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Fantastic Pets and Eccentric Owners 

Daniel Stephens Horror Past Tense 

 

Jacob Derring didnôt want to be there. 

 

He stared at the moon through a cracked, wood-framed window. It cast a cool, blue glow 

over the desk in the study; he couldnôt help, but think of that old silent movie where the 

spaceship crashes into a face painted on the moonôs surface. Old books, strewn untidily 

all over the room, appeared older and more tattered in the dark light. 

 

óPlease excuse the mess,ô said a voice from behind him. 

 

A newspaper caught his attention. Its page was just visible with a tall lamp in the corner 

of the room offering the only artificial light. It sat on the desk, open at his one and only 

column: Fantastic Pets and Eccentric Owners. Every week he interviewed loners, 

weirdos, and pensioners about their pets, while the rest of his time was filled with making 

coffee and taking memos around headquarters. Heôd watched the frontline journalists get 

the juicy stories, the celebrity gossip, and the free tickets to stadium concerts and 

Manchester United football games. Being a junior journalist at the Brunstoke Herald 

wasnôt what he expected. 

 

óVery good read that, very good read indeed,ô said the voice. 

 

Jacob turned to see the man heôd come to interview pointing at the paper. Terrance 

Cunningham addressed him with a slightly hunched back, his sixty ï maybe seventy - 

years of life clearly taking its toll. He wore thin, silver-rimmed spectacles that sat neatly 

on the end of his nose, a red shirt with the top button undone, and brown trousers. He had 

white hair rather than grey which spread to his beard. He could look like Father 

Christmas if that beard was any longer, Jacob thought. 

 

óDo you like old books?ô The old man bent his back as far as it would go, which wasnôt 

very far, and tried to push the books into some kind of order. 

 

óErm,ô Jacob hesitated, óyes, I do. Theyôre-ô 

 

óYou should read these, theyôll tell you the truth they will.ô 

 

Jacob picked up the nearest one. óWerewolves and the Great Beyondéô He picked up 

another. óBeware the Full Moon. You like gothic horror then, Mr. Cunningham?ô 

 

óWerewolves!ô He said abruptly.   
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Terrance moved more books, stacking one on top of another.  

 

óéand please call me, Terrance.ô 

 

The old man moved towards a rocking chair and slowly lowered himself into it. óPlease, 

sit down,ô he said, gesturing towards a wooden chair by the desk. 

 

The chair had another stack of books on top of it. 

 

óJust put those on the desk,ô Terrance said. 

 

Jacob picked up a few of the books, but something dropped to the floor. It was the current 

edition of the Brunstoke Herald. 

 

Terrance watched it fall to the ground. óOh, terrible business that,ô he said, shifting in his 

seat, uncomfortably. 

 

Jacob viewed the front page of the newspaper. The headline read: óAnother Two are 

Brutally Slainô, while the picture showed a bloody stretch of pavement. Why canôt I get 

that story, Jacob thought? 

 

He removed the final books from the chair, picked up the newspaper and placed them all 

on the desk. Sitting down, he said, óéso, unusual pets, when do I get to meet yours?ô 

 

Terrance chuckled. óI donôt have any pets Mr. Derring.ô 

 

Jacob hated writing page eighteenôs two-hundred and fifty word page-filler, so his first 

thought was relief. óOh, Iôm sorry, Mr. Cunningham. I was told to meet you about our 

Fantastic Pets featureéô 

 

óCall me, Terrance, please. I must apologise for any misunderstanding, at least on my 

part. Your editor was right, I did tell him I had cats, and that they wrestled when I put 

Gardening World on the television. But that was a means to an end.ô 

 

Jacob stood up. óWell, if thereôs nothing for me to do here, I better-ô 

 

Terrance waved his hand in the air as if pushing Jacob back into his seat. óPlease, sit 

down. The-ô He stopped in mid-sentence clutching his stomach and groaning quietly. 

 

óAre you okay?ô 

 

óYes,ô he answered, hesitantly as if unsure, óIôm fine, itôséitôs nothing.ô He took a deep 

breath. óThe reason I told him I had pets was to get the guy who writes the articles.ô He 

pointed at Jacob. 
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óYou wanted me?ô Jacob let the question hang in the air, unable to hide his surprise. 

 

óAre you sure I canôt get you a drink?ô 

 

óNoé,ô he said, quickly, and then corrected himself. óI mean, no thank you.ô 

 

óWhy are you here, Mr. Derring?ô 

 

óI donôt follow?ô 

 

óI donôt mean to be intrusive,ô he said, looking up at Jacob who was still standing. óBut 

itôs a simple a question: why are you here?ô 

 

óWell, it was to interview you-ô 

 

óExactly - what for? Because you want to be a writer. Donôt lose sight of your 

dreamséthatôs what I did.ô He let his head fall, his eyes now facing the floor. He 

appeared pensive, sad even.  

 

óIôm sorry ï erm ï Terrance, but this isnôt about me. Iôll let myself out.ô 

 

óOh, I wouldnôt say that, Mr. Derringéô 

 

óNo pet, no story, Iôm afraid.ô 

 

Terrance let out a hearty laugh. óOh, I think I can find you a story.ô 

 

He reached over another stack of books piled on the floor and picked up a silver lighter. 

Taking a cigar from his top pocket, he lit the tobacco with a few quick breaths, allowing 

the smoke to drift carelessly into the air. 

 

óDo you write anything else, besides pets and their owners?ô 

 

Jacob didnôt know whether to answer at first, but decided to be polite. óA song maybe, 

some film reviews, I like writing short stories-ô 

 

óShort stories you say,ô Terrance interjected, óI wrote a short story once, though it wasnôt 

any good. Sent it to a magazineéoh, what was its nameésomething like Terrible Tales 

from Under theéHill oré?ô 

 

óTerrible Tales from Under the Bridge?ô 

 

Terrance smiled, but it was restrained, as if he knew Jacob would know the answer. 

 

Jacob shrugged and let out a sarcastic laugh. óI wouldnôt submit there if I were you. They 

steal your work and pretend they wrote it.ô 
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óReallyéô Terrance said only to become disinterested in the topic. óYou remind me of 

myself when I was your-ô He quickly sat up straight like a soldier coming to attention. 

óHow old are youétwentyétwenty-one?ô 

 

He didnôt give Jacob a chance to answer. 

 

óDreamers, thatôs you and I. Itôs something children have but as you grow old you lose it 

ï but not you. I used to be a dreamer too,ô he said, sitting on a wooden rocking chair. 

óUsed to - being the operative words, of course. My dreams were lost a long time ago.ô 

 

Terrance allowed the smoke to slowly drift from his mouth. óDreamers will always be 

afraid of the dark, whatôs under the bed, whoôs hiding in the closet. I bet you still wonder 

if thereôs something out there,ô he said, raising his hand to the window and the full 

moonôs light streaming in. óYou know, hidden deep in the woods, or a long, lost traveller 

from outer space.ô 

 

His eyes surveyed Jacobôs face as if he was trying to work out a puzzle. 

 

Terrance appeared easily distracted. óThe murderséin townéterrible thingséhow many 

now?ô 

 

Jacob thought for a second. óOver ten I thinkéô 

 

Terrance shook his head in sadness. óActually, there have been twelve, and the police are 

no nearer getting him.ô 

 

óHow do you know itôs a him?ô 

 

óItôs always a him, isnôt it? Of course they wonôt catch the killer because they donôt open 

there minds.ô 

 

óWhat do you mean?ô 

 

óWell, if your editor said: here you go, cover the Brunstoke Murders for us, what would 

you write?ô 

 

óI donôt think I follow?ô 

 

óWell, what angle would you go with if you had theéscoop, the juicy headline?ô 

 

Jacob mused for a moment. He was intrigued by the question, but it didnôt take him long 

to know his answer. óThe timingséô 

 

óGo on,ô Terrance said, a grin beginning to appear. 
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óéthat every murder occurs almost exactly thirty days apartéô 

 

óéandéô 

 

óéand theéô Jacob paused. óéthe fact they happen when thereôs a full moon.ô 

 

Terrance was now smiling from ear to ear. óWEREWOLVES,ô he exclaimed, 

enthusiastically. óAnd they should be on high alert tonight, I shouldnôt wonder.ô 

 

Jacob was about to ask why, but he held his tongue, as his eyes followed the tranquil light 

to the window, the full moon shining brightly.  

 

Terrance suddenly grabbed his stomach once again, grimacing in pain.  

 

Jacob stood up even though he had no clue how to help the old man. 

 

óNo, no, itôs okay.ô 

 

óWhy did you ask me here,ô Jacob said, uneasily.  

 

óIôll show you, Mr. Derring, Iôll show you.ô 

 

The old man stood up, gingerly. óWe donôt have much time. Wait here, would you.ô 

 

Jacob was now becoming impatient. óErréMr. CunningéI mean Terrance, if thereôs no 

story I really must go.ô 

 

óHumour an old man,ô he said, already advancing down a small hallway to the kitchen. 

He eventually passed out of sight. 

 

A minute or so went by, nothing. 

 

Jacob couldnôt wait any longer. He stood up and marched down the hallway. He entered 

the kitchen to find an open door leading down to the basement. 

 

óAre you down there..?ô he called.  

 

óAh, Mr. Derring, just the man I want to see,ô Terrance said, from somewhere under the 

house. 

 

óDo you want me to come down?ô he said, hoping the old man would say ónoô. 

 

Terrance seemed to ignore the question.  óIôm a writer tooéô 

 

óReally,ô Jacob answered, before saying sarcastically to himself óthatôs interesting.ô 
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óI write under a pen name of course.ô 

 

óWhatôs that,ô Jacob said, elevating his voice down the stairs. The wooden steps were in 

need of care, white paint torn off. The paint was coming off the walls too.  

 

Jacob moved down the first step. He ran his finger against one of the cracks where the 

paint was no longer and felt a deep valley in the stone where it had been torn away. 

Further along three long indentations ran down the wall as if an animal had clawed at the 

paint. 

 

Terrance laughed again. óTerrance Wolf is my pen name.ô 

 

Jacob suddenly realised he recognised that name. óTerrance Wolf,ô he said, advancing 

down a couple more steps.  

 

óYou heard it before?ô 

 

Terrance Wolf had written The Disappearance of Eve and won the Horror Circleôs Order 

of Merit. The prize not only awarded the winner £5000 but a book deal and the respect of 

their fellow writers.  

 

óYes, Iôve heard it before! Where did you get my story?ô Jacob asked, smartly, anger 

emerging. 

