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One 

4:30 PM, Monson, September 21st, 1946, Monson 

 

Harold sat in the cruiser, leaning over the steering wheel with his fingers 

interlocked.   

The war had ended seventeen months earlier. 

His son had disappeared eleven months ago. 

Martha had gone back to live with her mother.  It was easier that way.  Whenever he 

and Martha looked at each other, all they could do was remember Michael. 

Harold didn’t think of the war too much.  He’d done his time in the Pacific with the 

Marines.  Hard times.  Hard fighting.  Dirty fighting.  But he didn’t think about it.  He 

didn’t need to.  He knew that he had done what was necessary to win the war. 

But it took a fifth of whiskey every night to fall asleep.  A fifth of whiskey to smother 

the memories of Michael. 

And Harold knew that it had something to do the goddamned Boylan House.  That 

empty abomination at the end of Meeting House Road.   

Harold straightened up, stretched a little and settled back against the seat.  From his 

lunch pail, he pulled out his Thermos and opened it.  Inside was black coffee.  The 

whiskey would come later.  He had a job to do today. 

He had the cruiser parked on Main Street, just across from the library.  He poured 

himself a cup of black coffee into the Thermos’ cup and took a careful sip.  The coffee 

was still hot and Harold gave a cold smile.  The coffee helped to keep him awake. 

It was five o’clock in the evening.  Well past the time he usually started in on the 

whiskey and he was pretty sure that he’d get the shakes if he didn’t start soon. 



Ah, he thought, taking another sip of coffee, but there’s still work to do. 

While few cars passed by him, Harold sat as if he wore blinders.  He was focused 

solely upon a new Ford.  One of the post-war models that was all done up like a whore in 

church.  Everything that couldn’t have been put on during the fight was there.  So much 

chrome that it would make your eyes hurt if the sun hit the Ford just right. 

Harold didn’t care about the car itself, however.  Just who had ridden up to Monson 

in the damned thing. 

The car had Massachusetts tags, and it was parked in front of City Hall.  The car was 

registered to a Mr. Frederick Gunther, the Third.  Frederick Gunther of Gunther, 

Boylan, and O’Connor.  A stately law firm operating and practicing out of Boston.  A 

firm, according to what Harold had been able to dig up, that had been in operation since 

the first settlers established themselves in Boston.  A firm passed from one generation to 

the next. 

The firm that had control of the Boylan House. 

The firm that, according to the trust in the city’s records, ensured that no fence 

would be established around the property known as ‘The Boylan House’. 

Michael had disappeared near that house. 

Michael had disappeared into that house, he corrected himself. 

No one believed him.  And Harold didn’t care. 

Harold had hunted the Japanese over Peleliu and Okinawa.  He’d been hunting in 

Monson his entire life.  Killed his first deer on the conservation land behind the Boylan 

House.  And when his boy hadn’t shown up. 

When his boy hadn’t shown up, Harold shook his head. 

  



Two 

5:15 PM, October 31st, 1945, Monson 

 

“Where is he?” Harold asked, looking up from his plate. 

Martha turned away from the percolator, frowning.  “He said that he was going to 

play baseball with the Henderson twins.  He should have been home by now.” 

Harold glanced out the window at the darkening sky.  “He knows better than this.” 

Martha nodded, a look of worry on her face.  She picked up a dishcloth and a clean 

dish and started trying to dry it. 

Harold bit back the anger he felt at the boy’s stupidity.  It wouldn’t do any good.  

Martha had had a hell of a time raising Michael while Harold was fighting.  Sighing 

Harold stuffed the last bit of pot roast into his mouth and washed it down with the dregs 

of his beer.  He took his napkin off of his lap, wiped his mouth and put the white cloth 

down on the tablecloth beside his empty plate. 

“I’ll go find him,” he said, putting a gentleness into his words that he wasn’t feeling. 

She nodded.  “You don’t think that he would have been foolish enough to try to cut 

through the swamp, do you?” 

“No,” Harold said, although that was exactly what he was worrying about.  The boy 

was getting more confident in the woods.  But confident in the woods didn’t translate to 

being able to find his own ass in the swamp. 

