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FAIRY IN A JAR

 


 



You probably think of fairies, if you think of them at all, as wonderful little creatures flying happily through the forest, dancing and singing and making merry. Let me tell you something: Fairies might look lovely on the outside, but inside they are ugly, real ugly. Fairies are mean and vicious. They’ve got teeth like tiny needles. One bite wouldn’t hurt much. But I’m pretty sure they wouldn’t stop at one; they’d keep biting and chewing until they hit something vital. Fairies aren’t good news. I know. Let me tell you about my fairy in a jar.

I’d been running around the backyard trying to catch fireflies with the net from this bug kit I’d gotten years ago. The kit was a birthday present from an aunt who had no idea what I liked. I might have used it once or twice, but mostly it
just sat at the back of my closet under a pile of other junk. I’d lost the collecting bottle that came with it, but I found an old jar and punched a couple of holes in the lid. Bugs probably didn’t need much air, but it was fun banging away with a hammer and nail. Anyhow, I was swiping the net at some bugs because there was nothing on TV except reruns and all my friends were busy and I couldn’t find anything else to do.

I’d caught a couple fireflies and put them in the jar. The whole adventure was . getting boring pretty fast. I was just about to quit when I saw a flash under the birch tree at the back of the yard near the woods. Thinking about it later, I sort of remember that the flash was different. It was more glittery, almost a sparkle.

I crept over and swung the net.

Thunk! Something heavy hit the bottom. I jumped. I thought I’d caught a bat. My skin crawled at that idea. I fumbled the jar lid open and slammed the net down. I felt a solid plunk against the glass. Got it, I thought. I needed two tries to get the lid on right. The jar kept shaking in my hand. So did the lid.

A bat. My very own bat. The guys would go wild when I showed it to them.

I held the jar up to see my catch. Three fireflies were crawling around the sides. But that wasn’t what grabbed my attention. There was something else crumpled on the bottom. It wasn’t a bat—not even close. It wasn’t an it, either. It was a she.

She unfolded herself and rose slowly to her feet, shimmering in the light of the quarter moon. She
was no more than five inches tall. Skinny. Long dark hair. Green dress. Wings. She looked down at her body, as if checking for injuries. The jar was still shaking in short jerks that made her stagger and fight for balance. She pressed her hands against the glass and stared straight at me. For an instant, so quick I thought at first it was my imagination, there was nothing in her gaze but pure hatred.

Then she smiled.

Maybe I should have smashed the jar against the tree. Maybe I should have smashed it and run—just run and run forever. “Maybe” isn’t worth much—it’s only a word. In a way, I understood how that kid at the playground must have felt last week when I punched him in the gut. Everything inside of me was stunned. I felt that my body had been filled with glue. I held the jar and stared at her.

“Let me go, kind sir.” Her voice was like bells and dreams and whispers in my mind.

I grabbed the lid. I started to twist it loose, but that look of hate flashed across her face again. I knew. In that thousandth of a second, I knew I could never set her free. By then, I also knew I didn’t want to set her free. She was mine. I had captured a prize no one else could even imagine.

“Wishes,” she said. “I can grant wishes.”

That got my interest. I took my hand off the lid and held it out, palm up. “Show me. A thousand dollars. Right here.” I wiggled my fingers.

“You have to free me first.”


“I don’t think so.” I wasn’t stupid. I wasn’t going to fall for some sort of trick.

“That is the rule.” Her voice grew colder.

“I make the rules now.” It felt good to say that.

“Please.”

“No.”

Still staring at me, she flicked her hand out and grabbed one of the fireflies from the side of the jar.

Still staring at me, she raised the struggling insect to her mouth.

Still staring, she bit off the head of the firefly.

I don’t know if she kept staring after that. I looked away. But I squeezed the jar, as if to make sure the glass was strong enough to keep her trapped. It was one of those jars people put homemade stuff in. The lady next door had this wormy old apple tree. Each year she made applesauce for the whole neighborhood. Every house got a jar, tied with a red ribbon. No one ever eats it. We just toss out the whole thing, or dump the sauce and keep the jar. The glass felt solid. It would hold her.

I took the jar up to my room, being careful that nobody saw it. I put it on the top shelf in my closet.

The next morning, I almost convinced myself none of it had happened. Almost. But the jar was there. And she was there. At first I thought she was dead. She was crumpled on the bottom again. Then, as I saw her let out a shallow breath, I realized she was sleeping—sleeping or in some sort of suspended state. Creature of the night. I don’t know where that phrase came from, but it ran
through my head. I noticed something else. The bugs were gone—all three of them. Bon appetit.

