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DEDICATION


For those who wish to grow.





INTRODUCTION



Hey there kids it’s me! MrCreepyPasta.


I see you’ve stumbled upon the second book in our little series. I hope that means that you’ve survived the first book. In the first creepypasta collection, I had tried to bring you a wide sampler of some of the greatest authors that the Internet community had to offer and this second installment is no different. There are a few names that you will recognize from the past and some new ones as well. All of these stories will be a wonderful introduction to horror for those that are new, and open a new chapter of horror for those who have stuck around.


The Internet has always been a horrible and terrifying place. Anyone that you speak to, read from, or see can come from any walk of life. This is why Mom and Dad always told you not to trust people you meet online. The blogger that you follow, posting those adorable pictures of puppies and kittens, could be a schoolteacher. That schoolteacher could live a perfect life and love animals and children. He could donate to charities and volunteer at soup kitchens. He could be the ideal human being. But on the other hand, he could be the darkest and most deranged person on the planet. This man could be a murderer, cannibal, or monster. He could be using his blog to lure in unsuspecting victims, get close enough to taste them, and strike when they least expect it. He could drag people from their homes kicking and screaming in the middle of the night to god knows where, and it’s all because of a little interaction over the Internet.


That same fear is built into the very DNA of a creepypasta. These Internet horror stories are exactly what Mom and Dad used to always warn you about, and yet the addiction to fear stayed with you.


Horror doesn’t die, kids.


Stories, such as the ones you find in this book, are all seedlings. They will take root in your mind and your imagination where they can haunt your dreams and nightmares. They hide in your home around every dark corner, ready to grab you if you don’t move quickly enough to the light switch.


Horror is growing and organic. As I’ve seen over the years, horror changes from person to person and from day to day. What was scary once may not be scary when the next phase in your life comes along. Part of the lure of this book series is that it is made to hold this moment in time. The monsters trapped here will always be here every time you open the book. That’s what makes these books so special. Hold on to them and revisit them again in a year. Paintings coming alive might not terrify you like it once did, but the chills down your spine will still be there. The demons you unleashed from reading this book will still creep around in the back of your head.


This is your last chance. If you put this book back onto the shelf, you’ll be saving yourself from the demons of memory. You’ll be safe.


But if you think you’re brave enough, turn the page.


Just remember.


I warned you.





YOUR SECRET ADMIRER



CreepsMcPasta


I am writing you to tell you how I really feel.


You probably didn’t notice, but for the longest time I’ve always been there for you. I want you to know what I’ve done, and I hope by me opening up to you like this you will feel the same way for me! And we can be happy together . . . forever.


I remember when we were both thirteen years old, when you first transferred to my school. As soon as you walked in I thought you were the most beautiful girl in the world. When your tranquil blue eyes crossed mine, even though it was for a brief moment as you scanned across the strange faces in the class, I wanted to be with you, forever. I was heartbroken straight away, though, when you were paired off with some other guy to show you around the school.


You didn’t really notice me much. You were always with your group of friends who were so, so different from mine . . .


Who am I kidding. I never really had any friends.


The one thing that got me through all those years of loneliness in school was watching you, admiring everything you did. The way you gracefully went through your day without faults simply left me in awe, day in and day out.


As the years went by you seemed pretty popular with both the guys and the girls. You were sought after by all the popular guys in the school, even by some of the older ones. But you shrugged them off. The girls loved how you looked after yourself. You always had your makeup and hair perfect, which made you admired, but hated. It’s sad, but it’s human nature to get jealous, and we are all guilty of this crime. What they ended up doing however was far out of line.


I saw, as they pushed you when the teachers weren’t looking. They would shove you into any nearby object, which more often than not was the wall. When you stumbled and slammed into the wall, the teachers would simply turn and say, “Watch where you’re going, dear,” and go about their business, blissfully unaware of what actually happened.


Witnessing it happen every other day burned me up inside; seeing you have this torment for being better than them . . . It was painful to watch every time it happened. I hoped it would die down, but it got worse. I saw when the bullies would knock your drink over when you weren’t expecting it, just because the most popular guy asked you out. I was there when they set your bag on fire in the woodwork class because they thought you were being condescending when you tried to help them with their work. And I caught a glimpse of the one time they actually threw you to the ground outside the school gates and kicked you until you cried, simply because you tried to tell the teacher about what they were doing.


After that incident they followed you home. Usually they wouldn’t do anything but yell abuse at you. The worst part was never knowing when they’d snap and suddenly attack you. It tore me apart to see the girl I loved feel so vulnerable. I wanted to fix it.