“And he wouldn’t go near that Boylan House?” she asked, her voice thick with fear. 

Harold shook his head.  “No,” he said confidently.  “Even I wouldn’t go near that 

place, Martha.” 



She nodded, put the plate back in the drying rack and twisted the towel in her 

hands. 

“Everything will be fine,” Harold said.  He stepped in close to his wife and bent 

down a little to kiss the top of her head.  She wrapped her arms around him tightly.   

“I’m worried.” 

“I know.” 

“Bring him home.” 

“I will.” 

She let go of him and stepped away. 

Harold walked to the back door, took his gunbelt off of the coatrack and strapped it 

on.  He checked the .45 in its holster before he took down his jacket and pulled it on.  

His hat followed, and he turned to smile at Martha.  “We’ll be home soon,” he said. 

“Okay,” she nodded.  She forced a smile.  “I’ll put some hot chocolate on for him.” 

“And whiskey for me,” Harold grinned.  “It’s cold out, and whiskey’ll warm me up 

faster than hot chocolate.” 

She gave him a small smile, and he nodded.   

Harold took hold of the doorknob and stepped out into the worst night of his life. 

  



Three 

5:45 PM, October 31st, 1945, The Henderson House 

 

Damn cold out, Harold bitched to himself as he walked up the long walkway to the 

Henderson’s porch.  He had his hands stuffed into his coat pockets and he climbed the 

stairs two at a time.  His blood had gotten thin in the Pacific, and the New England cold 

was kicking his ass. 

And it’s not even February yet, he thought bitterly. 

Reaching the front door, Harold gave it a knock as if he were delivering a warrant 

and not checking up on his boy. 

A moment later the door opened, and it was one of the Henderson twins.  Harold 

couldn’t tell which one.  They were god damn twins after all. 

“Hello, Mr. Philips,” the twin said. 

“Hello,” Harold said.  He had a fifty-fifty chance of getting it right, but he hated 

screwing up.  He was saved by the boy’s mother. 

“John,” she called out from somewhere, “who is it?” 

“It’s Mr. Philips, mom,” the boy answered. 

“Well, let him in and close the door,” she said, her voice drawing nearer.  “We can’t 

heat all of Monson, you know.” 

John rolled his eyes and stepped aside.  “Please come in, Mr. Philips.” 

Harold hid a smile by coughing and stepped in, taking his hat off. 

Mrs. Henderson came into the room, a short, roundish woman who ruled her 

household – which consisted of six boys and her rather drunken husband – with an iron 

fist.  She smiled calmly at Harold, asking, “Did something happen to Morgan?” 



“No, Mrs. Henderson,” Harold smiled, “your husband isn’t in any sort of trouble.  I 

came here looking for Michael.  He was supposed to have been home by five for dinner.” 

A frown appeared on Mrs. Henderson’s face.  “He realized that he was late,” she 

said, “so he took off running.” 

“Mom,” John said. 

“Yes?” she asked, looking at him. 

“Mike said he was going to run along the swamp trail, cut across Meeting House 

Road and then through the open field.  There’s just a little bit of woods between the field 

and the back of his house,” John said. 

Harold felt a chill settle into his spine. 

“He took the swamp path?” he asked, looking at John. 

“Yes sir,” John said.  “We saw him light out right on it.” 

Mrs. Henderson looked at Harold.  “I’ll get on the party line, Harold,” she said, 

softly.  “Will you wait?” 

“No,” Harold said.  His anger at the boy’s tardiness vanished, replaced by a cold fear 

that started eating at his belly.  “But thank you for making the call.” 

She nodded.  “John,” she said, turning to her son, “take Mr. Philips to the swamp 

trail’s opening in the yard, but don’t you follow.  I’ll want you and your brothers in the 

kitchen.” 

“Why, Mom?” he asked. 

“We have a mess of hot coffee to make,” she sighed.  “Now take him, please.” 

“Lead the way,” Harold said, his voice rough and harsh.  “I need to find my son.” 

  



Four 

6:00 PM, October 31st, 1945, The Swamp Trail 

 

The sun was rapidly setting, and Harold wasn’t going to have much light to try and 

track his boy by. 

