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MY NAME IS WILLIAM ROYDON. IN OCTOBER OF 2005, | WAS CHECKING
THE LOCAL PAPER FOR JOB LISTINGS, LOOKING TO MAKE A FEW  EXTRA
DOLLARS WITH MY VIDEO CAMERA BETWEEN WEDDING GIGS, WHEN |
CAME ACROSS AN AD FROM A MAN LOOKING FOR A VIDEOGRAPHER FOR A
DAY. HE WAS OFFERING FIVE HUNDRED DOLLARS TO ANYONE WITH A
HIGH QUALITY CAMERA WHO WAS WILLING TO SIGN A
CONFIDENTIALITY AGREEMEN T ABOUT THE JOB. | SENT AN E -MAIL
EXPLAINING WHY | WAS SUITABLE FOR THIS TASK, AND TWO DAYS
LATER I GOT A RESPONSE. | WAS TO MEET THIS MAN, WHO SAID HIS NAME
WAS FORSCH CORDING, IN THE TOWN OF ROBIN SONG, VIRGINIA, WHERE

| WAS BORN AND LIVED UNTIL | WAS TW ELVE YEARS OLD. IT IS A SMALL
SUBURB FIFTEEN MILES NORTH OF RICHMOND MADE UP OF A FEW
MIDDLE -CLASS HOUSING COMMUNITIES AND SMALL BUSINESSES. IT HAS

A POPULATION OF ABOUT ELEVEN THOUSAND. | RETURN THERE FROM MY
HOME IN ANNAPOLIS TWO OR THREE TIMES A YEAR TO VISIT MY
GRANDFATHER. ACCORDI NG TO CORDI NGOS DEAL,
CASH AND | WOULD BE ASKED TO TURN OVER THE TAPES | HAD MADE AT



THE END OF THE DAY, NEVER SPEAKING OF THEM AGAIN. ANOTHER E -
MAIL ASSURED ME THAT THERE WAS NOTHING ILLEGAL OR DISTASTEFUL
ABOUT THE JOB, AND | WAS INTRIGUED. BEFORE THE DAY | MET
CORDING, HE ASKED ME TO CALL HIM SO HE COULD EXPLAIN WHAT WE
WOULD BE SHOOTING. | DIALED A NUMBER WITH A PENNSYLVANIA AREA
CODE AND WHEN HE ANSWERED THE PHONE WI TH
TOLD ME VERY LITTL E, OTHER THAN THAT WE WOULD BE ON OUR FEET

ALL DAY LONG, AND | WOULD BE EXPECTED TO KEEP THE CAMERA
ROLLING CONTINUOUSLY. THE FOOTAGE HE NEEDED TO ACQUIRE WAS

FOR A PERSONAL RESEARCH PROJECT ABOUT THE AREA. MOSTLY WHAT

HE WANTED TO KNOW ON THE PHONE WAS MY HISTORY WITH THE
TOWN OF ROBIN SONG, AND IF | HAD BEEN AWARE GROWING UP OF JUST

HOW MANY UNEXPLAINED CRIMES AND DISAPPEARANCES THERE HAD

BEEN IN THE TOWN. | TRULY WAS NOT. HE TOLD ME | MIGHT THINK OF IT

VERY DIFFERENTLY AFTER THE NINTH OF OCTOBER, AND HE DID NOT
WANT ME TO DO THE JOB IF WHAT | SAW AND HEARD THERE COULD
IRREVERSIBLY DAMAGE RELATIONS WITH ANYONE THERE OR MY
CHILDHOOD MEMORIES OF BEING RAISED IN ROBIN SONG, WHICH WERE

ALL HAPPY ONES. I DI DN6 T UNDERSTAND WHAT
DI DN6 T K HWRULD BE A PROBLEM. WHEN | GOT OFF THE PHONE, |

HE |

LOOKED UP THE NAME OFORSCH CORDI NGO ONL I NE

WOULDNOGT DI SCOVER ANY | NFORMATI ON WHI CH
AWAY FROM THE JOB, WHICH AS DESCRIBED LEFT THE DOOR OPEN TO

ANY NUMBER OF TROUBLING SCENA RIOS. | COULD FIND OUT VERY LITTLE
ABOUT MY EMPLOYER OTHER THAN THAT HE HAD APPARENTLY BEEN A
PROFESSOR IN THE ANCIENT STUDIES DEPARTMENT AT THE UNIVERSITY

OF TORONTO WITHIN THE PAST FIVE YEARS. HIS NAME ALSO CAME UP IN

VAGUE RELATION TO SOMETHING CALLED T HE PROJET DU MERIDIONAL.
THIS WAS MENTIONED ON THREE DIFFERENT ACADEMIC SITES HAVING

TO DO WITH THE STUDY OF ANTHROPOLOGY, ALL OF THEM MOSTLY
INACCESSIBLE EXCEPT THROUGH AN ACCOUNT PASSWORD. THE PHRASE
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CAME UP A FOURTH TIME ON A DUBIOUS -LOOKING SITE DEALI NG WITH

THE PARANORMAL. IT DESCRIBED THE PROJET DU MERIDIONAL AS AN

URBAN LEGEND AMONG FRINGE ACADEMICS HAVING TO DO WITH A

PRIVATELY FUNDED GROUP OF FIVE MEN, ONE OF WHOM WAS NAMED

FORSCH CORDING, WHO HAD TRAVELED THE WORLD FOR TWO YEARS
RESEARCHING A SUP POSED CURSE THAT HAD STRICKEN AN IRISH FAMILY.

THE DETAI LS WERE SPARSE. A ON THE MORNI NG
THE TRAIN FROM MARYLAND TO THE WESTERN EDGE OF ROBIN SONG

AND WALKED FROM THERE TO MY GRANDFATHEROGS HO!I
OF BRIAN LANE, CARRYING T HE SONY DIGITAL 8 CAMERA | HAD USED TO

EKE OUT A LIVING FOR THE PAST THREE YEARS. IN FACT, | HAD BEEN IN

TOWN WITH IT TEN MONTHS BEFORE, SHOOTING SOME PRELIMINARY

LOCATION SHOTS FOR A VERY FRIENDLY INDEPENDENT MOVIE

PRODUCER NAMED TRENT. | HAD MET HIM THRO UGH A FRIEND OF A

FRIEND OF MINE, AND FOR SEVERAL HOURS WE HAD DRIVEN AROUND

TOWN AS HE LOOKED FOR LOCATIONS TO FILM PART OF A LOW  -BUDGET
HORROR MOVI E. THAT DAY®dS CASUAL SHOOTI NG OF
AND CEMETERIES HAD TURNED INTO MORE OF A PRIVATE

DOCUMENT ARY FOR TRENT. HE HAD GROWN UP NEARBY IN HASHAM,

AND HE HAD ME GET SHOT AFTER SHOT OF THE NICEST PARTS OF ROBIN

SONG IN ORDER TO CONVINCE HIS WIFE TO MOVE THERE SO THEY

couLD RAI SE THEI'R CHI LDREN I N A PLEASANT SuBU
OCTOBER WAS THE DAY AFTER MY GRANDFATHERKEFRH EI GHT®
BIRTHDAY. | SPENT A COUPLE OF HOURS WITH HIM BEFORE | WAS TO

MEET CORDING. HE HAD GOTTEN VISIBLY MORE FRAIL SINCE | HAD SEEN

HIM IN MARCH. WE SAT ON HIS FRONT PORCH ON THE QUIET NINE ACRES

WHERE | HAD SPENT MUCH OF THE FIFTH THROUGH THIRTEENTH YEARS

OF MY LIFE. WITHOUT MENTIONING WHAT | WOULD BE DOING THE REST

OF THE DAY, | ASKED HIM IF HE REGRETTED NEVER REALLY LEAVING THE

TOWN DURING HIS LIFE EXCEPT TO FIGHT IN WORLD WAR TWO, WHERE

HE HAD BEEN SEVERELY WOUNDED BY A JAP ANESE BAYONET IN THE



PACIFIC. HE TOLD ME HE LOVED THIS PLACE, AND THE ONLY TIME HE
HAD ANY DOUBTS ABOUT IT WAS DURING A PERIOD OF FIVE YEARS IN
THE NI NETEEN SEVENTIES WHEN HE SAI D THINGS H

SAD, AND VERY PAI NFUL. 3 WHEN | ASKEDHEHI M WFE
SHOOK HI S HEAD AND SAI D HE WAS SORRY, HE [
EXPLAI N I T. I LEFT HIM AT ABOUT TEN A. M. A

THE DAY, CORDING, AT THE ROBIN SONG COMMUTER TRAIN STATION. |

DI DN6T KNOW WHERE HE HAD COME FROM. HE WAS Y(
SOUNDED ON THE PHONE, COULDNOGT HAVE BEEN MORE
FIVE. HE WAS TALL AND GAUNT AND HIS JEANS HAD HOLES IN THEM. |

EXPECTED A EUROPEAN ACCENT BUT HE SOUNDED COMPLETELY
MIDWESTERN. HE SHOOK MY HAND WITHOUT A SMILE AND

IMMEDIATELY TOOK ME ASIDE TO HAND ME THE MONEY | HAD BEEN

PROMISED, IN  TWENTY  DOLLAR  BILLS. HE PRESSED THE
CONFIDENTIALITY AGREEMENT AGAINST A FARE CARD MACHINE SO |

COULD SIGN IT ON THE SPOT. IT WAS ONLY A FEW SENTENCES LONG. HE

TOOK THE ONLY COPY. AFTER ASKING ME A FEW TECHNICAL QUESTIONS

ABOUT THE SPECS OF MY CAMERA AND THE DURATION OF THE BLANK

TAPES | HAD BROUGHT, WE WALKED OUT OF THE STATION INTO A VERY

LIGHT DRIZZLE. THEN HE BEGAN TO GIVE ME SOME INSTRUCTIONS. | WAS

TO TAPE CORDING AND OUR SURROUNDINGS CONSTANTLY WHEREVER

WE WALKED, WH ICH WOULD PROBABLY BE ALL OVER TOWN, OFTEN

DOUBLING BACK IF WE HAD TO. HE ASKED ME IF MY TENNIS SHOES WERE

GOOD ONES AND | SAID YES. IF | BEGAN TO COME CLOSE TO RUNNING

OUT OF TAPE, | WAS TO ALERT HIM AND WE WOULD STOP FOR A

MOMENT. THERE WOULD BE A SHORT BREAK IN THE MIDDLE OF THE DAY

SO THAT | COULD RECHARGE THE CAMERA BATTERY. WE WOULD
PROBABLY BE DONE BY FOUR O6CLOCK OR SO. HE H
ROBI' N SONG BEFORE. THOUGH WE WOULDNOT BE TAL
SPECIFIC OR VENTURING INTO ANY PLACES THAT WERE IL LEGAL OR
DANGEROUS, HE SAID | WOULD MOST LIKELY SEE OR HEAR THINGS THAT



UNSETTLED ME. ALL OUR LIVES, HE EXPLAINED TO ME, WE ARE
CONDITIONED TO FEAR CERTAIN IMAGERY, SIGHTS AND SOUNDS THAT
OUR MINDS NATURALLY PERCEIVE AS FOREIGN AND DISTURBING. THE
IMPORTAN T FACT FOR ME TO REMEMBER, HE SAID, WAS THAT THESE
THI NGS ABSOLUTELY COULD NOT TOUCH ME. ' T WAS
WHATEVER MY FEARS WERE, | WAS TO JUST KEEP GOING AND
RECORDING. | SAID | UNDERSTOOD, THOUGH INWARDLY | WAS QUITE
CONFUSED. A C OIMDSTNN®T & WORDH O ME AFTER OUR
INITIAL MEETING AT THE TRAIN STATION. HE WALKED ALONG IN
SILENCE. | HUNG BACK A FEW STEPS AND TRAINED THE CAMERA ON THE
WIDEST SHOT | COULD IN ORDER TO GET AS MUCH OF THE
SURROUNDINGS AS POSSIBLE. HAVING GROWN UP IN ROBIN S  ONG, | WAS
CLUELESS AS TO WHAT CORDING WAS POSSIBLY HOPING TO SEE. HE
SEEMED UNFAMILIAR WITH THE LAYOUT OF THE TOWN, AND IT BECAME
OBVIOUS HE HAD NOT BEEN THERE OFTEN. HE WOULD WALK IN ONE
DIRECTION FOR A QUARTER MILE OR A HALF MILE, THEN STOP TO THINK
FOR A MOMENT AND GO IN ANOTHER DIRECTION, SEEMINGLY AT
RANDOM. HE TURNED AGAIN AND AGAIN, NEVER TELLING ME WHY WE
WERE GOING TOWARD ANY PARTICULAR PLACE. HE WALKED QUICKLY
AND | HAD SOME TROUBLE FOLLOWING HIM WHILE KEEPING HIM IN THE
CAMERA FRAME. HE SEEMED T O BE LOOKING FOR SOMETHING, BUT I
COULDNO®T TELL WHAT. OCCASI ONALLY WE WOULD PAS
WOULD GIVE US A FUNNY LOOK. THEY MUST HAVE THOUGHT | WAS
MAKING A DOCUMENTARY ABOUT THIS MAN. HE DID NOT ENTER ANY
STORES OR GO ONTO ANYONEOS PROPIRFERESTEDONR SEEM
THE FACES OR THE TRAFFIC THAT WENT BY US. FROM SCHUYKILL ROAD |
REMEMBER WE WENT TOWARD ALLEN STREET, THEN ROSANDA, CUTTING
ACROSS MABRY ROAD TO DOVETAIL LANE. | REMEMBER THINKING THAT

NO MATTER HOW LITTLE THERE ACTUALLY WAS TO SEE HERE, AT LEAST |
WAS GOING TO GET A VERY GOOD WORKOUT THAT DAY. AFTER FIVE
MINUTES OR SO ON THE COTTON BRANCH TRAIL, WHICH IS A BIKE AND



FOOT PATH THAT RUNS FOR EIGHT MILES TOWARD RICHMOND, CORDING
LEFT IT AND WALKED OVER INTO A SMALL THATCH OF TREES WHICH
SEEMED TO HAVE NO PARTICULAR MEANING. AT FIRST | THOUGHT HE
MEANT TO RELIEVE HIMSELF. HE STOOD THERE, SEEMING TO
CONCENTRATE, FOR SUCH A LONG TIME THAT | WAS ABOUT TO ASK HIM
WHY WE HAD STOPPED COMPLETELY. BEFORE | COULD, HE SAID, SORT OF
TESTI LY, 0l NEEIDD STENJUST NEED TO JUST
CLOSED HIS EYES FOR A FULL TWO MINUTES. | POINTED THE CAMERA UP
THE TRAIL, HAVING NOTHING BETTER TO SHOOT. WHEN HE OPENED HIS
EYES AGAIN, HE SHOOK HIS HEAD, ANGRY FOR SOME REASON. HE
MUTTERED SOMETHING UNDER HIS BRE ATH WHICH SOUNDED LIKE,
OWEO6LL NEVER FI ND HER TODAY, | KNOW | T.
A MOMENT, ROLL BACK THE LAST TWO MINUTES, AND PLAY THEM ON
THE DISPLAY SCREEN WHILE THE SOUND CAME THROUGH A TINY
SPEAKER ON THE SIDE OF THE CAMERA. | WONDERED WHY H E WOULD
WANT TO WATCH HIMSELF STANDING THERE WITH HIS EYES CLOSED.
BUT WHILE THE VIDEO SHOWED NOTHING BUT THAT AND MY
OCCASIONAL BORED PANNING SHOTS, THE AUDIO WAS DIFFERENT. THE
SOUNDS OF THE BREEZE AND FARAWAY TRAFFIC WERE STILL THERE, BUT
SOMETHING ELSE WAS ON THE AUDIO TRACK TOO. IT WAS COMPLETELY
CLEAR. IT WAS THE VOICE OF AN OLD WOMAN, SINGING WHAT SOUNDED

TO ME LIKE A SAD FOLK SONG, IN A THICK AFRICAN DIALECT. SHE SANG
WEAKLY AND FAINTLY. IT SOUNDED LIKE SHE WAS STANDING ONLY
ABOUT TEN FEET AWAY FROM THE MICROPHONE. THIS WENT ON FOR
ALMOST SIXTY SECONDS. | WAS BAFFLED. | HAD HEARD NOTHING AS |
WAS RECORDING, AND THERE HAD CERTAINLY BEEN NO ONE AROUND
US. WHEN THE CAMERA PANNED, THE VOICE WAS HEARD MORE FAINTLY,
SUGGESTING THE SINGER WAS STANDING VERY  CLOSE TO CORDING AND
WAS BRIEFLY ABANDONED BY THE UNIDIRECTIONAL MICROPHONE. ON
THE VIDEO SCREEN, | COULD SEE CORDING TURN HIS HEAD SLIGHTLY IN
THE MIDDLE OF THE SONG WHEN THERE WAS AN UNUSUALLY LONG

LI STE

HE H



PAUSE BETWEEN WORDS. HE DI DNOT SEEM HEDRPRI SE
THE TAPE. HE TOLD ME TO START RECORDING AGAIN FROM THAT POINT

AND WE MOVED ON. | WANTED TO PLAY THE TAPE AGAIN AND AGAIN TO

FIGURE OUT JUST WHAT HAD HAPPENED. IT WAS UNEXPLAINABLE. BUT

IT WAS OBVIOUS THAT CORDING HAD NOT COME HERE TO ENTERTAIN

MY QUESTI ONS. A I N ROBI'N SONG THERE I S A
CALLED RACHELG6S ARM, WHI CH FLOWS OouT OF TH
SOMETIME AROUND ELEVEN, | FOLLOWED CORDING ALONG ITS BANK,

LAZILY SHOOTING VIDEO. THE DRIZZLE HAD STOPPED COMPLETELY AND

THE SKY ABOVE US WAS T HICK WITH CLOUDS BUT DRY. HE STOPPED

NEAR THE CREEK®&S ENDPOI NT AND TURNED TO ME.
APPRAISING ME SOMEHOW, CONSIDERING HOW TO PROCEED WITH ME.

THEN HE BEGAN TO SPEAK. | SUPPOSE HE SUDDENLY FELT THE NEED TO

START TO SLOWLY EXPLAIN THINGS. BUT = HE GAVE ME NO BACKGROUND

ABOUT HIMSELF OR HIS TASK. INSTEAD HE TOLD ME A FRIGHTENING

STORY, ONE WHICH | WAS ALREADY SOMEWHAT FAMILIAR WITH, BUT |

DI DN6 T REVEAL THI'S TO HI M. HE SAI D THAT ABOU
A COUPLE OF KIDS HAD BEEN PLAYING BESIDE TH IS CREEK WHEN ONE OF

THEM NOTICED A HAND STICKING OUT OF THE WATER. WHEN THEY

PULLED ON IT, A MANNEQUIN CAME OUT, STREAKED WITH MUD. IT WAS

DRESSED CLUMSILY IN A SUIT, AND ITS FACE WAS VERY CAREFULLY

PAINTED TO LOOK LIKE SOMEONE SPECIFIC, RIGHT DOWN TO THE

BROWN EYES. THE MANNEQUI N6S PI NK PLASTI C SKIN
OVER, FROM HEAD TO TOE, WITH A MORE REALISTIC BEIGE COLOR.

CLUMPS OF HUMAN HAIR, REAL HUMAN HAIR, HAD BEEN VERY

CAREFULLY FASTENED TO THE HEAD. INSIDE THE SUIT WAS A WALLET,

AND IT BELONGED TO A PSYCHIATRIST WHO HAD GONE MISSING THE

MONTH BEFORE WHILE ON HIS WAY TO SEE SOME RELATIVES IN
WASHINGTON, D.C. HIS NAME WAS STEEN. THE FACE OF THE
MANNEQUI N LOOKED JUST LI KE STEEN DI D ON THE
PHOTO INSIDE THE WALLET. THE RESEMBLANCE WAS U NCANNY. THE



POLICE HAD ALREADY TALKED TO ALL OF HIS PATIENTS SINCE HIS
DISAPPEARANCE AND GONE THROUGH HIS PRIVATE NOTEBOOKS

LOOKING FOR ANY CLUES ABOUT WHO MIGHT HAVE POSSIBLY

ABDUCTED HIM, BUT THEN THEY REALIZED THAT THE CREEK CALLED

RACHELGS ARM WABOUD RIVE HUNDRED YARDS AWAY FROM

THE HOME OF A PATIENT OF HIS, WHO WAS NAMED IRWIN SETTLE. ONE

OF THE LEAD DETECTIVES IN THE CASE HAD ALREADY ENTERTAINED THE

NOTI ON THAT SETTLE WAS POSSIBLY THE KILLER E
ORDERED INTO TREATMENT AS PART OF A PREVIOUS ASSAULT CASE AND
BECAUSE STEENGS NOTEBOOKS HAD MADE NOTE THAT
IN LIFE WAS MODEL TRAINS, WHICH HE PAINTED IN DETAIL, INCREDIBLY

CAREFUL DETAI L. HE6GD HAD NO PERFECT ALI Bl F
STEEN HAD GONE MISSING BUT OTHERWISE THER E WAS NO HARD

EVIDENCE ON WHICH TO ARREST HIM. THEY WENT UP AGAIN TO TALK

TO HIM, THIS TIME WITH A SEARCH WARRANT. WHEN THEY GOT TO HIS

LITTLE WHITE HOUSE WHICH SAT ON THE TOP OF A HILL LOOKING

DOWN TOWARDS THE CREEK, SOMETHING WAS WRONG WITH IT. IT

LOOKED LIKE SOMEONE HAD STARTED TO PAINT THE FRONT OF IT

BROWN, AND THEN SUDDENLY STOPPED. IT WAS JUST A BUNCH OF

MESSY WANDERING STRIPES THAT WENT NOWHERE. IRWIN SETTLE WAS

NOT THERE TO LET THEM IN. THEY DETECTED A STRONG SMELL RIGHT

AWAY. INSIDE THE HOUSE THEY FOUND THE BODY OF HIS PSYCHIATRIST

ROTTING ON THE LIVING ROOM FLOOR. STEEN HAD BEEN BEATEN UNTIL

HE WAS SQUASHED ALMOST FLAT. IT BECAME OBVIOUS THAT SETTLE

HAD TRIED TO PAINT THE FRONT OF HI'S HOUSE Wi
AND AT HIS TRIAL IT CAME OUT HE HAD D ONE IT TO LAUGH AT HIS

NEIGHBORS, WHO HAD NO IDEA WHAT WAS HAPPENING. THEY JUST

WENT PAST IT DAY BY DAY AS IT DRIED THERE. THE POLICE FOUND OUT

FROM SETTLEG6S DI ARY THAT HI'S HATRED FOR STEE
THAT HEOGD PAI NTED MANNEQUI N AFTER MAIKENEQUI N
HI M, AND THEN HEOD PRETEND TO KILL THEM IN



BURNING THEM, STABBING THEM, HANGING THEM. HE WAS TRYING TO

STOP HIMSELF FROM DOING THE REAL THING, BUT FINALLY, AFTER

SEVERAL HOSTILE PSYCHIATRIC SESSIONS WITH STEEN IN WHICH HE

GOT SETTLE TO ADMIT TO A HISTORY OF NECROPHILIA, HE SNAPPED AND
ABDUCTED THE MAN. BEFORE THAT NI GHT, HEOD
PAINTED SO MANY MANNEQUINS TO LOOK LIKE STEEN THAT THEY KEPT
ACCIDENTALLY DIGGING THEM UP ALL OVER ROBIN SONG FOR ANOTHER

TWO YEARS. CORDING TOLD M E THEY EXECUTED SETTLE IN 1997. ONE OF

THE LAST THINGS HE SAID IN COURT, SUPPOSEDLY, WAS THAT HE

WISHED HE WAS DIFFERENT, BUT THE TOWN HAD MADE HIM SICK.

CORDI NG POI NTED UP THE HILL TOWARD SETTLE®GS
ACTUALLY SEE THE EDGE OF IT THROUGH THE TRE ES, WHICH DURING

THE PRIOR TWO WEEKS HAD LOST MOST OF THEIR LEAVES. | KNEW THE

STORY OF WHAT SETTLE HAD DONE. AS A TWELVE YEAR OLD, | HAD ONCE

GONE WITH SOME FRIENDS TO THE PROPERTY AND DARED THEM TO GO

| NSI| DE THE HOUSE, WHI CH HAD BEEN ABEENBUWNED S|
IN JAIL. WE NEVER SET FOOT INSIDE. WE HAD BEEN TOO SCARED. AND |

KNEW ALSO THAT OVER THE FOLLOWING YEARS, A LEGEND HAD GROWN

ABOUT THE HOUSE. IT WAS SAID THAT NO MATTER HOW DECREPIT ITS

EXTERIOR BECAME, THE INSIDE WAS STILL PERFECTLY CLEAN AND

FLAWLESS, BECAUSE NO VANDALS WOULD EVER DARE ENTER IT. NO ONE

HAD EVER BOUGHT THE HOUSE. IT HAD NEVER BEEN TORN DOWN. WHEN

THE MOVIE PRODUCER | HAD WORKED FOR THAT SINGLE DAY HAD BEEN

LOOKING FOR A HAUNTED HOUSE TYPE OF LOCATION FOR SOME

EXTERIOR SHOTS, | HA D RECOMMENDED THE SETTLE HOUSE. TRENT

KNEW ABOUT I T TOO, BUT I'T WASNGT BI G ENOUGH F
HIMSELF HAD NEVER GONE NEAR IT. HIS UNCLE HAD ACTUALLY ONCE

BRI'ErFLY EMPLOYED I RWIN SETTLE AT HI'S KITE SHO
WAS FINISHED SPEAKING, GIV ING ME NO CONTEXT FOR THE STORY, HE

TURNED AND WALKED ON. WE WENT FOR ANOTHER TWENTY MINUTES

OR SO UNTIL WE CAME TO MOUNT HALCYON CEMETERY ON RIDGE ROAD.



| TS S A SPRAWLI NG PLACE, ONE OF THE Bl GGE S
SOUTHERN VIRGINIA. IT SLOPES GENTLY UP A LONG HILL AND IS
BORDERED BY A CREMATION GARDEN. CORDING WALKED VERY SLOWLY
THROUGH IT, LOOKING MORE AT THE SKY THAN THE HEADSTONES
WHICH SURROUNDED US. | GOT THE SENSE THAT HE WAS HEADED
TOWARD A CERTAIN GRAVE. WE WENT ON A LONG STRAIGHT LINE
TOWARD THE VERY OPPOSITE EDGE OF THE CEMETERY. IT TOOK QUITE
SOME TIME TO REACH OUR DESTINATION. THERE, THE ACREAGE PETERED
OUT INTO A QUIET FIELD SCREENED BY TREES FROM BOWLER AVENUE.
THE GRAVES BECAME MORE SCATTERED AND MORE UNDERSTATED.
CORDING WALKED UP TO ONE OF THEM . THE HEADSTONE WAS NOT
EVEN MARKED WITH A LAST NAME, JUST A FIRST NAME AND A DATE:
SARAH, DECEMBER 7, 1985. HE STOOD OVER THE GRAVE FOR A MINUTE
WITH HIS EYES CLOSED. HE TOLD ME THAT HE HAD BEEN BESIDE THIS
GRAVE TWICE BEFORE IN THE PAST, AND IT HAD GIVEN HIM A FEELING
HE COULD NOT EXPLAIN. NOW, AS HE STOOD OVER IT AGAIN, HE SAID
THE FEELING WAS THE SAME. HE DID NOT ELABORATE. HE KNEW
NOTHING ABOUT WHO WAS BURIED HERE, ONLY THAT HE SUSPECTED IT
WAS AN INFANT. | KEPT SILENT. FINALLY HE MOVED AWAY. HE KEPT
STARING AT THAT ONE NAME ON THE STONE, AS IF HE WERE UNABLE TO
MAKE SENSE OF THE LETTERS. AS WE LEFT THE CEMETERY THE WIND
PICKED UP AND IT BECAME NOTICEABLY COLDER, AND THAT SIMPLE AND
NATURAL AUTUMNAL CHANGE IN TEMPERATURE MADE ME FOR SOME
REASON VERY AFRAID. | THINK WHAT BEGAN TO MAKE THE FEAR SINK IN
AND STAY THERE WAS THAT CORDING DID NOT SEEM AT ALL INSANE OR
EVEN REMOTELY DISTURBED. IT WAS BECOMING OBVIOUS THAT HE
KNEW AND FELT THINGS THAT HAD CHANGED HIM SOMEHOW. | VERY
MUCH WANTED TO BE AWAY FROM TO WN, OR AT LEAST BACK AT MY
GRANDFATHEROS HOUSE, HAVI NG NEVER MET THI S M
MONEY. WE WALKED FROM THE CEMETERY ALL THE WAY TO COTTON
ELEMENTARY SCHOOL ON CEDAR ROAD. BY THAT TIME, ABOUT 12:15, WE



HAD ALREADY COVERED UPWARDS OF SIX MILES. CORDING NEVER TOLD
ME THE REASONING FOR HIS CHANGES IN DIRECTION. HE WOULD WAIT
UNTIL HE HAD A SENSE OF WHERE HE WANTED TO GO AND THEN JUST
GO. TRAFFIC AND PEOPLE PASSED US WITHOUT NOTICING US. CORDING
VERY INTENTIONALLY NEVER MADE EYE CONTACT WITH A SINGLE
PERSON. HE RESTLESSLY ENCIRCLED COTTON ELEMENTARY, WHICH |
ATTENDED FROM GRADES ONE THROUGH SIX. THERE WAS NO ONE ELSE
ON THE GROUNDS. THE PLAYGROUND WAS ALMOST EXACTLY AS |
REMEMBERED IT. NOTHING HAD BEEN ADDED. THE RED DOORS ON THE
FRONT OF THE SCHOOL WERE NO W PAINTED BLUE, BUT OTHERWISE |
MAY HAVE WELL STEPPED BACK INTO 1988. THEN CORDING TOLD ME
ANOTHER STORY. | WISHED HE WOULD NOT SPEAK TO ME AT ALL, BUT HE
DID. HE SEEMED TO BECOME MORE AND MORE DETERMINED AS HE SPOKE
TO MAKE ME UNDERSTAND WHAT HE WAS DEALI NG WITH. UNLIKE THE
STORY OF THE MURDERER IRWIN SETTLE, THIS WAS ONE | HAD NEVER
HEARD. VERY EARLY ON A SNOWY DECEMBER SUNDAY IN 1999, THE LOCAL
AIRFIELD HAD RECEIVED A DISTRESS SIGNAL FROM A CESSNA 182 COMING
FROM THE NORTH INTO TESSA, THE TOWN JUST SOUTH OF ROBIN SONG.
THE TRAFFI C CONTROLLER HEARD ONLY THE
MAYDAYd AND THEN THE SCREAMS OF A MAN AND
COCKPIT. THE PLANE CAME IN OVER THE TREES ON THE EAST SIDE OF
THE SCHOOL GROUNDS AND CRASHED LESS THAN TWO HUNDRED FEET
FROM THE PLAYGROUND. IT CARTWHEELED ALONG THE GROUND AND
WENT INTO THE WOODS, REMAINING MOSTLY INTACT. THERE WERE
THREE INCHES OF SNOW COVERING THE GRASS AT THE TIME AFTER A
HEAVY FALL EARLY ON SATURDAY NIGHT. SEVERAL PEOPLE IN THE
NEIGHBORHOOD HEARD THE CRASH, BUT THE POLICE AND AMBULANCE
RESPONSE WAS SLOWER THAN NORMAL BECAUSE OF THE SNOW. THE
FIRST PERSON TO GET TO THE CRASH SITE WAS ACTUALLY AN EIGHT
YEAR OLD BOY. HE HAD DASHED OUT OF HIS HOUSE THROUGH A NEW
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ROUND OF FLURRIES AGAINST HI'S PARRANINGH COMMAN



SLIPPERS TO THE PLANE. THE SUN HAD JUST BARELY RISEN OVER THE

TREES. WHEN THE AUTHORITIES ARRIVED ON THE SCENE, THE BOY TOLD

THEM WHAT HE HAD SEEN, BUT THEY DID NOT BELIEVE HIM AND HAD

HIS PARENTS TAKE HIM AWAY. HE CLAIMED THAT WHEN HE GOT TO

WI THIN VI EW OF THE PLANEOS COCKPI T, SOMETHI N
SLITHERED OUT OF IT. TO HIM IT LOOKED LIKE A GIGANTIC CROCODILE,

EXCEPT ITS SKIN WAS A PERFECT WHITE, ITS HEAD WAS QUITE SMALL,

AND IT SEEMED TO HAVE DOZENS OF SMALL LEGS ON EACH SIDE OF ITS

BODY, LEGS WHICH GRASPED THE SIDE OF THE PLANE AND HELD TIGHT

AS IT MOVED. ITS BREATHING WAS VERY LOUD AND SOUNDED LIKE A

MANGS SNORI NG BUT WAS MUCH DEEPER. THE BOY S
HAD MOVED QUICKLY, GOING DEEPER INTO THE WOODS AND

DISAPPEARING. INSIDE THE COCK PIT, THE AUTHORITIES FOUND THE

REMAINS OF TWO PEOPLE, A MAN AND A WOMAN. THEY HAD BEEN

COMPLETELY RIPPED APART, THEIR HEADS, ARMS, AND LEGS TORN OFF

THEIR TORSOS. THERE WAS NO POSSIBLE WAY THE CRASH COULD HAVE

DONE THAT SORT OF DAMAGE TO THEM. THE COCKPIT WAS ALMOST

ENTIRELY INTACT. A POLICEMAN NOTED IN THE REPORT THAT THERE

WAS A LONG, WINDING INDENTATION IN THE SNOW STARTING FROM

THE GROUND OUTSIDE THE COCKPIT AND MOVING INTO THE TREES. BUT

NO ONE ELSE WAS FOUND. CORDING TOLD ME THAT SEVERAL MONTHS

AFTER THE CRASH, HE WAS FINALLY ALLOWED, THROUGH A SECRET

CONTACT IN THE STATE POLICE, TO SEARCH AN ARCHIVE OF THE MAN

AND WOMANOGS POSSESSI ONS. THEY HAD MARRI ED EA
AND HAD LIVED MOSTLY IN EGYPT. CORDING SAID HE BELIEVED THEY

HAD BEEN COMING TO TH IS PLACE ON THAT DAY IN ORDER TO
CONFRONT SOMEONE, BUT 6SHE GOT THEM FIRST. 8 C
ME WI TH QUESTI ONS | DI DN6 T FEEL READY TO ASK
INTO THE CAMERA AND WE MOVED ON. MY LEGS WERE GETTING TIRED.

CORDI NG NEVER SLOWED HTHE DSYTVEAS .UNEXPEATEDLY

DIVIDED IN TWO AFTER A BIZARRE INCIDENT. AS WE CROSSED THROUGH



A SMALL PARK OFF LORDS STREET CONSISTING OF NOTHING BUT A

COUPLE OF BASKETBALL COURTS AND A WIDE PATCH OF GRASS, CORDING

SUDDENLY STOPPED AND SWORE ANGRILY UNDER HIS BREATH. HE WAS

LOOKING TO THE EDGE OF THE PARK, WHERE A MAN WAS SITTING

SLUMPED AWKWARDLY AGAINST A BENCH AS IF HIS BODY WERE
COMPLETELY BROKEN. CORDING STARTED TO WALK TOWARD HIM, AND |

FOLLOWED, BUT HE TURNED AND TOLD ME TO STAY WHERE | WAS.

CORDING WENT OVER TO THE MAN AND CROUCHED BEFORE HIM. |

COULD TELL HE WAS SPEAKING TO HIM BUT | COULDNT HEAR

ANYTHING. THE MAN WAS DRESSED ONLY IN TORN SWEATPANTS AND

AN OLD DOMI NOO SSHRT, AMDAHETWORE NOTHING ON HIS FEET

AT ALL. HE HAD PULLED WHAT LOOKED LIK E A WHITE SHEET AROUND

HIS NECK, FOR WARMTH. IT BUNCHED AWKWARDLY AROUND HIM AND

DRAPED DOWN ALMOST TO THE GROUND. HE MOVED ONLY HIS HEAD,

TURNI NG I T VERY VERY SLOWLY TOWARD THE SOUNI
VOICE. HE LOOKED TO BE ONLY IN HIS EARLY TWENTIES WITH LONG :
UNWASHED HAIR. CORDING SPOKE TO HIM FOR ALMOST FIVE MINUTES.

MORE AND MORE | NOTI CED HOW AWFULLY PALE THE
DRAINED OF ALL COLOR, ALMOST A LIGHT GRAY HUE. WHEN CORDING

STOOD AND WALKED BACK TOWARDS ME AND THE CAMERA, LEAVING

THE MAN TO SIT UNDISTURBED, HE SEEMED FURIOUS. HE SAID NOTHING

TO ME AS HE PASSED ME. | GOT ONE LAST SHOT OF THE MAN ON THE

BENCH AND THEN KEPT UP WI TH CORDI NG. THE M
COCKED BACK AND HE GAZED AT THE SKY. WHETHER HIS EYES WERE

OPEN OR CLOSED, I COMLDNGODRDENG. WENT ONLY AS
THE CLOSEST BUS STOP. HE SAID HE HAD SOMETHING TO DO. A BUS CAME

QUICKLY AND WE GOT ON BOARD. CORDING ASKED THE DRIVER IF IT

WENT STRAIGHT DOWN LORDS STREET. | COULD HAVE TOLD HIM THAT

IT DID. THIS WAS THE SAME BUS, THE A 3, THAT | HAD TAKEN HOME FROM

SCHOOL SOMETIMES WHEN | WAS GROWING UP. WE TRAVELED ABOUT A

MILE, AND THEN GOT OFF THE BUS IN A LOWER -INCOME RESIDENTIAL



NEIGHBORHOOD CALLED GLENDYN. WE WALKED DEEP INTO IT, PAST

MODULAR HOUSES AND A FEW TRAILER HOMES, UNTILT  HE ROAD SIMPLY

RAN OUT. THERE WAS A SMALL GREEN HOUSE BESIDE THE DEAD END. ITS

LAWN WAS OVERGROWN AND NO ONE HAD YET MADE ANY ATTEMPT TO

RAKE THE FALL LEAVES OUT OF IT. INSTEAD OF A DRIVEWAY, A SINGLE

CAR WAS PARKED ON AN IMPROVISED DIRT AREA BESIDE SOME T RASH

CANS. CORDING CROSSED THE LAWN QUICKLY AND STRODE UP TO THE

FRONT DOOR. HE HAD OBVIOUSLY BEEN THERE BEFORE. HE MOVED SO

QUICKLY THAT | ALMOST HAD TO TROT TO KEEP UP. CORDING BANGED

ON THE FRONT DOOR. AT FIRST THERE WAS NO ANSWER, SO CORDING

BEGAN CAL LING OUT LOUDLY AGAIN AND AGAIN FOR SOMEONE NAMED

MR. COAKLIN. EVENTUALLY HE GOT A RESPONSE, AND WE HEARD A

WEAK, GRAVELLY, DRUNK -SOUNDING VOICE FROM BEHIND THE DOOR.

THE MAN WOULD NOT OPEN IT, THOUGH. CORDING DEMANDED THAT

MR. COAKLIN TELL HIM WHY WE HAD JUST SEEN HIS SON IN THE PARK.

THE ANSWER CAME BACK AFTER A LONG PAUSE: 01l
UPSET CORDING EVEN MORE. HE INFORMED MR. COAKLIN THAT HIS SON

WAS STILL O HOLDI NG THE SHEET YOU WRAPPED HI
COAKLIN WHAT HE INTENDED TO DO ABOUT IT. A GAIN, THE ANSWER

CAME I'N A SAD, TIRED VOI CE: 0 | DONGT KNOW. o6 C
INTENDED TO TAKE CARE OF THE SITUATION OR IF HE HIMSELF HAD TO

DO IT. AT FIRST THERE WAS NO ANSWER AT ALL. CORDING WAS ABOUT

TO REPEAT THE QUESTION BUT FINALLY COAKLIN SAI D, 6YOU DO IT.
CORDING YELLED AT COAKLIN THROUGH THE DOOR, SAYING THAT THIS

WAS ABSOLUTELY THE LAST TIME ANYTHING LIKE THIS WAS GOING TO

HAPPEN, AND THAT NOW COAKLIN WOULD EITHER LET THE BOY REST OR

CORDI NG wouLD TAKE PERMANENT ACTI ON. ORMAKL I N
THE LAST THING CORDING SAID TO HIM WAS TO ASK IF HE HAD A

SHOVEL IN HIS SHED. CORDING WALKED AROUND THE SIDE OF THE

HOUSE, PAST A FORGOTTEN TOMATO GARDEN, TO THE DILAPIDATED

SHED. HE RUMMAGED THROUGH IT FOR A MOMENT AND CAME OUT



WITH A RUSTY SHOVEL. W ITH IT, WE WALKED BACK TO THE BUS STOP. AS

WE WAITED FOR THE BUS TO PICK US UP GOING IN THE OPPOSITE

DIRECTION, CORDING SAID THAT WHAT HE NEEDED TO DO MIGHT TAKE

A WHILE, AND THAT HE MIGHT NEED MY HELP. THIS SENT A SHUDDER

DOWN MY SPINE. WE RODE BACK TO TH E PARK. WHEN WE GOT OFF THE

BUS, CORDI NG SAW RIGHT AWAY THAT MR. COAKL I
LONGER ON THE PARK BENCH. CORDING TURNED TO ME, LOOKING ILL,

AND SAID HE THOUGHT HE KNEW WHERE HE HAD GONE. HE CHANGED

HI'S MI ND ON THE SPOT AND SAI D HE DABDQGT WAN
COME NEXT RECORDED ON VIDEOTAPE. HE INSTRUCTED ME TO

RECHARGE MY CAMERA BATTERY AND MEET HIM IN TWO HOURS ON THE

FAR SIDE OF THE PARK. THEN HE LEFT ME, WALKING TOWARD RUDWICK

ROAD WITH THE SHOVEL. IN A DAZE, | SHUT OFF THE CAMERA. | TRIED TO

THINK OF WHERE | MIGHT RE -CHARGE MY CAMERA BATTERY, AND

WALKED DOWN THE ROAD THREE QUARTERS OF A MILE INTO
CHELTENBROOK, THE NEIGHBORHOOD WHERE MY BEST CHILDHOOD

FRIEND HAD LIVED. HE STILL LIVED THERE, AS FAR AS | KNEW, WITH HIS

PARENTS. | WENT TO HIS HOUSE, NEEDI NG TO SIT DOWN AND RELAX. |
CONVINCED MYSELF AS | WALKED THAT IF STEVE WERE HOME, | WOULD

NOT TELL HIM WHAT | HAD SEEN OR WHAT | WAS DOING. ONLY LATER, IF

| WAS ABLE TO TELL HIM WITHOUT ANYONE ELSE EVER FINDING OUT,

wouLD | DO THAT. A SOHAD BFUSWACH TENOMEOFA N

BED. HE WAS HAPPY TO SEE ME, AND | TOLD HIM | HAD BEEN IN THE AREA

TAPING A WEDDING RECEPTION. WE SAT IN HIS BASEMENT AND TALKED

ABOUT OLD TIMES. HE NOTICED THAT | LOOKED A LITTLE SICK, BUT I

TOLD HIM | WAS JUST GETTING OVER THE FL  U. | TURNED OUR TALK TO

WHAT ROBIN SONG WAS LIKE AFTER MY PARENTS HAD MOVED US TO

ANNAPOLIS AT THE AGE OF THIRTEEN. STEVE HAD NEVER REALLY LIKED

THE TOWN THAT MUCH, BUT HE DIDN'T SEEM ABLE TO LEAVE, NEVER

HAVI NG FOUND HI'S LI FE6S PURPOSEIES,JUSTAREW EARLY
YEARS BEFORE, HEOD HAD A BREAKDOWN AND SPENT



HOSPI TAL. I WASNGT SURE I F HE HAD EVEN WORK
REMINDED ME OF THE HALLOWEEN NIGHT WHEN WE WERE EIGHTEEN

WHEN HE HAD DRIVEN ALL THE WAY TO ANNAPOLIS UNEXPECTEDLY TO

SEE ME AFTER HEOD GOTTEN A BAD SCARE I N ROBI
FELT FOOLISH ABOUT LATER. HE WAS A LITTLE DRUNK AND HIGH AND

SEARCHING ON FOOT FOR A PARTY HE KNEW ABOUT, AND HE GOT LOST

I N A NEI GHBORHOOD HEG6D BEEN I N MANY TI MES.
THINKING ABOUT A MURDER WHICH HAD TAKEN PLACE IN ROBIN SONG

A FEW MONTHS BEFORE. A BLIND GIRL WHO HAD ONCE ATTENDED HIS

HIGH SCHOOL WAS ABDUCTED FROM A LOCAL PHARMACY AND KILLED.

HER CAPTORS HADNOGT BELI EVED SHE WA S BLI ND,
ACTUALLY TAPED UP HER EYES BEFORE TH EY KILLED HER. AFTER THAT,

PEOPLE SAID THAT WHENEVER ANYTHING WAS BROKEN OR DAMAGED

AROUND TOWN, I T WA 'S THE Gl RL3 S GHOST BLUNL
SIGHTLESS. STEVE SAID THAT THERE REALLY WERE ALL SORTS OF POLICE

REPORTS AT THAT TIME OF STATUES, TRASH CANS, AND STR EET SIGNS

BEING KNOCKED OVER WITH NO APPARENT PURPOSE. EARLY ON

HALLOWEEN NIGHT HE HAD MADE THE MISTAKE OF GOING ON THE

| NTERNET AND FI NDI NG A PICTURE OF WHAT THE
LOOKED LIKE WHEN SHE WAS FOUND, AND THAT NIGHT AS HE WALKED

ALONE THROUGH THE STREETS HE GOT VERY FRIGHTENED, SO
FRIGHTENED HE GOT IT INTO HIS HEAD TO GET IN HIS CAR AND DRIVE

ALL THE WAY TO MY HOUSE NON  -STOP. SOMEHOW HE GOT THERE OKAY.

| REMEMBERED THAT NIGHT WELL. | ASKED HIM IF ROBIN SONG SEEMED

LIKE A PLACE WHERE STRANGE THINGS OFTEN HAPPENED. HE SAI D
GOD, OF COURSE. 6 THERE HAD BEEN A COUPLE OF D
VERY WEEK. HE TRIED IN VAIN TO REMEMBER THE DETAILS OF ANOTHER

RUMOR THAT HAD FLOATED AROUND ROBIN SONG, ONE FROM OUR

ELEMENTARY SCHOOL DAYS, SOMETHING ABOUT A B ABY THAT HAD

BEEN FOUND BURNED BEYOND RECOGNI TI ON AT ST. I
AND BURIED IN TOWN NEVER HAVING BEEN ACCURATELY IDENTIFIED. |



VAGUELY REMEMBERED WHAT HE WAS TALKING ABOUT. | SUDDENLY
FELT SO INCREDIBLY TIRED TALKING TO STEVE THAT | TOLD HIM |
NEEDED TO LIE DOWN. WITHIN TWO MINUTES, | HAD FALLEN ASLEEP.
WHEN | WOKE UP, | APOLOGIZED PROFUSELY. | IMMEDIATELY ASSUMED |
HAD BEEN OUT FOR HOURS. BUT IT HAD ONLY BEEN A FEW MINUTES. |

WAS COMPLETELY DI SORI ENTED. I LEFT STEVEGS

AFTER ASKING HIM TO VISIT ME SOON. ON THE WAY DOWN THE STREET,
HIS PARENTS PASSED ME IN THEIR CAR COMING HOME. THEY GOT OUT
TO SPEAK TO ME. THEY HAD SEEMED VERY OLD WHEN | KNEW THEM AS A
TEENAGER, AND NOW THEY WERE QUITE ELDERLY. THEY TOLD ME THAT
JUST A FEW WEEKS AGO, STEVE HAD BEEN FOUND WANDERING IN
MOUNT HALCYON CEMETERY, HAVING HEARD VOICES RECENTLY,
STRANGE FEMALE VOICES, EVERY DAY AT ABOUT DAWN, TELLING HIM TO

GO THERE AND MAKE SURE THAT CERTAI N GRAVES WE

EVEN TOUCHED. THEY HAD BEGUN TO WORRY AB  OUT HIM AGAIN. THEY

WERENOT SURE WHAT SORT OF TREATMENT HE WAS

NEXT. | LEFT THEM AND WENT SLOWLY BACK TO THE PARK ON LORDS
STREET. THERE | FOUND CORDING SITTING ON THE GROUND, LEGS
CROSSED, SMOKING AND LOOKING OUT OVER THE ROAD. HE APPEARED
EXHAUSTED. HIS CLOTHES WERE STREAKED WITH DIRT, AND THERE WAS
A NASTY SCRATCH ON THE BACK OF HIS RIGHT HAND. THE SHOVEL WAS
GONE, BUT IN ONE HAND HE NOW HELD THE DIRTY WHITE SHEET THAT
MR. COAKLIN'S SON HAD WITH HIM ON THE BENCH. WITHOUT A WORD
TO ME, HE GE STURED FOR ME TO START THE CAMERA AGAIN. HE GOT TO
HIS FEET, AND THE SECOND PART OF OUR DAY IN ROBIN SONG BEGAN.
THI NGS WENT FROM BAD TO NIGHTMARI SH VERY
WALKED. | REMEMBER GOING PAST ALL THE MINOR LANDMARKS OF
ROBIN SONG WHICH | USED TO THINK NOTHING OF BUT NOW SEEMED
SINISTER TO ME. WE WALKED SEEMINGLY WITHOUT PURPOSE, SLOWLY
MAKING OUR WAY BACK TOWARD MOUNT HALCYON. CORDING KEPT
RUBBING HIS FOREHEAD, A HEADACHE MAKING HIM SICK. HE SEEMED

QU



FRUSTRATED BY OUR LACK OF PROGRESS. AFTER ALMOST A FULL HOUR OF
WANDERING, WE CAME TO AN ANONYMOUS LITTLE FORESTED AREA
BESIDE A SELFSTORAGE RENTAL FACILITY WHERE A STEADY TRICKLE OF
WATER FLOWED THROUGH THE MUD BETWEEN TWO UNDERGROUND
PIPES AS TALL AS WE WERE. THERE, CORDING TOLD ME HE NEEDED TO
'‘ATTRA CT. 1& WAS GOING TO MAKE HIM INCREDIBLY WEAK, HE SAID, BUT

IT NEEDED TO BE DONE BEFORE THE ENTIRE DAY WAS LOST. HE MIGHT
NEED MY HELP WALKING AT FIRST WHEN HE FINISHED. HE DESCENDED
THE SMALL BANK BESIDE THE TINY STREAM WITH THAT WHITE SHEET IN

HIS HAND, STEADYING HIMSELF BY GRABBING ONTO WEAK TREE
BRANCHES, AS | AND THE CAMERA WATCHED HIM. HE CROUCHED AND
DIPPED THE SHEET INTO THE SLOWLY RUNNING WATER, THEN HE
PUSHED IT DEEPER, INTO THE MUD BELOW. HE HELD HIS HANDS THERE,
EYES CLOSED, FOR A FULL MINUTE. W HEN HE BROUGHT THEM ABOVE THE
SURFACE AGAIN, THE SHEET WAS BLACK WITH MUD. WATER DRIPPED
STEADILY FROM IT. HE ASCENDED THE BANK AGAIN. HE MOVED AWAY
ALMOST AS IF HE HAD FORGOTTEN | WAS THERE, AND | HAD TO CATCH

UP. IN TEN MINUTES WE WERE BACK IN THE CEMETE RY. CORDING
WALKED ALL THE WAY THERE WITH HIS HANDS AND THE SHEET
COVERED IN MUD. PEOPLE HAD NOTICED, BUT THEY SAID NOTHING.
MOST WERE TOO BUSY SHRINKING AGAINST THE COLD WIND THAT WAS
GETTING STRONGER AND STRONGER, BLOWING DEAD LEAVES
EVERYWHERE. CORDING WENT TOWARD THE EASTERN EDGE OF THE
CEMETERY, TOWARD THE GRAVE HE HAD STOOD AT BEFORE.
FRIGHTENED, | HUNG BACK AS MUCH AS | COULD. NO ONE ELSE WAS
AROUND IN THE ENTIRE CEMETERY. | WATCHED CORDING CROUCH
DEEPLY AT THE KNEES AND FOLD THE WET FILTHY SHEET SEV  ERAL TIMES
UNTIL IT WAS AN ALMOST PERFECT SQUARE. THEN HE PLACED IT SOFTLY
ON THE PATCH OF EARTH I N FRONT OF THE | NFANTD®
SCARED SOMEHOW WHEN | WATCHED HIM ONLY THROUGH THE
VIEWFINDER, WHICH MADE HIM SMALL. HE SAID SOMETHING TO ME I



COULDNOT HEAR, SO | MOVED CLOSER. HE WAS
UP. | PUT THE CAMERA DOWN FOR JUST A MOMENT AND PUT MY HANDS
UNDER HIS SHOULDERS AND LIFTED HIM. WHEN HE WAS ON HIS FEET
AGAIN HE SEEMED ALL RIGHT, JUST VERY WEAK AND TIRED, LIKE AN OLD
MAN. HE TOL D ME TO PICK UP THE CAMERA AGAIN AND WAIT WITH HIM

ON A BENCH IN THE CREMATION GARDEN A FEW HUNDRED FEET AWAY.

