
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

                                                        

  



 

 

 

In this book of short stories, you will find five chapters found in serials hosted by The Story Mint, 

an online publishing company. You will also find a short story written long ago, Decisions. This 

story was a challenge piece. A fellow writer challenged me to write a piece about dying, in first 

person. Writing in first person is hard work. It is a challenge on its own to minimize the I, me, and 

my selves. I think, as a young writer, I managed this task quite well. 

The chapters are written by myself and published on The Story Mint’s website. For the full story, 

check out the site and click on the serials tab. “Decisions” is my own. Yes, I am that creative. All the 

poems are also my own. There are a handful of short stories, as well. Some people call them 

creepypasta. Don’t steal them. Isn’t this free book enough? 

Enjoy the reading and thank you, everyone.  

If you find errors in this document, don't fret, it was free.  

All stories are fictional. If you find a story that you are sure you read somewhere else or are 

certain that that happened to your friend's sister's cousin, then it is coincidental.  

   

© Copyright 2012 

 

 

Thanks to everyone who supports my writing and finds the will to read it.  



 

Chapter 4 – Go West Young Man 

Liam jumped down from the boxcar. He pulled the collar of his worn jacket up against the cold and thrust 

his hands deep inside his trouser pockets. Crowds of people jostled past him, each leaving wisps of vapor 

in the air behind them. In that moment, he was not worried about being chased. This town seemed safe. 

The smell of homemade rolls and pies wafted under his nose, causing his stomach to growl. He caught 

sight of a small bakery and remembered the taste of Emma’s delicious Pastees. 

A bell, hanging over the bakery door, jangled as he entered. Behind the counter, a young girl turned to 

serve him. Liam noticed her sparkling eyes first, a light shade of green. Her black hair was pulled into a 

tight bun and a few strands that had slipped out of the comb framed her beautiful face. He stood frozen in 

the doorway. 

For a fleeting moment, Liam forgot about his growing hunger. 

“I hope you’re not planning to stand there all day. After all, you aren’t the only person who wants to eat.” 

The girl folded her arms across her white apron and tried to look stern but the sparkle in her eyes and the 

twitch at the corners of her mouth told Liam she was holding back a smile. 

When she looked into Liam’s eyes her smile burst through like a sunrise and transformed her face, “So, 

what can I get for you?” 

Tongue-tied, he eyed the Pastee. The girl followed his gaze and pointed. Liam nodded. She wrapped it in 

wax paper. When she handed him the package, their hands touched. To Liam, her hand felt warm and 

electric. They lingered a second more. Liam caught his breath and turned red with embarrassment. 

Looking away, he reached into his pocket with the other hand and gave her 10 cents. Closing the register, 

she placed both hands on the counter, leaned forward, and looked through black eyelashes at him. “It’s 

not every day I meet such a handsome man.”  

Liam didn’t know how to react. He never knew a girl so beautiful and outspoken. Their eyes locked and 

his heart beat faster. For that moment, thoughts about the next train and his journey west evaporated. 

At the jangling of the bell, Liam’s thoughts were broken. He turned and with sudden shock, looked into 

the leering face of Mr. Brown. 



“Got you, you damn peasant. Now you’re for the drop!” Brown stepped forward and grabbed Liam by the 

scruff of the neck. The two men struggled and fell against the counter. 

Held from behind, Liam heard the sound of something hit Brown over the head. They fell to the floor 

together. Sweating and breathing heavily, Liam struggled to his feet. 

 

 

Chapter 8 - The Bond 

Gary fought through his extended stay at the hospital. He recovered slowly and was well enough to go 

home. 

The tension between Shirley and Gary remained thick. She blamed him for the deaths of her sons. Gary 

knew she held resentment, but he tried to explain that it wasn’t his fault. Shirley would dismiss his pleads 

while her animosity grew. 

The ride home was silent. Gary thought of how he would adjust to a wife who hated him and an empty 

house. Grief overcame him. He sank back into the passenger seat and gazed out the window. 

Shirley pulled into the drive and gathered Gary’s pills from the center console. The thought of monitoring 

her husband made her feel more like a nurse and less of a wife. She was no longer a mother. Gary made 

sure of that. She made her way to the passenger side of the car and started to help Gary. He motioned her 

away.   

He was sure he could manage himself. His tired body slowly moved across the drive and onto the porch. 

Once inside, he lay down on the couch. He felt dizzy. Shirley stared at him for a brief moment and then 

went into the kitchen to make grilled cheese sandwiches. 

The smell of toasting butter on the skillet made Gary's stomach growl. He almost commented on not 

burning the food when a chill ran up his spine. Murmuring voices filled the room. Gary felt the sudden 

pressure of weight on his chest. The twins’ voices were very distinct. The temperature in the room 

dropped. Gary struggled to free himself from the growing weight bearing down on his weak body. 

“Welcome back, Daddy.” 



Gary’s face paled. He tried to yell for Shirley, but the words seemed to freeze in the cold air. He couldn’t 

believe that Michael and Jason had stayed in the house long after their deaths. He hated the thought of the 

dead boys roaming around, waiting to pounce on him and play their terrible game. He kept mentally 

struggling against the nightmare, hoping to escape from the tragic past. 

The boys sat on Gary’s chest, laughing. Gary could see the transparent boys and their almost demonic 

smiles. 

“We waited for you, Daddy. We need to tell you something important.” 

Dizziness overcame Gary. He saw Shirley standing at the end of the couch, holding a tray of his favorite 

sandwiches. Hoping she would save him, Gary tried to speak. His eyes dilated and his body became stiff. 

Shirley remained at the end of the couch, watching, hoping. 

