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While July was the monthforDe ad mands Tome sthidyeareof ebr at e i
churning out unrelenting horror, August is the month where we deliver a lot of
content to our fans. Not only do we have an issue stuffed with eight terrifying
stories written by authors that are determined to test your sanity, we proudly
present The Best of the Tome, an anthology that looks back at the horrors we
releasedduringour t hree years of running, and it cc
without the awesome fans and friends that sent in their favorite picks.
While releasing a massive, nostalgic anthology in addition to a full sized issue
might be enough to please the fans, there is something even more amazing
waiting for you this month. We are pleased to present Zombie Hunter, a new
webi sode series where killing zombies i sn
Nathan Greene--a self-acclaimed, certified from birth, and professional zombie
hunterd the series follows him as he explores infested locations, follows-up on
leads, and exploits devices designed to guarantee survival during the epidemic.
International Playboy model Cheryl Stell guest stars in the second episode:
Zombie Spray. The first two episodes of Zombie Hunter are now live at Youtube
and Blip.tv.
This edition starts off with a fast piece that not only delves deep into archaic
rituals of forbidden magic, it also provides enjoyable satire. After the smoke of
the exhausted firesin The Fire Babyby Mi chael Al bani begin to
treated to a completely unethical but interesting experimentation where people®
fears are analyzed and scrutinized in the name of science in The Difference
between Fear and a Panic Attack by Olabode Olakanmi. Next, a man tries to
foolishly escape his past failures and wrong doings in Mo(u)rning Flight by
Michael Albani. If the horror and suspense of the unknown fascinates you, then
check out the Red Fog by Brodie Michale.
Of course, all the other stories offer something of their own, something unique
to this variety pack of horror. | hope you take the time to enjoy.
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The forlorn mother put the twelfth candle in place. The basement was dark.

The fetid smell of decomposing flesh hung he
she whispered. AThis just has to wor k.o

The mother6és name was Barinditapeyormaaimal s he was
she di scovered on a necromancy website. She

perfectly. Failure was not an option.

On her basement floor she drew a chalk circle inscribed with the image of a
soaring raven. Along the circumference of this magick mandala she placed
twelve candles. Eleven candles were white. The twelfth candle was red, made of
wax crimsonly colored with her blood. Baby Bridget, her beloved daughter, rested
in the circleb6s center. She was silent. She

Bethany was not usually the type to believe in magick. But this was her
daughter. She had to try something. The website claimed the spell was genuine,
translated from ancient hieroglyphs written by fallen angels. She was just
desperate enough to believe that.

Bethany lit the candles one by one around the divination circle. The red
candle was the last to be lit. She clasped her hands over it, closed her eyes, and

spoke the websitebds incantati on.

AAzrael, al mighty Angel of Deeatthildfrom she cr i
your grasp. I give to you an offering of fir
heart. Come, Azrael! Accept my tribute and |

Bethany opened her eyes. The basement was silent. Nothing happened. She
was ready to collapse in anguish, when suddenly she felt something. An eerie
wind entered the sealed basement and began t
Baby Bridget.

AThis is it, o Bethany said tearfully. Al to
Bri dget 0s ingtheldasementlindadaldarkness. Baby Bridget opened
her eyes and started to cry.

Bet hany joyously arose and rushed to the <c
reanimated daughter. As she moved forward, though, she began to sweat. The
basement grew hotter and hotter. Suddenly, Baby Bridget erupted into flames.
She screamed and screamed and the flames grew higher and higher. Bethany
stumbled backward and was caught in the blaze. The fire grew stronger with
each of the babydés tortured wail s.

The fire consumed the basement and eventually the whole house. It was only
after everything was reduced to ash that the cries ceased and the fire died down.
Bethany had hoped to bring her only daughter back to the world of the living, but
she brought forth a demon instead.

Death

The aged priest put the twelfth bowl in place. The basement was bright, but
shadows surrounded him like dark sentinels. The smell of smoldering flesh hung
heavy in the air.

The priestbés name was Father Robert, and h
demon from the basement -yedroldHome. Héavasr i s f ami | vy
meticulous. Given what this demon was capable of, failure was not an option.



On the basement floor he drew a chalk circle inscribed with a dodecagram.
Along the circumference of this purification circle he placed twelve bowls. Eleven
bowls were white. The twelfth bowl was red.
He filled the bowls one by one with holy water from a silver decanter. The red
bowl was the last to be filled. He clasped his hands over it, closed his eyes, and
prayed.
As Father Robert recited his prayer, he began to sweat. The temperature in
the basement began to drastically increase. Then, fire spewed forth from the
center of the purification circle. The light and heat were tremendous, but Father
Robert stayed strong and remained in place.
From within the incredible inferno the fire demon appeared. It looked like a
skinless human infant, a pulsating mass of charred muscle and tissue. With its
daemonic red eyes it scanned the basement. It stared down at the purification
circle, then directly at Father Robert. HAWhoO
doing?0 it asked in a shrill, otherworl dly v
Father Robert was astonished by the creatu
his composure and risRaiher Rabertdl am Herelto brimgam e
end to the suffering you have caused and fre

AGi rl?() said the demon, feigning innocence
AYo know full well! The I ittl entihborris gir
house who you burned ali e 0

The fiery creature chortl ed. A Oh, I remen
for what happened to her. She 6s the one who
moved into this house, she heamedShetlmewcr yi ng a

me scraps of wood to eat and squirted lighter fluid on me to drink. She made my
flames grow bigger and stronger.
ADo you know how much that hurt? Can you i
me in? | roasted her body and ate her soul! She tasted just like my dear, sweet
mot her . 0O
ADevilish creature, o Father Robert said ca
great deal of pain. However, that gives you no right to make others suffer. | am a
servant of God, so | will send you back to the fires from which you were
spawned. O
Father Robert continued reciting his prayer. At first, nothing happened. The
demon chortled, mocking the holy man. Then, the holy water in the bowls rose
into the air.
The holy water rushed into tdépedfodarmonds mou
Finally, its flames were extinguished and it crumbled into a pile of ash. The fire
demon was destroyed. Father Robert hoped that this would mean the little Morris
girl could rest in peace.

The Difference between Fear and a Panic Attack
Olabode Olakanmi



We differ little from the drawings and stories on prehistoric stone, the greatest
disparity being our place of origin. Visits from wherefrom never completely stop.
Some of us come to live, others come to die and most come to study.

#

None of the scientists are masters of the local environment, yet they can bend
light and shadow and space to do much of what is needed. Obijectivity, as well
as the specimendés subjectivity, i1Is recorded
Wat er 6 s I8asnall cageltherein, and the humans that walk its streets
are lab rats.

#

It is time for another test method. There have been many experiments before
and there shall be more in the future. Results are neither positive nor negative--
all is merely data. Would she choose biological nativism or methodological
empiricism? The maze and cheese are set.

#
PHASE | BEGIN:

A control is selected and with unmatched ability her medication is molecularly
transmogrified into useless synthetic triangles. Her bloodstream is also
cleansed. Twelve hours before start point she is mechanically instructed during
sleep to take her footstool upstairs, away from its usual station in the living room.
In the morning she wakes, bathes, eats, takes medication and leaves for school.

#
PHASE Il BEGIN:

Lorna Goines finds herself in pre-calculus, barely looking at the forms of what
she shall hopefully come to know as derivatives. Presently, she is more
preoccupied with letting her vision haze at the golden beehive of hair before her.
Sun shines through the windows, adding to the domineering heat of the room.
Old fans, boisterous with the shakes of high speed, hang from the segmented
ceiling and whip the warm air, fluttering papers and hair.

She feels something deftly touch the lobe of her right ear. Immediately, she
flusters and turns to investigate. The brown haired girl sitting posterior, Dolly, is
a serious student; her eyes never | eave the
leaves the paper as it takes notes in fat strokes of cursive, creating one
intimidating sentence. Lorna turns her head towards the blackboard and quickly
rubs the ear, almost wishing not to touch it herself. This reaction initiates an old
memory.

Lorna had her ears pierced at the local mall when she was three years old.
The oafish employee of Pro Nails was a newbie. Gripping a gray piercing tool in
her hand the woman stabbed into the young gi
before creating an adequate puncture. The little girl bled profusely and the
gruesome incident registered enough to be embedded as her first memory.
Lorna Goines hates when anyone touches her ears.

Right now she is trying to quell the anger that always follows this physical
violation. The emotion makes her feel warmer, minuscule drops of sweat bead
onherbrow. Dol 'y woul,dhethinksto bersélfhdl | vy doesndét do




anything, except read and take notes. But the boy behind Dolly and the one

sitting catty-corner to her desk are goons. Josh and Wayne are dull, sorta-

delinquents who do stupid things when bored in class. The two slouch low and

chuckle in response to the otherds whispers.
any details.

AXXXX XXX XXXXX XX HEXXXXXXXXXXKXoXXXXXXXé. O
She thinks she hears her name. [t was them, why else would they be talking
about me? Her temperament goes from moderately neutral to acidic affect. She
starts to boil, to seethe with indignant tremors. Vulgarities, threats, no--promises,
waffle in her head. Lorna wants to spring from her seat with a twirl and castigate
the two until both rip off their ears in apology. But she is generally a quiet girl for
certain hyperactive aspects of her biology require preventative measures.
Normally, she would focus on her breathing and attempt to calm down, but she
hear s: AEXXXXX Xl or XX XXXX XXXXXXXéo

As she stands the attack begins hard and fast with an awkward clench of the
ventricles and escape of breath. Itis intense and she excuses herself to the
bathroom, barely noticing the goons giggling at her departure.

The windowless hallway is dim and cool compared to the classroom. The
painted walls are ornamented with lockers, exuberant school symbols and
garrulous mantras, trophies, artwork and group photos of students in various
clubs and activities. Her passage t-bones a perpendicular hallway twenty feet
ahead which frames the restroom door. Her usual stall is clean and in the
corner, by the frosted windows that open to gaze upon the rarefied tree line
behind the schoodhérsusua areapfeasgite/during sthool-s |
located attacks. A calming place used to slow her heart and lungs, to hasten the
sweat sliming her pores, sometimes successfully, sometimes not.

She approaches the crossway with tired legs, steadying herself by
concentrating on the lonely sound of her footsteps on the waxed floor. One, two,
three, four. One, two, three, four. Forward and forward, foot-by-foot, Lorna
closes the gap until she pushes forward a palm to open the door. Her sweaty
skin makes contact with the old, painted metal and is hit with an awesome wave
of dread and déja vu. This is something reminiscent, yet foreign to the high
school memories forged over the last three years.

#

Washington Elementary. A patch of ash colored linoleum five feet by three
feet united the main hallway with the cafeteria and was bordered by the collective
brown tiles found throughout the school. Despite its quaint simplicity, Lorna and
her friends played a game that eventually evolved from fun to survival.

This was the inquisitive time of Zoobooks, Nature Magazine and National
Geographic. Young Lornads affinity for AShar k We
inspired her group of friends to pretend a hungry shark lived within the marked
ground. At the beginning it was all pleasure, an engaging danger zone to spice
up the monotony of lined procedurals to lunch, gym, the library, recess, music
and typing.




The puerile | eap across was an easy one
running start. Accidentally land in the rectangle and the shark within would feast
on your bones. But no one really believed.

Then something changed in the latter half of primary school. Lorna watched
a nature documentary on Killer whales for a school assignment. She had seen
one of the oversized dolphins up close at a Sea World the summer before and
was curious to observe behavior in the wild. She watched them kill Great Whites
with sneak attacks from bel ow. Eat Pol ar
bothersome because school taught that all animals, including humans, needed to
eat and defend. It was the after meal revelry that chilled her.

Hunger satiated, the Killer whales began to fling seals with their flukes. The
animals flew through the air with the poise of rag dolls and slammed into the
water by the receiver who quickly returned the living balls. She could almost feel
the air whistling by her, the impact of the cold water. Though they eventually let
the frightened seals go, even nudging the survivors back onto the beach with
unexpected gentl eness, Lorna was forever
of sadism. They had clearly enjoyed their game. They smiled toothy grins in her
dreams.

She received a gold star for her report, but the new information dampened the
victory. She had been taught to expect such cruelty from humans because of
war and greed, but not from animals and the thought beckoned a new world of
even worse dangers than she had ever imagined. What goes through the mind
of a hunter? How vicious can an animal be? She started to nervously jump over
the rectangle, adding height with each leap. Thinking of all the brutal things an
animal could do besides eat.

The rest of this experimental group soon entered the next stage. Passing by
walls plastered with construction paper and world flags, en route to some
unremembered feeding, activity, or | esson
was truth. Ashen, flat, speckled just like before. But what their eyes could not
see their pituitary and amygdala were willed to descry.

Accordingly, the children were inculcated by creeping cold sweats, rough dry
tongues, tightening throats, crushing hearts and pulses, emotional malaise and,
most importantly, abject terror. A primal fear known only by those who have
been stalked, hunted.

They all began to cross the zone with renewed enthusiasm. None casually
leapt across the horizontal harbinger. Instead, limbs reached and muscles
stretched and faces strained as kids pushed through the air at full speed, often
overextending their point of landing so not even their shadows would land in the
rectangle. If that happened the kid was finished. The shark within would jump
up, chomp down, descend and do anything it wished.

Symptoms sequestered at school began to surface at home, sometimes
nullifying the childrends ability to walKk
furniture, threw pillows on the floor like floatation devices or, unless carried,
would refuse to leave raised surfaces.

Worried parents queried Elijah Watson, the school nurse and special
education instructor. The man, cautious to label the kids with a mental disorder,

t
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decided to see their fear first hand. He started off with Lorna and one Saturday
morning, when the school was relaxed and empty, had her standing before the
ominous patch.

AHow do you feel?0 he asked.
t e

AA |1 ttl scared, 0 was her reply. She ner
side.

ADo you ever get scared |i ke this anywhere
AAt home, sometimes, |l odoadt want to touch
AWhere in the house?0 he asked.

AThe | iving room, the kitchen, my r oom. @)
raining outside and | wouldndot have gone out
AWhy not ?0

AMy mom and dad said that playing in the r
Algdosesd you | isten to your parents. | 6m s ul
nothing to be scared of. Have you seen anyt
A sigh. ANo. O

AThen why are you scared, Lorna?0 asked Nu

anyt hi ng Hyavermg girl could telethe man was telling the truth, her
eyes saw that much, but she responded honestly.

AEven though | candét see it, | can feel it
The nurse gave her small hand a tight squeeze.

AYoudr e atgi. eYowknosvstearks live in the water, right? Not on

l and and not in the ground. O Lorna nodded h
shoul dndét be afraid of things that arendét th
on you. Under stiamgl ?h e rTeh etr readts warnths t o hur't

squeezed her hand again.
Lorna denied the first request to step forward. The same went for the second
and third.
AWhen youdére afraid of the ground, does it
chasi ng vy o uaewrinkledwitmirdedse thdught. She answered in the
affirmative.

AThen | want you to try something for me.
want you to immediately go to a grown up. Keeping yourself safe is very

i mportant . One canGghleakAdot hat early e
AOk. o

AGood. When therebds nothing scary around,
you to be strong and go tell a grown up what
to yell, I want you to walk as calmly as possible to a parent, teacher or

responsi bl e adul t. You might be really scar
Because nothing is there, o0k?0 The girl é6s s

patch. Nurse Watson had said his words with confidence, but Lorna found them
to be confusing, redundant and ultimately unsatisfying.
AYou wondt have to do it alone. How about
happens?o
The shrieks carried throughout the school, alerted her parents all the way in
the head office. They followed the calls to find the nurse red faced, struggling to



move the small girl a few inches. Every child in this experimental group
responded the same way.