 

óI must apologise, Mr. Derring, but when I read it, I knew it couldnôt fail to win.ô 

 

óWhere did you get it..?ô Jacob advanced further down the stairs, his foot nudging an old 

Yashica SLR camera sitting on the step.  

 

There was banging of chains. óI never wrote for Terrible Tales from Under the Bridge, I 

owned it, it was my magazine. But it never took off, you seeéso,ô he paused, there was 

more metallic movement. óéso I entered the best story Iôd received into the Horror 

Circleôs competitionéô 

 

óYou had no right..!ô Jacob snapped. óWhy did you ask me here?ô 

 

óOnly a writer of the macabre could tell-ôhe broke off with a draw of breath. It sounded as 

if he had been hit in the stomach. óIôveéô he struggled, óégot a story I want you to tell.ô 

 

óForget it,ô he answered, knowing he couldnôt leave without hearing what the old man 

had to say. 

 

óPick up the camera!ô Terrance said with bated breath.  

 

óWhat?ô  
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He realised the old man meant the Yashica on the step. He picked it up as another groan 

of pain rang out. 

 

Jacob moved down the last few steps and noticed the paint was not only torn away from 

the wall, but great rivets had been dug out, as if a dog had been trying to hide a bone in 

the stone.  

 

óIf your nightmares are real, doesnôt that mean your dreams can be too,ô Terrance said, 

softly, as Jacob entered the basement to see the old man inside a huge six by six foot 

cage, chains locked around his ankles and wrists. 

 

Jacob stopped. He held his breath, unknowingly. 

 

Terrance suddenly let out a guttural scream of pain and fell to his knees. He bowed his 

head and swallowed, allowing the pain to subside. óTake a photoéô 

 

Jacob looked from the cage to the camera as if neither made any sense. 

 

óTake a photo!ô Terrance demanded. 

 

Jacob raised the viewfinder to his eye, aimed, and pressed the shutter release button. The 

flash sent a bolt of light around the room.  

 

óItôs time,ô he said, clearly now struggling to speak, óto tell my storyéto tell the world of 

my affliction. I want you to tell it, Mr. Derring. Iôm sorry I took your storyéô he stopped 

as another wave of pain seemed to envelope him. óébut I think I can repay my debt.ô 

 

He let out another terrible scream which grew deeper and louder. 

 

óWhatéhow éô Jacob said, panicked. He moved towards the cage. 

 

óNo, move back,ô Terrance shouted, his voice now different somehow - like it was being 

amplified around the room. óPerhapséyouôll get the story you came foréand I can give 

back what I took from youéô 

 

Terrance arched his back and let out another exclamation of pain. 

 

óI want to stop hurting peopleébut they wonôt believe me,ô he shouted through his 

anguish. óIt isnôt me that does itéô His words trailed away. 

 

óWhat is it, whatôs wrong with you..?ô 

 

Terrance suddenly looked directly at him and roared like an animal in the zoo. His eyes 

had changed, they were cat-like, thin, and their colour had changed, Jacob was sure about 

that. 
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Terrance writhed in pain, pulling at the chains that bound him.  

 

Jacob backed further away. His eyes did not leave the cage, but his foot searched for the 

first step. 

 

His arms broke free of the shirt, ripping it to shreds. His slippers flew off his feet, and his 

legs seemed to break backwards. Brown hair sprouted from the roots of the grey all over 

his body. His nose cracked and pushed itself forwards forming a snout. His incisors 

dropped down, pointed and sharp. 

 

Jacob had seen enough. As this beast smashed its bulk against the bolted cage door 

wanting his flesh, his instincts told him to run, but something forced him to stay still; to 

watch, to feel afraid, to believe. He raised the camera to his eye and began taking photos, 

one after the other. 

 

He had his story.  
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Invisible Pain 

Don Quigg Horror Past Tense 

 

 

 

It's not safe here, 23-year old Donald heard from the deep recesses within his 

mind as he entered his home. It was after midnight, and very quiet. He locked the 

door. 

He quickly dismissed the thought as his erratic desire to experience the rush 

of insanity. Yet, just as hastily as it left, the thought's vapors whispered reminders 

of gathering realizations he would soon experience with a decisive answer. 

Is there any way back if I go there even for a moment? Can I regain control? 

Did the voice of God grace the confines of my mind, possibly the Devil? Am I already 

crazy? 

A slight smirk escaped the right side of his mouth.  

If I lose my battle for control, will God release my obsession, set me free?  

Then, as it always did, the voice returned. Really, it's not safe here. Donald 

knew it would be best to leave it be, let it pass, but he never could win. How could he 

ignore this? The entity that stole his voice knew so much about him. Even if it was a 

trap, which he knew could be a reality; he had to ask the essential questions.  

Can I be stronger than what I give myself credit for? 

Waiting...  
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If I let you overstay your welcome will others begin to notice? 

Silence...  

Can you make me do something I do not want to do?  

This time, it took the bait. Like what, Donald? Are you afraid you will wake up 

in the middle of the night sweating like you are being strangled, stabbing your father 

over and over in the heart until there is nothing left but a shredded crimson mess? Do 

you think you could do such a thing? Is anyone in your family safe? 

Donald's left eye twitched. Then a sharp pain, equivalent to a blinding bright 

white flash, attacked the right side of his brain. For a few moments Donald did not 

feel like himself. He had to stop walking. It was dark. He couldnôt focus. He was still 

aware of his surroundings, yet for some reason, he was filled with a desire to go to 

the kitchen and find not only the sharpest knife, but also one that gleamed. He 

wanted to stop himself but found it impossible to turn back.  

I am not who you think I am. 

I am who you are. Nothing more, nothing less. 

After a long moment Donald slipped grudgingly toward the kitchen. Sweat 

commenced as his whole body was overtaken by extreme heat. He felt it radiate 

from his skin as if the blood underneath was boiling. He felt as though his body 

expanding inside his skin. 

Who am I becoming? 

Silence...  

Donald reached the kitchen and everything in it was disconnected from the 

other parts of the house, everything except for the large knife lying on the counter. 
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Gleaming magically. 

You know you want to hold it, to grasp its power in your fingers. 

Who are you? Donald pleaded.  

I will set you free. 

How will killing my father set me free? 

You already know the answer to that one. 

I will not do it. 

Kill them all, Donald. They are sound asleep. They will never know it was you.  

Another sharp pain followed by swirling fragments of intense light spiraled 

through everything he saw. It was hard to concentrate. He knew he was stuck. He 

had trouble breathing. Anything I think, this 'thing' inside my brain will instantly 

know. I can't butcher my family in cold blood. Especially Dad. I love them and would 

never harm them. I wouldn't even think of it.  

Ah, but you did. 

Maybe if I don't think you will disappear. Can I shut off my thoughts? Is that 

possible?  

You can't stop me. I know what you want. I am you.  

ñWell, if that's the case..." Donald blurted aloud, and in one continuous 

motion he grabbed the knife and jabbed it deep into his own stomach.  

The pain was so intense he cried out, loudly, jerking the knife free and 

dropping it to the kitchen floor. He grabbed his stomach and fell to his knees. He 

lowered his head to witness a stream of blood pouring through his fingersðforming 

a sticky pool underneath him. He stared. His vision blurred and the room started to 
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spin. The pain diminished. 

Why did you do this to us?  

The last thing Donald remembered before waking up three days later was 

hearing a set of bare feet racing down a flight of stairs, and letting out a wide grin 

as his head bounced off the kitchen floor. I won. Everyone is safe. 

 

 

ǒ 

Wake up Donald. Wake up ... now. 

Darkness. Then darkness surrounded by brutal cold.  

Donald, I'm still here. You did not succeed. 

Donald ignored the voice. Instead he comforted himself in the fact that his 

family was safe.  

No one is safe. Not as long as I am here. 

ñI can take drugs, asshole. I can get help,ò Donald finally blurted aloud.  

ñExcuse me?ò 

ñNothing,ò Donaldôs eyes popped open as he jerked his head to see a 

beautiful nurse standing over him.  

ñDo you know where you are," the nurse asks him.  

Silence...  

ñOf course. I am in the place that will deliver me from my demon."  

ñAlright then. You are in the county hospital. You attempted suicide. Do you 

remember?"  
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Donald, realizing he was lying in a hospital bed, let out a quick grin.  

ñI wasn't trying to kill myself. I was trying to stop an invader inside my body 

from killing my family, ravaging my soul."  

Can you comprehend how crazy you sound to that nurse? 

Stop it! You are the one that is crazy! I will kill you!  

Donald watched the nurse twist to quickly exit the room.  

"Wait! Let me explain! This isn't my fault! Please ... come back ... please ... 

where is my family?"  

I would never abandon you. You can guarantee that. I will always be here with 

you Donald. 

I don't want you here. I want you to leave. I will ask the doctor to give me pills 

that will erase you from my mind. I will erase you from existence. 

You need to think this through Donald. You will not be complete without me. I 

am here to grant balance to your life. You need me here. We are one. 

I don't care anymore. I can thank you for that. 

Donald, please, let me state my case. 

There is no case to state. 

 

ǒ 

ñDonald, this bipolar medication will help stabilize your emotions and make 

it easier to see the more positive side of life."  

Donald, don't take them! Please, you don't have to do this! We can maintain 

together!  
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ñAre there any side effects?"  

ñHa! What drug doesn't? Even though this drug originally targeted a 

lessening of oneôs sexual desire, an overwhelming illusion of well-being may cloud 

your judgment of what is real and what is not. However, let me assure you that 

extreme side-effects are rare, and the benefits of Lithium outweigh the negatives."  

Donald, there is no easy fix here. Just give us a little more time. Please, I'm 

begging you.  

ñThanks, Doc. We are about to commit murder in the first degree."  

ñExcuse me?"  

ñThere is a monster inside me. It wants me to do things that are not me. 

Lithium will kill the monster, so I am about to commit murder."  

The doctor removed his horn-rimmed glasses and leaned forward in his seat. 

He then rubbed his bald head. "Do you actually think that your disorder is separate 

from you?"  

Donald rolled his eyes. He knew he sounded crazy to the doctor, but that was 

okay. I thought a psychiatrist would understand?  

Donald, this is your last chance to do the right thing. I am real. Do you really 

want murder on your conscience?  

ñPlease doctor, just write the prescription." 

 

THE END....for now 
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Daddyôs Little Girl 

Christopher L. 

