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AUGUST - 1968

After several hours of driving, the small group of travelers finally arrived in their VW van and began the task of setting up camp their camp.

Having pitched their tents and built a roaring campfire, the small group settled down and relaxed. Loud music blared from the transistor radio on the nearby picnic table. 

“Who cares what games we choose? Nothing to live for, and nothing to choose...” the chorus from Strawberry Alarm Clock’s hit Incense and Peppermints echoed at dusk. 

Selecting the spot had been very easy. It was located in a nice place with decent campground amenities nearby and a spectacular view of Lake Superior. A nearby backdrop of some limestone ledges, along a scenic trail surrounded by majestic pines, oaks, elms and spruces, led the way to the lake. It was a setting that would have made a picture postcard jealous. 

In spite of the warnings and pleadings the locals had of not camping in this area, at this particular time, the visiting flower children thought the area was just too good to pass up. They wanted to be one with Mother Nature.

The four campers huddled together, roasted hot dogs over the fire, and listened to their music. After dinner the small group shared a joint, passing it back and forth until there was nothing left.  

It was perfect. The Age of Aquarius was in full swing, while peace, love and flower power were almost everywhere. They were part of it, just enjoying life, nature and each other’s friendship. For now, they enjoyed the relative peace and quiet, and their music in the northern Upper Peninsula outdoors. 

At midnight the full moon shone brightly overhead as the small party had grown weary. The two men of the group stood up as “It’s the Time of the Season” by the Zombies played on the radio. 

It was then, that they first heard it. A faint, but unmistakable sound of motorcycles. Not one, but many, and they were getting closer. 

“It’s the time of the season when the love runs high...” 

The motorcycles were getting louder. Soon, all four campers were on their feet wondering who was approaching. 

As the motorcycles headlights bore down on them and their roar became deafening, wonderment gave way to sheer terror as they realized what was upon them. Soon, their screams of horror, pain and anguish were drowned out by the deafening roar of the motorcycles screaming off into the night.

The once tranquil campground had become a graveyard. 

Both tents that had once been pitched were destroyed, the sleeping bags shredded, and debris strewn across the blood covered ground, as the campfire continued to burn.

“Tell you what? I really want to know. It’s the time of the season for loving...”  






AUGUST 2008

For Debbie Wilkins, it was a chance to get away from the monotony of watching her kid brother Bobby, at home. He wasn’t the typical annoying little brother, but it still wasn’t that easy. Their parents had to go out of town on a business trip and she, home from college, was a convenient sitter.

This trip let her get away with her boyfriend Steve and yet still watch Bobby without any trouble. 

She would have plenty of help with her babysitting. Her friends, Gary, Ron, Wayne and their girlfriends Jenny, Lori and Terry.  

Debbie’s friends didn’t mind Bobby coming along and treated him like one of the gang.  He was glad to be hanging with the bigger kids and felt like one of them. 

So, after their parents had to go out of town they loaded up Steve’s van and ended up outside the town of Pauguk. 

“Man, this is really beautiful,” Debbie commented, as she scanned the nearby woods that overlooked the lake.

Steve came up from behind and put his arms around her. “It sure is.” he said as he squeezed her tight.

“Do you think the others will want to stay here for a few days?” Debbie asked

“We may never want to leave,” he replied.

“Cool,” she said as she turned around and kissed him.

Ron and Gary took a break from gathering fire wood.

“Hey, Gary what did you think about those people in town?” he asked. “Do you think they were being honest or just trying to scare us about this place?”

“Naw,” Gary responded. “They probably don’t care for tourists or out-of-towners and were trying to scare us. Probably afraid we’d vandalize the place. 

“You think?” Ron asked.

“Yeah, I do.”

“But, they seemed so adamant about not camping here.” Ron continued. “They seemed pretty sincere.”

“They were trying to frighten us,” Gary replied.

Ron started to get visibly angry. Rotten bastards!” he exclaimed. “And to think we still bought some supplies from them.”

“Forget about it already,”

Wayne walked by dragging a large dried out tree limb. “Hey guys, I found this. It should burn real good broken up.”

“Cool,” Ron responded. 

Meanwhile, Debbie, Lori, Jenny and Terry had finished setting up the inside of their tents and arranging their food and supplies in the automobiles.

“Are we really keeping it boys in one tent and girls in another? Jenny asked, obviously disappointed.

