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Introduction

Collected in these pages are seven of my stories that I’d label “Hor-
ror”.  But I’m an odd duck and I tend to view the world a tad bit 
diSferently than many others. ,ome people might argue a few stories 
here have no business being in a Horror anthology… and maybe they’d 
be rightTassuming they were in charge of this book.

Whey are not.
I see Horror diSferently than some. 'ithout getting too deeply 

into it… I?ve seen real horror. I?ve never been on a battleYxeld… I?ve never 
met a monster… I?ve never run into horror that breaks the minds of 
humanity. But you know whatD Aes I have. Where?s more than one type 
of battleYxeld… monsters ofNen live in the bedroom neEt to the victims… 
and I?ve cried myself to sleep more than once having spent my career 
trying to mend their broken minds. I know real horror… and it doesn?t 
need a full moon to come out… a scary decrepit mansion to reside in… or 
to drink blood to live.
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Aes… there is a fun )ampire short story… and a haunted house. Where 
is some nastiness and some gruesome death contained in these pages… 
for sure. I’ve found that when I’m Must writing to hone my crafN or to 
throw down ideas… they’re almost always what I would consider horror 
Ono… I’m not going to psychoanaly9e myself here… I promise:.

When again… there is a story here that conveys the horror of what 
humans do to each other… but nobody so much as gets a nosebleed.

I tried to lay out the anthology so that the stories go from “Wradi-
tional ;onster” and grow progressively less so. ,o you traditionalists 
get a fun short )ampire story right away and a 'erewolf <=ash Yxc. 
;aybe… if you like it… you’ll stick around for the haunted house… the 
nightmare… the teacher?s last day at work… the students? big test… and the 
Hookers from >uter ,pace.

I hope you enMoy the stories… and I hope you can see past the words 
on the page to the heart of the matter.  I promise - each one of these 
stories has elements of the horriYxc… and each and every one lives on my 
computer in the “Horror ,hort ,tory” folder.  

Vven the Hookers from >uter ,pace.



This one goes out to all the people who appear as characters in these 
stories. 

I'm sorry, but you did something to earn it. Probably something like 
supported me when I was down, or joining me as we fought to provide 

a real life for kids who otherwise would have been denied them. 
Hell, maybe you just had the poor taste to become part of my family.

So there's that…



Little Gods

"W ho the fuck is this dead guy on my bed?"  

Shit, I was just getting to like this town. 
O.K., here's the situation; I'm something of a deep sleeper, but I've 

got few defenses to protect myself from would be saviors of the world. 
One of these is an ability to kill in my sleep. I need this instinctual 
protection, you see, because I'm the bad guy. You would call me Evil 
with the capital "E". 

Can't blame you really, aféer all you're just food to me. I'm the beast, 
the hunter, and the spouter of bad clichBs. –ut, for the most part, I 
prefer to work in anonymity. So when I wake up holding a dead man 
by his crushed throat, I always look for a large hammer and pathetic 
little wooden stake on the ground. If V like now V I Txnd them, it kind 
of rules out random burglary. Your kind have found me and know that 
I am a Nampire.

Dossing the body oGf to the side, I survey my bedroom. Dasteful yet 
understated. ERcept for the dead guy.
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Dhe corpse obviously thrashed about in his death throes; the room 
is a wreck. Dhe wall near my headboard has holes where the dying man 
kicked and (’opped into it. )n eRpensive antiMue lamp and the blonde 
-eywoodLWakeTxeld nightstand have been destroyed. It lies on its side 
neRt to my custom made, sledLstyle king bed. qigures. I had the bed 
built to match the nightstand. 

Dhe fabulously eRpensive handmade 6ersian rug is twisted up in 
the dead man's feet, and judging from the foul odor in the room, the 
corpse lost control of his bowels when he died.

I look closer. Sure enough, the carpet is soaked. Auined by a dead 
man's piss.

Dhe only Muestion now is how many others are there? Dhey never 
come alone, and they never have the balls to stay and Txnish the job aféer 
my sleeping form kills the Txrst one to approach. I mean, be honest, 
would you hang around aféer your fearless leader was killed by a Txend 
who didn't even bother to wake up to do it?

–ut this one is still very warm, so his cohorts must be nearby. )lso 
it is dark now, they are on my turf. I will Txnd every one of them and 
make sure they are all dead, but Txrst I need sustenance, and like I said, 
this one's still warm. –reakfast in bed. 

Dhe blood is no longer (’owing so the traditional neck bite is out, 
but that's O.K. We vampires don't wear tuRedos and capes, but we can 
do a few really cool tricks. We are so much more than you know. We 
are 5ods.

I will my body to shifé from its human form, and a siRLfoot, atL
tractive man zattractive? I!m fucking gorgeous7 with (’owing brown 
hair and a wiry, athletic body transforms into your worst nightmares. 
8y body thickens and hunches as if my spine can't hold the sudden 
increase in weight. ) groan escapes from my throat as my forehead 
takes on a sickening slant back to my receding hairline, and my jaws 
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sprout a mouthful of raUor sharp teeth. 8y Txngers elongate and the 
nails on them harden, and I look out on the world with glowing red 
eyes. Dhen with a strength you humans wouldn't believe until I used 
it on you, I rip the heart out of his chest and swallow it whole. 

Hon't let bad Txction fool you, blood may make the world go round, 
but my kind can eat anything. I prefer souls.

Once breakfast is over, I sMuat neRt to the ruined 6ersian rug and 
focus my thoughts outward. I allow my mind to be open and receptive 
to the emotions of the living creatures around me. Dhis part of the 
hunt always scares me. See, I don't know eRactly what it is I'm doing, 
but for my kind it's an instinctual part of what I call our "predatory 
package". 

Yup. Nampires are empaths. It works most of the time without any 
serious side eGfects. 8ost of the time. 

Sometimes it can come back on me with such force that I'll sit 
enraptured for the entire night bathed in an intoRicating symphony 
of loves, hates, fears, and passions, completely oblivious to the physical 
world around me. 

)nyway, this time there is no backlash and I can handle the in(’uR 
of feelings. Even though I dread this particular endeavor, its practice 
pays oGf and I feel an ungodly amount of terror that, eRperience shows, 
only a monster like me can inspire. It is barely two miles away, which 
is not at all surprising because these idiots always park the car way out 
in the boonies in order to better their chances of sneaking up on what 
is, lets face it, eGfectively a comatose villain. 

qor some reason they never think about the potential need for a 
speedy escape. Aesearch people, research9  You could come in here with 
the Fotre Hame 8arching –and playing and if it ain't dark, I ain't 
waking9 Of course that doesn't mean that I am defenseless. You could 
ask the poor shmuck at my feet about that eRcept he ain't talking.
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–ack to the amateurs here. Dhere has to be no more than four, 
maybe Txve people in the one vehicle racing away from me. With the 
amount of psycho babble coming from their minds it's hard to tell the 
eRact number but, what the fuck, empathic mental probing is not an 
eRact science now is it?

I can tell that the driver is so scared that he can hardly control the 
big...van9  Yes, he is driving a van and he is crying and can't see where 
he's going. I'd better get to him before he crashes the damn machine 
into a tree and kills them all. Dhat's my job.

I don't bother to revert back to my human guise. Even so, they're 
about siR miles away by the time I hide the damage to the outside of 
my brand new house and get started aféer them. It will take me about 
four or Txve minutes to catch up if they don't crash Txrst, but that's the 
chance I have to take. 

So I start out aféer them at a swifé, albeit supernatural, pace. I'm 
not using anything more than my enhanced strength and endurance 
to chase them down, but that still puts me in the same class as your 
average sports cars. )nd I can go oGf road.

Dhis all sounds impossible, but for Nampires it is just second nature, 
we've been doing this stuGf since before the birth of science. “ong 
before )ristotle, Socrates, and 6lato zor, the three stooges as I like to 
call them7 fucked up the world far worse than my kind ever dreamed 
of by giving birth to the scientiTxc thought process, 5reeks, 6hoeniL
cians, Egyptians, Chinese, and virtually anywhere nomads came to 
trade news, we were there. We were in their stories, we were in their 
nightmares, we were in their midst. So while logic and knowledge have 
grown to rule men's minds, there has always been this second nature 
people have had to deal with.

)ctually though, all this nature talk is unfair to humans, because it's 
more than just nature. Fo matter what anyone may say, when it comes 



H)FIE“ FICK0

to my kind, science and nature take a back seat to the supernatural. 
Sorry, I know that it's not currently popular to think this way, but the 
sad fact remains that our origins are not of this level of eRistence. Dhere 
is a 5od, just not the ones my victims pray to for deliverance, and and 
there is a Hevil. 

Dhere always has and always will be a struggle between chaos and 
order, empathy and sociopathy, :right2 and :wrong2 and there are 
armies on both sides. -umans are bit players, pawns; and like pawns 
have little real power on the chessboard other than sheer numbers. I 
don't know what piece I am, but I feel pretty sure it ain't the bishop.

3p ahead I see the van lurching and weaving from side to side, but 
not nearly as bad as eRpected. Dhat's a shame because it means that 
they are collecting their wits and calming down. 

Doo bad for them because it will make their death that much more 
cruel. Do have that false hope that you made it away safely only to have 
my hurtling form tear through the side of your van and kill everyone 
in it, well, it chokes me up just thinking about it. 

Dhe tall one sitting against the side I come through dies instantly, 
his spinal cord severed, body ripped nearly in half. In the gore spatL
tered interior I have time to notice the raw terror in the eyes of the 
tubby one with the bad pockmarked face before I slam his head into 
the window and then (’ing him all the way to the back of the van like 
a rag doll. Dhat leaves only two lefé both still strapped in to their seat 
belts up front. Feither one has had time to move yet, but the dawning 
comprehension in their eyes tells me that they know they are already 
dead. 

Something's wrong here, and I pause for a fraction of an instant 
before yanking the passenger out of his seat and tearing a good portion 
of his neck out to spray his fresh blood down my throat. Dhe driver 
has lost his mind and motor functions and the van is slowing down 
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of its own accord, but not fast enough. Dhe road turns and the van, 
unguided, does not. We tear through the guardrail at about forty miles 
an hour and, of course, crash into a tree. Fo surprise, I go airborne 
through the front windshield and hit the dirt, my body digging an 
impressive furrow through the soil. 

Dhat hurt, and while I lay there recovering, I try to take stock of 
eRactly what is going on here. Something was wrong with that whole 
scene inside the van, something false about it all. Fone of them had a 
weapon in their handLL none were prepared. -ell, none of them even 
seemed to be in that great of shape. 

Dhat's what it is9  Dhese kids are not only amateurs; they don't even 
know what game they're playing9 When a group of humans discover 
who and what I am, they are usually much more organiUed in their 
attempt to assassinate me. )t least before I wake. Dhen it is always the 
same, screaming and crying, blood and carnage. 

You do not, I repeat, do not go into combat against me or mine 
without some serious muscle and Txrepower. Christ, I think I saw a 
baseball bat sharpened to a point in there9 

"“ike there is a fucking chance in hell of somebody sticking me with 
that92 I yell out loud to nobody. 

Okay. I think it's time to smack these puny humans around until 
they realiUe how ridiculous it is to play at being Nan -elsing when they 
should be playing Aambo. It's the modern age, people9  –ring guns for 
fucks sake9

I get up and stagger to the smoking van. qlames are beginning to 
lick at the dark blue qord's undercarriage, and two occupants still have 
beating hearts. ) god just knows these things.

)féer pulling the two stillLliving kids a few yards away from the 
vehicle Txre, I drop them at the base of a tree and look them over. Dhe 
driver is a big man, looks like a football player, and so is obviously the 
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leader of this little outing. -e's got the looks of one used to telling 
others what to do. 

I shall call the other one 6impleLface. -e's the tubby one I threw 
around earlier. -e's got a gash on his scalp from having his head run 
through glass, and it is bleeding copiously. Smells delicious. -e also 
has a machete strapped onto his belt that I didn't notice earlier. “ucky 
kid or he'd have been dead in the van.