Knives 

Horror (explicit) Past 

 
 

 There was little light. It was the perfect setting for his dark charade, as he 
was the conductor of a gruesome and sadistic ploy. After violently shaking the 
family into fractured regiments, the scum of existence landed on his greatest 
manipulation. It was the daughter of a middle class family that was playing the 
corporate game. A family that lived for making the big impression, a mother that 
never stayed home for more than an hour and a dad who might as well remain 
nameless. This sacred piece of the family was a savored piece, as she was an 
example of how a woman in a youthful age should never be. She loved herself 
in way that raped respect, skinning the very meaning of it into a belittled 
category of meaningless proportions.  People used her as she let herself be 
used. She was more of a contaminated piece of filth that somehow bore a soul. 
She became one with her disease as it built a feeling of belonging. 
Unfortunately, the feeling of being alive only lasted as long as her partner.  
 It was in her plot to go from pleasure to pleasure that gave the beast his 
reasoning, if there ever was any. Her craving for attention and for respect, 
created for her, a desire to scum to the bottom of the trough and become a 
wasted girl that fucked on camera. It wasnôt hard for her to force exploitations 
upon herself, but it was hard to earn a buck doing it. She didnôt live in Las 
Angeles, California. She lived in a small Wyoming town, which was the most 
underground place of places to start. She was doing the work of a porn star and 
getting paid a hookers wage, if even that. Hundreds of guys would treat her like 
an open house and wreck whatever orifice she had. They had full control of her 
and could have done her a favor. Being as helpless as she was, her life was 
spared for many months and somehow, disease and pregnancy missed her. 
With the horde of men that she had endured it was a blessing, but the only one 
she had.  
 She lived at home being the young, sweet, and loving teenager. Mommy 
and daddy never noticed her metamorphism. They only saw what they had time 
to see, and little concern for it. She would kiss her dad with the same mouth that 
sucked on cock, swallowing every fluid as it made the strangers happy. She 
would hug her mom with the same arms that were tied up just the night before. 
She even used her brush to pretty up the hair that was stuck with cum. During 
the day, when school was in session, she would treat the boys all the same, as 
they were all equal in her eyes, they were nothing but a simple lay. It gave her 
no pleasure as they werenôt as experienced as their fathers and older brothers. 
Her essence had even been in the lap of a few teachers, who would forever go 
nameless.    
 Her name was Angelina and no matter how bad things got, no matter 
how hard dark would bind her, she remained senseless to her damnation. Her 
lack of concern would be the seed which would grow into a blossoming 
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desperation. Her way of life had provoked trouble before, but nothing like the 
monstrosity of evil that came to her door. Her parents might have exposed a 
weakness, but her sick mind registered with someoneôs dark and twisted 
desires. A being that lived with one command, something unknown and alien to 
our own sane beliefs, the creature never revealed why, but his composure 
spoke volumes. A thin, almost dying existence, which had sweat, slime, and 
other alien fluids covering his sickly pale skin. His boney frame was covered 
with rags, while broken chains hung from the limbs. It was obvious that he 
escaped from something, but it couldnôt have been prison. It had to have been a 
creation of someoneôs psychotic fantasies.  
 Like an earthquake on a beautiful day, the filthy existence came out from 
nowhere and shattered their lives. It was the one day that the family was 
together. Angelinaôs Father was about to head out the door to begin another day 
of lying and cheating when he was grabbed by a set of hands that bore iron 
links. It was crazy and a sudden shock to the only one witness, her mother. She 
was just smiling at her husband while observing the wonderful clear day outside, 
when the Beelzebub forced a curse upon them. She screamed loudly while her 
husband was pinned to the wall. With his face pressed against the surface, the 
walking scum revealed himself.  

The smell triggered a series of daggers, which pierce through the wifeôs 
stomach, forcing her to vomit. Flies revolved around him as he was the center of 
disease, while the creep breathed into her husbandôs ear. Shocked, confused, 
and obviously overpowered, her husband cried in a frantic wave, while 
struggling against the frail manôs strength. The design and form of the drywall 
was now engraved into the manôs wet flesh. He cried and pleaded in a way that 
was understandably cowardly. He was pinned into a position where his fate, 
which was once love affair jeopardy, became a horrific nightmare. The filthy 
existence pressed against the husbandôs backside. The smell of fear and piss 
gave the stranger a certain high, which encouraged him to lick the skin. His 
mouth open with a wall of drool and parting slime as the tongue emerged from 
the ugly abyss. It was rough with bumps, scarred with abuse, layered with 
disease infused fluid, and something that would cause Ed Gein to flinch. With 
the monstrous instrument, which seemed to move with its own progression, the 
creature licked the husbandôs face, as if he was marking his victim. 
 She continued to cry as she just stood there watching the horror fulfill his 
silent curse. Trapped in a panic and confused by her sanity and self awareness. 
She was crippled into a corner and enticed by the scene. However, something 
happened, and a glimmer of sanity came back to her. She bolted from the 
corner and raced for the phone with the police on her mind. The lord of flies, 
with his contagious stench, was too busy with her husband to notice. Her 
husband continued to cry while his chances of escape dwindled as those boney 
fingers wrapped around his neck. While the crude reality of the scene increased 
into a grime ballet, the mother was able to make the call. Her words were barely 
of a coherent nature as they were rushed and unprepared. Even if there was a 
chance for the words to form a clear understanding, she dropped the phone in 
response to the stranger devouring her husbandôs ear. 
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 With pain searing from his throbbing tissue, the husband began to push 
more desperately. His fingers pounded on the wall, as if it could free him from 
the pain. The creature grabbed a hold of the husbandôs hand and slammed it 
without mercy. The bone shattering momentum of the onslaught slamming 
placed a crater into the drywall, let alone rendering the hand into a bloody mess. 
Even with his hand injured to the point of severing, the man tried to fight. He 
screamed for help, which finally came as his wife plowed into the manôs back 
with a barstool. The flies flew off of his body as he fell onto his knees. After the 
first violent attack, the wife attempted to drive another blow. She built the 
momentum and, with the weight to her advantage, slammed another towards 
the spine of the being. The barstool slammed into the wood floor, as it missed 
the target, placing her into a vulnerable position. The fowl, sinister, and sweaty 
creature took his new game and slammed her into the adjacent door, forcing it 
off its hinges.   
 Now it was the wifeôs turn to play as the victim in this vicious and sadistic 
feasting. She couldnôt move. Her little squirms seemed to only drive the 
madness further into the dark that this sickness came from. The filth marked her 
with his tongue and then smiled. The mockery was thick and penetrated her 
hysterical panic, and there was no release. He made sure of that, his will was 
pressed onto her and no one was to save her. Her husband was still 
overcoming his tragedy. The long stringy hair draped from the sunken face, as 
he positioned himself over her. She still tried to battle alone, but he was not 
budging, drooling more and more with a gaping mouth. He drove his teeth into 
the flesh of her cheek, tasting the blood. His hands were shredding through her 
blouse, revealing the plump breasts. He shifted his attention towards the 
luscious pair by sliding his mouth down her neck, piercing her skin with his 
sharp teeth.  
 While she continued to bleed, her body was the target of a grotesque 
rape. Her will to fight was sparked into the greatest effort she probably ever had, 
but it was not enough. The man licked her nipples and, despite the situation, 
they were erect. His teeth teased with great awareness of the sensitivity. He 
would switch back and forth, making sure they were both pleased the same. Her 
screams were frantic, ear piercing and seemed to only compliment the horrid 
that was to lay her. The creature flopped onto the wife, releasing his ensnaring 
grasp. The father towered over him holding a baseball bat, completed with blood 
splatter. The creature performed a series of sly maneuvers and took advantage 
of a certain opening. The husband was placed against the wall as the creature 
continued his previous attempts. Blood gushed from his neck and chest as the 
monster fed upon the flesh. The struggle was great and the pain was far more 
intense than possible imagined, because he was a victim to a raw cannibalism. 
The creatureôs mouth was actually chewing the meat and flesh as if it was his 
favorite meal.  
 Alive and rendered nude by the creatureôs will, the husband was now a 
subject to the greatest pain a man could ever experience, psychological if not 
physical, while his wife suffered in her own little world of morbid reality. The 
being treated the penis like a sausage with tough skin, tearing the nerves, 
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splicing the skin and tissue. He let the husband go, and the collapse was of a 
sudden surprise. The cannibalistic savage turned to the woman, the squirming 
wife, and attacked her. The force of his desire was greater than before, as if 
increased by some sinister urge. He tore through her clothes and then took 
great care of her. His teeth bit into her like as if it was an apple, piercing her 
breasts and creating an uncontrollable blood pour. Feasting on her like a 
starved homeless person on thanksgiving, her breasts were rendered into a 
mesh of tissue, meat, and twitching matter.  
 
 All this took place in a matter of seconds, while Angelina ran down the 
stairs with an MP3 player on full blast. Her appearance was a mistake, one that 
was sure to chase her. She only caught a glimpse of the horrific scene, catching 
mostly just the blood. But it only took that and the element of the unknown, 
blood covered, freak to trigger her instant reaction. She screamed a scream that 
was sure to be heard by the neighbors, but that did not bother the intruder, as 
he raced towards her door. Closed and locked, the door stood before the 
savage and was the burden of a hundred blows. Franticly his fists would crash 
into the wood -tearing his own hands- but that did not stop him. Piece by piece 
the door came down and he quickly took Angelina into his grasp.  

With limited light seeping in from the window, it was the perfect setting for 
his dark charade, as he was the conductor of a gruesome and sadistic ploy. 
With a new victim to feed his hunger, the psychotic evil posed with an obvious 
distraction. He was sniffing her scent, possibly smelling the many men that had 
been with her. He seemed enticed by it, as if it was an invitation to do more than 
just feed. There were items that caught his attention, the ones that the sweet 
teenager used to fulfill personal desires. He marked her with his tongue, but with 
a more elaborate wanting. The gross essence meshed into her skin and onto 
her lips. It was as if two worlds of opposite filth attracted these two, but this was 
one person she would refuse. No matter what she said to him, no matter what 
she tried to do, it would only further increase his desire.  