Shirley smiled as the boys laughter echoed off the walls. 

Gary started to convulse. Knowing that a seizure for more than five minutes might kill him, Shirley stood 

still, holding the plate of fresh grilled cheese sandwiches. It was the boys’ favorite dish. 

“He knows,” Shirley said, grinning. 

 

Chapter 6 - Fontaine’s Enterprise 

Jason disappeared into the undergrowth and raced through the forest, plunging through Hawthorns’ that 

tore at his clothes and clung to him. He could hear Albert crashing through the trees behind him. 

Ahead there was a culvert. He climbed in and curled up, shivering as the water seeped into his clothing. 

He peeped out. Albert was a shadowy form in the distance. There was no time to start running again. He 

pressed in against the concrete, feeling its chill cut through him. 

Albert was near, so near that Jason could hear his heavy breathing. He held his own breath, letting it out 

in little tiny silent gasps. Albert’s shadow fell over him. He froze against the concrete and bit his lip. His 

eyes focused on his own muddy footprint just as Albert came to a halt above him. Jason stared at his 

footprint willing it to go away. Rainwater eased over it and the print disappeared just as he felt sure Albert 

was looking at it. The shadow receded as Albert turned to face the way he had just come. There was a 

loud grunt as though he was wondering where Jason had disappeared. He started running again. 



Jason eased his mobile out of his pocket and rang the Lieutenant. He got Smits voice mail. 

Keeping his voice low, Jason whispered urgently, ‘This is Udall. I have information. Call me.’ 

He rang off and looking around, climbed out of the culvert. As he did, so his thoughts turned to Sue, his 

wife, five months pregnant. He had wondered why she had not been to visit him in hospital. Now he 

realized that Christine had everything to do with keeping her away. Cold fear gripped his gut as he 

realized the danger Sue was in. He had to find Christine and Albert. 

Sue regained consciousness and became aware of rattling corrugated iron walls and a chill breeze. The 

sun glanced through broken, cobweb-covered windows as she tried to tug her arms free. They were held 

fast by ropes that bound her to a chair. She tore at them and felt the blood trickle down her hands and 

gather around her fingernails. 

She realized her struggle was a futile gesture as two figures stepped into a narrow stream of sunlight that 

slashed across the floor. 

‘Well, the lady returns,’ sneered Albert. 

Sue looked up at him, bewildered. ‘Where’s Jason? Why are you doing this?’ 

Christine cackled. ‘We know he’s got what we want and he’ll give it up as soon as he knows you’re here’ 

Albert put a finger to his lips and smiled grimly. Running to the wall, he pulled back a piece of corrugated 

iron. 

Through the gap, Sue could see Jason creeping along the wall of another building. Every so often, he 

stood on tiptoe, looking in a window. 

‘The bird is returning to the coop,’ said Albert. 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 6 – Thabazimbi Heat 

Melanie hated herself for letting a man she’d just met disrupt her day. Daniel was everything she liked in 

a man; his perfect physic, his sultry voice, his mysterious behavior, and his commanding presence.   

She looked at her watch and read it was nearly noon. In a few minutes, she was going to meet Dave for 

lunch. She made her way to the truck and imagined Daniel opening the door for her. Her body warmed 

with the thought. A strong desire swept over her. She had to see him. She wanted Daniel to embrace her. 

Interrupted by a beeping cell phone, she flipped the cover. “I’m at the diner. – Dave” the text message 

read. Scolding herself again for being so silly, Melanie drove to the diner. She walked inside and joined 

Dave at his usual table. 

The diner was their normal hangout after packing and unpacking vegetables all morning. They talked 

about farming and the usual chatter between two adults. Melanie often grew tired of the mundane life. 

 “Sorry I’m late,” Melanie, said, as she sat down. 

Dave looked at his watch and shrugged his shoulders. “Don’t worry about it.” 

Melanie ordered her food and tried to focus on the conversation. She wondered why she couldn’t go for 

someone like Dave. He was so thoughtful, caring, and often funny. He wasn’t as good looking as Daniel, 

but there again, he wasn’t ugly. She smiled. 

Dave smiled back, thinking he must have said something to amuse her. He continued talking. 

Melanie was preoccupied. She decided that her problem was simple. She liked the idea of a mysterious, 

handsome man; someone who could make her life more interesting. Meeting for lunch every day, 

gathering fruit and vegetables, and having the same conversation was boring. 

Dave stopped talking, noticing that Melanie seemed distant. “Sorry if I’m boring you.” 

Melanie shifted her gaze back at Dave. “It’s ok, Daniel.” 

Dave scowled. He rose from his seat and stood over the table. 

“I’m sorry Dave. I…” Melanie started to apologize, realizing her mistake. 

 “Don’t worry your pretty face, Melanie.” 



He stormed out of the diner and made his way to the truck. Totally devastated by Melanie’s remark, he 

wondered how a woman who knew he cared for her would call him by a different name, and not just any 

name. Daniel, the man whom he despised – the man who she’d met just once. 

Melanie took after Dave to apologize, realizing she had hurt his feelings, now knowing that he cared for 

her in a way he’d never shown and by his swift reactions. 

Dave heard Melanie call for him as he reached his truck. Wanting to turn around and accept her 

forgiveness, he swallowed hard, got in his truck, and sped away, leaving her in a cloud of dust. 

Melanie stood on the roadside confused, angry, and sad. She shook her head and knew she got exactly 

what she asked for. Dave had to know how she felt. 

 

Chapter 8 – House Hunting 

Brent woke up crying. It startled Gretchen who was dozing fitfully. Her eyes darted to the hole in the 

wall. Shivers juddered her body. Gretchen picked up the screaming Brent and made her way to the 

kitchen. She put the baby in his bouncer and went to fill his bottle. 

