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            INTRODUCTION

          

        

      

    

    
      Prepare to descend into the chilling abyss of crime, murder, and chaos with this collection of horror stories and poems, titled 'Death Diary.'

      Within these pages, terror reigns supreme as you explore a world where darkness prevails and the most sinister nightmares come to life.

      From short tales ranging from 50 to 2,000 words, you'll encounter a diverse cast of characters. Among them are Alex, the Lumberjack; Sandy, the parolee; the Hamilton hell raisers; Megan, an undercover officer with a unique gift; and many others.

      As the narratives unfold, some characters will evolve and interact, while others will meet their demise in the most gruesome fashion. Buckle up and prepare for an unforgettable journey as you immerse yourself in the first volume of 'Death Diary.' In this world, the unimaginable becomes reality.
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        * * *

      

      To receive updates, please join me at wordswithatwist.substack.com.
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            ABE’S DREAM
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      It’s 4 a.m., a nightmare unleashes.

      Abe must record the dream. He reaches for the notebook. It’s gone! Anxiety escalates. It happened again. He left the journal in the basement for the sixth night in a row. Panicked, he leaps to his feet, trips, and plummets headfirst into the nightstand. Blood splatters and weightlessness consumes. He stares at his lifeless body by the bedside. He screams for help. No one hears. They drag him into the darkness. Tonight, he pays the ultimate price. He ignored their warning; an author never sleeps without a journal nearby.

      The Grim Reaper collects once more.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            2

          

          
            ALEX
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      THE ACCIDENT

      Alex worked as a lumberjack on Kodiak Island in Alaska. He made his money one swing at a time. As a tree fell, he split it into logs ready to sell by the cord. Not even a machine could match his skill. Then, on a snowy afternoon, it all changed. Alone at a job site, he slipped and plummeted headfirst into a ravine: skull shattered, blood covered the ground, and shock set in. He lost consciousness.

      He was lucky; Troop 229 found his lifeless body on their routine camping trip. They radioed a ranger station and reported the emergency. The director on duty had him airlifted to a nearby trauma center. The surgeons repaired his fractured cranium, but the nerves in the occipital and temporal lobes suffered extensive trauma. They tried every technique known to man, but Alex’s vision and hearing would never return to normal.

      At ten the next morning, Alex awoke. Surrounded by doctors in a state of confusion, he demanded, “Where the hell am I?”

      To diffuse the situation, Dr. Haddox replied in a soft tone, “Alex, you had an accident and suffered extensive damage to your eyes and ears. During daylight, you will lose one hundred percent of your ability to see and hear. But as night falls, you’ll regain up to fifty percent. It’s rare. We’ve never encountered a case like this before.”

      Furious, Alex wailed, “Why? What will I do? The ax is all I’ve known. God, please, please help me!”

      A week later, they discharged him from the hospital. As months passed, Alex had enough. Against the doctor’s orders, he reached for the ax and stumbled out the door with his white cane in hand. In search of a mighty Spruce, he swung the rod with all his might and prayed, “Please, God, I beg you, help me find one.”

      Then it happened. SLAM! “Holy Jesus! God answers prayers.”

      He threw the cane to the ground and wielded the enormous ax like a man on a mission. With each swing, a tree fell. But unlike before, it sliced through like a hot knife melting a block of butter. The resistance, it’s too easy; it’s effortless. Regardless of his thoughts, determined to cut down the trees, he carried on. Two hours later, exhausted, he called it a day—time to head home.

      On the way back, the pathway felt eerie. Odd-shaped objects squished underfoot as a slippery substance covered the ground. A one-minute walk took ten. With fear from the accident still fresh, he dropped to his knees, patted the ground, and thought, What the hell is this smell, this slime which runs through my hands like a glob of goo? Never have I felt such a thing. I’ll wait until sunset. I can’t afford another injury.

      As nightfall came, little by little, his hearing and eyesight recovered. In the distance, faint sounds of terror grew louder. The hairs on the back of his neck stood at attention. As the sun plunged behind the horizon, the objects he touched sharpened into recognizable forms. They twitched upon the earth like chickens with their heads cut off.

      Just then, he realized the trees he chopped earlier were not trees at all. The substance, the sludge that oozed through his fingers, the stench that filled his nostrils, was the mutilated remains of Boy Scout Troop 229.

