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ABOUT THE CONTEST 

The Piney Dark Halloween Short Story Fiction 
Contest was inaugurated at Stephen F. Austin 
State University in 2012. Created by Dr. Steve 
Marsden to foster high quality genre writing at 
SFA, the contest is open to enrolled SFA un-
dergraduate students, graduate students, alum-
ni, and Nacogdoches-area locals.  

 

Winning authors were presented prizes and 
copies of  the anthology at the 2019 Sigma Tau 
Delta-sponsored departmental Halloween par-
ty. The print edition of  this collection features 
the top entries and honorable mentions in each 
category.  An electronic edition is available for 
free at  

thepineydark.wordpress.com.  
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History Repeats Itself 
Sierra McGee 

 
July 29, 2016 
 

A bead of sweat rolled down Zachariah Harrison’s forehead. 
He quickly swiped it away, and pushed down on the accelerator. In 
the passenger’s seat, Charles was fast asleep, his head leaning up 
against the window. Dylan was in the backseat rubbing suntan lo-
tion over his face.  

  “Dude, you don’t have to put so much on. We won’t be in 
the sun that long.” Zachariah chuckled.  

 “Well, you wouldn’t understand. You’re black,” Dylan said. “I 
get sunburned easily.” Dylan squeezed out a huge gob of suntan 
lotion and began rubbing it on his legs.  

 “Why’d you come anyway? I thought you hated East Texas.”  
“I do, but I’m here to support you man. I wanted to offer my 

condolences to your family in person.” Dylan explained.  
     “Well, just know you and Charles will be the only two white 

guys there,” Zachariah said.  
     “That’s fine.”  
     Charles woke up and yawned. He looked around in a daze. 

“Are we in Slackum yet?”  
     “It’s Slocum,” Zachariah corrected. “And yeah we got a 

few minutes.”  
The boys rode in silence for a while until Charles rolled down 

the window. Zachariah saw a group of black men standing in front 
of a marker. “Is that your dad?” Charles asked.  

Zachariah slowed down and pulled to the side where the men 
were gathered. Charles waved at them. A few of the men looked 
taken aback, until Zachariah’s father, Lee, approached the car and 
shook Charles’s hand.  

He parked the car, and the boys got out. Zachariah recognized 
his uncles and cousins, and he greeted them with hugs. Charles and 
Dylan stood to the side, not sure what to do. Zachariah wished they 
weren’t being so awkward.  

“So, what’s this?” Zachariah approached the marker. It read:  
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Texas Historical Commission 

 
“Slocum Massacre”  

Racial Tensions in America in the early 20th century were 
sometimes punctuated by violent outburst. One such occa-

sion began near Slocum and Denson Springs and spread 
across a wide area near the Anderson-Houston county line. 
Beginning of the morning of July 29, 1910, groups of armed 

white men shot and killed African Americans, first firing on a 
group near Sadler’s Creek.  

 
“Oh,” Zachariah said, his voice deflating. He wasn’t a stranger 

to the horrific past of Slocum, Texas. His grandparents told the 
story. They told him that it was important to always remember your 
history, and not let it be swept underneath the rug. Recently, the 
city of Slocum finally recognized the massacre that happened over 
one hundred years ago. His grandmother had been happy. Her 
grandparents and distant cousins were massacred, and she always 
recited their names to him.  

Louis Harrison. Janet Harrison. Major Harrison. Millie Harri-
son. John Harrison. Annette Harrison. Paul Harrison.   

His grandmother would never let the family forget those who 
were unjustly murdered.  

 He was surprised to see they were allowing a plaque to be put 
up. The city may have acknowledged the massacre, but did they really 
want people driving through their town and seeing that plaque, a 
constant reminder of the wrong their ancestors did?  

“I’ve never heard of this,” Charles said, approaching the marker. 
“Why did they do something so awful?”  

“Do you need a good reason to do anything if there is hate in 
your heart?” Dylan countered. His face was slowly turning red.  

“Dad, we’re going to the house. We’ll see you later.”  
“Okay, son,” Lee said. “Be careful.”  
Zachariah and his friends got back into the car, and sat in a stiff, 

awkward silence. Charles and Dylan were from New York and Wis-
consin respectively. They came to Texas Christian University on a 
basketball scholarship, and they became best friends with Zachariah 
their freshmen year. It was their junior year, and the three boys were 
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stuck together like glue. His friends had never been in deep East 
Texas before. They looked at it like it was whole another country. 
Zachariah appreciated them coming to Slocum to attend his grand-
mother’s funeral. They knew how much Zachariah loved her, and 
they wanted to be supportive. But, they were making the trip so 
awkward. He hoped they would stop complaining about the intense 
humidity, and how small all the towns were.  

They arrived at Zachariah’s home: a two story house with the 
white paint chipping off the wood. His heart tugged when he saw 
the colorful garden in the front yard. His grandparents used to sit 
out there and pull up weeds, and as (a young boy) he would go inside 
and make them lemonade, which they drank on the front porch.  

“Home sweet home,” Zachariah said.  
“This house looks different from the other houses in town,” 

Charles pointed out.  
“Yeah, my grandpa, dad, and uncles built it about thirty years 

ago.”  
Zachariah put the car in park, and they got out. Dylan and 

Charles got their luggage out, and they headed into the house. 
Family and friends were milling about the house. The women were 
in the kitchen making casseroles, while the men were moving fur-
niture and boxes of clothes upstairs.  

A few people greeted Zachariah and his friends, but then they 
quickly went back to the tasks at hand. “Come on, we gotta finish 
up before it gets dark.” One of his distant cousins said as he 
walked by carrying a small box.  

“Why is everyone so . . . frantic?” Dylan asked. “The funeral 
isn’t until the thirty-first right?”  

“I don’t know.” Zachariah admitted. “Let’s go put our stuff 
up.”  

 
---------------------- 

 
The day was uneventful. There was nothing for Zachariah, 

Dylan, and Charles to do around the house, so Zachariah decided 
to take them around Slocum and show them where he used to go 
to elementary school and the creek he played in as a child. Dylan 
tried not to complain about the bugs and humidity, but Zachariah 
could tell he was silently suffering, so around 6 o’clock, they head-
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ed back to the house to shower and eat dinner. Zachariah’s family 
was gone by the time they got back, leaving only his parents. His 
mother, Josette, cooked them chicken fried steak with mash pota-
toes and green beans.  

As they ate dinner, Zachariah’s parents told them to not go 
outside at night.  

“Why?” Zachariah asked. “We used to sit on the front porch 
and go stargazing.”  

“Just not tonight,” Lee said. His voice was rough. Was it due to 
the grief? His dad seemed fine this morning. “We have a long day 
tomorrow.” Lee turned his attention to Charles and Dylan. “How 
do you like Slocum?”  

“Uhh,” Charles looked at Zachariah for a answer, but he shook 
his head. “It’s a cool little town. I’ve never been in such a small 
town before. Ya know, being from New York City and all.”  

“Ah, yes. Mom, Dad you haven’t heard about Charles and Dyl-
an’s culture shock.” Zachariah smirked at his friends. “They could-
n’t even handle going down to the creek this afternoon.”  

Dylan held out his arms. Tiny red bites lined his arms. “Look, 
man. They destroyed me out there.”  

“I didn’t get bit.”  
“Liar.”  
Josette stood up, and smiled warmly at Dylan. “Let me get you 

some cream. And try not to scratch them. I’d hate for you to leave 
Slocum with so many scars.” She took her empty plate and left the 
dining room. 

Lee cleared his throat. “Thanks for coming and being support-
ive, boy.” He stood up and took his plate as well. “Now, go on to 
bed. We’ll see you in the morning. And remember—”  

“Don’t leave the house at night,” Zachariah, Charles, and Dyl-
an said in unison. They looked at each other and laughed. Lee 
chuckled a little bit, but then stopped. He left the dining room.  

As Zachariah laid in bed, he thought of his parent’s weird be-
havior. He knew that both of them must be grieving the lost of 
grandmother, and being back in their old home must have been 
strange too after being gone for so long. Even though he hadn’t 
lived in Slocum since he was a young boy, it felt right for him to be 
back in his childhood home.  

Charles and Dylan were snoring away on the floor. Drool 
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dripped from Charles mouth, and Zachariah had the overwhelming 
urge to wipe it off. But he stayed where he was, staring up at the 
ceiling. Tomorrow, they would view the body. The day after, his 
grandmother would be buried right next to her husband.  

Everything would be okay.  
As his eyes drifted shut, he heard a strange moan and thumping 

sound. Zachariah sighed. It must have been his parents downstairs. 
Maybe if he got some earplugs from the bathroom, he could fall 
asleep. Carefully, Zachariah got out of bed, stepping over Dylan and 
Charles. He left the bedroom and headed to the bathroom. He 
passed by the big window in the hallway. Again, Zachariah heard a 
moaning sound. He looked out the window and saw a black man 
with blood pooling down his face, stumbling towards the house.  

Zachariah ran back to his room, and shook Dylan and Charles 
awake. He told them to come outside and call 911. He was glad they 
didn’t ask any questions. Zachariah thought about waking up his 
parents too, but he knew that the man outside came first. After they 
checked on him, then he would go get his parents.  

The boys ran to the back of house. The man was leaning 
against the house. Blood was flowing from the man’s mouth. When 
Dylan pulled him away from the house, a blood pattern was left. 
The man was trying to talk, but he couldn’t. He kept pointing to the 
woods behind their house.  