But he was going to try. 

He moved along the path quickly, following the deep indentations left by his son’s 

tennis shoes.  The boy had been running, hell bent for leather.  Afraid of being late for 

dinner. 

Harold bit back the fear that this was his fault.  That if he hadn’t been such a hard 

ass about being on time then the boy wouldn’t be lost. 

The boy couldn’t be lost. 

The boy’s trail stayed on the swamp’s own.  It never deviated. 

Within ten minutes, he was halfway through the swamp, the trail winding and 

cutting back, disappearing at times, but each time Harold found it.  And Michael had as 

well.  His footprints were always there. 

A hundred yards from the end of the swamp Harold came to a stop.  Because 

Michael had come to a stop.  His footprints were solid, shoulder length apart in the soft 

mud and grass.  There hadn’t been a hard frost yet, so the boy’s marks were easy to spot. 

Michael must have waited a few minutes.  The footprints were deep.  Then the 

tracks started again.  But there was no rush to them this time.  Now the tracks were 

normal, still sticking to the trail. 

Harold swallowed drily, loosened his .45 and continued on. 

Something wasn’t right. 



The birds were going quiet.  The frogs had lapsed into silence.  Nothing rustled the 

leaves, and no animals made any sort of song which Harold could hear. 

And Michael’s tracks led on. 

Harold followed them until they emptied out into a large stretch of wooded land.  In 

the woods, it was harder to track his son.  The earth was soft, but there was a lot of 

ground cover.  Broken branches and fallen leaves.  Still, though, Harold could see the 

trail his son had left. 

A slight impression of a shoe.  A bit of khaki string fluttering from a broken branch. 

Harold followed them all, through the wooded lot and into the long grass of the 

Boylan House’s backyard. 

Harold stood for a moment, right where the trees made the gradual transition to the 

grass.  He could Michael’s trail through the grass.  Bent and broken stalks moved in a 

disturbingly straight line to the back door of the house. 

Harold stared at it for a long time, and then he saw something. 

A bit of light in the far, upper left-hand window.  A light which grew brighter and 

stayed bright. 

Harold ran for the door. 

The light never moved.  No voice called out. 

Gripping the door latch, Harold ignored the sudden bite of cold that drilled into his 

hand as he touched the iron.  He ripped the door open and raced into the house.  Dust 

flew up from his feet, and he looked around frantically.  On the far left wall was a set of 

stairs leading to the second floor and Harold was racing up them in a minute, his feet 

thundering in the painful silence of the house. 



Yet when Harold reached the second floor there was no sign of Michael or any sign 

of the light. 

And no one could have gone anywhere. 

The stairs were the only way that someone could have left.  All of the windows were 

closed. 

The dust on the floor was pristine, an unbroken blanket of light gray. 

Harold shook with rage and fear and sickness.  He held them all in, though.  He kept 

them all tightly reined in. 

A short distance off he heard the sound of feet and men calling out to their dogs, the 

animals howling as they followed the trail of both Harold and his son. 

  



Five 

4:45 PM,  September 21st, 1946, Monson 

 

Harold poured himself another cup of coffee and finished it quickly.  He didn’t have 

much left in the Thermos, but that didn’t matter. 

That didn’t matter at all. 

He looked at the back end of the Ford, at the brake light that was conveniently 

broken. 

No, Harold thought, it didn’t matter at all. 

He finished off the last of the coffee, took a napkin out of his lunch pail and wiped 

the cup dry.  He closed up the empty Thermos, screwed the cap down tightly.  Harold 

put both the container and the napkin away, looked at the sandwich that was still 

wrapped up and shook his head. 

He wasn’t hungry. 

Was rarely hungry. 

He closed the lunch pail and locked it down. 

Picking up his .45 from the seat he once more made sure that the safety was off.  

Seconds would count.  He felt that deep in his gut, that place that had kept him alive 

through months of combat. 

And the door to city hall opened outwards.  Three men walked out, each in their mid 

to late forties.  Men who hadn’t fought in either war. 

Men who felt no loyalty to anything save themselves. 