Though they would move on from elementary school the disease was never
dispelled. The attacks would reappear from time to time, lighter, less
cumbersome and never again with such an ostensibly malicious focal point.

#

Lorna withdraws her hand from the door and pulls a folded baggie containing
pills out of a pocket. Xanax, much like one of the prescription pills at home and
at the nurseds office, save pitiswerertbi f ference.
extended release and thus offered their therapeutic benefits with much needed
expediency. She pours the medicine into a cupped palm, fires them into her
mouth and forces them down before they can stick to her throat. She feels
steady far too quickly, knows this calming sensation is all in her head. The world
is no longer against her. Everything is as it should be.

AHey. What 6ve you got thersc’hodlo pruadpd rdtey ,
issues a voice to her left. The muted attack returns to its previous intensity as
her stomach proceeds to drop and tighten. Her head turns to identify Mr. Bailey
pushing a broom with a wide, green head towards her. He has worked at the
school for almost three years cleaning messes and repairing the broken. But the
middle-aged man has been, for the most part, ignored, until today.

AAre you poppind pills?0 he asks, continui
there shaking, strugglingfora r esponse. AnShhh, o he says, ¢
|l ook high as hell, young woman. 0 Lorna r ema
her equilibrium sway in all directions, trembles and respiration the only signs of
movement as they gaze into each otheroés
eyesééééeceeeeeéeééBlink. Al &m so sorry, Mi s s
understanding then sympathy. AAre you havin
shakes a positive response. His hand rises and slowly passes by her head,
gently pushing the door openandpresent i ng t he facilities withirtr

Her eyes roll to the right and preliminary protocols cause a change in her plan.
She tries to move her legs. One leg, heavy as iron, scrapes forward and leaves
her exhausted. The other leg likewise falls short of the verge. This is ridiculous.

| 6m just t oo Sheremaids stil,@ sweat slikk palnmagainst the
doorframe for support.
AChanged your mind? That s ok, 0 and he ea

backs up a step, shifting the broom against the wall, giving her room to breathe.
AThe nurseds office would be the best spot f
you guys over there. You want to go see the
No, | justwantsitdown,but she whi spers, AYes, 0O anyway:
subject herself to collapsing in front of the bathroom when second lunch is about
to end. She begins an awkward clockwise shuffle. Her legs feel less drained
and heavy than before.
AMIi ss, do you need some hel p?0 he asks wit
her shoulders, if need be. And through the physical and emotional malaise she
mentally thanks this thoughtful man and his kindness, but, at this time, cannot




bear his typically innocuous touch or the anxious look she suspects is measuring
and doubting her agency.

The front office comes within sight, cradled by natural light spilling in from the
sudden abundance of large windows and glass doors framed by metal.

AWedre al most there, Mi ss, 0 says Mr. Bail e
AYouodl In bae niommeenti and itodll be | i ke this nev
about prom, graduation next year, and all that good stuff. | know something of
what youdre going through. My nephew is a |

too, just like halfthestudent s t hat go there. 0O

They walk into the glow and she is surprised by how warm it feels on her
shivering skin. Lorna wal ks by an open gl as
OFFI CEoO. Within is a fair sized room with p
briskly typing and another reading. A radio on low volume airs a news story on
the largest medical grants of the year.

The lady on the left looks up from her computer; paperwork is strewn about
her desk. ALorna, another attackaxldar She rou
by the entry door. Lorna pours into the seat, avoids the hesitant touch of Mrs.
Rosedale.
Al saw her by the bathroom taking her meds
much good. 0O

Mrs. Rosedale furrows her brow, returns her look to the poor girl. With a
mute exhale the elder lady stoops down with her hands resting on thighs,
casually supporting her upper body, looking Lorna directly in the eyes. The
womanos shoulders are tensed |like a warrior
someone accustomed to a foe she can only abate, not defeat. This is not
cursory, though it has become routine.

AHoney, | ook at me. Look at me. Nur se RO
attack victim.o A hip | evel railing separat
Thel eft corridor | eads to the nursebés office
past recuperating there. Alf you want to wa
Or do you want to go home for the day? Donoé

0

choice is yours.
Lorna mouths the word AHOMEO and the woman
black skirt. She rounds her desk and raises a dark microphone to lips that faintly
twitch in creased corners. The flat button is depressed.
AHenry Goines to tyh&ofimenst tof tiheefr oHenmof f
button is | et go and the P.A. silences with
AYes, Mr s . Rosedal e?0 comes a l'y from t
ACould you please retrieve Lor s bag fro
sheetonthel eft of her desk, AMrs. Te s classro
The door closes a few inches b re pausin
her | ocker?0o
Alf she does her brother wild.l assist her. o
walks to the left corner of the room where a five-gallon water cooler stands. The
secretary fills a floral print paper cup with water, spins on one heel and walks
straight back to Lorna, cup on palm to avoid spillage. Lorna accepts with a



shaking hand. She is at first unsure of her grip and the condensation slick wall of
the cup slides down her fingers. However, Mrs. Rosedale is still and patient and
her palm raised hand remains level until the cup rises and loses contact with her
skin.
Lornads ears pick up sni ppptussdtofinda sever al
research as to why people who smile more are healthier than those who do not.
She feels too tired to dwell on the egregious experiment. During her next
appointment she promises to ask her doctor what research is being done on her
illness. Is animal testing involved? She loathes cruelty to animals but realizes
the benefits, to humans, of such experimentation. So she bypasses morality and
focuses on logistics. Do animals get panic attacks? And if not, can a scientist
make an animal have an attack? Would the researcher be able to tell the
difference in a being that wodinthdughtlemmuni cat
eyes rise and briefly grace the direct sigh
piercing, teddy bear eyes obfuscate behind slowly rising papers clutched in a
small hand.
Sharp is new to the school and unknown to many of the student body, as are
all the temporary occupants of the regularly cycling assistant secretary position.
Eagle eyed women, who, if not at their desks, could be witnessed drifting through
the hallways, staring with solemn interest at school photographs.
The large framed lady with medium length hair and bright sundress is
unimposing; nonetheless her truncated stare throws Lorna off, makes the girl feel
paranoid. Not just because she was being observed, although the thought of
anyone staring at her in this state makes he
with the distinct unease of anticipation or concern for her well-being. Instead,
they bore the cold fixture of prescience.
Lorna hears the door to her side open and Mr. Bailey halts his entrance,
supporting the open door with a bent elbow. He nods to Mrs. Rosedale who
gestures back and returns to her work after a brief check on the sick girl in their
midst. Held in an extended hand, the backpack hovers before her for several
seconds until Mr. Bailey preemptively sets it gently next to the chair. She nods
her thanks and he offers her a small wave wi
pr obl em, dreats imto thechallrwigh the door closing behind him.
Almost immediately the door once again withdraws from its closed position. A
man and woman enter the room, swiftly nodding to the two faces. They stiffly
and speedily walk past the posted railtothe nur sebds of fi ce. Bot h
bags containing standard E.M.T. equipment. Their radios chatter in code and
static. Mrs. Rosedale rises and follows a few steps behind.
The door opens for the final time and her brother expectantly holds out an
arm. He asks if she is ok, like he normally does. She replies in the affirmative,
like she normally does, even though that is never the case. He then slings her
backpack onto his shoulder.
AThank you, Mr s . Rosedal e, 6 Lorna <call s.
AGo home and & eysdu t oMeddrirlovw,e0 shouts the he
Lorna denies Henryds suppor t-worthf Bledl s t he ne
temper flashes. In a moment of indignation towards her reoccurring

€
t



indisposition, she steels her legs and stands and is out the door with brother in
tow. She turns right and wobbles a bit. The word EXIT flickers above the egress
in grainy L.E.D. red.

Her seat reclines, eyes close, senses focus on the motion of the car. Itis
soothing. Through the tires, through the shocks, upholstery and skin, the rocks,
hollows, bumps and debris of the road become apparent in fine detail. The sun
sharpens as it pierces the windshield; she sees and feels warm pink. She tells
herself everything is separate from her, nothing wants to harm her. Lorna finds
her body believing what her thoughts are saying. Everything has its place and
the world does not revolve around her body, or her fears. Heartbeat begins to
slow, her shoulders ease, and inhalation slows.

ALor na, | 6m gonna 9ouwcodulidkétahpeekpibuedy
to get sick. o

Her brotherdéds voice breaks the spell and a
royally reamed by my chem. test. Thanks to

Howdére you feel i nd? oherfoktleeadyahabitboan ofthreflu hand on

laden winters at the Goines home where he would help his ailing mother tend to

his father and siblings.
Click, and the key looped around her neck with green string opens the golden

lock. Consequently, the front door retreats by two inches, an action reserved for

the frigid vise of winter when the porous wood contracts by some millimeters.

Nei ther youth recognizes the anomaly and Hen

shoulder, the sleeve of his short sleeve shirt almost grazing the naked lobe of

Lornabés right ear and palms the door open.
The key plops into a bowl containing other keys, phone chargers, change and

pens atop the small, dark shelf on the entry

right wall are six brass hooks on a polished, horizontal piece of wood where

Henry hangs her backpack next to their mot he

candy painted Osiris shoe, then the other. She kicks them under the coats, in

bet ween her father ds riusbtbeerrd sb osootcsc earn dc | heeart sl.i
Her feet sweat, sticking to the wood floor like suction cups. They peel free

with a step forward only to stick again right of the bottom rung of an acutely

sloping staircase. She looks up, asking herself where she should lay down. Her

legs buckle and Henry, who is still behind, grabs her by the shoulders.

ASteady there, woman. Youdre really out o
slightest hint of snark. AUpstairs or downs
thighs cramp, consciousness fades.

ACouch, 0 is the | ethargic reply. Henry gu

rectangular living room. Past the stairs bordering the oval opening to a middling
dining room and continuing by the wall adjoining the eating entry to the baby
fenced quarters of their Border Collie, Bam. Henry stops halfway through, in
front of the main sofa.

He eases her onto her back with one hand, places circular pillows under her
head with the other. Fading fast, the world becomes shadowy and time distends.
In dimming slow motion Henry takes lumbering steps into the dining room.



ADondt worry, I havenodot forgotten your app
deeper than normal; it carries further, even echoes. Outside, the birds squawk
madly or peck with a tenacious rhythm that stabs her temples. The cries of
cicadas cover the house like a sonic sheet.

Al have returned. 0 Feebly, she watches hi
indi fferently onto the aged settee |ined nex
now?o

She shakes no. AOk, 06 he makes to shove th
the [ ast moment . The bottle i1 s placed into
ASwi sh. |l 6m going to | et Bam outside to do
class. smybaby sis going to be fine al/l by her |
some mor e. Al 6l 1l take that as a yes. o0

She hears the dogdés repeated cry for the f
Before the precursor bark fades into nonexistence the next issues forth, bouncing
off the walls as if unable to escape. Henry approaches the animal. Its docked
tail wags in delight. He unlatches the barrier and Bam jets into the living room,
appearing from behind Lorna in the form of a bushy blur. He merrily bounces off
the front door with a light thud and retraces his steps to the sofa. She allows her
right arm to flop down, a fleshy greeting hanging above the cool floor. Two pats
on the head sap her remaining strength and Bam satisfactorily retreats to the
front door.
Once again Henry is by her side, nonchalantly taking a swig of her juice.

ADon6ét need to tell you this, but better saf
sodbs the remote. I 61 1 be back after practic
Mom, but before Da d . 0

Al dm not a | ittle kid, o she mutters.

ALove ya.o Bar k. AComi ng, Bam, 0 he says

grasps the thick leash dragging from the collar.

He opens the door and all aspects of the day flood in: ubiquitous light,
cacophonous sound, fluid atmosphere, and inherent aromas. The door shuts,
cutting everything off. Her eyes tick down a final time and all is dark. She is one
in and of herself, the outside world is dead to her and she finally finds a modicum
of peace. She sleeps.

#
PHASE IIl BEGIN:

She wakes. The experience is immediate, vivid and nostalgic, unlike the
slow, staggered stirring that usually precedes her consciousness. From soporific
depths she emerges somewhere new.

Paralyzing fear shoots from her brain and billows through glands and ducts,
veins and arteries, nerve cells, flowing along with hormones and electrical
impulses. The intense disquietude is a reminder of her youth, a time when direct
danger was continuously felt and inured. An exigent vestige that makes her feel
small, under threat. It makes her want to run, but she cannot. A tingling
sensation replaces movement when she tries to stretch her legs. Fear makes
her want to leap forward, fly through the air so her limbs never touch the ground,
ascribing to her the crystal clear notion that UP is safety and DOWN is doom.



Lorna has never woken up in a panic. The inception of sleep mended all
wounds, physical and psychic. For years, physicians with medication and
psychotherapy alongside yoga instructors with meditation have taught her to pay
attention to her emotions. They could always be understood even when they
could not be controlled.

For example, even though her body would treat the ire of each equally, a
suddenly hyperactive heart at work caused by the venom of unfriendly customers
did not mean she was picking up on the vibes of homicidal individuals. That was
simply a case of mean spirited elitists who cared more about the quality of rock
| obster than their fell ow hutmbowlowshefeltgds sel f
after her encounter, she knew there was not any physical danger from the focus
of her attack. The origin of each bout of panic dictated her course of action.
Fight, flight or rest.

Inside her chest is a growing ache; the lungs remain in pause while she is in
reflexive thought. Where is the focus of this panic attack? The activity created
by her ear has passed--the cartilage is numb and at the back of her mind. Her
vision changes from the rosy color of membranes to yellow-white of a bumpy
stucco ceiling. She does a quick sweep of her mind.

Hastily crossing a busy intersection, climbing down the too tall tree in the
backyard, getting chased by a crazed, giant rat through a dank alleyway
downtown, and lying down on the couch all register with similar specificity. There
is real, immediate danger nearby. She feels it like the palpable hum of a muted
television. Lorna begins to trust the feeling. She is not alone.

Will creeps from her head to her right arm and fingers, which limply hang off
the cushionbés edge. She concentrates very h
extremity slowly draws inward. She sits up with a start and her head feels light,
almost swaying, as if sitting in a boat rocked by constant waves.

She senses foreignness, things, familiar as they are, occlude her actual
location. There is silence, an odious sterility to her environment that cannot be
denied. The doorway remains before her, shoes clutter the floor. The glow of an
upstairs light washes over the staircase. She looks to her right, surveys nothing
more than the coffee table, entertainment center, leafy plants and family photos
situated against the living room wall.

She rotates her neck to look portside. Follows the line of her left shoulder to
two tall wood shelves, one for books the other for knick-knacks and antiquated
youth items. They bookend the rectangular window with ruffled blinds pulled to
the sides. Beyond the glass is her neighborhood under a dense pall. Faintly, the
glow of street lamps and other light sources can be perceived. They wax and
wane in the wanton manner of stars. Nothing else is visible, not even her yard.
Above the window hangs a circular analog clock pointing to 7 and 18.

Where is everyone? They should all be home by now. However, she sees
no bags, hears no footsteps, smells no food.

