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Chapter 1: Ken, December 30th, 1969 

 

It was three o’clock in the morning. 

The sky was a stunning dark blue, the stars shining brightly and the half-moon crisp 

and clean.  

The paths and roads in Middlebury had been shoveled by maintenance crews earlier 

in the day. Nearly two feet of snow had fallen the night before. 

And now Ken and Ike walked in the bitter, freezing temperature.  The cold bit angrily 

at what small amount of skin was exposed.  Sand grounded loudly under their boots, 

and the men were wrapped up as much as they could be.  Ike, somehow, had managed to 

convince the quartermaster of the local Army Reserve barracks to part with a couple of 

pairs of cold-weather goggles. 

Ken and Ike wore heavy overcoats. Each designed for use in the cold.  The two men 

walked at a pace that kept them warm and allowed them to observe the grounds. 

Just because it was freezing out didn’t mean Middlebury could be left to its own 

devices. 

It always had to be watched. 

“So,” Ike said.  “You still doing okay in Room Three?” 

“What?” Ken asked.  “Oh.  Yeah.” 

“You haven’t slept there at night?” 

“Nope,” Ken chuckled.  “Keeping to the routine, like you said.” 

“Good.  Just keep to it.  Another month or two and you’ll be all set with the sleep 

schedule.  You won’t have to worry about sleeping at night in the room.” 



Ken only nodded his agreement and tried not to think of the warmth and comfort of 

his bunk. 

As they rounded the corner of Building Four Ike pointed ahead of them. 

The lights to the house were on. 

Ken had never seen them on.  He had heard terrible things coming from the house.  

Screams, maniacal laughter, sobbing, and the painful, mournful cries of someone 

wracked with grief.  Ken looked hard at the house and then he pointed at the chimney. 

Smoke rose up from it. 

Music reached Ken’s ears as they moved closer to the small brick building.  He 

strained to hear it clearly. 

Schubert’s ‘Death and the Maiden,’ Ken thought.  His grandfather had loved it. 

The front door to the house opened as he and Ike approached. 

The music grew louder.  Light burst out onto the crisp snow.  Ken could smell coffee. 

Ike stopped at the brick path leading to the house. 

“Why are we stopping?” Ken asked.  

“It’s your turn,” Ike said.  He pointed to the house. 

“What do you mean?” Ken said, looking back to the house and the open door. 

“She only invites the third shift guys in,” Ike said.  “She decides when.  Looks like 

tonight’s your night.” 

Ken swallowed nervously.  “I have to, huh?” 

Ike nodded.  “Good luck, Ken.  Come back to the guardhouse as soon as she lets you 

out.” 

Ike started to walk away, and Ken said, “Hey Ike.” 

Ike paused and looked back. 



“Anybody not come out?” Ken asked. 

“A few,” Ike said.  “You’ll be fine.” 

Ken watched Ike walk away and then he turned and looked at the open door.   

  



Chapter 2: Inside the House 

 

As Ken stepped over the threshold and into the warmth of the room, the door 

slammed closed behind him, his heart tried to punch its way out of his chest. 

He was in a small parlor.  An old, hand-cranked phonograph, with the bell-shaped 

speaker, turned towards him, played Schubert’s symphony.  Dark wood Victorian 

furniture stood in the room.  A pair of matching chairs flanking a marble topped hearth.  

A small, but pleasant fire greeted Ken. 

Doilies were draped over the edges of the furniture.  A silver coffee service stood on a 

narrow tea table in the room’s center. 

Immediately to his left was a slim hall stand.  Quietly Ken removed his winter gear,  

hung each piece up and finally he sat down on stand’s bench to remove his boots. 

A faint voice in his head whispered for him to be polite. 

He needed to be on his best behavior. 

With his footwear removed and placed on the rag-rug, Ken stood. 

“Hello?” he asked cautiously. 

A woman’s voice came from an open doorway. 

“Please sit down, Kenneth.” 

He licked his lips nervously and went and sat down in the left chair by the fire.  He 

forced himself to put his hands palms down on his legs. 

A moment later the owner of the voice came into the room on silent feet. 

She looked to be in her forties and she was stunningly beautiful. 



Long white hair fell well past her shoulders in thick curls.  The black dress she wore 

accentuated her curves, and her lips were a disturbing color of red and reminded Ken of 

arterial blood. 

