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Letter From The Editor 
 

I watched the Ghost Hunters 2nd Annual Round Table: Full Access last night.  Awhile ago I had 
sent them a letter, inviting anyone within their group to submit a story or article to the magazine.  
Of course, I've had no answer.  And I can't be surprised.  It's clear that they get a lot of mail, as I 
suspected.  Add to that, we're small time.  It's more difficult to fit everyone who requests 
something into their busy schedule.  Even though they claim that they back off on their Roto-
Rooter jobs during the busy ghost-hunting episode seasons, I'm sure they work long hours.   
 
I work anywhere from 50-70 hours a week as a writer and editor.  I know how difficult it is to fit 
in the extras.  For me, the books sent to me by authors are extras.  There have been a few in the 
past that I didn't get to read.  For those, I apologize.  We only have two people on staff who read 
the books for review.  Susie Hawes and myself.  Sometimes one of us gets taken out by life for 
the readings.  In fact, as I write this, I am wondering if I'm going to be short a review this issue.  
Susie has been experiencing some computer difficulties. 
 
At Whispering Spirits Digital Magazine, our readership continues to grow at a slow, steady pace.  
In the double digits per month, which is lower than I'd like to see.  We are attempting to get the 
word about us out to more readers who are not authors.  The website is also going to encourage 
more reading, by those who write and those who do not.   
 
As a start, with this issue the main story and poem are going to be visible on a webpage, along 
with a few other pieces of the issue.  Then the whole issue will be available as a PDF download.  
The downloads are growing in content.  I can see the normal size becoming 50 pages in the near 
future.  Too big to show everything online.  The good thing is that because it's a digital download 
and not a physical copy, we're not restricted on how much we can put in.  If you have articles or 
reviews and would like the extra exposure, which is all we're offering for them, please submit 
them to us.   
 
As for story and poetry submissions to our magazine, those have grown in numbers greatly.  
We're also receiving a lot that are well thought out, that it's obvious that the author has put his or 
her heart into the writing.  It's fantastic to have so much to choose from, and sad to have to refuse 
so many wonderful pieces at the same time.  But we love it.  Keep it coming! 
 
For the record, please note that we do not do extensive editing to stories.  If your story is 
accepted, we will check it over for punctuation and spelling errors mainly.  For the most part, we 
consider the choice of words a matter of what the writer wanted at the time.  We expect the 
writer to do make sure the story is worded the way it should be.  We encourage running it 
through a workshop before submitting it to us.   
 
With the increase of submissions coming in, we have turned down some stories that would take 
fuller editing to make them readable at the slush pile stage.  We just don't have the time to do 
heavy editing and if the writer doesn't care enough to send a story fully edited...well, you figure 
out how I line the bird's cage. 
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As I've broadcasted on the weblog recently, I've had some changes in my life.  Good, but 
unexpected ones.  Some a little scary and we really don't know how they will turn out.   
 
It means that I must do some re-organization of my duties and clear up some time to jump-start a 
section of my career.  This magazine is one part of my life affected by this.  But it is not going 
anywhere.  
 
Rather, everything for 2009 is now pushed into the summer and fall of 2009.  We will have a 
story contest and a poetry contest during the summer, along with the April Issue will post in the 
summer time.  This frees up the first half of the year for my unplanned business and domestic 
obligations, which should be completed during the first quarter of the year.  The November issue 
should post on schedule. 
 
Sometime in the near future, I will finish updating the website, first setting up a schedule page 
for 2009 and detailed guidelines for all issues and contests.  Then, I will go through the inside 
pages. 
 
I'd like to say I'll have the website done this weekend, but as I finish up this letter and putting 
together the issue, I'm hoping to not have to stop.  My daughter is about to have her baby any 
day now.  We've been on standby as she's been in the hospital twice so far.  When my 
granddaughter decides to join us, I will be preoccupied for a day or two.  Obviously, whatever 
I'm working on will be on hold during that time, including this issue. 
 
Enjoy our new issue! 
Diana Cacy Hawkins 
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 Until last night, I suppose the scariest thing I ever saw was in the summer of 1977.  My 
little brother Tommy, Greg Boutter and Danny Harbin (or Leadbutt as we called him because he 
moved so slow) and myself were down by Black Oak Creek.  The Creek, so called because of the 
fire that raged through these parts a long time ago (my dad said sometime around 1900), wasn’t 
much more than a stream starting just south of Elberta and never making it into Miflin, which 
wasn’t more than a mile or two south of Elberta itself.  
 We built the tree house in an old oak tree east of the creek, pretending we were defending 
the land from the Indians and keeping the creek water safe for the people inside the fort.  
Keeping them safe from the ghosts that were supposed to haunt these woods.  There were ghosts, 
what with people dying in the fire, but we weren’t afraid.  We were soldiers.  Besides, there were 
four of us, and together we could kick any apparition’s butt, especially if we were safe behind 
the walls of our tree house.  
 We had regular guards posted at the foot of the tree, between the fort and the creek.  The 
remainder of us soldiers kept the tree house headquarters in top military shape.  As usually 
happened, we made Tommy stand guard while Greg, Leadbutt and myself read and debated the 
newest adventures of Spiderman and The Avengers.  
 We’d been in the fort for a couple hours, having read a dozen comics and finished off the 
pack of Ding Dongs Leadbutt filched from his mom’s pantry.  I guess we dozed off.  I remember 
waking with a start when I heard Tommy screaming.  Jumping up, I pushed back the dirt-stained 
throw rug that passed for a door.  I looked down to where Tommy should have been.  
 I can tell you, I have never climbed down a tree so fast.  Racing down just behind me 
were Greg and Leadbutt.  We called Tommy’s name as loud as we could.  My heart was beating 
fast, and not just because my dad would whip my butt for not watching my little brother.  I was 
worried about Tommy too.  
 To our right, we heard branches and grass crunching under at a furious pace.  Turning, 
we saw Tommy running at full speed. 
 “Get in the tree!” he screamed, looking over his shoulder.  “Get in the tree!” 
 Without asking permission or even giving the secret password, Tommy pushed by us and 
flew up the steps into the tree house.  Before I had time to feel relief or get mad at Tommy for 
breaking the rules, I heard growling coming from where Tommy had appeared from the trees. 
 My mouth dropped and the air in my lungs disappeared.  I couldn’t scream and I couldn’t 
run.  I was looking into the face of a werewolf. 
 The monster stood there, in the clearing surrounding our little tree house, and growled, 
shaking its head at me, saliva hurling from its jaws.  It walked straight at me.  All I could do was 
stutter-step back to the tree, not daring to take my eyes off this creature for fear it would charge.  
Charge and then rip me apart.  I groped one hand behind me, hoping to grasp some hint of 
security, preferably the bottom rung of the tree ladder.  
 When the werewolf was less than two feet from my face and its eyes were locked on 
mine, I finally found the breath to scream.  Unfortunately, I released something else.  Before I 
knew it, piss was running down my left leg. 
 Then I heard laughter. 
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 The werewolf stopped howling and started hooting and hollering, pointing at my stained 
paints.  At first, I didn’t understand what was going on.  Then, two older boys, Stu Gahler and 
Adam Reise, popped out from behind a large oak tree.  They could barely stand up they were 
laughing so hard, holding their sides from the pain.  
 I looked back at the werewolf in time to see Johnny Darcey pulling the mask over his 
head.  Even though he was sweating and gulping for air, he was still grinning from ear to ear. 
 “Mama’s boy piss his pants,” Johnny said, jabbing a finger at my groin. 
 “Fuck you, Johnny,” I said, before thinking.  Then I got the ass-whippin’ of my life. 
 I can tell you, I was plenty scared that day. 
 The most scared I’ve ever been.  Until last night. 