They wore obviously expensive suits, carrying themselves well, their very postures 

speaking of quality upbringing and education.  As a group they advanced to the Ford 



and climbed in.  The car started up, pulled away from the curb and drove down Main 

Street.  Harold watched the Ford turn left onto Route 122 before starting up the cruiser.  

He shifted into gear and picked the .45 up, steering with this left hand. 

Harold drove easily up the street, letting go of the steering wheel once to wave at 

Doc Mathias as the man walked out of Sean’s Bar.  Doc, a little wobbly on his feet, waved 

back happily. 

Signaling, Harold turned the cruiser left onto Route 122.  Far ahead he could see the 

Ford, watched the brake lights flash and was pleased to see that the left brake light was 

out. 

Speeding up a little bit Harold was soon only thirty yards behind the Ford.  He could 

see the three men having some sort of animated discussion.  They didn’t seem to notice 

him at all. 

And why should they? Harold thought with a hard smile.  They weren’t doing 

anything wrong.  They weren’t even breaking the speed limit. 

He followed them for a short ways as they took a few turns.  Eventually, they turned 

right onto Meeting House Road and he passed by them, continuing up the road a bit 

before backing into an abandoned logging road.  He left the nose of the cruiser just a 

little visible.  The people driving by would slow down and keep their heads straight, 

pretending that he wasn’t there.  Those who did look would be those who knew him.  

They would think that he was either out of the car taking a piss, or looking again for 

signs of Michael. 

Either way, no one would bother him. 

Harold left the keys in the ignition and got out of the car.  He shut the door, 

adjusted his grip on the .45 and started walking into the woods.  There was a small game 



trail that he’d be able to find in the dark.  The moon would be nearly full as well, and the 

leaf canopy wasn’t so thick as to blind him. 

He kept a steady pace along the path. 

The three lawyers came up once a quarter to inspect the house, to make sure that all 

was well with it, and to ensure that no one had put a fence around it either.  They 

generally spent a good half an hour in the abomination. 

More than enough time for Harold to get there. 

  



Six 

6:20 PM, October 31st, 1945, The Boylan House 

 

Harold stood on the second floor of the Boylan House, his heart thundering, his 

stomach a twisted knot. 

In the pristine evening air, he heard the men and the dogs.  His friends and his 

neighbors.  Men coming to search the swamp for his son.  To search the woods for his 

son.  A few would see the trail to the Boylan House.  The old stories would leap to mind. 

The old stories. 

Everyone seemed to know someone who knew someone who had disappeared 

around the house.  Vanished into the swamp never to be seen again. 

The swamp was a killer, they said.  The swamp was dangerous. 

But beneath those stories was another.  That of some beast lurking in the shadows of 

the Boylan House. 

Are they real? Harold suddenly thought.  Are all of those nightmares actually real? 

He knew what he had seen.  Michael’s tracks leading directly to the back door.  The 

door which had been unlocked even for Harold. 

Yet there had been no sign of his son.  No sign at all, though a light had been lit on 

the second floor. 

Of that, Harold could be sure.  He knew what he had seen. 

The men and dogs were getting closer, following the same trail that Harold had 

followed.  The trail would lead them to the house, and then they would search around it, 

none save Harold would enter it.  Harold knew this as surely as he knew that the sun 

would rise in the east and set in the west. 



It wasn’t their son who had disappeared into the Boylan House. 

Harold turned around and around, looking for some sort of sign of the light.  Some 

sign of his son.  He forced his hand to relax its grip upon the pistol.   

Something cold whispered across the back of his neck, the faintest of touches, yet 

still Harold snapped around and he heard a soft, faint chuckle, as though the one he 

heard was far from him. 

“Oh I hear you,” Harold growled. 

The cold came back, raising the hair on his neck and arms. 

“You do, don’t you,” the voice said.  “I’m impressed.  So very, very few men do.  It’s 

only the boys, you know, who usually hear me.” 

The voice moved to the left and Harold moved his head to follow it.  The unknown 

speaker laughed gently, obviously pleased.  Outside Harold could hear men calling his 

name, scolding dogs that nipped at one another. 