Ken forced himself to remember all of his manners and he stood up as she drew 

closer.  He gave a short bow. 

“Excellent, Kenneth,” she murmured.  He waited until she sat down before returning 

to his own seat. 

The volume of the symphony lowered. 

“We will have coffee shortly,” she said. 

“Yes, Ma’am.” 

She smiled at him, and he saw her teeth were all filed to points.  “You may call me 

Isabella, Kenneth.” 

“Thank you, Isabella.” 

Her smile widened.  “Oh, I do like you, Kenneth.  I’m ever so pleased you answered 

the call.” 

Ken frowned.  “I’m sorry, Isabella.  What call?” 

“The call which brought you here,” she said.  “You see, each of you was summoned.  

You have all been summoned.” 

“To Middlebury?” Kenneth asked. 

“To Middlebury,” she said, nodding.  “To us.” 

“Who are you, Isabella?” Kenneth asked. 

“We are the dark things,” she said pleasantly.  “Those things in the shadows beneath 

your bed.  In your closet and in your cellar.  All of the terrible, haunting thoughts of your 

childhood.” 



“Oh.” 

She smiled.  “‘Oh’ indeed, Kenneth.” 

“Why was I brought here?” Ken asked after a moment of silence. 

“I wouldn’t want to spoil the surprise, Kenneth,” Isabella said, her voice suddenly 

seductive.  “No, not at all.” 

Something thumped beneath his feet, and Ken looked down at the wood floor visible 

between his woolen socks. 

He glanced at Isabella, and she smiled sweetly at him. 

Again something struck the floor. 

Ken’s heart started to race. 

“Go ahead, Kenneth,” she said.  “Go on and knock.” 

Ken looked at the floor once more, leaned forward and rapped on the smooth wood 

with his knuckles. 

The response was immediate.  A frenzied series of knocks accompanied by desperate 

screaming. 

Ken sat up quickly and pressed himself into the back of his chair.  He fought the urge 

to lift up his feet, and he looked to Isabella. 

The woman steepled her long, graceful fingers together and smiled serenely at him.  

She sighed with pleasure.  “Such a delectable sound.” 

Ken didn’t agree, but he didn’t voice his opinion either.  Instead, he asked, “What is 

it?” 

“A young man who irritated me,” Isabella said, her voice growing stern.  “There are 

several downstairs.  In the cellar.” 

“What do they do in the cellar, Isabella?” Ken asked. 



“They participate in the re-enactment of the fate of Prometheus,” she said 

dismissively. 

Ken wracked his brain for a moment and tried to remember his Greek mythology.  

After several long seconds, he asked, “Is there an eagle involved?” 

Isabella laughed happily.  “An excellent question, Kenneth.  Alas, there is not.  I have 

had to substitute a creature a trifle more mundane, and far less magnificent.” 

“May I ask what creature it is, Isabella?” Ken asked. 

Isabella smiled playfully.  “Of course, you may, Kenneth.  You are proving to be an 

absolute delight.  May I ask with whom are you paired for your duties here at 

Middlebury?” 

“Ike,” Ken answered.  “Ike Fenton.” 

She pouted.  “Hmm.  Ike barely passed his interview.  A well-meaning youth at the 

time, a trifle surly, however.  He is intelligent, though, and he has lasted far longer than 

I had expected.  So, Augustus certainly could have paired you with worse.” 

“I will accept your judgment on the issue of my partner, Isabella,” Ken replied. 

“You, Kenneth,” she said, leaning forward and fairly purring, “you are truly 

entertaining.” 

Kenneth nearly jumped out of his chair as the man in the cellar pounded on the 

floor. 

“Enough!” Isabella hissed, and the word struck Ken with the force of a fist.  “I’m so 

sorry, Kenneth.  Please, forgive me, I became distracted.” 

“No need for apologies, Isabella,” Ken managed to say. 

She smiled at him, her tongue flicking out across sharpened teeth.  “Now, you were 

curious as to what animal has replaced the kingly eagle?” 



Kenneth could only nod. 

“Rats,” Isabella said.  “Rats.” 

“A rat per man?” Ken asked. 

She chuckled and shook her head.  “No.  Not at all, Kenneth.  Rats.  Multiple rats for 

all of them.  If you like, I could take you downstairs?” 