 
* * * 

 
 I was in Jessie’s, located just on the outskirts of Elberta, having a smoke and a beer, 
waiting to meet a friend I’d met at a seminar in Huntsville.  I’m an EMT, Emergency Medical 
Technician, and I’ve been doing this going on seven years.  Some people like to call us 
ambulance drivers.  But don’t ever call an EMT that, or he’ll kick your teeth in. 
 This friend, I’ll call her Sarah – I don’t believe she’d like it if I gave her real name after 
everything that happened – was coming down to see me for a couple days at the beach.  It was 
the end of September.  All the crazy-ass tourists and beach bums had left for the summer and it 
was a bit too early for the Snow Birds to arrive.  The weather would be nice.  There was a little 
summer left, but the fall breeze had just started to set in. 
 As on many occasions when I found myself burning time at Jessie’s, I talked with the 
regulars.  There was Mr. Hollingsworth, the crazy old man who swore the South didn’t lose the 
war and always talked about those ‘goddamned carpetbaggers,’ and Jimmy Zeigler, who lost an 
arm in Nam and chain-smoked Marlboro Menthols.  Most days, you could also find a trucker or 
two, someone pulling a light load that day, or taking a couple hours off after pulling a sixteen-
hour haul.  Hard working people who would stop by for a beer or a bite to eat. 
 As the conversation always did this time of year, it turned to the Harvest Moon.  At first, 
the talk was about the good that came with it.  About harvesting and storing so much wheat that 
the bins were overflowing.  About how the wind from the Gulf of Mexico shoots a sweet breeze 
that, sitting on your screened-in back porch, made the autumn evenings in southern Baldwin 
County pretty close to heaven.   
 After a few beers though, the talk turned to the bad. 
 You see, the locals around here know the stories.  About County Road 127 and what 
happens if you’re fool enough to drive there at night when you see the Harvest Moon.  
 The first time I ever heard about the Harvest Moon and what it really means was back in 
the days of the tree house.  Even though Mom forbid us to go into the woods after dark, 
sometimes in those one hundred percent humidity evenings when the sun had just gone down but 
the temperature seemed to hover around ninety-five and sweat found every single opening on 
your body, we’d sneak out with a flashlight and a couple of blankets, and camp out at the tree 
house.  And tell those stories. 
 This particular night it was me, Tommy and Greg, and an occasional friend of ours, Eddie 
Landers.  Eddie was one of those weird kids that collected horror stuff, whether it was Fangoria 
magazines, Halloween masks, or fake blood.  And Eddie always had a story.  The babysitter 
who’d had her legs and arms chopped off so she could only move by dragging herself by her 
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bloodied stumps.  “The only sound she made,” Eddie would whisper, “was – thump, thump, 
drag.”  Or “We’ve traced the phone call and it’s coming from inside your house!” 
 On this night, Eddie told a different story.  And it sounded different.  Like Eddie really 
believed the story.  
 Every year, sometime between dusk and midnight, around the end of September, people 
knew to stay away from County Road 127.  This wasn’t hard to do.  127 is a back road on the 
way to Gulf Shores.  Not a lot of people are familiar with this short cut, and most who try it end 
up somewhere way east of where they meant to go.  But 127 also cuts just west of Elberta and 
Miflin.  
 We figured Eddie was using the Elberta/Miflin area just to get to us, since our tree house 
was less than half a mile from County Road 127.   
 Eddie told us of unwary travelers who made the mistake of driving at night on 127, when 
the Harvest Moon is shining in its full glory across the Baldwin County sky, ran the serious risk 
of never making it any further.  Many a car was found the next morning, often on its side, as if 
strewn nonchalantly like a discarded toy.  Sometimes the roof of a car would be ripped partially 
off, looking like a sardine can someone hastily tore the top off, eager to get to the food inside.  
Then there was the blood.  Over the inside of a windshield, covering the dash, soaking the seats 
and the floorboards.  But with as much blood and obvious violence at the sight, there were never 
any bodies.  Sometimes they’d find a piece or two of flesh.  Torn flesh.  “Or bloodied stumps!”  
Eddie screamed, sticking a fake handless arm through the sleeve of his jacket.  I tell you, he just 
about gave Tommy a heart attack.   
 Years later I was able to verify much of what Eddie told us.  It seemed every year around 
harvest time I was called to a fatal automobile accident.  There was one thing Eddie had been 
wrong about.  There were bodies at the scene.  Not that you’d recognize the people they once 
belonged to anymore.  It wasn’t the carnage one sees in your average car wreck though.  They 
were half empty carcasses with the bowels and vitals gone, much like a lion might do to the 
insides of an antelope. 
 So word got around.  Don’t drive on County Road 127 during the Harvest Moon.  The 
regulars pretty much abided by this rule.  There were your crazy drunk teenagers who, every few 
years, would get stupid and dare each other to drive down 127 during this time.  But the other 
kids got the message when they attended the closed-casket funerals of their dearly departed 
friends.  
 The official word given to the press and public was the driver was drunk or fell asleep or 
was playing his stereo and ran off the road, smacking into a tree.  Since the negligent driver was 
never wearing a seatbelt, he was naturally thrown from the vehicle.  Couldn’t really blame the 
politicians.  Wouldn’t do much for tourism if there were stories of people dying on a certain 
stretch of road year after year.  
 Even though Eddie got most of the story right, it was only several years later during a 
Halloween party at my high school, when I learned the whole story.  The party itself was boring, 
but a few of us snuck out of the auditorium and into the science lab.  It was eerie, sneaking 
around in the dark, surrounded by test tubes, wires, and jars filled with animal embryos pickled 
with formaldehyde.   
 Dicky Hall, dressed as a goofy vampire, was with his girl, Sheila Newton, made up like 
Lily Munster with streaks of gray in her hair.  I was done up pretty good as the devil.  Melissa 
Anderson (the reason I’d come along in the first place) was a sexy Cleopatra.  We sat on the 
floor between the waist-high counters topped with Bunsen burners standing at attention.   
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 Dicky pulled a brown paper bag from beneath his cape, producing a six-pack of Black 
Label beer.  After we’d finished the beer and were all pretty buzzed (I didn’t know about the 
others, but these were the first beers I’d ever had), Dicky decided we should all tell ghost stories.  
After a couple weak attempts by Sheila and myself, Dicky took his turn.  He told the story of the 
Harvest Moon.  But he didn’t stop at what happened on the side of the road.  He gave us the 
history behind the tale. 
 The great fire of 1904 wasn’t any accident.  Seems Elberta had a Don Juan around the 
turn of the century.  A man named John Partlow.  His two favorite activities were hanging 
around The Kaiser (an old tavern shut down for good during the Depression) bragging about his 
years as a smuggler, for which he always showed his small golden earring as proof, or making 
time with someone else’s woman.  Since Partlow was a rather large fellow, getting caught on 
occasion by a jealous husband usually resulted in an altercation the other guy lost.  But this time 
Partlow messed around with the wife of Police Chief Kreiger.  Kreiger, a veteran of the Franco-
Prussian War of 1871-72, was one mean son-of-a-bitch who had lost part of his foot in the war.  
After the war, Kreiger returned to the American Gulf Coast and, along with other German 
immigrants, helped found the town of Elberta.  Because of his military training, Kreiger was 
handed the reigns of policing the newly formed municipality.  He was a cruel, unforgiving man 
who terrorized the citizens he was supposed to protect. 
 Kreiger’s new wife was a good bit younger than the Police Chief.  The marriage, as 
everyone knew, was a political one.  The new Mrs. Kreiger was the daughter of the owner of the 
largest fishery on Wolf Bay.  She was as adventurous and unrestrained as her husband was cold 
and mean.  Many a night, she could be seen dancing and carousing in one of the two bars at the 
dirt crossroads that passed for downtown Elberta.  Chief Kreiger would ride up on his mount (not 
having police cars then) and whisk her away; some said to one of the many beatings she would 
take.  
 It was no surprise to anyone when word spread that Mrs. Kreiger and Partlow were 
‘riding the skin boat to tuna town’ as Eddie Sanders would say.  Chief Kreiger eventually found 
out.  After announcing a late working night, Kreiger came home a few hours early.  And John 
Partlow got the beating of his life.  It was said that Kreiger wrapped a chain around his big strong 
fist and whipped Partlow from head to foot.  One of the blows crushed in the left side of 
Partlow’s face, costing him his left eye and most of the cartilage in his nose.  Kreiger probably 
would have killed him, except his wife intervened; wherein she became the object of her 
husband’s assault.  Partlow, with the reprieve, slowly crawled away into the woods. 
 There wasn’t much Partlow could do.  No one dared cross paths with Kreiger.  And no 
one felt sorry for Partlow.  Many a husband wondered if he was one of Partlow’s cuckolded 
victims and relaxed knowing that Partlow would cuckold no more. 
 But Partlow eventually got his revenge.  A few months later, Kreiger’s daughter from his 
first marriage was set to get married.  The wedding and the reception were to be held at the 
Chief’s home, just west of Elberta and Miflin.  Not far from where our tree house would be built.  
 It was during the wedding, held indoors, when Partlow struck.  The sun had set behind 
the trees, making it hard for those inside to see Partlow crouched low with the forest around him.  
But Partlow could see just fine.  The Harvest Moon was already lighting the night sky.  Partlow 
grabbed a couple of the lanterns that were situated around the house in anticipation of the 
reception outside.  After pouring oil from the lanterns on the ground around the home, Partlow 
pushed the remaining lanterns onto the waiting dry grass. 
 They said at least fifty people died in the fire that day.  Practically the whole forest went 
up in flames and it took the Fire Department two days to put the fire out.  No one survived.   
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And no one ever saw Partlow again.  Some say he died in the fire; and that seems most likely.  
Others say he suffered a fate much worse. 
 Partlow’s soul, blackened with the evil he’d done, was forced to live in the forest he’d 
destroyed.  He was no longer the striking physical specimen he once was.  He was a repellant, 
misshapen monstrosity forced to inhabit the forest, haunted by the ghosts of those he’d killed. 
 It’s said that Partlow, or whatever he became, takes physical form only on the Harvest 
Moon.  From sunset to midnight, Partlow feeds.  Feeding the blackness.   