I shook the jar a bit, but she just slid around without waking. I could wait. She’d be up after dark. I was pretty sure of that. Somehow, some way, I was going to get a payoff from her.

Sure enough, when I checked that night, she was awake, sitting on the bottom of the jar. “Good evening,” I said, speaking quietly so nobody would hear me talking in my room.

“Set me free. I shall reward you with wonders beyond your imagining.” She looked up at me and smiled. A chill ran down my spine.

“Cut the babble and give me some details. What can you do?” I picked up the jar, holding the sides of the lid. Even protected by the glass, I didn’t want to put my fingers too close to her.

“Whatever you wish.”

I didn’t believe her. Promises were easy to make. “Show me.”

“Free me first.”

I shook my head. It was a standoff, but I was the one with the power. She was mine. She would give me something valuable. She had no choice. I owned her now. “Think about it,” I said, putting the jar back on the shelf. “Think of some way to buy your freedom. I’m sure you’ll come up with an idea.”

She gave me that look again, and a flash of those teeth. I closed the closet door and left the room. The next day, we had the same conversation, and the same again on the day after. I wanted proof. She wanted freedom. But she was
weakening. I could see that. I knew she had to give me a reward sooner or later. I could wait. I was in charge.

On the fifth day, she agreed to my request. “I will transmute an object for you,” she said. Her voice was thinner, barely louder than a thought.

“Transmute?”

“I will change its form. Give me carbon. I will make a diamond.”

“A diamond? That’s more like it.” I wondered for a moment how I was going to sell a diamond. But that problem could wait. Right now, I needed some carbon. That was easy enough. Charcoal for the grill, that was carbon. So was the graphite in pencils. So were diamonds. They were all just different forms of carbon. I couldn’t believe that something I learned in Mr. Chublie’s stupid science class was actually worth knowing. Live and learn. But I wasn’t about to try to stick a big hunk of charcoal in the jar. There was no way I was opening that lid, not even for a second. I wasn’t falling for any of her tricks. As I looked around the room, I saw the answer right next to me.

I yanked out my desk drawer and hunted around the sides and corners. “Got it.” Perfect. I knew I had it in there—a whole pack of refills for my mechanical pencil. The best part was that they were thin enough to slip through the air-holes in the lid of the jar. I was planning to keep a nice, solid barrier between me and those teeth, thank you.

She gathered the pieces of lead. “This will take some time.”


“I can wait.”

She sat staring at the slivers of carbon. I put the jar away for the night. In the morning, I rushed to the closet to see my first diamond. In my head, I’d already spent the money—a new bike, new sneakers, all the new video games. The guys were definitely going to envy me.

But she wasn’t finished. The pieces of lead were still there, though they looked smaller and shinier than before. “It takes time,” she said.

I would have to be patient.

“It takes time,” she warned again that evening.

I waited. On the fourth night, she was done. “Here.” She held up her hand. “Take this and set me free.”

“What are you trying to pull?” I almost smashed the jar. There was nothing more than the tiniest sparkle in her tiny hand. She had made a miniature diamond chip. It was worthless. My dreams of wealth turned pale and vanished.

“This is all I can give you. Take it and set me free. You made a bargain.”

I was so disgusted, I just put the jar back in the closet and went to bed. Maybe I heard something that night. I can’t remember. I’m too scared to really remember. But I remember the morning. Every second is burned into my brain.

I got up. I walked to the closet. The door was open about an inch. I’d thought I’d closed it. I opened it all the way and reached for the jar. My hand stopped. My breath stopped. My heart almost stopped. There was a hole in the side of
the jar. There was a round piece of glass on the shelf next to the jar. She was gone.

How? Then I knew. The diamond. She’d tricked me. She knew I wouldn’t take that tiny diamond. She also knew it could cut through the glass.

She was free. Somewhere, she was sleeping. But night was coming. And she would wake. And she would come for me.

I’m afraid to go to sleep tonight. I don’t think I will ever sleep again.




THE TOUCH

 


 



Laura thought a flea market would be fun. It sounded wonderful. “There’ll be all kinds of things to see,” her mom had said. “You’ll love it.”

But it was just a bunch of junk—nothing but a lot of people sitting around in the hot sun trying to sell things that nobody wanted. It was boring. The buyers looked bored. The sellers looked bored. Even the stuff being sold looked bored. And every five seconds her mom would warn her “Don’t touch” or “Look with your eyes, not your hands, Laura.”