“Hey, what happened to you? Hey!” Charles said.  
Loud footfalls echoed from the forest. More black men 

emerged from the forest. They were beaten and bloody. Two of 
them fell onto the ground, the blood staining the ground. The third 
man ran towards the front of the house, and the last one collapsed 
in front of them.  

“Get out of here,” The man gurgled. “Save yourself . . .”  
“What the hell is going on!?” Dylan yelled. “Charles, call 911!”  
“My phone isn’t working!” Charles said.  
In the forest, small orange, flickering lights appeared. Yelling 

and whoops of laughter filled the air. As they got closer, Zachariah’s 
heart sped up. His heart knew what was happening, but he was still 
in denial.  

Charles grabbed Zachariah’s arm and pulled him up. “Let’s get 
your parents and get out of here!”  

They went to the front of the house, and they saw the man that 
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ran past them earlier lying on his stomach. His back was riddled 
with small holes. Zachariah leaned down and touched his back. The 
man’s white shirt was soaked in blood. He pulled his fingers away 
and stared at the blood running down them.  

“Zach, we have a problem!” Charles yelled. Zachariah turned 
and saw Charles and Dylan turning the door knob vigorously. Zach-
ariah joined them on the porch, and tried the door knob as well. It 
wouldn’t budge. That wasn’t right. The door couldn’t lock by itself. 
Zachariah ran to the left side of the house where he knew his 
parent’s bedroom was. He banged on the window, calling their 
name, but there was no response.  

Zachariah went back to the front, and gasped when he saw the 
bodies were gone. Blood no longer stained his fingers. Zachariah 
ran his hand through his hair, and squeezed a fistful of it. What was 
going on?  

“Charles, Dylan!” Zachariah called. They were no longer on the 
porch. Zachariah tried to open the door again, but it still wouldn’t 
budge. He ran to the back of the house and the dead men were 
gone too. “Charles, Dylan! Where are you?” He stepped into the 
forest.  

The tree beside him burst into a sea of splinters. Zachariah 
cried out and ducked. He heard a manic cackling. He saw a white 
man wearing a long white buttoned up shirt and black trousers, and 
a black cowboy hat holding a .38 pistol. He looked gleeful as he 
aimed at him and pulled the trigger.  

The bullet hit his chest, and Zachariah recoiled. A burning sen-
sation travelled throughout his body, and he landed on his back. 
The fire ravaged his body, and he kicked at the ground in agony. 
The man leaned down and spit in his face. His teeth were brown 
and rotting. Zachariah shut his eyes and waited for the next bullet to 
enter his body.  

Then the burning sensation stopped. Zachariah opened his eyes, 
and saw that the man was no longer in front of him. He put his 
hand over his chest and felt no blood or wound. More whooping 
laughter came from the forest. Even though he should have run 
away, Zachariah found himself standing up, and walking towards 
the voices. The dancing oranges and reds became more vibrant as 
he got closer. He could see a mob of white men holding torches. 
They were laughing. The ones who weren’t holding torches were 
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carrying pistols, rifles, sticks, and rope.  
Zachariah hid amongst the trees as he watched the horrific sce-

ne play out in front of him. A man was beating another black man 
with a stick. He then forced him to sit up. Zachariah’s breath caught 
when he saw the man’s face. The man looked like Zachariah’s 
grandfather. The only difference was that his nose was a little wider, 
and his eyes were smaller. This was a relative.  

A distant relative. Like Louis Harrison, the man your grandmother said 
died in the Slocum Massacre.  

“Alright, young boys. Come on. It’s time!” The man said.  
Charles and Dylan stepped forward. They were grinning ear to 

ear. The man gave Dylan a stick, while another gave Charles a rifle. 
Charles cocked the rifle and aimed at Zachariah’s relative’s head.  

“What are you doing!?” Zachariah screamed. He ran out from 
his hiding spot. The white mob seemed startled at his sudden ap-
pearance, then they laughed. Charles and Dylan looked unfazed at 
Zachariah’s appearance. They stepped forward.  

“Guys, why are you with them? Get away from them. We need 
to get out of here! Warn the townspeople about this crazy mob 
and—”  

“Can I kill him?” Dylan asked in a deep southern accent.  
“No, no. Let me do this one. Look at him, Jesse,” Charles said.  
“What? But you gonna kill that one, Chris,” Dylan said, point-

ing at the man Charles almost shot.  
“This day is going to go down in history,” A white man said. 

“July 29. The day we slaughtered all the Negroes and retook Slo-
cum.”  

Zachariah made decent grades in school, but he didn’t think 
himself incredibly intelligent. He relied on his street smarts to get 
him through life. And, he was going to need them to survive this 
hellish night.  

His parents tried to warn him. Zachariah should have paid 
more attention. As a young boy, he, his parents, and grandparents 
would leave Slocum in July to spend time with relatives in Houston. 
Now, he understood why. On July 29, every year, the Slocum Mas-
sacre would happen again. The ghosts of the two hundred black 
souls that perished that night and the souls of those that murdered 
them came back every year on this day to relive the same horror. 
Over and over and over again. His family left town on this day every 
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year to avoid seeing the Massacre unfold again. But if they couldn’t 
leave town, they stayed indoors, bolting their doors, and hoping that 
by morning the ghosts that haunted Slocum would be gone.  

No wonder his family was acting so strange today. They proba-
bly didn’t want to be in Slocum right now, but they had to come for 
their grandmother’s funeral. That’s why they were working so quick-
ly. They wanted to get home before dark. Before they were stuck 
outside and had to relive the Slocum Massacre again.  

And Charles and Dylan. They called each other Jesse and Chris. 
They had to be possessed by ghosts. Their southern accents were 
too authentic for Charles and Dylan to try and imitate.  

Zachariah wasn’t sure what to do. His best friends were pos-
sessed, he couldn’t get back into the house, and he was still reeling 
from being shot. Except the bullet wasn’t real. A ghost bullet, per-
haps. The pain was there, but it didn’t last long. He couldn’t come 
up with a plan. Zachariah would have to survive the night, just like 
his ancestors did. If they could get out of town, then so could he. It 
was only eleven o’ clock. Maybe everything would be over by dawn.  

Zachariah looked at the ghost of his ancestor one last time, said 
a silent prayer for him to find peace, then ran away from the white 
mob. Away from Charles and Dylan.  

“After him!” Someone screamed.  
Screams of glee filled the air as they chased after Zachariah. 

They ran past his house and onto the dirt road. Zachariah wished 
they would stop, find someone else to chase, but they didn’t. Lead-
ing the mob was Charles and Dylan. He had never seen such devil-
ish looks on their faces. If he survived the night, what would he say 
to them? How could he look at them the same way again?  

Zachariah was running down the main road now. He saw a 
black woman running down the street only to be shot in the back by 
more white men. A group of black children were being beaten by 
another mob. He couldn’t escape the carnage. The mob was every-
where, and he was just prey for them to hunt. The residents of Slo-
cum slept, aware of what was going on, and choosing to turn a blind 
eye.  

Zachariah cried out as he felt a burning sensation travel 
through his back. He fell onto the ground like the other ghosts who 
were being shot. Zachariah was flipped over onto his back, and saw 
Charles and Dylan staring at him. Their eyes were coal black. Zacha-
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riah screamed as Dylan beat him with a stick. Charles stepped back 
and loaded up his rifle. Then, the burning sensation was back in his 
stomach.  

Zachariah opened his eyes to see Dylan and Charles walking 
away from him. They were hunting for someone new. He took this 
opportunity to get up and start running again. He ignored the burn-
ing sensation through his body and how fast his heart was beating. 
He needed to get out of Slocum.  

He wasn’t sure how long he ran. He kept following the main 
road. The screams grew fainter over time. Zachariah then saw the 
marker. The marker that reminded everyone who passed through 
Slocum of the massacre that occurred over one hundred years ago. 
He put his hand on the marker, letting his fingers run through 
across the warm surface. He read the words on the marker over and 
over again, until he finally passed out.  

 
July 30, 2016 
 

Someone was carrying him. Zachariah’s eyes flitted open, and 
he quickly shut them again when the sunlight hit them. His body 
was sticky with sweat and his legs felt stiff. He was placed on some-
thing soft, then he heard the car start up. Zachariah opened his eyes 
again and saw his dad was driving. Dylan was in the front seat, and 
Charles was seated next to him. Zachariah’s heart pounded as he 
tried to open the car door.  

“Let me out!” Zachariah said. He banged on the window. This 
was just like last night. He couldn’t get in, now he couldn’t get out.  

“Calm down,” Lee said. “You’re alright.”  
“What about them?” Zachariah said.  
“They’re no longer possessed,” Lee said. “When I woke up ear-

ly this morning to find that you weren’t in your rooms, I went into 
town. Found these two passed out in the middle of road. It took me 
a little longer to find you.”  

“Why the hell didn’t you tell me that the ghosts of the Slocum 
Massacre come back every year?” Zachariah said. “I get now why we 
left Slocum every July. You didn’t want me to see this.”  

“And that’s why we moved. We hated going through this every 
year. Hearing the ghost screaming, the mob laughing and firing 
shots. Two nights every year the town is constantly reminded of 
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what happened. The city of Slocum thought that apologizing 
would appease the ghosts, but seems like it didn’t.”  

“You think the city apologizing and putting a stupid marker 
up makes everything better? I saw one of our ancestors being beat-
en by a mob. Those ghosts can’t find peace, dad.”  