He tied her down with the same ropes she used the other night. She still 
had the markings rubbed into her skin and he seemed to notice, triggering a 
reaction. He was excited and used the emotion to shred what little clothes she 
had. Her breasts were bigger than her motherôs, giving him more to enjoy. 
Firmly, the ragged specimen of scum treated her breasts with a compassion that 
was common with most of her customers. He squeezed them with his bloody, 
crusty hands and forced his tongue down her throat. She reacted violently, 
biting into the lumped surface, but only to swallow a thick and puss-like 
essence. The situation was without hope, but was not that much different from 
the gangbangs she had encountered the previous week. She tried to fight but in 
a more psychological way, fighting the existence of the filth, hoping that his 
desires would free her, as she had no choice.  
 His skinny, bloody fingers slid into her. She closed her eyes and tried to 
ignore it, but the beast slapped her. He slapped her every time she tried to 
ignore his presence, ignoring the horrible pleasure that was contaminating her 
poor dwindled soul. Her pretty petit face was rendered with bruises, forcing her 
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to realize the reality of her condition. Since ignoring the mistake of existence 
wasnôt possible, she began to snap at it, calling him things that were highly 
offensive. She continued to slam him verbally and word after word went by as if 
he was suddenly insecure. He stopped his aggressive behavior and left the 
room.  She screamed for help and began to pull on the rope. The headboard 
moved with every attempt but seemed impossible to break. With a wooden 
headboard being resilient as stone, she tried like hell to break free, someway, 
somehow. The constant thudding was awarded by a sound of an electric drill.  
 While the drill spun, the scent began to loom closer to her. With limited 
sight, she could only fear that someone was approaching her bed. A hand 
covered her mouth, while a sharp pinch was felt on her shoulder. With the drill 
spinning, digging into her flesh, she let out an awful cry. The sound of the drill 
and her screams went together as if they were part of the same vile choir. With 
her mouth opened the fingers forced her tongue to stay exposed. Her beautiful 
tongue ring was on the verge of being ripped. The drill bit was released before it 
hit bone and there was a moment of calm. She could see the drill positioned 
near her tongue. She dreaded the impossible thought but it was rendered real to 
her, as her tongue was drilled. Blood splashed and painted her mouth a dark 
crimson, while the monstrosity examined the shiny tongue ring. He threw it 
without regard and freed the youthful teenager from the binding ropes.  
 Just like those other nights, she was raped of will, but this time obedience 
meant life. She cried and bled as she positioned her body to his demand. She 
was now on her knees, chocking on blood, with her bare ass exposed. He licked 
the flesh, smelling the lower areas in a way that mimicked a dog, but this insane 
inhuman person was gorging himself with it. His bloody lips licked the loose and 
sloppy folds of her gaping cunt. His feasting of her juices pleased him, but 
sickened her. She never felt this much abused and was alarmed by the sound of 
the whirling drill. Her eyes widened and thoughts blank. Of all things that the 
nightmare could do, she prayed for the speedy arrival of police. She screamed 
louder and louder, franticly crying for help. The demented thing took time to 
pleasure her with his gorging.  

After moving his slimy essence from the spot, he returned with a number 
of toys. Dildos that were of twelve inches were his favorite as he shoved them 
into her cunt. He gave it a series of thrusts and then released it from the gaping 
hole. The wonder of it all only encouraged him to further please his curiosity. He 
placed a smaller, six inch, dildo into the wet abyss and watched as he shoved it 
further with another large one.  

Angelina, even as a whore, never felt so much pain as the answer to his 
question was becoming known. He had fully stuffed her pussy to the extent it 
could go but continued anyway, as his sick, delusional mind, was not satisfied. 
Her body went through a painful spasm, and blood began to drip from the 
stuffed pink folds. A finger slipped into her asshole with the lubrication of blood 
and other fluids. She had gone through this experience before, and her body 
responded as if it were used to it. The spilling of other fluids created a lube that 
was much more slippery than her sex jelly. Setting aside the intense amount of 
pain throbbing from her mouth and uterus, she couldnôt help but to think of the 
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sickness that was contaminating her.  But there was something more obvious 
and presented to her a closing death. She couldnôt see and was forced to only 
go by the sound.  

The drill bit spun rapidly, but then stopped as her master was adjusting 
something. He gave her a tease of what was in store for her. It was a wooden 
broom handle with nails. From the sounds he was making, he wasnôt just 
replacing a drill bit. She tried to calm herself, while she remained positioned like 
a punished dog. The air drifted through her exposed parts and then there was 
pressure pressing against her wet asshole. There was not a count of seconds. 
There was not a voice of reason as to why. There was only the sick truth that 
this soulless being was to wreck havoc until death was met. The drill spun and 
the pressure changed to a constant rubbing, irritating the skin with its 
momentum, forcing its self into her ass. The wood flaked into splinters as it 
pushed into past the wet exterior walls. The nails followed the burning presence.  

The rusted iron shredded into her fair skinned, youthful ass, it was like a 
meat grinder entering through the sphincter. Her cries were tearing her dying 
throat, but were forced to sound muffled by the severed tongue. Despite the 
sound of her cries, she continued to scream throughout the painful experience. 
Blood was splashing on the walls as the drill spun, shredding into an area of her 
bowel. A mess of shit stained the darkened sheets. Her body collapsed to the 
pain and he released. The conductor of this nightmare wanted it to prolong the 
inevitable ending.  
 A glare of light ran across her eyes. The sound of heavy footsteps flood 
the hallway, but she was too weak to realize. She had passed out from the pain, 
and was slowly dying from the blood loss, as her body was practically bleeding 
out. The cops tried to take the man in custody and do what the law demanded, 
but one of the recruits felt justified by his action. The situation and the nature of 
the crime resonated with all of the officers and when one reacted, they all 
supported. He fired a clean shot, which drove into the creatureôs head. The 
suspect didnôt move anymore than a few twitches as he was clearly, and 
medically speaking, dead. Though he had the appearance of something 
daemonic, the being simply passed away to never exploit any fear. 
 Angelina did not die. She was rushed to the hospital and quickly treated 
in surgery. She now lives a life of misery as the pain lingers. She is currently 
living at Sanityôs Peak, a psychiatric ward located in Webster, Wyoming. She 
lived a life of being used and a subject for a gross kind of abuse. It was ironic for 
her, and unfortunate for her family, that the event took place, but life has a 
tendency to allow karma to reign true. The police have yet to figure out the 
puzzle that the corpse left behind. His finger prints and dental records are too 
faulty to bring a clear match. The local police tried as hard as they could, but 
were forced to invite help, as they were too small for such a task. They brought 
in a CSI investigation team from outside, but they too came up empty handed. 
Eventually, after a growing doubt and lurking news reporters, it was decided to 
abandon the case. The oddity of the vague search is that it would be almost 
impossible for a citizen, much less a person, to be free from identification. It is 
as if he was held in captivity for years and then suddenly released.        
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Robert T. Knight  Horror Past/Present 

Asterius 

 

I have lived within these dank walls for the better part of a decade. 

 Each day I scratch a mark in the stone confines of my prison with a 

sharpened bone.  The instrument fractures and breaks as I put my strength behind 

it, sometimes crumbling into white powder before I can properly finish.  Oh well, 

there are other bones to be found.  One hundred and twelve bodies, to be exact, 

stacked like cordwood in one of the many cavernous holes. 

 My stomach is constantly rumbling, the cursed thing keeping me awake at 

night.  It seems as if it might eat its way from me, devouring my insides to escape.  
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During these times I curl into a ball, squeezing my eyes shut to drive away the pain.  

Hunger is all-devouring.  It forces you to do things you would not normally do.  The 

occasional ill-fated rat or bird greets me with curiosity brimming in its eyes, and 

then my pangs are sated for a short while.  The squawks and squeaks used to haunt 

me. 

 As did the screams. 

 Those that watch me from above call me a monster.  They hurl refuse and 

stones upon me when I scurry into view.  I pretend I do not understand what they 

scream at me, but I was not always resigned to this fate.  I had a mother who taught 

me how to speak, her small mouth forming the words, turning quickly to a smile 

when I managed to grunt out the appropriate mimicry.  My father knew nothing of 

me until I was older; mother rushing me from the room when she heard his imperial 

tread on the marble.  I remember well his horrified expression when my mother 

finally revealed me, his son, and her hopeful gaze as she forced me to perform every 

act of intelligence she had taught me.  I cannot recall my exact age--perhaps just 

barely brushing my twenties--but he hurled me away from civilization with a rage 

that only Zeus could match against Prometheus. 

 We all know how that turned out. 

 Again, the shifting growls.  I clutch my bare stomach with my twisted hands. 

 Soon after my imprisonment, but long after the first shafts of hunger riddled 

my frame, a small group of young men and women were ushered into my new home.  

I recall vividly their wailing at the wrought gates, how their fleshy hands beat 

against the metal door.  I had reacted similarly upon my arrival, resulting in painful 
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bruises along the sides of my hands and tops of my knuckles.  They, too, were locked 

inside.  The enemy of my enemy, perhaps?  My heart leapt, for now I would not be 

alone.  I wondered idly what crimes they had committed, for they were all beautiful. 

 Not like me.  My mother had never allowed me to look in a mirror when I 

was young.  This place changed that.  After one night of torrential rain--in which I 

nearly drowned--I found a puddle the next morning, a refugee from the sunôs 

burning rays sitting serenely in the open air of my stony parlor.  A simple glance 

caused me to recoil in disgust, and my shaking hands traced the contours of my wet 

snout, reaching higher to the twin, curved spires jutting from my skull. 

 It was no wonder those first visitors reacted in terror when they saw me, 

shrieking into the darkness.  Each new group, every year to the day, stumbled away 

with revulsion written in their eyes.  I approached with friendship, using our native 

tongue; this was difficult, given my flat teeth and large tongue.  I attempted to block 

their paths with my body, to explain what I wanted.  I was no enemy of theirs, for I 

had been unjustly imprisoned as well.  A simple laugh, a shared tear--that was all I 

wanted.   

 I killed the fir st group of young men in self-defense.  Ignoring my pleas, they 

turned on me with their fists and rocks, dashing my hopes, splashing my red sorrow 

upon the walls.  The women ran into the darkness, yet I could hear their frenzied 

breaths echo through the sprawling reaches.  I remember sitting with those 

shattered corpses, the crowds above screaming vulgarities and cheering at the 

bloodshed.  The ruby streams wound around me, cold eyes glaring into mine. 

 And I was so hungry. 
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 They lasted me nearly two weeks.  I dragged their bodies out of sight so the 

onlookers could not see me as I had my fill.  The first taste was halting, revolting, 

and left me shaking with self-loathing.  The guilt erupted within me and onto the 

floor several times, but I needed to survive.  They were the ones who attacked me.  I 

repeated these words like a mantra each time I fed, as if the knowledge could have 

excused my actions.  

Then that food was gone, and I knew the young women were still hiding.   

 They did not attack me.  I stalked through the winding passages of despair, 

hoping to find them dead.  I was lucky for the first few, the thinner ones having 

succumbed to dehydration and hunger long before my bovine visage ever graced 

them.  The others I had to kill.  

 I shall never forget the first.  Her eyes screaming at me, her mouth clamped 

shut despite the sheer horror she must have felt.  Her entire body quivered in fear as 

I grasped her in my giant hands.  Helios himself could not have stretched that 

moment longer.  She was so beautiful. 

