than you 
expect—much harder than your time here. Enjoy your time 
here with the sisters. There is more I will need to tell you, but 
it is better for you not to know, for now. Trust me." 

But I didn't trust him. So, I vowed I would escape. How could 
my traveling cause so much havoc?  

The sisters gathered for prayer periodically during the day. 
Matins at 5:30 a.m. would be too early. Lauds, that was the 
time. 8 a.m. If I were on foot, they would track me down easily. 
I had to get access to something called an automobile or a car 
by doing something called hitchhiking. A car would allow me 
to travel. Travel! Not just trod along but really move. All I 
knew of the world was from books and only those suitable for 
kids, so I was lucky to have discovered this mystical means of 
travel called hitchhiking. In fact, the book I read advised it was 
something a kid should never do. I had to look the word up in 
the dictionary to find its meaning, "travel by means of free 
rides in passing vehicles." But it didn't tell me how to do it. 
The book talked about "thumbing a ride," but assumed I 
would know what that meant. I looked at my thumb, but the 
appendage held no answers. I had to check the encyclopedia, 
which the sisters had thoughtfully included in my room to 
help with my education. Just stick your thumb up in front of a 
passing car and they stop and let you in! I would travel by 
hitchhiking and see the entire world. There was no way I 



would destroy the world through love like the princess in 
Father Salvatore's story. What a stupid story. I'd make my 
break for it during lauds. The sisters took a vow of enclosure 
so once I was out of the building, they could not follow me. 

My cell was not technically in the enclosure, but in the 
basement. The sisters needed permission to come and bring 
me in to join them for prayers and meals. Sister Mary Grace 
would normally come and bring me breakfast before Lauds, at 
about 7:15. We would eat together, and she would tell me 
about how much she loved being alone with Jesus in 
Eucharistic Adoration. She often told me how she prayed for 
me and knew that Jesus loved me and had a special plan for 
my life. I liked Sister Mary Grace, but I had my own plan for 
my life. I hoped my escape would not cause her too much 
trouble.  

My cell locked automatically from the outside when the door 
was closed, so I couldn't get out. After we ate breakfast, Sister 
Mary Grace would always unlock the door, then turn and say, 
"May the Good Lord shed his light upon you today." Somehow, 
I would need to distract her, so she would leave the door with 
the key in it. Then, I could open the door, take the keys, lock 
her in, and make my escape.  

I could not sleep that night. I wondered if I could be so mean 
to Sister Mary Grace. I would have to trick her. To lie. And she 
had always been good to me. But I had to travel. To see 
beyond my cell. I finally dosed off. I dreamed that Zeus, the 
old, phony Greek god; the king of the Greek gods, hurled a 
thunderbolt at me. I was frightened at first, but then I just 
started laughing. And then it got weird. I threw the 
thunderbolt back at him and his body melted away, leaving 
only Jesus on the cross. And I said, "I love you so much and I'm 
so sorry you had to do this." 

I woke up and shivered. Something about a lead-lined room 
always made me feel cold.  



A knock on the door, then it creaked open. Sister Mary Grace 
smiled as she walked in, our breakfast on the tray. The sisters 
ate bread and water for breakfast. They made a point of living 
humbly. So, I thought everyone ate just bread and water for 
breakfast and never expected more. The sisters did not 
normally talk at meals, but Sister Mary Grace had a 
dispensation to talk with me as a matter of charity. What 
would become of a child growing up in such restrictive and 
austere circumstances, with so much time for prayer, 
meditation, solitude, and silence? They didn't want to find out, 
so they gave dispensations to the sisters to allow them to care 
for me.  

"Good-morning, Ellie! See the beautiful day the Lord has made 
for us."  

That was her greeting every morning, no matter the weather 
or circumstances. She had a sweet disposition, Sister Mary 
Grace. And a lovely face, framed by her wimple. A slight 
upturn to her nose, a brightness in her blue eyes. I thought of 
the princess in Father Salvatore's story and wondered if 
anyone could resist loving Sister Mary Grace. Would men fight 
over her if she wandered freely among them? Had she 
sheltered herself here to avoid a world shattering for sake of 
love of her? It was a crazy thought. But no crazier than the 
idea that I would break the world if I were to escape. 

"Good-morning, Sister. One day is as beautiful as the next. I 
guess the Lord is good at his job." 

Sister Mary Grace smiled. Would she break the world should 
she wander about freely? I tightened my lips. 

Sister Mary Grace laid the tray with the bread and water on 
the table. "And see, the breakfast He has provided. Let us first 
say a word of thanks."  

"Bless this food, which the Lord has provided," I said, "may it 
give us the strength to persevere in his service and courage to 
resist all the temptations of the enemy." I cringed at my own 



words. I coughed, then grabbed for the glass of water on the 
tray. Could I go through with it? Travel, hitchhiking, leaving 
my cell and journeying outside this place that had always 
been my home? 

Eyebrows raised, then head quizzically cocked, the good sister 
asked, "Are you okay? You look troubled." 

My guilty conscience had favored my ruse in an unexpected 
way. Easier now, it would be. Too easy. "More than troubled, 
perhaps not well. But I don't think it is serious."  

"Oh, poor child! We'll have to take you to the infirmary." 

"I don't think that will be necessary. I hate going there. They 
always bundle me up in those heavy blankets when they take 
me there for my check-ups." 

"That's for your own protection, dear. And for theirs. So you 
don't..."  

Sister Mary Grace stopped mid-sentence. She seemed to have 
more she did not wish to say. I wondered what she had meant. 
For their protection? I knew the blankets were heavy, much 
heavier than the ones on my bed. Why the heavy blankets? 
For their protection? 

