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Review of Walking Dead
Man’s Blog by Bookworm at Amazon.com

A collection of the
bizarre, horrific and ghostly - Halloween in a nutshell …
What makes this book so much fun is the varying
perspectives of the stories. Some written by a neutral observer,
others, especially the zombie blog, from the perspective of the
unfortunate undead. I really enjoyed the book since it offered my
favorite characters in one book and the stories are bizarre … I
highly recommend this book for any fan of horror, be it movie or
books.
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Contents of the
Blog

#
Blood Voices (a demon
speaks)

# Walking Dead Man’s Blog
(walking dead man arrives)

 


The horror tales of Walking
Dead Man
# Intro
Poem

# Seeing
the Werewolf (outta my mind)

# Interpretation of a
Dream (without end)

# Slug Hunt (let the shooting
begin)

# Red Light Lady (ghosts
baby)

# Chasing the Headhunter (and
another ghost)

# Symbol on a Tomb (time for
sorcery)

# Long Way Down (grim reaper is
back)

# A Network Story (time for a
hit)

# Digging up the Past (and
losing it all)

# Houngan World (voodoo
hoodoo)

# Faces in the Ice (scary stuff
indeed)

# All of the Nightmare (till it
hurts baby)

# The Neon God (is coming for
you)

# Digger (the zombie
dog)

# He Only Hunts at Night (the super
cat)

# In Defiance of the Witch (witchcraft
is here)

# The Floods (darkness and
water)

# Power of Voodoo (does the
job)

# Burial (and darker
still)

# Winter Prophecy (and an end to
unbelievers)

 


Walking Dead Man’s
Halloween Tales
# Night
Angel (angel of the poisoned Earth)

# Halloween Candy (but don’t
trade for it)

# The Halloween Mask (is quite a
mask)

# The Lair of Mr. Black (cannibal
time)

# Ghoul Bait (ghouls and bikers are
out)

# Growing up on Halloween (some short
magic)

# Pumpkin & his Chainsaw (carve up
the porno business)

# An Alien Halloween (yes
aliens)

# Halloween carnage.com (a
serial killer meets the reaper)

Blog End






 Intro: Blood Voices 



The Demon’s
Poem

Pierced by Fire from a Voodoo Machine Gun 

Going Down Stairs on the Run

Now my Scream is a Fetish 

As I fall Ragdoll to the Pit 

 


Witch fire gifted me with
blindness and I was cast into a buried
demon's darkness. Today I have risen in the smoke and can see. Long
ago I entered you and sipped your blood. I sealed your fate. How
you lusted, panted; memories of your early desires are hidden in my
mind like the many bodies in your basement. Some of them are
pieces, others are stumps. Time rots the flesh away and leaves
shining bones; it leaves our soul in the power of voodoo, trapped
in the reassembled fragments of a skull.

Once we were sociable and
kind, but I entered and brought the withering into you and your
inner universe. You dreamed of falling and awoke drooling in the
belly of a nightmare. You devoured the sweet flesh of the innocent.
The night was long, the heart a dry bellows, the hands trembling,
the head stabbed by imaginings, the blood magma explosions, and
finally the joy of murder … creamy flesh against the black vinyl of
a raincoat and blood raining on our blond wig.

You see her trying to
choke out a scream and rattle free of the chains. You remember
flowers not from a grave; a garden in the churchyard and the cross.
It is painful remembering the early days of kindness. They shrivel
like the wilting blooms. A wrinkled petal falls from your hand and
I'm in you like a rusted metal skeleton. Turning, grinning and
scanning with a beast's fiery eyes. Hold your head and moan; I'm
many voices whispering your secrets. Rage and strike up the
fountains of her blood and leave a memory of her smeared in
fingerprints. I'll know another of the secrets you can never
forget.

You dress like her and
walk like her; it's your own throat you seek. A severed head is
rolling in the tunnels of your mind and you're a werewolf fleeing
your transformation in the slashing rain. Their faces hang from
spelunker's spikes and their hearts are spilled on the stone. I
read your future in the entrails; I make you psychic so you can't
hide in the dull pain of crushed intestines. We share visions of
the dead rotting in tombs and know a cryptic wisdom from the
pattern of the bodies. In the name of oracles, graven images and
the relics of the damned we descend and pull moldering flesh from
the earth … broken bones jutting from torn cloth and my brothers
and sisters the grinning skulls. I've been many pleasures and
voices for you and now I'm falling dust and death
rattles.

A gurgle of blood in the
bowels of the impaled tells you I've lied.

It’s Halloween, the jury
is assembled and the magic circle will break you. The dead have
risen as the dead and we can face them. I've brought moonlight here
to the basement and webs of lies are illumined. The glory was never
yours. My lies were the power. You know this now as you lift the
blade to your throat. The voices of the skeletons are frightened
whispers. They tell you that I was never more than one voice - the
voice of blood and suicide.


 . . . . . . . . . . .

 



Walking Dead Man's
Blog

 By Walking Dead Man

 


About
Me: I’m deceased
as in dead as a ventriloquist’s dummy … but I’m also the walking
and talking dead. I remember many past lives from the perspective
of a very revolting man who burns no scented candles and makes no
moral comparisons. I reside as unclean movements in the shadows of
Toronto … that figure suddenly looming, the quick flash of an
elongated hand in the darkness. Someone you know is behind you but
can’t see.

I’m always on the prowl
for my next meal.

My
Profile: I like
heavy metal music or drums because I can feel music more than hear
it. Some classical music is fine at dinner, but it would sound
better if my eardrums weren’t hard as the dinner pans. I’m a
life-long comic book collector. I still read the funnier ones,
while feeding on human blood and flesh. Let the pages rot as they
turn. 