As she reached for the bottle, she saw Albert standing outside, peering through the kitchen window. His 

fixed position frightened Gretchen. The thought of what she had read in the file about Albert chilled her. 

He didn’t move. Brent’s crying had reached fever pitch. Gretchen gripped Brent’s bottle to her chest and 

took a step towards the kettle. The shrill ring of the phone jangled her. She dropped the bottle. It clattered 

on the floor and rolled away. She scooped it up. While blinking away tears, she reached to answer the 

phone. As she did, she remembered that Jennifer promised to call. Feeling a little foolish, she released a 

long sigh. 

“Hello?” Her voice shook. She waited for the other voice on the end. Silence. “Hello?” she repeated her 

voice a little stronger. Still no answer. She tapped the cradle. It clicked into the stifling room. Still silence. 

Holding her breath, she looked out the window. Albert was gone. 

Her body jerked, and the phone fell from her hand. The handset swung from its cord like a pendulum. 

Brent started screaming again, jolting her. She rushed to him. As she was picking him up, the doorbell 

rang. Gretchen put Brent back in his bouncer. 



As she made her way to the door, Gretchen muttered a plea, ‘Please let that be Jennifer.’ Fear melted 

away as she told herself that the visitor was likely to be Jennifer. Calm settled over her and composed, she 

opened the door…. halfway. Her heart sank. No one was there. She stepped off the porch and searched 

the yard. 

‘Who is there?’ she ventured. 

Dread made her feel limp. On the balls of her toes, she made her way to the front door, slid around the 

frame, and closed it firmly. The silence gripped her. She immediately thought of Brent and ran to the 

kitchen. Gretchen collapsed against the wall, her eyes wide with disbelief. Brent was gone. 

She blinked. When she opened her eyes, Albert stood in front of her. Gretchen screamed and leapt away. 

Albert moved with her and grasped Gretchen’s arm with his bony fingers. Gretchen started to struggle. 

‘Let me go,’ she demanded. 

Albert gripped her arm tighter. She tried to pull away but his hands were locked on her. Albert dragged 

her towards the basement. 

Fighting him, Gretchen screamed. “Where’s my baby?” 

Albert stopped so suddenly she was surprised. His eyes were wide. He was in a trance. Without speaking, 

he raised his arm and pointed towards the basement. Gretchen looked at him in horror. It was then, that 

she saw Grandma Whitaker at the top of the stairs. Albert caught Gretchen’s gaze and then dropped her 

arm. 

 

 

Decisions  

The sky was dark and the rain started to pound the streets. The walk to the bus station was too far when it 

was raining. Driving was another option, but it was something that I usually didn't do. However, the 

thought of being alone in the car and not on a bus full of people, was appealing. More than anything was 

the fact that I wouldn’t have to walk in the rain and wait. So, it was settled that I would drive to work. 

It had been at least two weeks since the engine had been started, but sitting in the car and waiting for the 

fuel and the oil to flow through was somewhat relaxing. Once I flipped through the dials on the radio and 



found a good song, it was easy to sink into driving bliss. The garage door opened and I could almost taste 

the freedom of the open road. One thing was for certain, I was never going to wait this long to drive 

again. 

My foot eased the pedals and all was clear as I backed the car out of its prison. Even the rain couldn’t stop 

me from doing what felt right, and that was driving this beautiful car. 

“Oh my God!” 

An ear-piercing scream echoed in the car. It was my neighbor, Michelle. She was wearing a robe and 

holding a huge umbrella. 

“John, stop!” she screamed as she ran to my car. “Don’t you feel that?” 

I was slightly confused. It was hard to understand what she was saying because my windows were rolled 

up, the radio was on, and it was raining. 

“John, please stop driving. You are running over Shelly!” 

Her frantic arm waving and high-pitched voice caused my feet to slam the brakes. 

She ran to the back of the car. Since the rain was still falling, I franticly looked for an umbrella. In my 

rush to drive the open highway, I left it by the front door. Realizing that she wasn’t going to come back to 

save me from the downpour, I stepped out of the car. 

“What’s wrong Michelle?” “What did I do?” By now, I was drinking my words. The rain had completely 

soaked my body. Michelle looked up at me as I reached the back of the car. Blood was being washed 

down the street by the rain. My heart sank. 

It was Shelly, another neighbor’s dog. She lived with a nice family, who rescued Shelly from the humane 

society years ago. Shelly was always letting herself in and out of the house through her dog door. When I 

looked back at the fence, it was open. 

“Is she alive?” I asked. 

Michelle looked at me with disgust on her face. “Shelly is dead.” 

“Michelle, I had no idea that Shelly was back there!” 

She still didn’t stop looking at me. The rain had washed the blood from her hands. The umbrella that was 

keeping her dry, previously, was now making crescent moon shapes in my driveway. I was almost 



tempted to pick it up and use it for myself. However, this wasn’t about me. Poor Shelly was under my tire 

and it was my fault. 

“What are you going to do John?” “The Bakers aren’t home right now, but when they find out about this, 

they'll be devastated.” 

“I know Michelle.” I certainly didn’t need a lecture in the pouring rain, from a lady who sits at home all 

day, watching pointless TV. 

It was time to end this. The clock was ticking by and the situation was drawing more attention. 

“I’ll put Shelly in my garage and leave the Bakers’ a note.” 

Her eyes looked down at the mangled mess and back towards me. The disgust on her face was still there, 

but it was clear she didn’t want to be involved. Plus, I’m sure she was missing some soap opera. 

“That’s fine John. I don’t want to stand out here anyways, I have things to do.” 

