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Chapter One 

Kenyon Farm, August 1973 

 

Paul Licata and David Keene each took a long drink of water from their canteens and 

sat on a fallen log.  They were drenched with sweat from working in the summer heat, 

their shirts long since abandoned.  David’s feet seemed to swim in sweat inside his 

workboots and both of their jeans were covered with pine sap.  The two young men were 

exhausted and they still had to make camp. 

Directly in front of them was Paul’s VW bus, but they had managed to effectively 

hide it with pine boughs and tree limbs, as well as splashing mud from the nearby 

stream on it.  A random stranger could pass within ten feet and never know the bus was 

there.  David didn’t think that any State police would think to look this far out, but they 

couldn’t risk it.   

Paul had messed up.  

He’d killed the bartender when they’d robbed the Tavern two nights earlier and now, 

at eighteen, they were both looking at life in prison.  David had made sure to drive down 

into Massachusetts just to make sure that any New Hampshire people who saw the van 

saw it going south.  They’d spent the next night making their way up back roads to hide 

in Mont Vernon. 

Luckily they had found a farm, out on the end of Old Nashua Road.  David had 

scouted it out for a while, and all he had seen was one old farmer walking in and out of a 

barn and working on a pickup truck that looked like it had been built before the 

Japanese had bombed Pearl Harbor. 

 “When do you want to make camp?” Paul asked.  He’d been quiet for a long time.   



“Soon,” David answered.  “Need a breather.” 

Paul nodded. 

After a few minutes, Paul asked, “How long do you want to stay here?” 

“Maybe a day, maybe a week” David said.  “I want to see if the farmer leaves.  Maybe 

we can grab some food out of his house, even siphon off some gas.  We won’t be able to 

stop anywhere for fuel.  We’ll have to steal it whenever we can.” 

“Yeah.” 

“We’ll be alright, Paul,” David said.  “Couple of days we’ll be in Canada.  From there 

we can cut across the country towards the west coast.  Maybe Vancouver.” 

Paul sighed.  “Let’s just get the camp set up for now.  If you’re ready.” 

“I am.”  David stood up and stretched.  “Okay, let’s get this done.” 

 

 

  



Chapter Two 

The Farmer Leaves 

 

The sound of an engine starting woke David up.  He lay on his back, eyes open and 

listened.  The rumble of the engine told him that it was old, well-maintained, but old. 

The farmer’s truck. 

David got up and walked out from under the tarp they’d strung up between a trio of 

trees and left Paul sleeping on the ground.  Quietly, David made his way to the edge of 

the road and dropped down behind a tree.   

In the distance he could see the farmer’s red pickup turning around in the yard and 

then driving out onto the road.  Within a few moments, it was gone from sight. 

Hurrying back to Paul, David woke his friend up. 

“Hey.” 

“What?” Paul asked tiredly. 

“The farmer left.” 

“What farmer?” 

“The farmer, dumb ass.” 

Paul blinked several times and then his eyes widened.  “Oh.  That farmer.” 

“Exactly.” 

“Good,” Paul said, getting out from under the tarp.  “I’m hungry as hell.” 

David nodded and rubbed his hand over his stomach.  They hadn’t eaten since before 

the robbery. 



They moved out of their small campsite and quickly made their way to the house.  

They slipped around to the back and found the kitchen door unlocked.  David went in 

first, cautious and listening. 

The old man’s refrigerator made some noise, but other than that the house was 

silent. 

No one else was in it as far as David could tell. 

When he stepped further into the kitchen, Paul followed him and together they went 

searching through the cabinets and then the pantry.  David found a dusty, empty rush 

basket and the two of them started to load it up with canned goods and half a dozen 

apples out of a barrel by the fridge.  They moved quickly, and when they had the basket 

filled, David looked over at Paul. 

“Should we check the rest of the house?” he asked. 

Paul nodded. 

David picked the basket up and let Paul take the lead. 

