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INTRODUCTION 

 

 Almost every night, when the clock strikes four in the 

morning, my eyes pop open and the mechanical motor inside my 

brain starts churning. Ideas, ideas and more ideas fill my head 

during this peculiar witching hour. I love thinking about new 

innovative concepts for cartoons, movies, plays, stories, 

screenplays and graphic novels. 

 Simply put, I like to think up ideas. 

 It‟s my life. It‟s how I make money. It‟s what makes me 

hop out of bed every single day (besides, my wife and kids, of 

course). 

 To that point, everyone begins their creative journey 

somewhere. 

 Picasso‟s first line drawings are probably, buried in 

some landfill. Mozart‟s first symphonies were probably tossed in 

the fireplace to keep his family warm. Bradbury‟s childhood 

writings are probably long gone. 

 However, my first set of short stories can live on forever 

– online. I‟ll let you be the judge on whether or not that‟s a good 

thing, or a bad thing.  

 Selfishly, I‟ve always wanted to publish a book. And, 

with the onset of technology, anyone can publish an e-book. 

Some people can even make money at it. But, the first and hardest 

part of publishing a book is actually having something to write 

about. 

 Which brings us back to the ideas. 

 Are the stories you are about to read fantastic? Mmmm, 

maybe. Will they win a Pulitzer Prize? Probably not. 

 This collection of stories is a little better than terrible, 

and a little less good than great. They‟re middle of the road. 

They‟re, dare I say, mediocre. But, they‟re important in the fact 

that they‟ve molded me into the person I‟ve become today and 

will transform into tomorrow. 

 Looking back, I‟ve learned a lot since the inceptions of 

these stories. And I‟ve fought tooth and nail with my inner 

George Lucas not to tinker with them no matter how cringe-

inducing some of them may be. 

 Because, where‟s the fun in that?  
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 I want people to see the rawness, the experimentation, 

the outright borrowing and mutation of ideas that took place in 

the formation of these stories. This book of stories is a wonderful 

way to mark the time and history of Bradley Eimer, circa 2000-

2005. 

 Oh, yeah, one more thing. 

 As my children grow older and my free time to create 

opens up a tiny bit each and every year, I thought I would release 

this tiny little novella of mediocre horror tidbits as more of a 

harbinger of a long line of better-than-mediocre books, graphic 

novels, cartoons and children‟s books to come. 

 So sit back, relax and enjoy my horror stories. In a way, 

it‟s the daily miscellaneous debris that‟s constantly rolling around 

in my head. Hopefully, you‟ll have as much fun reading them as I 

had writing them. 

 Now, if you‟ll excuse me. It‟s almost 4 a.m. I have to 

hop back into the debris dumpster to search for more ideas. 

 

- Bradley Eimer, January 10, 2012 
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THE BIRDFEEDER 

 
 My eyes popped open. There was a strange rustling 

outside the house.  

 It was like nothing I had ever heard before.  

 Wings? Yes. It was the sound of gigantic wings; 

flapping violently in the wind right outside the window. 

 I rubbed my crusted eyes.  

 An eagle? A hawk? Perhaps a vulture?   

 I stepped into my slippers and shuffled down the stairs, 

two steps at a time.  

 The rustling grew louder and louder. I grabbed a 

baseball bat from the closet. A shrill screech echoed from the 

porch.  

 I cocked the bat behind my head and opened the door. 

Silvery, glistening thick leaves blew into the house.   

 I listened for the rustling once again. Silence. 

 I knelt down and picked up one of the leaves. They 

weren‟t leaves after all. They didn‟t feel like leaves. They felt 

rough and coarse, almost like… 

 A huge shriek echoed through the cool night. 

 I dropped the bat. A pang of fright rippled from the nape 

of my neck down through my back as I glanced up into the cool 

moonlit night.  

 The red dragon blew a plume of fire into the air as it 

drifted away. 

 Huge scales dripped from its tail like the decaying 

grayish hair from an old man.   

 I scratched my head as I gazed at the magnificent beast. 

 “Second time this year that‟s happened,” I said to no 

one in particular.  

 “Going have to stop putting steak bones into  that 

birdfeeder.” 
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Howdy Neighbor 
 

 

 
 “Howdy neighbor,” Mr. Johannson called out to his 

next door buddy. His arm waved firmly in the air like a pink 

flabby flag.  

 Ray Brickbacker, hands firmly embedded in soil, arched 

his back, looked towards Mr. Johannson and smiled; his graying 

mustache almost nicked his ears.  

 “Looks like you‟re getting a foot up on the competition 

for the blooming contest this year,” Mr. Johannson cried out with 

a happy yelp. “Seems like you should let somebody else win this 

year seein‟s that you‟ve won for the past two years, huh there 

Ray?” 

 Mr. Brickbacker stood up with his courteous smile, 

wiped the dirt from his gloves and held up three fingers.  

 “Well, I‟ll be darned; it has been three years in a row 

hasn‟t it?” Mr. Johannson shouted out. 

 Brickbacker nodded. 

 “Yeah, yeah I remember,” Mr. Johannson said. “Old 

missus Weatherbee down the road almost beat you about four 

years back...but your flowers done bloomed way past hers.  Good 

old missus Weatherbee, God rest her soul. But, she gave you a 

run for your money. Didn‟t she there Ray?” 

 Ray nodded and continued his laboring.  Even though 

the Franklin Township Annual Flower competition was a month 

away, Mr. Brickbacker knew he had to get an early start on his 

garden to beat out the growing competition. 

 Just the other day, he noticed Mrs. Brisby down the 

street buying mulch and potting soil at the local IGA. He knew 

she was going to try to dethrone the reigning King.  He could see 

it in her eyes. Truth be told, it scared him to death. 

 This year, though, he was ready and armed with a secret 

weapon. 

 “My oh my, you sure are going to be hard to beat this 

year,” Roger balked as he tossed his fishing gear into his 

Oldsmobile and scanned the colorful garden. “What‟s your secret 

there Mr. Brickbacker?  My Paulina sure would love to know.” 

 Ray grasped his hand into the deep dark Earth, pulled 

out a fist-full of soil and held it up to Mr. Johannson. “It‟s the 
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dirt, Roger.  It‟s all in how you take care of your dirt.  The 

minerals. The vitamins. The overall moistness.  It‟s all in the soil 

my good friend.  It‟s all in the soil.” 

 A slack-jawed Mr. Johannson adjusted his hat and 

shook his head like a dumbfounded mule.  He scratched his, head, 

barely missing the twenty-five or so lures sticking out of his 

fisherman‟s cap. Then, he let out a deep sigh. 

 “That‟s it?” he balked.  “The soil?  Nothing more, 

nothing less?” 

 Mr. Brickbacker shook his head and smiled as he 

plucked a couple stray dandelions from the ground with the fury 

of a minister on the Sabbath.  Sweat dripped from his fervid 

brow. 

 “Well, then where do you buy it?” Johannson asked. 

“Paulina would love to have some of that there dirt if that‟s what 

you say it does.” 

 Ray paused and looked up at Mr. Johannson.  He pulled 

off his baseball cap and wiped the sweat from his wet face.  His 

receding, graying hairline sprouted out from his feverish head. 

 “Can‟t get it anywhere, Roger.  This is my own recipe 

pure and simple and I ain‟t got enough to give it away either,” he 

said. “Why, it‟s been handed down for years and years in our 

family and it‟s been winning flower competitions around the 

globe.” 

 “Ya don‟t say?” 

 “Heck,” Brickbacker added. “Even last year, a 

Brickbacker in Holland won a garden contest over there.” 

 “No kidding?” asked Roger. 

 “No kidding,” said Ray. “This here soil‟s been a 

Brickbacker tradition in our family tree. And it‟s not for sale.” 

 Johannson grunted and pulled off his hat. “Well,” he 

said. “Paulina, sure will be upset, but, whoa look at the time.  I 

best be going if I want to catch any of them fish out there.” 

 Mr. Johannson hopped into his car started the engine. 

But, before he left, he popped his head out the window and yelled 

toward Brickbacker. 

 “Hey, best of luck to you and your garden and that there 

fine soil. Be seeing ya around there neighbor.” 

 Ray squinted and nodded as Johannson whisked away 

down the road in his beat-up yellow contraption. He glanced at 

his watch. It was almost nine in the morning, which was pretty 
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darn close to quitting time. The garden could wait another day.  

Ray neatly slid a couple more potted plants into the soil. 

 “There, there, little miss plant...enjoy...enjoy.”   

 Ray thought of himself as a good actor. When other 

people asked him about the flower competition, he acted like he 

really didn‟t care. But, deep down inside, he did. 

 He loved the three-page article in the local newspaper.  

He swooned when his garden was named the garden of the year. 

And he relished when they asked him how his beautiful seedlings 

blossomed into beautiful rainbows of color in his yard. Year after 

year. Spring after spring. Flower competition after flower 

competition. 

 He had finally found his calling. And nobody; no Mrs. 

Brisby, or Paulina or old Miss Weatherbee was going to steal this 

crown from him. 

 “Howdy neighbor!” 

 Ray winced. The whiny voice echoed from the across 

the road and at that instant he knew who it was.  He gazed up and 

saw Ms. Tattletree across the road in her patented polka dot sun 

dress and hat. 

 “Looks like someone is trying for crown number three,” 

she said half-snickering. 

 Ray smiled his content smile, waved back at the fat cow 

and held up four fingers. 

 “Oh yes, I forgot about Mrs. Weatherbee” Ms. 

Tattletree said. “I forgot that you won three straight years. God 

willing, this will be your fourth crown.” 

 Mr. Brickbacker nodded and gave her a thumbs up into 

the air, struggling rather mightily not to offer her a different type 

of one-fingered hand gesture. 

 “Just getting some fresh air Ms. Tattletree,” he said. 

“Not too concerned about the contest, just merely enjoying a 

beautiful spring day.” 

 Ms. Tattletree snorted. 

 “You don‟t fool me Raymond Brickbacker.  I know what 

you‟ve been up to,” she yelped. “Me and the girls have been 

talking and we think you better watch out this year.” 

 Ms. Tattletree glanced at her manicured hands and dug 

some dirt from the right-hand thumb. 

 “By the way,” she whispered in a lower tone. “Have you 

seen Mrs. Brisby‟s garden?  It‟s to die for!” 
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 “Nope,” he said then took a big gulp of his bottled 

water.  “Not really interested.  Come to think of it, I may not even 

sign up for the competition this year.” 

 “Oh, come off of it Raymond,” Tattletree squawked. 

“You‟re just saying that. We already know you registered and we 

know you‟re talking about your special soil throughout the 

township.” 

 There was a slight pause. Ms. Tattletree glanced towards 

a stray bluebird flying through the sky. 

 “So fess up,” she demanded. “What‟s your secret?” 

 Ray looked across the street at the graying, sun-starched 

widow. He looked at his empty bag of special soil, then back 

across the street once again. 

 He knew he had to make a new batch and since Ms. 

Tattletree was here, he shrugged and thought to himself, “What 

the hell, I‟ll show her.” 

 He walked over to her. Looked up and down the lane 

and stared intently into her bright, blue eyes. 

 “You show me a desert and I can grow you some 

beautiful daffodils. You show me a rocky cliff and I‟ll grow you 

the most eye-popping petunias you ever did see,” he said. “That‟s 

why I think I need to share my secret with at least one person in 

this world.” 

 He grabbed Ms. Tattletree‟s hands and looked her 

straight in the eye. 

 “Ms. Tattletree,” he said. “You have the fine honor of 

being the first person on this block to know how I make my 

beautiful flowers grow.” 

 Ms. Tattletree stared in awe as Ray motioned for her to 

join him.  He placed his hoe and gloves into the wheelbarrow and 

headed back to the work shed. 

 She waddled across the street and joined him by his 

side. 

 “I can‟t believe this Raymond.  I can‟t believe you‟re 

going to finally tell me your special secret,” she squawked.  “You 

can trust me Raymond, I won‟t tell a soul.  It will be our little 

secret just you and me.  I promise.” 

 Ray smiled at her. 

 “Just you and me,” he said as he unlocked the security 

bolt on the door. 

 “Yes, just you and ....Oh my Lord!”  Ms. Tattletree‟s 

face went white.  
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 Four corpses hung by the ceiling from meat hooks. The 

other bodies were unidentifiable. Some didn‟t even look human.   

 Her mouth agape, Ms. Tattletree immediately 

recognized Mrs. Brisby‟s body dangled over the lawnmower; red 

liquid dripped from her throat; her neighbor‟s right torso and left 

arm absent from her body. 

 Ms. Tattletree wanted to scream, but Ray‟s strong grip 

muffled her sounds.  He grabbed some pruning shears from his 

work bench and viciously stabbed her in the belly. 

 “You‟re going to be part of my special secret Ms. 

Tattletree,” he whispered into her ear as he stuck her over and 

over again. “You‟re going to help me win crown number four.” 

 He stabbed her in the neck, in the face, in the ribs, in the 

back. He stabbed her over and over until his arms were weak. 

 Ms. Tattletree‟s body slumped to the floor. She was still 

breathing, barely alive, but coherent.  She looked over at 

Raymond Brickbacker as he was closing the door to the shed. 

 He smiled his patented fake smile, but this time his 

mustached face was genuinely happy. He was a contented soul. 

 “Don‟t look it as death, Ms. Tattletree,” Ray said 

slowly as he reached for the chainsaw hanging above Mrs. 

Brisby‟s mutilated body.  “Look at this as helping the world 

grow.” 

 He flipped on the CD player. Beethoven‟s 9th 

Symphony started playing in the background. He cranked up to 

the volume to high and pulled the ripcord on the chainsaw. 

 Ms. Tattletree let out a final scream. 

 

 

 “Say cheese, Mr. Brickbacker” the young, female 

photographer from The Daily Recorder yelped. 

 “Cheeeeeeessse,” Ray beamed. 

 The newspaper reporter examined the purple flowers 

from a distance then took a step back and clicked a picture of Ray 

with his flower garden in the background. 

 “This won‟t take long Mr. Brickbacker,” he said. 

 “No trouble.  No trouble at all,” Ray said with happy 

glee. 

 He noticed Mr. Johannson and his wife, Pauline, staring 

out the window with their arms crossed. Anger plastered on their 

faces. 
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 “If you don‟t mind me asking Mr. Brickbacker,” said 

the reporter. “How do you do it, year after year? What‟s your 

secret?” 

 Ray knelt down and grabbed a handful of dirt from his 

flower bed.  He let it slide between his fingers like fine sand from 

an hour glass. 

 “The soil,” he said triumphantly as he shot a glance 

over to his pensive neighbors. “The secret‟s in the soil.” 
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SIN 

 

 
 
 The haze cleared from my face. A burnt sienna 

hypodermic needle hung out of my arm. Reddish orange puke 

covered my flannel shirt, and the most horrifying ugly woman I 

have ever gazed upon was in my eye range. 

 She was lying naked next to me in the studio apartment 

overlooking the grand city of Wheeling, West Virginia. 

 I shoved the ugly woman's chubby arm to the side and 

grasped the hypo from my arm. With a wince of pain, the needle 

slipped out of my black and blue appendage. I tossed it onto the 

ground and eased my shirt off, being extra careful not to spill any 

of the puke on the floor. 

 "Was that blood on the floor?" I asked myself as I 

tossed the garment into the tin trash can beside the computer.  I 

wobbled over to the sink and grabbed a glass out of the cupboard. 

 Brown sludge spewed out from the spigot. "Fuck," I 

slammed the glass into the basin. It shattered into pieces. My 

mouth was dry and flaky.  My head pounded like a 6.0 earthquake 

in California. 

 I opened the refrigerator door. A rotting head of lettuce 

and various condiments stared back. I opened the freezer door. 

Two empty ice cube containers and numerous plastic packages 

waved hello. I sighed and rubbed my receding, almost non-

existent, hairline. 

 Then, I remembered. I remembered that I hid a beer in 

the vegetable crisper a couple nights ago. It was the perfect hiding 

place for this sort of occasion. I opened the drawer, but it was 

empty. 

 I looked over to the fat broad in my bed.  

 In her hand lay the golden chalice that would‟ve made 

this shitty Sunday morning just a little bit better. It was my last 

Coors Light. 

 “Bitch,” I murmured as I grabbed a dirty plastic cup 

from the top of the chest of drawers and sauntered off to the 

toilet. I opened the toilet lid and stuck my dirty glass into the 

semi-fresh looking water. Hell, it looked refreshing to me. I 
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glugged down half of the basin, let out a burp, and then glanced 

into the mirror. 

 The contours, the lines and the pores that made up my 

face stared back at me. I had a black eye. My lip was blown up 

like a water balloon. I pulled a hand up to my face and winced at 

the pain. I was a scarecrow; a shell of my former self. Only I 

wasn‟t scaring away the birds. I was scaring away myself; my 

true self. 

 “Where had I been?” The days, weeks, before were a 

complete blur. 

 I wiped the glazy crust from my eyes and spit a wad of 

blood into the sink.  I wetted my hands and splashed water onto 

my hair.  As I glanced into the mirror, I reached for the comb. 

Before I brought it to my head, I noticed something trapped in the 

bristles. 

 It was a long strand of hair.  

 I pulled the hair from the bristle and examined it. It was 

auburn, with a touch of blonde.  It was her strand of hair. 

 I remembered that she colored her hair right before she 

left. Right before she said good-bye. 

 My eyes swelled with tears. “What had I done?” The 

torture I put myself through day after day. The pain I felt every 

night as I grasped a pillow for comfort. The hunger pangs drilled 

into my brain and begged, pleaded with me to feed my body. 

 And let‟s not forget the drugs that my liver will pay 

dearly for in my later years. The coke, the heroin, the weed, the 

beer, the pills and the whiskey siphoned through my body on a 

daily basis. A reverse baptism of sorts 

 I thought about the good times, when we locked 

ourselves inside for nights on end and simply hung out and 

laughed and talked all through the night. 

 We were alive together. Now, we were the exact 

opposite. 

 I glanced in the mirror again. I brought a hand up to the 

pathetic reflection that stared back. 

 Disgust filled my mind. My life couldn‟t end this way.  

It wasn‟t supposed to be this way. My head ached. My tortured 

body was a mass of mental and physical bruises.  