"Well, maybe we can get Sister Mary Alice to come check on 
you right here, instead." 

"Maybe I'll feel better after I have something to eat." 

Sister Mary Grace exhaled and relaxed the muscles in her face 
and neck, then let her shoulders slump. She smiled, but the 
lines of worry did not fully recede. "Perhaps we can get you 
something more than just bread and water if you are not 
feeling well?" 

I had never seen Sister Mary Grace afraid, but she looked 
frightened to me now. I wondered if she would be more on 
her guard. Would she fall for my ruse? 



I finished my breakfast and smiled. "I think I'm okay, now. 
Maybe I just needed a little food." 

Sister Mary Grace exhaled audibly and relaxed. She would 
need to leave soon to make Lauds on time. She rose and 
smiled, then walked to the door. She put the key in the lock 
and turned it. I watched intently as the key turned, and 
listened for the click, the sound of freedom. She turned to face 
me. Had my greedy stare at the lock given my intention away? 

"May the Lord shine his face on..." 

I heard her voice trail away as I stood from the chair, then let 
my body faint to the floor.  

"Ellie! Are you okay?"  

Her frantic words as she rushed toward me cued my action. I 
scampered up, rushed to the door, grabbed the keys, stepped 
out and closed the door behind me. 

"Ellie! No, you mustn't!" I heard her muffled shouts from 
behind the door. The light above the basement stairs 
shimmered, then the lightbulb burst. A strange sparkling 
sensation, like a forgotten fragrance or taste left long 
unsatisfied, so much stronger than the tingles of cell phone 
batteries, ran through my body. Basking for a moment in the 
fullness of the sense, a pound on the door behind me roused 
me back to my mission. I bolted up the stairs in the dark and 
burst through the bilco doors into the open sunlight. Fresh air 
filled my lungs as it seldom had for over ten years. I shielded 
my eyes from the sun and scanned for a road, then glanced 
down at my thumb. Soon, I would be hitchhiking, traveling. I 
laughed and scrambled off toward where I saw movement 
behind the trees and a humming whoosh that I assumed was a 
passing automobile. A car! The scent of freshly cut grass, the 
smell of freedom.  

I sprinted toward the trees, then glanced right and saw the 
driveway to the monastery and the closed gate. I stopped 



running and turned to look at the monastery, a great red brick 
building, with an arched entrance. The chapel steeple stood 
tall to the left, with the large cross on top. It awed me. This 
place had been my home. I had seldom seen it from the 
outside, and never from this vantage point of freedom, distant 
enough to take in the full scope of the grounds. I thought of my 
dream and Jesus on the cross. I love you so much, and I'm so 
sorry I have to do this. 

I scrambled through the trees to the road, hopping the low 
fence surrounding the grounds. The surge of electricity drawn 
from the wires overhead, I glanced up at them. The trickle 
from the telephone wires, distinct from the gushing flow from 
the power lines. What could this sensation be? I stood at the 
roadside, glanced again at my thumb, then held it out, proudly 
flashing my digit to the next approaching car. I thought it must 
be a car, though it only vaguely resembled the cars I had seen 
illustrations and photos of in my encyclopedias and books. 
There was an increased roundness and smoothness to the 
thing, unlike the more boxy and angular shapes I had seen in 
books. A man sat in the front seat, but he did not appear to be 
operating the thing so much as just watching. The car 
sputtered and stalled, coasting to a stop tens of yards before 
reaching me. I glanced again at my thumb, then back at the 
car. The man exited the car, shrugged at my hapless thumb 
and popped the hood. The guy took out his cell phone and 
tapped the screen, then pushed the buttons. He glanced up at 
me, then back at his dead phone.  

Another car approached from the opposite direction, then 
stalled. Father Salvatore exited the car. I hung my head in 
shame as he approached. There was no escape. I had been 
caught. My travels were over. 

"Ellie, you know you shouldn't try to leave the grounds," he 
said, as calm as a priest and spiritual adviser. Father Salvatore 
was a wise old priest. He called me "Ellie" so no one would 
associate the electrical mishaps with me because of my name. 
He did many things I did not understand but came to see the 
wisdom of later. 



He turned to the guy with the dead cell phone.  

"Sir, you will find that there is nothing wrong with your car 
other than the batteries are dead. We will both need a charge. 
I'll call from the monastery, if the phones are still working." 

"The batteries are new. They can't have just died like that?" 

"There is a phenomenon that occurs in this area. An electrical 
anomaly that drains the power from batteries and electronic 
devices. You will probably have to restore the data on your 
cell phone, as well. It only happens rarely. It's part of the 
charm of this old monastery. It's not a phenomenon that is 
well-understood, however."  

Father Salvatore gave me that look that only priests, and I 
suppose, parents know how to give. "I don't think it will 
happen again any time soon." 

That rare phenomenon was me, wandering around the wide 
world without my lead covering. If there were an electronic 
buzzer around, I would be a walking buzzkill. 

So, at age eleven, Father Salvatore sat me down and told me 
the truth about my blessed nature and why I must never leave 
the monastery. I was a danger to the world. A killer of parents 
and children. A precious jewel with some mystical purpose, 
made known to the crazy old priest through unthinkable, 
uncontrollable violence. I was a kind of human 
superconductor by nature, and that nature created by God 
must have a purpose other than wiping out cell phones and 
stalling cars. And that purpose would be revealed, in time.  

To be continued... 
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Join us next time for Elektra Voltare, Blessed with Awful: 
Episode 2: Irony Kills 

 

 