Now she remembers the dog, or rather she attunes to the lack of barks and
scrambling legs. Lorna twists her torso further to the left, hopes to catch a
glimpse of Bam sleeping or engrossed with a worn but sturdy chew toy. A large




willow lamp on a small square idling beside the couch fills most of her sight. She

turns a bit more and finds Bamds space

Something else starts to bother Lorna. She realizes the two interior light
sources have obliterated the irregular shadows that would usually cascade

empty

across the room. Everything has a blanched over jaundiced color. Dad must 6v e

changed the light bulbs. Her hand extends, searching for the cordless phone
and remote which are gone. Maybe Henr y6s back? He

walk. The missing phone makes her nervous, but the missing remote is
comforting. Attempt to calm herself: Why would a thief take the remote, but not
the T.V.? What 6s going on?

She returns to her initial upright position. In her core she feels an unsteady
bob akin to | anguid waves against a
frenzy that Lorna almost bites her tongue. Things may not be as they seem, but
old habits die- hard. She needs sanctuary, release, something to steady her
head and allow for strategy.

Then, like a light piercing the fog, an option manifests itself, informed by the
fern | eavesd col or. Her failsafe:
agitation required to make her forget her Balm of Gilead, discovered years ago
during a near collapse in a local consignment store.

She had been reaching into a blue rubber tub filled with interesting smelling
toys. Suddenly, she could not breathe and instantly felt faint. Legs gave way
and she dropped onto her backside, which landed on the brand new surface of
wooden stool on the other side of the aisle. It was no more than a foot high and
coated in green paint. She wound her arms around her knees. Instantly, there
was a difference. Her breathing became natural. Her eyes stopped leaking and
her attack dissipated. After a few minutes, she stood up and was in sensational

peace. Lorna picked it up, stared at the light scintillating off the polished grain. It

made her feel safe, happy. Small hands held it up for her mom to see.
Price=$2.99. Money well spent.

For years the seat was normally situated right behind the coffee table, due to
the propinquity of the front door and television. If the medication and therapy
wasnot wehé&iogul dhdét take the worl d
the stool, sit with her knees against her chest and inactivate unwanted biological

stressors with somnambulist concentration that could last minutes to hours. This

appeared infrequently enough that her doctors expressed minimal concern, but
when the failsafe was needed it felt like the difference between life and death.

Lorna mentally curses at herself, visualizes the walk through the living room,
up the stairs, passing by three bedrooms, a bathroom and six family portraits
before taking a right onto the jade carpet of her bedroom. Here her failsafe
staidly waits at the foot of her bed.

Could I be wrong? s this just a very bad panic attack?

This moment of doubt, the hinge this current experiment depends upon is
met. Years of experience and training vie for dominance. She thinks and she
feels.

All hope of allowing time or sleep to abscise her symptoms absconds, leaving

her with the terrifying realization that she will go upstairs, lock her door, call her
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parents and plant herself onto the seat and pull her knees to her breast,
wrapping them in her arms. She will squeeze her eyes vise tight, blotting the
volatile chaos into the spongy wood, leaving her in the bliss of sweet
nothingness.

The contemplation ends and she resumes--Breathe 1, 2, breathe 1, 2.

Motor signals travel down the nerves of her leg, causing itchiness within the
muscles of her right thigh and calf. The appendage hops inch by inch towards
the couch edge and she leans starboard for a better view of the floor. A
silhouette of her head creases the wood,; it briefly has a warped appearance that
supposedly recedes into the vast conference of her imagination. The shadow is
partnered with the stiff shade of a band ending in five toes. Each second feels
like an eternity and her leg remains locked, unwilling to lower, shaking,
anticipating ever so slightly.

Thoughts and feelings clumsily coalesce again, shaking her nerves. She can
suffer where she lays or she can chance the unknown, her fear, and find relief
and safety.

Required muscles and ligaments of the leg relax or contract and knee flexion
begins. The lower limb falls and the moment consumes her focus in slow motion,
allowing observations on the weight of her leg, the curious feel of steam on sole
and shaven calf, or that her little toe is the same length as the ring toe. The foot
collides with the floor, bounces once before coming to rest with heel in contact,
toes pointing upward.

Lornads eyes o0bs e mthefloar.hGonvérselyg, she miaimalyy ng o
perceives warmth, liquid, snaky bodies of steam licking her calf, a growing
pinprick at the ankle. Worst of all is the continual sense of descent, calling forth
a mind-bending epiphany that beckons to her inner self, deep within, one that
has no need for symbols, constructs or perception algorisms. Simply, plainly, it
sees, knows.

A memory is recollected: A summer trip with her family to Lake Ramie last
July. She had enjoyed some alone time at the edge of an old pier. Her legs
floated in the brownish water. Today is analogous: A feeling of soft solidity
undermined by liquid constitution. Ever so briefly, she withesses her foot laxly
undulate against the floorboards.

With a flit her leg rejoins the body. The same gnawing precedent continues
her flight from the couchés edge. She roll s
backrest. From behind there are muffled sounds: A crash of water, droplets
rapping on cloth, wood and metal, and lastly, a sapient plop. The air is brackish
and increasingly warm. Her world imperceptibly sways before stabilizing.

The notion of a voracious gape makes her slowly fulfill her rotation. Round
complete, back pressed against the rest, she peers at the room through laced
fingers.

Everything appears like it should; nothing looks wet, though her point of view
does not accommodate the floor. Sweaty digits part so she can prop herself with
the left elbow. The floor around the television and wall seems fine, no visible
disturbances to the furniture or anything else. Lorna finds herself inching
towards the precipice, hobbling on the shaky joint.




Like one struggling against a mound of acclivity, she pivots her torso forward.
Her heart thuds in perfect correlation with the now frantic tick-tock of the second
hand. More and more adrenaline expands her senses. She sees the cushion
design, smooth and interweaved, newly dotted with dark spots the size of coins.
A ginger touch indicates their warm wetness.

Amazingly, bythecouch 6s edge, from between two pl an|
bubble. It has the multihued skin of soap and floats higher and higher,
disappearing into the ceiling. Following the ascension causes Lorna to tip back
her head and shoulders. At the same time she flings herself backwards to the
other end of the sofa, sparing her from a massive black and white form rocketing
out of the floor with crashing fluid accompaniment.

She is given the perfect profile. Its skin is sleek and strong, knots of muscles

flex bizarrelyi n t he throat and fins. I n el ementary
came after her dinosaur phase, which was after her dog phase. One curious fact
never leftherhead--a s har kdés skin is smooth when rubbe

rough, like sandpaper, if handled in the other. As more and more of the beast
materializes from the ground, she is too mesmerized to be afraid and
contemplates reaching out, allowing its coal and alabaster colored body to glide
against her fingers, to know for sure.

Under closer scrutiny the wonder is replaced by familiar dread. The aquatic

has the color scheme and size of a Killer whale, but has the body type of a Great
White shark. The dark great white unswervingly soars upward. Its torso is wide
and bulges with flesh. The dorsal and pectoral fins are long, hard, determined.
She tries to look at the head, however her vision becomes watery, the eyes sting;
the nose fills with a smell. A cupped stroke of her hands improves things, leaves
the sensation of moisture on her palms although there is none to be seen. When
her eyesight adjusts she is more disturbed and confused than before.

In extraordinary fashion the top half of the fish continues progressing through
the ceiling/floor of her par einhougltheden wi t hou
head and gills are upstairs, plenty of the fish--stiff fins, hulking torso--is below
with her, and most of the tail still to appear. Television says the full length of an
adult Killer whale can approach thirty feet, easily dwarfing the ten-foot height of
the living room. So, she is given some relief when significant tapering along the
body indicates the boundds denouement .

Finally free of the f | oepoimtcaudaldinwhgosghast ur ed6s m
mightily by her head. Lorna imagines her captor landing upstairs on its stomach,
panting heavily, or not at all. Patiently waiting for someone, her mother, father,
brother, sister to open the door for pens or paper or the phone.

Only a stretch of tail is visible and when she cautiously begins to consider
being optimistic, that the shark whale will just keep flying into the ether, the end
comes to a halt. The tail shudders and lifts up like a closing attic door,
disappearing overhead.

A pause. Above, near the stairs, she sees dark pectoral stalactites forming.

A patch of yellow-white becomes inlaid with black as the torso and head decline
with the grace of a hinge joint.



Its large snout threatens to impact the front door, yet the body continues
vertically positioning itself without collision. When the angle becomes severe her
extirpator charily swings back in an arc ending over the coffee table. The hungry
hanging frame oscillates ever so slightly, like a pendulum, before stiffening.

One black eye meets two brown. Eagerness is all she can see. From the
spasmodic jaw to the heaving chest, which appears to have no immediate need
for water despite bone-dry gill slits. Saliva drips from the mouth, beads on keen
teeth. Lorna looks and knows this shark, this thing hanging from the ceiling, is
intelligent enough to end her right now, even on the unanticipated safety of the
couch. However, its brainpower is to her advantage for it knows how the game is
played. Above the floor is up, the floor and everything beneath is down. UP is
safe, DOWN is danger and she is up and safe, for now.

The swollen basihyal works fervently within the mouth; a twisting bulge that
knots itself, slams into teeth and palate, snaps in her direction. When the organ
draws into the gullet the body falls. Keeping with the antecedent, nothing is
disturbed. Ghoulish in manner and ghostly in action the fish flows through the
table and floor.

An extended ripple follows its departure. Wet spots bloom on the cushions
and her capris. The window is still filled with gloom; no signs of life can be seen
or heard. Lorna looks around a room she has known all her life. Wonders what
is real and what is not.

Gears are turning more rapidly than before. Rationalizing tells her to lie
down, try to sleep until someone returns. No one is coming. Her heart knows
this for sure and thuds like a pounding gavel so the message is felt. Rocking
occurs again, she wonders if the shark can tip over her dinghy. No, decides
something inside her. That would be against the rules. The dorsal fin crests the
fl oorboards near Bamdés area and submerges af

Her head feels light, which she attributes to the invisible waves. With each
inhale air finds her lungs in decreasing amounts, makes her panic more. Despite
the danger, sticking to her plan is the easiest course of action. She knows she
cannot save herself without a clear head.

Lorna forces herself to gulp air hard. The sound is ugly and ragged. When
ready, she rises into a crouched position. Her left hand grips the backrest; her
right hand clutches a pillow. The plan is simple and has only one stab at
success. The pillow will hopefully distract enough for her to reach the staircase,
which is hopefully tangible. From there she will get to her room, call for help,
scoop up her stool, place it on her bed, sit and calm down and wait for release.

A qguick prayer ends and the pillow flies t
her feet pushes off the malleable cushion, which contorts from the force. This,
combined with the vertiginous motion of the couch, pitches her forward. Her
second step onto the firmer armrest straightens her flight. Without hesitation she
strides onto the stiff settee, pumps her arms, reaches the far armrest in two
paces and propels into the air.

When reaching the | eapbs apex there is a ¢
she sees the salient shark. The rakish rogue flies closer, jaws thrown back with
the elasticity of a snake. Gibbous gums with giant teeth jut forward like




determined feelers. Judging from the illusionary and rapid growth of the
approaching head she knows the shark will be on her before she lands on the
stairs. Somehow, she twists her body mid-air into a crooked L hoping to kick the
fish in the snout, or even better, a glistening black eye. Both feet strike nothing
except dead air. Something unseen, coarse and flexible tickles both her ankles.
The young woman shrieks, her legs forced to snap into the hard and soft maw.

A snatchy cross made f r o agaihsbherragaetasd f or ear ms

shields most of the image. Intermittent seconds of clearance reveal rising jaws
crammed with teeth that go down, down, down into her flesh over and over
again; refulgent bone, vibrant from within, so sharp and fast she feels no pain.
Mesmerization ensues; her arms limply hang some feet over the wood floor. She
stares deeper into the flashing enamel while bodily accelerants activate
movement in each iris, widening her pupils, steeping her eyesight with acerbic
clarity.

Innumerable glimmering points flank one another, separated by a green-black
viscosity threatening to escape like sentient ooze. The same distortion becomes
visible along the animal down to the length of tail protruding out the floor, where
the submerged fin and stock preserve the inclined position of the gorging body.
She feebly attempts to grab the snout only to have her hand slide into the
nonexistent flesh. Some inches into the image she feels something jelly-like and
cratered. Her wistful concentration returns to the flickering serrated edges. They
are unmarred by the liters of blood that should be gushing through lacerated
legs, stomach and now chest.

She feels something weighing her down. Lungs cannot fully expand. Neither
deflation due to punctured lung, nor flooding internal cavity is the cause. Toes to
breast feel encapsulated, much like being bound in a wet, shaggy carpet. The
binder contracts to its own beat, squelching her face in the process. The unseen
liquid tastes terrible and she reactively spitsi nt o t he bei ngds

Abruptly, she feels unburdened and is jetting through the room headfirst. The
human projectile penetrates the upper half of the front door, which proves to be
an insubstantial pied lattice of light, leading into a cool, cavernous void. There is
absolute silence, unalloyed except for her cackles, which are quickly dragged
into the absorbentvacuum. | 't act ual | v ma d shelaughs. Tead
bubble from her eyes, producing a trail of tiny orbs. They begin to rise, as does
she into something above.

Lorna wakes in a safe, familiar position. Arms peel off knees that lower her
legs to the surface underneath. It feels soft, downy. Allowing a soft exhale her
eyes open and do an once-over her room. Bold posters, plastic glow-in-the-dark
stars, painted clouds and mirrors adorn the walls.

She is perched in a slump on her stool, the four legs indenting the blankets
spread over the bed. This scene is familiar from ages 12, 13, 14, 15, 16 and
now, taking place after attacks so powerful she remembers nothing of them.
Muscles are fatigued, which is nothing new; however the facetious feeling
amassing in sync with her awakening senses is a pleasant change from
zombifying lethargy. The bedroom bifurcates between veneers of
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accustomedness and benediction. For whatever the reason, she feels
triumphant.
Itchiness licks the sole of her right foot. She hops off the bed onto the thin
rug covering the wood space. She chafes the skin, gets it hot, grunts with
pleasure. Faint sounds, voices mixed with the clink-clank of dishware, slide
under the door and she leaves to find the source. The air in the hallway is
pleasing and the jaunt takes her to the foot of the stairs where she tentatively
lowers to the bottom. Cold wood feels wonderful against her foot.
Bam licks at her base. She returns the affection by rubbing him down. His
fur is thick and reassuring. A few steps resolve before a spread of her favorite
foods, drinks and dessert. Henry sets the table with cups and silverware. Her
sister and father are seated and acknowledge her entrance.
AYoudbre finally up. How do you feel ?0 ask
spl attered apron, arms spread wide. Lorna p
trace feeling of freefall appears and disappears.

APretty good for a change. 0

Al geatnhe di fference, 0 jokes her brother.
ANext time, honey, please call someone i f
eases her bear hug.

ASorry, Mo m. 0O

Hopef ul bar ks shoot fr om jcbhuddydupleaseng r oo m.
take Bam out . o

ASur e. No probl em. o

She slides on her slippers, grabs the leash and dog, and exits into the warm
night. Bam piddles in the manicured front lawn under the glow of a brisk moon
and twinkling stars. Lorna briefly ponders the zoological possibilities of the
universe. Bam pulls at the leash, she follows. Dinner is almost done, but she
feels energetic enough for a quick round about the block. May be | 61 | stop at
and get the pre-calc homework. Dog and human begin to follow the sidewalk to
the green house with a red scooter in the driveway.