Sexual
Orientation: I
swing both ways; mostly oral sex involving blood and flesh. Prefer
a soft body, but can swallow the hard stuff. My erection mostly
wimped out on me and since it grew back it needs too much fresh
blood to work often. I like candlelight dinners and deathly
dances.

Photo: No recent photo. Be thankful for
it. 

Links to Favorite
Sites:

City Morgue

Toronto Bloodbank

Northern Star Comics

Death Chat International 

* Walking Dead Man Rots in
the Water with a poem in his mind
gleaming fangs and venom trails at the crossbones in the
cracks 

the monsters of night have hissed and growled in the yawning
grave-sky gap 

and we live on the blind side of a madman's sharpened ax

our tearing claws arc wide within the blackest cloak of night

a shining moon, a silver skull that strikes you from the deep

a flaming sun, a gilded scythe that cuts your body down

we've risen in your empty sleep and killed you in your mind

now you're in a netherworld lost somewhere in the dark

weeping like a ghost of doom with sorrows and with bones

and all the many lives you led are shattered on the rocks

that were swallowed many years ago by the waves of angry
seas 

*Blog entry October? @
WalkingDead-man.blogpower.com 

*This entry is hashed in
story form. I would rather paint a word portrait of my personal
history than bore people with inane political comments, reviews and
offbeat opinions. 


 Guess Who’s Truckin’ Again?

Sure I’m a dead man on the
move, and I plan to rule this crummy
northern city. If you think you can stop me, then scrape your ass
off the gutter slime and try. But don’t count on success with those
silver bullets, because I absorb the poison as fast as it's dosed
it out. 

Here’s how my new walking
dead man deal began. 

An oppressive dream stank
in the broken chamber of my soul. Eyes burned with a razor’s light
and I could not move or breathe. A heavy hand of death snaked from
eternity to lie across my melting brow … its sweaty covering
stirring murky thoughts of some grotto of the soulless as I wakened
partially; the veil lifting enough to grant me awareness of the
nightmare. Beyond me I saw sterile darkness, and the cold of death.
Icy, bitter cold like a man frozen in ice would feel if feeling
were possible. 

Pinned in my corner of
Hades I could do little but look up through the cracks in one evil
eye. Currents in the gloom became fresh flashes of light and dead
silence grew to the whisper of a song in my right ear. Tongues of
evil rose and spoke as the roar of a storm; rain lashing the shore
and trees. The dragon whistle of a hurricane’s wind as it
recklessly shattered something large and wooden on the rocks.
 

Desperate cries for help
reached me and faded in circuitous routes of the wind. A boat or a
shipwreck I thought, then a flash of lighting snapped beside me and
my vision spun in a kaleidoscope of rain as the charge threw me
over. I felt a dull hammer blow and my opening nostrils picked up
smoky odors. They clung like the perfumes of a rank swamp and of
the grave and pyre; an incense of slime, burning flesh, unspeakable
rot, and festering corpses. 

Water spilled in all
directions. Spray burst in streams from dirty waves breaking on the
shore. Heavy rain and hail stones threshed the landscape like the
beating of monster wings. Something huge and wooden battered the
rocks continually. I kept trying to move, to escape the dream, but
I remained numb and bound; drifting in a hellish flood of half
thoughts and uncertainty as the storm shook me in and out of
consciousness. Then over time the air grew crisp and
still.

My head cleared. Oily
water oozed out of my ears and nose. I could see a break wall
composed of huge broken stones. It had a hole cut through it for a
culvert that carried a thick flow of polluted water. The storm had
caught me up and thrown me to the bottom; water tumbled into the
lake next to me. Something fat and swollen like a huge dead fish
existed above me and it stank like death. A trickle flowed into my
mouth and the taste wasn’t of fresh water but industrial pollution
… and something else; blood … a trickle of blood was pouring
steadily over my lips and into my throat.

Dawn broke faintly red
through leaden clouds. I could see clearly and the picture held a
repulsive aspect. Twisted half-dead trees bit the sand with exposed
roots. The stained walls and tall stacks of an ancient factory rose
in the distance. What I’d though were huge dead fish were my legs,
swollen with watery corruption and existing above my fattened and
fish-chewed middle. The storm had left me on my back on a downward
angle, my head and broken neck propped bizarrely on my rib
cage. 

My condition was ghastly.
I was dead; long time dead and I was healing. The healing flowed
from the blood of another body and energized some bath of pollution
and chemicals that had gathered in parts of my cortex and brain.
Two corpses hung from the rocks above. Freshly storm killed they
were bleeding; a blond woman heavily through a gash in her neck. A
natural cut in the boulder directed the flow to my
lips. 

The hull and mast of a
sailboat lay smashed over the break wall nearby. A willow tree sat
partially uprooted on the sandy shore. Doom and devastation had
come with the wind storm, but it hadn’t killed me. Instead it had
washed me up from a watery grave and somehow given me new being …
awareness but not genuine life. I wondered how it could be
possible, and then I remembered my past life, and other lives I’d
lived. I hated them all … hated myself. I’d always been evil;
though this was the first time I’d known of it. It made me unique;
people lived and died once. Perhaps there were others like
me. 

They were full lives,
reincarnated existences; but this time I’d come back as a dead man.
There seemed no explanation for it. Lightning, blood, a body and
brain fed on the vile wastes of a factory ... I thought it over and
I knew. Power of evil; I’d always been wicked. If I was back it was
an accidental formula of depraved men and demons. They had called
me and as their unknown messenger I would carve out a new frontier
of hell in the land of the living. 

The light grew salty and
washed gray as I continued to feed. Slowly the healing worked its
magic. I watched the swelling subside. My body expelled vile
gasses, maggots, worms, and liquids. Eventually I could move my
arms enough to reach up and put my twisted head and neck in place.
Convulsions seized me and tossed me about for an hour. When the
time had passed I could move; my first act being to crawl to the
dead bodies above, sink the remains of my decayed teeth in and eat
some of their flesh. 

