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Have an opinion about something? Thery Have anything you would like to say
let us know. We are looking for strong | about the magame?
opinionated people that can talk the

most questionable subjects.
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Pure Opinion

Like a fist thrown towards a face, my opinion
here are not just loud and bold, but they resonate with what is right and wrong in the world today. These
opinions may not be shared by the managemeg but there is a degree of common thought.

So the other day | | am a big fan of | am a big videogame  Dear Demonic

tthptel_rtie”CIFd Someéhi” and have been since day one. Though it fanatic;play them almost Management,
o e s o=, its weak moments during the previou  every day, sometimes

anditstatedduring S €ason (season 2 ) _skippingwork an_d dinner | find your

the combinatonof was <cr eated dur i ng justtoreach ahigher website to be a

shitty acting and
retarded story telling
that made me believe
that kids would have
been better off making
this movie. The hell |
sat through was one
that was expected, it
wasnot | ik
hopeful. | sat with an
empty mind, throwig
out that the series has
becomeoverplayed
just for the sake of
producing more
money for the bigwigs.
It was Saw 5 my
friends and let me tell
you it sucked in more
ways than | could
describe to you.

It was retarded to evet
make another in the
first place. | felt bad
for the writers as it
seemed like they were
forcedinto the ordeal
by a convincingump
sum to work the tragic
hollow story into a
structure
possibly support itself.

Allow me to explain,
oh yes, there will be
spoil ers.
you a favor, trust me |
am.

The FBI agent is
played by the same
actor that plays in

Strike which affected everything in

level in those addicting

production The only thing thatwasleft RPG6s. Wit h
untouchedvereuntalentedassholes that  obligations coming up,
managed to suck enough producer cock there are things that |
get a showsch as Tila Tequila. That had have to do that are

to have been one of the worst moments « considered more
television setting aside thep riseof reality important, such as;
shows during the | school work, houskold
every other scripted show, had to adapt t cleaning, love making to
that change and finish a season earlier tt girlfriend and cleaing

hoped, It | would have to say it overcam
with the crazyshenaniganthat are
happening now.

Just like the first season, every episode
stacks another layer of questions on top
some hinted answers. For those that hav
yet to have seen the latest run | will éhol
back the tiny details and just say that a Ic
of stuff regarding to the first generation is
revealed.

| have found that the latest season is
building up very nicely, though some
characters seam kind of stuck in a sad, @
type of limbo. Mohinder foone, what they
hell happened to him? Why the whole G¢
t hing, | 6m sure th

What do youguysthink?

By Jamie Kindel
Response by Mr. Dedman
It is nice to see that you have a better hobby thar

some of the other horror writers dbere;l say this
because of the strange actswifrderand

the damn fish bowl.

| hate that, if | just by
accident let the fish swin
down the sink would tha
be bad of me?

My question to Demonic
Tomeis that you guys
are never on. You guys
are never on Xbox Live
and it bothered me for a
while, but perhapsau
might have a few
suggestions for me?

How can | become that
boring?

By Brandon Vale
Response by Kim

You referred to sex as if it wa
a burden for
want to bang your chick
anymore than just let her

major eyesore,
it hurts my brain
to even think
about the
pathetic attempt
at web coding
that composes
your site.

| offer you my
services
even make them
cheap for you.

By Jason White
Response by Bill

You coul d
said it better. You
want to know the
truth to all of this do
you?

The website was
designed by
collective minds, us.
None of uknow a
thing about it and
very little about
Dreamweaver, but
during the break
causeé by the
hurricang we began
to do some researct

Well, not me. | was
drinking in the dark
playing some fuckec
up games of
scrabble. You know
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Gilmore Girls ad
once my Girlfriend
pointed that out |
instantly labeled him. |
wanted to like his
character, but the
amount of crappy
acting that poured
from his mouth and
expression was
painful. It was one of
those movies where
they guy talks to
himself to express a
point. After seeingthat
I amcompletely okay
with the way CSI
expresses a tidbit of
police fact through a
group dialog over
something that should
have already been
known.

ThePlot devices are
BULLSHIT. They set
up the movie with
Jigsawds w
box of f#fAso
was ahuge box and
they never show what
was inside They never
use iteither They
could have left it out
and everything would
have been just as
magically crapy.

The Misson was
ruined completely
destroying the original
purpose of the story in
the first placeThe
original idea of the
movie from the
beginning was that
Jigsaw was trying to
teach the criminals a
lesson, which is
bullshit anyway but
keep rading, but his
apprentice killsthe
main guy just to save
his neck. That isra
asshole tactic and
seemed totally

cannibalisnthat took place in Mexico by thatofar k n o w

aspiring horror writer.

Not joking here is the link:
http://losangeles.broowaha.carticle.php?id=251¢€

I never had the chance to start the series from th
time it aired and acted by gut feeling when | bouc
Il 6m gl ad

the box

set s.

ended with me wanting another fix.

| have heard some things about the thirsse and
woul dnodt
it has already aired, but the scene where Ando gt
killed by Hiro was nice, followed by them chasing

it

the African.

be

a

spoi l

so that

to feel guilty about cheating
on you. Because that is majo
stress for her that your causir
by not being truthful to her.

Play your game, satisfy your
needs, but rdo
chick to cheat witbut guilt

and that is what you are doin
because while yoare playing
that game what is she doing?
Where is she going? And hav
you naotice her Texting more
often than usual.

These are not signs lfve;
they are signs of just the
opposite.

Your woman wants téucked
like crazy, every woman does
and those thatay the opposite
are liars are virgins. Probably
both. As a woman | can tell
you | love it when a man just
rams it down and acts rough,
but someone like you that
probaby masturbatemore
than actuallyffucking would a
waste of time.

Do yourself a favoend get a
life.

it is a pissy game
when your first 5
words are body
functions of all
kinds.

Chris, the guy who
wanted tatake
reasonabilitypulled
a number on us and
claimed he was too
busy to come back.
really think he just
wanted to do
nothing with his free
time than smoke
weed, which we
would have allowed
under the
assumption of

i f u niganetted

Long story short, we
gave an abortion to
this thing called
CSS and scrambled
through the bloody
mess until the newly
designed site was
created.

The
accomplishments
for this is
noticeable, to reduct
the long thread of
Afupdat eso
create a sense of
depth in the
navigation

The scheme is
simply black
because of the
image we want to
portray a
paper | oo
getting old, no pun
intended, and that
graphic took forever
to load.

We like your email,
but please have
some suggestions
with it.



http://losangeles.broowaha.com/article.php?id=2516

unplanned like it just
happened to work out,
while everything went
into a lousy motion of
seriously head hurting
visuals.

Save youdamn 8
bucks and by an ice
cream cone because
this movie has turned
the series into a boring
cop drama with
mindless gore on the
side.

End Resul' t
it, and if it means
anything to you, even
the previews sucked
and those are generall
the best part. Maybe
the new Underworld
movie, bu | was
pissedbecause they
playedthe MAX
PAYNE THEME
during the trailer.

Oh and don

started on that fucking

movie.

Mr. Dedman Emailanswered by Mr. Dedman Email answered Email answered by
by Kim Bill

Have questions, or opinions, send them our wayegatol0@swbell.net
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Forward
Presented biylr. Dedman

With the addition of poetry, this issue should a broader than the rest, while still appealing to the readers.
everyone enjoys the magazine and still manage to find time in their busy lives coming ahead to sneak re
of this at work, school, angh the go. Without our fans there would be no such thing as Demonic Tome ar
would slam the door on another Small Magazine in the industry.

With your help we can grow and adapt to changing tastes. We want you as a reader to email us with an
suggestions or questions you may have.

Thank you.

The< Beemonds Riddl e

Hearts by Sue Whalen

DelLuca
Black

Blood

Sticky, thick oozing out
Seething, bubbling, boiling
Dark, lust making black
hearts on the white concrete
pavement spread beneath
auburn ringlets blowing
gracefully in the crisp

night air




Silk shreds tangled with
flesh crusted with solid
Black

Blood

Escapeby Janie Hofmann
With a content heart | break

from this vacant netherwore dimension
that on the scale of time

Wouldfit into a cup. It was too small

for me, with its inept flying machines,
Mortgagesand taxi cabs.

The return to my starless homeland

will be celebrated by no one and I will relish
Everyhour spent until my last days.

In my old cell, | will surely cry,

as such security has been unknown

To me for years. The single daily meal,
fresh prey on a stick, absorbed

Into my memory and loins.

| will exit quietly, slip away

into the walls that dwell

silently behind the air, leave behind




a stream of wind or shade

Of dirty green. | am not used to being followed,
But hasten to discourage it.

It will not be hard to find

me should you decide: where |

am going there is no

Anywhere

Harvest Timeby Michael Lee Johnson

A Métis Indian lady, drunk,

handsblanketed over as in prayer,

over a large brown fruit basket

naked of fruit, no vine, no vineyard
insidelapproaches the
Alberta adoption agency.

There are only spirit gods

inside her empty purse.

Inside, an infant,

refrained from life,

with a fruity wine sap apple
wedged like a teaspoon

of autumn sun

inside its mouth.

A shallow pool of tears starts
to mount in native blue eyes.
Snuffling, the mother offers
a slim smile, turns away.
She slithers voyeuristically
through near slum streets,
and alleyways,

looking for drinking buddies
to share a hefty pint

of applejack wine.