“No thank you, Isabella,” Ken said, forcing a smile.  “I don’t know as I have the 

stomach for such a sight.” 

“No?  I suppose not,” she sighed.  “Although I must confess I do gain some small 

amount of satisfaction when I watch the rats burrow into them.” 

Someone screamed, and Ken gripped the arms of the chair tightly. 

“I remember when you saw worse,” Isabella said in a sly voice.  “Oh yes.  We all do.” 

Ken looked at her. 

“We were there, you know,” Isabella continued.  “In the rice paddies,  filthy with 

human waste as you tried to save those men, dragging them to your flying machine.  Oh 

yes, Kenneth.  We were there.” 

He looked at her, unsure of how to respond. 

“And do you remember, the body you found as a boy?  The one tucked under the 

bridge and ready to pop?  Swollen in the summer’s heat?” 

Ken tried to answer but he couldn’t.  His mouth was too dry, and his throat nearly 

closed with fear. 

“One never forgets the smell of death, Kenneth,” she whispered.  “I remember my 

first smell of it.  Here, at this place.  My doctor in Boston believed the New Hampshire 

air would do my frail constitution good.  I came here.  To the Middlebury Sanitarium.  

So many of us with tuberculosis, Kenneth.” 



Isabella stood up and moved to the tea table.  She poured coffee into two cups and 

carried one to Ken. 

“Thank you,” Ken whispered. 

She smiled and returned to her chair. 

He took a cautious sip and found the coffee strong and bitter, the way he preferred it.  

She took a drink of her own, and then she continued to speak. 

“You could smell the sickness in the air,” Isabella said.  “You could literally taste 

death, Kenneth.  The disease added a tang to it, you know.  It created a flavor nearly 

irresistible.  With every bite, you wanted more.” 

Ken took another drink of coffee, returned the cup to the saucer and asked slowly, 

“Every bite?” 

“Indeed,” she said.  “Tuberculosis settles into the very marrow of the bones, but only 

in the lungs does one find the truly heady spice of the sickness.” 

She smiled, revealing once more the sharp teeth behind her sensual lips. 

“You filed your teeth,” Ken said, “so you could eat better.” 

“You, Kenneth, are only the second person in half a century who made the 

connection,” she said, laughing happily.  “Do you know who the first was?” 

Ken could only shake his head as he tried not to think about the beautiful woman 

before him living as a cannibal. 

“Augustus,” Isabella sighed.  She smiled at him.  “Now finish your coffee, Kenneth.  

I’ve something to show you.” 

  



Chapter 3: Looking at Middlebury Sanitarium 

 

Ken felt naked without his boots.   

He was certain he would only survive by doing what she wanted, and by being as 

polite as possible. 

The occasional thump from the cellar reminded him of the others who had failed. 

Isabella did not walk in front of him.  She glided.  She held her hands genteelly in 

front of her as she moved silently along the hardwood floor.  She led him through the 

parlor, down a short hall and into a room on the left which was disturbingly large. 

This place is too big, Ken thought, looking around at the windowless walls.   

Isabella glanced at him slyly, a smirk on her face. 

“You see the trick?” she asked. 

“The room, Isabella?” Ken said.  “How can it be this size?” 

“I have been here an extremely long time, Kenneth,” she answered.  “The house does 

what I want it to.  Look at the table.” 

Ken turned his attention to the center of the room.  A long table lay hidden beneath a 

white sheet.  Isabella gestured nonchalantly with her hand, and the sheet rose up, slid 

off to the far side and collapsed onto the floor. 

Ken stifled a gasp. 

A model of Middlebury Sanitarium stretched out before him.  It was done in 

exquisite detail.  All of the houses, the paths, the trees.  Everything looking as though it 

had been plucked from reality and merely shrunk to fit the miniature. 

“This is his domain,” Isabella said softly.  “Where he reigns supreme.” 

“Who does, Isabella?” Ken asked. 



She turned and looked at him.  Something dark and frightening passed across her 

face, and she smiled.  The vicious teeth parted ever so slightly.  “Septimus Rex.” 

Ken couldn’t hide his confusion. 

“Worry not, young Kenneth,” Isabella said.  “He will have you pay your tribute in 

time.  For now, however, you are mine.” 

