
 

1 

 

 
Warning to those that set eyes on this document. There are a few 
occurrences in which very strong language was used; failure to understand 
that should result in closing this document, deleting it from your 
computer and learning how to read a warning label. This document is not, 
in anyway shape or form, meant for children. We are strictly mature 
audience ONLY! 
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The Demonõs Riddle 

PREACHERS GOD by Ron  Bruno  
Sitting upon your podium spewing your religious babble 
Preacher, you have no idea the true meaning of evil 
These stories I hear you tell the brainwashed humans 
Of your god, your savior, your Christ 
Show me this god you speak of 
This mystical creature of good nature , that will one day save you all 
Bullshit preacher, that¡s what all your tales are, bullshit 
This lord that is mentioned cares not of any of you 
I have been watching day in and day out as humans die, are murdered 
Children are killed or abducted and women are raped 
Does it bother me to see that happen? Of course not, I welcome it as a 
matter of fact 
I enjoy watching this 

 

 

 

Forward  
Presented by Mr. Dedman 

I would like to extend a thank you to all of those that have helped the 
magazine live this far. These are not words to front a great demise, 
rather a sign of changing direction. Horror is where our focus is mostly, 
that is obvious with such an ¢evil£ image we have lathered into our 
operations. Other Genres such as Sci-fi and fantasy are not to be 
alienated, because sometimes the tales that scare and entice do not follow 
the norm. Sometimes these stories change scenery and use space as a stage, 
or even a world created within the mind of a monster that hunts only to 
stop the ongoing madness.  
 
We are focusing on stories and poems. We will develop from that and 
evolve. There are not a lot of magazines that are completely 100% Online. 
A few have both paper magazine and online versions, but their online 
versions often look just like their physical magazine counterpart. We are 
strictly online and which is why our layout is the way it is. We wanted a 
method that would look okay on the computer screen and those portable PDF 
viewers. 
 
No columns, No Pure Opinion or mail responsesé We will still respond to 
your emails, that isn¡t a problem. 
Bill and Kim will be enjoying the holidays and may come back over time, 
but for now no. 
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What does bother me though is the fact that you feed lies to these idiots 
as they sit there praising this so called God 
Where will your God be when your time comes?  
And believe me your time is coming sooner than you think. 
Where has your God been as I have butchered people over the years 
Who do you think is responsible for all these deaths you hear or read 
about? 
Silly preacher with your holier than though mockery 
My biggest joy will be taking your life 
How do you think you will feel when you finally look death in the face 
As others before you have? 
As you sit at your table reading this letter, I want you to wonder one 
thing 
How will you die? What does this thing have in store for me 
Well, I believe that something special should be done to you  
Something more suitable for a preacher in his house of God 
You seem to worship this man you call Jesus on the cross 
Nailed to it none other than by humans 
I think your followers should have a new savior up on that wall 
How does that sound? 
Wouldn¡t you like to be just like him nailed on that cross? 
But I would prefer you to be upside down up there 
So today when you stand there talking to your ¢followers£ 
Think about what might be sitting in the back 
Waiting, just waiting for you preacher 
So finally I say to you 
To hell with you 
And to HELL WITH YOUR GOD!!!! 
 

Bound For Hell by Thom Olausson  
We stood huddled together, night was nearing the end 

A united front we were, ten thousand men bound together by our weapons 

Our swords were thirsty for the blood of our enemies 

Our bodies were scarred maps of war and battle painted by steel 

 

The mist covered the field below us and nothing moved 

Yet from the other side we heard whimpers, nervous laughter, and heavy 

sighs 

It was as if they knew that we had Death on our side 

As if they felt him creeping across that battlefield toward them 

 

We all waited bravely for the signal to charge the field 

None of us spoke nor laughed nor sighed nor whimpered in fear 

We held deadly steel in our hands and the Reaper would surely guide it 
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Soon our blades would drink the blood it so yearned for; silence fellé 

 

The horn of battle tore the morning apart and we attacked 

From inside our battle helmets we issued a blood-chilling war cry as we 

brought Death  

All of a sudden, things within the still mist ahead of us started moving 

What emerged were not of this world yet we didn¡t back away 

 

Rotting corpses came charging toward us with weapons drawn 

Grinning skulls laughed madly at us and we realized that we were battling 

the Undead 

We swung our swords and battle-axes but soon we knew that we were doomed 

Those of our comrades that fell arose to their feet now our mortal enemies 

 

We scattered in all directions but not out of cowardice but common sense 

The only thing we knew were how to deliver Death and not how to beat it 

We kept running with the Undead breathing down our necks and the mist 

would not lift 

We are still running, the mist will not lift, and we hear THEM approaching 

relentlessly 

Dead Memories linger  by Thom Olausson  
A haunted and pale face 

Dead thoughts within a rotten brain 

No one escape this cursed place 

 

A ghost of a man climbing out of his grave 

Ice cold shivers up a dead spine 

This damned soul God cannot save 

 

A resting place all covered in sin 

Putrid blood pumping through a black heart 

Close thy mind; do not let this sinister spirit in 

 

A blood-filled eye staring out of Hell 
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Maggots crawl inside the dead skull 

No incantations can ever break this spell 

 

A revengeful ghost reaching out from the other side 

Long dead memories lingers in the world 

Stumble through darkness as the living and the dead collide 

 

King of the dead wearing his crown of worms and thorn 

The smell of Death surrounds this hateful place 

We pray for salvation, as the undead are being reborn 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Sour Milk  
By A D Dawson 

 

Grim reader! did you ever see a ghost? 

Byron 

  

It was a chill evening and Tabby shivered uncontrollably. She wrapped 

her bare and sinewy arms about her torso in an attempt to thwart the 
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penetration of a coldness that would not relent at merely skin and flesh. 

Bone coldness - that is the worst of all, to be sure. Maybe a punter would 

happen along shortly. She would then be able to settle down into the back 

seat of his car and stay warm for a short while in front of the car¡s 

heater. It was still early, however, and most would still be at home 

surrounded by their brats and eating a piping hot casserole¤ well cooked by 

a frigid lady wearing heels and a nice frock, no doubt. Stiletto heels and 

a black dress ¤ not the attire to be wearing come a late autumn eve. Theyé 

the punters; they liked her to dress in this way.  

She could see two more girls at the other side of the street they 

weren¡t having much success either. A patrol car drove slowly by; one of 

the officers held his ears in his hands and stuck out his tongue. She 

always thought that it was colder standing on the other side of the street 

and next to the icy waters of the canal. It was lighter on her side of the 

road and the wall to her rear gave some protection from the bitter wind, 

which blew down from the tops. She heard the chugging of a familiar vehicle 

and a battered van pulled up just short of where she was standing. 

¢Bit cold for party a party dress isn¡t it, Tabby?£ said a hooded 

figure as she stepped from the van. 

¢Fuck you,£ came the expected retort albeit without any real venom. 

The figure, a girl in her late teens, opened the back doors to the van 

and disappeared inside for a moment. She returned holding a large thermos 

flask aloft ¤ like the triumphant captain at her side¡s victory. 

¢Would you like a drop of soup, old girl?£ she playfully teased. 

Tabby, who was only just into her twenties herself, nodded thankfully. 

The smiling girl carefully poured some hot soup into a polystyrene cup and 
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handed it to the pitiful character that stood to her front. She wrapped her 

bony hands around the cup and let the warm steam waft about her face and 

throat. 