“Yes,” Debbie answered.

“Shit.”

“Bobby’s here and I don’t need him telling my parents about my sex life,” Debbie replied. “Or any of us for that matter.”

“You got a point,” Jenny agreed. 

“Don’t worry once Bobby’s asleep, we can get with the guys,” Debbie explained. “That’s why I had the guys play with him so much and take him swimming once we got here. I want them to wear him out.”

“Cool,” Jenny said. 

“You are a devious, Deb,” Lori said. 

“With Bobby around, I have to be,” Debbie replied. “He can’t keep his own secrets let alone mine.”

“Does this mean we can late-night skinny-dip?” Terry asked.

“Yeah, but only a few at a time” Debbie replied. “Somebody has to stay in the camp. Besides who wants to be around the others when they’re getting it on. It kind of kills the intimacy.”

The girls all nodded in agreement. 

“Shouldn’t we be starting dinner?” Lori asked. “It’s getting late.”

“Yep, hot dogs, chips and beans,” Debbie said.

“Just be sure to keep the beans away from Wayne,” Terry said. “If he eats them he’ll be farting all night.”

“That will kill the mood,” Debbie commented. “And any nearby wildlife.”

The women looked at each other and broke into laughter at the comment.

The guys heard the girls’ sudden laughter and wondered what was so funny.

“It must be a good joke,” Gary muttered to Steve.

“I guess so,” he replied. “At least they’re having fun.”

While his sister and her friends were working around their campsite, Bobby set about to explore a little bit until he was needed again. He was free to play and explore. Like any other kid his age he was curious and energetic. He climbed on large rocks and trees with low-lying limbs and even on the nearby wooden picnic tables.  

“I think we’re cool on the wood,” he replied. “We can always grab another piece or two on our way to and from the outhouse or wherever.”

“I don’t know about you, but I ain’t staying too long in that friggin’ outhouse,” Ron said. “It really stinks in there.”

The others nodded in agreement.

“Hey, Bobby,” Steve called out.

“Yeah?”

“Come here a minute,”

Bobby jumped off the picnic table and bounded over to Steve and the guys. “What?” he asked.

“Would you go over to those pine trees near the outhouses and gather up some pine needles?” Steve asked.

“Sure,”

“Just in case the fire goes out, we can use them as kindling to help start another one,” he explained.

Bobby headed off to do his assignment.

“We could have done that Steve,” Ron commented softly. 

“I know, but I’m trying to keep him involved and wear him out,” Steve replied. “I want to get laid tonight, too.”

Bobby began to gather up the pine needles. He slid his foot sideways and pushed them into a small pile. He continued to push them into a pile with his foot. As the pile began to get a little higher he began to rake them with his hands. 

“Ow, shit!” he exclaimed as a few of the sharp needles stabbed his hands and fingers. He quickly caught himself and then looked around to see if anybody heard him. When he realized the others hadn’t he giggled softly. If his parents heard it, he would have been punished. He went back to sweeping the needles into a pile. 

It was then that he made a gruesome discovery. In the dirt, that had once been covered by the pine needles was a tooth. He knew upon sight that it was a human molar. 

Unsure of what to do, he decided to pull it out of the ground. He found it tough at first. Finally with all of his might, he yanked it out of the ground. He found there were three other teeth were attached to part of a jawbone.

Bobby screamed in terrified surprise, quickly dropped the jawbone and ran towards the others. 

“I found a dead body!” he shouted, running over to the others. “I found a dead body!”

Everyone stopped what they were doing and looked over at Bobby. The guys, having finished what they were doing walked over to Bobby and the girls. 

“What?” Debbie asked.

“I found a dead body,” he repeated, almost hyperventilating. “I found some bones!” 

Debbie had a skeptical look on her face, but knew Bobby well enough to know when he was telling the truth. “Are you sure?” she finally asked.

“Uh huh,” he grunted.

Debbie looked at Steve with uncertainty. 

“Come on Bobby, let’s go take a look,” Steve said.

“Okay,” Bobby said, nodding. “I’ll show you.”

Bobby led the way, with the others following close behind. 

Returning to the exact spot, Bobby pointed. “There,” he said. 

“I guess you were telling the truth,” Steve said, immediately seeing the jawbone. 

“Holy shit!” said Wayne. 