I knew there were three main bullies that were consistent; I knew of more but they seemed to only do it out of peer pressure. The main culprit was that narcissistic whore Bethany. Beth was jealous of everything about you. All the things I mentioned that made you great burned her up inside. She used to be the center of attention, and my gosh, did she love it. All the guys wanted to be with her, and all the girls wanted to be her. The only difference is that she used it for her own personal gain, and ultimately abused it. She slept with most of the guys who showered her in gifts that their mommies and daddies paid for. She only hung around with girls she deemed lower than herself, and demeaned them so they wouldn’t be a threat to her God complex. But slowly over the years of you being in the school she eventually lost her reputation, because then all the attention was on you.


The second deviant who had a disgruntled grudge against you was that asshole Chris. He asked you to go to the school’s annual dance in front of both his friends and yours and you simply rejected him, like the many others. But what made this instance different was that he ran off crying. He was publicly embarrassed, which in school meant a lot. He denied liking you and lost his friends and reputation, so he took out his frustrations on who he thought caused all of it—you.


The last person was Julie. She had it bad for you ever since the guy she liked always talked about how amazing you were while not paying attention to her, even after she performed some . . . well, let’s say desperate deeds for him.


During the last week of school I knew they had something “special” planned for you. So I took it into my hands to deal with it, because I love you, and I didn’t want your last few days at school to be ruined.


The first person I “convinced” not to mess with you any more was Chris. Now, he was much stronger than me, being into all the school sports—plus the alleged steroids meant I would not be able to take him in a simple one-on-one fight. But in the end, that would be his downfall. I knew where he kept his steroids—it wasn’t hard to figure out, since our school’s security and reputation were so low there was no need to hide it. I got his locker’s combination by saying I forgot mine. The teacher handed over a list of everyone’s combination. Yeah, that’s right, they have no sense of security in this school.


I cracked open his locker with ease, leaving no trace of it ever being opened. I found the next shot he was going to use and squirted a little bit out, then pulled the plunger back out to where it was leaving a considerable-sized air bubble. I figured Chris was no doctor, nor does he have a clue how things work. He simply injects himself, then trains in the school gym. I bought a pass for the gym and watched as I pretended to train. He eventually came in the gym laughing hysterically with his friends. Enjoy it while you can, it’s not going to last long was the thought that cropped up in my head. He went to his locker, and not long later came out dressed up in his training attire with a determined look on his face. He was ready to start. He was fine for a while but eventually slowed down. He had a puzzled look on his face as his body slowly gave up, and eventually the cardiac arrest set in and he was on the floor. People tried CPR but there was no defibrillator around since it was a school full of teenagers—who would expect a heart attack in a place like this? I smiled, and walked out before the paramedics arrived; it was already too late for him.


Working my way down the list, Julie was next. She was always jealous of the way every guy liked you. I silently slipped through her window without her noticing. I knew her parents were out so if she made a noise, no one would immediately come to her aid. I pounced on her while she was sleeping and pinned her down. I tied her hands to the bedpost, and then her legs. I pulled out several jars from my bag, each one almost black. Upon closer inspection, if you looked carefully at the gaps you would see small movements. They were full of all the creepy crawlies one would typically find in the bottom of anyone’s garden. I took my time filling these up with every insect I could find. I wanted her to understand the pain you must have felt all that time she was shouting abuse at you, hurting you, making you feel lower than you really are. I propped her mouth open with one of those plastic rings a dentist would use for a long procedure. I slowly poured each jar down her throat. Every time her screaming was muffled a little further by the buzzing and scuttling noises the bugs were making as they adjusted to their new home. Tears streamed down her face as I repeated how all of this was for you.


A few jars in and I could feel the bugs in her stomach where I was sitting the whole time. By this time she had pretty much passed out from the pain. When this happened I’d wait, pour water on her face and slap her until she responded. For punishment I’d take off the ring from her mouth and pour the water down her throat making her swallow the insects and causing them to go on a frenzy of panic. Eventually during the fifth jar, the pain of all the insects burrowing into her internal organs plus all the internal bleeding caused her to pass away, but not peacefully of course.


I saved the worst until last. I had something “special” planned for Bethany. She was by far the worst to you. She made your life a living hell and this was unacceptable. No one as perfect as you should ever have had the displeasure of even knowing these people. So I carefully set the pieces and waited. One day I skipped my last class but no one noticed, not even the teacher. This shows how much attention I got in school. By this time I had memorized her route home. I waited in an archway I knew she walked past every day. I waited and thought about what I was going to do and how it was all for you. When I caught sight of her I grabbed her and pulled her to the ground. She was kicking and screaming, but at this point in her journey home there was no one around. The archway was to an abandoned derelict church.