Kneeling down, I wake the boys with a couple of rough slaps. 
“aughing, I ask, ")re we having fun yet?  Wake up9 Dime for school, 

kids9"
8ister )thlete just stares at nothing, drooling. -e's done. 6imL

pleLface, on the other hand, leans against the tree and glances down 
at his toy knife. Do disabuse the punk of any thoughts of heroism, I 
decide to set the record straight.

Durning my back on athleteLasLcomaLboy, I say, "Fice knife. “et's 
you and I get one thing perfectly clear, any mortal who has ever fought 
a Nampire and lived to tell of it and V embarrassingly enough, there 
are a few V will say the same thing; forget it. qorget everything you 
have ever heard, read, watched, or in any other way been informed 
about Nampires. In reality, the only sure way to kill a Nampire is to 
Txnd another Nampire who will do it for you. One of them will die. 
-opefully, the one you wanted."

I lean in close toward 6impleLface and say, "I'm talking to you boy, 
you had best answer me."

"SNSo what about those humans that have fought and lived?2 he 
stuttered.

)n actual Muestion?  Well. I wasn't eRpecting that. 3sually, this is 
the point that they start begging for mercy. Obviously, this kid is in 
denial. -e simply cannot accept that he has less than Txve minutes lefé 
on this earth. Still, might as well answer the child. -ow oféen does an 
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opportunity to eRplain to humans the diGference between gods and 
men come along?

"Well, I suppose that they have survived through a rare combination 
of luck and ego. Dhey had the luck, and we have one hell of an ego." I 
smiled and started to warm up to the little talk.

"Do eRplain what I mean I have to back up to the whole "forget 
about it all" thing. You see, wooden stakes through the heart do not 
kill us, not even when it's a cute blond or a learned doctor doing it."

"-ow can that be?  )ll the literature, the legends...2 he trailed oGf.
"-istorically, wooden stakes were part of a threeLpart chore for you 

wouldLbe slayers of evil. Dhe actual ritual was as followsO the stake, the 
sword, and the Txre.

"Why?"
"Why? Well, that's simple. Dhe stake was used to pin our bodies 

in place long enough to behead us with a stout sword. “et me stress 
here that this attack is used on S“EE6IF5 Nampires, not ones that 
are awake and pissed. Fo one would ever be able to stake an awake 
Nampire." 

Waving oGf the ludicrous thought, I continued, ")nyway, cutting 
our heads oGf can indeed kill us. We are living beings aféer a fashion, 
and without a brain, and with our blood on the (’oor instead of in our 
bodies, we die. Dhen of course you had to burn our bodies till there 
was nothing lefé in order to prevent a supposed contamination of the 
town."

"Supposed?"  
"Supposed. We are not a pestilence spread throughout the world 

turning all we touch into demon spawn. If that were true, everyone 
you know would be a Nampire right now. I have fed upon thousands 
of bodies. Dhousands, boy9 )nd I happen to know that there are 
considerably less than Txve hundred Nampires in all the world."  
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I stood up and stretched out a bit before kneeling back down to 
continue. "You have to give weight to the times. Dhey didn't know 
any better back in prehistory, so better safe than sorry. Dhey tended 
to burn anything they didn't trust back in those days, but even then, 
they knew the place of the stake in the scheme of things. It was only 
supposed to occupy the Nampire's mind long enough for the real 
weapon to remove said mind from the body attached to it. 

"Dhousands?2 he whispered, shrinking against the tree as if to disL
appear into it.

Ignoring him, I continued, "Fow sometimes they didn't wait for 
the beheading and went right to the Txre. Dhat wasn't so successful 
because wood burns faster than we do, and I don't care how painful 
a stake in your chest is, Txre hurts worse, so as soon as the stake was 
weakened from the (’ames a Nampire would break free."

"Our only (’aw, if we have one, is that we are too powerful. In the 
night we are virtually invincible. We are 5ods. It's easy to forget that 
if the head leaves the body, we're just as dead as last night!s dinner. 
-ubris. Nanity. Dhe downfall of the 8orning Star himself, )rchangel 
“ucifer. I've never met him, but if he eRists, you can bet your ass that 
he thinks pretty highly of himself."

I straighten up and say, "Christ, I haven't made a speech like that in 
ages. qelt good." 

Suddenly, the fat boy relaRes and says, "Nirtually invincible? Dhanks 
for all the information, I'll remember it."

"qor about Txve more seconds anyway." I lean in towards the sitting 
snack and begin to transform back into my true form for feeding, teeth 

sprouting like sickles and dripping blood.	
 With a -erculean eGfort, 6impleLface forces himself to smile right 

back, Txngers the machete, and says; "I don't think so, Hemon."
"Nampire,2 I say, frowning. Dhis isn't going right at all.
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"Whatever. You don't know as much as you think."
"Whatever?  I'll show you whatever9"  I rise up to my full height; 

fangs eRtended, and claws (’eRed; as terrifying a sight as likely to be seen 
on this earth.

6impleLface nods and yells, "Fow9"
Dhen from behind him, I hear a line from a –Lgrade movie, "Hie, 

hellspawn9  Hie9"
qurious, I turn around just in time to see the formerly comatose 

driver, silhouetted in roaring (’ames, ram a sharpened baseball bat 
under my sternum, through my heart, and out my back, pinning me 
to the tree.

6impleLface, the real leader, stands and swings his machete with two 
hands.

)ww fuR



Pack Leader

“N o shit, there I was,” he said again, “surrounded by ten of 
the meanest werewolves you’d ever hate to see, and me with 

only nine shots in my pistol. I tell ya, I almost lost my cool, but…”
“But since this story’s just bullshit, you managed to live to inOJict 

your lies on us.”
kld TaWe looWed over at the young man who had interrupted him 

and growled under his breath. Phis confrontation had been building 
all night and TaWe was looWing forward to Willing the little punW.

“?ell, old man,” the youngster named Detyr, said, “am I rightH  Sid 
you Will all the big bad werewolvesH”

“Son’t tell me that werewolves can’t travel in pacWs Detyr.”
“kh I suppose they might, but I’ve never seen more than one at 

a time.” qe turned to the other hunters sitting around the EVreplace, 
“qave any of you ever seen a ?erewolf DacWH”

Gurprisingly to both Detyr and TaWe, one arm went up. Phere was 
no hand attached. 

It got really Ruiet, really fast. 
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Tohann Moenig"the amputee"never said anything unless it was 
important. Phere wasnLt a more respected man in our line of worW. 
?e all Wnew he was the best hunter everU at least before he had lost his 
hand. ?e waited in silence for him to speaW.

“Aany years ago,z he began, “I was hunting one of the -ongcoats 
up in the xrals " your country, Detyr " and I saw many tracWs converge 
in the forest. Ct EVrst, I thought it was just a pacW of regular wolves, and 
planned to move on, when out of the corner of my eye I saw a human 
footprint. Not a boot print mind you, but a naWed footprint. No 
sooner had I reali6ed what that meant, than I met…qim. qe walWed 
out naWed and shivering, but he had a smile on his face that let me 
Wnow he was conEVdent and unafraid. I dared not lif‘ my gun.”

Tohann looWed around as he stood and thoughtfully rubbed the 
stump of his lef‘ arm on the barrel of his shotgun. qe broWe open the 
breach and checWed the twelveBgauge cartridge holding a silver slug as 
if assuring himself that it was there.

?alWing to the two arguing hunters, he continued. “?e wound up 
talWing for a long time, that werewolf and I. qe Wnew that I could Will 
him where he stood, and I Wnew that if I did, his pacW would tear me 
apart. It tooW a long time until we,z Tohan shrugged with a wry mirth, 
zunderstood each other well enough to slowly go our separate ways. 
qe didn’t eCactly tell me his life story, but I learned much.”

qe stood inches away from Detyr’s face and said, “I found out many 
things about werewolves you lot donLt Wnow, such as they don’t thinW 
much about us hunters.z

qe looWed the young man up and down, zPheir attitudes are a lot 
liWe yours, Detyr. Brash and arrogant. I also found out Bassuming he 
didn’t lie to meB that weLve had it bacWwards all along. Phe wolf is their 
real form, and that they can appear as any human they wish.”
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qis eyes never leaving Detyr’s, he leveled his shotgun at TaWe as he 
said, “But do you Wnow what I remember best about that talWH”

Detyr shooW his head mutely.
“qe started each story with FNo shit, there I was’.”
Cnd everybody looWed over at kld TaWe.



Born of Pain

J erry knelt in front of the bedroom door sweating. The sour smell 
of uncertainty and intense fear surrounded him and the rest of 

his SWAT team. Nothing was dipferent about this jarticular –ob I 
opzvcially. ,t was sujjosed to be a routine sweej and clear. Jerry and 
the guys had done this doYens of times in the jast. ,t should haCe been 
a jiece of cake for this team because afFer allB they were the best of 
the best. New Dork 'ity "ucking SWAT. Det not a single one of them 
wanted to be hereB and most were starting to think that they would 
neCer be leaCing.

?ig LanB JerryEs second in commandB looked at his watch.
KWhat time is it now ?ig L1K asked "rankieB giggling that manic 

little laugh he deCelojed about halfway through this nightmare.
K,tEs about three goddamn seconds since the last time , looked.K he 

snarled back.
Jerry stojjed the argument before it got started by sayingB K8ighten 

uj you two. WeEre on the same team here. ,tEs been three secondsB and 
thatEs that.K
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And thatB in a nutshellB was the main jroblem. ?ig Lan had inG
tentionally not looked at his watch for at least two hoursB yet time 
had only moCed along about three fucking seconds. ,t wasnEt his 
watchEs fault. ,f any of the others were to check their chronograjhsB it 
would haCe read the same thingGGthree measly ticks. According to their 
watchesB they had been in this jit of hell for zvfFyGnine secondsB but 
according to their bodiesB they had been here for somewhere around 
two days. Two days of darkness and fear.

This wasnEt some hallucination like Larren had thought. They all 
had thick stubble on their faces and stomachs that neCer stojjed 
growling. All of them were supfering from mild cases of sleej dejriG
CationB and most imjortantlyB they were all seeing the same things. 
StillB that hadnEt stojjed Larren and !itch from taking opf to search 
for their own escaje. The jart that really sucked was that there was 
nothing Jerry could haCe done to stoj them( short of shooting them 
bothB and that wasnEt going to hajjen. These guys had been through 
too much shit together for that to eCer go down. )ellB !itch had a 
wifeB -CelynB and a cute little girl named Samantha. Larren also –ust 
hajjened to be little SamEs VodfatherR  So in the endB they had run opf 
and disajjeared unmolested.

The zvrst rule in an unusual or unforeseen situation was to stick 
together. Now instead of zvCe wellGarmedB assGkicking jolice opzvcersB 
there were only three scared men. There had been no radio contact 
with either !itch or Larren since they lefF well oCer fourteen hours 
ago Onineteen seconds9. 

To toj it allB this strange jassage of time wasnEt the only thing 
contributing to the opzvcersE worldGclass mind fuck. The other bite 
in the ass was that this relatiCely small crackhouse hadB at last countB 
three hundred and zvfFyGseCen rooms. 'ould there be a more unusual 
situation than this1  Jerry thought fucking not.
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As the men jrejared for the assaultB Jerry tested his night Cision 
e2uijment and thought back one last time to the start of this mess.

	The men were on a tight time schedule. "rom the moment of entryB 
they had e0actly one minute to secure the zvrst :”oor and tie opf the 
rooms. Tying opf rooms simjly meant that afFer they cleared a room 
and secured itB they would string a line across the doorway to indicate 
that there were no jerjs hiding out there.

AfFer securing the bottom :”oorB they would head uj to the secG
ond storyB and rejeat the jrocess. ?ut this time they would haCe the 
roofFoj snijers and sjotters keejing an eye on them through the winG
dows and calling in with any info they might haCe on the whereabouts 
of hiding –unkies. 