 She was gone. And the strand of hair was the last, 

faintest reminder of what could have been; what should have 

been.  
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 I rolled the hair tight around my ring finger until the 

finger turned purple. It felt good to be this close to her once again. 

 I stared at the clouds through the bathroom window. I 

wondered if she was gazing upon the same clouds and thinking of 

me. I wondered if I should go after her. I wondered if she would 

come back to me.  

 No. She was gone forever. She was gone for good. 

 “Not going to happen,” I said to myself. “You know it‟s 

not going to happen at all.” 

 I glanced out the window one more time. The dirty, red-

stained brick buildings; the stale valley coal-enriched air; the gray 

clouds overhead; everything had a depressing ominous tone. 

 I thought to myself that I could have pulled up stakes 

tom somewhere nice; somewhere sunny. I could have had a 

fantastic job. I could have had a beautiful wife and nice looking 

kids. But that would be too easy for those little dreams to come 

true. 

 Instead, I chose to get drunk, snort anything that came 

within an inch of my nose and fuck tons and tons of whores; all 

the while dating her. 

 All the while she found out my dirty little secret, and 

confronted me. No wonder she fucking went away. I would‟ve 

done the same thing. 

 Yeah, it's hard being in the gutter when you're twenty-

seven years old and you have really nothing to look forward to in 

life besides as all the old folks say "death and taxes.” Forget the 

fact that I don't even pay taxes. Hell, I haven't paid them in more 

than 10 years.  So, that leaves only one thing left for my sorry ass. 

 But, that was the easy part; falling into this downward 

spiral.  Getting too fucked up too care anymore was the fun part. 

The part where you didn't give a shit.  The part that welcomes you 

with wide-opened arms. The part that say‟s “It‟s okay, I‟m here 

for you.” 

 The hard part, I realized, wasn't even here yet. 

 As I sat there on the toilet, my throne, in my little 

kingdom in my studio apartment overlooking the Ohio River; I 

realized that it was going to be even harder to climb out of this 

cesspool that I had created for myself. The big mistake I had 

made this past week. 

 I un-twirled the hair from my finger and dropped it into 

the toilet and flushed. The clouds released a light drizzle ever so 

softly across the land. 
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 Just then, I heard a cough and sputter from the bedroom. 

The beast awoke. I hurriedly closed the door and jumped back on 

the toilet. 

 "My God,” I whispered. “How am I going to get out of 

this one?” 

 "AAAAAEEEEEAGH," a scream echoed from the other 

side of the door. 

 I shook my head wondering what in the hell was going 

on. I slowly shuffled through the door, and there she was in all 

her magnificent glory. Two-hundred and fifty pounds of flesh 

hopping up and down like a dancing jumping sausage; screaming 

a the top of her lungs 

 "Get this fucking thing out of me, you bastard,” she 

screamed pointing to her foot. 

 My eyes widened as I stared at the hypodermic needle 

sticking out of her foot. “Well are you going to just fucking stand 

there or are you going to help me?” 

 I knelt down towards her thick foot as she collapsed on 

the bed. 

 “No,” she begged. “Leave it. Gimme the rest.  It feels 

fucking good.” 

 So this was my life nowadays; shooting up fat women 

through the veins in their feet on Sunday morning. I acquiesced 

and shot the rest of the heroin into her foot. She relaxed into an 

elegant coma. 

 “Ummmm,” she moaned. “That feels awesome.” 

 I pulled the needle from her foot and walked it over to 

the wastebasket where I examined all of the contents. 

 There was an empty bottle of McCormick Dry, about 

ten or twelve hypodermic needles, my puke-stained shirt, a couple 

of blood-stained paper towels, duct tape pieces and various 

pornography. Oh yeah, and some used red-stained rubbers. 

 So much sin lay in that wastebasket. So much hate. So 

much waste flushed down the proverbial toilet.  I shook my head 

in disgust. 

 It was my mental stew; a gurgling witches pot of my 

problems and weaknesses in life, simmered on medium high for 

the past six months. 

 So much fucking sin. 

 I glanced over at the nameless, naked fat girl sprawled 

on my bed. Her eyes were wide open and she had a peculiar smile 

on her face as she started fingering herself.  



18 | P a g e  
 

 “Now I‟m feeling sexy baby,” she purred. “You feel like 

fucking?” 

 I shook my head. 

 “No?” she squawked. “Why not baby? We were so good 

last night.” 

 I walked over to the empty book case and reached for 

my keys and my wad of cash. 

 “Where are you going?” Beth yelled from the bed. 

 Beth. Yeah, that was her name.  I met her at some dive 

down in South Wheeling last night.   

 “I thought you wanted to fuck me?” 

 “Look,” I said. “I‟m leaving.” 

 She started to cry.   

 I hate that. I hate when they cry. It doesn‟t matter how 

hot or ugly they are but when they start to cry it gets me in the 

heart.  When their lips start to quiver and the tears start rolling, 

it‟s like you almost feel a deep sort of pity and remorse for them. 

 “Look,” I said staring at the ground.  “Sorry.  I‟m 

sorry.” 

 She started crying louder.  I was worried the neighbors 

would think I was beating her or something; so I reached into my 

pocket and pulled out some cash.   

 “Hey,” I said as I walked over to the bed. She 

immediately stopped crying when she saw the dead presidents. 

 “Here,” I tossed her a fifty dollar bill. 

 “So, you pay me off like a fucking whore and kick me 

out of your life forever?” 

 This was a totally weird scene. A scene that I never 

thought I‟d be involved in again. Just like her. Just like last week. 

 I walked over to the sink, opened the drawer and pulled 

out the knife. It felt comfortable. It felt inviting. 

 "You really want to see me again?" she asked. 

 "Of course, B-Beth," I cringed as I clutched the knife 

harder in my hand. 

 "You even remember my name." 

 "Yeah, I did,” I inhaled a whiff of air.  "You see Beth. 

I'm not the evil guy you think I am." 

 I tossed the knife into my right-hand pocket and turned 

around to face her. I pulled out a cigarette from my shirt pocket, 

tossed it into my mouth and lit it. 

 Whenever I start to lie, I get nervous. 

 "When can I see you again?" 
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 "I don't know?” I said shuffling over to the bed. “How 

about, this,” I pulled what looked like an old electric bill from the 

chest of drawers and a pen and set it down on the side of the bed. 

“Now, before you get dressed and leave, you put your number 

down on this here paper and when I have time, I'll call you, 

okay?" 

 She nodded. The beast started to rise in my head. It was 

an itch that couldn‟t be scratched. 

 Sometimes you have to go through the motions and put 

up the facade. Sometimes you just have to go through the motions 

to get rid of the ones you love. 

 "Thanks.  Thanks a lot," was all she could muster from 

her face. I heard a door slam downstairs. 

 It was probably the landlord returning from his vacation; 

right on time. It was just like she told me. 

 I needed to get out of her old apartment. Before he 

found the bags in the dumpster. Before the smell started to 

permeate into the sky. Before they opened the refrigerator freezer. 

 "Well," I shot out to a very lucky Beth. "Be seein' you 

around."  

 I pulled myself up from the bed and headed to the door. 

 "Oh yeah, and one more thing?" 

 She looked up, eyes beaming, like I was going to say 

something chivalrous like some sort of knight to a fair maiden 

after he defeats the dragon and sets out into the sunset, blah, blah, 

blah. 

 “Ummm, could you take this for me?” I handed her the 

knife. She reached out and grabbed the knife with her hand. Her 

fingerprints. 

 “What‟s this?” she asked. 

 “It fell on the floor,” I smiled as I leaned over and gave 

her a kiss. “Could you do me another big favor?” 

 She looked at the knife in her hand. Then looked around 

the room and nodded apprehensively. 

 "Could you lock the door when you leave?” I asked. 

“There's a lot of freaks out here in this neighborhood." 

 As I walked to the door, I heard slight blubbering 

behind me as she began to cry.  When I slammed the door her 

mellow little whimpers turned into wails. 

 It was funny. 

 To this day I've always wondered if she actually left a 

phone number on the chest of drawers, if she trashed the 
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apartment, if she happened to open the refrigerator freezer; or if 

she was arrested. 

 I'll never know the answer. 

 Because that was the last time I was ever in that studio 

apartment; her studio apartment; which overlooked the steel gray, 

steel town of Wheeling, West Virginia.  
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A Winters Walk 
 

 

 

 
 The air was cool. A frigid January breeze was blowing 

in from the Canadian Rockies. It tickled my ears as it whistled 

and swooped through the trees.  

 The snow crunched beneath my feet as, step by step, I 

headed toward the cabin. 

 “The weather man said to expect feet upon feet of 

snow,” I said with a smile to no one in particular. 

 I gazed at my watch.  It was 4:30.  It would be getting 

dark soon and I‟d have to be getting back to the police.  

 They‟d be curious as to my whereabouts. 

 It was ten weeks ago to the day that my wife went 

missing.  It shocked the family; even myself. Our daughter Jane 

had to drop out of the University of Colorado to come home and 

support the family.  It was hard on James Jr. also.  He had to be 

placed on medication until this blasted search was over. 

 Myself, on the other hand, I could handle the press and 

the relatives and the annoying accusations against my character. I 

could handle the pressure. 

 My wife‟s sister, Sandra has been taking it the hardest.  

Every time the phone rings she hopes, she prays that there‟s 

something. Some new bit of information that says her sister is 

alive. Anything.  Some sort of sign to point us in the right 

direction of Ruth‟s abductor.  Or could it be abductees? 

 I went through the basic questioning day in and day out. 

 “Were you having any marital problems, Mr. Jones?” 

 “No, we loved each other,” I would say. 

 “Did she ever think about leaving or talk about going to 

some exotic place?” 

 “Not that I know of,” I would answer. 

 “Did you murder your wife, Mr. Jones?” 

 “I would like to talk to my lawyer,” I would say. 

 The inquisition, as I called it, refused to let up. Ten 

tortuous weeks of my life. But it will serve its purpose in the end. 

 I arrived at the cabin. The voices ceased. The side panel 

opened up then slammed shut. The wooden door slowly creaked 

open. I kicked the snow off of my shoes and entered. 
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 Lying on a table was a body. Naked legs spread into the 

air with dozens of green-brown eggs, the size of miniature 

footballs, slowly oozing out of her vagina. 

 The others around the table began their auspicious 

murmuring.  Their tentacles moving in unison; almost like a song.  

They focused their eyes towards me. 

 I took off my skin and stretched out my tentacles.  It felt 

really good to get out of the skin once in awhile. 

 Shortly. Very shortly. I wouldn‟t have to wear it 

anymore.  

 “Do the humans know?” asked the leader in a low 

clicking sound. 

 “No,” I responded with a hiss. “They know nothing.” 

 I went over to the table to view Ruth, my Earth wife. 

She was gagged with a handkerchief and chained to the table. She 

stared back at me in horror and began to convulse back and forth 

silently muffling screams into the cloth. 

 I put a tentacle to her face, a white light passed through 

my hand into her forehead and she fell silent. 

 I looked back to the leader, “How long?” 

 “Not long now,” the leader responded. “Two, maybe 

three days before the younglings hatch.” 

 I caressed Ruth‟s hair with my arms. We did form a 

strong bond in those 25 years we spent together. I wasn‟t sure of 

the feeling, but it felt a bit like remorse. Not a particularly popular 

emotion on our abandoned planet. 

 During our weekly visits to church, the priest would 

always speak of a creature called Jesus. Who came from Mary‟s 

womb and transformed the Earth. 

 Although the story has been a little muddled through the 

years, the first prophecy has come to an end. The human race did 

a fantastic job of populating this planet. 

 In a sense, Ruth was the new Virgin Mother, bringing 

forth a horde of new saviors into this world. 

 “Can you hold them off until then?” the leader asked. 

 I nodded. 

 A new day was dawning on this planet; and the second 

prophecy was about to come to fruition.  
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The Bleeder 

 
 

 

  

 Today, I cut my left index finger with a knife.  

 I was slicing tomatoes for a turkey bacon club and my 

finger just slipped. Just like that. 

 That never fucking happens. I‟ve been making 

sandwiches my entire life and cannot remember the last time I cut 

myself. Was it high school metal shop? Was it grade school? 

 My wife gave me a frightened glance. “That looks bad 

honey,” she said. “Maybe we should go get it checked out?” 

 “It‟s really no big deal, honey,” I lied in an attempt to 

set her mind at ease. 

 In all honesty, I was freaking out inside. It was a deep 

cut. And I‟m a little squeamish when it comes to cuts. I always 

have been. 

 The blood dripped from my finger and splattered onto 

the cutting board saturating the tomatoes with a crimson sprinkle. 

My wife grabbed a yellow towel and wrapped it gently around my 

finger. 

 “I‟m serious,” she said. “Let‟s get you to a doctor, 

sweety.”   

 I was biting my nails on the way to the emergency 

room.  The yellow towel had turned a horrifying blaze orange.  

My heart raced. My wife told me to relax.  

 “It‟s going to be all right” she said. “The doctor will 

probably give you stitches and...” 

 “Stitches?” I balked. “I‟m not getting any goddamn 

stitches.  You can turn this car around now because Heaven be 

damned before I get any stitches.” 

 She caressed my arm and smiled.  “It‟ll be all right.” I 

felt like a little child. And, for some damned reason, I didn‟t 

believe her. 

 When I was small, my brother and I would forage for 

crawdads in a creek near our house. I cut myself on a broken 

bottle and had to get stitches. Ten stitches and a tetanus shot. My 

arm hurt for days. 

 The experience sucked, to say the least. Since that day, 

I‟ve always been afraid of needles.  Heck, I‟m afraid of anything 

that can prick the base of your epidermis and spark blood flow. 
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 At the emergency room the doctor gave me a quick 

overview to calm my nerves. 

 “See, we have this small society of red blood cells and 

white blood cells that are constantly swimming around in our 

bodies,” the doc said as he punctured my finger with the first 

stitch. “When you bleed, it‟s almost like the little kid in Holland 

who puts his finger in a hole...to damn up the water. You take 

away the finger... and the water will flow.  In this situation the 

little boy‟s finger is your skin.” 

 After the doctor stitched me up and sent us on our way, 

we went to dinner at this swanky, high-priced Chinese restaurant 

near our house. I guess my wife considered it a celebration due to 

the fact that my boo-boo was all better. 

 As I lifted the spoon to taste my hot and sour soup, my 

finger started to pulse. The stitches felt tight and constricting. The 

fluid they injected to numb my index finger subsided. I patiently 

excused myself, went to the restroom and removed the bandages 

as fast I possibly could. 

 My mouth dropped. 

 Blood seeped through the stitches. It dripped, dripped, 

dripped into the sink, instantly forming solid clots, which started 

to clog up the sink. In a matter of seconds the water was a deep 

stewing tea of red. 

 “Holy shit,” the young restroom attendant in the 

bathroom called out. “You better get that shit checked out, dude.” 

 He handed me a black towel.  I accidentally reached into 

my pocket with my bloody hand and pulled out a ten dollar bill.  

It was doused with crimson.  I tossed it into the concierge‟s tip 

plate. He gave me a curt, disgusted look. 

 “Sorry,” I said as I excused myself. “Thanks for the 

towel.” 

 By the time we were halfway to the hospital, again, the 

black towel had now become very damp. It was beginning to drip 

on my pants. 

 “Hold it out the window, honey,” my wife called out. 

“You‟re getting blood all over the car.” 

 “I‟m fucking bleeding to death and you‟re worried 

about the fucking car?” I screamed. 

 She bit her lip and hit the gas. 

 By the time we reached the hospital, I couldn‟t really 

tell you how much blood I had lost. I was beginning to feel very 

fatigued, like when I hiked up a 14,000 foot peak in Colorado for 
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my 30
th
 birthday. This felt exactly like altitude sickness, but 

worse because I was fucking bleeding. 

 They put me on a stretcher and hauled me into the 

emergency room as fast as they could. The blood was now 

flowing out of the stitched cut faster than I could ever imagine. 

 “I didn‟t know there were major arteries in the index 

finger,” I told a nurse in a half-dizzy state. 

 “There aren‟t,” she said in a truly monotonous tone. 

 They hooked me up to oxygen and checked my blood 

pressure. “It‟s low,” said the nurse. 

 “What the fuck does that mean?” I screamed. 

 “It doesn‟t mean anything,” the nurse said placing a 

hand on my face. “It just means your blood pressure is low.  

Nothing to worry about. Now let me go get a doctor.” By the 

quick pace of her exit, I knew she was lying. 

 I looked at my beautiful wife.  She looked at me. They 

brought in an IV with a packet full of blood.  Or at least that‟s 

what I thought it was. They pulled out a long needle. 

 I groaned.   

 “It‟s going to be all right honey,” my wife reassured me 

again. 

 They injected stuck the needle into my vein.  I 

immediately started bleeding out of that orifice as well. 

 “What the fuck is going on,” I yelled as I tried to pull 

myself up out of the bed. 

 “Honey, you need to stay still,” my wife yelled. 

 “You need to relax right now,” the nurse said calmly as 

she hit a big, red button next to my bed. 

 Immediately, two burly men walked into the room and 

held me down as the nurse braced my two arms and legs. 

 “I just want to go home and finish making my goddamn 

sandwich,” I screamed.  

 Then, my oxygen mask started filling up with liquid 

from my nose.  I tried jerking my arms free. Then, I started 

tossing my head back and forth. 

 “Oh my god,” my wife reached for the mask. One of the 

burly hospital workers grabbed my wife. The nurse walked over 

and stared in disbelief, then removed the oxygen mask. 

 Crimson ribbons poured from my nose. My wife 

shrieked. The two burly guys dragged her from the room. I 

wanted to scream, but didn‟t have the energy. I was weak. Blood 
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started pouring from my ears. I glanced at my fingers, blood 

oozed from the nails. 

 I looked at the nurse for reassurance. She was in total 

shock. I felt like a freak at a small-town traveling circus where 

they would call me by my stage name; the bleeder. 

 That‟s when I knew. I knew by the look on her face that 

she‟d never seen this before. 

 I felt liquid exiting my penis and asshole. I was growing 

ever more tired. Blood slowly trickled out of my tear ducts. 

