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The following book has been recently found in the author’s estate. Rumor has it that he was supposed to write four books in the Page and Sam story. No one thought he actually wrote a second soon after Dirty Boots. So why wasn’t it published when the author was alive?

Possibly the other two will be discovered in the wreckage.

If they were written.
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VIIII.
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Red and the Retard
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At the Guzzle Lug gas station off Route 40 in New Mexico, Johnny Glass sat outside on a chair and drank a Tab. The sun was hot, and he was bored. He pumped gas into trucks and cars, and washed the build-up of desert dirt off the windshields. The truckers were usually nice, a few would make fun of the goiter growing on the side of his neck, just under his chin, but he would rather take them any day than the vacationers that drove by and looked at him with severe distain on their faces. Johnny knew what they were thinking. They thought he was some desert-inbred rat who talked with a southern drawl, fucked his sister, and drank beer at the local bar. Ha! Johnny was a college graduate, well, junior college. He chose to spend his time at the gas station, helping his dad who owned it. At times, Johnny Glass felt like ripping a new asshole into one of those dumb ass fathers with their tan shorts and alligator shirts and black knee-high socks, but he stopped himself because he knew they would take a shot at the lump sticking out of his neck. He hated the way people focused on the physical defects in a man who had no control over it. It's not like Johnny went to God and asked for it.

A red Celica pulled up to the pump and shut off its engine. Two teen-agers exited the car and stretched their legs. The driver, a long, red-haired girl wearing jeans and a T-shirt with a picture of an army of skeletal corpses charging and the words The Exploited printed on it, walked up to Johnny and smiled. She wore sunglasses so he couldn't tell if she was looking at his goiter, but from the expression on her mouth, she seemed to hold her cool.

"Got a bathroom?" the red-haired girl asked.

"Around the side," Johnny responded. "Fill it up?"

"Yes, please," the girl smiled, then headed to the side of the office.

The passenger, maybe 15 or 16, leaned with his arms crossed on the front of the car. The boy wore jeans and a red flannel shirt with the sleeves ripped off at the shoulder. He had choppy, brown hair and brown eyes.

Johnny grabbed the pump and stuck it in the car's tank. "How's it going?" Johnny asked.

The boy nodded his head and muttered, "Fine."

Johnny could tell the boy had a lot on his mind. He looked like he lost his mother and father to the Grim Reaper or some shit like that. He decided not to push the boy into conversation.

Johnny leaned against the car and watched the dials spin up on the pump. Then he noticed some movement from the boy. He held up his shirt and moved his fingers over a puckered wound on his belly. Johnny recognized it as a bullet wound, but this one was weird. It was open, fresh, and it wasn't...bleeding.

Johnny got shot once during a hold up a few years back, so he knew how a bullet wound healed. The one the boy had was just not right.

The girl came back when the tank was full. Johnny placed the pump on the cradle and screwed the cap on the tank.

"How much, my friend?" the girl said.

"Um, eighteen even," Johnny replied.

The girl took a small wad of cash out of her pocket and counted the eighteen out, handing it to Johnny Glass. "Thanks," she said.

"Have a good one," Johnny said. He walked back to his chair under the awning.

The girl stepped up to the boy and said, "You ready, Sam."

Sam nodded his head and entered the car.

As Sam and the red-haired girl drove back on Route 40 East, Johnny Glass concluded that the boy was a retard.
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Butt Song
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Page Shelly drove her '93 red Celica while Sam Young sat quietly in the seat next to her. The late April desert heat roasted them while the wind from the open widows dried them off. Page was temped to roll up the windows and turn on the air conditioning, but she didn't want to waste gas or strain the engine. 

Sam spaced out and looked depressed all day, barely saying a word.  Page knew he was thinking about something, probably the mess they left in Sedona, Arizona. She didn't press him for conversation, letting Sam have his space and privacy.

Page tuned on the radio and surfed through the stations: blues, gospel, and a whole lot of country. Where the hell were the rock stations? Disappointed, Page turned off the radio and then reached for the shoebox filled with tapes on the back seat. She almost swerved the car to the side of the road. Almost. She impressed herself. Page looked at Sam to see if he noticed her amazing ability of control. He didn't, too busy spacing out the window.