 
* * * 

 
 As always, telling stories made the time fly.  I looked at my watch.  It was almost six.  
Just about time for sunset. 
 Sarah was a little late but that wasn’t unusual.  On our first date, I almost gave up and left 
the restaurant, when in she walked, frazzled and out of breath, but still looking beautiful.  I must 
have smiled at the memory because Hollingsworth snorted in his gravely, half-drunk voice, 
“Why you so damned happy, boy?  Win the lottery or somethin’?” 
 I shook myself out of the daydreaming and shot Hollingsworth a ‘shut your trap’ look.  I 
smiled and said, “Just waiting for my lady friend.” 
 “Where the hell is she, boy?”  Hollingsworth snorted again.  “Stand you up?” 
 “She’ll be here,” I said, nodding my head convincingly.  She was a little late but I wasn’t 
worried.  Besides, I could just call her cell phone. 
 I don’t know if you call it ESP or what, but my phone started ringing.  I must have 
jumped half off the barstool.  Hollingsworth started laughing.  All I know is that it scared me.  I 
can’t explain it.  After all, I was expecting her to call.  But I knew it was her and I felt it was bad.  
I kept telling myself, ‘Don’t be stupid.  You’ve been talking about Harvest Moon and you’ve just 
spooked yourself good.’   
 “Hello,” I answered in a whisper. 
 “J.B.?”  It was Sarah.  “It that you?” 
 I swallowed hard.  “Yeah.  It’s me, Sarah.” 
 “You sound kind of funny.” 
 “Just a little worried about you, that’s all.” 
 “Well, you must be psychic,” she said laughing.  “Lucky, I’m dating an ambu -, uh, 
EMT.” 
 “What’s wrong?” 
 “Oh, I think my car blew a rod or something.  The engine’s smoking.” 
 I closed my eyes and shook my head, though I knew she couldn’t see me. 
 “I called information to get a tow truck,” she continued, “but they’re all busy.  Isn’t that 
weird?” 
 “Where are you?”  I didn’t even want to hear the next part, already knowing the answer.  
 “Some back county road,” she said.  “127 I think.  I might have missed my turn.” 
 “Did you pass over a creek yet?” I asked, hoping she’d say no. 
 “Yes.” 
 “Was there a big oak tree, half burned black?” 
 “Yes,” she said.  “It was odd looking.” 
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 I didn’t say anything for a moment.  I sucked in a deep, long breath.  I had to think.  
Okay.  It’s not quite six o’clock.  I’m less than five minutes from where she was – less than two 
miles from the old tree house.  
 “I want you to stay in the car,” I said, getting off the bar stool and heading for the door.  
“Lock the doors.  Do you have a gun?” 
 “J.B., you’re scaring me.” 
 “I’ll explain later,” I said, my voice rising.  “Just do it, please!” 
 “Well, alright,” she said, “but J.B., I --,” 
 The phone went dead.  Normally I would have chalked it up to shitty coverage.  But as 
you can imagine, I was pretty worked up when it happened. 
 I sprinted to my truck, thanking God I was too lazy to lock the damn thing.  I moved a 
can of WD-40 on the seat.  I didn’t fumble my keys too badly and soon I was on my way on 98, 
heading to County Road 127.  It was getting dark, but I refused to turn the lights on. 
 I got to the turnoff for 127 without much trouble and took the turn almost at full speed, 
the tires screeching as the truck fishtailed.  I still had almost a mile to go before I passed the half-
burned oak tree where Sarah would be. 
 I cursed as I finally turned on the headlights.  I had the truck almost to sixty and it was 
still climbing.   
 Perhaps five seconds later, something in the side-view mirror caught my eye.  It was hard 
to tell, with no streetlights on a small country road.  But something was moving up behind me, 
and moving fast. 
 Before I realized what happened, it was running beside me.  What I saw scared the hell 
out of me.  It was almost as black as the night itself.  Its hair, covering its entire body, was long 
and sleek, flowing a foot behind.  Its head was the shape of a wolf’s head with a very short snout.  
Its lips were pulled back from the force of running, showing teeth like a lion’s.  Its body was half 
human, half animal, built for power and speed.  Some might say I was describing a werewolf.  
But it didn’t look like any werewolf I’d ever seen; whether in the movies or that day back at the 
tree house.  This was more than just wolf and man.  It was part demon.   
 And when it turned its head at me and smiled, it was all demon. 
 In the brief moment when the demon and I were looking eye to eye, I took in a million 
things about the creature.  The left side of its face was partially caved in and it had no left eye, 
only a sunken black cavity.  In its left ear was a small golden loop.   
 For an instant, I saw recognition in the beast’s face and a momentary loss of the evil 
spewing from its being.  It knew I knew it was Partlow.  Or whatever was left of Partlow. 
 The demon’s face re-ignited with fury and it swung its huge paw at me.  I swerved 
sharply to the right, almost too late in slamming on the brakes.  My truck lifted up on two wheels 
and I thought I was going to flip.  I don’t know if God was with me (I know the devil was), but 
somehow I managed to right the truck.  I gunned the gas pedal. 
 Before I had time to figure out where I was, it was beside me again.  Its paw shot at me.  
Fast.  So fast, I could only partially get out of the way.  It hit me so hard I lost my grip of the 
steering wheel and found my head lying on the front seat of the truck, banging into the can of 
WD-40.  It felt like someone had slapped me on the side of my head with a shovel.  Black crept 
into my vision and a strong ring sang in my ears. 
 I tried to sit up.  I could feel the truck running off the side of the road.  At any moment, I 
expected to crash head-on into a tree.  Instead, the truck skidded, gradually turning sideways.  It 
did smash into a tree, but most of the force was gone. 
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 I lay there, shaking like a baby pulled out of a cold bath.  I might have stayed there too, 
my knees curled to my chest, my arms wrapped tightly around my legs, if the beast hadn’t 
punched a hole through the roof. 
 I screamed and kicked wildly, trying to fight it off as it reached for me.  A searing burn 
ripped across my leg.  I wasn’t going to last much longer like this. 
 I tried to back up against the far door, my hand landing on something as I pushed up.  It 
was the can of WD-40 again.  I grabbed the can, screaming at it.  The can seemed intent on doing 
everything it could to get in my way. 
 I was about to throw the can at the monster, now standing on the hood of my truck, 
howling at the top of its lungs and reaching for me, when desperation hit me.  I reached into my 
jeans pocket, at the same time trying to dodge a gut-piercing shot from the creature’s right claw, 
and pulled out my cigarette lighter. 
 I sprayed the can of WD-40 at the demon’s face and flicked the cigarette lighter into the 
spray.  The force of the blast damn near burned my hand off, but I sure as hell wasn’t letting go.  
The fierceness of the fire, and the heat spewing from it, forced me to turn my head, tucking it 
into the seat of the truck.  I had no way of knowing if the flame was having any effect.   
 I heard an awful, piercing howl.  Like the sound of a dog, already sick with mange, being 
caught in a bear trap, screaming for its life. 
 A moment later, I felt the truck shake, first down and then up.  I knew the demon had 
jumped off the hood.  I only hoped it wasn’t trying to come after me another way. 
 Reluctantly, and only because all the hair on my hand burned off, I stopped spraying the 
WD-40 and let go of the lighter.  I didn’t want to, I really didn’t want to, but I slowly raised my 
head to see above the dash. 
 All was quiet and I felt a moment of relief.  I breathed a sigh and then sucked in a serious 
amount of air.  It looked like I’d actually fought the thing off. 
 Then I heard Sarah scream. 
 I sat up quickly and turned the ignition.  A grating sound of gears sent a chill down my 
neck, but the truck was still running.  It took me a few seconds to get the truck away from the 
tree it had bent itself around.   
 Looking through the gaping hole in the top of my truck, I could see the Harvest Moon, 
now arisen in its full glory.  All kinds of horrible images kept running through my mind, about 
what the creature was doing to Sarah.   
 Perhaps fifteen seconds later I saw Sarah’s car.  A new model luxury car.  At least it used 
to be.  Standing on top of the car was the beast.  Proceeding to do to the roof of Sarah’s car what 
it had done to my truck.  I punched the horn and flicked my brights on and off, trying to get the 
demon’s attention. 
 That I did. 
 It jumped off Sarah’s car and ran straight at me.  I licked my lips and wondered what the 
hell I was doing. 
 As it neared me, I could see the damage the WD-40 flame had done.  Some of the hair on 
its face was burned off and it was bleeding too.  But other than a small limp, it didn’t seem much 
different than before.  Except a lot more pissed. 
 The demon looked ready to jump so I gunned the truck to catch it off balance.  As I 
neared, it leaped and I involuntarily ducked my head. 
 The top of the truck caught the beast from the knees down, spinning the truck through a 
series of three-sixties.  By the time I stopped, upright but sideways in the road, I was dizzy and 
trying not to throw up.  I didn’t see what happened to the beast. 
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 I held my head in my hands and moaned from the motion sickness.  My door flew open 
and I screamed, trying to jump for the passenger-side door. 
 “J.B.!  It’s me, Sarah.” 
 I looked at Sarah, grabbing my chest to control my heart.  “Sarah.” 
 Brief but intense, we embraced. 
 I pushed her back.  She looked scared for sure, but otherwise in pretty good shape. 
 “Where’d it go?” I asked, looking around. 
 “Into the woods,” she said, pointing. 
 I knew the area well.  The direction of my old tree house. 
 “Okay,” I said, getting out of the truck and pushing Sarah politely, but firmly, out of my 
way.  “I’m going after it.” 
 “Are you crazy?” 
 “Maybe,” I said.  I dug through the junk in the back of my truck.  “I think I hurt it.  Bad.”  
 “Great!” Sarah said, grabbing my arm.  “So let’s get the hell out of here while we can.” 
 I stopped and looked at her.  I wasn’t sure why I was going after it, but I was.  Maybe it 
was the years of looking at the dead bodies every Harvest Moon.  Maybe it was because this 
creature finally went after someone I personally cared for.  Or maybe, deep down inside, the 
creature and I weren’t that much different.  I had hurt it and smelled blood.  Now I was going to 
kill it.  Maybe all the above.  
 I found what I was looking for – a spare can of 10W-40 Havoline motor oil and a tire 
iron.  I tore off what was left of my shirt and wrapped it around one end of the tire iron.  I took 
the can of WD-40 I’d used earlier and doused the shirt.  I didn’t have a pocketknife or a can 
opener, so I used the sharp end of the tire iron to open the can of Havoline, managing to spill 
only about a third.  It would have to do. 
 I tried to give Sarah a hero’s kiss good-bye, since it happened that way in the movies, but 
she pulled away. 
 “You’re going to get yourself killed,” she said.  “And then that damned thing is going to 
come back for me.” 
 I had to admit she had a point.  But it was too late.  Something inside me had crossed a 
threshold. 
 “The keys are in the truck,” I said.  “You can take it back.” 
 Without looking at Sarah, I headed into the woods, limping from the gashes in my leg. 
 I didn’t need a flashlight.  The Harvest Moon lit my path.  I headed for the old tree house.  
I’m not sure why.  Something, instinct or intuition, told me Partlow was going there.  I didn’t 
bother to look from side to side, which seems stupid now.  The beast could have jumped from 
behind any of the oaks I passed.  Then again, it could have stood in the path and I’m not sure I 
would have had the time to use anything I’d brought with me. 
 I came into the clearing.  Just beyond the ancient oak cradling my old tree house.  It 
seemed to get darker.  I looked up in the sky, but the trees around shielded the Harvest Moon.  
Suddenly, my crazy thoughts of killing the beast seemed just that.  Crazy.  I thought of turning 
around, getting out of there.  I took a couple of steps back. 
 “Do it.” 
 I nearly jumped out of my skin.  I spun around quickly. 
 It was Sarah. 
 “Kill it.” 
 I nodded. 
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 I took a deep breath and covered the few paces to the foot of the tree house.  I noticed 
with little amusement the decaying one-by-fours hammered to the side of the tree.  I noticed the 
splotches of blood too. 
 With the tire iron under my left arm and the can of oil and cigarette lighter in my left 
hand, I started up the boards.  It was slow going with one free hand and a hurt leg, but I covered 
the half-dozen boards fast enough.  As I reached the top board, I stopped. 
 I could hear breathing, heavy labored breathing, inside the tree house.  I closed my eyes 
and shook my head.  I got dizzy and thought I was going to pass out.  This was, without a doubt, 
the stupidest thing I’d ever done.  Even more so than telling Johnny Darsey to fuck off. 
 I had to lay the tire iron and can of oil on the floor of the tree house.  I had no doubt the 
beast could easily reach out and snatch them if it wished.  But the creature hadn’t come forward 
yet.    
 I pulled myself up into the tree house.  Let me explain, the tree house is no more than six 
feet by six feet, and no taller than five feet.  I squatted at the entrance.  I could see a huge black 
blob in the far corner.  It was no more than two or three feet from me.  I could not only hear its 
breathing, I could feel it.  It was hot fetid breath.  It stank of oldness and death. 
 I stood up as much as I could, the tire iron in my right hand, the cigarette lighter in my 
left.  I lit the soaked shirt and had to stand back as the flames shot up and out. 
 The creature howled and started to shuffle.  I tensed, waiting for it to spring at me. 
 As the flames calmed, I could see the beast had shoved itself further in the corner.  The 
burned half of its face was blistering and its only eye winced from the bright flame.  Its arms 
were down around its legs, its paws caressing the gaping cuts. 
 For the second time, the beast and I stared at each other.  Gone was the fury and evil I’d 
seen there.  Its eye, now surrounded by charred flesh, showed pain.  Resignation.  Relief. 
 I snapped myself from its gaze, hurriedly spattering the remains of the Havoline over as 
much of the tree house as I could.  My hand was shaking.  I probably got more of it on me than 
on the wood.   
 When the can was empty, I took one final look at the beast.  I wavered.  The rage and 
anger I’d fostered left me.  All I saw was a helpless wounded animal, cowering in fear from what 
it perceived as its eminent death.  There was acceptance in its eyes, too.  
 Looking back on what happened next, I can only conclude the beast, or whatever was left 
of Partlow, sensed I was changing my mind.  The beast swelled to its full capacity, crouching 
angrily inside the tree house.  I saw it ready to pounce and I found my nerve. 
 At the same time I threw the torch, I jumped out the doorway.  The explosion hit me full 
in the back and knocked me straight down.  I flailed my arms trying to break my fall.   
 I landed in the creek.  It was a hard landing and I think I sprained my ankle.  But I smiled 
as I flopped over on my back, letting water rush over me, cooling my aching body. 
 As I lay there, looking up at the tree house, completely consumed in flames, I heard the 
beast, howling again in that horrible wail, resonating against the surrounding oak trees.  My 
smile faded.   
 I heard soft footsteps in the water.  I turned slightly and welcomed the sight of Sarah, 
cradling her arms around her waist, tears of relief on her cheeks. 