      Alex never touched an ax again.

      

      HE RETURNS

      Years after the disaster, Alex realized his calling.

      Before the accident, he loved ripping through Spruce trees with his double-headed ax. But these days, trees no longer bring him relief.

      It's what took place on that day many years ago.

      The day he single-handedly dismembered Troop 229, limb by limb.

      

      LOST IN THE SCREAMS

      Dear Diary,

      The new psychiatrist has helped tremendously with this writing therapy technique. It has given me clarity on what I must do from now on.

      It really helps with my PTSD and gives me a sense of direction.  I liked how she recommended I write my thoughts as little poems to plan my days.
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        Horror ignites,

        Death raids the night;

        Limbs in trees,

        Bodies in streams,

        I’m Lost In the Screams.

        Carnage surrounds me.

      

      

      

      So grateful I can clearly see, especially at night. The voices bring a sense of calmness I’ve never felt before.

      Alex

      

      DON’T BE LATE

      …*Ring!*…*Ring!*…

      
        
        “Hello?”

      

        
      
        “Hi, Jane, dinner’s at six. Don’t be late. Bring Bob.”

      

        
      
        “Alex, his grandmother died last week. I don’t think he’s up for it.”

      

        
      
        “Just bring him. Tell him I’ll make him a meal he will never forget.”

      

        
      
        “What about the guest?”

      

        
      
        “Don’t worry, they’ll love it too.”

      

        
      
        “Okay, see ya at six.”

      

      

      …CLICK…
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        * * *

      

      The guests arrive on time, ready to eat. Their mouths water from the sweet aroma throughout the house. Jane catches a rare peek of Alex in the kitchen as he plates the entrees. Baby red potatoes, fresh corn, baked apples, and a creamy red gravy poured over the stack of meat. It looked like a five-star meal. Jane can’t resist, “Alex, you’ve outdone yourself. Mind if I have a little taste?”

      “Patience, my dear, patience. Gimme fifteen to put on the final touches, and we’ll dig in.”

      “Fifteen minutes is an eternity, Alex,” Jane moaned. She hasn’t eaten since the phone call this morning, and now fifteen more minutes of agony. As her stomach growled, the voice of an angel sang to us, “Dinner is served. Find your seat, and dig in!”

      Like a herd of wild elephants, they charge into the dining room. Its musical chair’s gone wild. Elbows in faces, knees in groins, and then it happened. Each guest seated with forks in hand. No one waited. They dug in. Each bite, glorious. The feast, divine. Never have they experienced such an exquisite meal in their lifetimes.

      Amazing! Mike thought to himself as he licked the plate clean. Jane finished two more dishes while Bob could not eat another bite. He lifts his glass, “I would like to give a toast to Alex for this phenomenal meal. The meat, magnificent. How did you prepare such a feast as this?”

      “Well, Bob, first, I drained the carcass. Then mixed bone marrow from the skeletal remains with the blood to create the sauce. Delightful, I know. The last step, I cut the flesh into fillets from the corpse—“

      “Corpse! Whaaaat are you saying, Alex?”

      “Three nights ago, I went to the morgue and stole your grandmother’s cadaver. I prepared the meal from her remains. But don’t you worry. I invited your wife over for our feast tomorrow night. And you’re the main course. Bon Appetite!”

      

      BARBECUED RIBS

      Dear Diary,

      I’ve been feeling much better after the accident now that I’ve found my calling. Even though the disaster brought trials and tribulations, I never realized how much I enjoy cooking; the peace it provides me makes up for the loss in my ability to chop down trees. And the best part, I still get to use my ax in meal preparations. There’s nothing like a sharp blade to slice through the flesh of your prey. God is good.

      Blessed be the fruit He brings me for each meal.—Amen

      I think for the next banquet, I might try barbecued ribs with a touch of clover.
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        She didn’t realize what I’d done;

        I chopped her up, for it was fun.

        Tonight I’ll invite everyone over,

        Barbecued ribs

      

      

      

      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/blockquote-big-66-screen.png





OEBPS/images/break-rule-gradient-screen.png






OEBPS/images/heading-starburst-bottom-screen.png





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/death-diary-v1.jpg
SHORT STORIES & POEMS

KEVIN SAITTA





OEBPS/images/wt.jpg