HE AND | SAT THERE FOR AT LEAST A HALF HOUR. WE SAW NO ONE. AT
ONE POINT IT ALMOST LOOKED LIKE CORDING HAD FALLEN ASLEEP
SITTING UP, BUT NO. HE H AD JUST GONE INTO A LIGHT MEDITATIVE
STATE. | SMOKED SEVERAL CIGARETTES AND WAITED FOR CORDING TO
TELL ME WHAT OUR NEXT MOVE WAS. EVENTUALLY WE ROSE AGAIN
AND WALKED BACK TO THE GRAVE. CORDING PICKED UP THE SHEET, OR
MAYBE | SHOULD CALL IT A SHROUD, AND TH EN HAD ME FOLLOW HIM
AGAIN AS HE CARRIED IT AWAY. WE WENT PAST THE CREMATION
GARDEN AND INTO A SMALL GROVE OF BUSHES. THERE, CORDING SET
THE SHROUD ON THE GROUND ONE LAST TIME AND UNFOLDED IT LITTLE

BY LITTLE UNTIL IT WAS BACK TO ITS FULL SIZE. HE TOLD ME TO GET A
CLOSE SHOT OF IT. THERE WERE ACTUALLY LETTERS ON IT, TWELVE
INCHES HIGH, SOMEHOW ETCHED FROM THE MUD THAT HAD CAKED
ONTO IT, AS IF SMALL FINGERS HAD USED IT AS PAINT. THE WRITING WAS
VERY CLEAR, THOUGH THE LETTERS WERE SPIKY AND SHAKY. THE
WORDS W ERE GYORA EL. THAT WAS IT, NOTHING MORE. CORDING
STARED AT THEM FOR A TIME, SEEMING A LITTLE CONFUSED, BUT NOT
SCARED, LIKE | WAS. THEN SUDDENLY, HE SEEMED MUCH MORE CERTAIN
ABOUT WHERE WE WERE TO WALK. HE GATHERED UP THE SHEET AND
DUMPED IT INTO THENEARE ST TRASH CAN. A FROM
WE WENT DOWN BOWLER AVENUE, THEN HEADED SOUTH. AS WE
WALKED AND | VIDEOTAPED, | STARTED TO FEEL VERY DEEPLY

ASKI I

MOUN T

CONCERNED FOR MY OWN WELL -BEI NG. AND | DI DNO6T LI KE WF

WERE GOING. THE SIGHTS WERE BECOMING EVEN MORE FA MILIAR. THE
PATH WE TOOK MIMICKED TOO MANY OF THE ONES | TOOK IN MY



YOUTH TO NAVIGATE THE TOWN, WHICH SEEMED SO BIG TO ME BACK

THEN. CORDING STOPPED EVERY QUARTER MILE OR SO AND THOUGHT

FOR A MOMENT, TRYING TO SENSE SOMETHING, BUT ALWAYS MOVING IN

MORE OR LESS A STRAIGHT LINE. THEN THERE CAME A SERIES OF TURNS

HE TOOK WHICH EXACTLY DUPLICATED THE WAY | USED TO WALK FROM

A SEVEN-EL EVEN TO MY GRANDFATHER®GS HOUSE. I
DISBELIEF AS HE EVEN VEERED OFF THE SIDEWALK BESIDE THE HOUSE

WHERE A FAMILY CALLED THE VHEATYS USED TO LIVE. THE GIANT OAK

TREE ON THE EDGE OF THEIR FRONT LAWN WAS SPLIT NEATLY IN TWO

AT THE TRUNK AND CORDING STEPPED ONTO THE LAWN AND BISECTED

THAT TREE THE WAY | USED TO EVERY SINGLE TIME | ENCOUNTERED IT

FROM THE AGE OF SIX. HE KEPT GOl NG WITHOUT LOOKING BACK,

JOINING THE SIDEWALK AGAIN. IT WAS A MOVE COMPLETELY OUT OF

CHARACTER FOR CORDING AND MADE NO EARTHLY SENSE AT ALL. THE

MOMENT WHEN WE REACHED BRIAN LANE WAS THE REAL TURNING

POINT FOR ME, THE TIME WHEN | MOST CONSIDERED DROPPING T HE

CAMERA AND JUST RUNNING AWAY FROM THIS AWFUL TASK. BUT | KEPT

UP, UNABLE TO NOT LOOK, TO NOT FIND OUT WHAT WOULD HAPPEN

NEXT. | WAS SURE CORDING KNEW EXACTLY WHAT | WAS FEELING AND

KNEW THAT | WOULDNOGT STOP. CORDI NG FI NALLY
MORE SLOWLY. W E LEFT BRIAN LANE AND STARTED TO WALK UP A LONG,

WINDING PATH ONTO PRIVATE PROPERTY. THE PATH LED BETWEEN

REEDS AND TREES STARTING TO SHOWER LEAVES ONTO US UNDER THE

WEIGHT OF THE WIND. | KEPT FAR BACK. CORDING WAS SMALL IN THE

CAMERA FRAME. HE STOPPED ENT IRELY FOR A MINUTE, LOOKING

AROUND. THEN HE GESTURED FOR ME TO COME CLOSER. BREATHING

HARD WITH FRI GHT, I DI D SO. HE SAI D TO ME: 0
HERE. SOMETHI NG6 S HERE. BE VERY QUIET. 06 WITH
TO MOVE UP THE DIRT PATH, WHICH BENT SL IGHTLY TO THE RIGHT,

AND WHICH IN ABOUT A HUNDRED FEET WOULD LEAD DIRECTLY TO MY
GRANDFATHERO®GS BACK YARD. WHEN GRANDPAGS HOU



VI EW, I COULDNOT MOVE ANY FURTHER. I SAI D NOT
CORDING WHERE WE WERE, AND WHY IT WAS SO RIDICULOUS THA T WE
SHOULD BE HERE, ONLY AFTER HE HAD COMPLETED WHATEVER TASK HE
HAD IN MIND. | WANTED TO HURT HIM SOMEHOW, TO MAKE HIM FEEL
UTTERLY FOOLISH. | WOULD LET HIM LOOK AROUND AND THEN | WOULD
EXPLAIN TO HIM THAT HIS INSTINCTS WERE COMPLETELY WRONG. |
FINALLY H AD A REASON TO ABANDON HIM. | WOULD EVEN KEEP TAPING

SO | COULD DOCUMENT HIS WRONG TURN. BUT DEEP DOWN, | FEARED
THAT SOMETHI NG VERY AWFUL HAD GOTTEN TOO CLOS
HOUSE, AND THAT CORDI NG HAD TRACKED | T DOWN.
TRUCK WAS GONE, AND THE HOUSE WAS OBVIOUSLY EMPTY. HE HAD
PROBABLY GONE OUT FOR GROCERIES, OR TO VISIT A FRIEND. HE STILL
WENT OUT A COUPLE OF TIMES A WEEK DESPITE HIS OLD AGE. AFTER
LOOKING AT THE HOUSE BRIEFLY, AND AT THE WIDE ACREAGE
SURROUNDING IT, WHICH WAS BORDERED ON ALL S IDES BY WOODS,
CORDING TURNED HIS ATTENTION TO THE OLD HORSE STABLE MY
GRANDFATHER HAD ESSENTIALLY LEFT TO ROT DECADES AGO. CORDING
OPENED THE RUSTING GATE THAT SEPARATED THE BACK YARD FROM
THE GRASSY LOT ON WHICH THE STABLE SAT AND WENT THROUGH IT. |
FOLLOWED HIM. IT WAS AS IF HE WAS BEING LED BY A SCENT OR A
SOUND THAT ONLY HE WAS ABLE TO EXPERIENCE. CORDING WENT INTO
THE HORSE STABLE, WHICH WAS DIVIDED IN HALVES, THE TWO SIDES
SEPARATED BY A SHORT WALL. HE LIFTED THE LID OF AN ANCIENT
WOODEN STORAGE BIN AND HESITANTLY LOOKED INSIDE IT. THERE WAS
NOTHING IN THERE. THEN HE MOVED TO THE OTHER SIDE OF THE SHORT
WALL. | SAW SOME OLD FURNITURE LEFT SITTING IN THE DIRT FOR
YEARS, NOTHING MORE THAN A HOME FOR SPIDERS, AND THEN NOTICED,
EVEN BEFORE CORDING DID, A TALL WOODEN STICK RISING OUT OF THE
DIRT TO WAIST HEIGHT, HAVING BEEN JAMMED INTO IT, STANDING
FREELY. A SMALL PHOTOGRAPH HAD BEEN TAPED TO THE TOP OF THE
STICK. IT WAS A COLOR PHOTO OF A YOUNG BOY OF ABOUT EIGHT WHO |



HAD NEVER SEEN. THE BOY WAS WEARING A HOODED SWEATSHIRT AND
SMILING AT THE CAMERA AS IT PHOTOGRAPHED HIM STANDING IN
FRONT OF A MOVIE THEATER. BECAUSE OF THE EXPOSURE TO THE
ELEMENTS, THE PHOTO HAD FADED SOMEWHAT, BUT WAS PROBABLY NO
MORE THAN A FEW MONTHS OLD. | TOUCHED IT AS | MOVED THE
CAM ERA IN TO GET A SHOT OF IT. | GOT THE FEELING THAT CORDING
KNEW RIGHT AWAY WHAT THE STICK AND THE PHOTO ATTACHED TO IT
SIGNIFIED. TO ME IT WAS A COMPLETE MYSTERY. THE PROPERTY SEEMED
HIDEOUSLY SILENT. THE SILENCE WAS THEN BROKEN BY THE SOUND OF
AN ENGINE A PPROACHING. MY GRANDFATHER WAS COMING BACK
HOME. MY FIRST INSTINCT WAS TO WALK OUT OF THE STABLE AND
GREET HIM, BUT CORDING REACHED A HAND OUT AND CLASPED MY
FOREARM. HE PUT A FINGER TO HIS LIPS TO TELL ME TO KEEP QUIET. IT
WAS THEN | REALIZED THAT WHAT HE FEARED WAS NOT SOMETHING

NAMELESS THAT HAD I NFESTED MY GRANDFATHERGS

P

GRANDFATHER HI MSELF. I DID AS I WAS |I NSTRUCTE

TRUCK GOT CLOSER, THE SOUND OF THE ENGINE GOT LOUDER, AND
CORDING STEPPED DEEPER INTO THE MUSTY STABLE TO KEEP WELL OUT
OF SIGHT. SOON WE COULD HEAR THE TRUCK LESS THAN A HUNDRED
FEET BEYOND THE STABLE, COMING UP THE PATH AND BUMPING OVER
THE GRASS OF THE BACK YARD. LITTLE BY LITTLE, CORDING CREPT
TOWARD THE EDGE OF THE STABLE SO THAT HE COULD LEAN AROUND
THE CORNER IN A SUBTLE WAY AND WATCH TO SEE WHAT HAPPENED. |
HEARD THE SOUND OF THE ENGI NE CUT OFF AND
OPEN. CORDING TOOK A FEW MORE STEPS FORWARD AND PRESSED HIS
BODY FLAT AGAINST THE SIDE OF THE STABLE, HIDING BEHIND THE
VINES THAT GREW TH ERE. OVER HIS SHOULDER, | COULD SEE MY
GRANDFATHER MAKING HIS WAY UP TO HIS FRONT DOOR, HAVING NO
IDEA WE WERE THERE. HE WALKED ARTHRITICALLY UP THE THREE STEPS

| MYSELF HAD CLIMBED SO MANY TIMES BEFORE, AND THEN HE
DISAPPEARED INSIDE. WHEN HE WAS GONE, CO RDING TURNED TO ME. |

T



REMEMBER HIS HAIR BLOWING CRAZILY IN THE WIND. HE WHISPERED
THAT WE WOULD COME BACK LATER, TO SEE IF THE MAN HAD LEFT
AGAIN. HE SAID HE NEEDED TO GET INSIDE THE HOUSE. WE CREPT OFF
THE PROPERTY, KEEPING WELL OUT OF SIGHT. WHEN WE ENCO UNTERED
A FIFTY -FOOT STRETCH WHERE WE COULD PROBABLY HAVE BEEN SEEN
THROUGH ONE OF THE HOUSEGS6S FRONT WI NDOWS, WE
PACE LIKE BURGLARS. THEN WE WENT BACK DOWN THE LONG DIRT PATH
TOWARD BRIAN LANE. EVEN BEFORE WE GOT TO IT, CORDING HAD TO
STOP, BEND ON ONE KNEE, AND REST, BREATHING HEAVILY. ALL HIS
ENERGY WAS GONE. | MYSELF FELT LIKE | WAS DEVELOPING A FEVER.
THAT WAS WHEN | TOLD HIM THAT THE MAN WE HAD JUST SEEN WAS

MY GRANDFATHER. CORDING LOOKED AT ME WITH ABSOLUTELY NO

EXPRESSION. HIS EYES WERE BL ANK, DEAD. HE SAI D TO ME
TONI GHT YouodéLL CALL HI M AND GET HIM OUT OF
WEGLL GO | N. O A AFTER THAT, CORDI NG WALKE

WITH LESS DETERMINATION, HAVING TO SIT SEVERAL TIMES ON

BENCHES AND SIDEWALKS TO REST AND CATCH H IS BREATH. | KEPT UP

MY END OF THE BARGAIN BY CONTINUING TO VIDEOTAPE HIM, THOUGH

MY MIND WAS IN A FOG. | GOT THE SENSE THAT HE KEPT GOING ON

FOOT JUST TO DISTRACT ME FROM THE FACT THAT HE REALLY ONLY HAD

ONE DESTI NATI ON I N MI ND NOW. I' T WASHOUWSE, GRAND
UNDER COVER OF NI GHT. A I T WAS ABOUT
STARTING TO DRIZZLE LIGHTLY AGAIN WHEN | WAS ATTACKED. IT

HAPPENED IN A SMALL PUBLIC OVERFLOW PARKING LOT TUCKED BEHIND

A STRIP MALL WHICH FACED ROSANDA ROAD. | WAS ABOUT FIFTEEN FEET

BEHIND CORDING AS WE CROSSED THE LOT TOWARDS IT. THERE WERE

ABOUT TEN CARS PARKED IN THE LOT, AND NO HUMAN ACTIVITY. WE

WERE NEAR THE REAR ENTRANCES OF A USED BOOKSTORE, A
LAUNDROMAT, AND A LOCAL HARDWARE STORE WHICH WAS THE FIRST

BUSINESS EVER TO SET UP SHOP IN ROBIN SONG. CORDING WAS SAYING
SOMETHING TO ME AND | HAD TO STRAIN TO LISTEN. HE WAS ASKING ME



IF I WANTED TO STOP SOMEWHERE AND GET A WINDBREAKER OR
SOMETHING BECAUSE OF THE DROPPING TEMPERATURE. | SAID |
THOUGHT 1 6D BE FI NE FOR A WHRARTED TOAASKOMEINMH E N
THERE WAS ANY CHANCE THE CAMERA COULD BE DAMAGED IF IT
RAINED AGAIN. HALFWAY THROUGH HIS SENTENCE, HE TURNED TO ME
AND KEPT SPEAKING, BUT RIGHT AWAY | FROZE AND HE STOPPED AND
ASKED ME WHAT WAS WRONG. CORDI NG6S EYES
COMPLETELY, RENDERING HIM BLIND. IT LOOKED LIKE TWO FRAYED
PIECES OF CARDBOARD HAD BEEN PUT OVER THEM AND SEALED THERE
CLUMSILY WITH SEVERAL SHORT STRIPS OF BLACK TAPE. THERE WAS A
THICK SMEAR OF DRIED BLOOD ON THE SIDE OF HIS FACE, ALMOST
ENTIRELY OBSCURING O NE CHEEK. | REMEMBER POINTING AT HIS FACE
AND BEING UNABLE TO FORM THE RIGHT WORDS TO TELL HIM WHAT |
WAS SEEING. HE PUT A HAND TO HIS EYES TO FEEL THE TAPE WHEN
SOMETHING STRUCK ME HARD ON MY RIGHT SIDE, SO HARD THAT | AND
MY CAMERA WENT FLYING. MY WIND W AS KNOCKED RIGHT OUT OF ME
AND | FELL TO THE CEMENT. IT FELT LIKE A LIGHT HUMAN BODY HAD
COLLIDED WITH ME AT TOP RUNNING SPEED, AND FOR THE BRIEFEST
INSTANT, | KNOW | FELT HUMAN HAIR, LONG HUMAN HAIR, GRAZE MY
FACE, AND | DETECTED THE SCENT OF PERFUME. THE BACK OF MY HAND
WAS SCRAPED AND THERE WAS A LOT OF PAIN BUT | MANAGED TO
QUICKLY GRAB THE CAMERA AND WHIP IT ALL AROUND ME, TRYING TO
PICK UP A PHYSICAL IMAGE OF WHAT HAD STRUCK ME. THERE WAS
NOTHING. WHEN THE CAMERA CAUGHT CORDING IN THE FRAME AGAIN,

NO MORE THAN SEVEN OR EIGHT SECONDS AFTER | SEEN HIM WITH HIS
EYES TAPED. THE TAPE WAS GONE, AND SO WAS THE BLOOD SMEARING
HIS CHEEK. HE TRIED TO HELP ME TO MY FEET BUT | PUSHED HIM AWAY. |
LAY THERE FOR A FEW MINUTES, TRYING NOT TO CRY. ALMOST TOO
PERFECTLY, NO ONE HAD SEEN WHAT HAD HAPPENED TO US. THE
PARKING LOT WAS QUIET AND UNPOPULATED, EVEN THOUGH THERE
WERE ALMOST A DOZEN BUSINESSES WITHIN FIFTY YARDS OF US. THE

HE

WE F



PEOPLE WHO ENTERED THEM AND EXITED THEM DID SO FROM THE
FRONT SIDEWALK ON ROSANDA ROAD AND C OULDN'T SEE US. FINALLY |
STOOD UP. CORDING AND | EXCHANGED NO WORDS. | CHECKED THE
CAMERA AND IT WAS ALL RIGHT. WHEN | STARTED TO REWIND THE TAPE

TO WATCH THE LAST MINUTE OF IT, CORDING ASSURED ME | WOULD SEE
NOTHING THAT EXPLAINED WHAT HAD HAPPENED. AND IT WAS TRUE.
BUT THE CAMERA HAD AT LEAST CAUGHT, INCONTROVERTIBLY, THE
BLACK TAPE ON HIS EYES, HIS CONFUSED REACTION TO MY SHOCK, AND
THE SOUND OF A BODY SLAMMING INTO MINE AS | LOST ALL CONTROL

OF THE FRAME AND THE PICTURE WENT ASKEW. THE SOUND OF THE AIR
BEING KNOCKED FROM MY LUNGS HAD BEEN DELIVERED DIRECTLY INTO
THE MICROPHONE WHEN THE CAMERA TWISTED TOWARD MY FACE. IT
HAD ALL BEEN REAL. THERE WAS JUST NO SIGN AT ALL OF THE CAUSE. |
REMEMBERED HOW CORDING HAD TOLD ME THAT NOTHING COULD
TOUCH ME HERE. | WATCHED HIS FACE FOR ANY SIGN OF REAL SHOCK,
VISIBLE EVIDENCE THAT HE FELT HE WAS DEALING WITH SOMETHING
HERE THAT HE COULD NOT FATHOM. BUT HE REMAI N
FOR A TIME, CORDING AND | DID NOTHING BUT SIT ON ROSANDA AND
WATCH THE ANNUAL AUTUMN FES  TIVAL WHICH WAS TAKING PLACE
THAT WEEKEND. ROBI'N SONG6S MAIN STREET HAD
TRAFFIC, AND TOWNSPEOPLE SWIRLED ALL AROUND US, SMILING,
LAUGHING, DOING ALL SORTS OF THINGS. DOZENS OF SMALL BOOTHS
AND TABLES WERE SET UP, SELLING EVERYTHING FROM HOME MADE
JEWELRY TO OLD BOOKS TO ETHNIC FOOD. TWO DIFFERENT BANDS
PLAYED. CORDI NG DRANK A CUP OF ESPRESSO HED
CHURCH GROUP ON THE CORNER AND | TRIED TO EAT SOMETHING. WE
JUST WATCHED ALL THE PEOPLE WHO WERE SO UNAWARE OF WHAT
SORT OF PLACE THEY REALLY LIVED IN. | SPOTTED A FACE | INSTANTLY
RECOGNIZED AS | STOOD TO STRETCH. ACROSS THE STREET WAS THE
INDEPENDENT MOVIE PRODUCER WHOM | HAD SHOT TAPE FOR TEN
MONTHS BEFORE. | TOLD CORDING | WOULD BE BACK IN A FEW MINUTES



AND WALKED OVER TO TALK TO TREN T. WE SHOOK HANDS AND | ASKED
HIM IF HE HAD WOUND UP MOVING TO ROBIN SONG, AS HAD BEEN HIS
PLAN. HE SAID THAT HE HAD, HIS WIFE HAD BEEN CONVINCED BY THE

TOWNOS CHARM WHEN HEOD DRI VEN HER THROUGH

BOUGHT A SMALL HOUSE ON THE EDGE OF TOWN NEAR THE TRAIN

STATION. | ASKED HIM IF HE STILL LIKED THE AREA AS MUCH, AND HE
SAID THAT HE DID. HE HAD BEEN TRYING TO GET SOME TIME OFF TO
TAKE A LONG VACATION, THOUGH, BECAUSE OF A PROBLEM THAT HAD
ARISEN WITH HIS EIGHT YEAR OLD SON. THE BOY HAD ONE DAY
DEVELOPED A SEVERE CASE OF AGORAPHOBI A.
BRING HIMSELF TO GO TO SCHOOL, BUT EVEN GOING SHOPPING WITH
HIS MOTHER OR BEYOND THE FRONT YARD MADE HIM FEEL AFRAID AND
SI CK. I' T HAD HAPPENED OVERNI GHT, AND
ANYONE WHAT HAD CAU SED | T. HEGD MISSED A
BEFORE HE OVERCAME HIS FEAR AND WENT BACK TO NORMAL, BUT BOTH
HIS MOTHER AND FATHER WANTED HIM TO SEE A THERAPIST SOON.
WHETHER IT WAS A REAL PSYCHOLOGICAL PROBLEM OR JUST BULLY

RELATED, OR MAYBE JUST A REACTION TO SOME THING HIS TEACHER

HAD DONE, THEY HAD NO IDEA. THE POSSIBILITY OF MOLESTATION WAS
VERY REAL AS WELL. ASIDE FROM THAT, THEIR TIME IN ROBIN SONG WAS
GOING ALONG WELL. WE PARTED AND | NEVER SAW TRENT AGAIN. | HAD

WANTED TO TELL HIM WHY | WAS THERE THAT DAY AND WHAT | HAD

SEEN, BUT EVEN MORE, | WANTED TO TELL HIM THAT | UNDERSTOOD
WHAT HIS SON WAS GOING THROUGH, BECAUSE THE SAME THING HAD
HAPPENED TO ME, WHEN | WAS TEN YEARS OLD. IT WAS SOMETHING |
HAD NEVER REVEALED TO ANYONE. | WAS IN FOURTH GRADE AT THE
TIME. | HAD AWOKEN IN THE MIDDLE OF NIGHT TO THE SOUND OF
SOMETHING STRIKING MY WINDOWPANE AGAIN AND AGAIN. THERE
WAS NOTHING TO BE SEEN, BUT THE NEXT MORNING | WAS AFRAID TO
GET OUT OF MY BED. | MADE MYSELF GET UP AND WALK TO THE BUS
STOP, BUT EVERY STEP | TOO K | WAS AFRAID SOMETHING WAS COMING

HE NOT
HE WAS
WEEK C



TO GET ME. I N SCHOOL, I COULDNOT CONCENTRATE,
LET ME OFF AT THE END OF THE DAY, | RAN AS FAST AS | COULD BACK TO
THE HOUSE. FOR TWO DAYS, | TOLD MY MOTHER | WAS SICK WITH A
STOMACH ACHE, BUT ON THE THIRD DAY MY EXCUSES DRIED UP AND |
HAD TO GO. OVER THE WEEKEND IT GOT WORSE AND WORSE. | DID NOT
GO OUT AND PLAY. | COULD ONLY SLEEP IN FITS AND STARTS. ON
MONDAY, | SHOOK WHEN IT CAME TIME TO WALK TO THE BUS STOP. |
CRIED SILENTLY AS THE BUS TOOK ME HOME, KNO WING THAT | WOULD
HAVE TO RUN HARD AS SOON AS IT LEFT ME BEHIND. EVERY SOUND
MADE ME FLINCH. FOR SOME BIZARRE REASON, | COULD NOT LOOK AT
ANIMALS, MORE SPECIFICALLY THEIR EYES, THE EYES OF DOGS, CATS,
EVEN BIRDS AND SQUIRRELS. WHEN | DID, THEY SEEMED TO PO SSESS A
LOOK OF AGONIZING PAIN, NEAR -DEATH PAIN. ANOTHER STRANGE
SYMPTOM OF MY SICKNESS WAS THAT | BECAME OBSESSED WITH THE
FACT THAT OUTSIDE OF MY SCHOOL, EVERY GIRL OR WOMAN | SAW IN
ROBIN SONG HAD STRAIGHT BLACK HAIR. TO THIS DAY | THINK IT WAS
TRUE THA T FOR A WHOLE WEEK THERE WERE NO EXCEPTIONS TO THIS.
IT WAS AS IF SOME SECRET COVEN HAD APPEARED IN MY TOWN, AND
THOUGH THEY SEEMED TO PAY NO ATTENTION TO ME, EVERY TIME |
SAW A FEMALE APPROACHING ME, | WOULD SEE THE INEVITABLE BLACK
HAIR AND RUN IN ANOTHE R DIRECTION. | NEVER WALKED ANYWHERE
THAT WEEK, ONLY RAN. IT WAS THE SORT OF IRRATIONAL TERROR ONLY

A CHILD CAN FEEL, AND IT SUNK DEEP INTO ME FOR A TIME, AND THEN,
JUST AS MYSTERIOUSLY, IT LEFT ME. THINGS WENT BACK TO NORMAL.
MY WORST MOMENT DURING MY TIM E OF FEAR WAS ON A SNOW DAY

WHE N SCHOOL OPENED TWO HOURS LATE. A NEI GH

DROVE TWO KIDS AND ME TO SCHOOL THAT DAY IN A TRUCK. WHEN |
GOT IN THE TRUCK AND SAW HER STRAIGHT BLACK HAIR, | STARTED TO
CRY. | SWEAR SHE TOOK NO NOTICE AT ALL, NEVER EVEN GLANCED AT
ME IN THE REAR VIEW MIRROR, EVEN AS HER TWO SONS MADE FUN OF
ME. | SAID | HAD HURT MY KNEE SOMEHOW. THE WOMAN WAS TOTALLY



SILENT THROUGHOUT THE TRIP. | STARED AT THE FLOOR SO AS NOT TO

LOOK OUT THE WINDOWS AND SEE ANY MORE BLACK HAIR, JUST AS | DID

WHEN | WAS ON THE BUS. WHEN WE WERE DROPPED OFF, THE WOMAN

DI DN6 T EVEN RESPOND TO HER SONSO GOODBYES. SH
THE FRONT WINDSHIELD AND NEVER TURNED HER HEAD. | THOUGHT

SHE WAS SCARED OF ME, THAT SHE KNEW | WAS AWARE OF HER SECRET.

IF I HAD SPENT ONE MORE MINUTE IN THAT CAR, | WOULD HAVE

STARTED TO SHRI EK AND NEVER STOP. A AT F
AND | GOT MOVING AGAIN. HE SAID HE WANTED TO WALK AROUND A

DI'FFERENT PART OF TOWN, THOUGH HE DI DNOGT SEE
LONG DISTANCES ANYMORE. THE ENERGY HAD BEEN DRAINED FROM HIM

AND HIS HEADACHE WAS WORSE. HE FLINCHED AT THE SLIGHTEST

NOISE. | TOLD HIM IF HE WANTED TO LOOK AT SOMETHING DIFFERENT

WE SHOULD GO ACROSS ROSANDA TO MARQUETTE STREET. FROM WHERE

WE WERE, ALL WE HAD TO DO WAS CUT THROUG H A THIN STRAND OF

TREES TO GET THERE. WE STARTED TO GO THROUGH THEM, AND I

EXPECTED WE WOULD BE ON THE OTHER SIDE OF THEM IN LESS THAN A

MINUTE. INSTINCTIVELY | STARTED VIDEOTAPING AGAIN, AS CORDING

WANTED ME TO. I T DI DN T TAKE ANY THEGBE®HT OR
RESTED THE CAMERA ON MY SHOULDER AT A CERTAIN ANGLE, NO

LONGER BOTHERING TO FRAME THE SHOT THROUGH THE VIEWFINDER,

OR KEEP MY EYE ON THE MINIATURE SCREEN TO
SOMETHING HAPPENED. THE TREES KEPT GOING AND GOING AND FOR A
SECOND | THOUG HT | HAD MADE A MI STAKE, BUT | COou
HAD TAKEN THIS SHORTCUT DOZENS AND DOZENS OF TIMES AS A KID. |

DI DN6 T REMEMBER A PATH LEADI NG I NTO THE WOODS¢S
ONE, AND WE JUST NATURALLY FOUND OURSELVES ON IT. SINCE |

HADNOGT BEEN | N TKMMMANY SEARS, | ASSUMED THE PATH HAD

BEEN SOMEHOW FORMED IN THE INTERIM. BUT FINALLY | CALLED OUT

FOR CORDING TO STOP WALKING. HE TURNED AROUND AND ASKED ME

WHAT WA S WRONG. I WASNOGT SURE. THE WOODS



DIRECTIONS, SEEMING THICKER THAN | EVER REMEMB ERED. THE PATH

SPLIT THEM PERFECTLY. SOMEHOW WE HAD GOTTEN LOST, OR
CONSTRUCTION OVER THE YEARS HAD MOVED THINGS, BUT
CONSTRUCTION ONLY TOOK FOREST AWAY, NEVER ADDED IT. CORDING

ASKED, 0OARE THE WOODS BI GGER THAN YOU THOUGHT
THAT WE SHOULD TURN AROUND. WE STARTED WALKING BACK IN THE

OTHER DIRECTION. AFTER ONLY FIFTY YARDS, THE PATH BEGAN TO BEND

DRAMATI CALLY TO THE RI GHT. I T HADNGT BEEN CU
EVEN AN INCH. NOTHING COULD BE SEEN THROUGH THE TREES. THEY

MARCHED BACK INFINITELY. | = STOPPED AND STARED AT THE PATH, MY

EYES WIDE. CORDING LOOKED AT ME AND DID NOT SEEM SURPRISED AT

MY CONFUSION. HE TOLD ME IF THE PATH WAS NOT WHAT IT SEEMED, IT

WOULD DO NO GOOD TO TRY TO GO BACK THE WAY WE CAME. WE

WOULD WALK, AND THAT WAS ALL WE COULD D O. | PROTESTED, BUT HE

ONLY SAI D AGAI N, OTHERE®S NOTHI NG WE CAN DO
WENT. EVERY STEP WE TOOK FRIGHTENED ME BADLY. EVERY STEP WAS
UNNATURAL, SURREAL. THE TREES SURROUNDING US WERE LIKE ANY

OTHERS, AND THE PATH WAS NOTHING MORE THAN A NEATLY BEATEN

LINE THROUGH THE GRASS. WE COULD HEAR BIRDS OVERHEAD, BUT NO

TRAFFIC IN THE DISTANCE. THE WIND WAS HIGHER THAN IT HAD BEEN.

AFTER CURVING TO THE RIGHT, THE PATH STRAIGHTENED FOR A TIME,

GOING TO THE WEST. | REMEMBER THE POSITION OF THE SUN, WHICH

WA S ALMOST ENTIRELY HIDDEN BY THE CLOUDS. THE PATH CONTINUED

AND DID NOT VEER FROM ITS WESTERLY DIRECTION. IT STAYED THAT

WAY FOR WHAT FELT LIKE ALMOST A HALF HOUR BEFORE IT CHANGED IN

ANY WAY. I DONO T RECALL THE VARI OUS TURNS I T
MEANINGLESS. CORDING WALKED WITH HIS HEAD DOWN, RESIGNED. HE

MOVED AT A STEADY PACE DESPITE THE FACT THAT HIS BREATHING

WAS BECOMING RAGGED. IF | HAD BEEN ALONE, | WOULD NEVER HAVE

KEPT GOING IN A RELATIVELY STRAIGHT LINE. BUT CORDING HAD THE

AIR OF A MAN WHO HAD BEEN THROUGH SOMETHING LIKE THIS BEFORE,



AND KNEW THAT PLUNGING INTO THE WOODS WOULD BE A MISTAKE.
THE RUGGED TERRAIN WAS CONSTANT. WE WERE LOST IN THE MIDDLE
OF A FOREST WHERE NO FOREST HAD EVER BEEN. IT WOULD HAVE BEEN
IMPOSSIBLE TO WALK THROUGH ROBIN SONG A T SUCH A STEADY RATE
AND NOT EMERGE ONTO A STREET, OR A LAWN, OR ANYTHING AT ALL.
THERE WERE NO SIGNS OF HUMAN INHABITANCE, NO LITTER, NO
FOOTPRINTS OTHER THAN OURS. | THOUGHT OF STOPPING, BUT | WAS
TOO PARALYZED WITH FRIGHT TO DO ANYTHING DIFFERENT FROM
WHAT CORDING DID. IT FELT SO MUCH SAFER TO PUT ONE FOOT IN
FRONT OF THE OTHER, OVER AND OVER AND OVER AGAIN, THAN TO
SPEAK OR MAKE ANY COMPLAINT OR SUGGEST ANY OTHER COURSE OF
ACTION. TIME PASSED. THE SUN BEGAN TO SET. THE THOUGHT OF BEING
TRAPPED IN THE WO ODS IN THE DARK SENT ME INTO A PANIC. | WOULD
RATHER HAVE DIED FIRST. IF THE SUN DISAPPEARED OVER THE HORIZON,

| WOULD SCREAM FOR HELP. | WOULD NOT BE ABLE TO CONTROL MYSELF.
A ABOUT-FIFEONRNWIES INTO THE JOURNEY DOWN THE TRAIL,
SOMETHING APPEARE D AROUND A BEND. IN A SMALL GRASSY CLEARING
SAT A HOUSE, A SINGLE -STORY WHITE HOUSE, OVERGROWN WITH
WEEDS AND VINES, LOOKING DECREPIT AND ROTTED. CORDING SLOWED
HIS STEP AND SO DID I. WE APPROACHED IT BUT STOPPED FAR FROM IT.
IT DID NOT TAKE ME LONG TO RE COGNIZE THE HOUSE. IT HAD ONCE
BELONGED TO IRWIN SETTLE, THE MAN WHO HAD MURDERED HIS
PSYCHIATRIST IN 1991. THIS WAS NOT WHERE HIS HOUSE SHOULD HAVE
BEEN. HE LIVED ON COTTLER ROAD. BUT HERE IT WAS. THE BROWN
STREAKS OF HI'S DOCTORG6GS BLOOD IMEIRE PLGTEN E , BU
WAS SURROUNDED BY AN AURA OF DREAD AND SICKNESS. TWO OF THE

WINDOWS WERE BOARDED WHILE THE OTHERS WERE STILL EXPOSED

AND OPEN. WE WALKED AROUND I T, CHECKI NG OUT
NOT SURE WHAT CORDING WAS LOOKING FOR. HE ASKED ME IN AN

ALMOST APOLOGETIC VOICE TO PLEASE MAKE SURE | WAS VIDEOTAPING.
INSTINCTIVELY, | BEGAN TO FRAME THE SHOTS MORE CAREFULLY.



CORDING NOTICED SOMETHING ON THE SIDE OF THE HOUSE. WHEN WE

GOT CLOSER, WE SAW THAT IT WAS A PAPER FLYER, TAPED
HAPHAZARDLY TO A DRAIN PIPE AN D FORGOTTEN. IT SHOWED A CHILD

WHO HAD GONE MISSING FROM ROBIN SONG. THE PAPER HAD BEEN

POSTED BY THE STATE POLICE AND PROVIDED A NUMBER TO CALL WITH

INFORMATION, AS WELL AS THE DATE THE BOY HAD LAST BEEN SEEN.

THE CHI LDO6S NAME WAS DANI EL KINHE RIOTQGRAPMGE NI NI
WAS IDENTICAL, ABSOLUTELY IDENTICAL, TO THE ONE FASTENED TO

THE END OF THE WOODEN STICK | NSIDE MY GRAND
STABLE. BECAUSE THE SIZE OF THE PHOTO WAS ALSO THE SAME, ONE

COULD EASILY SURMISE THAT THE ONE TAPED TO THE WOODEN STICK

HAD, FOR WHATEVER REASON, BEEN CUT CAREFULLY FROM ONE OF THE

STATE POLI CE FLYERS. A WALKI NG CLOSER TO
BEGIN TO SEE INTO THE WINDOWS. THE GLASS HAD LONG SINCE BEEN

BROKEN AND REMOVED. STANDING ON MY TOES, | COULD SEE THAT

WHILE THE E XTERIOR OF THE HOUSE HAD GONE TO SEED, IT WAS TRUE

WHAT THEY SAID ABOUT THE INSIDE: IT WAS CLEAN AND UNTOUCHED.

ALL OF I RWIN SETTLEGS POSSESSI ONS HAD OF cCOl
YEARS AGO, BUT THERE WAS NO GRAFFITI, NO VANDALISM. THE WALLS

AND FLOORS WERE BARE OF EVEN COBWEBS. IT SEEMED LIKE NO ONE HAD

EVER DARED ENTER. | HAD TO REMIND MYSELF THAT THIS WAS NOT A

REAL HOUSE, BUT THE PROP OF SOME FORCE BEYOND MY
UNDERSTANDING WHICH HAD PUT IT HERE TO TAUNT US. BUT | KNEW

SOMEHOW THAT THE REAL THING WAS JUST LIKE | T. WE MIGHT HAVE

FINALLY MOVED PAST THE HOUSE AND KEPT WALKING, EXCEPT TOWARD

THE END OF OUR INSPECTION OF THE PROPERTY, | SPOTTED SOMETHING

INSIDE ONE OF THE ROOMS, SOMETHING TAPED TO THE WALL OF WHAT

WAS PROBABLY | RWIN SETTLEGS BEDROOMHOUSEHE LAY (
SUGGESTED IT. THE DUSK SHADOWS OBSCURED THIS SECOND EXHIBIT

AND MY EYES COULD NOT MAKE OUT WHAT IT WAS. THE CAMERA

FAILED TO DO SO AS WELL NO MATTER HOW | ZOOMED IN PAST THE



WINDOW PANE AND INTO THE ROOM. KNOWING THAT NO ONE, NOT
EVEN THE POLICE, WO ULD EVER PUT A FLYER OR NOTICE UP INSIDE THE
HOUSE WITHOUT A DEEPLY STRANGE REASON, | WAS OVERCOME WITH
THE NEED TO KNOW WHAT IT WAS. WHILE CORDING STOOD OFF TO THE
SIDE, EYEING THE TRAIL AND HAVING LOST HIS FASCINATION WITH THE
HOUSE, OR MAYBE JUST TRYING TO CONCEAL IT, | GOT UP ON THE AIR
CONDITIONING UNIT OUTSIDE THE BEDROOM WINDOW. STANDING ON

IT, I HAD TO LEAN WAY OVER TO MY LEFT, BALANCING MYSELF
CAREFULLY, TO GET CLOSE ENOUGH TO THE WINDOW TO SET ONE
ELBOW ON IT AND PUSH THE CAMERA INTO THE ROOM. | G OT A VERY
SHAKY SHOT OF THE OBJECT ON THE WALL AND THEN JUMPED DOWN.
CORDING ASKED ME WHAT | HAD BEEN LOOKING AT AND | TOLD HIM IT
WASNOGT | MPORTANT. HE WAS SATISFIED WITH THAT
ME TO START WALKING AGAIN. AND | DID. BUT WHEN CORDING
THOUGHT | HIT THE RECORD BUTTON TO START TAPING AGAIN, |
ACTUALLY CUED UP THE PLAYBACK TO SEE WHAT | COULD SEE. IT TOOK
ME SEVERAL VIEWINGS OF THOSE LAST TEN SECONDS TO MAKE
ANYTHING OUT, SO CLUMSY WAS MY ATTEMPT AT FRAMING AND SO
INEXACT WAS THE FOCUSING. FINALLY | PIECED THE IMAGE TOGETHER
ENOUGH TO REALIZE THAT WHAT WAS ON THE WALL WAS ANOTHER
MISSING PERSON FLYER, IDENTICAL IN FORMAT TO THE ONE PLEADING
FOR HELP FOR THE MISSING CHILD, EXCEPT THAT THIS ONE SHOWED
FORSCH CORDING. THE PHOTOGRAPH DEPICTING HIS THIN , HAGGARD
FACE APPEARED TO BE A STILL FRAME FROM THE VERY VIDEOTAPE | HAD
BEEN SHOOTI NG THAT AFTERNOON. THE OLAST SEEN
FLYER REGISTERED ON THE TAPE VERY CLEARLY. IT WAS THE CURRENT
DAY: OCTOBER 9, 2005. A THERE ®WMWS ANOTH
MINUTES OF WALKING ON THE TRAIL. THE SOUNDS OF ANIMALS
SCAMPERING IN THE LEAVES AND THE LEAVES THEMSELVES SKITTERING
ACROSS THE GROUND DWINDLED TO ALMOST NOTHING. THE SUN GOT
LOW BEHIND THE TREES, AND THEN THE PATH SIMPLY ENDED. MY HEART



LEAPT INTO MY THROAT WHEN | NOTICED THIS, BUT THEN | HEARD
CORDI NG SAY SI MPLY, O0LOOK. 8 WE WERE I N FRONT
TREES AND SOMETHING COULD BE SEEN THROUGH THEM: HOUSES. WE
WENT THROUGH THE TREES AND CAME OUT ROUGHLY WHERE WE HAD
INTENDED TO GO HOURS BEFORE. WE WERE ON MARQUETTE STREET. IT
WAS AS IF WE HAD MERELY BEEN DISPLACED BY A FEW HUNDRED YARDS.

IT WAS TWILIGHT AND WE WERE BOTH EXHAUSTED BEYOND WORDS.
LOOKING BACK, THE PATH WAS STILL THERE, WAITING FOR US TO
RETURN I F WE WERE | NSANE ENOUAJHHEITSAMBND | T.
MAM DINER, WE SAT AND DRANK STRONG COFFEE AS NIGHT CAME.
THERE IN OUR BOOTH IN THE CORNER, CORDING DOWNED CUP AFTER
CUP, EATING APPLE PIE JUST TO GET SOME OF HIS STRENGTH BACK EVEN
THOUGH HE HAD NO APPETITE. HE SPOKE FOR A FULL HOUR, TELLI NG ME
THINGS | WILL NEVER BE ABLE TO FORGET. ONCE HE OPENED HIS MOUTH,

IT ALL FINALLY CAME OUT UNINTERRUPTED IN A VERY CALM
MONOTONE, AS IF HE WERE DELIVERING A LECTURE TO A CLASS OF ONE.
HE TOLD ME OF A TEN YEAR OLD GIRL WHO LIVED IN ROBIN SONG
TWENTY -FIVE YEARS AGO, AND OF THE FREAKISH TWIST OF FATE THAT
HAD BEFALLEN HER TO TURN HER INTO SOMETHING THAT WAS LESS
THAN HUMAN. HE TOLD ME HOW HIS MENTOR HAD TRAVELED ACROSS
THE WORLD TO ROBIN SONG IN ORDER TO KILL THE GIRL AND REMOVE
HER HORRIBLE INFLUENCE FROM THE TOWN. BUT OVER THE PAST FEW
YEARS, CORDING HAD COME TO DOUBT ENTIRELY THAT THE TASK HAD
TRULY BEEN COMPLETED. HE BELIEVED THAT THE GIRL NAMED
GRETCHEN PLAUSER HAD SURVIVED SOMEHOW, AND HAD BEEN
SHELTERED IN ROBIN SONG SINCE THAT TIME BY PEOPLE WHO SUR ELY
KNEW HOW DESTRUCTIVE SHE WAS. CORDING TOLD ME HOW EVERY ACT

OF MADNESS, EVERY UNNATURAL EMERGENCE, AND EVERY CORRUPTION
OF REALITY IN ROBIN SONG WAS DUE TO PLAUSER'S PRESENCE, AND HOW
SHE HAD TO BE FOUND AT ALL COSTS. HE NEEDED HELP FROM PEOPLE HE
WOUL D NOT TELL ME ABOUT, BUT WITHOUT DOCUMENTATION OF HER



EFFECTS ON THE TOWN, HE WOULD NOT GET IT. HE TOLD ME NOT JUST
ABOUT GRETCHEN PLAUSER AND ROBIN SONG BUT OF TWO OTHER
SMALL, UNNOTICED AREAS IN THIS WORLD WHERE A SIMILAR SICKNESS
HAD DESCENDED OVER PEOP LE WHO WERE UNAWARE THAT ANYTHING
WAS TRULY WRONG. THE TERMS HE SOMETIMES USED AS HE SPOKE WERE
FOREIGN TO ME, AND SEEMED FOREIGN TO ANY LANGUAGE | HAD EVER
BEEN AWARE OF. IT WAS OBVIOUS THAT CORDING COULD NOT REST AS
LONG AS THESE PLACES CONTINUED TO FEST ER. | BELIEVE THE ONLY
TIME CORDING EVER SPENT IN THE UNITED STATES WAS SPENT IN ROBIN
SONG, TWO OR THREE TIMES A YEAR IF HE HAD TO. HE WAS AN OLD MAN
WITH THE BODY OF SOMEONE IN HIS THIRTIES. HE REMINDED ME TO
KEEP TO THE CONFIDENTIALITY AGREEMENT | HAD S IGNED AT THE
BEGINNING OF THE DAY, AND THAT WAS WHEN | KNEW THAT HE MIGHT

NOT BE LONG FOR THIS WORLD. IF HE WAS SO DELUDED INTO THINKING
THAT I, OR ANYONE, COULD POSSIBLY GO TO MY GRAVE WITHOUT
CONFESSING THE EVENTS OF THAT DAY TO A SINGLE PERSON, HIS MIND
WAS NOT OPERATING LOGICALLY. | WONDERED HOW MANY OTHER
PEOPLE HE HAD UNWITTINGLY BROUGHT INTO HIS SECRETS, AND HOW
MANY OF THEM HAD EVEN BEEN ABLE TO MAKE OTHERS BELIEVE IN
THEIR EXPERIENCES. MAYBE THEY HAD ALL MIRACULOUSLY REMAINED
SILENT. MAYBE THAT DEC ISION HAD SOMEHOW BEEN MADE FOR THEM.
OrR MAYBE | WAS THE ONLY UNFORTUNATE PERSON
OBSCURE REALM OF ACADEMIA WHOM HE HAD EVER EXPOSED TO THE
TRUTH. | REALIZED WHAT | HAD TO DO TO BRING THE NIGHT TO AN END,

AND SO | DID IT. | USED THE PAY PH ONE INSIDE THE RESTAURANT TO
CALL MY GRANDFATHER. WHEN HE ANSWERED, | CONCOCTED THE MOST
PLAUSIBLE LIE | COULD TO GET HIM OUT OF THE HOUSE. | ASKED HIM TO
DRIVE WELL OUTSIDE OF TOWN TO RESCUE ME FROM CAR TROUBLE. OF
COURSE HE OFFERED TO HELP ME. WHEN IT W AS DONE, | WENT BACK TO

ou

THE TABLE WHERE CORDI NG WAS WAI TI NG. HE SAI D,

NIGHT CAME TEMPERATURES IN THE FORTIES. WE WALKED THROUGH



THE EMPTYING STREETS, AND PASSED ONLY A SINGLE PERSON ON THE

WAY TO OUR DESTINATION, A YOUNG GIRL WALKING HER DOG. FOR THE

FIRST AND ONLY TIME, CORDING SPOKE TO A REGULAR CITIZEN OF ROBIN

SONG. HE PAUSED TO TELL THE GIRL | T WASNGOGT
ALONE THIS LATE, BUT SHE ASSURED HIM THAT SHE LIVED IN THE HOUSE

RIGHT IN FRONT OF US AND HER PARENTS HAD SAID IT WAS OKAY.

CORDI NG6 S MANNER WITH HER WAS SO GENTLE THAT
SEE THE TRUE HUMAN BEING INSIDE HIM INSTEAD OF THE AUTOMATON

HE HAD BECOME. WE STOPPED ONLY ONCE AFTER THAT, TO BUY A

FLASHLI GHT. CORDI NG HADNOT EXPECTED TO BE I N
GOT THE IMPRESSION THAT ITS ATMOSPHERE WEAKENED HIM SO

GREATLY THAT HIS BODY COULD ONLY TOLERATE A LIMITED AMOUNT

OF TIME THERE, LIKE A DIVER NEEDING EVENTUALLY TO COME UP FOR

AIR. BUT WHERE A DIVER COULD RETURN TO THE SURFACE RIGHT AWAY,

CORDING NEEDED WEEK S, EVEN MONTHS, TO DECOMPRESS AFTER A DAY

I N ROBI N SONG. A | M NOT EXACTLY SURE WHE
OF MY GRANDFATHER®S PROPERTY, BUT | THI NK | T
NI NE OJ8CLOCK. WE WALKED UP THE WI NDI NG PATH
HOUSE THROUGH TOTAL DAR KNESS. CORDING TRAINED THE
FLASHLIGHT AHEAD OF US. HE DID NOT TRUST FULLY THAT MY
GRANDFATHER HAD LEFT, AND SO HE MOVED WITH GREAT CARE, TRYING

TO SPOT THE PLACE WHERE THE TRUCK HAD BEEN PARKED BEFORE WE

COULD BE SEEN. THE TRUCK REALLY WAS GONE. WE HAD THE  PROPERTY

TO OURSELVES. AS SCARED AS | WAS, LOOKING AT ALL THE TREES
SURROUNDING THE ACREAGE MADE IT EVEN WORSE. THEY HID
EXPANSES OF WOODS DEEP ENOUGH TO BECOME LOST
THAT MY GRANDFATHER ALWAYS KEPT HIS DOORS UNLOCKED. IN ALL

THE TIME | HA D LIVED WITH HIM, NO ONE HAD EVER ENTERED HIS

HOUSE UNWANTED. BUT NOW IT WAS DIFFERENT. THE FRONT AND BACK

DOORS WOULD NOT OPEN. CORDING PULLED ON THEM VERY GENTLY,

NOT WANTING TO MAKE ANY SOUND. TO ASK ME IF THERE WERE SOME



OTHER WAY INTO THE PLACE, HE HA D TO GET VERY CLOSE TO ME AND
WHISPER ALMOST IN MY EAR. | SHUDDERED TO HAVE HIM ALMOST
TOUCH ME. AT THE BACK OF THE HOUSE THERE WAS A WINDOW INTO
THE CELLAR, SET INTO THE CEMENT FOUNDATION. IT WAS THE BEST
WAY IN. ITS LOCK HAD RUSTED AWAY YEARS BEFORE AND | THOUGHT IT
MIGHT JUST SLIDE OPEN. ONCE AGAIN WE WERE THWARTED. THE LOCK
HAD AT SOME POI NT BEEN REPLACED. THI' S TI ME
HESISTATE. HE TOOK HIS SHIRT OFF AND WRAPPED IT AROUND HIS FOOT.
THEN, HAVING NO OTHER CHOICE OF ACTION, HE BROKE THE WINDO \W
IN WITH A SINGLE KICK. THE SOUND WAS MUCH SMALLER THAN I
THOUGHT IT WOULD BE. HE PUT HIS SHIRT BACK ON AND SHIVERED A
LITTLE IN THE COLD. WE CLIMBED CAREFULLY DOWN INTO THE CELLAR.
THE WINDOW WAS JUST BARELY LARGE ENOUGH FOR US. IF EITHER ONE
OF US HAD BEEN EVEN SLI GHTLY Bl GGER, I T WOULDNSG
POSSIBLE. WHEN MY FEET TOUCHED THE CEMENT FLOOR AND | LET
MYSELF DROP FULLY IN, | FELT CRIMINAL AND UNCLEAN. THE FIRST
THING CORDING DID WAS REACH BACK UP THROUGH THE WINDOW AND
PULL THE VIDEO CAMERA DOWN TO  US. THE DARKNESS WAS TOTAL AND
HE HAD TO HOLD THE FLASHLIGHT ON THE CAMERA SO | COULD FIND
THE RECORD BUTTON. THEN HE POINTED THE FLASHLIGHT IN FRONT OF
US. THE FIRST THING WE SAW WAS A CLOTHESLINE RUNNING
DIAGONALLY ACROSS THE CELLAR. ON IT HUNG A BEDSHEE T AND A
SINGLE ARTICLE OF CLOTHING, A WRINKLED RED T -SHIRT. IN ONE
CORNER OF THE ROOM, THERE WAS A WATER HEATER AND THE OLD
BUREAU | REMEMBERED DRAGGING DOWN THE STEPS FIVE YEARS BEFORE.
BESIDE THE BUREAU WAS SOMETHING ODD. IT WAS A PAIR OF SHOES
SITTING O N THE CEMENT FLOOR, SNEAKERS, VERY SMALL ONES, BEATEN
AND DIRTY. WE MOVED CLOSER TO THEM AND | SAW THAT THEY MUST
HAVE BELONGED TO A CHILD. BEFORE | COULD DWELL ON THEM,
CORDING HAD MOVED THE FLASHLIGHT TO THE WALL OPPOSITE. THERE,
DRAWN IN VERY LARGE, BLO CKY, CHALK LETTERS, WERE FOUR WORDS:



HANTAINOS KRIC GYORA EL. CORDING MOVED THE RAY OF THE
FLASHLIGHT PAST THEM SO QUICKLY THAT HE MUST HAVE EXPECTED
THOSE LETTERS TO BE THERE. THEIR IMAGE WAS IN MY MIND ONE
SECOND AND GONE THE NEXT, BURNED THERE. IT MUST HAVE TAKEN
QUITE SOME TIME TO ETCH THEM ONTO THE CEMENT BRICKS. EACH
LETTER WAS MORE THAN A FOOT HIGH AND DONE WITH GREAT CARE.
CORDING MOVED CLOSER TO THE WALL AND TRAINED THE LIGHT ON A
ROW OF INDEX CARDS THAT HAD BEEN TAPED THERE AT EYE LEVEL. THE
INDE X CARDS WERE OLD AND YELLOWED, AND ON EACH HAD BEEN
DRAWN A SIMPLE, FEATURELESS HUMAN STICK FIGURE, ONE PER CARD.
THEY WERE LINED UP IN A ROW, SIX OF THEM, BEGINNING AT THE FAR
RIGHT EDGE OF THE STRANGE WORDS ON THE CEMENT. A CARD TABLE
HAD BEEN SET UP ON THE SIDE OF THE BASEMENT OPPOSITE WHERE THE
BUREAU WAS. WE STEPPED OVER TO IT. NOW | COULD NO LONGER FEEL
THE COLD AIR OUTSIDE THE CELLAR TOUCHING MY BACK. ON TOP OF
THE CARD TABLE WAS AN OLD CASSETTE TAPE RECORDER. AS WE
WATCHED, THE RECORDING WHEELS MOVE D SLOWLY AROUND. THE
SOUND INSIDE THE CELLAR WAS BEING TAPED, BUT NO EFFORT HAD BEEN
MADE TO HIDE THE RECORDER. BESIDE IT WAS A SHOEBOX FULL OF
CASSETTES. CORDING LIFTED A COUPLE OF THEM UP TO MY CAMERA. ONE

SAI D 6STAGE ONEO®6 AND ANOTHER JUGSTFROMAAB

PREVIOUS YEAR. HE SET THE TAPES BACK IN THE BOX VERY GENTLY.
WHEN WE HAD SEEN ALL THERE WAS TO SEE IN THE CELLAR, THERE WAS
A NOISE FROM ABOVE US. IT WAS VERY DISTINCT. IT WAS A SHIFTING
SOUND, LIKE SOMETHING BEING MOVED ACROSS A FLOOR, AND THEN
FOOTSTEPS. WE FROZE WHERE WE WERE STANDING, BOTH OF US. WE HAD
NOT HEARD THE SOUND OF AN ENGINE, NOR ANY DOOR OPENING OR
CLOSING. IT WOULD HAVE BEEN IMPOSSIBLE TO MISS. AFTER A MOMENT,
WE HEARD THE FOOTSTEPS AGAIN, CREAKING IN THE CEILING, MOVING
THREE STEPS AND STOPPING. WE REMAINED PERFECTLY STILL. | HAD
BEGUN TO SWEAT. FINALLY, CORDING MOVED TOWARD THE OLD
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WOODEN STAIRWELL THAT LED UP TO THE FIRST FLOOR OF THE HOUSE.