Ken took an involuntary step back.  A vision of her teeth sinking into his flesh set his 

hands to trembling. 

“So you know fear?” she asked mockingly. 

“Of course, I do, Isabella,” Ken managed to say.  “Why wouldn’t I?” 

“A brave man can admit his fear.  But,” she said with a sigh, “I digress.  Look upon 

the Sanitarium, Kenneth.” 

Ken turned his attention back to the model. 

“This small building here, do you see it?” she asked, pointing at a small house tucked 

off to the left.  He knew it, of course.  He passed it each night on his rounds. 

“Yes, Isabella, I see it.” 

“The house is yours,” she said.  “It is where you will live.” 

“But I live in a dormitory,” Ken said, confused, “and the head janitor for Building 

Two lives there.” 

“You’re using the wrong tense, Kenneth,” Isabella smiled. 

“I’m sorry, what do you mean, Isabella?” 

“He lived there, Kenneth,” she said in an easy tone.  “Lived there.” 

“Oh.” 



She smiled again and flashed her sharpened teeth.  She gestured with her hand, and 

the sheet rose up to cover the model.  “Come now, Kenneth, let us retire to the parlor for 

one more cup of coffee.  I am sure Ike is becoming quite worried about you.” 

Ken didn’t say anything as he followed her back to the parlor.  She motioned for him 

to sit as she filled the coffee cups.  As he accepted his cup, Ken noticed a covered plate 

on the table beside the silver service. 

“My dinner,” she smiled wickedly.  “Would you care for a taste, Kenneth?” 

“No thank you, Isabella.” 

The food did smell delightful, though.  It had a smoky scent, as though it had just 

been taken off of a grill.  He smelled potatoes as well, and gravy.  His mouth started to 

water, and he forced himself to focus on the coffee.  Once he finished the drink, he set 

the cup down on the tray and looked to Isabella, who watched him with interest. 

“You enjoy the smell, don’t you,” she said in a low voice, clearly interested. 

“Yes, Isabella,” he answered. 

“How curious.  How curious.”  She set her coffee down and stood up.  “I shall help 

you get dressed, Kenneth.  Then you will away, of course, and set your friend’s mind at 

ease.” 

“Yes, Isabella,” Ken said. 

“Perhaps you can visit again?” she asked. 

“Will I be allowed to?” Ken asked in return. 

She laughed.  “If the door is open, then you may come in, Kenneth.  Otherwise, I may 

be indisposed.” 

Ken smiled, bent down and pulled on his boots, lacing them up quickly.  Isabella 

helped him with his coat and hat, his scarf and mittens. 



“There,” she said with a nod, taking a step back.  “You look prepared for hell, 

Kenneth.” 

“Thank you, Isabella,” he said, giving a short bow.  He could feel the sweat already 

starting as she walked back to her chair and sat down.  

He turned, grasped the doorknob and looked back at her.  Isabella lifted the cover off 

of her dinner and revealed the repast. 

A pair of black almost charred pieces of meat were artfully arranged upon a bed of 

potatoes.  The smell was agonizingly delicious. 

“Do you know what the smell is, Kenneth?” Isabella asked. 

Ken shook his head. 

“Fifty-eight years of smoking hand-rolled cigarettes,” she said pleasantly.  “The 

janitor, he started when he was thirteen.  His lungs will be absolutely exquisite.” 

  



Chapter 4: Talking about the Night 

 

Ken hurried along the path to the guardhouse.  The air was a little warmer, and he 

found himself sweating by the time he reached the building.   

Ike was there with a rosary in his hands. 

“Ken?!” Ike said, jumping up out of his chair.  He wrapped his arms around Ken and 

gave him a huge hug.  “Damn, boy!” 

Ken laughed and collapsed into the chair as Ike closed the door and turned around to 

face him. 

“I didn’t think you were coming back,” Ike said, stuffing the rosary beads into a 

breast pocket.  “None of us did.” 

“Why?” Ken asked, confused.  “How long was I gone?” 

“Five days,” Ike said. 

Ken blinked.  “What?” 

“Five days,” Ike repeated.  “And there was so much noise coming from the house we 

had to divert traffic around it.  The screams we heard.  I was scared, Ken.  I won’t lie.  