Edmont on,




Sickness in-the Blood

Selena Floreen

Doctor Louise Randale sat at the large, mahogany desk in his office, staring accusingly at the microscc
before him that he had had moved into his office just for the purpose of studying one patient, one of me
was currently attending to. The blood the slide beneath the powerful lenses of the microscope belongec
young girl, one Bridget Graham, a twenty four year old social worker who had come to him over a weelk
complaining of a strange ailment that none of her doctors had been able tsdiggine suffered from faintin
spells, weakness of the extremities, loss of appetite and delusional thinking from time to time. At times
Graham seemed perfectly sane and in control of her faculties, and at other times she went into fits of ir
tha frightened even her nurses, who were used to patients acting irrationally from time to time. Randale
only seen one of her fits to date, but he had to admit that he had been less than inclined to stay in the r

she lay in the bed, thrashing angliog out as if she were being killed right before them. She had even ma




to dislodge herself from the bed and had tumbled to the floor, cutting her head badly and spraining her
but she had notice neither the blood trickling into her eyes fnerhéad wound, nor the pain in her wrist unt
much, much later, after she had awaken from the heavy sedatives they had given her to finally calm he

and get her back into the bed.

Now, he sat back from his desk, rubbing one large and work roughened hand under his chin, try
deci pher what the slide beneath that microscoyg
ago, shortly after she had been adedif and it gave him the same, perplexing show day after day. Contail
on the innocent looking slide was what one would expect to find in a normal blood sample from a hums
Red blood cells were floating about in the plasma with the occasionalbidte cell moving about them,
looking for something to attack. Smaller platelets were mixed in with them, simply drifting about as they
nothing better to do. What was not to be expected was one, single, microscopic organism moving abou
with them. It was a strange, sluggish, blackish thing that was neither virus nor bacteria. It appeared to t
new form of microscopic life form altogether. He had watched it, day after day, slowly hunting after the
blood cells about it. The thing wasit& the size of the red blood cells, and would move in on one, wrappi
enormous self around its victim. Once it had surrounded the blood cell, it would appear to release some
enzyme that would eat away the cellular membrane of the red bltboainckthen it would take what it neede
completely digesting the blood cell before moving on to the next one. He had watched day after day as
devoured everything else on the slide. He had put the slide away the first night, completelopafted had
happened, with the intent of drawing it out the following day to see what had happened to the attacking
now that its food supply was gone. Getting the slide out the second day, he found that all of the red blo
had somehow retued, and the monstrous thing amongst them was going about its meal again. This wa:
process that happened over and over again each day, and Randale could not figure out what was goin

was sure the thing was decimating all of the other cells oritleeesich day, but they would all be back the
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next day as if nothing at all had happened to them the previous day. Nothing would have changed from
morning to the next, and he felt that if he had not looked at the slide from one morning to the wextdhe
not have known about what the foreign object was doing at all.

He was completely lost as to what was going on in Ms. Graham's bloodhM/asdnge phenomenon
happening in her body, and if it was, how was she able to live with such things in her blood system? Si
frustration, he got out of his chair and headed out of his office. He walked the length of the corridor, anc
onto theelevator at the end of it. He pushed the button that would take him to the patients' floor, and wa
patiently as it took him down. He exited, and walked down to room 314, Ms. Graham's room. Putting or
most convincing smile, he stepped into the room

In a hospital bed sat an anxious, yet attractive, young woman. Her light brown hair hung down tc
waist, pooling about at the ends in the bed. Her long,atelitands, pianist hands, lay in her lap, twisting at
wringing each other only on occasion and with no apparent, conscious effort on her part. She had her f
turned away from him, looking out the window, but he had seen it often enough to know #aderere an
enchanting green that usually held a great deal of caring and concern for those about her. She was on
soft hearted women who cared more for others than she did for herself. Her features were almost noble
nature and her frame was tin and delicate as a European princess. Her back was painfully straight ant
as she continued to stare out the window at something he felt sure he could not see for there seemed t
nothing of any true interest out there that he could see frioenerhe was standing.

"Good morning, Ms. Graham, 0 he said politel

She finally turned to look at him, and he could see by the look in her eyes that she was not havir
good morning at all. She seemed strained and more stressed than usual. There were dark circles unde
that he di dn adt and the neuscfe®af hei fate twitthed al geod deal. "Good morning, Doc

she managed to return, twisting her hands into painful knots in her lap.
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"How are you feeling this morning?" he asked as he moved to the end of her bed, and picked up
chart. He glanced at it, but did not read a word on it. He knew Ms. Graham's chart by heart, so often he
looked at it over the past several dagnd there was nothing there that would shed any light on the woma
current condition. He was only doing it to give his eyes someplace other than her anxious face to look ¢

"Have you founda cure yet?" she asked, completely ignoring his question.

He placed the chart back, and looked up into her bright and anxious eyes. "Ms. Graham,
honest with you, we haven't even determined what your condition is y&tmet decide what course of

treatment to take to make you better."

Her hands began to crush each other in her agitation, and he started to fear that she might actuz
herself if she continued fout that much pressure on them. Her face crumbled into that of a crazed hag, ¢
shrieked at him in a voice that was nothing like the one she had been addressing him with only a few
ago. "But you must! You must find a cure! | need it. | nedmbfore tonight. Don't you understand? Don't yo
see that | need a cure, and need it NOW!"

Dr. Randale flinched back from Ms. Grahamage, not knowing exactly how to handle this. He was
used to patients blowing up at him, but this was different. There was just something wrong with how Mg
Graham was handling this, and he couldn't seem to figure out what that was. "Please, Ms. iGnathddnhe
best if you remained calm about this. Our best people are working on this, | assure you."

"Best people my ass!" she cried, spitting at him. Adaglob of saliva flew from her mouth and strucl
him in the chest. Randale stared down at this harmless projectile for several moments, completely and
stunned by its existence there. He looked back up at Ms. Graham to see that her chest wasitietheng
intensity of the rage she was obviously feeling for him right now.

He nodded to her with a stiff motion of his headydti would excuse me, Ms. Graham, it seems th:
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have a bit of a mess to clean up."

As he left the room, she called out to him in a voice near hysterical, "That's not all you'll blaanto

up if you don't find that cure for me by nightfall.”

He made sure to stop by the nurse's desk and recommend a sedative for the occupant of room :

before heading off to the rest roomdean off his lab coat.

He went about his usual rounds that day, and returned to his office late in the day. The last rays
sun's light were filtering through the window when he sat down at the microscope to see what he could
out about his star patient's conditiore ldoked into the microscope at the slide he had not removed when
had left that morning, and what he saw there chilled him to the bone.

As late in the day as it was, he had expected to see nothing but a bit of plasma and the monstroi
microscopic organism that he still had neither identified nor named. He was shocked to see that the blc
that should have been devoured during thetdayill be there, floating about in the clear fluid. He had no ic
what had happened to have caused this change i
now and be sitting near the middle of the slide, but it had not. He search#daabbmoving the slide about
in an attempt to discover what had happened to the thing. There, off to one side, it was sitting, lurking &

as if waiting for something to occur.

The light of the sun faded, dimmed and then disappeared entirely. The instant the sun was behit
horizon and its light gone for the day, dark, grisly tendrils exploded from the organism. They shot throut
small, conained world of the slide. The tendrils hit into the red blood cells, where they burrowed into the
cellular membrane, penetrating the cells and lodging themselves there, but seemed to do nothing else
Soon, every last red blood cell was linked togimgle microbe, pulsing and moving with a life of their own

if they had somehow become one, large organism. Randale had never seen anything like it before. Suc
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the entire mass convulsed on the slide. Randale jumped back from the microscapthpisingcrack of
breaking glass let him know that the slide had been snapped in half by the mass that had miraculously

on it.

He walkedaround to the front of the microscope to see that the slide was now in two pieces, the
on it had turned from a red to a dark brown, and it seemed to writhe upon the broken glass. If this had |
to the sample of Ms. Bridget Graham's blood, whas currently happening to Ms. Graham?

Randale rushed down the hall as fast as he could, and mashed the down button of the elevator |
impossibly slow movingar arrived. He stepped in, and pushed down on the button for the third floor unt
doors opened, letting him out at exactly the right place. He ran down the length of the hall, ignoring the
the nurses cast his way as he passed. He reached Man@aloor, and didn't even bother to knock before
going in. The room was cast in shadows. The only light making it into the room was that of the full moo
shining in through the open windows. The cool, autumn breeze flipped lightly at the curtainse Reaclatd
out and flicked the light switch. A safzzzzand the sharp odor of burnt wires answered him, but no light ¢
on. Somehow, the lights had all been smashed in this room. He squinted his eyes, searching the bed fc

patient. "Ms. Graham?"

A huge, dark shape rose up from where it had been laying in the bed. The sheets slide of the gre
to pool about its waist. Enormous, pointed ears scanned back andkrtiohstrous satellite dishes. The or
closest to him panned one way, then jerked back to face towards him, as if just now detecting his prese
rest of the head turned to follow it. Great, massive paws rested in the thing's lap, twitching amd)\atiegch
other. The snout of the thing was not as terrible as one would have thought. It was not long or massive
a small thing just protruding a short ways from the face. A slick, black, heart shaped nose shivered and

twitching at the end ohfat snout as if trying to get his scent. Small, silvery eyes looked out at him from a
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incredible mass of soft, brown fur.

The snout parted, revealing the most horrible set of fangs Rdmathlever seen in his life, and the thi

said in a voice that was Ms. Graham's and yet

The Big GirlRoem

Jan Melara

Naomi locked the door of her new bedroom and turned toward the window. She took a purple, <
shaped candle from her pocket and placed it in the windowsill so that the point faced out toward the da
sky. She had made the candle herself afteimgaabout the protective properties of properly placed stars i
book she6éd gotten from the I|ibrary.

There was something about her new room that made her feel she needed protection. Nothing h
ever happened to her there. No pictures had ctafttieom the walls and no shimmering ghosts had slowly
evolved from the twilight, but Naomi sensed that something was watching her whenever she looked int:
mirror or turned her light off at night.