When they had stormed oCer the threshold of the drug den the guys 
had fanned out coCering each other in a calm jrofessional way bred 
from years of training. They had faith in each other and in themselCes. 
They were used to working with the bestB and this nightPs mission was 
te0tbookB right1

Wrong.
"irst opfB the raid was set for twentyGone hundred hoursB but about 

an hour before thatB right afFer darkB they had seen the ?ig !an 
himselfB 'hauncy Winegrate stroll in the front door with his muscle 
right behind him. )e was the reason that SWAT was here tonight. 
3ndercoCer had been on this Loje jeddler for monthsB and word 
had zvnally come to them about his jlanned ajjearance tonight at this 
house of death. About thirty minutes laterB a roofFoj sjotter rejorted 
that 'hauncey had –ust drawn his jistol and shot an addict for an 
unknown reason. ?rass was ecstaticR A jolice opzvcer had –ust witnessed 
a murder. 'hauncey Winegrate was going downB no doubt about it. 

ThenB –ust before the order to goB a bright :”ash of light lit the inteG
rior of the building for about three seconds. This caused a janic back 
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at the command. There wasnEt sujjosed to be any source of jower 
to this building. Lid 'hauncy and his goons bring in a generator or 
something1 This could screw uj the whole works and negate SWATEs 
nighttime adCantage. ?ut eCentuallyB the jowers that be decided that 
it couldnEt haCe been a generator because the light hadnEt stayed onB so 
the ojeration was greenGlighted. The SWAT team went through about 
twenty minutes late because of the brass. 

SurCeillance crews had been watching –unkies come in and out of 
the jlace all nightB but ujon entryB the team found nobody6 no –unkiesB 
no muscleB no 'hauncy. 'aught uj in the danger of the momentB they 
failed to realiYe that they were rushing through more rooms than a 
house this siYe had any right to haCe. "inallyB Jerry realiYed that the 
inside was too big and took charge of his grouj.

KAll right eCeryoneBK Jerry called out KbacktrackB stay in Cisual of 
each otherB and someone tell me what the fuckEs going on here. AnyG
one1K

?ig Lan –ust shrugged and saidB KThey didnEt coCer this in the 
briezvngB sir.K

No one laughed.
SuddenlyB "rankie yelled out KSirR  The roofFoj sjotters( they 

should haCe seen anyone e0iting the back.K
SwearingB Jerry called out on his CoiceGactiCated micB K3nit twoB this 

is unit oneB what do you see1  xejeat6 )as anybody lefF the back of the 
building1  Lo you cojy1K 

KLanB call the roofFoj. ,Em not getting anything.K
K3nit twoB check in.K 
No one answered desjite rejeated epforts by all the team members. 

No talkingB no resjonse( –ust jreternatural 2uiet. !itch looked at his 
watch. 
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K3hB sir1  !y watch stojjed.K  ,nstinctuallyB eCeryone else looked 
down at his own timejiece. ThatEs when things went from strange to 
stranger.

K!ine tooBK said Larren.
K)eyGG?ig LB how many rooms you think we –ust went through1K
K, counted thirteenB7 said "rankie
KToo damn many.K interrujted Jerry. K8etEs go back to the front 

door and get out of here.
K3h...’.M. sir. Which way1K
KShit. Well thenB letEs start tying opf the doors and use a little logic 

to get out of this mess. WeEll zvnd the e0it out of here soon enough. 
-Cerybody stow your night Cision. "lashlights will do until we zvnd 
some bad guys.K

They were lost inside a smallB twoGstory townhouseB their only light 
coming from the occasional burning candle lefF by a –unkie and each 
otherEs :”ashlights. ’Cer the ne0t seCeral hoursB many theories and 
e0jlanations would be jut forward by the guys as to why they couldnEt 
zvnd the frigginE front doorB most of which were 2uickly discarded. 
They jassed through dingy room afFer dingy roomGGalways tying opf 
the doorway afFer they jassed throughGGsurrounded by nothing but 
the ojjressiCe sights and smells of rot and decay. They stayed by each 
other not out of discijlineB but out of a growing sense of awe and 
dread. Nothing had eCer jrejared themB mentally or emotionallyB for 
shit like this. 

Larren zvnally said what they had all been thinking yet too ashamed 
to admit to each otherB KWeEre in a haunted fucking house. This jlace 
is eCil. 'anEt you guys feel it1 ,tEs seen and felt the worst shit jeojle can 
do. ,tEs a fucking meanB eCilB haunted crackhouse and , want to get the 
fuck out of here before something bad hajjens.K
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Jerry went to shut him ujB but –ust then the grouj rounded the 
corner and found themselCes in the biggest room yet. ,t had dark 
oak 2uarter janels around the base of the wallsB and the rest was 
coCered in moldyB decaying red walljajer embossed with what looked 
like :”owers. )anging from the waterGstained ceiling was the biggest 
goddamn chandelier that any of the guys had eCer seen. 'andles were 
burning in about half of the holdersB but that gaCe jlenty of light. 
There was no furnitureB which was all to the good because there was 
no room for it( the :”oor was littered with eCiscerated corjses.

’pzvcer LarrenB a nineGyear Ceteran of the ND…L SWAT TeamB 
whimjeredB K’h 'hristB too late. Something bad hajjened.K  

Jerry looked oCer at the man who had once saCed his life by shooting 
and killing three jerjs in a single zvrezvght afFer taking one to the 
shoulder and wondered how it came to be that he now sounded like a 
scared little boy.

The bodies were all freshB a fact that did little to alleCiate the 
mounting tension amongst the men. WorseB all of the corjses had their 
eyes ojenB with faces twisted into the most godGawful e0jressions of 
terror any of the guys had eCer seenB and that was saying something.

K8isten uj eCerybodyB we ainEt alone here. 'oCer each otherPs backG
sides. No fucking ghost did this shit( , donEt care what Larren says...K

K"uck youB LanRK
KShut uj you twoBK said JerryB Kand stoj arguing. …ay attention to 

your surroundingsB damn it. ,t donEt matter what it wasB the fact is we 
ainEt alone here.

?ut what it was did matter to the guys. WhateCer had done this 
had managed to do it to all of the Cictims at once. They only stayed in 
that room long enough to identify three of the corjses as 'hauncy and 
his hired muscle. The rest looked like –unkiesB which only made sense. 
What didnEt make sense was that nobody could zvgure out what it was 
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that could haCe killed them all. -Cery single corjse was sjlit ojen like a 
ThanksgiCing turkey. The jroblem was thatB ujon close e0aminationB 
it was clear that something had gnawed through their guts to get at the 
organs inside. There were teeth marks all around the tears. ?ig teeth 
marks. The kind that were normally associated with shark attacks or 
big game cats out of Africa. There were eCen teeth marks gouged into 
the jelCic bones of the late !r. Winegrate.

’ne of the goons was missing his right arm as wellB and Larren 
looked him oCer and found that his gun was gone too. The force of 
the bite had crushed the bone in his ujjer arm. WhateCer this thing 
wasB it had to haCe incredible strength in its –aws. Again and againB the 
guys were reminded of jhotos they had seen of shark attack Cictims. 
The catch was that no shark eCer took the time to stack uj their Cictims 
in niceB neat rowsB or had the intelligence to bite a manEs gun hand opf. 
They faced a rational enemy. At this jointB !itch and Larren started 
mumbling about sjlitting uj to zvnd the e0it from this jlace. All of 
them got the hell out of that room.

?y now they realiYed that their watches were all workingB albeit on 
a much slower jace. ?ig L. was the zvrst to catch on that the rooms 
werenEt e0actly what they seemed either. They were carefully working 
their way through a set of rooms connected to a long hallway when 
?ig L. chanced to look behind him.

K)ey guys1K he asked.
KWhat is it L.1K Jerry rejlied.
KLonEt turn around ’.M.1K 
KAll right.K
KWhat color was the walljajer in the hallway we –ust walked 

through1K
KA light greenB , think.K
K, thought so too.K
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Jerry turned around and saw that the walljajer was an a2ua color 
2uite dipferent from what he remembered. KWhat the....K

KJesus and !aryB mother of VodBK "rankie swore. KAnd the carjetEs 
dipferent tooR  8ookB itEs brown...K

KAnd it used to be tan.K !itch zvnished.
This was too much for Larren. Something snajjed inside his brainB 

and all of his childhood terrors and nightmares came rushing to the 
surface. -Cery boogiemanB demonB and horror moCie he had eCer seen 
was in this house with himB hidden in the deej shadows all around. 
K’h shit oh shit oh shit. ,Em leaCing manB ,Em outaE here. , canEt stay 
no longerR  TheyEre coming for us.K

Jerry saidB K'ut it outB man.K
KWeEll be ne0t guys. , swear itRK
KShut itB LarrenB get a fucking grijRK
KWeEll be ne0tR ,Em going now. ,f you want to liCeB you should run 

too. N’WRK With that as his e0it lineB Larren took opf running. !itch 
broke and followed right behind him. ,t hajjened so fast that they 
were down the dark hall and around the corner before anyone thought 
to giCe chase.

KLarrenR  !itchR  Stoj runningB stay togetherRK Jerry called afFer 
them.

Lan –ust saidB K"uck it( letPs get Eem back here.K and took opf.
As oneB the remaining three sjrinted to the end of the room and 

turned the corner. ,t was a dead end. No doors or windows of any 
kind. Larren and !itch had Canished.

"rankie started to giggle.
 ?ig L. asked the 2uestionB KSo what do we do now sir( zvnd the e0itB 

or zvnd the guys1K
Jerry thought about it for a minute and saidB K)ow long you think 

weECe been in this hellholeB Lan1K
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KSir itEs been at least a full day. ,Em fucking e0haustedB and ,Em 
getting jretty damn hungry too.K

K, zvgured the same thing. xight nowB we need rest. , donEt imagine 
weEll get any sleejB but an hourEs rest or so might helj us collect our 
wits and get a little energy back.K

"rankie giggled and saidB KVood idea sir. ,Em gonna sit my ass on 
those stairs right behind you.K

Jerry and Lan looked at each otherB then turned around to follow 
"rankieEs jrogress. Sure as hellB there was a fucking stairwell not twenty 
feet behind them. ,t hadnEt been there before.

KWhat do you think sir1K
K, think that we –ust got really fucking lucky. What time is it Lan1K
KVlancing at his watchB he answeredB KThirtyGnine seconds sir. What 

are you thinking1K
KWell..."uck  it.  !aybe  ,Em  as  craYy  as  LarrenB  and  ,Ell  be 

goodGdamned if , can come uj with a rational e0jlanation for whatEs 
hajjeningB but , used to loCe watching those weird sciGzv Tq shows as 
a kid. What , think is this( jroCided there is some semblance of order 
to the madness here and our watches are keejing accurate time in the 
outside worldB and jroCided we can zvnd a window in one of these 
ujstairs rooms...K

KWe could zvnd the windowB bust it outB and signal the roofFoj 
sjotters.K

K,f our watches are keejing regular time and weEre in some sort of 
time...uh...thing.K

KSo they would still be watching the windows1K
KThey would be thinking that weECe only been in about a half a 

minute. ,f thereEs any semblance of order here.K
KSirB if there isnEt any sense to this weEre fucked anyway.K
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KWell thenB letEs use these damn stairs before they uj and disajjear 
on us.K  Vuns at the readyB the three men inched uj the dark staircase. 
,t felt good to be using their training to do something familiarB eCen if 
it was as dangerous as clearing an unlit stairwell. None of them really 
thought that they would meet any traditional bad guys waiting for 
them at the tojB but they decided to jlay it by the book anyway.

)alfway uj the stairsB they all stojjed as a sound unlike any they 
had eCer heard drifFed to their ears. ,t came from ujstairs and it soundG
ed a little like the scream of a childB but it was one gutGwrenching note 
that seemed to contain all the jain of the world within it.

,t stojjed. A few seconds later it began once more.
"rankie giggled againB and Jerry saw something that –ust one day ago 

he would haCe bet was imjossible( ?ig L. had tears in his eyes.
K,s that a kid1K Lan asked. KLear Vod...thatEs a little kid. ,snEt it1  A 

little girl , think.K
K8ittle girlB little boy I doesnEt matter. ,tEs dead.K  "rankie was gigG

gling nonGstoj. K'ome onB ,Ell show youRK
With thatB "rankie and Lan tore uj the stairs two at a time with 

Jerry rushing to catch uj. They ran from room to room searching for 
the source of that soundB all jretense of safety forgotten. They shouted 
out to the Coice. They jleaded with it. They listened to see if they were 
getting closer. AfFer what must haCe been two or three manic hours of 
yelling and searchingB they turned into a large room and stojjed dead 
in their tracks. 