“I’m sorry,” Charles said. Tears ran down his cheeks, making 
a clear path through the dirt on them. “I’m so sorry for shooting 
you last night. I don’t know what came over me. I remember try-
ing to get help and then Dylan disappeared. I had no control of my 
actions. I just—”  

The car pulled into the driveway. The house looked normal 
with its peeling white paint. No dead men in the front of backyard. 
No blood soaked into the ground. Last night didn’t happen. It 
couldn’t have happened. Zachariah was not shot last night. His 
friends did not lead a mob through town slaughtering the ghosts of 
the black residents from 1910.  

Zachariah, Dylan, and Charles did not move to get out of the 
car. They could not look each other in the eyes.  

Lee sighed and said, “Get it together boys. You aren’t the first 
ones to be stuck outside when this happened. Thirty years ago, I 
came home late. The door was locked. I ran through town all night 
avoiding the ghosts of a mob that wanted to kill me. Zach’s grand-
ma and grandpa have experienced it too. His great grandparents 
and cousins too. We’re no stranger to it.”  

“This is insane. Why did we come back here?” Zachariah cried.  
“Because your grandma died. Now,” Lee opened up the car 

door. “Your mom is making pancakes, eggs, and hashbrowns. 
Wash your faces, get out of your PJs, and prepare yourself. Today, 
we view your grandma’s body. Tonight, part two of the Slocum 
Massacre will happen tonight. Go to the drug store and get ear-
plugs or take some medicine to knock you out. But, I will tell you 
boys again. Do not go outside.”  

Lee slammed the car door and walked up to the porch. Josette 
opened the front door and looked at the boys sympathetically. 
Then, she let Lee in and closed the door on them.  

Dylan let out a hoarse cry, and he covered his face his hands. 
Charles leaned his head against the window and wept silently. 
Zachariah kicked the front seat over and over again as frustrated 
tears fell from his eyes.  
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The memory of this night would be burned in their hearts for-
ever, just as it is for the victims of the Slocum Massacre who are 
forced to repeat the horrific tragedy every year for the rest of eterni-
ty.  
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A Report to the East Texas Preservation  
of Wildlife Organization 

Emma Rhyne 
 

Rachel tilted her chin so the sunsetting reds slid down her 
throat like a knife. It was getting dark too quickly for her taste. She 
thought about knocking again. Before her, the cabin squatted in 
bulges and squares with its door made out of polished oak that 
remained resolutely closed. Maybe Jessica had gotten the time 
wrong? Slipping her phone out of her pocket, Rachel squinted at 
the brightness and quickly turned it down. No signal, and no texts 
from her coordinator. She gave the door another dubious look. 
Maybe he wasn’t home . . . 

She had time to try and find another research project. The 
ETPWO didn’t require a report for another week. Still, she’d al-
ready made the drive. She gave it one more knock and this time 
spoke up, her voice sounding raspy. 

“Mr. Everts!”  
Almost instantly, the oak creaked aside and filling the door-

way was suddenly a huge, hairy, pale gut crowned by a pair of 
heavy man-breasts attached to shoulders that were bruised and 
slouching and hairy as well and above the shoulders hung a neck 
as thick as a tree trunk and hanging over the neck was the face of 
Chad Everts, game warden of the Red Hollow Refuge. After mak-
ing unfortunate eye contact with his nipples, Rachel tried to look 
down and saw the game warden was in a towel. Fighting back sur-
prise and nausea, her eyes shot up to his face. Eyes the color of a 
stillborn watched her coolly, lingering a little too long before slid-
ing up to meet her eyes. “Ma’am,” he said, and the way his lips 
(with their bejeweling of spittle) moved underneath his bristling 
blonde beard sent shivers down Rachel’s arms and clenched her 
fingers into claws. 

“Mr. Everts,” she responded as evenly as she could. “I’m Ra-
chel Werrell, the research member from ETPWO?” Chad Everts 
rubbed his fingers along the prickling ridge of his flabby chin.  

“I remember gettin’ a call from some secretary about some 
scientist. That you?” 

“I’m not a scientist, but yes,” Rachel said. “We’re a volunteer 



 

� 22 � 

community organization dedicated to promoting awareness about 
East Texas wildlife. Our coordinator called you about me visiting?”  

“Must’ve been his secretary.”  
“She’s a woman.” 
Chad Everts looked genuinely surprised, then looked past Ra-

chel to take in the jeep parked by the driveway like crushed bones 
and the setting sun. “You out here by yourself this late?”  

“It’s the best time to see the wolves,” Rachel explained. “I 
thought our coordinator specified . . . ” 

“Yeah, yeah, okay,” he said, glancing back at her and shifting so 
that the doorway was open for her. “I’ll get dressed and we’ll head 
out to the den. I’m guessing that’s where you want me to take ya?” 
he added. 

“Yes.” 
A howl slipped through the black trees and the sound made 

Rachel jump. Chad Everts’ grin uncaged his teeth, and they glinted 
in the bloody color of the sky.  

“Come on in.” With a quick glance back to the forest, she 
obliged. 

“You must understand,” he continued, shifting out of the way 
to let her into the cabin, “I never get visitors out here. All the wom-
en I’ve seen have been the ones on the television.” 

“And the three that you’ve found on the trails,” Rachel added, 
stepping through the threshold. Chad Everts stood uncomfortably 
close to the doorway, and she could feel the heat from his gut lick-
ing her face. She held her breath until she’d squeezed by into the 
cabin itself, which looked to be one room, spartan in decoration, 
clearly for someone who lived alone. He frowned. 

“I wasn’t counting them. Most of the women who come out 
here aren’t social. Or at least,” he conceded, almost casually, “they 
aren’t when I find ‘em.” He lumbered into the room with her (the 
wooden boards creaked under his sure footsteps) and turned on a 
lamp in the corner. By its yellow light, Rachel could see a shotgun in 
the corner and an array of knives spread out on a table with two 
chairs around it. The air was hot and stuffy and stunk, but Rachel 
thought it might not be just Chad Everts, but instead the pile of 
blankets in the corner on the cot. Other than the table and the 
chairs and the cot in the corner, the only furniture was a full book-
shelf pressed along the farthest wall. The spines to Rachel looked 
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like vertebrae that belonged in a school, not in this primal cabin 
with Chad Everts. He changed in the bathroom and came back 
out looking even bigger now that he was covered in stiff khakis. 
“Now, what is it you need me to tell you?”  

“I’m very interested in your pack, Mr. Everts. It’s been a 
green summer with plenty of rain and no indications that any pred-
atory animals should be at the point of starvation that would lead 
them to attack human beings, but for some reason, your pack has. 
Have you seen anything that would explain why?” Chad Everts 
crossed his arms and stared at the knives thoughtfully.  

“I know my wolf pack,” he said, his voice lowering and al-
most adopting a soft quality. “‘Bout thirty of ‘em. In ‘08, there was 
that real bad drought that killed off so many of our pine trees out 
here. That summer, they could have killed humans, but they didn’t. 
I found their pups starving on the trails, because their alpha was 
too scared of the joggers to go after ‘em. They’d seen me with my 
gun and what I could do to deer, I guess. They’re smart,” he told 
her, looking up. “They’re smart and they’re cunning, and I couldn’t 
understand why . . . why they were letting those pups die?” He 
shrugged. “They’re too smart for most people to understand. It 
takes an elevated mind to approach the mentality of the wolves.”  

“So, you don’t know,” Rachel clarified. His gaze slipped back 
to analyzing the knives, and he shook his head.  

“No, I do not.”  
“Can you tell me about when you found the victims?” she 

asked. The game warden scratched his chin and sighed.  
“The last one was about a week ago, twenty-year old bled out 

on the trails with a half-eaten leg. Before then, it was a pair of girls 
within the same week and the pack got to their throats first. In the 
last month, it’s just been those three, but the month before there 
was another one where they went for the legs again.”  

“So they’re leaving the victims to die?” Rachel asked. The de-
tails hadn’t been in the newspapers. “That’s highly irregular. Espe-
cially the ones where they didn’t go for the throat. Normally, 
wolves are very efficient hunters.” Chad Everts shrugged. 

“You got that right. The ones the alpha let them get at the 
throats were somethin’ else. You could tell the pack knew what 
they were doin’.”  

“I thought you said the alpha was keeping the pack away from 
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humans,” Rachel said. “Now you’re saying he’s the reason they’re 
killing?”  

“I reckon there’s been a change in management. New boss, 
new rules.” He frowned, as if thinking of something for the first 
time. “Hey, what’s all this research for, anyway?” 

“There’s been talk of the state shutting your refuge down,” 
Rachel told him. “We have sources in state offices that let us know 
when something like that is going to happen, so I came to see if I 
can make an ethical argument to save this refuge. Otherwise, the 
state is going to exterminate the pack and the rest of the land will 
be sold at auction.”  

“You can’t do that,” he spluttered, some of the spittle drop-
ping onto her nose. “You have no right!”  

“Mr. Everts, from what I can tell and from what you’ve said, 
your pack wouldn’t have been an issue except that, with this new 
alpha, they’ve breached the gap between them and humans. They’re 
not safe anymore. I don’t think we can make an argument to save 
them.” He stared at her, something immutable and unintelligible 
stirring under his eyes. 

Outside, a mournful howl burned through the night. They 
both turned toward the door, which had somehow creaked open 
and let in the night.  

“Let’s go outside,” he said. “You scared of the dark?” 
“No,” she said. “But . . . ” 
“Come on,” he said. He got up and opened the door all the 

way and the night bled through into the cabin. The sweet smell of 
pines slipped into the stench Rachel had almost forgotten about 
but (now that she could smell real air) she remembered and it made 
her sick.  

“Okay,” she heard herself say. “But isn’t it dangerous?” He 
laughed, a big laugh, and went back to the table and got a knife. A 
big knife.  