 
* * * 

 
 That was last night. 
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 Tonight, I’m back in Jessie’s, after spending the rest of last night in the hospital.  The 
doctors wanted to keep me longer but I figured if what I’d just been through couldn’t kill me, I 
could live through whatever Jessie might be able to do. 
 Sarah headed back to north Alabama.  Can’t say I blame her.  I suspect I won’t be seeing 
much of her anymore. 
 Having told this story to those who are around me, the faces of the people are frozen in 
attention.  With nothing left to say, the crowd breaks up.  I imagine the debate is already on.  Is 
he telling the truth or just pulling a good one on everybody? 
 I turn back to the bar to finish my beer before heading home.  I feel a tap on my arm.  It’s 
a young boy, can’t be more than twelve.  He is in his baseball uniform and I guess he’s eating 
supper with his family after the game. 
 “Mister,” he says politely.  “My friends and I were wondering if you could tell us the 
story again?” 

  
 

The End 
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Summer of 1946:  Harry Truman was President; the boys were coming back from Europe 

and Japan.  A man of about thirty, hat pushed back on his head and jacket under one arm, walked 
toward Kramer's Gas Station at the intersection of Rural Road Ten and Forest Road.  He passed a 
sign reading WELCOME TO KINGSFIELD.  Small ornaments on the sign showed that 
Kingsfield, Penn. had both a Lions' Club and a Rotary Club.  The roads were empty of traffic. 

As the man came closer, a teenager in overalls and cap came out.  "Did your car break 
down, Mister?" 

The teen wearing the overalls with SHELL on the breast pocket was a girl.  Rosie the 
Riveter, small town style. 

"No, Miss," said the man.  "I don't have a car." 
"Want a coke?  We have a machine." 
"I might at that.  If I have a nickel."  He fished in one pocket and drew out a handful of 

change.  "Lemme see.  I suppose five pennies won't do." 
"Nope, has to be a nickel." 
"Here you go, then."  He handed her the nickel and some pennies.  "Plus a tip." 
"Okay," she said, grinning.  She walked to the station, the man following her toward the 

building.  She put the nickel in the machine and pulled the lever, and a bottle thumped down into 
the opening at the bottom.  She took it out, expertly snapped the lid off on the bottle opener on 
the front of the machine, and handed the man the bottle.  He nodded and took a long drink. 

"Sun's pretty hot today," she said. 
"It tends to get that way in July.  Now, in December, the sun cools down considerably.  

Those little wavy lines coming out from it on all sides are actually icicles in December, and it 
can only give off cold blue and white light.  That's why it snows at Christmas time." 

She giggled.  "You're funny, Mister." 
"Well, Marcie, you've always had a good sense of humor." 
She frowned.  "How do you know my name?" 
"I was in Kingsfield a few years back; met you briefly back then.  You probably don't 

remember me.  I'm your cousin Edgar." 
"Didn't know I had a cousin Edgar." 
"I'm not too close to the rest of the family." 
"What're you doing in Kingsfield?  Visiting?" 
"I don't know if I'll drop in on any of the dear relatives right away.  Right now I'm just 

looking for a place to stay for a while.  A room in a boarding house; something like that.  Do you 
know of someone renting a room?" 

"Sure, old lady Kennedy in town keeps a boarding house. LEmon-5 2689." 
"LEmon-5 2689," he repeated.  "Could you possibly write that down for me?  I have a 

terrible memory." 
"You can call from here.  Come on inside..."  She was about to go inside herself, then she 

froze. 
The man looked where she was looking.  A big white pickup truck with black fenders and 

a five-pointed gold star on the side was approaching the gas station. 
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"Listen," she said urgently.  "You're just in town for a short while; you're not gonna stay.  
You got relatives here and you're visiting.  You got plenty of money and you're not looking for a 
job." 

He nodded slowly.  "Got you.  Thanks." 
The pickup truck pulled up to the pump and Marcie went out to it.  "Chief Hubert!  Can I 

get you some gas?" 
"You can at that, Marcie, just fill 'er up."  The policeman got out of the truck.  He was as 

tall as the newcomer but weighed a lot more.  He looked to be about forty-five years old, 
possibly a little older.  His uniform was blue, with a blue visored cap.  He came up to the 
newcomer.  "Howdy, stranger!  You stoppin' in town?" 

"Well, just for a while," said the man.  "Visiting some relations.  I was here briefly about 
eight years ago." 

"That so?  Which relations are you visiting?" 
"I'm actually related to several people in town, including Marcie and her folks.  But I 

didn't phone ahead and I don't want to put anybody out, so I was thinking of staying at a 
boarding house for a while." 

"Boarding house!  That sounds like maybe you want to stay more than just a little while?" 
"Maybe a month.  I've got some time on my hands." 
"Uh-huh.  Thinkin' of lookin' for work here?" 
"No, that never crossed my mind.  I'm gainfully employed, as it happens." 
"That so?  What do you do?" 
"I'm a writer." 
"Oh, yeah?" 
"Sure am.  Mysteries." 
"Murder mysteries, that kind of thing?" 
"Exactly." 
"See, 'cause the employment situation hereabouts is not that good." 
"Oh, sorry to hear that." 
"The post-war bust, you know.  All those boys coming back from the war puts a lot of 

pressure on the job market.  There's no jobs to spare in Kingsfield." 
"Well, that's okay, I'm not looking for one." 
They looked at each other for a minute, the newcomer smiling gently, the police chief 

with just a hint of suspicion.  "Where's your car, mister?  Broke down?" 
"No, I walked from Murfreesboro." 
"Murfreesboro!  That's twelve miles away!" 
"'Bout four hours on foot.  Pleasant day.  The train doesn't stop in Kingsfield, you see, 

Murfreesboro was as close as I could get." 
"You come a long way on foot?" 
"No.  As I said, I took the train." 
"Because, you know, we've had problems with vagabonds." 
The man pulled his wallet out of his back pocket and spread it open, riffling the crisp new 

bills with his other hand.  "I am not a vagabond, sir."  He put the wallet back. 
"Guess not," said the chief after a while.  "Well, enjoy your stay, Mister.  Kingsfield is a 

friendly town, you'll find." 
"I know," said the man.  "I remember." 

* * * 
The next morning, Ed was up before the sunrise.  Everybody else in the large boarding 
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house at 25 Cherry Way was still asleep. 
Mrs. Kennedy charged five dollars a week for lodging including breakfast.  For another 

dollar a boarder got full room and board, and for housekeeping, another dollar a week still.  The 
postwar inflation had started and prices were very high. 

Ed put four ten-dollar bills in a white paper envelope, licked the flap, sealed it.  He wrote 
for Mrs. Kennedy -- thanks for everything and signed it Ed Summers.  He left it on the bed.  Then 
he went outside and walked into town. 

* * * 
 He arrived downtown at about nine.  He located the spire of the Lutheran church and 
noted the position of the six-story gray office building next to it.  He walked up to the gray 
building and walked into the lobby.  The directory on the wall told him that the Kingsfield 
Gazette occupied the first and second floors. 

A dark-haired woman of about thirty sat typing at the newspaper's front desk.  "What can 
I do for you, sir?" 

"I'd like to visit the morgue, if I may." 
"The morgue?  Uh, I don't think we have one in Kingsfield.  The nearest hospital is in 

Murfreesboro, up the road to the east about ten-twelve miles." 
"Um...  The newspaper morgue." 
"Newspapers have morgues?" 
"Uh, it's a term for the room with the back issues.  I'd like to look up some newspapers 

from past years." 
"Just a second, I'll check."  She picked up a phone.  "Mister Hauer?  Sir, there's a 

gentleman here who wants to see our, uh, 'morgue'...  Oh, yes I will, sir."  She cupped a hand 
over the receiver.  "He says to go on in."  She gestured at the door behind her.  "Mister Hauer's 
office.  Mister Hauer is our Editor in Chief." 