 ¢Not much going on here at the moment, Sidney. We¡ll come back later,£ 

said the girl to the driver of the van. She bowed theatrically and slammed 

the doors shut. ¢I¡ll see you later, my dear,£ she added with a flamboyant 

wave as she jumped back into the passenger seat.  

 Like a ghost that disappears into the night she was gone. 

Tabby enjoyed her brief interchanges with the girl and was always 

sorry that she never dared ask her name for she had a good heart and that 

was without a doubt. She smiled through her cracked and sore lips as she 

remembered when their fingers had accidentally touched one evening when the 

girl handed her a steaming brew ¤ alas, the warmth of her touch had refused 

to linger against her pale skin for more than a moment thereafter.  

Her thoughts were rudely interrupted as a silver car pulled up to the 

pavement the walls of its tires scraped noisily against the curb. A door 

was pushed open. 

¢I suppose you¡ll have to do, love,£ uttered a grey suited man from 

the driver¡s seat. 

Tabby reluctantly threw the soup into the gutter and climbed into the 

vehicle. She didn¡t recognize the driver; he wasn¡t a regular hereabouts ¤ 

she hoped that he wouldn¡t hurt her too much. His car was warm ¤ at least. 

 

She heard the baby crying as soon as she had turned the corner into 

the bottom of her street ¤ it never stopped. Her milk had failed to nourish 

it ¤ it was sour. She had nothing good to give to it, her baby, and that is 
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why it died. All that she ever had was bad. Her lips were sore from where 

the man had shown her the back of his hand ¤ it wasn¡t the first time, 

however; and it wouldn¡t be the last. Her father was the first. He had 

called her a whore and scrubbed off her lipstick with the sausage fingers 

of his rough bricklaying hands. She left to have the baby soon after ¤ and 

never, ever, returned. 

¢Hey, bitch, come over here and have a suck on this,£ leered a shabby 

middle-aged man as he climbed out from the shattered window of a nearby 

derelict house. 

She would never feed from the punters ¤ they were her lifeblood. He, the 

man - he was different; he was nobody. No one would ever miss him and 

disrupt the game whilst investigating his whereabouts.  

She indicated that he should climb back inside the house and she 

followed. She could smell his beery breath as he made to kiss her. 

¢No mouths,£ she screamed out almost hysterically. 

He feigned shock and undid his belt buckle. However, before his 

trousers were at his knees, he was dead. He never felt the craft knife as 

it slit easily across his turkey throat. Tabby lowered him gently to the 

floor, lest she should disturb a casual passer-by. She looked out from the 

window and thankfully saw no one about. She looked towards her room across 

the way and she could hear the baby still crying in the darkness therein ¤ 

maybe she should have left a light on for it. 

She lapped fastidiously at his blood, like a pampered cat at a china 

saucer; it wouldn¡t do to ruin her clothes ¤ her wardrobe stood sparse as 

it was. It was bad blood; she already had her share of that. However, in 

the way of things, with bad blood comes no guilt. If only she could feed 
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from The Ghost. The blood would be good and nourishing; but the guilt would 

be overwhelming ¤ she could never live with that. She once had an absurd 

notion that The Ghost would be so good that she would willingly let her 

take her blood like a blood transfusion. She could take a pint at a time 

and offer her tea and biscuits whilst she recovered. It was good to dream. 

She often dreamt of her baby too. She shuddered as she suddenly remembered 

how she had tried to suckle it next to the flaming braziers that stood 

under the town¡s viaducts. The image slammed into her brain like a hammer 

in the hands of a skilful Smithy. How they had all laughed at her plight. 

How she had cried and screamed when the paramedics took her baby away. One 

of them, a man, put his strong arm about her shoulders and said: ¢There, 

there, everything will be alright.£ It was like he was talking to a child. 

It was how he should have been talking to her child if she had fallen over 

and scuffed its knees whilst out playing with its friends in the 

schoolyard. She could see tears in his eyes maybe he had a daughter too. 

They wrapped her in a grey woolen blanket to keep out the cold. She had 

lost a lot of blood it lay as a deep crimson pool under foot as they 

carried her to the waiting ambulance. She needed the blood back ¤ it was 

all that remained of her baby after they had flung it into the incinerator 

by its scaly heels.  

Alas, when she returned a few days later, the blood was well washed 

away by the rains as she had expected. 

 

 She wore a flimsy jacket this evening as the sleet turned to snow. Her 

umbrella threatened to turn inside out as the wind whipped relentlessly up 

from the cold pavement. The Ghost was about; she was handing out warm 
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sausage rolls to the wretched - who waited patiently in line for their 

grateful turn.  

She would have to be quick to trap The Ghost; she had seen her in 

action once before when she was threatened by Suzanne¡s pimp. Before Sidney 

could get out the van and come to her aid, she had felled the pimp with a 

swift knee to the groin nice. No one ever bothered her much after that and 

she could park up anywhere without being molested. 

 ¢That¡ll have to do, Sidney, we have nothing left,£ she said as she 

brushed an errant lock of dark hair back into her hood. ¢Take me home will 

you?£ she added reluctantly. 

A car pulled to the curb and Tabby was summoned inside ¤ it was a 

regular. She jumped inside without her usual caution. 

¢Howard,£ she let out enthusiastically, ¢follow that van over there 

and I will give it to you for free tonight ¤ oral and without protection.£ 

Howard was only too eager to please and over revved his engine in his 

pursuit. They followed closely as the van left the abandoned terraces 

behind along with the disused warehouses and redundant brewery buildings. 

They drove past the new cinema and shopping centre and found themselves on 

the dual carriageway and going out towards the new estates. They watched as 

the van pulled up to the curb and next to a fair sized semi with an open 

plan lawn to front. The Ghost got out and waved the van off. Tabby thought 

that she would soon disappear up the path and into the house. However, she 

did not. As the van disappeared around the bend, she turned and walked back 

towards the council flats on nearby Milton Street. Howard was ordered to 

follow.  

Not many lights shone inside the blocks. It was late and most were 
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asleep. Tabby watched as a tell tale lamp suddenly lit up a second floor 

flat.  

Howard was soon satisfied and she hardly felt the chill as she stepped 

out from his warm car. The outer door lock to the building was smashed 

asunder and she easily let herself into the foyer. She was forced into the 

shadows as a comely woman wearing a woolen coat stepped out from the 

arriving lift. Tabby felt for the steel craft knife, which was tucked into 

the top of her stocking. Fortunately the woman passed without noticing her. 

She knew which flat it was and she was soon rapping lightly at the door. 

The door slowly opened and Tabby reacted at speed. Pushing the door hard 

against the opener, she grasped the startled Ghost by the scruff of her 

clothing. She pushed the blade up to her throat. 

¢Tabby? Tabby, whaté what are you doing?£ managed The Ghost before 

she fainted.  

Tabby dragged the semiconscious form inside and closed the door behind 

her.  

¢This was much easier than I thought,£ she crowed to herself out loud. 

The spluttering gas ring was yet to warm up the room and Tabby could 

see her vapor breath as she struggled heavily inward. She summoned up all 

that was left of her strength and hoisted The Ghost up onto a single dining 

chair ¤ the room was Spartan to say the least. The Ghost looked thinner 

than she had thought her face almost gaunt. She had only ever seen her 

under the irregular lamplight of the back streets where she worked. 

Notwithstanding that the room was brightly lit, it smelt of damp and mildew 

grew on the threadbare carpet that stuck to her soles as she went. She 

never thought that it would be like this. She roughly pulled the colorful 
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scarf from around The Ghost¡s neck and made to tie it around her thin 

wrists as she pulled them to the back of the chair. She jumped back in 

horror. She fell to her knees as if in prayer. 