Evening arrived with a
blaze of hellish red. I was well enough to stand; my brain clear
enough to take stock. “Human,” I thought. “Perhaps barely.” My body
remained a moldered mess. Rotted clothing, dead skin and greenish
gore formed a scaly coat over my flesh. My face remained mostly
eaten. I felt hard clumps of hair on my head. I could move but I
did not breathe and my heart did not beat. 

Looking to a moonless sky
I shivered and the hunger rose again. For some evil reason,
whatever reason, the secret was blood. I needed more of it to heal
and to walk as the dead. It was my guess that enough of it, a large
feeding could give me a passably human appearance. 

Stumbling in the twilight,
I got over the rocks to the shore. My left leg dragged wretchedly
as I moved through the sand, using my nose more than my eyes in my
hunt for fresh blood. There was none and I seemed to be in a remote
spot; nothing but empty sand beach, forest and the spotlights on
the distant factory stacks. 

Returning to the rocks and
the bodies, I tore off the man’s shoes and laboriously put them on;
wishing the skin on my hands was new like the leather. Then I
climbed back to the beach and headed through an open field toward
the factory. It was strange to be walking when I had no feeling,
but in some ways it was better. Dry weeds, thistles and stones had
no sting; my legs didn’t get tired and I wasn’t winded. But the
more energy I expended the more the hunger grew. Blood powered me
though my heart did little more than quiver occasionally. The blood
spread through my body with hundreds of tiny shivers and
convulsions. I needed, will always need, to be situated near a
strong supply. 

The factory leaned
visibly, crouched like a predator in its shadow; this boarded-up
beast was dead but not buried. I saw lights in the southern section
and heard some faint clanging of machinery. The rest of the factory
was dark and the whole thing stood behind rusted fencing with
barbed tops. Moving to the front I spotted a gravel road winding
into darkness. There weren’t any cars in the lot so I assumed that
automated machinery had been left running unattended in the
night. 

A blast of hunger hit me
with a fist to the belly. I was at the point where a man would stop
to catch his breath. Since I’d just fed I knew the feeling would
get much worse and I would be ravenously desperate if I were to
exert myself for any long period. Perhaps I had to heal more to
reduce my craving. 

Following the road out I
walked in the haze of yellow-tinted light. I thought little and
felt nothing other than hunger, the slow swing of teeth and the
taught pull of my tight jaw and neck. Insects of some sort were
fluttering and I caught one in my mouth. It did nothing for me.
There were animals near in the woods. I could smell their blood,
but had little chance of catching anything. Slower moving human
meat was the prey. I speculated on the wisdom of animals. They
wouldn’t come near me; not in a million years. They were far too
smart, while men, in their pride and assumed glory would take a
quick and bloody fall to their proper place beneath me in the food
chain. 

I came to a light and
lane. There had to be a house as there was a mailbox, but it was
too far in to see. Dr. Dean Randall was the name on the box, and
that was good enough for me. I needed a doctor and more … so I went
down the lane cursing my bad foot as it dragged in the
muck. 

A lonely spotlight
illumined a quaint country house. It had once been a farmhouse; it
was clear that the doctor had refurbished it as his own private
digs. He had satellite TV, an added two car garage and all the
other modern amenities. The doctor was also in the house. Lights
were on downstairs in three of the rooms. 

With the scent of blood as
my guide I moved through a lilac hedge and across brown grass.
Breeze and open windows told me the doctor’s location in the house,
and that no one else was present. Sliding a swath of flowering bush
aside I peeked in. The room had been extended with a big screen TV
at the front and a half wall hiding the back section. The glow of
what looked to be computer screens lit the back.

The curse of hunger gnawed
at me as I dragged my aching leg around back. Dizzy spells, a
feeling of falling downhill and the throb of my rotting brain shook
me with mini earthquake force. Staggering in the unlocked screen
door I seized the edge of a heavy table and held myself up. The
roaring poured like wax out of my ears and nose. I shuffled quietly
toward the doctor’s scent, resembling a dying man in the desert
making those last steps to water. 

But I didn’t dare jump in
… fortunately darkness webbed most of the house. The doc was an
energy saving sort of person; but not conscious enough to turn off
appliances. Light flickered from a movie playing on the big screen;
he had two computers setups on in the back room and sat in silence
at one. Blue-white light shone on his face, revealing a plump and
aging man with a respectable shock of gray hair. He was typing a
message to someone on one screen; on the other screen he had a
photo image. I strained my eyes and saw someone naked in the
picture. It was a child; a naked kid with fully dressed older men.
Meaning the doc had to be a pervert; but that was of little concern
to me as he would suit my purposes. 

A blood spell came on me
like unseen powers of the moon and tides. I launched myself out of
the shadows and over the hardwood floor with unbelievable liquid
speed. An impossible and terrifying kill roar emerged unbidden from
my throat, and it ignited Dr. Randall’s screams as the struggle
began. 

He proved to be unusually
strong, but my ghastly hunger gave me the aggressive edge. He
blocked me and wrestled me off, hit me with a lamp, blocked me with
a stool. I managed to get him from behind before he could escape
through a window. 

Blood and pus flowed into
my eye from wounds left by the glass lamp, but I knew I’d gotten a
piece of his shoulder. My frozen muscle tissue became hard and
elastic and from that moment on I delivered a mean beating …
breaking his right leg, pulling him back in the window … slamming
him across a table … and choking him before coming down on his
chest for the final feed. 

Slipping into
unconsciousness and death, disbelief replaced the terror tightening
his brow. His training as a doctor told him it could not be
happening. He could not be dying at the hands of a walking dead
man; but the pain and the vision told him the nightmare was real.
Soon I’d choked him silent; his life blood poured from severed
veins and sizzled into the jolts and spasms that made up my
circulation. 

