
        
            [image: cover]
        



 




 


 


More Things I Could Get

Out of My Mind

A collection of short speculative
fictions

by William Mangieri

Copyright 2013 by William Mangieri

 


Smashwords Edition

This ebook is
licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be
re-sold or given away to other
people. If you would like to share this book with another person,
please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re
reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased
for your use only, then please return to Smashwords.com and
purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of
this author.

 


Stories contained in this collection are
copyrighted by the author:

 


Sasqwhat?, The View From Up Here,
Inheritance, The Human Interface,

Riding the Devil, Last Call: Copyright
2012


​ Table of Contents

​Sasqwhat?

The View From Up
Here

Inheritance

The Human
Interface

Riding the
Devil

Last Call

Origins

About the
Author


 


​​ Sasqwhat?

 


 


In his dreams, Ben Warren wasn’t the
ridiculously over-sized teen who attracted stares wherever he went;
he was normal-sized, like his brother David.

In this one, Ben shuffled through the thick
bed of leaves, in the dappled autumn sunlight that filtered through
the trees. Ben’s breath left a cloud of mist in the chill air. He
wandered away from the two cabins the family was renting, deeper
into the Ozark woods. A blue jay screeched above him.

There was another sound; Ben stopped walking.
There it was again, a sort of snuffling. They’d been told there
were black bears in the area - maybe there was one rooting around
in his dream.

He inhaled. There was a pungent odor. That
was weird. His sense of smell was good - overdeveloped, even - but
he didn’t remember dreaming smells before. He heard the snuffling
again, only this time he could feel the warm breath on his
face.

Ben woke, and found himself staring into
deep, bright eyes surrounded by hair. He... it... whatever it was,
was huge, and bent over Ben’s cot.

Ben shouted and tried to pull away, but only
succeeded in toppling his cot on its side. The thing retreated a
couple of steps, but then stopped, staring at Ben as he watched
from behind the cot. In the dim back-light coming from the doorway,
it looked like it was completely covered in fur. Its breath misted
in the morning air.

It started to walk toward him, but when Ben
yelled again, it shook its head and raised a finger to its
lips.

“Hey, big guy, you’re up, finally,” David
called from outside. “Mom and Dad headed into town.”

Ben heard the clunk of David’s feet on the
cabin’s porch. The big hairy thing froze.

“Whew, you stink already. If you’re going to
be like this again I’ll have to share Mom and Dad’s cabin.”

David stepped inside before he saw it. He
yelled. Ben yelled. It... yelled? It jerked its head around and
looked for an escape, but there was only one way out, and David was
blocking it. It knocked him to the side like he was a ragdoll as it
rushed outside.

Ben jumped over the cot and ran to the
doorway.

“Boy, I’m glad you’re here,” Ben said as he
watched it jump across a creek and disappear in the trees. “I
thought I was a goner. No one is going to believe... David!”

David was crumpled at the base of the cabin’s
central support; a trickle of blood pooled on the floor by his
head. He wasn’t moving.

Ben grabbed a t-shirt and tied it around
David’s head to slow the bleeding, then turned on his cell phone
and tried calling his parents. It was hard to get a signal; he had
to walk around outside to find a spot that worked.

“Dad! There was a...,” Ben tried to talk, but
his voice kept breaking like it had been for a couple of months
now, “there was this...”

“Settle down, Ben. What’s wrong?”

“David’s hurt. He needs a doctor.”

It started raining.

*****

Ben heard the siren twenty minutes after he
called his parents. He got up from where he’d been sitting by
David’s side, stood in the doorway, and waved the sheriff over as
her Cherokee pulled in front of the cabins. She parked and stepped
out, wearing a yellow rain poncho. Ben saw an ambulance further
back through the trees as it came up the dirt road.

“This rain isn’t helping my lumbago,” the
sheriff said as she stepped onto the porch and slid her hood back
from her tied-back silver hair. Then all five-foot-six of her
stared up at Ben in that way that always made him feel like a
freak.

“Audrey Harper,” she said, extending her
hand. “You play hoops?”

Ben shook his head. Audrey gave up on the
handshake attempt.

“Shame,” she said. “He in here?”

Ben nodded and stepped out onto the porch,
and the sheriff passed inside. She checked to make sure David was
still breathing, then came back outside as the ambulance pulled
up.

“He’s out cold, Steve,” she called as the
driver stepped out.

Ben watched Steve and the other paramedic
pull the gurney out and carry it into the cabin and, after a bit,
they came back out with David strapped in. Steve looked Ben up and
down with that same rude curiosity everyone did.

“You tie that around his head?”

Ben nodded.

“You okay?” he asked, then pointed at Ben’s
hands. “That’s not your blood, is it?”

Ben looked at the blood caked in the hair on
the back of his hands and shook his head.

“Okay, then,” Steve said.

Ben followed as they wheeled David to the
ambulance and lifted him inside. The other paramedic climbed in and
secured the gurney.

“Mark will be riding back there to keep an
eye on him,” said Steve, “but you can ride up front.”

“He’ll be riding back with me,” said Sheriff
Audrey. “I need to find out what happened while it’s fresh in his
mind. You go on down; their parents should be waiting when you get
there.”

Ben watched the ambulance drive off.

“Aren’t your feet cold?” Audrey asked.

Ben looked down at his bare, muddy feet and
shook his head.

“What size shoes do you wear, son?”