It’s gross,” said Lori, grimacing at the thought of a dead body nearby, while the other girls echoed her statement.

“I wonder who it was?” Terry asked out loud.

“Could be Jimmy Hoffa for all we know,” Wayne joked.

“That’s not funny, Wayne,” Jenny said.

“I thought it was,” Wayne replied, off-the cuff. “Besides, it’s too late to get worked up over it anyways.”

The guys moved in closer.

“You see anything else?” asked Terry. 

Steve moved some of the pine needles to see if there was anything else sticking out of the ground. “Nope.” he responded.

“Who or what do you think it’s from?” Debbie asked.

“Hard telling,” Steve said. “It could be a year old or a hundred years old.”

Ron reached down to touch it. “We can tell by looking closer at it,” he said.

“No! Don’t touch it,” Steve said. “This could be a crime scene. We should alert the authorities.”

“Yeah,” agreed Lori. “We need to leave it for them just like on CSI.”

“She’s right,” Wayne agreed. “We had better stay away from here, except to use the outhouse.”

“Let’s just leave it for now,” Steve said. “I’ll go into town and get the police. Let them handle it.”

The group started back to their small camp area and sat down at the tables. 

“We’re almost done with dinner when Bobby made his discovery,” Debbie announced

“What about the body?” Bobby asked. “Shouldn’t we guard it or something?” 

“Bobby,” Steve said, “If it’s a dead body or even part of one, I don’t think it’s going anywhere. It’s not likely to wander off.”

The others laughed.

“Oh, okay,” Bobby muttered, realizing that Steve was right.

“Okay, let’s eat,” Jenny said.

The group sat down at the picnic table and dug into the food. There was some small talk early on about the jawbone, but other conversational topics soon took over.

“Can I have some more beans?” Wayne asked.

“No,” the other said in unison.

“Why?”

“They make you fart!” everybody said at once.

“Well excuse me,” he said.

As night approached, the guys built up the fire to help light the star-filled night. 

“Well, I had better run into town to tell the authorities,” Steve announced. “I want to get back in time for the fun.” 

Steve kissed Debbie before hopping into his van and heading down the road.

Once Steve arrived back in Pauguk, it looked almost deserted. Only a few buildings still had their lights on and showed any signs of life inside. His eyes soon settled on the small police station.

Steve walked into the police station and was greeted by a tall gray-haired man in a police uniform. “Can I help you?” the officer asked.

“Yes, you can,” Steve said. “My name is Steve Chambers and my friends and I are camping just outside of town. My girlfriend’s little brother dug up something that looks like part of a body.”

“Do tell.”

“Yes,” Steve continued. “I decided to come in and report it to you guys so you could check it out.”

The policeman just nodded. “Okay,” he finally replied. “Charlie, Roger, get in here,” he called out. “Sorry, but as you can see, we’re a little short-handed.”

“I was saying that we think we might have found a body, or at least part of one, near a large pine tree at the campground just outside of town,” Steve repeated. 

Charlie and Roger, the other officers that were summoned entered the room. “What is it, Chief?” asked the one, with the nametag Roger on his shirt.

“This man claims his group found a body out at the campgrounds,” the chief announced.

Both officers’ faces became ghostly, ashen pale as they looked at each other.

“Tonight?” the officer known as Charlie gulped. “Dear God.”

Steve wasn’t sure what was going on, but figured he had done his part and was ready to get back to his friends. “Look, officer, we’ll all be glad to answer any questions you have,” he said. “We’ll even show you where we found it. I just thought...we just thought we had better report it.”

“You did the right thing,” the chief said, as he put his arm around Steve. “I’m Chief Kelly. Mac Kelly. You did good.”

“Thanks,” Steve replied, feeling more at ease. “But, that’s really all I know. Do you want to come out tonight or do you want to wait ‘til morning?”

“I think we’re gonna wait,” Kelly answered.

“Well, I have to get going now,” Steve announced, as he pulled away from the chief.

The police officers looked at each other and then the chief.

“I’m sorry, but you’re not going anywhere, not yet,” Kelly announced.

“What?”

“You’re not leaving yet,” Kelly said.

“Why? I didn’t do anything!” 

“That may be so,” Kelly answered. “But you have to look at it from my side. You said your name was Steve Chambers and that you found a dead body. A person I have not seen or met before announcing the finding of a dead body. I don’t have any positive I.D. or information on you. Now, please calm down and sit in that chair.”