 Yet there we were, both of us trapped in the clutches of the monsters above.  

I was happy that they did not see her die.  They saw me as I rushed from that secret 

place, however.  How I wailed after that death, beating the ground until my fists 

were raw and bloody.  My tears drowned the dust beneath me and I wished that I 

could scale those tall walls, to slay every one of them above.  The watchers laughed. 

 I never did eat her.  I buried her in a special place within my home.  Each 

year for the past nine years, right before the annual sacrifice is made, I visit her.  I 

can still see her raven hair, her emerald eyes.  Sometimes they taunt me in my sleep, 



 

27 

 

perhaps a harpy sent from Hades to remind me of my foul deeds.  Sometimes they 

comfort me, keep me company.  During these times I sleep next to her pile of rocks, 

hugging the blocky headstone I used to mark her. 

 Today another group will visit me.  The men will die first.  I really have no 

qualms about killing them now.  Each group always resorts to attacking me, no 

matter what devices I use to express my thoughts, my desired friendship.  I have 

even forgone language, only speaking in grunts and moans.  If the spectators want a 

monster, I will be one. 

 My fate.  I know I will never leave this prison.  My father visited once, but his 

twisted gaze conveyed to me all that I needed to know.  There was no escape, even 

for the innocently guilty.  I am in the prime of my life, yet I feel old and tired.  

Hunger is my constant companion and walks with me everywhere I go, whispering 

decaying words of banquets and feasts.  I am used to the halls, the sudden turns and 

drops.  The sunny season beats upon my back, and the snows blanket the fur atop 

my head.  The days have stretched into one long, undying existence. 

 What is this? 

 I bend over, picking up the white with my gnarled fingers.  I know from the 

shouts above that the prisoners have been locked inside with me.  Ignoring this, I 

pull at the material. 

 Thread. 

 I follow it, turning away from the entrance where I would have gathered my 

first meal.  Unlike the previous years, I do not hear the struggling flight of many feet 

from the gate.  Over time, they grew to know me, the stalking behemoth at deathôs 
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door.  No longer did they waste time pleading with the armored men outside, 

flooding the metal door with their wasted tears.  A quick sprint into the darkness 

would allow them their trivial weapons, their choice of passage into the underworld.   

Yet someone is not with them, for I hear a stealthy tread, a breath held in 

check. 

 As I round the corner I see him.  He is as tall as I, muscles lean, stance 

balanced.  In one hand he holds a ball of twine.  In the other, he has somehow found 

a club.  What it is made of, I cannot tell.  He has paused, looking at the various ways 

open to him, perhaps wondering where the exit lies.  I know it is difficult to see 

through the darkness, for I groped through my first years painfully. 

 Then I hear him speak.  It is not an exit he seeks, but me. 

 I hurry around the corner, listening to the shrieking cries above telling him 

where I am at.  I lope down the corridor, thoughts racing through my head.  Has he 

come to slay me?  Did someone send him to do so?  Or is he just a fool-hardy, head-

strong boy intent on proving himself?  So entrapped within these, I do not realize I 

have come to her grave. 

 I fall to my knees.  Her eyes are gazing at me again, almost welcoming me 

somewhere. 

 Oraios.  Where will you take me, beautiful one? 

 I know he is coming from the echoing cheers rejoicing from the walls.  I hear 

his tread behind me.  In one fell swoop I could turn, smash in his skull with my bare 

hands.  His companions would shortly follow, keeping me satiated for a month or so.  

My life instinct screams at me to turn. 
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 Kill him, you fool!  

 I place a hand upon her marker, tears welling in my eyes. 

 Protect yourself! 

 I shake my head violently.  He is nearly upon me.  My heart hammers within 

my chest, as if to leap onto the floor and scurry away from the danger.  I fixate my 

mind on Oraiosôs eyes.  Her green orbs calm me.  Soothe me. 

 I wonder if it will hu ï 

 

THE END 

 

 

 

Ty Johnston Horror Present 

Killing Just For Fun  

Nebraska flatlands 

June 1990 

 

A silver crucifix hangs from Jimmy Bobôs neck as he kicks open the glass 

doors of Budôs Pump ôn Sip and fires off his shotgun. The scattering pellets catch an 

old man in the face, slamming his body to the ground behind the shopôs counter. 

ñSpree killer! Spree killer!ò Jimmy Bob yells as he rushes in from the night. 

He gets off another shot and the blast explodes a glass coffee pot in a 

waitressô hands before cutting her in half. 

ñYeehaw!ò Jimmy Bob spins on his boots, looking for more victims. 

There is only one other person, a man in a black coat. He sits in a booth to 

the right of the entrance, a paper cup of coffee steaming in his hands. 

Jimmy Bob raises the shotgun to his shoulder. ñSpree killer!ò 

He fires, the shot flipping the paper cup into the air and pounding the victim 

back against the boothôs seat. 

The killer grins as he glances around at the death and destruction he has 

caused. ñThree in one spot!ò he yells. ñLet the FBI figger this one out!ò 

ñExcuse me,ò a voice says, ñbut I am not quite dead.ò 

Jimmy Bob turns. 

The man in the booth is sitting up. His long coat and shirt are torn, but he 

shows no signs of being wounded. 

ñWhat the hell?ò Jimmy Bob says. 

The man in black slides out of the booth, standing mere yards from his 
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shooter. 

Jimmy Bob backs up a step, raising the gun to his shoulder again. ñJust stay 

where the hell you are, mister!ò 

The stranger grins. ñI have been waiting for you, Mr. Haskins.ò 

Jimmy Bobôs head tilts to one side, his eyes questioning and unbelieving. 

ñI knew you would be here,ò the man says. ñYou would not be able to pass 

up such an opportunity, a nearly empty shop on a nearly empty highway in the 

middle of the night.ò 

The man limps forward a step. 

ñStay there!ò Jimmy Bobôs grip tightens on the shotgun. 

ñIt is time for your penance, Mr. Haskins.ò 

ñHow do you know who I am? 

The strangerôs grin grows wider. ñYour face is in every newspaper across the 

country,ò he says, ñand on all the news shows. You are wanted in seven states for 

nearly two dozen murders. The FBI has a photograph of you plastered everywhere.ò 

The man takes another step. 

ñDammit, I said stand still!ò Jimmy Bob jerks the gun forward, as if 

meaning to stab with the warm barrel. 

ñI have been following your progress for some time, Mr. Haskins,ò the 

stranger says. ñYou have been a very bad man. It is time for this to end.ò 

ñYou a cop?ò 

ñI serve no earthly power.ò 

ñJust who the hell are you, then?ò 

ñI have gone by many names,ò the other says, ñbut in this instance, as you 

will not be repeating it, you may know me as Simon Magus.ò 

ñNever heard of him.ò 

ñApparently you do not read your Bible.ò 

ñTrue enough.ò Jimmy Bob fires the gun again, knocking Simon back 

against the booth. ñNow how about you lay down and die like a good corpse?ò 

ñI donôt think so.ò Simon shoves away from the booth, his clothes shredded 

further.  

Jimmy Bobôs jaw drops as he lowers his shotgun, the fluorescent lights above 

flashing on the cross at his neck. 

Simonôs eyes lock on the crucifix as he takes another step. 

Jimmy Bob jerks the gun at the man again. ñStay where you are, freak!ò 

Simon points at the killer. ñYou wear that symbol?ò 

ñWhat the hell you talking about?ò 

ñEnough,ò Simon says. ñThere shall be no penance for you.ò 

The mage snaps his fingers and blood spurts from Jimmy Bobôs neck as if an 

ice pick had been plunged into his flesh. 

The killerôs eyes go wide as he stares down at the growing circle of red on his 

shirt. 

Simon snaps his fingers once more. 

Another fount of red blossoms from the killerôs neck. 

Fingers snap again, and again and again. 

Within seconds Jimmy Bob Haskins looks as if a hundred needles have been 
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stabbed into him, tiny streams of red shooting forth from all over his body. The 

shotgun, slick in his hands from the blood, slips away and crashes to the floor. 

Jimmy Bob drops to his knees, his shaking hands gripped in front of him as 

if he is in prayer. His eyes wide and red, he stares up at the person who has done 

this to him. 

ñEnjoy your stay in hell,ò Simon says. Then he slaps the young man. 

Jimmy Bobôs head snaps to one side and he plops down in a widening pool of 

his own gore. 

Simon Magus leans forward, grabbing the crucifix between his fingers. He 

tugs, snapping the flimsy chain holding the cross. 

When he stands tall again, Simon holds the cross out before him. He stares 

with disgust at the tiny silver Jesus now dripping crimson. ñWhy?ò he asks. ñWhy 

do you allow these things?ò 

There is no answer. 

ñIt has been two thousand years,ò Simon says to the figure. ñI have tried and 

tried to do your bidding, but not one single word from you.ò 

The little Jesus remains silent. 

Simon drops the cross, the cheap piece of jewelry splattering in Jimmy Bobôs 

blood. 

ñNo more,ò Simon says. ñNo more.ò 

Without a glance to the dead, the magus limps his way out of Budôs Pump ôn 

Sip. Minutes later he is back on the highway in his black Lincoln Continental. 

 

Brief info on Writer  

Kody Boye Horror Past 

Duppy 

 

 The little kids liked Halloween because they could get candy, while the 

teenagers enjoyed it because of one or more things. They could get the hell scared 

out of them by going to a haunted house; toilet-papering or egging Miss. óOldô 

Margerieôs house, or fucking in the backseat of an old ó75 or--for those more in the 

mood for a scare and the most ultimate fuck of their life--in a graveyard. But there 

were some teenagers who liked to take it to the extreme, and when those few meant 

extreme they meant extreme. 

 Just like Isaiah Cranberry, who had tagged along with a bunch of Markôs 

friends Theyôd come to the old cemetery to get a good scare, or--like one of the guys-
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-a good oleô fuck behind the safety of a gravestone. 

 Theyôd also come for another reason, which was why Isaiah had been 

brought along. Normally he wouldnôt be hanging out with the type of sport-players 

that his best buddy Mark was friends with, but Mark had made him tag along. 

 Isaiah was one of the rebel seventeen-year-olds that could be found in small 

old towns that border-lined big states like California or New York. Isaiah had a 

mane of maroon-colored hair that went down to his shoulders and sideburns the 

same color The short stripe of hair that was supposed to be a thin soul patch was 

also the same color because of the constant nagging of his father--óstraight man 

turned gay,ô after his mother had cheated on him--to keep his hair the same color. 

 Isaiah had been brought along because he knew all of the old gothic and old-

world legends that went around. They were here ógrave-scouting,ô as Markôs sports 

buddies called it. They were grave scouting for Trish Maloryôs grave. 