 I took a deep breath and mustered all of the energy I had 

left in my body. I tilted my head back and looked at the ground 

below me. 

 Small red creeks became streams. Red streams emptied 

into cardinal ponds. Cardinal ponds emptied into crimson lakes. 

Crimson lakes emptied into scarlet rivers, which emptied into 

copper seas.  Copper seas emptied into sanguine oceans.   

 A whole world lay beneath me on that wine-stained 

floor below. Red cells, white cells, platelets, plasma, vitamins, 

minerals, cholesterol, triglycerides, molecules, atoms, subatomic 

and particles dancing around one the floor.  

 It was a dance of death. It was my internal world. And it 

was simply beautiful.  
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The Pumpkin Festival 
 
 
 
 
 My husband. What a joker he was. 

 We were headed down Route 23 on our way to the 

Circleville pumpkin festival. It's the largest pumpkin festival in 

Ohio. Or so I‟m told. 

 That's when my husband told me the funniest story I've 

ever heard. 

 He told me about this pumpkin. But it's not a normal 

pumpkin. It's a magical pumpkin. A great pumpkin that rises up 

from pumpkin patches around the world and blesses children with 

gifts and candy on Halloween. 

 “Well what if they don't believe in him?” I asked. 

 “Then he kills you!” He screamed as he reached out and 

grabbed my breast. 

 I laughed. We laughed. Both of us giggled all the way to 

the festival. 

 Just imagine a story like that; a giant pumpkin creature 

that rises from pumpkin patches? I don't know about you, but that 

sounds like a Halloween Santa Claus to me. 

 I'm almost certain that our church group wouldn't 

approve of the great pumpkin. I wonder if they've ever heard of it. 

I wonder if I should tell them about it? 

 My husband and I travel to the Pumpkin Festival every 

year. It's held a very special place in our hearts for decades. It was 

here, on the Ferris wheel, where my husband proposed to me 

many years ago in October of 1958. 

 It's also where we took our kids every single year. 

They're now on their own; living thousands of miles away from 

Ohio. In fact, we haven't seen them in quite some time. 

 Anyway, the whole family would don orange 

sweatshirts, hop in our old yellow station wagon and head down 

Route 23; just like today. 

 Although a lot has changed, my husband and I still wear 

our orange sweatshirts to the festival every single year. And every 

single year, my husband always grumps and groans about 

wearing it. He even makes a joke that he looks like a giant 



28 | P a g e  
 

Sunkist orange. Ha. Imagine that; a giant Sunkist orange walking 

around the Pumpkin Festival. He's so funny. 

 You know, I've always savored the small-town 

atmosphere of festivals. When I was growing up, I remember 

visiting the Corn Festival, the Betty Zane Days Festival and even 

the Apple Festival. And let's not forget about the county fairs in 

Ohio. 

 The great thing about all of these trips was the fact that 

you could always count on a few good crackers from my 

husband. 

 What a jokester he was. 

 But, our devotion was always to the Circleville Pumpkin 

Festival. We haven't missed a year since I can remember. Even 

when our youngest son died a few years back, we still went. 

 My husband just loved all the pumpkin-related food. 

From pumpkin fries to pumpkin shakes, even pumpkin cake. He 

loved to eat it all up. 

 I won't lie. I enjoyed it too. 

 He also liked the Pumpkin beer. Suffice to say, I had a 

feeling that I was going to be driving home that night. Not that 

my husband was a heavy drinker or anything like that. But, in my 

book it was always better to be safe than sorry. You know, with 

the police and all. 

 We had the windows down in the car. The fresh, cool air 

was blowing in our faces. I closed my eyes and imagined that I 

was a dog lapping up the air with my tongue. 

 Sometimes I wished that I was a dog, sticking my head 

out of a car window without a care in the world. 

 Then I felt a chill. I knew it was going to be a cold 

night. I looked in the backseat and grabbed my jacket. I told my 

husband how happy I was that I brought it; especially if we were 

going to go on the rides that he always dragged me on. That little 

adventurous jokester. 

 We arrived at the festival around dusk and found a 

particular parking place that was very close to our Ferris wheel. 

 Before we exited the truck, I grabbed my husband's 

hand and smiled. Lately, the wrinkles on his face were a lot more 

noticeable. What with his work and the layoffs at the factory. I 

was positive that tonight was going to be a nice relaxing break for 

the both of us. 

 He smiled back. It was a nice smile. A trusting smile. 

The same honest smile I've looked at for the past forty-plus years 
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we've been together. It was a smile that told me everything was 

going to be all right. 

 If I only knew then what I know now. 

 

 

 The town of Circleville was alive with the colors and 

sounds of autumn. Orange lights were strung across the street. A 

polka band was playing Octoberish music in a tent up ahead. And 

the crowd was jolly and cheerful. People in pumpkin outfits held 

hands, celebrated and cheered for the upcoming harvest. 

 Or did the harvest already happen? I get so confused 

about that stuff. 

 My husband grabbed my hand and pulled me towards 

the concession booth. We purchased some pumpkin cotton candy 

and a cup of pumpkin beer. I'm not what you call a strong drinker. 

I let my husband buy the beer and prefer to take only some small 

sips from his cup. It makes me feel like we're 20 years younger 

again. 

 And that suits me just fine. 

 On our way to the Ferris wheel, we passed a gaming 

booth filled with orange balloons painted like pumpkins. 

 “Wanna win your little lady a little prize, sir?” the man 

asked. 

 My husband pulled out a five-dollar bill. I blushed. Now 

you would think that my husband would just stand straight 

forward while aiming at the pumpkin balloons. Oh mercy no. 

Then, you really don't know my unconventional husband. 

 “Watch this!” my husband screamed. 

 He turned around with his back toward the balloons and 

slowly took aim with the arrow while looking over his shoulder. 

 A young couple chuckled at my husband's goofiness. 

They soon applauded when he hit the mark and the balloon 

popped. 

 That's when I became the proud owner of a fluffy, 

pumply pumpkin with a sad, sad face. It almost looked like a 

Ringling Brothers clown, but orange. I laughed out loud with 

excitement. 

 That's my husband. He's always thinking of something 

creative to do to spice up our life. 

 We then made a beeline to the Ferris wheel. It was our 

tradition to ride it every year. He proposed to me on a Ferris 

wheel just like this many, many years ago. 
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 The operator took our tickets and we boarded 

compartment No. 13. 

 “Looks like our lucky day,” he said. 

 I laughed again at my husband. What a goof. 

 The ride operator, or carny as my husband used to call 

them, tipped his hat like we were in some old movie starring 

Audrey Hepburn and Jimmy Stewart. 

 “Enjoy the ride you two love birds,” the carny said. 

 I blushed again. Then I laughed at the thought of two 

orange birds flying in the sky with hearts popping around them. 

Love birds. Ha. 

 I glanced over to my husband. He was quiet. 

 And then we were off. The Ferris wheel jolted us high 

up into the sky. We could see the full moon. Or is it a harvest 

moon? We could see all of Circleville. We saw the Giant 

Pumpkin that weighed in over one thousand pounds. We could 

see the whole majestic pumpkin festival. It's the biggest in all of 

Ohio. Or so I'm told. 

 If I only knew then what I know now. 

 The wind was blowing rather hard that night. The brown 

and orange leaves jetted and swirled around the dark October sky. 

They reminded me of first grade when we made little paper 

airplanes during art class. When I got home and everyone was 

asleep I would grab my father's matches, light the paper airplanes 

on fire, then throw them out my bedroom window. 

 How I loved being a child. The serenity, the honesty and 

the way we could make something fun out of anything. Sort of 

like my wonderful husband, the little jokester. 

 I loved him so much. 

 This was a great time, a wonderful time for us to be 

together. To forget about the layoff. To forget about our family. 

To forget about the lawsuit. I gave him a kiss on the cheek. 

 I told him I loved him. He didn't respond. 

 We went around and around on the Ferris wheel for 

what seemed to be forever. I felt like a happy hamster on a wheel 

in a cage. 

 Suddenly, the big orange wheel came to an abrupt halt. I 

thought of us very fortunate to be stopped at the very top. 

 The beautiful orange glow of the festival seemed to 

warm us from the cold, October sky. For a brief moment, it felt 

like we were on top of the world. 

 In fact, I decided to make a little joke myself. I held out 
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my hands and yelled like that actor in the movie about the sunken 

ship. 

 “I'm the king of the world!” I screamed at the top of my 

lungs. 

 I giggled and glanced over at my husband. He was 

staring straight ahead and frowning. He seemed a bit morose? Is 

that the word I'm looking for? Morose? 

 I squeezed his arm and told him that everything was 

going to be okay. 

 He gave me strange look. It was a look that I have 

never, ever seen before. It was a look that I will always remember 

forever. 

 He shook his head and wiped away a solitary tear rolling 

down his face. 

 “I'm sorry my love. Everything's not going to be all 

right,” he said. 

 I didn't understand. 

 “I lost everything,” he said. “The house, the boat, the 

car, our retirement…everything.” 

 He was speaking gibberish that I honestly didn't 

understand. His face went white as he looked into my eyes. 

 I really, truly, honestly didn't understand what was 

going on.  

 Until he reached into his pocket. 

 My eyes focused. I couldn't move. I couldn't speak. 

 “I will always love you,” he said lips trembling. And 

before I could say anything, he pulled the trigger. 

 That‟s when I started to laugh. 

 I laughed while others around me screamed. I laughed 

when the ride operator dragged me from the ride. I laughed as the 

paramedics wiped the blood from my face and clothes. I laughed 

until I was given a sedative. I even laughed after that. 

 In fact, I haven't stopped laughing since. 

 My husband was always pulling pranks. But this one 

took the cake. 

 My husband. What a joker he was. 
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Alcohol 
 

 

 

 
 I rushed into the house.  All of the local watering holes 

were closed.  The stores were closed.  Everything was closed until 

dawn, and I needed some fucking alcohol. 

 I looked at my watch.  It read 12:04 a.m.  The local 

Kwik-E-Mart would start selling alcohol at 6 a.m. 

 “Fucking midnight,” I cursed and spit at the Gods. 

 I had six hours to wait for alcohol.  My tongue was 

clicking side to side.  My face was quivering.  I just needed one 

more, just one more drop of sweet innocent alcohol on my lips. 

 Then I could go to fucking sleep.  Then I could relax 

and do that writing assignment. The project that was due last 

week. The project that I told my boss I would have on his desk 

two days ago. The project that was going to get my ass fired. 

 I scanned the kitchen.  There had to be a bottle of fine 

wine or cooking sherry or something. 

 My hand reached pay dirt; a bottle of vanilla. I reached 

for the bottle and shook it furiously. 

 “Fucking empty,” I said throwing the small bottle 

against the wall. It shattered into pieces. I must have chugged it a 

couple nights ago. 

 My hands reared back and I attacked the kitchen door. 

 Apples, moldy milk and used butter cylinders with that 

damned Land O‟ Lakes™ lady stared back at me, laughing and 

taunting me. 

 I threw the butter into the trash, cursing repeatedly at the 

smiling brunette on the tub of butter.   

 “Damn you,” I yelled at the top of my lungs. “Damn 

you to Hell and back.”   

 But that fucking lady kept on smiling. She didn‟t 

fucking care. I gave her the finger and continued on my journey.  

In my mind, I pictured an alcoholic Indiana Jones in search of the 

Lost City of Liquor. 

 “Go upstairs,” I told my body. There was bound to be 

some sort of bottle of something upstairs to drink.  

 Anything. 

 It felt like my liver was quaking. It was hungry. It 

needed its fix. My synaptic impulses were sending shocks to my 
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entire body; insisting that I drink some alcohol before I break 

down into a cold sweat. 

 Then, I remembered a story that my great uncle told me 

when I was child. 

 During his time in the Navy, when he was stationed on a 

battleship off the coast of South Korea during the Korean War, all 

of his buddies would stock up bottles and bottles of Aqua Velva 

before leaving port. During dinner they would steal loaves of 

bread from the cafeteria. Then, in their bunks they would place 

the entire loaf of bread vertically on top of an empty jar. They 

would pour the Aqua Velva through the entire loaf so it would 

filter out all of the blue crap. Only the alcohol would drip into the 

jar. Then, they‟d drink it. Then they‟d get drunk. Then they‟d be 

able to go to fucking sleep. 

 “Lucky fucking bastards,” I cried out to the dead navy 

men. 

 I raced up the steps like a child. Knees and hands on the 

steps, one after another, barreling up to the bathroom. I climbed 

up like a crazed spelunker in search of some possible form of 

aftershave to funnel into my mouth. 

 I ransacked the bathroom, then the bedroom, then the 

office. Nothing. 

 I pulled a hand to my mouth and chomped on a 

fingernail. Then a light bulb crackled in my fucking blurry-ass 

head. 

 “The basement,” I said. “There‟s bound to be 

something down there.” 

 I zoomed downstairs and accidentally stepped on the 

cat‟s tail.  She hissed.  I gave her the finger and continued my 

journey. 

 My head was pounding.  My salivary glands were 

working overtime.  I need the alcohol now.  It was getting to 

crunch time, as they say in the NBA, and I desperately needed my 

fix. 

 I saw the bottle on the mantle, next to the Crayola 

Crayons, coloring books and dead, potted plants. I grabbed the 

bottle and sucked down the effeminate juice that sprang from the 

bottle, like a virgin opening her legs to my lips for the very first 

time. 

 I stopped my debauchery, my mindless mouth rape of 

this fantastic fun juice, and slid down a steel support pole in the 

middle of the basement. 
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 I examined the fine wine, this delightful fountain of 

youth serum that I was grasping in my hand. It read : 

 

Gas/OiL MixtUre 
FOR LAWNMOWER 

 

 My mind comprehended the text, but I shrugged it off 

and took another swig of the death juice. 

 “I‟ll take my chances.” 

 As I guzzled down the last remnants of the sweet nectar, 

I gazed at a sign hanging above the washing machine.   

 It was a picture of court jester in the Renaissance period. 

His head was strapped in a guillotine. He had a big smile as he 

gazed up at the impending blade of doom.   

 I laughed at the caption at the bottom of the picture. 

 “It Was Fun While It Lasted!” 
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TEDDY 
 

 

 
 

 Teddy‟s not happy today. Yesterday he had a fit and 

slammed me against the wall.  Sometimes Teddy gets mad at me 

but most of the time he‟s all right.  He showed me what it‟s like 

in his world yesterday, which I liked a lot.  He also has told me 

about beautiful lands and magnificent country sides that he‟s 

visited. But, mainly he just lives in our closet. 

 I play a lot with Teddy.  Almost every day, we play 

Lincoln Logs, SORRY® and TROUBLE™ board games and G.I. 

Joes together. A lot of people don‟t believe in Teddy, but he just 

tells me that they don‟t believe enough and that I shouldn‟t listen 

to such childishness from my parents and friends. 

 One night my family had friends over and Teddy told 

me he wanted to visit my parents.  He put sugar in the gas tank of 

my uncle‟s car and gave my cousin a black eye.  He told me that 

they weren‟t nice to him and so he wasn‟t nice to them.   Teddy 

doesn‟t like to talk to a lot of people. One time mommy came 

upstairs and saw Teddy.  She screamed because she told my dad 

she saw Teddy but not like I saw him.  That‟s because sometimes 

Teddy‟s eyes glew red. That‟s what she saw and now she‟s afraid 

of me and I‟m sad. Teddy said don‟t worry because my mommy‟s 

just watching out for me and is worried but Teddy tells me I have 

nothing to worry about. After my mommy saw Teddy, we went to 

church the next week.  Teddy didn‟t like this at all.  He made me 

sick; terribly sick for the next two weeks. After that, my parents 

finally got me to church to talk about Teddy. Teddy was in the car 

when I talked to them. 

 So, I told the church man and my mommy and daddy all 

I knew about Teddy. I told them he lived in the attic and visited 

me at night and sometimes during the day. I told them he doesn‟t 

like other people at all and wishes we could live together forever 

and ever in the attic until all the people were gone from the Earth. 

I tell them Teddy has a bad temper and doesn‟t like to be bothered 

or woken up because he gets mad when he wakes up.  

 On the way home, I whispered to Teddy what I told the 

priest and he wasn‟t happy at all. That night, he scraped my arm 

and told me to tell mommy that I fell down when I went to pee in 
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the rest room at night. He told me not to tell them anything else or 

the scratch would be much, much worse the next time. 

 I swore. 

 Teddy loves me and I love Teddy. Just yesterday we 

were playing house and my mommy yelled upstairs that it was 

time for dinner. Teddy told me to tell her to fuck off so I did and 

she wasn‟t happy. 

 Sometimes I don‟t know who to listen to.  Mommy 

seems so scared and mad at me, but Teddy seems understanding 

and helps me through my problems. So, I listen to Teddy. He told 

me that he‟s my path to rightshusnice and not God. 

 I visited Teddy‟s house the other day. I know mommy 

and daddy told me to never go in the attic because there‟s bats 

and wood spiders and such up there, but Teddy told me it was all 

right so I went. That‟s where Teddy bit me. Teddy sometimes 

bites me lately and I don‟t really know why... not a lot, not often, 

but lately. It hurts at first then I don‟t really realize it happened. 

 Maybe that‟s why I‟m sleepy all the time.   

 Teddy told me not to play with other kids when I go to 

school.  He told me to stay away from people and play with only 

him. Teddy sometimes comes to class and stays in my locker.  He 

talks to me and tells me things like school is no good and don‟t 

listen to my teacher. Other kids laugh at me and tell me that I‟m a 

screwball whatever that means. I don‟t say much because Teddy 

tells me that they don‟t deserve a dignifite remark and that they 

don‟t mean anything to me and him. 

 I trust Teddy. He woke me up one night and was 

smiling.  He took me downstairs to the kitchen, pulled out a chair 

and showed me mommy‟s knives. I told him I wasn‟t allowed, but 

Teddy told me it was all right.  I walked into mommy and 

daddy‟s room and Teddy told me to wake up mommy with the 

knife. I asked Teddy how and he told me to poke her with it. But, 

don‟t poke soft, poke her hard.  I did and she woke up then fell 

back asleep again. I woke up daddy too then his pillow turned all 

red and he fell back asleep again. 