HE PUT HIS HAND ON THE RAILING AND STOPPED, LISTENING. THERE

CAME TO US THE SOUND OF A F EMALE HUMAN VOICE, SINGING SOFTLY,

IN AN AFRICAN DIALECT, THE ELDERLY VOICE | HAD HEARD ON
VIDEOTAPE BACK ON COTTON BRANCH TRAIL. IT WAS MUFFLED BY
DISTANCE AND THE FLOORBOARDS ABOVE OUR HEADS, BUT WE COULD

HEAR IT ALL THE SAME. WE LISTENED AND DID NOT MOV E. IT SANG FOR
ABOUT THIRTY SECONDS, SEEMING TO BECKON US, AND THEN STOPPED.
THERE WAS ONLY THE SOUND OF THE WIND OUTSIDE. ALMOST
IMMEDIATELY AFTER THAT, THERE WAS A DIFFERENT, VERY DISTINCT,

DEEP, SHARP FEMALE VOICE FROM JUST BEYOND THE TOP OF THE STAIRS,
BEHIND THE CLOSED DOOR THAT SEPARATED THE TWO FLOORS. IT SAID
JUST ONE WORD I N AN ACCUSI NG, ANGRY VOI CE:
SO SEVERELY THAT THE CAMERA LOST ITS FOCUS, AND A SPUTTERING
SOUND OF COMPLETE TERROR ESCAPED MY THROAT. TEARS BEGAN TO
CRAWL DO WN MY CHEEKS. | HAD REACHED MY BREAKING POINT AND

WAS IN SHOCK, ALL RATIONAL THOUGHT S SUSPENDED. THAT ONE WORD
WAS MEANT FOR CORDING. | KNEW IT. THERE WAS NOTHING FOR A FULL
MINUTE. AND THEN CORDING STARTED TO CLIMB THE STAIRS. HE GOT

UP THE FIRST THREE WI TH UNBEARABLE SLOWNESS, PLACING HIS FEET
RIGHT IN THE MIDDLE OF THE STEPS SO AS NOT TO MAKE THEM CREAK.

HE TURNED TO ME I N THE DARK, AND WHI SPERED T
HERE. 8 CARRYI NG THE FLASHLI GHT AND LEAVI NG ME
WENT UP THE STAIRS. | WAITED A ND WAITED FOR MORE SOUNDS OF
MOVEMENT FROM ABOVE, BUT THERE WERE NONE. | STARTED TO BACK
INSTINCTIVELY AWAY FROM THE STAIRCASE WHEN CORDING REACHED

THE TOP OF IT. HE TURNED THE FLASHLIGHT OFF AND | COULD JUST

BARELY SEE HIS SILHOUETTE ABOVE ME. | SHUT DOWN  THE CAMERA AND

SET I'T ON THE FLOOR BESI DE ME. I M NOT SURE
ENOUGH TO MAKE THAT DECISION. | HEARD THE DOOR OPENING AND

BEING PUSHED OUTWARD. CORDING MOVED A FEW STEPS FORWARD,

([@))



AND THEN HE WAS OUT OF SIGHT ENTIRELY. IN MY FEAR | MOVED

BACKWARDS ACROSS THE CELLAR TO STAND BENEATH THE WINDOW WE

HAD COME THROUGH. AT LEAST THERE WAS AIR AND THE FAINT SOUNDS

OF THE WIND IN THE TREES OUTSIDE. BENEATH THE WINDOW WAS

WHERE | WOULD WAIT FOR CORDING TO RETURN. KEEPING MY HEAD

TURNED TOWARD THE STAI RS, | PUSHED MY CAMERA UP AND OUT INTO

THE GRASS, THEN STOOD RIGID IN THE DARK, TRYING NOT TO SEE THE

FAI NT SHAPES OF A CHILD6S SHOES ON THE FLOOI
WORKING STRANGELY IN THE BLACKNESS, OR THE OUTLINES OF WHITE

CHALK LETTERS SPELLING OUT UNKN OWABLE WORDS, TWO OF WHICH

|l 6D SO RECENTLY SEEN ETCHED OMWNHA HBRPENEEE SHROUI
TWO MINUTES LATER AS | COWERED IN THE BASEMENT IS SOMETHING |

CANOT, AND WONOT, DESCRI BE. |l 6VE USED THESE P
I CoulL D, BUT SOME WORDS CINGERTIPSIBEGAUEE TMEY F

ARE SO HIDEOUS AND SO UNBELIEVABLE. NO HUMAN IMAGINATION

COULD CONCEIVE OF THE IMAGES | SAW OF THE TERRIBLE STRUGGLE

THAT CORDI NG ENGAGED I N I NSI DE MY GRANDFATHEF
ONLY SAY THAT THE FIGHT CAME DOWN THE STAIRS AS CORDIN G

EITHER TRIED TO ESCAPE OR TRIED TO LURE HIS ENEMY DOWN TO A

PLACE WHERE | MI GHT BE ABLE TO HELP HI M. BUT
FAILED ME AS SOON AS | HEARD THE DOOR CRASH OPEN ABOVE AND TWO

SETS OF FOOTSTEPS RUSH DOWN THE WOODEN STAIRS. WHEN | CAUGHT

JUST A GLIMPSE OF SOMEONE OR SOMETHING LARGER THAN CORDING

THROUGH THE GLOOM, | LEAPT UP TO THE WINDOW DESPERATELY AND

DRAGGED MYSELF OUT OF THE HOUSE, SCRAPING MY STOMACH AND MY

ARMS BADLY IN MY SHRIEKING EFFORT TO GET AWAY. WHEN MY HIPS

GOT CAUGHT IN THE WIN DOW, | WRENCHED THEM FREE AND FELT

GLASS RIP THROUGH THE WAIST OF MY JEANS, TEARING MY FLESH. ONCE

FULLY OUTSIDE, | GRABBED MY CAMERA OFF THE GROUND. | RAN

TOWARD THE WOODS TWENTY YARDS BEHI ND MY GR,
PROPERTY, THE THOUGHT THAT THOSE WOODS MIGHT M UTATE AND



CHANGE TO ENGULF ME NEVER ENTERI NG MY FRENZI

LOOK BACK. | HEARD ONE LAST SOUND OF SOMETHING HEAVY, A BODY,
SLAMMING INTO A CEMENT WALL. THEN | WAS GONE, RUNNING BLINDLY

THROUGH THE TREES, BRANCHES CUTTING MY FACE. THE GEOGRAPHY
OF ROBIN SONG REMAINED RATIONAL FOR ME AS | FLED. WITHIN THREE

MI NUTES | REACHED THE ROAD AND KEPT RUNNI NG.

THE COMMUTER TRAIN STATION, WHICH WAS UNATTENDED AND DIMLY

LIT. I GOT ONTO A WAITING TRAIN CAR WITH MY RETURN TICKET AND
COLLAPSED ALONE INSIDE. TEARS AND SWEAT WERE POURING DOWN MY
FACE. | WAS BLEEDING FROM DOZENS OF SMALL CUTS BUT | FELT NO
PAIN. BLESSEDLY, THE TRAIN LEFT ALMOST IMMEDIATELY, TAKING ME
FAR AWAY, BUT JUST BEFORE IT BEGAN TO MOVE, | CAUGHT SIGHT OF A
SOLITARY FIGURE ON THE TILED PLATFORM, A WOMAN WALKING ALONG
VERY SLOWLY AND WITH SEEMINGLY NO THOUGHT TOWARD BOARDING

THE TRAIN. SHE WAS HOLDING ONE ARM AS IF INJURED. AS THE REAR CAR

| WAS IN ROLLED SLOWLY PAST HER, | SAW THAT SHE HAD LONG,
STRAIGHT BLACK HAIR. | JERKED M Y HEAD AWAY FROM THE WINDOW
BEFORE SHE COULD SEE ME. | SPENT THE REST OF THAT TRIP TRYING TO
BI'ND MY WOUNDS WITH THE SLEEVES | RI PPED
TRIED SEVERAL TIMES TO WRITE DOWN WHAT | THINK | SAW IN THAT
CELLAR, BUT THE WORDS ALWAYS FAIL ME. WHATEVER IT TRULY WAS,
NO MAN OR WOMAN SHOULD EVER GO BACK TO DISCOVER. ROBIN SONG,
VIRGINIA IS A FOUL, HAUNTED PLACE, A SISTER CITY TO OTHER
CORRUPTED LOCATIONS WHICH FORSCH CORDING DESCRIBED TO ME. |
COUNT MYSELF INCREDIBLY LUCKY TO BE AWAY FROM IT F OREVER. |
WILL NEVER RETURN. THE TAPES | SHOT THAT DAY HAVE STAYED IN A

FROWMN

BOTTOM DRAWER, UNWATCHED. ONCE, | DI ALED CC

NUMBER, BUT | T HAD BEEN DI SCONNECTED. |

OVE B

TO ROBIN SONG6 S LOCAL NEWSPAPER. EVERY NI GHT

SCAN IT BRIEFLY TO TAKE NOTE OF THE MISSING PERSONS CASES THAT
SPRING UP, AND EVERY OTHER UNUSUAL OCCURRENCE THAT IS WRITTEN



OFF AS VANDALISM, WEATHER DAMAGE, FREAK BEHAVIOR FROM
SOMEONE PASSING THROUGH FROM OUT OF TOWN, OR ISOLATED AND
FORGETTABLE INCIDE NTS OF VIOLENCE. LAST WEEK THE FRONT PAGE
CARRIED A STORY THAT RIVETED ROBIN SONG FOR SEVERAL DAYS. AN
INDEPENDENT FILM PRODUCER NAMED TRENT WHO HAD NOT SO LONG
AGO SUPERVISED THE SHOOTING OF A HORROR MOVIE IN ROBIN SONG,
AND THEN MOVED INTO TOWN WITH HIS FAMILY, STABBED HIS WIFE TO
DEATH AS SHE SLEPT. THE POLICE FOUND HIM SLEEPING NAKED IN THE
WOODS. NO MOTIVE FOR THE KILLING COULD BE GLEANED.



MY NAME IS SEAN LOCKSLEY. | AM TWENTY -THREE YEARS OLD AND IN
MY LAST YEAR OF STUDY AT THE UNIVER SITY OF WISCONSIN. IN MID -
OCTOBER OF 2005, | NOTICED A SMALL FLYER INSIDE A CAFE ADVERTISING

A HALLOWEEN CARNIVAL IN ROSE CREEK PARK THREE MILES OR SO
OUTSIDE THE MILWAUKEE CITY LIMITS. MY FRIENDS AND | WERE
LOOKING FOR SOMETHING TO DO ON HALLOWEEN NIGHT, SO WE
DECIDED TO GO TO THE CARNIVAL FOR SOME CHEAP THRILLS. THERE
WERE THREE OF US THAT NIGHT: ME AND MY FRIENDS DARCY CAREW
AND JACK LEAR. WE WERE ALL PRE -MED STUDENTS AT THE UNIVERSITY.
WE HAD A FEW BEERS AT MY APARTMENT ON CAMPUS AND THEN WE SET
OUT FOR THE CARNIVAL, BUT WE WOUND UP NOT GETTING THERE

UNTI L ALMOST TEN OO0CLOCK. SOME OF THE LI GHTS

OFF I N THE PARK, AND THERE WERENOT THAT
AROUND ANYMORE. THERE WAS A HAUNTED HOUSE FOR SMALL KIDS,
ANOTHER ONE FOR MORE MATURE KIDS, AND A HAUNTED TRAIL
LEADING OFF INTO THE WOODS. THE TRAIL WAS WHAT HAD MADE ME

WANT TO COME TO THE CARNIVAL, BECAUSE | KNEW ROSE CREEK PARK
WENT SO FAR AND SO DEEP INTO THE WOODS THAT IT WAS
GUARANTEED TO BE CREEPY, EVEN THOUGH ALL IT WOULD CERTAINLY

BE WAS A BUNCH OF FAKE TOMBSTONES AND LURCHING ZOMBIES AND
VAMPIRES WHICH LEAPT ON CUE FROM BEHIND TREES. BUT IT LOOKED

LIKE WE WERE TOO LATE FOR THE HAUNTED HOUSE AND THE TRAIL. WE

MAN



BOUGHT SOME CIDER AND NO NEW HAY TRUCKS CAME ALONG TO TAKE
US DOWN IT, AN D NO ONE ELSE HAD GOTTEN INTO LINE. IT WAS ABOUT
TEN FIFTEEN WHEN ONE OF THE EMPLOYEES OF THE CARNIVAL TOLD US
IT WAS PRETTY MUCH OVER ALREADY, WHICH MEANT HALLOWEEN
ITSELF WAS DONE. WE WERE DISAPPOINTED, BUT NOT TOO TERRIBLY SO.
WE STARTED DISCUSSING WHER E WE SHOULD GO TO DRINK. THE
SPOOKY SOUND EFFECTS CD THAT HAD BEEN PLAYING OVER SOME
LOUDSPEAKERS STOPPED AND IT SEEMED LIKE EVERYONE WAS JUST
ABOUT GONE. IT WAS VERY DARK IN THE PARK BY THEN. THE LIGHTS
HAD BEEN DIMMED ALL OVER. JUST AS WE WERE ABOUT TO L EAVE FOR
GOOD, A HORSE -DRAWN CARRIAGE CAME CLANKING UP TO US FROM
ACROSS THE FIELD IN FRONT OF THE WOODS. THE CARRIAGE WAS
DRIVEN BY A TALL MAN IN A TOP HAT. HE STOPPED HIS HORSE AND
STEPPED DOWN FROM HIS SEAT, REMOVING HIS HAT. THE MAN HAD
LONG, STRINGY H AIR WHICH HAD THINNED IN SEVERAL PLACES, AND HE
SEEMED ABOUT SIXTY YEARS OLD. HE SMILED AT US AND WE SAW THAT
HIS FACE HAD BEEN HEAVILY ROUGED. HE WORE A TOPCOAT WITH A
WHITE SHIRT UNDERNEATH IT, AND GARISH BRIGHT BLUE PANTS. ON HIS
FEET WERE OLD WHITE SNE AKERS. NOTHING ABOUT THE MAN MATCHED.
HE GREETED US EXPANSIVELY AND OFFERED US A RIDE DOWN THE TRAIL,
THE VERY LAST OF THE NIGHT. WE WERE INITIALLY TEMPTED, BUT ONLY
ONE OF US BY THAT TIME WASN'T THINKING MORE ABOUT HEADING OFF

TO THE BAR. JACK WAS STILL E XCITED ABOUT THE TRAIL. HE WAS
TWENTY -ONE YEARS OLD. HE WANTED TO GO ON THE TRIP, PREFERABLY

ALONE, 6SO HE COULD GET THE MAXI MUM SCARE,

SAYING. WE JUST LAUGHED AT HIM AS HE CLIMBED INTO THE BACK OF
THE RICKETY CARRIAGE. WITHOUT ASKING FOR P AYMENT, THE
COACHMAN TIPPED HIS HAT AT US, DONNED IT, AND GOT BACK UP
BEHIND THE WHITE HORSE. HE GOT THE HORSE MOVING WITH A GENTLE
NUDGE. THE CARRIAGE SLOWLY TURNED AROUND TOWARD THE NORTH
AND MOVED ACROSS THE FIELD. JACK LEANED OUT AND WAVED AT US.

~

0



HE SAID HE WOULD MEET US AT FOUR PROVINCES BAR IN ABOUT FORTY
FIVE MINUTES. THE CARRIAGE BUMPED ALONG ACROSS THE FIELD AND
ENTERED THE TRAIL THAT LED INTO THE WOODS. THEN WE WENT ON
OUR WAY. A AN HOUR AND A HALF LATER WE WERE FIRMLY ENSCONCED
AT FOUR PROVIN CES, AND WE HAD BEGUN TO WORRY A LITTLE. WHEN
TWO HOURS HAD PASSED, WE LEFT THE BAR AND WALKED BACK TO THE
PARK. BY NOW, THE AREA WHERE THE CARNIVAL WAS BEING STAGED
WAS VIRTUALLY DESERTED EXCEPT FOR A FEW STRAGGLING WORKERS.
THE NEXT MORNING THE HAUNTED H OUSE AND THE OTHER
ATTRACTIONS WOULD BE REMOVED. DARCY AND | STOOD AT THE PLACE
WHERE WE HAD LAST SEEN OUR FRIEND AND SAW NOTHING THAT
HINTED AT HIS WHEREABOUTS. OUR CELL PHONES HAD NO MESSAGES.
WE WAITED THERE FOR ANOTHER FULL HALF HOUR BEFORE WE
RETURNED TO THE BAR. NO SIGN OF JACK. A WE WENT BACK TO THE
PARK. IT WAS NOW A LITTLE PAST TWO IN THE MORNING. EVERYONE
WAS GONE. THE AREA WAS LIGHTLESS. DARCY AND | WALKED ACROSS
THE OPEN FIELD IN FRONT OF THE WOODS AND STOOD AT THE HEAD OF
THE HAUNTED TRAIL . WE COULD SEE FAKE TOMBSTONES MARCHING OFF
INTO THE DARKNESS. WE DECIDED TO WALK THE TRAIL. THE
ATMOSPHERE AS WE WENT WAS MORE THAN UNSETTLING. ROSE CREEK
PARK IS NOT THE MOST DANGEROUS AFTER -DARK LOCATION IN
MILWAUKEE, BUT THERE HAS BEEN PLENTY OF CRIME  THERE IN THE PAST.
WE WALKED THE FULL HALF MILE OF THE HAUNTED TRAIL, PAST
ARTIFICIAL SPIDERWEBS STRUNG IN THE TREES AND A ROW OF HANGED
DUMMIES DANGLING FROM ROPES, WHICH WERE JUST SILHOUETTES IN
THE MOONLIGHT NOW. WE CALLED OUT FOR JACK, BUT NO ANSWER
CAME. WHEN WE CAME OUT ON THE OTHER END OF THE TRAIL, AT A
RESIDENTIAL STREET CALLED HORTIS AVENUE, WE WENT RIGHT TO THE
POLICE. BUT WE NEVER SAW JACK AGAIN. A THE POLICE CONDUCTED A
THOROUGH SEARCH FOR HIM, COVERING EVERY INCH OF THE TRAIL AND
MOST OF ROSE CREEK PARK. NO EVIDENCE OF HIS PRESENCE, OR OF A



MYSTERIOUS COACHMAN, WAS FOUND. MORE MYSTERIOUS STILL WAS
THE FACT THAT THE OPERATORS OF THE HALLOWEEN CARNIVAL
CLAIMED THEY HAD NEVER HIRED ANY COACHMAN WITH A CARRIAGE

TO TAKE ANYONE DOWN THE GHOSTLY T RAIL. THEY OPERATED THREE
OPEN HAY TRUCKS, AND THAT WAS IT. THE COACHMAN HAD BEEN AN
INTERLOPER. BUT NO ONE ELSE COULD REMEMBER HAVING SEEN HIM OR
HIS HORSE OR HIS CARRIAGE. AND NO TRACK MARKS SUGGESTING A
CARRIAGE RIDE WERE FOUND ALONG THE TRAIL. A TW O MONTHS AFTER
JACK'S DISAPPEARANCE, DARCY CALLED ME AT HOME BECAUSE
SOMETHING ELSE WAS GREATLY DISTURBING HER. HER MEMORIES OF
THE NIGHT WE LOST OUR FRIEND HAD BEEN UNDERGOING A SLOW,
STRANGE METAMORPHOSIS. LITTLE BY LITTLE, SHE HAD BEEN LOSING
HER RECOLLECTIONS OF THE MYSTERIOUS COACHMAN. IN HER MIND,
SHE COULD ONLY SEE JACK INSISTING THAT HE COULD CATCH THE LAST
HAY TRUCK OF THE NIGHT IF HE RAN DOWN THE TRAIL. HE WAS SAYING

HE WANTED TO MAKE A RUN FOR IT BECAUSE HE HAD SEEN THE TRUCK
GET ONTO THE TRAIL J UST AS THE EMPLOYEE FROM THE FAIR TOLD US
WE'D MISSED IT. DARCY NOW HAD VIVID MEMORIES OF JACK RUNNING
ACROSS THE FIELD, A LITTLE DRUNKENLY, INTENT ON GETTING ON THAT
HAY TRUCK. | WAS BEWILDERED BY THIS. | KNEW OUR ENCOUNTER
WITH THE COACHMAN HAD BEEN REA L, AND | THOUGHT DARCY MUST
NOW BE OVERWHELMED WITH GRIEF AND SHOCK TO THE EXTENT THAT
HER MIND WAS PLAYING TRICKS ON HER. BUT SHE SWORE SHE HAD ALL
BUT LOST HER IMAGES OF THE COACHMAN ENTIRELY. THE PICTURE OF
JACK RUNNING ACROSS THE FIELD ALONE WAS QUITE STRONG. SHE
COULDN'T EVEN REALLY RECALL WHAT STORY SHE HAD TOLD THE
POLICE. | FIGURED IT DIDNT MATTER ANYWAY, BECAUSE NOTHING
WOULD CHANGE THE FACT THAT THE SEARCH FOR JACK WAS
ESSENTIALLY OVER. SOMETHING TERRIBLE HAD HAPPENED TO HIM, THAT
WAS ALL THAT MA TTERED. BUT THE MORE | MULLED OVER DARCY'S NEW
STORY, THE MORE DEPRESSED | BECAME. ON DECEMBER 28, | WALKED



BACK TO ROSE CREEK PARK, TO THE SITE OF THE LONG -VANISHED
HALLOWEEN CARNIVAL. IT WAS A LITTLE AFTER NINE O'CLOCK P.M. |
LOOKED AT THE FIELD WHERE | HAD LAST SEEN JACK, AND | BEGAN TO
WALK. INSIDE OF TWO MINUTES | WAS AT THE HEAD OF WHAT HAD
ONCE BEEN THE GHOSTLY TRAIL BUT WAS NOW JUST A PEDESTRIAN
WALKING PATH LEADING INTO THE WOODS. IT HAD SNOWED TWO DAYS
BEFORE AND THERE WERE THREE INCHES OF POWDER ON THE GROUND.
THE LIGHT REFRACTED OFF THE SNOW COVER AND GAVE ME PLENTY OF
LIGHT TO WALK BY. | DIDN'T FEEL VERY SAFE, BUT | DIDN'T MUCH CARE
ABOUT THAT ANYMORE. AS | WALKED, | COULD VERY CLEARLY RECALL
THE FAKE TOMBSTONES AND ARTIFICIAL SPIDERWEBS | HAD S EEN TWO
MONTHS BEFORE. | SEEMED TO REMEMBER THE EXACT LOCATION OF
EACH. TEN MINUTES INTO MY MOONLIGHT HIKE, | TURNED MY HEAD TO

THE RIGHT, REMEMBERING THIS WAS ABOUT WHERE DARCY AND | HAD
SEEN A ROW OF FOUR STUFFED DUMMIES HANGING BY THEIR NECKS
FROM THE T REES. | STOPPED, STUNNED, WHEN | SAW THAT THE DUMMIES
WERE STILL THERE, FIFTEEN FEET OR SO OFF THE TRAIL, SILHOUETTED
EERILY. THEY HAD NEVER BEEN TAKEN DOWN. A CHILL WENT THROUGH

MY SPINE. IT WAS ONLY TWENTY DEGREES OUTSIDE, BUT | FELT MUCH
COLDER THAN THA T. 1 STOOD STARING AT THE EFFIGIES, UNABLE TO GO
ON. IT STRUCK ME THAT THERE WAS NO SNOW ON THE FAKE CORPSES'
SHOULDERS. THERE SHOULD HAVE BEEN I F THEYOI
THERE FOR LONGER THAN TWO DAYS. AND EVEN DRENCHED IN
SHADOW, THEY SEEMED MUCH MORE REALIS TIC THAN THEY HAD
SEEMED BEFORE. | TOOK A FEW STEPS OFF THE TRAIL TO GET A CLOSER
LOOK. THERE WAS NO QUESTION THAT THESE CORPSES WERE DIFFERENT
SOMEHOW. THEY WERE NOT MERELY HUSKS STUFFED WITH HAY AND
PAPER. THEY LOOKED VERY MUCH LIKE ACTUAL DEAD BODIES. | WAS
ABOUT TO STEP EVEN CLOSER TO THEM WHEN | HEARD THE CLOMPING
OF A HORSE'S HOOVES ON THE PATH BEHIND ME. | TURNED AND SAW A
CARRIAGE MOVING MY WAY. AT THAT POINT, MY MIND AND BODY



LOCKED UP ALMOST ENTIRELY TO THE POINT WHERE A SCREAM WAS
IMPOSSIBLE, RUN NING MORE IMPOSSIBLE STILL. | COULD SEE LITTLE BITS
OF SNOW KICKED UP WHEN THE HORSE TROTTED FORWARD, AND WHEN
THE WIND ROSE ITS MANE BLEW PARTIALLY OVER ITS EYES. THE
COACHMAN SITTING ABOVE HIM WAS NOTHING BUT A DARK SHAPE. THE
CARRIAGE CAME UP TO ME AND STOPPED. THE HORSE TURNED ITS HEAD
TOWARD ME AND THEN QUICKLY LOOKED AWAY, DISINTERESTED. THE
COACHMAN CLIMBED DOWN SLOWLY FROM HIS PERCH. IT WAS THE MAN
WHO HAD TAKEN OUR FRIEND AWAY ON HALLOWEEN. HE WAS DRESSED
EXACTLY THE SAME WAY, DOWN TO THE TOP HAT A ND TATTERED
SNEAKERS, HIS FACE HEAVILY ROUGED. HE TURNED TO ME AND
REMOVED HIS TOP HAT AND INVITED ME TO GO DOWN THE TRAIL IN
STYLE, IN THE BACK OF THE COACH. THERE WOULD BE NO CHARGE, THE
MAN SAID. | MANAGED TO SPEAK THEN, JUST A FEW WORDS. | ASKED THE
COACHMAN WHERE MY FRIEND JACK HAD GONE TO. THE COACHMAN
SAID HE WOULD BE ONLY TOO HAPPY TO SHOW ME. IT WAS JUST UP
AHEAD. HE HALF -BOWED AND STEPPED BACK, OPENING UP THE DOOR OF
THE COACH. BUT | WOULD NOT GET IN, OF COURSE. | WAS NOT GOING
ANYWHERE WITH THAT MADMAN. SEEING MY RELUCTANCE, THE
COACHMAN PUT HIS HAT BACK ON HIS HEAD AND CONTINUED TO SMILE
KINDLY. HE TOLD ME THAT IF | DID NOT WISH TO COME VOLUNTARILY,

HE WOULD MAKE IT EASIER TO OBLIGE. A THE NEXT MEMORY | HAD WAS
SITTING IN THE BACK OF THAT COA CH AS THE HORSE PULLED IT DOWN
THE TRAIL. THERE WAS NO RECOLLECTION OF GETTING INSIDE THE
COACH. | WAS SIMPLY THERE, FROZEN WITH FEAR. | RECALLED EVERY
DETAIL OF THE TRIP WHICH THEN BEGAN: THE SNOW ON THE GROUND,
THE MOON HIDDEN BY THE CLOUDS ABOVE THEM, T HE WAY MY BREATH
PLUMED IN FRONT OF MY FACE, THE SOUND PATTERNS OF THE HORSE'S
HOOVES ON THE PATH. | SAW THAT THE MOCK TOMBSTONES WERE
BACK. AND NOW THERE WERE FAR MORE BODIES HANGING FROM THE
TREES, SOME OF THEM HANGING FROM HEIGHTS WHICH SEEMED



IMPOSSIBLE. ONCE OR TWICE AS WE WENT, | HAD TO CRANE MY NECK
UPWARDS TO SEE A BODY HANGING FROM A BRANCH ALMOST A
HUNDRED FEET IN THE AIR, SO HIGH UP | COULD SEE NO DETAIL. EACH
BODY | SAW WAS DIFFERENT. NONE SHOWED ANY SIGNS OF CARNIVAL
FAKERY. SOME OF THEM SEEMED TO BE CHILDREN. AND THE
TOMBSTONES THEMSELVES BECAME MORE AND MORE REALISTIC AS WE
WENT, DOUBLING IN NUMBER, THEN TRIPLING, UNTIL IT SEEMED LIKE WE
WERE NOT EVEN TRAVELING THROUGH ROSE CREEK PARK ANYMORE, BUT
RATHER A LARGE WOODED CEMETERY. THE TOMBSTONES  VARIED IN
SIZE, AND SOON LARGE, SILENT TOMBS APPEARED IN THE WOODS. | TRIED
TO READ THE NAMES ON THE STONES AND TOMBS, BUT IT WAS TOO
DARK TO MAKE OUT MORE THAN A FEW. THE THOUGHT OF LEAPING
FROM THE CARRIAGE DID NOT EVEN OCCUR TO ME. MY MIND WAS IN AN
ABSOLUTE FOG OF TERROR, IN THE SAME STATE AS SOMEONE IN A DREAM
IN WHICH VOLUNTARY ACTION IS IMPOSSIBLE. THE WORST MOMENT
FOR ME BEFORE THE COACH STOPPED CAME WHEN | SAW THE GLARE OF
DISTANT CAR HEADLIGHTS THROUGH THE TREES, CONFIRMING THAT |
REALLY WAS STIL L IN ROSE CREEK PARK AND REALITY WAS ONLY A
QUARTER MILE AWAY, BUT UNREACHABLE. A THE HORSE EVENTUALLY
STOPPED IN ITS TRACKS AND THE CARRIAGE CREAKED AS THE DRIVER
STEPPED DOWN. HE OPENED THE DOOR AND MOTIONED IN HIS SICKLY
GALLANT WAY FOR ME TO STEP O UT. | DID. | WAS AS CLOSE TO THE
COACHMAN AT THAT MOMENT AS | HAD EVER BEEN. | DETECTED A
SCENT LIKE ROTTING APPLES. WE WERE IN A LARGE FIELD THAT | DID
NOT REMEMBER FROM MY FIRST WALK DOWN THE TRAIL ON HALLOWEEN
NIGHT. THIS ONE STRETCHED AS FAR AS THE EYE COULD SEE. THE CITY
WASNOGT THERE ON THE HORI ZON, AS I T SHOULD
COACHMAN TOLD ME TO TAKE MY TIME AND GET A GOOD LOOK. HE WAS

IN NO HURRY, AND THIS JOURNEY WAS MEANT ONLY TO PLEASE HIS
CUSTOMER. WHAT | BEHELD IN THAT FIELD WAS A SPRAWLING,
UNT HINKABLY MASSIVE PILE OF HUMAN BODIES, AN ACCUMULATION OF



CORPSES SUGGESTING SOME SORT OF SECRET GENOCIDE. THE PILE ROSE
TWENTY FEET OFF THE GROUND IN PLACES. THERE MUST HAVE BEEN
THOUSANDS OF DEAD BODIES THERE. AND VERY FEW OF THEM WERE
STILL INTACT. | CO ULD SEE EVEN THROUGH THE DARK THAT THERE HAD
BEEN AN EFFORT TO AT LEAST PARTIALLY DISMEMBER VIRTUALLY ALL OF
THEM. THEY HAD BEEN HACKED AT, CUT UP. | SAW STRAY ARMS AND
LEGS IN THE BLOODY SNOW. JUST A FEW YARDS FROM WHERE | STOOD, |
SAW WHAT LOOKED LIKE A  COLLECTION OF FINGERS LYING ON THE
GROUND, GROUPED TOGETHER WITH A RUBBER BAND. AN EMPTY SODA
BOTTLE LAY NEARBY. THE COACHMAN SPOKE TO ME. HE SAID THAT THE
CITY AROUND US WAS A VIOLENT PLACE, ONE THAT KILLED AND KILLED
AND KI LLED, AND HE COUL DWNG ALLKHEHRD TORCHOY
UP THE BODIES INTO BITS TO MAKE ROOM, BUT EVERY NIGHT THERE
WERE TWO OR THREE MORE. THE PEOPLE IN THE CITY NEVER STOPPED
KILLING. EVEN AS HE SAID THESE WORDS, HIS SMILE REMAINED, NEVER
WAVERING, AS IF HE WERE INCAPABLE OF ANY OTH ER EXPRESSION BUT
THAT VACANT GRIN. THE COACHMAN TOLD ME THAT MY FRIEND JACK

HAD WANDERED OFF INTO THE WOODS, WHERE A JUNKIE STABBED HIM
MANY TIMES, AND TRIED TO HIDE HIM. HE SAID THE POLICE WOULD FIND

HIM NEARBY IF THEY REALLY LOOKED. THE COACHMAN LIFTED HIS
RIGHT ARM AND POINTED OFF TO THE EAST, THEN ASKED IF HE COULD
PUT THE BODY ON THE PILE WITH THE REST. | TRIED NOT TO LOOK AT
THE MAN. | SQUEEZED MY EYES SHUT THEN, DETERMINED NEVER TO
OPEN THEM AGAIN. | HEARD THE COACHMAN'S LAST FEW WORDS:

0 GOODNI GHRIEND. USE CAUTION IN THESE PARTS, AND HAPPY
HALLOWEEN. 6 THERE WAS THE SOUND OF THE COACHI
ONTO THE CARRIAGE AGAIN. THE HORSE BEGAN TO MOVE. | HEARD IT
CLOMPING AWAY AND THE CARRIAGE RATTLING. THE SOUND SLOWLY
BEGAN TO FADE AS IT MADE ITS WA Y BACK DOWN THE TRAIL. IN A
MINUTE OR SO, IT WAS ALMOST GONE. | OPENED MY EYES. | SAW THE
CARRIAGE AS A TINY DOT MOVING DEEPER INTO THE WOODS. WHEN |



TURNED AROUND, THERE WAS NO FIELD IN FRONT OF ME. IT WAS JUST
THE END OF ONE OF MANY WALKING TRAILS IN ROS E CREEK PARK, THE
ONE | REMEMBERED FROM OCTOBER 31ST. | SOON EMERGED FROM IT AND
FOUND MYSELF JUST OUTSIDE THE CITY AGAIN. | SAT DOWN ON A CURB
AND WEPT. EVENTUALLY | FOUND A CAB TO TAKE ME HOME. A THE
POLICE FOUND THE BODY OF JACK LEAR ON THEIR OWN, B UT NOT UNTIL
2006, ROUGHLY WHERE MY CARRIAGE RIDE WITH THE COACHMAN HAD
ENDED. JACK'S BODY WAS ENTIRELY DECOMPOSED BY THEN. FOUL PLAY
WAS OBVIOUS. THERE WERE TWELVE STAB WOUNDS IN HIS CHEST.
THERE HAVE BEEN NO MORE HALLOWEEN CARNIVALS INSIDE ROSE CREEK
PARK. MY MEMORIES OF THE NIGHT | LAST SAW JACK CONTINUE TO THIS
DAY TO PLAY OUT WITH AN UNEXPECTED INVITATION FROM THE
COACHMAN TO TAKE ONE LAST RIDE DOWN THE TRAIL. DARCY ONLY
REMEMBERS OUR LOST FRIEND MAKING A DASH FOR A HAY TRUCK THAT
COULD NEVER BE REACHE D.



MY NAME IS WESLEY HARROD. IN THE YEAR 1884, WHEN | WAS FORTY
YEARS OF AGE, | TOOK OFFICE IN THE UNITED STATES CONGRESS,
REPRESENTING THE STATE OF VIRGINIA. | FOUND HIMSELF DEALING
WITH ALL MANNER OF POLITICA L ISSUES THAT YEAR, LARGE AND SMALL.
ONE OF THE MOST MINOR REQUIRED ME TO SIT ON AN UNPUBLICIZED
COMMITTEE WHOSE CHARGE IT WAS TO DEAL WITH A GROWING
PROBLEM IN SOME LARGE EASTERN CITIES, NAMELY, THE FLEECING OF
THE PUBLIC BY SPIRITUALISTS AND FORTUNE TELL ERS. THERE WAS NO
REGULATION ON SUCH ACTIVITIES THEN, AND COMPLAINTS ABOUT
SHYSTERS PASSING THEMSELVES OFF AS MEDIUMS AND PSYCHICS
POURED INTO POLITICIANS' FILES AT A SHOCKING RATE. THE PROBLEM
BECAME SO GREAT THAT CONGRESS ITSELF APPOINTED FIVE MEN TO
HOL D INFORMAL HEARINGS ON THE SUBJECT. | BECAME INVOLVED WITH
THE COMMITTEE AS A FAVOR TO A COLLEAGUE. ON ONE OF MY FIRST
VACATION DAYS FROM CONGRESS, | VOLUNTEERED TO ATTEND A
SEANCE WITH ANOTHER CONGRESSMAN, MR. THOMAS BRANCH OF
GEORGIA, TO SEE FOR OURSELVES WHAT SORT OF HUCKSTERISM WAS
BEING PASSED OFF IN WASHINGTON. THE SEANCE WAS HELD IN A
BROWNSTONE AT 11TH STREET AND C BY A MRS. EVELYN CROWDY, WHO



CHARGED A HANDFUL OF SPECTATORS FOUR DOLLARS EACH TO WITNESS
HER ATTEMPT TO CONTACT THE DECEASED WIFE OF A MAN NAMED
GRANTHAM. THIS WAS THE SECOND SUCH EVENT MR. BRANCH AND |
HAD ATTENDED THAT WEEK. A HE AND | SAT IN A DARK LIVING ROOM
WITH THREE OTHER MEN AND WATCHED AS MRS. CROWDY BLEW OUT
EVERY CANDLE IN THE ROOM, THEN TOOK MR. GRANTHAM'S HAND TO
BEGIN T HE CEREMONY. THE PLACE WAS BLACK AS SOOT. THERE WAS NO
LIGHT ANYWHERE, WHICH WE HAD NOT EXPECTED. MR. GRANTHAM
HAD BEEN VISIBLY AGGRIEVED FROM THE MOMENT HE ENTERED THE
HOUSE, AND THE ATMOSPHERE WAS SPECTACULARLY UNSETTLING. I
WAS ALREADY QUITE ANGERED AT MRS. CROWDY'S INDIFFERENCE
TOWARD HER GUEST'S PLIGHT. WHAT A CRUEL SHAM SHE HAD STAGED, |
THOUGHT, WHAT CHEEK TO DO THIS TO A SUFFERING MAN. SOMETHING
UNUSUAL HAPPENED THAT NIGHT, HOWEVER. AFTER A COUPLE OF
MINUTES OF SILENCE, MRS. CROWDY ADDRESSED THE SPI RIT WORLD AT
LENGTH AND EVENTUALLY SPOKE DIRECTLY TO GRANTHAM'S WIFE.
CROWDY INVITED HER TO MAKE HER PRESENCE KNOWN THROUGH
SOUND. IT WAS RAINING THAT NIGHT, AND SOON AFTER CROWDY
STOPPED SPEAKING, ALL OF US WAITING IN SILENCE FOR ANY SORT OF
SIGN FROM THE BEYOND, WE DID HEAR ONE ANOMALOUS SOUND MIXED
IN WITH THE RAIN: THE SINGLE SHARP CLANGING OF ONE METALLIC
OBJECT AGAINST ANOTHER, COMING FROM OUTSIDE THE HOUSE, DOWN
BELOW ON THE STREET. AT LENGTH, CROWDY ASKED MRS. GRANTHAM'S
SPIRIT TO MAKE THE SOUND AGA IN. FROM THE STREET, THE SOUND WAS
REPEATED. | FORMED THE ASSUMPTION THAT MRS. GRANTHAM MUST
HAVE AN ASSISTANT OUT ON THE STREET SOMEWHERE. MY COLLEAGUE
MR. BRANCH ASSUMED THE SAME THING. BRANCH KNEW THAT IN THE
ALMOST TOTAL DARKNESS, HE COULD LEAVE HIS CH AIR AND MANEUVER
SLIGHTLY TOWARD THE WINDOW SO THAT HE COULD GET A GOOD
LOOK OUTSIDE WITHOUT MRS. CROWDY SEEING HIM, SO HE WAITED FOR
HER TO ASK FOR ANOTHER SOUND AND THEN MADE HIS SUBTLE MOVE.



BUT WHEN THE THIRD CLANGING CAME, HE COULD SEE NO ONE OUT ON
THE STREET. THE FOURTH TIME THE SOUND WAS MADE, IT SEEMED TO
HIM TO BE EMANATING FROM THE LAMPPOST DIRECTLY OUTSIDE THE
HOUSE. HE TOOK HIS SEAT AGAIN, CONFUSED, LOOKING AT ME
QUIZZICALLY. | TEMPORARILY STOPPED THINKING ABOUT SOME
DECEITFUL SWINDLE AS MRS. CROWDY CONTINUED TO SPEAK, FOR | HAD
BEGUN TO FEEL PHYSICALLY STRANGE, OVERLY WARM AND
UNCOMFORTABLE. | SUFFERED WITH THE CURIOUS AND UNPLEASANT
SENSATION THAT MY SKIN WAS WET ALL OVER, YET I WAS NOT
SWEATING. THEN CAME SOMETHING TRULY UNSETTLING. WHILE MY
NIGHT VISION SHOULD HAVE BEEN VIRTUALLY USELESS IN THE PITCH
DARK, | BEGAN TO MAKE OUT THE IMAGES OF CROWDY AND GRANTHAM
AND THE OTHERS THROUGH THE BLACKNESS, FUZZILY AT FIRST, BUT
THEN MORE AND MORE CLEARLY. WITHIN MINUTES, | COULD SEE
ALMOST EVERYTHING IN SOME DETAIL, BUT UTTERLY WITHOUT COLOR. |
SAW THAT THE CANDLES IN THE ROOM WERE STILL UNLIT, AND THIS
SEEMED TO PROVE THAT MY MIND WAS PLAYING A BIZARRE TRICK ON
ME. WHEN | LOOKED TO MY LEFT, | SAW MR. BRANCH VERY WELL. MY
VISION HAD BECOME SO ACUTE THA T IF | SO DESIRED, | COULD HAVE
GOTTEN UP OUT OF MY CHAIR AND WALKED EASILY TO THE DOOR
ACROSS THE ROOM. | SAW MRS. CROWDY'S HAND TIGHTEN ITS GRIP ON
MR. GRANTHAM'S. HER EYES WERE SHUT IN THE DARK, AND HER HEAD
WAS COCKED BACK AS FAR AS WAS HUMANLY POSSIBL E, AS IF SHE WERE
BEING FORCED TO STARE AT SOMETHING ON THE CEILING IN A SPOT
BEHIND HER. MRS. CROWDY ASKED MR. GRANTHAM TO SPEAK TO HIS
WIFE. THERE FOLLOWED A LONG, SAD, TREMBLING MONOLOGUE FROM
GRANTHAM TO THE WOMAN IN WHICH HE BEGGED HER TO SHOW
HERSELF IN SOME WAY, TO COME BACK TO HIM WHENEVER SHE COULD.
BECAUSE MRS. CROWDY ENCOURAGED HIM TO KEEP SPEAKING, HE WENT
ON FOR TEN MINUTES. DURING THIS TIME, THE SENSATION OF HAVING
WET SKIN ALL OVER INTENSIFIED FOR ME. THEN THERE WAS SOMETHING



ELSE WHEN | TURN ED MY HEAD TO THE RIGHT: | SAW A WOMAN SITTING

IN ONE OF THE CHAIRS MRS. CROWDY HAD SET OUT FOR US, BESIDE ONE
OF THE OTHER SPECTATORS. THE WOMAN, PREVIOUSLY UNNOTICED,
WAS PERHAPS IN HER TWENTIES. SHE WAS THE ONLY ONE IN THE ROOM
OTHER THAN MYSELF WITH HE R EYES OPEN. SHE SEEMED TO BE ABLE TO
SEE IN THE DARK AS WELL. SHE TURNED HER FACE TO ME AT LENGTH,
UNSMILING. AT THAT POINT, | CLOSED MY EYES, WANTING DESPERATELY

TO BE AWAY FROM THE ROOM. | DIDN'T UNDERSTAND WHAT WAS
HAPPENING. ONLY A SUDDEN SHOUT CAUSED ME TO OPEN MY EYES
AGAIN. WHEN | DID, THE WOMAN WAS GONE. THE SHOUT INTERRUPTED

MR. GRANTHAM'S MONOLOGUE. IT CAME FROM THE STREET OUTSIDE. A

WOMAN HAD CRIED OSEE ME! 38 I N HARSH TONES.