“This’ll make you feel better, honey. But they won’t hurt you if 
you’re with me.” Rachel watched the knife as he slipped it onto his 
belt, and it took her a long moment to return her gaze to the forest, 
because she wondered how sharp the knife was and what Chad 
Everts had used it for before. Outside, the dull shape of her jeep 
gleamed on the road that rose like a ghost from in between the legs 
of the forest. It made her feel safe to see it. She could still leave. 
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Chad Everts was watching her. “Just a quick walk out to the 
den,” he said, soothingly. “I promise it’ll be all right. You wanted to 
see the wolves, didn’t you?” 

“Yes.” 
The woods were bathed in the ugly brownish haze of dusk but 

up above the sky was cool and bright and the moon was rising like a 
toenail. Rachel walked on the opposite side of the path, but Chad 
Everts seemed to fill the whole walkway, his shoulders stretching 
almost from tree trunk to tree trunk as if the forest had grown to fit 
him perfectly. She wondered how long he’d lived out here. “I know 
this place must mean a lot to you,” she said. 

“You don’t know,” he said. In the deep light, his features were 
blurred. His lurching shoulders hunched, and he walked almost with 
a prowl. Around them, the forest began its soft routine of night 
noises, releasing the twitters and the sighs and the soft chirping of 
crickets. Chad Everts was untouched by the little sounds of the for-
est. He touched the trees with his shoulders as he walked. 

“I went to college,” he said. “Not a lot of people know that,” 
he added, with a grin. “Most of ‘em don’t expect it, but I did, and I 
did good. Majored in psychology with a minor in wildlife studies. 
Point is, I know minds.” He leaned forward, his eyes dead-ending 
into hers. “Not just human minds, either.” Rachel shook her head. 

“I don’t understand . . .” 
“I’m the one who knows these trees,” Chad Everts interrupted 

her. “And I’m the one who knows these wolves. And I know people, 
too. I know what’s inside of every single one of the people those 
wolves killed, and it’s not just what’s spilled out on the roads. 
There’s a lot more to people than all that science, and you see their 
souls out here under the trees with the wolves watching. You 
know,” he said, and Rachel looked up to see him staring at the 
moon through the trees, and the moonlight made his eyes look sil-
ver, “I’m almost jealous of ‘em. You die out here, and no matter 
what happens to your body, your soul can’t help but be at peace. It’s 
more than most of ‘em deserve.” He looked down at her and 
scoffed. “And you people come here and expect to understand. You 
think you know the forest. But you don’t. You can’t.” 

She was shivering. 
“Do you know anything about power?” He didn’t let her an-

swer. “Power is the alpha male in a wolf pack. They do whatever he 
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says, because they trust him. The pack has to, because without the 
alpha, they die. With a weak alpha, they die. That’s what happened 
in ‘08. The alpha was too weak to protect the pack. Now, though, 
there’s a strong alpha. And they’re killing. It’s their natures to follow 
the alpha, honey. You can’t blame them for their natures.” 

“They’re killing, Mr. Everts,” Rachel said softly. “I don’t like it 
either. I know wolves are endangered and how important they are to 
our ecosystem’s balance. But like you said, it’s their nature now.” 

The path took a sharp turn and then dipped down into a steep 
valley. Trees grew at strange angles here, overcomplicated geometry 
problems that let the earth around them erode too easily. Carefully, 
Rachel grabbed their trunks for support as she followed Chad 
Everts down into the valley until they came to a gulley, and (in the 
left side of the gulley) there was a rock. Chad Everts walked toward 
it, but as he did, his steps grew slow, until his entire, enormous body 
was dragging and lumbering and barely made it to where he col-
lapsed on the rock. As Rachel approached, she saw a dark, yawning 
maw behind Chad Everts. It was a den made of fallen branches and 
clay.  

“Is this where the wolves live?” she asked eagerly. He nodded, 
taking deep, slow breaths to steady his ragged inhales. “It gets hard-
er and harder to get out here,” he said quietly. “I still like to come as 
often as I can. But it seems like every day things move a little slow-
er . . . .” He slipped his knife out of his pocket and began to run the 
sheathed blade two and fro between his fingers. He stared down at 
it as he spoke deliberately. “I believe you’re wrong, miss. The pack 
obeys the alpha. If the alpha tells them it’s not good for them to 
keep killing, they’re gonna stop.” 

“And why would the alpha do that?”   
“For the good of the pack.” He slipped the blade out just 

enough to let a silver sliver gleam for a moment. “You can under-
stand that, can’t ya? That’s what you folks from the city always say.” 
He looked up, and the smile was gone. The shine from the bare 
knife was glinting in his eyes. “You always say you understand.”  

There was a rustle in front of them and from the black hole of 
the den emerged two wolves. Like they didn’t care about the hu-
mans, they slipped from the inky cover of their home and into the 
forest, soft paws padding, ochre-eyes watching the night. Rachel 
watched them, entranced. Barely a minute later, scuffling noises 
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came from the cave and half-grown pups tumbled out at the feet of 
their mother. She was enormous; her delicate snout barely hid mas-
sive fangs and in the night she seemed to have a strange glow about 
her. She locked eyes with Chad Everts and he winced. “Momma 
doesn’t like me,” he whispered.  

They watched the wolves disappear into the night, and when 
Chad Everts could stand again, they began the silent walk back to 
the cabin. He made sure to shut the door. Once inside, the air 
seemed more stuffy and the smell was worse. Rachel sat down at 
one chair, and Chad Everts sat at the other.  

“I have a confession to make,” he began quietly in the silence, 
just when Rachel was trying to find the words to leave. She looked 
up and saw he had the knife out again. “When the wolves attack the 
joggers, they don’t always die right-off. Sometimes I find ‘em.” He 
paused, ever so quiet. “And I watch.” He popped the clasp on the 
knife sheath, and Rachel wanted to move, but she felt frozen. She 
couldn’t feel her keys in her pocket. She must have dropped them in 
the woods. “I watch ‘em die for what they’ve done to the wolves,” 
he said, his face twisting into a sneer like that of the mother wolf, 
like a face that couldn’t fit all its teeth. “And that’s power, honey. 
Getting back at those that wrong ya - that’s a feeling you never get 
tired of. And everyone’s wronged us,” he continued, voice growing 
louder, petulant, “everybody’s out to get us, and when they come 
out here on our refuge, they don’t care that it’s ours, but we do. I can 
talk to the wolves,” he added. 

“I need to leave,” she said, and her voice was a whisper. He 
leaned forward with his leer. 

“Where you gonna go? Momma’s got your keys. They talk to 
me,” he continued. “You better believe me, they do. They tell me 
when they want to kill people so I can watch, and I tell them who to 
trust, which is nobody, nobody, nobody . . .” 

Rachel was up out of the chair now and so was he, mirroring 
her movements as she tried to get to the door. He crouched and 
grinned in the doorway. She desperately tried for the window and 
fell on the cot instead and a blanket rolled away and Rachel was tan-
gled with something that felt swollen and rubbery and still warm. 
An arm that wasn’t hers limply grazed her leg. Chad Evert’s merci-
less fingers dug into her shoulder and held her down and as he 
reared above her and the knife glinted like a crescent moon. Rachel 
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screamed as his teeth tore her skin and the blade came down, down, 
down like the setting sun. 

The door burst open and there were the wolves. Chad Everts 
looked up and the mother wolf was on him before he could pull the 
knife from Rachel. Her teeth tore into his throat, and the pack was 
on him in an instant, and the blankets filled with blood, and Rachel 
died before he did, but before she went, she saw Chad Everts’ own 
face standing over him, snarling in the moonlight. 
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It Wasn't a Scary Story 
Amelia Kleiber 

 
It wasn’t a dark and stormy night, and there were no gnarled 

oak trees out front when we drove up the gravel drive that warm 
May afternoon. No creaky iron gates or unpromising graveyards 
around back. Crows didn’t flock to perch on the gutters and caw 
angry warnings at us as we bounded up the wooden steps to the 
porch. The building didn’t even have a name portending the super-
natural, no mentions of manors or old-money surnames tied to 
those bricks. No warnings, no whispering among the townsfolk 
about how dangerous the grounds were ever since the incident. 
There’s always an incident. 

Everyone knows houses are only haunted at night, so with sun-
light streaming through the front windows, we recklessly charged 
down the hollow hallways, floorboards refusing to creak and betray 
their secrets. Nobody could touch us while the sun was still so high 
above the horizon, and no one could touch us because we were 
young and had our whole lives ahead of us. What a crime it would 
be to revoke that: nearly unthinkable. We uncovered the dusty old 
furniture, bounced on the horrid pink sofa in the parlor and made 
faces in the hall mirror. We laughed at the wallpaper in the den, flo-
ral and hideous on one wall, green and orange plaid on the other 
three, and all of it peeling and cracking and falling away. In the base-
ment we danced, if you could call it that, our shoes piled at the bot-
tom of the stairs, our contraband beers sloshing out of the cans as 
we moved, uncaring, across the concrete floor. The music wasn’t 
worth listening to, just a collection of harmless, four-chord pop 
songs designed and written by people who forgot how beautiful the 
world was and who wanted to pretend it was all ending tomorrow.  

There’s always an incident. If I could only remember what it 
was. 

Come morning, I became as forgettable as those melodies to 
which we spun in circles until we collapsed, giggling, on the cold 
gray floor. I lay there on that rock, waiting for them to come back, 
but they didn’t. They didn’t return that evening, or the next one, or 
the next. I couldn’t bring myself to leave, couldn’t get past the 
threshold of the door. I sat in the big leather armchair day after day 
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in that hideous, stuffy den, staring at the flowers on the wall won-
dering what I did to undo myself.  