Page placed the box of tapes on her lap and went through them while she drove. She couldn't make up her mind. Page over-listened to all her tapes during the trip from New Jersey to Arizona. She randomly picked a Jesus Jones tape while her eyes focused on the road. She popped it in and the song "Real Real Real" came on. She placed the box back on the seat. With both hands on the wheel, Page danced around with the beat of the song. She was fooling herself, she realized. Page popped the tape out and threw it over her shoulder.

So bored, she wanted to scream. And she did.

Sam looked at her with his new trademark frown, then turned back to the passing road out his window.

Page felt a bit better, somehow giving her an urge to verbalize again; an urge to sing:

UH. YEAH. DO IT.

MMM, WHOO, SHIT!

DOIN' THE BUTT.

UH, HUH. UH, HUH.

DOIN' THE BUTT.

MMMM. MMM. MMM.

TAKE THAT ASS!

OH, YEAH.

SPREAD THAT ASS!

UH, HUH.

DOIN' THE BUTT.

FUCK ME.

OOOOO.

DOIN' THE-

Sam exploded with laughter.

Then Page laughed.

"Come on," Page urged. "You know the words."

Sam rubbed the tears of laughter from his eyes and said, "You are such a freak."
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The Moore Sisters
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Haily Moore was 36 years old, two years older than her sister Perry. Like her sister, she had a power. Haily could see and communicate with ghosts. She kept an apartment in Owel, New Jersey about five minutes away from her magic shop called Haily's Magic. She ran it herself with very little help. Not too many people wanted to work there except for a few goth or skater kids in town, but the last time she hired one the kid ended up stealing candles from her. She promised herself at that time never to hire another kid. That is, until she met Louise Gordon. At the time, Louise was 15 and having ghost trouble in a new house her and her father, Jonathan, moved into. Haily helped them out and since then they became a family. Jonathan was great, and they had been together so long she considered him her husband. Although, Jonathan was not ready to get married again, not that he had a problem with intimacy, he was afraid of losing Haily to death. Louise told Haily not to worry about it; Jonathan would come around eventually. Haily didn't mind so much. She loved Jonathan and took what she could get, plus she knew he wanted to give it.

Haily sat behind the counter and ate her dinner. She dipped some shoestring fries into a puddle of ketchup squirted over a napkin, then shoved them in her mouth.

Today Haily was flying solo. Louise had to take a course that promised to bring her S.A.T. scores up. Just as well, the store was quiet, but it in no way affected business. Seventy five percent of her income came from mail and Internet orders. Many customers were too embarrassed or scared to enter her store to buy books, candles, a talisman, or a blank spell book. In some ways, Haily felt like she was running a porn shop.

She went into the back room where she kept her stock and her office. Haily quietly retrieved her mail orders from the desk, trying not to wake Perry who slept on the couch. 

Earlier that day, Haily picked Perry up from Newark airport. Perry told Haily all about being kidnapped by a necromancer named Dan McDermit and his hallucinogenic search for his dead sister named Trinity who he mistook for a teenager named Page Shelly. With Perry in the back of his van, Dan McDermit chased Page Shelly and her companion to New Mexico. Dan left her tied up in an abandoned building and that was the last time she saw him alive. Later, she saw a news story about a body found at Woodrow Clark Park. The body was horribly mutilated, but Perry knew it was Dan. Did Page Shelly do all that damage? Perry didn't think so. It had to be Page's passenger.

Haily asked her about this passenger.

Perry believed the passenger was a special individual. Quite possibly the focus of a myth their mother used to tell them when they were little girls.

Haily then asked Perry if Page Shelly had anything to do with Dian Shelly. 

Might be her mother, Perry said. 

Well, the police found Dian Shelly dead in her house. The woman was torn apart and her insides were on display. Do you think it was this Dan guy? Haily asked. 

Perry was sure it was.

It's all over now, Haily told her.