DID NOT COVER HIS MOVE TO THE WINDOW WITH ANY SOR T OF
STEALTH. HE LOOKED OUT AND AGAIN SAW NO ONE. MRS. CROWDY
ANNOUNCED THAT SHE WAS GOING TO LIGHT A CANDLE AND THAT HER
CONNECTION TO THE SPIRIT WORLD HAD BEEN BROKEN. EVEN BEFORE
THE CANDLE WAS LIT, | SAW THAT THERE WAS SOMETHING WRONG
WITH THE WOMAN'S EYES. THE NEWLY BORN FLAME MADE IT CLEAR TO
EVERYONE ELSE AS WELL. BOTH HER EYES HAD PUFFED UP AND BECOME
SEVERELY BRUISED DURING HER TRANCE. SHE LOOKED AS IF SHE HAD
BEEN PUNCHED NOT JUST ONCE BUT SEVERAL TIMES. SHE WAS ALMOST
AS ALARMED AS THE SPECTATORS WERE TO DISCOVER IT, THOUGH SHE
TRIED TO DOWNPLAY THE AFFLICTION. THEN EVERYONE SAW WHAT
WAS MOST CHILLING, WHICH WAS THAT MR. GRANTHAM BORE A LINE OF
WORDS ACROSS THE FRONT OF HIS NECK. IT WAS MR. BRANCH WHO
POINTED THIS OUT. UPON CLOSER EXAMINATION, ALL IN THE ROOM
DEDUCED THAT THE WORDS HAD SOMEHOW BEEN MADE WITH REGULAR
INDIA INK. THEY SAID: HARROD WILL SEE ME FOREVERMRS. CROWDY DID
NOT KNOW THE NAMES OF HER SPECTATORS. SHE ASKED US IF ANYONE
NAMED HARROD WAS IN THE ROOM, AND | WAS FORCED TO
ACKNOWLE DGE THAT THIS WAS MY NAME. A PANICKED MR. GRANTHAM

THI



WANTED TO KNOW WHAT THE MESSAGE MEANT. | ASSURED THE MAN
THAT | HAD NO KNOWLEDGE OF HIS WIFE, AND WAS A STRANGER IN
TOWN JUST LOOKING FOR AMUSEMENT. MRS. CROWDY TOLD THE GROUP
THAT SHE WOULD NORMALLY TRY A GAIN TO CONTACT MRS.
GRANTHAM'S SPIRIT, BUT THAT THE CIRCUMSTANCES NOW SEEMED
IMPOSSIBLE AND SHE ADVISED EVERYONE TO GO HOME. ON MY JOURNEY
FROM THE HOUSE, THE SENSATION OF WET SKIN FADED SLOWLY AND MY
VISION RETURNED TO NORMAL. UPON ENTERING MY OWN DARK H OUSE,
THE PLACE WAS FILLED WITH JUST THAT, PURE DARKNESS. COMPARING
MEMORIES THE NEXT DAY, MR. BRANCH AND | WERE HONESTLY
FLABBERGASTED AS TO HOW MRS. CROWDY HAD ACHIEVED HER EFFECTS.

| TOLD HIM NOTHING OF MY PERSONAL TRAUMA DURING THE SEANCE. A
MRS. CROWDY REQUESTED TO SEE ME A FEW DAYS LATER, HAVING
DISCOVERED MY TRUE POLITICAL IDENTITY. | AGREED TO COME TO HER
HOUSE ON A SUNDAY AFTERNOON. WE MET ALONE. THERE, HER EYES
STILL SOMEWHAT SWOLLEN, MRS. CROWDY TOLD ME THAT IT HAD NOT
BEEN MRS. GRANTHAM'S SP IRIT THAT TRIED TO CONTACT US SOME
NIGHTS BEFORE. IT HAD BEEN SOMEONE ELSE, AND THAT SOMEONE HAD
INTENDED TO FRIGHTEN ME SPECIFICALLY, AND THE SPIRIT HAD BEEN
EXTREMELY POWERFUL AND VENGEFUL. SHE ASKED IF ANYONE,
PARTICULARLY ANY WOMAN, HAD CAUSE TO ANTAGO NIZE ME. | DID
NOT TELL HER THAT | HAD RECOGNIZED THE WOMAN WHO APPEARED
TO ME IN THE DARKNESS. IT WAS A WOMAN | HAD KNOWN UNDER
HORRIBLE CIRCUMSTANCES SEVEN YEARS BEFORE. A IT HAD ALL TAKEN
PLACE IN THE WASHINGTON SUBURB OF FALLS CHURCH, WHEN | WAS
NOTHING MORE THAN A TOWN SELECTMAN WHO OWNED A SMALL
GROCERY STORE, TWO YEARS BEFORE | DECIDED TO RUN FOR HIGHER
OFFICE IN 1879. ONE OF MY ALMOST DAILY CUSTOMERS WAS A DOCILE
YOUNG WOMAN NAMED SHIRLEY FROST. SHE ALMOST NEVER SAID A
WORD TO ME IN THE SIX MONT HS | ATTENDED TO HER AT THE STORE.
THEN ONE DAY, SHE UNEXPECTEDLY VENTURED TO ENGAGE ME IN SOME



SHY SMALL TALK, AND THEN ASKED IF SHE COULD TELL ME SOMETHING

IN CONFIDENCE. HER HUSBAND, A MAN NAMED HUGH, HAD BECOME
INCREASINGLY DELUSIONAL AND SEEMED TO BE  LOSING HIS MIND. SHE
DIDN'T KNOW WHAT TO DO. RIGHT THERE IN THE STORE, SHE BEGAN TO
CRY. | WAS COMPLETELY CONFUSED, AT A LOSS, SO | ONLY TOLD THE
WOMAN THAT SHE SHOULD TALK TO HER FAMILY ABOUT THE PROBLEM.
SECRETLY | HOPED SHE WOULDN'T RETURN TO THE STORE  AGAIN, BUT
SHE KEPT COMING BACK, THOUGH SHE ONCE AGAIN LAPSED INTO
SILENCE, OFFERING ONLY A POLITE HELLO AND RESPONDING TO MY
OHOW ARE YOUO I NQUIRIES WITH POLITE DETACHME
THE WOMAN WAS BECOMING MORE AND MORE TROUBLED. SOMETIMES
SHE STOPPED IN THE MIDDLE OF HER FOOD REQUESTS AND STARED
BLANKLY INTO SPACE. ONE DAY | FINALLY FELT THE OBLIGATION TO ASK
HER IF HER TROUBLES HAD BEEN RESOLVED. WHEN SHE BEGAN TO LOSE
CONTROL OF HERSELF AGAIN, | CLOSED THE STORE AND USHERED HER TO
THE STORAGE ROOM, W HERE | ASKED HER TO TELL ME HOW BAD THINGS
REALLY WERE. THE YEAR BEFORE, SHE SAID, HER ONCE NORMAL HUSBAND
HAD BEGUN TO IMAGINE SHE WAS CONSPIRING AGAINST HIM TO SEND
HIM TO JAIL FOR POISONING A DOG THAT HAD CONTINUALLY RUN ONTO
THEIR PROPERTY, AND HE SOME TIMES ACCUSED HER OF HIDING
EVIDENCE OF HER PLOTS INSIDE GRAVES AT A NEARBY CEMETERY. HE
BEGAN TO BUY BOOKS ABOUT WITCHCRAFT 1IN ORDER TO FOIL HER
BLACK MAGIC WITH HIS OWN, HE SAID. HE HAD EVEN ATTEMPTED
SEVERAL SPELLS, TO NO AVAIL, OF COURSE, AND WHEN HIS ATTEMPTS AT
WITCHCRAFT WENT AWRY, HE LOCKED HIMSELF INSIDE THEIR BEDROOM
OUT OF FEAR THAT HIS WIFE MIGHT KILL HIM. JUST THE NIGHT BEFORE,
SHE HAD SERVED HIM A DINNER HE WOULD NOT EAT, CLAIMING HIS
BOOKS HAD TOLD HIM THAT ANY MEAL PREPARED BY HER WOULD CAUS E
HIS BLOOD TO BOIL AND ROT. HE SAID SHE WAS LEAVING HIM NO
CHOICE BUT TO CONSIDER SUMMONING A DEMON TO PROTECT HIMSELF.
HUGH FROST HAD STOPPED WORKING AND THERE WAS ALMOST NO



MONEY LEFT. THE DOCTOR SHE HAD SEEN OFFERED TO DO NOTHING
UNTIL HER HUSBAND BECA ME A DANGER TO SOMEONE. SHE HAD NO
FAMILY BESIDES A VERY ELDERLY MOTHER, AND NO FRIENDS. SHE
PRACTICALLY BEGGED ME TO HELP HER, CLAIMING THAT | WAS THE
KINDEST PERSON SHE KNEW PERSONALLY. | TOLD HER THAT | WOULD
THINK OF SOMETHING. THAT WAS ON A FRIDAY. | MUSED UPON THE
PROBLEM OVER THE WEEKEND, BUT | FOUND MYSELF AT A LOSS FOR HOW
TO HELP THE WOMAN. | SPOKE TO A DOCTOR | KNEW AND REALIZED
THAT THE WOMAN REALLY WAS POWERLESS TO COMMIT HER HUSBAND
TO A MENTAL HOSPITAL UNLESS THE MAN DID SOMETHING TRULY
DANG EROUS. WHEN SHIRLEY FROST CAME INTO THE STORE ON TUESDAY,

| TOLD HER THAT | JUST DIDN'T KNOW WHAT TO DO, AND | WAS SORRY.
SHE ASKED IF IT WAS POSSIBLE THAT SHE COULD COME TO MY HOME
AND STAY THERE FOR JUST A LITTLE WHILE @ SHE FOUND IT UNBEARABLE
TO SLEEP IN THE SAME ROOM AS HER INCREASINGLY DERANGED,
INCREASINGLY SILENT HUSBAND. | COULDNT AGREE TO THIS; |
WOULDN'T KNOW WHAT TO TELL MY WIFE. SO SHIRLEY FROST LEFT THE
STORE, VISIBLY DEVASTATED, AND SHE NEVER RETURNED. A WEEK WENT
BY, AND MY GUILT AND FEAR MO UNTED. | DECIDED TO TAKE MRS.
FROST'S MONTHLY GROCERY BILL TO HER PERSONALLY. | TOOK HER
ADDRESS FROM MY FILES AND WALKED A MILE TO HER HOME IN
ARLINGTON. WHEN | GOT THERE, | SENSED THE HOUSE WAS EMPTY EVEN
BEFORE | KNOCKED ON THE DOOR. WHEN MY HAND STRUCK THE WOOQOD,
THE DOOR CREAKED OPEN HALFWAY. WHEN NO ONE ANSWERED MY
GREETING, | WALKED INSIDE. | FOUND A HOUSE EMPTIED OF ALMOST ALL
POSSESSIONS AND FURNITURE. MRS. FROST AND HER HUSBAND HAD
VACATED. | WALKED THROUGH THE HOUSE, BAFFLED. | SAW NOTHING
THAT HI NTED AT ANYTHING SINISTER, AND THEN | FORCED MYSELF TO
DESCEND INTO THE DARK CELLAR, WHICH RECEIVED ONLY A LITTLE BIT
OF LIGHT COMING IN FROM THE OPEN FRONT DOOR. | SAW SOMETHING
DOWN THERE, LARGE LETTERS POSSIBLY, MARKED ON THE FLOOR, WHICH



WAS NOTHING MO RE THAN PACKED, SMOOTHED DIRT. BUT | COULD NOT
MAKE THEM OUT IN THE DARK. | LEFT THE EMPTY HOUSE, WALKED
DOWN THE STREET TO PURCHASE A CANDLE, AND THEN RETURNED.
BACK IN THE CELLAR, | LIT THE CANDLE AND HELD THE FLAME AS CLOSE
TO THE FLOOR AS | COULD, MOVI NG IT IN A WIDE CIRCLE TO SLOWLY
MAKE OUT THE MARKINGS ETCHED INTO THE DIRT. LITTLE BY LITTLE, IT
BECAME OBVIOUS THAT WHAT | WAS LOOKING AT WAS A PENTAGRAM.
SOMEONE HAD TRIED TO OBSCURE IT BY KICKING DIRT OVER IT, BUT
ENOUGH OF IT REMAINED TO IDENTIFY IT. REMEMBERING THE POSSIBLE
SIGNIFICANCE OF A PENTAGRAM FROM SOME READINGS AT UNIVERSITY,

| BACKED OUT OF THE CELLAR QUICKLY, DEEPLY AFRAID THAT WHOEVER
MADE THE DESIGN MIGHT SUDDENLY RETURN. | WENT BACK HOME, AND

MY LIFE RESUMED. | NEVER SAW NOR HEARD FROM M RS. FROST AGAIN. MY
REAL CAREER IN POLITICS BEGAN SHORTLY AFTERWARD. A | LEFT THE
PSYCHIC MRS. CROWDY'S HOUSE IN A DEEPLY FRIGHTENED STATE. | HAD
TOLD HER VERY LITTLE ABOUT MYSELF, AND NOTHING ABOUT MRS.
FROST. | HOPED THE WHOLE EPISODE WOULD JUST FADE  AWAY. |
MANAGED TO EXCUSE MYSELF FROM ANY MORE DEALINGS WITH THE
COMMITTEE LOOKING INTO FRAUDULENT FORTUNE TELLERS. AFTER A
MONTH OF UNSETTLING FEELINGS, UNABLE TO MAKE PEACE WITH WHAT

| HAD EXPERIENCED AT MRS. CROWDY'S SEANCE, | WALKED TO HER
HOUSE LATE AT NIGHT AND MADE AN APPOINTMENT WITH HER
SERVANT. NOW | PLANNED TO TELL HER EVERYTHING. MY CONSCIENCE
WAS KILLING ME. | HAD REFUSED TO READ ANY OF MRS. CROWDY'S
MESSAGES TO ME AFTER OUR FIRST TALK; THESE HAD COME ONCE A
WEEK AND WENT RIGHT INTO THE TRASH BIN. THE ESSENCE OF THESE
MESSAGES WAS THAT | SHOULD COME SEE HER AGAIN AS SOON AS
HUMANLY POSSIBLE. WHEN | SHOWED UP AT MRS. CROWDY'S HOUSE AT
ELEVEN P.M. ON OCTOBER 21, 1884, SHE TOLD ME THAT TWO SEANCES
SINCE THE ONE | HAD WITNESSED HAD BEEN DISRUPTED B Y THE SPIRIT
WHO HAD TRIED TO FRIGHTEN ME THAT FIRST TIME. SHE ASKED IF | WAS



READY TO TELL HER EVERYTHING. | FINALLY DID. MY RELIEF LASTED
ONLY A MINUTE. CROWDY TOLD ME THAT ONLY THROUGH ANOTHER
SEANCE COULD SHE USE HER CHANNELING POWERS TO ASK THE SPIRIT
OF SHIRLEY FROST TO STAY AWAY FROM ME. MRS. FROST HAD
OBVIOUSLY DIED AT SOME POINT; THERE WAS NO OTHER EXPLANATION,
AND NOW SHE WAS VICIOUSLY ANGRY WITH ME. NO SPIRIT, MRS.
CROWDY SAID, HAD EVER PHYSICALLY PUNISHED HER AS FROST'S HAD,
BLACKENING HER EYES. AND IT WAS A TERRIBLE SIGN, SHE CLAIMED,
THAT | HAD BEEN ABLE TO SEE HER SITTING IN AN EMPTY CHAIR IN THE
DARK. A | DID NOT WANT TO SIT FOR A SEANCE. | MOST DEFINITELY DID
NOT BELIEVE IN GHOSTS. ALL | HAD REALLY WANTED WAS TO UNBURDEN
MYSELF, OR SO | THOUGHT. BUT SOME PART OF ME KNEW THE WOMAN
WAS NOT A LIAR. AFTER AN HOUR OF CROWDY'S PLEADING, | AGREED TO
SIT FOR JUST THIRTY MINUTES OR SO WHILE SHE ATTEMPTED TO
CHANNEL SHIRLEY FROST'S SPIRIT. | THOUGHT THAT PERHAPS | COULD
ACHIEVE SOME SORT OF CLOSUR E JUST THROUGH THIS SIMPLE,
HARMLESS ACT. THE CANDLES WERE BLOWN OUT AND CROWDY TOOK
MY HAND. HERS WAS UNNATURALLY COLD, HORRIBLY SO. SHE INFORMED
ME THAT | WAS IN NO DANGER TONIGHT, THAT SHE WOULD NOT ALLOW
CERTAIN PATHWAYS OF HER MIND TO BE MANIPULATED. | MIGHT HEAR
AND SEE NOTHING AT ALL. THE DEAD, SHE SAID, MOST OFTEN
COMMUNICATED THEIR THOUGHTS IN FAINT IMAGES AND CONCEPTS
RELEASED INTO THE CHANNELER'S MIND. SHE WOULD TRY TO RELATE
THEM TO ME. | WAS SATISFIED WITH THIS, AND MORE THAN A LITTLE
RELIEVED. THE SEANCE TRULY BEGAN. | KEPT MY EYES SHUT TIGHT.
SOON | HEARD CROWDY GROANING STRANGELY, AND WHEN | ASKED IF
SHE WAS ALL RIGHT, SHE DID NOT RESPOND. AS THE MINUTES PASSED, |
SENSED HER MOVING IN HER CHAIR. HER BREATHING BECAME AUDIBLY
RAGGED. | DID OPE N MY EYES, JUST FOR A MOMENT. MY NIGHT VISION
DID NOT BECOME UNNATURALLY HEIGHTENED AS BEFORE. ALTHOUGH
CROWDY KEPT HER GRIP ON MY HAND THROUGHOUT, HER HAND NEVER



BECAME WARMER. IN FACT, IT SEEMED TO BECOME EVEN COLDER. |
ENDURED THIS BIZARRE EXPERIENCE FO R THE FULL HALF HOUR. AT
ABOUT THE TWENTY MINUTE MARK, SOMETHING HAPPENED WHICH
TERRIFIED ME. | THOUGHT | COULD HEAR A HUMAN VOICE, SHOUTING AS

IF FROM DOWN MULTIPLE CORRIDORS, MUFFLED AND DESPERATE, AND |
WOULD HAVE SWORN THAT THE VOICE WAS COMING FROM RI GHT IN
FRONT OF ME SOMEHOW, SOMEWHERE DEEP INSIDE MRS. CROWDY'S
THROAT. THE MUFFLED VOICE'S CRIES LASTED FOR ONLY THIRTY
SECONDS, BUT IN THOSE THIRTY SECONDS, | THOUGHT | MIGHT BREAK
AWAY AND RUN FOR THE FRONT DOOR. THIRTY MINUTES AFTER THE
SEANCE BEGAN, MRS. CROWDY SUDDENLY TORE HER HAND FROM MINE
AND | HEARD HER CHAIR ROCK BACK AND ALMOST TOPPLE OVER. SHE
GOT UP AND LIT A FEW CANDLES. WHEN | SAW HER FACE IN THE NEW
GLOOM, | WAS SHOCKED AND APPALLED. HER EYES HAD AGAIN BEEN
BLACKENED SOMEHOW. NOW, TOO, TH ERE WERE DARK RED MARKS ON
HER THROAT. THE MARKS VERY CLEARLY REPRESENTED A LARGE
HANDPRINT, AS IF SOMEONE HAD TRIED TO STRANGLE THE WOMAN.
WHEN | EXAMINED THE HANDPRINT MORE CLOSELY, IT BEGAN TO FADE

IN FRONT OF MY EYES LIKE A BRUISE THAT WAS SUDDENLY HEA  LING A
HUNDRED TIMES FASTER THAN IT SHOULD HAVE. MRS. CROWDY TOLD
ME THAT SHE HAD SPENT FIVE FULL MINUTES IN CONTACT WITH THE
SPIRIT OF SHIRLEY FROST. IN THAT TIME, THE WOMAN | HAD KNOWN
ONLY BRIEFLY SEVEN YEARS BEFORE HAD SWORN BLOODY VENGEANCE
ON ME. SHE DESPISED ME FOR MY INACTION, INACTION WHICH SHE
BELIEVED LED DIRECTLY TO HER DEATH. | WAS HORRIFIED TO REALIZE
THAT HER HUSBAND HAD ACTUALLY KILLED HER. BUT MRS. CROWDY
SAID THAT THIS WAS NOT STRICTLY THE CASE. MRS. FROST HAD DIED
ONLY A WEEK AFTER HER HU SBAND HAD SUDDENLY MOVED THEM TO
BOSTON i BUT IT WASN'T HER HUSBAND'S HAND WHICH COMMITTED
THE MURDER. MRS. CROWDY CLAIMED THAT SHIRLEY FROST WAS KILLED
BY A DEMON. THIS DEMON'S NAME WAS  TAZKU -NIL. IT HAD BEEN RAISED



BY HER HUSBAND. THIS DEMON HAD CAUSED HER UNIMAGINABLE PAIN
FOR TWO WHOLE DAYS. BEFORE IT DIED, IT TORE HER BODY APART. MRS.
CROWDY TOLD ME SHE HAD BEEN ABLE TO SEE THE DEMON FOR A FULL
SECOND DURING HER TRANCE. THE SPIRIT OF SHIRLEY FROST HAD
SHOWN IT TO HER. SEEING IT, CROWDY WHISPERED TO ME, W  AS LIKE
DYING. IN THAT ONE MOMENT, | BELIEVED EVERYTHING, AS INSANE AS

IT SEEMED. | ASKED MRS. CROWDY WHAT | COULD DO TO ASK FOR MRS.
FROST'S FORGIVENESS. THE WOMAN HAD BEEN SO DOCILE, SO MEEK, |

DI DN6 T UNDERSTAND HOW SHE COULD HAVE BECOME

AND CRUEL. MRS. CROWDY BELIEVED THERE WAS NOTHING | COULD DO.
TREMBLING, SHE TOLD ME THAT THE SEANCE HAD BEEN A TERRIBLE
MISTAKE. HAVING BEEN MADE SO PHYSICALLY AND MENTALLY WEAK
DURING THAT TIME IN THE DARK, SHE HAD ALLOWED MRS. FROST'S
SPIRIT TO GAIN TOO MUC H ENTRY INTO THE LIVING WORLD. AND SUCH

A SPIRIT, WHICH BORE ALMOST NO RESEMBLANCE TO THE PERSON MRS.
FROST MAY HAVE ONCE BEEN, WOULD TRY TO TORTURE ME IN ANY WAY
SHE COULD. HER ANGER WAS ETERNAL. SHE HAD IMPLANTED THESE
WORDS IN MRS. CROWDY'S MIND, AGAIN  AND AGAIN: HARROD WILL SEE
ME FOREVER ALL MRS. CROWDY COULD DO WAS URGE ME TO PRAY,
ATTEND CHURCH, BE CALM. THERE WAS NOTHING MORE SHE COULD DO
FOR ME. A | LIVED UNDER GREAT STRESS AFTER THAT NIGHT, AND LESS
THAN TWO WEEKS LATER, THE AFFLICTION WHICH WOULD DRIVE ME TO
THE BRINK OF INSANITY STRUCK. | BEHELD THE IMAGE OF SHIRLEY FROST
STANDING IN THE MIDDLE OF CONSTITUTION AVENUE ONE DAY,
WATCHING ME AS | SPOKE TO A COLLEAGUE. SHE WORE THE TYPE OF
CONSERVATI VE DRESS SHE HAD OFTEN WORNMYWHEN
STORE YEARS BEFORE. WHEN | LOOKED DIRECTLY AT HER FACE, | SAW
THAT HER GAZE WAS COLD AND LIFELESS. WHEN | LOOKED AWAY, I
EXPECTED THE FRIGHTENING IMAGE TO VANISH i BUT IT DIDN'T. AS MY
COLLEAGUE CONTINUED TO SPEAK WITH ME, THE SPECTER OF SHIRLEY
FROST APPEARED EVERYWHERE | LOOKED, ALWAYS THE SAME DISTANCE

S



AWAY, ABOUT FIFTY FEET. | REALIZED THAT IF | MOVED MY LEFT ARM,
THE SPECTER DID THE SAME. WHEN | PUT A HAND TO MY FOREHEAD, SO
DID SHIRLEY FROST. | WAS BEING MIRRORED, A MOCKING GESTURE THAT
BOTH ENRAGED AND TERRIFIED ME. | EXCUSED MYSELF FROM MY
CONVERSATION AND BEGAN TO WALK BACK TO THE CAPITOL BUILDING.
WHEN | DID, THE SPECTER DID THE SAME, WALKING WITH HER BACK TO
ME, TAKING THE SAME STEPS, WALKING DOWN THE SAME HALLWAYS. |
DID NOT KNOW IT THEN, BUT FR OM THAT MOMENT ON, | WOULD SEE
SHIRLEY FROST IN MY FIELD OF VISION FOR THE REST OF MY DAYS. THE
MIRRORING CONTINUED DAY AND NIGHT, EVEN WHEN | WAS IN MY
HOME. SITTING IN MY LIVING ROOM, | SAW THE SPECTER IN THE CORNER.
WHEN | ATE MY DINNER ACCOMPANIED BY M Y WIFE, | COULD SEE IN MY
PERIPHERAL VISION THE SPECTER PUTTING FOOD INTO HER MOUTH AS
WELL. THERE WERE TIMES WHEN THE MIRRORING STOPPED, BUT SHIRLEY
FROST NEVER WENT AWAY AS LONG AS MY EYES WERE OPEN. SHE WAS
NEVER MORE THAN FIFTY FEET OR SO AWAY FROM ME. SHE STOOD IN
THE CORNER OF MY BEDROOM. SHE SAT IN THE CORNER OF MY OFFICE IN
THE CAPITOL BUILDING, SOMETIMES MIMICKING THE SHUFFLING OF
PAPERS OR THE SIGNING OF A DOCUMENT. SHE NEVER SPOKE. HER FACIAL
EXPRESSION WAS ALWAYS THE SAME. | SOON STOPPED LOOKING
DIRECTLY AT HER, FOR TO LOOK AT HER FACE WAS TO BRING MYSELF
CLOSER AND CLOSER TO SUICIDE. WHEN | REALIZED THAT THE SPECTER
WAS PERMANENT, | CONSULTED DOCTOR AFTER DOCTOR ABOUT IT, BUT
NOTHING THEY TRIED WORKED FOR ME. | WAS FORCED TO TELL MY WIFE
THE ENT IRE STORY. SHE REMAINED BY MY SIDE TO HELP ME. A My
RECORD AS A CONGRESSMAN BECAME MARKED BY ABSENTEEISM AND
EXTENDED MEDICAL LEAVES. | RESIGNED MY POST SIX MONTHS BEFORE
COMPLETING MY FIRST TERM, TELLING MY CONSTITUENTS THAT MY
EYESIGHT WAS RAPIDLY FA ILING AND | WOULD SOON BE BLIND. I
QUICKLY DISAPPEARED FROM PUBLIC LIFE. EVEN BEFORE THAT, MY
FRIENDS AND COLLEAGUES NEVER SAW ME WITHOUT DARK GLASSES ON.



| TOLD THEM THAT A CONGENITAL PROBLEM HAD TAKEN MY EYESIGHT.
THE TRUTH WAS THAT ONLY WHEN | WAS BANIS HED TO TOTAL
DARKNESS DID THE IMAGE OF SHIRLEY FROST LEAVE ME BE. | WAS SAFE
WITH MY EYES CLOSED. ONE YEAR AND ELEVEN MONTHS AFTER
LEAVING OFFICE, | EMBARKED UPON A SECRET TRIP TO BOSTON, IN ORDER
TO VISIT THE GRAVE OF SHIRLEY FROST. | KNELT THERE AND BEG GED FOR
HER FORGIVENESS, MY EYES SHUT TIGHT SO THAT | WOULD NOT SEE HER
IMAGE MIRRORING ME IN THE CEMETERY. AFTERWARDS, | WENT TO A
NEARBY PUB FOR A DRINK, AND ENTERING THE DIM BATHROOM, I
REMOVED MY DARK GLASSES AND TOOK A FEW MINUTES, AS | DID EACH
DAY, TO SEE. IN THE MIRROR | WAS CONFRONTED WITH THE FACT THAT
MY EYES HAD MYSTERIOUSLY BECOME BRUISED AND PUFFY, AS IF
STRUCK. | THEN SAW THE IMAGE OF SHIRLEY FROST STANDING ALMOST
DIRECTLY BEHIND ME, CLOSER THAN SHE HAD EVER COME. SHE WAS LESS
THAN THREE FEET FROM ME. IN VERY CONFINED SPACES SHE HAD
ALWAYS STILL APPEARED TO BE SOME DISTANCE AWAY. BUT NOT NOW.
WHAT'S MORE, SHE HAD CHANGED. HER ONCE SADLY PRETTY FACE WAS
A DARK AND SICKLY GREY, HER EYES WERE CLOUDED WITH CATARACTS,
AND FOR THE FIRST TIME, HER MO UTH WAS SEVERELY BLOODIED. THERE
WAS A LONG GASH ON HER NECK MORE THAN AN INCH DEEP. PATCHES
OF HER HAIR APPEARED TO HAVE BEEN RIPPED FROM HER HEAD, LEAVING
WOUNDS. IT WAS AS IF SHE HAD BEEN ATTACKED BY AN ANIMAL. WHEN |
SAW HER | SCREAMED AND RAN OUT OF T HE BATHROOM. | BOLTED
THROUGH THE PATRONS OF THE PUB AND | KEPT GOING. | KNEW THERE
COULD BE NO LIFE FOR ME THEN. IN ANOTHER PUB, | DRANK MYSELF INTO

A STUPOR. SOMETIME AFTER MIDNIGHT, MY DRUNKEN RAMBLINGS TOOK
ME TO A BACK ALLEY TATTOO ARTIST, TO WHOM | C RAZILY OFFERED ONE
HUNDRED DOLLARS IF HE COULD REFER ME TO A MEDICAL MAN WHO
WOULD SEW MY EYELIDS PERMANENTLY SHUT. | WAS EJECTED ONTO
THE STREET AGAIN, WANTING ONLY TO DIE. THE SOLUTION TO MY
AGONY WAS FOUND IN BOTTLE OF VODKA WHICH | FIRST EMPTIED INTO



MY THROAT AND THEN BROKE OVER A PARK BENCH. IT WAS IN THAT
PARK, JUST BEFORE DAWN, THAT | BLINDED MYSELF WITH A SHARD OF
JAGGED GLASS. | AWOKE IN A HOSPITAL BED A RUINED MAN, BUT A FREE
ONE. THUS, THE PAST NINE YEARS OF MY LIFE HAVE BEEN UTTERLY
WITHOUT SIG HT, BUT | HAVE NOT SEEN SHIRLEY FROST AGAIN. IF THE
WOMAN HAS ANY MERCY IN HER SOUL, SHE WILL APPEAR JUST ONCE
EVEN INSIDE MY USELESS EYES SO THAT THE SHOCK OF BEING SO CLOSE
TO HER WILL CARRY ME AWAY FROM THIS WORLD. BUT | FEAR THIS IS
NOT TO BE. SHE HAS WON HER VENGEANCE, AND | WILL DIE A BROKEN
MAN. LET THE ANNALS OF POLITICAL HISTORY WRITE THAT WESLEY
HARROD WAS A FAIR AND JUST PUBLIC SERVANT, AND MAKE NO
MENTION OF THE SICKNESS THAT REMOVED ME FROM OFFICE AND
DESTROYED MY SOUL. AND LET ME BE BURIED NOT IN WASHINGTON BUT
IN THE BOSTON CEMETERY WHERE SHIRLEY FROST LIES, IN A LAST
ATTEMPT TO ATONE FOR A SIN I NEVER MEANT TO COMMIT.



MY NAME IS FARLEY SHAWN. I'M WRITING THIS IN BLUE TERRACE, IDAHO.
TONIGHT I'M SITTING IN THE APAR TMENT [I'VE LIVED IN FOR SEVEN
YEARS, WORKING BY CANDLELIGHT, BUT TOMORROW [I'LL FINALLY MOVE
ON. ALMOST EVERYONE HERE IS DEAD. IF | WERE TO WALK OUTSIDE MY
APARTMENT BUILDING RIGHT NOW AND GO OUT INTO THE STREET, |
WOULD STILL BE ABLE TO SEE STAINS ON THE P AVEMENT WHERE PEOPLE
BLED OUT OVER THE PAST SIX WEEKS. THERE'S NO ONE TO CLEAN UP THE
BLOOD ANYMORE. A BLUE TERRACE | S WHERE |
BE PROVED SIMPLY BY LOOKING THROUGH NEWS ARTICLES FROM TWO
YEARS AGO. BLUE TERRACE WAS WHERE THE MOLD WA S FIRST SEEN. FOR
ALL I KNOW, | WAS THE FIRST HUMAN ON EARTH TO SEE IT. WHEN |
WALKED OUT ONTO MY BALCONY ONE DAY IN JULY TO CHECK ON A
TOMATO PLANT MY MOTHER HAD GIVEN ME, | NOTICED THE MOLD
GROWING ON THE SIDE OF THE POT. IT WAS A STRANGE COLOR, A
BROWNI SH GREEN. IT WOULD FIRST REGISTER IN YOUR MIND AS BROWN,
BUT WHEN YOU LOOKED AT IT LONG ENOUGH, THERE WAS THE GREEN. |
MENTIONED IT TO MY ROOMMATE, BUT HE DIDN'T KNOW ANYTHING
ABOUT GARDENING. | PUT MY FINGER INTO THE MOLD. IT FELT GRITTY,
GRITTIER THAN DI RT THAT'S COMPLETELY DRY. IT HAD NO MOISTURE TO

IT AT ALL. IT CLUNG TO THE SIDE OF THE POT AND IT COVERED FIVE
SQUARE INCHES OR SO. THEN | NOTICED A LITTLE OF IT ON THE
BALCONY ITSELF, NEAR THE VERY EDGE OF IT, GROWING RIGHT THERE



ON THE CEMENT. | THOUGHT OF IT AS MOLD, BUT EVEN THEN | HAD
DOUBTS. A DAY AFTER OBSERVING IT ON THE TOMATO PLANT | SAW
SOME OF IT ON ONE OF THE HANDLEBARS OF MY RACING BIKE. | TRIED TO
BRUSH IT AWAY BUT IT HELD FAST. | HAD TO CHIP AWAY AT IT WITH

THE BOTTOM OF A COMB UNTIL IT FLAK ED AWAY ALMOST ENTIRELY.
THAT WAS ANOTHER STRANGE THING ABOUT THE SUBSTANCE. IT LEFT
NO TRACE OF ITSELF BEHIND LIKE MOLD WOULD. IF YOU COULD MANAGE
TO CHIP IT AWAY, IT WOULD ALL BE GONE, EVERY BIT OF IT. | READ
ABOUT THE SUBSTANCE IN THE NEWSPAPER A WEEK L ATER. SOME
READER WROTE IN TO THE EXPERT WHO WROTE FOR THE GARDENING
SECTION AND MENTIONED IT GROWING ON CORN STALKS. THE EXPERT
REFERRED TO IT BY SOME NAME BUT | KNEW RIGHT AWAY HE HAD
GOTTEN IT WRONG. A WEEK AFTER THAT, THERE WAS AN ARTICLE IN
THE METRO SECTION CALLED 'WHAT COULD IT BE?' THE SUBSTANCE HAD
BEEN FOUND GROWING SLOWLY ON ALL SORTS OF SURFACES IN BLUE
TERRACE, ESPECIALLY INSIDE BUILDINGS, ON WALLS. INSIDE THE
HOSPITAL, THE HIGH SCHOOL, THE LUTHERAN CHURCH RIGHT DOWN
THE BLOCK FROM ME. IT WAS Q UICKLY CHIPPED AWAY AND PEOPLE JUST
FOUND IT TO BE AN IRRITANT, BUT NO ONE COULD CLAIM TO REALLY
UNDERSTAND ITS NATURE. WHEN IT WAS ANALYZED, IT WAS FOUND TO

BE A LOT LIKE MOSS, BUT ABLE TO GROW WITH ONLY A MINIMAL
AMOUNT OF MOISTURE IN THE AIR. IT WAS LIV ING PLANT LIFE, AN
UNUSUAL FORM OF IT, BUT NOTHING ALARMING. WHAT WAS STRANGE
WAS THAT IT COULD GROW ON ANYTHING. YOU COULD SEE IT
SOMETIMES ON THE RIM OF SOMEONE'S COFFEE CUP OR EVEN A PIECE OF
PAPER. GLOBAL WARMING WAS BLAMED, SOME COMPLICATED PROCESS
TH AT ONLY VAGUELY MADE SENSE. BUT NO ONE REALLY KNEW WHY IT
GREW INDOORS AND OUTDOORS, REGARDLESS OF TEMPERATURE OR
HUMIDITY OR CLEANLINESS OR THE TYPE OF SURFACE. IT WAS STUDIED
ENTHUSIASTICALLY BY BOTANISTS. THE SUBSTANCE WAS FOUND IN
THREE MORE CITIES IN THE REGION. IT TOOK ON A NAME: SPORANGELA.



WHEN THE PHENOMENON REALLY GOT OUT OF HAND, PEOPLE GOT A
LITTLE WORRIED, BUT ABOUT WHAT THEY DIDN'T KNOW. THERE WAS A
PICTURE IN THE BOISE PAPER THAT AUGUST OF THE SUBSTANCE MAKING

A PRETTY PATTERN ON THE SIDE OF THE CONVENTION CENTER IN THE
MIDDLE OF THE CITY, STARTING EIGHT FEET OFF THE SIDEWALK AND
SPREADING AROUND THE CORNER, A PATCH TEN FEET WIDE AND FIVE
FEET LONG THAT HAD GROWN OVER THE COURSE OF A WEEKEND. IT GOT
SO THAT IF YOU LIVED IN MY REGION OF IDAHO, YOU COULDN'T GO A
WHOLE DAY WITHOUT SEEING IT GROWING SOMEWHERE. IT COULD BE

IN THE BUILDING WHERE YOU WORKED OR ON THE BACK OF A STOP SIGN
OR INSIDE THE BUS, ON YOUR SEAT. ONCE YOU CHIPPED IT AWAY, IT WAS
GONE. BUT IT JUST GREW SOMEWHERE ELSE. IT HAD SPRE AD
ARTIFICIALLY SOMEHOW TO PLACES OTHER THAN BLUE TERRACE,
SKIPPING GEOGRAPHIC AREAS MILES WIDE, IN DIRECT DEFIANCE OF
NATURAL LOGIC. THE PHENOMENON WENT ON FOR ABOUT THREE
MONTHS. IT MORE OR LESS DISAPPEARED WITH THE ONSET OF COLDER
WEATHER. ONE SERIOUS C OLD SNAP IN BLUE TERRACE SEEMED TO WIPE
IT OUT. IT JUST DIDN'T APPEAR ANYMORE AFTER BEING REMOVED BY
HUMAN HANDS FROM EVERY REACHABLE PLACE IT HAD CLAIMED. ON
THE NIGHT OF OCTOBER 19, 2004, IT FELL TO THIRTY DEGREES IN THE
SUBURBS. THAT WAS THE NIGHT | SAW  THE THING WHICH SCARED ME
SO BADLY, WHICH I NEVER TOLD ANYONE ABOUT. THE SPORANGELA WAS
GONE VERY QUICKLY AFTER THAT EXCEPT FOR LITTLE AGING PATCHES
OF I'T NO ONE EVER BOTHERED TO REMOVE.

A PLACE NEAR CROWN CREEK, A LITTLE CAMP GROUND THAT NO ONE
MUCH PAYS ATTENTION TO, AND | WENT THERE THAT WEEKEND BEFORE
THE PLACE SHUT DOWN FOR THE SEASON. THERE WASN'T MUCH TO DO
EXCEPT KAYAK IN THE CREEK AND DO SOME MILD HIKING THROUGH THE
THIN WOODS, AND ON SATURDAY NIGHT | WAS IN MY TENT REA DING BY
PENLIGHT WHEN | THOUGHT I'D GO FOR A LONG WALK IN THE
MOONLIGHT. | GOT OUT OF THE TENT AND WALKED THROUGH THE



CAMPGROUND, WHICH WAS MOSTLY EMPTY, AND | STARTED TO HIKE
ALONG THE SOUTHERNMOST STRETCH OF CROWN CREEK. IT LED
THROUGH THE WOODS FOR A HA LF MILE OR SO AND THEN THE LAND
OPENED UP. | LOOKED UP AT THE STARS AS | WALKED. THE LAND WAS
OWNED BY THE STATE AND BECAME NOTHING BUT ROLLING HILLS THAT
WENT ON FOR MILES. IT WAS VERY PEACEFUL. | WAS COMPLETELY ALONE.
AFTER TWENTY MINUTES OF WALKING IN T HE COLD | CAME UPON A
VAGUE HUMP IN THE DARKNESS, JUST A FEW FEET AWAY FROM THE BANK
OF THE CREEK. AS | GOT CLOSER | SAW IT WAS AN ELECTRICAL
TRANSFORMER, POSITIONED OUT THERE IN THE MIDDLE OF NOWHERE. |
STOPPED TO REST WHEN | SAW IT, AND TURNED AND TOOK | N A VIEW OF
THE CREEK AND THE LAND BEYOND IT, AND | SAT WHERE | WAS AND
LOOKED AT THE STARS. | STAYED LIKE THAT FOR ABOUT TEN MINUTES
WHEN | HEARD SOMETHING OFF TO MY RIGHT, NEAR THE TRANSFORMER.

| LOOKED OVER THERE BUT COULDN'T SEE MUCH. IT SOUNDED LIKE
SOMETHING WAS MOVING THROUGH THE GRASS, AN ANIMAL |
THOUGHT, BUT MOVING VERY LOW AND SMOOTHLY. | STOOD UP AND
SQUINTED INTO THE DARK. THEN | SAW IT. THERE WAS SOMETHING IN
THE GRASS, IT WAS TRUE, SOMETHING MOVING. IT WAS BIG. IT CLUNG
TO THE GROUND. IT WAS SNAKELIKE, WORMLIKE, BUT GIGANTIC, AS BIG
AS A PERSON. THE THING WAS BRIGHTLY COLORED. MAYBE IT WAS
TOTALLY WHITE. IT WAS MOVING PAST THE TRANSFORMER. AS |
WATCHED, THE THING SLITHERED THROUGH THE GRASS, HAVING COME
FROM THE CREEK, I THINK. ALL | CAN SAY I S THAT FOR ABOUT FIVE
SECONDS | GOT AN EXCELLENT VIEW OF IT. MY NIGHT VISION HAD
ADJUSTED WELL. | WOULD SAY THE CREATURE WAS SIX FEET LONG,
THICK AS A SLIGHTLY BUILT MAN. WHEN THE MOONLIGHT FELL ON IT
JUST SO, | COULD SEE THAT ITS FLESH WAS SLICK, AND THAT AS IT
MOVED, IT WAS TURNING, TWISTING LIKE A SCREW. MY EYES WENT TO
WHERE | FIGURED ITS HEAD WOULD BE. | HAD STOPPED BREATHING, |
THINK. | SAW THAT THE CREATURE HAD A NECK, A HUMANLIKE NECK,



AND THEN | SAW A FACE. | DON'T KNOW HOW MANY EYES THERE WERE,
MAYBE NONE AT ALL. | SAW SOME MARKS BUT ALL | COULD SEE FOR
CERTAIN WAS THAT THERE WAS A LONG DARK MOUTH, LIKE A THICK
SLASH. THE ONLY OTHER DETAIL | COULD SEE OF THE THING WAS THAT

IT WAS HALF -COVERED IN WHAT LOOKED LIKE SPORANGELA. THE
CREATURE MOVED ON, T WISTING THROUGH THE GRASS, AND IT WAS
GONE FAST. | WAS IN SHOCK BUT | FOLLOWED IT. | DIDN'T KNOW WHAT
ELSE TO DO. | COULDN'T HEAR IT ANYMORE. | JOGGED A FEW STEPS AND
THEN THE SOUND CAME AGAIN, THE SOUND OF IT MOVING. | SAW
ANOTHER SHAPE IN THE DARK. NEAR THE TRANSFORMER WAS A GOLF
CART. MAYBE IT BELONGED TO SOMEONE WORKING FOR THE ELECTRIC
COMPANY, OR MAYBE TO SOMEONE WORKING FOR THE CAMPGROUND. IT
WAS SITTING ALONE NEAR THE CREEK, IN THE SHORT GRASS. | STOPPED
AND WATCHED THE CREATURE SNAKE ITS WAY TOWARD THE CART.
ONLY THEN DID | REMEMBER THE PENLIGHT IN MY POCKET. | DUG FOR IT
AND CAME OUT WITH IT, AND TURNED IT ON. | POINTED IT AT WHERE

THE SOUND WAS COMING FROM AND SAW A LITTLE SEGMENT OF THE
CREATURE. INSTANTLY | COULD SEE THE BROWNISH GREEN OF
SPORANGELA CLINGING TO ITS SIDE, AND THEN THE PATTERN OF IT
DISAPPEARED AS THE THING TWISTED. | SHIFTED THE TINY RAY OF THE
PENLIGHT, WHICH WAS JUST A DIM, UNFOCUSED YELLOW CIRCLE. THE
CREATURE MOVED RIGHT THROUGH IT. | SAW ITS HEAD BETTER. ITS
NECK STRETCHED A LITTLE. | SAW A PATCH OF SPORANGELA GROWING
ON THE SIDE OF THE GOLF CART. THE CREATURE SLID UP THE WHEEL
WELL, ITS BODY CLINGING SOMEHOW TO THE CART, AND MOVED OVER
THE PATCH OF SPORANGELA, AND WHEN THE FULL LENGTH OF THE
THING MOVED PAST IT, THE PATCH HAD BEEN SCRAPED AWAY IN ONE
FLUID MOTION, AND THERE WAS A CLEAN PATH OF WHITE PAINT
EXPOSED. AS THE THING TWISTED | SAW THAT THE SUBSTANCE HAD
ATTACHED ITSELF TO IT, ESPECIALLY NEAR THAT MOUTH. IT SLITHERED
BACK INTO THE GRASS. | SHUT OFF THE PENLIGHT. | STO OD WHERE |



WAS. IN SECONDS THE SLITHERING SOUND MOVED AWAY. THIS TIME |
DIDN'T FOLLOW. | WAITED TILL | THOUGHT THE THING WAS ENTIRELY
GONE, AND THEN | CREPT UP TO THE GOLF CART. | TURNED THE LIGHT
ON AGAIN AND TOUCHED THE PATCH OF SPORANGELA. THE CREATURE
HAD LEFT SOME OF THE SUBSTANCE BEHIND BUT HAD TAKEN MOST OF
IT. IT WOULD HAVE TAKEN A PERSON FIVE OR TEN MINUTES TO CHIP
THAT AMOUNT AWAY, AND IT WOULD HAVE COME OFF LITTLE BY
LITTLE, LEAVING SPECKS BEHIND UNLESS YOU WERE VERY THOROUGH,
BUT THE CREATURE HA D MADE IT VANISH IN SECONDS. | TOUCHED THE
PAINT. THERE WAS NO MOISTURE THERE, NO SENSE OF ANYTHING
HAVING MOVED OVER IT. | WALKED BACK TO THE CAMPGROUND. |
REMEMBER AT ONE POINT | FELT SO ALONE AND EXPOSED THERE BY THE
CREEK THAT | WANTED TO SHOUT FOR HE LP, OR BREAK INTO A RUN. |
DIDN'T LET MYSELF DO IT, THOUGH. FINALLY | REACHED MY TENT AND
GOT INSIDE. | LAID AWAKE FOR THREE HOURS, SHIVERING AND TRYING
TO FIGURE OUT WHAT I'D JUST SEEN. | COULDN'T MAKE ANY SENSE OF IT.
IN THE DAYS THAT CAME AFTER, | BECAM E MORE AND MORE CONVINCED
THAT WHAT | HAD SEEN WAS SOME KIND OF HARVESTING. BUT THE
CREATURE HAD NOT BEEN LIKE ANYTHING | COULD EVEN FIND IN BOOKS
WHEN | TRIED TO RESEARCH IT. THAT SIZE AND MANNER OF MOVEMENT
MADE IT AN IMPOSSIBILITY. | DIDN'T TELL ANYONE WHAT | HAD SEEN. |
WAS GOING TO TRY TO WAIT UNTIL ONE OF THE CREATURES HAD BEEN
SPOTTED BY OTHERS. BUT IT NEVER HAPPENED. IN WINTER, WHEN THE
SPORANGELA PHENOMENON WAS GETTING TO BE OLD NEWS, | FINALLY
TOLD MY ROOMMATE ONE NIGHT WHAT | HAD SEEN. HE LISTENE D
ATTENTIVELY BUT | COULD TELL HE THOUGHT | MUST HAVE BEEN
DRUNK. HE MENTIONED THAT NOTHING | SAID SURPRISED HIM, GIVEN
THE HIGH AMOUNTS OF UFO ACTIVITY IN THE STATE AROUND THAT
TIME. | ASKED HIM IF HE WAS JOKING AND HE SAID YES, HE WAS, BUT |
COULD LOOK I T UP AND | WOULD FIND THAT WHAT HE SAID WAS AT
LEAST PARTIALLY TRUE. I'VE NEVER BEEN SOMEONE WHO BELIEVED IN



UFOs BUT | DID LOOK IT UP. I SEARCHED ONLINE AND FOUND A
NEWSPAPER STORY WRITTEN ABOUT THE AREA OF IDAHO | LIVED IN,
PUBLISHED IN AUGUST. IT WAS AB OUT THE UNUSUALLY HIGH NUMBER
OF REPORTS TO FREDERICTS AIR FORCE BASE ABOUT STRANGE CRAFT IN
THE AREA. THE MILITARY HAD TO DEAL WITH THESE REPORTS ALL THE
TIME, BUT THEY SEEMED MORE THAN WILLING TO DISCUSS THE
STRANGE NATURE OF MANY OF THE RECENT REPORTS, BECAUSE THEY
WEREN'T TAKING THEM VERY SERIOUSLY. ALONG WITH THE USUAL
ONCE-MONTHLY ACCOUNTS OF CIGAR -SHAPED CRAFTS AND BRIGHT
LIGHTS IN THE SKY WERE THREE OR FOUR MORE UNUSUAL ONES. THE
POCATELLO NEWSPAPER HAD TALKED TO THE PEOPLE WHO'D CALLED IN
THE CLAIM S TO GET MORE DETAILS. THERE WAS A UNIQUE PATTERN TO
THEIR SIGHTINGS OF STRANGE THINGS. NONE OF THE PEOPLE SAID
ANYTHING ABOUT LIGHTS OR CRAFTS IN THE CLOUDS. INSTEAD THE
COMMON THREAD SEEMED TO BE LARGE OBJECTS, THE SIZE OF SMALL
CARS MAYBE, FLITTING QUIC KLY FROM ONE BUILDING TO ANOTHER IN
SHORT, COMPLETELY SILENT JUMPS, ALWAYS BEFORE DAWN WHEN THE
WORLD WAS AT ITS DARKEST. THE OBJECTS WOULD MAKE THEIR WAY
FROM ONE PLACE TO ANOTHER, ATTACHING THEMSELVES TO LARGE
SURFACES, REMAINING UTTERLY STILL FOR A MINU TE OR SO, AND THEN
MOVING ON. THE OBJECTS DID NOT BEND OR WOBBLE OR CHANGE SHAPE
IN ANY WAY. THEIR COLORING WAS IMPOSSIBLE TO MAKE OUT. ONE
PERSON ON A BLOG | FOUND DESCRIBED ONE OF THE OBJECTS LIFTING
OFF FROM THE TOP OF A GROCERY STORE VERY SUDDENLY AND
DISAPPEARING UPWARDS INTO THE SKY AT SUCH A SPEED THAT IT WAS
GONE IN LESS THAN TWO SECONDS, AGAIN WITH NO SOUND. THEN
THERE WAS A VIDEO THAT SOMEONE HAD TAKEN. | FOUND IT BURIED IN
SOME PUBLIC VIDEO SHARING SITE. THE FOOTAGE WAS GRAINY AND
SHAKY, AND TO A DISINTERESTED EYE IT COULD ALMOST HAVE BEEN
ANYTHING, OR MORE LIKELY FAKED. IT LASTED FOR JUST FIFTEEN
SECONDS. IT SHOWED A LARGE VAGUE HUMP AGAINST A DARK SKY. THE



PERSON WHO HELD THE VIDEO CAMERA KEPT CHANGING SETTINGS TO
TRY TO ALLOW MORE LIGHT INTO TH E LENS, BUT IT DIDN'T DO MUCH.
ALL THAT YOU COULD REALLY SEE WAS THAT THE HUMP WAS
ATTACHED SOMEHOW TO THE SIDE OF WHAT LOOKED LIKE A SCHOOL
BUILDING. THERE WAS PLAYGROUND EQUIPMENT FAR IN THE
BACKGROUND. THE CAMERA WAS A HUNDRED YARDS AWAY OR SO AND
MOVIN G CLOSER TO THE HUMP WHEN THE THING SHOT OUT OF FRAME
TO THE RIGHT. NOTHING SEEMED TO PUSH IT. IT MERELY LEAPT AWAY.
THE CAMERA PANNED WILDLY TO THE RIGHT TO TRY TO FOLLOW IT, BUT
THERE WAS NOTHING THERE. THERE WAS CONFUSION FOR A FEW
SECONDS, AND THEN THE PERSON HOLDING THE CAMERA TRIED TO
ZOOM IN AS BEST HE COULD TO SOMETHING MUCH FURTHER OFF IN THE
DISTANCE, A LIGHT TOWER OFF IN AN EMPTY FIELD. FOR A SPLIT SECOND
YOU COULD SEE A DARK HUMP CLINGING TO IT NEAR THE VERY TOP, A
HUNDRED FEET OFF THE GROUND OR SO, BUT THEN, AFTER A LITTLE
MORE SHAKINESS, THE THING WAS SIMPLY GONE FOR GOOD. THE VIDEO
WAS TITLED O6UFO GETAWAY. 0 A | TOLD ONE
WHAT | HAD SEEN. IT WAS MY FATHER. HE'D ALWAYS HAD AN OPEN
MIND. BUT EVEN HE DIDN'T FULLY UNDERSTAND WH AT | HAD
EXPERIENCED. | DID MORE RESEARCH INTO THE UFO TREND AROUND THE
STATE BUT FOUND THAT IT ENDED RIGHT AROUND THE TIME
SPORANGELA DISAPPEARED. FOR TWO YEARS | WAS OCCASIONALLY
HAUNTED AT NIGHT BY THE MEMORY OF WHAT | HAD SEEN, AND
UNNATURALLY DISTURB ED BY THE IMAGE OF DARK HUMPS ON
BUILDINGS LEAPING ACROSS THE SKY WITH NO SOUND. BUT AS THESE
THINGS DO, THEY BEGAN TO FADE FROM MY CONSCIOUSNESS SLOWLY
BUT SURELY. | BEGAN TO BE ABLE TO CONVINCE MYSELF THAT WHAT |
HAD SEEN ON MY HIKE COULD BE EXPLAINED BY FATIGUE, A PRANK,
ANYTHING. THREE MONTHS AGO, IN AUGUST OF 2006, PEOPLE BEGAN TO
AGAIN SEE ODD MOLD -LIKE FORMATIONS GROWING ON THE SIDES OF
BUILDINGS, ON WALLS WHERE THEY WORKED, ON HIGHWAY SIGNS AND



TREES AND SIDEWALKS. THIS TIME THE SUBSTANCE WAS OF A'S  LIGHTLY
DIFFERENT COLOR, DARKER, MORE BLACK THAN BROWN OR GREEN. AND
THIS TIME THE STUFF WAS ALMOST EVERYWHERE, IN DOZENS OF CITIES
ACROSS THIS COUNTRY AND OTHERS. NEWS OF IT POPPED UP QUICKLY.
AT FIRST, OF COURSE, IT WAS TIED DIRECTLY TO SPORANGELA, AND
WHEN THE WORLD LEARNED OF ITS FIRST HARMLESS MANIFESTATION IN
IDAHO TWO YEARS PREVIOUS, NO ONE WAS TOO UPSET. AGAIN, IT WAS
JUST A STRANGE EYESORE. THERE DIDN'T SEEM TO BE ANY HEALTH RISKS.
BUT WHEN SPORANGELA RETURNED, | WAS IMMEDIATELY TERRIFIED. |
TOLD N O ONE HOW | FELT. MY TERROR GREW WHEN PEOPLE REALIZED
THAT THE SUBSTANCE WAS SPREADING RAPIDLY AND GROWING
EVERYWHERE. IT CAKED ON PLANTS AND CARS AND DOG COLLARS AND
DOLLAR BILLS, AND SOME SAID IT COULD EVEN FORM ON HUMAN SKIN. A
PHOTO IN NEWSWEEK SHOWED IT COVERING THE WINGS OF A SMALL
AIRPLANE. PEOPLE CHIPPED IT AWAY AS BEST THEY COULD BUT IT JUST
GREW SOMEWHERE ELSE. NOW THE STUFF WAS STUDIED MUCH MORE
CLOSELY, BY MANY MORE SCIENTISTS, BUT OF COURSE SOME HAD NEVER
STOPPED THEIR STUDIES OF IT THE FIRST T IME. IT COULDN'T HAVE BEEN
MORE THAN A WEEK AFTER THE SECOND WAVE BEGAN WHEN A
RESEARCHER IN FRANCE RELEASED A REPORT THAT WAS AT FIRST
DISCREDITED, THEN ACCEPTED PIECEMEAL, AND THEN RECOGNIZED AS
THE TOTAL TRUTH. BACK IN 2004 THIS RESEARCHER HAD BEEN
CONT ACTED BY TWO BOTANISTS WHO NOTED HOW STRANGELY
SPORANGELA BEHAVED, AND WHO THOUGHT THERE WAS SOMETHING
ELSE TO BE FOUND IN IT OTHER THAN THE MOSSY VEGETABLE MATERIAL
THEY HAD DISCOVERED. THEY WANTED TO LOOK AT IT WITH MORE
POWERFUL EQUIPMENT THAN ANYONE HA D THOUGHT WAS NECESSARY.
SO THEY CONTACTED A NANOTECHNOLOGIST IN ARIZONA WHO IN
TURN REFERRED THEM TO THE FRENCH RESEARCHER. HE HAD PROCESSED
SPORANGELA SAMPLES THROUGH A NANOMETRIC DEVICE AND WAS
BAFFLED TO FIND THAT IN ADDITION TO DISPLAYING THE STUFF'S



ORGANIC COMPONENTS, HIS COMPUTER WANTED TO SHOW HIM
BEWILDERING ELECTRONIC DATA STREAMS IT HAD UNCOVERED IN THE
SAMPLES. IT SEEMED IMPOSSIBLE, BUT WHEN THE RESEARCHER KEPT
BREAKING THE DATA DOWN OVER THE COURSE OF SEVERAL MONTHS,
HIS FINDINGS WERE CONSISTE NT. HE CAME TO BELIEVE THAT THERE
WAS COMPUTER -GENERATED DATA IN THE SPORANGELA. HE WAS ABLE
TO PROVE IT BY FEEDING THE DATA INTO A SUPERCOMPUTER. HIDING
WITHIN THE CELLS OF THE SPORANGELA WERE INFINITELY TINY
STREAMS OF VIDEO INFORMATION THAT NO HUMAN COM PUTER COULD
PROPERLY UNDERSTAND. THE COMPUTERS DID THEIR BEST TO TRY TO
SIMULATE WHAT THE VIDEO CONSISTED OF. AFTER ANOTHER YEAR OF
STUDY, CRUDE IMAGES WERE SIMULATED. THEY SUGGESTED THAT
SPORANGELA SAMPLES TAKEN FROM THE SIDE OF ANY GIVEN BUILDING
WERE FILLED WITH MILLIONS OF IMAGES OF THE AREA SURROUNDING
THAT BUILDING. SAMPLES FROM A SIDEWALK CONTAINED CRUDE
'SNAPSHOTS' OF PEOPLE WALKING BY, IMAGES STOLEN BY THE CELLS AT A
RATE OF TWENTY PER SECOND. THERE WAS A MIND -BOGGLING AMOUNT
OF VIDEO DATA IN EACH HANDFUL OF SPORANGELA. THE RESEARCHER'S
RESULTS WERE ARGUED ABOUT, RE-TESTED, DEBATED, DISMISSED AND
EMBRACED. THE LIMITATIONS OF OUR COMPUTER TECHNOLOGY COST US
VALUABLE TIME. IT WAS TOO LATE TO SAVE US BY THE TIME THERE WAS
AGREEMENT THAT THE SPORANGELA HAD BEEN OBSERVING US
SOMEHOW, COLLECTING IMAGES OF THE HUMAN RACE AND ITS
BEHAVIOR AND ENVIRONS. THE SECOND WAVE OF THE NEW, DIFFERENT
SUBSTANCE HAD ALREADY COME. A PEOPLE ST,
SMALL SPECKS OF THIS NEW SPORANGELA WERE LOOSED EASILY BY THE
SLIGHTEST BREEZE. PEOPLE SAID IT WAS LIKE SWALLOWING AN
OCCASIONAL BIT OF SAND, NOTHING TO WORRY ABOUT. BUT THE
ILLNESS THAT STRUCK THE HUMAN RACE WAS SO GHASTLY THAT PANIC
TOOK HOLD QUICKLY, AND THE SPORANGELA WAS THE SOURCE OF ALL
OUR FEARS. WITHIN A DAY OR SO OF INHALING THE SLIGHTEST BIT OF



THE STUFF, A PERSON'S BLOOD VESSELS BECAME GRAVELY IRRITATED.
THEIR EYES BECAME HIDEOUSLY REDDENED. ANOTHER DAY MIGHT PASS
BEFORE THE FATAL ATTACK CAME. A PERSON COULD BE IN AN
AMBULANCE ON THEIR WAY TO ONE OF T HOUSANDS OF OVERFILLED
HOSPITALS WHEN THEY WENT INTO CARDIAC ARREST AND THEIR
VESSELS BEGAN TO BURST. THEIR PORES OPENED AND BLOOD FLOWED
THROUGH. BLOOD CAME OUT OF THEIR EYES, THEIR NOSE, THEIR EARS.
THEIR SKIN WENT A DARK PURPLISH COLOR AND WOUNDS ACTUAL LY
FORMED FROM WITHIN, RELEASING BLOOD FROM THE BODY THROUGH
THE FLESH. PEOPLE BLED OUT WITHIN MINUTES, EVEN SECONDS. THEIR
BODIES BECAME A SOAKED MASS, DEAD WEIGHT. IT COULD HAPPEN ON
THE STREET. THERE WAS ALMOST NO WARNING. ONCE YOUR EYES WENT
RED, IT WA S TOO LATE. YOU WERE DEATH. IT WAS ONLY A QUESTION OF
HOW MANY DAYS YOU HAD TO LIVE. IT TOOK ALL OF TWO WEEKS TO
CREATE A STATE OF EMERGENCY ALL OVER AMERICA AND THE WORLD.
THE NEW STRAIN OF SPORANGELA WAS BURNED EVERYWHERE IT COULD
BE BURNED OR COVERED WI TH FOAM AND A STICKY SUBSTANCE CALLED
EXOCLAST WHICH SPRAYED FROM FIREMEN'S HOSES, MILLIONS OF
GALLONS LAYERED ON SURFACES EVERYWHERE YOU WENT. IT WAS
MUCH TOO LATE. PARTICLES OF THIS SPORANGELA WERE EVERYWHERE
IN THE AIR. PEOPLE SHUT THEMSELVES IN THEIR H OMES ONLY TO
INHALE THE STUFF THROUGH THE VENTS, COMPLETELY UNAWARE OF IT.