Thinking about all the times she had felt someone loeiém only to whirl around suddenly and find r
one in the back bedroom with her, Naomi turnec

the night again. Maybe pointed that way it would funnel whatever dark thing lived in her rdoeotatside

15




as well as keeping bad things from the night from coming in.

Having placed the protective candle to the best of her ability, she proceeded to use white sidews
to draw a shaky but very large pentagram around her bed. She had tcedre@vthposteut from the wall
first so that the whole bed would be inside the line. Sweating a little from effort, she took five more star
candles from where she had hidden them underneath the bed and placed them at intervals around the
the pentagram. All the stars pointed protectively outward as she lit them with a cigarette lighter stolen i
mot herds desk drawer .

Only after doing all this did Naomi feel safe enough to climb into bed and switch off the reading |
clippedtott headboard of the big bed that had been
Adie, her sister, had gotten married and lefthameus freeing her much {1 ar
Naomi felt that she had lost a sort of secondary motAdre was the one who usually greeted Naomi after
school, the one who explained why boys teased girls like Naomi so mercilessly, and the one who sooth
skinny sixth grader when bullies took her soda pop money on the walk home from the bedraggiathee
school down the street. That she was also the one who scared the naive girl half out of her wits with by
tales of ghosts and evil beings just made Adie seem all the more sophisticated.

The gl amour of i nhabi tdswha kegtNaoii franlistemihgdcethat ssllj <
small voice in the back of her mind when it reminded her that she had never felt quite comfortable in th.
The ridiculous stories told by vi s i-theioeginwhieh bedrre
lights flashed in the night and eerie voices moaned for mercy while chains softly clanked in the baekgrc
were such a family joke that Naomi never even thought about them as a deterrent to her possession of
She always lauted a little to herself, in fact, when she thought of her Aunt Maude, who had fled to the s
of a motel room in the middle of the night rather than stay even one more hour in that back room. So, \

mother offered her the big bedroom with itsyl@airtains and French provincial furniture, Naomi stuffed the
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tiny little feeling that something was not quite right in there down tightly into the farthest recess of her ir
and jumped at the chance.

When she found herself unable to sleep in her nelwiout a light on, she put it down to jitters ov
being in a double bed when she was used to a twin. The lights that flashed in the night (after her moth
turned off Naomi 6s reading | amp when s bfearsduanmg
around in the driveway of the old house where Naomi now lived alone with her mother. And old house:
creaked. Nao mi knew they did: her father had t
creaks just happened to soumtbt like someone moaning. If the moaning seemed to come from somewh
her closet, well, it was certainly because the house was settling more in that area for some perfectly na
reason. Maybe the ground was softer in that corner or something.

Noises in the night and sudden flashes of light were not what had scared Naomi enough to rese:

ghosts and hauntings at the | ocal ' i brary, thc
mot her . She | ooked di fdidenrthe kitthen onin hdreowmieddosm, or anahm
l' i ving room. It was nothing big, real |l vy. She

certain evil gleam that came into her eye, a wildness that somehow crept into herdhair usmhealthy pallor
that di mmed her skinds normal healthy gl ow whe
Whatever it was, however easy it would be to put the changes down to the cool green light that filtered
Naomi 6s theugh thedeaves of the big oak tree outside the window, it had scared Naomi enou
send her down to the library to try and figure out ways to protect herself without being too obvious abot
a small candle here and a simple chalk line themerhar feel better, what was the harm?

And those things worked, too. Within the protective pentagram she had laid out around her bed
felt so relaxed that for once she fell asleep even before she could reach up to turn off the lamp behind |

shouber rather than lying there rigid with fright in the glare of a light she was afraid to turn off.
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Naomi awoke suddenly to the sound of her mc
there was bright light shining into her eyes, but thlea realized the light was coming from her reading lam
ANaomi, you need to turn off that | ight. o Nac
She had that same odd, unkempt look about her that she always took on when she viagskntbh@room.
Normally Naomi silently did whatever her mother said just to get her out of the room, but tonight a whin
popped out from between her sleepy | ips withot

AWhy didndt you j ustdot warnd ilteto fnfe Isil ke py?®u sc

Pursing her | ips, her mother gave Naomi a ¢
here and turning off your | amp every night. It
else I f youdbre going to sleep in the big girl r

Naomi reached up and turned off the lamp. Her mother started back across the floor toward the
without so much as a goodnight kiss. Torn between asking her moteéuriofor a peck on the cheek or

simply letting her pass out of the room and thus back into normalcy, Naomi decided she wanted her go

kiss. After all, it had been a part of the nic¢
whereds my kiss?0 she called, stretching her &
| anguage between parents and chil dren. Her mc

womanods steps falmuesni mgtj hatvea hiriar d m@Shhe she

were too weird and she was just too sleepy right then.

The next morning, though, at breakfast, Nac
ni ght . o
To which her motherel i ed, fAOh, did | forget? Il 6m so

held out her arms welcomingly.

So Naomi got her kiss and a hug besides, but afterwards her mother said she had something sh
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to talk to Naomi ebsuto.n thmMWh dtl oiog alrloutnldaty omr
tried to explain the unease she felt in her new bedroom. She wanted to explain how different her moth:
seemed whenever she came into the big bdaobtr bec
herself to say the words out loud. Instead, she told her mother about the only concrete complaints she
brightly carsdé headlights flashed and how | ouc
sound like Maude didthen she came flying out of that room raving about ghosts and evil spirits. Next thi
know youo6l!l be checking into the Ramada | nn ir
she got serious and told Naomi that if she was afraicegpsh the new bedroom she could move back into
old room. Naomi thought of the cramped room v
and shook her head.
ANo, 0 she said. Al don6ét wantntAdigeddarukonmd
AnOkay, if youdre sure. But | don6t want to
Nao mi didndét have time to wipe the pentagr e
to do it before bedtime that night. In the btigtichen with sunlight streaming in through the big windows
above the white porcelain sink, the things she
By the time school was over, though, the pentagram and the candles she éadumeand her bed
di dndét seem silly at all. The prospect of a r
fact. What to do? What to do? After the school dismissal bell rang, Naomi carried her school satchel i
first floor restroom and took out her Barbie lunch kit. Laying the satchel and the square metal lunch bo:
floor by the sink, she lifted the small blue and white thermos that her mother had filled with juice that m:
and rinsed it out in the big sink undlBe opaque window. Then she packed everything up neatly again ar
marched purposefully out the door with the thermos in her hand.

There was a big Catholic church on the corner behind the old elementary school. Making a slig
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detour from her normal the home, Naomi came to the front entrance of the sanctuary. She stood lookir
at the grey stone building for a moment before sighing heavily and trudging up the steps with her head
As soon as she passed through the highly carved double dtioege@p of the steps, she turned her head to
left and saw what she had hoped would be there: a large marble basin filled with holy water. Naomi
unscrewed the lid from her thermos and stood on her tiptoes in order to submerge it in the watewoWite
bubbles had escaped from the mouth of the Barbie thermos, she lifted it from the basin and recapped i
she walked home.

When she arrived, she took the holy water straight to her room and used it to clean the chalk off
floorboards by hebed. Then she picked up the remains of the candles she had burned the night before
stacked them in the trashcan by the white dresser. She replaced the candle in her window with a fresh

That night, after assuring her mother that she had degméhe mess in her room, Naomi delayed h
bedtime as long as she could, but finally her mother sent her off with a playful swat on her bottom and :
admonishment not to let the back bedroom ghost carry her off. When she got to her room, she thatught
turning on the ceiling fan, but decided not to. It was cool enough in there, even though the hallway hac
awfully warm and stuffy. After lighting the fresh candle on her windowsill, she climbed into her big doub
bed. She was pleasantly surpdghere: the holy water pentagram seemed to work just as well as the chz
had. As soon as Naomi 6s small body was fully
shoulders and she knew she would have no trouble sleeping.

While Naomi lay watching shadows play across the ceiling, her mother came in to tell her goodn
Naomi raised her arms for a hug and her mother bent forward to give her one, but stood up abruptly be
compl eting the motion.up Atlthitshomegs$hs dr dwdd wowr

Al did! o Naomi foll owed her motheros gl anc

white chalk there, but what she saw was no mere dusty residue. A clear white light glowed tine fnam
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floorboards wherever the holy water had touched them. The young girl reached her hand out and touc
curtain of light standing between her and the older, haggard looking being standing by her bed. She p
small hand through it eagjlbut when her mother tried to reach through, she pulled her hand back in pair
she had been burned.

The older woman shrank back from the bed, hissing and nursing her burned hand. Naomi, watc
from the safety of the bed, saw that the eyes obéeg in front of her seemed to burn white hot like coals i
barbeque grill. Suddenly, the thing by her bed looked up from where it stood by the window and croak
voice from Hell, fAGet out of that bSaahadistahedtoo me
enough of her sisterds ghost stories to know v
of leaving the protective circle of holy water, she darted just her hand out through the curtain of light an
grabbed deavy figurine from the nightstand by her bed. Then she threw it at the evil being which her n
had become.

The statuette hit her motherds body with a
Naomi 6s pr ot ect i vderightly.aWhendhe areature scedmed as hebnylonrgewn caugl
fire, Naomi thought she saw her mother6s nor me

over again and turned the face into a mask of horror.

ANaomi, helimgmeroedheuthin a voice not unl.
i nto going to it, but then she remembered that
intentions to lure them into his clutches and so she shuthereyedsas f | ames | eapt fr

nightgown to the curtains. When she opened them again, the other end of the room was in flames. He
escape was through the door and down the stairs. She jumped through the curtain of white light surrou
bedand ran out of the room with her motherds sc

By the time she reached the nearest neighbc
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the ground before the fire department got there.