Right. Like she really wanted to touch any of that junk. She’d have to wash her hands for a week to get them clean after putting her fingers on any of this stuff. Laura looked at the table in front of her. There was a box of moldy books—the same books everyone else was selling. There was another box with record albums. Records, Laura thought. Who in the world would want those ancient things? There was a ratty old doll with a stained dress and a chip missing from her cheek. Her hair was tangled and stiff. Yuk, Laura thought.

“Mom, can we go now? Pleeeeeaaase.”

“In a minute,” her mom muttered. She was studying an old butter dish like it was the lost treasure of ancient Egypt.

Sure. Laura knew what “in a minute” meant. She was doomed. She searched the table again, desperately hoping to see something that would hold her interest for a moment or two. She glanced at the woman in the folding chair behind the table. She must have been ninety years old. She was sitting there, staring off to one side, paying no attention to the items she’d set out for sale.

Laura shivered and looked back at the table. Dancing light sparkled in the sun as Laura moved her head. Her eyes were treated to a flash of red, followed by rainbow bursts. Laura gasped. Right in front of her, nearly lost among the rusty tools and cracked dishes and rotted magazines, was the most beautiful, unexpected treasure.

Could it be? Laura stepped closer, pressing against the edge of the table. Her hand darted out, then stopped halfway. She glanced to the left. Her mom had put down the butter dish and was examining a tarnished fork. Laura gazed back toward the crystal horse. It was the most lovely
thing she had ever seen. The sight brought back memories of a merry-go-round she had ridden long ago. Every detail was carved in this ornament—the flying mane, the ribbon-covered pole, the fancy saddle. Laura could almost hear the music and feel the rise and fall of the horse as they rode in circles on a summer day.

She glanced around again. Her mom wasn’t looking. The old lady wasn’t looking. Laura had to touch that sparkling crystal treasure. It was calling her. She reached out to pick it up. She lifted it.

She felt a snap.

A leg broke. It fell with a small tinkle to the table. Laura froze. She waited for the shouting. There was nothing. The flea market buzzed on around her as if she hadn’t just destroyed the most beautiful jewel in the world. Trying not to attract attention, Laura lowered the crystal horse to the table. It started to fall as she put it down, tilting toward where the leg had been. She leaned it against the side of the doll with the chipped cheek.

“Mom, can we go?”

Her mother sighed. “All right, but don’t ask me to bring you here again.”

No problem, Laura thought as she moved from the table. She hurried away, but a burning feeling in the back of her neck made her spin around. Behind her, the woman slowly turned her head toward Laura. She looked right at her. She looked right through her. The woman raised her left hand. She touched her left palm with her right forefinger.
Laura watched, not understanding, wanting to explain that it wasn’t her fault.

The woman flung her arms apart. Laura jumped. The woman laughed, then whispered several words.

Laura’s fingers tingled. She glanced toward the horse. It wasn’t there. The woman’s laugh echoed in her head. Laura fled to her mom.

That night, when she went to bed, Laura was sure she was going to have nightmares about the flea market. “Sweet dreams,” her mom said as she turned out the light. Laura waited until her mom left the room. Then, feeling just a bit childish, she rushed to her closet and hunted for Mister Hoppy. In the dim glow of the light from the hallway, she searched for the stuffed animal that she had slept with when she was little. It was silly, but she knew she needed Mister Hoppy tonight.

“There you are,” she said when she spotted the stuffed rabbit with the bright blue eyes and floppy ears. As she picked it up, her hand tingled for a second.

She had no dreams that night.

When she woke the next morning, the flea market itself seemed almost a dream. Feeling foolish about her fears, Laura reached to put Mister Hoppy back in the closet.

“What the … ?” She couldn’t find the bunny. It must have fallen to the floor. She looked. It wasn’t on the floor. It wasn’t under the bed or tangled in the sheets. It was just gone.

It has to be here somewhere, Laura thought. She knew she’d find it later.

Laura went down the stairs and into the
kitchen. A wonderful smell greeted her. “Waffles,” she said when she saw what her mom was making. “My favorite.”

“Just in time for breakfast, sleepyhead,” her mom said. “I was getting ready to wake you.”

Laura grabbed a plate from the cabinet and went over to the counter. “There you go,” her mom said, lifting the hot, crispy treat out of the waffle iron. “By the way, I’m expecting an important call this morning, so don’t tie up the phone.”