 We went back up to the attic and held each other. Teddy 

told me it was going to be all right and bites me on my neck.  

 It hurts at first then I don‟t really realize it happened. 
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CRaZy Day 

 

 
 
 My eyeballs popped open to horror and pain. 

 I awoke to a clown juggling baby heads in my lawn. I 

awoke to Mexicans cooking their skin in my oven and smiling 

and talking their crazy Spanish talk. Was it Mexican bacon? 

 I grabbed a corkscrew and opened my brain. I laid it on 

the table and took out my monocle. 

 "Very interesting," I said very, very interestingly. 

 My brain had a spot.  It wasn't a very big spot, nor too 

small. It was a tiny spot. It was there near the frontal lobe. 

 It was there, and I noticed and that was that. 

 I plopped my brain back into my head and tossed on 

some clothes, a pair of tan slacks and blue Old Navy shirt, and 

headed towards Arby‟s - one of my favorite breakfast places. 

 After slopping down two Beef Bacon and Cheeses, I let 

out a huge burp and the entire restaurant looked right at me.  

 Seriously, the entire restaurant turned its window-like 

eyes and stared at me as I let out this huge rotting stomachy burp. 

I excused myself and the Arby's went about its business. 

 I hopped back into my car and did the Fred Flintstone-

like foot start and shot off to God Knows Where. 

 I arrived at God Knows Where at precisely ten o‟clock 

in the morning. I was early for my unknown destination. 

 I celebrated with a fast gin fizz because slow gin fizzes 

just aren't really that much quick. 

 A girl passed my way and I grabbed her and gave her a 

kiss. A 1940's style kiss. I leaned her over and tongued her tonsils 

for about an hour or so. I lost track of the time. 

 "Why?" she asked wiping the slobber from her mouth. 

 "Why, what?" I asked her as I greased my hair with a 

bottle of Brylcream I had found in my back pocket. 

 "Why are you so damned keen on me?" 

 "Dunno baby,” I said. “Maybe it's because of your fake 

tits, or it could be because of your fake lips and ass and legs and 

feet and toes.  Or better yet baby, maybe it could be because 

you're a goddamn robot and I really don't dig robots that much. 

And maybe, just maybe, I want to have a goddamn kid in this 

freaking world and you're just not gonna cut the mustard 
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because, well, because you're a robot and humans and robots 

can't have kids.  So, maybe that's why." 

 She cried motor oil.  I pulled out a dirty t-shirt from my 

car and tried to clean her up, but it didn't work. 

 Then, I checked her dipstick. She was half full. At least 

I wasn't going to be a murderer; today anyhow. 

 I hopped into my car once again and fake drove around 

the city for another hour or so until something caught my eye; a 

video store. I hit the brakes and perpendicular parked the car. 

 The video store smelled weird. It wasn't a really 

offensive odor it just smelled to me like nobody was renting any 

videos from this place.   

 Now that got my mind to wondering. "Why?" I asked 

myself. “Why?” 

 I applied for a card and the clerk person was very 

cordial. A very cordial clerk. 

 She handed me my car and said "Thanks for shopping at 

Video Central." I smiled and reached for the card.  I felt a tinge of 

pain. I cut my hand on the card and blood was gushing out of my 

hand. 

 "God damn," I yelled out at no one in particular.  I think 

the video lady took offense, however. I examined the card.  It was 

made out of a razor blade. 

 That answered my previous question. I walked out of 

the store giving the lady the bloody finger.  As I exited the door I 

saw tons of hands, bloody hands. 

 A guy smiled as he entered the store.  I checked out his 

hands. He had three fingers; three out of 8 fingers. No thumbs. 

The guy must've loved movies. 

 I got back in my car and drove away. 

 I arrived at home and tossed a quarter into the hat of a 

clown who was juggling four dead cats in my lawn. 

 Hey, don't blame me. He was a pretty damn good 

juggler. Or is it jugular? 

 Anyhow, I crawled into bed, said goodnight to my dead 

grandmother who was rocking slowly next to me in her chair. 

 I snuggled up to my pillow and blanky, took a deep 

breath and held it in. The world turned dizzy and black. Then, I 

fell back asleep. 

 My eyeballs popped open to horror and pain… 
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The Trouble With Sex 
 

 

 

 
 Her hand slid slowly over the crest of my back and 

slithered slowly down my below my waist.  

 I reached my hand around and grabbed her ass firmly.  

She grabbed my neck with her tongue and licked the crescendo of 

my shoulder. 

 It was ecstasy in the purest form. It was love. True love. 

And I was proud, no, ecstatic that I had someone to share this 

experience with.   

 She grabbed my prize in her hands and pulled it from 

my underwear like King Arthur unsheathing Excalibur from the 

stone. It just felt right. Tonight and only tonight. 

 I turned around and grazed my teeth against her firm 

subtle breasts.   

 We embraced. I kissed her forehead, her cheek, her 

chin, her ears, her eyes, her everything. 

 I had arrived. 

 “Do you?” she asked as she smiled and placed a hand 

through my hair. 

 “Yes, yes,” I moaned and smiled. “Of course I do.” 

 “No matter what?” she inquired once more gazing into 

my eyes.  

 I nodded. “No matter what,” I whispered. 

 Like the mythical Phoenix rising from the ashes of a 

former fire, my entire life was completely transformed by her 

beauty and her desire for me. 

 She fit me inside of her.  Like bees to honey, grapes to 

wine and spirits to the heavens, it was a complementary match. 

 We were one with each other. The movement was 

melodic, like Beethoven‟s No. 9 symphony played before an 

audience for the very first time in Vienna.  

 We were in unison. Every beat, every pulse, every 

rhythm was one. 

 I was about to arrive. I pulled out and she resisted and 

dug her hands into my butt. 

 “No,” she pleaded. “Come inside me, please.” 

 I tried to talk. I tried to speak. But, before I could utter a 

response, I acquiesced to her small demand. 
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 I felt the liquids leave my body and enter hers. It wasn‟t 

sick. It wasn‟t disgusting.  It was love in the rawest, purest form.   

 My life now had a meaning. At this very moment, I 

knew I was placed on this Earth to love this woman lying next to 

me.   

 I gazed into her eyes.  She was still breathing pretty 

hard. 

 “Are you okay?” 

  “I‟m fine.” she said.  “That was wonderful...you‟re 

wonderful.” 

 I kissed the nape of her neck then licked her supple 

breasts. I reached down and placed my hand to her stomach. 

 But something was different. Her mid-section was 

expanding. It was slowly growing like an inflatable balloon.   

 “What the...?”  I arched away from her, threw the 

blankets off the bed, turned on the bedside lamp so I could 

comprehend what was going on with my love.  

  “I, I don‟t understand,” I croaked. “Are you all right 

sweety? Should we take you to a hospital?” 

 “You don‟t understand.” she gasped with tears 

streaming down her face. “This is the way it‟s been. This is the 

way it‟s always going to be.” 

 “What in the fuck are you talking about?”I shook my 

head in shock. I gazed towards the hotel room door.  

 “I‟m sorry,” she hissed as her stomach grew and grew 

to an unimaginable size. 

 “No, no,” I said reaching for the phone. “I‟m gonna call 

the police and get an ambulance over here or something.” 

 I reached for the phone.  She shrieked in agony. Her 

belly button started to bleed. Her stomach was slowly ripping 

open. Blood began shooting out of her stomach like a gushing 

geyser.  

 I realized that something was trying to get out.  

 My kid? 

 I screamed and knelt slowly into a corner; transfixed by 

the blood and carnage. I told my mind to reach for the door, but 

my body wouldn‟t respond. I couldn‟t fucking move. My mind 

couldn‟t comprehend the sights that were happening in front of 

me.   

 She shrieked again. I wanted to help her but I couldn‟t 

move.  I was in total shock. 

 That‟s when I saw it. 
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 The creature climbed out of her womb like Gollum 

climbing out of the Misty Mountains. Its yellowish eyes gazed at 

its dead mother who was faintly breathing beneath it. 

 Just like that, it opened its mouth and pulled a chunk of 

flesh from her throat. She was finished off in a fraction of a 

second. 

 Then, it flashed a glance towards me, the father. 

 I was stone cold; frozen in time.. 

 The yellowish eyes gleaned. The creature screamed.  

 I crouched even lower. “No, no please,” I sputtered. 

I gazed from my love‟s lifeless blood-soaked body to the creature. 

Back and forth. Back and forth.  

 It was at that moment that I started to cry 

 My child surged into the air, mouth open with 

toothpick-like teeth aimed directly towards my neck. 

 I closed my eyes. 

 Every thought, every fleeting memory, every 

millisecond of my life flashed through my eyes like a million 

kinetic volts of electricity. 

 The creature ripped into my throat.  I felt the blood pour 

down my neck. It was ravenous. 

 Love brought this creature to life. We created evil from 

our true love.   

 I opened my eyes and gazed at my son. Then I glanced 

at my sweetheart lying motionless on the bed. 

 Before the world went dark, I smiled.  
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SYMPATHY 

 

 

 

 

 „Now, don‟t all ya cowpokes saunter away, we‟ll be 

right back after these messages…‟ 

 Saturday mornings were important to a ten-year old kid, 

especially to Timmy.  

 The cartoons and shows were a family of sorts.  

 The Smurfs hopping along on their little adventures in 

the forest, Coyote, Sylvester the Cat, Road Runner, Tweety Bird, 

Mighty Mouse, Tom and Jerry, Spider-Man and Benji all 

undertaking a number of crazy adventures each and every 

Saturday. 

 They were all his family.  

 Then, when the clock struck noon, the westerns would 

begin and Timmy would watch great cinematic masterpieces like 

High Noon, McCabe and Mrs. Miller, True Grit, The Wild Bunch 

and Butch Cassidy and the Sundance Kid. 

 Every Saturday was sort of a special holiday in 

Timmy‟s house and he couldn‟t get enough. 

 Today, The Outlaw Josey Wales starring Timmy‟s 

favorite actor, Clint Eastwood was on the television. Timmy must 

have watched that movie 20 times, if not more. 

 However, he always made sure to keep the volume low. 

He didn‟t want to upset his mom. She was always moody. But, 

she was especially angry on Saturday morning after she would go 

out with her friends. 

 Timmy didn‟t understand why she drank that terrible 

smelling stuff; or when she kissed him with her stinky breath. He 

just made sure he kept his distance when she woke up on 

Saturday mornings. Just like Timmy‟s ritual of watching 

cartoons, there was a ritual his mom went through. She woke up, 

walked to the bathroom, puked, poured herself a drink from the 

brown bottle, sat down in her chair and started to cry. Then she 

would get mean. 

 The commercials ended and the movie continued.  

 The bounty hunter walks into a bar and gazes over to 

Josey Wales who is sitting in a corner. 
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 In his rusty-coated voice, Josey asks him what he does 

for a living and the bounty hunter answers. 

 “Man‟s got to do something for a living these days,” 

says the bounty hunter. 

 Josey Wales, dressed in typical cowboy attire, cocks his 

left eye and fires a glance at the bounty hunter. With his brown, 

faded hat, dusty trench coat, five o‟clock shadow, Wale‟s 

trademark snarl pulls up from his mouth. 

 “Dying ain‟t much of a living boy,” says Wales with his 

gravelly voice.  

 “This isn‟t necessary,” Wales continues. “You just ride 

on.” 

 The bounty hunter takes a breath, slowly pushes the 

saloon doors open and then saunters out of the bar. 

 Wales slowly moves his hand to his gun in his waist. 

The patrons look on, seemingly uninterested. Patrons return their 

gazes to the brown liquids at the bottom of their glasses. But, all 

eyes are subconsciously on Josey Wales. 

 Suddenly the bounty hunter walks back through the 

doors.  The patrons‟ eyes grow wide as they duck for cover. 

 “I had to come back,” says the bounty hunter. 

 “I know,” says Wales. 

 Wales and the man stare each other down for three, five, 

ten seconds. 

  “Watch out Josey,” Timmy whispered. 

 The bounty hunter draws his gun. Wales immediately 

draws and fires hitting the bounty hunter in the gut, which 

catapults him out of the saloon and into the dusty street. 

 “You should have rode on,” yells Timmy as he started 

hooting and hollering. 

 For the rest of the film, Timmy studied Josey Wale‟s 

movements, his attitude and his speech.  

 “This guy‟s tough,” he said to no one in particular. “I 

betcha he could kick a lot of guy‟s butts.” 

 Timmy‟s mind began to wander. He thought about the 

Wild West and what it would be like to ride side by side with 

Josey Wales; shooting bounty hunters, living outside under the 

stars…and running from the law. 

 For one brief moment, he was there:  breathing the fresh 

country air, riding his trusty horse through the open fields and 

feeling the warm wind blow on his face. 
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 Timmy could relate with Wales; a man who wound up 

in a series of extremely violent and unpleasant events. He was an 

outlaw who always left a trail of dead bodies in his wake. 

However, along the way, he would always have time to help 

people in need; people who are unable to defend themselves. 

 Timmy watched the finale with bated breath. Wales, 

wounded after a big gunfight with soldiers, rides off into the 

sunset with Captain Fletcher, his mortal enemy, hot on his trail.  

 “Man, what a show,” Tim screamed. He hopped off the 

couch and into the air, nudged the coffee table and accidentally 

knocked over the glass of milk onto the floor. 

 CRASH! 

 Tim winced at the sound of the shattered glass. He knew 

all too well what was coming next. 

 “What in the hell was that!” a voice shrieked from the 

kitchen. His heart started beating furiously. “What in the fuck 

did‟ya do now, ya little shit?” Timmy‟s mom stomped into the 

living room. 

 She looked like an evil specter; wrinkled Rolling Stones 

t-shirt, green boxer shorts, one blue slipper and her long, dirty 

blonde hair covered her face as a cigarette dangled from her 

mouth. 

 But, more importantly, Timmy‟s eyes were locked in on 

the mixed drink in his mother‟s right hand. 

 “Can‟t I leave ya alone for one god-damned second 

without ya fuckin something up?” she slurred as she approached 

her son. 

 “Sorry,” he whispered and knelt down to pick up the 

pieces of the broken glass. “I was watching this movie on…” 

 His mother slapped him across the face with the back of 

her left hand. He quickly brought a hand to his cheek, which 

quickly began to sting. His eyes were wide open as he scurried 

across the floor on his hands and knees. 

 It was a familiar slap. But each and every time it 

happened, it felt new. A feeling of helplessness crossed his mind 

as he realized he had nowhere to hide. Tears began to swell in his 

eyes.  

 “Don‟t cry,” he pleaded with himself. “You promised 

you were not going to cry next time.” 

 “You let me finish talkin ya little shit,” she said taking a 

slurp of the brown liquid in her glass. “This is the only shittin‟ 
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day that I have off and you won‟t, no, you can‟t let me enjoy 

myself.” 

 He blinked slowly and choked back the anger, the 

frustration and sadness as she pushed her hair behind her ears and 

took a drag of the cigarette. 

 “You‟re always messin‟ something up wherever ya go,” 

she balked. “Just like your father, the deadbeat sunuvatich he is.” 

 “Sorry,” were the only words he could muster without 

crying. 

 Timmy‟s mother gazed down at the boy. Her anger 

softened a bit as she seemed to come to a coherent realization of 

what was unfolding in front of her. 

 “Well, if your father was here, he‟d do a lot worse than 

what I just did, that‟s for damn sure,” she said. “Now clean this 

shit up.” 

 As his mother watched, Timmy started to frantically 

pick up the shards of glass. He ran into the kitchen and grabbed a 

sleeve of paper towels and sopped up the spilled milk. 

 “Now, shut off that fucking box off and sit your ass on 

this couch until I say you can get down,” she ordered. “You 

understand me?” 

 Timmy nodded and clicked the power on the remote. 

His mother gave him an angry glare then walked back into her 

room and slammed the door. He heard muffled sounds like she 

was talking to someone on the phone. 

 He picked himself off the ground. “How could you have 

been so stupid,” he chastised himself as he stared out into the 

dark, wet depressing streets of Brooklyn. The gray clouds 

hanging over the sky scattered a light sprinkle throughout the city. 

 Tim tried to remember when he last saw the sun. 

 Cab drivers screamed at pedestrians crossing the street. 

A bum walked up the sidewalk taking sips from a mysterious 

bottle wrapped in brown paper bags. 

 He shifted his glance to a young woman holding hands 

with a young man. They were both smiling and enjoying each 

other‟s company. Tim looked towards his mom‟s room and let out 

a deep sigh. 

 He grabbed an old newspaper from the kitchen and 

placed every single one of the glass shards and the paper towels 

on top. Then, he rolled up the newspaper and tossed the remnants 

into the trash. 
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 As he gently shut the trash can lid, a roach darted from 

underneath and scurried to the middle of the kitchen floor. Timmy 

stared at it with heated intensity. 

 “This bug is my mom,” he whispered. Before the roach 

could scurry away, he brought his foot down on top of the bug. 

The roaches inner organs splattered on the linoleum. “I fucking 

hate you.” 

 He cleaned up the bug mess and walked cautiously to 

his mother‟s lair and gently opened the door. He let out a sigh of 

relief as he saw her lying face first on top of the bed snoring as 

loud as can be. 

 He stared at her and clenched his fists. “Why does she 

hurt me,” he asked himself. “Why does she hit me all the time?” 

 Tim thought about walking over and punching her in the 

face to see how she liked it. He wanted her to understand what it 

felt like. But, he knew, what would happen if he did. 

 As he started to close the door, he glanced up to his 

mother‟s dresser. Something caused him to stop dead in his 

tracks. He took a deep breath and quietly tip-toed over to 

investigate. 

 What lay before Tim‟s eyes filled him with excitement 

and wonderment that he hadn‟t quite felt in some time. It was a 

feeling of exhilaration that was saved only for Christmas 

morning. 

 He quickly picked up the revolver. The cold steel seeped 

through his hands. It looked exactly like the gun Clint Eastwood 

used in The Outlaw Josey Wales. 

 Then, Timmy smiled because he had the greatest idea in 

the whole world. 

 It was the idea of a lifetime. 

 

 

 The Stranger rode into town around noon. He was riding 

a brown stallion that he stole from a nearby farm in Cheyenne. 