We tried to get in but every time we opened the door the screaming would stop, and the 

house was empty.  Top to bottom.” 

“Jesus,” Ken whispered. 

Ike nodded.  “Yeah.  Doing a lot of praying for you, kid.  Hold on, though, I’ve got to 

call Gus.” 

Ken moved to one side as Ike reached over, took the phone off of the receiver and 

dialed Gus’ number. 



“Hello Anna,” Ike said, “It’s Ike over at Middlebury.  Yes.  Yes, it’s important.  Please 

tell him Ken’s back.” 

Ike held the phone to his ear and then a moment later Ken heard Gus’ voice, “Ike, 

he’s back?!” 

“Yup, right here in the guardhouse with me, Gus.” 

“Put him on, Ike.  Put him on.” 

Ike handed Ken the phone, and he took it.  He pulled off his hat and put the phone to 

his ear.  “Hi, Gus.” 

“Ken!” Gus said happily.  “My God, boy, we were worried sick about you.” 

“I’m sorry,” Ken said, “it didn’t feel more than an hour.” 

“No, no, I’m not mad at you or anything,” Gus said.  “Now listen, you stay in the 

guardhouse with Ike.  I don’t want you going out to patrol at all.  Besides, your shift is 

almost done.  Another two hours.  You wait for me there.  Understand?” 

“Yes,” Ken said. 

“Good.  Put Ike back on, please,” Gus said. 

Ken handed the phone back to Ike. 

Ike took it.  “What do you need me to do, Gus?  Yes.  Yes, of course.  Right.  Okay, 

we’ll see you at seven, Gus.  Be safe.” 

Ike hung up the phone, leaned up against the wall and looked at Ken.  “You met 

her?” 

“Isabella?” Ken asked. 

Ike nodded. 

“Yeah.  Yeah, I met her.”  Ken paused and then he said, “Did you speak with her 

when you went in?” 



Ike’s eyes widened, and he shook his head.  “Hell no.  I...I went in, and she was 

standing there, in the dark.  No light except for what was coming in through the window.  

Full moon, you know?” 

Ken nodded. 

“Well, anyway, I stood there for a few minutes, just staring at her, and then she 

smiled, Ken.  She smiled and those teeth!” Ike closed his eyes, took a deep breath and 

then he continued.  “Anyway, after she smiled I said something.  I don’t remember what.  

Sort of like a dream.  I knew I was speaking, I just didn’t know what I was saying.  But 

she laughed, and the door opened.  I took off out of there.” 

“Did you hear anything?” Ken asked.  “Other than her, I mean.” 

Ike frowned, and he shook his head.  “No.  Not a thing.  You did?” 

“Yeah,” Ken said.   

“Don’t tell me,” Ike said in a low voice, glancing out the front window and into the 

dark.  “Let’s wait ‘til Gus gets here.  I don’t want to hear it more than once.” 

Ken nodded. 

He didn’t want to tell it more than once. 

They sat in a comfortable silence and listened to the small wall clock ticking off the 

minutes.  The radio squawked occasionally when a team checked in, and several times 

the teams came through.  They crowded in to warm up, congratulate Ken on his return, 

and then continued on their way. 

Less than an hour later, Gus arrived.  He called Sean McGuire in to watch the front 

and brought Ken and Ike across the road to his small office in Building One.  Gus turned 

all the lights on, opened up the floor vent to let the heat in fully, and took a bottle of rye 



whiskey out of his desk.  He took off the cap, had a pull from the bottle and passed it on 

to Ike.  Ike did the same before he handed it to Ken. 

Ken happily had a drink.  He winced at the burning sensation the whiskey created as 

it blazed down his throat, but it was worth it.  With a grin, he handed the bottle back to 

Gus.  The older man left it open and on his desk. 

“Sit down, gentlemen, sit down,” Gus said, sitting in his own seat behind the desk.  

Once they had gotten comfortable, Gus leaned forward and said, “Alright, Ken.  Let’s 

hear it.  Every last detail.” 

Ken started to talk.  He told them everything, from the moment he entered to when 

he stepped back into the cold. 

“Claude Lozeau died yesterday,” Gus said when Ken had finished.  “He was the 

janitor.  They put him in the incinerator at the crematorium.  He didn’t have any family.  