The house was clean, but sparsely furnished. Old family photographs in oval frames 

hung on the walls, but the rooms showed their age in worn rag-rugs and faded 

wallpaper.  The upholstery on the few pieces of furniture were threadbare, but the rifles 

and shotguns they found in a gun cabinet were well cared for and neatly arranged.  They 

each took a shotgun, full-length double-barreled Remingtons.  They also found a box of 

shells loaded with birdshot. 

“Good enough?” Paul asked. 

“Yes,” David said, nodding.  “Let’s get out of here.” 

They turned to leave, but the sound of a door opening froze them in place. 



David hadn’t heard the farmer’s truck.  The windows around the house were open. 

They should have heard any vehicle approaching the house in plenty of time to get out. 

But they hadn’t. 

The two of them stood still as they listened to the sound of footsteps approaching, 

moving steadily along the hallway that led back to the kitchen.  A heartbeat later the 

footsteps were just before the open doorway, and then they were passing by. 

Yet there was nothing visible. 

No one belonged to the footsteps. 

The sound continued down the hallway, and then seemed to go up a set of stairs.  A 

few moments later David could hear the person moving on the second floor.  David 

tilted his head up slightly to look at the ceiling.  The footsteps ceased only to be followed 

by the squeak of an old box-spring and the settling of a bed. 

“What was that?” Paul whispered. 

“A  big old clue,” David said, swallowing nervously, “that we should get out of the 

house and back to the Volkswagen.” 

Paul nodded his agreement, and the two of them hurried out of the house as fast and 

as quietly as they dared. 

Within a few minutes, they were back in the relative safety of their camp, sitting just 

outside of the tarp, and had relaxed.  The shotguns and shells were placed on the 

ground, and the two of them quickly picked out something to eat. 

David used the can opener on his keychain to open a can of baked beans, which he 

ate greedily, tilting the can up and into his mouth.  They were both ravenous.  Neither he 

nor Paul spoke as they ate, pausing in their chewing to drink water from their canteens. 



When David finished with the beans, he added a little water to the can, swirled it 

around and then he drank the water.  Belching loudly, he put the can on the ground and 

looked at Paul, who was finishing an apple, core and all.  Paul took a long drink from his 

canteen, capped it and set it on the ground before looking at David. 

“We need to get out of here tonight,” David said. 

“Yeah,” Paul said.  “That was a ghost in there, wasn’t it?” 

“What else could it be?” David asked in return.  “I mean, I doubt the guy’s got the 

invisible man living with him.” 

“Yeah.” 

“Doesn’t matter,” David continued.  “We’ve got enough food to last us a day or two.  

We can start tonight a couple hours after sunset.” 

“Okay,” Paul said, picking up another apple.  “Okay.” 

  



Chapter Three 

Night Fall 

 

David cleared off the last of the branches from the VW as the sun set and while Paul 

vomited again behind a fir tree. 

The apples had gone right through him, and he had been sick immediately after 

finishing them.  David tried not to listen to the heaving noises Paul was making, or the 

foul smell that followed, and instead focused on getting the VW ready to travel.  He 

reloaded the little camping gear that they had and stowed away the food. 

Paul was still sick. 

Shaking his head David walked to the driver’s side, got in, and turned the key in the 

ignition.  

Nothing happened. 

David tried it again. 

Still nothing. 

“Shit,” David grumbled to himself.  He started walking back towards the engine 

when he smelled it. 

Oil. 

The odor up close was so strong that even the stench of Paul’s regurgitated stomach 

contents couldn’t conceal it. 

Groaning, David got down on his hands and knees and looked under the VW.  In the 

last light of the sun that managed to filter through the trees, David saw a large puddle of 

oil glistening on the leaves beneath the engine. 



Paul came out from behind the fir tree as David pushed himself into a sitting 

position, resting his back against a tire. 

“Everything okay?” Paul asked. 