"Thanks." 
Ed went into the office.  "Close the door behind you,"  said the man seated behind a big 

metal desk.  Ed closed the door.  "Now have a seat and tell me what this is all about." 
"I'd like to look through the back issues of your newspaper, if that's all right." 
"Looking for what?" 
"Events in summer, 1938." 
"In Kingsfield?" 
"Yes." 
"You a reporter?" 
"No.  I'm a mystery writer, to be honest." 
"Mystery writer!  Hell.  And here I thought I'd finally attracted the attention of the big 

boys.  If you were a fellow reporter I'd've done this."  He opened a desk drawer, took out a 
headband with a visor, and placed it on his head.  "There!  How does that look?" 

Ed grinned.  "Like a stereotype big-city editor." 
"Damn straight.  Now tell me what you're looking for in a back newspaper issue down 

here in the ass-end of nowhere." 
"Well, I wouldn't say that." 
"I would.  Events in 1938?  There weren't any events in Kingsfield in 1938.  There 

weren't any events in Kingsfield, ever." 
"Think back," said Ed.  "1938.  FDR was in his second term.  Unemployment was up 

again and FDR was in trouble." 
"Yeah, so much trouble he won a third term in '40." 
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"It was still the Depression.  Hobos were riding the rails looking for work.  Intellectuals 
were playing with Communism, and for once people were listening." 

"Go on." 
"You were there." 
"No I wasn't, I was here, where nothing ever happens."  The man leaned back in his chair 

and tilted the visor up a bit.  "You tryin' to track down a particular person?" 
Ed smiled. 
"I thought so.  And if you're not a reporter, lemme guess what you are in reality.  A 

private dick?" 
"Well, I'm not a private Tom or Harry." 
The man sputtered laughter.  "I'll have to remember that one.  Here, you want a drink?"  

He opened the drawer again and took out a fifth bottle. 
"You a secret drinker?" 
"Hell, no, I'm an open drinker.  You want?" 
"Nah." 
"I'll take just a drop."  The man unscrewed the lid and took a brief swig, then replaced the 

bottle in the drawer again.  "So, who're you tryin' to find?" 
"A man came through Kingsfield in 1938.  Or into Kingsfield.  Not through, exactly." 
"Came in and didn't leave, you mean?" 
"That's what I mean." 
The man sighed, puffing out his cheeks, then put his feet on the floor again and sat up.  

"Look, you've got our Police Chief Hubert riding the perimeter around the city every goddam 
day in his truck, and his two assistant clowns walking beats.  Any poor bastard comes through 
here runs into one of them, he gets sent on his way.  But they don't send him on empty-handed.  
They always give him a few gifts to remember the town by, like say a black eye or a bloody 
nose, or both.  A nice set of bruises so he knows to keep the hell out of all-white, all-respectable 
fucking Kingsfield." 

"Sounds like you're not too fond of Mister Hubert." 
"The guy's a jerk.  The kind of guy they recruited for the SS and Gestapo over in Nazi 

fucking Germany.  Have you read any Sinclair Lewis?  It Can't Happen Here?” 
"I don't think I have." 
"Try it some time, it's a hoot.  Hubert is exactly the kind of asshole who'd wind up a local 

big frog under a system like that.  No, I'm not too fond of Police Chief I-am-the-Law-and-the-
Fucking-Prophets Hubert." 

"So if I could find anything on him..." 
"I would love to find something on him, but I very much doubt you're gonna dig up dick 

in the morgue here -- and by the way, it's not a 'morgue' here at the Gazette, it's a 'reading room'." 
"Got you.  Still.  Has anyone ever...?" 
"Protested?  Investigated?  Yes and no.  I ran a few righteous how-are-we-treating-the-

poor editorials back when I started running this paper back in '33.  No angry letters came back, 
no intimidation from Hubert and his boys, but I did get a call from the selectmen telling me that 
it wasn't really a good idea to project a negative image of our fair community.  Implied threat of 
canceled subscriptions, maybe worse if I caused serious trouble.  I'm not married and my folks 
live in another fucking state, thank the good Lord, so I was ready for a righteous, good-versus-
evil fight against the reactionary elements, blah blah blah.  But nothing ever materialized, and no 
one would talk to my reporters, so I had nothing to report.  End of story. 

"But let me tell you this, my out-of-town pal.  If I ever get the goods on Mister Chief of 
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Police Walter M. Hubert -- I mean something that would stand up in court, real proof -- a friend 
of mine would leave town in a little white roadster that can beat anything else on wheels.  And he 
would deliver copies to a lawyer in a big private firm in Harrisburg and another lawyer in the 
Pennsylvania State Department of Justice and I'd go head-to-toe with the bastard and just see 
what fun would ensue.  So if you are a reporter for some big city paper -- share your findings 
with me and let me print, even a day behind your paper, and I will pay you the biggest bribe I 
can worm out of our accountant and let you fuck my daughter to boot." 

"Have you got a daughter?" 
"No, but the principle remains the same.  You still want to look through the reading 

room?" 
"Yeah, if it's all right." 
"It's all right, but you're not gonna find dick, my friend.  That's my prediction." 
"I'll try anyway." 
"It's up on the second floor.  Go right out the elevator and it's the last room on the right." 

* * * 
The reading room had one long table of dark wood with two dark wooden armchairs 

along one side.  The newspapers were stacked into bundles on long, warehouse-type shelves and 
organized by week and year.  He found the week he wanted almost immediately. 

The Kingsfield Gazette recorded the same type of news that might have been found in 
any paper anywhere.  On the day in question -- Tuesday, July 5th, 1938 -- the front page held 
articles about a strike in Pittsburgh and threatening moves Hitler was making in Europe.  The 
state Governor had made a speech on allowing legalized gambling; he was against it.  In local 
news, a fire was started in a tool shed on the farm belonging to Mr. Joseph E. Heismann, but the 
blaze was successfully put out by the Kingsfield Volunteer Fire Department.  The engagement of 
Mr. James B. Kupmeyer and Miss Elizabeth Anne Davis was announced.  Mr. Roderick 
Madden, age 10, won the fifth-grade spelling bee at John Adams Elementary School, clinching 
the victory by correctly spelling the word 'expiration.'  Second prize went to Miss Edith 
Christopher, age 11, who put in a very good showing as well. 

He put down the newspaper. 
"Told you you weren't gonna find dick," said a voice behind him.  Hauer sat down in the 

next chair.  "But you went right to a particular date.  What are you looking for?" 
Ed turned to face him.  "For a chief editor, you haven't lost your instincts as a reporter." 
"Thanks.  Tell me about July 5th, 1938." 
Ed was silent. 
"Tell me.  No one else is listening." 
Ed sighed.  "A guy I knew was headed for Kingsfield." 
"Ah, good, tell me more." 
"He stopped at the gas station outside the town.  There was a little girl there, and she said 

'Hi!' to him, and he said 'Hi!' back, and he told her a joke, and she laughed like anything." 
"Marcie Kramer," said Hauer. 
"That's right.  The owner -- her father -- came out and warned the guy not to go into 

Kingsfield, and to look out for a black-and-white pickup truck.  But the guy was stupid and 
cocky.  He thanked Mister Kramer, but he decided to walk into town anyway. 

"So he did," continued Ed.  "Somehow he made it past Hubert and his town clowns.  He 
was an unemployed writer.  He'd been on the road for a long time; weeks." 

"Uh huh." 
"He stopped at Missus Kennedy's boarding house -- back then it had a sign in front; it 
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was taken down during the war.  This guy stopped at Missus Kennedy's and asked if he could do 
anything for her, any yard work.  The place has a lawn.  She said he could cut the lawn and she'd 
pay him two bits for it.  He took it.  You could get a bag full of groceries for 25 cents back in 
1938. 

"He did a neat job on the lawn.  Missus Kennedy complimented him on it and asked him 
inside for a late lunch.  She made him a BLT and a cup of coffee. 

"By then it was about 3:30.  He walked through town, happy with his 25 cents.  He 
chatted with some people he met along the way -- kids out playing, a woman hanging out 
laundry.  He offered to help her pin the clothes up and she said she could do it herself, but she 
also flipped him a nickel.  He said she was a nice lady and a wonderful human being.  She 
smiled. 

"He was on his way out of town, almost at the outskirts, and there was a bar and grill 
there, and he decided to stop in for a drink before hitting the road again.  At this point he'd been 
in Kingsfield for eight hours without Hubert or his two deputies catching on." 

"How was this guy dressed?" 
"White shirt, sleeves rolled up, trousers, socks and shoes, an old fedora.  He could have 

been a working stiff on his day off, or he could have been a vagrant." 
"The bar was Hartmann's." 
"That's right." 
"This guy was kind of a shmuck.  You know that expression?" said Hauer. 
"Sure.  New York, Jewish." 
"He was a shmuck because it must have been evening by then, and a lot of the time one 

of Hubert's boys stops in there for dinner and a drink." 
"Yes.  There must have been a cop in the bar.  But my knowledge cuts off after that.  I'm 

not sure what happened next." 
"You saying you don't remember?  You have amnesia?" 
"I'm saying I don't know.  My knowledge of this guy ends at this point.  But I know this -

- he never made it out of Kingsfield." 
"Hm.  I'd been thinking this guy was you, but he can't be if he never made it out of 

Kingsfield and you've just come in from -- where?  Harrisburg?  New Jersey, New York?" 
Ed shook his head. 
"So look, how do you know this guy never made it out of Kingsfield?  It's true that 

Hubert and his pals are a bunch of assholes who give vagrants a hard time, but I don't think they 
ever bumped anybody off.  Just beat 'em up and threw 'em out.  They can get away with that 
indefinitely; the movers and shakers in this town have no problem with that happening; keeps the 
town nice and clean and exclusive.  But I think even the ruling class in this town would frown on 
Hubert et al. actually killing anybody.  Bad publicity, if it ever got out." 