Plus, the morgue’s just about filled up.” 

“You think they were his lungs?” Ike asked. 

Gus nodded.  “You know, Ike.  I’ve never heard of her speaking to someone for so 

long.  She say anything as to why?” 

“No,” Ken said.  “She mentioned you.  She mentioned Ike.  Talked about the ones 

underneath the house.  Someone named Septimus Rex.” 

And Ken stopped. 

Gus had straightened up.  The color drained from his face.  His hand shook violently 

as he reached out, picked up the bottle of whiskey and took a long, deep drink.  His 

cheeks were flushed as he put the bottle back on the table. 

He cleared his throat and then he asked, “She said ‘Septimus Rex?’” 

Ken nodded. 



“And she told you they want you in Claude’s place?” he asked. 

“Yeah,” Ken said. 

“Get home.  Start packing.  We’ll have you into Claude’s place by the early afternoon 

the latest,” Gus said.  He turned his attention to Ike.  “Ike, I want all of the third shift 

guys to meet with me when they punch out.  Includes you, too.” 

“And me?” Ken asked as he and Ike stood up. 

Gus shook his head, took another drink and said, “No.  You’ll be fine.  The rest of 

these boys...well, maybe not.” 

Ken watched as Gus turned to look out the office window.  Beyond the glass, the sky 

was brighter.  The air disturbingly clear. 

It would be cold again. 

“Come on, kid,” Ike said, gently taking Ken by the arm, “we’ve got things to do.” 

Ken nodded, and they left Gus in his chair, the whiskey bottle cradled in his hands. 

 

  



Chapter 5: Moving into Claude’s House 

 

Claude’s house wasn’t ready in the afternoon. 

Ken had spent all day packing up his few belongings, washing his clothes, and getting 

his room cleaned.  The army had taught him how to clean, and how to keep things clean.   

When he was done in his room, the floors were spotless.  He had removed the cap to 

the shower’s drain and cleaned out what he found.  He had even cleaned up and under 

the sink, just the way the Drill Sergeants in basic training had showed him. 

At four thirty in the afternoon, he sat on his stripped mattress, his few belongings 

stacked against the far wall.   

A knock sounded at his door. 

“Come in,” Ken said tiredly. 

The door open and Gus walked in.  “How are you doing, kid?” 

“Tired.” 

Gus nodded.  “Understood.  Now listen, Claude’s place isn’t ready just yet.  Should be 

done soon.  Probably after chow.” 

“Okay,” Ken said.  “Sounds good.” 

“Ike or Sean will swing by when the house is set, load up your stuff in a maintenance 

truck and get you squared away.  I’ve already got Leonard from the kitchen putting a box 

of dry goods together for you.  You’ll have some stuff to hold you over until you can get 

into town and pick up some grub.” 

“Thanks, Gus,” Ken said.  “I appreciate it.” 

Gus smiled.  “Now listen, don’t go to sleep, okay?” 

Ken frowned at him.  “Why not?” 



“Well, you’ve been sleeping during the day, right?” Gus asked. 

“Yeah,” Ken answered. 

“You’ve been safe.  Mary doesn’t seem to mind people sleeping during the day.  Just 

not at night.  So don’t fall asleep.  She won’t like it.” 

“What’ll happen?” Ken asked 

“Just don’t, fall asleep,” Gus said, the smile dropped away.  “You start to sleep, you 

stand up.  Okay?” 

“Sure,” Ken said.  “Sure.” 

“Alright,” Gus said, looking at him with concern.  “I’ve got to go.  My wife needs to 

get up to see her sister and I’m driving.  I’ll try and send one of the boys over on my way 

out.” 

“Okay, Gus,” Ken said.  “Safe home.” 

Gus paused at the door for a moment, as though he had another thing to add, but 

then he shook his head and left. 

As he sat on the bed, Ken realized the dining facility wouldn’t open for dinner for 

another thirty minutes. 

And Ken was tired.  So tired.  He hadn’t slept since the day before, perhaps longer. 

At the thought of sleep, he yawned. 

I’m forgetting something.  Something someone told me. 

He yawned again. 

The mattress was soft beneath him, and he fought the urge to stretch out on it.  He 

tried to make himself stand, but he couldn’t. 

He was too tired. 

Ken closed his eyes and focused on being awake. 