“Where is my son?” Harold demanded, his voice shaking.  “Where the hell is my 

son?” 

“Mm, yes, that delicate boy,” the voice said, purring from some place behind 

Harold.  “Well, your son is with me,” the voice said, a silky tone drifting into its voice as 

it came to rest in front of Harold,“and he and I are going to have such a wonderful 

time.” 

Screaming, Harold fired his .45. 

  



Seven 

7:30 PM, October 31st, 1945, Harold’s House 

 

Doc Mathias wasn’t too drunk to be able to administer a sedative to Martha, or pour 

a healthy glass of whiskey for Harold. 

Toby Purvis put the glass in Harold’s hand and sat down across the table from him.  

Doc left the room to check on Martha, escorted by Mrs. Henderson, who had taken over 

the house with her two oldest boys. 

“Drink it,” Toby said. 

Mechanically Harold obeyed the order, barely noticing the burn of the whiskey 

racing down his throat. 

He drained his glass and set it on the table. 

“I’m sorry,” Toby said. 

Harold looked at him.  “Why?” he managed to ask after a moment. 

“Because I don’t think that they’re going to find Michael.” 

That was the first honest statement that Harold had heard since the men had 

dragged him screaming, dry firing his emptied pistol, from the Boylan House. 

“No?” Harold asked. 

Toby took the glass from where it stood in front of Harold, opened the whiskey, 

poured another large drink for Harold and took a pull from the bottle before capping it.  

He slid the glass back to Harold. 

Harold took a sip and said again, “No?” 

Toby shook his head. 

“Why not?” Harold asked, his throat tight with fear. 



“When you were gone,” Toby said, “in ’42, a boy from Hollis disappeared in the 

swamp.” 

“So?” Harold said between clenched teeth, “what the hell does that have to do with 

Michael?” 

“People don’t tell the whole story about that,” Toby said, looking uncomfortable.  

“And there are a few who do.” 

“What are you talking about?” Harold asked, taking a larger drink. 

“I was home, my ship had been shot out from under me,” Toby said, pulling at the 

cuff of his shirt, “and me and my cousins, we were out looking for fisher cats.  The 

Hendersons had lost a few chickens.  Same thing with the Halls up the road.  Well, we 

were near the Boylan House, and it was October 28th.” 

“October?” Harold asked. 

Toby nodded.  “Late October, Harold.  We saw that boy, maybe sixteen, maybe 

seventeen.  We learned later on that he was doing a march through the woods because 

he was getting ready to go down to the recruiter in Nashua.  He wanted to make sure 

that he would do alright marching with the Army.  Well,” Toby cleared his throat, “we 

were in the woods when we saw him walk out of the field across from the Boylan House.  

We figured he go wide around it, but when he got across the road he paused and looked 

to the house.” 

“Why?” 

“I don’t know for sure,” Toby said.  “It looked like he heard something, something 

from the house.” 

“You didn’t hear anything?” Harold asked. 



“No,” Toby answered.  “We didn’t hear a thing.  Next we knew,though, that boy was 

making a bee-line for the front door of the Boylan House.  We just sort of watched.  You 

know, we’d never gone in.  Never even heard of anybody going in. 

“Well,” Toby continued, “when he got to the door it opened, and we lost sight of him 

as he stepped in.  Next thing we heard was the door slamming and a short, terrible 

scream.”  Toby shook his head.  “I’ve heard men like that scream a few times, Harold, 

and I know you have too.  It’s when they know that they’re dying.  When they know that 

they’re dying badly.” 

Harold nodded.  He knew that sound too well.  “Did you go up to the house?” he 

asked, looking at Toby. 

“I couldn’t,” Toby said softly, lowering his eyes.  “God help me, Harold, I couldn’t.  

There’s something in there.  Isn’t there?” 

Harold waited until the man had raised his eyes once more before answering.  “Yes, 

Toby,” he said, “there is.  And I don’t know how to kill that damn thing.” 

  



Eight 

5:05 PM, September 21st, 1946, The Boylan House 

 

The Ford with the broken light was parked on the dirt road in front of the Boylan 

House when Harold came out of the trail and into the back yard of the house.  Calmly he 

walked around to the front, went up to the ancient door and gave it a solid knock that 

would have woken the dead. 