"Yes.  But they did." 
"I don't see how you could know that.  In fact, I don't see how you could know any of it if 

you weren't the guy yourself.  Never came out of Kingsfield?  Maybe you just lost track of him.  
Maybe he survived and joined the army and was killed at Iwo Jima, or maybe he's in college now 
on the G.I. Bill.  Have you kept looking?" 

"He's dead," said Ed.  "I'm sure of it." 
"Do you, as the cliché says, actually know where the body is buried?  Because without 

that, my friend, you're not gonna prove dick.  And unless you can prove it, you've got nothing." 
"I'll prove it." 
Hauer scratched his head.  "Look, here's how I've got it doped out.  The guy was your 
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brother or something; you're not a private dick, just a guy looking for his brother, or cousin, or 
friend.  Somebody must have talked about this guy getting killed -- someone who's left town 
since then, moved out of Kingsfield 
-- and now you're out to prove it.  Listen to me.  If you try asking questions around town, Hubert 
and his pals are gonna find out; then you'll be in a world of hurt.  If you're sure Hubert knocked 
off your brother -- dead sure, someone spilled the beans to you -- then go to the Attorney 
General's office in Harrisburg and tell 'em what you told me.  They can investigate without 
getting beaten up or killed." 

"I think I can do it." 
"All right, will you do this much, at least, as a concession to your old pal Bill Hauer?  If 

Hubert and friends get wind of this -- lie to 'em.  Tell 'em you've got the whole story with a 
lawyer in Harrisburg and if anything happens to you, it goes to the papers and the A.G.'s office." 

Ed nodded.  "Yes, that would be prudent." 
"Anything else I can do for you?  I'm sorry there was nothing in the morgue, but we don't 

do a lot of secret investigations and muckraking journalism here.  I can't tell you anything you 
don't already know.  But is there anything else I can do?" 

"You do know something.  You've lived in this town a long time-" 
"Thirteen years.  Moved here from Harrisburg, where I was co-editor of the Post ten 

years before that.  But I don't know any big secrets." 
"Tell me what you do know.  Tell me everything you can about Hubert and his deputies.  

Are they the same guys they were in 1938?" 
"Uh, yeah, I think so.  One of 'em had just joined up that year, but there haven't been any 

changes since then, I don't think.  Baumann and Johnson." 
"Tell what you know about them -- where they live, who they're married to, any big 

arrests or cases they were involved in.  Everything you can." 
"Friend, that'd take hours, and I've got a paper to run." 
"We can talk in your office.  You can fill me in when you're not on the phone yelling at 

the reporters or the press room." 
"Our two part-time reporters and our twenty-foot press room," said Hauer.  "Okay.  Ya 

talked me into it." 
* * * 

 They talked until one, when they went out for lunch at the little restaurant across the 
street.  They both had hamburgers; Ed ordered coffee and Hauer got a big chocolate malt.  At 
one point a cop walked in and sat down at a booth across from them.  "Hey, Baumann!" called 
Hauer.  "Bust any drunks lately?" 
 The cop was an older man, and he looked tired.  "No, Hauer, I only do that out on the 
street.  I hear you drink in your office." 

"Touché!  Baumann gets off a good one!" 
"Shut up, Hauer." 
"My lips are sealed." 
"That'll be the day." 
After lunch they went back to the office and talked until about seven.  "Listen, it's getting 

late," said Hauer.  "I'm usually here to about ten, and I get my office girl to bring me dinner.  Can 
I have her run you home?" 

"No, that's okay, it's not far to walk." 
"Suit yourself.  Thank you for a very interesting day, Mister Ed Summers.  Hope I see 

you again soon, preferably not in a morgue of either sort." 
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"I'll be careful." 
"You do that." 
Ed smiled and walked out of the office. 

* * * 
The day had been hot, but now the sun was low in the west and it was cooling off.  Ed 

took off his jacket and left it on a stone-and-wood bench across the street from the municipal 
building.  He pushed his hat back on his head and rolled his sleeves up past the elbows.  It made 
him look different.  He could have been a working stiff on his day off, or he could have been a 
vagrant. 

He walked until he came to the bar with the neon sign over it:  HARTMANN'S.  He went 
in. 

There was another cop seated on a bar stool -- not Hubert or Baumann, so it had to be 
Johnson.  He was working on what looked like a double scotch, neat, and appeared to be about 
thirty-five or forty.  Ed sat next to him, on his left. 

"Howdy, stranger," said the bartender.  He was a tall, thin man with dark rings under his 
eyes.  "Get you something?" 

"A beer and a hamburger." 
"Coming right up." 
The cop looked at him quizzically.  "New in town?" 
"Just visiting."  Ed had studied the cop out of the corner of his eye; now he looked 

carefully and didn't see anything to make him revise his opinion.  The guy was toasted -- still 
able to carry on a relatively normal conversation, but well on his way to a serious drunk. 

"You got relatives here?" asked the cop.  He was still in the friendly-drunk stage; it 
would be an hour or so before he went to the mean drunk or self-pitying drunk stage. 

"Yeah, distant relations." 
"What's your business in town?  Looking for work?" 
"Oh, heck no.  I've got a nice business of my own.  I'm a mystery writer.  Ed Summers, at 

your service."  He held out a hand. 
The cop shook it.  "Burt Johnson."  His eyes narrowed slightly.  "Mysteries, huh?  I read 

mysteries.  Detective Magazine." 
"Oh yeah, they published a story of mine once." 
"Oh, yeah?  Which one?" 
"'The Little Man Who Wasn't There.'  May '35." 
"I can't remember that far back." 
"Do you keep back issues?" 
"As a matter of fact I do.  I'll look that one up sometime.  May '35, huh?" 
"Yep.  'The Little Man Who Wasn't There'." 
Ed's hamburger and beer came; he took out his wallet and handed the bartender two ones.  

"Keep the change." 
"Hell, you don't have to tip me that much," said the bartender. 
"I'm a wealthy man.  I light cigars with twenty dollar bills." 
"Yeah, right."  He pocketed the money and walked back to the grill. 
"Looks like you got plenty of the green stuff," said the cop. 
"Sure.  Like I said, I'm a writer.  Fairly successful, too." 
"I ask..."  He hiccuped gently.  "I ask because, we get a lot of vagrants trying to come in 

here from time to time.  We usually run 'em out." 
"Good," said Ed.  "Those guys are assholes, for the most part.  You can find work in this 
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country if you look for it; you don't have to bum around on the roads." 
"Exactly!  Exactly." 
"If you ask me," said Ed, "they ought to line those guys up against the wall.  Solve the 

unemployment problem." 
"Yeah, well, they try coming in here, we throw 'em the hell out.  And you know, we're 

not always real courteous about it, either, if you know what I mean." 
"Wrinkle 'em a little?  Send 'em on their way a little sadder but wiser?" 
"Something like that."  The cop lowered his voice.  No one else was nearby.  "We even 

killed a guy once." 
"Aw, don't hand me that.  You can't kid a kidder." 
"I'm serious.  Only once, and I wasn't there, but I know the guys who were." 
"Really?" 
"Yeah." 
"That doesn't happen in real life, you know.  You're putting me on." 
"As God is my witness, they knocked a guy off once.  I don't know the details, but 

apparently this guy hit the chief-" 
"Chief Hubert?" 
"You know him?" 
"I think I've met him once or twice.  He's a big guy.  I can't see someone going up against 

him unless he was drunk or something." 
"Well, the story is, this guy was some kind of radical -- New Dealer or something-" 
"That ain't radical." 
"Yeah, well, back then most people were for FDR, especially around here, but by New 

Dealer I mean one of these radicals.  The guy was practically a commie." 
"No shit?" 
"And, you know, they work him over and tell him not to stick his nose back in Kingsfield 

if he knows what's good for him.  And they were goin' back -- you know, leavin' him there -- and 
if the guy'd had half a brain he wouldn't have said nothing, you know?  Just taken his lumps and 
got out.  But no, this guy has to step up to the truck and give the Chief a lecture on civil rights, 
and democracy, and all that happy crap." 

"What an asshole." 
"You said it.  Even so, no one was gonna kill him or anything.  The Chief gets out to put 

the fear of God into him, since it looks like it didn't take the last time, and he gets the guy really 
good, you know?  And the guy hits him back!" 

"Incredible." 
"Beautiful right hook, from what I heard.  Got the Chief right in the eye." 
Ed began to chuckle. 
"Yeah, I know, it sounds funny, but it wasn't funny living with the Chief for about a week 

after that.  But the Chief was so upset, he just hauls out his piece and lets the guy have it." 
"Really?  He just shot him?" 
"As God is my witness.  Didn't really mean to, you know, he was just mad.  But he got 

the guy right in the heart or something and the guy just drops dead right there." 
"Jesus." 
"So then the Chief is all worried, and pissed off too, you know how I mean.  They have a 

shovel in the truck, so they just carry the guy back in the woods and plant him.  Not too deep, but 
enough, you know?  And here's the Kingsfield Chief of Police wearing a shiner for about a week 
after that.  But nobody wasn't gonna ask him how he got that, you know what I mean?" 
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"Maybe his wife did it." 
"I don't think.  More likely the other way around; the Chief don't take no crap from a 

woman.  That was the only time.  But you can bet nobody heard from that guy again." 
The outside door opened. 
Chief Hubert walked into the bar.  "Nobody heard from what guy again, Johnson?" 
The cop's mouth was open.  "Uh...  Nobody, sir." 
"Flappin' your damn mouth again, weren't you, Johnson?  What've I told you about that?" 
The cop flushed.  "Sorry, sir." 
"No harm done," said Ed.  "Just shootin' the bull, you know, one guy to another." 
"Mister, I don't know who you are or what you're doing here, but I think you've been in 

this town entirely enough.  You just come with me." 
"Am I under arrest?" 
"No, but you can be, if you really want me to charge you with something.  Now come 

along!" 
"You rousting me for being a vagrant, Chief Hubert?" 
"Don't you lip off to me, Mister.  Just don't.  I'm not in the mood.  Johnson, I'll talk to you 

later."  Hubert grabbed Ed by the upper arm. 
"Keep your hands to yourself, Chief." 
"Move!"  Hubert hustled him off his barstool and walked him outside.  It was getting 

dark out, but the streetlights showed Hubert's truck parked at the curb.  The other deputy, 
Baumann, was there, and he opened the passenger-side door. 