A THE NEWSPAPERS HAVE SHUT DOWN EVERYWHER
STILL GET THE EMERGENCY BROADCAST SYSTEM IN SEVERAL PLACES,
AND SOMETIMES REAL LIVE PEOPLE COME ON, AND SOMETIMES THEY'LL
TALK ABOUT THE FIRST WAVE OF SPORANGELA AND HOW MAYBE, JUST
MAYBE, SOME RACE OF BEINGS FROM A PLACE IN THE SOLAR SYSTEM
WE'LL NEVER KNOW ABOUT BROUGHT IT TO A CLUSTER OF SMALL
MIDWESTERN CITIES NO ONE FUSSED MUCH OVER IN ORDER TO
DOCUMENT OUR SPECIES AND D ETECT OUR BIOLOGICAL WEAKNESSES.
AFTER THAT, IT WAS ONLY A MATTER OF HARVESTING THE DATA



SOMEHOW, RETURNING IT TO SPACE, AND CREATING A VIRAL DISEASE,
BORNE WITHIN A DIFFERENT SORT OF SPORANGELA, WHICH WOULD
DESTROY US ALL IN A MATTER OF MONTHS. AND THEN | T WOULD BE
TIME FOR THE CREATORS OF THE GENOCIDE TO ARRIVE ON EARTH EN
MASSE. | WONDER WHY I'M NOT DEAD YET. | SUPPOSE | HAVE ONLY MY
OWN TERROR TO THANK. I WAS ONE OF THE FIRST TO BARRICADE
HIMSELF INDOORS WITH BOTTLED WATER AND CANNED FOOD, AND
HERE I SIT. IT'S ONE A.M., NOVEMBER 9, 2006. | KNOW | CAN'T SURVIVE. MY
TIME WILL BE OVER SOON. SO TOMORROW [I'M GOING TO SET OUT
WALKING, NOT IN THE HOPES OF BEING SAVED, BUT BECAUSE I'D RATHER
DIE OUT THERE IN THE SUNLIGHT THAN IN THIS CRAMPED, FORGOTTEN
APARTMEN T. | BOUGHT A GUN TEN DAYS AGO. IF MY EYES BECOME RED
WITH SICKNESS, I'LL TAKE MYSELF OUT BY CROWN CREEK. | HOPE THE
END COMES BEFORE | MIGHT POSSIBLY SEE ANOTHER ONE OF THE
WORMS, THOSE WORMS WHICH I'VE NEVER SEEN MENTION OF IN ANY
NEWSPAPER, ON ANY WEB S ITE. THE HARVESTER WORMS WHICH TOOK
THEIR SAMPLES AWAY IN FLITTING, SILENT CRAFTS. | KNOW WHAT |
SAW. THE BLACKISH SPORANGELA IS VISIBLE GROWING ON THE SIDE OF
THE BUILDING ACROSS FROM MINE, AND IT FILLS ME WITH DREAD, BUT
TO SEE THE LIVING THINGS WHICH WI LL SOMEDAY COME TO COLLECT
OR DISPOSE OF ITS REMNANTS WOULD DRIVE ME INSANE. THAT MOTION,
THAT TWISTING, SNAKELIKE MOTION, AND THE SOUND THE GRASS
MADE BEING SMOOTHED BENEATH IT, WOULD SNAP MY MIND. THE
SIGHT OF AN OLD WOMAN BLEEDING OUT AND DYING WITHIN S IXTY
SECONDS AS SHE EMERGED FROM A LIGHT RAIL STATION TWO DAYS AGO
DIDN'T DO IT. THE IMAGE OF A COLLECTOR WORM'S MOUTH WOULD. ITS
AWFUL MOUTH WORKING FURIOUSLY TO GATHER, AND RETAIN.
GOODBYE.



MY NAME IS CY WISTROM . ON DECEMBER 19, 1977, A MENTAL PATIENT
NAMED TIMOTHY SHAUGH WALKED INTO SEACRIST ELEMENTARY
SCHOOL IN SEACRIST, PENNSYLVANIA, AND MURDERED A SECOND GRADE
TEACHER WITH A CHOPPING AXE. THE SHAUGH MURDER WAS THE LAST

IN A STRING OF UNEXPLAINED INCIDENTS WHI CH OCCURRED AT
SEACRIST IN THE FALL AND WINTER OF 1977, AND EARNED THE SCHOOL
THE NI CKNAME OHORROR HI GH. & HERE | WI L L
STORY. A I'N SEPTEMBER OF 1971 JOSEPH
BEEN THE HEAD JANITOR AT SEACRIST SINCE 1958 AND HE DI ED OF LIVER
CANCER. IN EARLY 1977, A YOUNGER BROTHER OF TORMEY'S WON SOME
MONEY IN A STATE LOTTERY, AND IT WAS DECIDED AMONGST THE
FAMILY THAT SOME OF THE MONEY WOULD GO TOWARD THE
CONSTRUCTION OF A FAMILY CRYPT IN EVANSTEN, TEN MILES NORTH OF
SEACRIST. TH REE MEMBERS OF THE TORMEY FAMILY WERE DISINTERRED
DURING THE SUMMER, AND JOSEPH TORMEY'S BODY WAS REMOVED
FROM HIS GRAVE IN SEACRIST HILL ON SEPTEMBER 10, FIVE DAYS AFTER
THE SCHOOL YEAR BEGAN. ON WEDNESDAY THE FOURTEENTH, A CITY
PATROL CAR DRIVING PAST SE ACRIST AT A LITTLE PAST MIDNIGHT
REPORTED THAT A LIGHT WAS ON IN ROOM 21, WHICH FRONTED THE
SOUTHEAST SIDE OF THE SCHOOL AND LOOKED OUT ON HIGHTOWN
ROAD. THE OFFICER IN THE CAR CALLED THE SCHOOL PRINCIPAL AT HIS
HOME AND ASKED IF ANY STAFF MIGHT BE INSIDE SEACRIST. THAT
NIGHT THERE HAD BEEN A GIRL SCOUT'S MEETING FROM SIX O'CLOCK TO

TEL



SEVEN-THIRTY IN ROOM 25, JUST TWO DOORS DOWN FROM ROOM 21, BUT
OF COURSE THAT HAD LONG SINCE DISBANDED. THE PRINCIPAL AGREED
TO DRIVE THREE BLOCKS TO THE SCHOOL AND CHECK ON THE LIGHT, AS
HE HAD A SKELETON KEY. WHEN HE GOT TO ROOM 21, HE DISCOVERED
THE BODY OF JOSEPH TORMEY PROPPED UP IN A CHAIR FACING THE
BLACKBOARD. TORMEY'S BODY WAS ENTIRELY ROTTED, AND COULD
ONLY BE IDENTIFIED THROUGH THE FACT THAT IT WAS MISSING FROM
THE COU NTY MORGUE WHERE IT WAS BEING STORED OVERNIGHT, UNTIL

IT COULD BE PLACED INSIDE THE FAMILY CRYPT THE NEXT DAY. THE
PRINCIPAL, ELLIS XAVIER, CALLED THE POLICE BACK AND TORMEY'S BODY
WAS REMOVED. THERE WERE NO SIGNS OF A BREAK -IN ANYWHERE IN THE
SCHOOL, AND THE POLI CE DI DNOGT FI ND ANY FI NGERPRI
CASUAL DUSTING. BUT THERE WERE SIGNS OF FOUL PLAY INSIDE THE
COUNTY MORGUE, THOUGH. THE BODY HAD BEEN SEALED INSIDE A
STEEL DRAWER WHOSE LOCK HAD BEEN JIMMIED SOMETIME AFTER THE
MORGUE CLOSED AT EIGHT O'CLOC K. TORMEY HAD BEEN TAKEN FROM
THE MORGUE AND PLACED INSIDE SEACRIST ELEMENTARY SOMETIME
BETWEEN NINE -THIRTY AND MIDNIGHT. POLICE THOUGHT THAT
VANDALS MAY HAVE GOTTEN THE BODY INTO THE SCHOOL THROUGH A
SECOND STORY WINDOW WHICH HAD BEEN LEFT OPEN TO AERATE A
NEWLY PAINTED ROOM, BUT IT SEEMED INCREDIBLY BIZARRE THAT
SOMEONE WOULD GO TO SUCH STRANGE LENGTHS TO PLAY SUCH A
DEMENTED JOKE. THERE WERE NO LEADS, THERE WERE NO WITNESSES,
NOTHING TO EVER SUGGEST WHY JOSEPH TORMEY'S CORPSE WAS
PLACED INSIDE SEACRIST T HAT NIGHT. HE HAD NO REAL ENEMIES IN THE
TOWN AND THE STAFF REMEMBERED HIM AS A HARD WORKER WHO
TRULY LOVED THE CHILDREN AT THE SCHOOL. ROOM 21 WAS SEALED OFF
FOR TWO DAYS AND MR. APPIER, THE FIRST GRADE TEACHER WHO USED
THE ROOM, USED ANOTHER. WORD OF WHA T HAPPENED TO JOSEPH
TORMEY BECAME IMMEDIATELY DISTORTED AMONG THE STUDENTS OF
SEACRIST, WHOSE AGE RANGED FROM SIX TO ELEVEN. THE SMALL



ADMINISTRATION DECIDED NOT TO TELL THEM WHAT HAD HAPPENED,
AND SO THERE WAS ONLY A VAGUE SENSE THAT SOMETHING TERRIBLE
HAD OCCURRED. DURING MORNING ANNOUNCEMENTS, PRINCIPAL
XAVIER TOLD THE CHILDREN THAT AN UGLY PRANK HAD BEEN PLAYED
THE NIGHT BEFORE, AND HE WENT ON TO DELIVER A BRIEF LECTURE ON
THE EVILS OF VANDALISM. THE STUDENTS OF SEACRIST WERE
UNDERSTANDABLY CONFUSED. | REMEMBER A GIRL NAMED SUSAN,
WHOM | SAW CRYING ON THE PLAYGROUND DURING RECESS ON THAT
SEPTEMBER 15TH. EVEN THOUGH | WAS AN UNUSUALLY SHY CHILD, |
WENT OVER TO HER AND ASKED HER WHAT WAS WRONG. SHE SAID SHE
WAS SAD BECAUSE SHE HAD HEARD THAT MR. APPIER HA D BEEN KILLED,
AND THAT WAS WHY HIS ROOM HAD BEEN SEALED OFF. NO ONE KNOWS
WHO STARTED THIS RUMOR, BUT BY LUNCHTIME FOR THE UPPER GRADES
IT WAS ALL OVER THE SCHOOL. BY THE END OF THE DAY, EVERY
TEACHER HAD TO TELL THEIR CLASS THAT MR. APPIER WAS FINE, THAT
HE HAD JUST CALLED IN SICK FOR THE DAY. EVERYONE WENT HOME
STILL IN DOUBT AS TO WHAT HAD REALLY HAPPENED. | SAW SUSAN, THE
GIRL ON THE PLAYGROUND, WALKING HOME AT THREE O'CLOCK WITH A
GROUP OF OTHER CHILDREN, LAUGHING HAPPILY ABOUT SOMETHING. IN
LESS THAN TWO HOURS, SHE HAD GONE FROM DESPAIR TO CHILDISH JOY.
JOSEPH TORMEY'S CORPSE WAS TAKEN BACK TO THE MORGUE, CHECKED
FOR SIGNS OF ABUSE, AND THEN PLACED INSIDE THE FAMILY VAULT
THREE DAYS LATER. BUT BY THE EIGHTEENTH OF SEPTEMBER, EVERY
CHILD KNEW WHAT HAD HAPPENED IN ROOM 21, AND SOME OF MR.
APPIER'S STUDENTS WERE TERRIFIED TO GO BACK INTO THAT ROOM. THE
LOCAL NEWSPAPER, THE TRI -COUNTY GAZETTE, PRINTED THE STORY ON
PAGE TWO AND MADE THE MISTAKE OF PUBLISHING AN UNCONFIRMED
RUMOR TOWARD THE END OF IT. THE RE PORTER SAID MERELY THAT
PRINCIPAL XAVIER HAD ERASED A CHALK -WRITTEN MESSAGE FROM THE
BOARD OF ROOM 21 UPON FINDING JOSEPH TORMEY'S BODY. THE MESSAGE
HAD ALLEGEDLY BEEN SCRAWLED BY THE VANDALS WHO COMMITTED



THE CRIME, AND XAVIER HAD BEEN RELUCTANT TO REPORT JUST WHAT
THE MESSAGE WAS i ONLY THAT HE HAD ERASED IT WITHOUT THINKING

IT MIGHT BE IMPORTANT TO THE CASE. SO THE CHILDREN OF SEACRIST
FILLED IN THE GAPS LEFT BY THE NEWSPAPER AND WHAT THEIR PARENTS
WOULDN'T TELL THEM BY INVENTING IN THEIR OWN MINDS WHAT TH E
VANDALS' MESSAGE MAY HAVE BEEN. IT WAS EITHER A DEMONIC
WARNING OR A DRAWING OF THE SCHOOL BUILDING WITH BLOOD
DRIPPING FROM IT, DEPENDING ON WHAT YOU HEARD AND WHAT TIME

OF DAY YOU HEARD IT. TWO WEEKS LATER, TOWARD THE END OF
SEPTEMBER, THE GAZETTE DID A FOLLOW -UP STORY ON THE TORMEY
| NCI DENT. THE PAPER DIDNOT SAY MUCH BEYOND
BEEN NO PROGRESS IN FINDING THE CULPRITS RESPONSIBLE. BUT IT DID
CONFIRM THAT ELLIS XAVIER HAD REVEALED THE CONTENTS OF THE
MESSAGE ON THE BLACKBOARD TO A POLICE SOU RCE. IT HAD TAKEN HIM
A COUPLE OF WEEKS TO FULLY REMEMBER WHAT IT WAS BECAUSE THE
SHOCK OF FINDING THE DECAYING CORPSE HAD BEEN SO GREAT. THE
MESSAGE HAD READ: TO ALL THIS DARKNESS. IT HAD APPARENTLY BEEN
WRITTEN IN IMITATION OF A CHILD'S CLUMSY SCRAWL. A I WAS I N TI
SECOND GRADE AT SEACRIST SCHOOL THAT YEAR. TORMEY HAPPENED IN
THE FALL, AND IN THE MIDDLE OF WINTER CAME TIMOTHY SHAUGH. THE
EVENTS OF THAT TIME HAPPENED WITH GREAT SPEED. SEACRIST
ELEMENTARY BECAME A KIND OF HELL ON EARTH SO QUICKLY THAT
MANY PSYCHOLOGISTS AGREE IT WAS ALL NEVER TRULY GRASPED BY
THE UNDEVELOPED MINDS OF SEACRIST'S CHILDREN. CERTAINLY NOT
MINE, MY DOCTOR USED TO SAY. FOR THREE YEARS | HAVE TOLD HER
THAT | REMEMBER LITTLE OF THAT TIME, AND CERTAINLY NOTHING OF
THE DAY THAT T IMOTHY SHAUGH WALKED WITH A CHOPPING AXE
INTO THE CLASSROOM WHERE JEAN WILLETT WAS TEACHING MYSELF
AND TWO OTHER STUDENTS HOW TO TELL TIME. I HAVE ALWAYS
CLAIMED THAT THOSE MEMORIES ARE SIMPLY GONE FOREVER.
EVERYTHING TODAY IS DIFFERENT. THE CATATONIA WHIC H CLAIMED



MY MIND AND MY BODY FOR FOURTEEN DAYS RECENTLY HAD RESIDUAL
SIDE EFFECTS THAT NO DOCTOR COULD EVER HAVE HOPED FOR.
THOUGH MY DAYS AT SEACRIST WERE SHROUDED IN A MENTAL FOG FOR
MANY YEARS, THE CATATONIA, WHATEVER CAUSED IT, SEEMS TO HAVE
BROUGHT | T ALL BACK. | REMEMBER READING THE MORNING NEWS IN
THE GAZETTE AND FEELING FAINT, AND THEN WAKING FROM MY TWO
WEEK SLEEP IN THE HOSPITAL, AND WITH IT CAME EVERYTHING. | HAVE
NOT TOLD MY DOCTOR THIS, FOR REASONS OF MY OWN. | HAVE NOT
TOLD MY FRIENDS OR THE MAN FROM A SHOW CALLED HAPPENINGS WHO
CALLED ME AGAIN NOT THIRTY MINUTES AGO, LEAVING A MESSAGE OF
CONDOLENCE ABOUT AN OLD ACQUAINTANCE OF MINE. BUT NOW IT IS
TIME TO TELL SOMEONE. | HAVE ALL SORTS OF SECRETS, AND EVERYONE
WANTS TO KNOW THEM. | REMEMBER TO RMEY, STEVEN ODOM, THE FIRE,
AND MOST CLEARLY OF ALL, | REMEMBER TIMOTHY SHAUGH. OF THE
THREE STUDENTS WHO LIVED THROUGH THAT DAY, | KNOW THAT ONLY

| HAVE THE ABILITY TO TELL WHAT | SAW AND WHAT | HEARD. THIS IS

MY LAST TESTAMENT ON THE SUBISE  EOIEMENTARYA
SCHOOL WAS FOUNDED IN 1957, AND WAS THE BRAINCHILD OF REVEREND
HARDIS RUSSELL, WHO WAS THE SUPERINTENDENT OF SCHOOLS AT
THAT TIME. IT WAS RUSSELL'S IDEA TO MOVE STUDENTS FROM A
SMALLER ELEMENTARY SCHOOL DOWN THE STREET INTO A LARGER
BUILDIN G ON HIGHTOWN ROAD AND TO INCORPORATE SIX GRADES IN
THE BUILDING INSTEAD OF JUST THREE, DIVIDING THE UPPER AND
LOWER GRADES BY FLOORS, WITH ONE THROUGH THREE ON THE
BOTTOM, FOUR THROUGH SIX ON THE TOP. HARDIS RUSSELL DIED IN 1960
OF A HEART ATTACK. DURING THE TIME | WAS A STUDENT IN SECOND
GRADE, SEACRIST HAD ABOUT THREE HUNDRED CHILDREN AND A
TEACHING STAFF OF TWENTY -SEVEN. FROM THE DAY IT OPENED UNTIL
ITS CLOSING IN WINTER OF 1978, SEACRIST HAD THE HIGHEST ABSENTEE
RATE OF ANY PUBLIC SCHOOL IN PENNSYLVANI  A.IT NEARLY DOUBLED IN
1977. BEFORE THAT, THE BOARD OF EDUCATION CONDUCTED A STUDY OF

SE



THE ABSENTEE RATE BUT COULDNOT FIND ANY EXPL
PROBLEM. THE SCHOOL WAS INSPECTED FOR HEALTH HAZARDS TWICE IN

THE SEVENTIES, BUT STILL NO ONE COULD FIND A RE ASON WHY NEARLY

TWENTY PERCENT OF THE STUDENTS WERE HOME FROM SCHOOL ON

ANY GI VEN DAY. A THE ASSI STANT PRI NCI PA
ODOM. HE DISAPPEARED ON OCTOBER FOURTH. A CALL WAS PLACED TO

obpoM's HOME ON THE FIFTH WHEN HE STILL. HADNSG
THIS WAS ON A TUESDAY. HIS WIFE, WHOSE NAME WAS LADYBIRD,

ANSWERED THE PHONE, AND WHEN SHE WAS TOLD THAT STEVEN HAD

NOT COME INTO WORK, SHE IMMEDIATELY CALLED THE POLICE. SHE SAID

THAT ODOM HAD NEVER COME HOME FROM A FISHING TRIP TO

MARYLAND THAT WEEKEND . THE TWO MEN WHO HAD BEEN WITH HIM

ON THE TRIP SAID ONLY THAT THEY HAD DROPPED HIM OFF IN FRONT OF

HIS HOUSE AT ABOUT DAWN MONDAY MORNING. THE POLICE BEGAN TO

SEARCH FOR ODOM RI GHT AWAY. A THE PLAYG
ELEMENTARY CONSISTS OF A LARGE SQUA RE BLACKTOP BORDERED ON

THREE SIDES BY MONKEY BARS, SWINGSETS, AND THE LIKE. JUST BEYOND

THAT A LARGE FIELD BEGINS, ONE WHICH SLOPES DOWN FOR ABOUT A

HUNDRED FEET AND LEVELS OUT FOR A COUPLE OF ACRES. NOT MANY

CHILDREN EVER PLAYED IN THE FIELD DURING RECES S, EVEN THOUGH

WE WERE ALLOWED TO. IT WAS A FAIR DISTANCE FROM THE SCHOOL

BUILDING, AND THE EDGE OF THE FIELD BORDERED SOME VERY DEEP

WOODS. THREE DAYS AFTER ODOM WAS DUE BACK AT HOME AFTER HIS

FISHING TRIP, A BOY NAMED CARL TRAMMELL AND TWO OF HIS FRIENDS

WERE HAVING A GAME OF CATCH DOWN NEAR THOSE WOODS. WHILE

PLAYING, CARL NOTICED TWO STICKS RISING UP OUT OF THE GROUND

TOWARD THE WESTERN END OF THE FIELD, AND HE WENT OVER TO

HAVE A LOOK. HE WAS NINE YEARS OLD. HE FIGURED OUT QUITE

QUICKLY THAT THE STICKS HAD BEEN PLACED IN THE GROUND TO MARK

A GRAVE, ALTHOUGH THERE WAS NO SIGN THAT THE EARTH BENEATH

THE STICKS HAD BEEN DUG IN AT ALL. WRITTEN IN CHARCOAL ON THE



HORIZONTAL STICK WHICH COMPLETED THE CRUCIFIX SHAPE WAS THE
NAME ODOM. CARL TRAMMELL RAN UP THE SLOPE TOWARD THE
PLAYGROUND AND TOLD THE FIRST TEACHER HE SAW ABOUT WHAT HE
HAD FOUND. THAT TEACHERGS NAME SLIPS MY MIND
DI DNOGT TOUCH THE STI CKS. | NSTEAD SHE WENT
PRINCIPAL TO TELL HIM WHAT HAD HAPPENED. ELLIS XAVIER CALLED
THE POLICE A HALF HOUR LATER, AFTER THE CHILDREN WERE SAFELY
INSIDE AT LUNCH. IT WAS THE SECOND TIME HE'D HAD TO CALL THE
AUTHORITIES IN LESS THAN A MONTH. THE STICKS WERE MADE OF
THICK BALSA WOOD AND CONNECTED AT THE INTERSECTION OF THE
CRUCIFIX WITH A RUBBE R BAND. THE LETTERS WRITTEN UPON THEM
WERE FOUR INCHES HIGH AND PERFECTLY CLEAR. THERE WAS NO DOUBT
WHAT THE GRAVE MEANT. AND ALTHOUGH THE GROUND BENEATH
OBVIOUSLY HAD NOT BEEN TAMPERED WITH, AN AREA OF THE FIELD
FORTY FEET IN DIAMETER AND NINE FEET DEEP W AS CUT OUT WITH A
BULLDOZER STARTING AT FOUR O'CLOCK THAT SAME DAY. IT LEFT A
DEEP PIT IN THE FIELD AND MADE IT IMPOSSIBLE FOR THE CHILDREN TO
PLAY DOWN THAT WAY FOR THREE WEEKS. MOST DISTURBING OF ALL
WAS THE BAFFLING RESULT OF THE FINGERPRINT TESTING ON THE TWO
CROSSED STICKS WHICH MARKED THE APPARENT GRAVESITE. THE ONLY
PRINTS FOUND ON THE STICKS, AND THERE WERE THREE COMPLETE SETS
IN ALL, WERE THOSE OF STEVEN ODOM HIMSELF. HE HAD BEEN
FINGERPRINTED THE PREVIOUS SUMMER WHEN APPLYING FOR A
TEMPORARY POSIT ION AT PITTSBURGH AIRPORT. ON THE NINTH OF
OCTOBER STEVEN ODOM WAS STILL MISSING, AND NO ONE HAD COME
FORWARD TO OFFER CLUES AS TO WHERE HE OR WHERE HIS BODY MIGHT
BE FOUND. ON THE TENTH, A REPORTER FOR THE TRI -COUNTY GAZETTE
BROKE A STRANGE TWIST IN THE S TORY. WILLIAM JAMES STATED IN A
SIDEBAR STORY THAT DURING THE PREVIOUS YEAR, LADYBIRD ODOM
HAD FILED TWO SEPARATE BATTERY CHARGES AGAINST HER HUSBAND,
ONE IN FEBRUARY AND ONE IN MAY. BOTH TIMES THE CHARGES HAD



BEEN DROPPED, BUT THE SECOND TIME STEVEN ODOM HAD TO SPEND
THE NIGHT IN JAIL. THE BOARD OF EDUCATION CLAIMED IGNORANCE OF
THESE CHARGES AND SAID THAT SINCE THEY HAD BEEN DROPPED

ANY WAY , I' T WASNOGT THEI R CONCERN. BUT LADYBI

BEEN BRIEFLY HOSPITALIZED TWICE IN 1977 AND ONCE IN 1976, TWICE FOR
CONCUSSIONS RESULTING FROM FALLS, AND ONCE FOR A BROKEN INDEX
FINGER WHICH SHE CLAIMED WAS DUE TO THE SLIPPAGE OF A HAMMER.

R

THE BATTERY CHARGES DI DNGT COI NCI DE CHRONOL:

THE HOSPITALIZATIONS, BUT JAMES POINTED THEM OUT ANYWAY,
WHILE BEING VE RY CAREFUL TO ALLEGE NOTHING AGAINST LADYBIRD
ODOM. SHE WAS APPARENTLY HYSTERICAL, AND HAD TO BE KEPT UNDER
SEDATION FROM THE DAY THE MYSTERIOUS GRAVE WAS FOUND. THEN
SOMETHING HAPPENED THAT WAS VERY ODD INDEED. MRS. HARRIS,
SEACRIST'S ART TEACHER, ARRIVED AT HER ROOM ON THE MORNING OF
THE TWELFTH AT ABOUT SEVEN -THIRTY TO PREPARE FOR THE SCHOOL
DAY. SHE DI DNGT NOTICE ANYTHI NG OUT OF THE
WENT TOWARD THE BACK OF THE ROOM TO GET OUT A REAM OF
CONSTRUCTION PAPER FOR HER FIRST CLASS. THERE WAS AN EASEL
PROPPED UP THERE, WHERE IT USUALLY WAS, BUT NOW THERE WAS A
TWELVE BY TWENTY -FOUR INCH WHITE CANVAS RESTING ON IT. MRS.
HARRIS FIRST FOUND IT STRANGE THAT ANY CANVAS SHOULD BE IN THE
ROOM SINCE SHE HAD NONE FOR USE ANYWHERE, EVEN IN STORAGE. SHE
STOOD LOOKING AT THE CANVAS FOR A GOOD FIVE MINUTES BEFORE
SHE TOOK IT OFF THE EASEL WITHOUT THINKING OF THE THING AS
EVIDENCE, AND BROUGHT IT DOWN THE HALL TO SOMEONE WHO
MIGHT KNOW WHOM TO CONTACT NEXT. | DONT FEEL | CAN
ACCURATELY DEPICT THE CANVAS AS I'VE SEEN IT. THE DRAWING ON IT
WAS DONE IN CHARCOAL, LIKE THE INSCRIPTION ON STEVEN ODOM'S
HEADSTONE. IT SEEMED TO HAVE BEEN DONE RATHER QUICKLY, MORE OF

A THUMBNAIL SKETCH THAN A THOROUGHLY IMAGINED RENDERING. IT
SHOWED A WOMAN'S HEAD AND SHOULDERS AND N OTHING ELSE. THE

OF



DETAIL OF THE DRAWING WAS COMPLETELY CONCENTRATED INTO THE
FACE, WHILE THE NECK AND SHOULDERS WERE DONE IN THREE OR FOUR
QUICK SLASHES. THE MOUTH OF THE WOMAN WAS SHOWN AS A
FROWNING, LIPLESS OVAL IN WHICH THERE WERE SIMPLY FAR TOO
MANY TE ETH CROWDED IN. THIS GAVE THE WOMAN AN ANIMALISTIC
APPEARANCE. THE TEETH WERE DRAWN IN A RUDIMENTARY SERIES OF
VERTICAL AND HORIZONTAL SLASHES. ABOVE THEM WAS A CROOKED
NOSE AND SOME WAVY LINES IN THE CHEEKS, SUGGESTING A HAGGARD
EXPRESSION AND ADVANCED AG E. THEN THERE WERE THE EYES, WHICH
WERE THE MOST REVOLTING ASPECT OF THE CANVAS. THE LEFT PUPIL
WAS SHAPED LIKE A DIAMOND AND WAS HOLLOW. THE RIGHT PUPIL,
THOUGH, WAS ROUND AND BLACK LIKE A STONE, AND WAS NEARLY
TWICE AS LARGE AS THE LEFT, SEEMING TO BULGE OUT AND STARE
BLANKLY. THE EYEBROWS WERE TWO HORIZONTAL CLAW MARKS. A
PROFUSION OF SCRAGGLY, SEEMINGLY UNWASHED HAIR TUMBLED
AROUND THE WOMANOG S SHOULDERS. THI S
FINGERPRINTS ON THE OBJECT WERE MRS. HARRIS'S. NONE ELSE COULD BE
FOUND. AT THE T IME THE DRAWING WAS REPORTED TO THE
AUTHORITIES, VERY FEW OF THE OFFICERS ON THE ODOM CASE KNEW
EXACTLY WHAT LADYBIRD ODOM LOOKED LIKE. ONLY TWO MEN HAD
ACTUALLY TALKED TO HER FACE TO FACE. ONE OF THOSE MEN LOOKED
AT THE DRAWING LONG ENOUGH TO FORMULATE TH E THEORY THAT
THE FACE ON THE CANVAS WAS LADYBIRD'S. IT WAS A CRUDE LIKENESS,
BUT IT SEEMS THAT AS THE DAYS WENT BY, IT BECAME MORE AND MORE

A PLAUSIBLE CHANCE. THE POLICE CALLED LADYBIRD ODOM'S HOME
TWO DAYS AFTER THE DISCOVERY OF THE DRAWING, BUT SAID
NO THING ABOUT WHAT THEY HAD FOUND. THE DRAWING ITSELF MAY
NEVER HAVE BEEN ENOUGH FOR THE POLICE TO BEGIN TO SUSPECT THIS
WOMAN IN THE MURDER OF HER HUSBAND. IT MEANT NOTHING IN
ITSELF, AND COULD HAVE BEEN DONE BY ANYONE. THEY WERE MOST
LIKELY INVESTIGATING T HE HISTORY OF BATTERY IN THE ODOM HOUSE
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VERY CAREFULLY, BUT THIS WAS STILL NOT ENOUGH EVIDENCE TO
CONFRONT LADYBIRD DIRECTLY. THERE WAS MORE, THOUGH. IF ONE
LOOKED CLOSELY ENOUGH INTO THE HAIR OF THE WOMAN IN THE
SKETCH, LETTERS OF THE ALPHABET COULD BE DI SCERNED SLOPING
FROM A POINT ABOVE THE MUTATED RIGHT EYE AND CONTINUING
DOWN TOWARD THE RIGHT EAR. THE LETTERS APPEARED TO SPELL OUT
THE WORDS NEWMARKET HILL. I T I SN T KNOWN WHO ON THE
POLICE FORCE WAS THE FIRST TO NOTICE THIS, OR TO ACTUALLY
SUGGEST THAT THE WORD HAD SOME CONNECTION TO THE CASE.
NEWMARKET IS A SMALL TOWN FIVE MILES SOUTH OF SEACRIST.
NEWMARKET HILL IS A LOCAL LANDMARK THAT HAS SOME CONNECTION

TO A NORTHERN MARCH DURING THE CIVIL WAR. IT'S A SLOPING
HILLSIDE OF EXPOSED STONE ON ROUTE 13 EAST OF THE TOWN OF
MCHENRY. A MONUMENT TO THE HILL'S INVOLVEMENT IN THE WAR IS

CUT INTO ONE OF THE STONES AT THE BASE OF THE HILL. ON OCTOBER
15TH, THE SAME DAY OF SEACRIST ELEMENTARY'S AUTUMN PLAY, WHICH
INVOLVED THE LOWER THREE GRADES AND WAS PUT ON FOR THE
PARENTS IN THE AFTERNOON, THE STATE POLICE WENT TO NEWMARKET
HILL TO TAKE A LOOK AROUND. THEY MUST HAVE BEEN ACTING ON
SOMEONEO®S | NTUI TI ON, OR MAYBE ON AGREEMENT TH
FAR IN THE ODOM CASE WERE TOO STRANGE FOR ANYTHING TO BE
DISCOUNTE D. THEY FOUND SOMETHING WITHIN AN HOUR, UNDER A
PATCH OF LOOSE EARTH TOWARD THE TOP OF THE HILL, AWAY FROM
THE STONIEST SOIL. SHALLOW DIGGING REVEALED FIRST AN ARM, THEN

A TORSO, THEN THE ENTIRE BODY OF STEVEN ODOM. HE HAD DIED OF
HEAD INJURIES, MORE SPECI FICALLY OF BLOWS TO THE LEFT OF THE
SCALP AND ONE AGAI NST THE NECK. THE CORONER
BEEN DEAD FOR SOMETHING LIKE TWO WEEKS. THE WATCH THAT HIS
WIFE HAD GIVEN TO HIM FOR HIS BIRTHDAY FIVE YEARS BEFORE WAS
COVERED I N DIRT BUT STI| DDOMBIDEATH NGLTED THEA
CHILDREN OF SEACRIST. TO THE LOWER GRADES, THE ASSISTANT



PRINCIPAL WAS A KIND OF ALL -SEEING GOD TO FEAR AND RESPECT. THE
PRINCIPAL HIMSELF WAS SEEN VERY LITTLE AND SO WAS A CONCEPT OF
GREAT HORROR TO EVERYONE UNDER THE AGE OF TWELV E. HE WAS
ASSOCIATED IN OUR MINDS ONLY WITH PUNISHMENT. BUT ODOM, THE
ASSISTANT, WAS ALWAYS IN THE HALLWAYS, GOING FROM ROOM TO
ROOM SOMETIMES AND JUST SITTING IN ON CLASSES, LISTENING,
SMILING AT THE KIDS, AND VANISHING AGAIN. HE WAS AN IDOL OF
SORTS. JOEPH TORMEY HAD NEVER BEEN KNOWN AT ALL TO ANY CHILD

AT SEACRIST, BUT ODOM WAS, AND HIS MURDER FRIGHTENED US. FOR
MOST KIDS IT WAS PROBABLY THEIR FIRST EVER LESSON OF DEATH. THE
INCIDENT WAS IN THE NEWSPAPERS FOR MORE THAN THREE MONTHS. IT
MIGHT HAVE PASSED QUICKLY INTO MEMORY, BUT THE BODY OF
EVIDENCE POINTING TOWARD LADYBIRD ODOM JUST GOT MORE AND
MORE OMINOUS. THERE WAS NO MENTION OF THE MYSTERIOUS
DRAWING IN THE NEWSPAPER. THE POLICE INQUIRIES INTO LADYBIRD
ODOM6 S BEHAVI OR WERE REPORTEDL YREISNILTI AOFE DO AA S
GATHERI NG OF UNRELEASED, CIl RCUMSTANTI AL EVI DE
TO THE TRI -COUNTY GAZETTE. AN HOUR AFTER STEVEN ODOM'S CORPSE
WAS DISCOVERED, LADYBIRD WAS CALLED. THERE WAS NO ANSWER AT
HER HOME, AND SHE WASNOGT THERE WHEN THE POL
ABOUT FOUR IN THE AFTERNOON. THE FRONT DOOR WAS UNLOCKED
AND HER CAR WAS GONE. A NOTE HAD BEEN LEFT ON THE KITCHEN
TABLE. LADYBIRD ODOM WROTE THAT SHE WAS AT THE END OF HER
EMOTIONAL ROPE AND HAD TO LEAVE THE AREA. SHE WOULD CALL THE
POLICE WITH A FORWARDIN G NUMBER A DAY LATER. THAT DAY CAME
AND WENT, AND THE POLICE BEGAN TO ACTIVELY SEARCH FOR HER AS
THEY HAD ONCE SEARCHED FOR HER HUSBAND. CALLS TO THE HOTELS

IN THE AREA REVEALED THAT SHE HAD STAYED THE NIGHT AT A
HOLIDAY INN IN DORSEY, FIFTY MILES WEST OF SEACRIST, AND HAD
CHECKED OUT EARLY. THE AUTHORITIES COUPLED THIS FACT WITH
SOME CONFLICTING STATEMENTS SHE HAD INITIALLY GIVEN THEM, AND



SUDDENLY SHE WAS CONSIDERED A FUGITIVE FROM JUSTICE. JUSTICE

NEVER FOUND HER. | T6S BEEN EI GHTEEN OMEARS S
WAS MURDERED, AND THE POLICE LOST ALL TRACES OF LADYBIRD ODOM

AFTER SHE CHECKED OUT OF THE DORSEY HOLI DAY
HOUSEWIFE FOR NINE YEARS, BUT SOMEHOW SHE MANAGED TO ELUDE

THE POLICE LIKE A PROFESSIONAL CRIMINAL. IN THE MONTHS THAT

FOLLOWED, OTHER EVENTS AT SEACRIST BEGAN TO OVERSHADOW
STEVEN ODOMO6S MURDER, BUT YOU COULD ALWAYS F
THE CASE SOMEWHERE IN THE GAZETTE AS MORE AND MORE EVIDENCE
STRENGTHENED THE CASE AGAINST HIS WIFE. BASIC FORENSIC

EVIDENCE PILED UP, AND NEIGHBORS BEG AN TO CLAIM THAT ODOM

HAD BEATEN HIS WIFE A NUMBER OF TIMES DURING THEIR MARRIAGE.

THIS MADE IT SEEM CERTAIN THAT SHE REALLY HAD FINALLY KILLED HIM

ONE NIGHT UPON HIS RETURN FROM A FISHING TRIP. FINALLY, ONE

NEIGHBOR CAME FORWARD NEARLY SIX MONTHS LATER WI TH A CLAIM

THAT LADYBIRD ODOM HAD BORROWED HIS CAR JUST AFTER TEN

O'CLOCK ON THE NIGHT BEFORE STEVEN WAS REPORTED MISSING. HALF

A YEAR WENT BY BEFORE THE NEIGHBOR DISCOVERED A LARGE GARDEN

TROWEL TUCKED INSIDE HIS SPARE TIRE COMPARTMENT. POLICE

DEDUCED THA T THIS WAS WHAT HAD BEEN USED TO BURY STEVEN

ODOM. THE ACTUAL MURDER WEAPON WAS MOST LIKELY A BASEBALL

BAT OR SOMETHING SIMILAR, BUT IT COULD NOT BE FOUND. THE

THEORY WAS THAT LADYBIRD ODOM HAD BORROWED A NEIGHBOR'S

CAR TO TRANSPORT THE BODY BECAUSE SHE DI DN6 T KNOW HOW TO
DRIVE THE STANDARD SHIFT OF THE TRUCK THAT BELONGED TO HER
HUSBAND. A I REMEMBER VERY CLEARLY THAT
WAS HELD AT SEACRIST. THERE WAS NO ANNOUNCEMENT OF HIS DEATH

OR MOMENT OF SILENCE ASKED FOR DURING THE MORNING MESSA GES.

SUCH A THING WOULD HAVE BEEN TOO PROBLEMATIC FOR OUR YOUNG

MINDS. THE FACTS OF THE CASE WERE LEARNED OSMOTICALLY

THROUGH OUR PARENTS, RUMOR, AND THE TELEVISION. AFTER SEACRIST



CLOSED FOR GOOD IN JANUARY OF 1978, THE MANDATORY
PSYCHOLOGICAL EXIT INTERV IEWS CONDUCTED WITH EACH AND
EVERY CHILD PRODUCED ONE INTERESTING REFERENCE TO THE STEVEN
ODOM CASE. A FIRST GRADER NAMED LAURIE BURKE WAS ASKED HOW
MUCH SHE RECALLED ABOUT WHAT HAD HAPPENED TO THE ASSISTANT
PRINCIPAL. LAURIE TOLD THE PSYCHOLOGIST THAT SHE HADN'T
THOUGHT ABOUT IT MUCH SINCE THE TIME MR. ODOM SPOKE TO HER IN
THE HALLWAY THE DAY BEFORE CHRISTMAS VACATION BEGAN. OF
COURSE, ODOM HAD BEEN DEAD SINCE OCTOBER AND THE
PSYCHOLOGIST POINTED THIS OUT, BUT LAURIE SAID NO, SHE
REMEMBERED COMING INTO SCH OOL TWENTY MINUTES LATE BECAUSE
SHE HAD DROPPED HER GLOVES IN THE SNOW ON THE WAY AND HAD TO
FIND THEM. SHE RAN INSIDE THE SCHOOL, TERRIFIED THAT SHE WOULD
BE IN A LOT OF TROUBLE, AND ODOM HAD BEEN IN THE EMPTY HALLWAY,
PUTTING A HAND OUT TO SLOW HER DOWN. NOT REALLY HAVING ANY
TRUE CONCEPTION THAT ODOM HAD DIED MONTHS BEFORE, LAURIE
CLAIMED TO HAVE WALKED TOWARD HER CLASSROOM ACCOMPANIED
BY HIM. SHE SAID HE HAD BEEN DRESSED IN HIS USUAL SUIT AND TIE AND
THAT ODOM HAD NOT SPOKEN MUCH BEYOND TELLING HER THAT THE
TEACHER WOULDN'T MIND IF SHE WAS LATE, AND THAT EVERYTHING
WAS GOING TO BE OKAY AS LONG AS SHE DIDN'T LOSE HER GLOVES.
THEN HE TURNED AND DISAPPEARED DOWN THE HALLWAY. THE EXIT
INTERVIEWS WERE TAPED AND LAURIE WAS RECORDED THREE DIFFERENT
TIMES AS SAY ING SHE WAS CERTAIN IT WAS MR. ODOM WHO WALKED
HER TO HER CLASS THAT DAY. SHE NEVER SAW HIM AGAIN AND ONLY
BECAME TRULY AWARE OF THE FACT OF HIS DEATH WHEN THE
PSYCHOLOGIST TOLD HER OF IT. HER TALK WITH THE UNKNOWN ADULT
WAS CONSIDERED JUST A MISTAKE IN ID ENTITY AND NOT EVEN A
DELUSI ON, AND SHE WASNOT REFERRED TO ANY
SEACRIST CLOSED AND SHE WAS TRANSFERRED TO GUTHRIE HEIGHTS
ALONG WITH MOST OF THE OTHER CHILDREN, INCLUDING MYSELF. SHE

OTH



WENT ON TO CHESTER JUNIOR HIGH SCHOOL AND THEN TO SEA CRIST

HI GH, LI KE ME. I DI DN6 T KNOW OF HER CLAI M WH
GRADE AND DIDN'T LEARN ABOUT IT UNTIL LONG AFTER WE HAD BOTH

GRADUATED AND MOVED ON. THE TWO STICKS MARKING OUR

ASSISTANT PRINCIPAL'S GRAVE AND THE CHARCOAL SKETCH OF HIS WIFE

MAY HAVE BE EN INCINERATED OVER A DECADE AGO, BUT SINCE THERE IS

NO STATUTE OF LIMITATIONS FOR MURDER, THEY MIGHT STILL BE

LOCKED AWAY AS EVIDENCE IN THE STATE'S CASE AGAINST LADYBIRD

ODOM, WHO IS STILL WANTED FOR THAT MURDER, AND WHO | AM
CERTAIN WILL NEVERBELOCATE D I N THI S LI FETI ME. A A ¢
THERE IS A BOTTLE OF PILLS IN MY RIGHT BREAST POCKET. THE PILLS ARE

KNOWN BY THE TRADE NAME N -ZEPAM. | TAKE TWO A DAY. THEY WERE
PRESCRIBED FOR ME BY MY DOCTOR, WHO LIKES ME TO CALL HER SAM,

SINCE | CAME OUT OF TH E CATATONIA FOUR DAYS AGO. THEY'RE VERY

SIMILAR CHEMICALLY TO VALIUM AND IT WAS EXPLAINED TO ME BY SAM

THAT IT WOULD BE A VERY GOOD IDEA TO TAKE THE PILLS TO THWART

ANY SIGN OF A BREAKDOWN. SO | TAKE THEM. SAM HAS BEEN MY

DOCTOR FOR A LITTLE OVER THREE YEA RS. TWO YEARS INTO MY

THERAPY SHE CAME UP WITH THE IDEA THAT | DO MY OWN EXTENSIVE

RESEARCH INTO SEACRIST ELEMENTARY'S HISTORY. SINCE THEN | THINK

SHE HAS DONE LITTLE BUT POISON ME WITH PLATITUDES AND N -ZEPAM.

BUT | KNEW RIGHT AWAY THAT LOOKING INTO SEACRI ST'S PAST WAS

JUST WHAT | WANTED TO DO. | HAVE SO MANY DETAILS ABOUT THE

PLACE MAINLY DUE TO A SINGLE BOOK. IT'S CALLED  THE UNTOLD STORY

OF SEACRIST SCHOOL,AND IT WAS WRITTEN FOUR YEARS AGO BY A

REPORTER FROM THE PHOENIX DAILY JOURNAL NAMED ROURKE BILLING S.