He felt as though he was floating in the air.   

Everything was calm and peaceful. 

“Why are you special?” a woman asked. 

“I don’t know,” Ken said with a sigh. 

“Why wasn’t I?” 

“Don’t know,” he said, trying to roll over. 

“Why wasn’t I?!” she shrieked, and the door slammed shut. 

The lightbulb in the wall sconce popped, and the temperature in the room 

plummeted.   

Ken tried to stand and found he couldn’t. 

Something suspended him above the bed.  Above the floor. 

And then it spun him around and slammed him into a wall.  He groaned as he struck 

the cement.  The air rushed out of him as he struck the cold tile of the floor and he 

gasped as he struggled to gain his feet. 

Blows rained down upon his head and neck.  Small hands delivering brutally 

powerful and cold punches. 

Ken managed to get to his hands and knees before a foot kicked him in the groin 

from behind.  He dry heaved as he fell back to the floor.  He clutched at his privates and 

tried to roll into a ball. 

“Why are you so special?!” the woman screamed.  “Tell me why!!” 

The punches and kicks were furious, the power in each matched the rage in her 

voice. 

Ken coughed and tasted blood, the iron tang foul on his tongue. 

“Enough!” he yelled. 



And the thing stopped. 

“Who are you?” she hissed. 

“Leave me alone,” Ken said, rolling onto his side and coughing. 

“Tell me your name,” she demanded. 

Ken sat up.  “Kenneth Buckingham.  What’s yours?” 

“It is not,” she whispered. 

“I think I know my own name,” Ken said angrily. 

“It is not!” she screamed, and she attacked him again.  The violence of her blows 

grew in intensity.  Ken felt his eyes roll up, and his breathing became shallow.  He 

twisted on the floor and saw a slim line of light. 

The door. 

He started to crawl towards it. 

“No!” she shrieked, grabbing him by a foot and dragging him back. 

The door flew open and light burst into the room.  Ken winced at the sudden 

brightness. 

“Jesus!” Ike shouted. 

Ken heard the heavy ‘chock’ sound of a round being chambered into a shotgun 

quickly followed by a flash of light and a simultaneous, thunderous roar. 

The woman howled and still tried to drag Ken backward.   

Ike fired the shotgun twice more and something burned into Ken’s calves even as the 

unseen woman dropped his foot. 

A flashlight came on, and the bright beam lit up the room. 

“Christ on a crutch, Ken,” Ike said.  “Are you alive?” 

“Yeah,” Ken said hoarsely.  “Yeah.” 



“Well, guess the first stop’s the infirmary for you.  Get those cuts treated and the rock 

salt out of your legs.” 

“What?” Ken asked, groaning as Ike laid the shotgun on the floor and helped him to 

sit up.  “Rock salt?” 

“Only stuff that’ll scare a ghost away.  Even then, when it’s someone like Mary it’s 

going to take more than one or two shots,” Ike said.  He sighed and pulled Ken to his 

feet.  “Claude’s place is ready.” 

“Oh,” Ken said tightly, trying to ignore the pain.  “That’s good.” 

“Yup,” Ike said, guiding Ken into the hall.  “Hell, son, looks like Joe Lewis worked 

you over for a bit.” 

“Feels like it,” Ken grunted. 

“Well, what did I tell you?” 

“About what?” Ken asked as they stopped long enough for Ike to pull open the exit 

door. 

“I told you not to fall asleep in three, kid,” Ike said with a sigh as he opened the door.  

“Mary, well, she ain’t overly fond of men.” 

“Guess not,” Ken said as they stepped out into the cold. 

“Nope,” Ike agreed.  Ken winced as Ike got him down the stairs and into a 

maintenance truck.  A moment Ike climbed into the driver’s seat and put the truck in 

gear.  Ike looked over at the dorm and shook his head. 

“What?” Ken asked, looking. 

Ike pointed at the window to Room Three. 

As Ken looked, someone, ripped the shade out of the window. 

“You really upset her, Ken,” Ike said.  “Let’s just hope she doesn’t follow you home.” 



Ken twisted around in the seat to look at the room, and he jumped as the window 

exploded outward from the building.  The shotgun landed in the snow. 

Oh, Jesus, Ken thought, turning away and closing his eyes.   

*  *  * 
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