With that, she grabbed her umbrella and stood under her front porch for shelter. 

Looking at what I had done was not settling. The more I stared at poor Shelly, the more I wished I had 

taken the bus. It was too late now. The bus was long gone, as I too should have been. I returned to my car 

and drove forward. The scrapping of Shelly’s bones echoed inside the car. The sounds sent chills 

throughout my body. 

Knowing that I didn’t have much time to get to work, I grabbed a lawn bag from the garage. What was 

meant to hold leaves and fallen limbs was now going to hold a dead dog. A dog that I had carelessly ran 

over. I moved Shelly off the concrete with a shovel and placed her in the bag. 

The neighborhood was watching me. Curtains would fall back into place every time I scanned the houses. 

Shelly was a rather large dog. Trying to pick her up, while it was raining, was difficult. I felt bad, but 

dragging her into the garage was my only option. What was even more stressful, was knowing that I had 

to be at work soon. 

Writing about how I ran over a dog was nerve racking. There wasn’t an easy way to put it. I worked in 

accounting, not the sympathetic note-writing department. However, it had to be done. 

Dear Baxters, 



It is with deep regret and ultimate sorrow, that I must give you this awful news. I, John Maxwell, your 

neighbor, accidentally ran over your dog. It happened this morning. Shelly is in my garage and I will be 

home around six. Again, I am VERY sorry.  

Sincerely, 

John 

 

Honestly, I’m not sure I could have said it any better, given the circumstances. My clothes were soaked 

and the clock was constantly reminding me of how late I was. Braving the rain, again, I ran next door and 

shoved the letter inside the mail slot. With the same amount of energy, I changed clothes and continued to 

work. 

Knowing that I was going to be late, calling was high on the priority list. Since driving wasn’t something 

that I did on a regular basis, talking on the phone while operating a vehicle, wasn't my best quality. In that 

short time, my car (I), hit another vehicle. 

It took a while before I actually realized what happened. Shaking off what was becoming a very bad day, 

I heard a disturbingly booming voice. Smoke from the broken car and sheets of rain made it difficult to 

see where the voice was coming from. 

“Hey jackass, get out of your car!” The voice bellowed from an incredibly huge man. He started to pound 

on my window. 

“Look what you did to my truck!” 

His constant yelling did not make me want to get out of the car any faster. That’s when I found myself 

locking the doors. His fist found his way to my windshield and he started beating on the glass like an 

angry gorilla. 

His body was massive. He was covered in tattoos and of course, didn’t mind showing them off by 

wearing a shirt with ripped sleeves. The rain covered his skin and you could see the veins in his body 

pulsing. 

Nothing could make me get out of this car. I started to pick up my phone and call the police. The large 

man then looked at me as if I had committed a crime. His eyes stared deeply into mine and the look had 

actually distracted me from pushing the rest of the numbers. He then took his fist and slammed them into 



my windshield. The force sent tiny cracks across the glass. In my sudden reaction, my body left the seat, 

and the phone fell to the floor. My eyes were still locked on his face. The man looked at me for a few 

seconds longer and started walking towards his truck. Not knowing what he was about to do, I found 

myself frozen. 

‘John!’ ‘You have to snap out of it and call the police!’ The voice in my head was loud. Quickly coming 

out of my hypnotized state, I searched for my phone. A car door slammed in the distance and I feared he 

had come back to kill me. My body’s temperature flashed in waves of heat. My palms were clammy and 

it was becoming difficult to grab the phone. 

I started shaking and was sure he was standing at the window with a gun or some other weapon. Slowly 

turning my head to face certain death, I heard the squealing of rubber. Quickly looking up, the man was 

speeding off. 

Why would someone drive away like that? What would cause you to act like a psycho and then just 

leave? Maybe he didn’t want any confrontation from the cops. 

One thing was for sure; at least I wasn’t going to be in too much trouble. That crazy gorilla left the scene 

of an accident and it wasn’t even his fault. Listening to the rain tap my car, I couldn’t help but think of 

how I should have taken the bus. 

After waiting in what was becoming a cold car, the police, insurance company, and the tow truck driver 

made their rounds. The whole time I was focused on the man who left the scene. His stature, the crazy 

looks, and the way he left. It didn’t seem right and the whole situation made me feel uneasy. The town 

wasn’t that big and if he wanted to find me, it wouldn’t be that hard. It made me feel extremely paranoid. 

I felt myself looking over my shoulders and constantly scanning my surroundings. 

It was then, while waiting for an estimate from the local garage, I saw him. Again, I found myself frozen; 

looking at what I believed to be a psycho. 

 

“Sir, your paper work is ready.” It was the young girl behind the counter. 

The man was parked across the street, waiting in his truck. Did he really follow me over here? What was 

going on? Maybe it was just my imagination. I closed my eyes tightly and a vision of him flashed before 

me. When I opened my eyes, he was gone. Where did he go? Was he even there? 



“Sir, your paper work is ready.” Her voice was a bit sterner this time and as I looked around me, people in 

the lobby were staring. 

“Sorry, I just thought I saw someone.” Did I see someone? Looking over my shoulder again, he wasn’t 

there. This was something I had to snap out of. A headache started piercing behind my eyeballs. 

“Sir, are you okay?” The look on her face was genuine, but you could tell she really wanted to get to the 

next customer. “Your car won’t be ready for a few days. The radiator is busted and we have to order the 

part. Do you have a rental car?” 

I almost couldn’t answer her simple question. Driving was out of the question. 

“My insurance isn’t that great and I’m not sure I want to drive anymore.” 

Seeing that some people in line were getting a little impatient, I moved over to the side and signed all the 

appropriate pages. The irony of this whole situation was that I was going to have to take the bus home. 