They say you pull yourself out of a bad dream by looking at 
your hands, because they won’t look right. Something about mis-
shapen hands pulls you out of sleep and back to reality. I’ve tried 
that countless times, but when I look down at my hands, I see noth-
ing at all. Just a gaping emptiness where I should be. No translucent 
outline of who I once was, no mutilated resemblance of myself. Just 
nothing. When I pass by that gilded mirror in the hall, it won’t show 
my reflection no matter how many faces I pull. It just bounces back 
the image of the wall behind me, peeling and cracking and falling 
apart piece by piece.  

It was afternoon when they pulled into the gravel drive, hot 
Texas June. They parked between two pine trees and raced each 
other to the porch. I rushed to meet them at the door, and they star-
tled when it sprung open before their feet had even landed on the 
steps. “Told you it was haunted,” one said. But the others shook 
their heads, exasperated. “Too much daylight for that.” They 
pushed past me as if I wasn’t even there. And maybe I wasn’t.  

I watched them wistfully as they discovered room after room of 
ancient treasure, wishing I could have it all back. If I could only . . . 
no. But then another thought strikes me. I couldn’t be alone in this, 
not forever. And a nagging voice in the back of my head said I did-
n’t have to be.  

There’s always an incident.  
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The Lycanthrope Study 
Ryann Martin 

 
The study was nearing the end of its first phase. The subject 

hadn’t transmutated in thirty calendar days. The creature in the lab 
paced the floor on its hind legs before dropping to all fours. A thick 
coat of dark, gray fur coated the solid muscle of the animal. Liga-
ments and tendons pulled and shortened at the distal ends of the 
subject’s arms and legs. The cranium was long. The snout protruded 
from the skull, and two rows of dagger-like teeth were hidden be-
hind the closed mouth. 

The entrance to the controlled laboratory was locked in place 
by three bolts on the steel door. A paper sign taped beside the wall 
read Lycanthrope. Sept. 1, 1927. 

The six student volunteers crowded together at the lab’s small 
observation window to watch the subject down below.  

The lead researcher walked up and cleared his throat. The med 
students parted respectfully, and the man took his turn to look 
through the window. He smiled: a man of sixty he had thinning 
white hair on his head, age spots on his neck and hands, and the size 
of his medical coat suggested he was well fed at home. He nodded 
to himself and jotted a scribble of notes on a clipboard he carried. 

One of the med students uneasily shifted from one foot to the 
other. “Doctor Hamilton?” 

The older man looked up from his clipboard and smiled. “Yes, 
Henry?”   

“When would you, uh, like for the exposures to be changed?” 
The doctor’s grin grew, revealing his aged yellowed teeth. 

“Tonight, of course. As close to midnight as we can get. The night 
shift must be ready to swap over from full light to partial lighting 
starting around eleven fifty. If you’ll read through your briefing in 
advance, my assistant and I will be able to answer any questions you 
may have.” Hamilton smiled at each of them. “You’ve practiced 
your mock trials all month long, and I am confident our transition 
into Phase Two will go smoothly.” 

“Sir,” one of the female volunteers, named Marie, stepped for-
ward. “What if partial lighting causes the lycanthrope to undergo its 
transformation back to man?” 
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The doctor raised his pen in victory. “Then we will be the first 
team in history to document this finding.” He lowered his arm and 
looked expectantly around at each of his volunteers. “Do you not 
yet see that this is what the journey of science is all about? You look 
disappointed, but we are merely observers of phenomenon. We do 
not seek to manipulate nature to satisfy our own theories and de-
sires – rather we remain objective and record the facts.” The man 
paused, grinning. 

The students exchanged silent glances amongst themselves.  
Hamilton pointed the end of his pen at his volunteers. “We are 

the pioneers of lycanthropy. Through our efforts, we will document 
the transmutation periods of this exceptional creature through vari-
ous lighting mechanisms. This is an opportunity to study what no 
other researchers have ever done. Already we’ve proven the lycan-
thrope can sustain a significant amount of time in its quadruped 
state. The next step of our study seeks to learn how long and under 
what lighting conditions. Be excited,” Hamilton stressed, raising his 
clipboard over his head. “This is the night that we get to try some-
thing new.” 

Several students smiled politely. 
The doctor went on, tapping his pen on his clipboard. “We’ll 

see what effect a dimmed amount of lighting has on the subject and 
whether or not this factor plays a role in its ability to maintain its 
wolf-like shape and form. After this trial is over, I can guarantee 
each of you will have your name printed in this study, and laborato-
ries and hospitals around the world will compete to have you on 
their team.” 

The volunteers smiled amongst themselves.  
Hamilton checked his watch. “Day Team, you’re free to go, but 

feel free to come back tonight around eleven thirty if you’d care to 
watch the night crew switch out the light filters. We begin Phase 
Two of the study at midnight.” 

* * * * * * 
The filter was set in place, ready to be projected into the labora-

tory below. A feeling of anticipation hung in the observation room 
where the three-student night crew sat silently together, watching 
the window.  

Marie took off her glasses and polished the lenses with the hem 
of her sweater. She held up the spectacles, squinted, and resumed 
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her cleaning.  
Norma let out a long breath. “Are the others not going to be 

here to join us?” Flyaway strands of her black hair had come loose 
of her curled bob. She leaned back in her chair, and nibbled on her 
pen.  

Beside her, Henry lit a cigarette. “If the beast changes,” he said, 
“then this whole study was a waste of time.” 

Marie glanced up and put on her glasses. “Why would it be a 
waste of time?” 

Henry gave her a look of disgust. “Because all our names go 
on this study. And if it gets published—” 

“Which it will,” Norma said. 
“Then who’d take us seriously in the medical community?” 

Henry finished. 
“But we have a live lycanthrope,” Marie pointed out. “Just be-

ing a part of this study is an incredible opportunity, just like Hamil-
ton said.” 

“If the thing changes back to man, then who’d believe us?” 
Henry asked. 

“We’d have the data,” Marie said. 
“And no wolf-man,” he said. 
Norma nodded. “Henry’s right. If swapping the lights causes 

the shift, our subject is as good as dead.” 
“Then it’s the risk the study has to make for science,” Marie 

concluded. 
A knock on the door steered the students’ attention away from 

the conversation. Dr. Hamilton, and his assistant, Carl, shuffled in.  
The students hurried to their feet. 
The doctor smiled. “Everything ready to go?” 
“Everything’s ready,” Henry said. 
Hamilton nodded. “Well, let’s turn on that light.” 
The students went to their positions. Norma went to the 

switch controlling the full exposure light, and Henry went to stand 
by the partial exposure. Marie stood near the window with her clip-
board next to the researchers.  

The doctor checked his watch. “When I say the word ‘now,’ 
both of you flip your switches. We need to record the exact mo-
ment this occurs.” The doctor glanced at the window. In the room 
below, the creature slept in the corner, much like a dog would, with 
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its body curved in a C-shape and its bushy tail curled around its feet. 
The lycanthrope’s pointed ear gave an occasional twitch as it slept. 

Hamilton checked his watch again. “Get ready,” he said. He 
watched the second hand of the time piece tick away the seconds. 
He realized he was holding his breath. “Thirty seconds,” he said. 
Sweat broke out across his forehead. “Twenty,” he said. “Ten . . . 
Five . . .” He blinked and watched the second hand strike 12. 
“Now.” 

The laboratory below went dark. 
 

------------------- 
 
Henry flipped his light switch. The lab remained dark. He tried 

the switch again.  
“Henry,” Hamilton shouted. 
The boy flinched at the old man’s outburst 
“Where’s the light?” the doctor yelled. 
“I – I – I don’t know,” Henry stammered, repeatedly flipping 

the switch. “It won’t come on,” he said, alarmed. 
Hamilton whirled around. His eyes grew wide. He pointed at 

Norma. “Don’t just stand there. Get that light back on.” 
Norma nodded in haste and flipped her switch, flooding the 

laboratory with white light. From beyond the glass, a deafening long 
howl arose. The team in the observation room fell silent as the 
wolf’s cry grew louder and then ended. 

Hamilton released a sigh. His shoulders slumped. “Thank God 
we didn’t lose him,” he said under his breath.  

The assistant researcher placed his hand on the old man’s back. 
“No, we didn’t. He’s still there.” 

The doctor nodded. From his jacket, he removed a handker-
chief and dabbed his forehead. “Carl, we need to get that light 
fixed.” 

“There are replacements in the closet,” the assistant said.  
Hamilton turned to him. “Good. Then that’s what we’ll do.”  
Carl crossed the room to the closet. 
Hamilton addressed his volunteers. “We need to get this lab 

back on track. I can afford postponing Phase Two of this study up 
to only an hour if this experiment is to be saved. Henry’s light being 
out is really costing us.” 
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“We should be able to continue with the study if Carl is able to 
find a replacement,” Henry said. “It’s simple.” 

The doctor dabbed his forehead again. “It won’t be as simple as 
you might think.” 

“Why not?” Marie asked. 
“Because the issue with the lamp has to be fixed from inside 

the lab.” 
Henry frowned. “You mean we can’t just replace the bulb from 

in here?” 
Hamilton shook his head. “The lamp set up in the lab has to be 

changed for this study to go on.” 
Marie took a step toward him. “But, why can’t we move the 

exposure’s filter over to Norma’s light?” 
Again Hamilton shook his head. “We need her lamp for the 

study’s validity. To change the exposure would mean the experiment 
ends here.” 