A moment later the door opened, a man with dark hair slicked back gave him a 

confused look.  “Good evening,” he man said.  “May I help you?” 

Harold smiled pleasantly, “Yes, my name’s Harold Philips, I’m the Monson sheriff.” 

The confused look slipped away, and the man smiled, “Ah, Sheriff Philips.  We’ve 

heard nothing but good things about you.  I’m Frederick Gunther.  What can I do for 

you?” 

“Well,” Harold said, “I’ve had a few complaints about a Ford driving recklessly and, 

quite frankly,” he said in a confidential tone, “I think that it’s a load of shit.  But it was 

Mrs. Kenyon, the mayor’s wife who complained.” 

Frederick nodded in understanding.  “How can I help you with this?” 

“I’d just like to speak to you about the driving so I can honestly say to her that I did.” 

“Come in, Sheriff,” Frederick said, smiling and stepping back.  “I wasn’t driving, my 

friend Charles was.  And we wouldn’t want you to have to lie to the good mayor’s wife.” 

“Thank you,” Harold smiled.  “That would be greatly appreciated.  The woman can 

sniff out a falsehood a mile away.  I once told her that I’d speak to the Henderson boys 

about throwing rocks at the old barn on Route 122, and I didn’t.  She knew it as sure as if 

she had been standing beside me all day.” 



“Yes,” Frederick said.  “My mother was the same way.  I thought that she could just 

tell if I was lying, but it turned out that she was unusually adept at discovering what was 

true and what was false in a person’s voice.  I, however,” Frederick sighed in mock 

exaggeration, “did not receive that boon.” 

Harold smiled and nodded, waiting as the man closed the door and then following 

him towards the stairs at the far right.   

“My two colleagues are on the second floor,” Frederick said.  “Evidently someone 

fired a weapon in here just before winter, and we’re finally getting up to Monson to 

inspect it.  It’s part of our job, physically inspecting the Boylan House on a yearly basis, 

or more if necessary.” 

“Yes,” Harold said, “I remember the incident.  A father was distraught.  His son had 

disappeared into the swamp.” 

“A terrible place,” Frederick said.  “Too many people die in places like that.” 

“Yes, they do,” Harold agreed. 

They reached the second floor and found Attorneys Gunther and O’Connor standing 

in front of one of the wooden walls, examining eight bullet holes. 

“Gentlemen,” Frederick said, “this is Sheriff Philips of Monson.  He has the 

unfortunate responsibility of scolding Charles for his driving.” 

Charles was blonde, and he turned to look at Harold in surprise.  “For my driving?” 

“Yes,” Harold said apologetically, “the mayor’s wife.  I have to.” 

Charles smiled in understanding.  “Quite alright, Sheriff.” 

“Yes, she said that you were driving recklessly where the Henderson family lives, 

and seeing as how the Hendersons seem to have a new child every other weekend,” 

Harold sighed, “she would like it if you drove a little slower.” 



“I am quite sorry,” Charles said formally, “please inform the Mayor’s esteemed wife 

that I shall drive accordingly.” 

“Excellent,” Harold said.  “Excellent.”  He dropped his hand to the butt of his .45 

and pulled the weapon, the false smile he had been wearing vanishing.  “Get on the floor 

and on your goddamned knees.” 

The three men looked at him with utter surprise.  Shocked, unable to take their eyes 

away from the barrel of the huge automatic in Harold’s hands. 

Harold put a single round into the wall between Frederick and Charles.  The crash of 

the shot rang out off of the walls, and the men fell to their knees.  The third man’s 

trousers went dark with spilled piss. 

“I have seven more rounds,” Harold said calmly, looking at the men and positioning 

himself several feet away and facing them.  “And I will use them to get some answers 

from you.” 

“Answers about what?” Frederick asked.  His voice was strained, and the fear was 

thick in his eyes. 

“Why isn’t there a fence around this place?” Harold asked. 

Charles glanced at O’Connor and Frederick swallowed nervously.  “We really can’t 

answer that question.” 