¢No, no, noé£ 

She heard the baby cry in the next room.  

¢My babyé it must be hungry,£ she uttered in a rational tone. 

 She hurriedly secured The Ghost to the chair with the scarf.  She 

brushed aside her hair and kissed her gently on the cheek. 

 

 She soon scooped the baby up into her arms and held it close to her 

breast. Its cheeks where chubby and red ¤ a noisy electric heater well kept 

the chill at bay in the nursery. A book of nursery rhythms sat on a chair 

and a bundle of knitting lay to the side. She could hear moaning from the 

other room. The Ghost panicked as the baby was brought before her. 

 ¢Don¡t hurt my baby, please,£ She tearfully begged. 

  ¢Call yourself a Mother,£ Tabby raged. ¢How could you leave this poor 

little mite all alone?£ 

 ¢I didn¡té. my motheré£ 

 ¢éOut getting your next fix, were you? Sucked a syphilitic cock for a 

bag of brown, did we?£  

  ¢Just let me have my babyé£ 

 ¢You don¡t deserve her.£ She said as she exposed her breast.  

 ¢You bitch. I¡ll fucking kill you if you harm my child!£ 

 ¢Brave words from a smack head tied to a chair.£ 

 The Ghost inhaled deeply. ¢I don¡t do drugs anymore ¤ I¡ve been clean 
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for nearly a year.£ 

 ¢You are still dirtyé you are bad. You fed this babe sour milk£ 

The baby wriggled in her arms and held her hands out towards her Mother. 

 ¢See, she wants me. Let her go, pleaseé£ 

Her words died as the blade did its job once more. 

 

 She felt no guilt and no remorse. Blood probably tastes the same 

whether good or bad.  

 She threw the dead baby to the floor. 

 

Rock-a-bye, baby, 

In the tree top, 

When the wind blows, 

The cradle will rock. 

 

The End 

 

Bio: He graduated from Derby University last year with creative writing as his minor. He has a couple of 

stories published locally in the East Midlands. 
 

  

 

Turnpike  
By Shells Walter 
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Darkness came quickly. Shadows trickled onto the sidewalk as if the sun 
never went down, so bold that the naked eye could see them. They flew 
past houses made of brick, old, traditional style houses from the 1940¡s. 
One house at a time they flew by waiting for the next person to die. 
 
The shadows¡ faces were dark and not seen easily. Yet, faces made-up of 
all the souls they took. One by one, the souls swirled in the faces, 
screaming with fear, but trapped forever. Each night these shadows circled 
the small town of Haversville.  
 

*** 
 
Sara, a journalist from a neighboring city came to Haversville to 
investigate the disappearances of several residents that occurred in the 
past two months. The town seemed quite, like nothing had recently 
happened. She parked her old escort in front of the General Grocery Store. 
Getting out, her hand brushed past her forehead, sweat dripping down. The 
weather in Haversville was hot. 
 
She opened the door that creaked loudly. An older man dressed in overalls 
and a plaid shirt greeted her as she walked in. 
 
¢Hello, can I help you?£ His voice sounded friendly enough to Sara and 
she smiled. 
 
¢Hi, I was just here toé£ She stopped herself thinking that a small town 
might not be too welcoming to a stranger from a newspaper investigating 
their town.  
 
¢Yes?£ The man said confused. 
 
¢I was stopping through, am pretty new to this area and was wondering if 
you could tell me the closest hotel?£ 
 
 
 
 
¢We don¡t have hotels here.£ He looked at her. His eyes fierce, yet 
somehow a friendly sparkle remained. 
 
¢Oh, I¡m sorry I had no idea.£ She looked around the store. 
 
¢We do have a small inn located four miles south of the store here. I¡m 
sure Margie would love to have new visitors.£ 
 
¢Four miles south you say?£ She looked outside at the clouds that were 
starting to turn black. 
 
¢I¡d say miss, you may want to get a going. Storms here are not easy to 
drive in.£ Sara nodded. She turned once again to thank the man and headed 
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back to her car. Looking up she saw the clouds moving quicker. Quickly she 
turned the key in the ignition and headed to the inn. 
 
The inn seemed deserted. Shutters were falling off the windows and the 
grass was long. She parked her car on the gravel lot. Getting out she 
looked at the old building. 
 
¢Up keep must be really good here,£ she said to herself softly. Walking 
up to the old wooden door, she turned the rusty knob and walked in. Stairs 
were leading to an upstairs where  
 
Rooms were located for guests. An old woman who wore a dress torn on the 
bottom walked slowly from the corner room and up to the front desk. 
 
¢We don¡t like strangers in our town.£ 
 
¢I¡m sorry I was just passing through and needed a place to stay.£ The 
woman scowled, said something under her breath and stared at Sara. 
 
¢If it¡s for one night, fine, but you leave this town soon after. You hear 
me?£ 
 
¢Um, sure, I understand.£ Sara frowned. The woman gave her an old brass 
key with the number six on it and pointed upstairs. Sara nodded and 
carefully stepped on the broken stairs. The hallway was dusty and brown. 
She looked around at the other doors that were smoke stained, turned 
around and unlocked her door. 
 
Inside a broken wooden chair and an old desk, a bed, was all she saw. She 
threw down her purse on the desk and sat down on the bed. Pushing down 
with her hand, she felt the rock-hardness of an old mattress. Sara sighed. 
She looked at the window curtains that were brown and lacey. Not what she 
was use to staying in, but things with this town didn¡t seem normal 
anyways. 
 
 
The wind howled at the window, which startled and caused her to stare out 
the pane glass. She got up and moved closer to the window to look out at 
the storm. A shadow blazed by the  
 
 
 
window. Sara blinked her eyes. She thought she saw something but she 
wasn¡t sure. Pulling back the curtains, she tried to look outside more. 
All she saw was darkness, clouds moving fast, and droplets of rain hitting 
the window. 
 
The shadow hovered right above where the window started. Sara thought 
about opening the window to check closer, but the storm was getting worse. 
She stood back and thought some more. The journalist in her wanted to know 
what was out there. Moving forward to the window, she opened it. The 
howling of the wind and the rain brushed past her face and soaked her 
hair. She looked down outside. 
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Being only on the second floor, she could easily jump out to the ground. 
Pushing through the window, she fell to the ground with a thud. She wiped 
her pants off and stood up. Sara looked around, unknown to her that the 
shadow lurked right above her. A rotten smell came to her nose and she 
shook her head to try to avoid it. She looked up and saw something black, 
but could not make it out fully because of the hard rain. 
 
The shadow made a gurgling noise. A noise Sara heard. Fear grasped her 
breath and for a split moment, she thought she would die. She ran, ran as 
fast as possible past the inn to her car. If nothing else she could drive 
out of this town and forget she was ever here. The ground was wet from the 
rain making it slippery. She fell several times trying to slosh her way 
through the grass. The shadow flew overhead, never lowering itself, but 
always just above her. 
 
The sound never left it. As she ran, all she could hear was that constant 
gurgling, signaling the approach of whatever that thing was. Finally, she 
got to her car, stepped in and tried the key in the ignition. The car 
tried but did not turn over. 
 
¢Come on!£ She yelled, but nothing happened. The shadow hovered above her 
front windshield. She looked up and saw its face. All the souls swirled 
deep within its black cover. Sara screamed, but sat frozen at the shock of 
it. The shadow gurgled again, but did not move forward at her. She 
gathered herself and just tried to make out its face. Still scared, she 
tried to move forward without shaking this thing up. 
 