Finishing what needed to be done at the garage, I made my way outside where it was still raining. Finding 

the nearest bus stop, I took a seat at the bench. It was only thirty minutes until the next bus, but the wait 

felt like hours. What I really wanted to do was go home . 

Maybe the scary guy just wanted to mess with me for hitting his truck. He obviously didn’t want to be 

involved with the police, and to pay me back for not paying attention, he planned to make me nervous by 

following me around. It was working. However strange the plan was, it was working. 

The bus arrived and as I took my seat, I saw him. He was parked across the street and as soon as the bus 

pulled out, so did he. On the verge of panicking, I franticly searched for my cell phone. Searching every 

pocket I had repeatedly, it dawned on me that I left it in my car. Wanting desperately to call the police, I 

asked anyone that would listen if I could borrow their phones. It was useless. They turned their backs and 

acted as if I were a crazy person. 

What was I going to do? Knowing that I couldn’t ride this bus forever even made me more nervous. Why 

was this happening to me? What was it that I did wrong? What made my heart race more was the fact that 

the bus didn’t have a back window. How was I to know if he was still following me? I didn’t, and that 

was scary. When the bus reached my stop, the only choice I had was to run home. It was a half mile to my 

house and the rain was still coming down. Not to mention, it was getting dark. 

Jumping off the bus, I could feel everyone looking at me. It was the story of my life, today. Everything I 

have done has ended with stares and glares. The unfortunate part of this day, was that it was not over. 



Getting myself together, I prepared to make a run for it. Certainly making the right decision this time 

because he was right behind me. Why not just kill me now? It’s dark enough that no one would know 

what happened. Visions of what he was going to do to me clouded my brain. 

That’s when I thought, what if he just wants to give me his insurance? Maybe I was giving myself a heart 

attack for nothing. That thought was quickly erased when I thought of all the times he could have given 

me the proper documents. He was slowly driving behind me, waiting for me to enter my house, so he 

could kill me, or something of that nature. 

Finally reaching my doorstep, I fumbled for my keys while franticly looking behind me. He slowed his 

truck to gaze at me and drove off. What was he doing? Was this really happening to me? 

Slamming the door open, I quickly shut and locked it. Falling to the floor, tears filled my eyes, as I was 

certain that he would come back. I jumped off the floor and ran to the phone. My hands were soaking wet 

and dialing three numbers started to become very difficult. 

Suddenly, loud knocks filled the house. I dropped the phone and it fell to pieces on the hard tile floor. It 

must be him. It had to be him. Who else would be knocking on my door like that? 

Slowly, I walked towards the door trying not to make a sound. A hundred thoughts of how I was going to 

die filled my mind. What was sad is how none of the thoughts was how to survive. 

Maybe death is what I secretly wanted. 

The peephole didn’t make it easy to see who was at the door. To my relief, the frame was smaller than the 

crazy mans’. 

“John, are you in there? It’s your next door neighbor.” 

What did she want? I did not need visitors right now. Taking a second look through the peephole, I saw 

Patricia Baxter. Then, I quickly remembered why she was at my door. Poor Shelly was in my garage. 

Opening the door, I prepared myself for the worst. Even though Patricia was soaking wet, I could still see 

the tears on her face. She quickly smacked me across the face. The stings of pain made me feel alive, 

which was better than facing death. 

That’s when I saw him. Instead of sitting in his truck and watching me, he was walking towards my 

house. In his hands, I saw a shotgun. The rain bounced off the metal and I could swear that the splashes 

looked like glitter. 



Why would he kill me when I have a witness? Maybe he had waited long enough. Witnesses or not, he 

was going to shoot me. 

Grabbing Patricia’s arm, I threw her in the house. She screamed and asked what the hell I was doing. 

Quickly gaining her balance, she saw what was coming and started to scream some more. It took all my 

strength to try to close the door behind me. He had already made his way to my porch and was pushing 

the door open. 

Patricia was yelling and asking questions that I had no answers to. My body gave up and he flung the 

door open. Falling backwards next to Patricia, I kept my eyes on the crazed man. 

He slammed the door shut and locked us in. Patricia started crying and started to plead for her life. She 

told the man how she was only here to get her dead dog. She told him that I ran over her beloved Shelly, 

and to let her get her dog so she could leave. 

It made me angry that Patricia had pawned me off to save her life, but I was sure I would have done the 

same. Instead of letting Patricia go, he stroked the barrel of his gun. He was caressing it like a woman 

touching her freshly shaved legs. The silence in the air was unsettling. Turning my head, I looked at 

Patricia. She was still sobbing, but her eyes were closed. Was she making her peace with God? Should I 

be doing the same? 

It wasn’t right. None of this was right. Questions of doubt and anger filled my head. The biggest one was 

why. Why didn’t I take the bus? 

It was after looking at the man in my living room a second time, when I too started to make my peace. My 

life wasn’t bad, just unfulfilled. All the things I had always wanted to do were out of reach now. 

Camping, hiking, skiing, paragliding, the list was long and would never be finished. My funeral played 

out in my head. Sobs from my mother filled my ears. Her dreams of hoping I would meet a nice girl and 

start a family would never happen, as I was her only son. The laughter of my children around a campfire 

played out and I imagined sitting there, filling sticks with marshmallows. What I wanted would never be. 

Looking once more at Patricia, I wondered if she was thinking about her family too. Then, I looked at the 

man holding the gun. 

He was still stroking the barrel. Was he thinking about whom he wanted to kill first? His hand grasped the 

barrel and he forcefully pumped the gun. The sound was horrifying. It put everything into perspective. 