 It was a bright, sunny day. Warm wind was blowing in 

from the West. A balmy sun beat down on the land and the 

stranger‟s tired, worn face. 

 He guided his horse slowly through the old, rickety 

town of Brooklyn. A trail of dust following behind the hoof prints 

of his faithful steed. 

 Everyday townsfolk gawked at the Stranger who tipped 

his hat to the ladies and acknowledged the men with a simple nod. 
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No one responded to his gestures. Some of the townspeople had 

shocked looks on their faces. Others wore disgusted looks. The 

town consisted of about twelve buildings; a feed store, a motel, 

one or two restaurants and the saloon. 

 As the horse trotted toward the end of the town, toward 

the saloon; a distinct building caught his eye. It was the sheriff‟s 

station. A sweep of anger enveloped his entire body. He knew 

why he‟d come to town. He knew what needed to be done. He 

knew he had to kill the sheriff. 

 The Stranger gazed up at the beautiful sky, which was 

light blue with only a few clouds willowing through the air. 

 “Yep,” the Stranger uttered to no one but himself. 

“Today‟s a good day for killin” 

 But first things first; it was about time for a drink. 

 He hopped off his horse, tied the reins to a post, 

adjusted his cowboy hat and slowly pushed through the swinging 

doors of the saloon.  

 The piano music and loud conversation, which echoed 

from outside, came to a screeching halt. All eyes focused on the 

Stranger as he pulled a cigar from beneath his blood-stained 

trenchcoat, chewed off an end and hacked it into a spittoon. He 

then pulled out a match and lit his stogie. 

 “Howdy,” he said to the stunned patrons. “You best just 

go on about‟s your business, if ya know what‟s good for ya.” 

 The piano player started striking the keys, the patrons 

continued their card games and conversations and everything 

went back to normal as the stranger slowly sauntered up to the 

bar. He put a hand to his face and felt his whiskers. He stretched 

his weary muscles, let out a lion‟s yawn and waved to the 

bartender. 

 “Yessir?” 

 “Gimme the strongest thing ya got,” said the stranger. 

 “You look sort of familiar,” said the bartender. “You 

gotta name?” 

 The Stranger gave the bartender a sharp stare. 

 “You‟re asking all of the wrong questions?” he said. 

 “I only asked one, sir,” the bartender gulped. 

 The Stranger pulled out a piece of silver and flipped it 

onto the bar. “I have money and that‟s all you need to worry 

about.” 

 The bartender grabbed the piece of silver and 

swallowed. “One double scotch comin‟ right up,” he said. 
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 As he was waiting on his drink, two men, one with a 

beard and one with a mustache, began to argue directly behind the 

Stranger. It had something to do with cheating at cards. Two 

chairs tumbled over as they began to scream at one another. 

 The bartender returned with the Stranger‟s drink and 

noticed the two men. “Hey,” yelled the bartender. “Why don‟t 

you two take it outside?” 

 “Why don‟t you mind your own fucking business,” 

screeched the bearded man. “This here don‟t involve you.” 

 Suddenly the man with the mustache punched the 

bearded man in the face and a fight ensued. The bearded man 

grabbed a hold of the other man and cracked him twice in the 

face. 

 The Stranger didn‟t turn around. He brought the shot 

glass to his lips. Before he could take a drink, the bearded man 

shoved the mustached man into the Stranger‟s back. The shot 

glass fell out of his hand and smashed onto the floor. 

 The Stranger quickly whipped around, grabbed the man 

with the mustache and pinned his head to the bar. 

 “Let me go,” the man pleaded. “This ain‟t none of yer 

business.” 

 He grabbed the man by the hair and looked him straight 

in the eye. “You made it my business,” he said, then grabbed the 

bottle of scotch on the bar and broke it across the man‟s face. 

 Shards of glass and squirts of blood exploded into the 

air. The bloodied, defeated man slumped to the ground screaming 

in agony. 

 The bearded man reached for his pistol, but the Stranger 

was too quick. He swung around held up his revolver to the man‟s 

face. 

 “You‟re probably asking yourself one question,” the 

Stranger said. “Do I feel lucky?” 

 He cocked the gun and aimed it right between the man‟s 

eyes. “Well, do you punk?” the Stranger asked. 

 With his hands in the air, the bearded man slowly took 

two steps back and high-tailed it out of the saloon. You could 

hear a pin drop in the bar. 

 “Gimme another drink,” the Stranger said wiping the 

blood and whiskey from his hands onto his coat. “Pronto.” 

 “Here ya go, sir,” the bartender gave him a generous 

pour. “This one‟s on the house.” 
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 “No,” said the Stranger. He reached into his pocket and 

plopped another piece of silver onto the table. “I don‟t want to 

owe anybody anything.”  

 The bartender reluctantly took the silver, then his eyes 

widened as a dark shadow walked approached the Stranger. 

 “Uhh,” said the bartender to the Stranger as he pointed 

to the ominous shadow. 

 “Hey amigo,” a voice rang out. 

 The Stranger grabbed his drink, drained the glass with a 

swig and turned around to face the gentleman. 

 He was a large Mexican man; tall in stature with wide 

shoulders, which complimented his enormous hands and head. 

Two pistols hung from holsters near his hips. He wore an extra 

large sombrero, which looked like an overgrown mushroom on 

top of his head. Under any other circumstances, this sight would 

probably bring a jovial smile to the Stranger‟s face. 

 “I ain‟t nobody‟s amigo,” said the Stranger as he spit on 

the floor purposely missing the spittoon. “But, ya got me curious, 

so what can I do ya for?” 

 “Mind if I have a little talk with you?” the Mexican 

asked. 

 Before the Stranger could answer the Mexican walked 

over into the Stranger‟s space. He was a tall man, towering over 

the other patrons of the bar. The Stranger came to the quick 

conclusion that this man was probably some sort of bounty 

hunter. 

 “I‟m Carlos Venito,” he said. 

 “I‟m sure you are,” said the Stranger waving a hand to 

the bartender for another drink. “Let‟s just you and I cut to the 

chase shall we?” 

 “I know who you really are,” said Carlos Venito. “I 

know where you come from. I know what you do.” 

 The bartender nervously poured the Stranger another 

drink, and then slowly took two steps back. The rest of the crowd 

was paying very close attention to their private conversation. 

 The Stranger turned his back to Carlos Venito and 

rested his elbows on the bar. He gazed down at the brown liquid 

in the shot glass and contemplated his next move. 

 “I came here for the sheriff,” he said. “I ain‟t got any 

problems with you.” 

 “Si amigo,” Carlos Venito said. “I know you want the 

sheriff dead. And the sheriff knows you want her dead as well…” 
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 Carlos Venito paused for a second before uttering the 

last word of his sentence. 

 “…Timmy.” 

 The Stranger‟s eyes narrowed. “What‟d you just call 

me?” 

 “I said Timmy, amigo,” he said. “I know you‟re Timmy 

the Kid.” 

 Timmy the Kid. He hadn‟t heard those words in quite 

some time. No one has called him Timmy the Kid since that 

fateful day five years ago in New Mexico. The sheriff gunned 

him down outside of a bank he had just robbed. She messed up 

though. She didn‟t finish the job. 

 His elusive search for her has taken him from town to 

town. Many lives have been silenced in his unfettered, five-year 

pursuit. Timmy the Kid was the past; history. Timmy the Kid 

stood for everything he was before that doomed day. 

 With his back turned towards Carlos Venito, the 

Stranger slammed the brown liquid down his throat, and turned to 

face his would-be executioner. 

 “How does this fat, old worn-out Mexican know my 

identity?” he thought to himself. “How does he know my secret?” 

 Before he could answer, Carlos Venito spoke. 

 “You are famous, amigo,” he said. “I tell my children 

stories about your many great adventures. The bank robberies, 

the gunfights, the pact with the Navajo…” He paused a moment. 

 “…and all of the murders, you‟ve committed as well.” 

 The Stranger gazed at Carlos Venito with a mix of 

admiration and hatred.  

 “They ain‟t my stories,” he said. “And stop calling me 

amigo.” 

 “Si, you are Timmy the Kid,” Carlos Venito said. “I 

have your wanted poster at my home. Five hundred dollars for 

your body...” The Mexican smiled to reveal his decayed, yellow 

and brown teeth. “…dead or alive,” he added. 

 The Stranger‟s sixth sense kicked in as he felt Carlos 

Venito reach for his gun. 

 Immediately, the Stranger whipped his gun from the 

holster and fired a shot into Carlos Venito‟s gut. 

 The Winnie the Pooh stuffed animal shot back across 

the room, white stuffing popped into the air like confetti. 

 Carlos Venito was dead. 
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 “What the hell was that!” a familiar screech echoed as 

the sheriff walked into the saloon. 

 She stood six-feet tall with dark, brown hair that 

dangled from her head like vines in a jungle. Her powder-blue 

trench coat draped down to her ankles. She wore a pink cowboy 

hat with a single dead rose hanging from the brim. She was 

holding a 12-guage shotgun. 

 “Well, are you going to answer me?” 

 The Stranger stared into her eyes. His mind reverted 

back to that grey, somber day in New Mexico; the day she 

humiliated him; the day she shot him. 

 She looked exactly the same; sounded exactly the same.  

 He remembered the beatings, the torment and the 

neglect that she lashed upon him every single day. 

 “So we meet again,” said the Stranger. 

 “What the fuck are you talking about?” said the sheriff. 

 The crowd huddled together in fear. A few coughs and 

whispers could be heard. The bartender was peering from behind 

the cash register anticipating the worst. 

 Tim looked around at the crowd. The lion, Papa Smurf,  

Clifford the Big Red Dog, Bert and Ernie were all staring at him 

in stunned disbelief. 

 “Look at her,” he bellowed to the crowd. “She‟s 

nothing.” 

 The sheriff looked back and forth in stunned silence. 

“Who in the fuck are you talking to?” she asked screaming at the 

top of her lungs. “And where in the fuck did you get my gun, you 

little bastard?” 

 “You‟re nobody, sheriff,” the Stranger said as he raised 

the gun to the sheriff‟s head. “You‟re nobody.” 

 “Holy Christ Timmy. Put the fuckin‟ gun down right 

now!” she screeched. “Put the goddamn gun down now.” 

 She took a step towards the Stranger and reached for the 

gun. 

 “Don‟t take one more step closer or I‟ll blow you 

away,” he said to sheriff as he cocked the gun. 

 Timmy the Kid remembered all of those awful moments 

the first time he rode into town. He had put up with the sheriff‟s 

fits of rages. He vowed to never forget that awful day. The first 

time she beat him. She was drunk. She smelled like funny smoke. 

She walked into the saloon, picked him out of the chair and threw 

him against the wall. 
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 The pain and hopelessness crept back inside him as he 

lowered the gun. He wanted to cry out, but to whom? She didn‟t 

care. She didn‟t want him. He didn‟t have a father to talk to. A 

brother to play with. No friends. No love from anyone but his 

televisions shows. His Saturday morning programs. His cartoons. 

His westerns. His Clint Eastwood. His Josey Wales. His Timmy 

the Kid. 

 Tears rolled down his face as he looked up towards the 

sheriff. He looked around the room and the saloon was empty. 

 “Why?” he asked his mother. “Why don‟t you love 

me?” 

 The sheriff glared at Timmy the Kid. 

 “What in the fuck are you talking about?” she snarled 

taking a step towards the Stranger. “If you don‟t put my fucking 

gun down right now, I‟ll…” 

 Timmy the Kid pulled the trigger. 

 A blinding, white flash of light exploded in front of his 

eyes. The force of the pistol knocked him to the ground. He 

landed hard and smacked the back of his head against the wall 

behind him. As he landed, he faintly saw a glimpse of the 

sheriff‟s body crashing to the floor. 

 After a moment, Timmy the Kid propped up his head 

and stared at the sheriff‟s body. The pain and agony of his life 

suddenly lifted, he felt a sense of relief and freedom.  

 He let out a loud, high-pitched shriek. A huge weight 

had been lifted from his shoulders. One journey ended. Another 

journey began. It was a new day, a new beginning that he 

welcomed with open arms.  

 He could hear the approaching sirens a couple blocks 

away. Reinforcements would soon be here. Timmy the Kid 

needed to get out of town, and fast. 

 “That‟s the way Josey Wales would‟ve done it,” he said 

as he picked himself off of the saloon floor and walked over to 

survey the sheriff‟s body. 

 There was a small hole in her cheek. A pool of blood 

began to puddle up on the floor behind her head. It reminded 

Timmy of a red pillow. 

 With gun firmly in hand, Timmy sauntered over to the 

saloon doors and stopped in his tracks. He remembered one more 

thing that he needed to do. 
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 With a sly half-turn, he gazed back towards his mother‟s 

body once again. Then he tipped his cowboy hat to her and 

smiled. 

 “There‟s a new sheriff in town,” he said. 

 Then, he raced down the steps and out into the streets of 

Brooklyn to search for a new adventure. 
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Death Becomes…Me 

 
 
 
 Thunder and lightning crashed in my bedroom. 

 "Aaauuggh!"  I screamed. Terror blazed through my 

mind like a thousand deer running from a shotgun blast. 

 “What in the fuck was that?” 

 Was it a strange dream perhaps? A wolf baying at the 

moon in some swampy, marshy area? The Hounds of 

Baskerville? 

 My mind floated far and wide. Like an omnipotent 

wizard, my mind searched for an explanation.  

 The answer lies dormant in my brain. Oh the wonderful 

places I've been in my head. Distant lands where hearts were 

moons and moons were edible. Lands where Easter grass grows 

in my backyard and is cultivated every single day by migrant ants 

and placed into our Easter baskets come the Lord's Sabbath day. 

 I visited a land where you travel to work by roller 

coaster....92 miles of twists and turns and utter delights take you 

directly to your office. I dreamt of lands of fairies and frightening 

monsters and green dragoons and murky lagoons.   

 I dreamt of princes and paupers who switch roles every 

single day. I dreamt of businessmen selling candy to Walrus 

associates. I dreamt of cows squirting green cheese from their 

udders and into my gas tank. I dreamt of crazy turns and twists 

unimaginable to any other human being. 

 But, alas, my final dream finally arrived. Tonight, I 

dreamt of Death.   

 His coal gray robe was flowing back and forth; blowing 

every which way with the ominous wind. His teeth gleaned a glint 

of fine-polished ivory that stretched from ear to ear.   

 The world behind death was dull silver, lonely and 

desolate. It‟s true what they say about places where angels fear to 

tread. 

  I dreamt of the scythe; the wretched scythe that sliced 

and diced the human race every minute, every hour, and every 

millisecond for centuries and centuries. Crimson blood dripped 

from the blade. Blood drained from our forefathers and my family 

tree. 
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 He smiled and I smiled back. Who wouldn't in a 

situation like this? The wretched one reached behind his back 

with his shimmering skeletal hand and pulled out an odd object. 

 It was a brown and cuddly teddy bear; the perfect irony 

to the perfect dream. 

 I grabbed it, hugged it and kissed it. I looked up to 

Death to say „Thank You‟ but, but, but… 

 But his blade was already pulled behind his head, 

cocked and ready like a bizarre Babe Ruth, ready to hit the final 

homerun of his career out of the ball park. 

 I wanted to scream, but I couldn't. Death‟s blow landed 

with even consistency. 

 The menace laughed. I shrieked as I stared at my ankles 

from the ground up. 

 Then, my body folded and collapsed to the ground. 

 As the life slowly oozed from my body, my eyes 

focused on the cute, cuddly teddy bear. The teddy bear I used to 

love when I was young. 

 I would have cried, but I knew that it wouldn‟t have 

mattered. 

 As my body entered darkness for years and years and 

years, in the halls of the morgue I heard the echo of Death's ballad 

in my new home.  

 Over and over it repeated itself, "Happy birthday to 

you....happy birthday to you...happy birthday dear Scott...happy 

birthday to you...and many more..." 

 You know, it‟s true what they say about dying in your 

dream; you never wake up. 

 I can‟t wake myself up. 

 This is my own personal Hell. 
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GOTTA SEE FRIENDS 

 

 
 
 Tonight I bought some beer from a snotty nosed kid at 

the drive in.  

 The prick.  

 He snickered when I asked him for a 12-pack of Natural 

Light; like he was better than me or something. 

 The bastard. 

 "Don't drink it all in one place," he guffawed as he 

handed me back my change. 

 The idiot. 

 So I drove home and started to watch Must See TV.  

Friends came on and I drank a couple beers.  Another show 

starring Christina Applegate came on.  I flipped the channel and 

drank couple more beers. 

 "Remember…" I slurred to myself in an alcoholic daze. 

"Remember the good old days when we watched The Cosby Show, 

followed by Family Ties, followed by Cheers, followed by Night 

Court.  Now that was a Thursday line-up. Yes indeedy." 

 I cracked open my last beer as Seinfeld came on.  

 “Oh shit, I forgot the bowl!” 

 I took a couple tokes and started to laugh. Then, I 

started thinking about that asshole zit-faced, pimple-creamed boy 

back at the carry out. 

 "I'll show him," I thought to myself. 

 I grabbed my .357 out of my bedroom and stuck it in the 

back of my pants…Magnum PI style. Then I sauntered toward the 

kitchen and pulled out a big ass butcher knife. 

 There was a residue of coke on the coffee table from last 

night‟s crazy party. 

 I'll tell you about it later. 

 I scraped up a line to my nose and snorted the last of the 

residue.  Up it went...deep inside my brain. Yes. It made the pain 

go away.  

 It made it all go away. 

 I grabbed my keys with my work key, my house key, 

my mother's key and my father's condo in Florida and headed out 

the door. 
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 A gust of snowy, fresh, Jack Frosty air hit my warm, 

mildly pissed off face. 

 I inhaled deeply. Small shards of snowflakes entered my 

nostrils.  

 It stung like Ben-Gay. 

 "Hunh,” I exhaled. “There might be a God after all." 

 So, I checked my gun and got in my car and headed 

towards the carryout; towards that fucking poster boy for OXY; 

towards the kid who laughed at the wrong fucking guy on the 

wrong fucking night at the wrong fucking time. 

 And I shot him in the fucking head.  