What stojjed them wasnEt the fact that they were e0haustedB eCen 
though they were. ,t wasnEt that the room had a biYarre octagonal 
design. What stojjed the three jolice opzvcers cold was he fact that 
each wall had a doorway set into the center of itB and eCery doorway 
had been tied opfGGjolice style. 
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"rankie seemed to be in high sjirits( he was smiling and said to 
the guysB KLonEt giCe uj now guysB we must haCe burned uj wha
t...three seconds1  And heyB at least we know that the other rooms 
are safeGGweECe already cleared themRK  Then he burst out into a zvt of 
laughter that might haCe lasted foreCer if Jerry hadnEt stejjed forward 
and laid a Cicious right hook to "rankieEs –awB knocking him out cold.

Lan askedB KLo you think that weECe lost himB sir1K
K, donEt know LanB but letEs disarm him for now and see what 

hajjens when he wakes uj.K
A little later "rankie was still out coldB and Lan and Jerry were 

resting in the room they had ended their mad chase in. The unearthly 
keening still came and wentB but the guys were no closer to jinjointG
ing it now than they were when they had zvrst heard it. Lan had been 
withdrawn and the cries seemed to be getting to them bothB so Jerry 
decided that he had to do something. )e was no shrinkB but anyone 
could tell that he and Lan needed each other to talk to.

KLan.K
KWhatEs ujB sir1K
KThat was gonna be my 2uestion to you.K
There was a moment of silence before Lan answered( the normal 

reticence of a man used to handling his own jroblems without helj 
from anyone. StillB this was the one time in his life that Lan didnEt haCe 
the answersB only doubts and concerns. "inallyB he rejliedB KWellB ,ECe 
been thinking about "rankie. , meanB he ainEt the only one crackinE uj 
in hereB you know1K

KDeahB Lan. , know.K
K,tEs –ust..., really thought that it was a little girl sir( honest to VodB 

but , should haCe known better than to take opf like that. , do know 
better.K
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K, donEt think that , can fault youB Lan. 8esser guys would haCe 
cashed it in a while ago. ,Em haCing trouble belieCing we made it this 
far.K  

Lan looked at "rankie and saidB KDeahB well...K
"rankie moaned and rolled oCer. Jerry went oCer to him and knelt 

down by his side. Lan zvngered his batonGG–ust in case.
"rankie ojened his eyes and looked around. The wailing started 

again. K’h fuckB man. , was hojing this was a nightmare. Voddamn 
itRK  )e started to cry. Leej sobs escajed his throatB and his body began 
to shake. Jerry and ?ig L. were seasoned CeteransB and they had dealt 
with their share of crajB but the sight of one of their own crying was 
beyond their scoje. ?oth of them moCed opf to the other side of the 
room to giCe "rankie some jriCacy. They sat in the shadows looking at 
the waterGstained carjet. 

"rankie cried for a long time.
-CentuallyB his shuddering subsided and "rankie got some control 

oCer his emotions. )e wijed his eyes with the back of his hand and 
looked oCer at the other two. They were studiously watching the :”oor 
in front of their feet. 

K,tEs all right guys( ,Em back. SorryB , jut you through thatB , –ust..
.Well shitB , guess ,Em –ust not cut out for this shit. ,Em sorry.K

KNone of us are cut out for this "rankieB but we gotta hold it 
togetherB you know1  ,tEs –ust us three in here. , gotta know youEre back 
all the way( , gotta be able to trust youGGLanEsE gotta be able to trust 
you. 'an we1 Are you going to freak out again1  ?ecause weEre going 
to zvnd the source of that noiseB and weEre gonna zvnd a damn window. 
WeEre going to get the fuck out of hereB but we need you tightB not 
giggling like a nutG–ob.K

,n resjonseB "rankie –ust rubbed his –aw and saidB KDou got a hell of 
a conCincing argument against thatB sir.K



S-q-N L-Vx--S ’"" )’xx’x 4U

Lan came back withB KThatEs not a good enough answer "rankie.K
"rankie thought about that for a minute while his two brothG

ersGinGarms waited for the truth. "inallyB he told themB K,Em backB and 
,Ell stick it out all the way.K

KDou back one hundred jercent1K
)e giggled again and answeredB KNo sirB eighty jercent is about the 

best , can do.K 
Jerry smiled and let him opf the hookB K"rankieB you at eighty jercent 

would be thirty jercent more than usualB buddy.7
KThanks a lotB sir.K
SeCeral hours later the three had e0jlored doYens more rooms. 

-ach time they entered a new one "rankie would call out a number 
signifying how many rooms they had been through. Nobody mindedB 
eCen though it was freaky to hear that this small crack house contained 
hundreds of rooms. What bothered them was going through a jreCiG
ously tiedGopf doorway into a room that they had neCer been in before. 
’ther than thatB they were almost getting used to the monotony of 
these desiccated ruins until they entered a small dining room. ,t had 
a dingy hardwood :”oorB rotten strijed walljajerB and an old oblong 
table set for zvCe. ,t also had zvCe anti2ueB highGbacked chairs around 
the table. Two of the chairs around the table were occujied.

With !itch and Larren.
They were dead of course. -Cen from the entrancewayB it was jlain 

to see that the bodies were in that looseGlimbed josture of the freshly 
dead. Their eyes were ojen and their faces were froYen in a rictus 
of unbearable terror. Jerry ajjroached them to search for a cause of 
deathB but he already knew what heEd zvndGGA gajjing hole where his 
friendEs guts used to be. Just like the corjses they had discoCered so 
many hours ago downstairsB his two friendsB two of the toughest guys 
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he had eCer metB had been eatenB and whateCer beast had done it had 
jut them at the dinner table.

Lan askedB bitter with resignationB K)ey sirB why do you think the 
tableEs set for zvCe1K

’nly "rankie thought it was funny. )e saidB KWhy would it jut its 
food in the chairs instead of on the table1K

Jerry now realiYed that moment was when he knew they were not 
getting out of this one. Not this time. The other two had come to 
the conclusion that !itch and Larren had been tying opf the roomsB 
but Jerry knew better. Larren and !itch hadnEt bothered to tie opf 
anything. They had sjent their last hours running from death. Jerry 
recogniYed his own tieGopfs when he saw them. The truth was that this 
house didnEt haCe any semblance of order. They were in a house of eCil 
where the only rules were those of their unearthly tormentor. They 
were in a jlace of jain and death. That was all there wasB so that was 
all they would zvnd I jain and death. This 'rackhouse had giCen birth 
to something horrible.

They had wandered for what seemed like foreCer before ?ig L. 
noticed that the crying was dezvnitely coming from their lefFB and 
dezvnitely getting louder. They had followed the wails for another two 
seconds of watchGtime until they encountered another zvrst.

KSir1  The door is closed to that room down at the end of the 
hallwayBK said ?ig L.

KDeahB sir and the cryingEs gone too.K
With a dread certainty insideB Jerry told themB K’n the other side 

of that door we are gonna zvnd out what killed !itch and Larren.K  
With less certaintyB he continuedB KThen weEre gonna kill it. -Cerybody 
2uiet( we go in hot.K

With the comjle0 hand signals they learned so long agoGGback when 
the world was saneGG Jerry laid out the order of entry. )e would go 
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zvrst into the hell that certainly waited to greet him and his boys on the 
other side. ?ig Lan would be second with "rankie taking uj the rear 
and coCering their ass.

Jerry s2uatted outside the door sweating out his fear. Nothing was 
routine about this –obGGnothing. )e and his boys were New Dork 
"ucking SWAT. They neCer had a chance. 

’ne thought jassed through his mind( WhatEs on the other side1  
Not whatEs on the other side of the door. )e knew what was there 

waiting for them all. 
Leath. 
xatherB he wondered what came afFer that.
)e counted down from threeQ
The weirdB highGjitchedB keening wail started from right behind 

the door. Something was jacing back and forth in the room.
TwoQ
A bright light shot out from under the door frameB illuminating 

the jolished but wellGworn boots of Jerry and ?ig Lan. The wailing 
grew louder. A clicking sound of bone ujon bone jenetrated the door 
from the other side. Jerry had a sudden Cision of a gajing maw full of 
scytheGlike teeth.

’neQ
?ig Lan kicked in the door as Jerry swallowed his terror and doCe 

through into the blinding light. The others were right behind him. 
The keening reached a feCer jitch.

Rero.



Martyr

I n my dreams, I'm always being crucitoed hf hCe le.v f. kCrishp I'je 
nejer bfhCered hf lff" uT fr researcC in any way wCf hCah Tersfn 

may Caje been, fr ejen wCah hCe symbflism migCh bep I dfn'h care 
wCah my subcfnscifus is hrying hf hell mep I Aush wanh hCe dreams hf 
shfTp

I dfn'h care i. ih Cas anyhCing hf df wihC my .ahCer's ideas and 
Trachices Ce emTlfyed .fr my MkCrishianM uTbringingp -Ce beahings I 
suS.ered Caje an fbjifus relahifn hf my dreamsp ;gain, I dfn'h carep I 
Aush wanh hCe dreams hf shfT, and sfmeCfw I dfn'h hCin" hCah hal"ing 
fuh my Trfblems ah fne Cundred and eigChy dfllars an Cfur will CelTp 
Hy .ahCer died .rfm a Cearh ahhac" to.veen years agfp -Ce dreams are 
mucC mfre recenhp -Ce dreams hCemseljes are wCah mahhersp

I dfn'h lije a sel.?deshruchije li.e, and wCile I may nfh be hCe mfsh 
well?adAushed Tersfn, I'm nfh brea"ing hCe laws f. hCis cfunhry nfr am 
I a hCreah hf mysel. fr fhCersp Eure I tond ih Card hf ma"e .riendsCiTsV 
my li.e as a cCild and yfung adulh was Cellp I'm nfh jery hrushingp Nfw 
cfuld I beD Ehill, hCe dreams fnly sharhed a lihhle wCile agfp
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Gjery mfrning I wa"e uT eJCaushed and sfrep I dfn'h need sym?
TahCyp I sure as Cell dfn'h wanh a Triesh 5 hCah yfu can blame fn my 
.ahCer 5 and I dfn'h need hCe shares and wCisTers I geh wCen I hry hf 
eJTlain wCah's CaTTening hf mep ;ll I .uc"ing need is a gffd nigCh's 
sleeT6 7ihCfuh dreams6

Haybe hCen I cfuld begin hCe Cealing Trfcess because rigCh nfw I'm 
Aush Tlain fld sic"p I Cahe dreaming abfuh hCe sTi"es gfing hCrfugC my 
.eeh and Candsp In my dreams, hCey always hie my arms hf hCe crfss wihC 
rfTes and Tuh hCe sTi"es hCrfugC my Candsp -Cey nejer shic" anyhCing 
in my sideV hCey saje hCah .fr kCrishp

I Cahe hCe jijid realness f. hCe dreamp I Cahe hCah kCrish nejer ejen 
lff"s my wayp I Cahe hCe way hCah hCe xfman sfldiers dfn'h ejen care 
enfugC abfuh me hf haunh me as hCey df 8esusp I really Cahe hCe way I 
Caje hf gasT .fr air as I slfwly asTCyJiahe, wa"ing Aush be.fre I diep

Ff yfu "nfw wCah I Cahe hCe mfsh, hCfugCD  ;ll hCe .uc"ing blffd 
fn my bedp 



My Resignation

T he school is housed in the west wing of the hospital in what 
used to be the geriatric ward. Several years ago, the federal 

money stopped coming in for that particular age group. The new 
order of the day was to save the children, so the Mental Health hospital 
I work at went to where the money was. Out with the old, and in with 
the money. 

The state then decreed that all children, regardless of circumstances, 
deserved an education. That in and of itself would have meant less 
than nothing to Gerald Homes Private Hospital, but the state's will-
ingness to pay close to DFfjy thousand dollars a year for that education 
made old xr. Gerald sit up and take notice. ?ifjy grand per student 
Eust to throw them in a classroom for siV hours a dayN  How could a 
man like him resistN  

This is where I come in. I was hired to teach math and science 
courses to the children here. The ages of the students here range from 
twelve to seventeen, but the average grade level is fourth grade. My 
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children are not stupid, they are what we politely call zat riskz children, 
or R.x. J  emotionally disturbed.