Steve didn’t like where this was headed, but did as he was told.

Charlie moved over towards the chief and leaned close to him. “It’s almost time,” he whispered.

Roger looked out the window, turned back to Kelly and Charlie. “It’s another blue moon.” he announced. 

Steve listened to this and was confused. “What is going on, officer?” he asked. 

“Nothing, yet,” Kelly responded. “You just take it easy. 

“I’m tired of this shit” Steve shouted. “Either let me go or I’ll call a lawyer!”

“Sit down and shut up!” Kelly shouted back. “You ain’t going anywhere except into a cell.”

“What?”

“Detain him,” Kelly ordered.

In an instant, both Roger and Charlie were on Steve and wrestled him into a jail cell, while Steve resisted and spat all kinds of profanities.

“You rotten mutherfuckers!” Steve yelled as the cell door slammed shut in his face. “I didn’t do anything! You hear me! I didn’t do anything. I just tried to report something! I’m innocent!”

The three police officers turned and walked away. After a few minutes, Steve stopped yelling, sat down and resigned himself to the fact he was not going back to camp any time soon.

“What now, Chief?” Roger asked, as they looked out the large front window at the night sky.

“We wait.”

“We can’t hold him legally,” Charlie opined. “So how long do we keep him?”

“I’m hoping his friends will come in before too long,” Kelly explained.  

“Oh, I see,” said Charlie. 

“Yep,” Kelly replied. “That’s what I’m hoping for. They will be safe here. As it is, there is nothing we can do for them.”

“The moon’s up,” Roger announced. “It’s beginning.”

Back at the camp, the group sat around the campfire waiting for Steve’s return. The radio was on and it was tuned to an oldies station. The song “Blue Moon” played.

“Do you think something happened?” Debbie asked. 

“He’s fine,” Ron said, trying to alleviate Debbie’s fears. “He’s probably just giving a statement. Sometimes they take awhile.”

“I’m sure he’s okay,” Jenny said. 

“It’s almost midnight,” Debbie answered. “You’d think he’d be back by now.”

As the campfire continued to burn, the moon had risen steadily in the sky. Jenny and Gary huddled together, occasionally kissing, as the others sat nearby.

Sometime later, Bobby began to get fidgety. “Deb, can you go with me to the bathroom?” he soon asked. 

“Oh, all right,” Debbie said. “We’ll be right back.”

Debbie and Bobby headed off towards the outhouse with flashlights in hand. They could tell they were getting closer by the foul odor.

“Please hurry up in there,” Debbie said.

“Don’t worry, I will,” Bobby hollered after shutting himself inside.

There was a faint but distinct rumble in the distance as the Zombies’ song “Time of the Season” began to play.

“You hear that?” Ron asked.

“Yeah,” some of the others responded. 

The rumble started getting louder.

“It’s the time of the season when love runs high...” 

“Motorcycles?” Ron said standing up, somewhat confused. 

Wayne and Gary stood up wondering what could be heading in their direction. Their girlfriends joined them.

The noise was grew louder and closer. Finally, before anything could be said the group saw what was coming at them. Riding on the motorcycles were what looked like a cross section of corpses in various states of decay. Their mouths were wide open, as if to anticipate their long overdue next meal. 

The lead cyclists were skeletons wearing tattered and rotted leather biker clothes with leather vests, pants and caps. Behind them in differing states of skeletal remains and decay were others wearing everything from old and faded jeans, swim suits, pajamas and orange hunting outfits. There were a dozen child sized dead riding along with the adults. One was a little girl on the front handlebars of one cycle with a doll that appeared to be undead as well. 

The women screamed, as the motorcyclists crashed into their peaceful campfire and started to attack them.

Hearing this, Debbie rushed forward. “Bobby, whatever you do, stay there,” she said. “I mean it. There’s something bad happening. You stay in the outhouse and hide. No matter what. Stay in there.”

Debbie rushed back to her friends and came upon what was like a cross between scenes from Night of the Living Dead and the Wild One. The first motorcyclist’s had driven through the campfire and pounced upon Ron and Gary. Gary was screaming as he was being ripped apart. Immediately they began to devour him, before he was even dead. Ron fought off a couple, only to be overwhelmed and tackled by six of them who began to eat him.

