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The Sleaze Bag

Six years ago I was working in a call center known as Ikano Communications, which use to be a Utah fortune 500 company. Upper management was able to keep the corporation profitable by under paying their employees seven dollars an hour in those days. Acts of greed were also what earned Ikano their high-end revenue and statewide status in Utah Business Magazine back in 2004.

I met a former friend while working there named Darren Evans. He was a cool African-American guy from Brooklyn, New York who loved Star Wars and other Sci-Fi films just as I did. My initial reaction when working with him gave me a lot of self-respect because he never hassled me for being a fan of the Doctor Who series, which was produced by the BBC and was more popular in Europe compared to the U.S. However, as the years went by, I soon became disgusted with his demeanor while finding out horrible secrets about him. 

Two years ago he came out of the closet and told everyone he was a gay man who openly practiced witchcraft. Since I’m culturally competent to everyone’s beliefs and religions, I was in no place to judge him—not even after he said he was a pornographic film director on the side. As long as he didn’t break any laws, I had nothing against him. Nevertheless, the longer we remained friends, small portions of his ugly side started to manifest.

He got really sloppy and begun bragging about several crimes he got away with in town. Either from stabbing his former boss with a knife in the company parking lot, to engaging in sexual intercourse with a sixteen-year-old minor. He then boasted about his talent agency and how his business was used as a front for influencing young men into having his way with them. He also claimed his practice in Necromancy gave him power over demons to jump onto his victims, and manipulate them into Homosexuality through his suggestive conversations. When I realized his lust for flesh and power had no end—I quickly dissociated myself from him. 

He later went crazy and called my phone number five times a day. I was in school when he left all sorts of angry messages on my voicemail, which said, “I’m really beginning to get pissed off with you ignoring all my calls!” Then the disgruntle emails started up as he wrote, “Anthony, I don’t know what your problem is or what I ever did to deserve this kind of disrespect, but you should call me. It’s very important.” A short time later I received a text message from him, which said, “Good bye forever.” 

Something must have been eating away at him because thirty-days later he sent me a vague statement on my Yahoo Messenger which said, “Anthony, I told you a long time ago that you never want to make an enemy out of me, I already deleted your information from my address book, so you better be thankful that’s all I did to you!” I then decided to contact Detective Hilary Gordon with the Special Victims Unit and advised her of his past crimes, which is still apparently pending investigation. 

Two months later, Darren Evans impersonated my ex-girl friend through a deceptive text message, which said, “Anthony, I’m sorry I left you last year. I had some things I had to sort out in my life. I’m hoping you can forgive me someday. Please call me. Love Harmony.” I called the number and heard his sinister voice on the other end, “Hello Anthony, I finally gotch ya!” I instantly hung up in anger and realized I’ve been deceived! I immediately changed my number after he emailed me thirty-nine days later on Facebook. In his message he said, “Hi Anthony, I don’t know why you ever stopped talking to me, but we should really get together sometime and burry the hatchet.” I soon came to my senses and realized a sleaze bag was stalking me.

The very next day I contacted an Officer Knighton at the Taylorsville Police Department. He called-up Mr. Evans and told him that I filed stalking charges against his estate, and to cease and desist any further communication with me—effective immediately. Darren Evans; in his defense said, “Oh yea, well you Anthony not to call me either!” 

Although, I must admit I chose the wrong person for a friend, the significance and raw presence of Darren Evans later inspired me to write my personal declaration; “Reckless friends and self-centered fun are nothing but mere objects of distraction that hinder individuals from achieving true success.” Regrettably, this conviction has caused me to avoid many friendly social gatherings in college because decent and virtuous people are really hard to come by. 

Yet, a great Psychology professor by the name of Irwin Sarason once said, “Good friends are good for your health.” So I’m not completely sure if my future accomplishments as an undergraduate might be worth the cost of contracting a possible illness someday, but only time will tell.

As for final after math of Darren Evans, he continues to run a shady talent agency on the side while working for various call centers in the Salt Lake Valley; all while leaving a trail of corruption and devastation with every employer that hires him.  