Suddenly, something pings her ear. Heart thuds. Lorna reaches for the
sensitive body part and whirls around. No one is there. Her reactive fingertips
feel cold and wet: Rain. The sidewalk moistens dark gray. Droplets bounce off
leaves. Not a swollen cloud in sight. A stiff wind makes the precipitate fall
harder. Lorna assumes the actual storm is still closing in, moving steadily over
the ocean towards her small town. Corroboration is inputted in the form of a clap
of thunder then lightning strike to the east. | guess the homework will have to
wait.

The pair retreat back to the house. She merely twists the knob and the door
uncharacteristically retracts two inches. Recognizing the irregularity, the young
woman is given little opportunity to comprehend its meaning for Bam pushes in
and starts shaking water off his fur. The smell of food ameliorates any conscious
apprehensi on. ABam, youdr e gmetstandthg water ev
door closes behind her.

The Slow Down



T.S. Hurt

Herbert Troy sat down on a small cot with a tray of food in his lap inside a tiny
cell of the White County Jail. The sheriff's deputy, Tom O'Brien, stood outside the
cell looking over the old man just after slipping the tray of liver and onions and a
dried baked potato through the small opening underneath the door. Herbert
looked down at the dinner and shook his head. "This looks like cafeteria food."
The smell from the food lifted up into his nose as he sit the tray of food back on
the floor and slid it back to Deputy O'Brien. "Do you guys cook this stuff
yourself?"

"It's leftovers from the high school cafeteria.” Deputy O'Brien answered him
with a small grin across his face while picking the tray up off of the floor.

It took Herbert Troy just two weeks to find out that Tillmoore High School's
cafeteria served some of the worst food he had ever tasted in his life- liver and
onions was one of the school's specialties. Herbert Troy was Tillmoore High
School's ninth grade English teacher. He had taken the job twenty-seven years
ago and enjoyed teaching immensely. Deputy O'Brien had discovered the literary
works of popular authors from Paul Zindel to Edgar Allen Poe in Mr. Troy's
English class, and could not help but feel somewhat sorry for the old man, and
what strange predicament he was currently in. "Mr. Troy, you gotta eat
something."

"Well then. Prepare something that does not smell like the back seat of your
patrol car. You must clean those seats, Thomas, they are dreadful." Herbert
answered him. "And stop using words such as 'gotta’. | thought | taught you
better than that."

"You did sir." Deputy O'Brien shook his head; embarrassed from the
correction he had received. "Mr. Troy?" O'Brien asked, while holding the tray of
food up to his chest.

To Herbert Troy, he looked like what he had six years ago standing before his
classmates, and reading from his textbook. Except now, the textbook was a tray
of liver and onions and a dried baked potato. His worn Toughskin jeans and
Happy Days T-shirt were now a deputy's uniform for the White County Police
Department. "How unexpectedly the surface changes, yet the underneath
remains the same." Herbert thought as he answered the deputy. "Yes."

"Tell me what happened. Why did you do what you did?"

"Well, deputy. If you will get rid of the ..." Herbert pointed at the tray O'Brien
was still holding. "food, then | will."

Deputy Tom O'Brien exited the room momentarily, replacing the tray of food
with a small folding chair. Sitting down just outside of Herbert's cell, he didn't
make a sound. He just sat there, waiting for Mr. Troy to begin.

1.
It was the beginning of June that year- 1967. | remember it well for | had
buried my wife the winter before. | feel | must begin my story at this time because
it is the accidents and occurrences in my life during which that have made me the

man t hat | am now. Principal Willburn,

wh o



principal at Tillmoore High School, had just informed me that my application for
employment at Tillmoore had been accepted. A position at the school for a ninth
grade English teacher had just opened and he and his Vice-Principal Thorne
were both interested in having me come to their school and teach.

| had currently been living twenty miles north of White County, in the county of
Gray. It had only been seven months after my wife had died, and | decided to go
and teach at Tillmoore, hoping that the change would be of benefit to me. |
believed that a change of location would do me good. After my wife's death,
seven months earlier, | had decided to stay in the house that she and | had
moved into soon after we married. It was in '47 that we were married. There were
no neighbors around to keep me company for at least ten miles. A car would
pass one every hour, if that. We had both loved the quiet of living away from
town, but now | found that the same quiet that had calmed me when Joyce was
alive was now disturbing to say the least. Joyce and | were best friends. | would
not have wanted our relationship any other way than it had been. As | have said,
it was quiet where we lived. There had been enough room for lovers to roam
naked through the woods during the day and for those romantics to lie peacefully
in a clearing at nighttime and gaze into the sky and count stars with each other.
We truly had our Heaven with each other there, yet it was my Hell without her. |
know now that no matter how much change that | would have allowed in my life
during that time, that Hell would have remained.

Joyce had been an avid lover of nature. She enjoyed walks down the long
winding road we lived on. There was so much for her to enjoy as far out into the
country as we were. She walked during the morning after | would leave for my
job at the Gray County Library, and she would meet me half way down our road
on my return. She had told me that her walks, were a way of cleansing her soul,
and that sometimes, she would drift off into her own "existence", leaving behind
the world she lived in. One time, on my way back from the city, | had approached
her in the car. She did not even know | had pulled up beside her until | had rolled
down my window and called her name. We laughed about it later that night. |
cried about it later that month.

It had been cold that November, and | had urged Joyce to not walk too far
from our home. She simply kissed my lips and wrapped my scarf around my neck
as she had to push me out the door for work. She told me she would be fine. At
that, all | could do was believe her. | left for work, not thinking of the dread that
was to come later that evening. It had just started to rain as | left the library. It
was the kind of cold rain that makes a person sick if caught out in it for long. All |
could think of was Joyce. | had hoped she had decided to stay inside today. |
traveled down our road toward our home. | had gotten almost half way there
when, out of the rain, | saw the bright headlights of a car coming straight for me. |
had to swerve to miss it. | stopped my car, looking behind me as | did. | was
furious at how someone could be driving so fast in weather like this and on such
a curvy road. The rain had become worse. | could not make out the make or
model of the car as it passed. Its license plate was a blur in my rear window.

As | turned back ahead of me, | could not believe what | saw in the light from
my headlights. Joyce was lying on the side of the road about 50 feet ahead.



Blood was seeping from the corners of her mouth when | got to her. And as | got
out of the car and ran to her side, she begged me to not move her. She told me
her neck felt broken and she could not feel her arms or legs. She said that a car
had struck her from behind only moments before | had arrived. | was confused at
what | should do for her. | did not want to leave her, yet | knew that | had to call
for help from the house. | could not move her. It would do more bad than good if |
tried. | told her | would return. She spoke softly and told me to stay. Upon her last
breath she told me to become a teacher, for it was what | had always wanted for
myself, and that she believed in me. She died there in the rain, on our road, and
in her own existence.

After her burial, | mourned for quite sometime. | missed her terribly, but | had
decided that | would do as she had told me. | began to apply at schools here and
about surrounding counties for the position of English teacher. Seven months
later | received a call from Principal Wilburn informing me of the opening at
Tillmoore.

| sold our home two months later and acquired a new one in White County. It
was much smaller than | had been used to, yet it was spacious enough for single
occupancy. | was pleased with it. | had hoped to find a house that was not as far
away from town as mine and Joyce's was. This particular one was located in a
nice middle-class area. It was in a quiet neighborhood with all of the accesses to
the local stores no more than five minutes away. Although the drive was steep,
and the end of it was a blind-spot for a curve in the road one house up from it,
Tillmoore High School was no more than ten minutes away and by that | had
decided that this house was a good choice.

It was the beginning of summer, and | took a part -time job at a hardware
store to keep me busy. | got to know many of the townspeople at the city
meetings held at the courthouse every month. | had introduced myself as the
new ninth-grade English teacher at Tillmoore, and parents began rushing their
sons and daughters, who would be entering the ninth grade that year, to the
hardware store to meet me. The looks on their faces were not any of great
expectations of joy or excitement. They were much more like, "I'm sure | will see
enough of you when school starts." looks to me. | could not blame them. |
remember running in the other direction if | saw any of my teachers during
summer vacation. The summer flew by quickly. | was excited to start my new job.
The pain of losing Joyce was still there, yet | knew she would be proud of my
accomplishments. Thank you, my best friend, for believing in me.

My story is not one that is concerned with my new teaching position at
Tillmoore, but | will say for the record that | enjoyed it from the first day on. |
enjoyed it all except for the school cafeteria food. | packed my own lunches after
the first two liver and onion Mondays. Much of the story, from this point on, will
be about what drove me to do what | have done. | beg you to listen impatrtially,
and put yourself in my position, for it is from this vantage point that will answer
your questiono f A whyo.

2.
The road that | live on is much busier now than it had been in '67. Back then,



most everyone that traveled it obeyed the speed limit- 30 m.p.h. There is
nowhere to turn around once in my drive, so in order to leave | must back out into
the road. Well, if everyone obeyed the speed limit, backing out of my drive would
not be a difficult task to perform. It is not 1967 anymore, and people do not obey
the speed limit. This began when the road | live on was extended to reach into
the next county. This meant people living in the southern part of Gray County
could use my road as an alternative to using the hi-way. When this happened- |
believe in '75- all Hell broke loose on my road. By this time, | had grown
accustomed to the slow, easygoing ways of the town | lived in. The neighborhood
was quiet and peaceful.

During the nights throughout the year, | would be awakened by the diesel
engines of semi-trucks rolling their way from Gray County into White, and
vice-versa. Not only were they loud, they were fast. | could not believe how fast
the trucks would go through a neighborhood. | began making calls to the
companies written on the sides of the trucks, to make my complaints. It did no
good of course. The person on the other end of the phone who would tell me the
manager of the company would have something done was no more than
someone paid to say those things to get people like me who really use the 'How's
my driving?' number the companies post on the backs of their trucks for just this
purpose off their back. | know this because the trucks still sped down my road
just as fast after my phone calls as they did before them.

Within the first couple of months, after the county extended my road into Gray
County, there had been several car accidents as people such as myself backed
out of their driveways needing to leave their homes and go somewhere. There
were many times that | would be sitting inside my house, watching TV or reading
a book that | would hear the squealing of tires, followed closely by the sound of
metal crashing together in that unmistakably sickening sound of one car running
into another. Concerned for each other, most of us in the neighborhood would
run outside to check out what had happened. | got to know many of my
neighbors that way. Ms. Paul, a lady who lived one house up from mine, told me
it upset her that so many cars and trucks sped down our road and that she was
glad that she no longer had to drive to go anywhere. Ms. Paul was 85 years old
at the time and | guess at her age, not driving a car was a good thing for both her
and anyone else on the road for that matter.

She smelt of coconut-scented sun-screen that she wore to protect her
sensitive skin from the sun, yet every time | saw her she always had a lit
cigarette between two of her tobacco stained fingers. Although she still had most
of her senses about her, seeing someone that old made me sad. | got the same
feeling when my mother would take me to see my great grandmother when | was
young. | hoped I would never get that old. Every morning, when | would go to
check my mail, | would see Ms. Paul sitting on her front porch in a chair, smoking
a cigarette. Each time | passed by her she would wave at me with one of her
skinny old arms. The loose skin underneath would shake vigorously back and
forth like a clean white sheet hung from a close line blowing in a strong wind. She
never failed to ask me if | wanted to come over and have a smoke with her, and
no matter how many times | had told her before that | did not smoke, she would



ask just the same. Much of my summer vacations from teaching were spent
sitting with her on her front porch, trying not to choke from the cigarette smoke,
and listening to her tell me stories.

Ms. Paul's husband had died from a heart attack ten years ago. She did not
say much more about him other than that. It was her son Gary that she could
ramble on about for more than an hour at a time if given the chance. | believe |
knew more about Gary than Gary had known about himself | am sure. Gary had
died a month before her husband. She said he had been flying in from Florida on
a small two-seater plane when a strong storm blew in from the Atlantic and
caused the plane to crash somewhere between there and Georgia-s he coul dndt
guite remember where.

Each night, just before the sun would disappear behind the Appalachians off
in the distance, her front porch light would come on. | knew, by this, she was all
right and that would put me at ease. Ms. Paul was alone in the world, different
and misunderstood like a poem or a song a writer tosses away because he or
she feels no one would want to hear anyway. No matter her age, Ms. Paul still
had a place in this world just like anyone else, and in my world she was someone
that helped me to understand that although | felt alone without Joyce, there
would always be someone near who was able to understand that same
loneliness.

When | wasn't sitting with Ms. Paul, | was busy doing yard work around my
house. | prided myself on what good work | did with the lawn. It looked so green
and inviting. If I hadn't been afraid one of my students would pass by, | would
have loved to wallow around in it like Joyce and | had done so many times at our
home in Gray County. The top of my yard was flat but sloped into a hill as it
nearedtheroad.ldidn 6t | i ke cutting the edge of the
road for fear of the speeding cars and trucks passing by. There were many times
| had felt the wind from them as they passed. | would feel weak each time this
happened. | tried to face them as | got closer- as close as | would get- to the
edge of the lawn so | could see any coming- sometimes they could sneak up on
you. There was only a slight curb about three inches high that differentiated the
level of my lawn to the level of the road. Many times my mind would cause me to
see a car or truck speeding around the curve and not being able to handle the
turn, running up into my yard and throwing me up onto it's hood, | would bounce
off of it's windshield and onto the road, it would then be upon me and crush me
underneath it's tires. | would shiver at this.

| spent as less time close to the road and trimming the edges of my lawn as |
had to. To beat it all, sometimes people would blow their horns at me as if to say,
"Get out of the way, jerk. You're in the road." | knew, just as well, that | wasn't.
One year during school, a student had told me that he and his father had passed
my house in their car as | had been finishing up the last time cutting my lawn
before winter. He said his father had to blow the horn at me because | had been
too close to the road. | shook off the remark as one passed down from an overly
possessive father with an "I own the road" attitude, and told the student to sit
back down and finish reading the chapter in his textbook. Later that evening, |
could do nothing but sit and boil about what the student had said. | had been too



close to the road? | don't think so. | did everything in my power to stay as far
away from that road as possible and still be able to tend to the edges of my lawn.
How dare that man. | thought to myself.

Outside, | could hear the engines of cars rev as they passed by on the road. |
could not concentrate on my supper that night and pushed away from the dinner
table early. | went outside. Ms. Paul's porch light was on. It was already dark.
Leaves were falling to the ground from a large walnut tree in my front yard. |
strolled across my lawn, kicking around fallen leaves as | did. | grew more and
more upset as | walked on. | decided to turn around and go back inside. There
was a chill in the air, and | had left my jacket inside. Once there, | decided to turn
in for the night.

During my sleep, | was awakened by a loud crash. Immediately, | put on my
robe and looked outside. It took me some time because | could not find one of
my house shoes. | looked at the clock on the nightstand beside my bed. It was
12:38 A.M. By the time | got to the front door | could hear the voices of two men
outside. Their voices were raised and one of the men was angry with the other. |
opened my front door and looked over at Ms. Paul's porch. There she was.
Standing in a robe and nightcap smoking a cigarette. She called out to me.
"Herbert, go check on Hank and Ruth. Will you?"