BILLINGS WAS TWENTY -NINE YEARS OLD WHEN HE WROTE THIS BOOK,

THREE YEARS YOUNGER THAN | AM NOW. | VE BEEN
AND MADE MANY PHONE CALLS, AND I CAN SAY WITHOUT MUCH DOUBT

ANYMORE THAT | T6S THE ONLY FULL LENGTH ACC
OCCURRED AT SEACRIST IN 1977 EVER PRINTED. THE UNTOLD STORY WAS



PUBLISHED BY A FAIRLY SMALL PRESS AND WENT OUT OF PRINT JUST A
YEAR AFTER IT CAME OUT. MY PERSONAL COPY IS FROM THE LOCAL
LIBRARY HERE IN TOWN. IT WAS THE ONLY PLACE | COULD FIND IT
WITHIN A HUNDRED MILES. | 'VE READ IT TWICE AND | THINK IT'S ALL
THERE, ALTHOUGH FROM HAVING ACTUALLY ATTENDED SEACRIST
SCHOOL, I WiLL ALSO SAY |1 TdS FILLED
INACCURACIES. BILLINGS GETS MANY THINGS WRONG, BUT HE REVEALS
SOME THINGS | NEVER KNEW ABOUT. | MYSELF  AM MENTIONED TWICE,
VERY BRIEFLY, AND BOTH TIMES ONLY IN CONJUNCTION WITH THE
OTHER SURVIVORS OF TIMOTHY SHAUGH'S ATTACK ON ROOM 15. ROURKE
BILLINGS CALLED ME PERSONALLY ABOUT A YEAR BEFORE THE BOOK WAS
PUBLISHED AND ASKED IF | WANTED TO ANSWER A FEW QUES  TIONS AND
| SAID NO. APPARENTLY MOST OF US DECLINED. WE THREE SURVIVORS,
AT LEAST, ARE NEVER QUOTED IN THE UNTOLD STORY. IT'S NOT A VERY
GOOD BOOK, AND TO CALL SOME OF ITS CLAIMS OUTRIGHT LIES WOULD
NOT BE OUT OF LINE. FOR EXAMPLE, | HAVE TO WONDER ABOUT A
PASSAGE I N A CHAPTER CALLED OTENDI NG
CLAIMS THAT ON OCTOBER 21ST OF 1977, SHORTLY AFTER THE DISCOVERY
OF STEVEN ODOM'S BODY IN THE TOWN OF NEWMARKET, A LOOSE
GROUP OF ABOUT TWENTY PARENTS GATHERED TOGETHER IN THE
HOME OF A WOMAN LIVING A FEW BLOCKS AWAY FROM SEACRIST
ELEMENTARY. THE WOMAN, FREDERICA HUNTLEY, WAS A CONCERNED
PARENT OF A SEACRIST FIFTH GRADER AND HAD SUPPOSEDLY
ORGANIZED THE PARENTS' MEETING TO TRY TO GET TOGETHER ON A
PLAN TO SHELTER THE CHILDREN FROM THE BARRAGE OF CONFL ICTING
STORIES THAT WERE CIRCULATING, AND WHICH WERE JUDGED TO BE
POTENTIALLY DAMAGING TO OUR MENTAL HEALTH. SHE HAD SENT OVER
ONE HUNDRED INVITATIONS TO PARENTS IN HER NEIGHBORHOOD. THE
OUTCOME OF THE MEETING WAS AN AGREEMENT AMONG THE PARENTS
TO TELL THE IR CHILDREN NOTHING ABOUT THE OCCURRENCES AT THE
SCHOOL, EVEN IF THEY WERE ASKED. THE FACTS IN THE CASE OF JOSEPH
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TORMEY WOULD BE CHANGED TO DEATH BY HEART ATTACK, AND
STEVEN ODOM'S DISAPPEARANCE WOULD BE PUT DOWN TO HIS BEING
TRANSFERRED TO A SCHOOL IN A DIFFERENT PART OF THE STATE. THE
MEETING LASTED FOR ABOUT TWO HOURS WITH A RECOMMENDATION

TO EXPAND THE PARENTS' GROUP AND MAYBE INCLUDE SOME SEACRIST
TEACHERS. NO NAMES OTHER THAN FREDERICA HUNTLEY'S ARE GIVEN

IN THE ACCOUNT OF THIS MEETING, WHICH APPARE NTLY TOOK PLACE
TWO BLOCKS FROM WHERE I LIVED. MY PARENTS NEVER RECEIVED ANY
INVITATION OR HEARD OF SUCH A GATHERING. FREDERICA HUNTLEY
DIED IN 1986, LONG BEFORE THE BOOK WAS PUBLISHED. | NEVER KNEW
ANY CHILD AT SEACRIST WHO HAD BEEN TOLD THAT JOSEPH TORME Y
HAD A HEART ATTACK OR THAT ODOM HAD BEEN TRANSFERRED. | DON'T
BELIEVE THE STORY OF THE MEETING, BUT ROURKE BILLINGS DID GET
THE GENERAL MOOD OF THE TIME CORRECTLY. | DONT REMEMBER A
SINGLE CHILD WHO HAD ALL THE FACTS CONCERNING EITHER CASE.
THEREOGOS ANLOBIEFT OUT OF THE UNTOLD STORY, AND A LOT WHICH
THE AUTHOR COULD PROBABLY NEVER HAVE KNOWN ABOUT. FOR

| NSTANCE, HE COULDNO6T HAVE BEEN KNOWN ABOUT
SEACRIST, AS A FIRST GRADER OUT OF SARA BROWN KINDERGARTEN A
MILE TO THE NORTH. MY FATHER  WALKED ME TO SCHOOL THAT DAY,
AND | CRIED WHEN HE LEFT ME, BECAUSE | HAD NEVER BEEN AWAY FROM
HOME AS LONG AS | WOULD BE FROM THEN ON. | ENTERED THE FRONT
DOORS ALONE AND MORE THAN TWENTY MINUTES LATE BECAUSE MY
FATHER HAD GOTTEN THE TIMES WRONG ON THE BU LLETIN THAT HAD
BEEN SENT TO OUR HOUSE. IT WAS ONLY ME GOING INTO SEACRIST ON
THAT FI RST DAY. WEG6D VISITED THE SCHOOL TWI CE
TEACHER WAS IN A ROOM JUST TWENTY FEET OR SO INSIDE THE FRONT
DOOR, AND ON THE LEFT. BUT THAT DAY | WAS ALONE AND C ONFUSED
BY THE SILENCE, AND | WALKED UP AND DOWN THE LONG HALLWAY IN
FRONT OF ME THREE TIMES BEFORE | BEGAN TO PANIC. | KNEW THE NAME
OF MY TEACHER, BUT | COULDN'T FIND THE ROOM. EVERY DOOR WAS



CLOSED, AND | COULD HEAR NO SOUNDS. IN DESPERATION | FOUND A
DOOR LEADING TO A STAIRWELL AND WENT UP ONE FLIGHT IN THE HOPE
THAT SOMEONE WOULD BE UPSTAIRS TO HELP ME. | REMEMBER THAT
THE STAIRWELL HOOKED AROUND TO THE LEFT AND WAS CLUTTERED
WITH LADDERS, SHEETS, AND BUCKETS OF PAINT. THERE WAS A SMALL
RENOVATION PROJ ECT UNDERWAY IN A SECTION OF SEACRIST THAT
HADN''T BEEN USED FOR TEN YEARS OR MORE,
TO BE IN THAT STAIRWELL. | WENT THROUGH A YELLOW DOOR AND
FOUND ANOTHER CORRIDOR, THIS ONE MUCH SHORTER THAN THE ONE
ON THE FIRST FLOOR. IT WAS ENTIREL Y DESERTED TOO. | MAY HAVE BEEN
CRYING AGAIN BY THEN. THERE WERE NO LIGHTS ON, AND | WALKED
DOWN THE CORRIDOR MOSTLY IN SHADOW. SHEETS WERE LYING ALL
AROUND ON THE TILE FLOOR. | WAS CUT OFF FROM THE REAR PART OF
THE HALLWAY BY A CORDON ON WHICH A SIGN WAS HUNG. THE SIGN
SAID NO ENTRY. | STEPPED OVER THE CORDON ANYWAY BECAUSE | SAW
DAYLIGHT UP AHEAD. IT WAS ONLY A PICTURE WINDOW, BUT IT WAS
BETTER THAN THE DARKNESS. AROUND A CORNER, THE HALLWAY ENDED

IN AN ABRUPT NICHE. TWO DOORS WERE ON EITHER SIDE OF THE N ICHE.
HERE, THE FLOOR TILE HAD BEEN ENTIRELY STRIPPED AWAY, AND |
COULD ACTUALLY SEE THE ROTTING CLAY UNDERLAYER. THE DOORS
WERE VERY STRANGE, BARELY MY HEIGHT AND VERY THIN. THE KNOBS
LOOKED ANCIENT AND AN OLD -FASHIONED, KEYHOLE PADLOCK
DANGLED FROM BOTH. | OPENED ONE OF THE DOORS. INSIDE WAS A
CLOSET OF SOME KIND, A CLOSET THAT NO ADULT, AND MAYBE NOT
EVEN A CHILD, COULD HAVE STOOD STRAIGHT UP IN. A BROKEN LIGHT
BULB HUNG FROM A STRING. THERE WAS AN OLD CLOCK ON THE REAR
WALL OF THE CLOSET. IT HAD BEEN T HERE FOR SO LONG IT HAD BEGUN
TO GROW A KIND OF MOSSY ROT INSIDE THE GLASS FACE. TWO TINY
CHAIRS WERE IN THE CLOSET, FACING EACH OTHER FROM ABOUT A FOOT
AWAY. DUST COVERED THE SEATS COMPLETELY. AND IN ONE CORNER
WAS A CHILD'S SNEAKER NO BIGGER THAN MINE, B ROWN AND ALSO

AND



STREAKED WITH ROT. | IMMEDIATELY PICTURED MYSELF INSIDE THAT
CLOSET, FACING THE WALL OR SOME OTHER STUDENT WHO HAD
BROKEN THE RULES, LOCKED INSIDE, SUFFOCATING, LISTENING TO THE
CLOCK TICK, MAYBE IN THE DARK, WITH THE WALLS CLOSING IN AS THE
MINUTES PASSED, AND | TURNED AND RAN. | FOUND MY CLASSROOM FIVE
MINUTES LATER AND | NEVER WENT UP THOSE STAIRS AGAIN. MAYBE NO
ONE EVER DID UNTIL THE RENOVATION WAS COMPLETED SHORTLY
BEFORE SEACRIST WAS CLOSED FOREVER. WHAT THAT ROOM TRULY
MEANT, | NEVER K NEW. BILLINGS ALSO NEVER GIVES ANY MENTION OF
SALLY TRENT, A GIRL IN MY CLASS, MRS. WILLETT'S CLASS, WHO LEFT
SEACRIST THE YEAR BEFORE, IN THE MIDDLE OF FIRST GRADE. SALLY'S
INCIDENT TOOK PLACE OUTSIDE THE TIME FRAME OF THE OTHERS, SO IT
WAS MAYBE NOT OF MUCH INTEREST TO BILLINGS, IF HE EVER HEARD
THE STORY AT ALL. THERE'S NO REASON WHY HE SHOULD HAVE. IN
ITSELF IT WAS ONLY AN ANECDOTE HARDLY WORTH NOTING, EXCEPT
TO ME, WHO STILL REMEMBERS HER. SALLY WAS A SLIGHTLY
HANDICAPPED GIRL WHO SAT AT THE FRONT OF THE CLASS AND LEFT
EARLY EACH DAY. | NEVER KNEW THE DETAILS OF HER PROBLEM. SHE
WAS PROBABLY JUST SLOW. ALL | KNEW WAS THAT HER HEAD WOULD
CONSTANTLY BOB SLIGHTLY UP AND DOWN AS SHE SAT IN CLASS, NEVER
STOPPING, ALWAYS CONSTANT. THE TEACHER ALMOST NEVER SP  OKE TO
HER, SO SHE MAY HAVE EVEN BEEN MUTE FOR ALL | KNEW. BUT MRS.
WILLETT BECAME MORE ATTENTIVE TO SALLY TOWARD THE END OF THE
SCHOOL YEAR WHEN SHE BEGAN TO STARE BLANKLY INTO ONE CORNER
OF THE ROOM. SHE WOULD JUST ABSOLUTELY RIVET HER STARE ON A
PARTICU LAR POINT, WHICH WAS APPARENTLY THE AMERICAN FLAG OR
THE TRASHCAN THAT SAT BESIDE THE DOOR. | NOTICED HER BECAUSE
HER ATTENTION WAS USUALLY VERY ACUTE. SHE FOCUSED ON MRS.
WILLETT ALMOST FAWNINGLY, FROM THE TIME SHE SAT DOWN IN THE
MORNING TO THE TIME SOME ONE FROM ONADELPHIA SCHOOL CAME TO
TAKE HER TO AFTERNOON CLASSES AND THERAPY SOME SEACRIST



CHILDREN HAD THERE. ONE MORNING MRS. WILLETT PASSED OUT SOME

MATH EXERCISES FOR THE CLASS TO DO SILENTLY. | WAS NO GOOD AT

MATH AND HAD TROUBLE CONCENTRATING, AND MY EYES WANDERED

OVER TO SALLY TRENT. SHE WAS STARING INTO THE CORNER AGAIN.

MRS. WILLETT DIDNGT NOTI CE HER. SALLYOS EYES
SHIFT IN SMALL MOTIONS, AS IF SHE WAS FOLLOWING THE MOVEMENT

OF SOMETHING SHE WAS SEEING THERE. THEN SHE ROSE TO HER FEET,
POINTED TO THE CORNER AT NOTHING, AND BEGAN TO SCREAM. THE

WHOLE CLASS LOOKED UP. MRS. WILLETT RAN TO SALLY, ASKING HER

WHAT WAS WRONG, BUT SHE QUICKLY GAVE UP ON THAT LINE OF
REASONING. SALLY POINTED AND SCREAMED UNCONTROLLABLY,
TERRIFIED. MRS. WILL ETT GATHERED HER UP IN HER ARMS AND LED HER

TO THE DOOR. WITH EVERY INCH THAT SHE WAS GUIDED TOWARD THE

CORNER OF THE ROOM, SALLY KICKED HARDER AND SHRIEKED LOUDER

TO BE LET GO, AS IF SHE WERE BEING FORCED TOWARD AN OBJECT, OR
APPARITION, THAT SHE DREADED MORE THAN DEATH ITSELF. BUT

FINALLY MRS. WILLETT GOT HER THROUGH THE DOOR. WE IN ROOM 17

WERE LEFT ALONE FOR FIFTEEN MINUTES. THERE WERE SOME GIGGLES

AND SOME NAME -CALLING AND MORE THAN A FEW FRIGHTENED FACES.

MRS. WILLETT CAME BACK AND EXPLAINED THAT SALL Y HAD AN ATTACK

OF SOME SORT AND EVERYTHI NG WAS ALL RI GHT.
RETURN TO SEACRIST, EVER. | ALWAYS THOUGHT OF HER AS SALLY THE
SCREAMER UNTIL SHE PASSED OUT OF MY CONSCIOUSNESS WITH THE

ONSET OF SUMMER VACATI ON. A | 8 VBNOSAI D T
OTHER SURVI VORS OF THE TI MOTHY SHAUGH | NCI DEN
MALES THE SAME AGE AS I. THEIR NAMES ARE PHILIP DARBY AND LOUIS

LAIRD. I'VE DISCOVERED THROUGH SECONDHAND ASSOCIATIONS THAT

PHILIP DARBY IS IN LAW SCHOOL IN CALIFORNIA, AND THAT HE HAS

AMBITI ONS TO WORK FOR THE DEPARTMENT OF HOUSING AND URBAN
DEVELOPMENT WHEN HE GRADUATES. LOUIS LAIRD LIVES JUST ONE MILE

FROM SEACRIST SCHOOL. SINCE HE WAS FIVE YEARS OLD, HE HAS NEVER



ATTENDED SCHOOL MORE THAN FOUR MILES FROM THE ROOM WHERE

THE ATTACK TOOK PLAC E. HE OPERATES A SMALL PRINT SHOP OWNED BY

HIS PARENTS ON BEECHNUT STREET, JUST TWO BLOCKS FROM THE

SCHOOL. NEITHER OF THESE YOUNG MEN HAS EVER TOLD ROURKE

BILLINGS OR ANY OTHER AUTHOR OR INTERVIEWER ABOUT WHAT

HAPPENED IN ROOM 15. PHILIP DARBY HAS NOT SPO KEN FOR SO MANY

YEARS OUT OF CONTEMPT FOR THE MEDIA AND FOR THE SAKE OF

PRIVACY. LOUIS LAIRD, ACCORDING TO HIS PARENTS WHEN | TALKED TO

THEM, HASNGT BEEN AS FORTHRI GHT WITH HI S OV
THEY SEEM OBVI OUS TO ME NOW. HEdS FRI GHTENED
DAY BECAUSE LI KE ME, HEdS STILL HAUNTED BY |
APPARENTLY NOT A BIG BELIEVER IN DREDGING UP THE PAST FOR THE

SAKE OF THE FUTURE. LOUIS'S PARENTS TELL ME THAT IN THE COURSE OF

HI'S THERAPY, SEACRI ST | SN T MENTI ONED, EVER.
TO EMPHASIZE THE POSITIVE ASPECTS OF LOUIS'S LIFE AND TO BUILD A

KIND OF FENCE AROUND THE INCIDENTS. | WONDER IF THIS MIGHT

WORK FOR ME, BUT I KNOW | CAN NEVER TAKE IT THAT FAR. THE

THOUGHT OF SEACRIST DISAPPEARING FROM MY CONSCIOUS MIND IS
UNTHINKABLE TO ME. | RESEARCHED THESE PEOPLE BECAUSE | WANTED

TO KNOW IF IT WAS POSSIBLE THAT THE SECRET OF WHAT HAPPENED

THAT DAY COULD REALLY DIE WITH ME. APPARENTLY THE ANSWER IS

YES. PHILIP DARBY IS SIMPLY NOT INTERESTED IN THIS CIRCUS OF
HORRORS. LOUI S L AIMRNT HISOEFEBE DNESTROYED. IT GIVES ME

ALL THE MORE REASON TO THI NK. A AT 10: 45
FIRE ALARM SENT ALL THREE HUNDRED AND FOUR STUDENTS OF

SEACRIST ELEMENTARY OUT ONTO THE PLAYGROUND IN WHAT

APPEARED TO BE A ROUTINE DRILL. BUT THE DRILL HAD NEVER BEEN
SCHEDULED AND THE PRINCIPAL CALLED THE MAINTENANCE MAN IN

FROM HI' S DAY OFF TO CHECK ON THE ALARM SYSTEI
TURN ITSELF OFF AFTER THIRTY MINUTES OF CONSTANT RINGING.

INSTEAD IT REPEATED ITS BUZZINGS AFTER A TWO MINUTE SILENCE. THE



MAIl NTENANCE MAN DI DNOT QUITE KNOW WHAT WAS
THE ALARM, SO HE DECIDED HE HAD TO DETACH IT FOR THE DAY AND

| NSPECT | T MORE CLOSELY. HE THOUGHT HEO®D FOUL
THE TIME THE STUDENTS WENT HOME, AND EVERYTHING SEEMED ALL

RIGHT. AT 12 NOON ON NOVEMBER 15TH, DURING RECESS FOR THE LOWER

GRADES, THE FIRE ALARM WENT OFF AGAIN. HALF THE BUILDING

EMPTIED OUT. GRADES ONE THROUGH THREE WERE ALREADY OUTSIDE.

THI S TI ME THE FI' RE ALARM WOULDNGOGT STOP R
MAINTENANCE DETACHED THE S YSTEM AGAIN FOR CLOSER INSPECTION.

THE FIFTEEN INDIVIDUAL ALARM PULLS AROUND THE SCHOOL WERE
CHECKED TO MAKE SURE THEY WERENOT FAULTY. N
FOUND. AT 1:40 P.M. THE SAME DAY, THE ALARM SOUNDED YET AGAIN.

THE PRINCIPAL CAME OVER THE LOUDSPEAKER AND  TOLD EVERYONE TO

STAY IN THEIR SEATS BECAUSE IT WAS JUST A FALSE ALARM. AND IT

TRULY WAS. MAINTENANCE WAS PUZZLED. THE FUSES OF THE MAIN

ALARM STATION IN THE BOILER ROOM HAD TO BE YANKED EVEN

THOUGH THEY APPEARED TO BE WORKING FINE. THE RINGING OF THE

ALARM CEASED. THE NEXT DAY, THE STATE SENT OVER A SAFETY
SUPERVISOR TO LOOK AT THE ALARM SYSTEM. THE ALARMS WERE

SETTING THEMSELVES OFF EVERY TWENTY OR THIRTY MINUTES. THE

SAFETY SUPERVISOR DECIDED TO UNHOOK THE ENTIRE SYSTEM FOR ONE

DAY FOR SCHEMATIC TESTING AND POSSIBLE REPLACEMENT. THE PULL

BOXES WERE DISCONNECTED TOO, JUST IN CASE. SO THERE WERE NO
OPERATIONAL ALARMS WHEN THE STUDENTS CAME BACK TO SCHOOL

ON FRIDAY MORNING. COINCIDENTALLY, THAT FRIDAY SAW THE

HIGHEST ONE -DAY ABSENTEE RATE IN SEACRIST'S HIST ORY. THIRTY -FIVE
PERCENT OF THE STUDENT BODY STAYED HOME.
NOVEMBER 17, A FIFTH GRADE TEACHER ON THE SECOND FLOOR IN ROOM

51 NAMED ERICA ELS HEARD A LOW RUMBLING NOISE AND SAW A TUFT OF

BLACK SMOKE DRIFTING BY IN THE HALLWAY. SHE GOT UP FROM HER

DESK AND OPENED THE DOOR. THE RUMBLING BECAME LOUDER. SHE



MOVED FIFTEEN FEET DOWN THE HALLWAY TO AN UNUSED ROOM, 57,
AND STEPPED CLOSE TO THE DOOR. EVEN FROM THE HALLWAY SHE
COULD FEEL THE HEAT BEING GIVEN OFF, AND SHE REALIZED THERE WAS
A FIRE INSIDE THAT ROOM, A BIG ONE. SMOKE WAS FILTERING THROUGH
THE BOTTOM OF THE DOOR INTO THE HALLWAY. SHE TURNED AROUND
AND SAW A FIRE ALARM RIGHT BEHIND HER. SHE PULLED IT, BUT THERE
WAS NO SOUND. IT WAS THE FIRST MAJOR FIRE IN SEACRIST'S LONG
HISTORY. IT WA S ALSO MOST LIKELY THE FIRST TIME THERE WAS NO
WAY OF ALERTING THE ENTIRE SCHOOL AT ONCE THAT A DISASTER WAS
ABOUT TO HAPPEN. MRS. ELS RAN INTO HER CLASSROOM AND TOLD THE
STUDENTS TO LINE UP QUICKLY AT THE DOOR. THE CHILDREN WERE
ALREADY PANICKY. THEY COUL D HEAR THE RUMBLING FROM 57. TWO
OTHER TEACHERS CAME OUT INTO THE HALLWAY AND MRS. ELS
ALERTED THEM TO THE PRESENCE OF THE FIRE. THIRTY SECONDS LATER,
MOST OF THE UPSTAIRS CLASSROOMS HAD EMPTIED INTO THE HALLWAY
AND THE KIDS WERE HEADED FOR ONE OF TWO STAI RWELLS LEADING TO
THE BOTTOM FLOOR. BY THE TIME HALF OF THE CHILDREN WERE DOWN
THE STAIRS, THE DOOR TO ROOM 57 HAD CAUGHT FIRE AND WAS ALMOST
ENTIRELY EATEN THROUGH. CHILDREN WHO SAW THE FLAMES
SCREAMED AND STARTED TO RUN. A GIRL NAMED AMY CHICOBA WAS
PUSHED HALFWAY DOWN THE STAIRS AND BROKE HER LEFT HAND.
DOWNSTAIRS, | WAS IN MRS. WILLETT'S CLASS. THERE WAS A SOCIAL
STUDIES LESSON GOING ON. THE FIRST SOUND | HEARD WAS THE
CLOMPING OF FEET AS THE UPPER GRADES FLOODED DOWN THE STAIRS.
THEN THE DOOR TO THE CL ASSROOM OPENED AND MR. COLBERT,
FOURTH GRADE, RUSHED IN, AND ORDERED US OUT IN A TORRENT OF
PANICKY AND ALMOST UNINTELLIGIBLE SPEECH. THE RUMBLING FROM
THE UPSTAIRS FIRE COULD NOW BE HEARD. THREE OR FOUR CHILDREN
STARTED TO SCREAM AND MRS. WILLETT CUT THEM OFF FLAT. BACK
UPSTAIRS, MR. WELLS GRABBED A FIRE EXTINGUISHER AND BEGAN TO
DESPERATELY SPRAY THE FIRE, TO GOOD EFFECT. HIS EARLY ACTIONS



MIGHT HAVE SAVED SEACRIST FROM TENS OF THOUSANDS OF DOLLARS

IN DAMAGE. IN THE CENTRAL ADMINISTRATIVE OFFICE, SOME OF THE
SEACRIST STAFF WERE STILL UNAWARE OF ANYTHING BEING WRONG.
THIS CHANGED WHEN THEY HEARD THE SHOUTING COMING FROM
DOWN THE LOWER GRADES' MAIN CORRIDOR. CHILDREN RUSHED BY IN
BUNCHES. THE TEACHERS COULDNOGT CORRAL THEM.
FIRE WAS HUGE AND ECHOING, AND SEEMED MUCH MORE FEROCIOUS
THAN THE THING REALLY WAS. | WAS SWEPT ALONG BY MY CLASSMATES
INTO THE HALLWAY, JUST FIFTY FEET FROM THE NEAREST EXIT. BUT IT
WASNG6T THAT SI MPLE. THERE WERE SHOUTS, SCRE
FROM TEACHERS TO SHUT UP AND SL OW DOWN. THE EXIT DOORS
BANGED OPEN AND CHILDREN SPILLED OUT. THE STAIRWELLS AT EITHER
END OF THE HALLWAYS RELEASED MORE CHILDREN INTO THE TRAFFIC
FLOW OF THE LOWER FLOOR. THEY RAN INTO EACH OTHER AND TRIPPED
OVER ONE ANOTHER IN PANIC. | WAS SUDDENLY PUSHE D TO MY RIGHT
INTO A BANK OF LOCKERS. A PADLOCK STRUCK MY RIGHT CHEEK.
SOMEONE SHRIEKED INTO MY EAR. | KEPT MOVING BLINDLY. AN ADULT'S
HAND STEADIED MY SHOULDER AND THE HALLWAY BECAME VERY
BRIGHT. THEN | WAS OUT THE DOOR AND ONTO THE PLAYGROUND. BUT
THE ST AMPEDE CONTINUED. THE SCENE WAS UTTER CHAOS. STILL NO
ALARM BELLS RANG. A SECRETARY CALLED THE FIRE DEPARTMENT FROM
THE INNER OFFICES IN THE CENTER OF THE BUILDING. TWO MINUTES
LATER, | COULD HEAR SIRENS. NO ONE WAS REALLY SURE WHAT HAD
HAPPENED IN ROOM 21, MR. APPIER'S ROOM, WHERE THE BODY OF JOSEPH
TORMEY HAD BEEN FOUND TWO MONTHS EARLIER. FOR SOME REASON
THE CHILDREN THERE WENT OUT THE WINDOWS. NONE OF THEM
WOULD LATER SAY THEY WERE ENCOURAGED TO DO THIS. MAYBE THE
HORRIFYING SOUNDS COMING FROM THE HALLW AY MADE THEM
BELIEVE THAT THERE WAS NO OTHER WAY OUT. THEY WERE THE
SLOWEST TO GET OUT OF THE BUILDING EVEN THOUGH AN EXIT WAS
CLOSER TO THEM THAN ANYONE. SEVEN OF THE CHILDREN SUSTAINED



NASTY CUTS FROM A BROKEN WINDOW. ONE CHILD NAMED DANIEL
GIRALDI LACER ATED HIS SCALP AND CAME OUT ONTO THE PLAYGROUND
BLINDED BY BLOOD, BUT OTHERWISE HE WAS ALL RIGHT. THE LAST
PERSON OUT OF THE BUILDING WAS MR. APPIER, WHO GOT OUT LATER
THAN EVEN MR. WELLS, WHO HAD ATTACKED THE FIRE. THE
PLAYGROUND WAS A GRISLY SCENE OF WEE PING, SHOUTING, AND
HYSTERICS. | WAS MERELY STUNNED, NOT QUITE SURE WHAT WAS
GOING ON. | COLLAPSED TO MY KNEES AT ONE POINT, INTENT ON SLEEP. |
WAS TOLD LATER THAT 16D SUSTAI NED A MILD
WERE ABOUT TWENTY INJURIES ALTOGETHER, SOME OF THEM F AIRLY
SEVERE, BUT NO ONE WAS PERMANENTLY HURT. THE AMBULANCES
ARRIVED QUICKLY, AFTER FIVE FIRE TRUCKS. THE CHILDREN, TEACHERS,
AND STAFF WERE OUT ON THE PLAYGROUND FOR TWO HOURS. THE FIRE
WAS PUT OUT WITHIN TEN MINUTES. ROOM 57 WAS DESTROYED, BUT NO
FURTHER DAMAGE WAS DONE. PARENTS CAME TO COLLECT THE
CHILDREN. THE PRINCIPAL WAS LEFT TO EXPLAIN WHY NO FIRE ALARMS
WERE OPERATIONAL. HE MANAGED TO AVOID ANY SERIOUS
CONFRONTATIONS OR PUNISHMENTS. IT WAS THE COUNTY THAT LATER
BORE THE BRUNT OF THE TWOMNEWEGREWS ARRIED AT
SEACRIST RIGHT AFTER THE FIRE TRUCKS CAME. THEY WERE THERE EVEN
BEFORE THE FIRST OF THE INJURED WAS TAKEN TO THE HOSPITAL. A MAN
FROM A TINY LOCAL NEWSPAPER, THE SUN-COURIER, TOOK A COUPLE OF
PHOTOGRAPHS WHICH ENTERED THE SEACRI ST LEGEND THREE WEEKS

Cc

| MMEDI ATELY AFTER THE FI RE, THE PHOTOGRAPF

CLAIMED THAT THE PHOTOS HAD BEEN DAMAGED IN TRANSIT BETWEEN

THE LAB AT THE NEWSPAPER TO THE COPY ROOM IN THE ADJACENT
BUILDING. BECAUSE OF THIS MISTAKE, THE ONLY PHOTOS PRINTED BY
THE COURIER WERE OF THE DAMAGED ROOM AND OF THE PLAYGROUND
AFTER THE FIRE. THE PHOTOGRAPHER WAS DEVASTATED. HE THOUGHT
HE HAD GOTTEN TWO TRULY SHOCKING PHOTOS OF SEACRIST
ELEMENTARY. IMMEDIATELY AFTER HE SNAPPED THEM, HE RAN INTO



THE SCHOOL BEHIND SEVER AL FIREMEN IN SEARCH OF TWO CHILDREN
HE BELIEVED HE HAD SEEN BEING SEVERELY BURNED. BUT WHEN HE GOT
INSIDE, THERE WAS NO ONE THERE AND HE WAS USHERED OUT AGAIN.

HE WAS ASSURED FIVE MINUTES LATER THAT EVERY SINGLE ONE OF THE
CHILDREN HAD BEEN ACCOUNTED FOR, AND NO ONE HAD SUFFERED ANY
BURNS. HE WALKED AWAY VERY PUZZLED AND VERY ANXIOUS TO SEE
WHAT CAME OUT OF HIS FILM, WHICH HE THEN GAVE TO HIS ASSISTANT

FOR DEVELOPING. THREE WEEKS LATER, THE ASSISTANT GAVE HIM THE
THREE PHOTOGRAPHS AFTER ADMITTING THAT HE H AD KEPT THEM SO
THAT THE SUN-COURIERWOUL DNG6T PUBLI SH THEM. THREE WEE
THE FIRE THERE WAS NO REASON TO. THERE REALLY HAD BEEN NO BURN
INJURIES DURING THE FIRE, AND EVERY SINGLE ONE OF THE CHILDREN
WAS ACCOUNTED FOR OUT ON THE PLAYGROUND. THE PHOTOG RAPHER,
HIS ASSISTANT, AND SOON ALL OF SEACRIST WERE UTTERLY PERPLEXED
BY THE PHOTOGRAPHS. NOT EVEN ROURKE BILLINGS COULD ACQUIRE
THE RIGHTS TO THE ONES I'M TALKING ABOUT. THEY WERE PRINTED A
MONTH AFTER THE FIRE IN A SMALL, NOW -DEFUNCT MAGAZINE CALLED
INSPIRE IT WAS A MONTHLY NORTHEAST NEWS AND SOCIOLOGY
MAGAZINE THAT PRIDED ITSELF ON FEATURING FINE NEWS
PHOTOGRAPHY FROM AROUND THE EAST. THE CAPTION BENEATH THE
PHOTOS, EACH ONE OF THE SAME SUBJECT AT TWO SECOND INTERVALS,
EXPLAINED THAT IT WAS OF A SCHOOL FIRE IN PENNSYLVANIA, AND
THAT THE TWO CHILDREN I N THE PHOTOS HAD ©0RI
THEIR INJURIES, WHICH WERE NOT AS HORRIFYING AS THEY SEEMED.
INSPIRE IS THE ONLY PLACE THE PHOTOS WERE EVER SEEN. THE
PHOTOGRAPHER, LESLIE MORTENSEN, REFUSED REPRINT RIGHTS TO
EVERY ORGANIZATION THAT ASKED. THE INJURIES DEPICTED IN THE
PHOTOS WERE INDEED TRULY HORRIFYING. MORTENSEN SHOT THEM
LOOKING IN THROUGH THE MAIN LOWER GRADES ENTRANCE. THE DOOR

TO THAT ENTRANCE HAD TWO WIRE MESH WINDOWS WHICH ALLOWED

A DIM VIEW OF THE INTERIOR HALLWAY. MORTENSEN TOOK THE



PICTURES WITH A TELEPHOTO LENS, THEN RAN ACROSS THE BLACKTOP

AND OPENED THE DOOR TO FIND NO ONE INSIDE. TWO CHILDREN CAN BE

SEEN IN THE PHOTOS. THEIR HANDS ARE PRESSED AGAINST THE MESHED

GLASS AS IF THEY WERE TRYINGTO GET OUT BUT COULDNOT. THE
ON THE LEFT APPEARS TO BE ABOUT SIX OR SEVEN, MAYBE EIGHT YEARS

OF AGE, THE IDENTITY IMPOSSIBLE TO MAKE OUT. IT'S EVEN
QUESTIONABLE WHETHER IT'S A BOY OR A GIRL. THE CHILD'S HANDS ARE

CLEARLY ON FIRE FROM THE WRISTS UP. ANOT HER CHILD, RIGHT NEXT

TO HIM OR HER, IS OBVIOUSLY TALLER. THE AGE CAN'T BE DETERMINED

BECAUSE THE CHILD'S HEAD IS ENTIRELY ENGULFED IN FLAME. ABOVE

THE SHOULDERS THERE 6S ONLY A BULBOUS MASS
CHILD'S HANDS RISE FROM THE WINDOW TO BEAT ON IT TO NO AVAIL.

SOMEONE WITH A PERSISTENT IMAGINATION COULD ARGUE THAT YOU

CAN SEE THE NAKED CONTOURS OF THE LOWER SKULL. IT ALMOST SEEMS

AS I F THEREGS NO FLESH AT ALL THERE. BUT TH
DUBIOUSLY THROUGH A MAGNIFYING GLASS. THE CASUAL VIEWER IS

SPARED SUCH DETAIL. ALL THAT IS THERE IS THE DEATH OF TWO

CHILDREN. THE DOORS AT WHICH THEY POUND FOR RELEASE WERE

NEVER LOCKED, BARRED, OR BLOCKED AT ANY TIME THAT DAY AND YET

THEY CAN'T GET OUT. A DAY AFTER THE PHOTOS WERE PUBLISHED IN

THE MAGAZINE fi ILLEGALLY, LESLIE MORTENSEN CLAIMED @ EVERYONE IN

SEACRIST WENT LOOKING FOR INSPIRE.IT WASN'T DIFFICULT TO FIND. |

SAW THE PHOTOS FAIRLY QUICKLY. MY PARENTS BOUGHT A COPY AND
ACCIDENTALLY LEFT IT IN THE KITCHEN CUPBOARD WHEN THEY WENT

OUT SHOPPING ONE DAY. TH E CAUSE OF THE FIRE WAS NEVER
DETERMI NED. A BEGI NNI NG WHEN | WAS THI RTE
TWENTY | WAS ADDICTED TO A DRUG CALLED ONAVIL, WHICH IS

ESSENTIALLY VALIUM AT A TWENTY PERCENT LOWER BARBITUATE
CONTENT. I DI DN6 T REALI ZE | WAIBHERADID MEZ T E D, A
PARENTS UNTIL AROUND THE TIME MY FATHER DIED, WHEN | WAS

NINETEEN. BUT | BECAME VERY SICK AFTER | WAS TAKEN OFF THE DRUG



BECAUSE OF A MINOR HEAD INJURY. | WAS IN THE HOSPITAL FOR TWO
MONTHS. APPARENTLY, ONAVIL SHOULD NEVER BE PRESCRIBED TO
PEOPLE WITH A FAMILY HISTORY OF LOW BLOOD PRESSURE. MY MOTHER
HAD LIED TO MY DOCTORS ABOUT THE FAMILY HISTORY IN ORDER TO
PRESERVE MY WELL-BEING. WITHOUT THE ONAVIL, | WAS SOMETIMES A
WRECK. SHE ONLY WANTED ME WELL. | NEARLY WENT INTO HYSTERIA
THAT FIRST TIME | WAS TAKEN OFF THE DRUG AFTER SIX YEARS OF
CONSTANT USE. BUT IT WAS NOTHING LIKE MY MOST RECENT INCIDENT,
WHICH PUT ME OUT FOR FOURTEEN DAYS. WHEN MY NEW DOCTOR, SAM,
LEARNED ABOUT THE ONAVIL ADDICTION, SHE SHOOK HER HEAD,
WONDERED HOW ANYONE COULD DO SU CH A THING TO ME, THEN
IMMEDIATELY PUT ME ON N -ZEPAM. | BRING UP THE ONAVIL BECAUSE
ACCORDING TO THE PHYSICIAN'S DESK REFERENCE ONE OF ITS SIDE
EFFECTS IS OCCASIONAL HALLUCINATIONS IN FIVE PERCENT OF USERS
OVER AN EXTENDED PERI OD OF TI ME,ETAKEEQNFFWHEN T
THE DRUG. MY DOCTOR THINKS IT WAS THE REMAINS OF THE ONAVIL IN

MY BRAIN WHICH CAUSED MY FIRST AND ONLY HALLUCINATION, THE

ONE | HAD WHEN | RETURNED TO SEACRIST ELEMENTARY EIGHTEEN
YEARS AFTER IT HAD CLOSED FOR GOOD. THE RETURN WAS PART OF THE
THERAPY | MENTIONED BEFORE, WHICH BEGAN IN DECEMBER OF LAST
YEAR. IT BEGAN WITH THE HALLUCINATION, LED TO ALL MY RESEARCH,
AND ENDED FOR GOOD WITH MY FOURTEEN DAY COMA. | RECOVERED
FROM THAT FOUR DAYS AGO. A SAM ENCOURAGE
THE SCHOOL G ROUNDS. SO ONE CHILLY DAY | DROVE DOWN WILL -O-
THE -WISP ROAD WITH NOTHING IN MY MIND WHATSOEVER. | WAS
FEELING UNUSUALLY CALM THAT DAY, SO | HAD THE COURAGE TO LOOK

TO MY RIGHT OFF JUNIPER AVENUE AT UPHAM HILL, THE MENTAL
HEALTH CLINIC FROM WHICH TIMOTHY S HAUGH ESCAPED ON THE DAY
OF THE MURDER WHICH CLOSED SEACRIST. | PARKED MY CAR ON THE
SIDE OF THE ROAD, LOOKED OFF THROUGH THE TREES AT THE BUILDING,
AND DECIDED TO WALK THE ROUTE TIMOTHY SHAUGH TOOK FROM



UPHAM HILL TO MY CLASSROOM. HE WAS TWENTY -NINE ON TH E DAY OF

THE MURDER. HEO6D BEEN COMMI TTED TO UPHAM AFT

AT THE SITE OF A NASTY CAR ACCIDENT TEN MILES NORTH. SHAUGH
WAS A DRIFTER AND HAD BEEN HITCHHIKING AT ABOUT ONE A.M. WHEN

HE WAS GIVEN A RIDE BY A MAN NAMED RI CHARD J

DRINK ING AT A LOCAL BAR. TEN MINUTES LATER THE CAR RAN OFF THE
ROAD. TIRE MARKS SHOWED THAT JOYCE HAD BEEN RUN OFF IT BY AN
ONCOMING CAR DOING AT LEAST NINETY. JOYCE WAS HOSPITALIZED

AND RELEASED. SHAUGH HADNOGT BEEN WEARI NG A
WAS COMPLETELY UNHU RT . BUT HE COULDNOGT BE COAXED

CAR. HEOD LEFT A HALFWAY HOUSE I N OXFORD
JUST GOTTEN UP AND WALKED OUT. RECORDS
LIVED IN SUCH PLACES MOST OF HIS LIFE. HIS PARENTS WERE DEAD. HE
WAS SCHIZOPHRENIC, LEARNING DIS ABLED, UNABLE TO FEND FOR
HIMSELF, AND HAD OCCASIONAL PSYCHOTIC EPISODES. THE STATE PUT
HIM IN UPHAM HILL. HE WAS THERE FOR SIX MONTHS, ALL TOLD. HIS
RECORDS SHOWED HIM TO BE IN A STASIS. HE WAS UNABLE TO LEARN TO
READ OR WRITE, WAS UNCOMMUNICATIVE, AND RA RELY VIOLENT
UNLESS PROVOKED. ONCE HE CLAIMED HE HEARD VOICES TELLING HIM
TO MOW THE UPHAM HILL GROUNDS AND EAT THE GRASS SO THAT NO
ONE COULD TELL HE HAD DONE IT. HE WAS PUT ON AND OFF THORAZINE
DURING HIS STAY. ON DECEMBER NINETEENTH, HE SLIPPED OUT OF T HE
REC ROOM AT ABOUT EIGHT A.M. UNBEKNOWNST TO THE NURSE ON
DUTY. THERE WAS NO OTHER SECURITY HE HAD TO GET BY. THE NURSE
WAS IT. AFTER THAT, IT WAS ONLY A MATTER OF FINDING AN EXIT
WITHOUT BEING SPOTTED BY ANY OF THE STAFF. THERE WERE NO CLUES
AS TO WHY S HAUGH CHOSE THAT DAY TO SUDDENLY LEAVE, OR WHY

HE HEADED FOR SEACRIST. UNTIL THE DAY HE DIED OF CANCER THREE
YEARS AFTER THE ATTACK, HE SPOKE NOT ONE WORD TO ANYONE
ABOUT ANYTHING. AFTER THE MURDER OF JEAN WILLETT, HE BECAME
TOTALLY MUTE. HE DI DNWARAIN GFVTEENTERRIBLE PAINS AS

THRE
SHO\



THE CANCER DUG INTO HIS STOMACH, MAKING HIM COUGH UP BLOOD.
A ON THE DAY | WENT BACK TO SEACRI ST,
FENCE AND WALKED UP A WOODED INCLINE TO THE EAST WING OF
UPHAM HILL. | STOOD FOR A MOMENT AT THE DO ORWAY FROM WHICH
SHAUGH HAD DEPARTED. HE HAD WALKED DOWN THE HILL, AVOIDING
THE FENCE, AND HEADED EAST. HE FOUND A MARSHY PATCH OF LAND
THAT LED DOWN INTO A TINY, MUDDY RAVINE, AND AFTER THAT, THE
ROAD TO SEACRIST ELEMENTARY. THE PROPERTY BESIDE THE RAVINE
BELONGED TO A CATTLE RANCHER. IT WAS THERE THAT SHAUGH,
WALKING AMONGST THE COWS MOST LIKELY, FOUND A CHOPPING
BLOCK, AND AN AXE DUG DEEP INTO IT. SHAUGH TOOK THE AXE AND
CROSSED THE ROAD, THEN CROSSED THE PLAYGROUND LEADING TO THE
LOWER GRADES ENTRANCE. NOBODY SAW HIM EVEN THOUGH HE WAS
SIX FEET FIVE INCHES TALL, WEARING A BLUE COVERALL, AND CARRYING

A SHORT -HANDLED CHOPPING AXE. AFTER THE ATTACK, THEY STRIPPED
HIM DOWN AND FOUND NASTY BRUISES ON THE BACKS OF HIS LEGS.
OTHER PATIENTS AT UPHAM HILL DESCRIB ED SHAUGH SOMETIMES
SITTING ON A BENCH OUTSIDE AND SWINGING HIS LEGS FORWARD AND
BACKWARD IDLY, THE WAY A BORED CHILD MIGHT DO, LETTING THEM
FALL AGAINST THE BENCH. SHAUGH WOULD DO THIS FOR HOURS AND
INCREASE THE FORCE OF THE LAZY SWINGING MOTION, SEEMINGL Y
UNCONSCIOUS OF IT, UNTIL MAYBE HE WAS DOING IT HARD ENOUGH TO
SEVERELY BRUISE THE BACKS OF HIS LEGS. HE NEVER COMPLAINED OF
ANY PAIN. | FOLLOWED SHAUGH'S ROUTE TO SEACRIST UNTIL | FINALLY
STOOD IN FRONT OF THE MAIN LOWER GRADES ENTRANCE. | WAS CLOSER
THA N | HAD BEEN TO THE BUILDING IN EIGHTEEN YEARS. ON THE DAY |
LEFT SECOND GRADE, NONE OF US KNEW WE WOULD NOT BE RETURNING.
IT'S IMPOSSIBLE FOR ME TO TELL JUST WHEN MY HALLUCINATION
BEGAN, SINCE THE SEAM BETWEEN THE REALITY OF STANDING THERE
AND THE SUDDEN IMAGES THAT CAME OVER ME WAS SO FLAWLESS. MY
DOCTOR MIGHT THINK IT WAS THE ONAVIL COME BACK TO HAUNT ME. |



MYSELF THINK IT WAS JUST SEACRIST, STANDING THERE JUST THE WAY |
LEFT IT. THERE WAS SOME GRAFFITI AND A LOT OF WEEDS, BUT NOT
MUCH ELSE TO MARK THE P ASSAGE OF TIME. WHEN | PULLED ON THE
DOOR IT OPENED, HAVING NO RIGHT TO OPEN. THE PLACE HAD BEEN
SEALED FOR MANY YEARS. SO THAT WAS PROBABLY WHEN THE
HALLUCINATION REALLY BEGAN. SUDDENLY | WAS INSIDE. IT WAS VERY
COLD THAT DAY. IT WASN'T MUCH WARMER IN THE SCHOOL. ROOM 15
WAS JUST A FEW STEPS AWAY. THE FLOOR WAS SMOOTH AND CLEAN.
THAT MUST HAVE BEEN PART OF THE HALLUCINATION, JUST AS THE
OPEN DOOR MUST HAVE BEEN. SOFT LIGHT BATHED THE HALLWAY FROM
OVERHEAD BULBS LOCKED IN TINY MESH CAGES, BULBS WHICH WOULD
HAVE BEEN REMOVED OR SIMPLY BROKEN BY 1980 AT THE LATEST. BUT
THERE THEY WERE. LOCKS WHICH HAD BEEN TAKEN FROM LOCKERS NO
MORE THAN A WEEK AFTER THE SCHOOL CLOSED FOR GOOD WERE
HANGING FROM THEIR HOLES. IMPOSSIBLE. | MADE NOTHING OF THESE
IMPOSSIBILITIES. THEY WERE REAL TO ME. I COULDNGOGT
CAME OUT OF THE SHADOWS FROM DOWN THE HALL, AND HE WALKED
TOWARD ME. HE WORE BLUE JEANS AND A WHITE DRESS SHIRT. HE TOOK
MY HAND BEFORE HE SPOKE, JUST TO SHAKE IT AND DROP IT AGAIN. HE
SAID HIS NAME WAS TODD SU NNING. HE WAS THE FOREMAN OF THE

PROJECT, HE SAI D. HE SAI D HEOD BE GLAD TO

INFORMATION | NEEDED. HE MOTIONED FORWARD FOR ME TO LEAD THE
WAY. MANY PEOPLE DON'T UNDERSTAND HOW IT COULD BE THAT I
WENT SO WILLINGLY, WHY | DIDN'T MERELY TURN AN D RUN. | CAN ONLY
SAY THAT THERE IS AN ACCEPTANCE THAT COMES WITH UTTER
IGNORANCE OF WHAT IS TRULY REAL. SO | WALKED WITH THE FOREMAN.

| SMELLED HIS AFTERSHAVE AND | NOTICED THE COLOR OF HIS SHORT
HAIR. | HEARD HIS FOOTSTEPS ON THE TILE. | THINK ABOUT HIS NAME
SOMETIMES, BUT | CAN'T IMAGINE WHERE | HAD EVER HEARD THE
WORDS BEFORE. AND THEN IT OCCURS TO ME THAT THE MAN'S INITIALS
WERE THE SAME AS TIMOTHY SHAUGH'S. WE WALKED ALONG PAST ALL

T



THE OLD SCHOOLROOMS. | SAID NOTHING. THE MAN TALKED ABOUT
WATTAGES AND IMPROVEMENTS TO THE SYSTEM OF WATER PIPES THAT
RAN BELOW OUR FEET. HE TALKED ABOUT REWIRING AND INSULATION.
NONE OF THE EXACT WORDS HAVE STAYED WITH ME. | WALKED AHEAD
OF HI M, AND I DI DN6T TURN TO LOOK AT HI M UNLE
TO BE DRIFTING AWAY FR OM ME. FINALLY HE STOPPED TALKING AND |
LOOKED UP TO SEE THAT HE HAD LEFT ME. | WAS UPSTAIRS, NEAR ROOM
57. | COULD HEAR THE SOUNDS OF EFFORT FROM AROUND THE CORNER,
SO | FOLLOWED THE SOUNDS. THE FOREMAN WAS IN FRONT OF ONE OF
THE EMPTY ROOMS, ON HIS HANDS AND KNEES. HE WAS STUFFING A
TOWEL AGAINST THE BOTTOM OF A DOOR. WATER WAS LEAKING
THROUGH IT. HE LOOKED UP AND SAID IT WASN'T A PROBLEM, AND THAT
THEY HAD FORESEEN THIS EVENTUALITY. | GOT DOWN TO HELP HIM. HE
HAD A WHOLE STACK OF WHITE TOWELS BESIDE HIM AND THE LEAK WAS
GETTING WORSE. THE WATER WAS BUBBLING AND FLOWING
UNDERNEATH THE DOOR AND | JUST WANTED TO HELP, BUT HE TURNED
ON ME AND ORDERED ME TO STAND ASIDE. THE WATER BEHIND THE
DOOR BECAME STRONG ENOUGH TO FORCE IT OPEN. THE FOREMAN
SHOUTED AND ST EPPED AWAY, AND A WAVE OF WATER BURST
THROUGH INTO THE HALLWAY, KNOCKING THE DOOR BACK. THE
FOREMAN RAN. | LOST SIGHT OF HIM BECAUSE | HAD TURNED TO RUN
TOO. BUT THERE WERE NO STAIRS ANYMORE, AND | COULDN'T REACH
THE BOTTOM FLOOR. AND THEN, ALL AT ONCE, | WAS UNDERWATER. THE
TIDE RUSHED UP AND ENGULFED MY LEGS, THEN MY CHEST, THEN MY
NECK, AND THEN MY HEAD. | WAS LOOKING INTO COMPLETE DARKNESS,
AND | WAS SWIMMING, CARRIED AWAY. | TRIED TO TREAD WATER BUT
THERE WAS ALREADY NO SURFACE. EVERYTHING WENT MERCIF  ULLY
BLACK AS | FELT MY FEET RISE OFF THE TILE FLOOR, CARRIED UPWARDS BY
THE SWELLING OF THE WATER. MY HEAD WAS COCKED TO THE CEILING.
THE NEXT THING | WAS AWARE OF WAS WALKING DOWN ROUTE 7,
WHICH IS A FOUR LANE STRETCH OF HIGHWAY RUNNING TOWARD



PLATTSBURG AND SAVAGE. | WAS ON THE SHOULDER AND
CONSCIOUSNESS HAD RETURNED TO ME ALL AT ONCE. | WAS ALREADY
WALKING. IT WAS LIKE | WAS IN A TELEVISION PROGRAM THAT HAD
BEEN TURNED ON IN THE MIDDLE OF A SCENE. AFTER EIGHT OR TEN
STEPS | STOPPED AND LOOKED AROUND ME. CARS RUSHED PAST. |
DECIDED TO KEEP WALKING TOWARD A PHONE. IT TOOK ME AN HOUR
AND A HALF TO FIND ONE. AND | WAS SOAKED FROM HEAD TO TOE. MY
HAIR WAS MATTED DOWN, WET, AND MY CLOTHES STUCK TO ME. | WAS
SOAKED BECAUSE LAKE ARTEMESIA WAS LESS THAN A QUARTER MILE
AWAY. | HAD GONE TO SEACRIST BUT WOUND UP HALLUCINATING AND
MAYBE TRYING TO DROWN MYSELF. MY MOTIVES FOR GOING TO THE
LAKE WERE FOREIGN EVEN TO ME. OF COURSE THERE WAS NO ACTUAL
PROOF THAT | WAS EVEN THERE, BUT | SMELLED OF SALT WATER. WHEN |
TOLD SAM OF THE EPISODE, SHE TOOK IT AS A SIGNAL TO STOP MY
RESEARCH INTO SEACRIST. SHE WANTED TO CHECK ME INTO THE
HOSPITAL. | REFUSED. | WAS GETTING HEALTHIER AND HEALTHIER. |
KNEW | T. A SEACRI ST ELEMENTARY SCHOOL WAES
24, 1978. THAT WAS ONE DAY BEFORE THE CHILDREN WERE SUPPOSED TO
RETURN FROM MORE THAN A MONTH OF MOURNING FOR JEAN WILLETT.
THE OFFICIAL REASON GIVEN BY THE SCHOOL BOARD WAS THAT A MUCH
LONGER TIME OF HEALING WAS NECESSARY FOR THE CHILDREN AS WELL
AS THE PARENTS. AND SOMETIME S |1 6 M CERTAI N THAT AT LEA
MAYBE MORE, MAYBE ALL OF THE FOURTEEN SCHOOL BOARD MEMBERS
CAME TO SOME SILENT AGREEMENT ABOUT WHAT WAS HAPPENING AT
SEACRIST. | IMAGINE A SCENARIO THAT NOT EVEN ROURKE BILLINGS
DARED TO DREAM. | IMAGINE A PRIVATE MEETING O F PEOPLE IN POWER
IN A SMALL ROOM AT THE BOARD OF EDUCATION WHERE THE WORD

0 CURSE® WAS SPOKEN FREELY AND WI THOUT FEAR
THESE WERE ADULTS AND THEY HAD MOVED BEYOND SUCH BELIEFS,
SURE, BUT THERE MUST HAVE BEEN HUNDREDS OF CONVERSATIONS
AFTER W E CHILDREN WERE ASLEEP IN OUR BEDS, TALK ABOUT THE CROSS



BURIED IN THE GROUND TO MARK STEVEN ODOM'S DEATH, OR THE
TWISTED CHARCOAL DRAWING, OR THE PHOTOGRAPHS. THEIR FEELINGS
WERE NEVER WRITTEN DOWN, THAT'S FOR CERTAIN, NOT EVEN IN THE
UNTOLD STORY OF SEACRIST SCHOOL. EVERY YEAR THAT PASSES BURIES
THEM DEEPER, JUST AS THE REASONS FOR SEACRIST'S ABANDONMENT
ARE BURIED. THE OFFICIAL CLOSURE OF THE PLACE NEVER ACTUALLY
CAME. IT SIMPLY NEVER RE -OPENED. THIS INVOLVED LETTING AN ENTIRE
SCHOOL GO TO ROT AND REQUIR ED THE BUSSING OF EVERY CHILD TO
THREE DIFFERENT SCHOOLS AROUND THE COUNTY FOR YEARS, WHICH

IN TURN TOUCHED OFF A MASSIVE BUDGET CONTROVERSY, WHICH
CAUSED ENDLESS FINANCIAL HEADACHES TO THE LOCAL GOVERNMENT
AND THE SCHOOL BOARD. SO | CAN&RE VWS INOE V E
SECRET AGREEMENT THAT SEACRIST REALLY WAS A HAUNTED STONE
ROLLING DOWNHILL WHICH COULDN'T BE STOPPED AND SO HAD TO BE
SEALED FOREVER. | IMAGINE THE ADULTS SLEEPING IN THEIR BEDS AT
NIGHT AND THINKING OF THE ESCALATION OF EVENTS WHICH ENDED

IN TH E SLAUGHTER OF A TEACHER, AND WONDERING WHERE IT MIGHT

GO FROM THERE IF SEACRIST WAS ALLOWED TO STAY OPEN. WHAT
COULD JANUARY HAVE BROUGHT? WHAT WAS WORSE THAN MURDER?
THAT0S THE REAL REASON WHY THE PLACE NEVER
CHILD TO READ AND WRITE. MANY RESPONSIBLE ADULTS THREW
AROUND STATISTICS AND HAGGLED OVER ZONING SPECIFICS FOR YEARS
AFTERWARD, BUT IT WAS ALL WHITEWASH. WHAT HAPPENED WAS THAT
SOMEONE SOMEWHERE GAVE IN TO HIS OR HER DARKEST FEARS ABOUT
THIS UNIVERSE AND CONVINCED THE RIGHT PEOPLE TO D O THE SAME
THING. AFTER 1977 SOME GROUP OR THE OTHER WAS ALWAYS
CONVENIENTLY AROUND TO STOP SEACRIST FROM BEING RE  -OPENED, ON
GROUNDS RANGING FROM MONEY PROBLEMS TO ENVIRONMENTAL
CONCERNS. EVEN AT THE AGE OF NI NE | KNEW |
EXIT INTERVIE WS WERE CONDUCTED AT CITY HOSPITAL. NOT A SINGLE
CHILD WAS EXCUSED FROM THE QUESTIONS OF TEN PSYCHIATRISTS

T H

T



BROUGHT IN FROM ALL OVER THE COUNTY TO FORM AN ADVISORY
PANEL. THEIR TASK WAS TO DRAW UP A LIST OF QUESTIONS TO ASK US.
THE POINT WAS TO DETERMINE HO W BADLY WE HAD BEEN AFFECTED. SO
THEY ASKED US IF WE FELT SAFE IN OUR MOMMY'S AND DADDY'S HOUSE,
IF WE FELT AFRAID OF ANYONE, AND IF WE THOUGHT ANYONE HAD BEEN
UNFAIR. THE ANSWERS TO THESE QUESTIONS WERE WRITTEN DOWN IN

A FILE AND PUT SOMEWHERE. THE UNTOLD STORY CLAIMS THAT ABOUT
FIVE PERCENT OF THE STUDENT BODY WAS REFERRED FOR FURTHER
TREATMENT AND PRIVATE COUNSELING. ONE OF THOSE CHILDREN WAS
LAURIE BURKE, SHE WHO MADE THE INSANE CLAIM OF SURREAL
CONTACT WITH STEVEN ODOM. | AND THE TWO OTHER SURVIVORS OF
THE SHAUGH ATTACK WERE PASSED RIGHT ON TO MORE SOPHISTICATED
COUNSELING WHEN WE WERE THROUGH. THAT POLICY WAS CERTAINLY
WELCOMED BY MY PARENTS, WHO SAW THAT AS WINTER BECAME
SPRING AND SPRING BECAME SUMMER, | WAS WITHDRAWING SLOWLY
FROM EVERYONE AND EVERY THING AROUND ME. WHEN | STARTED
ATTENDING A PRIVATE SCHOOL THE NEXT SEPTEMBER, | LASTED ABOUT
TWO WEEKS. | WAS KEPT OUT OF SCHOOL ENTIRELY FOR ANOTHER YEAR,
STUDYING ON MY OWN. AND | BEGAN TO BE NORMAL AGAIN. MY
EARLIEST THERAPY IS A DIM MEMORY. THE THING | REMEMBER MOST
VIVIDLY IS SITTING BESIDE MY FATHER'S HOSPITAL DEATHBED WHEN |
WAS A TEENAGER. | VISITED HIM EVERY DAY FOR A MONTH, AND WE
TALKED ABOUT A LOT OF THINGS, BUT SEACRIST WAS NEVER AMONG
THEM. FINALLY, NEAR THE END, | ASKED HIM WHY | COULDN'T HA VE
JUST BEEN TOLD EVERYTHING, WHY THERE HAD BEEN SO MUCH HIDDEN,
WHY STEVEN ODOM WAS PASSED OFF AS A SAINT, WHY THE
PHOTOGRAPHS HAD BEEN KEPT AWAY FROM ME. | WANTED TO KNOW
THE POINT OF THE PRETENDING THAT THERE WAS SOME CLOSET THE
ADULTS COULD PUT THOSE T HINGS INTO WHERE THEY'D NEVER BE
FOUND, BECAUSE THEY INEVITABLY WOULD BE. HE TOLD ME ONLY THAT

| NEEDED TO BE PROTECTED. HE SAID THAT NATURALLY, | WOULD FIND



OUT THAT THE WORLD WAS A SINISTER PLACE OF THE UNEXPLAINED

AND THE UNTHINKABLE. HE JUST HADN'T KNO WN WHAT IT WOULD DO

TO ME TO EXPOSE IT THAT EARLY. BUT EVEN AFTER | HAD BEEN INSIDE

MRS. WILLETT8S ROOM TO WATCH HER DIE,I THE L
CAME TO HATE THE PEOPLE WHO HAD TOLD THEM TO US, ALL OF THEM.