The moon rose in a
clearing sky outside the open curtains. Strength returned, giving
me time to prepare the blood and body for maximum food supply. I
carved him up in the bathtub with his surgical knives, allowing the
richer blood to pool at the bottom.

In the bedroom I worked on
a change of clothes. My dead man’s duds had rotted right into
portions of my skin and flesh. It took painstaking work with tools
from the doc’s scissor bag. My nerves were mostly dead so I was
able to cut off the rot, water bugs and ooze and wash much of the
smelly stuff off myself.

I turned down the light to
soften the blow of staring at what had become of my body, and with
my fresh meal taking effect I saw healing taking place – purple
gashes closed, scaly gray skin hardened over exposed flesh. It
created a patchwork of a man. Corpses would look better due to the
preservative effect of embalming. As a walking dead man I‘d come
back far uglier than the dead. Especially my face; it upset even
me. But it was an advantage. The grey-green mess of lumpy moldering
skin and the stark look in my eyes combined to make a fright
knockout. The burning soul of a demon rested in my gaze. I didn’t
have the dead look of a mindless zombie. 

One of Dr. Randall’s best
dark suits, some dark glasses, a hat and silk scarf had me passing
off for the living. I dragged back and forth at his mirror. The
limp showed but the rest of my hideous appearance stayed
effectively camouflaged, especially in the dark. 

Coiling tongues of evil
spoke in my brain, a scheme emerged like a dream. This guy would
have patients. Maybe there were appointments here at his cottage.
Heading back to the computers I sat down at the one next to his
shelf of medical books and checked the screen. He had his business
set-up in computer office software. I quickly found that his main
office was nearby in Grimsford; appointments were there.
Unfortunately he was on vacation for two weeks and this summer
house was in a remote Northern area. Not even a farmer’s village
nearby. 

Sitting back I pondered
and the voices in my head nibbled my brain to life. What to do?
Make house calls maybe? Then, to my surprise the screen saver
disappeared on the second computer and I saw lines of text
appearing.

I got up and moved to it.
It was a laptop and other devices attached to a larger screen. The
doc had a chat program running. Looked like he kept it up all the
time and that’s why he had the laptop. 

A message had come in from
FunlandAlice. Rather than answer I took some time to read his saved
chats. Minimizing the window I got hit by a screen-sized wallpaper
photo of a young girl engaged in sex with an older balding man. It
wasn’t the doc, but I got the gist of it quickly. The good doctor
fancied kids; he had a computer full of child porn and possibly a
list of victims. 

It made me grin and it was
opportunity knocking. I got back to the chat window and chatted
with Alice, thinking that perhaps I could be her salvation. Feeding
on her would spare her from a life of sexual abuse, and she
probably had lousy parents in need of being swallowed by
me. 

“… I’m naughty, naughty,”
she said. “My daddy spanked me hard today and I bit his hand so
he’d hit me more.” 

“Really, don’t they feed
you there,” I replied. “Did I tell you about my doctor bag? What
I’ve got in there?” 

“No, you didn’t tell me
about the bag. Is it why you name yourself Doctor
Wunderful.” 

“It is one reason. I have
many things in my bag, but one special thing is a strap. It is
fashioned from a beaver’s tail and I use it on bad little girls
like you. I hit them harder and ……”

“Oooohh!
Oooohh!”

Pulling the keyboard to my
lap, I kept up the chat. It felt rather strange, staring down at my
bony fingertips and my lap. Genitals were something I had very
little of … even the memory of sex seemed extraordinary. As the
walking dead all parts of the human body were appetizing. The dead
me had one appetite and feeding was far superior to any sexual
experience. As for little Alice; she or her entire family would do
as a food source. They certainly would give her a spanking if they
knew she was talking to me … unless, they were in on it,
too. 

“So you live in the city?”
I said. “I’m up north.” 

“Downtown
Toronto.” 

“When could I pop down to
see you?” 

“Not now, I have to go. My
parents are back. They go away day after tomorrow. They always
leave me home alone. You could come then. You’ll have to be
careful. My daddy is a policeman and if he ever catches you he
might shoot you.” 

“Don’t worry. I’m smarter
than your daddy is. Make sure you don’t tell him
anything.” 

The chat ended, I took her
address and I considered it a lucky strike. Visiting Alice would
get me out of this nowhere county and starting fresh in the city.
After that I spent the night going through the doc’s laptop,
finding it a goldmine of contacts and addresses across the country.
I’d definitely be taking it with me as some of them were in
Toronto. 

I spent another day at the
cottage feeding on the doc. He wasn’t due back at work for nearly
two weeks. I still took time to completely dispose of him. Best to
keep skeletons out of the closet; missing persons bring no future
grief. If I was thorough it was because I had little else to do. TV
just doesn’t have programming for the walking dead. It’s more for
zombies and the living dead. His bones I picked and packaged. I
planned to take them with me and bury them far from the
cottage. 

A beautiful northern
sunset faced ruin. I stepped out the door feeling myself to be the
genuine embodiment of the nasty pollution behind those magnificent
sweeps of cloud and light. It was time to leave and I had the doc’s
car in the driveway waiting. Tossing the gym bag containing his
bones into the back seat I got in behind the wheel. Pulling out of
the garage had already shown me the lousy driver I’d become.
Luckily he owned a small Ford Fusion; a big vehicle or truck would
be beyond my handling skills. 

Control of the gas pedal
was difficult with my stiff foot. I ripped up a spray of gravel and
took off like a punk in a drag race, only managing to slow about
100 yards down the road. Soft shadows from drifting trees swept the
car and I felt the weight of a dozen tombstones in my belly. The
light nudged, the darkness stung, my memories were something better
forgotten … the whole of this new incarnation dragging me down to
the shallow grave I belonged in. My mind had grown clear enough for
speculation and it was grim. The living go from day to day trying
to find some small pleasures in life and the walking dead go from
meal to meal in a thickening zombie dead zone. Awakening the mind
merely awakens knowledge of evil; and sadly my memories were even
darker. I’d lived as an ad executive, a big corporate manager, a
police captain and more. In all of those lives I’d been eviler than
any walking dead man had. I’d killed with lies, pollution and false
charges. It would have been easier to just drink my victims’ blood
and end their torment quickly. 