“Yes, Mom.” Laura carried her breakfast to the table. The waffle looked perfect. She could already imagine how fabulous it would taste. As she set the plate down, the waffle started to slide off. She stopped it with her free hand. There was a small tingle in her fingers. Laura let go of the plate and went to get the syrup.

“My word,” her mom said. “You really wolfed that one down. You must have been starving. Would you like another?”

“What?” Laura was puzzled by the question. She walked back across the room and looked down at her plate. It was empty.

“Would you like another waffle?” her mom asked again.

Laura nodded. This can’t be happening, she thought. She touched the plate and waited for the tingle. Nothing. She touched the table. Nothing. She thought about Mister Hoppy. Had he vanished like the waffle? Did it only happen to important things? Laura had to find out. She needed to touch something she cared about. She jumped
from her seat. The chair crashed over as she ran to the living room.

“Laura!” her mom called after her.

What can I try? Laura wondered. There, on the table—the book she was reading. It was her favorite series. She touched it. Nothing—no tingle. She ran to the playroom. She started grabbing, touching, feeling—new toys, old toys. Nothing.

“Laura!” Her mom gripped her shoulder and spun her around. “What is it? What’s wrong?”

Laura clutched her mother’s hand, wondering how she could possibly explain. “Mom—” She stopped. There was a tingle.

“What is it?”

Laura was afraid to look away. She knew what would happen the second she took her eyes off her mother.

The phone rang.

“Stay there. I’ll be right back.” Her mother pulled free of Laura’s grip and dashed from the room.

“Wait!” Laura shouted as she rushed after her. She stumbled over one of the toys she’d dropped. She caught her balance and raced toward the doorway.

“Mom!” Laura called.

The phone kept ringing in the kitchen. It rang and rang, unanswered. The ringing filled the room ahead of her.

Laura burst into the kitchen. There was no one there. She was alone.

Laura curled into a ball and grabbed her head in both hands and screamed. And through her screams, through the pounding fear that seized
her mind and the shaking tremors that tore through every muscle of her body, she felt a tingle in her fingers where they touched her face.

The ringing stopped.




AT THE WRIST

 


 



It wasn’t my fault that Dad cut his hand off. I can’t take any of the blame for that. Okay, I was in the room at the time, but I didn’t do anything to startle him. He cut his hand off all by himself. As he would have said if I had done it, that was one bonehead move, one really stupid stunt.

He sort of messed up the workshop, too. But Dad probably won’t be doing much woodworking in the future, and I certainly don’t have any urge to tangle with power tools. I think some of them try to get you.

Okay, I guess I’ve made the point that none of it was my fault. At least, not Dad’s accident. But then I had an accident of my own. When the guys from the ambulance came, they rushed away with Dad as fast as they could. Right after they left, I
noticed that they’d forgotten to take his hand. I knew that the doctors could put it back on. Doctors do that kind of stuff on television all the time. It’s called microsurgery. It’s no big deal.

So I got some ice from the freezer and put it in the little cooler—the one Dad fills with soda when he’s going out to a ball game. I got a bag from the drawer and grabbed the hand through the plastic. It felt kind of weird, like taking a steak out of the refrigerator, except it wasn’t cold. Trying not to think about what I was doing, I picked up the hand and put it in the cooler. Then I put in more ice. As I was shutting the lid, the phone rang. I ran to the living room and answered the call. It was my friend Carl. I told him I didn’t have time to talk. I hung up the phone and went back to the kitchen. The cooler had popped open, so I shut the lid again. Then I jumped on my bike and pedaled to the hospital.

But somewhere along the way, between the time I picked up the hand and the time I got to the hospital, I must have messed up. When the nurse opened the cooler, there was nothing in it except for the ice.

I’d lost Dad’s hand.

This was not good. I went back to the house. On the way, I looked over the whole route I’d taken, hoping to spot the hand. No sign of it. I searched the house. Not a trace. Mom came back from the hospital and started looking. Even the cat sort of helped to look. At least, he sniffed around a lot. None of it did any good. We all came up empty handed.


“Well, where did you have it last?” Mom asked.

If I knew that, it wouldn’t be lost, I thought, but I didn’t say anything. I figured I was in enough trouble already. That wasn’t really fair since I’d been trying to do a good deed.

As hard as we looked, we couldn’t find the hand. After a few hours, it became a dead issue, to use a rather sick phrase. They can only sew stuff back if it’s still in good condition. A hand doesn’t keep very well if it isn’t cold.

Dad came home two days later, but he didn’t speak to me very much. I guess he was angry about his hand getting lost, but I don’t see how it could have been my fault.

