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	AUTHOR’S NOTE

	 

	 

	   I believe a short story should be just that: short. Often, I have settled in to read a short story, only to have it run on into novel-land and I always wonder why the author felt that it was not a book, but rather a succinct notion that could be told in an expedient manner.

	   When you tell a story to a friend, is it something that can be told in one sitting or does it take three days to tell? I think a good short story can be read in a sitting, in a couple of hours.

	   Some of us, writers that is, think that length is equal to other things like quality, greatness or even accomplishment. I just think we all tend to love the sound of our literary voice. You don’t have to describe a rock for half a page, or tell a digressive story connected to it that gives colorful insight into a character we already know. Sometimes, it’s just a fucking rock.

	   After Sexlife and Escape to Sex, both of which took copious amounts of my life, I was forced to look back on the ideas that I felt could be told in that expedient manner, in that one sitting. 

	   So, I do not count pages, rather I enter into story-telling mode as though we are having a conversation. “Hey you know a funny thing happened to me once…”

	   And that’s it. And oh, these stories are frightening. All of them have kept me awake at night at one time or another. The lead story is one that’s been in my head for over two decades and contains what I think it means to truly be a writer.

	 

	aac (2015)

	



	




	 

	 

	Quotes

	 

	 

	“My mommy always said there were no 

	monsters… no real ones… but there are.”

	 

	- Newt (Aliens)

	 

	 

	"That cold ain't the weather, that's death approaching." 

	 

	- The Stranger (30 Days of Night)

	 

	 

	“I believe in death. I believe in disease. I believe in injustice and inhumanity, torture and anger and hate… I believe in slime and stink and every crawling, putrid thing, every possible ugliness and corruption, you son of a bitch! 

	I believe— in you.”

	 

	- Det. Kinderman (Exorcist III)
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	Eo venit.

	The thought appeared in his consciousness like an unwanted guest, pushing past all other thoughts with sharp aggression. It was not the fact of its existence that frightened him this time. Neither was it the foreign tongue, which he and his friends had long ago discovered was Latin, eo (it’s) venit (coming). It was the knowledge that it was going to happen before it did that brought that streak of fear, like a bell being rung in the dead of winter. 

	He’d gotten a cold tingle inside his head, a little lightning bolt not unlike the pain one feels when eating something cold too quickly. And then, those words, the two sounds that apart meant little but when married, cast a pall over him. 

	   It was closer now.

	    He was in bed. The intruder thought had chased away a particularly good dream, not the normal one where he was encased in wonder, fueling the tireless engine that brought life to his work. This was a better dream. 

	   He was on a boat on his beloved Mississippi and by his side was The Beautiful Woman; the one you want but cannot have for reasons linked to your very essential longing for her.

	   Her lovely face came in glimpses as the warm wind whipped jet black hair over her visage. He caught glimpses of her stark green eyes, her throat, crimson lips. 

	   And next to her, were his dogs. The little black and white terriers looked out onto the great river with wonder, their eyes sparkling with the water’s reflection and their tongues dangling with canine delight.

	   That’s how he knew it was a good dream. No nightmares when the dogs were there.

	   But maybe It wasn’t coming, thought William Faulkner. There had been false alarms before. Like last year, when he’d heard the two terrible words and then waited for a week in fear only to realize that he had probably summoned the phrase himself from his own apprehension.

	   Faulkner got out of his bed without waking his sleeping wife, Estelle. He made the motion smoothly, without a ripple in the mattress, like a master thief leaving the scene of a crime. He padded out of the bedroom and into the hallway. 

	Since this thing had come into his life, Faulkner’s mind had been held captive by a notion, that as long as the fires of imagination burned on this plane of existence; It would come and keep coming to him and others yet unborn.

	He wanted a drink very badly. Faulkner could feel the urge tugging at his mind and body like an old friend who always delights. He ignored it. He had two good reasons for not getting one. He had promised Estelle that he would cut down and if he broke that promise, there would be personal hell to pay and he was writing for a movie and he never drank while he wrote. True, screenwriting was not real writing, more assembly than true artistry but still, a man had to have standards. 

	   The dogs stirred as their master got up but settled just as quickly; their dog-brains telling them that the man was just restless and nothing bad was going on. They followed dutifully, their tiny forms moving in fluid motion, not unlike that of their master abandoning his slumbering spouse.

	   Faulkner walked past his office and didn’t even look inside to see which of his creations sat there, begging to be completed. He casually glanced at the calendar on his wall and the year: 1955. 