I dragged her away from the path and toward the building so no witnesses would intervene and no one would find her body any time soon. I did my routine of tying her arms and legs to secure posts so I knew there wouldn’t be much of a struggle. I also gagged her as I knew she would be making a lot of noise for what I was about to do. I slowly pulled out my knife, making sure she caught sight of its shiny glimmer. I placed the point of it on her lower leg and smiled as she reacted to the sharp point of the blade. I slowly pushed down making sure the wound was clean as it slipped into her flesh. It took a while but eventually the knife’s handle was touching her skin. I took my time pulling it out making sure the wound did not rupture with that easily recognized crimson liquid. That would have meant her death and that would be too easy. As soon as the tip of the knife exited her body I immediately wrapped the split up with a bandage applying enough pressure to cut down the bleeding to a minimum. I then placed the knife a little higher up her leg, doing the same thing. I stared into her eyes as she helplessly watched me do this over and over, all over her body. After every stab I would say a remark about how you didn’t deserve what she did to you. Eventually her whole body was nothing but red bandages. She was barely conscious as I slipped the final blow through her heart.


I can imagine you’re screaming about now. In fact, I know you will be, and I will be close enough to hear. And by you stopping I know you’ve gotten to this point in my letter. So I’ll start making my way in. It’s pretty easy to get into your house now after doing it so many times. You probably thought it was your parents who left this letter in your room in the first place. No . . . it was me. Don’t be afraid of the noise downstairs, it’s only me. Put down the phone, I know by now you’ve got it in your hand. I cut the phone line. Don’t bother calling your parents. I’ve already silenced them.


You can stop your screaming now. I am most likely right outside your door. Unlock it now and soon it will be just you and me together, forever.


Lots of love


—x—


Your secret admirer





BUBBLES



Max Lobdell


I was getting my hand stitched up in the ER last night when a series of rapid beeps sounded on the intercom, followed by an announcement of “ABD, code A, bay 1.” Every doctor and nurse in the area stopped what they were doing and rushed to the main ER entrance. They got there just in time to meet the ambulances.


I couldn’t see anything, so I waited. I figured there had to have been a serious accident. My phone rang. It was my Lucy, my wife. She asked how my hand was. I told her they were still stitching it up. I apologized for getting blood all over her bagel, and she laughed and reminded me that she’d told me not to cut it that way.


There was a pause while Lucy answered one of the kids’ questions in the background. Then she came back on the line and asked if I saw that really bright light about a half hour ago. I didn’t know what she was talking about, so she went on.


“It was crazy bright—the whole sky was this weird, pastel pink color. Then it turned white. It almost hurt to look at it, it was so bright.”


“Huh,” I replied. “Maybe it was a UFO.” I craned my neck to see over the mass of people still huddled by the ambulance bay. Still nothing.


Lucy laughed. “Yeah, must’ve been aliens.” She said something to one of the kids again, then came back on the line. “Okay, I’m gonna go. Joey said he’s about to throw up.”


I said goodbye and ended the call. The commotion on the other end of the ER was growing as more people from other parts of the hospital arrived. Something smelled terrible.


I covered my nose and mouth with my shirt and stood up. I walked over to the window so I could get a better look at what was happening. The crowd had thinned slightly. I saw a few nurses running off, probably to pick up supplies. At the end of the hall were two gurneys with medical personnel hovering over them.


The smell got worse and I gagged inside my shirt. One of the gurneys began to move as someone pushed it down the hall.


I stood in the doorway and watched. As the victim came into view, my eyes widened. It was a young woman, covered from head to toe in what I could only describe as bubbles. Some were as small as a pea, others were the size of a grapefruit. They all throbbed and pulsated from some pressure inside them, and every so often, one would tear open and weep yellow fluid onto the gurney. The smell was overwhelming.


They pushed her into the room next to mine. I could see everything from the window in the wall. They didn’t bother closing the curtains. I heard the other gurney being pushed by and glanced over at it. A girl, maybe twelve or thirteen. I shuddered. I directed my gaze back at the person in the adjacent room. The doctors were popping bubbles to insert an IV. Fluid oozed onto the floor and I used every bit of self-control I could muster to avoid throwing up.


The woman’s eyes were wide and darting back and forth. It was an expression of terror. Terror and agony. As if sensing my stare, a thin stalk slid from the center of her left eye. The doctors shouted and backed up. The stalk elongated a little over a foot, and its tip grew a bubble of its own. The bubble expanded and the weight caused the stalk to droop. When it was the size of an orange, it stopped growing. It hung like an obscene fruit. There was a yell from the room where they’d brought the other victim. I assumed it was for the same reason. On the other side of the window, more stalks emerged in a cluster from the woman’s other eye. All of them produced bubbles like a bunch of grapes.


My phone beeped. It was a text from Lucy. “Can you go look outside? It’s that light again!”


As if on cue, every light in the hospital went out. The emergency lights clicked on for half a second, then they went dead. There was nothing—nothing but the stream of pink light coming in from the open ambulance bay doors.