You could hear the bullet enter the chamber. 



Patricia screamed and her body jumped back almost a foot. I too jumped and gasped what was sure to be 

my last breath. He took the shotgun and pointed it at Patricia. Her eyes shut tightly and I saw her prepare 

herself for the impact of the bullet. 

Why wasn’t he saying anything? Couldn’t he give us, especially me, a reason as to why he was doing 

this? It wasn’t fair. Watching his fingers, he pressed lightly on the trigger and the bullet left the chamber. 

The sound was extremely loud. Everything around me was in slow motion. Patricia fell backwards and 

the blood flew from her chest. It sprayed on my face and oozed all over the floor. 

Rage flowed through my veins. Immediately I screamed at him and asked him why. He was still silent. 

He pumped the shotgun, and Patricia’s bullet casing hit the floor. This man was not going to stop until he 

had revenge. It made me sick to think what he would have done if I had really damaged his truck. 

However, what was worse than death? Knowing you were going to die was horrific. Slowly dying from 

old age had to be horrible too. It was essentially the same, right? No, it wasn’t the same. 

Facing death before your time was not the way I, or anybody else wants to go. Living out a life and dying 

when you were old was much different, I was sure of it. 

I felt the bullet hit my chest. My body fell backward and my head smacked the floor. The casing hit the 

floor and the sound, like all of the sounds of the day, rang in my ears. It was the final sound of the man 

walking out of my house and shutting the door, that made me feel a slight relief. 

Never again did I have to worry about everyday situations. The warmth of my blood felt good against my 

cold body. When I looked at Patricia, my last thought was disgust about the one decision that changed 

this entire day. I should have taken the bus. 

 

POEMS 

The Wind 

I see the wind.  

It contorts the branches outside.  

It plays tricks with my eyes.  



Monsters, demons, boogiemen, and ghosts.  

Await with pleasure to deliver my corpse.  

I shiver, fret, and stare with great doom.  

For the wind weaves great tales 

And visions that abuse. 

 

If Only It Were TV 

If you're not careful, the ones you love won't help you anymore.  

If you keep destroying bridges, you'll never find complete boards.  

 

If you let them down one more time, their hearts will turn cold.  

The people who loved you, won't love you anymore.  

You take for granted their patience and time.  

Their advice, their opinions, their forgiveness, their dimes.  

You believe you're never wrong. You believe the world owes you it's life.  

The truth is the world owes you nothing, and you're never right.  

Your life is a carousel. You're dizzy. You can't see.  

But you'll never dismount. Your denial is a deep sea.  

You jump from one dysfunction to another.  

Each mess more tragic than the other.  

People morn for your existence. They cry for your peace.  

They hold to the moments of who you might be.  

It's sad. It's dreadful, to watch this scene.  

If only the channel would change.  



If only this were tv.  

 

WORK 

I work 

 I don't live anymore.  

 I don't breathe anymore.  

 I'm tired.  

 I'm stressed.  

 I can't see.  

 I can't be.  

 There's no space.  

 There's no time.  

 There's only fine lines 

 It's consuming - this place 

 This confining place 

 This deafening place 

 This shrinking space 

 There's no sky 

 No air  

 No birds 

 No sea 

 No cascading mountains 

 Watching over me 



 I'm here with papers 

 With notes 

 With deadlines 

 With false hope 

 I used to smile 

 It was real 

 The life I used to feel 

 It's gone 

 I stopped chasing my dreams 

 I started chasing what's green 

 But it has me ripping at the seams 

 I work.  

 

Let Me Do What I Can 

I can’t tell you if things will be okay. 

I can’t tell you if the pain will go away. 

I can’t foresee the light in the sky. 

I can’t foresee the tears in your eyes. 

I can’t change the world in a day. 

I can’t change time or stop the decay. 

If life is about constant regrowth, 

I can’t tell you how much you’ll be worth.  

I can give you spare amounts of hope. 



I can give you advice to help cope.  

I can give you thoughts to ease the pain. 

I can give you shelter out of the rain. 

If life is about constant regrowth, 

Let me help you become more than worth.   

 

 

The Demons Within 

I cannot sleep the 

walls are closing in 

 

There are footsteps 

in the hall and underneath the bed 

 

The monsters have 

all found a decent place to play 

 

They’re the ones 

that haunt me early in the day 

 

The walls are 

talking and the floor moans 

 

The air that fakes 

peace chokes at all my bones 

 

The bed feels like 

spiders nesting in my skin 

 

Each hair that 

brushes my cheek is a snake burrowing in 

 

My pillow is a bag 

of sharps begging to infect my blood 

 

The shadows in the 

corner dance like a raging flood 

 

But sleep stays with 

someone else who needs to dream of me 

 



For I lay awake 

fighting demons in a drunk and furious sea. 

 

SHORT STORIES 

 
A Little Gory Story 

 

She couldn’t understand the worry on her friends face. It was discontent, she knew his circumstances, his 

recent job loss, the divorce, and the house in foreclosure. She understood all those things. Today was 

different. All the other things were ancient. What she couldn’t understand was his constant need to keep 

dragging up the past. In her mind it was over and he should forget that it ever happened. That was easy 

enough, right? For her, it was easy to detach – to leave her emotions at bay. She considered herself 

emotionally gifted. She never worried, cried, laughed, or became angry. She often became agitated, 

though it never gave for much concern. The loss of her parents and siblings didn’t really affect her. Her 

friend, on the other hand, was distraught for years. He still brings it up. For her, it becomes more a 

nuisance to discuss. She rolls her eyes, and she lets him know she doesn’t want to speak of the issues; not 

because she is trying to repress the memories, but because it annoys her when his eyes start to get wet and 

his nose starts draining. He suddenly needs a tissue and it wasn’t even his family. 