MY FATHER DI ED ON JUNE 1ST, 1AB @HE OLD A
NEWSPAPERS, ALL THE OLD MAGAZINES, AND FOUND A TAPE OR TWO OF

RADIO PROGRAMS FROM THAT TIME DISCUSSING SEACRIST. I'VE READ

ROURKE BILLINGS'S BOOK EXHAUSTIVELY, AND TALKED TO EVERYONE |

NEED TO TALK TO. | HAVE EVEN VISITED TIMOTHY SHAUGH'S GRAV E.

THE HEADSTONE GIVES A NAME AND TWO DATES AND A PASSAGE FROM

THE BIBLE. | WAS FINISHED WITH SEACRIST, | THOUGHT, BUT NO. |

REALI ZED THAT 1 0LL NEVER BE FI NI SHED WITH S
QUESTED, THE HOST OF HAPPENINGS, CALLED ME AT HOME ON MAY 4,

THREE DAYS BEFORE | COLLAPSED IN THE MIDDLE OF MY ROOM AND

ENTERED AN UNEXPLAINED COMA WHICH LASTED FOURTEEN DAYS AND

FOURTEEN NIGHTS. THE COMA WAS ABSOLUTELY DREAMLESS. AND

WHEN | AWOKE | REALIZED IT AGAIN. | AM SEACRIST. SO IS EVERY CHILD
WHO WENT THROUGH THOSE DO ORS AND CAME OUT WITH TEN
DI'FFERENT VERSI ONS OF THE FACTS. A THI S

WRITE ABOUT. DON QUESTED IDENTIFIED HIMSELF, SOUNDING VERY
CORDIAL, AND ASKED IF | HAD EVER WATCHED THE PROGRAM. | TOLD
HIM NO, BUT | WAS FAMILIAR WITH THE FORMAT AS | HAD HEARD ABOUT
IT. | ASKED HIM WHY HE WAS CALLING. HE SOUNDED VERY PROUD WHEN

HE TOLD ME THAT HE HAD BYPASSED HIS ASSOCIATE PRODUCER AND
DECIDED TO CALL ME HIMSELF. HE SAID HE REALIZED THAT THE SUBJECT
WAS DELICATE AND THAT PEOPLE'S FEELINGS HAD TO B E TAKEN INTO
ACCOUNT. WHAT SUBJECT? | ASKED HIM. HE EXPLAINED THAT
HAPPENINGS WAS PLANNING A TWELVE -MINUTE FEATURETTE TO RUN ON
THE SHOW IN ONE MONTH. THE FEATURETTE WOULD BE ABOUT
SEACRIST ELEMENTARY SCHOOL. HE HAD DONE SOME INITIAL RESEARCH



INTO THE SCH OOL'S HISTORY AND WAS INTERESTED IN INTERVIEWING
MANY FORMER STUDENTS. | ASKED HIM IF | WAS THE FIRST TO BE
CONTACTED. HE CHUCKLED AND SAID NO, NOT BY ANY MEANS. IN FACT,
THE SHOW HAD ALREADY LINED UP EIGHT INTERVIEWS AND WAS GOING

TO TAPE THEM LATER IN TH E WEEK. | ASKED FOR THE NAMES OF THE
PEOPLE HE WAS GOING TO INTERVIEW AND HE DISAPPEARED FOR A
MINUTE TO FIND THE LIST. HE RETURNED TO THE PHONE AND READ IT
OFF TO ME. | RECOGNIZED THE NAMES ONLY DIMLY. | DON'T THINK | HAD
EVER SPOKEN TO ANY OF THEM. | ASK ED QUESTED WHY HE WAS CALLING
ME IN PARTICULAR. IN THE FRIENDLIEST OF TONES, HE SAID THAT ONE OF
THE PRODUCERS OF HAPPENINGS HAD GIVEN HIM MY NAME AND TOLD
HIM IN PASSING THAT | WAS ONE OF THE THREE SURVIVORS OF
TIMOTHY SHAUGH'S CRIME EIGHTEEN YEARS BEFORE .| ASKED IF HE HAD
CALLED THE OTHER SURVIVORS. QUESTED SAID NO. IT WAS HIS
UNDERSTANDING THAT THE OTHERS HAD BEEN EXTREMELY EXPLICIT
ABOUT THEIR DESIRE TO HAVE NOTHING TO DO WITH THAT PAST, TO
THE POINT WHERE LOUIS LAIRD'S FAMILY LAWYER HAD BEEN ASSIGNED
THE TASK OF DEFLECTING ANY OCCASIONAL REQUESTS FOR INTERVIEWS
OR QUOTES. | ASKED WHAT THE FOCUS OF THE PROGRAM WOULD BE,
AND WHAT SORT OF ATTITUDE IT WOULD TAKE. QUESTED CLAIMED HE
WASN'T CERTAIN, BUT IT WOULD MOSTLY BE A SIMPLE RECAPPING OF
THE UNEXPLAIN ED EVENTS WHICH WERE SO FAMOUS. WHEN HE TOLD
ME THIS, | COULD ALREADY ENVISION THE PROGRAM, THE QUICK CUTS
OF BLACK AND WHITE PHOTOGRAPHS, THE OMINOUS MUSIC PLAYING IN
THE FOREGROUND. | TOLD HIM THAT THE FACTS SPOKE FOR THEMSELVES
AND THAT THERE WAS REALLY NO NEED FOR ME. QUESTED SAID HE WAS
HOPING | MIGHT BE ABLE TO GIVE SOME INSIGHT INTO WHAT
HAPPENED, AND THAT OF COURSE INTERVIEWS WITH ACTUAL PEOPLE
GAVE EVERY STORY ON HAPPENINGS CREDIBILITY, PROVED THAT IT WAS
REAL, THAT IT REALLY HAPPENED THAT WAY. AND | WAS A SURVIVOR. |
HAD ACTUALLY SEEN WHAT TOOK PLACE INSIDE ROOM 15. IF | WANTED, |



WOULD BE INTERVIEWED IN MY HOME, TELLING WHAT IT WAS LIKE, AND

| WOULD BE EXPECTED TO GIVE DETAILS OF WHAT TRANSPIRED.
QUESTED CLAIMED OFF THE RECORD THAT THE PAY SCALE O F MY
APPEARANCE WOULD MOST LIKELY BE ALTERED SOMEWHAT BY MY
RECALL. EVERY INTERVIEWEE WOULD BE PAID THE SUM OF THREE
HUNDRED AND TWENTY DOLLARS FOR THEIR APPEARANCE ON THE
SHOW, BUT A GUEST SUCH AS MYSELF, WHO COULD OFFER A GREAT DEAL
OF FASCINATING INFORM ATION, COULD BE PAID SOMETHING MORE.
FROM THIS | TOOK THE IMPRESSION THAT FOR EVERY DETAIL | GAVE
ABOUT THE DAY | WATCHED TIMOTHY SHAUGH KILL MY TEACHER WITH

AN AXE, THE REIMBURSEMENT FOR MY TIME WOULD BE INCREASED.
QUESTED TOOK OFFENSE THAT | SHOULD THINK THIS. HE SAID HE ONLY
MEANT THAT IT WAS A VALUABLE STORY TO THE SHOW AND THEY
WOULD BE APPRECIATIVE OF ANY INFORMATION | MIGHT BE ABLE TO
GIVE, AND THAT WAS ALL. | TOLD QUESTED THAT | HAD NO MEMORIES

OF WHAT HAPPENED I N THAT ROOM. THEYWNDHEBBEEN OB
WAY MEMORIES OFTEN ARE FOR PEOPLE INVOLVED IN TRAGIC
ACCIDENTS. THE LAST THING | REMEMBER WAS GOING INTO THE ROOM

TO BE TAUGHT HOW TO READ THE HANDS OF A CLOCK, AND THAT WAS

IT. ON THE OTHER SIDE, | REMEMBER WAKING IN A HOSPITAL ROOM,
UNSCATHED. QUE STED WONDERED IF IT WAS POSSIBLE THAT THE
SHOW86 S STAFF CouUuLD FlILL I N THOSE DETAILS FOR
| COULD JUST CORROBORATE THAT THEY WERE TRUE. HE WASN'T QUITE
SURE HOW THIS WOULD WORK, BUT THE SHAUGH CRIMES WERE
IMPORTANT TO THE STORY, AND EYEWITN ESS DETAILS WERE ESSENTIAL.
| APOLOGIZED AND WISHED HIM GOOD LUCK ON THE STORY, AND | TOLD

HI' M | DI DN6T WANT TO BE CONTACTED AGAI N. I
HAVE OFFENDED HIS BASIC JOURNALISTIC INSTINCTS BY OFFERING
SYMPATHY THAT THEY COULD NEVER FIND OUT WHAT HAPPENED IN

ROOM 15. QUESTED TOLD ME THAT THEY WOULD INDEED FIND OUT. HE
SAID THAT IF | COULDN'T HELP THE SHOW, MAYBE LOUIS LAIRD COULD.



THEY WERE HAVING TROUBLE LOCATING HIM, BUT WITHOUT MY
TESTIMONY ON THE SHOW, THEY DIDN'T HAVE MUCH CHOICE BUT TO
BYPASS HIS LAWYER SOMEHOW AND SUBMIT AN AGGRESSIVE REQUEST
FOR HIS SIDE OF THE TALE. IT WAS AT THIS POINT THAT | OPENLY
CHALLENGED DON QUESTED. | WARNED HIM THAT HE MUST NEVER, EVER
CONTACT LOUIS LAIRD ABOUT THIS ISSUE, BECAUSE HE HAD BEEN SO
GREATLY AFFECTED BY THE EVENTS AT SEACRIST AND HE WOULD BE
GREATLY DISTURBED BY THE CALL. HE HAD EVEN GONE SO FAR AS TO
HAVE HIS NAME LEGALLY CHANGED WHEN HE WAS TWENTY -ONE. |
KNEW LOUIS. | KNEW HIS MIND BECAUSE HIS MIND WAS MINE. WE WERE
ALL THREE BROTHERS, MYSELF AND LOUIS AND PHILIP DARBY. BUT LOUIS
HAD BEEN ON THE EDGE OF SANITY FOR EIGHTEEN YEARS, JUST AS | HAD
BEEN. THEN QUESTED TOLD ME HE ALREADY HAD SOMEONE IN SEACRIST
TRYING TO FIND OUT EXACTLY WHERE LOUIS LIVED. | ASKED THIS
COCKROACH IF HE WAS AWARE THAT THERE HAD BEEN FORTY SUICIDES
SINCE SEACRIST CLOSED DOWN, WHICH MEANT THAT ALMOST TWELVE
PERCENT OF ALL THOSE CHILDREN HAD PUT GUNS IN THEIR MOUTHS OR
SWALLOWED PILLS OR DROWNED THEMSELVES. | WAS NOT GOING TO LET
QUESTED CAUSE ANOTHER ONE. AND SO | OPENLY THREATENED HIM. |
TOLD HIM IF HE CONTACTED LOUIS LAIRD, | WOULD KILL HIM. QUESTED
APOLOGIZED FOR TOUCHING UPON SUCH A SENSITIVE ISSUE , BUT THEN
CLAIMED IT WAS ALL OUT OF HIS HANDS. | HUNG UP THE PHONE. THAT
WAS ON A TUESDAY. ON FRIDAY, LOUIS TRIED TO HANG HIMSELF | N HIS
PARENTS' LIVING ROOM SEVERAL HOURS AFTER SPEAKING TO AN
ASSOCIATE PRODUCER FROM HAPPENINGS. ON SATURDAY, THE DAY
AFTER, | WAS CROSSING THE ROOM TO PLACE THE NEWSPAPER
CONTAINING THIS NEWS IN THE RECYCLING BOX AND MY LEGS WENT
OUT FROM UNDER ME. | COL LAPSED AND SLIPPED FROM
UNCONSCIOUSNESS INTO A COMA. WHEN | AWOKE, SOMETHING WAS
DIFFERENT. | REMEMBERED WHAT HAD HAPPENED TO ME EIGHTEEN
YEARS BEFORE. THE TIMING OF THE COMA WAS NO COINCIDENCE, AND



I T WASNOT A FREAK OF PHYSI OLOGY. THEMAVRVERE Kl
SURVIVED, AND I'VE MADE UP MY MIND. IF THEY'RE GOING TO PUT IT
UPON ME TO BURY THE PAST, THEN | HAVE NO CHOICE TO DO IT,
BECAUSE THIS IS NEVER GOING TO DIE, NOT EVEN WITH ME, NOT EVEN
WITH LOUIS AND PHILIP AND EVERY LAST STUDENT WHO EVER WENT TO
THAT PLACE. THE RUMORS AND THE FACTS ARE GOING TO SWIRL
TOGETHER IN MEMORY FOR ALL TIME, JUST AS THEY ALWAYS MUST
WHEN WE'RE CONFRONTED WITH SOME EVENT OR SOME TRAGEDY
BEYOND THE REALM OF ANYONE'S IMAGINATION. AND IF YOU BIRDS OF
PREY MUST KNOW IT ALL,IFT HAT6S WHAT |1 T'S GOI NG TO TAKE
THE SUICIDES, TO STOP YOU PICKING THEM OFF ONE BY ONE WITH YOUR
QUESTIONS AND YOUR INSANITY, THEN SO BE IT. YOU'VE WON. YOU
WON WHEN | FELL TO THE FLOOR AND TIMOTHY SHAUGH WAS PUT
BACK INTO MY DREAMS. WITH HIM CAME THE COLORS AND THE SOUNDS
OF ROOM 15, EVERY VIVID SECOND WHICH | PRAYED EVERY NIGHT HAD
BEEN LOST FOREVER. YOU DRAGGED IT OUT OF THAT CLOSET AND PUT IT
ALL RIGHT INTO MY HANDS. YOULL GO MAD NOT KNOWING
EVERYTHING, NOT HAVING YOUR HUNGER SATED. IT'S UNTHINKAB LETO
YOU, NOT KNOWI NG. SO I oM GOI NG TO TELL YOU AL
LETTER FOR ROURKE BILLINGS AND DON QUESTED AND FOR MY DOCTOR,
FOR MY STEPFATHER WHO CALLED ME ABNORMAL AND TOLD ME WHEN |
WAS NINETEEN TO JUST STRAIGHTEN OUT OR NEVER COME BACK TO MY
MOTHER'S HOUSE, FOR THE MANY STUDENTS AT SEACRIST WHO
SOMEHOW GOT WELL FAST AND NEVER LOOKED BACK, AND FOR ALL
THEIR PARENTS WHO REFUSED TO TELL US ANYTHING BUT WHO WILL

SIT AROUND HAPPENINGS LIKE DOGS, LAPPING UP EVERY BIT OF HORROR
THAT THEY CAN GET THEIR  MINDS ON. | LEAVE THIS FOR ANYONE SO
SICK AND DISTURBED THAT THEY WANT TO HEAR IT, ANYONE SO
MESMERIZED BY THE UNSPEAKABLE SIDESHOW ASPECT OF LIFE THAT
THEY WOULD INFLICT THEIR WILL ON HELPLESS SHEEP LIKE LOUIS LAIRD.
YOU SAVAGES WILL NEVER SEE THE ROPE B URNS AROUND HIS NECK, AND



YOU'LL NEVER SEE HIM IN THE HOSPITAL NOW, DRUGGED SO HEAVILY HE
CAN'T RECOGNIZE HIS OWN SISTER, BECAUSE THAT'S  NOT INTERESTING
TO YOU, BUT IF YOU WANT MURDER AND GORE, HERE IT IS. ARE YOU
READY? WE WERE BEING TAUGHT TO TELL TIME. A MAN APPEARED IN THE
DOORWAY, HOLDING AN AXE. OUR TEACHER, MRS. WILLETT, ASKED HIM

A QUESTION. TIMOTHY SHAUGH SAID SOMETHING BACK. THERE WAS
LAUGHTER, ACTUAL LAUGHTER, INSIDE THE ROOM. AND THEN, YOU
BASTARDS, YOU MONSTERS, HE TRIED TO KILL US ALL.



MY NAME IS ETHAN TYRELL. AT ABOUT NINE -THIRTY P.M. ON DECEMBER
22, 2005, | LEFT WORK AT THE USED BOOKSTORE | MANAGE AND DROVE TEN
MILES BACK TO THE TINY HOUSE | WAS RENTING OFF A COUNTRY ROAD.
WHEN | WENT UP TO THE FRONT DOOR, | SAW IMMEDIATELY THAT THE
KNOB HAD BEEN BROKEN AND SOMEONE HAD KICKED THE DOOR IN. |
HAD TO GO INSIDE THE HOUSE TO CALL THE POLICE BECAUSE | DIDN'T
HAVE A CELL PHONE. WHEN | GOT INSIDE, | TURNED A LIGHT ON TO SEE

IF ANYTHING HAD BEEN STOLEN. IT DIDN'T SEE M LIKE ANYTHING HAD
BEEN. THERE WAS A LITTLE BIT OF MUD ON THE CARPET AND
SOMETHING THAT LOOKED LIKE BITS OF BURNED PAPER, BUT NO OTHER
VISIBLE EVIDENCE THAT SOMEONE HAD ACTUALLY COME INSIDE AFTER
KICKING THE DOOR IN. AS | WAS WALKING ACROSS THE LIVING ROO M TO
THE PHONE, | DETECTED A FAINT SMELL THAT AT FIRST | DIDN'T
RECOGNIZE. IT WAS LIKE THE SMELL OF APPLES, MIXED WITH A VERY
SOUR OAK-LIKE ODOR THAT GOT STRONGER AS | STOOD THERE. WHEN |
REALIZED WHAT THE SMELL WAS, | BACKED AWAY FROM THE PHONE,
TURNED, AND RAN BACK OUT THE FRONT DOOR. MY HOUSE WAS
SECLUDED AT THE END OF A LONG WOODED DRIVE, AND AS | RAN
THROUGH THE DARK | WAS MORTALLY AWARE OF HOW CLOSE THE



WOODS WERE ON EITHER SIDE OF ME. | KNEW IN MY GUT THAT
SOMETHING MIGHT VERY WELL COME OUT AT ME FRO M THEM. BUT |
MADE IT ONTO THE MAIN ROAD, AND FROM THERE IT WAS A SHORT RUN

TO THE CLOSEST GAS STATION. | SETTLED MYSELF WHEN | GOT THERE
AND TRIED TO REMEMBER THE PHONE NUMBER | NEEDED, BUT IT DIDN'T
COME. DEEP IN MY WALLET | FOUND A LIST OF NAMES AND NUM BERS
AND IT TOOK ME THREE CALLS TO TRACK DOWN LINUS CLEGG. HE DIDN'T
ANSWER THE PHONE WHEN | CALLED. | LEFT A MESSAGE TELLING HIM
THE NUMBER OF THE PAY PHONE | WAS AT, AND FOR HIM TO CALL ME
IMMEDIATELY. | WAITED THERE FOR MORE THAN AN HOUR. HE FINALLY

HE CALLED ME. HE'D BEEN OUT AT A BAR. THERE WAS VERY LITTLE
RECOGNITION IN LINUS'S VOICE, BUT IT SEEMED CALCULATED. IT HAD
BEEN NINE YEARS SINCE WE'D LAST SEEN EACH OTHER BUT HE COULDN'T
HAVE POSSIBLY FORGOTTEN WHO | WAS. HE WAS LIVING IN RIVIEROS,
WHICH WAS FORTY MILES NORTH, BUT | CONVINCED HIM TO DRIVE
DOWN AND PICK ME UP. HE UNDERSTOOD FAIRLY QUICKLY THE DANGER
WE WERE NOW IN. HE HAD GOTTEN MUCH THINNER IN THE PAST
DECADE, AND ALL HIS HAIR WAS GONE, AND HE DIDN'T LOOK WELL. |
GOT INTO HIS CAR AND WE DROVE ONE MILE TO A LOCAL NURSERY
WHOSE PARKING LOT WASN'T CLOSED OFF. WE SAT THERE IN HIS CAR IN
THE DARK FOR TWO HOURS, DI SCUSSI NG WHAT
| HAD MET LINUS WHEN | WAS EIGHTEEN AND WE WERE SERVING
ALMOST IDENTICAL SENTENCES AT A JUVENILE DE TENTION CENTER.
BOTH WERE FOR THEFT. NEITHER ONE OF US WAS MUCH OF A CRIMINAL,
BUT WE BOTH HATED THE WORLD AND WANTED TO DO ANYTHING WE
COULD TO SCAR IT SOMEHOW. WHEN LINUS LEFT THE CENTER A MONTH
AFTER | GOT OUT, WE MET IN A SHOPPING MALL AND HUNG OUT FOR A
LITTLE BIT WITH NO REAL PURPOSE. AS WE WERE COMING OUT OF A
MOVIE, WE WERE APPROACHED BY A MAN WITH A LONG GRAY BEARD
WHO TOLD US HE WAS LOOKING TO HIRE A COUPLE OF PEOPLE TO DO
SOME AUDIO WORK FOR HIM, JUST HOLDING A MICROPHONE FOR A FEW

NEEDE



PROJECTS. HE AID HE WOULD PAY US TWO HUNDRED DOLLARS. OF
COURSE WE SAID YES, AND THAT WAS WHEN WE BEGAN OUR
INVOLVEMENT WITH DAVID ESPITH. THE AUDIO WORK WAS REAL, IT
WAS TAPING DAVID AT HIS HOUSE READING FOR HOURS FROM A BOOK
WRITTEN IN LATIN. HE TOLD US THE BOOK WAS ABOUT WITCHCRAFT. HE
SOLD THE TAPES BY MAIL AND CLAIMED HE EKED OUT A LIVING FROM
DOING IT. THERE WASN'T MUCH VALID POINT IN INVOLVING US FROM
THE AUDIO END OF THINGS. WHAT HE REALLY WANTED WERE TWO
YOUNG PEOPLE WHO WERE ANGRY AND DESPERATE AND GULLIBLE AN D
WHO WOULD HELP HIM WITH HIS FUTURE EXPERIMENTS. THAT WAS ME
AND LINUS. DAVID USED US FOR TWO AND A HALF YEARS. OVER THAT
TIME HE TAUGHT US A LOT ABOUT WITCHCRAFT AND GAVE US MONEY
AND MADE US SWEAR WE WOULD NEVER TELL ANYONE WHAT WE WERE
DOING. OF COURSE WE COULDN'T KEEP QUIET AND WE DID TELL SOME
OTHER PEOPLE, BUT NONE OF THEM REALLY BELIEVED US OR PAID MUCH
ATTENTION TO US. ABOUT A YEAR INTO KNOWING DAVID, HE TOLD US

TO COME OVER ONE NIGHT TO VIDEOTAPE AND AUDIOTAPE ONE OF HIS
BLACK MASSES. THERE WAS NE VER ANYONE ELSE INVOLVED IN THEM.
THIS ONE WAS MORE STRANGE THAN WE WERE READY FOR. HE TOOK US
INTO THE GARAGE AND HE SHOWED US THAT HE HAD A HUMAN
SKELETON IN THERE, LAID OUT ON HIS WORKBENCH. IT STILL HAD
CLOTHES ON IT. HE HAD DUG IT UP THE NIGHT BEFORE. IT WAS ONLY
PARTIALLY ROTTED. THERE WAS STILL A LOT OF SKIN AND HAIR ON THE
BODY. IT WAS A WOMAN. FROM THAT POINT ON, WE HELPED DAVID ROB
OLD GRAVES IN THE MIDDLE OF THE NIGHT EVERY MONTH OR SO. HE
TAUGHT US ALL THE FINER POINTS AND TECHNIQUES OF HOW TO D O IT.
WE KNEW IT WAS ABNORMAL AND AWFUL BUT WE WERE ALSO
FASCINATED BY DAVID. HE SEEMED PERFECTLY SANE BUT COULDN'T
HAVE BEEN. EVERYTHING HE DID WAS COMPLETELY UNUSUAL. AND WE
LIKED THE DANGEROUS ASPECTS OF WHAT HE ASKED US TO DO. WE
VIDEOTAPED HIM AS HE P ERFORMED STRANGE RITUALS WITH THE



SKELETONS. SOMETIMES HE CHOPPED THEM UP AND USED JUST
INDIVIDUAL PIECES OF SKELETON. HIS RITUALS WERE IN LATIN AND
ENGLISH AND FRENCH AND ANOTHER LANGUAGE | NEVER RECOGNIZED.
HE WOULDN'T TELL US MUCH ABOUT WHAT WE WERE SEE ING. SOON WE
BEGAN TO SEE THAT ALMOST ALL OF THE MONEY HE MADE FROM THE
TAPES CAME FROM THE SAME THREE PEOPLE. WE KEPT SEEING THEIR
NAMES ON THE TAPES HE SENT OUT. ALL THREE OF THEM LIVED IN
GERMANY. NEAR THE END OF THE TIME WE KNEW DAVID, HE STARTED
DRAWI NG UP PLANS TO DIG UP BODIES THAT HAD BEEN PUT INTO THE
EARTH ONLY A FEW DAYS BEFORE, IN HEAVILY TRAVELED CEMETERIES.
HE SAID THERE WOULD BE A LOT OF MONEY IN IT, BECAUSE THE RITUALS
HE WANTED TO PERFORM WERE RARE AND NO ONE DARED DO THEM BUT
HIM. SOMETIME S AFTER A RITUAL DAVID WOULD GET PHYSICALLY SICK
AND WOULDN'T BE ABLE TO GO OUT FOR DAYS. HE HAD US BRING HIM
GROCERIES THEN, AND HE WOULDN'T EVEN COME OUT OF HIS BEDROOM.
BOTH LINUS AND | EVENTUALLY MATURED ENOUGH TO REALIZE THAT
DAVID WAS SLOWLY TRYING T O SEDUCE US INTO DOING MUCH DARKER
THINGS, AND WE DECIDED WE WOULD STOP GOING TO HIS HOUSE. THAT
WAS WHEN BORI S DELL, WHO WAS LI NUSGS BEST
A MOTORCYCLE ACCIDENT. | HAD MET HIM A FEW TIMES. HE SOLD
MARIJUANA TO LIVE, BUT HE SEEMED LIKE A GOOD GUY. LINUS TOOK HIS
DEATH REALLY HARD. AFTER THAT, HE SEEMED TO FORGET THAT WE
HAD AGREED TO AVOID DAVID AND SOMETIMES HE WENT OVER THERE
ON HIS OWN, WHICH NEITHER ONE OF US HAD EVER DONE BEFORE. |
WENT LESS AND LESS, ONLY WHEN | REALLY NEEDED THE MONEY. BY
THEN WE WERE BOTH SEVENTEEN AND WE HAD BOTH MOVED OUT OF
OUR PARENTS' HOUSES. | HAD ACTUALLY BEEN KICKED OUT. I WAS
LIVING IN A GROUP HOUSE AND ALWAYS NEEDED CASH, WHAT | MADE
WAITING TABLES WAS NEVER ENOUGH, SO | COULDN'T FULLY BREAK FREE
OF DAV ID'S INFLUENCE. ONE NIGHT LINUS TOLD ME ON THE PHONE
THAT DAVID TOLD HIM IT WAS POSSIBLE TO BRING BORIS BACK TO LIFE. |

FRI



THOUGHT HE'D GONE INSANE, BUT DAVID SAID HE WOULD PROVE IT
SOON ENOUGH, AND HE WOULD DO THIS IN RETURN FOR AN AGREEMENT
FROM BOTH OF US TO HELP HIM WITH SOME VERY ADVANCED WORK
WITH HIS RITUALS. | SAID | WOULDN'T HELP. | NEVER HAD ANY MORE
CONTACT WITH DAVID. BUT A WEEK LATER LINUS CAME TO SEE ME AND
ASKED ME IF | COULD DRIVE HIM TO THE CEMETERY WHERE BORIS WAS
BURIED. HE SAID HE WAS FEEL ING BAD AND JUST WANTED TO GO OVER
TO THE GRAVE BECAUSE HE HADN'T SEEN IT, HE HADN'T GONE TO THE
FUNERAL, HE COULDN'T DEAL WITH IT. OF COURSE IT WAS A TRICK. WE
GOT THERE AT DUSK AND LINUS SAID HE NEEDED MY HELP TO DO
SOMETHING AS SOON AS IT GOT DARK. HE N EEDED TO BURY A BOOK
BEHIND BORIS'S TOMBSTONE. HE SAID HE'D GIVE ME ONE HUNDRED AND
FIFTY DOLLARS JUST TO DO THIS ONE THING. WHEN | ASKED HIM WHY
HE COULDN'T DO IT HIMSELF, HE SAID IT NEEDED TO BE DONE BY
SOMEONE WHO'D HAD NO INVOLVEMENT IN A RITUAL HE AND DAVID
HAD PERFORMED THE NIGHT BEFORE. |I SAID YES, THAT I'D DO IT,
BECAUSE | HAD BEGUN TO BECOME AFRAID OF THEM BOTH, AND | TOLD
MYSELF THAT THIS WAS THE BEST WAY | COULD EXTRICATE MYSELF
FROM THEM PERMANENTLY. | HAD DECIDED THAT | WOULD LEAVE
TOWN THE VER Y NEXT DAY AND NEVER COME BACK. UNTIL THEN I
WOULD PLAY ALONG AND NOT ROUSE ANY SUSPICION. SO BEHIND
BORIS'S HEADSTONE | BURIED A VERY OLD BOOK LINUS HAD BROUGHT
FROM DAVID'S COLLECTION. | HAD TO WAIT TILL FULL DARK TO DO IT.
THAT WAS ALL THAT WAS REQUIRED  OF ME. | WENT TO BED THAT NIGHT
WITH ALL MY THINGS PACKED. | WOKE UP BEFORE DAWN AND STARTED
TO HEAD OUT. | HAD NO REAL IDEA WHERE | WAS GOING. | STOPPED AT
THE CEMETERY. | WENT BACK TO BORIS'S HEADSTONE AND WHEN IT
SEEMED SAFE | DUG UP THE SIX INCHES OF EARTH | HAD BURIED THE
BOOK IN AND | TOOK THE THING WITH ME. | PUT IT INTO THE CAR AND |
DROVE OFF. THAT NIGHT | TRIED TO READ THE ENTIRE BOOK IN A HOTEL
ROOM. MOST OF IT WAS INDECIPHERABLE TO ME BECAUSE SO MUCH WAS



IN FRENCH AND LATIN. BUT DAVID HAD MADE SOME NOTES IN THE BACK
OF IT. THE ONE | REMEMBERED MOST VIVIDLY WAS HIS NOTE ABOUT
HOW WHEN THE DEAD ROSE, THEY CARRIED A VERY SPECIFIC SMELL
WITH THEM. THAT SMELL HAD BEEN VERY PROMINENT AROUND BORIS'S
GRAVE THE MORNING | DUG UP THE BOOK. IT WAS ALSO THER E EVEN
MORE STRONGLY WHEN | WENT INTO MY HOUSE ON THE NIGHT | CAME
BACK FROM WORK TO FIND MY HOUSE HAD BEEN BROKEN INTO. | THREW
THAT BOOK INTO A DUMPSTER BEFORE | DROVE AWAY FROM THE MOTEL.

A LI'NUS AND | SAT I N HI'S CAR I N THEOWARKI NG
DECEMBER 22, 2005 AND | TOLD HIM ABOUT THAT SMELL. THERE WAS NO
MISTAKING WHAT IT MEANT. | ASKED HIM TO LOOK ME IN THE EYE AND

TELL ME THAT HE REALLY THOUGHT IT WAS POSSIBLE THAT HE AND
DAVID HAD SOMEHOW BROUGHT BORIS BACK FROM THE DEAD. LINUS
TOLD ME POINT BLANK THAT NOT ONLY WAS IT POSSIBLE, BUT THAT
DAVID HAD MADE VIDEOTAPES YEARS BEFORE OF PEOPLE HE HAD
BROUGHT BACK. AND YES, SOMETIMES IT TOOK YEARS FOR THE PERSON
TO RETURN. THERE WAS NO TELLING WHY, OR WHEN THE PERSON
MIGHT APPEAR. BUT BORIS HAD N OT COME BACK IMMEDIATELY AFTER
THEY'D MADE THEIR ATTEMPT. THEY'D STOLEN HIS BODY FROM THE
FUNERAL HOME AND SPENT TWENTY -FOUR HOURS LOCKED INSIDE
DAVI D8 S HOUSE WI TH I T, PERFORMI NG -THRME | R R
STORAGE OF THE BODY WAS DIFFICULT AND OF COURSE SICK AND
ILLEGAL. ABOUT A MONTH LATER DAVID HAD DIED OF A HEART ATTACK

IN THE AISLE OF A CONVENIENCE STORE, JUST LIKE THAT. HE HAD NO
FAMILY AND LINUS HAD ONLY FOUND OUT ABOUT IT AFTER GOING OVER

HIS HOUSE A FEW TIMES AND NOT GETTING ANY ANSWER TO HIS
KNOCKING. A NEIGHBOR HAD TO TELL HIM WHAT HAPPENED. THERE
WAS A VERY SHORT ARTICLE IN THE NEWSPAPER ABOUT WHAT SORTS OF
THINGS THE POLICE HAD FOUND IN THE HOUSE. BORIS'S BODY WAS NOT
MENTIONED. LINUS DESCRIBED TO ME IN A LOT OF DETAIL WHAT HE HAD
SEEN ON THE VIDEOT APES DAVID HAD SHOWN HIM. LINUS TOLD ME



THAT WHEN HE WAS SEVENTEEN, HE THOUGHT THEY WERE REAL, AND

HE STILL DID. NOW HE WANTED TO SEE THE PHYSICAL EVIDENCE OF
BORIS'S RETURN AT MY HOUSE. WE DROVE THERE. WHEN WE GOT NEAR
THE HOUSE, HE SAID | SHOULD STAY IN  THE CAR AND LOCK THE DOORS. |
DI DN6 T ASK HI M WHY. WE WERE QUI ET AS | TOOK 1
DRIVE BETWEEN THE TREES ON MY PROPERTY. A BRANCH THAT WAS
HANGI NG TOO LOW THUMPED AGAI NST THE PASSE
WINDOW AND LINUS JERKED AS IF HE HAD BEEN SHOT. HE TOLD ME TO
PUT MY HIGH BEAMS ON SO HE COULD SEE MORE. HE LOOKED ALL
AROUND BEFORE HE GOT OUT OF THE CAR. HE SEEMED TO BE CHECKING
THE SHADOWS FOR ANY SHAPE THAT MIGHT POSSIBLY BE SOMETHING
TO BE FEARED. HE WENT UP TO THE DOOR AND ENTERED THE HOUSE. |
KEPT THE ENGINE RUNNING AND TURNED THE RADIO ON AND CLOSED
MY EYES. I DI DN6T LI KE THE WAY THE HEADLI GHTS
TREES IN THE DISTANCE, WHICH LET ME SEE JUST A FEW FEET INTO THE
WOODS AND NO MORE. IT MADE THEM SEEM MORE THREATENING. JUST A
MINUTE LATE R LINUS CAME OUT AGAIN AND GOT BACK IN THE CAR AND
TOLD ME TO DRIVE US TO THE NEAREST MOTEL. HE SAID IT WAS BEST IF
WE SPENT THE NIGHT SOMEPLACE OTHER THAN OUR HOUSES. | WAS
ANGRY BUT | COMPLIED WHEN HE TOLD ME HE HAD MORE TO EXPLAIN.

ON THE WAY TO THE MOT EL HE TOLD ME THAT AFTER DAVID HAD DIED,
HE'D DONE HIS OWN RESEARCH INTO THE RESURRECTION METHODS
DAVID HAD USED. HE CLAIMED THAT WAS THE LAST ASSOCIATION HE
EVER HAD WITH WITCHCRAFT. IT TOOK HIM TWO YEARS TO FIND OUT
HOW DANGEROUS THE RESURRECTION RITES T RULY WERE IF THE
SLIGHTEST THING WENT WRONG. WHAT CAME BACK WHEN SOMEONE
WAS BROUGHT BACK TO LIFE COULD BE SOMETHING TRULY HIDEOUS TO
BEHOLD. IT COULD BE A THING WITH ABSOLUTELY NO INTELLIGENCE
THAT COULD NOT COMMUNICATE BUT ONLY BREATHE AND EXIST,
SOMETHI NG IRREDEEMABLE. LINUS SAID THAT IF ANYTHING REALLY HAD
GONE WRONG WITH BORIS'S RESURRECTION, THERE WAS A CHANCE



THAT WHAT CAME BACK COULD HARM US BOTH. THE FACT THAT IT HAD
GONE SEARCHING FOR ME, AND SOMEHOW KNEW WHERE | LIVED NOW,
WAS A TERRIBLE OMEN. LI NUS HADN'T BEEN BACK TO HIS OWN HOUSE
YET, AND WOULDN'T GO BACK UNTI L DAYLI GHT.
IN THE MOTEL ROOM WHILE LINUS STAYED UP IN A CHAIR AND SMOKED
AND LOOKED OUT THE WINDOW ONTO THE PARKING LOT. | COULD
BARELY SLEEP. | WAS INCREDIBLY A NGRY THAT | HAD SPENT SO MANY
YEARS TRYING TO GET MY LIFE BACK ON TRACK ONLY TO HAVE IT
INTERRUPTED BY SOMETHING FROM THE PAST | WANTED TO FORGET SO
BADLY. LINUS WOKE ME AT FOUR IN THE MORNING. HE HAD MADE A
DECISION. HE WANTED TO LEAVE TOWN FOR A WHILE. HE JUST NEEDED
TO GET A COUPLE OF THINGS FROM HIS HOUSE. HE ASKED ME IF | WOULD
GO THERE WITH HIM FIRST BEFORE HE DROVE ME BACK HOME. SO ONCE
AGAIN, | FOUND MYSELF ASKED TO DO A FINAL FAVOR FOR HIM BEFORE
WE WENT OUR SEPARATE WAYS. THIS TIME | SAID NO, BUT | REVERSED
MYSELF WHEN | SAW HOW TRUTHFUL HE WAS BEING WHEN HE SAID IT
WAS MUCH SAFER IF WE WERE TOGETHER WHEN WE WENT TO HIS
HOUSE. HE WAS FRIGHTENED FOR HIS LIFE. WE DROVE THERE AND DIDN'T
SAY A WORD. HE LIVED IN A CHEAP MODULAR HOME SURROUNDED BY A
DOZEN OTHERS. IT WAS IN A STATE OF TOTAL DISREPAIR. THE SKY WAS
BEGINNING TO LIGHTEN WHEN WE PULLED UP BEFORE IT. LINUS DIDN'T
GET OUT OF THE CAR RIGHT AWAY. | ASKED HIM WHAT WAS WRONG. HE
TOLD ME HE HAD LIED TO ME. HE CONFESSED THAT IT WASN'T BORIS
WHO HAD C OME BACK FROM THE DEAD AND ENTERED MY HOUSE. BORIS
WAS NEVER GOING TO RETURN. THEY'D HAD TO BURY HIS CORPSE AT A
STATE PARK WHEN THEY REALIZED BACK THEN THAT THEY'D BOTCHED

HIS RESURRECTION BADLY. DAVID WAS INCAPABLE OF UNDERSTANDING
WHAT MADE ONE TRULY WO RK. THE VIDEOTAPES HE OWNED OF OTHER
RESURRECTED HUMANS HAD ALL BEEN MADE BY ONE OF HIS CONTACTS

IN GERMANY. THE MAN WHO HAD ACTUALLY COME BACK FROM THE
DEAD WAS DAVID. HE HADN'T DIED OF A HEART ATTACK A DECADE AGO.



THAT STORY HAD BEEN INVENTED BY LINUS, W HO HAD CONTINUED HIS
ASSOCIATION WITH HIM ALL ALONG. THEY HAD BEEN WORKING
TOGETHER ALL THIS TIME, FAR MORE INTENSELY THAN | COULD
IMAGINE. | ASKED LINUS WHEN EXACTLY DAVID HAD REALLY DIED, AND
WHY LINUS HAD CHOSEN TO TRY TO BRING HIM BACK. HE SAID IT
HADN 'T BEEN HIS IDEA AT ALL. DAVID MUST HAVE ARRANGED IT WITH
SOMEONE ELSE, MAYBE ONE OF THE GERMANS. HE HAD DIED JUST TWO
NIGHTS AGO. LINUS KNEW THIS BECAUSE HE WAS THE ONE WHO HAD
KILLED HIM. HE HAD LACED A GLASS OF VODKA WITH POISON AND HE'D
WATCHED DAVID D IE. AFTER THAT, HE'D SET FIRE TO HIS HOUSE TO
DESTROY THE BODY AND ANY SIGNS THAT HE HAD EVER BEEN THERE. HE
DIDN'T TELL ME WHY HE HAD KILLED DAVID OTHER THAN TO SAY THAT
THE MAN HAD GOTTEN TOO DANGEROUS TO COMPLETELY INNOCENT
PEOPLE. | STARTED TO FIGURE O UT MORE WHEN WE WENT INTO LINUS'S
HOUSE. INSIDE IT LOOKED LIKE A MUSEUM OF WITCHCRAFT. THERE WAS
VIRTUALLY NO ACTUAL LIVING SPACE LEFT. IT HAD ALL BEEN TAKEN
OVER BY BOOKS, PROPS, VIDEOTAPES, AUDIOTAPES, ALL THINGS HAVING
TO DO WITH THE STRAIN OF WITCHCRAF T THEY HAD BEEN PRACTICING
FOR A DECADE. | DIDN'T RECOGNIZE ANY OF THE STUFF. IT ALL SEEMED
FAR MORE ADVANCED THAN ANYTHING | HAD ENCOUNTERED WHEN
WORKING FOR DAVID. IF ANYONE BUT ME STEPPED INSIDE THE HOUSE,
THEIR FIRST THOUGHT WOULD HAVE PROBABLY BEEN TO CALL THE
POLICE. | COULD IMAGINE THAT IF LINUS AND DAVID HAD GOTTEN
DEEPER AND DEEPER INTO THAT WORLD, AT SOME POINT A SERIOUS
CONFLICT MIGHT HAVE ARISEN. MAYBE IT HAD BECOME A FATAL ONE.
JUDGING BY HOW BADLY LINUS HAD AGED IN THE PAST NINE YEARS, HE
MUST HAVE GOTTEN TRAPPED IN VICIOUS MENTAL STRESS AND BEEN
UNABLE TO GET OUT OF IT. HIS LIFE HAD BEEN DOOMED ALMOST FROM
THE BEGINNING. SO NOW LINUS WAS A KILLER, BUT | FOLLOWED HIM
INTO HIS HOUSE BECAUSE HE SEEMED SO LOST AND SO SCARED. NEITHER
ONE OF US SMELLED ANYTHING OUT OF THE ORDINARY, AND THERE



WERE NO SIGNS OF A BREAK -IN. THE FIRST THING LINUS DID WAS TAKE A
HANDGUN FROM HIS DESK DRAWER. THEN HE WENT INTO HIS BEDROOM
AND PUT SOME THINGS IN A BAG AND SAID WE SHOULD GO RIGHT
AWAY. WE STARTED TO GO BACK O UT TO HIS CAR. | WAS WALKING
AHEAD OF LINUS AS HE LOCKED HIS HOUSE. | SAW THAT HIS HANDS
WERE SHAKING. | STOOD AT THE PASSENGER'S SIDE DOOR AND WAITED
FOR HIM. THE NEIGHBORHOOD WAS TOTALLY QUIET. THE SUN WAS
BEGINNING TO RISE OVER THE MOUNTAINS IN THE DIST ANCE BUT IT
WAS STILL DARK IN THE DRIVEWAY. AS SOON AS | GOT TO THE CAR, |
DETECTED A FAINT SMELL OF APPLES AND OAK. THE TERROR THAT
SURGED THROUGH MY BODY WAS SO STRONG AND SO POWERFUL THAT
IT FELT LIKE AN ELECTROCUTION. | HEARD FOOTSTEPS COMING FROM MY
RIGHT. WHEN | LOOKED IN THAT DIRECTION, | SAW A SHAPE STANDING

IN THE TINY AREA OF DYING GRASS THAT WAS LINUS'S LAWN. AS SOON
AS MY EYES FOCUSED ON THE SHAPE AND | REGISTERED WHAT | WAS
LOOKING AT, IT MADE A SUDDEN MOVEMENT TOWARD LINUS. IT
SHAMBLED QUICKLY AND JERKILY IN HIS DIRECTION. IT WAS ONLY TEN
STEPS AWAY OR SO AND BY THE TIME | SHOUTED OUT TO LINUS IT WAS
TOO LATE. HE STARED AT THE THING AND ALMOST SEEMED TO LET IT
COME. THE SHAPE CRASHED INTO HIM AND THE FRONT DOOR SWUNG
INWARDS AND THEY DISAPPEARE D INTO THE SHADOWS. MY NERVE
FAILED ME THEN. BY INSTINCT | WRENCHED THE CAR DOOR OPEN AND
GOT IN. | HEARD A GRUNTING SOUND FROM THE DOORWAY AND A
MUFFLED SCREAM. | SLID OVER TO THE DRIVER'S SIDE AND SAW THAT
THERE WERE NO KEYS. LINUS HAD THEM. JUST BEFORE | GOT OUT OF THE
CAR AGAIN AND BEGAN TO RUN AWAY, | TURNED ON THE HEADLIGHTS.
THEY THREW LIGHT AT THE FRONT DOOR AND INTO THE HOUSE. | HAD
TO SEE WHAT WAS THERE, JUST FOR A SPLIT SECOND. IN THAT SECOND |
SAW DAVID ESPITH'S CORPSE RAISING ONE HAND INTO THE AIR AGAIN
AND AGAIN AND SLASHING AT LINUS'S BODY BENEATH HIM. DAVID'S
SKIN WAS BLACKENED AND IN MANY PLACES IT WAS SIMPLY GONE. HIS



LEGS WERE ALMOST ENTIRELY BONE AND THE BOTTOM HALF OF HIS
SPINAL CORD WAS VISIBLE. HE HAD BEEN OBESE IN LIFE BUT THE FIRE
TH AT LINUS HAD SET TO DESTROY THE EVIDENCE OF THE POISONING
HAD REDUCED HIM TO NOTHING MORE THAN A FREAKISH STICK FIGURE.
SOME OF HIS CLOTHING HAD BEEN PERMANENTLY CHARRED ONTO HIS
BONES. BUT THE THING THAT USED TO BE DAVID WAS IN CONSTANT
VIOLENT MOTION, AS IF HE DIDN'T UNDERSTAND THAT HE WASN'T

ALI VE ANYMORE. LI NUS'"S SCREAMS WERE SI LENT.

