Emaline Walker awoke late at night from an uncomfortable sleep. (period) She twisted in her bed for a long while before finally getting up and pacing around her room. Then she left and walked downstairs.(period) The sounds of her feet hitting the wooden stairs were dampened by: 


"Please I just need some more time, Please I'll have it!" A sniveling little balding was on his knees, pleading.



“It’s too late, (comma) John. (period) I gave you as much time as I possibly could give. (period) You need to work on time management, (comma)" a tall black man was saying. (period) He looked up and noticed his daughter standing on the stairs. 


"Pudding Cake--sweetheart--what are you doing out of bed?" he asked. (period) His voice changed from firm and cruel to light and happy. 


"I couldn't sleep Daddy, (comma)" little Emaline said, (comma) rubbing her eye. Her father laughed. (period) He picked her up and walked over to the cowering man. 



“You wanna see how Daddy pays bills?" he said. (period) Emaline smiled. (period)

“Yes,” she said excitedly. 

Once again her father’s voice changed back to firm and cruel "Do it. It’s not personal, (comma) John. (period) It’s business." 

The men gathered around the man named John holding pipes and bats and even some guns. They beat him, his cries carrying through the house. Emaline laid her head on her father's big broad shoulder. (period) The sound of the pipe bashing him soothed her. 


"Wait Daddy, I wanna play with Uncle Paulie." Emaline said. (period) Her father put her down and handed her a knife. 



“Don't let your mother know I handed you a knife before you were nine, (comma)" he said. (period) Emaline walked up to the blood drenched man. 

"Help me." he whispered, (comma) outstretching his hand. Emaline gave a short and sweet giggle 

"What does that mean?" she asked and began to stab him wildly. 


"Don't you love to hear a little girl's giggle? (question mark) It’s timeless priceless." Uncle Paulie said, (comma) watching Emaline stab the nearly dead man. 


Once he stopped moving, Emaline backed away panting and giggling. 

"Alright half pint gotta get you into bed. (period) Your mom's not gonna be happy knowing you were up, (comma)" her dad said, (comma) picking her up and walking toward the stairs. 

"Can I tell mommy when she wakes up? (question mark) She'll be so happy, (comma)" Emaline said, (comma) a little sleepily.

"Why don't you draw her a picture? (question mark)" he suggested, carrying his daughter up the stairs.