Afterwards, Child Protective Services tried to place Naomi with her sister, Adie, but Adie was pre
and just didndét think she or her new husband ¢
house. Finally Naomi went to live with h&unt Maude. She likes it pretty well there, but lately Maude ha
begun to look a little haggard, a little unkempt, and there has been a certain all too familiar evil gleam ir
eyes at certain times. Naomi i to makd somemewrcandlas and t

there is a bottle under her bed which is filled to the brim with holy water.

Terry J. Larson

Sue Henderson wiped her brow as she stirred the pot of stew on the wood stove. Glancing out the sme
window as she began peeling another onion to add to it, she could see that the sun was getting close t«
mountain ridge to the west. Bob would be angvwithin the hour, she thought.

Just thinking about Bob coming home made her &
with her husband. Married for only a few months, she could count the number of arguments they had h
fingers of one hand. The one they had last night had been the most serious.

Am | being selfishBhereasoned. She should have known what she was getting into when she decided
marry this forest ranger. His sparse salary, the primitive surroundinggsvithsence of stores and the

immobility associated with living with no roads was bad enough, but it was mainly the lack of nearby frit
that was maddening. Talking to only one other person for months on end got boring after a while, even

personwa your | over. She also hadnodét realized ho\
a grocery store down the street, her car for transportation, a road to drive it on, even a barking dog of a
door neighbor. And then not even havinigiand within walking distance . . . It was too much.

Four months living in a 75 yeald primitive cabin next to a fishing lake in such an environment was too I
she had decided. Bob loved it, but enough was enough. Sure, he was going to bewlededt recreational
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area for the winter mont hs, but any of the thr
be much more cosmopolitan than where they were. The Forest Service had other more attractive locati
available forwink r assi gnment i f Bob would only insist,
Kearsarge Area again next summer . But OJBvellbatleaatd r
she thought it was diplomaticaflybrought up her feelingssanight.

It wasnoét as i f he didndét know about her prior
an extended honeymoon. But since that time she
with her, it was stlllike heaven. They both were so in love that the nights flew by. It was the days when
absent that were so |l ong. I f only she was an
the | ake she knew t hbadauseshehadgewmup inh ChicAda. yHér main récreatic
been as a cheer leader and a little volley ball in high school. For her three years after graduation before
marrying Bob, her main exercise was walking the malls.

Gradually, she revealed herlings to Bob. Last night, she brought the whole matter to a disastrous clim:
one filled with shouting, threats and finally, on her part, a subdued crying period after she had slapped
hadndét even risen fr om b shdalmgsthaddae mBevidusly tepreparethis i
breakfast. She knew he was still angry as he slammed the door when he left.

Gazing out the window again, fixing her eyes on part of the indigo lake through the pine trees, she reali
she should at leabe appreciative of the marvelous scenery. Perhaps she was too harsh about insisting
that he needed to have more regard for her desires.

But then she thought of what a soft job he had here at Charlotte Lake. Located in the Eastern Sierrat o
California, It was a haven for hikers, fisherr
persons that took advantage of the area the last few years.

Generally, on any given day Bob hiadsthan a haHdozen campers to monitossauring that they followed
camping and fishing rules. Occasionally, such as today, he would go out to inspect the trails and lakes
any anomalies. On those days, he generally took his fishing pole. Most days, he would kill time by con
with people in the area or sit on a folding stool by the lake with a book. That was another bone of conte
with Sue. The one time she complained that he
busy, he retorted that it was his duty tomtor the lake area for most of the day. If she was lonely, she wa
invited to come visit him.

Just as she remembered that she hadndédt baked t
argument last night, she heard the squeaky hingé® afdor to the cabin. Bob is home, she thought, anger
initiating at the realization.

##

Gasping for air, moaning from exhaustion, hol c
furious running, as if they had a mind of their own. She fdwerdelf instinctively slowly heading towards the
large, smooth boulder on the side of the trail only a few yards away, her mind still unfocused but somel
filled with fear. Plopping down on it, she bent forward, holding her head up, cleaving her ¢hivewitvo
cupped hands.
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AWhat am | doing out here, 0 she said aloud. A\
memory, that of the squeaking of the hinges of the door. What happened aft&httatitught. It must have

been Bob, whelse would open the door without knocking? But try as she may, she could not remembe!
anything after that until a moment ago when she stopped running down the trail. Looking at the darkeni
she realized she couldndét account for the | ast

She jumped when she heard a noise in the brush just yards away. Probably some kind of animal, she t
She pulled her hands away from her chin, held them out in front of her, palms down, fingers stretched.
shaking like a leaf. Get a hold pburself, Sue. Think, think what happened. But the blank period remaine
She then tried to reason how she had lost her memory. She knew that she had been agitated and upse
argument with Bob. Mor e t h an nseeidgaiin when He eame iatd thei t
kitchen. They probably continued the confront
somet hing horrible happened, 06 she said aloud

(2R Mo}

Thinking about how angrshe was, maybe she had done something really stupid, like picking up the iron
was still on the ironing board in the kitchen while she was preparing supper. Picked it up with one motic
second later thrown it at him with another. Or she coalcelgrabbed the knife she had been using to cut tr
onion she had just added to the pot on the stove before she heard the door open. . .

She could have easily killed him, one way or another, with such weapons at hand. Her mind would, of ¢
deny hetterrible action. The answer would be a case of amnesia. Amnesia accompanied with the comp
flee the scene. That was it, Oh my God, thato0cs

Crying uncontrollably now, she was at least now recovered from her strenuous runningféieniautes,
her mind began to deny her satfcusation. Instead of sitting here on this rock, | need to go home to see \
actually happened.

Going home right now might not be so easy. She was probably miles from the cabin, judging by the nui
lapsed hours from the start of her amnesia. Even though it was September, the long evening was spen
total darkness was upon her. That was one strike against her going back to the cabin. Another was tha
didnét know i f t heightloonotnSheshadinb idea wteat phage thte maoh was in, eithe
full moon would give her enough light, she thought. But even that might not do her much good. She wa
trail, but she didndét know which tcdhmrmea dfh et He ksee
visible even if it were |light, as she appearec
tonight. At first she reasoned it was summer and the nights had been warm, at least she thought so, juc
the warmth in the cabin without the wood stove going.

Even though it was still summer, at the altitude of probably over 10,000 feet, the night could be well bel
freezing, she remembered. She was only wearing a short sleeved blouse and Levis. Sireduawdree from
the exertion of running and her excess adrenal
temperature was already well below the comfort zone. But now a sudden chill made her aware of realit
was going to have to finsbme kind of shelter or something to cover up with.

She had two survival solutions in mind: Find a nice cave or at least a site sheltered from the wind and ¢
myself with pine needles. She realized or feared that it was getting too dark to dgictivg. Remembering

24




the rustling in the shrubs nearby frightened her from doing too much exploring, anyway. What am | goir
do?Shelamented. With her anxiety again increasing, she realized also that she was hungry and most o
thirsty. She shoulBethirsty; she thought . . . All that running.

Unconsciously, she found herself walking up tfF
getting closer to the cabin. It was now so dark that she could hardly see the trail. pAdssidly that of a
wol f, made her stop suddenly in her tracks. TI

Oh, if only Bob were here. The thought of him only terrorized her more. What is thatwaagér?t must be
water, stupid . . . a stream just yardsiirthe trail. Carefully, she left the trail in the direction of the sound. |
thirst had amplified upon the recognition of its flowing as tkgusenching water only a few steps away.
AOuch, 0 she yelled as an i nv tchdek Duekinglrerahead and fatling t
arms, she inched her way to the gurgling sound.

She soon found the creekds undul ating edge. TF
her feet. On her knees now, she crawled and gropeti¢ce her outstretched hand finally found the enticin
cool wetness. Cupping it to hold water, she began satisfying her thirst.

To warm her now cold and still wet hand, she stuck it in the pocket of her pants. To her surprise and de
felt a smallbox, one rough as sandpaper on one of its &dgdsox of matches. Quickly, she pulled it out of
her pocket and opened it. Without seeing, she could feel that it was almost full of matches. Thank God
little prank. She recounted how she had seen ttehmas lying on the kitchen table besides the two cigars E
had bought himself yesterday. Since she hated for him to smoke cigars in the cabin, even thought he o
occasionally, as a prank and a reminder of her distaste she had pocketed the matche

Now she had a definite plan: Start a hot fire.
##

She must have dozed off. The fire was still going, but its once vigorous flame was now subdued to a dy
flicker. Sueds entire body was <col d. @&adcecyde gnd r
her feet like two dead stumps. Struggling to rise, she stumbled over to the dead log that she had earliel
scavenged for its promised warmth.

A howl, possible from the same wolf, she wondered, sounded closer than the howl she haatlrerard e
Feeling along the thick girth of the fallen tree corpse, she finally found a couple of hardened branches,
from the summer drought. Moving back to the flickering flame, after dumping her sparse supply of woo
gingerly placed a few dhe remaining pine needles on it that she had gathered earlier. Inmediately, the
sprang back to a more promising life. Within a few minutes, with her new supply of wood, she had a we
giving fire back in operation.

Warming her hands over it akdeping her feet as close to it as possible without burning her shoes, she t
keep from thinking about her troubles. But that was impossible. Only a few more hours and it would be
light enough that she could start her journey back to the cabin.

She thought about her romance with Bob. They had met in Las Vegas, barely six months ago. Sue had
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journeyed there on the first cressuntry trip of her life, spending every last dollar that she had saved for 1
occasion. She had traveled in the car wittoller girlfriend, also unmarried, who had made such trips sevi
times. They stayed four days at the Magnifico.