I deal with all the children who can't go to regular schools because of 
their behavior problems. Take the seven worst kids in any one school 
and put them into one classroom together and you get the gist of it. 
The hospital has all sorts of ways to classify these children and their 
problems. R.x. children never, ever have Eust one problem. They have 
:xHx, they have bipolar disorder, they self-medicate with alcohol or 
narcotics, they have true schiWophrenia or multiple personality disor-
ders, and many eVperience Cqashbacks so severe they resemble seiWures.

Today is probably my last day. I Eust spent the last hour talking 
down a fourteen-year-old girl named ;anice who somehow managed 
to get a three-foot piece of window trim pried oLf the big window in 
the main living area. She was trying to stab her roommate with it.

In the school, we classify them in three waysK bent, broken, and 
lifers. 6e don't mean it as a Eoke, and it certainly isn't funny, but that's 
how we divide them up in our heads.

The bent children like ;anice don't know what love is. They've never 
seen it, though they desperately search. They look for love and DFnd 
only pain and abuse. Their parents are never around, they live in bad 
neighborhoods or hang out with the wrong people. They are seVually 
active before they are in their teens, and they run away all the time. 
They are addicts. This is the child who cuts herself Eust to feel the pain. 
Uaring is never real to them. The Yuestion in their mind is alwaysB what 
do you really want from meN 

The hospital and the school can make a genuine diLference in their 
life, provided they don't get eaten alive by the broken ones or the 
lifers. They usually respond well to the personal attention and real 
caring shown to them by the nurses and teachers, but these kids can 
smell bullshit from a mile away. If the doctor, nurse, or teacher is Eust 
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patroniWing them, they know it and resent it. They've had enough of 
that on the outsideB they don't need it here. 

6hat set ;anice oLf was that her roommate teased her about a poem 
she wrote for Rnglish class. It was actually a good poem.

:s a teacher, I have to make sure that I am never alone with a bent 
student, male or female. :s they grow to identify me as an authority 
DFgure, they will many times act out inappropriately. More than once 
I have been oLfered seVual favors from students barely in their teens. 
Spurning their advances can be tricky because if they get too angry 
they might accuse me of rape. 6e teachers look afjer each other and 
try to make sure that we are never cornered by a student alone. 

!nfortunately, we can't always be there for each other, so the best 
we can do is to have a policy of absolute openness. 6hen a student 
approaches one of us, we tell the school administration immediately 
and write up an incident report. xocumentation will save your ass. 
8ou can't blame the children though, because for many of them, this is 
the DFrst time they have had caring and stern father and mother DFgures 
in their lives.

School for them has never really been a part of their life because no 
one ever made them go. They are capable of learning but are embar-
rassed by their lack of knowledge. They don't read very well, but they 
catch on Yuickly and respond to positive feedback. However, on bad 
days they are the worstB they know how to disrupt and ruin a class in 
seconds. 

9ut if you can reach themN  Oh man, you can get by on the high of 
that success for weeks, maybe even months. 8ou take the little victories 
wherever you can, and use them to keep going in the face of all the 
failure.

5ow the broken ones and the lifers have a lot in common. They 
both come from a life that knows only hatred and evil. 5ot the evil 
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spouted from the pulpit to scare up a few more dollars in the donation 
basket on Sunday. I mean Rvil. The only real diLference between the 
two groups is how long they lived that kind of life before the state 
stepped in and took them away.

;anice's roommate Uharisse is broken. That means ;anice is in for a 
world of hurt. Maybe not today, or even this week, but eventually. I 
know it. The therapists know it. Rven the doctors know it, but there's 
nothing that can stop it short of sending one of the kids away forever. 
Human nature ensures that at some point, Uharisse is going to get her 
chance, and she's going to take it. Uharisse stabbed her brother 4 times 
with a butter knife to get sent here.

The children like Uharisse are the ones that know about true hor-
ror. They have seen the beast at its worstB disguised as parents, relatives, 
neighbors, or even siblings. They know that evil eVists as an actual, real 
live person that can invade your life at any time--day or 0god forbid1 
night. Their stories would keep Stephen (ing awake. 

Trust is simply another word that many of them can't spell. It isn't 
part of their life at all.

Their whole life has been about abuse and pain. Then, Eust when 
it can't get any worse, these children become wards of the state, to be 
shuLCqed around every few months from one "esidential Treatment 
Uenter to another. Sometimes they wind up here at Gerald Homes, 
and sometimes they appear in my class. My Eob is to teach them enough 
to survive in the outside world. It's very unlikely that they will get 
placed with a foster family, so most likely they will be sent out into the 
world at eighteen to fend for themselves. 

I try to show them enough math to be able to balance a checkbook, 
or at least know how to use a calculator. They won't learn anything 
else because it isn't relevant to them. :lgebra 0hah“1 has nothing to 
do with a life that centers around being able to sleep at night without 
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nightmares about Mommy's boyfriends visiting. 7ife Science doesn't 
impact a child who won't feel safe until he kills his mother. How do 
you engage a child in a class discussion about evolution when, in order 
to feel safe, she used a hatchet to cut the hand oLf of her uncle while he 
sleptN  I teach them whatever they are curious about, and try to tie it 
in with what they are not. In the end, though, they only learn things 
that they want to.

The broken ones will never be normalB they will need help and 
therapy for the rest of their lives. They will never be able to trust, and a 
part of them will forever be a little boy or girl who lived with a demon 
they called family. They will live a sort of half-life, always fearing the 
pain, but eVpecting it nonetheless. The state may have saved them 
from a life of eVcruciating misery, but it's at a price that many of 
them can't pay. Suicide lurks behind every disappointment and every 
setback they will eVperience for the rest of their lives. Uharisse may 
commit suicide one day, but I have a real fear that she's going to take a 
few people with her when she does.

9ut at least Uharisse isn't a 7ifer. 
7ifers. The world weeps.
6e did not get to these children in time. 6e failed them. !tterly. 

They will never function in society ever. They are here because if they 
weren't, they would be an immediate danger to themselves and others. 
These children could become the serial killers of tomorrow. This is the 
type of child who creates a prayer book full of handwritten praise to 
Osama 9in 7aden. They no longer fear the evil, they have grown to 
eVpect it as part of life. Some even miss it. 8ou can never turn your 
back on one of these students in class. 

5ever. 
5ot if you want to go home in one piece.



SR3R5 xRG"RRS O?? HO""O" –J

6e medicate these children ostensibly to help them survive. In 
reality, we don't know what these drugs are doing to them. There are 
never tests done to determine potential long-term eLfects on children. 
There are many drugs being used today that are so new that doctors 
don't know how they work, they Eust know that they seem to do the 
Eob. :bout half of the children respond well to their meds, and it's one 
of our rare victories when we see the dramatic improvements in that 
child in school. 

The problem is that the other half seem to get worse, and the doc-
tor's answer to that is to up the dosage. I have seen doctors prescribe 
medicines to a twelve-year-old in dosages large enough to medicate 
livestock. I've seen a DFfjeen-year-old go to the hospital because his liver 
was failing. I've seen children so spaced out that they would rather 
refuse their meds and face nightmares and Cqashbacks than feel the way 
they do on medication.

Somehow, I'm supposed to teach them.
There is a child in the school who has been at Gerald Homes for 

four years. This is an amaWingly long time for a child to stay at any 
one place in the zsystemz, but this is an unusual child even by our 
standards. To talk to the boy, you would never suspect his severe 
psychosis. He seems to be a rather normal, if slightly under-educated, 
seventeen-year-old boy capable of having a typical seventeen-year-old's 
life. This is until you've had a conversation with him.

This child will very calmly, and with no hint of remorse, eVplain to 
any who will listen that he did nothing wrong when he buried his two 
baby sisters alive in the backyard when he was thirteen years old. He 
knew that he would be put into a facility like this for doing it, and 
that's what he wanted.
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It seems that the courts, for whatever reason, were unwilling to 
remove him from his parents' custody despite the fact that the parents 
were obviously doing the most vile and despicable things to him. 

Then the baby girls came. Twins. :nd one day the boy went into 
the nursery and saw the video cameras and he knew what that meant. 

So he took the babies out back, dug a hole, and placed them in it 
side by side. Then he DFlled the hole and went for a walk. 

He went down the street to the corner and waited for an adult. 
6hen one walked by, he asked the woman to call the police because 
he was lost. She did so, and when the policeman arrived, my student 
proceeded to tell the oLDFcer the whole story. He was taken to Gerald 
Homes that night. 

The parents are still living in the house. It isn't illegal to own video 
tape recorders, and though the recorders were eVactly where the boy 
said they would be, the oLDFcers found no tapes in them or in the house.

In my students' own eyes, he did a heroic thing. He saved his twin 
sisters from ever having to live the life he had. It grows increasingly 
harder for me to disagree with him. He is reYuired by law to be dis-
charged out of our care and into the world in less than DFve months J 
the day he turns M”. His stated goal in life is to save others. I lie awake 
at night wondering what that will look like.

I've been holding this piece of broken window trim for ten minutes 
and thinking about this young man who killed his sisters to protect 
them when the news reaches me that xr. Gerald has prescribed a DFfjh 
medication for ;anice. It's a strong sedative. 

It's a death sentence. 
Uharisse will eat her alive tonight and ;anice will never even wake 

up. xr. Gerald's oLDFce is directly across from the padded Ntime outO 
room that ;anice is currently in. I glance over at her and I swear I see her 
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smile at me. :s if she's inside my head and can tell that I am standing 
in impotent rage on her behalf.

I'm looking at this piece of trim in my hand and I've decided to 
tender my resignation to xr. Gerald personally. It's made of oak, I 
think. I swing it gently, getting the feel of the weight and balance. 
Maybe I can teach him something before I go.



Tests and Results

I  was never afraid of tests. That was before I knew the secret the 
testers were trying to hide from me. I know now that there is a 

foul unity of purpose at work. I know their terrifying master plan. I 
know that these tests are to determine if they can use me. They want 
to know if I'm one of them. But I'm not. I'm just a thirteen-year-old 
child.

Out there they called me all sorts of things. People used words like 
genius, strange, emotionally disturbed, and in the end, psychotic. I 
know what these words mean. I've read the dictionary. What terriFAes 
me is not that they have given me these labels. What causes me to lie 
awake all night is why.

Once, when I was bad, ’ather had to lock me in a closet for three 
days. M WebsterSs dictionary was sitting on the shelf. I read by using 
the light sneaking through the small crack between the door and the 
hardwood EVoor. I liked the way the dictionary was laid out, very 
straightforward, with no gray areas. I wanted to read more books like 
that, so when Nother let me out I went to the encyclopedia. I read 
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Gncyclopedia Britannica from M to q, all !L volumes. It took me two 
weeks without sleep because i could only read at night when ’ather 
was resting. I had never gone that long without sleep before. How 
I don't sleep at all unless they drug me, which doesn't happen ofCen 
because I'm smarter than 4octor Dtephanie is. I know how to fool her. 

Mt FArst, I read the Gncyclopedia because it was just plain fascinating. 
I stayed alone in my room, only venturing out for food at breakfast 
time. ’ather and Nother never bothered with me when I stayed good. 
zeeping myself away from them was the best way for me to avoid 
doing one of the bad things or breaking one of ’ather's rules. ’ather 
cared deeply for the rules. It could take weeks to heal afCer breaking 
one. Dneaking out to the kitchen at night was against the rules too, so 
I only ate when they let me. That was usually at breakfast. 

I read each volume with the dictionary by my side to look up any 
words I'd never seen before. Mround the ninth day, I saw a pattern 
emerging from the Gncyclopedia. In every entry, there was a poorly 
written paragraph that had at least four words over three syllables long. 
I love looking for things like that. If only I had known what was really 
happening?

The sentence structure in these paragraphs was stilted, as if the 
editor arranged the sentences around the multisyllabic words, rather 
than the other way around. It seemed to me that simpler words, or 
even the actual deFAnition of the words in xuestion, would have been 
better. 