THERE, AND | HAVE NEVER FOUND OUT WHAT THE POLICE AND THE
NEIGHBORS DISCOVERED. | HAD A CAB PICK ME UP FROM A NEARBY
MCDONALD'S AND TAKE ME NORTH, AND AFTER THAT NO ONE EVER
CAME TO ASK ME ANY QUESTIONS. | REFUSE TO LOOK AT THE
NEWSPAPERS OR WATCH THE NEWS ON T.V. WHATEVER WAS FOUND, |
THINK THAT IN ANOTHER THREE OR FOUR MONTHS ALL MENTION OF IT
WILL BE ALMOST IMPOSSIBLE TO FIND OR EVEN STUMBLE ACROSS
ACCIDENTALLY. | WILL PROBABLY BE SEEING THE DETAILS OF DAVID'S
BURNED FACE IN MY SLEEP FOR THE REST OF MY LIFE. EVEN IN THE DARK |
COULD SEE ON THE LAWN THAT HIS EYES WERE COMPLETELY GONE AND
THERE WAS ALMOST NO FLESH ON HIS SKULL. BUT | SWEAR HE STILL HAD

A TONGUE, AND IT WAS MOVING INSIDE HIS MOUTH WHEN | RAN FOR

THE CAR. HE COULD HAVE COME FOR ME, AND HE COULD STILL. WHAT
HAUNTS ME MOST SOMEHOW IS THE MEMORY OF HOW THE SMELL OF HIS
RESURRECTION HAD SEEMED TO GET STRONGER AS | STOOD INSIDE MY
HOUSE CHECKIN G FOR SIGNS OF BURGLARY A FEW HOURS BEFORE HE
SLAUGHTERED LINUS. | THINK DAVID WAS THERE WHEN | WAS. OR
MAYBE IT WAS JUST FEAR AND MY IMAGINATION WORKING TO MAKE ME
THINK THAT. | STILL WORK AT THE SAME JOB BUT I'VE BEEN COMMUTING

TO IT FROM FIFTY MILES AWA Y . "M LI VING OUT OF MY
BEEN BACK TO MY HOUSE. I'VE TOLD MY CO -WORKERS THAT THERE'S A
PROBLEM WITH THE LEASE. ONE OF THEM IS NICE ENOUGH TO PICK UP
MY MAIL ONCE IN A WHILE. AT SOME POINT MAYBE ILL BE BRAVE

CAR.



ENOUGH TO GO BACK THERE. BUT | DON 'T KNOW WHEN IT WILL BE. |
JUST DON'T KNOW.



MY NAME IS GEOFFREY STAVROS. IN APRIL OF 2005, WHILE DOING
RESEARCH WORK ON MY MASTEROGOS THESI S, I MADE
THE LIBRARY OF CONGRESS TO EXAMINE A 218 -PAGE VOLU ME PRINTED IN
1931 ENTITLED, SIMPLY, OBSERVATIONS OF THE PRACTICES OF THE LIGHT
HERDERS.THE TEXT WAS WRITTEN BY A MAN NAMED LUKAS DEMETRIOS
AFTER TWO YEARS SPENT LIVING ON A COMMUNE ON THE NORTHERN

TIP OF GEORGETOWN IN WHAT IS NOW DUMBARTON OAKS PARK, JUS T
SOUTH OF THE U.S. NAVAL OBSERVATORY IN WASHINGTON, DC.
DEMETRIOS'S ACCOUNT IS THE ONLY EXTENSIVE ONE DESCRIBING THE
RELIGIOUS CULT KNOWN AS THE LIGHT HERDERS EVER RECORDED. |
WANTED TO USE HIS TEXT TO ILLUMINATE MY THESIS ON THE
WITCHCRAFT OF PRIMAL CUL TURES. | FOUND OUT ABOUT THE BOOK
THROUGH READING OBSCURE SCHOLARLY ARTICLES ABOUT ITS ORIGINS.

| WAS SURPRISED TO FIND OUT THAT A COPY OF OBSERVATIONS OF THE
PRACTICES OF THE LIGHT HERDERS EXISTED AT THE LIBRARY OF
CONGRESS. THE BOOK THAT WAS BROUGHT OUT  FOR MY INSPECTION
WAS TATTERED AND POORLY PRINTED, AND WRITTEN IN GREEK. WHAT |
WAS REALLY LOOKING FOR WAS A PAGE OF TELLTALE SYMBOLS THAT
SOME BELIEVED MARKED THE BEGINNING OF A NINETEEN PAGE
DESCRIPTION OF RITUALS THAT NO ONE OUTSIDE THE LEADERS OF THE
LIGHT HERDERS, AND A PRIMITIVE AFRICAN TRIBE CALLED THE GY



CHULTHU, KNEW EXISTED. | WAS FRUSTRATED TO FIND THAT THESE
PAGES WERE NOT THERE IN OBSERVATIONS. THE BOOK WAS
MYSTERIOUSLY INTERRUPTED AT PAGE 188 iIN THE MIDDLE OF A
SENTENCE. MANY PAGES HAD VISIBLY BEEN TORN OUT. WHEN | ASKED
ABOUT THEM, I WAS TOLD THAT THE PAGES MIGHT HAVE BEEN
REMOVED BEFORE THE BOOK WAS DONATED TO THE LIBRARY OF
CONGRESS IN 1960. NO OTHER COPY EXISTED, OR SO THEY CLAIMED. SO |
WAS DEPRIVED OF READING THE ONLY WORKING HUMAN
RESURRECTION RITES KNOWN TO MAN. A THE LIGHT HERDERS
NUMBERED ONLY ABOUT EIGHTY OR NINETY WHEN THEY CAME TO
AMERICA FROM GREECE AROUND 1917 CHASED OUT, SOME BELIEVE,
EJECTED FROM THE COUNTRY ENTIRELY UNDER PRESSURE FROM
ORTHODOX RELIGIOUS LEADERS. THERE IS L ITTLE EVIDENCE THAT TELLS
US EXACTLY WHY THEY CAME TO THE STATES, THOUGH THE LIGHT
HERDERS WERE OFTEN SPOKEN OF IN GREECE AT THAT TIME WITH
SEEMINGLY IRRATIONAL FEAR. THEY WERE LED BY A MAN NAMED KELOF
KATCHEVES, WHO SET DOWN AND ORGANIZED THEIR BELIEFS IN A BOOK
CALLED THE SONGS OF INTERIOR MAN. THEY WERE PAGANS WHO SEEMED
TO WISH NOTHING MORE THAN TO LIVE OFF WHAT THE EARTH
PROVIDED WHILE KEEPING THEIR BELIEFS UTTERLY PRIVATE. THE LIGHT
HERDERS NEVER MIXED WITH OTHER PEOPLE IN THE WASHINGTON
AREA. THEY HA D THEIR OWN SCHOOL AND OWN MEDICAL CARE SET UP
ON THEIR LAND. THEY EMPHASIZED A LIFE OF SLOWNESS AND QUIET IN
DEFERENCE TO THE PAGAN GODS THEY BELIEVED IN, ENGAGING IN
GROUP TRANCES AND MEDITATION ON A DAILY BASIS. THEY LIVED
MONASTICALLY AND  SECRETIVELY. SOME OF THE RITUALS THEY
CARRIED OUT, ACCORDING TO DEMETRIOS'S OBSERVATIONS, PURPORTED
TO PHYSICALLY MOVE THE MOON ACROSS THE SKY FOR PURPOSES OF
CHANGING THE WEATHER, AND THE LIGHT HERDERS WERE KNOWN TO
SLAUGHTER DOGS AND SHEEP NOT FOR SACRIFICE BUT TO E XPIATE THE
SINS OF THE LIGHT HERDERS THEMSELVES. TO WITNESS THE PAIN OF AN



INNOCENT ANIMAL WAS CONSIDERED SO HORRIBLE AS TO BE A
CLEANSING ACT. THEY EVEN RAISED SOME ANIMALS SPECIFICALLY FOR
THESE ACTS. AND THE MURDER OF ANOTHER HUMAN BEING WAS
CONSIDERED A CRIME SO AWFUL THAT THE SOUL OF THE VICTIM ITSELF
WAS BELIEVED TO BE TAINTED WITH THE EVIL IT HAD SUFFERED.
DEMETRIOS'S MEMOIRS PROVIDE AN ILLUMINATING GLIMPSE INTO THE
TWELVE YEAR HISTORY OF THE LIGHT HERDERS IN WASHINGTON. ONLY
TOWARD THE END OF THE NI NETEEN TWENTIES DID THEIR STRANGE
SOCIETY BEGIN TO FRACTURE. IT BEGAN WHEN KELOF KATCHEVES
ANNOUNCED TO HIS DISCIPLES THAT HE HAD SINNED AGAINST THEM BY
SECRETLY CARRYING OUT FORBIDDEN RITUALS IN AN ATTEMPT TO
RESTORE HIS SIGHT, WHICH WAS BEING ROBBED FROM HIM BY
GLAUCOMA. THESE RITUALS WERE KNOWN ONLY TO HIM AND
QUALIFIED MORE AS OUTRIGHT WITCHCRAFT THAN PAGANISM.
KATCHEVES'S TRAVELS IN ZAIRE AROUND THE TURN OF THE CENTURY
HAD BROUGHT HIM INTO CONTACT WITH THE SMALL BUT DANGEROUS

GY CHULTHU FOREST TRIBE, K NOWN FOR THEIR POWERFUL SORCERY,
AND HE HAD ADAPTED SOME OF THEIR RITUALS FOR USE IN LIGHT
HERDER CEREMONIES. BUT THIS TIME, HE REVEALED, HE HAD GONE TOO
FAR, AND HE HAD FAILED, AND FOR THIS HE NEEDED TO PUNISH HIMSELF
TO AVOID A GRUESOME DEATH AT THE HAND OF THE GY CHULTHU
MAGIC. OVER THE COURSE OF THE NEXT YEAR, KATCHEVES STARVED
HIMSELF TO THE POINT WHERE HIS ONCE ROBUST FRAME WAS LITTLE
MORE THAN A BAG OF BONES. HE WANDERED AMONG HIS COMMUNITY A
VIRTUAL STICK FIGURE, LOSING MORE AND MORE OF HIS SIGHT EA CH
DAY, SPEAKING FEW WORDS TO ANYONE. THEN CAME THE EVENT THAT
ALL BUT DESTROYED THE LIGHT HERDERS. ONE OF THEIR MORE
TROUBLED LABORERS (DEMETRIOS'S DESCRIPTIONS OF THIS MAN MADE IT
OBVIOUS THAT THE LABORER WAS DEEPLY MENTALLY ILL) STRANGLED
AN EIGHT YEAR OLD LIGHT HERDER GIRL AS SHE SLEPT. CONDEMNED BY
THE SOCIETY AS A MURDERER, HE WAS ENCAGED. KELOF KATCHEVES



ORDERED THE LITTLE GIRL BURIED, BUT THE VERY NEXT DAY HE
CONFIDED IN THOSE CLOSEST TO HIM THAT HER SOUL WAS DAMNED
FOREVER UNLESS SHE COULD BE CLEAN SED OF THE MURDER. SHE NEEDED
TO BE BROUGHT BACK TO LIFE SOLELY IN ORDER TO BE MORE
MERCIFULLY LAID TO REST AND THUS SLEEP PEACEFULLY WITH THE
GODS. THIS WOULD BE ACCOMPLISHED USING THE RITUALS OF THE GY
CHULTHU, WHICH HE HAD TRANSCRIBED CAREFULLY TWO DECA DES
BEFORE AND WHICH HE DESCRIBED TO THE OTHER LIGHT HERDERS IN A
MEETING OF THE SOCIETY. THIS IS PRECISELY WHERE DEMETRIOS'S BOOK
IS INTERRUPTED, ON PAGE 188, WITH THE TEXT OF THE LIBRARY OF
CONGRESS COPY RESUMING ON PAGE 207. THE CONTENTS OF THE
MISSING PAGES ARE NOT FULLY KNOWN, BUT OVER THE COURSE OF
SEVERAL MONTHS | WAS ABLE TO PIECE TOGETHER RUMORS AND MYTH
TO FIND OUT WHAT DEMETRIOS APPARENTLY WROTE OF THE EVENTS
WHICH TOOK PLACE AFTER THE DECISION WAS MADE TO BRING THE
DEAD GIRL BACK TO LIFE. FIRST, THE GIRL'S BODY WAS DISINTERRED AND
PRESERVED CAREFULLY USING THE GY CHULTHU'S SECRET METHODS OF
EMBALMMENT. THEN, ACCORDING TO DEMETRIOS'S MEMOIRS, THERE
COMMENCED TEN DAYS OF UTTER SILENCE AMONG THE LIGHT HERDERS.
EVEN THEIR DAILY WORK WAS CARRIED OUT W ITH A MINIMUM OF
MOVEMENT SO AS TO MAKE VIRTUALLY NO SOUND. NO WORDS WERE
SPOKEN, EVER. THE MENTALLY ILL LABORER, STILL ENCAGED, ALSO SAID
NOTHING, ASKED FOR NOTHING. WHEN NIGHT FELL, EVERYONE IN THE
TRIBE, YOUNG AND OLD, BROUGHT STICKS TO A CENTRAL CLEARI NG AND
BEGAN TO LAY THEM DOWN TO FORM A SCULPTURE ALMOST FIFTY
YARDS LONG. THIS PROCEDURE WENT ON FOR THE FULL TEN DAYS,
UNTIL A GIANT SERPENT -LIKE CREATURE OF WOOD, LEAVES, AND STONE
HAD BEEN CREATED, COMPLETE WITH CRUDE EYEHOLES AND A POINTED
TAIL. A HOL E WAS LEFT IN THE CENTER OF IT. THEN CAME THE MOST
GRUESOME PART OF THE RESURRECTION RITUAL. ON DAY ELEVEN, THE
CAGE WHICH HELD THE MURDERER WAS REMOVED. HE STOOD FREE IN



THE CENTER OF A HUMAN CIRCLE WHILE KELOF KATCHEVES RECITED
ALMOST AN HOUR'S WORTH OF AFRICAN TEXT FROM MEMORY. TWENTY
TO THIRTY MEMBERS OF THE TRIBE THEN COMMENCED A SOFT
REPETITIVE CHANT WHICH WAS REPEATED FOR A MIND -NUMBING TWO
HOURS. DEMETRIOS THEN DESCRIBES A SUDDEN END TO THE CHANTING,
AT WHICH POINT A WOMAN STEPPED FORWARD QUICKLY F ROM THE
CIRCLE AND CRUSHED THE MURDERER'S HEAD WITH FOUR BLOWS FROM
A HEAVY STONE. IN THE STUNNED QUIET THAT FOLLOWED THE MAN'S
UTTERLY PASSIVE COLLAPSE INTO DEATH, A DOZEN OR SO OF THE LIGHT
HERDERS SAVAGELY TORE THE FLESH OFF HIS HEAD WITH THEIR BARE
HAN DS. DEMETRIOS'S MEMOIRS DID NOT CONVEY ANY SHOCK AT THIS,
LEADING SOME SCHOLARS TO BELIEVE THAT THE LIGHT HERDERS WERE
INDEED CAPABLE OF THINGS THAT HAD SHOCKED OUTSIDERS IN GREECE
TO THE POINT WHERE THEY WERE RUN FROM THAT LAND ENTIRELY. THE
MAN'S SKULL W AS THEN SEVERED FROM HIS NECK AND CLEANED WITH
BOILING WATER, AFTER WHICH IT WAS CRUSHED INTO A FINE POWDER.
THE BODY OF THE LITTLE GIRL WHO HAD BEEN KILLED WAS THEN
BROUGHT OUT FROM A PRIMITIVE SHELTER IN WHICH SHE HAD LAIN.
EVEN WITH THE GY CHULTHU'S PRE SERVATION METHODS, THERE HAD
BEEN SOME NOTICEABLE DECAY. WHILE SOMEONE PROPPED THE DEAD
GIRL'S MOUTH OPEN, SOMEONE ELSE POURED THE DUST THAT WAS ONCE
HER KILLER'S SKULL INTO HER MOUTH, FILLING IT UNTIL IT SPILLED OVER
ONTO HER CHEEKS. AFTER THIS, BOTH THE GIRL AND THE REMAINS OF
HER KILLER WERE CARRIED A QUARTER MILE INTO THE CLEARING WHICH
HELD THE GIANT WOOD AND STONE SNAKE CREATURE. THE BODIES
WERE STRAPPED TOGETHER TIGHTLY. DEMETRIOS ACTUALLY RECALLED
THE SIGHT OF THE GIRL'S HEAD BENT OVER AND RESTING O N THE STUMP
OF HER KILLER'S GAPING NECK. THEY WERE THEN LOWERED INTO THE
HOLE THAT HAD BEEN LEFT IN THE CENTER OF THE MACABRE
SCULPTURE. THE LIGHT HERDERS LEFT AND RETURNED LATE THAT
NIGHT. A GIANT BONFIRE WAS BUILT. AFTER MUCH PRAYER AND



RECITATION, THE L IGHT HERDERS SAT SILENTLY, NO ONE SLEEPING
UNTIL THE FIRST LIGHT OF DAWN CRACKED THE WASHINGTON SKY ON
OCTOBER 26, 1929, TWO DAYS AFTER THE STOCK MARKET CRASH WHICH
USHERED IN THE GREAT DEPRESSION. ALL OVER WASHINGTON, PEOPLE
WERE IN A PANIC, BUT THE LIGHT HERDERS KNEW NOTHING OF THIS.
THEIR ATTENTION WAS FOCUSED UTTERLY ON THAT MASSIVE
SCULPTURE BEFORE THEM. THERE WAS A RUSTLING SOUND FROM
WITHIN THE SCULPTURE AS THE SUN ROSE. BRANCHES AND LEAVES
WERE DISTURBED, FELL AWAY. AND THEN A HEAD APPEARED RISING
FROM THE HOLE. DEMETRIOS SAW THAT IT WAS THE LITTLE MURDERED
GIRL. THERE COULD BE NO MISTAKE. HER MOUTH WAS OPENING AND
CLOSING, AND SOME OF THE ROPE WHICH HAD FASTENED HER TO THE
DEAD MAN WAS STILL AROUND HER NECK. SHE WAS ALSO CLEARLY NOT
LIVING, BUT RATH ER A CORPSE THAT HAD COME TO LIFE. THE BONFIRE
MADE HER EYES, LIFELESS FOR TWO WEEKS BY THEN, SHINE. BEFORE THE
CHILD COULD EVEN EMERGE FULLY FROM THE HOLE, TWO LIGHT
HERDERS ADVANCED ON HER. THEY SIMULTANEOUSLY DROVE SPEARS
THROUGH HER CHEST. THE CORPSE F ELL BACKWARDS. THE MEN WAITED
A FEW MINUTES, THEN PUSHED THE CORPSE INTO THE HOLE ONCE MORE,
COVERING IT WITH STICKS AND BRANCHES. AFTER THAT, THE LIGHT
HERDERS LEFT THE CLEARING. THEY DID NOT TEAR DOWN THE SNAKE
SCULPTURE FOR FOUR MONTHS. BY THEN, THERE W AS VIRTUALLY
NOTHING LEFT OF THE GIRL OR HER KILLER THEN BUT BONES AND DUST.
THESE WERE BURIED QUIETLY, AND THE SOCIETY RESUMED THEIR LIVES.
A OBVIOUSLY THE MISSING PAGES FROM THE LIBRARY OF CONGRESS'S
COPY OF OBSERVATIONS OF THE PRACTICES OF THE LIGHT HERDERS
CONTAINED DETAILS OF THE DISTURBING RITUAL. DEMETRIOS'S
ACCOUNT OF THE END OF THE LIGHT HERDERS IS STILL IN THE BOOK; HE
TELLS OF MANY PEOPLE LEAVING THE CULT AND THEN THE COMPLETE
DISAPPEARANCE ONE DAY OF KELOF KATCHEVES, WHO HAD BECOME SO
WEAK W ITH STARVATION THAT HE COULD BARELY WALK. HE LEFT A



LONG LETTER WRITTEN INSIDE HIS COPY OF THE = SONGS OF INTERIOR MAN
TELLING HIS DISCIPLES THAT THE TIME HAD COME FOR HIM TO LEAVE
AND NEVER RETURN. AND THEN HE SIMPLY VANISHED FOREVER. A THE
ANSWER TO TH E QUESTION OF JUST WHERE THOSE MISSING PAGES OF
OBSERVATIONS DISAPPEARED TO COULD LIE IN AN INCIDENT |
UNCOVERED THROUGH MY RESEARCH. IN LATE AUGUST OF 1991, DECADES
AFTER THE DEMISE OF THE LIGHT HERDERS, THE POLICE MADE A CALL AT
A LARGE ROW HOUSE ON 18TH STREET IN ADAMS MORGAN. DANIEL AND
MARY WORRELL, BOTH PROFESSORS AT GEORGE MASON UNIVERSITY,
HAD BEEN REPORTED MISSING BY THE COLLEGE, NEVER HAVING SHOWN
UP FOR THE BEGINNING OF THE FALL SESSION. INSIDE THE HOUSE, THE
POLICE IMMEDIATELY FOUND EVIDENCE OF A STRUGGLE AND FOUL PLAY,
CAPPED OFF BY THE DISCOVERY OF A NOTE WRITTEN AND SIGNED BY
WORRELL'S STEPSON. THE NOTE SAID 'l HAVE KILLED HIM BECAUSE MY
MOTHER DESERVES TO LIVE MORE THAN HE DOES. | AM VERY SORRY.' THE
POLICE BEGAN TO LOOK FOR TWENTY -SIX YEAR OLD BRIAN ROTH
IMMEDIATELY, BUT IT TOOK ALMOST SEVEN DAYS TO FIND HIM. HE HAD
LOCKED HIMSELF INSIDE AN EMPTY EQUIPMENT SHED ON THE GROUNDS
OF THE EAST POTOMAC GOLF COURSE A FEW MILES AWAY AND HAD
OBVIOUSLY BEEN LIVING OUT OF IT DURING HIS TIME OF HIDING. AL L
THE MURDER EVIDENCE THE POLICE NEEDED WAS THERE. THE DNA OF
DANIEL AND MARY WORRELL WAS RECOVERED, BUT BRIAN ROTH SWORE
HE HAD NOT KILLED HIS MOTHER. INSTEAD, HE CLAIMED SHE HAD TAKEN

AN OVERDOSE OF SLEEPING PILLS OUT OF MISERY, AND HE HAD
DISCOVERED HER BODY ON AUGUST 19. HE CONFESSED TO KILLING HIS
STEPFATHER THAT SAME AFTERNOON BY STABBING HIM NO LESS THAN
THIRTY TIMES IN THE CHEST. HE HAD HATED DANIEL WORRELL FROM
THE DAY THE MAN HAD MARRIED HIS MOTHER FIVE YEARS BEFORE.
BRIAN ROTH WAS A SCHIZOPHRENIC WHO HAD SPENT A TOTAL OF
THREE YEARS IN VARIOUS MENTAL TREATMENT CENTERS IN HIS TEENS.
HE WITHHELD NOTHING WHEN IT CAME TO DEFAMING HIS STEPFATHER,



BUT HE NEVER GAVE THE POLICE ANY HELP IN LOCATING HIS PARENTS'
BODIES. TWO DAYS AFTER HIS ARREST, HE REPEAT EDLY SLAMMED HIS
HEAD INTO THE WALL OF HIS CELL IN THE MIDDLE OF THE NIGHT. HE
LAPSED INTO A COMA THAT LASTED ALMOST THREE MONTHS, AND THEN

HE DIED. A BRIAN ROTH HAD BEEN HIGHLY INTELLIGENT ALL HIS LIFE.
HE HAD BEEN STUDYING FOR A MASTER'S DEGREE IN A NTHROPOLOGY
WHEN HE MURDERED HIS STEPFATHER. IN JANUARY OF 1990, HIS NAME
HAD APPEARED ON A REQUEST FORM AT THE LIBRARY OF CONGRESS,
WHICH WAS NO SURPRISE, AS HE SPENT MUCH OF HIS TIME THERE. THE
BOOK HE'D COME TO EXAMINE ON THAT DAY, AMONG OTHERS DEALING
WITH PAGAN RITUALS, WAS  OBSERVATIONS OF THE PRACTICES OF THE
LIGHT HERDERS. HIS WAS THE LAST REQUEST OF THE BOOK BEFORE IT
BECAME PART OF A SPECIAL CATEGORY OF THE LIBRARY'S HOLDINGS
WHICH REQUIRED AN ATTENDANT TO BE PRESENT AT ALL TIMES DURING

ITS USE. TH IS MAY PROVE THAT IT WAS HE WHO SECRETLY TORE OUT
THE BOOK'S KEY PAGES. MAYBE HE KEPT THEM HIDDEN UNTIL 1991, WHEN
HIS MOTHER'S DEATH ACTUALLY GAVE HIM CAUSE TO USE THEM. TWO
DAYS AFTER HE WAS TAKEN TO THE HOSPITAL IN A COMA, THE POLICE
FOUND HIS STEPFATHE R'S BODY IN A TRENCH IN THE WOODS OF
MONTROSE PARK A JUST YARDS AWAY FROM THE ORIGINAL LIGHT
HERDER SETTLEMENT. DANIEL WORRELL HAD BEEN BOUND TO
SOMETHING it OR SOMEONEA WITH ROPE, AND HIS BODY HAD BEEN
COVERED IN AN ENORMOUS ACCUMULATION OF BRANCHES AND ROCKS
TWENTY FEET LONG. INSIDE HIS MOUTH WERE FOUND FAINT TRACES OF
WHAT WAS SOON FOUND TO BE A HUMAN SKULL. THAT WAS
ESSENTIALLY THE END OF THE STORY. TO THE PUBLIC, IT WAS JUST A
GHASTLY MURDER OF A GEORGE MASON UNIVERSITY PROFESSOR, MANY
OF THE DETAILS OF WHIC H THEY NEVER FOUND OUT ABOUT, SINCE THE
POLICE KEPT THEM QUIET, CONFIDENT AS THEY WERE THAT THEY
ALREADY HAD THE MAN WHO HAD COMMITTED THE CRIME. NO ONE
WILL EVER MAKE A CONNECTION BETWEEN THAT CASE AND A STRANGE



POLICE REPORT | FILED SIX MONTHS LATER IN T HE HEART OF THE CITY.
WITH IT, | BELIEVE | BECAME A VERY SMALL PART OF THIS HORRENDOUS
PUZZLE. | WAS WALKING HOME FROM WORK ALONG OAKLAND STREET IN
ARLINGTON VERY LATE ON A SUNDAY NIGHT IN JANUARY WHEN | SAW A
DISTURBANCE ON A PAVED PATH JUST INSIDE THE GR OUNDS OF
COLUMBIA GARDENS CEMETERY. THE CEMETERY WAS DARK BUT THE
ENTRANCE WAS LIT BY A SINGLE OVERHEAD STREET LAMP. | PARTED THE
LARGE BLACK GATE AND IMMEDIATELY SAW WHAT LOOKED AND
SOUNDED LIKE A FIST FIGHT. JUST A FEW FEET SHY OF A ROW OF
GRAVESTONES, A DEER WAS STANDING ON ITS HIND LEGS, CLAWING
FURIOUSLY AND DEFENSIVELY AT A PERSON WHO SEEMED TO BE
ATTACKING IT. WHEN | GOT CLOSER | GUESSED, BASED ON POSTURE
ALONE, THAT THE PERSON WAS A WOMAN, AND THAT SHE WAS
WRAPPED AWKWARDLY IN WHATEVER RAGS SHE HAD PROBABLY FOUND
ON THE STREET. AND SHE SEEMED TO BE GROWLING. SHE TURNED ON ME,
AND THE DEER, WHICH HAD COLLAPSED BACKWARDS ONTO THE PAVED
PATH, SCRAMBLED TO ITS FEET AND DARTED OFF ACROSS THE
GRAVEYARD, LEAVING A THIN TRAIL OF BLOOD BEHIND. THE WOMAN'S
FACE HAD BEEN COMPLETELY RAVAGED. SHE LOOKED INHUMAN, LIKE
THE WORST CASE SCENARIO OF METHAMPHETAMINE ADDICTION,
POSSESSING NO TEETH, HER SKIN MOTTLED AND GRAY, AND HER EYES
ALMOST ENTIRELY BLACKENED, WITH JUST A FEW SPOTS OF WHITE STILL
VISIBLE IN HER CORNEA S. SHE BEGAN TO HOBBLE AWAY BUT | YELLED AT
HER TO STOP. SHE TURNED AROUND A SECOND TIME AND LET OUT A
SHRIEK WHICH SOUNDED LIKE IT WAS COMING FROM UNDERWATER
SOMEHOW. | BACKED AWAY, REVOLTED, LEAVING HER TO STUMBLE
THROUGH THE GRAVEYARD AND GO OFF INTO TH E NIGHT. | WENT TO
THE POLICE TO TELL THEM WHAT | COULD JUST TO SETTLE MYSELF, AND
TO ENTERTAIN THE MORBID HOPE THAT THEY MIGHT FIND THE WOMAN

AND DISCOVER WHAT HER AWFUL AFFLICTION WAS. BUT BECAUSE NO
CRIME HAD BEEN COMMITTED, MY REPORT WAS LIKELY FORGOTT EN



INSTANTLY. THE LOCATION OF THE BIZARRE STRUGGLE | WITNESSED
GIVES ME PAUSE. THE GRAVE OF MARY WORRELL IS LOCATED IN
COLUMBIA GARDENS. IT HAS NEVER BEEN DISTURBED. ONE MORE THING:
AS | RAN TO THE NEAREST POLICE STATION THAT NIGHT, | MADE SURE
TO COMMIT T O MEMORY THE ONE TRULY IDENTIFYING
CHARACTERISTIC OF THE WOMAN'S WRETCHED CLOTHING.
UNDERNEATH A RATTY BROWN WINDBREAKER, SHE WORE A GEORGE
MASON UNIVERSITY SWEATSHIRT.



MY NAME IS ELLIOT LEM. I'M WRITING THIS STORY DOWN IN A DIAR Y
BECAUSE | WANT TO HAVE ONE RECORD OF IT, | WANT TO WRITE IT
ONCE AND THEN | CAN BE DONE. | DONT EVEN KNOW WHAT I'LL DO
WITH THE DIARY, BUT IT WILL EXIST, AND THAT'S ALL | NEED. I'M THIRTY
YEARS OLD RIGHT NOW. MOST OF WHAT HAPPENED TO ME HAPPENED
WHEN | WAS TWENTY -FIVE, ONE YEAR OUT OF COL LEGE. | WENT TO
AMERICAN UNIVERSITY FOR FOUR FULL YEARS, AND THREE MONTHS
BEFORE | GRADUATED | WAS OFFERED A FULL SCHOLARSHIP TO
GRADUATE SCHOOL AT THE UNIVERSITY OF IOWA, A TARNOVSKY
SCHOLARSHIP IN HISTORY, ALL EXPENS ES PAID, PLUS A STIPEND FOR SIX
MONTHS OF OVERSEAS STUDY. TWO WEEKS BEFORE GRADUA TION, I
WENT CAMPING UP IN THE SHENANDOAH MOUNTAINS FOR A WEEKEND.

| TOOK JUST A TENT AND SOME BASIC GEAR AND GOT A PRIMITIVE SITE
ABOUT A HALF MILE AWAY FROM THE CLOSEST CAM  PGROUND, CLOSE
ENOUGH THAT | COULD SEE THE FIRES PEOPLE MADE THERE. ON THE
FIRST NIGHT OF CAMPING, | DECIDED TO GO FOR A WALK IN THE WOODS
WITH JUST MY FLASHLIGHT. | WAS NT FAR AWAY FROM THE
APPALACHIAN TRAIL AND A POPULAR STREAM, SO | FIGURED THERE
WOULD PROBABLY BE A FEW OTHER PEOPLE OUT WALKING. IT WAS ONLY
NINE O'CLOCK OR SO. BUT | WAS PRETTY MUCH ALONE, WALKING DOWN
A TRAIL THAT WOUND  ALONG THE SIDE OF A PRETTY STEEP HILL. ON MY
RIGHT, THE HILL SLOPED UPWARD, AND ON MY LEFT, IT SLOPED



DOWNWARD TOWARD THE STREAM. MY INTENTION WAS TO FOLLOW
THE HILL ALL THE WAY AROUND  TO THE ROAD AND HIKE BACK UP FROM
THERE. IT WOULD HAVE TAKEN ABOUT AN HOUR. AS | WAS WALKING, |
HEARD FROM JUST UP AHEAD A SCUTTLING IN THE LEAVES, LIKE SOME -
THING HAD BEGUN TO MOVE SUDDENL Y, AND THEN I HEARD A MAN
SHRIEKING. HE APPEARED BEFORE ME COMING FROM AROUND A BEND IN
THE TRAIL. HE WAS RUNNING AS FAST AS HE COULD RIGHT AT ME, AND

HE WAS SCREAMING 'BEAR! BEAR!" IN A HIGH -PITCHED, TERRIFIED VOICE.
HE NEVER EVEN SAW ME UNTIL HE COLLIDED  WITH ME, TOTALLY OUT OF
CONTROL. HE SLAMMED INTO THE RIGHT SIDE OF MY BODY, WHICH
KNOCKED ME BACK WARDS SEVERAL FEET AND OFF THE TRAIL ENTIRELY.
MY LEFT FOOT SKIDDED ON THE VERGE OF THE DOWNSLOPE AND | LOST
MY BALANCE AND FELL. AS | WENT DOWN | SAW A SHAP E IN THE DARK,
ON THE TRAIL, ABOUT THIRTY FEET AWAY, VERY LOW TO THE GROUND
BUT MOVING VERY FAST, AND | SAW OUT OF THE CORNER OF MY EYE
THAT THE MAN HAD MANAGED TO KEEP HIS FEET AFTER HTTING ME BUT

HE JUMPED ONTO THE DOWNSLOPE TO GET AWAY, AND HE LOST HIS
BALANCE TOO, UNABLE TO GET HIS FOOTING. WE BOTH ROLLED DOWN
THE SLOPE, WHICH WAS DOTTED WITH THIN TREES. ABOUT HALFWAY
DOWN, MY LEFT LEG CONNECTED HARD WITH ONE, AND | HEARD
SOMETHING SNAP AND HALF OF IT WENT NUMB WHILE THE OTHER HALF
JUST SEEMED TO EXPLODE. THE PAIN WAS AWFUL. | CAME TO REST
ABOUT TEN FEET AWAY FROM THE BOTTOM OF THE SLOPE, SOME YARDS
AWAY FROM THE STREAM'S BANK, AND | BLACKED OUT FOR JUST A
SECOND BEFORE | CAME TO AGAIN. THE MAN WASN'T HURT FALLING
DOWN THE SLOPE AND HE SCRAMBLED THROUGH THE LEAVES TOWARD
ME. | WAS WHIM PERING, TRYING NOT TO SCREAM. THE MAN WAS
PLEADING WITH ME NOT TO, HE SAID HE 'DIDN'T KNOW WHERE IT
WENT, 8 AND THEN HE SAI D, "JESUS, I T WAS
MOUNTAIN LION." HE ASKED ME WHAT WAS WRONG WITH ME. | TOL D
HIM IT WAS MY LEG. HE TOOK A CELL PHONE OUT OF HIS JACKET AND HE

A MO



PRESSED HIMSELF INTO THE GROUND, ALMOST FLAT ON HIS FACE, AND
LOOKING UP THE SLOPE HE CALLED FOR HELP. HE CALLED THE PEOPLE HE
HAD BEEN CAMPING WITH, AND TOLD THEM TO GET A RANGER. WHEN

HE HUNG UP HE KEPT TELLING ME NOT TO SCREAM. HE WAS TERRIFIED
THE MOUNTAIN LION, IF THAT'S WHAT IT TRULY HAD BEEN, WOULD
COME FOR US. A THE PAI N AFTER MY LEG
THREE DAYS IN THE HOSPITAL, WAS FAR WORSE THAN | THOUGHT IT
WOULD BE. IT JU ST DIDN'T STOP, AND THE DOCTORS HAD NO FIRM
EXPLANATION FOR IT. MY LEG HAD TO BE TOTALLY IMMOBILIZED, AND
THEN | WAS ON CRUTCHES FOR TWO MONTHS, AND DURING THIS TIME |
SLOWLY DEVELOPED A DEPEN DENCE ON Z -SOMINOL. | THOUGHT | WAS
FINE, BUT THEN WHEN | WENT  OFF IT, | COULDN'T DEAL WITH IT. IT FELT
LIKE MY BODY WAS SCREAMING FOR IT. IT'S NOT THAT THE DRUGS MADE
ME FEEL SO GOOD, IT'S THAT WITHOUT THEM, MY ENTIRE SYS TEM FELT
SHAKY AND HOLLOW, LIKE | WAS MADE OUT OF DELICATE GLASS. IT WAS

A SCARY FEELING AND ONL Y THE Z-SOMINOL MADE IT GO AWAY. IT
MADE ME LOSE INTEREST IN PREPARING FOR SCHOOL, AND | HAD A LOT
OF INSOMNIA. IT TOOK MONTHS FOR THE LEG TO HEAL. | DECIDED TO
POSTPONE GOING TO IOWA FOR A SEMESTER, AND START INSTEAD IN
JANUARY. | DIDN'T WANT ANY  ONE TO K NOW ABOUT THIS DEPENDENCE |
WAS STRUGGLING WITH, SO RATHER THAN GO BACK TO MY FATHER'S
HOUSE IN PENNSYLVANIA, | RENTED A VERY SMALL EFFICIENCY IN A
BUILDING WHERE MY LANDLORD WAS A NINETY -FOUR YEAR OLD
WOMAN. | DIDN'T SEE MUCH OF HER AT ALL. | MOSTLY JUST STAYED IN
MY ROOM AND LOOKED THROUGH THE CLASSIFIEDS FOR A JOB. ALL THIS
TIME, MY PRESCRIPTION FOR THE Z -SOMINOL JUST KEPT GOING AND
GOING, EVEN THOUGH MY LEG WAS TOTALLY FUNCTIONAL AGAIN AND

THE PAIN WAS ONLY BAD ONE DAY OUT OF EVERY THREE. BUT THE
FEELING OF BEING WITHOUT THE DRUGS WAS INTOLERABLE. | REALIZED
WHAT WAS HAPPENING, AND | TOLD MYSELF | WOULD QUIT THE
PAINKILLERS SLOWLY, OVER THE COURSE OF A MONTH OR SO. | WORKED

W/



AT A CALL CENTER FOR A LITTLE WHILE BUT | ALMOST GOT FIRED
BECAUSE | MISSED WORK TOO MUCH. MY DEPRESSION WAS GETTING
PRETTY BAD, AND | WAS DRINKING, DRINK ING A LOT, ALONE MOSTLY,
SOMETIMES WITH SOME COLLEGE FRIENDS WHO WERE STILL AT
AMERICAN. IT WAS THE ONLY THING THAT KILLED THE FEELING OF
BEING WITHOUT Z -SOMINOL. ONE DAY | SAW AN A D IN THE PAPER, IN
THE HELP WANTED SECTION, WHICH SAID 'CLEANING ASSIST ANT
NEEDED,' FOURTEEN DOLLARS AN HOUR, NIGHT SHIFTS, SO | APPLIED FOR
IT, AND IT TURNED OUT WHAT | WOULD BE HELPING TO CLEAN WAS
CRIME SCENES, CRIME SCENES AND PLACES WHERE THERE WAS S OME
QUESTION OF A BIOLOGICAL HAZ ARD. THE COMPANY CONSISTED OF
JUST ONE PERSON. HIS NAME WAS PETER. HE WAS ABOUT SIXTY -FIVE
YEARS OLD, | THINK, BUT HE DYED HIS HAIR A TOTALLY ARTIFICIAL
BLACK, IT LOOKED AWFUL, AND HE WAS INCREDIBLY SKINNY AND HIS
ARMS WERE COVERED WITH TATTOOS. HE HAD BEEN IN THE NAVY, THEN

HE WAS A BARBER FOR YEARS AND YEARS, THEN A SPORTS HANDICAPPER
IN RENO, AND FINALLY THROUGH HIS BROTHER HE GOT INTO CLEANING
CRIME SCENES, JUST GOING AROUND IN A VAN WHEN HE GOT A CALL
AND DOING THIS. H E SWORE ALL THE TIME, HE SMOKED ALL THE TIME,
HE TOLD AWFUL DIRTY JOKES THAT HE WOULD TELL IN THE FIRST
PERSON, AS IF THESE SITUATIONS ACTUALLY HAPPENED TO HIM, HE
SPENT MOST OF HIS SPARE TIME AT STRIP CLUBS, JUST THE MOST
HIDEOUS PERSON. BUT HE GAVE ME TH E JOB AND | NEEDED IT. HE GAVE
ME A BEEPER AND | WAS ON CALL BASICALLY TWENTY -FOUR HOURS A
DAY. | HAD TO HELP HIM WHENEVER HE CALLED ME, SIX DAYS A WEEK,

SO MY BODY CLOCK WAS ALL OVER THE PLACE. | JUST DIDN'T FEEL LIKE
GOING HOME MOST OF THE TIME SO | STAY ED INDOORS MOSTLY,
DRINKING A LOT. THE JOB WAS REPULSIVE. IT WAS EXACTLY WHAT
YOU'D EXPECT IT TO BE. WE WOULD SHOW UP AFTER THE POLICE HAD
LEFT A MOTEL ROOM OR SOME ONE'S HOUSE AFTER ALL THE EVIDENCE
HAD BEEN TAKEN AWAY, AND WE CLEANED UP BLOOD, WE CLEANE D UP



AFTER SOMEONE HAD COMMITTED SUICI DE, OR SOMEONE HAD BEEN
KILLED. SO | SAW HOR RIBLE THINGS. THE PEOPLE WERE ALWAYS GONE BY
THEN, BUT IT WAS UNTHINKABLE. IT WAS THE ONLY TIME IN MY LIFE
THAT | SAW THINGS THAT FOL LOWED ME INTO MY DREAMS THE VERY
SAME NIGHT. PETER ONLY NEEDED ME TWENTY HOURS OR SO A WEEK.
GOD KNOWS HOW MUCH HE HAD SEEN DOING THIS FULL -TIME. A LOT OF
THE TIME, THE WHOLE THING WAS JUST GOING TO A SCENE WHERE
SOMEONE HAD BEEN SHOT, EVEN IN AN ALLEY OR ON THE STREET, AND
JUST POWER WASHING A SMALL AMOUNT OF BLOOD AWAY, OR
COVERING THE SPOT WITH CHEMICALS. OUR NIGHTS ALWAYS ENDED
WITH US TAKING THE REMAINS OF WHAT WE HAD TO THROW OUT AND
DRIVING THEM INTO THE MIDDLE OF NOWHERE TO AN E.P.A. DUMPSTER.
SOMETIMES | THOUGHT | WOULD BE ABLE TO ENDU RE IT ALL, BUT IN THE
BRIEF TIME | DID THE JOB, | HAD TO HELP PETER CLEAN UP SOME BAD
SITES. THE SECOND JOB | WENT ON WITH HIM, | HAD TO PUT ON A
PROTECTION MASK AND GLOVES, THE WHOLE THING. PETER HAD BEEN
TOLD WE WOULDN'T NEED THAT STUFF FOR THIS ONE, BU T WE GOT
INSIDE THE DOOR OF THIS HOUSE AND WE SAW SOMETHING RED
SPRAYED ON THE WALLS, AND HE SWORE UNDER HIS BREATH AND TOLD
ME WE'D HAVE TO GET OUR GEAR ON. WHEN | SAW THAT RED
SUBSTANCE ON THE WALLS, AND STAINING A LAMPSHADE IN THERE, |
ALMOST WALKED AWA Y RIGHT THEN. IT WASN'T BLOOD, THOUGH, THAT
WE'D SEEN. THE MAN IN THE HOUSE HAD COMMITTED SUICIDE BY
CARBON MONOXIDE POISONING, HE HAD RUN A GAS GENERATOR INSIDE
HIS HOUSE AS HE SLEPT TO KILL HIMSELF. THE POLICE TOLD US IT WAS
PROBABLY THE MOST PEACEFUL WA Y TO DIE POSSIBLE. THE GUY HAD
EVEN SAID SO IN HIS NOTE. BUT BEFORE HE'D DONE THIS, HE HAD FOR
SOME REASON GONE THROUGH HIS REFRIGERATOR AND THROWN ALL
THE FOOD ALL OVER THE FIRST FLOOR OF THE HOUSE. TWO JARS OF
SPAGHETTI SAUCE HAD BEEN HURLED AGAINST ONE = WALL. HE'D DUMPED
ORANGE JUICE EVERYWHERE, AND ACTU ALLY OPENED ALL HIS CANS OF



SOUP AND THROWN THEM AGAINST THE WALLS TOO. HE HAD BEEN
RENTING THE HOUSE, SO IT HAD TO BE CLEANED. | ASSUMED SOME OF
THE MONEY FOR IT WOULD COME OUT OF THE DEAD MAN'S SECURIT Y
DEPOSIT. STRANGE THOUGHTS LIKE THESE OCCURRED TO ME WHEN IT
ALL GOT SO DISTURBING. IF IT WAS A HOTEL OR A MOTEL, WE SOMETIMES
HAD TO CUT OUT THE SPOT ON THE CARPET WHERE THE BLOOD HAD
STAINED IT, OR SOMETIMES BRAIN MATTER. IT DIDN'T COME ALL THE
WAY OUT A LOT OF THE TIME. WE HAD A LOT OF CHEMICALS, BUT
SOMETI MES THEY DI DN'T WORK. A PETER WAS A
ME TO COME OUT WITH HIM AFTER WORK OR BEFORE WORK. HE HAD NO
FRIENDS THAT | KNEW OF. | WAS ALWAYS TRYING TO AVOID HIM, BUT

TO BE NICE ONE NIG HT, | WENT OVER TO HIS HOUSE TO WATCH A
FOOTBALL GAME. WE HAD WATCHED ABOUT HALF OF IT, AND | WAS
ALMOST HOPING WE WOULD GET A CALL, IT WAS SO AWKWARD TO BE
THERE. WE WERE SITTING THERE, AND RIGHT BEHIND MY HEAD, IN THE
WALL, | HEARD A SCRATCHING SOUND, LI  KE JUST ONE FINGER
SCRATCHING. IT SCRATCHED FOR TEN SECONDS, THEN IT STOPPED, THEN

IT STARTED AGAIN, WENT FOR FIVE OR SEVEN SECONDS. AND PETER
OBVIOUSLY HEARD IT TOO, BUT ALL HE DID WAS IMMEDIATELY TURN

THE TV VOLUME UP. THE SCRATCHING STOPPED FOR ABOUT TE N
MI NUTES, AND THEN I T STARTED AGAI N, AND I SAI
WITH THIS, WHAT DO YOU THINK THAT IS?'" AND PETER JUST KEPT
WATCHI NG THE TV AND HE SAI D, 0 YEAH, DON' T WC
THAT'S JUST MY LITTLE FRIEND, JUST IGNORE IT." BUT | COULDN'T
IGNORE I T, IT WAS RIGHT BEHIND MY HEAD, AND IT DIDN'T MAKE ANY
SENSE, BECAUSE THERE WAS NO ADJACENT ROOM. SO | TOLD HIM HE
PROBABLY HAD A RACCOON IN THE WALL OR SOMETHING, BUT PETER
SAID NO, THAT WASN'T IT. IT HAD BEEN GOING ON FOR SIX MONTHS, OFF

AND ON, BUT IT W ASN'T A RACCOON. | ASKED HIM HOW HE KNEW, AND
STILL WATCHING THE TV, WITHOUT THE SLIGHTEST INTEREST IN THE
SCRATCH, HE SAID, 'JUST WATCH THIS', AND HE CAME ACROSS THE



ROOM, AND HE SAT ON THE SOFA AND TILTED HIS HEAD WAY BACK SO IT
TOUCHED THE WALL, AND AF  TER TEN SECONDS, THE SCRATCHING HAD
MOVED SUDDENLY TO A SPOT RIGHT BEHIND HIS HEAD. HE GOT UP
AFTER THAT AND WENT BACK ACROSS TO HIS EASY CHAIR AND HE SAID,
‘JUST DON'T LET YOUR HEAD TOUCH THE WALL AND YOU WON'T BE
BOTHERED ANYMORE.' | WAS JUST BAFFLED.| WAITED UNTIL PETER WENT
TO THE BATHROOM AND | PUT MY HEAD BACK AGAINST THE WALL, AND
ALMOST RIGHT AWAY THE FINGER SCRATCHING BEGAN AGAIN. | GOT UP
AND MOVED THREE FEET OVER TO THE SOFA AND TILTED MY HEAD BACK
SO THAT IT TOUCHED THE WALL, AND THE SCRATCHING STARTED
THERE TOO, RIGHT BEHIND MY HEAD. PETER CAME BACK RIGHT AT THAT
SECOND, AND HE WAS INCREDIBLY MAD. HE WAS ALWAYS MAD AT
SOMETHING. THIS TIME HE YELLED AT ME NOT TO GET IT STARTED,
BECAUSE IF IT REALLY GOT STARTED IT COULD LAST ALL NIGHT. HE HAD
NO IDEA WHAT THE SCRATCHING COULD POSSIBLY BE, HE WAS JUST
TRYING TO IGNORE IT. SO WE WATCHED THE GAME, AND A CALL CAME

IN TEN MINUTES BEFORE IT FIN ISHED, AND WE HAD TO GO OUT. THE
CALL THIS TIME WAS TO A BUILDING IN ROCKVILLE. IT WAS ON A SMALL
SCIENTIFIC C AMPUS OWNED BY SOME PRNATE RESEARCH COMPANY. WE
WERE WAVED THROUGH A GATE AND UP A SMALL ROAD TO THE FRONT
OF A PLAIN BRICK BUILDING. THERE WAS ONLY ONE POLICE CAR THERE.
WE SAW THAT A WINDOW HAD BEEN BROKEN, MORE LIKE BLOWN OUT,
ON THE THIRD FLOOR OF THE BUILD ING. A COP TOOK US IN AFTER
TELLING US IT WOULD JUST BE A BLOOD JOB, AND HE ASKED WHAT WE
KNEW ABOUT THE INCIDENT, WHICH WAS NOTHING. PETER HAD JUST
BEEN GIVEN AN ADDRESS AND AN IDEA OF WHAT MATERIALS WE'D NEED
FOR THE CLEANUP. SO THE COP TOLD US AS WE WENT IN THAT THERE
WAS A LOT OF ANIMAL RESEARCH AND VIVISECTION IN THIS BUILDING,
AND THAT A GER MAN SHEPHERD HAD GOTTEN LOOSE DURING A SUR -
GICAL PROCEDURE, AND HAD GOITEN WAY OUT OF CONTROL AND HAD
JUMPED TO ITS DEATH OUT THE THIRD STORY WINDOW. WHEN W E GOT



UP THERE, THERE WAS JUST ONE EMPLOYEE OF THE COMPANY LEFT IN
THE BUILDING . IT WAS ABOUT ELEVEN O'CLOCK. HE POINTED TO A DARK
TRAIL OF BLOOD THAT BEGAN INSIDE WHAT LOOKED LIKE A VERY SMALL
OPERATING ROOM. THE BLOOD WENT INTO THE HALLWAY, VERY
CONSISTE NTLY, TURNED A CORNER, AND THEN WENT IN MORE OR LESS A
STRAIGHT LINE DOWN ANOTHER HALLWAY ABOUT FIFTY FEET LONG,
RIGHT INTO THE SHATTERED WIN DOW. | WALKED TO IT AND LOOKED
OUT. THEY'D HAD TO CUT THE DOG OUT OF A SHORT TREE OUT SIDE THE
BUILDING. IN THE EX TREMITY OF ITS MAD NESS IT HAD CRASHED
THROUGH THE WINDOW AND FALLEN DOWNWARDS INTO IT, GETTING
CAUGHT UP IN THE BRANCHES AND HANGING FROM THEM. THERE WAS
MUCH MORE BLOOD ON THE SIDEWALK BELOW. NEITHER PETER NOR |
HAD EVER HEARD OF SUCH BEHAVIOR FROM A NOR MAL DOG. WE NEVER
ASKED WHAT THEY'D BEEN DOING TO IT, OR WHY IT HAD GONE SO
INSANE. WE CLEANED THE PLACE UP, LIKE WE WERE TOLD TO. IT TOOK A
COUPLE OF HOURS, THE HALLWAY AND THE SIDEWALK. SOME  ONE PAID
PETER, AND PETER PAI D ME. A RATCHINGAONU GH T
PETER'S HOUSE A LOT OVER THE NEXT COUPLE OF WEEKS. IT WAS JUST SO
STRANGE, AND PETER STARTED TO TALK ABOUT IT MORE AND MORE
WHENEVER WE DROVE SOMEWHERE. HE SAID SOMETIMES HE COULDN'T
SLEEP BECAUSE HE COULD JUST BARELY HEAR IT FROM HIS BEDROOM.
ONE NIGHT AS WE WERE SITTING IN THE VAN WAITING FOR THE POLICE

TO COME AND OPEN UP AN APARTMENT BUILDING, HE SAID TO ME, OUT

OF NOWHERE, WITHOUT SMILING AT ALL, 'OH, | BET IT'S THAT GUY WHO
DROWNED ON OUR SHIP THAT TIME. | BET HE STILL THINKS IT'S MY
FAULT HE WENT UNDER. WELL, MAYBE IT WAS, YOU KNOW, | STILL FEEL
KI NDA BAD ABOUT THAT. 6SOMEWHERE I N THERE
PRETTY DRUNK, AND SOMEONE NEXT TO ME ASKED ME TO PLEASE STOP
WHAT | WAS DOING, AND | SAID, 'WHAT AM | DOING?' | HAD BEEN
SCRATCHING THE T OP OF THE BAR WITH MY FINGER, UNCON SCIOUSLY,
AGAIN AND AGAIN, NOT DOING ANY DAMAGE, BUT IT JUST IRRITATED

AB