The shadow with all its souls stood staring back, flying still above her 
windshield. She hesitated, but opened her car door and got out. The shadow 
flew right to her face. Sara gasped and stood frozen in fear. As the 
shadow was right by her face, it stopped its gurgling and just stared at 
her. 
 
Sara looked back and then with all she could muster yelled at it. 
 
¢What is it you want!?£ 
 
The shadow said nothing at first and then instead of a gurgling noise it 
spoke. 
 
 
¢I am but one of many.£ The voice was deep and echoic. 
 
¢One of what many?£ She asked. 
 
¢Many of those that shall pay.£ Sara stared at the faces of those that 
were lost, souls taken by this particular shadow. 
 
¢Who will pay?£ 
 
¢This place, these humans.£ 
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¢Why?£ 
 
¢They cause death.£ 

 
¢Who caused death?£ The shadow posed one of its shadowy fingers in the 
right direction. Sara followed its hand. Where the shadow pointed was the 
turnpike. Trees swayed back and forth from the storm. She was hardly able 
to make out anything there. Yet, she followed where the shadow had 
pointed. Walking, she pushed her bangs from her forehead. Soaked, she kept 
walking toward the road. 
 
She stopped when she saw more of the creatures like the one that talked to 
her. They were flying around the turnpike, swarming like locusts. Sara 
walked further, closer to where the rest of the shadows were. The gurgling 
noise was loud. Many shadows hovered above the road staring down at her. 
She looked up. Taking a deep breath, she continued on, but fell a pull on 
her leg. 
 
Sara screamed and tried to pull her leg from whatever was holding it. She 
looked down at a rotted hand grabbing on to her ankle, trying to pull her 
underneath the road. Pulling seemed no use and Sara fell onto the street¡s 
surface. The hand dragged her and she started to feel the street 
surrounding her body. Her screams becoming muffled from strain.  
 
The shadows kept flying overhead, watching as the hand pulled Sara further 
and further down. She clawed at the top of the asphalt that now surrounded 
her chest. Fingernails digging  
 
into the surface, bleeding, chipping, as she struggled to maintain some 
kind of hold. She started to slip further down when something suddenly 
grabbed her hand and started pulling her back up. Startled, but in a sense 
relieved, she didn¡t fight it. 
 
Finally pulled back up to the surface, she stood shaking, trying to 
regain her composure. A man stood in front of her, cloaked in black with a 
strange wide brimmed hat, eyes dark, yet visible. Sara stood staring at 
him, trying to speak, but the man spoke first. 
 
¢You should not be here. You are not from here.£ 
 
 
 
¢Ié Well, Ié£ He gestured up to the shadows flying overhead and they 
flew away from the road. 
 
¢This road, this turnpike is not for you.£ 
 
¢Then who?£ Her voice and body still shaking.  
 
¢For them.£ He pointed back to the town. Sara looked back. 
 

 
¢Why?£ 
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¢They cause death, death takes them back.£ She stood confused, shocked and 
frozen in place with fear. 
 
¢Caused death?£ She repeated the question as if he never said anything. 
 
¢Killed little ones, here, this road.£ 
 
¢Killed, you mean children?£ He nodded and pointed down at the road¡s 
surface. She stood looking down at the road.  
 
¢Death took them because of them. They were not ready for death. Death did 
not want them yet.£ 
 
¢But how, how did they kill them?£ 
 
¢Through play, through grass, building. It became death.£ 
 
¢Play, was this a playground before, or where children played?£ He nodded 
again. 

 
¢Poison, black cloud, destroyed little ones.£ He looked down. 
 
¢Poison, chemicals?£ She asked, but was also thinking out loud. 
 
¢Poison, yes, little ones die.£  
 
She remembered in her research about this town that a chemical plant was a 
big business for a while, shut down for undisclosed reasons. Given the 
situation, she didn¡t have her map with her. Thinking to herself and more 
calmed than she was, the chemical plant was probably located right by 
this road, except at the time it was not a road, but maybe a park.  
 
 
¢The road was built over the play area?£ The man nodded yes. Her eyes 
widened in shock. The town had built a road over the play area to cover 
the evidence. The people that were disappearing, from what she had read, 
were people that were here during the time. Those people disappearing 
because of what happened with the plant and the children. 
 
¢Little ones down below.£ Once again he pointed to the street. She looked 
down. The children must have been buried here. 
 
¢Buried here, graves here?£ She asked. The man shook his head no.  
 
¢How canéhow can they be down there?£ A thought came to her just as she 
asked that. ¢They were just covered over?£ She stood back from the man. 
The shock of what she just thought made her loose her balance. The man 
looked up and nodded yes. 
 
¢All this time, children under here, dead and the town knew this and did 
this?£ The man nodded again. 
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¢You must leave, this is not for you. You know now, must go.£ Sara nodded, 
but asked one final question. 
 
¢But, who are you, why do you stay?£ 
 
¢I am Death¡s keeper. I am here for little ones. I help give back life.£ 
 
¢By taking the people from this town?£ He nodded. 
 
¢Leave, now, this not for you.£ He pointed to the city close by. ¢Go 
there, that is for you.£ She looked at the nearby city, walking it would 
take her two hours. Sara looked at the man once more and nodded. She 
started to walk slowly, making sure the man or the shadows would not 
follow. Cautiously, she looked back. The man was no longer there and the 
shadows had disappeared. 
 

*** 
 

Several days later Sara was sitting at a local dinner and reading the 
newspaper. After the incident at Haversville, she had quit her job as an 
investigative reporter. The rumors still flew about that town located in 
the middle of nowhere, people still missing and never found. She knew she 
would never return to that place, that town or to that turnpike. Drinking 
her cup of coffee, she happened to glance up. A man wearing a black 
overcoat and a wide brimmed hat noticed her and tipped his hat forward in 
acknowledgement. He was gone in an instant. 
 
 

 

 

 

Old Lady Eldridge  
By Brandon Earl Hooks 

 
  

 

     Devon Penny and Blaine Roby lived on Dubuque Street in the Gunter 

Grove neighborhood. Unfortunately, for old lady Eldridge, so did she; and 

she was about to become the next victim of the boys¡ cruel pranks. Devon 

and Blaine were known throughout the Gunter Grove community as pranksters, 

and hard-core troublemakers. Their track record of activity was astounding 

when it came to the elderly. Any chance they could get, they trespassed, 
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rang doorbells, and threw rocks at houses. They escaped detection from the 

police every time. Parents forbid their children to associate with the 

hoodlums, forcing Devon and Blaine to have no friends, and to cherish one 

another. 

 The boys¡ favorite pranks included wrapping a house with toilet 

paper, or spray-painting the windows. When they were lucky enough to get 

hold of them, they set off firecrackers, waking the whole neighborhood. 

Ms. Eldridge of Dubuque Street was next on their list of elderly 

harassment.  

  The old lady lived all alone most of her adult life, and now three 

scrawny cats were her only companions. Perhaps it was self reliance which 

enabled her to keep active well into her nineties. Each day, her familiar 

figure, still upright and without the support of a cane, scurried the 

length of Dubuque Street, laden with shopping bags. This furthered their 

cause to terrorize her. The one thing they were in agreement on was that 

they despised the elderly, and this one was fresh meat for their 

undertaking. She lived in the establishment alone, and without a man 

protecting her honor.    