MfCer a while, I decided to rewrite one of the paragraphs substitut-
ing the deFAnitions for the actual words. When I had FAnished, I sat back 
and read the result. Ny 3od it FAt perfectly. Ho more stilted sentences?  
Mt FArst, I thought I had to be imagining things, but with the help of 
repeated tests on other paragraphs, I was soon convinced that it was 
real. What I discovered in the Gncyclopedia had to be some sort of 
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code, a code I couldn't yet break. I naively thought of it as a simple 
test. If I had known what it would reveal, I would not have solved the 
pu00le.

I stole a book about codes and code-breaking from my ’ather's 
collection of World War Two books to help with my e8forts. When 
’ather came home and found the book missing, he had to punish 
me. 2e didn't want to, but he had no choice. When I woke up, my 
books were gone and I was in a hospital bed. This time it didn't matter, 
’ather had actually helped. 2is ministrations had solidiFAed the lixuid 
meandering and half-formed thoughts in my mind. 

Gncyclopedias contained information on everything. It could an-
swer all of your xuestions if you knew where to look. The night I got 
home from the hospital, I broke into the hallway closet and got my 
books back.                           

This code I had discovered was meaningless unless you had a spe-
ciFAc xuestion you wanted answered. 2ow stupid of me not to un-
derstand earlier?  Domething rexuiring this much e8fort to create had 
to serve a speciFAc purpose. I wondered who could have created such a 
brilliant code, so I asked the Gncyclopedia.

I pulled the volume with entries starting with H. I FAgured that if I 
needed to know about codes, the answer would be found within the 
HDM entry. I found the poorly written paragraph and replaced the 
words with their deFAnitions. How what9  What was the entry trying 
to tell me9

I began e;perimenting. ’irst, I counted all the e;tra letters added 
to that entry once I inserted the deFAnitions in place of the words. 
That number looked a lot like a set of coordinates. The W.W.II code-
book e;plained that some codes like this would redirect the reader 
to a di8ferent entry or message where the real information would be 
contained. Naybe these numbers were telling me what Gncyclopedia 
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volume to look in. I tried turning to the page number that corre-
sponded. It didn't work. I toyed with the code for hours. ’inally, with 
the FArst rays of sunlight coming through my window, I got an idea. I 
counted every word in the entry, which gave me the number "!6YK. I 
pulled out the thirteenth volume and went to EVip to page 6YK. It only 
had K7*. I was crestfallen. 

I stared emptily at the books all around my room, and I reali0ed 
that the Parents would be waking up soon. I was breaking several of 
’ather's rules. I was going to be Punished badly. Ny ga0e rested on 
a small stack of Gncyclopedias by the door. They were volumes one 
through FAve, M through Gr. 5ike a bomb going o8f inside my skull, I 
looked back down at my number "!6YK. 1ould it be9   Page number 
and then volume9  I scrambled for the book and tore it open to page 
"!6. There staring out at me was a portrait of 5eonardo 4aRinci. I read 
the entry very carefully, and I had my answer. The code was written 
a long time ago by someone almost as brilliant as me. 2e protected 
the code by hiding it within itselfQ an incredible test. Basically, anyone 
not smart enough to break the code would not even know it e;isted. 
4aRinci. It FAt. 

I had to know more and make sure I had this code completely 
FAgured out. I asked the Gncyclopedia another xuestion. The wrong 
xuestion. I asked about prodigies and their families. I felt a great fear, a 
sense of foreboding, settle on me as I was told that my parents were not 
really human. It told me that I wasn't di8ferent--they were. They were 
oak trees. The encyclopedia said that their roots would crush me if I let 
them. Oaks cared more about their roots than their acorns. Mcorns are 
potential trees, rivals for sunlight. I didn't want to believe the books, 
but I had no choice. I already knew the code was telling the truth. 
2eart thumping in my chest, I read on.
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The encyclopedia showed me how to get rid of them. It said that 
I had to do it immediately, before sunrise, or they would steal my 
sunlight forever. I set about at once, limbs shaking with the knowledge 
that the world would assume I had killed two peopleQ the two people 
who gave me life. It was a gruesome task the Gncyclopedia had set for 
me, but it worked perfectly. Ms I stood, chest heaving, bloody, and 
spattered with gore, I felt a great sense of relief to know once and for 
all that the code was The Truth. 

The police xuestioned me of course, and they were pretty sure that 
I had done it, but the encyclopedia guided my actions and they could 
do nothing but send me to special doctors. The doctors came with 
do0ens of tests.

I knew that I had to pass these tests or face dire consexuences. What 
those consexuences were, I couldn't fathom. I supposed, however, that 
death was the least of my worries. 

Nost of the tests were easy at FArst. Then they got frustrated at me 
because I knew so much and they couldn't fail me, so they started 
giving oral e;ams with xuestions that didn't have answers. 

They would ask me evil, cruel xuestions like, ”Iour parents were 
killed with an a;e, how does that make you feel9”  

Mnother xuestion was, ”2ow did you feel about the way your 
’ather treated you9”

I got confused when they asked me these xuestions. It took me such 
a long time to look the answers up in the appropriate Gncyclopedia, 
and the answers were always so vague that it was hardly worth the 
e8fort. The doctors didn't want me to use the Gncyclopedia or the 
WebsterSs 4ictionary. By the time they thought to take the 4ictionary 
from me, it was too lateQ I had it memori0ed. When they took the 
Gncyclopedias I sat there xuiet, unmoving, until one day an angry 
psychologist told me, with a smirk on his face, that the answer couldn't 
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be found in the encyclopedia. Hevertheless, the volumes were returned 
to me. I rela;ed. If they were not smart enough to know the truth then 
I could certainly pass their tests.

KKK
They tell me here that my IL is "7J, but I think that they lie. "7J 

does not begin to cover it.  It's not an intentional lie though, I can 
always tell by their facial e;pressions and body language when they do 
that. Ho, they're lying to themselvesQ they don't want to believe that a 
thirteen-year-old boy can be as smart as I am. Their tests can't measure 
my intelligence and they know it. I'm a danger to them, and one day 
they will murder me if I can't destroy them FArst. I can see the same fear 
in their eyes that ’ather had.

KKK
The doctors and nurses say that they want to help me. The ency-

clopedia says that is true, but it also told me that they really want to 
help me become one of them. It told me what they are, and it told me 
what I have to do to protect myself.

They have held me here for si; months. I've got the Gncyclopedia 
memori0ed M through R. I can do the computations entirely in my 
head now, and every day I get faster. I've been going to a special school 
at the hospital, just for the children's patients. Ny teachers think I'm 
very smart. I have yet to get a single wrong answer on a test. The 
encyclopedia guides me. I just tell them that I read a lot.

Ny teachers say that I'm very e8FAcient and that this is a good thing, 
an important thing. I knew that they would think so, given their true, 
nightmare nature.

The nurses here, the doctors, orderlies, even the teachersQ they aren't 
human. They're ants. It makes my skin crawl to be near these insects 
in human skin. It would be a blessing if I wasn't the only one to 
know, but they would kill any of the real humans here who found 
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out about them. I dare not tell anyone, this is my burden to bear. The 
Gncyclopedia tells me all of this and more.

Mnts live in nests, like this hospital. Their organi0ation is a model of 
e8FAciency, like this hospital. Mnts have highly evolved social structuresQ 
each part of the nest speciali0ed, children's ward, adult ward, school, 
and administration. Gach group of ants speciali0ed for their task, doc-
tors, orderlies, teachers, secretaries. 

It took me a long time to FAnally learn what these things have in 
store for me. They want me to be a teacher ant. They want me to teach 
others the code. They keep asking me how I do the things I do and 
how I know the things I know. They want me to give away what I've 
so dearly paid for.

I understand now why 4a Rinci had to hide this mystical code. The 
truth is strange and terrible beyond anything I could have imagined. I 
have heeded his advice, and so am now writing my notes in a code of 
my own invention.

KKK
I know that the real reason they keep me separated from the other 

kids isn't because I'm so much smarter than them, even though that's 
what the principal says. The real reason is that those kids are real kids, 
humans, most of them anyway. The ants work to keep them cra0y 
and unbalanced. The encyclopedia told me that their medications 
alter perceptions for the worse, not for the betterment of patients, 
as claimed. That way, they can be controlled by the ants, and pro-
grammed to serve them, like worker drones. They don't want me for 
anything like that, so I can't be around anything like that. I could pick 
up bad habits.

They secretly tell the other kids that I'm too dangerous to take 
classes with them, but that's just not true as long as they're really 
human. M kid on my EVoor, 3reg, is a viper. One day afCer he pushed me 
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down in the hall and started to kick me, he yelled that I was a psycho 
freak just because the doctors had me in leather shackle restraints. The 
doctor's e;cuse was, of course, that I was a danger to myself and others, 
so the courts ordered the restraints be worn at all times. They knew 
I was smart enough to escape from their nest otherwise. I asked the 
encyclopedia why 3reg did this to me, and the books told me that 
3reg was a snake. M viper to be precise, and that his poison could kill 
me. I looked up how to kill snakes. Their whole body is one long neck. 
Dome people hunt snakes. Dnake hunters will grab a snake by its head 
and crack the snake like a whip. Dnap the neckQ kill the snake. If there is 
a ne;t time with 3reg, it will end di8ferently. I have to protect myself. 
I owe it to humanity.

4a Rinci knew how dangerous this code would be in the wrong 
hands. The truth is a powerful weapon against creatures such as these, 
who have good reason to fear it. Out there in the free world, we 
humans still outnumber these abominations. They are not ready to 
enslave us yet. We could still win the war, but in here it's just me and 
a bunch of cra0y people. I can count on no one but my Gncyclopedia 
and me.

KKK
I have to burn this nest down soon. Mlmost everything is in place 

nowQ I'm just waiting for the right moment. When you burn out an 
ant nest, you have to make sure that the xueen ant is killed, or the nest 
will just be rebuilt. The xueen ant here is 4r. 3erald. It wasn't hard to 
FAgure out, the place is named afCer him. I'm sure that he is the xueen, 
even though he's not female. I know the books are never wrong. 

The problem is that I have not seen 4r. 3erald for many days. 
They say he's been interviewing for several open positions and having 
meetings, but the books say that he is getting ready to breed new ants. 
Why do they think they can fool me9
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This hive is very oldQ the heaters in the school area are gas. I can 
never get to the gas lines in school because the teacher ants are very 
watchful, mistrusting creatures. They've seen a lot of childish attempts 
at vandalism during their time here. What they do allow me is use of 
the computer. They have a computer lab in the school just for the 
students. Only one is hooked up to the Internet, and most kids are 
forbidden to use it. That one is really for the teachers to use, but they 
give me special privileges because of my potential usefulness to them. 
I've been surFAng educational and Ro Tech sites.

They even let me take a computer disk back to my ward for home-
work. We have one very old computer in the common room. Nost 
of the kids use it to play video games. I'm not supposed to carry the 
computer disk, but I've been whining at the nursing assistant who 
walks me back and forth from school to the children's ward. I keep 
telling her she doesn't know how to load it, use it, or even carry it 
properly. One day about two weeks ago, she threw it at me and said 
that I could just do it all myself then without any help from her at all. 
I think she meant it as punishment. How I carry it by myself every day. 
5ast night, she forgot to ask for it back. That gave me time to FAnish the 
virus.

KKK
Today could be the day. Ny teachers say that they are giving me the 

DMT. They tell me that it is the most important test I'll ever take. The 
Gncyclopedia agrees that I'll be tested like never before, and that can 
mean only one thingQ they are going to try and convert me. I don't 
know how they'll do it, what terrible process they will use, but I won't 
let them turn me against humanity. I don't know if I can do this, but 
I have to try. I am the best mind humanity has, and I can't let them 
down. I have never been afraid of tests before. 
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4octors and teachers have been in and out of my schoolroom all 
week, and my notes have been removed while I was at school. Thank-
fully, they have not discovered the hiding spot behind my dresser 
drawer. Inside is a battery I stole from the TR remote control in the 
common room. He;t to it is some of the steel wool lifCed from the 
cafeteria, and a thin metal rod from my dresser drawer. 

They are coming for me in about FAve minutes to take me to the 
computer room. I'll have everything ready for the test. Mll of my secret 
tools will go with me. If 4r. 3erald is there, or if they leave me no 
choice, I'll burn this nest down. I don't think that I'll make it out alive, 
but there is a chance I might.