The first day, they visited several of the casinos such as the ancient Bellagio, the Casa Oro and the ne'
of Paradise. It was on thfatst evening that Sue met Bob, who was also staying at the Tropicana while
spending a few vacation days in Las Vegas. Sue was impressed with this big, strapping outdoorsman.
never met a ranger before, and was enthralled by his male delivemeaddlsdventure stories.

Being rather attractive herself, with auburn hair and sparkling blue eyes, she knew that he was immedii
attracted to her, as wel/. 't didnot take muct
nightofhe girl sé6 stay. He had wanted her to come
stationed for the winter, even offering to pay for her airfare back to Chicago. But being a proper girl, sh
declined and continued her planned vacati¢th @ora, visiting San Francisco and Yosemite before returnil
home.

Sue and Bob wrote each other by regularén&8lob di dn o6t & allwenterdonguntingnesdayeBol
surprisingly showed up at her door in Chicago. A hasty goodbye to her mothefam friends, they eloped
few days later and went to California.

Thinking about this, alone and out in the cold of the Sierras, made Sue wonder if she had done the sm:
Oh, she was infatuated with this muscular, carefree cowboy, a man baiffaent than the staid ones she
went out with in the Windy City, but what kind of a life did it promise? They had a few things in commor
lust for each other, interest in readinge, his adventure and macho stories; she, her romance and travel
stuffd their interest in gamblirdy well, at least the only time she gambled wa®famd there were other

things. But this isnét the time to think about
Maybe | didnoét kil | gegbsehappenBd Maybe bbangthing else scaredtthie wits out
me . Maybe Bob is |l ooking for me now. Maybe t he
going, why havenét they found me? But in a fev
A meteoroikz oomed over head, as I f 1t portrayed an o
tumul tuous thoughts was enough to make her f ece

H#

Finally, something positive, Sue thought, as shethaviirst sign of dawn. She had believed the night befor
when she first regained consciousness that the trail she had been following headed roughly east. The
brightening of the sky in that direction now confirmed it. She had been headed in the riglurdiceescape
the Sierras. It made sense, but now she was certain of her directions. It meant, of course, that she had
hill to get back to the cabin.

Stiffly, she got up, the fire still smoldering, but giving off very little heat. She scuifedwer the embers until
they stopped smoking before leaving. Bob would be proud of me. A lump formed in her throat as she sl
began ambling up the trail. Her feet, half frozen, and the rest of her body feeling like it was encased in i
slowly picked up the pace, glad that she survived the night.
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The trail became vaguely familiar to her. Excitedly, she remembered that it was the same one she and
used to hike on to their new home. She wondered how she could have forgotten any trdier diét a
agonizing traverse up what seemedtobeareverdi ng c | i mb. 't then beca
remember any of it. Then, as now, she realized that she must have kept her eyes vigilantly on the trail,
to the surroundings. Sopw she began glancing at the terrain surrounding the trail, soaking in the natura
scenic beauties of the mountains and the transverse valleys snaking their way to greater heights. As a
consequence, her mind relaxed somewhat, and a spirit of contentedmasatarily crowded out her fears.

As she reached a sharp switchback, two swarthy men with huge backpacks came around it. She starte
them, but before she knew it they were past her, neither as much as mumbling a greeting. Strange, she
as she paused to gaze at the men pacing rapidly away. Taking a deep breath, she continued to trudge

The trail finally peaked out on a ridge. She could now see a lake below, stretched in an east to west dir
the stillness of the morning seemingattcentuate its clearness and ethereal appearance. She recognized
instantly as Lake Charlotte. Stopping to catch her breath, she trained her eyes on the northeastern sho
quarter of a mile from it was their cabin. Her body shuttered at its 8ghh a beautiful spot, but such a
foreboding memory. Taking a big gulp of air, she began striding down the twisting trail just as a marmo
crossed the trail.

A half-hour or so later, her legs and mind aching, she was back in familiar territory. o8gattbf how Bob
and she used to wander off the trail in this area during the first month of marriage so they could just be
with nature. With a lump in her throat she wondered how things could have changed so drastically this
month. Tears agawvelling in her eyes, she knew that it had been her fault. She had agreed to marry this
an outdoorsman, a man of nature, a devoted forest ranger, whose purpose in life was to protect nature
just a selfish person bent on satisfying and presgrver accustomed lifestyle, that of being a city girl whos
interests were commercial and clannish.

Her seltincriminating thoughts terminated when coming to a clearing she could at last see the cabin, a
structure just fifty yards away. She steppand felt her heart quicken even with the reduced physical activ
What would she find when she opened that door? Her husband, dead, laying in a pool of blood, his thrc
Or maybe a sheriff waiting for her return to announce that she was ureltrfar an unspeakable crime? Fo
an instant she felt like turning and running back up the trail, but a sense of saneness and sordid curiosi
her continue towards the cabin.

The door, the door she was both dreading to open and morbidly curiousaongs already open! Open?
Why, why was it open? It must mean that Bob never returned, as he was always particular about his he
that he was in the cabin unable to close the door. I did kill him, | did kill him and then ran out of the cabi
would have never closed the door under such a circumstance.

A yard away from the door she yelled pitifully
Of course there was no answer, a result only helping to confirm her postulate of what might have happt
Shaking and feelg like she was approaching the gateway to hell, she slowly walked towards the door. 1
horror, she saw splotches of blood on the wooc
God, 0 she uttered as she stumbled inside.
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Standingandtsar i ng at the contents of the smal/l I i vi
As if a new burst of adrenaline had seized her motor control, she rushdewayinto the kitchen, the
bedroom, and finally the single bathroom. She sawvidence of a problem. Going back to the kitchen, sh
still saw no evidence of violence. The knife she had used for cutting the onion was back in the knife hol
looking clean as a whistbethank God, she thought, the fire in the wood stove was coldjt the stew within
the pan on it was burnt to a crisp.

Going back to the living room, she saw more blood on the throw rug near the outside door. She stood <
the blood as if it could somehawvealto her what had happened. Her mind, seekingxatanation that woulc
exonerate her from any fatal or injurious misc
she had cut the onion with, as she would never had taken time to clean the knife to put it in its rightful g
storag.

Also, another clue for her innocence: No body. The thought made her angry with herself. Her first thou

should have been: AThank goodness there is no
| 6m not i njur eders.o IBfobl misdn éhtavset ebbe hi m, maybe
the blood on the porch. He must have been hurt somehow and then ran outside, bleeding all the while.
heés | ying out there somewhere, dead.

What to do? What to do? Sheworelet why she hadndét thought of al
finding whatever she learned in the cabin. She had hours and hours to figure these things out before hi
Calming down, she decided that there were only two sensible things thabslkado: One, call for help; two
go try to find him. Getting help was probably
bludgeoned her husband, then some outsider must have done it. Her looking for Bob might result in so
terrible happening to her. But, for her own good, she should try to find out what actually happened to B
Whatever it was, she was hideously involved, or why had she suffered amnesia?

At least this time my departure will be under controlled conditidms tlsoughtasshe gathered up her cell
phone, a jacket, gloves, hat, her largest knife for protection, toilet paper, more matches, and a sack she
with fruit, cookies, bread and cold cuts. Then she remembered the gun. Bob had a .38 stored sheleno
the hall closet. He seldom had it down, feeling perfectly secure in this rather remote part of the Sierras
only nature lovers were to be expected. He had showed her how to load and operate the gun. Carefully
it, she found a loadedlip and the safety on. One more thing, she thought. With aktiiif | guess | better us
Bobbs backpack.

Putting on the loaded backpack, she stepped outside after locking the door. She inspected the blood sj
porch. Stepping off it, she sa what could be more blood on a couple of leaves. They were about two ye
north of the normal path she and Bob took to reach the main trail, the one she had just used on her rett
Carefully scrutinizing the area, she found what she thought were ook dpots.

It looks | ike he was headed towards the | ake.
camping that might have seen him. After thinking this she realized that she had only seen those two gu
trail in the last two daysThings were suppose to calm down in September, Bob had told her, but it seem
a little strange that hardly anybody was around.

She soon came to campsite 7, which was about sefreatyards from the lake. She almost past it before
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seeing a curlfosmoke lazily making its way up through the Douglas firs. Someone was here recently, st
thought. Going up to the fire pit, she spotted a backpack, sleeping bag, fishing pole and a small folded
few yards from it. Now standing next to the pile ohgevondering where the owner was, she caught a glin
of another form a short ways to the left of her, mostly hidden in the trees. Going over to it, she discover
it was a man, a young man |l ying onohistebgek] e«
response. After seeing that he was breathing she shook him several times, but to no avail.

AWhat 6s going on?0 she asked herself. A stranc
nightmare, but, ironically, the nemightmarelike experience she was having was much better than the onq
had just replaced. No longer was she the villain, as she figured that there was very little chance that sh
be responsible for this manbdés plight.

il hope he &sishestsod lookisghakethe snatibntess body. A fear seized her again, a new ol
Therebds someone or something thatodés terrorizir
should call 911. | need help in the direst way. Maybe Bob iadyout here somewhere unconscious, too. A

her life depended on it, she pulled her cell phone out from the pack and dialéd 9 i | have a
practically screamed when the call went through.

AName, address and ccearswemd.t ances, 0 the calm vc
ASusan Henderson, calling from the forest ranc
she answered. AMy husband Robert Henderson, t}

found an unconsciouscgrer a short distance from our <cabin

AStay cal m, Gbuldyoutélene where yarein relation to the cabin?

iy e s , | 6m about a quarter of a milemfriber et |l @&
from the | ake. o

oWedbl |l send help right away. Remain where you
Hender son, so we can contact you I f we need tc

After giving her number and terminating the call, she déathe Forest Service District Office in Lone Pine tc
briefly tell them that Bob was missing and that she had called 911. Completely spent, she then went ov
log and sat down.