Perry then told her about meeting Trinity in the airport and how she was taking a flight to New Mexico. It might be just beginning.

Too scared to go home to her trailer and not wanting to sleep at Haily's cramped apartment, Perry asked to crash at the store. That was fine.

With the order forms in her hand, Haily turned to leave the room and, on the way out, looked at her sister. Perry, awake, stared with serious eyes right at Haily, scaring the crap out of her. 

"Jesus," Haily said.

Perry sat up and stretched. "Sorry. Didn't realize I was so ugly."

"You had this look in your eyes. It was so..."

"What?" Perry asked, truly curious.

"I don't know." Haily changed her mood, lighter. "Like you hadn't had cock in weeks."

Perry exhaled and flipped her sister the finger. They exchanged smiles. Perry then looked at the carpeted floor, rubbing her feet over it.

"You hungry?" Haily asked. "Got some burgers?"

"Maybe later."

"I guess asking if you are all right would be stupid, huh?" Haily said.

Perry managed another smile and said, "Yeah, maybe."

"Mom called me this morning," Haily stated.

"Wow," Perry said. Haily and Baily had not talked in years. "What did she want?"

"She was wondering where you were," Haily said. "She sounded bad."

"She must be if she called you."

"Someone else called you, too."

"Of course he did," Perry muttered behind her hands. She then saw the dirty look Haily was giving her. "What?"

"You're just stupid," Haily stated.

"Haily," Perry protested.

"Did he ever hit you?" Haily asked.

"No."

"Always wore a condom."

"Yes."

"Mom really likes him."

"I know."

"I really like him."

"Okay-"

"He knows about our family and our powers."

"That’s great, but-"

"But what," Haily said. "When are you ever gonna find a guy like that when you are getting so old?"

Perry was too tired to argue and said, "Yes, Haily."

Haily knew Perry was just giving in to shut her up.

"How about some food?" Perry asked.

"Piss off. Get your own," Haily said, then left the room with her mail order.
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T.P. Snake
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At the first rest stop they found in Gants, New Mexico, Sam took a shit. The bathroom was cleaner than some of the others he frequented on the road. The walls and stalls were painted pea soup green and there was a faint scent of lemon in the air. Ahhhh, Sam thought, a high-class joint.

With his butt pressed to the porcelain, Sam sat with his elbow planted to his naked knee, his chin in his hand, and waited for the drop. It was taking its time. During the wait, Sam heard three people enter the bathroom to use the urinal and one gent used the stall next door to take a shit. None of the visitors turned on the water to wash their hands, he noticed.

Sam felt terribly bored and impatient, plus he sweated like a pig. But he knew he had to go, so he waited it out. He decided to entertain himself. Sam noticed a few sheets of toilet paper hanging from the holder, gently waving from a breeze from the open window. Sam relaxed his eyes and mind, falling into the state he discovered back in Sedona, Arizona. He then pictured the toilet paper pulling out in front of him.

It did. The paper shot out across the stall and moved up the side to the ceiling. Sam kept his eyes on it, in complete control of the paper. From the top of the paper, it molded and scrunched into a cobra with a wide hood on the back of its neck. When the transformation reached the rattling tail, the toilet paper cut off. Sam tried to make the tale rattle like a real snake, but it didn't, too soft. The mouth opened and the tongue slithered out; which he thought was cool.

As Sam made the snake dance, his body fell into a relaxed state and his bowels opened up to made a deposit. 

Sam took his mind off the toilet paper snake, making it drop dead to the floor, and reached for some fresh paper to clean up. The spool was empty. Sam frowned. Having no choice, he used the dead snake to wipe his butt.

Outside, Page sat on the hood of her car with her legs folded Indian-style. She read a worn issue of Rolling Stone so intensely that she didn't mind the wind blowing her red hair in front of her eyes.

Sam stepped up to the car and rubbed his belly. "Ah, that was so refreshing."

Page didn't respond. Sam moved his hand between her face and the article. Page swatted it and said, "Cut it out, needle dick."

Sam, insulted, looked down at his groin. "When did you see my dick?"