    

 There wasn¡t a call for violence against her. The mission was easy 

and painless; make her aware of who ran the neighborhood. There method for 

achieving this outcome was to knock on her backdoor many times, and insult 

her with the vilest words possible. When this was done, they would hide in 

her storage shed, a structure that stood in solitude within the closed in, 

but well kept backyard.  

 Typically old ladies like Ms. Eldridge lived in ramshackle, 
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neglected properties, like the one across the road from her superior 

abode. However, this singular old lady had bought and maintained a 

prestigious home with neat paint-work and tidy gardens. It was her 

retirement savings that did this for her. She worked many years of her 

adult life as CEO of an explosive, worldwide, law firm. Within two years 

of her retirement, she¡d accumulated a vast fortune through the use of an 

IRA savings account. It was obvious that she didn¡t see the need to put 

any of the money into her looks. She kept it saved and decided the riches 

outweighed the need to do something about the level of her comeliness. I 

can attest to you how unattractive Ms. Eldridge was by the actions of one 

particular neighbor when she was seen outside for the first time tending 

to her rose bushes. A neighbor running into the house as if a tornado was 

barreling towards him is a solid, reasonable depiction of her incapability 

to show the world a beautiful woman.   

     There were certain, concentrated parts of the house that fed her 

obsession. She washed the purple drapes that hung in the window frames 

twice a day! She seemed to nurture a fear of robbery, as was evident when 

she was continuously observed pulling at the bars on her windows like a 

mad-woman trying to escape from her own house. The front door was black, 

and so it remained, even after the weather had delivered punishment on its 

color and texture over the years. When it showed signs of dying into a 

light, dirty, brown, she would simply take out the old Sherwin Williams 

paint bucket, and drive the brush over the door with a fresh coat of 

black. The huge rose bushes flourished every day, singing its music to the 

world, and to old lady Eldridge¡s lonely heart. 

 For three days during the week of the promised attack, the boys 



 

23 

 

watched her house. When the fourth night arrived, Ms. Eldridge was gone. 

Her driveway was vacant. Maybe she was shopping for groceries. They 

thought amongst themselves. The entire day had gone by, and she never 

returned. They were too excited and carefree at heart to really pay 

attention to the fact that it was after 1:00 am on Friday morning when she 

finally returned home. 

 They met each other Friday night by the street light at the edge of 

the crippled, abandoned house across the street from Ms. Eldridge¡s 

dwelling. It was ten forty five, and all lights were off in the old 

lady¡s house. They ran like marathon contenders to her backyard, and 

stopped at the back door. A gentle breeze tickled them as they stood at 

the door that divided an antisocial, old lady from the world.   

  

 There was silence behind the back door when they walked up to it, and 

then one of the cats whined softly, thrusting them backwards as if they 

had seen the old lady¡s face for the first time. Then something else 

happened that stilled the currents of their blood. There were slow, heavy 

footsteps approaching the door. One stepé two stepsé a third stepé and 

silence.  

 The cat screeched in anger as a loud thump pounded the floor. Devon 

held his chest, hoping he could slow the pounding of his heart.  

    

 

            

 Blaine whispered to Devon, ¢Pssss, get ready to run to the shed. I¡m 

gonna knock ten, hear me, ten times. When I finish knocking run as fast as 
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ya can. I will stand here and wait until she turns the knob. Then I will 

catch up with ya.£  

 Devon said nothing.  

 ¢Hey, don¡t ya be an ole wuss like ya were a couple weeks ago when 

the ole man pulled the gun out on us for trespassing and rolling his 

house.£  

 Devon nodded his head and said, ¢Okay, jus knock on the door so we 

can get this over with. I hate the way I feel about this. Ole ladies scare 

the shit out of me!£ 

 Blaine covered his mouth and chuckled. Devon stood away from the 

door, and prepared to make a run for the shed. Before Blaine could even 

conceive of knocking on the door, something occurred that almost forced 

Devon to heave. The old lady was talking to her cats! Her tone was sad and 

weary, and each time she spoke, the cats howled as if in answer.  

 ¢How could that young man do such a thing to me, my darlings? How 

could he physically violate me like that? He is a heathen destined for 

the pits of Hades.£ 

 Blaine could feel a scream begin to form. Before he could unleash it, 

he pounded on the door ten times. Devon darted towards the shed as if his 

very own life depended on it. He shut the door enough to where he could 

still see the back door. Blaine stood there waiting for Ms. Eldridge¡s 

arrival. Devon shut the door and sighed. 

 ¢Hey, ya ole turkey! Let¡s see yer ugly face!£ Blaine antagonized.  

           

   Man, it is hot in here! Devon thought.  

 A long time passed, and all was silent. Blaine was still at the door 
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waiting to play the joke.  

 Geez, what was taking the old lady so long? He thought.  

 He felt himself getting hotter by the minute. A breath of wind, like 

a thief in the night, slapped the storage shed, causing him to jolt, and 

sending a ringing throughout the structure.  Preceding this came the sound 

of soft footsteps, like someone slowly walking through a yard of leaves.  

 Well, it is about time, dumb ass! His thoughts screamed as Blaine 

walked instead of running to the shed.  

 Typical Blaine; can¡t even follow his own plans! He thought. 

 There was a dead silence as the footsteps ceased.  

 What was he doing? 

 He thrusts open the door, and before him was The Grin! It was not the 

type of grin where the person is thinking, I¡ve got you right where I want 

you now! No, this was the type of facial display where this person was 

preparing to delight themselves over a brutal murder. This type of person 

wanted to see their victim witness a small glimmer of eternal hell, and 

they wanted to be the one to make it happen! This was old lady Eldridge, 

the woman rumored to be lonely, but harmless. She now stood before Devon. 

In her right hand was a sword that he was all too familiar with. It was a 

16th century Renaissance Sword. It was a deadly sword he had read about a 

couple years back while surfing the internet during his unhealthy 

obsession over swords. This time the  

           

sword was no longer the object of his fascination. Instead it was an 

object of horror, a long piece of European metal bathed in Blaine¡s blood. 

She held his corpse up with the sword. Saliva dripped off her milky, white 
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teeth as she uncoiled her enormous tongue and wiggled it.  

 My God, what was this thing, or should I dare even call her a woman?! 

He thought, as he was too paralyzed to wake the neighborhood with his 

screams. 

 Nothing else in the world mattered but that smile! He couldn¡t 

remember if he even caught a full glimpse of her body. He knew that she 

must have been skeletal in her frame; by the way the corner of his eye 

captured her. There was a stream of white hair that flowed from her head, 

but his pounding heart had an intimate relationship with one thing; the 

smile! Her black eyes and cold blooded grin did all the talking, and that 

was enough to cause Devon¡s heart to beat the walls of his chest. Her grin 

spread further and saliva dripped as if she were a famished animal, 

hurting for Devon¡s blood.    

 Blaine¡s face was pulled downward and apart as if a monstrous hand 

had pushed out of his throat and was stretching the mouth to escape. All 

his facial bones and nerves were shattered. His face remnants consisted of 

a cross between unimaginable horror and unprecedented shock at what had 

been done to him by such a harmless lady.    

 Devon watched as she threw Blaine¡s corpse on top of the shed. She 

approached him with growing speed. As she stood at the door before Devon, 

she spit and cursed him. This time around her voice was weary.  

  

 ¢Young man, may I ask what you are doing in my yard this time of 

nighté hmmm?£ She asked as if she were just an annoyed old lady.  

 Devon fell to the side and hit the wall. 

 Ms. Eldridge grabbed him by the shirt and said, ¢Young mané hey!£ 
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 She slapped him across the cheek. 