How could anyone get up here quicklyAewondered. Only by helicopteBob had told her of an emergency
case of a hiker that had fallen down a slide and broken his leg. Search and Rescue had sent a rescue
to transport him to Bishop for medical care. She supposed that would be the case today. Even if they d
right away, she expected that it would probably be the better part of an hour before it would arrive.

Shewalked over to the man and checked to see if he was still breathing. His chest was slowly moving i
out, as if he were in a pleasant sleep. Fgelins o me r el i ef and realizing
since noon the day before, she grabbed several slices of lunch meat, an apple and several cookies.

While eating, her mind began churning again about the weird happenings. What or \dhmossibly be
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responsible for her amnesia, the disappearance of Bob, and the unconsciousness of this camper? And
would such a fiend be operating up here in Goc
began gripping her heart agaiear exclusively for Bob. Thinking that somehow she had survived the horr
whatever was responsible for the disappearance of Bob and the unconsciousness of this man, who, alt
unconscious, was still alive, was a positive indication that Bobwta® alive. But were all three of them the
victims of the same assailant? Possible this unconscious man has suffered a stroke or some other natt
for his condition. But the face was young, the body appearing solid, the flesh tanned. Still, eaeeuld
suffered some sort of illness.

She left the log to hurry over to inspect the man again. Feeling his forehead and hands, he felt warm el
But of course he would, i1idiot, as it is nowtat
night, she rationalized. Nevertheless, such ex

Sitting back on the |1 og again, she suddenly f e
is watching me. But the feeling wouldn't go away. A tamgpping, the sound of movement within the shrut

foll owed by eerie silence turned her uneasines:s
pack and pulled out the .38. fACome o0 uur andthenthé | |
recognition of a smal/l rabbit running for | ife
again, 0o she admoni shed herself.

Calming down, but again thinking of Bob, she began sobbing just as her cellphorgr A Hel | o,
Henderson. This is Jose Padilla of Homel and Se

Sue was startled. Homeland Security. Why are they talking to me?

AnOkay, |l guess, 0 she said, trying to talk witdt
AJust want you to know our rescue and investic¢
abo fifteen minutes. O

ABut why Homel and Security? Ilsnodét this just a
AAfraid not, Mrs. Hender slon.usWeodwalnte xap | sauinnmal rayt

happening. o

Sue explained as briefly as she could everything that had occurred. When she was finished, she could
Padilla talking in a | ow tone t o s o0 mebhanginétérs e
Mr s . Hender son. Youbve had quite a trying expe
the strength, please get down to the edge of the lake right away and start waving your hands when we
under sst avnedr yi tcbl ose to you. O

AYes, I can do that. o
ARnGood, weoll see you in a few minutes. Are the
Al think so. o0
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Finished with her call, she put on her backpack, took a glance at the unconsciousl tiem dreaded toward:

the lake.

##

The chopper landed without difficulty only yards from the placid lake. Sue waited for the big rotor to sto
frantic whirling before approaching it. Six men and what she surmised were two search dogs exited. Th
were attired in the standard Homeland Security uniforms that she had so often seen on news programs
dogs were waving their tails, obviously anxious to begin their search. One of the men approached her,
in front of her with an extended handélothers busied themselves checking their equipment, tending the

and viewing the surroundings.

AHel |l o, Mrs. Hender son |l dm Jose Padilla, the
Al 6m so gl ad youdbre her e, @wd@ds eallgsaunded. t hi nki ng
AHow are you doing through all t his?o

AOkay, |l guess. ltés just that 1 édm so worried
Padil |l a, | ooking sympathetic, smiled weakly be
Mrs. HendersonrWe 6 r e going to find him soon. First, tfF
| ocated. o

AOver there, o0 she said, hoping that she was pc¢c
AJust a short distance you say?o

ALess than 200 yards | guess. 0

AHenry andn®&hi hemj | ti §ht guys?o

The two men, who had suddenly appeared carrying a stretcher, nodded and left on the run.

ABy the way, o Padilla said as he watched the t
that belongs to your husband?5o

AHIi s backpack and gun. o

ARGood, that should do it. Tom, bring Blondie ¢

After the dogs got good scents of the backpack, the .38 and Sue, they began sniffing the area for the h

scent from the

AThey should pick

up

t

i t lemA minute &ater, tltky ahaht@a of the enkernowerg goheo

he scent soon, 0 Padill a
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said, as he unfolded the stool one oft yt we ake @ |

Sue knew her weakness was only natural and temporary. It was wonderful to have someone looking af
and the feeling of safety was like a blessing, but her anxiety over Bob was not relieved.

AThe medi cal cehaopmpeni nwitlels ,b eMrhser Hender son. Th
Bi shop for 1 mmediate medical attention. o

Sue | ooked at him with astonishment. Al om al/l
husband. o

Al f we fired wkei malvef you and the guy | oaded on 1
include him, too, i f necessary.o

Sue didnodét | i ke the way he said Aif necessary.
ABut | &m okay. 0

ASorry, regulations, Mr s . H e n dseon asova find outranytingyaboat \
him. o

ACan you answer me why Homel and Security is ir
Padilla hesitated before answering, AnLater, Mr
your verbal okaythatewy can go through your house to see |
stay out of your personal things. o0

AnOf cour se. solvethhcep enyysadauwe rcyan By t he way, do you
Padilla smiled and san &t, piilc kd oan 6lto ct kh,i nwke sdoo n 4 tf

Fifteen minutes later, she and the unconscious man were on the medical chopper and in the air. Padille
to her as she peered out the window as the craft soared vertically before turning to begin its meigygour
Bishop. Tears streamed down her cheeks. Guilt tugged at her heart. Why had she been so anxious to |
little cabin to live someplacelse?f only things were now as they had been, the two of them together in tt
own little world. How selfish she had been. How immature. Now she was paying for it, perhaps a paym
might forever break her heart.

The modest town of Bishop, its fieldsound it appearing greener than more distant land, was in view beft
she expected. She had been hoping that shedd ¢
right. Just as she could pick out the new hospital, its white walls refigbenate afternoon sun, a radio call

for her was announced in her headset . A Mr s . H e
unconsci ous, |l i ke that ot her ma n , but heds alii
youol I be at. Il 61l visit you there soon. Good
AWonderful. Thank you so much
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Sue peeked through the open door. Bob was sitting upright in his inclined hospital bed, his eyes fixed ¢
his mouth widenwiythasmi yeu BPHeakhag to me?0

AYou big dope, I 61 1| never argue with you agai
contented just to be in each otherdés arms. Sl
tearswithhef r ee one, Sue sat down in the chair next
AA i ttle weak, but great otherwise. Il just he
AOh thatodés wonder ful. I was so worrirdat albetutus

—+

alk to each other on the phone. 0

AYeah, I only knew that you had ahe doeta toltd menthet, | was ¢
So was that other guy, Sam Hi ggens iovwhahitavas, buthal
my vital signs are fine and | 6m eating |ike a

Sue smiled and clasped his hand even harder.

AHow6s the motel youdre staying at?0 he asked.
Altés nice. A little noisy | ast anbioguntt ,e vbeurty tlhic
Have you got your strength back, honey?o

AYeah, Il 6m fine, but | wasndét poisoned | i ke yc
Sue | ooked up at the cl ock. AOh my goodness, [
AYeah, I k notwt. e Malyrhiee fwee @eh o0 You gorfirstbVéhére weee ydu vheig le

got home Tuesday afternoon?o

Sue let out a big sigh. She had been almost one hundred percent certain that she must have left the pr
before he had returned from workutBow it was confirmed. Thank God. She then proceeded to briefly te
him of every important event that happened to

mention her terrible fears of hawau,go csahues eedn dhe

Although Bob had made a few interjections during her briefing, expressing grief about her horrendous ¢

he was still curious about her amnesia, althot
Y o u a bra&ve woman. Well, anyway, | got home a few minutes late. As soon as | opened the door, | s
horrible thing come out of the bedr oom. 't wa s

had some sort of thin metallic garment oThe exposed hands and face were green. It had only one eye
front and one in back, no nose, but several orifices, | guess you would call them. | guess for eating, bre
and hearing. It . ) . 0
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AOh how horrible, 0 Susaan ssadda ,t lpea atchiimcg | ow.s hlc
see it staring at me and grunting something. )
Bob took Sue in his arms and held her for a mc
ltds no wonder | didndét have amnesia too becatl
Al &m sorry, Bob. Go ahead with the rest of it.
AWell, the thing came at me and shoved me up ¢

was not asund. ttkrnedhamnd ran out of there as fast as | could. | headed for the lake. The thing w
chasing me. It must have been a couple of minutes before | thought to think what had happened to you
terrified. Even though | was running like hell, | édtear the thing come up behind me. Finally, it caught n
and the | ights went out. I didndt remember any

AThat was a horrible thing, Bob. 't must hwavoe
Now | know about the blood, too, she thought.

Bob took a swallow of water from hisglassdaglo ack down. Al hope we fin
Padilla. o

HH

Promptly at 2:00 p. m., Padil |l a arr i vterdhanalse last eme
saw the both of you. oo

AwWell, wedre a | ot happier, I can tell you the
Padilas mi | ed and pulled up the other chair in the
wondt be | ong. VvYeoua tlwoot ptroo btaabllky ahbao ut , and you
say. | assume you two have had enough time toc
AYes, we just finished, o0 Bob said.