I stepped in the hall and asked, to no one in particular, what was happening. I doubt anyone heard me, because the light shifted from pink to white, accompanied by a blast of noise I can only describe as static. It caused me to clasp my hands to my ears and retreat backward into the room, where I cowered in the corner.


I saw shadows passing in front of the white light reflecting off the floor. Bizarrely-shaped shadows. They moved in a way that was both jerky and fluid, like jelly suspended on bone. The shadows darkened as whatever was making them got closer. Doctors and nurses in the next room shrieked, and then there was a flash that silenced them. Then, 2 feet away in the hall, harshly illuminated from the back by the piercing white light, I saw it.


My initial thought of jelly suspended on bone wasn’t very far off. Six ossified tubes carried heavy, segmented portions of sloshing, semi-transparent sacks. The first thing that came to mind was the body of a jellyfish. Bubbles and waving stalks decorated the entirety of its trunk and it walked by, either not noticing me or not caring about my presence. It reached the room of the other victim. Just like before, there was a scream, a flash of light, and then silence.


The light outside went dark. The sound stopped. The emergency lights in the hospital clicked on.


I scrambled to my feet and looked through the window at the room next to me. The doctors were writhing on the ground with burns on their exposed skin. The burns didn’t look life threatening.


But the woman on the gurney was gone. Nothing was left but the sticky, yellow fluid on the floor.


“What the fuck was that?!” I yelled, and banged on the window. The person who’d been stitching me up got off the floor, came back into the room, and asked me to sit down so he could finish. A nasty burn on the bridge of his nose wept tears of lymphatic fluid down his mouth and chin.


“ABD code,” he said. “Abduction. We’ve trained for them, but it was the first one I ever saw.


They’re not supposed to come back for the abductees, though. I wonder why they did that.”


I sputtered and asked, “You . . . you people have dealt with this? How isn’t this going to be on the front page of every paper?”


“Well, you’ll forget about it in a couple hours. Everyone will. Better write down what you remember so you can tell your friends. You’ll recall something happening, but you won’t remember what it was.”


I looked at him, stupefied. “So how could you train for something like that? And how do you know it was your first one if you can’t remember?”


He shrugged. “It’s just what I was told. And good point about that other thing.” He paused and I saw a series of nearly invisible, faded scars around his hairline. He smiled and nodded. “Very good point.”





MARSH BAYWOOD SHIRTS



TalesOfTim


My mother left me when I was young, leaving me with my overworked father and younger brother, Brandon. It’s not like I didn’t understand why my father had to work all the time, but I didn’t like it. So many times I’d get home with my little brother to find a note on the fridge, “Working late again. Feed your brother and be in bed before eight.”


We had recently moved to New Jersey, a street called Havens Cove Road. Our house was the last one before the street took a sharp turn and hit a dead end. The house was surrounded by woods—well, I call it woods but in truth it was the edges of the Marsh Baywood Swamp, an expansive wilderness that my father kept telling me not to play in.


It was a Tuesday. I arrived home with Brandon and found another note. Grunting, I tossed it into the trash. I flicked on the television, grabbed a bag of Cheetos, and vaulted onto the couch—and then I noticed it.


The back door was wide open. My father’s shoes, the only pair he had, were sitting on the back porch. I jumped up and walked to the back door, spilling my Cheetos in the process.


“Dad?” I remember calling him, but whether that was all I said escapes me.


Receiving no response was surreal; while my father did work a lot he never once ignored us while he was home. I shivered, even though the weather was hot and muggy. I walked into the yard and waved to Brandon to follow.


A crumpled pair of pants lay nearby, and I knew they were my father’s. He had a bad habit of scuffing the pant legs. Once again I called for my father but got no response. I picked up Brandon. When I stepped through the foliage separating the yard from the swamp, I found my father’s hat and tie.


I walked on for maybe fifteen minutes before reaching a part of the swamp where I could go no farther. The swampy water had become too deep and the risk of drowning was too high. I would have to turn around and call the police. My father was out there somewhere and my calling was doing nothing. All it did was just scare my younger brother, who was by now sitting on my shoulders.


This area of the swamp was peculiar, but I didn’t notice it until I looked up to see how late it was getting. About 20 feet above us hung men’s dress shirts. I counted sixteen white, pressed, and clean shirts, nailed to trees deep in the Marsh Baywood Swamp. It was one of the most disturbing things I’d seen and I immediately decided to turn and head back.


I tried calling out once more, and this time I got a response. Once again I can’t be sure of the exact words, but I’ll try my best.


“She just wants to decorate her new home. I’ll be okay; go home and make your brother some dinner.”


I spun to see my father climbing a tree a little distance ahead, in the area I couldn’t travel to because of the water.


“Dad, come on. Let’s go home. You’re scaring me.” I watched as the skin of his leg caught on a branch, leaving a long scratch that immediately started to bleed. My father ignored it as he kept climbing.