 I don't even think he knew who I was. I really don't. Can 

you believe that? The stupid punk didn't even know who I mother 

fucking was. 

 The goddamn cock sucker. 

 So, I went into the carryout and shot a couple other 

people, too. They looked pretty scared although I couldn't tell. I 

was seeing red by then. 

 I unloaded a couple rounds into the traffic. A shiny red 

Volkswagen Passat smashed into a stop sign. I smiled a smile of 

many smiles. I was content, happy, meticulous cold and 

abandoned all in one fair swoop. 

 The cops arrived. I put the gun to my head and pulled 

the trigger. 

 "Mister..." 

 “Huh?” 

 “Hey moron, whaddya want?" 

 I looked up from my steering wheel. I guess I was 

smiling. The pimply faced kid had an awfully queer look on his 

face. 

 "What?" I asked as harmlessly as possible. 

 "Are you gonna order, or what?" 

 "Umm, yeah," I said shaking the cobwebs from my 

illuminated head. 

 "I'll have a 12 of Natural Ligh....,” I started. “Wait, 

better make that Bud Light. A 12 of Bud Light." 

 I smiled a triumphant smile. 

 "Bottles or cans?" 

 "Say what?" I asked. 

 "Bottles or cans?” the carryout guy asked. “Look 

buddy, I don't' have all day, you're holding up the line as it is.” 
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 The guy in the truck behind me honked his horn. I 

ordered the cans. 

 He snickered like he was better than me or something. 

 The bastard. 

 "Don't drink it all in one place," he guffawed as he 

handed me back my change. 

 The idiot. 

 Must See TV was on tonight and I couldn't miss 

Friends. 

 Gotta see Friends. 
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Appalachia 
 

 

 

 
 Steven, better known as Oxbow on the trail, lit a 

cigarette. He rested his weary legs by the fire created a little over 

two hours ago. 

 He pulled the remnants of his last victim‟s clothes and 

began, article by article, throwing them into the fire. A faded 

SUNY t-shirt, blue jean shorts, hiking socks, bandana, the 

backpack, and then finally the underwear. The clothes sizzled and 

sparked as each article was thrown into the fiery pit. 

 Her name was Lisa, a graduate student from The State 

University of New York. She was on break and looking for a little 

excitement.  Oxbow ran into her on the trail last week. Then, just 

to cover his tracks, would say his good-byes and catch back up 

with her again in a couple of days. It was accidental kismet that 

they would run into each other. Then, they would talk, laugh, 

drink, prepare meals together and simply live life out on the 

Appalachian Trail. 

 Lisa was a pretty young lady.  Pretty indeed.  According 

to her license, she was 24-years old. He almost already forgot.  

He remembered she liked music; punk music to be more exact. 

She talked about The Clash, Green Day and The Sex Pistols. He 

remembered laughing at her when she said sex pistols.  What a 

crazy name for a band. 

 Her hair was long and blonde and went on forever just 

like her legs, or so it seemed to Oxbow.  It was a pity she had to 

go.  He stabbed her twenty or so times in the chest and took 

advantage of her dead corpse for God knows how long. 

 “How long can this go on?” he thought to himself. 

 Disposing of the body, however, was the task that 

Oxbow disliked the most.  He hated cleaning up the mess. You 

would think he would be used to it by now. But, he wasn‟t. 

 Truth be told, he was rather messy with his friends. So, 

every time he did the nasty, or so he liked to call it, he had to play 

janitor and clean up after himself. 

 He removed all of her stained clothes and placed them 

in her knapsack.  He then would break out Ol‟ Hacky, a hacksaw 

that helped him out through the roughest of times on the trail.  He 
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and Ol‟ Hacky would disassemble the body into forty or fifty 

pieces and scatter them around the forest during his hikes. 

 A hand buried near the stream. A head buried under a 

pile of rocks. A torso thrown down a well. You get the idea. 

 Kill, rape, dispose and move on. It was a simple plan. 

And simple was the way Oxbow liked it. 

 Which brings us back to the fire. 

 One by one he tossed pieces of darling Lisa's fabrics 

into the fire.  As the clothes smoldered and popped, he went 

through her wallet and found about $600 bucks. 

 “She must have come from a pretty rich family,” Oxbow 

thought. Her family would be looking for her pretty soon. He 

knew he had to get off the trail for a couple weeks.  

 Perhaps it was best to move a couple hundred miles up 

North, or maybe get off the Appalachian Trail for good and head 

on over to the Pacific Coast Trail out west? 

 “Plenty of pretty women out there,” he thought to 

himself as he hummed the tune to the Beach Boys‟ California 

Girls. 

 Oxbow had a hobby. Just in case he got nipped by the 

police, he decided to collect all of his friend‟s licenses and keep 

them in his knapsack. That way, the families would know what 

happened to their daughters so they could finally put their dearly 

departed to rest. He had a strong feeling that the families would 

be gracious that he would have the generosity to do such a thing. 

 He pulled the rest of Lisa's extra clothes from her corpse 

and tossed them into the fire. Her damp clothes sputtered, spit and 

gave up quite a fight before succumbing to the fiery wraths of the 

pit. Almost like Lisa did while clinging to life in his embrace. 

 He took a healthy sip of brandy from his flask and 

reached inside his knapsack for dinner.  He popped open a can of 

Vienna Sausages and, one by one, slid them onto his cooking 

stick and slowing cooked the processed meat until it blackened in 

the heated blaze. 

 He reached into his knapsack and brought out some 

small ketchup squeeze packs. He squirted one packet of ketchup 

onto each individual sausage and, one by one, in no less than 

twenty chews, ate them all. 

 That‟s when he heard a rustle in the leaves. 

 Oxbow's head arched up like an ostrich.  Like the 

beating of a drum, he could feel his heart rap a cadence in his 
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ears, neck and head. He slowly inched his hand into his knapsack 

and began to pull out Ol‟ Bladey, his trusty knife. 

 The rustling got louder. The crunch of freshly fallen 

leaves in the darkness made it all the more eerie to Oxbow.  The 

bushes in front of him began to shake rapidly and in an erratic 

motion.  Oxbow's mouth hung agape at the sight before him. 

 "Hello," she said in a barely audible tone holding a map 

in her hand.  “Um, I'm a little lost.  Do you think you could help 

me?" 

 She was a tall, almost six-foot, with a slim, yet athletic 

build. Her brunette hair was bunched up in a pony tail and she 

was very tan. Oxbow wondered if she was a day hiker who 

worked outside or, more than likely, a through-hiker making the 

daunting 2,175-mile trek from Georgia‟s Springer Mountain to 

Mount Katahdin in Maine. 

 Oxbow didn‟t say a word.  He slowly slid Ol‟ Bladey 

back into his knapsack, composed himself internally and smiled. 

 "Um, can I sit by the fire, for a little then?" the woman 

said a bit perplexed. 

 Oxbow's heart began to pound.  "What was she doing 

here?" he thought to himself. “How long had she been in the 

woods? How much did she see?” 

 He wasn't prepared for another one. Not yet anyhow.  

The newspapers would have a field day like they did ten years 

ago. He knew they were waiting for him to slip up. He was 

already interviewed by the rangers on two separate occasions. 

When was the last time he finished two in the same night? Had it 

been almost a decade ago? Well, he‟d been playing it pretty safe. 

He‟d been keeping his tracks very clean. So, why not? Why not 

add another trophy to the list? Why not invite her in for a little 

rendezvous and show this piece of meat that tonight was going to 

be the biggest mistake of her life? 

 He pulled his hand out of the knapsack, stood up and 

pointed to a stump near the fire. 

 "Oh, no, no, no,” he said. “I mean…yes, yes please sit 

down by the fire.” 

 “Are you sure?” the woman asked. 

 “One hundred percent sure,” he said. “I'm sorry. It‟s 

just that you gave me quite a startle is all."   

 "Oh, thank you."  She walked over to the fire, took off 

her back pack and sat cross-legged like an American Indian in 
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front of the fire. In fact, the girl vaguely reminded Oxbow of 

Pocahontas in the Disney cartoon. 

 "Thank you so much," she said holding her hands 

towards the fire. "It's getting pretty cold out there." 

 He stared at her brown hair, her exuberant face, her 

healthy body. She was going to be his tonight.  His heart began 

pumping ravenously like a tiger on the prowl. To calm himself, he 

reached inside his backpack and touched Ol‟ Bladey. It was then 

that he started to relax. 

 As a precaution, he scanned the woods and tried to see if 

anyone else was with her. She had to be alone. She had to be the 

only one. 

 "For future reference,” he pulled Lisa‟s headlamp out 

of the pack and tossed it towards the young lady. “You should 

always bring one of these with you.”  

 “Oh, thank you,” she chuckled. “Yeah, I sort of came a 

little unprepared.” 

 “What‟s your name?” he asked. 

 "My name's Heather,” she said with a smile. “But you 

can call me Buttercup." 

 "Oh well, yes, what a nice name Buttercup,” he lied. “A 

very nice trail name indeed.” 

 Oxbow respected trail names. They were the lifeblood 

of the Appalachian Trail. Most thru-hikers seem to feel a need to 

have a trail name in order to distinguish Phil from Tennessee 

between Phil from California. Trail names give Oxbow an 

emotional insight as to who he was talking too, who he was 

relating too and eventually who he was going to murder. 

 "And you?” 

 “Buttercup,” Oxbow said. 

 After a brief moment of silence, he recognized his faux 

paus. 

 "Oh me,” he said. “No my name's not Buttercup." 

 "I know silly,” she giggled. “That‟s my trail name. 

What's your name?" 

 "Oh yeah, right," he said blushing.  "I'm Steven, but you 

can call me Oxbow." 

 "Oxbow.” said the woman contemplating his name.  

“Hmmm, that's an interesting name.  How did you come up with 

that one?" 

 “Uh,” said Oxbow. “Well…” 
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 Oh no, wrong question. Too soon. Sweat began pouring 

down his brow. He didn't want to tell her why or how he got the 

name Oxbow.  He didn't want to tell her that it was the first 

woman he ever killed on the trail. Then he thought of the perfect 

story. 

 "Um, it was my Dad's name when he hiked the trail," he 

lied. 

 "Wow, your dad hiked the Appalachian?” she said 

intrigued.  “That's totally amazing.  I wish my parents would've 

done something like that in their days." 

 “Oh yeah,” he said. “Way back in 1952, he went North 

to South.” 

 “Awesome,” she said. “You look pretty young, so I 

imagine you weren‟t even born when he hiked it.” 

 “Well, I‟m 35 years old,” he lied again. “So I was just a 

little baby when he decided to leave the nest.” 

 It‟s true, a lot of people said that Oxbow did look pretty 

young. In truth he was 45-years old. Thanks to his genetic 

lineage, he didn‟t have a gray hair on his head or many wrinkles 

on his face, which made it easier to lie about his age just in case 

one of them ever happened to escape. 

 Oxbow was very strict about maintaining a clean, well-

shaven look. A lot of women he came in contact would always 

say he was an attractive man. His good looks and laid back 

demeanor made it all the easier to coax them into his den. 

 The ice was broken and the mood was more inviting. 

The conversation was warming up and Oxbow knew Buttercup 

was in the bag. 

 At first glance, she seemed like a bright enough girl. 

But, it was the way she talked that tipped him off. In Oxbow‟s 

opinion, her mannerisms and attitude radiated someone that 

wasn't really the sharpest tool in the shed. He knew that tonight 

would be the night, but he was just looking for a way to get in. 

 "Yeah, my dad was a pretty amazing fellow,” he lied 

again as he threw another piece of wood on the fire. “You know 

my Dad almost climbed Mount Everest?" 

 "No way? Everest?” she said. “My God, I would, like, 

give anything to do that. I mean it took me nearly two years to 

save up the money for this trip. Know what I mean?" 

 She talked, and talked, and talked. Oxbow nodded and 

nodded, and nodded for about a half an hour as he listened to her 

talk about what she wanted out of life, why she was hiking the 
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Trail, what it meant to her spiritually to finish and what she was 

going to do after her big hike.  

 It was the same old nonsense that he heard many times 

from many different women on the Trail; echoes of hope, desire 

and the future. And the really sad thing was that those hopeful 

dreams were going to be dead before dawn. All of her hopes and 

ideas would evaporate like the life force resonating through her 

body. 

 Truth be told, he wanted to shut her up right now.  But, 

he thought he‟d better give the lady a little bit of time to spill her 

guts. Sort of like a priest, or an executioner, giving a convicted 

felon their final last words before they hit the electric switch. It 

was the least he could do for them. What‟s the difference whether 

it happened now or later? Either way, she was going to die. 

 But, the ramblings were buzzing around in his head. The 

constant talking hurt his ears. He was getting dizzy from the 

noise. Why on Earth do people like Buttercup travel to these 

beautiful mountains and interrupt this peaceful, tranquil and 

solemn Trail with their incessant chatter?  

 Then there was silence. 

 Oxbow looked up to see Buttercup staring back at him 

as if she was awaiting some sort of answer. 

 "I'm sorry, what did you say?” Oxbow asked. “It‟s been 

a long day and my mind was wandering a bit." 

 "Oh, it's no big deal," she said. 

 "No, no please,” he said. “You were going to ask me 

something?" 

 After a couple seconds of awkward silence, she spoke. 

 "Do you mind if I sleep here tonight?” Buttercup asked. 

“I mean, it would be a lot easier to follow the trail tomorrow in 

broad daylight then by leaving now in zero light.” 

 She paused and stared at him for a couple of seconds.   

  “I mean I have my sleeping bag and everything if it‟s 

okay?” she said. "It is okay, right?" 

 Oxbow smiled.  "Why of course,” he said. “Mi casa su 

casa. Make yourself at home.” 

 "Oh thank you, thank you, thank you,” she said. “You 

won't regret this Steven, oops, I mean Oxbow." 

 Oxbow grinned. “Ah, ah, ah,” he joked pointing his 

index finger at her. “You‟re only supposed to use your trail 

name.” 
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 "Now, imagine that,” she said pulling her tent and 

sleeping bag from her backpack. “They say there are always bad 

people around everywhere and you shouldn't trust anyone. But, I 

think I can read people pretty well. I can tell when they're honest 

and sincere.” 

 Oxbow stared at her as she put her tent up. He stared at 

her from top to bottom as if she were a piece of meat; his piece of 

meat. 

 “In fact,  I think you're one of the most honest and 

kindest people I‟ve come across in quite some time,” she pulled 

herself up, put her hands on her hips and stared at him. “Do you 

know that Oxbow?" 

 "Well, I try,” Oxbow smiled.  "I really try to go that 

extra mile to help out my fellow human being. All it takes is a 

little trust, now doesn't it Buttercup?" 

 Buttercup smiled and nodded. She pulled her sleeping 

bag out of her pack and sprawled it on the ground of her tent. She 

plopped off her shoes and tossed them by the fire. Then, she 

pulled herself into her tent and glanced over to Oxbow. 

 "Goodnight Oxbow, my last American man," she said as 

she zipped up her tent. “And thanks.” 

 "Don't mention it Buttercup,” said Oxbow smiling a 

devilish grin. “See ya in the morning." 

 He pulled out his sleeping bag and laid it out nice and 

neat near the fireplace. He then pulled Ol‟ Bladey from the 

backpack and stuck it under his makeshift pillow. 

 His heart beat against his chest. He was very excited and 

couldn‟t wait to have his way with her. 

 "I'll give her an hour," he thought to himself.  "Then 

she's fucking mine." 

  __________________________ 

 

 As Oxbow slept, millions of images entered his mind. 

His mother. His father. His first murder. Back in grade school. 

1965. His brother. Everyone thought he drowned. College. The 

freshman girl he picked up at the bar. They found her body in a 

dumpster the next day. Dropping out of school. Working as fry 

cook. The hunger. Working as a caddy. The hunger. Working as a 

mechanic. The hunger. Quitting jobs over and over again. Back to 

Appalachia. A chance to get away. A chance to start fresh where 

nobody knew him. Freedom. Freedom to do as he pleased, 

whenever he pleased. The rage. The screaming. The killing. 
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 Oxbow shot up from his sleeping bag. He grabbed the 

knife and quickly snapped his neck back and forth to see if 

anyone was there. Sweat dripped profusely from his brow.  He 

rubbed a hand through his dark, brown receding hair and let out a 

sigh of relief. 

 Back to reality. Back to the trail. Back to Oxbow.  Back 

to Buttercup. 

 “Buttercup,” he thought. 

 He shot a glance over the mound of molten ashes. She 

was sound asleep. He knew it was time to make his move.  The 

fire barely spit out enough light to see. But, it didn't matter.  He 

knew where she was. He knew where her neck was. He knew 

what do. He pulled up his flask and drank a shot of the sweet 

stuff. Ol‟ Bladey was feeling mighty good right now. It sang in 

his arm as he slowly crept over to her sleeping body. It sang the 

orchestra of the dead. It shouted melodies and symphonies up 

through his arm and into his head. He had been making beautiful 

music with Ol‟ Bladey for years and years. And this one was 

going to be a major symphony. 

 Sweat poured from his face, as he inched his way over 

to her tent. Like a cat sneaking on a mouse, he was almost on top 

of the sleeping bag, when he quickly made his move. 

 Darkness entered his mind. The world turned black. He 

sprang on top of the sleeping bag and started stabbing. The hatred 

and aggression erupted from him in a series of quick bursts to her 

body.  

 One…six….fifteen. 

 The spirit inside him wanted out.  The orgasm was 

arriving.   

 Twenty…thirty…forty.  

 No thought.  Down feathers flew into the air and floated 

back down to earth like angelic wings.  

 He stood silent and stared at the sleeping back. No 

screams or pleas for help echoed from the blanket. No blood 

seeped from beneath the comforter.  No resistance. No defensive 

posture. 

 He placed his hand over the sleeping back and felt only 

the soft top-side of the down comforter. Blood pumped slowly 

into his head. His heart shot up through his throat as he realized 

what had just happened. 

 The body was missing. Buttercup was gone. 
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 With knife in hand, he stood up, twisted and turned 

around looking for his prey. 

 “I know you‟re here,” he whispered into the darkness. 

 Then he felt a sharp pain sear into his lower back. 