A hungry animal strikes
and never thinks; and the return of a mild gnawing in my belly came
as great relief. Soon I’d be able to forget … the good I’d never
done … the thick album containing the faces of victims … the
worthlessness of life, death and the walking dead. 

Pools of darkness began to
blind me and an hour passed with the road growing wider and from
gravel to blacktop. Other cars whizzed past as I drove slowly. I
caught my reflection in the mirror. Blood flecked my lips and
crusted on my cheeks; my eyes were healed but dark and blackened. I
felt like road kill that had got behind the wheel and my need had
grown to a light burning in the sky.

I found enough country
roads to avoid the freeways. The city grew closer even though it
still seemed like the middle of nowhere. Bright lights suddenly
appeared out of inky darkness, and ragged shadows began to swirl.
Vehicles blocked the road ahead so I slowed and came to a stop. A
group of men flashed lights in the gloom at roadside. They dragged
something from the underbrush. Odors of blood dilated my nostrils
and lifted my spirits. But it wasn’t human blood; they were
dragging a bear. 

Hunters … their boots and
orange jackets showed in the headlights and one of them approached
my car. I didn’t want him to see me so I turned my head away as he
came up to the window. 

“Looking for something?”
he said. 

“Just trying to get
through,” I rasped. “You’re blocking the road.” 

I glanced at his rifle. He
suddenly switched on a huge flashlight and shone it in my face.
Then he choked and stepped back. His fat face whitening as if he’d
seen a ghost. 

“Hey boys, we got some
kind of freak here!” he yelled, and then he dropped the light and
swung out his gun. 

I should have quickly
backed up. Instead the scent of blood roused me to attack and I
threw open the door and rushed him. Seizing his rifle I pulled it
free and bashed him on the head. The other men moved toward me as I
dragged him around the car. I got him in the passenger side then
got back around to the wheel. A shot blasted out part of the window
as I backed up and I felt shot penetrating my shoulder and left
side. 

I swung around, pulled a U
turn in the ditch, and began to drive away. The hunter’s were
running to their trucks to give pursuit. The man I’d captured was
semi conscious and starting to move, so I grabbed him as I drove
and pulled him to me. Biting into his shoulder and neck I slurped
on his blood. He began to struggle fiercely and the car snaked down
the road barely avoiding the ditch. He’d kicked the passenger door
open so I shoved him away and he fell to the road as I spun in the
mud and regained control. 

As I raced away I saw the
other hunters stopping to pick up their pal. Speeding off through
the night I felt both anguish and the strength of healing that
blood brings. Ten minutes passed and I saw no one in pursuit, so I
figured I’d spooked them bad. They liked easier prey like bears; no
one wants to chase a genuine blood sucker, especially not one that
bullets don’t kill. 

The city tumbled down on
me like a big ogre of lights and smells. I had to come in on the
freeway but it wasn’t so bad. The blood fragrances on the wind were
enough to boost my spirits. My wounds had healed and I’d been
granted some time to look around and maybe think before I visited
the girl. 

The downtown resembled a
colossal graveyard where every building would soon be multiple
tombstones of my making. The feeding possibilities were endless,
yet all logical thinking told me to begin at the beginning. Follow
up the invite and use the leads I’d stolen rather than randomly
hunt. Perhaps frame the old doctor for a bunch of murders and leave
the police hunting for him while I started anew. 

Alice lived in the
downtown area so I used the laptop and an Internet map to pinpoint
her. Taking a slow pass by I found her place to be a large house on
a quiet side street; renovated Victorian brick with a couple tower
rooms. A few lights were on. The front drive stood empty. Turning
my eyes back to the road I considered that she might be a liar. If
her father really was a police officer she wouldn’t live in such an
elegant place. 

After circling the block a
few times I decided to park around the corner. I got out under the
streetlights and admired my reflection in the glass doors of an
apartment building. An older woman passed, restraining her mutt as
he tore at his leash and yipped at me. She hadn’t seen me as odd so
I walked the other way, with new confidence in my disguise and the
powers of healing. 



“What’s life if you take
no risks,” I thought. Then I stopped at a phone booth and called
Alice’s home number. 

She answered on the fourth
ring. 

“I’m just down the
street,” I said. “Is the coast clear?” 

“It is,” she said. “You
can come over now.” 

I waited until the street
was completely empty, checked nearby windows for peeking faces,
then went up the walk and buzzed. She came to the door and opened
it and I studied her for a moment before stepping in. Alice was
cute and blond with a small nose, and like most modern young kids,
wearing clothing far too sexy for her age … a tiny skirt, running
shoes and a strapless elastic top. 

She didn’t seem afraid of
me but I was in the shadows. On stepping into the light I saw a
ginger cat and it immediately hissed and ran off down some basement
stairs. I hoped the musk I was wearing would cover the smell as I
didn’t want to kill her immediately. My scarf blocked my face but I
couldn’t hide my battered-looking eyes. To my surprise she stared
at me but no fear showed on her face. She seemed to take my odd
appearance as a simple fact. 

“Come into the living room
and we can talk,” she said, waving her hand. 

“Sure,” I said, following
and trying to hide my limp as much as possible. 

It was a large room with
two chandeliers. Through some quirk of mercy they were dimmed.
Shadows flickered as I scanned the room with weak eyes …
sculptures, paintings, racks of glassware, some antique chairs, a
marble floor and a large couch and armchairs at the west of the
room by the fireplace.