David shook his head. 

“What’s wrong?” 

“Oil leak,” David said.  “Looks like the whole pan’s emptied out onto the ground.” 

“Oh shit,” Paul said, sitting down across from David and wincing. 

“Yup,” David replied. 

“Well, how the hell are we supposed to get out of here?”  Paul asked.  “We can’t hang 

around in New Hampshire.  Hell, we can’t even hang around in the States.” 

“I know,” said David. 

“We can’t fix the damn thing.” 

“Jesus Christ, Paul,” David said, “I know that we can’t.  Let’s try and figure out what 

it is that we can do, okay?” 

Paul nodded. 

After a moment Paul said, “What about the farmer’s truck?” 

“Steal it?” 

“Yeah,” Paul said. “Old truck or not, we’re looking at a murder rap. I don’t see we 

have much choice.” 

David nodded slowly.  For some reason, he felt bad about the idea. “We’ve got to get 

out of here.” 

David nodded again, sighing.  Stealing some of the old man’s food was one thing.  

Stealing his truck was something else.  “Maybe he’s got another ride in the barn?” 

“You think?” 



“I don’t know,” David said.  “I saw him going in and out of the barn a few times today 

before he took off.” 

“Okay,” Paul said, “we can check it out.  But we need to go.” 

“Soon as it’s dark enough we’ll go to the barn, and then to the truck if we need to.  

We can hotwire the damned thing if we need to.” 

David got to his feet and went to the passenger’s side door, reached in and pulled out 

the two shotguns and the box of shells.  He brought everything back to where Paul was 

and sat down, handing one of the shotguns to Paul.  David opened the box of shells and 

set it between the two of them.  Quietly the two of them broke open the weapons and 

loaded them.  Each of them stuffed their pockets with spare rounds. 

A soft humming sound drifted out from the woods.  Someone was out there with 

them, humming a tune that seemed vaguely familiar to both of them. 

David frowned, listening, trying to identify it. 

“That’s the battle hymn of the republic,” Paul said softly, turning his head to look 

towards the sound.   

David looked as well but couldn’t see anything. But there was something wrong, not 

with the tune, but with what was missing. He couldn’t hear the sound of anyone 

walking.  He should have been able to hear the noise of boots crunching through dead 

leaves and fallen pine needles. 

The humming came closer, and louder. 

David’s heart quickened its beat and nearly leaped out of his mouth. Suddenly Paul 

groaned, and doubled over in pain, staggering. He dropped his shotgun, clutched his 

lower stomach and fell onto his side. 

The humming grew louder and then, just, stopped. 



“Too many apples perhaps?” a voice asked. 

David couldn’t see anything or anyone.  The voice spoke from right  in front of him, 

but he couldn’t see the speaker. 

“Oh yes,” the voice said, chuckling.  “Far too many apples.  Never a good thing.” 

Paul whimpered and lost control of his bowels. 

“I don’t know if fear or the apples are responsible for that,” the voice said, laughing 

cheerfully.  “But I’m thinking fear more than anything else, aye, boy?” 

David opened his mouth to reply, but the blast of a shotgun interrupted him, the 

sound deafening him while the blast blinded him briefly.  The voice let out an enraged 

shriek and fell silent. 

“Come on,” a voice said from behind. 

David twisted around and saw the old farmer standing there, reloading a shotgun 

and putting the spent shells into a pouch on his side.   

“Grab your friend and move,” the old farmer said, “Henry’s not out here alone, and 

they don’t like strangers.” 

David scrambled to his feet, grabbed hold of Paul and pulled him up.   

“Move if you want to live,” the old farmer said, and he turned his back on them and 

began marching back toward the old farm house. 

Nearly carrying Paul, David stumbled in his haste to follow the old man, yet David 

kept to his feet.  

He kept moving. 

David wanted to live. 