KKK
The nest has been severely damaged. Ny plan worked almost per-

fectly, but I can not understand why the Gncyclopedia didn't warn 
me about 3reg. The snake has cost me dearly. How, they think that 
it is over. The Mnts think that I have failed and that they have won. 
Hothing could be farther from the truth.

Ny Gncyclopedia helped me form the last plan, and it is helping me 
with the new one. It has told me that I really need to review my past 
mistakes and pay closer attention to what it says. How that I am forced 
to go entirely from memory, I must take e;tra pains to ensure that I do 
not miss a thing or leave something out of my computations. I can do 
it. I have to. Ny job is not yet FAnished.

When the Teacher Mnts took me to the computer lab to start the 
DMT's, I went straight to the main computer as if I didn't reali0e that 
the test would be written on paper. The Teachers were so busy getting 
a table cleared for me that I had time to put in my virus. It attacked 
the mainframe, just like the Gncyclopedia said it would.

Their terror began shortly thereafCer. 1ode yellow alarms began 
sounding in all the treatment units almost simultaneously, so the or-
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derlies followed protocol and rushed back to their respective units to 
help contain the patients. I continued to work as if nothing unusual 
was occurring and even pulled up my lesson plans from school. The 
teachers actually stopped working to discuss what was happening. 
Only a few minutes later, the FAre alarms went o8f and the lights all over 
the hospital, along with everything else electrical, shut down.

Because the computer room is at the center of the building and has 
no windows, the room was cast into total darkness. In the confusion, 
I was able to pry the gas line going into the heating unit free from 
its housing by using the metal bar from a dresser drawer. What I 
did ne;t I learned from an educational website. The irony of that 
pleased me. I had learned that sending an electrical charge through 
steel wool can cause it to ignite. I used the smuggled battery and steel 
wool to accomplish just that. It took a couple of seconds longer than 
I thought it would, and my already racing heart beat even faster. I was 
sure that the Teachers would get me before I could get my homemade 
EVame-thrower working.

I felt a pair of hands grab me just as the steel wool smoldered and 
burst into EVames. I coupled it with the gas line and turned it on the 
teacher holding me FArst. The FAre singed my hair and eyebrows, but 
the Mnt caught FAre, and she ran screaming from the room wreathed 
in EVames. I turned it upon the other Teacher, as he stood wide-eyed 
with horror at what had just happened to its colleague. Both were 
engulfed and ran through the school spreading the FAre wherever they 
went bumping into things.

Mt this point, I could have run away. Ny planning was thorough 
enough, even unto creating a virus that would shut down all of the 
safety features like magnetic doors. 2owever, I would not take ad-
vantage of the opportunity to escape them yet. I had a responsibility. 
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Instead, I would use this chance to kill as many Mnts as possible. I 
needed to make sure that the nest was destroyed. 

I ran to another classroom on the other side of the unit and repeated 
the process of EVame-thrower creation. The entire east wing was abla0e 
within FAfCeen minutes. Nost of the Mnts were running for the e;its 
to escape the EVames, and nobody was paying much attention to the 
patients, so I was able to go out the doors and hobble to the west wing. 
There I would have continued to wreak havoc, If not for that viper 
3reg.

1hildren and other patients were everywhere and there just wasnSt 
enough sta8f to control them all, so I was able to travel down the 
hallways unmolested. Ms I turned the corner, I ran headlong into 3reg 
going the other way. 2e recoiled from the impact appearing as if he 
was just going to go around me, but I saw the truth. 2e was getting 
ready to strike. 2e was going to use the opportunity that I had created 
to kill me?  What the viper did not know was that I was ready for it. 
I stepped to the side, just as the Gncyclopedia told me to, and as the 
viper went by me I grabbed it by the neck and twisted violently to the 
side. I heard the reassuring crunch of broken bone, and I let the snake 
fall to the EVoor. 

 It was oddly stilled in death. I had e;pected it to writhe around in 
its FAnal throes of agony, and I waited to see if 3regSs body would move 
at all. That was my fatal error.

M Worker Mnt had chanced to glance up this hallway as it ran by and 
saw what I did. These orderlies may not have cared about the patients 
running for their lives, but they certainly cared about me killing one 
of their allies. I had not reali0ed that the Ripers worked with the Mnts 
until that very moment when a pair of large, callused hands closed on 
my arms and I was thrown to the ground with a force that knocked the 
wind from my lungs. Before I could get my breath back, two hundred 
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and forty pounds of disgusting alien Mnt dropped on my back, and I 
heard the creature call to more of its kind to help restrain me.

I was helpless under that orderly, and there, in the middle of an 
inferno, the Mnts stu8fed me into a full body restraint they called MThe 
BagN. Then they lefC me there to die in the encroaching EVames of my 
own creation.

Domehow, the EVames were brought under control around the same 
time that the nurses and orderlies returned to the hallway where I lay. 
I was carried to this isolation room where I remain still. The story was 
not long in being pieced together, and my role in the conEVagration was 
revealed.

I am not allowed any freedom of movement anymore, nor can I 
have any interaction with other patients. The ants have FAgured out 
that I know their secret. They are trying to decide what to do with me. 
The Gncyclopedia in my head tells me all of this. I donSt even have to 
use the code anymore. The entries have sorted themselves out in my 
mind, and now I have access to any answer I need. It talks to me.

Zight now ISm waiting for an answer on how to escape from this 
room. It will come. The Gncyclopedia will never let me down. ISll pass 
the test. ISll get the answer.

It will come.



Hookers From 

Outer Space

"W hy-oh-why do they always try to look like a hooker?"

"Well, I think it has something to do with the unique 
opportunities regarding that ahh... profession as it were."

"Jack?"
"Yeah, Malachy?"
"Shut the fuck up."
Jack shut his mouth and seemed to shrink down into his upturned 

coat collar. He idly wondered why his partner asked him questions 
if he didn't want the answers. He stared at the remains of their lat-
est hunt. The only thing lefb of the alien creature was a singed leg 
sporting a crisscrossing pattern of dark lines. It was lying in the light 
snowfall Planketing the streets of Faris, Drance. It had Peen wearing 
19shnet pantyhose. 8ressed like a hooker from the 0ANE's or something. 
Sickened, Jack turned to his partner for perhaps the thousandth time 
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in the siv months they'd Peen hunting together, and he tried again to 
19gure Malachy out. 

Malachy j'!rian was a larger-than-life legend out here on the 
fringes. Stories of his unique Prand of hunting had e;en made it as 
far as Lfrica. Jack couldn't 19gure out why. Malachy was aPout a foot 
shorter than e;eryPody, with a scrawny little Pody that could only Pe 
descriPed as wiry Py a sympathetic friend. Yet Malachy was feared Py 
e;ery Llien type in Kurope.

Most hunters picked an area and Vust started hunting. Cot Malachy. 
He roamed the continent, hunting for a few days or weeks Pefore 
suddenly packing up and tra;eling perhaps a thousand miles to the 
nevt country and city, only to hunt there for a while, and then do it all 
again.

There were three distinct "species" of aliens, and all three had to 
deal with hunters like Malachy and Jack. Dor the most part, that meant 
killing the hunters Vust like anyPody else. The a;erage career of a 
hunter lasted aPout two and a half years, and Jack was well aware 
that he was pushing the statistical limit. It took a certain type of man 
to commit suicide in this way, Put the world always seemed to ha;e 
plenty in reser;e. Dor his part, Jack was Peginning to ha;e thoughts of 
quitting, though no hunter e;er did.

Malachy had Peen at it for thirteen years. ThirteenG Llmost since 
the Peginning. 

Jack had seen a picture of Malachy taken right afber he had started 
this insane career. Ls far as he could tell, in thirteen years Malachy's 
hair had gone mostly gray, and his face had a few more lines in it, Put 
that was it. He hadn't gained a pound or lost a step, Put somehow Jack 
douPted that the Malachy of thirteen years ago had Peen this tired. 

Thirteen years. Shit, the Lliens only showed up se;enteen years 
ago. jne dayR life as usual. The nevt?  The nevt day teachers were 
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ripping their students limP from limP, preachers were de;ouring their 
parishioners when they went into the confessional, and Vohns were lit-
erally getting eaten ali;e Py hookers. 5ater in;estigation would re;eal 
that o;ernight, throughout the world, people who came into contact 
with large numPers of other human Peings on a regular Pasis had Peen 
mutilated and consumed in their homes the night Pefore, and for some 
reason, their skins were the only thing lefb Pehind.

jf course, things went nuts afber that. zeligious freaks proclaimed 
that the end was nigh, Put don't they always?  Most of the world re-
ligions refused comment or issued a statement that they were praying 
for the world. jnly the 6atholic 6hurch, in the form of the Fope, had 
anything important to say. The Fope went on air across the world to 
tell his ()ock that these were most certainly not 8emons or minions 
of hell and that it was foolish to think so. He went on to say that 
such thinking was medie;al and showed only an ignorance of the 
scriptures to Pelie;e any such thing. Fri;ately, howe;er, the Fope had 
a few interesting "thoughts" on what might Pe e“fecti;e against these 
terrors.

6hina went and nuked Taiwan, the xorea's destroyed each other, 
and noPody cared. The ”nited Cations disappeared as an entity in 
less than twenty-four hours. It was e;ery nation for itself. India took 
the opportunity to in;ade 6ashmere and found it totally populated 
with Lliens. Their military force was decimated. The evact same thing 
happened to the Israelis. They immediately Plamed the Falestinians 
and sent in their forces. 7ery few made it Pack. Howe;er, the world did 
learn that these things could Pe killed. It Vust took serious 19repower. 
5ater, the leaders of the world would point to these two evamples of 
how incrediPly prepared these aliens were, and how much knowledge 
aPout world a“fairs they must ha;e had, as a way of evonerating them-
sel;es from any percei;ed Plame.
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Dor aPout ten seconds in Lmerica, the Deds feared that hundreds, 
if not thousands of their citi…ens would Pe Voining up with all those 
pesky sur;i;alist groups. Then the word came down the pipeR They 
were all dead. K;ery single one from e;ery single group. 

The immensity of all of these the attacks stunned the entire world 
into momentary inaction. The reports kept coming in2 zussia, 6ana-
da, Japan, Lfrica, and e;en Lustralia. Cowhere was safe. The entire 
Karth was under attack.

jne week later, it stopped as suddenly as it had Pegun. The Lliens 
hunkered down, and the ra;aging of planet Karth settled into a rou-
tine. Many people held the ;iew that it was Pecause communities had 
Panded together to pro;ide protection for each other. Those running 
what sur;i;ed of the world go;ernments knew Petter. Military men2 
Uenerals, Ldmirals, Marshals, and Warlords alike had Panded together 
Py radio and worked as a worldwide unit. Many times, against orders, 
they evperimented with troops lent to each other as the need arose, to 
19nd out how Pest to kill the damn enemy. Turned out that together 
we had the ad;antage in 19repower. These aliens could eat up Pullets 
to the Pody and keep coming until you literally shot o“f their legs, Put 
it also Pecame oP;ious that they Purned like torches if you could set 
them on 19re. 

jnce we started 19re PomPing any place they grouped up and to hell 
with the collateral damage, the creatures split up and went their own 
ways. Cow we had to track them down and kill them one at a time. 

zank and 19le soldiers weren't cut out for that kind of action 
3though they most certainly tried4, and special forces units didn't ha;e 
nearly enough men to co;er their own countries, let alone the world. 
The call went out through e;ery corner of the earth--If you want to 
sa;e what's lefb of this world, we need ;olunteers. We need hunters.
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Those who had lost lo;ed ones, seen family Putchered, or Peen 
forced to watch as their world fell apart ;olunteered in dro;es those 
19rst few years. It was re;enge they were afber. What they got, more 
ofben than not, was dead. The aliens were faster, meaner, and stronger 
than humans. Lnd they were not Peasts, though they killed and ate 
humans in a fren…y of ;iolence. Co, they were smart. 

The a;erage hunter had a shotgun with incendiary rounds supplied 
Py the militaries of the world. That's it.