“She’s going to get mad if you stay. You need to go. Go home. I’m just helping her decorate.” He reached into a knot in the side of the tree and pulled out a long metal nail. He leaned against the tree and pressed the tip of the nail to his chest with a smile.


“That is good? Oh, I’m so glad.” It was as though he was talking to someone, but no one was there except us. “They’re leaving. It’s okay, you don’t need to.” He paused. “All right.”


My younger brother gripped my head and pointed to the water that had begun to bubble. The swamp began to get darker even though I swore we had another hour of sunlight left. My skin began to crawl as the bubbling became more violent.


“I told you she’d be mad. You should leave. Go.” My father’s voice became more frantic and urgent, though it still had an air of calm happiness. It was like he wanted to yell, but couldn’t.


My younger brother started to cry as we stared at the bubbling water. A lone hand reached up from its depths; a hand attached to an arm long enough to reach branches higher than I was tall.


“Run.” My father’s cheery voice again.


Another hand burst from the water, followed by another and another. Each of them grabbing branches. Whatever was down there was pulling itself out.


“Run.”


A low gurgling scream emitted from the water, growing in volume. I watched transfixed by the number of hands that were sliding out from beneath the dark waters of the swamp. My younger brother was yanking on my hair; he wanted to run, but I couldn’t move.


“RUN!” This time my father’s voice was different. It was urgent, it was frantic, and it was a yell. I immediately snapped out of my trance and turned to run. I could hear the thing behind me trying to give chase through the dense trees. I burst into the backyard and slammed the back door behind me. I put Brandon on the couch, grabbed a kitchen knife, and opened the door to the backyard.


Nothing was there, aside from my father’s shoes arranged near the door. My father was never found. When I took the police back to where I had found my father the only thing we found were the shirts. The sixteen that were there before, twelve new ones, and my father’s, hanging by an iron nail.





FOR LOVE AND HOT CHOCOLATE



K. Banning Kellum


Tragic Encounters with Moving Cars


It was a dark evening when Blain Kellerman lost control of his car, with his wife in the passenger seat. They had been invited out to a friend’s house in the suburbs, and thus ventured into the darker wooded areas that surrounded the city of New Orleans. Both Blain and his wife Christine were lifelong residents of the section of New Orleans known as Mid-City, and although both of them were in their early thirties, they had little experience driving in the darker, more rural areas that made up the suburban section called the Northshore.


It was a Friday night. Neither Blain nor his wife really desired to drive forty-five minutes out of the city just to sit down and hang out with friends that they’d known most of their lives. However, the invitation had been sent, and since it was a Friday, no work the next day, the Kellermans agreed to make the short-long drive out to Covington, Louisiana, where their old friends Jessica and Tim had moved.


Blain had groaned more than his wife. He worked long hours in a cramped office building downtown. Christine worked farther out from the hub that was the New Orleans Central Business District, so she couldn’t exactly share his pain. She worked at a small store, with lots of parking and plenty of street space. Blain worked on Poydras Street, in the Harrah’s Casino legal department. Poydras runs directly through the heart of the CBD, and therefore he had to fight traffic coming and going to work, as well as park in an overpriced garage.


It was worth it though. Blain and Christine had been married for eight years now, all of them amazing. Sure, there were fights here and there, but at the end of each day, Blain was always pleased beyond words at where his life had landed him. Good job, great marriage. There was nothing that Blain could complain about . . . until that Friday night.


The dinner with friends had been fun. There was a mediocre home-cooked meal, which of course both Blain and Christine raved about to their hosts. There were drinks served, but both Kellermans refrained from overindulging. A couple of board games were toted out after the eating and drinking were complete. Christine and Jessica clucked on about old times, old friends, and old places. The men went outside on Tim’s back porch to smoke cigars and also tell stories about old times and old crimes.


Midnight rolled around quickly, and general laughter was replaced by yawns and stretches. It was time to leave.


Jessica insisted that they spend the night. Christine was game for it; the couch looked much more comfortable than spending nearly an hour in the car. Blain, though, wanted to get home. This very want has become a constant source of guilt for the man, but we’ll get to that soon enough.


Blain was a stubborn homebody, something that Christine found joy in teasing him about from time to time. He liked to go to sleep and wake up in his own bed. He was never a fan of spending the night with friends. Hotels he was fine with, since it was his own space, but staying with friends, or even family, was something that Blain Kellerman simply disliked.


“I don’t like feeling like a guest,” Blaine insisted to his wife on Tim’s porch.


“Honey, we’re both tired. Let’s just sleep here tonight and head home in the morning,” she replied.


“We have plans tomorrow, babe, and you already know what’s going to happen if we spend the night. Tim and Jessica are going to want to do stuff, and before you know it, our entire Saturday will be spent in Covington.”