Lori was run down by a dozen motorcycles and pounced on by several of the riders. Her screams were drowned out by the sickening blood orgy of flesh eaters. Terry was grabbed by a motorcyclist and whisked off with little effort, her death screams echoing down the road and into the night. Jenny made a run into her tent, followed by the undead invaders. Soon blood splattered across the insides of the tent as grunts and groans of the dead gorging themselves emanated from inside. 

Wayne had taken off and was headed towards the road. Some of the cyclist took off after him. Before he could get fifty yards, the bike with the undead child on it caught up to him. She threw her doll at him, knocking him down and then jumped onto him. Soon, she was joined by the other undead youths who began to feast on him. The last thing Debbie saw was Wayne’s head being stuck on the front of one of the motorcycles.

Before Debbie could turn and run to the outhouse, one of the cyclists spotted her. She took off towards the outhouse, then stumbled and fell, just a few feet away. Soon, a horde of these dead motorcyclists were upon her. She was disemboweled on the grass and feasted on. Her screams, that would have normally echoed through the night, were drowned out by the deafening roar of the motorcycles. 

Meanwhile, Bobby was looking out through one of the small slots in the outhouse. He could only see a little and that would be enough to give him nightmares forever. 

He saw corpses and other dead things tearing apart his sister and her friends. The corpses closest to the outhouse were only partially covered with flesh and had much of their skeletal frames and skulls exposed. On top of that, they smelled like badly-rotten meat. He was almost ready to puke, but managed to refrain from doing so.

Bobby gasped in horror. Upon hearing the noise, one of the motorcyclists moved closer to the outhouse, like an animal sensing some nearby prey. As it moved closer to the outhouse, Bobby was too scared to move. His sister told him to stay here and for once he was going to do what she said.

The corpse-like horror was greeted by the foul smell that emanated from the outhouse. It grunted a few times in disgust, made a bad face and then returned to its motorcycle. Even as bad as the corpse smelled it could not stand the smell of the outhouse.

Soon, the screams were all gone and the sound of the motorcycles was headed off into the distance to parts unknown. Once they were gone, there was only dead silence. 

Bobby didn’t like the bad smell of the outhouse either, but knew he was safer in there. He knew the others would come and get him when this was over. That is if any of the others were alive. 

“It happened again, you know that,” Charlie said.

Chief Kelly just nodded his head in acknowledgement. “I know,” he muttered. “I know. How is our prisoner?”

“He’s fine,” Roger answered. “He’s lying on his bunk. We’ll let him out in the morning.”

When morning arrived, Roger and Charlie escorted Steve out of his cell. “What’s going on now?” he asked.

“You’re being let go,” Kelly announced.

“What?” Steve asked, angrily. 

“We’ll go take a look at that body now,” Kelly announced.

“Great, just frickin’ great,” Steve complained. “You keep me here all goddamn night and now you want to go!”

“You may not believe this son, but there was a reason,” Kelly said. “Come on Charlie, let’s you and me go for a ride. Roger hold down the fort until Glen, Dave and Millie get in.”

“Right, Chief.”

“Two shotguns?” Charlie asked.

“Yep, with extra ammo too,” Kelly replied. “Let’s go for a ride, Mr. Chambers.

Once the two police officers and Steve arrived at the campgrounds, the place looked like it had been vandalized. Large parts of the ground were covered with blood and debris, the tents were all collapsed, ripped open and covered in blood.

“What in the hell?” Steve said as he got out of the police car. “What in God’s name happened?”

The officers patrolled the destroyed campground, shotguns in hand, with cool slow deliberate moves like two soldiers on patrol. All three men moved carefully across the campground. Chief Kelly and Charlie looked over at each other and shook their heads.

“Mr. Chambers, are you all right?” Kelly asked.

“Where in the hell is everybody?” Steve asked. 

“Are you all right, son,” Kelly asked.

Steve looked over at Kelly. “You knew,” he said accusingly. “You knew something was going to happen.”

Kelly took a deep breath and then exhaled. “Yes, I did,” he confessed. “I held you, hoping that your friends would come in for you and then you would have all been safe.”

“What? Why?”

“I didn’t think you’d believe me if I told you,” Kelly admitted. “But believe me when I say it’s something terrible. I know some of the townspeople tried to get you to not come here. I know some pleaded with you. You didn’t listen.”