She changed the subject. He still had the worried look even though the topic was light enough to make 

anyone content. He kept talking of his constant sorrow. He started to cry. She became more annoyed. She 

started to tap her fingers on the table. Her taps became louder and louder. Her friend didn’t seem to 

notice, although other patrons of the cafe started to stare. His sobs became louder. She stopped tapping. 

She looked around her and everyone was looking over, craning their necks to gawk at the scene. She 

breathed a heavy breath. He looked up and wiped his tears with the heavy cloth napkin. He blew his nose 

into the material. The sound was deafening. She pounded her hands on the table. She snatched the cloth 

from his hands. She twisted the cloth by its edges, gaining a firm grip until the cloth resembled a tightly 



wound rope. She took her aim and snapped one end toward his eyeball. She always had perfect aim and 

impeccable wrist control. She made a perfect basketball player, if she would have ever tried for the team. 

He screamed in pain. He immediately covered his eye with his hand. She couldn’t see the results right 

way, but she saw the blood trickle between his fingers. 

He desperately reached for another cloth napkin. She handed it to him, in hopes he would release his hand 

from his injured eye. He took it and he took the bait and she quickly wound the cloth napkin and took aim 

for his other eye. He bled profusely. His screams echoed off the cafe walls. Everyone was panicked. He 

was now covering both of his eyes and the blood covered his hands. He paused a moment and looked at 

her in sheer confusion. She smiled a sly grin, “I just wanted you to stop crying.” 

 

The Descent 

 
The rocks, the dirt, the gritty debris… I seemed to become part of the landscape. The only difference 

between myself and the stones was the blood. I was trying to climb away – up, the last place I wanted to 

be, further from the ground, but I had no other options. They were gaining. My body was exhausted. 

Every time I moved my body closer to the top, each limb grew heavier. It was my escape that astonished 

me. If I could make it out of this scenario, I might live to tell about it. I reached for another rock. I turned 

my head to look down at my pursuers. I lost my grip. My body descended to the trees below. There 

wasn’t any time to reach for anything to stop this fall. I thought I would make it, I really did. My heart 

sank, my stomach seemed to flip. The ground gained closer. I tried to scream, but I stared in shock. I saw 

their faces, also in disbelief or just in shock that it was over too soon. Or perhaps glad it ended. I snapped 

out of my stupor and reached for my side arm. If I was going to die, the people who tortured me were 

going to die too. Each bullet reached their heads just in time. My body smacked a tree limb and I felt my 

ribs crack. My body folded and my head hit a larger limb. That is all I know. Three dead assholes, and 

me, lying on the ground, broken – severely broken. 



 

 

 

Attack of the Six Legged Beasts! 

 
The cave reeked of bile. The stench flooded my airways and my eyes began to water. Turning back 

seemed a lucrative idea. The thought as tempting as cake on a diet. But no one could think of cake when 

the rotten smell of death was clinging to the air. I made my way into the depths of the ever expanding 

cave. The darkness consumed ever crevasse. I reached into a pocket to retrieve the MAG light. It 

formulated enough wattage to bring light to a small village. A bit overkill for the current situation, but 

this job was unlike any other. My duties sworn with The Resistance and its obligations was to rid the 

country of putrid ant scum. They came in droves, colonizing in secret, gaining access to areas deemed 

uninhabitable to many humans. They bred by the hundreds and in months their takeover began. They 

populated every city and forced civilization to its knees. After a few weeks, the ants were flooding the 

world. They soon gained access and control over humans and made their way to small islands, building 

even larger colonies. Humans withered away and only a few survived. Years followed and although many 

thought the ants enslaved us all, they were never smart enough to capture every living soul. This is where 

I come in. The ants carried dead human carcasses into caves and fed. The smell are the decomposing 

bodies. I ready my blaster specially made to kill an ant instantly. Each loaded container was to hold 

enough ammonia to knock out a few elephants. With the size of these ants increasing in size by the hour, 

these canisters held enough ammonia to kill a dinosaur or two. I inched closer to the colony. In the 

distance I heard movement. My heat source detector flashed, but the readout was inconclusive. I readied 

my weapon. I carefully placed my feet on the surface of the floor, now covered in blood and bile. The 

smell of rotting flesh never appealed to me, but I suppose it isn’t something you get used to. My sensor 

flashed again revealing a sort of straight line. I assumed it must be an ant tentacle. I neared a curve in the 

layout of the cave. I stood my ground. The tentacle reached for the wall. I held my blaster at the ready and 



braced my feet to withstand the recoil. My sensor flashed and just as I started squeezing the trigger, 

“Please, don’t shoot. Please, save me.” 

 

A Story Full of Questions 

I run through the thick woods, trying to be careful of every step. Hoping I don’t break my ankle or 

something worse that will render me useless. The thick brush seems to encase itself around me and I 

struggle to break my self-free of its tight clutches. I break a branch that nearly smacks me in the face and 

my eyes catch what I have been searching for. Its peeling paint and sagging roof remind me of every 

stereotypical idea my thoughts can produce about killers. The old, decomposing house in an area thick 

with trees, hidden from view. Although the windows looked incased with mud, I did my best to become 

like the house – hidden. If anyone was inside, I didn’t want to bother them. Not just yet. The sun was 

setting and the fading light offered the right amount of camouflage. I came to what looked like a 

bathroom window. It was nested at eye level and to my amazement, was cracked open. I wondered if it 

was a trap, but erased the thought from my head. How could they know anything? Everyone I loved was 

dead. Unless they tortured them. If that was the case, I knew to be extra careful. I put my face to the glass. 