I followed her there to
the fireplace and sat across from her on the chair. Sniffing
quietly I gathered the scent of her young blood. I wanted to be
sure she was alone, but incense was burning in the room and it
stung my nose. Some lingering traces of blood odors came through
but not enough to show someone else’s presence. 

Alice grinned … a baby’s
grin but a wicked one. “You certainly overdress,” she said. “And I
can see you’re trying to hide something.” 

“Trying to hide something?
What do you mean?” I said. 

“Your eyes, and probably
your face. It looks like someone used your doctor’s bag on
you.” 

“Not exactly. I got into a
small accident on the way down. Hit my face on the windshield in a
fender bender. I thought it best to cover it up.” 

“I hear you like to spank
little girls,” she said. 

“I certainly
do.” 

“Anything
more?”

“Well, I probably
shouldn’t tell you,” I said. And I was about to continue when my
nostrils suddenly flared. I smelled blood. Someone else was in the
house. I turned and looked around, and then rose to my feet as two
stocky men entered the room. 

The biggest man was about
the size of a bear. He wore a dark suit and a long trench coat.
“What else do you like, you perv?” he said. 

Alice giggled. “That’s my
daddy,” she said. “He doesn’t like anyone else spanking
me.” 

“Shut up, Alice,” he said.
“Listen, pal. I got a present for you.” Then he stepped closer and
pulled a gun from his coat. A sawed off shotgun. I could see light
gleaming off the Winchester marking. 

“I thought you were a
cop,” I said as calmly as I could with my rasping voice. “You’re
going to shoot a man with a shotgun. That’s overkill, don’t you
think? Especially when I’m a doctor.” 

“No it isn’t, because
you’re a perv. Besides, the gun is loaded with rubber pellets.
It’ll blow your balls off but you’ll live.” 

“Hold on, Marv,” the other
cop said. “We got him so why not bust him. In this city he’ll get
at least fifteen years and we’ll get promoted.” 

“Nope, I’m going to blast
him.” 

Alice giggled again. “They
always play this game,” she said. “What they want is a lot of
money.” 

Rage crossed Marv’s face
like sudden lightning. He stepped over to his daughter and yanked
her off the couch by the hair. I could see muscles rippling under
his coat. The guy was a steroid freak of sorts. It looked like he
was going to break her neck then he threw her hard on the marble
floor. I saw her roll over and wince like her back was sprained.
She didn’t cry or gasp, just stared at her father like she hated
his guts.

“Okay, you got the
picture, doc,” the other guy said. “We caught you cold and we know
that a doctor like you earns at least 200 grand a year. We want 500
grand, converted to cash. Either that or your life and career are
over.” 

I didn’t speak immediately
but fell into brief reflection. Theirs was certainly a lucrative
and clever business. That thought flowed on the surface of growling
hunger spasms rising from my belly. Even as a monster I had my
pride. Marv’s labeling of me as a pervert angered me immensely. The
guy was a creep himself; his daughter was completely warped because
of his brutality. There would be no mercy on either of them. I
wasn’t sure what to do about the kid. 

“Do you get the picture?”
Marv’s pal said gruffly, for the second time. 

“Yes, I do. So picture
this,” I said, pulling off my scarf. 

Stunned by the sight, Marv
stepped back and his gun hand shook. His partner gasped and pulled
a Glock pistol from his coat. I looked to Alice on the floor and
she remained unmoved. At least for a moment … then she quickly
ducked out of sight when the shooting began. 

I imagine the dappled
light from the chandeliers gave me a more ghastly appearance than
usual. Then the shotgun blast hammered me and I saw a spray of my
own flesh and puss as I got thrown down and slid across the floor.
I took out a shelf of glassware and small sculptures and then
slowly got up amid the broken glass. 

Marv looked panicked as I
started to walk toward him. He moved quickly to reload … real
shells this time. His buddy didn’t wait, but unloaded his Glock on
me. The bullets hit hard, sending spurts of gore up my chest and
slowing me like boxer blows. I got to Marv as he was raising his
gun. Then I seized it and the fight began. 

I pulled the shotgun loose
and struck Marv’s pal with it as he moved in on me. The handle
glanced off his head, the gun flew from my hands, and then I went
down as Marv nailed me with a knee and a hard right
hand. 

Being repulsive was to my
advantage. They didn’t want to jump on me and that gave me time to
roll up and grab Marv’s leg. His buddy tried to help and tripped.
He crashed to the floor, and I sent Marv tumbling
backwards. 

I used the free moment to
jump his pal on the floor. My sharp broken teeth hit pay dirt and
blood spurted from his neck. In seconds he was dead and I’d been
briefly refreshed. 

The strength of healing
hit me and I rose to a strange scene. Marv was back on his feet and
Alice had come out into the clear. She was holding the
shotgun. 

“Toss me the gun!” Marv
yelled. “Do it before he eats you, for Christ’s
sake.” 

Alice remained frozen, an
icy and unfathomable look in her widening eyes. 

“I’m not going to eat
you,” I said. 

“Don’t believe him,” Marv
said. “Give me the gun now.” Then he lunged at her and she swung
the gun and fired. Marv took the blast full on and was thrown up in
the air. He hit the floor like a sack of butcher’s meat, his guts
snaking up like a strange birth from his opened
torso. 

Another abusive father had
earned his due … slaughtered by his daughter. Only Alice didn’t see
it as the kick knocked her back against a chair and her lights went
out. 

So now it’s like I said at
the beginning of this post. Guess Who’s
Truckin’ Again? Sure I’m a dead man on the
move, and we’re going to rule this dark city. That’s the two of us,
because I kept my promise and didn’t devour Alice. It’s more like
she’s my adopted daughter now, and I got her riding shotgun as we
fly through the shadows of another city night in her poor dead
poppa’s sports car. 