 ¢Hey, I¡m talking to you! What are you doing in my yard?£ 

 Devon struggled to find the words, ¢Ié£ 

 ¢I asked your friend up there the same question and he had the same 

answer. Well, I had to just answer for him I guess.£ 

 She held up the long, bloody, European metal and gave it an adoring 

look. 

 ¢These ere such nice, fancy weapons, wouldja say? Perfect for the 

disposal of heathen children.£ She asked as she transferred the blade of 

the sword to Devon¡s throat. His heart pounded louder. Eldridge¡s ears 

pricked up like a dog hearing the sound of food hitting his bowl. Ever 

since she was raped by the bipolar 16-year old boy, her insanity had 

given her permission to hear everything! Now, her ears were in tuned to 

the pounding of his heart.  

    

            

 ¢Calm down there, young fella.£ She said. ¢Yer soul is gonna be so 

stretched with terror before I can shove this sword into yer heart.£ She 

said. ¢What good would it do me to try and touch that heart when it is 

cold, scared, and barely functioning?£ 

 ¢Ié I don¡t know.£ Devon said.  

 She lifted his chin up and stared into his eyes. 

 ¢Hey, it won¡t hurt that bad. I will make it a painless death. 

Promise.£ 

 ¢Please don¡t kill me. I won¡t tell anybodyé. promise!£ He cried.  

 Ms. Eldridge¡s mood suddenly changed. It went from cold blooded lack 
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of remorse to vicious. Her face was dark with a contorted snare. 

 ¢Yer not gonna tell anybody, huh? Now, let¡s see if I have this 

correct. You and yer friend up there come trespassing into my backyard, 

wanting to play a joke on me, which by the way would never work to begin 

with. 

 While she spoke she took the sword and pointed it to the back of the 

storage unit. Devon looked back and noticed the frame of a skeleton like 

body lying face down. The frame was youth-like in size. His heart raced 

so fast it managed to skip beats. 

 She smiled again. 

 ¢Yes sir. That was the last youngion to try and outsmart me. Foolish 

boy!£ She said.  

    

            

 ¢So, anyways, you and yer friend up there want to trespass on my 

property, and you say that you¡re not gonna tell anybody what I have 

done!£ 

 She stretched her neck and faced him as if she were preparing to 

plant a kiss on his lips. The irony of her pleasant smelling breath was 

tremendous.  

 ¢My boy, you will be the one that will be going to jury. I just did 

what I had to do with an unruly boy.£ 

 Devon couldn¡t scream. Even the sight of another murdered boy 

couldn¡t help him with it. He felt pale and weak. He never thought a 

person could literally be scared to the point of death, but it looked 

like he was the exception to the rule. 
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 She withdrew her head from his face and pointed the sword at the area 

of his chest. 

 ¢I think I will shove it right there.£ She said with a wink. 

 His heart beat louder and he felt weaker. He didn¡t care anymore. If 

she was going to do it, she needed to get it over with. His heart couldn¡t 

slow down from the brink of destruction. It had been pumping its terror-

stricken blood for what seemed forever. The adrenaline racing through his 

body kept him alive a little bit longer. 

 Ms. Eldridge quickly withdrew the blade and looked towards the 

driveway. 

 ¢Did you hear that?£ She asked. 

 The sound of car doors slamming relieved him a little bit, but not 

long enough, when he realized that whoever was out there was in terrible 

danger. The old lady¡s eyes rolled back in her head as she stretched her 

neck to see who was visiting this time of hour. 

 ¢Sssshhh!£ She whispered to Devon as she scurried away from the shed 

and into the darkness towards the back door. The visitors were police 

officers.     

      ¢Hey, new guy. We¡re just gonna try and ask this person here if they 

know anything about the robbery that took place around this area a week 

and a half ago. I know it¡s late, but tomorrow I¡m off, and the sergeant 

wants me to feel you in on how we question citizens who might know 

something about a crime in the area.£ The chief officer said.  

 ¢Affirmative.£ The rookie responded. They knocked on the front door. 

The shadow of the old lady turned and flailed in the dark near the back 

door. Devon¡s head ached, and sweat saturated his palms. 
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 It is a perfect time for me to get the hell out of dodge! He thought, 

but it was just that, wishful thinking that couldn¡t come to reality 

because he was paralyzed by the events playing out.  

 It was as if he¡d been chained and couldn¡t move. The tides of blood 

in his stomach seemed to be sloshing around, as he felt his bowels move. 

He bent down and gripped at his buckling knees.     

  

 Must not have a panic attack! His mind screamed as if shouting at 

himself would somehow alleviate the doubt that was there. Hell yeah I was 

going to have an attack!  

    

           

 My best friend lay dead above me while I stand here in these four 

walls of searing hell, worrying myself to death over two cops whose fates 

will be sealed by their own blood if I don¡t do something to stop it!  

 The quiet night returned, and time passed by. A dog howled in the 

distance. 

 God, just let me die! His thoughts screamed again. 

 What followed next was the sound of a door slamming in the house. 

Trees bending slightly under the influence of a coming storm preceded 

screams from inside her house, like the cries of a tormented soul in hell 

trying to get the Almighty God to hear them all the way from the glory of 

heaven. Devon retrieved what was remaining of his strength, and flung open 

the door in a last attempt at escape. He ran into the throat of the night 

with a certain knowledge that would terrorize him for the rest of his 

life. He left behind two souls that didn¡t know anything about the evil 
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that lurked in the mind and heart of a lonely, violated, misunderstood 

woman. 

 Devon was diagnosed with severe schizophrenia and paranoia. He was 

the patient at Bryce Mental Hospital in Tuscaloosa, Alabama, where his 

parents visited him frequently. Over time he made progress and began to 

forget about the events that occurred that night. He thought about Blaine 

a lot, and wished he was still alive so that they could carry on their 

destructive pranks. Kids will be kids, the old saying goes, and these two 

boys were pure kids, immature, and reckless. 

 Ms. Eldridge escaped jail time for the murders on substantial proof 
of her insanity. She was institutionalized as a result, and would remain 
there. Devon never knew he could cry like a screaming baby, when one night 
he awoke to the door slamming, and seeing the Grin at the foot of his bed. 
He wasn¡t sure if he¡d caught a full glimpse of her body, though.   

 
 
 

HALLOWEõEN JACK 
by Richard Pitaniello 

 

 

Hallowe'en.  The sky had smoldered black and there was no moon to 

shine, but hundreds of streetlights glowed orange, highlighting the 

steady drizzle, flashing off wet concrete and puddles.  Water thick and 

dark as mud streamed along each side of the street, carrying cigarette 

butts and twigs and leaves into the gurgling throats of storm sewers.  

There were some empty houses crumpling in on themselves.  A brick wall 

ran the length of the street, the bricks black in the harsh orange light, 

the pale mortar showing up like a grid.  

The two high school girls walked the deserted street alone, one 
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gorgeous movie star, one repulsive monster, each eighteen but still 

trick-or-treating even if they were way too old.  Tilly Park swung her 

plastic bag into the other girl's head, making candy rattle and crack.  

She called:  "You're a liar, Brit Twit!" 

Emma McHallen crossed her arms and pulled her lower lip down, 

showing teeth, nice teeth that all but glowed white against her dark 

face-paint.  Her glasses clung to one ear, and drops of water on the 

lenses flared orange.  "Don't call me that," she said in a thick British 

accent.  "Jack would get crazy-mad if he heard you." 