Hank Gordon was a short, gruff looking man with a crew-cut. He had been a
Marine and at the age of 62, he still looked it. Hank was a good person inside
once you got past the tough brass that had begun to chip away as the civilian
years went by. His wife, Ruth was at the edge of their drive holding him back- his
fists were drawn and tight. A tall, slender man, apparently frightened, was
standing behind the door of his car trying to apologize to him, but Hank wouldn't
have any of it. Neighbors from across the road had come out of their houses to
see if everyone was all right.

"You son of a bitch! Didn't you see me turning?" Hank grumbled.

"Sir, I'm sorry." The other man said behind the protection of his car door.

"You will be. Ruth, get out of the way!" Hank ordered.

Ruth saw me on my porch and yelled up to me. "Herbert, call the police.” |
did. Minutes later they arrived. The police had to handcuff Hank until he promised
he would not go after the man in the other car.

Hank spat from behind the police officers.
andmy wi fel! 0

After all of the commotion had died down, the correct information was
exchanged between Ruth and the man who had ran into them as Hank had
slowed down to make the turn into their driveway. The man had to have his car
towed away from too much damage to the radiator.

Ms. Paul called from her porch to the police officers. "You let Hank go! He
ain't hurt nobody."

| turned toward Ms. Paul. "Ms. Paul. Go back inside. Hank is all right."

"You tell 'em Hank!" She yelled as she flipped her cigarette over her porch
railing and went back inside her house.

The police offered the man a ride home after letting Hank go. The man got
into one of the patrol cars and it pulled away. The others followed.



Hank's wife, Ruth, was a sweet lady. She took Ms. Paul to the grocery store
every week just to get Ms. Paul out of the house. Each Christmas, Ruth would
bring Ms. Paul and | some baked cookies and eggnog she had prepared for her
and Hank. She was just the opposite of her husband. Not to say that Hank was
not a good man, and did not do good things but Ruth was soft spoken and had a
gentle nature about her. That was how she was different from her husband. If
she had a disagreement with someone, she would just smile and let it pass. Not
‘'ole Hank. He would let you know if he disagreed with you on anything.
Hank and | had been fishing plenty of times. Once, | made the mistake of
trying to persuade him to use toughies instead of crickets since minnows were
running that day. His response: "I never thought | 'd see the day that an English
teacher would try to tell a Marine how to catch fish. If we weren't neighbors, I'd
put you on the end of my hook and toss you in the water with the damn fish. You
just sit there and use your minnows and I'll stick with my crickets." Hank moved
down the bank from me the rest of the time we fished that day and didn't say
much more. Needless to say, | didn't rub it in when my fish basket was full at the
end of the day, and his was almost empty.
The rear end of Hank and Ruth's car was badly damaged, yet the car ran just
fine. After pulling the car the rest of the way up their drive, Hank and Ruth went
inside. | could tell Hank was still angry when | heard their front door slam shut. |
looked down into the road from my porch and saw bits of glass and metal from
theaccidents par kl i ng underneath the moonlight at
driveway. | went inside and returned to the road with a broom and paper bag. |
began sweeping up the glass when | heard the diesel engine of a truck coming
down the road in the distance behin d me . |l could see the I|ight
flash against the 30 m.p.h. speed limit sign across the road in front of me as |
stopped sweeping.
No sooner than | had stopped and stepped f
to get out of the way. The truck passed by. It had to be going at least 45 m.p.h.
The wind from it blew me backwards then almost pulled me with it as it passed.
The bits of glass and metal that | had left in the road crunched and splintered
underneath its tires. After the truck had passed, | saw that it had taken most of
the debris with it. At that second, standing
in my robe and house shoes, | had a premonition. At that time, | did not realize
the events that the premonition would belong to, yet somehow, | sensed that
someti meé | woul d.

3.

Four years passed before my premonition had begun it's formation into the
present. The year was 1979. | was still teaching English at Tillmoore, although it
was the middle of summer vacation. Something terrible happened to Ruth and
Ms. Paul that summer. It was during July when it happened. | had been inside my
house finishing off some dishes from lunch when | looked out through my kitchen
window to see Ruth and Ms. Paul walking across my yard. Ms. Paul saw me and
waved. She had gotten a bit slower since | had moved in next door to her, and
she often needed help getting around now. Ruth noticed her waving but could not



wave herself for having to keep one hand on Ms. Paul's arm and the other arm
around her waist. She looked up and smiled. By the time | got to my front door
and stepped onto the porch, the two ladies had made it to Hank and Ruth's car in
their driveway. "Going to the store?" | asked them as | dried my hands with a
dishtowel and stepped out and onto the porch.

Ruth was helping Ms. Paul sit in the passenger seat. "Yes. Ms. Paul called
me, said she was out of cigarettes. 0

| looked at Ms. Paul sitting in the car as Ruth closed the door. It had been the
first time | had ever seen her without a cigarette between her fingers. Ms. Paul
could have sent the Marlboro Man trotting off into the sunset with a pink slip in
his pocket. Eighty-nine and still smoking, a true poster-child for tobacco
companies everywhere.

The thought of seeing Ms. Paul on a billboard somewhere wearing a cowboy
hat and chaps, smoking a cigarette made me laugh. Ruth had said Hank was
inside sleeping if I wanted him for anything as she got in her car and buckled
herself in behind the steering wheel.

| waved goodbye to them. Ms. Paul stared straight ahead of her as they
backed down the driveway with the same queer smile on her face as she had
had since she began slowing down. | was not able to tell if Ms. Paul was smiling
because she was happy or if just maybe the skin on her face had drawn as tight
around her head as it was going to. | started to go back inside my house, and as
| pulled the front door closed behind me, it happened. I did not hear the

approaching car speeding ités way down the

and metal flew everywhere as | turned to see a yellow sports car smash into the
passenger side of Ruth and Hank's car. Both Ruth and Ms. Paul were hidden
behind a jig-sawed surface of glass. The rear end of the sports car rose off of the
ground as it hit the car in front of it. The driver of the sports car came crashing
through its windshield and into the passenger side window of Ruth and Hank's
car. There had been no sounds of screeching tires, or loud engine to warn Ruth
of the on coming danger.

Just as quick as it had happened, the crash had ended. The force of the
sports car had lodged its front end well into the passenger side of the other, and
sent them both sliding twenty feet further down the road. As soon as | was able
to close my mouth and swallow, a rush of panic surged through me as | ran
toward the heaps of mangled automobiles in the middle of the road. | called out
Hank's name as loud as | could over and over until | finally reached the cars.
Rut h was hanging out of the drivermbs
from her body and laid in the road within a motley mixture of blood and glass.
She was dead by the look of things, certainly dead. All three of them were. |
almost collapsed. | looked through the front of the car and could see Ms. Paul
was stretched out from the front seat to the back. Her head had been snapped
backwards and her body had been twisted into the shape of an L. The driver of
the sports car was sprawled out across her in what looked perverted under the
circumstances. His head had come off during the whole mess and had landed on
the hood of his own car. Ms. Paul's leg twitched as | heard someone running up
behind me. It was Hank.

si de
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It took Hank almost as long to handle Ruth's death as it had taken me to be
able to handle Joyce's. Both of Hank and Ruth's sons had come to stay with him.
Both were in the military and could only stay until after the funeral. At the funeral,
Hank broke down into tears. He looked weak and beaten by his sadness, but he
was still an ex-Marine. Hank was tough and would survive. After Hank's sons had
left, he turned to me for comfort. We spent a lot of time together the rest of that
summer. We had quite a bit in common since Ruth's death- more than | thought |
would ever have with him. For a long time he would talk of nothing but "that
damned road" we both lived on. He talked of how he would give anything if there
could be just one way that he could get revenge for his wife's death. In joking, |
tried to lighten the mood by telling him that | had thought many times of how |
could, once and for all, put an end to people speeding down the road and that |
thought | had finally come up with the perfect solution.

All I had been able to think of since seeing poor Ruth's arms laying amid all of
that blood and glass was, four years ago, when the semi-truck that had almost hit
me as | had started to clean up the metal and glass at the edge of Hank and
Ruth's driveway was how the truck's tires had picked most of the flotsam up out
of the road and took it with it. | thought about the possibility of laying objects-
sharp objects- out in the middle of the road, and how things just might slow down
around the old neighborhood. Hank loved my idea. Since Ruth's death, he had
lost almost all of what little bit of self-control he had ever had to begin with. He
was ready to get even with those "speed demon bastards" that put our lives in
danger on our road. My idea of laying sharp objects out in the middle of the road
had only been passed along in one of the many light-hearted conversations | had
recently had with him.

| had not been serious with my proposal. | had only wanted Hank to realize
that | sympathized with him, and that | was on his side concerning the matter. |
didn't know that he would stand up from his lawn chair, look down at me as | sat
in mine, and with a glass of cold, sweet tea rose above his head declare me a
"genius". He looked like a sad version of Patrick Henry standing in my front yard
with his arm raised in the air. "Give me liberty or give me death." | began to think
to myself when | saw him standing above me. However, Give me a break, was
what | had ended up thinking. | don't remember if | had said that out loud or not,
but by the way Hank threw his glass of tea down on the lawn and then grabbed
me by both of my shoulders, | somehow knew by the crazed look in his eyes that
whatever | had said, he had taken it very serious.

It was August 1%, and two weeks before the first day of the new school year. |
had to get busy setting up my classroom for my new students so | set the alarm
on my clock radio for 9:00 A.M. | woke up earlier than | had expected that
morning to the pounding of Hank's meat hooks on my back door. The sun hadn't
even come up yet. | looked outside through a curtain on my back door. Hank was
wearing a dark shirt and ball cap pushed down low, just above his eyes. |
unlocked the door and opened it.

"Come on out. Hurry." Hank said in an excited whisper. | could tell he wanted
to grab hold of me but his arms were full. He was carrying a cardboard box.

"Hank, I'm not even dressed." | said, yawning.



"We gotta hurry while it's still dark. Nobody's up yet, just come outside." Hank
licked the spit from around the corners of his mouth.

| walked outside and followed him in my boxer shorts and undershirt. He
wouldn't let me go get my house shoes. "What do you have in the box, buddy?" |
asked him.

| had to trot at a fast pace just to keep up with him. Tiny rocks in the driveway
stabbed at the sensitive bottoms of my feet. "Hold on, I'll show you." He
answered. He looked back and forth from left to right as we walked down my
driveway and stopped at the edge of the road. | started to ask him again. He
turned to look at me.

"Shh!" He spat.

It was quiet. Nothing was stirring- except for old Hank and me.

He walked out into the road and dumped the contents of the box at his feet.

There were four small boards. Each board was about a foot and a half long
and almost an inch thick. They all had long nails sticking out of them. The nails
had been inserted from both sides so when they landed in the road, they made
an iron clinking sound. There were so many nails in each of the boards | couldn't
begin to count them all.

Hank held onto the box as he turned and grabbed my arm. "Come on!" He
said. Hank was giggling as he pulled me over to his yard and threw me onto my
stomach. He lay down next to me and told me to stay low. The ground was wet
and | didno6ét | i ke how the moisture from the
shirt and against my chest. It was cold.

From off in the distance, | could hear an approaching vehicle. | could see its
headlights reflecting off of the speed limit sign at the end of my drive across the
road. Hank was still giggling. "Stay down and watch this." He found time to say
before the car came speeding around the curve.

Just then- POW- it sounded as though all of the car's tires had blown at the
same time as the car ran across the boards with the nails in them. Hank let out a
cheer as the car skidded sideways. As the car slowed, | could hear the boards
smacking against the pavement each time one would come back around to it. |
could not help but laugh at the sight myself.

"Let's go." Hank pulled me up off of the ground. "Stay low."

We traveled around the back of his house and across his backyard to mine.

"I'll see you tomorrow morning- same time." He said as he hit the bottom of
the empty cardboard box and took off back to his house. His laughter sounded
childish and crazy.

Before | could lock the door behind me, a knock on my front door caught my
attention. | went to it and looked through the peephole. It was a young man about
twenty-five at the most. He was scratching his head and looking over his
shoulder at the road. | opened the door.

"Sorry to bother you mister. | just had an accident with my car. Can | use your
phone?"

| almost started laughing right out in front of the kid, but somehow kept my
composure. "Sure." | said as | faked a yawn. "Come on in."

Hank and | played our pranks almost every morning for the next week. Each



morning he came over with more boards full of nails. By the third day we had
wrecked a total of seven cars and three semi-trucks. The cars and trucks were
simply going too fast to avoid the boards lying, inconspicuously, in the middle of
the road. After each time the tow truck would pull the wrecked vehicle away, we
would go right back down to the road and dump more nail riddled boards out into
it. I had not had so much fun since Joyce had been alive. Hank seemed to be
enjoying himself as well. The madness that had overtaken Hank had also
infected me. | started helping him make the traps and had neglected my
responsibilities of getting my classroom ready for the new school year. | still had
another week. | would get it done | had thought.

It seemed we had a never-ending supply of cars and trucks to wreck although
we kept up with our escapade every morning. Both Hank and | knew that the
main objective of stopping people from speeding down our road could and would
never be accomplished. No matter how many vehicles we wrecked, there would
be more. The sad fact was that our road would more than likely be just as
dangerous tomorrow as it was today.

On the morning before the first day of school, Hank had come over with an
especially wide-eyed look. His right arm was empty but | could tell he was
holding something behind his back with his left. "Where are the boards?" | asked
him.

"Forget the boards. | got something better." He said.

Hank took his left arm from around his back. He was holding a rifle.

AWhat 20 | asked hi m. I had t dingwhakle sur e |
thought | had.

ATake it. You get first shot!o

AAt what ?0

AThose goddamn speed demonds tires. o0 Hank

the boards, man. We gotta prove wedre not pu
sweating pal ms. mdhosaoldiec yoo gotta bé gurgiho wath the
program! o
Hank not only looked but also sounded more like a marine now than he ever
had.

Al el éo | muttered but coul dndét come out wi
ASuck it up, son. o0 He ordered. ADo it for
| could just stare.

AHavendét you thought about it before now?
who ran over your poor wife?bo

AHank. Thiséo | tried to reason with what

hanging over me like dark angry clouds.

AWe both knew yowdl t heeper son who struck h
so much as the person , Herb.o Hank started
grip the rifle tighter. Altés the damn disre
her. It was the reckless abuse of power that these assholes feel every time they
sit behind the wheel of their cars. | know about that kind of power, | felt it in the
war behind my gun. o

Hankés words ignited a feeling of anger |



inside me long ago.
AWhat |l uwbaotdgois show O60em how that power
finished.
My left ear twitched as the sound of an engine came barreling out of the quiet
night. | ran around to the front of my house, keeping low, and down to the end of
my drive. | had lost track of Hank, as what happened next seemed to displace
every sense of the present somewhere inside some nonexistent portal that had
closed off that world from mine. | got into position and was ready to pull the
trigger as soon as | mirgwrounditee curvee.rifiad headl i ght
aimed for the tires, but I fired too soon and off of my mark. The cars headlights
must have blinded me, and the bullet blew through the windshield. Everything
after that seemed to slow to a sickening halt.