~

Al 6ve already got the ritenfiingge!l sfe ywow twan,t HL

Bob and Sue both looked at each other and agreed there was nothing more, although Sue guiltily knew
hadndét i nformed Bob about her thinking about t

AR Good.l Wehen, by now you are both thinking tha
They both nodded, even though they felt rather foolish in doing so.
Alt might be a possibility, but | t hiemtkhagaldifferentl

theory, and one much more probable. But first, let me tell you the rest of the scenario that you two were
involved in. The night before your experience, dozens of people reported seeing strange lights in the sl
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the Sierras withiiwenty miles of Charlotte Lake. The lights were eerie, convincing some that what they
seeing was a UFO. When we heard about these sightings, we asked the people to keep quiet about it ¢

woul dnét get into the news media. o
ABut why dmoutlhdatyodu Sue asked.
Al éll tell you in a minute. o

Bob got up from his chair, walked to the window and peered at the blue sky.

Aln the | ast couple weeks there have been a nt
news me digasomaMelid mfermation about several of these indicating that they were hoaxes, t
well-perpetrated ones, carried out by professional hoaxers. They are well organized, and aided by light

even paragliders, specially equipped with strangecoke d | i ght s. 0

ABut who would go to all that troubl e?0 Bob ac
ATerrorists my friend, terrorists.o

ABut why?o

Al think itds obvious. People are terrified by

inclusion of hideous beings. Thaye trying to convince this country that we are about to be invaded by

monstrous aliens. ltds just another mode of tF
on protecting ourselves from them. oo

Sue and Bob looked at each other hei@alizing that it could be a very effective mode.

il must also ask you two to keep this incident
people, do we? If the terrorists be domleamolficid ¢
announcement to the public of what theyore up
il have one question, Mr Padilla, 0o Bob said.
APossibly just to keep you qui et whiitenhdedtd Kideap yoa.c
Wedl |l might never know But | can tell you thi

Sue and Bob agreed that they would not divulge their experience and thanked him profusely for the res
Homeland Secuty.

After Padilla | eft, Bob said to Sue, AHoney,
AWhat argument ?0
ARAbout whether | should keep on working in |it
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l dm going to transfer ,t oplwahceerse |tihkeer eY oasreemiltoet sa

AWhat made you change your mind, darl ing?bo

The End

SMALL TOWN, M iss.

J Sullivan

Vincent Campbell drove down the near empty highway in a red Ford Escort rental car on his way to a
meeting a small, but up and coming town i n Mi
South. He lived New York City. To him, thet@e journey had been nothing but the same countryside sin
repeating itself. A part of him missed the congested streets and the tall buildings and, most of all, the
He coul dndét remember the | ast t i nretheliedds. plafsltsselated
and a part of him was afraid of the isolation.

He was originally from upstate New York, but moved to the city when he went to college. He lo\
city. He | oved nearly everyt hi tig mach, douhe had not beds a
victim, yet. In his mind, nothing was perfect, and with all the positives about living in the city, some ne
should be expected.

The gas tank was starting to approach empty, so Vincent began looking for a gasistettbbeen a
while since he had seen a town or anything besides farms, for that matter. He was on a fairly well pav
highway, so he knew that it was only a matter of time before he would see a settlement of more than t

families. Sure enough, he withminutes he saw a sign that read: DESTINY 4 MILES. His stomach grow
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at him and he realized he hadnodét eaten in nea
was a local diner around. The one thing Vincent did like about the Sostthevéood.

He saw a gas station on the outskirts of a quiet town that seemed to have already packed it in f
evening, though the clock in the car only read six thirty. The sun was starting to set, but it was still ligh
enough to travel without hawgrthe headlights on. Just prior to the town was a dried up creek bed that s
about thirty feet below the normal grade of the road. A bridge that seemed fairly new spanned the cree
and allowed the road to pass over into the town. On the front edige lofidge, Vincent saw something
strange. A camera was installed on a pole looking back up the road at something. The camera was lat
had the | etters OMDOT®6 emblazed in black | ett
scare speders from flying into the town and taking out a local crossing the street.

Vincent pulled into the gas station and got out of the car. He proceeded to fill up the gas tank ai
went inside to pay. When he got inside, he realized how run down tiséajas was. The wood floorboards
were cracked and made an awful creaking sounds when he walking over them. The food mart section
gas station was practically empty of food and several of the shelves were broken beyond repair. The
refrigerators wershut off and water was leaking on to the floor. A swarm of flies began buzzing around
Vincent 6s head as soon as he stepped inside 't
source.

The only other soul in the building was the clerk, wias perhaps also the owner of the station. Sk
was in her seventies, and it looked as if life had done her several injustices. For all intensive purposes
hideous and was probably just as unattractive when she was younger. What remained bif \lwas tgeltow

or brown and jutted from her gums in all different directions. Her nose was large and her hair was a mi
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me s s . Her eyes seemed glazed over as if they
Vincent want to run far away.

Vincent approached the register and said,

The woman behind the counter said nothing; she just stared at Vincent with a blank expression
face. Vincent sat the money on the counter, but the womarotlimiake a move towards the money; she
didndét even blink. Uncomfortably, Vincent mad
so he didndét need any change.

Vincent had turned to the door when the woman finally spoke, butinalowsa v oi c e .
hate us?0o

The question startled Vincent. The raspy voice that posed the question gave Vincent a chill thai
down his spine. Slowly, he turned to the woma
Al can see it in yodirsdaice.uYouYbatehiusk Y
woman. She was staring straight into his eyes. Vincent felt as if she was looking straight into his heart
trying to close off his feelings to her, for he did have a feeling of disda@rtis the small town country folk

who usually lacked education, money, and teeth.

Al dondt, 6 Vincent replied in a weak voice
meek.

AWhat is it you fear most?0 asked the woma

ABei ng s ttuhciks hdeurmep ,ion repli ed Vincent aut oma

lips, he knew it was a mistake.

AThen you shall never | eave here, 0 said th
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never see anything beyond thistownexeg ai n. 0

AThe hell you say, 0 said Vincent. He found
revved up the car and sped out of the gas station, almost fishtailing out of control as he did so. He did
down until he was halfway ovéne small bridge that led into town.

#

The small town boasted not one, but two stoplightB.ust | i ng metr g @o IVii :1¢C
thought. The buildings that lined the two sides of the road looked as if they had been houses at one pc
the porch of the second house past the first light on the right hand side of the road, an old man sat in ¢
chair and rocked gely while staring at Vincent driving past. Up ahead, at the second stoplight, an eigb
pickup truck was makingarigftand turn. The air smelled of ma
tell the difference. He rolled up his window to kekp smell out of the car. A highway sign was tacked to
lamppost just before the second stop light. It was telling Vincent that the road would fork up ahead, an
should bear right when it did.

The fork lay just on the other side of town. The tefk hooked back into town with a sign that said
6South Destinyd and a | arge white arrow point
farmland lining it on either side. Vincent flashed his right turn arrow and followed therdyygbut of town.

Never see anything beyhoonudg htthQ@vtiargooewotl .ca gdaad q.,

Vincent continued driving west towards the setting sun. He had the window rolled down and the
was blowing through his hair. He had calmed down idemably since he left the small town, and was pultti
the whole thing behind him.

AWhy are people |ike that allowed out in p
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Hi s minddos eye was scrolling back through
shappeaut of it, though, as his car approached a sign on the highway. He was wondering if it would te
how far wuntil his destination, but it didnot.
DESTINY 4 MILES.

Vincent 6s raningddisdt dr tteacke a wrong turn back
farms | ook the same, but all farms | ook the s
stretch and you know it. What is going on around here? | want tougelf this place!

Vincent kept going, though, and hoped for the best. He knew things were wrong, though, when
the old gas station up ahead of him on the right side of the road. He drove past and stared at it as he ¢
old woman was standir@n the other side of a pane of glass, smiling that same sinister smile that she w
when she cursed him. The hair on Vincentods ar
second time and found the town in eerily the same conditiamas when he left it not an hour before.

On the porch of the second house past the first light on the right hand side of the road, the sam
man sat in a rocking chair and rocked gently while staring at Vincent driving past. Up ahead, at the se:
stoplight, the same old beap pickup truck was making a righaind turn. The air still smelled of manure, b
Vincent did not bother to roll up the window. He was too busy staring at the aspects of the town that w
exactly the same as the previous tim®ugh the town. The flags on the houses were blowing the exact <
way. Everything was the same except for the fact that the sun was a little lower in the sky. Time had p
while Vincent was on the road, but time seemed to be caught in a loop théehimwn.

Vincent stepped on the gas and sped throug

him over. Every fiber of his being was telling him to get out of that town as quickly as he could. He cou
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smoke in his rear view mirrordm where he had spun his tires as he fled in sheer terror from the town. }
reached the fork in the road and took the road to the right, just as he had an hour before.

The sun was dipping behind the trees and soon it would be dark. Vincent wantedsttageinay
from that town as he could before the sun went down. He kept his foot on the gas the entire way. The
meter was playing with the red and the speedometer was playing with triple digits.

A half hour went by and he was still surrounded by tmeesa f ar ml ands . He <co
the exact same or different farms that just |
surroundings. As fast as he was going, he was busy trying to keep the car on the road. He barelyenotic
highway sign as he flew past it, but all at once it registered in his mind and he slammed on the brakes
fishtailed and nearly spun off the road. Vincent did his best to keep the car straight and on the road, ar
succeeded. The car stoppmdthe shoulder facing off into some farmland, but in one piece nonetheless.

Vincent got out of the car and ran back to the sign he had just past. With as fast as he was goir
sign was nearly a half mile back. Sprinting, Vincent got to the signlinaocouple minutes, out of breath ar
sweating. The sun was almost gone behind the horizon and the lack of light made the sign hard to rea
Vincent knew what it said: DESTINY 4 MILES.