 Didada--as everyone else had called Trish--had been known for being the 

biggest dumb blonde in the world. In life, she could have been compared to the 

dumb blondes that played on TV sitcoms, and that was exactly what killed her. Poor 

Didada hadnôt listened to Mr. York in science class and had her face blown apart 

from a chemical reaction. Her way of ómixing all the pretty, sparkly and 

wonderfully deliciousô chemicals had killed her. 

 Sheôd been buried in this cemetery because her parents had been poor and 

had given her daughter the best while depleting their own bank account in the 

process of all of their shopping. They couldnôt even pay for a headstone, so she had 

an unmarked grave. 
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 ñIsaiah,ò Mark said from behind him as he blew smoke from his mouth. 

ñWhereôs the grave?ò 

 ñI donôt know,ò Isaiah said as he placed his hand to his face, thumbing his 

soul patch in thought. ñItôs around here, I know it.ò 

 ñWould you two knock it off and help us!ò Mark yelled. 

 The two who had been fucking behind the gravestone stopped grunting and 

moaning in pleasure after Mark had yelled at them. The guy raised his head up for 

a short moment before he stood, pulling his underwear up his legs before pulling up 

his jeans and buckling them as well. 

 ñWell, whatôs your friend waiting for, Mark? Isnôt he supposed to be finding 

Didadaôs grave for us?ò 
 ñYeah, I wanna see her get out of the ground!ò the guyôs girlfriend said as 

she rose and shifted her skirt up her legs. ñI wanna see her get up and move 

around!ò 

 Isaiah rolled his eyes at the stupid red-headed girl as he walked over to the 

unmarked grave, seeing the patch of dead, squashed and broken violets on it. 

 ñYou idiots, you were fucking on her grave!ò Isaiah said as he forced them to 

move with an unwavering stare. 

 ñOopsie,ò the redheaded girl said. ñI guess we were being bad, huh?ò 

 Isaiah shook his head and bent down, brushing the violet petals off the grave. 

He looked at the girlôs grave for a moment before he stood, backing away from it 

until he wasnôt anywhere near it. 

 ñAll right,ò Isaiah said as he brushed his hair back away from his face 
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ñWeôve all got to say her name over and over.ò 

 ñAre you sure you donôt need to spill blood on her grave?ò one of Markôs 

friends cocked off. ñSure you donôt have to do anything special, asséò 

 ñFuck off, Jerry,ò Mark said as he dropped and crushed the cigarette under 

his boot. ñDo what Isaiah says. It was all of your idea to come out here and do this 

anyway.ò 

 Isaiah nodded and began the ritual. He whispered her name under his breath 

at first until he heard the others join in. When the others joined in, Isaiah gradually 

began to raise his voice until the others did, and then he would raise it again with 

their pitch.  

 They all started chanting her name so loud that--for a second--Isaiah feared 

that they would get caught. Their chants were like that of a satanic cult worshipping 

the devil in his prime state by sacrificing animals and their own blood. 

 After about five minutes, Jerry--who had mouthed off--stopped the chant. 

 ñFuck this,ò Jerry said as he turned, grabbing the red head by the arm 

ñCome on, doll, weôre blowing this fuck joint.ò 

 The other guys who were Markôs friends gave a small nod, walking up by 

Jerry. 

 ñSee you later, faggot,ò Jerry said before he walked away. ñFuck you and 

your rituals.ò 

 Isaiah shook his head and slumped down on the ground, letting a hand rest 

on his forehead before he felt Mark ease down into the grass beside him. 

 ñFuck them,ò Mark said as he reached into his pocket. ñYou want a smoke?ò 
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 Isaiah shrugged and took the cigarette that his friend offered; holding it out 

so Mark could light the cigarette. 

 ñI donôt care what they think of me,ò Isaiah said as he exhaled smoke, 

rubbing at one of his sideburns. ñYou think I care what those assholes think of me?ò  

 Mark shook his head and took another drag. 

 ñSo what if my hairôs a different color,ò Isaiah continued. ñSo what if I have 

sideburns and a soul patch? Do you think I care if theyôre jealous because they 

donôt have a beard while I do? No, I donôt. I look the way I do because I like the way 

I look, Mark. I donôt give a fuck what anybody thinks of me.ò 

 Mark gave a small laugh and wrapped an arm around Isaiahôs shoulder, 

letting his free hand hold the cigarette in place while he took another drag. 

 ñI donôt think youôd give a fuck about anything if I wasnôt your friend,ò 

Mark laughed. ñYou do give a fuck about me, donôt you Isaiah?ò 

 ñóCourse I give a fuck about you, Mark; youôre my best friendò 

 The two of them laughed for a moment before Mark looked down at his 

digital watch. 

 ñShit, itôs eleven already.ò 

 ñI should be getting home,ò Isaiah said as he stood. ñDadôs going to flip, but I 

donôt care. He and his new guy are probably on the couch right now.ò 

 ñYouôre not upset about your dad being into guys?ò Mark asked ñI mean, if 

my dad had just broken up with my mom just to get at some guyôs ass, I think Iôd be 

upset.ò 

  ñDoesnôt bother me,ò Isaiah said with a shrug, crushing the cigarette under 
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his heel. ñBesides, it distracts him from what Iôm doing. He hasnôt asked about how 

my breathôs smelled in the past three weeks.ò 

 Mark muttered a small, óYeah, I get yaô under his breath before Isaiah 

climbed into the passenger seat of his friendôs car. Mar backed away from the 

cemetery with the lights off until they went down the old back road, the one that was 

so old that it still didnôt have asphalt put in yet.  The dirt scattered in a light dust as 

they left the cemetery, but he ignored it while fumbling for the radio, soon finding a 

channel with a low gothic metal sound. 

 ñSorry about the guys,ò Mark said from his side. ñI wanted tonight to be fun. 

I didnôt think theyôd be assholes.ò 

 ñDonôt worry about it,ò Isaiah said as he settled back into his seat. ñI donôt 

care.ò 

 ñWell, Iôm going to rip all of them a new asshole tomorrow. I warned them 

not to say anything to you, Isaiah. I warned them that Iôd kick all their asses to 

kingdom come if they smarted off about your hair or saying any kind of word like 

ôfaggot.ôò 

 ñIt doesnôt bother me. You as well as I know that Iôm bi, so I donôt care.ò He 

shrugged and rolled down the window, taking a deep breath of the clean night air. 

ñBesides, have you ever seen me with a guy?ò 

 ñNo, it wouldnôt bother me if you were, but I havenôt. The only person I ever 

saw you date was that one girlé What was her name?ò 

 ñIt doesnôt matter anyway,ò Isaiah said as he saw his house come into view. 

ñThanks for the ride home, Mark.ò 
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 ñNo problem. Wait a second.ò Mark reached down to the drink holders and 

pulled out a piece of gum. ñChew on this, itôll make your breath smell better.ò 

 Isaiah nodded and waved Mark a final goodbye before he drove back down 

the street and to his own house. Isaiah took the piece of gum out of its wrapping and 

popped it into his mouth before walking up the path. 

 The light was still on in the living room, so his dad was still up. 

 Isaiah shook his head and knocked on the door for a short moment before 

hearing somebody rise and come to the door. 

 ñIsaiah, where the hell were you?ò his father asked as he rested a hand on 

the doorframe, restricting him from coming through the door. ñI want an honest 

answer, son. You made me worry about your safety for those two hours.ò 

 ñI was just out with Mark, Dad; all we did was drive around.ò 

 ñLet my smell your breath, boy. Now!ò 

 Isaiah turned his head for a brief moment to spit his gum out into the grass 

and let his father grab his chin. 

 ñYou were smoking.ò 

 Isaiah gave a small nod and sighed before his father let go of his chin. 

 ñYouôre grounded for two weeks, Isaiah. Iôm sick of you coming home 

smelling like smoke. The next time you do it, itôll be a month.ò 

 Isaiah nodded and waited until his father took his hand off of the doorframe 

until he passed, giving a small sigh as he looked over to his fatherôs guy, Richard He 

had watched the whole thing, but his fatherôs man gave him a small smile. 

 Isaiah felt his fatherôs hand on his shoulder. 
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 ñIsaiah, go to bed,ò his father told him. ñItôs late and you need your sleep. 

Remember, youôre grounded; Iôll hear that TV if you turn it on.ò 

 Isaiah gave a small nod and turned to hug his father for a short moment 

before he walked up the stairs and into his attic bedroom. He felt like shit and just 

wanted to go to bed. He had just disappointed his father again and it hurt him so 

much when he did that. He knew his dad was going through a rough time; it didnôt 

help if he was smoking. 

 He crawled into bed and pulled the covers up so they rested below his 

nipples, placing his hands behind his head and staring up at the ceiling. 

 It was a stupid idea, he thought as he stared up at the ceiling, shaking his 

head as he closed his eyes. So much for telling Mark to bring along some of his friends 

for a scare. 

 All Jerry got was a good fuck and a nice hit to his ego. 

 That was the last time Isaiah invited any of Markôs friends to come with him 

Mark had been against the idea, but he had pressed him into it. 

 Isaiah shook his head and rolled over onto his stomach, placing his hands 

under the pillow and sighing. 

 He fell asleep shortly after, but little did he know that miles away in the old 

graveyard, something shifted and began to tear at the grave it was in. 

 

 Isaiah woke to the phone ringing. He turned over and pulled the phone from 

the cradle, placing it to his ear. 

 ñHello?ò 



 

39 

 

 ñIsaiah, itôs me,ò Mark said. ñSorry, I hope I didnôt wake you up.ò 

 ñItôs seven-thirty, I should be getting up anyway,ò Isaiah said, rubbing the 

sleep from his eyes. 

 ñSo, whatôd your dad think of you coming home late last night?ò 

 ñHe smelled the smoke on my breath. Iôm grounded for two weeks.ò 

 ñShit, Iôm sorry man.ò 

 ñItôs not your fault, Mark. Iôd better get off the phone, Dad will kill me if he 

comes up here and sees that Iôm on the phone with someone 

 ñAll right, Iôll see you around, Isaiah.ò 

 ñAll right, bye.ò 

 Isaiah put the phone back in its place and crawled out of bed, lifting his arms 

and arching his back so he could stretch his entire body at the same time. He 

grabbed some clothes before he walked down the stairs and into the bathroom. 

 The dark circles under his eyes were the first thing that greeted him. 

 Mustôve been a long night, he thought as he closed the door, stripping out of 

his underwear. You look like you didnôt sleep at all. 

 He wasnôt sure if he had slept all that well. He felt a little more tired than 

usual, but he had come in late last night, so maybe that was the reason. 