4.
AThe ot hern odfdf imee t he | ady driving the car
AYeah, Mr. Troy, she is. 0
AWhat about Hank?0o0
AHe Ol | be alright. Hebés just bruised up fr
|l ady | ost control of her car and ran up i n h
Al 61 I never apersoa wosld gothdt fast Hoyn a neighborhood
road | i ke mine anyway. o0

AShe was a single mother on her way to the
going into | abor. o

5.
In a ninth grade English classroom on the second floor of Tillmoore High
School, twenty-eight students sat in a sparsely decorated classroom waiting for
their teacher.

MO(U)RNING FLIGHT

Michael Albani
AHey, 0 someone whispereldi ke tmene n faydwai awal
| ignored the question and kept my eyes closed. | struggled to get comfortable

in the stiff, metal airport chair while listening to the sultry Southern lyrics of
Lynyrd Skynyrd belting from my headphones. F

darkness is upon you, stuck a needle in your
AMI st er ?0 telcawedsagaimehisineeia bit louder.

|l continued to ignore it. Ronnieds voice w
bell owed, fiSo take another toke, another bl o
fool, would drown you. o

AMIi ster! 0 Thi s t i madetahdd couldfeectieat wwaeer muc h | o
the voice belonged too was also delivering a few swift pokes to my forearm.

| reluctantly forced my eyes open, wiping the morning crust out of my tear
ducts with my right hand. Standing to my left was the source of the questioning, a



blonde-haired, blue-eyed boy who was probably no older than six or seven.

AWhat do you need, kid?0 | asked.
With a Cheshire smile, he began to interro
mi ster? Huh? Are you goind tdoaddy nerye Woa K idn?0
me to Disney World and itdéds gonna be really
Kingdom and Blizzard Beach andéo

|l cut the boy off. #ALook, kid. Itds seven
really not in the mood for talking right now. Whyd on 6t you scram? Go ba:
your mommy and daddy. Maybe theyoll talk to
The boyds grin turned into a grimace. AYou
away from my side. | felt a bit guilty after
t hough. llikiedrkeds. Wieye Rrabably because | understand that kids are

not really the innocent little angels that Hallmark commercials make them out to

be. The truth is that kids are mean. Theyor e
police who patrol parksand pl aygrounds and beat down anyo
their status quo. | know this because | was
status quo. | went to a public elementary school and | was an exceptional

student. That o6s +maggerationreié hemyugtboaeénvs just a f

grades were perfect, | always did my homework, and all my teachers loved me. |
was above average. That was different. Kids did not like that.
You know, whenever there is a movie or television show about talking
animals, they always portray the cute and fluffy creatures as kids. That is not
accurate at all . Kids are really I|Iike wolves
packs. Once they have a scent for their prey
rip it apart. | have pictures of a young me with bruises and torn clothing to prove
that point.
It could not have been that kid that made me guilty. More likely, it was just the
situation | was in that brought on the felling of shame. It was a Friday morning. |
was sitting in Detroit Metro Airport preparing to board a plane to Miami. All of this
was a consequence of a devious ruse that | had personally orchestrated.
Alright, perhaps | should be a little more specific when use the phrase
Adevi ous ruseo. | t wayearofhigescrmganding of my seni
desperately wanted to have a real Spring Break. | asked my parents if | could go
with my friends to somewhere sunny, somewhere far away from the dreary
backdrop of suburban Metro Detroit. But time and time again they turned down
my requests, saying that it would be too dangerous or someone could force me
to get drunk or something like that. Now, | know that the only reason my parents
reacted this way i s because they | ove me so
realize how constricting they can be. | knew if | was ever going to have the
Spring Break of my dreams, | would have to be deceptive.
| saved up enough money to covertly purchase a round-trip ticket to Miami. |
knew that | could spend an entire week with some friends there, no questions
asked. Then, a few weeks before my flight, | told my parents that | was going on
a mission trip with my church youth group. It was a horrible lie, | know, but it was
very effective. | even volunteered a friend from my youth group to drive me to the



airport to give the lie more credibility. My parents were fine with this since my
plane left on a Friday and they both had to work.

| was nervous about this plan at first. A million things could have gone wrong.
However, once my friend dropped me off at the airport and | made it all the way
through the security checkpoint and to my gate, all the nervousness left my body.
Unfortunately, that basin in my body that had been filled with anxiety was now
occupied with guilt. I had managed to successfully fool my parents, though, and |
decided that all that was really left to do was relax until my plane to Paradise was
ready to leave.

#
| continued to fuss in my torturous chair. My flight had been delayed because
of what some flight attendantonaloudspea k er cal |l ed a fAchange of
| 6d never actwually fl own bef ojumcomedians | had |

to know what that term was a euphemism for: broken plane. Truthfully, |
expected as much from an airline and | had my iPod ready for just such an
occasion. | had closed my eyes again and was about to drift into a light nap when
| heard a grainy voice ask, fAExcuse me, do vy
| opened my eyes to see who was addressing me but the sunlight emanating
from the windows was blindingly strong. At first, it looked like a shining white
phantasm was standing before me. As my eyes adjusted to the light though, |
could see that it was just an old man. He was wearing a white suit with a shirt,
tie, shoes, and hair all of the same hue. He also clutched an ivory cane in his
right hand. | stared at him and then looked to my right to the sight of an empty
chair.
ANot at all,o I told him.
AWell thank you very much, 0 he replied wit
sounded like someone had sandpapered his throat. There was something creepy
about his smile too. | could not put my finger on it exactly, but it just looked very
ominous, like it had been carved on with a razorblade.
As the old man slowly maneuvered his way to the chair | began to examine
him a bit more closely. He had a sort of grandfatherly quality to him that | could
see in the rows of trenches on his face and the thick blood pipelines protruding
out of his hands. | would say that he reminded me of my own grandfather, but
there were a few unusual things about him. The first thing was his smell. This
was by no means a normal old person smell. It was more like the smell of rancid
meat mixed with road kill or some other mixture of decaying animals. The second
thing | noted was a jet black mourning band affixed to his left arm.
ASo, have you ever fl own before, my bo
|l was a bit taken aback by his friendl
my first time. OO
AwWel | |, I dondt t htowokyabootumybay.WFlgingasnafter h i n g
all, the safest way to travel .o
Al 6ve heard that. o There was an awkward si
just close my eyes and listen to some more Skynyrd until boarding, but the old
man continued to stare at me. He looked as though he was starving for my
conversation. Meanwhil e, | stared at the mou

?

y ?0
y ba



why the sight of it filled me with such apprehension. Maybe it was that the
blackness of the band so starkly contrasted with everything else about the old
man. Realizing that he might find my staring rude, though, | quickly tried to restart

our dialogue. ASo, how about that weather ? F
The old man did not seem very happy about
what i1t is. | f you ask me, clear, sunny skie
hoping that we hit some storms while wedre i
|l thought that response was a bit strange.
He fl ashed me a sinister s mdel Rashesiofes. Stor
l'ightning that stretch across the sky Iike s

arm out to demonstrate what the sight would look like.

|l | et out a small chuckle. AWoul dndt those
i n?0

AThe dangkati makes it so much fun. o He | e
with a coy demeanor, he asked me, ASo, when
think it would be your | ast day on Earth?o

#

AWhat 270 | asked him, a bit perplexed by th
He repeated himself saying a bit more anno)
this morning did you think it would be your
| kept thinking about this question but | simply could not think up a response. The
oldmanthencont i nued to speak, fAWhat | mean i s, an

even today. Think about it for a moment. It is true that flying is the safest way to
travel, but we could always hit a patch of stormy weather that could throw us into
oblivion. And, of course, technology is not perfect. For all we know the plane

could mal function while itds in the air.o

Al guess so,0 | said quietly, almost wunder
anything else to say.

Al &6m sorry. Maybe |1 d&m being a ugt too morb
mean, i1itdéds not | i ke youdve got any bad kar ma
No. |l bet a good boy |ike you probably hasnboa

As soon as he said that, my heart sunk. Sweat permeated on my brow and a
lump formedinmyt hr oat . Il managed to squeak out, AC
moment 20 Then, I got out of my seat and dart

turned on a sink and splashed some cool water in my face. | looked at my
reflection in the dirty mirror. How? How could he have known? | knew there was
something strange about that man. | knew it. | could feel it in my bones while he
was next to me. It was like he was the source of some spiritual pressure crushing
down on me. Was it possible that he was more than a man? Could he have been
something sent by God to punish me for lying? If that was the case, what was my
punishment going to be? That old man talked about death with such joy. Was He
taunting me?

| began to take slow, deep breaths to calm myself down. Then, | started to
think logically and | realized that my guilt was causing me to severely overreact.
After all, there was no way there could be anything supernatural about that man.
He was probably just some old creep with a fetish for the grave. It all made sense



in my head. Even with all my reasoning, though, | could still not shake the
suspicion that something was truly otherworldly about the old man.
As these thoughts raced through my head, a voice came over the airport
loudspeaker that said my plane was ready to board. | walked out of the bathroom
and pulled my cell phone out of my pocket. There was still time. | could come
clean to my parents. They could pick me wup a
woul dndot be on a pl ane wiitrhs tt hsaitx odidg intasn .o fl
work number, but as | was about to press the seventh, my logic pulled out the

victor in my mindds intermnal struggle. Thi s
Spring Break and | wasné6t aboutrsenre | et s ome
creepy old man ruin that. So, I closed my phone and went back to the gate.

#
When | arrived back at the gate the old man was gone, probably already on
the plane. |1 made my way onto the plane hopi

see of him. | got to my seat quicker than the person who would be sitting next to
me. | had the window seat. Surrounding me were the stereotypical airline
passengers that no person wants to be sitting next to. In front of me was a man
so humongous and bloated that he nearly took up two seats. Next to him was
someone | saw earlier in the terminal getting drunk at one of the many bars. |
could not see his face, but the way he moaned and wobbled around in his seat
made me suspect he was still thoroughly inebriated. Behind me was a young
couple and of course they had a screaming baby with them. The only person
missing from this horrendous hodgepodge was a woman with too much bad
perfume and | sincerely hoped that that would not be the person taking the seat
next to me.

After a few moments, my seat neighbor arrived and he was accompanied by
a bad smell. But it was not perfume. It was the smell of rancid meat mixed with
road kill that was far too familiar to me. | looked up to the sight of the old man
from the terminal who was eyeing me with a gaze | would suspect a boa

constrictor would give a feeder mouse. He as
mind if | have a seat there?o
#

After about thirty minutes into the flight, the old man drifted off into a sound
slumber. Unfortunately, | was unable to enjoy the luxury of sleep. How could |
with the thought of some potential supernatural superpower sitting right next to
me? Still, my logical side kept telling me that this was just a normal old man
albeit a little sick in the mind. | decided to take some time to look at the old man
more closely to prove to myself that he was human. His white hair was slicked
back without any gel, a feat that can only be achieved after years of training. |
was surprised by the fact that even though his face was covered in wrinkles, he
had no liver spots or other age marks. | looked at his open mouth, which emitted
what smelled like toxic fumes, and noticed that his teeth were perfectly white.
Then again, they could have been dentures.

| moved my eyesdowntheol d manés | eft ar m, past the r
telltale mourning band, and to his hands. Much like his face, these hands were
not the same hands characteristic of old people. True, they had thick veins that



swirled around like garden snakes, but there were again no age spots. | also
noticed that his nails were perfectly manicured. The tips were rounded off, they
were buffed, and the cuticle beds were well tended too. Within his hands was the
ivory can, perhaps made from a tusk of an elephant that served as a steed for
Hannibal. But again, closer inspection revealed something that | had not seen
before. On top of the cane was a silver handle molded into a perfect sphere.
There was more to it though, | knew it. | gently moved my hand over and rotated
the cane to reveal the design of gruesome, cracked skull adorning the top.

APretty nice, isndét it?0 the old man sudde
raised my head and became transfixed within his serpentine gaze.

AYeéyeah, o | stammered. #Altdéds really nice.
Theol d man seemed pleased with my fear. My
youdbve been admiring. Right?0

AWhat ?0

ABack at the terminal, |l saw you very inte
arm. 0 He pointed to the single pkewe of bl ac
why 1 6m wearing it?o0

fBeéBecause youb6re in mourning?o

AVery good. Now tel]l me, who do you think
A | dondt know. O

AOh come now, 0 the old man taunted, fiGuess
A | dondt know. O

AAl right, I 611 tell youthen Thdm@aneabegai@ r | s: ev

shake. People shrieked almost in tandem. They dropped their drinks and their

Sky Mall catalogues. The baby behind me started to cry out a deathly screech.

As chaos ensued with the cabin, thtlyol d man

way of knowing, which direction we are going
| recognized the song that he was singing and immediately connected it with

terrible things to come. People continued to scream. The baby continued to cry.

The ol d man cont i nue dapdar mowimg? iYes!, Thefdadngert he ¢

must be growing.o0 The world | knew was f
Then, as utter madness was engulfing the plane, | heard a faint noise. |

began to focus my hearing and noticed it was coming from the drunk in front of

me. He was whispering a Hail Mary to himself. | knew there was nothing | could

do to stop what was going on in the aircraft, so | decided to join him. | prayed to

God and asked forgiveness of my sins and everything unrighteous that | have

ever done and | especially prayed that He would forgive me for the lie | told my

parents. Once | finished my prayer, the shaking of the plane stopped.
For a moment, the cabin was silent except for the baby whose mother was

trying to coo it back into its slumber. A loud ping sound came across the

| oudspeaker and the captain started to speak

speaking. We apologize for the disturbance but we ran into some unexpected

turbulence. Everything is alright now and it should be smooth sailing from here

on out until we reach our destination. Thank you very much for flying with us and

have a nice day. o



AwWell that was enjoyable, 0 the old man sai
across his face. | was silent for the remainder of the flight and | could barely walk
when | disembarked at Miami International Airport. Who exactly was that old
man? Had | really looked Death in the face? Or was he truly just some ancient
sadist who liked screwing around with young people for his own amusement?
There were too many question and | was frankly too scared to think about them
all at one time. All | could say for certain was that | had reached my Paradise, but
| was wishing that | never left the ground.

THE RED FOG

Brodie Michale

Sharla, a twenty pound black Doberman was wandering the dark, quiet
hill side, near her owneros farm, when sudden
mist drifting out of a nearby creek bed.
The mystified Doberman had roamed that land for twelve and a half years,
and she had never seen anything like it. There usually was a heavy fog on
cloudy, moist nights like this one, but never of that strange, red color.
She began barking, while running towards the red smog. It seemed to be
pulling her into it.

ASharl a, come here, girl! o té#oorstapofWg cl i ff ho
near by ranch house. il hope that damn dog ha
Sharl a! o

It was then Fred noticed the red mist rising gradually out of the creek bed, not

more than thirty yards away fromcdmng f ar m. F
from inside it.
AWhat the heldl is that?0 Fred asked out 1| o

way towards the red smoke, as if he were in a hypnotic state of some kind.

Fred realized the red fog seemed to be growing further and further out of the
creek. It made no sound and moved in a slow, peculiar manner.

Soon, he could no Il onger hear Sharl ads bar
glowing gloom.

When Fred proceeded into the surrounding redness, he could not feel, smell,
or hear anything unusual. Nothing was happening.

Suddenly, he started choking in uncontrolled horror, when he felt the entire
inside of his body fill up with smoke. It felt as if his insides had suddenly caught
on fire. He could not breathe.

As he continued to gasp for fresh air, Fred felt both of his eyes explode into
flames. He then passed out.