Carl returned from the closet with a new flood lamp in hand.  
“Henry,” Hamilton said, “ready your filter exposure in the lamp 

Carl’s holding. Marie, call the other students and have them meet us 
immediately. It’s going to require complete group collaboration to 
safely change out the lamp and get back on track.” 

“Wait,” Norma said, “what do you mean everyone has to be 
here to safely change the lamp?” 

“Precisely what I just said.” 
“You don’t actually expect all of us to go into the lab, do you?” 
“I see no other alternatives,” Hamilton said grimly. “For the 

study to continue, we must change out that lamp within the next 
hour, or this study will be terminated.” 

 
------------------- 

 
Carl pulled the first bolt away from the laboratory door. The 

steely sound of metal grinding against metal pierced his ears. He 
checked the room through the small observation portal and pulled 
the next bolt.  

“Have you tested these lately?” Henry asked, rotating a jar of 
fluid in his hand. 

“It doesn’t expire,” Carl said. 
“What exactly does it do?” 
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“When inhaled, or absorbed through skin, the chemical 
makeup blocks Acetylcholine from binding to receptors and slows 
Adenosine triphosphate production.” 

“So this stuff will make the beast tired?” 
“It’ll paralyze him,” Carl said. He looked Henry in the eye. 

“Don’t throw it unless I tell you to. Too much might send the ly-
canthrope’s system into shock.” 

Henry nodded and took a step back. “Fine with me.” 
“Ready?” Carl asked the six volunteers cowering against the far 

wall.  
“As we’ll ever be,” Henry said.  
Carl stole another glance through the window and slid the final 

bolt from the door. He opened the door four inches and tossed his 
jar of paralyzing fluid. He slammed the door shut and threw in the 
three bolts in rapid succession. He let out a breath. “Glad that’s 
over.” 

“How long do we wait?” Norma asked. She held the replace-
ment lamp in her hands. 

“Maybe two minutes to see how the lycanthrope holds up. If 
he’s not down after five, we’ll toss another jar.” 

“How do we make sure none of us go paralyzed when we go 
in?” she asked. 

“The gas should be dissipated enough for us to safely change 
out the lamp,” Carl said.  

Marie wrapped herself deeper in her sweater and crossed her 
feet. “I thought you said the contents of the jar could go through 
skin.” 

Carl looked from Marie to Norma. Both girls wore skirts that 
ended just beneath their knees, hose, and buckled heels. Carl 
scratched his head. “Let’s try and be fast.” 

The sound of footsteps hurried down the hall, and Dr. Hamil-
ton appeared. He pointed to the door of the lab. “The gas has taken 
effect. The lycanthrope is immobilized.” 

Carl checked his watch. “That was fast.” 
“Quickly now,” Hamilton said to the group. “Let’s get that 

lamp changed so the day crew can return home and the study can 
continue.” 

Carl pointed to the four boys, each of them holding a small jar. 
“Stay right behind me,” Carl said. “We’ll surround the subject while 
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Norma and Marie change the lamp. Henry releases his jar on my 
command if needed, then Bruno, then George, and last Tom.” 

Dr. Hamilton raised a finger. “I’ll keep watch from the obser-
vatory. Good luck.” He turned and hurried back toward the office. 

Henry rolled his eyes. “Thanks for nothing,” he mumbled un-
der his breath.  

Carl checked the window, slid the bolts from the door, and 
gave the group a nod. He threw opened the door and stepped out 
onto the steel staircase that stretched down toward the floor. The 
rancid stench of raw meat, feces, and urine burned his nose. He 
started down the stairs. 

“Its smell is worse than imagined,” Henry said entering the 
room.  

“The beast is gigantic,” said Bruno.  
More murmurs of awe or disgust followed as each member 

came into the lab.  
The steel and iron of the stairs creaked and groaned with each 

movement the group made. Carl stopped halfway down the stairs 
and looked up at the girls. “Stay up there and follow the catwalk 
towards the flood lamps.”  

“Okay,” Norma called back. She and Marie headed the oppo-
site way, each gripping the railing of the catwalk as they went. 

Carl continued his descent. The laboratory was clear of tables 
and chairs. A blackboard mounted on the wall was destroyed by 
countless claw marks. A sink station had been smashed to pieces in 
the floor, its drain pipe bent at a tight, narrow angle. An eaten car-
cass lay in ruins at the far wall. Dry urine and fecal matter streaked 
and stained the floor tiles. The creature was huddled at the far end 
of the room on its side. Its eyes were partially open and still. Its 
dark red tongue hung out the side of the mouth. The animal was 
panting lightly. Its back paws twitched.    

“Looks out of it,” Henry said. 
Carl nodded. “That one dose got him.” 
“Do you think it knows we’re here?” Henry asked. 
“I would say so.” 
“Wonder what it would do if the paralysis wore off.” 
“You don’t want to know,” Bruce said. “They feed the thing 

first thing during our shift. The monster eats once a day. George or 
I have to throw its food over the rail, and the thing catches and de-
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vours the meat before it even hits the floor. It’s nasty to watch.” 
From the far end of the room something landed on the steel 

catwalk with a crash. 
“Look what you made me do,” Norma shouted. 
“I told you not to—” Marie began. 
The lycanthrope barked. The sudden sound echoed through 

the room.  
Henry jumped.  
The sound of breaking glass startled the boys. 
“Whoa,” Henry gasped. “What’s that smell?” 
“The paralysis,” Carl said. “Which one of you dropped it?” 
The boys glanced at one another. 
“Get away from there,” Carl said, hurrying down the stairs. 
Henry gripped the banister and stumbled after Carl, squinting. 

“Jeez,” he said, “that’s strong.”   
“Guys?”  
All eyes went to Tom. His hands were empty. A broken jar and 

puddle were at his feet. “Guys . . . I think . . . I’m . . .” The young 
med student waivered on the spot and toppled over the edge of the 
rail. The sound of the boy hitting the floor came out as a dull smack 

The Lycanthrope lifted its head and barked. 
“Get down there,” Carl said racing toward the fallen student. 

“Get him up.” Henry was right on his heels.  
Blood poured relentlessly from Tom’s head, his skull fractured 

and neck broken. A low gurgle of a groan escaped from his dis-
placed jaw. 

“Jesus,” Henry gasped. He turned away and wretched on the 
floor.  

Carl ignored him and checked for a pulse on Tom’s neck, but 
there was no life. 

Another thunderous bark filled the room. 
“George is down, too,” Bruce shouted from the stairs. “He 

dropped his jar. Some of it got on my legs.” Bruce gripped the rail-
ing and tumbled down to the floor. He landed on all fours smashing 
his jar beneath his hand. Blood spurted from his palm. He screamed 
and shook out his hand. “It cut me,” he shouted. 

Carl pointed at Henry. “Clean him off. We’ve got to get up.” 
Henry nodded, his face paling. 
“My arm,” Bruce shouted. “I can’t feel my arm. I can’t feel my 
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arm; it’s gone numb.” He scooted across the floor away from the 
spilled jar.  

“Carl,” Marie screamed from the catwalk above. She pointed at 
the far end of the room. “It’s getting up,” she cried. “Carl, it’s get-
ting up.” 

The group turned and watched the lycanthrope climb to its feet. 
It took an uneasy step toward them, growling. 

“It’s coming for us,” Bruce bellowed. “Get me out of here.” 
Henry and Carl each took an arm. They hoisted Bruce to his 

feet.  
“Where’s your jar?” Carl asked. 
“In my pocket,” Henry said. 
“Get it out in case you have to throw it.” 
Henry reached inside his pocket. 
“Hurry,” Bruce shouted. “It’s getting closer. Hurry up.” 
Henry pulled the bulky jar from his trousers. “Bruce’s hand,” 

he snorted. “The fumes are getting to me.”  
“Grab under his legs,” Carl said. “Let’s walk him up the stairs.” 
“What about Tom?” 
“He’s dead,” Carl said.  
“I don’t wanna die,” Bruce slurred. “I don’t wanna die . . . .” 
“You’re not going to die,” Henry said. 
“My legs . . . my hand . . .” Bruce went on. “I don’t wanna die.” 

His head fell back and he went silent. 
They mounted the stairs, and went up the first two steps to-

gether. Henry stumbled up the third. “I can’t hold him up,” he 
gasped. 

“Yes, you can,” Carl said.  
“The fumes,” Henry said, “his hand’s right by me.” 
“Fight it.” 
The girls hurried down the stairs. “The door won’t open,” Nor-

ma shouted. “We kept trying the door, but it won’t open.” 
“The door automatically locks,” Carl said carrying Bruce up 

another step. 
“I thought the bolts had to be in place for the door to be 

locked,” Norma burst. 
Carl shook his head and climbed another step. “The bolts are 

added security.” 
“You mean we’re locked in?” Marie gasped. 
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“Until Hamilton opens it, yes.” 
“Don’t you even have a key on you?” Norma shrieked. 
“No.” 
Norma’s eyes widened. “You’re serious?” 
Another bark echoed through the room. All heads turned to-

ward the sound. The creature had neared Tom’s body. 
Norma pushed Marie’s shoulder. “Get the doctor in here. 

Pound on the door, wave your arms at the observation window, 
scream at the top of your lungs, just do something to get his atten-
tion.” 

Marie fled up the stairs. 
“Do you have any more of that paralysis stuff?” Norma asked. 
“I do,” Henry said. He released his hold of Bruce’s legs and 

passed her the jar. “Don’t use it until—” 
The staircase shook as a force slammed into it. Norma 

screamed and fell back. Carl lost his footing and gripped the rail as 
Bruce’s arm slid off his shoulder and his weight left him. Another 
crash against the stairs brought Carl prone and eye level with the 
snout of the creature as it reared back on its hind legs. Its front feet, 
human-like and covered in fur, gripped the staircase. The animal 
bared its teeth, a low growl emitting from its throat. Carl rolled be-
fore the jaws snapped.  