–Hey, Malachy?L
–Yeah?L he sighed out.
–Why the hell are you still doing this?L
–It needs to Pe done.L
–!ullshit.L
Malachy sighed, "Jack, what did I tell you the day we teamed up?"
Jack looked down at the ground frustrated, "8on't ask you ques-

tions." 
"LPout?"
"LPout anything."
Malachy held up his hands and shrugged, "So what are we doing 

here?"
"Uod damn it, Malachy, we';e Peen killing these monsters together 

for half a year and I know less aPout you than I know aPout themG  
Lnd I don't know shit aPout themG" 

"You know plenty. I';e taught you. You can identify the three di“-
ferent types e;en when they are disguised as humans now. That's hard 
to do."

"I'm not talking aPout the aliens. I'm talking aPout you, don't 
change the suPVect."

"I hate them, Jack. jkay?  I'm not special, there's no interesting 
story. I hate them for the same reason we all do. They ate my family."
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"6ome on Malachy. You';e sur;i;ed aPout ten years longer than any 
other hunter anyone has e;er heard of. There's something to that." 

"Yeah. I'm still too angry to die. jne of these Pastards will get me 
e;entually, Jack. !ut so far I'm still so damn pissed o“f when I 19ght one, 
I'm Vust not willing to quit until the thing is Purned to a crisp."

"Malachy, my wife and daughter died when one of these things got 
into our house three years ago. I';e Peen hunting e;er since. !ut I'm 
tired of it. I';e had my re;enge and it's 19ving nothing."

Malachy cursed and spat on the ground, "Then get the hell away 
from me Pefore you get us Poth killed. I ha;en't had my re;enge yet, 
the one who wronged me is still out there."

Jack was astonished at the re;elation, "You're hunting a speci19c 
alien? How? Why? What the hell?"

"You know the legends of the fourth alien?"
"Sure, e;eryPody has heard the tales. L mythical fourth type that is 

some sort of 'leader' or o;erlord. It's Pullshit." 
Malachy stared at Jack, "It's ;ery, ;ery real. Lnd I'm at war with it." 
Jack sputtered and 19nally repeated himself, "How?"
"5ike I said, the damn thing ate my family. It should ha;e eaten me 

too, Put it decided to taunt me 19rst. It played with me. Toyed with me 
the whole time it ate my children. It evists, it's Peen running all o;er 
Kurope for the last two years, and I';e Peen tracking it." 

Jack couldn't wrap his head around it. It was Vust too Pig. "!ut...h
ow? I mean, how are you ali;e? How are you tracking it? How do you 
know where it is? How, damn itG"

Malachy looked at Jack with a wry smirk, "Well, I escaped oP;iously. 
I'm tracking it Py following the swarms. Where;er he goes, hisMmin-
ionsMI'd guess you call them, swarm human encla;es to pro;ide him 
with food. It's fairly oP;ious if you're looking for it. Lnd that's how 
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I know where he w . Ls for 19nding where hein, that's pro;ing to Pe 
the hard part." 

"Lre you seriously telling me that you ha;e proof of a leader-
ship-le;el alien and you ha;en't told anyone? What the fuck, Malachy? 
This could change the warG This could fucking w"N the warG" 

Malachy growled, "I'm not interested in the war or the world, Jack. 
I'm interested in killing one fucking alien. jne. When that's done, I 
don't care what happens to the world." 

Jack Vust stared for a long moment. "Jesus fucking 6hrist, Malachy, 
that's cold. K;en for you."

Malachy stared Pack at Jack. "You're right, you don't know me at 
all." 

Jack clenched and unclenched his 19sts a few times Pefore saying, 
"jkay. So you're hunting a 'super alien'. Why are we here killing a 
single hooker from outer space?"

"There was a swarm here Vust last week. I';e ne;er Peen closer. We're 
right Pehind them now." 

Suddenly there was an eerie, unearthly, echoing cackle from the 
Puilding Pehind them.

Then the ;oice came out of the shadows. It spoke in Knglish from a 
mouth that e;ol;ed for something totally di“ferent. It slurred, hissed, 
and garPled the words, Put Jack had no trouPle understanding what 
it said, and it scared him to immoPility.
uhNN..HHaim"ibbbeiyttH,"NriH.tsiH,.NrtYoHau
Malachy had no such fro…en moment of fear. He spun toward the 

Puilding and sent incendiary rounds through all three windows facing 
the street in a rapid-19re of pump action death.

Inside, the alien laughed. 
!ecause Jack had fro…en in place, he was the one who saw the other 

aliens Pegin creeping out of e;ery doorway on the street. "MalachyG"
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Malachy had Peen staring at the Puilding he had 19red on and was 
rapidly reloading the shotgun with three more rounds when he hear 
Jack and took a glance Pack, "Shit."  He 19nished loading the gun, Put 
then let it hang in his hand down at his side.

Jack repeated. "MalachyG"
"Stand down, Jack, we don't ha;e the 19repower to win this."
Jack whimpered, "jh fuck." 
"!e strong, manG" Malachy Parked. "We might not Pe aPle to kill 'em 

all, Put we still might li;e through this if you get your shit together." 
"How?"
u?ttooHHaim,Aw…u Ln alien unlike any Jack had seen Pefore walked 

out of the Purning Puilding and stood on the sidewalk aPout twenty 
feet away. uk,ibHefg.Y".oHH…uiiThis alien stood aPout siv and a half 
feet tall and where most aliens were lean to the point of emaciation, 
this one was full Podied and looked more muscled.

Malachy pointed his empty hand at the alien, "!y killing you, of 
course." 

It threw it's head Pack and laughed that horri19c laugh, um,.NrtYoHai
?.YYid,"Yti"oHiNbHiM.laik,il.NriytYNaipbHioH"clY.NiwttcidtboHri.Ni
H.tau

Through his fear, Jack could see Malachy was standing tall and 
calm in front of this monster. He couldn't understand it. This was the 
nightmare of e;ery hunter, 19nding themsel;es surrounded Py more 
alien's than they could kill and getting eaten ali;e. Yet Malachy seemed 
to Pe enVoying himself.

"Jack," he called out, "8o not 19re your gun. Dor any reason. ”nder-
stand me?"

Jack nodded, Put Malachy wasn't looking at him, so he asked again, 
"JackG 8o you understand?"
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"Yes," he whispered. Then stronger, he cleared his throat and said, 
"Yes."

"If you shoot that gun we are Poth dead. You understand?"
Uiddy with fear, Jack cried out, "I said I won't shoot, Malachy, Put 

no. Co, I do not understand." 
"Dair enough. zememPer I said I escaped from this Pastard?"
"Yeah?"
"I was aPle to Pecause his soldiers won't interfere with a 19ght Pe-

tween leaders, and only leaders 19ght each other. When I fought this 
Pastard the 19rst time, they all assumed I was a leader. Then I was aPle 
to get free and run. !ut if you engage the soldiers, they'll treat you like 
food. Uot it?"

Jack knew what they treated food like. L fren…y of tearing, ripping, 
Piting, and eating. He nodded again Put included, "Uot it, Malachy. 
Co shooting."

The alien was staring at them through this whole evchange with a 
surprisingly human evpression on it's face and a classic confused head 
tilt.
umwttiHb!i"rtiANtoH…i ih.ri#AoH"yctaimbccil,"taim.til,"taihANi

toH$b#taui
In answer, Malachy dropped the shotgun and charged the Llien, 

screaming.
The alien stood shocked at the charge and Pegan to laugh as it 

opened its arms and ()eved its Packward knees to meet Malachy's rush, 
Put at the last instant, Malachy leapt impossiPly high into the air and 
slammed his hands and arms around the alien's head.

The nightmare squealed in surprise as it staggered Packward and 
reached up to graP Malachy to tear him o“f, Put Malachy simply re-
fused to let go as he Pegan tearing at the alien's head, eyes, and whate;er 
those layered ()aps of skin ringing the crown of its skull were. 
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With a start, Jack saw that the other aliens were fro…en, looking for 
all the world as if they had turned to stone. He turned his attention 
Pack to the 19ght in front of him.

The 19ght Petween Malachy and the alien was nothing Put an ani-
mal fren…y of tearing, clawing, and screaming. Ceither used any tech-
nique or 19ghting skills that Jack could see. They each tore Pig chunks 
out of each other, and the Pright scarlet Plood that Poth species Q 
human and alien Q seemed to share, splattered all around them Poth. 

K;entually, they collapsed onto the street and the 19ght went to the 
ground, where it Pecame a swirling and twisting contest where Poth 
19ghters tried to get a headlock or a choke on the other. Jack cried out 
in fear as the alien spun onto Malachy's Pack and got a Ploody arm 
wrapped around his face, Put Malachy sa;agely Pit into the alien's arm, 
tearing out a mouthful of muscle and gore, causing the alien to screech 
in pain and pull Pack, shocked at the huge chunk taken out of his arm.

Malachy spun his Pody around while still in the loosened grasp 
of the monster so that they wound up face to face, and something 
in Malachy's eyes must ha;e spelled the end for the alien Pecause the 
screech died out and a mewling sound came from its throat as Malachy 
used his mouth again to clamp down o;er the alien's neck and Pegan 
to chew.

It was the single most disgusting thing Jack had seen in his three 
years of hunting, and he couldn't help Put think the real Peast in front 
of him wasn't the alien at all, it was this animal that had once Peen 
Malachy.

The other aliens Pegan to sway in unison and a low rumPle that was 
so deep it was almost felt Py Jack rather than heard, Pegan to emanate 
from the assemPled Peasts.

Suddenly, the other alien stopped mo;ing and Malachy unclenched 
his Vaw from around the alien's throat. He stood up and spat a mouth-
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ful of Plood and chewy Pits into the face of the alien Pefore stepping 
Pack and looking up towards Jack. Dor a moment, the animal rage and 
lust for Plood was still so strongly present on Malachy's face, that Jack 
in;oluntarily took a step Pack, shocked and terri19ed.

Malachy then shu“()ed o;er to the closest alien soldier and stared 
into its eyes, saying nothing.

LPruptly, the low Pass rumPle stopped, and the aliens all melted 
Pack into the shadows of the Purned-out Puildings from which they 
had emerged so recently.

Dinally, Jack worked up the ner;e, "What Vust happened?"
Wiping Plood o“f his face and chin, Malachy answered, "I Vust 

a;enged my family."
"MalachyM," he tried to continue Put found he couldn't.
"What, Jack?"
"What the hell are you?"
Malachy sighed, "8on't ask questions, Jack. Ha;en't I told you that 

o;er and o;er again?"
"Yeah, Put for fucks sake, there's no way a human can out19ght an 

alienG They are so much faster and stronger than us. That thing should 
ha;e torn you limP from limPG How did you kill it with your Pare 
hands?"

Malachy hung his head, "Uod damn it, Jack, I like you. Stop asking 
questions."

"CoG Co, Malachy. You like me? Ureat. Then tell your friend Jack 
what the hell Vust happenedG"

Malachy looked up into Jack's face and said nothing for a few sec-
onds Pefore sadly shaking his head and saying, "Dine. I'll tell you."

"Uood."
"What I told you aPout my family is true. That fucker killed them 

and ate them. He did it to take o;er my kingdom. I Vust took it Pack. 
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My hordes are going home now. The earth won't need hunters any 
longer. I suppose that's a good thing."

Jack Vust stared in growing horror as what Malachy said 19ltered 
through his amped-up Prain.

"You meanMyouMare an alien?  5ike that?" he cried, pointing to the 
dead alien on the ground.

Malachy sneered, "5ike that?  Hell no. That's a Fishach demon. L 
()esh eater."

Jack was lost, "L what?"
Malachy looked at Jack with a hint of sympathy, "We're not aliens, 

we're what you would more accurately call demons. That fucker there 
took my kingdom in a coup. I had three armiesR  Diends, Skinwalkers, 
and your fa;orite," he pointed to the leg of the alien that had Peen 
disguised as a hooker, "SuccuPi. He used them to feast, like a spoiled 
child with a new toy."

Jack started crying, "Lnd what are you?"
Malachy sighed as he walked o;er to him, and gently took his shot-

gun from out of his unresisting hands. "Sorry Jack, I really did like 
you."

Still crying, he quietly repeated, "What are you?"
"I'm hungry."  
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