Another week passed. That’s when it started. I was falling asleep, just drifting, not really asleep yet but definitely close. All of a sudden, out of nowhere, WHACK! Something smacked me on the butt so hard I thought my head would pop off.

I sat up fast, one hand reaching down to rub my stinging flesh. There was nobody in the room.

I thought I heard a faint scurrying, like someone scratching at a rug. But I wasn’t listening very carefully. I was too busy trying to ignore the pain in my rear. It felt like I’d been hit by the world’s champion of butt-smacking.

I looked around the table at breakfast the next morning, suspecting everyone but knowing that nobody there could have done it. Dad was still pretty weak. Mom was no powerhouse. My brother Ed was a runt, and my sister Darlene was only three. She could have hit me with all her strength and I might not have noticed.


“Something wrong?” Mom asked when she caught me staring.

“Nope,” I lied. “Everything is fine.”

“Fine for you,” Dad muttered as he tried to butter a piece of toast. He’d been making a lot of comments like that the last few days. I half expected him to take me to the woods any time now and leave me stranded, or drown me in a sack in the lake like an unwanted kitten.

Nope, I decided it wasn’t any of them. I was beginning to think that I’d imagined the whole thing. I’d been almost asleep. And there was no bruise or anything. I hadn’t checked until morning, and it’s not all that easy looking at your own butt in a mirror, but there certainly was no sign that anything had actually smacked me.

Real or not, it happened again the next night. This time, I was asleep. At least, I was asleep until I felt the smack. It was quickly followed by a second whack. I rolled over and sat up fast.

There was no one in the room.

I held my breath and listened for the scurrying sound. There was definitely something crawling across the room and scrabbling out the door. It was fast. In a moment, it had reached the hallway. Then the sound changed as the thing moved over the wooden floorboards.

I think, when I heard the sound of fingernails on wood, I began to suspect what I was dealing with. But I didn’t want to face that possibility. I just didn’t want to believe that Dad’s hand had come back to punish me.

Nothing happened that night. But, two days
later, after taking a couple of hard swipes on the rump, I almost managed to catch hold of it. For an instant, our fingers met. There was no doubt. It was a hand. I couldn’t identify it for sure as Dad’s hand, though it was definitely big and kind of hairy. I doubted there were other hands out there itching with an urge to smack me.

Two thoughts crossed my mind. First, I had to do something to stop this or I’d end up spending the rest of my life avoiding hard chairs. But second, I wondered if the hand could still be reattached. If it could move and spank and everything, maybe it could work normally if it was sewn back on Dad’s wrist. I didn’t know for sure. Hey, I’m not a doctor. But it certainly seemed worth a try.

So I started waiting for the hand at night. I’d lie there, pretending to sleep, making my breathing do that slow pattern that sounds like someone off in slumberland. It took a week, but finally, as I waited, I heard the click of nails on the wood in the hall followed by a creak as my door swung open. The scratching sound on the rug moved closer and closer to my bed.

I dove to the floor and made a grab, but the hand just managed to dodge from my clutches. I saw it dash through the doorway. I followed, running down the hall.

“What’s all the noise about?” Dad asked, looking out from his bedroom.

“Your hand!” I shouted, pointing toward the steps.

Dad must have caught sight of it, because he
joined in the chase. We ran down the steps. I nearly fell, but I managed to stay on my feet. The hand was just ahead of us. It went straight for the front hall. We had this cat door at the bottom of the regular door. The hand went right through it.

Dad and I followed the hand out to the yard.

“Got to catch it,” I said.

“Yeah,” Dad said.

The hand went around the side of the house and headed for the dock. We lived right next to a lake. We’d moved there because Dad liked to fish. He hadn’t fished much in the last few weeks. We nearly caught up with the hand as it scampered toward the end of the dock.

“Stop,” I shouted.

For an instant, the hand paused, as if listening to me. Then it dove into the water. Dad and I ran to the edge of the dock. We could see the hand swimming away.

“Come on,” Dad said. He jumped into our little boat. I joined him. The motor had a pull cord. I guess Dad couldn’t handle it too well. He just pointed at it. I stepped past him and yanked the cord. The engine roared to life. I cranked it up to full speed and raced after the hand.

I guess it would have been better if I had waited for Dad to sit down. As I gunned the engine and turned the boat, Dad fell into the water. Then, when I tried to go back to help, the boat sort of went over him.