Christine smiled and caved in. “Okay, but you’re driving, and no getting mad if I fall asleep on the ride back,” Christine conceded.


So goodbyes were said, hands were shaken, and hugs were issued out. By the end of the whole affair, even Christine was about ready to get back to the comfort and privacy of her own home. She loved her friends, but Blain was right about privacy and such; she valued it as much as he did.


The accident happened about ten minutes after leaving Tim and Jessica’s home.


The fatigue really set into Blain while he and Tim smoked cigars. He didn’t want to admit it, though. After all, he had been up since 6 A.M. and had put in a nine-hour workday at the office. However, he knew if he gave in, he’d be spending the night, and he didn’t want to sleep on Tim’s sofa.


By the time he and Christine were pulling out into the street, he was running on mental fumes. Christine looked over and offered to drive; Blain brushed it off. Perhaps had he let her drive . . .


His next decision point came when they pulled into one of the few twenty-four-hour gas stations in Covington. He went in and bought a Red Bull, even though, based on his daily caffeine intake, he knew the energy drink was more for the flavor than the energy.


The main drag that runs through Covington is called HWY US-190. Covington at 1 A.M usually had almost no traffic. Blain knew this, so he was paying more attention to digging his can of Red Bull out of the plastic grocery bag than he was to the road. Still, on any other night, this wouldn’t have made a difference.


The car that hit him was driven not by teenagers breaking curfew, nor a drunk driver. Nothing so easy to blame. It was just another driver out late in a small town, who probably thought the same thing that Blain did, that there would be no one else on the road.


The traffic light was out. There was not even the flashing yellow light that sometimes came on. There simply was no light at all. Because of the lack of development in that area, there were no street lights to warn Blain that a side street was approaching. Something as simple as a stop sign may have changed everything.


There was no stop sign, though, and thus fate enforced its will. The other driver, a man named Martin Bendles, struck Blain’s car on the passenger side, directing all of the force of metal and momentum onto Christine. Blain’s head struck the steering wheel, with the airbag deploying and possibly saving his life. Christine was not so lucky.


Her airbag did not deploy. Her head struck the dashboard, then snapped backward, jerking her back into the seat. Her neck and head took almost all of the force.


The Coma of Christine Kellerman


Blain woke up in the hospital many hours later. Doctors came in and explained what happened.


“Where is my wife? Where is Christine?” Blain demanded to know.


All would be revealed, and the terror was still unfolding.


Christine was knocked into a coma. The doctors did all they could, but her brain showed no signs of life. Machines were doing her eating and breathing.


Several months passed. Blain slowly recovered. Physical therapy did its job, and by the time six months passed, he was pretty much physically whole again. Martin Bendles, the hapless driver who struck Blain’s car, died in the hospital. Blain considered his passing to be no great loss.


Christine, however, did not wake up. She slept on in her coma. Blain went to her bed each and every day. He brought in her favorite foods and drinks; they had picnics in her hospital room. Some days he would wake up and just know . . . know without a doubt that his wife was going to wake up that day. He would race to the hospital, even bringing her a new change of clothes, as though she was just going to jump out of that hospital bed ready to change out of her gown and head home. That was Blain’s illusion of the situation, anyway, and perhaps the only thing that kept him sane.


He had sued the car company for the defective airbag. There was a huge settlement out of court, with the automotive corporation agreeing to pay for any and all of Christine’s medical bills. Blain ordered the doctors to keep her alive on the machines because he was convinced that one day she might just wake up.


With the settlement money, Blain was able to take a substantial amount of time from work. His boss would call him from time to time and ask when he planned on returning. Blain would usually brush this off. In his heart, he knew he couldn’t go back to work until Christine returned to him. Perhaps he could have lived like this for years, too. He would spend each and every day with her, talking to her in her coma, massaging her muscles, watching television next to her lifeless shell. He would tell her about his day, and with each passing week, with each advancing month, he would become more and more sure that any time now, she would just wake up.


The doctors explained to him the full extent of her injuries. They told him that the odds of her waking up were almost nil. Blain would hear none of it. Even Christine’s family eventually let their voices be heard. They wanted the machines turned off.


“It’s wrong for her to live like that!” Maggie, Christine’s sister, screamed at Blain over the phone.


“It’s wrong to kill my wife, too, to just turn off the machines and watch her choke to death, or starve to death, or however the process works!” he shouted back.


“We have legal recourse Blain, and if you won’t end her suffering, we will bring the law into it!” demanded Christine’s mother.


“You’ll have to kill me before I let that happen. How can you sit there and lobby for them to kill your daughter? She is alive; she is still in there. Would you allow her to die if she might wake up the next day?!” screamed Blain.


“Blain, you know how much we love Christine, and you too. But son, have you been listening to the doctors? She isn’t going to wake up. Her brain . . . her brain is dead. What’s laying in that hospital bed . . . that isn’t our daughter . . . that isn’t your wife . . . please, let’s do this with dignity, don’t force us to bring in the law on a family matter.”