"Get in," said Baumann. 
Ed climbed into the cabin.  Baumann got in to his right.  Hubert had gone around to the 

other side.  Now he got in and slammed the door after him.  He started the ignition and drove 
away from the curb. 

"Well, this is like old times," said Ed. 
Neither cop said anything.  In a few minutes they were outside the town.  They drove 

about a mile down the road.  Hubert slowed down and pulled the truck onto the shoulder. 
"Get out," said Hubert.  He opened his door; Baumann opened the other and stepped 

down from the truck.  Ed obligingly followed him. 
Hubert came around to the other side of the truck, grabbed Ed by the shoulder and pushed 

him back against the truck's now-closed door.  "Now you listen to me, Mister.  I don't know what 
the hell you think you're doing in Kingsfield, if you're a reporter tryin' to get dirt on me or what, 
but I won't have it.  It's time for you to hit the road." 

"Or?" 
Hubert punched Ed in the stomach.  Ed doubled over.  "I didn't tell you to ask me 

questions.  Did I tell him to ask me questions, Mike?" 
"No, you sure didn't, Chief." 
He pushed Ed upright again.  Ed was smiling. 
"You think this is funny?  Is that what you think?"  Hubert hit him again, this time in the 

face, bruising one cheek.  "You still think it's funny?" 
"It's familiar," said Ed.  "It's all coming back to me now.  Driving me outside the town.  

Beating me up.  All very familiar." 
"I thought I'd seen you before.  I don't like people who don't know how to take a hint."  

He punched Ed in the mouth.  Some of Ed's teeth broke. 
Ed started laughing. 
"You a crazy man, is that it?  You like getting worked over?"  He grabbed Ed's arm and 
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pulled him away from the truck, then hit him again, knocking him to the ground.  "You get on 
your feet.  You turn your face to the west, and you get the hell out of my town."  He kicked Ed in 
the side.  "Come on, Mike." 

The cops got into the truck again and Hubert started up the engine.  Ed stood up and 
walked around to the driver's side window. 

"You think you've beaten me?" he said.  "The person you've really beaten up on is Lady 
Liberty.  You've beaten up on all the guys who signed the Declaration of Independence because 
they didn't like England pushing America around the way you pushed me around.  You've beaten 
up on all the good, honest cops who believe in the law and try and uphold it, instead of breaking 
it whenever they find it convenient.  You called Kingsfield your town.  Well it isn't your town.  It 
belongs to the people who live there, all the people.  The decent, law-abiding people whose 
shoes you aren't worthy to touch." 

The cliché-ridden, '30s-movie-dialogue speech had a remarkable effect on Hubert.  He 
was gaping at Ed. 

"Sound familiar, Chief?  Want me to go on?  I have the whole speech by heart.  I ought 
to; I wrote it." 

"Who the hell are you?" asked Hubert. 
"No no no.  Let's stick to the script, shall we?  You're supposed to get mad, really 

steamed, and open the door 
suddenly-"  Ed grabbed the door and swung it open, although it had been latched a moment ago.  
"And catch me with it, like this."  He pulled the door violently into himself, knocking himself 
backward and off his feet. 
 "Who told you all this?" 
 "Come on, Chief, you get out of the car."  Ed sprang to his feet, grabbed Hubert and 
effortlessly pulled him off his seat and into a standing position.  "Then you really start beating on 
me.  Punch, punch, punch, remember?"  He pulled Hubert's hands and hit himself with them, 
twice, thrice.  "That was when I hit you back."  And he hauled back and hit Hubert with a 
beautiful right hook, right in the eye.  Hubert staggered backward. 

Baumann was watching, appalled, from his seat in the truck.  "It's him," he said.  "It's 
him!" 
 "Shut up, Mike!" shrieked Hubert.  "Shut up!  Shut up!  It's not him!" 
 "Sure it is," said Ed.  "And let's not forget the best part, Chief, the part where you take out 
the old side-arm and punch my ticket with it.  Bang, you're dead!"  Ed fell to the ground on his 
back.  There wasn't much illumination from the truck's ceiling light, on because the door was 
open, but there was enough -- Hubert could see the bloody bullet hole. 
 "Ah, ah, ah, ah, ah," said Hubert.  He scrambled for the truck, but in a moment Ed was up 
again and grabbed him and pulled him backward.  "Come on, Chief, the fun's just beginning!" 
 "Leave me alone!" shrieked Hubert.  "Leave me alone!  Just leave me alone!" 
 "No.  Come with me.  Baumann, you come too." 
 The older man was shaking where he sat.  He shook his head, terrified. 
 "Come out of the truck, Mike.  You don't want me to come in there after you, do you?" 
 Baumann shook his head again, and convulsively jerked the truck's door handle; 
stumbled out onto the shoulder. 
 "Come to the back of the truck, Mike."  Ed turned and brought Hubert along with him.  
He waited for Ed to come up.  "I won't make you carry the body this time, but take the shovel.  
Go on, Mike.  Take the shovel." 
 "What do you want?" whispered Hubert. 
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 "Take the shovel, Mike!" 
 Baumann reached into the back of the truck and took out the rusted old shovel. 
 "Now get the flashlight." 
 Baumann did so. 
 "Now turn the flashlight on and hand it to Chief Hubert." 
 Baumann did so.  Hubert took the flashlight gingerly.  His hand trembled. 
 "Now both of you come with me."  He pushed Hubert away, toward the woods beside the 
shoulder.  "Into the forest.  You know the way.  March!" 
 Hubert stepped back a pace, then dropped the flashlight and brought up his revolver.  He 
pointed it at Ed and pulled the trigger.  He shot again and again, and Baumann dropped the 
shovel and got his own gun and started firing as well.  They pumped their full loads into Ed. 
 Ed just stood there.  There were no bullet holes except the one in the chest from earlier.  
"That was stupid, Hubert.  Mike, pick up that shovel, and don't you dare drop it again until I tell 
you to.  Hubert, you get the flashlight." 
 Hubert's gun dropped from his hand.  "What do you want?" 
 "I want you to get the flashlight.  NOW!"  Hubert did so.  Ed pointed toward the woods.  
"March!" 
 Sobbing, Hubert walked into the forest.  Baumann walked ahead of him, keeping the 
chief between himself and Ed. 
 They walked on for several minutes.  They came to a small clear patch.  "Dig," said Ed. 
 Baumann said, "Oh, please, Mister -- I don't want to-" 
 "I don't care what you want!  Dig!" 
 Baumann gulped and stuck the shovel in the ground.  He stood on it to work it in and 
brought up a clod of dirt, which he flung to the side. 
 "What...  What're you gonna do?" asked Hubert.  He sounded terrified. 
 "Gentlemen, you are going to get into the grave with me." 
 "No!  Please!" said Hubert.  He fell to his knees and held his hands together in front of 
him, pleading.  "Please, I'm sorry, I'm real sorry, I didn't mean to do it, it was an accident, I didn't 
mean to kill nobody!" 
 "Dig, Mike," said Ed. 
 "Please!  Please!  Please don't make me do this!  Oh, please, please don't make me do 
this!" 
 "Mike," said Ed.  "Stick the shovel in the ground.  Leave it there." 
 Baumann nodded.  His mouth was trembling, his eyes wide.  He jammed the shovel into 
the dirt and its handle quivered. 
 "Hubert, Baumann, I'm not really a very mean guy," said Ed.  "No, honestly.  I'm really 
not.  If you don't want to die and go to Hell tonight, there is one thing you can do." 
 "Anything," sobbed Hubert.  "Anything!  Anything you want!" 
 "Listen carefully," said Ed.  "It's what, now, about eight thirty?  Nine, maybe?" 

"Maybe nine o'clock, sure," said Baumann.  "Uh, I got a watch, if, uh, you turn the 
flashlight over here-" 

"I'll take your word for it, Mike.  Now you boys listen.  You're going to walk back to the 
truck.  You're going to drive into town, right into the main drag.  You're going to stop at the 
building with the Gazette in it." 

"The Gazette building, I know where that is, sure," babbled Hubert. 
"You go into Bill Hauer's office.  You wait till he gets his secretary, or a wire recorder, or 

whatever he needs, and then you make a full confession.  Do you understand?" 
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"Uh...  But they'll, they'll execute me-" 
"Maybe they will, Hubert, but if you want to avoid getting into the grave with me tonight 

and going to the depths of Hell, you'll do what I say.  Right?" 
"Uh...  Uh...  Right, sure, okay.  Anything you say." 
"You make a full confession.  I hit you, on the night of July 5th, 1938.  You shot me.  You 

and Baumann buried the body.  You'll leave the shovel there so the state police can find the 
grave later.  And you'll also confess your whole routine with vagrants, how you beat them up and 
send them on their way.  You'll give him all the details you can, and when you're done, Chief 
Hubert, Officer Baumann, you'll go home.  You can call the Mayor and the Selectmen in the 
morning and tell them you've resigned." 

"But...  Um...  Somebody has to..." 
"Patrol the town?  Johnson can do that.  Kingsfield is a very law-abiding community, 

after all, Chief Hubert.  There's not much crime here.  There won't be any grave crisis in law 
enforcement." 

"Uh...  Okay..." 
"You go and do everything I said, boys.  You be sure to do it.  Don't try to get out of it, 

don't try to run away, don't do anything but go to Hauer and give him a full confession.  Because, 
boys, if you don't do everything I say...  I will be back.  And next time I'll be a little meaner, and 
I will be very, very angry." 

"Um.  Yes, sir," said Hubert.  "We'll do it, won't we, Mike?" 
"Yes sir, Chief, we sure will," said Baumann, nodding. 
"Good.  You know, I believe you will." 
Ed walked around Chief Hubert and lay down on the grave, the shovel passing right 

through his body without affecting it.  He assumed a sprawled position and then sank into the 
earth, out of sight. 

* * * 
 Bill Hauer was almost ready to go home for the night when there was a knock at his door.  
"Come in!" he said. 
 Chief Hubert and Officer Baumann came into the room.  In the bright, harsh light of the 
office they both looked pale and miserable. 

"What's with you guys?" asked Hauer.  "You look like you've seen a ghost." 
 