So what the hell, eh.
Every walking dead man needs a friend. A sidekick to take the pain
out of this race through the gutter slime of what used to be
life.

. . . . . . . . . .
.


 Intro: The Tales of Walking Dead Man
(But I, Walking Dead Man, have no name)

Ancient moon, my mystic
satellite

Demon colors of the mind's eye

I lurk within these thousands of years

Viewing days passing from a time reversed 

Now the moon is a
pearl 

Fallen into my palm

I lock it away in my purse

Call it darkness and night forever

As I strangle the man in the moon 

Ancient sun, my molten
god 

Hypnotist's gold orb spinning by

lost in dreams, I'm mesmerized

Viewing nights as they pass from a place reversed 

Now the sun is a
coin

Fallen into my palm

I'll juggle it round

lock it away in my purse

Call it icy night forever

As I strangle the people of earth 

Cry out my name

I'm the robber who stole the light

Curse my name

Through frozen tears and blindness

Go begging the comfort of a demonic inferno

You have found the gates of the damned 

Now we are alone on a
black, glacial world

Blind and surrounded by monsters

You know my name is hunger

You whisper my name accursed 

 



Seeing the
Werewolf 

A
Walking Dead Man Tale



The roots of shrubs and
small trees clutched the sand like
petrified bird talons and beast claws. Broken trees, branches and
driftwood were scattered before me and a field of dunes stretched
out to the lake. A crust of dirty snow made the crest of the first
dune and I saw some wisps of dead grass and seagull
feathers. 

Picking up a feather, I
noticed that I was naked, but it was such a natural nudity that it
failed to perturb me. I was more interested in feeling the wind. It
slid across the rippled waters of Lake Ontario in brush-stroke
sweeps of white and sent hail rattling along the stony shore. My
nose was so unnaturally keen the air felt like a rank exhalation
from a monstrous ice whale, and in the breath of the ice whale I
could smell another warm creature approaching. 

It was a man and he was
naked. I watched him emerge by an ice-sculptured dune at the shore
- a terrible, unexplainable fear rising in me with every step he
took. He tossed his shaggy head back, and then he turned and locked
eyes with me. His were eyes of blue ice backlit by fire, strange
plasma that forced me to lower my gaze to his genitals, which were
swollen, blue and frost-crusted. The humiliation felt worse than
fear. It was a horrible ape-like thing, being dominated by the
power of another man's genitals. 

He exploded, his erection
and the throbbing of it like a fuse that set off the rest of his
body … pulsing lumps, scabs, flowering wounds of open red flesh,
his face twisting and graying, eyes shooting fire … the hideous
shrinkage and contortion of everything. Yet while the rest of him
shrank, his patch of shaggy hair lifted and crawled round every
part, and of course he became a wolf. 

Or should I say werewolf?
– as he was much bigger than your usual wolf, his coat a bright
gray, and his eyes full of human intelligence. He loped away along
the shore and disappeared in a line of pines that showed darkly in
the hail. 

Then I awoke, and it was
on that day, after the dream, that I went
completely mad. 

I had a good job in the
office of a big pulp and paper firm, but that seemed unimportant. I
decided I would never go to work again. My werewolf claw would
never again touch a computer and virtual paper. 

Instead I sat on my bed
naked and meditated, when never before had I wasted time on things
like meditation. Hard blue ice formed in my mind. I realized that
God was an icy thing, like Lake Ontario in the dream. You could be
a simple thing like ice, just as the gurus said. But even when
you're ice, thoughts get in the way, and I found myself looking out
the window and wondering why all those people were going to work
when they could stay home and be ice. 

A man who has vision today
will probably be owned by a mega corporation tomorrow. Someone had
said that. I saw a world where virtually everyone was wired by
computers into corporations; even brain-dead anarchists reborn as
zombie intellectual property and aging protesters living in the
comfy retirement digs provided by the master online connection. No
rebel or radical remained, except perhaps the werewolf. Everyone
was scrambling to get big on-line, and to the top of the net. It
was a society composed of two classes - celebrities and non
entities, with the non entities fighting fiercely for publicity.
The web was everyone in the word screaming "look at me, and buy
me!" when nobody really had the time to care. I thought about
dropping out of it. I thought about swearing never to play the
game. Never would I do a song and dance for a crazy world. I
thought about it then I thought it was better to not even care at
all. Now I see and I just don't care at all. 

Lenin to Bakunin, all has
been erased by the glossy blandness of advertising. I think the
werewolf spoke in my mind saying, "This is an announcement. The
devil is dead. He no longer has a voice. Yet we can't live without
him so we reinvent him as the junk in our back
yards." 

It was interesting that a
werewolf had come to make such an announcement, and to make it to
someone who neither cared about it nor would spread the word. I
pondered it as I went out and looked at the many bucksters and
panhandlers on Yonge Street. I tried to guess what it would mean to
them. If it wasn't rock -'n'- roll renamed what could it mean to
them? If it wasn't rock -'n'- roll blasting what could it mean to
me? I sincerely hoped that it wasn't the answer, because I didn't
want to be another one of those guys with the answer. I didn't want
to beg people to believe in me and my new commercial
truth. 

I didn't get far before my
musing came to an end. Rounding a corner I came upon a man with
very wolfish features. He was dirty, clothes like rags, eyes with
cold fire and yellow fanglike teeth. One look told me he wouldn't
let me pass. Disgust was on his face, that and contempt, and he
took a swing at me.

He took a swing at the
wrong guy. I don't believe in violence and I just don't care. I
fought him all the way up the block before the police rushed in. I
told them he worked for the werewolf, that the werewolf had a
message about the devil, who was maybe trying to get some publicity
in order to launch a comeback. Yet the same look of disgust was on
the faces of the police, and they arrested me. Seems I hadn't put
any clothes on, and it was sort of a cold Halloween for being
naked. 