That particular logic bomb was being delivered by Fred, Christine’s father. He was a level-headed family man, but he was a fool if he thought for even a second that Blain was going to allow them to just kill his wife. He would fight them to the end.


This argument raged on for weeks. Blain was perfectly willing to continue this verbal joust, but things moved a lot faster than he was prepared for. Legal papers were filed, and for the first time, when Blain actually found himself standing in court explaining to a judge why Christine should be allowed to live, he realized that he could lose her. Christine’s family made valid points in court. They had medical papers, testimony from doctors and other medical professionals, all outlining exactly how pointless it was to keep her alive on the machines. Blain began to feel small and weak in the debate. They had facts and statistics. He was just a sad and broken man, begging a stranger in a black robe to allow him more time with his wife. For the first time since the accident, he began to feel truly helpless in the situation. They were going to take her away from him, with the power of the law to do it. He would have no means by which to stop them.


Legal wheels do turn slowly though; everyone knows that. Almost a year went by. Court was held; opinions were voiced. Pro-life groups rallied for Blain’s cause. However, these were the same nuts that wanted to tell women what to do with their bodies. They were Bible thumpers at best, a faction of society that Blain would have never associated with before this. Now, they were his only hope.


Toward the end, the final days in court, Blain already knew which way the judge was going to sway. He knew enough about court procedures to know he was going to lose. He couldn’t watch her die. He couldn’t be a part of it.


“I love you so much, Christine. You are my life, my everything. They want to kill you . . . and there is nothing I can do to stop it. In a week the judge is expected to rule, and even I know . . . they’ve made a better case. I am so sorry, my love . . . I am so sorry, Christine . . .” Blain wept long into that night. He finally went home around 11 P.M. Things weren’t better there. He broke down into tears that simply wouldn’t stop flowing. Everything in their home reminded him of their lives together.


Photos on the wall . . . their wedding, their anniversaries. How happy they were together. Emmy, their pet cat, would jump into his lap. She was an old cat now, but he still remembered the day they went down to the animal shelter together and brought her home.


“I will love you forever and forever,” he mumbled to himself. It was what he said to her the day they were married.


“But will you love me forever, forever, and forever?” she responded later that night, when they were alone in their hotel room.


“Take all the stars in the sky, multiply them by forever and add in a few more forevers, and you still wouldn’t be close.”


They had laughed and made love. Forever and forever . . . Blain was starting to realize just how short that theoretical time frame could be.


Talking to Astrid


It was the thought of the stars that next inspired Blain. During the course of his marriage to Christine, the stars had played a big part, at least in lore, to their success. The night that Blain decided he wanted to ask her on their first date, he had been standing in his front yard. It was twilight, and the very first star had appeared that night. On a whim, he had invoked that old child’s nursery rhyme about wishing on the stars.


“Star light, star bright, first star I see tonight, I wish I may, I wish I might, have the wish I wish tonight.”


He had recited this little astral ritual, followed by wishing Christine would agree to go on a date with him. That night he called her, and she said yes. Blain had made this same wish again on the night he intended to propose, and on that same night, his wish was once again granted.


Now, Blain was a smart man and didn’t believe in much superstition, but still, the double success of this little tradition did strike him almost as fate at work. Years later, he told Christine about his little twilight wishes. She laughed about it, but they kept the tradition going.


Before they bought their first home, they did a star wish. They got their home at an unbelievably low interest rate. Almost, some would say, a miracle.


Christine, who was the art major of the marriage, began calling this tradition “Talking to Astrid.” Whenever the couple needed a real long-shot of luck, they would wait until dusk, sometimes even checking online to see what time the very first stars would start to appear that night, and they would go out into their front yard and sit on the grass and wait. When the first star became visible, they would make their wish, and as luck would have it, each and every time they talked to Astrid, their desire would be met.


“We should wish for a million dollars,” Blain had mentioned one night.


“It won’t come true that way,” Christine corrected. “So far, our wishes have been for unselfish desires, things that we need, rather than millions of dollars. Plus, I feel like if we made a wish like that, it wouldn’t come true, and that might break our streak of luck with Astrid.”


Christine made a great point, and she and Blain had never abused their crazy stargazing methods. In Blain’s mind, he always just assumed these things would have happened either way, and the star wishing was really just more of a morale booster than an effectual process. He was pretty sure that Christine believed the same. Still though, it was something that was fun, and something that was theirs.


Tonight, as Blain paced his small home, a home that felt somehow even smaller without his wife there to share the space, he decided to try once more. In his heart he knew it was just a stupid child’s fantasy that something would actually come from wishing on a star. However, he had tried all of the adult methods of saving his wife, from medical to legal, and now it seemed as though nothing would work.