“What? What is it?”

“It happens every blue moon,” Kelly started. “Charlie, go and check over near the outhouse and make a complete sweep of the area.”

“Right, Chief.”

“So, tell me what is it?” Steve insisted.

Before Kelly could reply, Charlie interrupted. “Hey, Chief, I found somebody!” he shouted. “And he’s alive!”

Kelly and Steve went over to Charlie at the outhouse. There asleep on the floor was Bobby.

“It’s a kid,” Charlie announced.

“Bobby,” Steve said, both excited and upset. Bobby didn’t answer or even acknowledged them right away. “Bobby. Bobby, it’s me. Steve. Steve Chambers.”

Slowly, Bobby raised his head. He was still groggy. Even half asleep, his eyes looked dazed, just staring vacantly.

“He’s in shock,” Kelly said as he moved past Steve and into the outhouse. He then leaned over and Bobby instinctively raised his arms to lift him up. “It’s okay, son.”

“Them,” Bobby muttered softly, after Kelly had picked him up and carried him from the outhouse.

“Them?” Steve wondered aloud.

Kelly finally set Bobby down and walked him over to the picnic tables.  Bobby sat down at the picnic table, with Kelly next to him still in a stupor.

“Them,” Bobby repeated softly. “Them.”

“Who in the hell is Them?” Steve asked, now frightened.

“Them motorcycles,” Bobby blurted out. “They came out of nowhere. They came out of nowhere on motorcycles. It was awful.”

Bobby began to sob and leaned into the Police Chief for comfort and reassurance. “It’s okay, son, you’re safe now.” he said, patting Bobby on the back.

“What is he talking about?” Steve demanded.

“You want me to tell, him, Chief?” Charlie asked.

“Yeah, go ahead,” Kelly replied as he held the sobbing boy.

“Yeah, clue me in, huh,” Steve growled angrily.

“Like the chief said earlier, you ain’t going to believe this one,” Charlie said. “But, here it goes.”

“I’m listening.”

“Back in 1958. Right after the bridge was built. A motorcycle gang on some cross county trek stopped and camped out.”

“The story goes they desecrated some nearby Ojibway Indian grounds. I guess and elder or maybe a holy man of their tribe warned them about it, but they messed with it anyways. Supposedly he cursed them.”

“You’re telling me this place is cursed?” Steve asked.

“Not, exactly,” Charlie replied. “But, our town is named after one of these Ojibway Manitous, Pauguk. It was said that this being was somebody who did what Cain did to his own brother, Abel and was destined to exist between the underworld and the heavens. This was supposed to have been a place he favored when he was mortal. “

“Anyways. They were warned and they vandalized the place anyways. It was during a blue moon. We don’t know what happened, but some swore they could hear screams, some gunshots and revving motorcycles. The next day, some other campers found the place a mess. There were some body parts found and blood all over the place.”

“And, you’re trying to tell me this happens every blue moon or something?” Steve commented, matter-of-factly.

Charlie took a deep breath and then sighed. “Kinda,” he admitted. “A blue moon happens every twenty-seven months. In the winter we don’t really have to worry too much because there’s hardly anybody up here, except for the rare snowmobiler. In summer...”

“In summer it’s different,” Steve interrupted. “You get people like us. People who don’t listen. No matter what.”

Charlie just quietly nodded.

Steve looked down on the ground. “What in the hell is that?” he asked, as he bent over to pick it up.

Kelly moved towards Steve and also crouched down. 

“It’s a campaign button,” Kelly announced.

“Bobby For President?” Steve asked. 

“Bobby Kennedy,” Kelly said. “He ran for president back in 1968.”  

Steve’s jaw hung open as his face turned pale, momentarily shocked. He came to the realization this had been going on a long time. “Then we’re not the first ones,” he finally said.

“No,” Charlie said, sheepishly. “You are just the latest.”

“How many?” Steve asked.

“No one knows exactly, kid,” Chief Kelly answered. “I’ve been here for thirty years and I don’t know for certain.”

Bobby finally stopped sobbing enough to ask. “Can we go home now? I want to go home. I hate this place and I’m hungry.”

“Let’s get back to town and get him some food,” Kelly said. “Then we’ll call the county sheriff and others.”

“What was the name of this motorcycle gang that started all this stuff?” Steve asked as the men climbed into the police car. 