The lycanthrope barked. 
Carl climbed to his feet and reached out a hand to help Norma 

up. “Now would be a good time to throw that jar.” 
“It’s trying to come up the stairs,” Henry shouted. 
The room plunged into darkness as the full exposure light went 

out. 
“Hey,” Norma shouted.  
“Turn the light back on,” Henry belted. 
The creature whimpered. The steel of the stairs rocked. The 

animal’s toe nails clicked and clattered on the tile floor below. It 
paused and whimpered again.  

“What’s going on?” Norma whispered. 
“Maybe he can’t see in the dark,” Henry offered. 
“The subject hasn’t been without light since captured,” Carl 

said. “The darkness is making it uneasy.” 
“Wait,” Norma said, “if the light’s turned off, that means the 

moon-effect is gone. So it should change back.” 
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“Yeah,” Henry said. “I bet Doctor Hamilton figured it out 
and—” 

A circle of light lit the darkness around them, casting them in 
shadow. The creature whimpered again and hid out of sight. ] 

The group looked up toward the catwalk where the light was 
emitting from. A flood-light lamp was lit. 

“What’s going on?” Henry whispered. “Was there a power 
surge?”  

Carl squinted. “That’s not the same light. That light’s in a dif-
ferent spot and it’s dimmer.” 

“How’d that happen?” Henry asked. 
“The replacement lamp,” Norma said. “The doctor’s turned it 

on.” 
Henry took hold of the rail and rose to his feet. “Did it work? 

Did the wolf turn back into man?” 
Carl raised a brow. “What are you talking about?” 
“The light,” Henry said. “The beast needs the light to stay in its 

animal form, right? So, when the lights went out, it changed back, 
right?” 

“Changed back from what?” Carl asked. 
“From wolf back to man,” Henry said.  
“Where did you hear that?” 
“Isn’t that the purpose of the study?” Norma asked, “to meas-

ure light intensity and its transmorphing?” 
“Yes,” Carl said, “but you saw what happened earlier when we 

tried to flip the lights. The laboratory went dark, and the subject re-
mained in its lycanthropic state after the lights came back on.” 

The sound of Marie’s footsteps ran across the catwalk. “The 
doctor changed the lights. I saw him in the office window.” 

“Is he still in there?” Carl asked. 
“No, he’s left.” 
“This thing must be killed,” Norma said. “It’s a monster.” 
“When the doctor lets us out,” Henry said, “I’m going straight 

to the authorities. This monster must be destroyed.”  
From the darkness down below, a low growl filled the room.  
“What the hell?” Henry burst. “I thought it was supposed to 

change back to man.” 
“It didn’t work,” Norma said.  
“What are we going to do?” Marie wailed.  
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“Where’s Hamilton?” Henry shouted.  
Carl stepped over an unconscious George and climbed up the 

stairs. 
“He’s got to open the door,” Marie cried, hurrying after Carl.  
Norma pushed past her. “I need out. I can’t stay in here anoth-

er minute.” 
“It’s coming toward the stairs,” Henry yelled, clambering be-

hind them. 
“Let us out,” Norma cried on the verge of hysteria. 
“It’s got Bruce,” Henry shouted. “Oh Jeez, God.” 
Carl tried the door.  
The handle stayed fixed in place.  
Behind him, Marie began to sob. “Please,” she begged. 
“What’s taking so long to open the damn door?” Henry belted. 

“This thing’s coming up the stairs.”  
Carl looked through the door’s tiny observation portal.  
Standing on the other side was Dr. Hamilton, a sorrowful look 

etched across his face. 
“Open the door,” Henry screamed. “This study’s gone on long 

enough.” 
“No,” Carl said softly. “The study must continue.” 
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Mannequin 
Harleigh McGowan 
 
the carriage bounced down the pavement. 
my baby babbling innocently, 
small hands pressed to wet mouth 
 
and there she was, 
department store model, 
barely poking out of the grass, 
 
discarded and broken 
hands above her head 
lower half offset—detached 
 
dark hair, wild, around her face 
her nails lined with dirt 
plastic skin marked—stained 
 
Plastic skin not plastic  
Plastic skin cut flesh 
Plastic skin rotting in the California sun 
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Gasoline Bath 
Harleigh McGowan 
 
Black surgical gloves  caress  her 
with a sponge soaked in       kerosene. 
Lifting her      postmortem     bruised arms 
above her head, to get at those hard to reach        places  
that his    ungloved hands    touched, 
leaving   condemning   prints on her soft    flesh. 
The same flesh that now bloomed  open,  
exposing the pink     muscle   underneath,  
the yellow     fat       of her           bare breast,  
her      rotting    teeth, 
now scrubbed    clean   with gasoline.  
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Black Dahlia 
Harleigh McGowan 
 
I had a bud that needed to be snipped 
cut from inside me 
but I choose the wrong gardener.  
He did the job, yes, killed the weed 
that grew in my stomach 
took it from the world 
before it could feel the sun 
but then he didn’t stop. 
He trimmed and pruned and sawed 
until the last flower fell. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

��ϰϵ�� 

Why Can’t I Sleep Over? 
Emma Rhyne 
 
In a house spliced together 
with moments of dark hallways 
and the hollow howling of hairbrushes 
at midnight scratching against wet scalps 
the ghosts don’t go to bed when they’re told to. 
 
Their haunted eyes imagine anything 
and nothing, but something is wrong. 
They don’t smile or giggle as they travel 
the hallways, they slid through on pillows  
when they were what they are not tonight. 
 
It’s almost guilty, how the ghosts look. 
They look around corners, and they wait 
for the world to turn its back so they can slip 
through the memories to forge new ones— 
but now all they care about are the new ones. 
 
And the new memories are dark, the ghosts’. 
Photographs on the wall watch with tears  
in happy eyes as the ghosts grow up and lose 
everything, and they call it haunting, but it’s just 
happening, and it’s not like anyone can make it stop. 
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Personal Hygiene for Paranoids in October 
Emma Rhyne 

 
Switch on the light before you step into the room. 

Moments can’t fall silent for more than a beat. 
Don’t look up at that humming ceiling fan. . . . 
Check the bathtub twice and close the door. 

Running the water deafens you. 
Don’t worry about the cold! 

Movies are lying, right? 
Quick – hop in, quick! 

Close your eyes. 
Shower. 
Quick. 
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Scarecrow 
Taylor Young  
 
The forest calls to me, 
wind howling, trees hissing. 
I stand at the edge of it, 
looking for what once called me inward. 
 
I take a step, 
and another, 
entering this heavenly hell, 
the place that monsters call home. 
 
Soon the darkness encloses me, 
picking away at my soul 
until I am left empty, 
until I am all alone. 
 
In the heart of the piney trees, 
where no one has stepped foot before, 
there stands a scarecrow, 
waving me hello. 
 
Constantly morphing features, 
but always present, 
always penetrating, 
impeccable golden eyes. 
 
He whispers to me, 
a lullaby, 
one that’s sweet, 
one that’s alluring. 
 
The softly singing voice, 
the one so close to my ear, 
scrapes its chords, 
and screams infinitely. 
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And now I stand, 
arms glued to this wood, 
hay growing out of my head, 
the crows my only friend. 
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The Paycheck Will Be Worth It 
Emily Gibson 

 
I suppose I should have known better. Three young men had 

gone missing over the past four years, never heard from again after 
graduation. No notes left or phone calls made, but most folks fig-
ured they wanted to get the hell out of Dodge and leave behind this 
small East Texas town of Garrison, so the sheriff never investigated 
the matter. And, once you’re eighteen years of age, I always assumed 
you had the right to break all ties from family and friends and disap-
pear if you felt inclined to do so.  

Now, me, I never was the type to leave my Ma and Pa without 
a proper goodbye, even if I was just heading to the store. Strangely 
enough, just a few months after graduation, and without the slight-
est clue as to what direction I was headed, I found out that disap-
pearing can happen by accident and take you by surprise, when each 
passing day pushes onward to the next, and the seasons start to col-
lide.  

 
It was the end of May, a week after graduation, when my Pa 

told me I’d better find a job or hit the road. I’d already made up my 
mind that college wasn’t for me.  As I was sitting at home, aimlessly 
looking through the classified ads, the phone rang.  The black and 
white words from the paper that about had my eyes glazed over left 
my vision as I sprang up to retrieve the phone. The voice on the 
other end sounded that of an elderly woman’s.  

“Hello, is this Mr. Dennis Worth?”  
“Yes, ma’am. Speaking.” I felt important and instantly more 

grown up as this was the first time someone had addressed me on 
the phone as a mister, and they weren’t referring to my Pa.  

“Oh, Mr. Worth, how are you today?”  
Holding the phone to my ear, I wondered for a moment if this 

woman had found my number in the church directory and then de-
cided that was the only probable conclusion I could make.  

“I’m doing fine, ma’am.”  
“Well, I see that you are in need of a job, are you not?” 
This caught me off guard. I hadn’t spoken to anyone in town 

yet about being hired, unless my Ma and Pa threw my name around 



 

��ϱϳ�� 

in casual conversation or had put a want-ad in the newspaper that I 
didn’t know about.  

“ . . . Yes ma’am, I am.” 
“Oh, perfect, perfect. Well, I have a rather large estate on the 

border of town and could use someone to maintain my lawn—mow 
the grass, trim the hedges, water the plants, you know, the usual up-
keep. I pay rather well, too. I’m one of the few who still take pride 
in a nicely kept lawn.” 