Blain stepped out onto his front yard at dusk. Being in the middle of the city always meant that there weren’t a ton of stars to be seen, especially early in the evening. One usually had to wait until later, once all traces of the sun were gone, to really see the diamonds light up the sky. He sat on his porch, smoked a cigarette—a habit that started just recently—and waited until the sky was mostly darkened. The sky at twilight in the city always had a neon glow, something that used to bring him comfort. Tonight, the lights from the street lamps and the nearby downtown high rises just seemed to weigh down on his mind.


He scanned the sky for the first star, and quickly found Venus, in her usual spot near the moon. Venus was a planet, though, and tonight he wanted to talk to Astrid, not just some non-twinkling rock in the sky. He looked over and saw Mars, apparent by its reddish glimmer. It never occurred to him that he was picking out a lot of heavenly bodies for this time of night in New Orleans. The sky seemed to be opening up for him as never before.


Then he saw it. A real star, apparent by its shimmer. He almost thought he was looking at Mars again, because there was an unmistakable red hue. He looked back and saw the non-glimmering Mars, right where it should be. So what was he looking at?


He was no astronomer, so seeing this tiny, slightly rust-colored star shining in the evening sky didn’t exactly throw him into overdrive. It was a star, a rather unique one at that. He decided that as far as wishing goes, this one was as good as any other.


“Star light, star bright, first star I see tonight, I wish I may, I wish I might, have the wish I wish tonight,” he recited as always. Tears were falling down his face now. “Bring back Christine . . . please . . . star, God . . . whoever . . . please, I can’t live without her. I am broken without her in my life, she is everything to me . . . I will do anything . . . just please . . .”


Blain stood there a moment longer, allowing himself to weep. Thankfully, none of his neighbors were out. He didn’t care if they saw him cry, but he didn’t feel like answering the always lovely “Are you all right?” question. This was his and Christine’s connection. He had talked to Astrid.


He returned to his home, slamming the door behind him.


“Wishing on stars . . . yeah, I am on top of the world . . .” he mumbled to himself, before collapsing on his couch.



Mr. Pinkerton



That night, he was awoken by a knock at his door. It was a gentle and restrained knock, as though the person knew he would be right there on his couch, instead of upstairs in their bed, where he most certainly would have slept through it. Blain rolled off the couch and looked at the clock on his cable box: 11:04. Who the hell would be knocking this late?


The knock returned in the same restrained manner. However, there was a strange persistence in it, something that said the person wasn’t going anywhere. They could wait.


Blain grabbed the baseball bat that he kept for just this sort of thing, and peered through his peephole. On the other side was a small man, probably about 5'6" at the most. Blain could only make out part of his face, as he was wearing one of those old flat brimmed hats, the kind that old Southern politicians were always seen wearing back in the 1950s. The round brim cast a shadow over his eyes and nose. The hat was blue and white striped.


“Who is it?” Blain replied in a gruff voice.


“Mr. Kellerman, oh Mr. Kellerman . . . my name is Mr. Pinkerton, but my friends all call me Mr. Pinky. I would just loooove it if you called me that too. I am here to speak with you on a very personal business matter. I do believe you reached out to me and my associates this very evening.”


Whoever this Pinkerton man was, he was almost a walking cliché. He had a Southern accent that was practically a caricature of the “Southern dandy.” He pronounced Blain’s last name “Keller-man” and really threw out a lot of his words for emphasis.


“What business do we have, Mr. Pinkerton?” Blain inquired through the locked door. He still sounded gruff, but Pinkerton seemed to pay no mind.


“Mr. Kellerman, if you could be ever so gracious as to open your door, we could discuss the matter at much greater detail, and in far more human comfort, I would imagine.”


“You show up at my door at this hour and expect me to invite you in for coffee . . . whatever you’re selling I am not buying. Piss off, Pinky.”


Blain observed a small smile whisk across Pinkerton’s face. However, he did not move from his position on the porch.


“Mr. Kellerman, know two things. If you turn me away now, I will never return. You will never see me or hear from me again. But also know this, your precious Christine will die.”


Suddenly heat rushed through Blain’s face, a rage so sudden and so raw that he almost felt faint. He flung the door open.


The sight of Mr. Pinkerton just about deflated his anger. The man was indeed short; he had a potbelly and was wearing a blue and white suit that matched his ridiculous hat. He had a bow tie around his neck, tied loose. His skin did have a pinkish hue, as though to match his name. Blain realized it was no doubt sunburn. Pinkerton looked like a very delicate man, a true dandy if ever there was one. Blain wouldn’t have been surprised if the moonlight on this very night had given Pinkerton his burn.


His eyes however, told a different story. His eyes looked sharp and cunning. A dark blue, piercing stare. His eyes made him look a little dangerous in the dim glow of his porch light.
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