 He grunted and looked down to see blood shoot from his 

abdomen. He fell to the ground and gasped for breath. He then 

rolled over to check out the predator standing above him. 

 A playful, sinister smile with placid eyes stared back. 

There she stood above him with a knife in each hand. Was it 

Buttercup?  The creature standing before him looked like her and 

smelled like her. It was her shell.  Except, her true colors were 

now shining through. 

 Buttercup wasn't the nice girl that she appeared to be. 

 "I've been following you," she said in a hard Southern 

drawl.  "Ever since that first woman showed up in the paper. 

What's her name? Karen.” 

 Oxbow looked up at her in utter shock. He had been 

duped. He couldn‟t believe what he was hearing. 

 “Ever since, I saw her in the paper, I knew somebody 

was screwing it up for me,” she said. “And, by God if I wasn't 

going to find them, or rather…you.” 

 She pulled Ol‟ Bladey from Oxbow‟s hand and pierced 

it into his stomach. He let out a defeating grunt.  

 “Nobody hunts on my turf,” she said as she brought the 

other knife to his body over and over again. She wanted to cut 

him, pierce him and bleed him 

 "Oh, and sorry if it hurts a little,” she giggled as she 

flailed and clawed the knives into his body like a hyena on the 

savanna ripping apart a carcass for food. 

 His breathing shallow. His eyesight blurred. As the final 

seconds of his life left his body, the last sound Steven, or Oxbow 

as he was known on the trail, heard wasn't anything glamorous. It 

wasn't anything meaningful. It was simply a triumphant scream 

from Buttercup, a howl so loud, that it made Oxbow‟s ears ring. 

 Then darkness. 

 ________________________________ 

 

 The Vienna Sausages that she put over the fire darkened 

to a burnt crisp.  Buttercup reached into his backpack and pulled 

out a package of buns and some ketchup squeezes. 

 Then she heard a crunch, and then a crack, and then the 

sound of approaching footsteps on loose rock. 
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 A young man popped out of the darkness and into the 

orange glow of the fire. 

 "Mind if I join you?" he asked the beautiful brunette 

sitting by the fire. 

 "No, no,” she said a bit embarrassed. Her mouth filled 

with a mini hot dog. “Mi casa, su casa.” 

 "My name's Peter,” he said as he peeled off his 

backpack and drew closer to the fire. “But, they call me Spidey on 

the trail.” 

 He reached out over the fire and offered his hand to 

hers. “And yours?" 

 She took another bite of the small processed wiener and 

shook his hand. A mischievous smile covered her face.  

 "My name's Karen,” she said as she reached inside his 

pack for Ol‟ Bladey. “But, they call me Oxbow on the trail.” 
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Fast Food 
 

 

 

 
 The thug pointed the gun at my head. Beads of sweat 

formed around my face. Sort of like frog scum on a lily pad. It 

was a hot, humid summer night. And being locked in this 

goddamn car with this goddamn asshole in this parking lot wasn‟t 

what I was expecting on this fucking hot and humid July night. 

 All I wanted was some fast food. 

 “I asked you what the fuck you wanted,” I pleaded “What 

the fuck do you want?” 

 “I want what‟s in there,” he pointed towards the wallet in 

my hand. “And I want what‟s in there too.” This time he pointed 

the gun straight at my groin. 

 I saw all the prison movies. I feared to God that I would 

never have to go to prison because I never, ever wanted raped. I 

wanted to experience many things in life. I wanted to pull the fruit 

from my tree of life. But, I can honestly say that being ass raped 

by a thug was the last thing on this Earth that I really never cared 

to experience. 

 “Look, look, look, I have tons of money in the bank 

machine here,” I said. “Can‟t we..Can‟t we...” 

 “Work something out?” he finished my sentence for me. I 

hate it when people finish my sentences for me. 

 “Naw,” the dreadlocked thug said. “I don‟t think that will 

be happening.  Not tonight my little fucking bitch.  You don‟t 

mind if I call you my little bitch tonight, do you?” 

 He reached for my nuts and began stroking them. 

 I fidgeted. He cocked the gun and pointed it in my left eye. 

He grasped my balls harder. “Stay the fuck still,” he yelled. By 

the tone of his voice, I knew he wasn‟t fucking around. 

 “Listen to me you little fucking slut,” the guy said. “Let‟s 

get something straight here. You are getting fucked tonight 

whether you like it or not. Then, I‟m not sure if I‟ll kill you or let 

you go. Maybe I‟ll flip a fucking coin.” 

 I swallowed. 

 “But, let‟s not worry about that right now,” he said. “Now 

start the fucking car and drive.” 

 I cursed my dumb luck for stopping at this stupid fast food 

joint.  I cursed my dumb ass for not staying in the restaurant just 



70 | P a g e  
 

two minutes later. I cursed myself for being generous to this thug. 

I figured that all he wanted was some change, maybe a dollar or 

two to get him through the night. What the fuck did I care, just as 

long as he left me alone.  

 Now look where I am. 

 I grew up on the straight and narrow, learning to respect 

my elders, learning to turn help out those in need. And this is 

what I get: a fucking stinky ass thug in my car wanting to rape my 

ass? I can‟t wait to tell my girlfriend about this fun night. That is, 

if I ever fucking survive. That‟s when the little voice shoots 

through my head. 

 “Just survive.” 

 I gazed to the sky. The stars shone bright.  The clouds 

spread to reveal the moon in its daunting, horrific glory. The 

irony of this night is just insane. 

 I begin to drool. 

 “Pull over here and get your ass in the back seat, bitch,” 

the thug said as he pointed the gun to my temple. “Get the fuck 

back there.” 

 Had this been any other night, I would have given my 

odds of survival at two percent. Now, my chances were looking 

pretty, pretty good. 

 My throat tightened up. Sweat poured from my pits. For 

once in my life, I was looking forward to this happening. For 

once in my life, this was going to be good thing. 

 The thug hopped into the back seat and unzipped his pants, 

his cock inches from face. His dreadlocks dangled like the mane 

of a black lion. 

 He put the gun to my head. “Now suck it bitch.” 

 “Sure,” I growled as I glanced up to the full moon. My 

body convulsed. That‟s when he saw my teeth, my fangs and my 

red eyes. That‟s when he felt me bite off his cock.   

 He screamed and unloaded a round into my shoulder. 

 Even though I wasn‟t fully transformed, the gunshot didn‟t 

hurt. It would heal fine tomorrow. 

 However, before I feasted, before I faded into oblivion, 

before I blacked out, I bent him over and gave him a taste of his 

own medicine. 

 The screams were horrifying. His blood was delicious. 

 In hindsight, I‟m pretty happy that I stopped off for some 

fast food tonight. 
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The Decision 

 
 

 I was staring at this little girl at the Bronx Zoo.  No, not 

because I‟m a pedophile or anything like that. 

 Just because.  

 I think it was the innocence, the integrity, the natural 

elements that surrounded the girl. That‟s what caught my 

attention.   

 So, here I was at the Bronx Zoo, hiding in the giraffe 

exhibit, smoking a cigarette and staring back at the visitors like 

they were the zoo animals themselves. 

 Funny creatures. The giraffes, I mean. They have those 

long necks and wide legs. You honestly don‟t know whether 

they‟re coming or going. That‟s why I decided on these animals. 

I‟ve never been close to giraffes. I never cared whether they 

existed even though they‟re somewhat interesting creatures. 

 Eventually, the little girl left. Eventually, the crowds 

diminished. Eventually, the zoo closed. And, eventually, the 

lights went out. 

 That‟s when I bit into one of their necks. The giraffe‟s I 

mean. It didn‟t scream, or howl, or spit, or freak out. It just 

accepted my bite. 

 Not like the other animals. 

 I hope. No, let me rephrase that. I know they won‟t find 

out who‟s been killing the animals. 

 Not sure if you know, but I„m pretty meticulous about 

this sort of thing. 

 But, it‟s a simple fact. Sooner or later I know I‟m going 

to have to switch over to the humans. And to tell you the truth, 

I‟m not ready. Not yet. 

 Animals are always dying at the zoo. 

 So I‟ll just hang here until I feel good and ready. Hell, I 

bought a zoo membership. I can visit a handful of zoos across the 

country. I‟ll live off them for a while, lay low, get out of town 

then hit another zoo in the next city. Wash, rinse and repeat. 

 You know what I heard through the grapevine? The 

Pittsburgh Zoo is building a bear exhibit. 

 Boy, am I looking forward to seeing that. 
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No memory 

 

 
 

 I awoke in a pool of blood. The scarlet liquid trickled 

from my head and spread out on the kitchen linoleum. 

 My face felt like a thousand screaming maniacs. I pulled 

my hand up to wipe my face and, bleary eyed, glanced at my 

crimson-stained hand. 

 Then I screamed. 

 Then I yelped at the sight of my blood-soaked shirt. 

 Then I felt my entire face, searching for some sort of 

hole. 

 “My god, what happened to me?” 

 I jumped up and darted to the bathroom. A bath towel 

on the floor was drenched in the red stuff.  I reached into the linen 

pantry and pulled out a fresh towel. I quickly checked every 

orifice for bleeding. Ears, nose, mouth, butt, penis and asshole. 

 Nothing. Everything was in check. 

 I let out a sigh of relief. I squeezed out two pumps of 

anti-bacterial soap onto my hands and began scrubbing my face 

and arms. 

 “So, if it‟s not my blood, then whose is it?” 

 I shot my head up and gazed at the sorry portrait in the 

mirror. Bubbles of soap dribbled off my face as I grasped and 

reached for blurry memories in my mind. Nothing came up. Last 

night was a total blur. 

 I dried off my face off, walked into my bedroom and 

changed my blood-soaked clothes. I grabbed a smoke from the 

nightstand by my bed. The cigarette dropped from my mouth as I 

gazed at what lay before my eyes. 

 On the bed was a mirror filled with this brown, gooey 

powder.  Ketamine. Pet tranquilizer. I bought some from a friend 

a couple nights ago. And by friend I mean drug dealer. 

 “Dude, this is the shit,” he told me. “You‟ll feel the 

whole gamut of fun. It‟s like a pain reliever, anesthetic and 

hallucinogen, all in one.” 

 “How do you do it?” I asked. 

 “You take this vial, crack it open onto a skillet and fry 

the stuff,” he said. “Then, you scrape off the baked residue and 

snort it.” 
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 “Sounds like a lot of work,” I said as I stared at the clear 

liquid in the vial. 

 “But, it‟s fucking worth it, man,” he said. “Watch out 

though, don‟t do too much or you‟ll fry your fucking brains.”  

 Back to reality. My first memory came back to me. 

 “I snorted Ketamine tonight around 10 o‟clock,” I told 

myself. I checked my watch. It was five in the morning. My heart 

sank. What had happened in the past six hours was a complete 

mystery to me. 

 I grabbed the phone and dialed the digits. As I listened 

to the phone frivolously ringing, I scraped the dried up blood out 

of my fingernails.  

 “Whose fucking blood is this?” 

 I searched my brain database for answers. My mind 

raced over and over again hunting like an endless greyhound race 

around a track chasing that damned white rabbit. 

 My „friend‟ answered on the fourth ring. 

 “This better be important,” he said. 

 “Dude, thank God,” I said. “Did I talk to you in the past 

say five or six hours?” 

 “I‟m hanging up.” 

 “No, no, no, no,” I pleaded. “Don‟t hang up.  This is 

serious. I‟m bleeding.” 

 “Wait, wait,” he perked up. “You‟re what?” 

 “I‟m not really bleeding, but I woke up in a pool of 

blood on my kitchen floor,” I told him. “Christ man, I don‟t know 

where it‟s from.” 

 “Did you do that Special K?” 

 “Special K?” I asked. “What the fuck are you talking 

about?” 

 “The Ketamine,” he said impatiently. “Did you do it?” 

 “Yeah, but what‟s that got to do…” 

 “Was it good?” 

 “Dude, I don‟t know,” I said. “I don‟t fucking 

remember.  That‟s why I‟m calling you.  I don‟t remember a 

goddamn thing for the last six hours. That‟s why I‟m calling you.  

Understand?” 

 “Well, you didn‟t call here tonight, dude.” 

 I stood there with the phone in my hand silently 

thinking. 

 “Look, dude, I gotta work tomorrow afternoon,” he 

said. “I‟ll bring Spanky over tomorrow morning, bring you that 
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greenery you asked for and we‟ll go on a walk on figure this shit 

out.” 

 My mouth hung agape. 

 “Wait, wait, wait,” I said. “Did you say Spanky?” 

 “Yeah, my dog Spanky,” he said. “You, me, Spanky, Rex 

and a big, fat joint.” 

 “Rex!” I screamed. 

 I dropped the phone, rushed down to the basement and 

opened the door. 

 There was Rex, draped in blood splayed on the floor. 

His white face and paws were a faint shade of pink. 

 I went down on both knees and let out a sob. 

 “What in the hell have I done?” I pouted. 

 Suddenly, Rex pulled up his head. I held my breath in 

disbelief. He let out a healthy bark and started licking my hands. 

 Overjoyed, I rubbed his natty pink fur and gave him a 

kiss on the head. He licked my face like the happy dog he was. 

 That‟s when I glanced over at Rex‟s shoulder and terror 

filled my soul. 

 Cat carcasses; two or three of them, were strewn on the 

ground. 

 Then, in a mind burst, everything suddenly came back 

to me like a shot of lightning. 

 Rex was hungry. Our neighbor. Mrs. Anderson‟s cats. 

Problem solved. 

 “Poor kitties,” I said as I gazed in Rex‟s direction. 

“Bad doggie.” 

 The dog looked up at me with its big, brown eyes. I 

could never be too mad at this great, big loveable mutt. 

 I lit cigarette and took a drag as Rex went back to his 

meal. The one problem, though, is how am I going to get all the 

blood out of Rex‟s fur? 

 That‟ll be one to worry about in the morning, I suppose. 

Right after I get rid of those damned, disgusting cats. 
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The Bum 

 

 
 It‟s Friday night on Wall Street. 

 I made a ton, lost a boatload. But, in the end, I broke a 

little better than even. 

 With a little hitch in my giddy-up, I walked through the 

wintry streets of downtown Manhattan; humming Christmas 

tunes, giving curt nods to all of the beautiful women and admiring 

the beautiful chiseled Santa Claus‟s with their red, puffy cheeks 

and ominous bellows of “ho, ho. ho”. 

 „Ho, ho, ho,” I bellowed as three puffs of willowy 

smoke exited my mouth into the cool, crispy air. 

 Feeling particularly in the Christmas mood, I dropped 

dollars and other various coinage into any container that was 

pushed into my range of view.  

 Salvation Army, Red Cross, People for The Ethical 

Treatment of Reindeer, anything and everything received a 

helpful donation from yours truly. 

 I was feeling a little like a modern-day Helen Keller 

with the amount of change I was giving to these non-profit 

companies, Or was it Gandhi? 

 No matter. Because, tonight, the Christmas spirit was 

flowing through me like the brown urine of a drunken sailor. 

 That‟s when I came across the bum. He was leaning 

next to a coin laundry holding a tin can. His clothes were bum-

like and he appeared to not have taken a bath in quite some time. 

Also, he was missing a leg, or two. I couldn‟t tell for sure. 

 My hand started to quiver and shake. I quickly tossed 

my wallet into my jacket pocket. 

 I was at a quandary. It‟s true this was the holidays. But, 

well, damned to hell, I just didn‟t want to give my hard-earned 

money to this type of non profit. 

 Was that so wrong?   

 “Make a wish,” the legless man said kneeling below 

me. 

 I stared at the man for what seemed to be, like two or 

three minutes. Then, I let out a huge sigh and acquiesced. 

 “Okay,” I said. “You win.” 
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 I reluctantly reached into my pocket, pulled a dollar 

from my wallet and dropped it into his empty tin cup. 

 “Thank you,” the man said with one tooth jutting out of 

his mouth like the crazy old man he was. 

 As I turned away from the bum, an ice cream cone 

appeared in my hand. One minute it wasn‟t there, the next minute, 

well there it was. 

  It was the kind of ice cream cone that I used to get back 

in Ohio from the local Dairy Queen. A sugar cone topped with 

vanilla ice cream and dipped in chocolate hardening sauce with 

sprinkles on top.  

 It was perfect.  It was exactly what I wanted. 

 Exactly what I wanted. 

 I looked back towards the old, legless homeless man.  

He smiled and nodded like we were both in on a secret that only 

we knew.  

 My mind started racing. I quickly reached into my 

pocket and pulled out a $50 bill. 

 “Can I have another?” I asked. “A wish, I mean?” 

 He smiled his toothless grin, shook his head and held up 

his hand. 

 “Only one wish per customer,” he said. “Per lifetime.” 
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THE MEDALLION 
 

 
 

 

 She gazed at the golden medallion for quite some time. 

The circular container inside the emerald-green opal clicked open 

to reveal two photographs. 

 "Mother?" she cried to herself.  "Father? Is that you." 

There was no response. She cursed at the medallion.  

 She massaged the piece for quite some time. Then, she 

stared into the distance and pondered the question over and over 

again in her mind. 

 A trickle of blood dripped from the piece of jewelry. 

She opened the locket once more. 

 Horror smeared her face as she embraced the shockwave 

emitting from her heart. The pictures of her mother, and her father 

were replaced with rotting, decrepit corpses.  Diseased faces 

smiled back at her as she stared in utter disgust at the images 

before her. 

 She threw the locket against the wall. The gold trim 

smashed. The opal shattered into a million little pieces. Blood 

shot from the locket. Shrieks of pain and horror echoed from the 

medallion as if it were alive. 

 Life and death met once again.  A faint gasp of relief, 

released from her lungs. Then she screamed. It was a scream of 

pain; of torture; of remembrance. 

 She remembered the beatings, the drunken nights, the 

heartache of the endless rapes and torture that her father and 

mother put her through. 

 But, they were dead. Both killed in an automobile 

accident thirteen years to this day. 

 However, the memories remained; the awful, horrific 

memories that she tried to quell with alcohol, pills, booze and 

drugs. Anything she could get her hands on. 

 But it didn‟t work. It never worked. No relief. No 

answers. No chance at revenge. 

 Until today. 