“Yes, ma’am.”  
“Are you interested?” 
I didn’t think to ask for her name and felt stunned that such a 

coincidental circumstance could fall so easily in place for me that I 
didn’t hesitate to say, “Yes, ma’am!”  

“Wonderful, wonderful. I’ll leave a check in the mailbox for 
you, so no need to bother me when you arrive. Come once a week, 
let’s say, on Monday mornings? And, I’ll only contact you if I need 
to re-schedule.” 

“Yes, ma’am.” She gave me the address—a street name I’d nev-
er heard before-- and then I promised to arrive first thing Monday 
morning before we hung up.  

I felt odd committing to a job for a complete stranger, but it 
seemed harmless enough. She was probably just one of those mousy 
church ladies who sit on the front pew Sunday mornings and are 
too pious to ever glance back at anyone.  

Thankfully, my Pa and I would occasionally mow our neigh-
bors’ lawns, so I had all the basic equipment. When Monday morn-
ing rolled around, I loaded up our mower into the back of my Pa’s 
pickup and drove to the edge of town. I had to use a map to locate 
the address, which was along a winding, tree-covered road. This part 
of town was unfamiliar to me as I realized I had never come this 
way before. The landscape changed suddenly from flat and mostly 
open horizon to rolling hills and dense forest. Right before the road 
dead-ended, a large estate appeared. Pulling up, I noticed an ornate 
gate with a long drive way leading to the front of what looked to be 
a three-story house that possessed an almost daunting amount of 
sweeping acreage. I drove up to the black, iron-clad gate and 
pressed a golden buzzer. The gate slowly opened. As I drove up the 
driveway, I noticed a lone, tall aspen with glittering leaves that 
seemed out of place. I had never seen an aspen tree thrive in the 
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East Texas red dirt soil. A baby blue Cadillac was parked along the 
drive, so I pulled up right behind it. As I looked up at the house, I 
noticed the curtains were drawn back from one of the third-story 
windows, and a shadowy figure, which seemed to be observing me, 
stood next to the pane. I could feel a pair of eyes watching my every 
move, and I suddenly felt a pressure to be detailed and precise with 
every blade of grass cut from the lawn.  

I worked relentlessly, without a break, to finish the lawn within 
eight hours. As I moved across the yard with the mower, I noticed 
that the dark, ominous figure in the window never budged. An un-
easy feeling swept over me, but then I remembered the check I was 
promised. After packing up my equipment, I opened the mouth of 
a stone gargoyle mailbox and retrieved my check. It was generous, 
and, if I returned every Monday as promised and saved my money, 
I knew I could afford my own place within a few months. I looked 
up towards the window before starting the truck and noticed that 
the curtains had been drawn shut.  

I drove home with a sense of relief, but a gnawing suspicion in 
the back of my brain told me that this job was a bit queer. I won-
dered if the elderly woman that I had spoken with on the phone 
would ever reveal herself or come out to greet me. Nevertheless, it 
was a paycheck, and since I had no real urgency to apply for other 
work or pin down a career for myself, I was satisfied. 

For months, I continued to arrive at the estate early on Mon-
day mornings, maintain the expanse of the lawn for eight hours, 
take my check from the mailbox, and drive home. The aspen tree 
continued to glisten, even in the drought of the summer months, 
the baby blue Cadillac stayed parked (in its spot in front of the 
walkway leading to the front door), and the same shadowy figure 
greeted me every time and kept an ever-watchful eye upon my every 
move. Because of the habitual nature of these occurrences, I began 
to accept them as the norm and decided to not question what could 
most likely be explained with some reasoning.  

 
-------------------- 

 
The day before the harvest moon, I received a phone call from 

my anonymous employer. The woman sounded different this 
time—there was urgency to her voice.  



 

��ϱϵ�� 

“Hello, Mr. Worth?” 
“Yes, ma’am. Speaking.” 
“I need you to come maintain my lawn this Wednesday. I am 

expecting a special guest, and I know that he will want to see noth-
ing but the finest kempt lawn.” 

“Yes, ma’am.” 
“Oh, and he hates the sound of a lawn mower, so I have some 

equipment for you to use in the shed behind the house. It is a bit 
antiquated, but it should do the job. I’ll pay you double the usual 
amount. Look for a check in the mailbox.” 

“Yes, ma’am.” 
“And, Mr. Worth?” 
“Yes ma’am?” 
“I look forward to meeting you.” And, then, a click. This myste-

rious woman, who I knew nothing of, except her voice, and who I 
had never really seen, except for a shadowy figure in the window, 
had hung up. 

I felt the hair raise on my neck and my suspicion grew. Why did 
she want to meet me after all these months? Wasn’t she just an elderly 
woman from church who was too shy to say “hello” on Sunday 
mornings? I thought she could see me from the window. Or, at least, 
I supposed that was her . . .   

I respected her wishes, and on Wednesday morning I drove my 
Pa’s truck, without any equipment in the bed, to the grand and lavish 
estate. Although, this time when I arrived, the gate was open and 
swinging in the wind as if broken. As I made my way up the drive, I 
noticed the once prosperous aspen with the glittering, golden leaves 
was dead. The limbs were completely barren and the leaves on the 
ground had the appearance of ashes. The baby blue Cadillac was no-
where to be seen. The curtains were drawn shut on the third floor, 
but I noticed a lone, solemn-looking light could be seen through a 
window on the first floor.  

Even though the pit of my stomach was telling me to turn 
around and go home, I swung open the driver-side door of the 
pickup and slowly felt my feet hit the gravel driveway. Get it together, 
man, I told myself. I was tasked with a job, and she said an important 
guest was staying there, so I couldn’t let down this woman who had 
been so loyal in her payments week after week.  

I made my way behind the house and found the wooden shed. 
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The door was a bit heavy and the hinges were burnt orange with 
rust, but I managed to unfasten the latch and pull it open. Inside, it 
smelled as if some animal had died and was in the process of de-
composing. There was a label on the back wall that read “Lawn 
Equipment” with a pair of rusted shears, a rake with missing teeth, 
a shovel that was caked with dirt, and then . . .  

A glistening, pristine scythe.  
She wants me to mow the entire lawn with this? 
My jaw dropped. I had never used a scythe before. This would 

take more than just hours. It would take me days. Reluctantly, I 
picked up the scythe and held it in my hand. Attached to the han-
dle was a note. At first, it looked to be written in cherry red ink, 
but upon further inspection, I could smell the blood on the paper. 
It read:  

I have a special job for you in the garden today.  
My hands began to shake and I felt beads of sweat gather on 

my forehead. Maybe this isn’t blood . . . Maybe the ink is old . . . I can’t 
remember the last time someone left a note for me using a fountain pen . . . 
Maybe that’s it . . .  Maybe she just needs me to trim something in the garden . 
. .  The paycheck will be worth it . . . I’ll be able to afford my own place in a 
few weeks now . . .  

I took a deep breath to calm my senses, untied the note from 
the handle, and proceeded to walk out of the shed with the scythe 
firmly gripped in my hand. The blade seemed to beam and glisten 
in the sunlight. I walked to my right and found a small, wooden 
gate leading into an impressive garden with a substantial amount of 
greenery, shrubs, and vines crawling throughout. Unplucked weeds 
created a tangled, bedded cushion beneath my feet. I stopped in my 
tracks when I saw the head of a gravestone. It was partially con-
cealed by some wild ferns, but I felt compelled to read the heading. 
I pushed my legs onward, until I stood only inches away from what 
my gut knew would be a prophesy. With my free hand, I swept 
aside the ferns to read 

 
Mr. Dennis Worth 

Born—March 10, 1945   Died—September 28, 1963 
 

I dropped the scythe as my legs crumbled beneath me. My 
breath quickened, and I could feel my heart throbbing in my chest. 



 

��ϲϭ�� 

What is this? What . . .  
I lost focus of my surroundings as my eyes locked onto the 

prophetic words and dates in front of me. But, that’s today’s date . . .  
If only I had been more observant, I may have noticed that the 

unspotted scythe was no longer lying next to me, but it had been 
grasped by vines that tangled, turned, and lurched onto the handle, 
elevating the immaculate piece of equipment into the air. The gar-
den became a living, breathing entity. I was too absorbed in my 
foretold death to avoid the actual one that was about to be be-
stowed upon me.  

The ground shook like an earthquake caused by too many oil 
rigs penetrating the soft clay. The earth opened up beneath me and 
all the grotesque creatures that you see behind glass terrariums 
swarmed my body. They wriggled their way into every cavity, carv-
ing away at the flesh with their sole goal of instantaneous decompo-
sition. Before they could finish me off, as I was taking my last 
breath, my last gulp of air, the scythe plunged into my back, knock-
ing me into the ground forever. The harvest was complete. 

 
I should have trusted my gut, or maybe I should have had more 

of a plan in life. Either way, I became the fourth missing young man 
of Garrison, Texas. My poor Ma and Pa created a search party and 
explored the area day and night, in and around the nearby towns for 
me or my remains. They finally resolved that I had taken all my 
money made from mowing and maintaining an expansive lawn week 
after week and had headed to Houston. 

Funny thing is, next spring, my best friend’s younger brother 
graduated from high school. He didn’t know what to do with the 
next chapter of his life and college wasn’t in the picture for him. As 
he was paging through the classified ads a week after walking the 
stage, the phone rang.  

“Hello, Mr. MacArthur?” 
“Yes, ma’am. Speaking.”  
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