Once Fred woke up, he did not know who or where he was. All he knew was
that he had an urge to kill. He did not care who he killed. Fred would kill anybody.
Soon, Fred came sauntering leisurely out of the red fog; his eyes gleaming

bright red.



He began making his way up towards his house, where his wife, Margaret
slept soundly in their bed.

Margaret was suddenly awakened when she heard the front door loudly slam
shut. She then heard the noisy, wet footsteps of her husband making his way into
the living room.

AFred, what are ya doind?06 she call
ya comindé to bed?o0

Fred did not answer her. Instead, she heard him opening the closet in the
living room.

Margaret was about to climb out of bed, and find out what her silent husband
was up to, when suddenly she could hear his soaking wet mountain boots
slopping moistly down the hallway. He soon came proceeding into the bedroom.

Suddenly, Margaret froze in stricken horror, unable to let out a single word.

Fred glared back at her, with his eyes blazing bright red. He aimed his loaded
rifle straight at her terror filled face.

AFred, what are ya doind?0 Margaret
started flowing down from her frightened, astonished eyes.

ed out

choked

AHel l o, honey, 0 Fred replied in a ghastly

wicked grin. He then pulled the trigger.

Blood splattered across the blankets, as a loud bullet fired into the middle of
Ma r g a rorehed@dsshattering through her brain and skull.

Margaret lied dead on her bed, with blood still gushing out of the giant hole in
the middle of her forehead. Her petrified eyes remained open, as if she could still
see her husbandds r e dthe ineaerbitexcgementy e s

When he was done glancing over his
way back outside.

He began to amble his way back into the red fog, where he continued to look
for his dog Sharla.

Julie Townsend had become worried about her sister Margaret and her
husband Fred. She had tried calling their house many times over the past couple
days, but no one would ever answer the phone.

Both Fred and Margaret never seemed to leave the house that much. They
hardly ever went on any trips. And when they did, Margaret usually called Julie to
let her know they were leaving.

On the third day, when Julie had still not heard from them, she decided to
drive up to their farm.

When she arrived at their small ranch house, she found the front door
standing wide open. Fredods truck was

gazing
wi febds

still

After she pulled up beside Fredébés black, b

car off, and then made her way up to the open front door.

AHel |l 0?0 she called out, mebmecul ously step

There was no reply.



AMargaret? Fred?0 she hollered. AAre ya gu
She kept waiting for Sharl a, Fred and Marg
her at the door, barking her enormously loud bark.
The only thing Julie could hear was the unusual silence of the unperturbed
house.
Everything looked fine in their home. There was no broken furniture or any
damaged objects lying around on the floor. One thing she thought was strange,
though, was the front hallway closet standing all the way open.
Why was the front door and the hallway closet open? Did Fred and Margaret
not care to close them?
When she walked into the hallway, Julie then noticed the muddy, wet
footprints of what looked to be made by mountain boots on the wooden floor.
AHel | 0?0 sutieg begimning testbwly ppomenade down the wooden
floor.
As she soon came entering Fred and Margare
sink low in her chest.
There lying on the bed was her sister Margaret, with a giant, blood smeared
bullet hole in the middle of her forehead. Her fear filled eyes were gazing up at
the ceiling, and her mouth hung slightly open. Blood covered her white
nightgown, and the blankets and sheets of the gruesome bed.
Julie had to immediately to take her eyes away, as she instantly became sick.
While crying her way through the hallway, she ran into the kitchen to call the
police.
The terrifying image of the gigantic bull e
still not leave her disturbed mind.

Once the police and paramedics arrived, Mar gar et 6 s cor pse was pu
ambulance, and taken to a morgue.
Julie could not stand being there any longer. She left in tears, as an officer
drove her home.
When police officials investigated the house, the only evidence they had were
the muddy footprints of the mountain boots in the hallway leading into Fred and
Margaret s bedroom. They knew the bull et tha
forehead had come from a Springfield rifle, an early twentieth century bolt-action
firearm.
WhenafriendofFredés tol d the police Fred had a pa
usually wore around the farm, they had reason to believe he was the main
suspect, even though he was nowhere to be found. His dog Sharla was also
nowhere to be found.
Fred and Mar g a ulenotéhalievé thenfiactthatd-ed hadactually
murdered Margaret. They both loved each other very much, and had been
married for over fifty-two years.

That night, Detective Tom Ramsey drove along a darkened dirt road, twelve
miles from Fred and MargaretWy c | i f f 6 s f ar m.



Detective Ramsey had been assigned the Wycliff case. He was to find clues
|l eading to Fred Wycliffdéos whereabout s.

Tom Ramsey had been a detective in Amber, Oklahoma, for fifteen years. He
loved his job and had solved many murder cases throughout the state of
Oklahoma. This was the first case he was working on in his own hometown.

He was tired, as he drove his way home that night.

Throughout the entire day, he had spent his time talking with the family and
friends of Fred and Margaret Wycliff. He learned their whereabouts the night
Margaret was murdered.

Knowing they had evidence | eading to Fred?o
rifle, Tom kept wondering what was Fredods mo
had been married to for over fifty-two years. Something did not seem to add up.

All of a sudden, Tom instantly slowed his car down, when suddenly he
spotted the red-eyed animal strolling along the outside of the woods, near the dirt
road.

Soon, Tom came pulling his car over to the left hand side of the road, still
unable to believe what he was seeing.

It was not quite dark, yet. The sun was still almost tipping down into the
horizon, so Tom could somewhat view the red-eyed beast. He realized it was a
tall, black canine.

Itwas thentheastoni shed detective remembered the Wy
Doberman was also still missing.

After Tom turned his car off, he grabbed his gun from the glove compartment,
and quickly climbed out of his car.

The huge dog with red eyes was still making its way along the edges of the
woods. Every once and awhile, it would lower its head to the ground, hoping to
pick up a scent of some nearby creature.

AHey! 0 Tom bl ared shrilly at the sinister

Suddenly, the Doberman turned its red gleaming gaze towards Tom, who
tried hard not to shiver while holding onto his firearm.

The scared detective had to convince himself what he was seeing was real.

The six foot Doberman had red glowing eyes not from this world.

|l t6s fuckind possessed! Ton @showhgyhtFriend f r i
Wycliff killed his wife! Hebs al so possessed

While barking in frenzied madness, the raging beast began darting towards
Tom and his car in fast, godlike speed.

With his hands slightly trembling, Tom raised his pistol in both hands, aiming
for a clear shot at the approaching demon dog.

When he found a careful, steady shot, he pulled the trigger.

The rushing Doberman gave out a final whimper, as it collided onto the wet
grass, with blood trailing down its long, wounded chest.

Tom decided not to make his way towards the bloody creature, and find out if
it was dead. He would wait until others arrived.

The fearful detective could still feel himself shaking. He desperately needed a
cigarette.



After he called the police on his cell phone, Tom waited in his car and smoked
a cigarette, while waiting for backup to arrive.

Once they arrived, Tom admitted to seeing
knew he sounded like a fool, but he wanted to be honest about what he saw.

Tom had never been a believer in ghosts or the supernatural. It was really
difficult for him to explain what he had observed that night. The other deputies
did not criticize him, or give him a hard time. They knew Tom was a very honest
and dedicated detective.

When the animal control person examined the deceased Doberman, he found
no redness in its eyes.

Tom had no idea what he had seen in that animal. He knew it was not his
imagination. His mind never played tricks on him. What he saw could never be
explained.

When he arrived home later that night, Tom found his wife Aerial in the
kitchen, cooking a pot of beef stew for him.

AHoney, you dondét have to be up this | ate
while giving her a kiss on the lips.
Altdéds alright. I want to hear how your day

Tom gave out an exhausted, groaning yawn.
ALong day?0 she asked hi m.

AYes, 0O he replied. ALong and very strange.
unusual happened tonight. o

AWhat happened?0 she said, standing by the
around the potofbeef st ew. AHas Fred Wycliff been f o
ANo, 0O Tom responded, grabbing a beer out o
down at the kitchen table. Al d6ve been tal kin
have no i dea where that nmaadlcdwllddwe d¢gdne arf
di sappeared off the face of this earth. o
AWow, 0 Aeri al muttered curiously.

ABut the strange part about what happened
along Route forty-nine, when suddenly | see this tall, black creature and Aerial,
| 6m dead serious when | say this, its eyes W
shouted, leaning over with both elbows on the table.

Aerial looked at him with a spooked, startled glance on her face.

AAnd | 6m pretty sure it wasbekhe Wyeki ho$®

Aerial was still peering at her husband in dumbfounded shock. She could still
not believe what she was hearing.

AThi s t hi rROg 6Tso ne ysehsu,d dietr,ed, shaking his head
anything |like it.o

AAre ya seriows, ubBamtrogn nyr é oy scare me?0 W
AAeri al , I am the most serious | 6ve ever b
believe in ghosts or any of that nonsense! o0

Aerial was silent, as she continued to listen to her truthful husband tell his
story.



A So wpakead along the side of the road and got out of my car, | hollered
at the dog. 0o
Aerial gazed up at him in worried trepidation.

Ailt began runnind towards me | i ke a bat ou
AJesus, 0 Aeri al said, sappekensog. her head i n
Alf | had not shot that thing dead, it wou

Tom was quiet, as he sat staring off at a corner in the kitchen. In his mind, he
was seeing the lofty, ferocious Doberman charging towards him, with its red
gleaming eyes squinting at him in morbid anger.

ASo what do ya think it was?0 Aerial asked
Al dondét know, o6 Tom replied quietly. ADo vy
Aeri al was wordless for a moment. Al donot
many cases with people who are said to be possessed. | have never heard of

anyone having red glowing eyes, but who know

AYeah, 06 said Tom, finishing his beer.

When they were both done eating platefuls of beef stew, Aerial cleaned their
dishes, while Tom made his way into their bedroom to get ready for bed.

Before he went to bed, Tom silently peeked
he was still awake.

A smile crept upon his face, when he saw his ten year old Charlie sleeping
peacefully in his bed.

That was the best part of Tomdés job.

After coming home from a stressful day of investigating murders, and
encountering danger, Tom loved to just come home and be with his wife and son.
It made it seem like all of his troubles and worries throughout the day had never
happened.

When Tom climbed into bed, he immediately fell into a deep, restful sleep.

Brett and Jill were both making out in Bre
parking lot next to a wooded area outside of Amber, Oklahoma on Route 77.
They both went to the same high school, and had been going out with each
other for over four months.
Lately, they had been coming back to that parking lot for some late night
make-out sessions.
It was a deserted area, surrounded by woods and fields. Every once and
awhile, a car might pass by on the main road behind them. No one would ever
notice them making out, though, since it was such a darkened area.
They were both wildly kissing each other, when suddenly Jill noticed the red
fog forming its way through the blackened woods.
ALook, 0 s he swvkingdatthe mystBriows,tred gloog.a
Brett turned his attention towards the woods, where his amazed eyes came
upon the peculiar, glowing redness.
AWhat the hell is that?06 he wondered out |
AU, I have no idea, o Jil!l mur mured i n qua
When Brett came opening his car door, they could hear no sound coming
from the slow moving haze.



The fogds smoke | i ke formation drifted | ei
with its bizarre redness swallowing the surrounding trees. It made its way
towards Br ett 6s car i n a slow, meticulous manne
Brett and Jill could not take their eyes off it. It seemed to put them in a trance.
Brett started climbing out of the car, gazing at the mystifying mist in

hypnotized wonder.

ABrett, what arenythdocabvn?0Géitl bas&i d, sti
unfurling fog.
Al have to see what it is,0 Brett said.

He suddenly closed his car door and started proceeding towards the radiating
redness.
ABrett, stop! Get back here!o Jill holl ere
She realized she could not move. It was as if an invisible force was holding
her back from getting out of the car, and preventing her boyfriend from entering
the red gloom.
Brett continued to be stupefied into the enormous cloud of redness. He felt
somehow pleasured staring into the absorbing smog. It felt as if he needed to be
inside it.
When he came entering the fog, Brettds tra
diminished by fiery smoke filling his nose and mouth. He then felt as if he was
suffocating, as his alarmed eyes started burning a painful sensation.
Since his throat felt like it was on fire, Brett could not scream for Jill.

Jill was becoming very scared. She kept calling for Brett, but he would not
answer her. He had somehow fully disappeared off into the red, cloudy mist.

Jill did not know what to do, as she sat there shivering in uncontrolled fear.

She wondered if she should call the police.

If anything, she did not want to step one foot into the massive, red fog, which
was emerging closer towards the car in a gradual, snaillike pace.

Al'l of a sudden, she soon saw Brettods tall
out of the bright, smoky redness.

It was then she noticed both of his eyes illuminating a bright red color.

AOh my god! o Jill gasped, r&. mmedi ately | ock

Brett made his way anxiously towards his car, with his sinister, red gleaming
eyes gazing at Jill in morbid fixation.

Jill could not stop trembling, as she watched her evil possessed boyfriend
come shattering his dri vert@esstwkhsdbandin ndow wi t
through the shattered window to unlock the door.

ANo! 0o Jill shrieked. She quickly unl ocked
escape out the passengerods side, when sudden
hand come snatching onto her right shoulder.

AWhere ya goin, 6 girl? Ya candét run from m
excitement.

Jill screamed in loud terror, as Brett yanked her back into the vehicle.

With his red, fiery eyes glaring at her in perverse madness, he wrapped his
moist hands around her neck and began to strangle her.



Jill was not able to move, while she struggled with him on top of her. It felt like
there was more than just one body on top of her. She felt like she was being held
down by many unseen hands.

Brett was somehow a lot stronger. He had a force Jill knew was not human.
Jill knew Brett played basketball and was really strong, but he was not this
powerful.

No matter how hard she punched and scratched him, Brett remained unhurt
and merciless.

Anyone driving by on the road behind them would not be able to see them,
since they were both lying down in the front seat, and it was much too dark for
anyone to see in through the back windshield.

Brettds red blazing eyes were thedlast thi
to death.

When he was done squeezing the life out of his suffocated girlfriend, Brett
climbed backwards out of his car.

A lonesome driver driving by on Route 77 spotted his red-eyed figure go
scurrying back into the red fog.

Colby and Mitchellwereheaded t o t heir friendds house | a
they came upon the red fog.
They were walking through Grandford Park, when suddenly they noticed the
glowing redness drifting out of the darkened woods.
AWhat i s that?06 Col by wondered out | oud.
Mitchell did not answer him, as he stood staring in dumbfounded shock at the
red, slow moving gloom moving slowly out from the dark, wooded area.
The two boys were spellbinder by the fogbs
looked magnificent and neat. They both felt an urge to make their way closer to
it. Their eyes squinted at the strange vapor, as if they had just found one of the
greatest wonders of the world.
ALetds check it out,o Mitchel!l muttered, b
towards the mesmerizing fog.
Colby began to follow him.
Soon, Mitchell came stopping in front of the red mass of smoke like fog. He
then turned and smiled curiously at Colby.
The two inquisitive boys could not hear or smell anything from the glimmering
cloud. It was just like any other fog, except for its color. They did not feel unsafe
or like they were in danger being right near the mysterious gloom.
Mitchell cautiously stuck his hand into the smoggy vapor. His hand came
upon nothing, but empty air.
When he felt completely safe with the odd smog, Mitchell stepped leisurely
into the surrounding redness.
Without hesitating, Colby jumped into the cloud of redness with his amused
friend.
AThis is so weird, o Mitchell said, as he s
area.



