 The Devil Wears Lasers
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By Samantha E. Feanny

The Devil came up to Miami, he was looking for some eyes to steal . . .



He was in a bind ‘cos the lasers would blind, so he was willin’ to make a deal . . .*

We sat there waiting. It was a Thursday evening and the entire legal department huddled around Tracie’s tiny conference table. An eerie silence descended over the room a few minutes prior, and all that could be heard was the ticking of a clock and the faint drumming of Amy’s fingers on the wooden table. The ticking made me anxious. It was already 4:30 p.m. and Samir, the environmental health director, was yet to call with an update. All we knew was that the Devil was coming to Miami and he was bringing his Class IIIb medical grade lasers with him.

The Devil, quite predictably, came from down south. Somewhat of an underground success, he had recently embarked on a world music tour, hitting up the trendiest nightspots along the way. Boasting a show that would sedate the mind and exhilarate the soul, he quickly gained many devoted followers. With techno music and dark liquor pumping through their veins, club goers would wait reverently for their idol to arrive. His entrance, by all accounts, never disappointed. Lights would dim, the music would lull, and a well-built man painted from head to toe in silver and dressed in a sarong as an ancient feathered warrior, would appear on stage. Then came the lasers.


If you have ever experienced a night out on South Beach, you will understand why the fear that this act would attract local club hoppers was well founded. The Devil offered something different to a crowd that had seen just about everything. With an arsenal of lasers attached to his hands, the stage, and a skull affixed to his feather headdress, he literally lit the room up. Lasers would flash from every inch of the club, making the crowd resemble a sea of green fire. Ask anyone who has ever seen the show, and they would describe it as mind-boggling. Ask the Health Department, and we would describe it as downright dangerous.


When partying on South Beach, one seldom, if ever, thinks of the health of their eyes. There is always plenty to see, but no one worries about what they are actually seeing. However, this is exactly what we worried about the day we got the call that he was coming. The Feds spelled it out in simple terms: these lasers blind.


The Devil was not using your everyday laser pointer, like the ones often found hooked on a key ring. Instead, he wanted the real thing. Somehow, he had managed to get his hands on Class IIIb lasers, which have wavelengths ranging from ultraviolet through infrared. While these lasers are not powerful enough to burn skin, they pose a significant hazard for retinal damage. If a member of the Devil’s flock were to directly look into the laser for as little as 1/100th of a second, they could suffer permanent eye damage or even blindness. Even a mere reflection of the beam off a mirror could cause such harm. Although wearing protective gear could prevent injury, we were fairly positive that the club crowd had forgotten their safety goggles that night. Our job was thus to stop this demon in his tracks.


After Samir confirmed which club was hosting the show, we had our work cut out for us. There had to be some way of stopping this mischievous sprite from reaching the stage. As we sat in Tracie’s office, we began to toss around some ideas. Amy was the first to speak up, “What if we filed an injunction?”


“We might be jumping the gun, but let’s draft one in case it comes down to that,” Tracie replied.


An injunction could have worked, but it would also take time, a commodity we were quickly running out of. Realizing our dilemma, we started brainstorming again. We could ask the Devil not to perform with the lasers, but we were fairly sure that a man who named himself after the lord of darkness probably would not listen to reason. We could try to get the police involved, but a criminal case was a hard sell. Then, as if she had suddenly struck gold, Tracie exclaimed, “Insurance!”


For a split-second everyone looked at Tracie with a perplexed expression. Then we got it. If we could not make a deal with the Devil directly, then surely we could make one with the club owner. No businessperson wants to be responsible for blinding a customer, and they certainly do not want to have to explain how it happened to their insurance company. Knowing we had come up with a solid solution to our little deity issue, Tracie joined Samir at the club.


After waiting outside for a few minutes the owner invited them in. Taking into account the amount of time we spent dwelling on the matter and drafting the injunction, the owner agreed rather quickly that he didn’t want to be responsible for anyone losing their eyesight. With the twirl of a pen, the Devil’s fate was thus sealed. 


Upon hearing the news that an agreement had been reached, I couldn’t help but remark, “All things considered, it sounded like one hell of a show!”
* Our apologies to the Charlie Daniels Band, writers and performers of “The Devil Went Down to Georgia” (1979).