 He shook his head and turned the hot water on before the door to the 

bathroom opened behind him. 

 ñSorry,ò Richard said from behind him. ñI didnôt know you were getting in 

the shower.ò 

 ñItôs fine.ò 
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 Isaiah crawled into the shower and closed the curtain. 

 ñIs Dad up?ò Isaiah asked. 

 ñScott? Hell no, your fatherôs not going to be awake for another two hours, 

son. He and I were up a little late last night after we went to bed.ò 

 Isaiah didnôt have to wait for Richard to explain what they were doing 

together He guided his hands to his head and ran his fingers through his hair, trying 

to get the grease out of it while trying to ignore the fact that he was grounded and 

would be as bored as hell for the week he had off for Halloween vacation. 

 Great, the only town in the whole US that has Halloween vacation and Iôm 

grounded during it. 

 Heôd get over it eventually, but he would be getting over it a lot sooner when 

his father got up and started making him do all the chores around the house They 

usually split the chores, but when he was grounded he did all of them. 

 He turned the water off and got out of the shower just as Richard closed the 

bathroom door. He grabbed a towel and wiped himself off before dressing and 

walking out of the bathroom, where he walked into the kitchen and started on the 

dishes. 

 He got an approving nod from Richard. 

 ñThatôs good that youôre starting early, that way your father wonôt be 

harping on you to do the dishes.ò 

 ñYeah, I guesséò 

 The doorbell distracted him. 

 ñIôll get it,ò Isaiah said, drying his hands off and walking to the door.  
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 Mark stood at the doorway, jogging in place. On the weekends and during 

the summer, Mark always came over as he was dressed now: in an undershirt that 

had sweat stains running down from his armpits and shorts, showing his muscular, 

hairy legs.   ñWill your dad let you go running with me?ò Mark asked, 

wiping a hand across his sweaty hairline. 

 ñI donôt know, let me ask.ò 

 Isaiah turned and walked over to where Richard was standing. 

 ñDo you care if I go?ò 

 ñIsaiah, your father wouldnôt want me to let you go out running, especially if 

you were hanging out with your friend. Remember what he said when youôre 

grounded? No electronics, no going anywhere, and no friends.ò 

 ñI know, but come on, itôs only for a little bit. Please, Richard? When do I 

ask you for anything?ò 

 The man shook his head and scratched at the stubble on his chin. 

 ñI donôt care if you go, just be back soon, all right? Donôt stay out for very 

long.ò 

 Isaiah nodded and gave Richard a small smile before he bent down to grab 

his sandals, pushing his feet into them and strapping them in before he walked out 

with Mark.  

 ñSorry, I hate to get on your dadôs bad side, but I figured that you could get 

your mind off of what happened last night.ò 

 ñThanks,ò Isaiah said as he and Mark started down the street in a slow jog. 

ñI appreciate it, Mark.ò 
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 At this hour of the morning, everybody was still asleep, and being the small 

town that it was, there wasnôt any cars driving around. This town was one of those 

small towns that youôd see in a movie: all constructed out of the same material--here 

it was wood--with the same kind of atmosphere and the same kind of people. He and 

Mark liked jogging early in the morning like this because it was cool, and with 

winter soon coming up, it was a good day to go out jogging. It wouldnôt be long 

before the two of them were confined to the gym and running on treadmills for 

three months when it started snowing. 

 ñIôm sorry about what Jerry said,ò Mark said after moments of silence. ñI 

really am, Isaiah.ò 

 ñDonôt worry about it, Mark. Itôs not your fault that your friend has a mouth 

as big as his sex drive.ò 

 Mark laughed. 

 ñHeôs such a horny ass, and his girlôs probably the biggest slut Iôve ever seen. 

They didnôt care that we were five feet away from them, as long as they had 

something to hide behind.ò 

 They both laughed for a good while before Isaiah looked around, seeing that 

they were leaving his neighborhood. 

 ñMark, where are we going?ò 

 ñWeôre jogging, remember? This is the path I always go on.ò 

 ñNo it isnôt; Iôve been jogging with you before.ò 

 Mark sighed and grabbed Isaiahôs arm, stopping him from going any 

further.  
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 ñIsaiah, I lost my wallet at the cemetery last night,ò Mark said, wiping more 

sweat from his forehead. ñI lost my fucking wallet! I had my check and my license in 

there!ò 

 ñAll right all right, calm down,ò Isaiah said, gripping Markôs sweaty 

shoulder. ñIôll go down to the cemetery and help you find it. Itôs not much farther 

from here if we cut through the field.ò 

 ñThank god youôre my best friend, Isaiah.ò 

 Isaiah smiled before they jogged out of the neighborhood. A large field 

blanketed this side of the town, a grass field where an old man let his horses run free 

during the weekdays. 

 ñLooks like weôre going over the fence,ò Mark said as he vaulted over it. 

ñCome on, Isaiah!ò 

 Isaiah climbed over the fence and jumped down to where Mark was. He 

grimaced as he looked over at the old manôs house. 

 ñDo you think heôll see us?ò 

 ñNo, I donôt think he will. Come on, letôs keep going.ò 

 The two of them jogged across the field, staying near the far side in case 

somebody was watching. The old man wouldnôt be up at this hour, but if somebody 

strolled by in their car and saw two men jogging across the field, they were bound to 

get suspicious. 

 They were halfway across the field when they stopped. 

 ñYou all right, Isaiah?ò 

 ñYeah, I forgot my inhaler though,ò Isaiah said, sitting down and leaning 



 

44 

 

against a tree. ñSorry, Iôm such a fucking sissy.ò 

 ñNo youôre not. Itôs not your fault that you have a breathing problem. Weôll 

just wait here until you get your breath back.ò 

 Isaiah nodded and lifted his fist to cough into it, leaning his head back after 

he got over his short fit and took slow, deep breaths.  ñAre you sure youôre ok, Isaiah?ò 
 ñIôll live, Mark; youôve seen me without my inhaler before.ò 

 ñYeah, I know, I still get nervous though. Weôre halfway across this field, 

and if you couldnôt breathe, I donôt think I could carry you across it to get back to 

town. I donôt have my phone either, so thereôd be a fat chance of an ambulance 

coming out to get you.ò 

 Isaiah nodded and continued to take short, deep breaths. Mark was right, 

but he knew that he would get over this soon. It wasnôt as if he was having difficulty 

breathing; he just needed to let himself relax and get his breathing. 

 This short delay would get him grounded for another month, he knew that. 

 Isaiah pushed away from the tree and was about to reach back before he felt 

Mark place a hand on his back. 

 ñAre you sure youôre all right? We can always forget about it and take you 

back home.ò 

 ñNo, letôs keep going,ò Isaiah said. ñWe donôt want you to lose your wallet. 

Somebody will have a hay day with all that money you have.ò 

 Mark laughed and the two of them started across the field, but at a much 

slower pace this time. Isaiah was sure that his friend didnôt want to push him back 
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into the state he had just been in. He hated it when his asthma intervened with his 

normal life, but he always got around it. 

 ñSorry,ò Mark said out of the blue. 

 ñFor what? You didnôt do anything.ò 

 ñI made you jog across this field though,ò Mark sighed. ñItôs my fault that 

you had an asthma attack.ò 

 ñNo it isnôt, Mark. Quit blaming yourself. Youôre telling me that itôs not my 

fault because I have asthma and now youôre telling me itôs your fault because I have 

it? Big deal! Letôs just forget about it, all right? Iôm fine now, so thereôs nothing to 

worry about.ò 

  Mark give a small nod, but Isaiah wasnôt all too sure that he was taking him 

seriously. His friend took him more seriously than anybody else at school did--hell, 

Mark was his only friend at high school--but sometimes Mark could be stubborn as 

hell. 

 Isaiah loved Mark for it though. 

 ñThereôs the side entrance that we went through,ò Mark said, pointing as 

they neared the end of the field. ñThe wallet will probably be somewhere around 

there or by Didadaôs grave.ò 

 Isaiah nodded, all the while trying to suppress a shudder. What they had 

done last night was something that should never have been done. Even if it had been 

just a ófun jokeô on the dumbest blonde that had once gone to their school, it was 

still wrong. Heôd been lured into it because he knew about the necromantic magic of 

the old world. He had gone for the fun of it, but as he thought back on it, he knew it 



 

46 

 

was wrong. 

 A shudder did go through him. 

 ñYou all right?ò Mark asked. 

 ñYeah,ò Isaiah said. ñIôm fine.ò 

 The two of them climbed over the wooden fence and walked through the side 

entrance, scanning the ground for Markôs wallet. 

 ñDo you know where you lost it?ò 

 ñNo. If I knew that, I wouldôve come out here by myself.ò 

 ñSorry, I didnôt meané There it is!ò 

 Mark ran to where Isaiah pointed and picked up his wallet, fumbling 

through it.  

 ñGood, my license and cash is still in here.ò 

 ñAll right, letôs go,ò Isaiah said, turning to look at the cemetery. ñThis iséò 

 Isaiah stopped speaking. 

 In front of him, Didadaôs grave was torn apart. 

 

 ñI said you were grounded!ò Isaiahôs father said right when he opened the 

door. 

 ñIôll see you later, Isaiah,ò Mark said, raising his hand and waving before he 

walked off. 

 ñWhat do you have to say for yourself, boy?ò 

 ñDad, Iôm sorry,ò Isaiah said as he tried to walk into the house, his father 

placing his hand on the doorframe, keeping him from coming inside ñMark came 
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over and asked if I wanted to run with him. Richard said it was ok.ò 

 ñRich? You said he could go out running?ò 

 ñI didnôt think you would care if he was exercising,ò Richard said. ñIôm 

sorry, Scott.ò 

 ñIsaiahéò his father sighed, removing his arm from the doorframe ñI 

thought you would listen to me, son.ò 

 ñIôm sorry Dad. Mark lost his wallet and I had to help him find it, otherwise 

I wouldôve been back before you got up.ò 

 Isaiah walked past his father and into the house. He didnôt turn around, but 

he heard the door close. 

 ñA month,ò he said. ñI trusted you, and now youôre getting a month.ò 

 ñBut Dad, Iéò Isaiah trailed off, sighing. ñYes sir, Iôm sorry.ò 

 ñGet back to those chores,ò his father said, patting his shoulder as he walked 

by. ñStart on the dishes, thereôs not too many in thereò 

 Isaiah sighed and walked over to the sink, where he pulled the rubber gloves 

over his hands and began to do the dishes. He was allergic to the damn soap, and he 

sure as hell didnôt want his hands to flare up on him. He shook his head and 

continued with the dishes, but his mind soon strayed back to what he and Mark had 

witnessed in the cemetery. 