“Do you really want to know?” Charlie asked, as he stopped climbing.

Steve nodded. “Yes.” 

“The Undead.”
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Living like a Pig
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Stacy Thurmond was tired. She had just worked twelve hours at the Big Boy restaurant as a waitress. While the lunch time business had been busy, the dinner time crowd had been almost overwhelming. So much so, she felt like she was going to collapse at one point from exhaustion.

Thank God, her car ride home was straight down M-59 towards Highland Township. She was basically on automatic pilot as she drove home, having consumed large quantities of caffeine.

As she pulled into her driveway, there were three other vehicles there. Once parked in her driveway, she slowly got out of the car. Stacy knew right away that her husband, Todd, had somehow managed to invite his friends to play cards, drink beer, watch the game or some stupid movies. This infuriated her. Since being laid-off from the shop, he had basically collected unemployment and did nothing all day.

Except now, the unemployment checks had run out, and he still did nothing. He occasionally worked on cars for a little money and beer, but that was about it. For the most part, he sat on his dead ass all day or shot the bull with some of his friends. He hardly ever looked for any kind of work.

Somewhere along the way, Stacy had become the bread winner. The adult between the two of them. Todd was unemployed and had no interest in doing anything other than something like the job he had. That was not happening, so Stacy had the role of bread winner. While this added burden did not physically age her, it made her feel older than her twenty-five years. She did not think marriage was supposed to end up this way. She had not signed up for this. 

She had hoped that he would rise to the occasion and do what it took to keep them afloat until something better came along. Unfortunately, for her, that didn’t happen. 

As she walked towards the house, exhaustion made her legs feel like they were going to give out from under her. She only had a little further to go. Once inside, she was welcomed by the stench of beer, cigars and cigarette smoke, pizza, body odor and flatulence.

She looked around and instantly began to seethe. The dishes from this morning had not been done, and had, in fact, doubled. Opened bags of potato chips littered the kitchen table as well.

As Stacy entered the dining room and living room area, she saw Todd and his buddies playing cards. All over the table and the floor were beer cans, crumbs of food and cigar and cigarette ashes.

“Hi, Honey, Yuh wanna beer?” Todd asked, not thinking anything was wrong.

Stacy just shook her head no. She was too angry to think, let alone speak.

“We got pizza and pop, too, if you wannit,” Todd announced proudly as if he had spent long hours cooking it himself.

Tears welled up in her eyes. “Todd, I’m going to bed,” she said. “I’m tired. Goodnight.”

Todd’s friends did not to say anything. They could tell Stacy was mad and did not want to get her any angrier.

Stacy quietly headed off to their bedroom. 

Five minutes after changing into her nightgown and climbing into bed, Todd came in and sat down beside her.

“Don’t you think you were a little rude to the guys?” he asked.

“Rude?” Stacy asked as she sat up in bed. “Rude?! How in the hell was I rude? Todd, I did not say a word.”

“That’s what I mean,” he responded. “You didn’t say hi, or even bother to acknowledge them.”

“Todd, under the circumstances, I was quite polite,” she said angrily. “My house is a pigsty. You don’t clean up. You drink beer all day with your buddies when I work twelve hours. No, Todd under the circumstances I would say I’m pretty goddamn restrained!”

“Shhh, keep it down,” Todd said as he gestured with his hand to talk softer. “The guys don’t need to hear us fight.”

“I don’t care!” she responded. “Tell me Todd, what did you do all day? I mean besides drink beer, watch TV and fart? How can we afford beer and pizza when we can’t afford to do repairs around the house? Tell me, Todd. I’m tired of taking orders. Tired of being on my feet all day. Tired of you not doing anything. 

“I’m tired of doing all the work. Go play cards with your friends. Now, I’m going to bed because I have to get up for work tomorrow.”

“I made two hundred dollars today working on a guy’s Ferrari,” he snapped, defensively. “That’s what I have done.”

“How much is left?” Stacy asked

“A little more than a hundred and forty-four dollars,” Todd said a little sheepishly. “I owed the guys. They came over and helped out. Plus I kept ten for myself.”

Stacy shook her head. “Dammit, Todd!” she said. “Everything I make goes for bills, food or gas. I don’t blow any of my money. You need to find a job. I can’t keep doing this. I can’t keep living like...like....a pig.”