“Eighteen,” he said, his voice breaking
again. He felt his ears turn red.

“He talks! Now, why don’t you get your shoes
on, and then you can tell me what happened.”

Sheriff Audrey walked around the cabin,
picking up odds and ends as Ben told her how he woke up with the
thing hovering over him, how it had shoved David into the support
as it made its escape.

“It was a little bigger than me.”

“Now that’s saying something,” Audrey said as
she swirled the remains of cereal in David’s bowl, then set it on
the table. “We have black bears up here, you know. It might have
been drawn by these nuts and berries.”

“It wasn’t a bear. It was like a man.”

“Like a man, but not a man?”

“No, the eyes weren’t right; they glowed. And
it was all hairy.”

“Was it naked hairy? Or was it wearing a
hairy suit?”

“It was naked.”

“Did it have testicles?”

Ben flushed. “I didn’t notice.”

“So then it could have been ‘like a
woman’?”

“No,” Ben said, closing his eyes, remembering
the scene, and the scent. “It was male.”

“Sasquatch?”

“Sasqwhat?”

“Sasquatch. Bigfoot. You know, son, there’s
people who think they see things like this all the time out here.
Hell, some of them even think they’ve seen UFO’s to boot. You’re
not one of those, are you?”

“I’m not crazy.”

“These yours?” she asked, picking up a
prescription bottle.”

“Yeah.”

“What’re they for?”

“I have,” Ben started, and his voice broke
again. He took a slow breath and then said, “I have a problem with
overactive hair follicles.”

“And you take pills for that?”

“My parents say they’ll help me fit in.”

“And I bet they don’t. Any side effects?”

“Sometimes it makes it hard to wake up.”

“You get along with your brother okay?”

“Well, yeah. Why?”

“Oh, I don’t know,” the sheriff said, leaning
against the support that David’s head had hit, “you’re pretty big
yourself. You don’t have one of those sibling rivalry things going
on?”

“Sure, he’s a jerk sometimes. He teases me
like everyone else,” Ben said and clenched his fists. “Look, we
both saw that thing!”

“Okay, then,” she said, “let’s see where your
‘thing’ went.”

The two walked in the drizzle toward where
Ben had watched it disappear into the woods, the sheriff’s turned
her head from side to side looking for tracks.

“There!” Ben pointed to a water-filled
impression on the far edge in the creek. “That’s where it jumped
over.”

The sheriff crossed through the shallows and
squatted down for a closer look.

“Well, it’s big, alright, but hell, you could
have made this.”

She stood and shook water off her poncho’s
hood.

“Anything else you want to tell me?”

Ben shook his head.

“We’re not going to learn anything out here
in this rain; might as well head in.”

Sheriff Audrey drove them to the hospital.
Ben caught a strong smell of disinfectant as they walked in through
emergency. He hated that smell. It reminded him of the endless
string of electrolysis treatments it took to clear his facial hair;
his face burned just thinking of it.

Ben tried to ignore the stares as he stood by
the information desk and Sheriff Audrey asked where David was. The
nurse wrinkled her nose as she directed them upstairs, and they
found Ben’s parents as David was being moved into a private room.
Over the steady beeping of the monitoring equipment, they filled in
Ben and the sheriff. David hadn’t regained consciousness from the
injury, and they’d put him in a medically induced coma to relieve
the pressure on his brain. Doctor Ames told them he should wake
within a week.

“That’s good to hear,” said Sheriff Audrey.
“Can I have a word with you, Mr. Warren?”

The door closed behind them as the two
stepped out into the hall. Ben couldn’t hear what they were saying,
but he saw his father shaking his head as the Sheriff Audrey
pointed in Ben’s direction. Aubrey walked off down the hall. His
dad stood with his back to the window watching her go, then came
back in the room.

“What’s wrong, Dad?”

“Just worrying about your brother,” Mr.
Warren said, looking down at David. “Hey, I bet you haven’t eaten
today. Nothing’s happening here; the diner attached to the motel
across the street is supposed to be pretty good. We’ll get a room
later and you can shower.”

Ben didn’t close the door when he left the
room. He stood in the hall nearby, out of sight of his parents, and
listened.

“What’s wrong, Michael?”

“She doesn’t believe there was anything out
there. She thinks Ben might have done it.”

“Ben? How could she think that? He doesn’t
have a violent bone in his body.”

“Even a normal boy gets aggressive in
puberty, and Ben isn’t...”

“Michael! He can’t help what he is.”

“Okay, I know: we’ve never seen anything to
think that’s a problem, even as big as he is. You know how his
medication knocks him out; maybe David startled him awake, and Ben
didn’t realize it was him until it was too late.”

“She thinks he made it all up?”

“Well, think about it, Sally; what else could
it be? You don’t believe in Bigfoot, do you?”

“No, of course not, I... oh, why did we leave
the two of them alone out there?”

Ben walked quietly down the hall, patients
and staff watching and giving him a wide berth.

Even his parents didn’t believe him.

*****

The scent caused Ben to glance up and he saw
the waitress coming back to the booth with his burger. She was a
pretty girl; probably his age. He looked down at the table so she
wouldn’t think he was staring at her. People got nervous enough
around him as it was. Girls smelled different; he knew she was
alongside the table before she spoke.

“Here you go,” she said, as she set his plate
on the table. “Do you want anything else?”

He looked up and made eye contact, thinking
he’d say “Your number,” but she leaned back ever so slightly
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