Tilly swung the candy bag in front of her then stuck out both arms 

like a scarecrow.  Some of her dark hair caught on the sleeve of her 

dress and stuck to her wrist.  Her trick-or-treat bag dangled from her 

wrist, crinkling.  It was just a painfully bright orange shopping bag, 

now filled with enough candy to weight down her arm.  Tilly said:  "You 

don't know Hallowe'en Jack.  Nobody knows Jack.  He doesn't exist." 

"I do too know him," Emma muttered.  She pointed both of her feet at 

Tilly, which she'd heard meant you were focusing all your attention on 

somebody else.   

Tilly didn't seem to notice.  "How could you know Jack?" she asked 

Emma, dropping her arms to her sides.  "Kids look for him every 

Hallowe'en and can't find him--like they can't find Santa Claus because 

Santa's a fake." 

Emma straightened her glasses and turned her face down, tilting her 

eyes up so she was looking over her glasses.  She knew that was an 

intimidating look, and with her green and brown face it was more so.  "He 

exists.  I see him every Hallowe'en," she told Tilly.  "He's from Britain 
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too."  Then she added:  "We're sweethearts." 

"Oh, sweet 'arts you say," Tilly said, mocking her accent.  "You're 

lying, Brit Twit," Tilly insisted, combing her hair with her fingers, 

pulling the wet strands apart.  "This isn't Valentine's Day," she pointed 

out. 

Emma lifted her head.  Her glasses flashed orange again, and some of 

her blonde hair was sticking to her face.  "I know," she said.  "He can't 

come back on Valentine's Day.  He only comes back on Hallowe'en." 

A car drove by, its headlights glazing both girls with yellow.  They 

stood still, their shadows swinging across the brick wall behind them.   

Then the car and its yellow lights were gone.  The girls were alone 

again, and everything was dark and orange.  Both of them were still 

scowling. 

Finally, Emma spoke:  "You can see him for yourself," she told 

Tilly.  "He'll be here soon.  And he won't like you." 

Tilly snorted.  "Twit, get the legends straight.  Jack doesn't just 

come right out to see people," Tilly argued.  "You have to find him.  

Everybody knows that." 

Emma looked down again.  A leaf was sailing past them in the stream 

at the edge of the street, twirling.  The water was as thick and dark as 

pureed cherries, but it smelled rancid rather than sweet.  Emma looked 

back up at Tilly.  Drizzle was collecting on Emma's face and her green 

and brown makeup was melting together, making her look even nastier.  

"He's coming," she insisted. 

Tilly frowned.  "Emma, Jack doesn't come to you.  You have to follow 

his light and find him." 
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Emma raised both eyebrows.  "Light?" she asked.  "What light?" 

Tilly paused.  "The lantern he carries.  He always carries a 

lantern." 

"No he doesn't," Emma said. 

"Of course he does," Tilly said.  "Don't you know the story?  Jack 

was too bad a person to go to Heaven, but he tricked Satan and got kicked 

out of Hell--so now he wanders the Earth with a lantern each Hallowe'en." 

Emma paused, said:  "Oh.  That's not the Jack I'm talking about.  My 

Jack didn't get out of Hell." 

"What?" 

"The Devil only lets him out on Hallowe'en," Emma explained.  "It's 

his favorite holiday." 

"Who are you talking about?" Tilly asked.  "There isn't another Jack 

who comes out on Hallowe'en." 

"Yes there is," Emma said.  Then she pointed past Tilly.  "He's 

standing right behind you," she told her. 

Tilly snorted again... 

...and then she gasped when a shadow blocked out the orange 

streetlight.  She spun around and saw a man standing there:  tall, 

clothed in black, obsidian eyes glinting in the dark, the long knife in 

his hand flashing orange. 

Emma just folded her arms, shifted her weight to one leg.  "This is 

Jack, Jack Ripper," she explained.  "And he doesn't like you." 

Emma wanted to explain that she didn't much like Jack, which he'd 

taken a shine to her years ago even if he was way too old for Emma, and 

now she couldn't get rid of him so she didn't try anymore. 
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But Tilly was shrieking so loud that she would never have heard 

Emma's words.  She probably didn't even hear the sound of her blood 

vessels snapping with a pop when Jack ripped out her heart and held it 

high, letting the blood reach down his arm. 

Emma sighed.  The police would be here soon and she was eager to be 

gone by then, but she knew if she didn't give Jack a kiss he wouldn't 

leave her alone all night.  He'd follow her and hound her and bring her 

scarlet flowers and candy...and hearts, lots of hearts, harvested from 

anyone within reach.  No, she knew.  One dead girl is enough. 

So she just smiled, wiping the dripping face-paint off her mouth.  

Then she stood up on her toes and kissed Jack on the cheek when he bent 

down.  He dropped Tilly's heart in Emma's fabric trick-or-treat bag.  The 

bottom turned dark, began dripping onto the street, drops of blood mixing 

with the streams running at the edge of the roads, gurgling down the 

sewer.  "Thanks," she whispered to her Hallowe'en sweetheart. 

Then Jack faded away, leaving Emma alone in the drizzle.  Their date 

was over for another year, and so was trick-or-treating. 

THE END 

 

 
 

RIP CORD  
By Terry Larson  

 

Greg sat silently in the fully loaded Cessna turbine Aircraft. Most 

of the other recreational parachutists were shouting over the engine 

noise about their upcoming jumps. Some were fretting about their first 

jump, others were bragging about their past experiences. Greg didn¡t 
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engage in the conversation. Instead, he was busy thinking about his 

dismal life. His first bad memory: Jason Kinsley, the mean little kid 

down the street who had chased him home the initial day both of them had 

gone to school in the first grade. Jason caught him just fifty yards from 

his house and pushed him down into the gutter, muddying his new clothes. 

Less than ten minutes later his mother gave him a whipping with a sturdy 

tree branch when she saw the filth.    

 Why he would even bother remembering this seemed odd, as he was 

beaten countless times by this woman he called mother, not having any 

idea what a real mother was supposed to act like towards her children. 

She divorced his drunken father when he was three. Periodically, he would 

have a temporary father, someone who would be around for a week or so. 

Sometimes he had occasion to hate these men as much as his mother, who 

never seemed to have more than a moment for him. By the time he was 

eleven, his mother would sometimes disappear for two or three days, 

shacking up with someone across town.  

Looking at the distant ground, he thought about how his time spent in 

school wasn¡t much more pleasant. Changing schools, sometimes missing the 

first part of a term, he had much difficulty adjusting. He thought of 

when he enrolled into junior high school several weeks after school 

began. The principal told him to go to room 112 for his English lesson. 

Arriving early, some kid looped an apple at him. He deftly caught it and 

threw it back. The kid stepped away from its path to let it splatter on 

the floor just as the teacher entered the room. ¢Who made this mess with 

the apple?£ she asked.  

¢The new kid,£ came the answer from the thrower. This response 
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resulted in a whipping and an eventual ¢D£ for lack of effort in the 

course, as well as other unpleasantries for the remainder of the term. 

This was just another example of the unfairness of his life. 

Glancing out the port again, he studied the sky and earth below. A 

ripple of clouds above shielded his eyes but allowed the sun to 

illuminate the green rolling hills. He took a deep breath, feeling a 

momentary lifting of his spirit. But then he realized that it was a 

natural reaction to sensing the beauty of the world. He realized that 

this positive emotion could be the last he would experience. Only minutes 

before they would reach altitude for the jump, he wondered if he would 

have the guts to go through with his plan. It was a simple decision - 

either pull the rip cord or not after he jumped.  