“Hey, at least I brought in something,” he shot back. “Jesus, I figured you’d be happy about that. I ain’t takin’ no burger flippin’ job. That’s for losers. Shit! I hate it when you’re PMS-ing.”

“Anything is better than nothing,” she replied. “It’s a paycheck. It will help pay the bills. Most of all it will help us keep the house.”

“Yeah, well I ain’t doing just anything,” he snapped. “I’m better than that.”

Todd got up and left to rejoin his friends.

Stacy let out a wounded sigh and cried herself to sleep.

When Stacy woke up, she found the house was an even bigger mess than before. It was littered with more food and beer cans throughout the house. 

Todd and one or more of his buddies must have drunk more beer while watching TV after playing cards. This was easy to figure out. Todd was sprawled out on the couch with empty beer cans on the floor next to him. She knew he would sleep until noon. 

She knew he had not been the same since he lost his job. While, not the most motivated person, he at least did some things around the house when he worked.  But, she also knew other people who lost jobs and took other work that wasn’t quite up to what they had wanted or expected either. 

She had found out the hard way that Todd wasn’t that way. He wasn’t about to take something he considered beneath him. 

She was too tired to be angry about this. She quickly washed the dishes and then took a shower. She got dressed and headed to work, as Todd snored loudly, dead to the world.

Stacy’s workday was hectic. The Big Boy had been busy almost right away. Worse yet, there was no let up. By noon, they were swamped. She filled up on diet coke, hoping the caffeine would keep her going.

At home, Todd woke up around noon and picked up all the empty cans. Not so much because of the mess, but because they would give him extra money.

When the lunch time crowd finally subsided, Stacy looked exhausted. Her co-workers made mention of it, and asked if she was okay. She thanked them for their concern and told them she was just tired.

About two o’clock, Stacy’s best friend Leslie Velsey stopped in and sat down for lunch. Leslie was a brunette and twenty-five just like Stacy. They had been friends since middle school. Where Stacy was more practical, Leslie had been a kind of a free spirit who wasn’t afraid to try new things.

“Hey, how are you doing?” Leslie asked as Stacy walked over to wait on her. “Man, you look exhausted. Are you all right?”

“Yeah, I’m all right,” Stacy responded. “I’m just tired. I’ve been working a lot lately. So what can I getcha?”

“The usual,” Leslie answered. “Todd, the clod still hasn’t found work yet, has he?” already knowing the answer.

Stacy shook her head.

“That lazy bastard,” Leslie said strongly, yet softly so she would not be overheard. “You’re killing yourself, making things go and he’s not lifting a finger to help. All because he lost a job. You deserve better. You deserve somebody like Jim Crawford over there. Now, there’s a man. Todd couldn’t hold his jock, and I mean literally.”

“I know,” Stacy said. “I’ve been after Todd. I’ll bring your iced tea.”

A couple of minutes later, she returned with Leslie’s iced tea.

“I’ve been after Todd,” said Stacy. “The work wouldn’t be so bad, if he just helped out at home.”

“In other words he’s as useless as tits on a boar hog,” Leslie said. “Rolling around all day not doing a damn thing except eating, drinking and taking a dump. He’s worthless.”  

Stacy could not say a word since it was all true. A few minutes later, she returned with Leslie’s Caesar salad.

“Are we still on for next Wednesday?” Leslie asked, trying to change the subject.

“Wednesday? “Stacy asked, momentarily forgetting what Leslie meant. 

“Oh, yeah, our lunch date. I dunno. Money is a little tight right now.”

“It’s my treat, Stace,” Leslie said.

“I can’t do that,” Stacy said sadly. “That isn’t right.”

“Hey it’s my birthday present to you,” said Stacy. “I bet you almost forgot it was your birthday, didn’t you?”

“Yes, I did,” Stacy admitted.

“That doesn’t surprise me with Mr. Underworked at home, sapping all of your energy,” Leslie said bitterly. “I bet he doesn’t even remember it himself.”

Stacy knew that Leslie never really cared for Todd, but was willing to give him a chance when they’d first married three years ago. Leslie never stopped by when Todd was around, but would attend parties and get-togethers. They were polite and got along, but there was always that underlying tension. She knew that Leslie especially despised him since he was unemployed. She wanted to say that Leslie was not being fair. But, Leslie had
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