  



Chapter Four 

In the House Again 

 

David left Paul in the small parlor, half-asleep on the settee.  David walked into the 

kitchen and accepted a beer from the old man. 

“Next time, ask,” the old man said. 

David nodded. 

The old man gestured to the table and sat down.  David followed suit and sat 

opposite.   

“What’s going on here?” David asked, uncomfortable.   

 “Death,” the old man said.  “A lot of it, when they can get it.” 

“Who?” 

“The dead.  Well, some of them.  Some like Henry.” 

“Who the hell is Henry?” 

The old man smiled tightly.  “Henry was a great-uncle of mine.  Died at a place called 

‘The Sunken Road’ during the Civil War.  He’s a right bastard.  Has a taste for killing, if 

he can manage it.” 

“How can you live here?” David asked.  He took a long drink as the old man’s words 

struck home.  “I mean, don’t they try and kill you?” 

“I’m family,” the old man answered. 

“How many have they killed?” 

“Can’t rightly say,” the old man said.  “I have a lot of property.  Occasionally I find 

animals dead.  No reason for it; just dead, and not where they should be.  Some of the 

family members are alright, though.  Even pleasant at times.” 



“How long have you lived with them?” David asked. 

“All my life,” the old man answered.  “I was born here.  Left for a little bit to fight in 

France during the Great War, but that was the only time.  Haven’t even been down into 

Nashua since we were fighting in Korea.” 

“So you grew up with ghosts?” 

“Yes,” the old man said, matter-of-factly. 

“And they don’t bother you?” 

The old man chuckled.  “I didn’t say that, young man.  Some of them don’t bother 

me.  Some of them do.  They’re relatives, just relatives who happen to be dead.  My 

name’s Fred Kenyon, by the way.” 

“David Keene,” David replied.  He extended his hand, and the old man shook it.  The 

hand was strong and calloused. 

“Running?” 

“Yeah.” 

“From what?” 

David paused for a moment, and then he said, “We held up the Tavern in Nashua.  

Paul got carried away, and killed the bartender. He didn’t mean to, just an unlucky 

punch,” he added. 

“Never a good thing,” Fred said softly. 

David shook his head. 

“You’re running together?” 

“Yeah.” 

“Why?” 



“He’s the closest thing I have to family,” David said.  “We grew up together on tough 

little street in Nashua.  Didn’t realize it was a shit hole until we were old enough to take 

a good look around some of the rest of the city. Anyway, we’d been cutting lawns and 

doing odd jobs to get some money up for traveling.  Thought it would be a good idea to 

roll the bartender at the Tavern.  Turns out it wasn’t.  Just wanted to see the rest of the 

country.” 

“I understand,” Fred said, finishing his beer.  “I didn’t realize how big the world was 

until I sailed across the Atlantic.  Nothing like an ocean to make you realize that you 

really don’t mean all that much to the world.” 

Fred stood up, put the empty bottle on the counter and went to the fridge.  “Want 

another?” 

“Please,” David said.  He put his empty down on the table.  Fred returned a moment 

later with two opened bottles.  “Thanks.” 

“You’re welcome,” Fred said. 

A creak sounded behind David, and he turned in his seat, and he saw nothing. 

“Mary?” Fred asked. 

The cabinet above the fridge opened, revealing a bottle of whiskey.  David watched, 

unable to look away as something took the bottle out of the cabinet and over to the 

counter.  Once the bottle was put down the cabinet to the left of the sink opened and a 

pair of tumblers were taken out.  David continued to watch as the bottle was uncorked 

and the liquor was poured into each of the glasses. 

The bottle was capped, returned to the cabinet above the refrigerator, and then the 

cabinet door was closed. 



“Thank you, Mary,” Fred said gently, and the sound of someone walking away filled 

the kitchen for a moment. 

“Mind fetching those?” Fred asked. 

“Um, sure,” David said.  He got up, took the tumblers and brought them back.  He 

handed one to Fred before sitting down. 