Page pointed to the article in the magazine.

"There is this gay guy from San Francisco who has the same disease as me," she explained.

"And?"

"And, he lived with the disease for over 15 years without using conventional treatment. In fact, he's living about 8 years longer than what doctors predicted."

"So he's still alive?" Sam asked.

"Right. He found this chemical called D.N.B.C. from this underground market. Doctors say the drug is dangerous and not approved, but they don't tell you any of the side effects. They said that he was just a lucky one in a million. Here is the really fucked up thing about it. The drug was once a chemical used in developing film."

Page carefully tore the article out of the magazine and folded them up. She threw the rest of the Rolling Stone out. 

"You ready to go?" Page asked, taking her butt off the hood of the car.

Sam said that he was. 
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In the Safety of Frogs
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Perry Moore owned two trailers on the side of Route 9 North. One was for her fortune-telling business and the other she lived in. The trailer she lived in was spacious and homey. Ceramic frogs sat on the windowsills and displayed in a glass-encased shelf inside the trailer. 

Perry stepped inside and looked around at the mess left the night she was kidnapped. Haily, who gave her a ride, offered to help clean up, but Perry wanted to be alone. Actually, it wasn't too bad. The door was off the hinges and there were some bloodstains on the floor from when Dan McDermit punched her in the face. Perry checked out the rest of the trailer and discovered that no one stole anything. 

Probably too scared to rob a witch, Perry thought.

With the door in its frame and the television rolled in front of it, Perry checked her messages on the answering machine. The screen flashed that she had 32 of them. She sat at the kitchen table, opened a bottle of Yoo-Hoo from the refrigerator, and listened to them. A majority of the messages were from her mother, Haily, and Otto. Haily she obviously didn't have to call back, her mother she planned to see the next day, and Otto...well, Perry didn't know what to do about Otto.

Perry spaced out at the kitchen table, wondering what she was going to do next. On one hand, she figured she would get back to the life she had before she met Page Shelly and Dan McDermit: see her clients, live in loneliness, and just be. On the other hand, she was tempted in finding the Shoal of Devilution. Dan McDermit mentioned the Shoal while they were on the road. Did they have something to do with the being called Trinity she saw at the airport? 

Realizing that it was too late in the day to do something about it, Perry made sure the door was firmly in place, then went to take a shower.
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Doe
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In Tayter County, Oklahoma, Doe Neptuna ran for her life. She banged on a few houses on a neighborhood street called Gator Avenue and screamed for help, but no one opened their doors even though the lights were on inside. She then cut between two houses and entered the woods behind their backyards. She jogged down a path, hoping it would lead her back to her house or at least somewhere safe. 

Doe checked to see if the boy was behind her. He looked a few years younger than her 23 years of age, possibly 18 or 19. He had cropped blonde hair and stared at her with the coldest pair of green eyes. And that was all the boy did to her for the last week that she noticed him in her life; just stared and stood. It wasn't until tonight while she was walking home from returning videos at Dealbuster Video that he made his move. Doe stood on the corner and about to cross the quiet street when she saw him walking towards her, staring and smiling. He said one word, "Yes," and grabbed her right breast. Doe screamed, "Leave me alone," and ran.

Doe broke out of the woods and found Apple Lake in front of her. From across the huge body of water she made out lights from other houses and heard the sounds religious siesta from the Church of St. Cajitan of the Twice Over. She had nowhere new to go except the lake, but Doe couldn't swim, so she turned back to the path.

The boy with green eyes stood in her way at the mouth of the path. Doe stepped back, her feet penetrating the waterline of the lake.

"Please, leave me alone," Doe whined.

"No," the boy said, smiling, leering. He stepped up to the water, inches away from it.

Doe jerked to the right to move around him, but the boy jolted in her way. 

He smiled.

Doe screamed for help. She was tempted in taking her chances and just running into the boy and try to kill him or knock him out. But he freaked her out. His eyes held such an evil...glow to them, she was too scared to find out what he could do to her body given the chance.