It’s a good thing I’d taken that lifesaving course last year. By the time I got Dad onto the dock, Mom had called an ambulance. It could have been
worse. He didn’t get hit on the head or anything. But the blade from the propeller had cut him pretty badly. Actually, it had cut his foot right off. There was no chance of finding the foot in the water. But I had a pretty strong suspicion I’d be seeing it again. And feeling it.




CRIZZLES

 


 



“Never let yourself get caught alone with a crizzle,” Danny’s grandpa told us that evening. It was the first thing he’d said to me since I’d arrived at Danny’s place two hours earlier. Up until then, he’d just sat in his chair and stared out the window.

I looked at Danny, puzzled. He looked back at me and shrugged, then asked his grandpa, “What’s a crizzle?”

“It’s an awful thing,” his grandpa said. “Looks just like a person. On the outside, that is. Looks just like you or me.” He pointed at Danny, then at himself. “But inside, it’s all dark and hungry. A crizzle lives for just one thing. A crizzle lives to get you alone and chomp your bones.”

“How interesting,” I said. “But we’re a little old for fairy stories.” I was hoping that he’d go back to
ignoring us. I was in no mood to listen to him or any other adult. It was bad enough that I’d gotten into a fight with my folks. They’re always bossing me around, and they’re always trying to make me eat things I don’t like. I can’t believe the disgusting foods adults gobble up.

Well, I was sick of it, and I told them how I felt. Then Mom said if I didn’t like it, I could find someone else to feed me. I was so angry I walked right out of the house with no idea where I was going. I’m not stupid, though—I grabbed a bag of cookies on the way through the kitchen. No way I was planning to go hungry.

I’d kept walking for a long time—long enough to eat all the cookies. I was almost at the edge of town when I realized how tired I was. But there was Danny’s house, sitting at the end of the last side street before the woods. I barely knew him well enough to stop by, but he seemed happy to let me come in. Maybe he didn’t have a lot of friends. The only problem was that Danny’s parents were out, and that left us with Danny’s grandpa. And once he’d gotten started, Grandpa didn’t seem to want to stop talking.

“They get you alone,” he said, “where no one can see. They don’t even want another crizzle around when that special time comes. It’s the way they are—very private. And then they change, like a candle dripping. The skin melts off and there’s the crizzle, all mean and hungry. There’s nothing nastier in the whole wide world. It’s not a pretty thing. And if you see a crizzle, that’s the last thing you’ll see, let me tell ya, the last thing
you’ll see.” He stretched forward in his chair and shouted, “Chomp!”

I jumped.

He started laughing.

“Very funny,” I said, trying not to act embarrassed. I hadn’t been scared, just startled. “Thanks for the fascinating story.”

“Anyone want to go for a walk in the woods?” Grandpa asked.

“No thanks,” I said.

He got up and shuffled to the window. “Beautiful night,” he said. “Lovely night for a walk.” He turned and stared at me. “Come on, young man. How about a little stroll?”

“No, thank you,” I said. “It sounds absolutely wonderful, but I’m not sure I could handle the excitement.” There was something hungry in the old man’s eyes. I’d never admit that his silly story had spooked me, but there was no way I was going to go anywhere alone with him right now.

He took his hat and coat from a hook on the wall, then spoke to Danny. “Beautiful night, isn’t it?”

“Yes, Grandpa,” Danny said.

Danny’s grandpa opened the door and gazed outside. “Ah, smell that night air. Nothing like a good long walk. Really helps build up an appetite.” Again, he stared at me. “Are you sure you don’t want to go for a walk?”

“Maybe some other time.”

“Suit yourself, but you don’t know what you’re missing.” He stepped outside and closed the door. It shut with a clunk that shot through the room.


“Wow,” I said, turning to Danny. “No offense, but your grandpa is kind of spooky. I could swear he was trying to get me alone.”

Danny shook his head. “Nah, he wouldn’t do that.”

“How do you know?” I asked.

“He was just teasing,” Danny told me. “He knew you wouldn’t go with him.”

I nodded. “You got that right.”

“Besides, we take turns,” Danny said. “Grandpa’s real fair about that. And tonight, it’s my turn.” He grinned and winked at me.

“What?” I still didn’t understand.

“Alone at last,” Danny said. He started laughing. The grin spread wider as it dripped down his chin like stretched taffy.

I moved away until I felt the wall press against my back.

“Alone,” he repeated. “Alone with a crizzle. Only one way that can turn out.” Danny kept laughing as the flesh melted from his face like wax on a candle. And his eyes, even as they slid away to reveal what lay beneath, looked hungry. Very, hungry.
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