“Mary,” Fred said, taking a small sip of the whiskey, “was my great-uncle Henry’s 

second wife.  She’s a lovely woman.  Very quiet, very helpful.  I’m suspecting that my 

great-uncle was rather fond of his drink, though.  All she does is ply me with alcohol.” 

“She just wants to get drinks for you?” David asked. 

“Yes,” Fred said.  “And when I was a little boy after my mother had passed away, 

Mary used to sing to me.” 

“Your mother?” David started. 

Fred shook his head.  “No.  My mother is not among the ghosts here.  When I was a 

little boy, I used to wish that she was.  I missed her terribly, of course, but as an adult I 

realized it was better for her to have moved on.” 

“Who else is here?” David asked. 

“Others,” Fred said.  “Others.” 

David watched as the man finished his whiskey in one long gulp. 

“You should check on your friend,” Fred said.  “Want some eggs?” 

“Please,” David said.  He left both of his drinks on the table and went into the parlor. 

Paul wasn’t on the settee. 

Paul wasn’t in the room at all. 

“Fred,” David called. 

A moment later Fred was in the doorway. 



“Son of a bitch,” the old man grumbled.  “Where the hell did they take him?” 

“What do you mean?” David asked, turning around to face the old man.  “How the 

hell can a ghost take someone?” 

“They just can,” Fred snapped.  “Don’t worry about the why, boy, we need to find 

him. Damn me for not checking on him.” 

David followed Fred out of the room and into the hallway.  They traveled up a long 

flight of stairs.   

“Check these rooms,” Fred said, motioning towards the five doors on the second 

floor.  “I’ll check the attic.” 

“Okay,” David said.  He walked quickly to the farthest door and opened it. 

David found himself looking in on a room that hadn’t been touched in years, if not 

decades.  The dust was thick on the furniture, a sheet hung over what had to be a mirror.  

The shades were drawn, and the room was silent. 

Terribly silent. 

A slight motion caught his eye and David turned his head to the left to look at a tall, 

cane-backed rocker.  No dust had been allowed to settle on the chair, and it rocked ever 

so slightly as David looked at it. 

Beside the chair was a closed door.  More than likely a closet. 

He can’t be in there.  He can’t, David thought.  But I have to check.  It’s Paul.  Oh, 

Jesus Christ, I have to check. 

Taking a deep breath, which failed miserably at calming his nerves, David stepped 

into the room.  The chair stopped rocking, and David could feel someone watching him.  

Someone listening to every sound that he made.  Someone feeling the heat of his body. 



David’s mouth dried out as he crossed the floor, the squeak of each board sounding 

like the scream of someone being murdered. 

Don’t think about murder, David thought. 

He reached out and took hold of the brass doorknob to the closet door and turned it. 

Someone turned it back the other way from the inside. 

David wet himself just a little, but he turned the doorknob again.  Nothing resisted.  

Sweet Jesus, David thought, let this damned thing be empty. 

Pulling the door open David braced himself for whatever was in the closet. 

Not a thing.  

Nothing except dust and ancient mouse droppings along the back wall. 

David closed the closet door and stepped back, breathing quickly. 

The rocker started to move again in a slow, steady rhythm.  The closet’s doorknob 

rattled, and David backed nervously out of the room.  He closed the door behind him 

and paused in the hallway to catch his breath.  He still had four doors to open.  Four 

rooms to look into. 

Four more opportunities to be scared to death. 

David walked to the next door, found it unlocked, and went into the room.  Unlike 

the first, this room was clean and well-kept.  There were pictures of what were probably 

Fred’s family on his dresser, pictures in old silver frames.  The narrow twin bed was 

made, shoes neatly placed beside the closet. 

Taking a deep breath David walked to the closet and opened it. 

Flannel shirts were hung on hangers, old jeans folded neatly on a shelf beside a gray 

fedora.  A pair of winter boots and several wooden boxes labeled, “Photos,” stood beside 

them. 



