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To Elle, the Bride of my youth.  
 

Your hair got my attention first, 
your wit and wisdom kept it.  

Through many years of best and worst, 
your love for me reflected.
That no matter where I go, 

no matter what I write, 
Your love for me will be there still, 

through every day and night.  

Thank you.
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The Consequence

The courtroom was uncomfortably warm. 
Though it was cool outside and the two windows 

were open, there was not sufficient airflow to provide 
relief to the judge, prosecutors, suspects, witnesses 
and observers that packed the room. A ray of sunlight 
shone through the window and slowly made its way 
across the floor as Amir and Mamluk waited their turn. 
The judge sat behind a large desk on a raised platform 
at the front of the room. There were large men guard-
ing each of the entrances to the room and a scribe 
noting all of the actions of the judge and responses 
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of the other parties in the room. The two boys sat on 
a bench in a row of accused men, facing the front of 
the courtroom. One man was accused of murder, two 
were accused of assaulting another man, but the rest 
of them were all in there for the same reason: theft. 
Their hands and feet were shackled, and a single chain 
tied the four shackles together on each man. The boys’ 
mother sat in the crowd behind them, watching, wait-
ing, and praying. 

Amir could hear children playing outside and 
closed his eyes. For a moment, he was six again, run-
ning, playing, and laughing with his father. They were 
running around in the grass near a lake they would 
visit in the summer. After chasing their dad through 
the fields, they splashed into the water after him, all 
the while screaming and laughing. He could feel the 
sunlight warming his body as its path crossed his seat. 
Amir’s short-lived joy was interrupted by the sound of 
his name. 

“Amir and Mamluk were found stealing chickens at 
the market,” said a large man at the front of the room 
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as he cocked his head and waved his hand, beckoning 
them forward. 

The judge now looked up from some papers on his 
desk to look at the boys for the first time. One of the 
guards grabbed Amir abruptly and shoved him into 
the open space in front of the judge’s desk. Mamluk 
was shoved forward in the same manner, and they 
stood together in the patch of sunlight in the middle 
of the room. 

The heat of the sun was warm on their bodies, 
but the low, slow voice of the judge sent shivers 
down their spines. 

“Are you a chicken thief ?” he said, folding his arms, 
leaning forward on the desk in front of him, and fixing 
his eyes first on Amir.

Amir glanced quickly up at the judge, then looked 
straight down at his feet. “No, sir.”

The judge held up a piece of paper. “But my report 
says ten witnesses verified you stole a chicken from the 
market just yesterday.” 

“Yes, sir.”
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“Then you did steal a chicken?”
“Yes, sir,” replied Amir, “but I’ve never done it before 

and…”
“Once a chicken thief, always a chicken thief,” inter-

rupted the judge. Then he looked at Mamluk. “And 
you? Are you a chicken thief ?” 

“No,” said Mamluk, as he shot a look at his brother. 
“He is.”

The judge lifted his sheet of paper again. “And yet 
I have multiple witnesses who saw you run alongside 
him, blocking people from catching him as you ran out 
of the market. If the guards had not caught you, I have 
no doubt that you would be at home right now, enjoy-
ing that chicken with your thief of a brother.”

“But it wasn’t my idea,” said Mamluk. 
“Silence!” ordered the Judge. He took a deep breath, 

pursing his lips while thinking for a moment. He folded 
his hands on the bench, looked down, and asked the 
boys, “Do you know the penalty for stealing?” 

“No, sir,” the boys murmured. 
“The penalty for stealing is one year of hard labor.” 
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Mamluk opened his mouth to complain further of 
the injustice, but Amir interrupted him, “Your Honor, 
this is my fault. It was my decision, and I should pay 
the price, not my brother.”

“You’re right,” said the judge, speaking to Amir as he 
looked at Mamluk. Then he turned his gaze briefly to 
Amir. “I will double your sentence.” Mamluk looked 
at his brother disdainfully, while the judge watched 
Mamluk’s every move, and then the judge added, “And 
I will reduce your brother’s to six months.” 

“What?” protested Mamluk. 
“Silence, or I’ll make it six years,” ordered the judge 

through closed teeth. He leaned forward on his desk and 
lowered his voice. “You will carry out your sentence at 
The Mill.” 

At the sound of the words The Mill, their mother 
let out a scream from the back of the courtroom. She 
begged the judge, “Please, don’t do this! They’re good 
boys.” 

Amir felt a wave of shame over his body as tears 
escaped his eyes. Mamluk’s face was red hot as he stood 
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there, shaking his head back and forth, clenching his 
fists. 

The judge motioned for the guards to remove the 
boys, and then he looked at papers on his table as the 
large man announced the next case. 

Their mother looked at her boys. Mamluk was in a 
rage, yelling obscenities at his brother and the guards 
who were roughly dragging him out of the room. In his 
fury, he never looked back to see his mother. Another 
guard grabbed Amir firmly and led him away, but he 
looked back at his mother. She couldn’t hear him, but 
she could read his lips as he said, “I’m sorry.” 

The brothers would go to The Mill in the morning, 
and so they had a night to ponder the destination that 
awaited them. Like everyone in their country, Amir 
and Mamluk had heard of The Mill their whole lives 
but actually knew very little about it. One thing they 
did know: no one sent there had ever come back. 
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A friend of Amir’s at school had an uncle sentenced 
to five years at The Mill ten years ago, and no one had 
heard from him since. His story was a common one. 
One year. Five years. Ten years. It didn’t seem to matter. 
No one ever left The Mill. Rumors abounded, but no 
one knew for sure what happened there. They just 
knew it wasn’t good. 

That night, Amir and Mamluk did not even look at 
each other, let alone talk to one another. 
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Washingtonian who was actually born in California, 
he barely got into Cornell University, but graduated in 
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market evangelist, project manager, VP of Sales, and 
founder.  

He has started a few businesses, been fired at least 
once, and at one particularly low point, he was rejected 
by Walmart for a cashier position.  

Mark lives on an island near Seattle where he and 
his delightful wife and daughter maintain a mini-farm 
with eight chickens, a couple lambs, and one very pro-
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He would love to hear your story. You can reach him 
in a number of ways:

Email:
Mark@nomorepillows.com

Facebook: 
https://www.facebook.com/AuthorMarkDBullard

Twitter:  
@MarkDBullard

Blog:  
http://markdbullard.com/
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No More Pillows

Has this story struck a chord for you?  Can you 
relate to Amir? While this story is pure fiction, 

it is in many ways an autobiography of my own life. 
Though I'm not completely free yet, I have experienced 
some freedom and would love to be a catalyst to help 
others do the same. To that end, I have created a com-
munity called No More Pillows (http://nomorepil-
lows.com) where people may come together to share 
their stories, their successes, their failures, their hopes, 
and their dreams. Please visit us there and share your 
story or come to be inspired by others. Remember 
that no matter where you are in your journey, there 
is always someone ahead of you to encourage you 
along, and someone behind you looking to you for 
encouragement.  
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If you witness examples of “pillows” in your world, 
share them with this #nomorepillows tag on Twitter, 
Facebook, Instagram, and whatever else is hot by the 
time you read this.  

Lastly, if you would like to have me speak to your 
book club, community group, anonymous group, 
support group, school group or any other club, 
group or organization, please contact me directly at  
Mark@pfypc.com. If I can't make it in person, I would 
be glad to speak to your group remotely.  

Upward and Onward,
Mark D. Bullard 