The two boys felt like they were in a world of bright redness, while they tried
to find each other through the engulfing, red beaming woods.
AMi tchell, where are you?06 Col by | aughed,
red.
Aol 6m over here!o Mitghell yelled from fur
Suddenly, both boys ended their search for each other, when an excruciating
burning sensation erupted from inside their stomachs.
They both began gasping for air, as they felt a fire light up inside them. It
started to rise all the way up into their chests and throats, where it felt like it was
going to burst out of their flaming eye sockets.
Soon, the burning sensation suddenly ended. The two boys felt different.
They felt no more pain, but they had a sudden urge to Kkill.
When they finally found each other through the never ending redness, they
both proceeded out of the red fog.
With their red, fiery eyes blazing up the dark, quiet park, Colby and Mitchell
eagerly made their way across the street to a nearby church.
They were both desperate to kill everyone and to destroy everything.

The next day, Jill Thomas was found strang
Shuster was nowhere to be found.

Colby Meyers and Mitchell Hawkins were also reported missing.

Grandford Chapel, the small church across the street from Grandford Park,
had been broken into and severely vandalized.

Employees of the church had arrived at the chapel early that morning to find
all the glass windows completely shattered.

When they walked inside, they were devastated to find items smashed across
the floor. The church office had been broken into and harmfully destroyed as
well. In the three different office rooms, computers had been toppled onto the
floor, their screens completely bashed in. Desks had been shoved over. Office
supplies were sprawled about.

In the chapel, satanic drawings were drawn across the walls on each side of
the church. A statue of Jesus on the cross had been torn down from the back
wall, and lied broken in front of the altar.

What disturbed the employees the most was when they discovered a dead,
mangled cat placed on the podium near the altar.

Its eyes had been ripped out of its sockets, along with its tongue that was
missing from its blood filled mouth. There were deep stab wounds all over its
bloody, gray furred body.

The workers and members of Grandford Chapel had no clue of who could
have done such a horrible thing.

Later that night, there were many reports all over Amber of people sighting a
red fog throughout the area. There were then ridiculous calls made to the police
of people with actual red glowing eyes breaking into homes and assaulting
residents.



Police officials figured the red eyes had something to do with the red fog.
They just could not believe it.

Detective Tom Ramsey had been home that night with his wife and son, when
he received a call from a fellow officer, who told him he needed to hurry to the
Wycliff farm. He stated that most of the red fog seemed to be coming from that
area out of a nearby creek. Many red-eyed figures had been spotted wandering
the countryside in that territory.

Tom was scared and nervous, as he drove to the Wycliff farm. He was the
most scared for his family, who he was leaving behind.

As he drove out into the country, he came passing fire blazing houses and
vandalized stores. There were many police cars, ambulances, and fire trucks
lined up on each street.

On the radio, he listened to a news reporter stating for everyone to stay
indoors and to not leave their homes.

Tom immediately sped up when he spotted three red-eyed kids tossing flame
filled bottles at cars.

He found more red-eyed figures scurrying around the fields and woods, while
he sped his way along the darkened highway.

Tom was now terrified.

When he finally arrived at the Wyesl i ffods

when he came upon the red glowing fog. It was spreading throughout the area.
He was extremely careful driving through it, while he made his way up the dirt
road to the Wycliffds farm.

When he safely made it to t heetpwimt
four officers, who had arrived there before him.

ATom, how are you doing? Are you ok
Tom nodded. Al't was pretty ridiculo
AThat 6s good, 06 sai d Sheri ff LUrantdown.
there in that creek bed, o he related,

mysterious fog was making its way in the southeast direction. It had now formed
a mile long stretch across the open land.

fJesus, 0 Tom muttercekd in disbelieved

Tom almost felt a tingling excitement in his stomach, as he glared at the
mesmerizing, red colored gloom. He suddenly had an urge to go wander through

the red tunnel of mystifying smoke, but

dog, and the crazy, red-eyed people he had seen driving there. There was no
way in hell he wanted to end up like them.

Tom thought about his wife and son, and could not believe how much he
wanted to be with them right then.

f

AWe 6ve seeryefgmregs commgland goingfrom down i n

said Sheriff Lacey. HANow that youobre
we can get a word from any of them, and
Tom nodded. AOkay, |l etds go, 0 Tom replied,

hooked on the red radiating smog.



AAl right, gentlemen, | etds go down therel!o
officers to start leading the way.
Tom began to follow the four officers down towards the red filled creek.
All of a sudden, Tom nearly felt jumped out of his skin, when one of the
officers yelled for them to stop. He then quickly pulled out his gun.
The officer, who had yelled for them to hold their position, pointed at the two,
red-eyed persons hurrying towards them from the nearing, red gleaming creek
bed.
The startled officers ordered the red-eyed man and woman to stop where
they were, but they both did not obey, as they continued to run towards them,
with their red, fiery eyes seeming to glow brighter.
AFire! o Sheriff Lacey commanded | oudl y.
Tom and the four officers started shooting at the two, evil possessed humans,
that were easily taken down by the bombarding bullets.
They were soon unrelieved when suddenly ten more red-eyed psychopaths
came charging them from out of the glowing redness.
There were too many of them to handle without cover. They had to take cover
inside the Wycliffods house.
AfLetds get inside the house! Come on! o0 sho
lead them back up the hill.
More devilish people with red eyes came sprinting out of the red fog, as they
chased Tom and the four police officers up the hill.
When they made it inside the Wycliffds hom
door behind them. The other officers each found a window they took aim out of at
the oncoming, red-eyed figures.
As they started blasting away at the demonic lunatics, the apprehensive
officers were mortified to see more dark, red glowing figures hurrying their way
up from the creek bed. It was like there were more and more of them each time
they shot down a bunch of them. They would not stop coming.

AWe might have to call for backup! o bell ow
Although, the officers had brought extra firearms incase they ran out of
bullets.

Suddenly, the screaming maniacs came pounding on the front door. Some of
the others were running around to the back of the house.

Tom and the four officers tried saving as much of their ammo as they could,
firing mainly at the ones who were closer to the house.

All of a sudden, a couple of the officers turned their attention behind them,
when two, younger looking men came rushing into the living room, with their red
eyes gleaming brightly in the houseds pertur

The two, startled officers immediately assaulted them with bullets.

Soon, a huge mob of snarling, red-eyed people came bursting through the
front door, gnarling in ravenous insanity.

Tom and the others turned away from the windows, and began shooting at
the loud, malicious attackers.



Before a middle aged woman could even touch one of the officers, he
instantly blasted her in the eye, before she tumbled over with a giant gunshot
hole left in her gaping, blood gushing eye socket.

Tom gave out a horrified moan, when suddenly many hands started pulling
him back out of the open window. He was devastated with himself for standing
that close to it.

Before the grueling, ferocious crazies could force him all the way out of the
window, two of the nearby officers swiftly hauled the petrified detective back into
the room. They then struck the defeated maniacs with a thunderstorm of bullets.

Tom could still feel his heart pounding away in his chest, as he lied on the
floor, trying to catch his breath and stop from trembling. He was too out of breath
to thank the two officers, who had saved his life.

Sheriff Lacey was wrestling with a strong, burly man, who had crept up
behind him, and was trying to grab his gun away from him.

Lacey gave out a painful wail, as the mad, heavyweight man sank his teeth
into his neck, attempting to rip off some of his skin.

With a hard elbow to the gut, the blood gushing sheriff yanked himself away
from the large, lethal man, while bringing his gun up to his throat. He then pulled
the trigger.

Bl ood spurted out of the mandés gruesome
onto the wooden floor, with blood trailing down his entire muscular body.

While holding onto the bleeding bite mark on the side of his neck, Sheriff
Lacey moved back up to the living room windows, where the other officers were
finishing off the last remaining figures.

Tom was still laying on the cold floor, trying to recover from almost being
dragged out the window. He felt a little calmer when one of the officers said there
were no more of them outside.

When he picked himself up from off the floor, he peered outside, to find dead,
blood covered people sprawled out all along the grassy hill and near the creek.
There were no red glows coming from any of their open, deceased eyes. The red
fog was still glimmering weakly in the silent creek bed.

Tom and the other officers felt tears begin to form in their tired, saddened
eyes. These had all been innocent people, who had somehow become
possessed by this ungodly fog they still had no idea what it was or where it came
from. It could not stay here.

All of a sudden, the five, alarmed men froze in astonished trepidation, as the
ground started to shake beneath their feet, with a giant rumbling vibrating across
the land.

AWhat the heldl is that?0 Lacey shuddered

His fellow officers stood gazing down at the red fog, where they could see an
enormous, red figure begin to stand up in the creek.

Loud pounds of earth quavering footsteps started causing the wooden floor to
guaver wildly beneath their feet. A tremendous, creature like roar then erupted
across the land.

Tom and the four officers glared in jaw dropping horror at the forty foot
monster stomping its way up the hill towards the house.

gu



The red skinned beast had the head of a bull, but the muscular, strong built
body of a humanlike giant. It had the largest and sharpest looking horns
protruding from each side of its red, gigantic head. Its red, fire filled eyes
squinted back at the four, petrified officers in raging fury.

The ground shook like a mad earthquake, as the raging beast began
thundering its way towards the house.

i S h o o theriff tatey sudlenly shrieked at his frightened, transfixed
officers.

The courageous officers obeyed their sheriff, as they started firing away at the
oncoming monster.

The clamoring beast gave out a monstrous wail, when it was hit by many
bright, speeding bullets. It kept coming towards them, though, as if the
destructive bullets were nothing to it.

The unhurt, bull like creature gave out another beastly roar, when it came
bringing its huge, powerful fist down through the roof of the small ranch house.

The five men were lucky enough to leap out of the way, before the toppling
roof could cave in on them.

They instantly had to dodge out of the way again, when the beast brought its
two hundred pound fist down through the crumbling roof, hoping to smash all of
them to the hard, wooden floor.

While screaming in loud, terrified fear, they began shooting up at the
enormous, uproarious demon, aiming mainly at its red, fire flickering eyes.

Suddenly, the blinded monster raised its hammering fist high up in the air
once again, and then angrily brought it down in clamorous might.

This time Sheriff Lacey and one of his fellow officers were not fast enough.
They were brutally trampled under the beast 6

All of their body parts and limbs were broken, as they lied flat and helpless on
the floor, completely paralyzed and soon dead.

Tom and the two other remaining officers squealed in furious devastation,
while letting out all their bullets on the morbid, creature like giant. It was blinded
even more, as it started losing its balance, with blood spilling out of its wounded,
punctured eyes.

The defeated, bull like demon moaned in loud agony, when its red, fiery eyes
suddenly exploded into flames. It was still groaning in lifeless misery, as it
stormed off towards the creek, where it collapsed into the red fogged water.

Tom and the two officers watched in strick
wailing cries begin to disappear, along with

The three of them could not believe their eyes, when they noticed all of the
red fog across the land start to swiftly drift its way towards the creek, where it
seemed to vanish into the water.

When there was no more red fog to be seen, Tom and the two officers could
no | onger hear t heorbederg.quer ed beastds m

The night was silent, as they could feel a shiver scurry down their spines from
the stillness of the dark, calm land.

The three of them could not stop from shivering, when they went outside for
one of the officers to call for backup.



As days went by, the giant, bull like demon or the red fog was never seen
again.
Nearly over two hundred people in Amber had died that night on October 5,
20009.
Even though no one ever found out what the red fog was or where it came
from, researchers explainedtothe publ i ¢ that the | and near t
once been an area used for satanic ceremonies, and was said to be cursed once
by an evil witch.
Things soon turned back to normal in Amber, after the red fog was gone and
no one ever saw it again.
TheWycli f f 6s farm was torn to the ground, and
happened, no one ever wanted to own the property.
The Grandford Chapel was cleaned and fixed up, and would soon be opened
again for the public. It was never again vandalized.
Detective Tom Ramsey retired from being a detective, and found a job he
worked selling farm equipment, where he had more time to spend with his wife
and son.
There are some nights, Tom still wakes up from appalling dreams of the
Wycl i ffds bl ack Do lslkimimabiacks desened freld, withatsva r d
red eyes blazing evilly. Or he will even wake up, sweating and trembling in
frightened fear from a dreadful nightmare of the raging, bull creature trying to
hammer him with its enormous fist in a vacant, dark house.
What scared Tom the most were the nights he would be driving home late
from work on a lonesome, dark road, hoping he would never again come across
the red fog.

THE FORBIDDEN TOWN

Brodie Michales

When we come across a certain place or town, we often wonder about the
things that had once happened there. Were they good things that had happened,
or were they bad things? There is always a feeling of history haunting these
places. In a house, we might visualize the events that had once taken place
there Maybe they are still taking place today,
events or situations from the past might have been so powerful and traumatic,
that an energy or force may cause them to reiterate throughout time.
Therebds a small dopwNi seaur Sprcalgfeel Green
little farming town, full of large pastures and heavy wooded areas.
At one time, many farmers and landowners had lived in the small, quiet town,
but as years passed, more and more residents of the dying community began to
drift elsewhere.
It was because of the townds di sputable re
Green Meadows.



Today, Green Meadows is said to be a forbidden town, and by law, no one is
to trespass through there.

Much of the trouble began in the early nineties, when many notorious gangs
had roamed into Green Meadows, causing it to become a town full of murder and
corruption.

There is a junkyard, where certain gangs would have brutal fights with each
other. Twelve men had either been stabbed or shot to death in that junkyard.
Police had later kept a close eye on that area, making sure no one ever again
trespassed through that yard.

Not far from the junkyard, there is a small motel, where many gruesome
shootouts had taken place. It was also known to be an infamous place of drug
smuggling and prostitution.

A lot of kids now say the motel is haunted.

Late at night, teenagers would dare each other to wander into one of the
rooms of the supposedly haunted motel.

Most of the doors are either broken or unlocked for trespassers to enter into
the rooms. Nearly every window to each room is shattered. There are still bed
mattresses in some of the rooms. They are either torn or completely covered in
mold or insects. Graphic, obscene graffiti is written all over the walls of the
extirpated rooms. Roaches and mice nest on the trashy floors of cigarette butts
and used condoms.

One night, a twelve year old boy was brave enough to enter one of the motel
rooms.

Once he entered the darkened room, he nearly died from shock, when his
flashlight came upon the dead, mutilated girl lying on the blood covered bed. Her
throat had been slashed open, and her entire, blackened body was severely
beaten and bruised, along with two, giant gunshot wounds on both sides of her
stomach.

What scared the boy the most was her bloodshot eyes were still open. They
were entirely blood red.

The petrified boy ran back outside to his friends. They followed him, as he ran
past them, sobbing in quivering fright.

The twelve year old boy and his two friends never again went back to that old
motel.

Besides farms, there were other buildings and factories in Green Meadows.
Most of them were food processing businesses and clothing manufacturers. Now
they are just old warehouses.

Early in the year of 96, police had to close a slaughterhouse, when someone
found out they were actually storing human meat in their facility. Nearly all of the
employees had to go to jail.

Another interesting incident happened in the early eighties.

A man by the name of John Schwimer shot and killed two men trespassing on
his property outside of Green Meadows. He only had to serve twelve years in
prison, since the two men had been trespassing.


























































