Sighing with relief David closed the door and heard a thump. 

He turned and looked around the room. 

The thump sounded again, from beneath the bed.  David would have to get down on 

his hands and knees to look.  A plain blue bed skirt hid what was under the bed. 

David got down, leaned only as close as he had to in order to lift up the skirt, and 

looked in at the semi-darkness beneath the bed. 

All David saw were the floorboards and the barest hint of dust.  He -- 

“Shh,” a young voice said directly in front of him, “don’t tell Frederick that I’m here.” 

David scrambled backward, falling over himself and unable to calm down until his 

back struck the frame of the door painfully. 

“Don’t tell him,” the voice said from under the bed.  “We’re playing hide and seek, 

and he’s it.  He doesn’t know it, but he is.” 

The dead child laughed, the sound filling the room. 

David got to his feet, fled the room and slammed the door closed behind him. 

Three more doors.  Jesus Christ, I don’t think that I can do three more doors. 

But he had to find Paul. 

Above him David heard talking, and he looked up, listening. 

“Where the hell did you put him?” David heard Fred ask. 

A pause followed the question. 

“Yes, I want to know.  Helen, Helen just tell me where you put the boy.” 

Silence. 

“I don’t want to play any games, Helen,” Fred said, “I just want to find the boy.” 

David held his breath and then let it out slowly. 



“You know what the others will do,” Fred snapped.  “Just tell me where he is Helen.  

Helen, oh Jesus Helen don’t pout.  You can’t just take someone.” 

Something moved in the attic. 

“I don’t care if Jonathan is playing hide and seek,” Fred said, “I’m not.  And that boy 

Paul isn’t playing either.” 

Footsteps sounded as someone walked away from David’s side of the house. 

“Oh damn it, Helen,” Fred said. 

David listened to the footsteps fade away, and a moment later a heavier pair rang 

out.  Soon Fred was descending the stairs from the attic, a frown on his face.  “How 

many rooms do you have left?” 

David held up three fingers. 

“Are you okay?” Fred asked. 

David shook his head. 

“Buck up, son,” Fred said.  “Let’s find your friend.” 

Fred turned and entered the room closest to him, and David looked at the next door, 

hesitating just for a minute.  The ghosts hadn’t hurt him, only frightened him.  Maybe 

the ones in the house were okay. Maybe. 

Opening the door, Fred stepped into the room and felt himself being picked up and 

thrown, slamming into the floor, the wind rushing out of him.  His chest throbbed with 

pain, and there was a sharp, burning sensation in his right lung.  David rolled onto his 

back, trying to breathe. 

Gasping, he straightened up, stopped and then he let out a scream. 

The room he was in was barren of any furniture.  No sign of life, especially not from 

Paul who hung from the ceiling, his ankles tied and the rope looped over an iron hook 



set into the ceiling’s cracked plaster.  Paul’s fingertips brushed the worn wood 

floorboards and the look of horror on his face was terrifying to see. 

“Henry,” Fred snarled from the doorway.  “David, get out of the room.” 

David started, slowly, and then Fred stepped in, grabbed David by the collar of his 

shirt and dragged him out into the hall.  Fred slammed the door shut. 

“You need to get downstairs, into the kitchen,” Fred said.  “Stay there.  Don’t move 

until I come back and get you.” 

“Where are you going?” David asked, standing up uneasily. 

“I have to deal with Henry,” Fred said.  “And I have to try and get your friend’s body 

back.” 

“What do you mean try?” 

“Henry likes to keep his trophies.  He loves the hunt.  Don’t know why he thought 

your friend would be a prize since there was no chase,” Fred said, shaking his head.  

“Evidently he does, though.” 

David couldn’t move for a moment, stunned by what he had seen.   

“Downstairs, David,” Fred said.  “Downstairs.  Go to the kitchen.” 