I wanted a better look inside. I took the sleeve from my coat and scraped a small section of mud and filth 

from the window. I could barely make out the lining of a shower and toilet. I surveyed the window for 

wires or anything suspicious. Satisfied I wouldn’t die instantly or become impaled, I slowly opened the 

window. It made small creaking sounds and I cringed every time. I pleaded for no one to be inside. I 

finally opened the window and started to squeeze in, feet first. The floor felt slimy and it took all my 

strength to hang onto the window sill and keep my balance. In seconds I would find out what was under 

my feet and I wasn’t ready. I imagined a layer of film from a once overflowing toilet. Or just grime from 

a house in ruins. I must have been seduced by the crisp night air, for as soon as my entire body entered the 

bathroom, my nostrils filled with the smell of bile. I almost lost what was left in my stomach. But another 



stench crept in and it took a while for the smell to register. I have smelt it before. My mother smelled the 

same way before she died. I know because I held her in my arms. It was all I could do to keep her alive, 

but the wound was so deep. I then knew what it was. Blood. I thought of how my mother knew exactly 

where to cut. To make a mark in her skin that no one could heal. When I found her she was covered and 

lying in a pool of this familiar stench. I tried to stop the bleeding, but it was too late. The bathroom was 

suddenly my old home and I could see my mother curled up on the floor half awake, half dead. I was sad 

and deeply confused. When she died I only felt anger. I see her on the floor and I want to run to her. A 

loud sound from another room breaks my trance. I quickly hide in the only safe place – the shower. It’s an 

old tub that rest on for post in the shape of talons. A single rod from the floor hold a circle that hangs 

above the tub. A moldy plastic sheet hangs from rust covered hooks. I pull the sheet around me and wait 

patiently; silently. Trying to hold my breath. My heart is pounding and I swear it sounds like drums. The 

footsteps grow louder and I prayed they would pass the bathroom door. Please don’t have to pee. Please. 

The footsteps stop in front of the door. A voice from another room yells at the person in the hallway. I 

can’t make out the words, but it causes the person to grunt in a disapproving tone. The person starts to 

open the bathroom door and I am sure that I will be seen. I can die just as my mother did – on a bathroom 

floor. Except no one will be there to comfort me and I will not have taken my own life, just brutally 

murdered in a bathroom. The door pushes open and I cover my mouth hoping my silent breath will stop 

my noisy heart. The voice from the other room yells again. The bathroom door shuts slightly and the 

person grunts loudly and walks down the hall. This is my chance. I step out of the shower and slowly 

make my way out of the bathroom. Away from my death. I can feel my mother’s clutches and I stall. Half 

of my body in the hallway and half in the bathroom. I search the hallway for the next available hiding 

spot and shake my leg. “not today, mother”. This momentary fight for life gives me the courage to doge 

into an adjacent room. I hide in the closet and find myself seated holding my knees on the floor. I decide 

to wait until the house is empty. Until then I devise a new plan. I’ll find my answers in the morning.  

 



Bound 

I didn’t want to sit, but she made me. She forced her hand on my shoulder and gave an abrupt 

thrust downward. My body had no choice but to be driven into the chair. She stood over me, in 

silence. I dared to stare into her eyes and force my way out of the chair. She pushed me down 

again with the same motion. It was now I could see her getting frustrated. I tried again to stand, 

feeling weak, but not wanting to give in. She pushed me down and kept her hand on my shoulder 

with an impressive grip that immobilized me. She stared at me with a questioning look asking 

why I would dare to contradict her. Keeping her hand on my shoulder and digging her nails 

inside my skin, she reached down beside the chair with her free arm and took a rope from the 

floor, without taking her eyes away from mine. I struggled harder, to no avail. She moved her 

hand to my throat and squeezed. I flung in pain and desperation. She quickly took the rope and 

circled it around my neck, draped it down my chest, maneuvered the rope around my hands, and 

before I knew what was happening, I was tied up like a pig before a roaring fire. She threw me 

on the ground and kicked me in the face. Her foot hit my jaw and I felt blood gush out of my 

mouth. I tried to stay coherent, but I was slowly fading into the darkness, pain searing through 

my face and neck. In seconds I could feel my body being drug across the cold, wet concrete to a 

destination unknown. 

The Road 

It was a day of beauty. Birds were singing, the sun was shining, and the temperature was just right. It was 

a good day to find my next victim. I walked my usual route, down the baseline of the trees. The river ran 

alongside and I loved to hear the water crashing against the rocks. Many travelers wondered the nearby 

dirt road. This road veered from the highway. Some called it a shortcut to the town nearby. I called it 



hunting grounds. Such silly drivers who believed they would be all right if they took a dirt road to bypass 

traffic. Isn’t clear that one should never take a dirt road to anywhere in unfamiliar territory. Don’t they 

read the papers? Don’t they watch the news? I’ve been snatching bodies off this road for years. What 

amazes me is how not a single person has figured it out yet. Isn’t it suspicious that random people come 

up missing? I don’t have any specific people that I target, just anyone who thinks they are a genius by 

taking the “shortcut”. It makes me laugh. In reality, it isn’t a short cut at all. In fact, if one were to make it 

to the other end of this road, they would find it adds an extra 20 minutes. You would think GPS would tell 

them that, but that’s the thing. People who come down this road aren’t thinking or using any sort of 

technology. They are “I’m not lost husbands”, or “Dude, let’s take the back road”. Idiots, they are all 

idiots. I, however, have them all pegged. It was a great day for killing. Mama was hungry. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



I hope you enjoyed reading this Shot of Shorts. Thank you 

for being a fan.  

 

 

 

 