 Why had Didadaôs grave been torn apart? Was it some cruel, twisted prank 

by some of Markôs asshole friends? Or what if what he was trying to do last night 

had worked, what ifé 

 No! It didnôt work, and donôt you believe it! You know that all that stuff you 
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know about is a bunch of bullshit anyway. 

 That was all it was, bullshité 

   

 ñIsaiah, are you sure thereôs no way that what we did last night worked?ò 

 ñIôm sure,ò Isaiah said, cautiously looking back at the door ñItôs not the best 

time to talk, Mark. My dad has me down for a month now and if he comes upéò 

 ñIsaiah, itôs three in the morning. I donôt think your dadôs awake.ò 

 ñHe might if he and Richard wereéò Isaiah shook his head. ñSorry.ò 

 ñDonôt worry about it. We did chant her name though, every one of us was 

chanting ôDidada, Didada, Didadaô over and over.ò 

 The breath passed from Isaiahôs lungs after Mark spoke. 

 ñIsaiahé come on man, youôre scaring me. What the fuck is wrong?ò 

 ñI wasnôt chanting Didadaé I was chanting Trish.ò 

 Neither of them spoke. 

 To bring a person back from the dead like they did, you had to speak the 

true name. 

 Isaiah had chanted her real name. 

 He had freed her from her grave. 

 

 Isaiah woke up to the sound of a dog howling far off in the distance. He 

didnôt know how far off the dog was, but he didnôt care. Those waking moments 

reminded him that he had done something wrong, something forbidden, and 

something that would damn him to Hell for eternity. 
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 Weôll deal with it later, Mark had said. You donôt have to worry about a thing, 

Isaiah. You donôt have to worry about a goddamn motherfucking thing, because weôre 

going to go back to that cemetery and see that we didnôt do anything. 

 The only problem with Markôs plan was that Isaiah was grounded. Being 

grounded sure didnôt help anything; it would only make the problem worse. Itôd be 

better if he wasnôt grounded, but how would he fix the problem? By going into the 

cemetery and telling Didada to lie down and die? He didnôt think that would work, 

regardless of the fact that the Duppy was stupid enough to just walk around and 

trip over things. 

 He shook his head and looked over at the clock. Heôd only been asleep for 

two hours which would kill him tomorro w morning when his father woke him up at 

the crack of dawn to start on the chores.  

 He fell back asleep with thoughts of what he had done.  

 

 The next morning, Isaiah was cleaning the kitchen when he heard the 

doorbell ring. He didnôt have to stand up and walk to the door to know it was Mark. 

 ñWhat are you doing here?ò Isaiah whispered. ñIôm grounded from you 

too.ò 

 ñHey, thatôs not very nice of your dad,ò Mark said with a smile ñLook, I just 

wanted to tell you not to worry about anything, all right?ò 

 ñIôm not worrying about it right now, I have to scrub the kitchen until Dad 

can see his face without his glasses on.ò 

 ñSeems like youôll be doing that for a good while,ò Mark sighed ñSorry I got 
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you in trouble.ò 

 ñItôs all right, just go before he comes out of the bathroom.ò 

 Isaiah closed the door just as his father was coming into the kitchen. 

 ñWho was that, Isaiah.ò 

 ñThe churché I just said we werenôt interested.ò 

 His father nodded and walked over to the fridge, where he pulled a soda out 

and looked around, examining his cleaning. He gave a few short nods before he 

popped open the soda 

 ñIt looks nice,ò he said, reaching into his jeans pocket. ñI want you to go to 

the store for me and pick up some things.ò 

 ñAll right, what do you need me to get?ò 

 Isaiah was handed a long list. 

 Iôm going to be gone for a little whileé 

*  

 Mark reached up to wipe a bead of sweat from his cheek and felt stubble. 

 Goddammit, I always shave before I go out running. 

 He had forgotten about it.  

 Maybe it was a sign that he should start growing a beard? 

 God, Iôm half a year older than Isaiah and he has more hair on his face than I 

do. 

 He smiled and when he realized that he had been running back toward the 

cemetery He hadnôt been paying attention; that was the only logical explanation for 

it. Or maybe, just maybe, he was going back to prove to himself that nothing had 
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happened. 

 ñWe never looked in the grave,ò he said as the hairs went up. ñAll we saw 

was some dirt. For all we know, there couldôve been a dog messing around the grave 

and it decided to dig a little hole.ò 

 He knew better than that. Dogs didnôt go in the cemeteries because there was 

nothing there for them. Why would a dog need to go into a cemetery unless it chased 

a cat or smelled food? 
 It was all a big lie on his part. He was trying to make a good excuse as to how 

the grave had beenéupturned. 

 ñOk, letôs not go up there,ò he said. ñJust turn around and go back up the 

road.ò 

 He rested his hands on his knees for a moment before he started back down 

the road. 

 What if Isaiah did bring her back the right way? What if he really did pull that 

ceremony out of that book of his and bring Didada back life? 

 ñNo, he said he had chanted her real name,ò he said as he brushed his hand 

over his face, feeling the stubble brush against the skin. ñThatôs why the grave was 

upturned.ò 

 Are you even sure the grave was upturned? 

 ñYes, Iôm sure.ò 

 Then why donôt you go look? 

 He turned around and started jogging toward the cemetery.  

 He hated it--absolutely hated it --when his conscience argued with him. 
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 Didadaôs grave was upturned, with the dirt scattered and the flowers lying in 

petals. Mark was afraid to go anywhere near the grave, for fear that what he, Isaiah 

and those jackass friends of his had done had worked. 

 Did Isaiah say it worked? He thought as he sweat ran from his armpits. No, he 

didnôt; he just said that the grave was upturned and that we would deal with it. 

 ñOr maybe he said, óWeôll deal with her,ôò he said as he backed out of the 

cemetery. ñMaybe thatôs what he said.ò 

 He was about to turn before he heard a door being slammed. 

 ñSir, youôre under arrest for vandalism.ò 

 Mark swore his heart skipped beating before he was asked to place his hands 

behind his hand and interlace his fingers. 

*  

 ñWhat did you say?ò Isaiah whispered as he listened to Markôs frantic voice 

on the other end of the phone. ñSlow down, I canôt hear you.ò Mark repeated what 

he had been frantically saying, but this time in a lower voice. ñWhat! Theyôre 

charging you with vandalism?ò 

 ñYeah, any chance you have fifteen-hundred dollars to bail me out with?ò 

 ñFifteen hundred, Mark, you know I donôt haveéò 

 ñCome on Isaiah, you know my órents are goneé Please donôt make me sit in 

jail.ò 

 Isaiah twisted the cord around his wrist and looked over his shoulder, trying 

to decide whether or not he should ask his father. 



 

53 

 

 ñIsaiah, pleaseéò 

 ñAll right,ò he said. ñIôll come down with my dad and bail you out.ò 

 ñOh God, please donót,ò Mark begged. ñBring Rich down, please. Your dad 

will rat on me.ò 

 ñMark, my dadéò 

 ñJust ask Rich, please?ò 

 ñIôll be down soon, Mark.ò 

 Isaiah hung up the phone. He sighed and leaned against the wall, crossing his 

arms over his bare chest as he tried to figure out what he was going to do. Mark 

would end up going to court for the vandalism charges; he already knew that 

Trishôs parents werenôt going to let a potential vandalism suspect get away, but he 

also knew that if he didnôt go get Mark, heôd feel responsible for what had 

happened. 

 You are responsible for what happened, dumbass; youôre the one who agreed to 

play along, the one who said her real name. 

 ñHow was I supposed to know?ò 

 ñIsaiah, who are you talking to?ò 

 Isaiah jumped as he heard Richôs voice. 

 ñMarkôs in jail.ò 

 ñWhat?ò Rich asked. ñYour friend?ò 

 ñTheyôre trying to get him on vandalism. Somebody messed with an 

unmarked grave down at the old cemetery and he was picked up for vandalism. He 

was jogging down that wayéò 
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 ñGod Isaiah, Iôm sorryéò 

 ñHis parents are out of town and he wanted me to go down and bail him out, 

buté Iôm not an adult. Rich, I need to ask you a really big favor, bigger than 

anything Iôve ever asked you for before.ò 

 ñThe bail money,ò the man said. ñHow much?ò 

 ñFifteen-hundred.ò 

 Rich grimaced after he said the amount. Rich didnôt say anything; all he did 

was lean against the fridge and cross his arms over his chest, shaking his head and 

closing his eyes. 

 ñRich, pleaseéò 

 ñYouôre going to owe me your ass for this, Isaiah,ò Rich said ñYou and your 

friends donôt need to be hanging around cemeteries and smoking.ò 

 ñWhat, how did youéò 

 ñItôs only obvious, Isaiah. The old cemetery here in town is the only place 

where you can go do drugs and not get caught. Trust me, I know from my younger 

days.ò 

 Isaiah nodded and sighed. 

 ñWill you come down and bail him out for me?ò 

 ñIôll try, but Iôm not sure if Iôll be able to. I thought it was only family.ò 

 ñMaybe you could talk them into it. Heôs underage.ò 

 ñHalf a year or so underage, Isaiah; they could try him as an adult if this gets 

to court.ò 

 ñAll right, could we just go already? Mark sounded really broken up on the 
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phoneò 

 Isaiah followed Rich to the door and to the manôs old car. 

 

 There had been a long wait in the police station, but Rich had finally talked 

the officer into letting him bail Mark out, regardless of if he wasnôt family. When 

Mark had come out of the jail cell, he looked upset. 

 ñThanks, Isaiah,ò Mark whispered. ñI owe you.ò 

 ñYou donôt owe me anything,ò Isaiah whispered back. ñFriends donôt owe 

each other anything other than their friendship.ò 

 Rich gestured the two of them along and out of the police station, where he 

and Mark climbed into the back seat while Rich climbed back into the front, pulling 

out of the parking lot soon after. 

 ñDid you boys mess around in that cemetery down there?ò 

 Mark was the first to speak. 

 ñNo, siré W-We smoked down there, yes, and we were just hanging around 

the cemetery, we didnôt vandalize the grave.ò 

 ñAre you lying to me, Mark?ò 

 ñNo sir,ò Mark said. ñMe and Isaiah found it and were afraid to report it, 

because of after what weéò he trailed off and turned his head to the side. 

 Mark had messed up. 

 ñAfter you what?ò Rich asked, stopping the car. ñI knew you two and those 

other kids did something other than drugs down at that cemetery. Buck up and tell 

me what you did, you two; I donôt want you lying to me.ò 