“I don’t accept that answer,” Harold said calmly.  “I’m going to blow your knee off.  

Your right knee.  Answer the question.” 

O’Connor straightened up.  “The house must be free.” 

“The house?” Harold asked. 

All three of the men nodded. 

“Free to do what?” Harold asked. 



No one responded. 

Harold sighed and gave them a tight smile.  “Gentlemen,” he said, “my son 

disappeared in this house.  In this shitty house.  I hope that you understand that.” 

The men were unmoved.  And they were not surprised by his statement. 

“Free to do what?” Harold asked again. 

The three men straightened up and remained silent. 

Harold pulled the trigger and put a round into O’Connor’s head.  The man’s head 

snappedbackward before he collapsed, his blood and brains and skull splattered across 

the wall. 

“Jesus Christ!” Frederick screamed. 

Charles opened his mouth to say something but ended up vomiting instead. 

“Free for the hunter to hunt!” Frederick screamed at him.  “Free for the hunter to 

hunt!” 

“Who’s the hunter?” 

“The greatest of us,” Frederick said as Charles wiped the remnants of vomit from his 

mouth with the back of his hand. 

“He has his needs,” Charles said, glaring at Harold.  “He must be allowed to hunt 

when the time is right.” 

“When is the time right?” Harold asked. 

“October, the end of the month,” Frederick hissed at him.  “Then is the time right, 

the youth approaches and hears the call of the hunter.” 

“And they all answer,” Charles said, smiling viciously at Harold.  “They all answer, 

don’t they, Sheriff?” 

Harold put a round into the man’s stomach.   



The scream that was ripped out of Charles’ mouth brought a grim smile to Harold’s 

face.  He looked at Frederick, whose face was white, sweat breaking out across his 

forehead. 

“Don’t worry,” Harold said, keeping his voice just above the Charles’ screams, “he’ll 

be dead in ten minutes.  Fifteen at the most.  Painfully, too.  Gut wounds are terrible,” 

Harold continued.  “I’ve seen men beg to be put out of their misery after being gut shot.” 

Harold looked at Charles.  “That won’t be the case here, though.  That son of a bitch 

will die slow.”  Now, Harold smiled, turning his attention back to Frederick, “let’s talk 

about the hunter.” 

“What about him?” Frederick asked.  There were droplets of blood on the side of his 

face, and he looked too afraid to try and clean himself off. 

“How can I kill the son of a bitch?” Harold asked, trying to keep himself calm. 

“You can’t,” Frederick grinned.  “He’s too strong?  That’s why he’s the hunter.  He 

leads us to glory.” 

“Hmm, well,” Harold said, “that’s fine.  What is he?” 

“He is the spirit made flesh, and the flesh made spirit,” Frederick said.  “He is the 

eater of flesh.  The devourer of youth.” 

“A spirit?” Harold asked. 

“Yes, but so much more.  He is –“ 

Harold cut him off.  “No, no.  That’s enough of that.  I just want to know for certain, 

is he a spirit?” 

“Yes,” Frederick snarled.  “A spirit that you cannot defeat.” 

“I can’t defeat?” Harold asked. 

“You cannot.” 



“But somebody can,” Harold said. 

Frederick’s eyes widened silently, but he remained silent. 

“Well,” Harold said, “I guess I need to find somebody that can.” 

He pulled the trigger for the fourth time and the slug tore out Frederick’s throat.  

Blood sprayed out across the room and the dying Charles. 

Harold calmly walked around, picking up his spent shell casings.  Waste not, want 

not, he thought. 

Putting the casings in his jacket pocket he stepped over to Charles, who was still 

weeping from the pain, blood pumping out of the hole in his stomach. 

“Not much longer now, Charles,” Harold said in a conversational tone.  “You’ll be 

dead soon.” 

“Will you kill me?” Charles gasped.  “Please?” 

“I already have,” Harold said.  He squatted down in the blood beside Charles.   

“Please?” Charles moaned. 

 “I’ve already done that,” Harold reiterated, “so I’m going to simply sit here and 

watch you die.” 

And with that Harold held his .45 in his hands, and he watched and he waited. 

* * * 
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