AShit, o muttered Vincent . Tnhtetheesigresuddepnly désdapet hir
and he fell to his knees and then to a seated position. He looked back down the road he just came, wc
he turned back if he would end up back in the town as well. Maybe if he stayed where he was, someol
come and give him a lift to someplace other than that town. But Vincent had not seen anyone else on-
since he stopped at the gas station; not a single soul.

The sun was completely gone and Vincent was sitting in near total darkness. The lighefraoon
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and the stars were the only things illuminating his surroundings. There was not a single light post anyv
the desolate road. The wind started picking up and Vincent began to shiver. He could see clouds movi
blocking the moonandthestad A st or m, | theught Wrtent Helfour the eherdgy to stand
back up and started trudging back to his car. He unrolled the sleeves of hisupusturt to keep his arms
warm. He also folded his arms to try to keep his body warm asripetature started to drop rapidly.

When Vincent reached his car, the wind was howling. The car was making a dinging noise, letti
know that the door was open with the keys in
forgottent o turn the car off. In the city, his car
anyone around to take it. He saw that he had at least had the sense to pull up the emergency brake sc
di dndét roll intohetohde ditch on the side of

Vincent climbed into the car and shut the door. The dinging stopped. He sat in the dark car for ¢
moment with his forehead resting against the steering whdel. a m Vintentith®ought. Afber a moment,
Vincent decided to continue. Any typéside road or anything the he came across that would get him off
highway; he would take and just hope for the best. He drove slowly, hoping to spot some alternative tc
road he was on, but nothing came. He approached the gas station for thimthitdseemed older and even
more dilapidated. He looked at the window and saw the old woman standing by the window staring dir
him. She seemed to glow in the window, though no lights were on in the station. Her hands and face v
pressed agaihshe glass as if she were trying to get through the window. Her eyes were red and bloods
her grin was menacing. Her hair stood straight up as if she had been electrocuted.

Wide-eyed, Vincent turned his attention back to the road. He passed th&i§xdi¥ecamera on the

bridge standing emotionless and empty. He crossed over the same bridge over the same creek bed al
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the same town for the third time. But this time, the town was different. The two streetlights were flashir
yellow and dancingih h e wi nd. Leaves blew across the roa
the old man had been sitting was now empty, though the two rocking chairs continued to rock from the

Vincent drove through the two streetlights and again came to the fork in the road. This time, hoy
he turned left, which headed towards the south side of the town. In the middle of crossing over a set o
tracks, the sky was instantly illuminatedth a flash of lightning followed by a deafening clap of thunder.
Vincent 6s car shook briefly. When he got acro
lining both sides of the street. A few houses down, on the right, a fire wasdgur@a metal garbage can. A
group of townsfolk was standing around the fire, but as Vincent drew near, he realized that they were .
staring at him, not with looks of curiosity or surprise, but with scowls of hatred.

The group began to walk towards¥ient 6 s car . Vincent sensed
he started to accelerate, a man the group put his fist through the front passenger window and made a
Vincent. The car had picked up speed, however, and the man was sent twirlingitiacike street. The
others seemed uninterested in their fallen comrade and continued to chase after the car.

Vincent continued to speed up, but slammed on the brakes to turn down a side street and then
to try to lose his pursuers. Vincent wasv on another residential street. It looked exactly the same as th
he had just driven down, with the exception of the burning garbage can and the group of people. All th
were dark with not a solitary light shining behind their windows.

A singde street lamp stood lit about halfway down the road. A dark figure crouched at the base c
with its back turned to Vincent. Cautiously, Vincent drove towards the figure. As he drew near, he saw

figure was a woman. She had long, matted reddmalrwas wearing a polka dotted dress that looked like i
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hadndét seen a washing machine in years. The g
faced Vincent. Blood streamed down her chin and she had a look of hatred in her eyed.|dhkeel down
at her lap and saw a tangled mass of flesh and blood. He recognized what it was and about lost his lul
That s her baby sheds eating!

The woman | et out ¥ahbweboowl and hissed,

The woman threw herself at the car with the remairteebaby still in her hand. She and the infant
clump of flesh sl ammed against Vincentds wind
forward. The woman spun off the windshield and landed with a hard thud and a shriek on théelkpitalt
him. A streak of blood was smeared across the windshield.
Al have got to get out of here, 0 shouted V
towards the street he had previously been driven down. If he had to, he would dria# ofv#rose people in
order to get out of the town. When he turned back on to the main street, he saw the street was packec
people blocking his escape. In all, there were at least twenty people on the road, all of them staring str
Vincent, daring him to drive at them. He stepped on the gas and drove straight down the middle of the
towards the people and his way out of town. He expected the people to jump back to avoid being hit, &
did the exact opposite. Several people lungedantfof the car. Their bodies created large dents in the ho
of the car and created speed bumps that slowed the car down enough for the others to jump on the ca
man threw himself through the dri ver Gtsshads dfglassv
and had a body draped over him. His hands let go of the wheel and the car began to lose control. The

able to grab a hold of Vincent and drag him through the broken window on to thedstreétm out o

The car smashedto a mailbox and the remaining few people on the car were flung over the front of the
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into the front yard of the house.

Vincent found himself in the middle of the street, bloody and sore. The man was lying beside hi
a cracked skull. Running ommplete adrenaline, Vincent hopped back to his feet and started to walk tov
the car. His right ankle was throbbing from a possible break. Vincent hobbled as fast he could, knowin
he was being chased by those who had not been injured when tleethmevn from the vehicle. Two people
were standing up in the front yard of the house and realized that Vincent was walking towards the car.
ran over to Vincent, fists swinging. Vincent was able to dodge a blow from one and threw a left jab intc
manods throat. The man i mmedi ately crumpled to
a right hook and caught the second man in the jaw. The man went spinning towards the ground.

A flash of lightening lit up the sky and Vincent could dee dthers drawing closer. He hobbled arot
the two men and continued towards the car. He was nearly there when he felt a hand grab at his broke
and pull him to the ground. He | et out a hawth
one hand on Vincentodés ankle and the other on
in the face with his good foot until the man finally released him. He could see the other people only a f
yards away and thought that imgght not make it. Vincent lunged himself back through the broken windo
With his left foot, he slammed on the gas and the car lurched itself over the broken mailbox. He steere
back into the road, running over a body as he did so. Ahandcametprh t he rear dr i
as the car hit the pavement. Glass again showered Vincent as he did he best to keep the car in the roi
shifted gears and began to accelerate faster that the people could run. Finally, Vincent was pgting so
di stance between himself and the townbés peopl

He reached the fork in the road as the rain started and turned down the road out of town. His b
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ached and he could feel blooding flowing down the side of his face on down pagsotii He was fighting

for breath.

il escaped, 0 Vincent panted over and over
hedd been down twice already. He hoped that h
rainwascoomg down in buckets now and Vincent had t

|l et them catch me. 0

After a half hour of driving, the rain had eased off and Vincent came up to the same sign, yet a(
di dndt Dbot her theknsewwhat it said ahd what@ cheant.tAs thefsonrwas beginning to
over the horizon behind him, Vincent began to see the gas station up ahead.

AOh, God, please no, not again, o pleaded V
oo going through the town for a fourth time. i

He could not, would not, go through the town again. At once, his attention turned from the town
bridge and the creek bed t hat lyonesoltom sne esdape. Vincent
put his foot to the floorboard and the car picked up speed. As he passed the gas station, he forced hin
to look and see the woman. He kept his eyes glued on the bridge. As the bridge drew near, Vincerarle:
onto the shoulder of the road. He could see the MDOT camera at the start of the bridge. Vincent did n
his foot off the gas even as the car was suspended +aimitihe nose of the car was forced down and Vin
was staring straight at the rockseek as the car flew down towards it. The right front quarter panel of the
hit a large rock at the bottom, and the car was flipped upside down. The roof of the car slammed into t

creek and collapsed in on Vincent. As Vincent felt the glorpais of his neck breaking from the impact, hi

final thoughtwa® Fr eedom at | ast! 6
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AHel |l , | ooks | ike another one, Dan, 06 said
was standing at the bottom of the creek bed outside the town oh{kestking at the wreckage of a red For
Escort rental car that had driven over the bridge earlier that morning.

Sheri ff Dan Wal ker had come out from the t
we had that camera installed sowe canesgea ct | y what happened. 0

It was the fourth such accident already that year. After the third, the town had petitioned the sta
install the camera on the bridge to find out why so many people were driving into the creek.

ARYeah, when | agretterbsa,c kl &lol hgeeatd qgquhe DOT t o s
Allen said.

When the footage was sent over, Allen was more confused than ever. He called up Walker to re¢

information on the tapes.

ASo what happened?0 kadupthedphoa | ker when he p

AYou arendt going to believe this, o replie
of town, the one that burned a few years back

nYeah, I know it, 0 s aigdove thereon Hallowdéa to &peok eachiothe
They say itds haunted. 0O

A Wel | |l dondét know about all that, o All en
there on his way into town. o

3t

Stopped in and di d wérlangupenhiachairl y? 0 Wal ked

ANot hing, o replied Allen, fAhe didndt even
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then as if he was possessed or something, takes off like a bat out of hell and drives straight off the bric
beforedawyn. | td6s a wonder that no one saw him sitH
ti me. o
AStrange, 0 said Sheriff Walker.
ARSo you have fobtuoawrdeeras ,hscawmddd oluyt dri ving i
commented Alla.
AAnd no rhyme or reason as to why, o added
Awell, when you find out something, | et me
ASure will, o0 said Walker. They said their
After putting down the phone, Adh replayed the footage. Instead of focusing on the car flying ove
edge of the ravine, he watched the burned down gas station. A chill ran down his spine, because for a
he thought he saw a shadow of a figure moving from the rubble to thesthejore the car took off towards

the creek.

Filled with horror, Allen dropped the remote to the television and ran out of his office.
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