Then he looked away. Doe watched him stare at the woods. Branches on a tree hanging above the lake jolted around. Doe tried to move away from the branches but she was stuck. The portion of water that surrounded her feet was solid like jelly, gluing her into the lake, and holding Doe into place as the...

...branches whipped around her neck. Doe attempted to slip her fingers in between the wood and her skin, but the grip was too tight. She couldn't suck air into her lunges or exhale to scream. Doe's brown eyes looked around in panic and fear as the capillaries broke around the whites of her eyes.

The boy continued to smile, watching Doe shake her light brown hair around, her blood sliding out of her neck from between her fingers.

The branches picked Doe up out of the water by her neck, snapping her bones under the skin. The branches returned to their natural position with Doe's dead body dangling in the middle of it. The branches around her neck relaxed, and petrified, holding her in the air over the water.

The boy walked over to Doe's body. His smile dropped and anger filled his face. He didn't mean for her to die. He reached out and placed his hand between her legs, rubbing the crotch of her denim shorts. He released a frustrated grunt, then receded into the woods.

Minutes after the boy left, a man appeared from the center of the lake. He walked over the water towards Doe's body. The man was Asian with bright red hair that hung long down his back. His Colonial American clothes fit loosely off his frail body.

The Asian man raised his hands towards Doe and closed his brown eyes. From out of Doe's body, a soothing yellow light slopped out and into the man's hands. When all the light left Doe, the oriental man with red hair pointed his arms up at the heavens and released Doe's light to the sky.  

Exhausted, the man turned from Doe's body and walked back to the center of Apple Lake, fading into the night.
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Prepping For The 2nd Cumming
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In the Church of Saint Cajitan of the Twice Over, Reverend Schwartz stood at the wooden podium and looked out at his singing congregation. It was getting larger and larger. The seats were filled and people had to stand against the wall to fit. It was a fire hazard, but he didn't care. He also noticed a few important faces; Glen Attenburough, the mayor sat in the third aisle with his wife and kids. 

The band to his right, consisting of a Casio keyboard, a flute and an unplugged electric guitar, whined down and the congregation stopped singing. They all caught their breath and focused on Schwartz. He smiled at them, rubbed the sweat off his forehead and into his receding hairline. He picked up his bible.

"The Virgin Mary," Schwartz began, softly. "The holiest of woman in our way of life. Gave birth to our Savior. But think about this: why?"

The congregation shook their heads and shrugged their shoulders in wonder.

"Whyyyyy was she chosennnn to carry the child of Gu-od! Well, think about it. Think about the times they were living in. Women and men were running around wild in sin. Fornicating! Stealing each other's husbands and wives. Orgies of sin. 'Excuse me sir, but do you mind if I take your wife for a few hours?' 'Why that is fine sir, I have this other woman on the side.' Sounds familiar doesn't it. It is still going on to-DAY!

"But Mary had a voice in her head. The voice of Gu-od. He told Mary, please do not violate your birth canal with sin. I need you, Mary, to be pure and have my son to enter the world free of sin. Si-in is like a venereal disease. When a strange man who cannot control himself, powered by the Devil, enters a woman, he passes that Devil into the woman. Then when that woman goes to her husband, he catches that si-in and then he passes it to the other woman he fornicates with.

"I know what you are thinking. Mary and Joseph were husband and wife. Joseph might have had a few women in his bed from time to time. God did not whisper to him to keep clean. Mary was strong; she kept her husband out of her birth canal, keeping it oh so pure for the Son of God to come into this world. But Mary had urges as did Joseph, they were married, they had to do something.

"Right?"

The congregation awkwardly nodded.

Schwartz smiled and said, "God whispered to her: Mary I have created you with more than one orifice. It is not a sin to take your husband through your neighboring orifice."

The women in the congregation squirmed, while the men smiled.

Schwartz held up the bible and flipped through the pages.

"There is nothing in this good book that says that it is wrong to do. So I ask you, keep yourselves pure and if you have an urge, be like Mary. Be holy. Husbands and wives, treat the birth canal as a holy temple because you never know if Christ's return is going to come though you."
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