	Eisenhower was President, the Second World War was ten years past and the Korean War was done as well. Things were good in America. People were working and business was expanding.

	   But there were things that worried him in this happy time. Faulkner didn’t like this new thing called television. Radio was bad enough in its onslaught against imagination, letting you hear the characters instead of creating their voices in your head from reading. 

	   Now, you could actually see and hear the images that were heretofore created in imaginative fire. That thing, the TV, was a menace, a mind-stealer and it stood as a clear murderer of man’s capacity to create.

	   Faulkner was also worried about the Negroes. Anyone could see that there was going to be trouble with them. The country had committed such atrocities against them but was very slow to redemption. 

	   The whites acted as though murder, rape, lynchings and the burning of several small towns like the one in Tulsa were the kind of things that faded away easily. They were not. These were heavy, blood-soaked human weight, which rotted and filled the void of a man’s heart with fear, resentment and violence.

	   And for their part, the Negroes were just as slow to forgive. Mired in the normal struggle of their own humanity, they at once sought vengeance while slowly tearing themselves apart from the inside. If you had ever looked deeply into the eyes of a Negro man, you saw everything the nation was, and it was frightening.

	   As a lifetime southerner, Faulkner knew this kind of human failing always brought quick and awful retribution. And although he admired General Eisenhower greatly, he was nonetheless a man of war and had presided over the deaths of thousands. Why would any nation want a soldier as a leader when great storm clouds were gathering? 

	   Even more troubling was the Vice-President, Richard Nixon. He was a very clever and highly ambitious man. His smile was forced and his eyes were like barriers, locks on the vault of a terrible unknown. There was something not good about him, or maybe it was just that he was from California. California was the television of states, he mused darkly.

	Faulkner kept walking to the east side of the house, for this was the only way to be sure if what he was feeling was real.

	   He stepped out of his home onto a wooden deck that had been recently renovated. The newness of it tingled his bare feet. He looked over to the horizon, careful to keep his eyes on the edge, the crest of it. It was close to sunrise, so all he had to do was wait.

	   He tried to push away the bad thoughts that always came in these moments, the swirling, thick images of death and menace, jagged and without order. But even he could not totally contain his fear of that. 

	   Suddenly, irony stared at him with the mother of all shit-eating grins. The master of imagination was terrified by his own imagination.

	And now he heard a creation call from his office, a man asking if he was good or bad, noble or a coward.

	“What is it, sir?” asked the man in pure Mississippi. “Or shall I die in your doubtful insistence?”"

	 Faulkner didn’t know the answer yet and so he ignored him and kept his gaze fixed on the horizon.

	   He stood there for twenty minutes, unmoving. His legs locked him into an almost military pose. He had to be careful for he would only have one chance at this. If he miscalculated or blinked, he’d miss it. And he had to know. It was his burden this time to know if it was starting again, if indeed eo venit. 

	He had a good idea into whose life the thing was coming and it gave him no pleasure thinking of how he would explain it. He smiled a little. In an evil way, that was always the best part, telling a man or woman that they had summoned the beast.

	The dogs sat behind him. Faintly, he could hear their tails wagging across the wooden deck. For some reason, this was comforting to him.

	   The sun pushed its way up, the first rays drifted up against the antecedent dark. Faulkner still saw only black, but he could feel the sun coming. 

	   But that was not what he waited for. He watched the dark. It sat like a blanket, heavy and solid. It would grow to fullness just before the light came.

	   He stopped breathing. 

	   And then, just as the first rays peeked over the horizon, the night pushed them back. 

	   It was almost imperceptible but he saw it, felt it. The darkness resisted the coming of another day, challenging God, physics and all that was rational. This, he knew, was the presence of evil.

	   He felt something at his side and for a second, he shuddered. He looked over and saw the dogs standing next to him, looking up at the horizon. They uttered thick, throaty growls, the one that signaled trouble and concern for their master. 

	   Faulkner’s head dropped a little and he sighed.

	   Yes, he thought.

	It, was coming.
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	   “Hello,” said Faulkner into the telephone.

	   “Hello,” said the woman on the other line. The British lilt in her voice was very pronounced. She hesitated just a second before answering, as if she knew what his call meant—

	   “Trouble?” asked Agatha Christie in a tiny voice that made her sound like a child. Before the answer came, she knew it, heard it in her head.

	   “It’s coming,” said Faulkner.

	“Oh, I was so afraid of that,” said Agatha. 

	She got up from the seat at her desk and began to pace. She had a habit of doing this and had gotten a long cord for her phone for this reason. 