 She pulled the knife into the air and heaved the blade 

deep into it into her ravaged heart. Darkness poured from the 

wound onto the floor. 
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 A gasp or two released from her lungs, and then she 

collapsed. 

 In a wisp of a second, the light arrived. It formed the 

iconic tunnel that everyone talks about seeing when they die. 

 Two familiar images appeared in the distance to greet 

her in the afterlife, their arms outstretched as if offering her a 

much-needed hug from a life-time of despair. 

 She bit her mother in the throat, and then buried her 

hand into her father‟s heart. 

 Happiness transformed to shock; transformed to terror; 

transformed to death. The first time murder was committed in 

Heaven. 

 She felt a wave or relief come over her body. Then, she 

started to fall. 

  As she tumbled into the depths of Hell over and over 

towards permanent midnight, something happened that hadn't 

happened in quite some time. 

 For the first time in thirteen years, she smiled. 
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THE PLAGUE 

 

 

 

 Calahan clutched his twelve-gauge, sawed-off shotgun 

and stared outside the window. After a thorough search of the 

grounds, his mind was finally set at ease. 

 “They‟re gone,” he thought to himself. “Finally, they‟re 

fucking gone.” 

 He leaned his back against the wall, slid his butt down 

to the hardwood floor, and let out a deep sigh. His mind filled 

with images as he replayed the past twelve months over and over 

in his head; trying to figure out how everything went to shit so 

quickly. 

 Last winter, the virus began to spread. Neighbors, 

friends and family started dropping like mosquitoes in his 

neighborhood. By spring most of them were gone, but not 

Calahan. Through some act of God or sheer luck, he managed to 

maintain and thrive while everyone else died. That‟s when he 

knew that deep inside; they would be coming for him. He knew 

the bastards would continue to track him until one of them 

eventually succumbed to the death of the plague. 

 He looked around the shambles that used to be his home 

sweet home. A ripped Casablanca poster hung tattered on the 

wall.  Dirty, broken dishes were forced into a corner. A sea of 

empty beer cans and liquor bottles covered the remaining part of 

the shack. No more heat, no more electric and no more television 

programs to entertain the masses. No more Price is Right.  No 

more All in the Family.  No more Saturday morning cartoons for 

his daughter to watch.  

 “My beautiful daughter,” Calahan whispered as he 

stared at the bathroom door. 

 No, he wasn‟t the only one living inside his shabby 

fortress. His daughter‟s corpse rested, in catharsis, in the bathtub; 

a hapless victim of the retched disease. 

 Calahan‟s stomach started gurgling once again.  It had 

been a good twenty-four hours since he‟d had any type of 

sustenance in his belly. He remembered reading in some 

newspaper, back when newspapers and reporters mattered in the 

world, that the disease thrived on food and it‟s best to drown the 

virus with liquids. Jack Daniel‟s Tennessee whiskey was 
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Calahan‟s preferred liquid of choice. He figured if it kept him 

alive this long; what in the hell did he have to lose. 

 “Did it all really matter anymore, anyway?” he would 

constantly ask himself as he stared at the barrel of the shotgun on 

some of the nastier nights. But, he would constantly talk himself 

off the ledge. He had to be there for his daughter. 

 Calahan felt something scrambling out of his shirt. 

 “Dammit,” he yelled as he reached up and pulled a 

roach from his neck. The fucking roaches. The fucking roaches 

seemed to be the only creatures in the Calahan household that 

wasn‟t infected. One night when Calahan was sound asleep, he 

awoke to find both of his eyebrows chewed off by the damn 

hungry bastards. He squeezed the creature between his thumb and 

forefingers. Green ooze dripped from the dead carcass. He stared 

unscrupulously at it before tossing it down on the floor. Like a 

pack of dogs, the other roaches attacked the bug and began 

feasting on the dead corpse. 

 Calahan shook his head in disgust as he took another 

swig from his bottle. “Sick fucking bastards,” he uttered towards 

the fetid insects. “Worst fucking roommates of my entire life.” 

 While he stared at the carnage before his eyes, a familiar 

cry echoed from outside. 

 “Calahan,” said the voice. “Tim Calahan, we‟d like to 

speak with you.” 

 Fury erupted in Calahan as he darted up and fired his 

shotgun into the darkness.  He reloaded his weapon and fired off 

six more buck shots into the sea of black.  

 “Go to hell,” Calahan screamed. “The whole lot of ya 

can go to hell.  Ya here me, ya bastards?”  

 There was a slight pause.  Calahan regained his breath 

and listened to the silence. 

 “Are you finished yet,” the deep voice of a man rang 

out.   

 “Ta fucking hell with you,” sputtered Calahan as he 

loaded up his shotgun. He could feel his blood pressure rising. 

“Ya fuckers ain‟t nothing but trouble. Go bother someone else.” 

 Another slight pause. 

 “You‟re very, very ill, Mr. Calahan,” the calm voice of 

another man, a much younger man, spoke from outside. “And 

we‟d like to help you out but you haven‟t got much time to live.  

Do you hear me?  Do you understand me, Mr. Calahan?” 

 Calahan stared out into the thick blackness. 
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 “It‟s trickery I tell ya,” he screamed. “All friggin‟ 

trickery.  It was your madness that started this plague.  Your 

laboratory experiments that spawned this demon that‟s in my 

stomach.  And now it‟s madness that you want to cure me.” 

 “Mr. Calahan, you‟re running out of time,” said the 

burly voice outside. 

 “Well you can take your herbal cures and quick-fix 

supplements and shove „em up your ass cause I ain‟t buying your 

lies anymore,” he screamed. “My daughter and I are just fine. 

You hear me? Just fucking fine.”  

 His voice echoed out into the vast wasteland that used to 

be a sprawling neighborhood full of happy, healthy children and 

joyful, loving families. 

 “Mr. Calahan, we can‟t let you stay inside of that 

building,” a female voice yelled out. “You‟re going to have to let 

the bridge down so we can come in.  In a few hours, Mr. Calahan, 

you and your daughter are going to be a dreadful threat to human 

society.” 

 “Go to hell ya bunch of roaches,” Calahan screamed. “I 

don‟t believe a goddamn word you‟re preaching.” 

 Calahan knew that sooner or later they‟d be coming to 

his door. That‟s why he dug the moat around his house to prevent 

violators, intruders, from entering his sanctuary. 

 The moat was built to exact proportions; thirty feet deep 

by fifty feet wide.  It took months and months of back-breaking, 

nine to five work to complete his fortress. As soon as news of the 

plague broke, he cashed out his retirement and decided to focus 

on his home and his family. 

 He heard all of the laughs and jokes from the neighbors 

and the local media. He heard all of the backtalk and slander 

thrown his way. They called him a modern day Noah as they 

laughed and pointed. 

 “But who‟s laughing now,” Calahan thought. All of 

them were just another body bag added to the thousands of 

mounds the government set up outside the city limits. 

 “It‟s a human holocaust,” Calahan yelled outside to the 

ten or so doctors whom he couldn‟t see. “You guys are going to 

wipe our race clean with this lab-created virus that I have 

festering in my body.” 

 Tears swelled in Calahan‟s eyes as he wept for his sweet 

Kate.  Why did she have to go before him?  What God would do 
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such a thing to any child?  He leaned against the side of the wall, 

brushed a hand through his graying hair and started to cry. 

 “You bloody bastards killed my only daughter,” he 

whimpered. “You sons of bitches.” 

  “Mr. Calahan, we don‟t know how badly off your 

daughter is,” the female voice yelled. “We could possibly help 

her, but time‟s running out.  If you don‟t let us in voluntarily, 

we‟re going to come in by force.  We don‟t want to see it end this 

way, but you leave us no choice. You have to make a decision 

soon, because it‟s going to cost more lives, including you and 

your daughter‟s.” 

  Calahan lurched up from the floor and popped his 

shotgun out of the window. 

 “Here‟s my decision, bastards,” Calahan croaked as he 

unloaded a few more rounds from his shotgun into the darkness. 

“Never going to take me alive.”  

 The pains in his body were growing worse. Calahan let 

out a huge grunt and fell to the floor in a black haze.  His mind, 

body and soul faded to black. 

_____________________ 

 

 “Tim, are you in there?” a voice rang out. Calahan 

awoke in a panic.  

 He pulled himself up off the ground and stared at his 

watch.  About five minutes had passed between his black out and 

awakening. 

 The pain in his gut drew more and more intense.  

Calahan knew the parasites that lurked inside his body were 

somehow trying to communicate to him; with him.  But, there 

was no way for him to communicate back to it. The neurological 

impulses in his brain were being mutated to better fit the disease. 

His stomach rumbled with pain, but he was never hungry; at least, 

not for the past two weeks. His head churned, but he didn‟t have a 

headache.  His muscles contracted in unison. A jolt of pain shot 

through his stomach and Calahan let out a shrieking gag. Blood 

shot from his mouth and nose onto the opposite wall. 

 “Mr. Calahan,” the young voice echoed outside. “You 

leave us no choice but to use force.” 

 Calahan lunged for his hand gun and popped a few more 

shots outside.  He reached for his bullets and started to reload his 

pistol when a faint, familiar voice echoed from the bathroom. 

 “Daddy.” 
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 Calahan‟s mouth dropped. 

 “Daddy why is it so dark,” the faintest voice from the 

bathroom said. “Why can‟t I open my eyes?” 

 Blood raced out of Calahan‟s face as he listened to his 

daughter speak to him from inside the bathroom. He stared 

intently at the closed door. 

 “She‟s still alive?”  

 In virtual shock, he dragged his decrepit body across the 

room.   

 “Katie,” he muttered as he lurched closer to the 

bathroom door.  “Katie, is that you sweetheart? Are you all 

right?” 

 A tremendous scream came from the bathroom. 

“Daddy, there‟s someone in here with me,” she yelped. “Help 

me. I can feel it.”   

 Calahan used everything in his body to leap up and race 

across the room.  He grabbed for the handle, swung open the door 

and clicked on the lights. 

 A shock of terror bolted through his already-weakened 

body. 

 The creature before him was his daughter incarnate. It 

stood as high as the ceiling. Its dragon-like head arched toward 

Calahan. A weird hissing noise echoed from the creature‟s mouth. 

He took a step back as his mind tried to comprehend the image 

displayed in front of him. 

 His daughter‟s stomach was ripped open, creating an 

orifice for the creature‟s body to exit.  Blood stained the ceiling, 

four walls and floor giving the bathroom an eerie purplish haze.   

 The stench of the beast was over-powering.  Calahan 

took a whiff and began coughing and hacking away, like a man 

smoking his first cigarette. The face of the beast, which appeared 

to be made up of what seemed to be his daughter‟s intestines, let 

out a hiss. Its shiny, red eyes peered at Calahan, almost daring 

him to make the first move. 

 “Daddy, Daddy. Help me,” his daughter‟s voice 

screeched.  “The pain hurts. Please stop the pain.” 

 A shocked Calahan shot a glance to his daughter‟s 

teary-eyed face. 

 “My God, she‟s still alive!”  His stomach churned 

ferociously as he came to his senses.   

 “Daddy, please stop the pain,” she whimpered. 
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 The creature twisted its intestinal head towards 

Calahan‟s daughter and let out a high-pitched shriek.  The girl let 

out a wailing scream. 

 “She‟s its life-force,” Calahan thought as he stared 

mystified at the creature.  “The creature needs her to live.”   

 “Daddy help me!” 

 The creature was taking over the body and growing 

stronger by the minute. His daughter wasn‟t screaming any 

longer.  With her mouth shut, she solemnly stared into her 

father‟s eyes as bloody tears streamed down her face.   

 Calahan knew what had to be done. 

 This wasn‟t a chess match where one formulates 

strategies, attacks and options against an opponent. In this 

situation, there was only one option. 

 Two tentacled appendages slid out of her stomach and 

started slinking across the floor towards its prey. Calahan reached 

in his pocket for some shells and hurriedly loaded his shotgun. 

 First bullet. CLICK!   

 The creature began to edge itself out of the bathtub. 

 Second bullet.  CLACK!  

 “Daddy?” 

 Third bullet.  CLICK! 

 “You just stay still honey. Daddy‟s gonna help you out.  

You won‟t have to suffer anymore.” 

 Fourth bullet.  CLACK! 

 The creature began convulsing and gyrating like a 

rattlesnake as the tentacles edged closer to Calahan. 

 Fifth bullet.  CLICK!   

 “Daddy, please.” 

 Sixth bullet.  CLACK!  

 The diseased monster reared back like a cobra ready to 

strike. Calahan pumped the shotgun once to let a live round into 

the chamber. 

 “I love you daddy.” 

 “I love you too, baby,” he said. “Daddy wants you to 

know he‟ll be with you soon, okay?”   

 She nodded.   

 Calahan aimed the shotgun at his daughter‟s beautiful 

head and closed his eyes. 

 “May God forgive me for this,” he said as tears 

streamed down his face.   
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 The creature attacked. Calahan pulled the trigger. His 

daughter died. 

  The creature lurched back in pain. A suffering shriek 

echoed through the room. It swung its head back and forth 

snapping at Calahan‟s frail body.   

 Calahan quickly fired five more shots into the creature‟s 

body. Chunks of skin, blood and other body matter flew into the 

air. 

 He then stumbled out of the room and slammed the door 

shut. The beast‟s head struck the door and splintered it down the 

middle making it rattle and snap. Calahan searched for his hand 

gun, but cursed himself as he‟d left it in the bathroom with the 

beast. 

 The creature attacked the door once again and stuck its 

head trough the splintered door. It spotted Calahan and let out a 

shrill scream. 

 Calahan‟s stomach began to rumble.  Pain shot from his 

stomach to his brain and he fell to the ground in complete agony. 

He stared out into the darkness of the window. He knew exactly 

what to do. 

 “Ya bastard‟s got your wish,” he yelled out to the 

strangers. He dragged himself over to the front door and pulled a 

wooden lever. Mechanisms clicked and whirred as the bridge 

lowered. 

 “C‟mon in,” he yelled. “Somebody‟s expecting you.”   

 There was a loud thunderous crash.  The tentacled 

creature smashed through the door. Wooden debris spit into the 

room as the creature, covered in blood and slime, pulled its entire 

body through the bathroom entrance.  

 It let out an angry roar. 

 Outside, Calahan heard a loud thump. The bridge landed 

on the other side of the moat. He let out a groan and put a hand to 

his stomach, which started to get bigger. Blood began to pour 

from his mouth. 

 The creature reared back its head.  Small, sharp, silver 

teeth the size of toothpicks shone from its repulsive mouth. 

 Accepting his odds, Calahan let out a subtle smile and 

closed his eyes. His stomach continued to bloat. The creature let 

out a hiss as it ready itself for the attack. 

 A shot rang out. Two or three more shots followed. 

Calahan opened his eyes to see the creature rearing back its ugly 

head in pain.  More shots rang out. The creature attempted to 



86 | P a g e  
 

retreat into the bathroom. The doctors, or whatever these people 

were, entered the house firing away at the creature. 

 Curious, Calahan craned his head around to gaze at the 

people entering his house. They were all dressed in black 

fatigues, almost military in fashion. Grenades, knives and rounds 

of ammunition draped their bodies. They emptied their remaining 

rounds into the creature. The beast, which was once Calahan‟s 

daughter, slumped to the floor. 

 After they surveyed the creature‟s body, the team 

returned their attention to Calahan, who was sprawled on the floor 

in noticeable pain. 

 “Are you all right?” the female asked behind a tinted 

helmet. 

 “Does it look like it?” Calahan responded. 

 “He‟s not fucking all right,” the deep-voiced doctor 

yelled. “Look at his abdomen.” 

 The rest of the men and women took a step back and 

readied their machine guns.  

 “It‟s going to be okay,” the female lady said as she held 

a hand up to Calahan and slowly crept towards him. 

 “No it isn‟t,” Calahan said spitting up bits of blood and 

phlegm. “You‟re talking to a dead man.” 

 “If you would‟ve let us in sooner, we could‟ve helped,” 

the younger male doctor screamed from behind the woman. 

 Calahan‟s stomach rumbled and was getting larger and 

larger by the second.  The woman doctor stepped back and joined 

the rest of the doctors as they pointed their weapons towards 

Calahan. 

 “I‟m sorry,” she said.  “I truly am sorry.” 

 Calahan reached into his shirt pocket and pulled out his 

last Lucky Strike cigarette, which he had been saving for the past 

couple weeks; for something special. 

 The doctors stared at him dumbfounded as he lit up. 

With his stomach expanding to an almost ridiculous size, Calahan 

felt as if he was on some sort of morbid, freak show stage with 

the doctors as his audience. 

 His daughter was dead because of his ignorance and 

reluctance. Millions of people were dead because of the 

government‟s lack of communication. And now, Calahan was 

breathing the last few breaths of his entire, seemingly worthless 

life. 
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 He took a deep drag of the tobacco and savored it in his 

lungs. “Yeah, I‟m sorry too,” he said exhaled a huge plume of 

smoke. 

 An excruciating shot of pain seized his entire body. The 

cigarette dropped from his fingers as he shot the doctors a 

vindictive stare. This was the end.  

 “Kill me, you bastards,” he said. “Kill me now!” 

 His swollen stomach exploded outward. Tentacles 

reached out towards the doctors. Calahan slipped into a waking 

coma.  He could see what was going on, but he couldn‟t control 

any of the actions around him. He was totally paralyzed.  His host 

had now become his master.  Blood poured his mouth like water 

from a well. 

 The tentacles reached towards the female doctor, 

wrapped around her body. In a split second the internal coils 

squeezed the living essence form her frail outer shell.  Blood 

sprayed the entire room.  

 “Just kill the fucking thing,” someone screamed. 

 The doctors opened fire. A scream erupted from 

Calahan‟s mouth. It wasn‟t his scream. He couldn‟t feel a thing.  

It was the creature‟s dying screams.  Bullets entered his body.  

One, two, fifteen...Calahan lost count. Then, finally, the tentacle 

jutting from his stomach slowly slumped to the floor.   

 The world around him was a slight fog.  For one brief 

moment, Calahan could feel his body again. 

 As the darkness enveloped his mind, body and soul, he 

managed a brief smile. 

 “Thank you,” he uttered. 

 He was with his daughter once again. 
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