 
 
 

THE END 
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Follow the moonlight to the Inn Clawed Cane, 
Make a left onto cemetery lane. 
 
To where the skeletons dance, 
Skedaddle, prattle and prance. 
 
Their fingers, toes, and ankles snap, 
Yakety-yak, their jawbones flap. 
 
Jingling, jangling, grating bones 
Rattle so loud, they shake the headstones. 
 
Then Rib Cage Jones sings Skeleton’s Dance. 
Gray clouds spark a lightning jagged lance. 
 
Midnight’s midsummer dance-a-thon, 
One ghastly skeletal rock-on. 
 
Geometrical spinal jungle row, 
Kindles hellish harmonic overflow. 
 
Miscalibrated chronic crux crashes, 
Ousted outrageous batty backlashes. 
 
Eerie clitters and clatters synchronize, 
Into hocus-pocus harmonize. 
 
Come one!  Come all!  Join the corpselike bash, 
Become part of the skeletal smash. 
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It was in a year 
when spring came early to the Old World 
that they took up what little they had 
and crossed the sea to the new one.  
She went to escape 
the memories—a Midsummer night 
in another year of early springs 
and slow, cold falls. Things happened, 
as they tend to do 
on Midsummer nights when the veil is thin 
and the Other World is beautiful 
and mortals are young. 
She was young—seventeen years old 
and young for her age. 
Like a child, she loved 
the dark places in the forest, the hollow 
trees, the green pools 
beneath their veils of leaves. 
Not knowing enough to be afraid 
of what she didn’t know—like a fool 
she fell in love 
with the forest.  
Her child was born 
in a different spring, a late spring, 
and never lived to see the summer.  
He went to escape 
the guilt, the red specter 
who sat every night 
at the foot of his bed. 
It had been another girl, young 
and foolish—but smart enough 
to be afraid. Another girl, 
another child, another end; 
this time on the streets of Dublin, 
a city she had grown to love. 
He never told her what he knew, 
that the dead had no cities.  
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Their ship sailed in winter, 
a winter doomed to briefness. 
True ships never sail so early.  
They took up what little they had: 
memories, guilt, some youth left, 
some fear.  They burned 
what they could leave behind 
and took what was left  
to another dark street 
in another dark city: a city 
already made ancient 
with another world’s ghosts.
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A home once grand and stately, 
the staff a well-oiled team, 
So few guests ever come here now, 
to this brochure for a dream. 
 
You can tell the place is haunted, 
from hollow sounds behind closed doors, 
and nameless fears and restless nights, 
listening for footsteps on empty floors. 
 
And the music that plays at midnight, 
you swear you heard in your sleep, 
and woke with feet still following, 
such dances as the dead may keep. 
 
Every empty room is a sepulcher 
each subtle noise an alarm. 
You count the minutes until sunrise, 
sure you'll never again be warm. 
 
A mysterious death or unfinished task, 
aching hearts behind transparent eyes. 
Who knows what binds them to this place 
where so few can hear their sighs? 
 
And the music you hear in the distance 
as from some spectral gramophone, 
draws you on from room to room, 
though you fear to go on alone. 
 
A shimmer in the corner of your eye - 
a shining figure trailing dread, 
like children of lost memories, 
who should long since have been put to bed. 
 
Some folk say they find peace here, 
where the murmuring shadows wait. 
Others nod and smile and laugh - 
for them it's probably too late. 
 
And the music that dies with the morning, 
as the orchestra politely fades away, 
will tickle and hide in the back of your mind, 
to be hummed some other day. 
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The ghost ships glide 
Past mist and moon 

Unseen, a breath held 
 

The black mirror holds 
The spirit ships close 
As they slip, standing 

 
Seas for souls 

Sharp shadows cut 
Fleet air with frost 

 
Lost lives loose 

Such patterns traced 
Chart hidden lands 

 
Lives, sparkling flakes 
Like snow, like motes 

in frozen eyes 
 

Slow, sly, we see 
Skate patterns traced 

In chill sunrise. 
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Book review: Exit-Reality/Enter-Insanity 

by Marc Daneker 
published by Marc Daneker through Lulu.com 

http://www.lulu.com/content/1101329 
 
 
 

"A poem can be many things. Some rhyme, some follow strict rules, some just flow, some 
break all the grammar rules, some just hit the paper like drops of blood from a fresh 
wound. Sometimes a poem rolls off the tongue and others dart from the mouth like 
poison spit. A poem can speak of love or hate and any emotion in between. A poem can 
observe. A poem can list. A poem can stretch or alter reality. A poem can dream, if the 
poet sees fit." 

Marc Daneker 
 
 
I've known Marc Daneker for many years through Online Writing Workshop for SF, Fantasy and 
Horror (http://sff.onlinewritingworkshop.com) for many years, and I can personally vouch for 
the quality of his writing, in both story and poetry writing. 
 
This book, featuring many political poems that he's known for writing so well, along with a 
variety of the more common types, is one of the finest reads.  Whether you're frustrated with the 
direction our politics have taken, or feeling something more personal down deep in your soul, 
you'll find a poem that speaks to you in collection. 
 
In this book, the poems were written during the years of 2001-2007.  Within it, you'll find poems 
that cover events during that time: the politics, 9/11 tragedy, Iraq war, and more.  Hope and 
matters of the soul also fill the pages. 
 
Add to that, Marc accentuates the poetry with a fine collection of his artwork sprinkled 
throughout the book.  His art draws you in, speaks poetry of its own.  You really should get this 
book and pay attention to the artwork, especially the sketch on 109.  That one speaks to me on so 
many levels.  The wonderful contrast and how the lines flow guide my eyes and heart into it.  
And the shape he chose to show it it.  Don't you agree that it would make a wonderful mousepad 
for your computer desk?  Or even to set up and hang on the wall?   
 
Oh, sorry, you wouldn't know what I'm talking about.  Well, I suggest you go right now and buy 
the book so you can experience it too. 
 
 
Review compliments of: 
Diana Cacy Hawkins 
Managing Editor 
Whispering Spirits Magazine 
http://www.whisperingghosts.com 
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Contributors' Biographies 
 

Story Authors: 
 

Ray Kolb - Ray Kolb has been an attorney for fifteen years and has just been deployed to 
Afghanistan to help mentor Afghan prosecutors and police investigators in the criminal 
procedure process.  Ray has also been published or has stories awaiting publication in Espresso 
Fiction, Sonar 4, and Shadowland. 
 
Barton Paul Levenson - Barton Paul Levenson has a degree in physics.  Happily married to the 
genre poet Elizabeth Penrose, he confuses everybody by being both a born-again Christian and a 
liberal Democrat.  His work has appeared in Marion Zimmer Bradley's Fantasy Magazine, 
Cricket, Cicada, the New York Review of Science Fiction and many small press markets.  Three 
of his novels will appear in 2008 or 2009, and a novella will appear as an e-book in March.  He 
was prohibited from entering the Confluence Short Story Contest again after winning first prize 
two years in a row. 
 
 

Poetry Authors: 
 
Jenifer McNamara - Reside near Pittsburgh, PA and work part-time as a clerical worker for the 
school district.  Have had adult and children's poems published, and won 3rd and 4th place in a 
formal poetry contest - St. David's in Mercer, PA. 
 
Megan Arkenberg - Megan Arkenberg is a student in Milwaukee, Wisconsin. Her work has 
recently appeared in The Willows, DemonMinds, and MindFlights. She also edits the fantasy e-
zine Mirror Dance http://mirrordancefantasy.blogspot.com   
 
David Vandervort  - My poetry has previously appeared in Aofie's Kiss, Ideomancer, 
Scifaikuest, The Shantytown Anomaly and Star*Line. 
 
Lyn C.A. Gardner - With master's degrees in English literature and library science, Lyn C. A. 
Gardner has served as editor at a private maritime museum and cataloger for a public library.  
Thus far, Gardner's stories, poems, art, and articles have appeared in venues like Abyss & Apex, 
Best of the Rest 2, Challenging Destiny, The Doom of Camelot, The Leading Edge, Legends of 
the Pendragon, Mythic Delirium, Raven Electrick, Strange Horizons, Talebones, and Whispering 
Spirits, among others.  Two stories and a poem earned honorable mention in The Year's Best 
Fantasy and Horror (12th, 13th, and 15th editions).  Gardner lives in a menagerie in eastern 
Virginia. 
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Classifieds Section 
 
 
New Book Series is Launched into the Wizarding World 
of Fantasy by Zeke’s Dragon Nest!  
If you are looking for another great children’s fantasy series, there may be a smile in your 
future.  
 
The web site Zeke Mayhill’s Dragon Nest at lulu.com has published the first of a nine book 
fantasy series that features:  
• Wizards  
• Dragons  
• Witches  
• Contrary wands  
• Magic of many sorts  
 
New books in the Zeke Mayhill series are on the horizon that will set your imagination soaring 
again. New adventures will be experienced. A new world will be explored. But watch out for the 
evil Pampertil. He’ll fight you at every turn.  
 
AK Stein is the author of these books. She began writing in the third grade, knew she wanted to 
be a writer at that age, even, but she wanted to put this series in the science fiction genre. Sci Fi 
was her first love, but after reading the many fantasy series that are out there, she discovered a 
new love and a place where her series fit better. And so her hero’s adventures begin.  
 
For more information, go to http://www.lulu.com/content/837977 
 
 
 
 

Just Released!   
Be the Writer You Dream Of:  

Recommended Resources by Diana Cacy Hawkins 
 
Whether you're a new writer or a seasoned author, Holly Lisle, author of over 32 
books will help you improve your writing, break through the writer's blocks, and 
still be able to manage your life at the same time. 
 

http://www.bethewriteryoudreamof.com 
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Whispering Spirits Digital Magazine 
http://clik.to/whisperingspirits 

http://www.whisperingghosts.com 
whisperingspirits@gmail.com 

 
 

Published by: 
DCH Design and Publications 

220 Eads 
PO Box 245  

Hebron, NE 68370 
 

http://www.dchdesignandpublications.com 
dianacacyhawkins@dragynspice.com 

dianacacyhawkins@gmail.com 