	“Okay, we know where It’s going, don’t we?  So, we need a plan to stop It.”

	They had all had visions of the thing that was going to kill the writer and so it was now official; his life was forfeit.

	   “Don’t know how we do that,” said Faulkner. “Hell, It could be there already in your backyard, Agatha.”

	   “No, I don’t think so,” said Agatha. “I’d know if it were. I think we have to all get together and talk, yes?”

	   “Why?” asked Faulkner. “Can’t we skip that part?  That’s always the boring part of the story.”

	   They had collectively cast their dilemma as a story because it was the only thing that made sense and because the events always seemed to unfold in the same narrative manner. 

	   Exposition was what Faulkner was talking about, setting up the story. He preferred to just get to the good parts.

	   “Yes," said Agatha, "but need I remind you that in your case, that meeting was where we saved your life.”

	   “No, you don’t have to remind me. I’ll never forget that night,” Faulkner laughed a little. “Estelle still gets the shakes when she talks about it.”

	   “Okay then,” said Agatha. Get on a plane and we’ll all meet here. It’s closer to our final destination.” 

	Agatha winced a little at the use of the ominous term and she heard Faulkner chuckle on the phone. Gallows humor. There would be plenty of it now, she thought distantly. 

	“You should leave as soon as you can,” said Agatha. “Godspeed.”

	   Agatha hung up the phone and just stood a moment. Her body suddenly filled with energy. The little twinge she’d been feeling in her hip was gone. She was ready for a fight, she thought. Damned if she wasn’t.

	She looked around at the people who filled her office, the hundreds of characters waiting to be completed. They filled the walls and ceiling and overlapped each other, their eyes begging to her. 

	   “Sorry,” Agatha said. “Real life calls.”

	   “Bollocks, yer old cow!” said an old man with a long, pale face. 

	   It was rare that they actually spoke to her in anger, but this man was quite the arse, Agatha thought. She didn’t even know what he’d be used for yet but she liked him already.

	   “Bollocks to me?” said Agatha. “If this thing is coming again, I hope for that.” 

	   She walked out as the people faded away into thin colors of light. 

	   Agatha went into the kitchen and told her husband, Max, what was going on. He wasn’t alarmed this time and only nodded and mumbled something about making the house ready for visitors. 

	   He was a gem, she thought, the perfect companion for an adventure.

	   It occurred to her that Faulkner was correct about the story. She'd aligned herself in life with the perfect sidekick. Watson to her Holmes, he was there, like a rock.

	Agatha walked back to her office and saw two books on her desk vibrating, moving all on their own. They had been on the shelf but somehow they had bounded from their home onto her desk. These were the books from which It had come when the terrible thing had come for her.

	Agatha reached for one of the books, and it jumped from the desk into her hand. The book shook with dark vibration as she grasped it firmly. 

	   She could feel the soft tremors from inside the pages. She knew that if she opened the book, she’d see words shifting themselves, not a lot but just enough to let her know that the power was flowing. 

	   Agatha put the book back on the desk with the others where they continued their dance. She went to the phone and dialed a number. The operator made the trans-Atlantic connection.

	The line was answered before the first ring was complete.

	   “I know,” said Ernest Hemingway on the line. “I felt it this morning.”

	   “Why didn’t you call, Ernie?” asked Agatha a little curious.   

	   “I wasn’t supposed to, I guess,” said Hemingway. “So, I just waited but I knew. It’s starting again. So, it has to be John.”

	   “I know,” said Agatha. “Faulkner called.”

	   “He didn’t do that watching the night thing, did he?  That always unsettles me.”

	   “He didn’t say,” said Agatha laughing a little, “but if I know him, yes, he did.”

	   “So I guess we all meet at your place. I already bought a ticket. I’ll go with Faulkner out of New York.”  

	   Agatha made an uncomfortable noise. It was common knowledge that Faulkner and Hemingway didn’t get along; in fact, it was a literary feud of epic proportions.

	“I know, I know,” said Hemingway reading her silence. “He and I together will result in a lot of verbal jousting, but we’re not going to hurt each other. Although, some barkeeper’s going to be rich.”

	   “Indeed,” said Agatha acknowledging the pair’s other famous proclivity. “So, come here and then we head out.”

	   “I’ll be there,” said Hemingway, “as soon as I grab the damned book."
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	   Hemingway hung up the phone and got ready to go. His bag was already packed and he had a ticket to New York. 

	   Mary knew where he was going and though she still didn’t fully believe him about It, she knew something wasn’t right when
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