Without a word David went down the stairs to the first floor.  He stayed focused on 

getting to the kitchen, but he could feel eyes upon him.  People watching.  People who 

should be dead.  Lots of them.  Too many of them. 

When he reached the kitchen, David turned on the light and went to the table.  

Standing beside it David finished his whiskey and his beer. 

What am I doing here? David thought.  I need to leave.  I can’t stay in the kitchen.  

What if Henry comes in?  How is Fred going to stop him? 



David realized that he was shaking, and he grabbed hold of the back of the chair to 

steady himself. 

“I need to go,” David said.  “I need to go.” 

Letting go of the chair he walked stiffly to the back door, opened it and looked out 

into the night sky.  Beyond the glow of the kitchen, which cast light out onto the ground, 

the land was dark.  The stars shined through the haze of the August night, but there 

were no street lights.  No light slipping out of shop windows to show the way. 

I need to go. 

David left the kitchen, walking down the steps and started across the grass.  He 

aimed at the rows of young corn growing in the distance and slowly quickened his pace. 

Soon he was running towards them, and then he was in the corn.  He was taller than 

the stalks, so he could see everything.  Just on the opposite side of the cornfield, David 

saw the forest, the tree line wrapping around the acres of corn.  If he could get through 

the corn he could circle around to the highway, the highway was to the North.  He could 

hitch a ride, see how far he could get. 

A crash sounded, and David jerked his head to the right. 

Something huge was rushing from the far edge towards him.  The corn was being 

smashed aside and crushed under something’s foot. 

David couldn’t see it. 

There was no denying that the thing was still coming, though and that it was aiming 

for David, but David couldn’t see it. He couldn’t see it at all.  

David tried to run faster, but the thing chasing him increased its own speed. 

From behind him David heard the crash of a shotgun, first one round, and then a 

second. 



Still the thing kept running.  Still kept getting closer. 

David tried to turn, slipped, stumbled, got to his feet, and found himself hurtled 

backward.  The pain in his chest, which had briefly been drowned out by the thrill of 

escaping returned, bringing tears to his eyes.  David found that he couldn’t move.  

Nothing responded to him except for his eyes.  Those he could move and all that he saw 

was corn and the sky 

David could hear, though.  He could hear whatever it was stepping closer to him, 

seeming to snort.  David breathed with difficulty, trying to ignore a foul scent that 

seemed to have accompanied the thing which had struck him down. 

From the right came the sound of the shotgun again, and this time the thing stopped. 

“Get away from him, you dumb son of a bitch,” Fred said tiredly, stepping into 

David’s circle of vision.  The old farmer was calmly breaking down the shotgun and 

reloading.  “Get on and get.” 

A long pause followed, and then the thing grunted and walked off, the corn parting 

around it as it left. 

Fred walked over to Henry and squatted down slowly, groaning a little. 

“Are you alright?” Fred asked. 

David couldn’t answer.  He couldn’t do anything other than look and listen. 

Fred frowned.  “More’n likely he broke your back.  You won’t make the ride to the 

hospital.  I suspect that you wouldn’t want to, neither. Aside from possibly losing 

permanent control of everything and then being brought to prison that way.  No, that 

wouldn’t be good.” 

David looked at Fred.   



“I wish that you hadn’t run,” Fred said, giving David a sad smile.  “I was dealing with 

Henry.  Everything would have worked out; except for what happened to Paul, of course.  

I could have gotten you away.  You just had to stay in the kitchen.” 

David felt tears well up in his eyes, and he was ashamed.  He didn’t want to cry.  Men 

were never supposed to cry. 

“There’s only one thing we can do now,” Fred said, standing up.  “I’m sorry that this 

happened, David.  Truly I am.  If you don’t move on, you’re welcome to visit.” 

Fred smiled at David, brought the shotgun up to his shoulder and sighted along the 

barrel. 

David closed his eyes as Fred squeezed the trigger. 

*  *  * 
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