Stretching his neck, his thoughts turned to when he was in high 

school. By then he had a severe case of inferiority complex. He trusted 

no one, least of all himself. He began smoking pot and drinking whenever 

he got the chance. He avoided girls, thinking he didn¡t want to end up 

with anyone like his mother. Before long, he had joined a gang, which 

made matters worse. At least his mother had quit disciplining him, being 

much too involved in trying to manage her own affairs, which now also 

involved drugs. 

One of the worst things he did, he thought, as he was momentarily 

distracted by a thunder cloud building on the westward horizon, was to 

quit high school after his junior year. He had already been working as a 

box boy in the supermarket two blocks away. He figured that now he would 

have time to find a good job and make some big bucks. Quitting his job 

and getting kicked out of his mother¡s house were disasters. He ended up 
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homeless for a couple of weeks until one of his few friends in high 

school offered him his couch and use of the kitchen if he supplied his 

own food.  

Greg looked at the swarm of cars on the freeway below. People coming 

and going, burning some of the last reserves of gas, polluting the air, 

many moving at jerky, slow paces as their cars headed for home after a 

boring day at work. Well, he was one of the lucky ones. His problems and 

the ones he was causing were going to soon end.  

His thoughts now turned to the two years he spent in jail for grand 

theft. At least he was able to have some money for a while and live like 

a real person. Paroled after two years, he vowed to try to become an 

honest person. He remembered how he managed to get a decent job as an 

electrician¡s aide. It was his friend, Bob, who he had lived with before 

going to jail, who helped him to get it. Yes, Bob, he thought, as he 

wiped the tear away from his face - my one real friend. What will Bob 

think . . . 

If only I hadn¡t married that slut. At least we didn¡t have any kids. 

He had often thought how his kids would have turned out. They would have 

his inferior genes, but worse yet, they would have his wife¡s. 

Fortunately, the marriage was over in ten months. Marion had been 

faithful those first months, but then she found herself a ¢real man£ as 

she said. Greg remembered how he had decided to kill the guy, but then he 

realized that, if anything, it was his wife that deserved to die. Once 

his anger subsided, he sued for divorce and tried to drown his sorrows in 

alcohol.  

He looked out the port again. The contrasting colors of the 
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topography below and the hues of the sky and few clouds were 

electrifying. They were real but his life was not, at least it didn¡t 

seem to be. Well, I¡ll change that, he thought. I will end this terrible 

life. No one will know that I¡ve killed myself. I just pull the rip cord 

a few feet from the ground. Everyone will think it was the failure of the 

parachute, not the mind of a crazy jerk.  

He then thought how he had made a comeback. He learned how to do 

adequate electrician¡s work, saved a little money, quit his heavy 

drinking, and became engaged to Susan, a wonderful woman. But then things 

again went sour. Two days ago, they had a horrific argument, which seemed 

to be over nothing. Susan tossed the engagement ring back at him in a fit 

of anger. It¡s always like this; everything with me always goes bad.  

His thoughts were interrupted by the words from the jumpmaster: 

¢Okay, guys, time to prepare to jump. Get ready . . . personnel stand 

up.£ 

Greg stood up, his heart quickening, his thoughts now incoherent. Can 

I do this? He wondered. Preparing for the jump was easy; he had made 

dozens of jumps in his lifetime.  He focused his mind on the commands of 

¢check equipment£ and ¢sound off for equipment check£. 

The last two commands of ¢stand in the door£ and ¢go£ sounded as if 

they came from a recurring dream.    

The sudden blast of cool air swarmed his body as Greg plummeted from 

the tailgate in a classic stomach-down arch. Everything felt normal 

except the pain in his neck competing for recognition with the rest of 

his body¡s response to the sudden change in environment. He must have 

twisted it when he leaped from the Cessna.  How ironic, he thought, 
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worrying over a twisted neck compared to the ultimate fate he had planned 

for his body and soul.  

In seconds, his body accommodated to the fall, his torso now pointing 

in the approximate direction of the earth 10,000 feet below. His mind now 

concentrated on his final planned act. The seconds ticked by slowly at 

first and then seemed to speed up, almost as fast as his increasing 

horror. Looking at his watch, he saw it was now 45 seconds after his jump 

from the Cessna. At 50 seconds, he had estimated, he would have to pull 

the rip cord if he was to continue to live. Instant panic hit him. ¢What 

do I do?£ he cried out as he saw the ground approaching. He counted the 

seconds, ¢47, 48, 49, and 50.£ His hand trembling, he pulled the cord. In 

horror, he realized that the chute did a cigarette roll, coming out as a 

streamer. He realized in that condition his earth-directed trajectory 

would not be slowed enough for a death-free impact.  In anguish he 

screamed, ¢no no, forgive me God£. His mind was now rational enough to 

know it was all over as the ground was just yards away.  

 

* * * 

 

The dreams were still whirling when Greg awoke. He couldn¡t separate 

them from reality. Surely his flight in the Cessna actually happened, 

¢but did I jump?£ he mumbled to himself. And if I did, what happened 

after that?  He opened his eyes and saw a nurse standing at the foot of 

the bed.  

¢I see you¡re awake, she said,£ smiling. ¢Don¡t worry, you¡re going 

to be fine. The worst thing you got out of it is a concussion. Those 
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bandages you¡ll find all over your body are mainly cuts and scratches 

from the branches.£ 

¢Cuts and scratches?£ Greg said, pulling his arms out from the covers 

to discover some bandages. ¢How did I get them?£ he mumbled, now 

realizing that he was under heavy medication.   

Looking worried, she said, ¢Don¡t you remember anything about your 

accident?£ 

As if a cloud was lifted from his mind, he remembered the cold air 

rushing past his body. ¢Yeah, now I do. But how in hell did I survive 

it?£ 

¢I really should let the doctor talk to you about this first, but 

your story is all over town. You fell into a big tree and somehow 

survived.£ 

 

* * * 

 

That afternoon, his memory fully recovered and his body better, Greg 

had an unexpected visitor.  

¢Hi, Greg, honey, how you feeling?£ 

Greg looked up into the sparkling blue eyes of whom he perceived 

belonged to the most beautiful woman in the world. ¢Susan . . . Susan, I, 

I¡m feeling much better now. I¡m so happy to see you.£ 

Susan bent down and gave Greg a meaningful kiss on his lips. ¢Honey, 

I¡m so sorry for my foolishness. I realized how stupid I was before I 

even read about your accident.£ 

Greg, smiling and no longer feeling any pain, thought to himself that 
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maybe, just maybe, his luck has changed.    

 

The End 

 

 
 

In His Own Time  
By: Carla Girtman 

 
The room faded into a tiny apartment and Nathaniel noticed he was a 
woman. The doorbell rang. 
 
¢Hey, sweet cheeks,£ an older Nathaniel leered, slamming the door 
behind him. ¢How about some fun?£ He unbuckled his pants. 
 
Nathaniel in his woman form scrambled to get away, but the man grabbed 
her ripping her dress and flung her to the floor. Searing pain jolted 
through her shoulder as he pinned her to the floor. She screamed, 
feeling her flesh give way, then tear with each piston thrust. 
 
Nathaniel unnerved by the last vision, remained defiant. ¢You can¡t 
break me.£  
 
¢It is not my intent to break you. Only to bring you to redemption.£ 
 
Nathaniel stared at the angel and saw his determination reflected.  
 
¢All are brought to redemption in their own time.£ 
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