I really don't want to
bore you with my personal history, not when you can switch to five
million web and device channels to get bored by everyone else. In a
way I'm hiding behind the werewolf so you won't see me and hate me.
Let's just say I've done a lot of stuff since my arrest. Sometimes
I run naked in the streets with the werewolf at my side. I've
climbed power pylons, buildings and towers while fleeing the
police. I lost my girlfriend after I tore her dress off in a
shopping mall. Sometimes I meet were people in the street who'll
look me in the eye and have sex there and then, without saying a
word. Isn't it amazing how words spoil everything? Mostly though,
I'm locked up and in isolation. 

I have a psychiatrist
named Danny. He's a homosexual and somewhat old fashioned and
Freudian. Danny likes to tell me I'm gay, too - according to Freud
male exhibitionism is a release of suppressed homosexual wishes. A
mere technicality I say, since it's women I have sex with mostly,
or think I have sex with. The werewolf? - well, it seems that many
people have dark dreams and visions just before the onset of
schizophrenia. 

There is no werewolf,
Danny likes to say. The first time he said it he pounded a book on
the table for emphasis. An old book by Freud written back when he
was coked out of his mind. Sometimes Danny yells, but he's not
really angry - it's only theatrics meant to crack me. I tell him it
would be better if he really were angry. Then sometimes he weeps
and tells me there really isn't much wrong with me. "Goddamn
werewolf!" he says to himself as a lonely and abandoned look comes
into his eyes.

Sometimes Danny brings
Jimmy in - this is to scare me I figure because Jimmy is
permanently locked up. Jimmy used to cover himself with blue and
white powders and lay naked, pretending he was dead. He had a
mirror on his ceiling. It wasn't really a problem before he started
bringing other people in to be dead with him. I tell him to watch
it or he'll feel the claws of the werewolf. He does watch it; he
calls me one crazy son of a bitch. Jimmy and Danny have both killed
their emotions, only Jimmy is more clinically perfect.

Lately I've been seeing
the werewolf in alleyways, and he's wild, tearing and worrying at
corpses. I've told Danny and now he thinks I'm going to be in
alleyways killing people. But I'm not interested in killing people,
and what the werewolf does is his own business. It could be that
the devil sent him there for failing to bring him publicity. It
could be that he's dropped out, or maybe that's where you end up
when you can't get on stage or TV or the social net big time. I
can't say that I really know. 

It is true that I'm
different because of the werewolf, but I've never been saner. Don't
get me wrong, I'm not saying the werewolf is for you. I'm just
telling you he's there. So don't get scared if you see him, but
don't dine with him either. Just remember that tomorrow there will
be a perfect world - we'll all be famous and plastic surgery will
be a human right. If you were there now you'd want to be a werewolf
. . . or maybe ugly and covered with warts. But hey! Why wait until
then when you can do it now? 

 


. . . . . . . . . .
.

 




Interpretation of a Dream
A Walking Dead Man
Tale



Under normal circumstances
a desperately suicidal patient like Cam
wouldn't have been seeing a psychotherapist. Cam's wealth worked in
his favour and he also stood out as brighter than the rest of my
patients. In his initial phone call he informed me that his
appointments would deal with my specialty, which is dream
interpretation. He said he would pay for immediate therapy yet he
didn't mention the scale of his problem.

His moment of arrival at
my office remains as a vivid point in memory. I had an old photo on
the wall of three Japanese nuclear workers who were nearly fried
alive by radiation. A study on their bizarre psychological problems
had made me shiver -- and I was shivering slightly for a second
time and turning from the photo to the window as Cam walked into
the room.

"Got the shivers, doc?" he
said as he joined me by the window. "It's a peaceful scene out
there isn't it? Calming the minds of the mentally disturbed. I bet
that if you look long enough you'll start to see through the tricks
of nature. Maybe you'll even catch a glimpse of what really is
there behind that shallow mirror."

At any other time I
would've humored a patient with comments like that. Cam was
different. His voice had hypnotic qualities that made him more like
another doctor. And while he was speaking a veil on the scenery
seemed to lift. The breeze-blown willows, the trimmed beds of grass
and flowers and neat rows of benches -- even the sickly patients
strolling on the grounds seemed to shiver in some fun-house mirror
of illusion.

The everyday images and
the reality of them broke up in my mind and something black and
hideous loomed. I suppose it was much like what occurs when a
person faints; only a quality of vibrant awareness came with it.
Staggering back from the psychological blow, I nearly fell as I
made my way to my desk.

Cam should've been dumped
as a patient right then. He shouldn't have got past my initial
questions. He wasn't at all well and his answers were the wrong
ones, but I suppose that in my disoriented state they seemed
right.

His pale face was open and
moonstruck, and for some reason I let him ramble on, taking
hesitant puffs on my unlit pipe as he related his bizarre and often
suicidal personal history. He'd tried to kill himself using every
method from gas to drowning. Every attempt had failed so he'd
simply given up on suicide.

"Hum," I said and nodded.
"Yours is the most interesting tale of self abuse I've yet heard,
but I should remind you that I've been retained to interpret dreams
-- from a Jungian perspective, of course."

"Yes, of course," he said,
his shock of unruly hair shaking as he spoke. "And since my life is
only a dream, your study will be an interesting detail of the
dream."

"Perhaps life is really
only a dream for us all. The threads that fasten the mind to the
body are thin ones indeed."

"I don't mean it that way,
doc. I mean that someone is dreaming me. I’m not real."

"Ah, I see. Your dreams
are having a profound effect on your mental health. Even so, for my
specialty I need to know what you dream when you are
asleep."

"That's easy," he said.
"My dreams are rich in imagery. They are varied and they all have
the same ending."

"And that ending
is?"

"It's me, fleeing. Chased
by a huge creature that is inky black and moves with the agility of
a cat. I’m so frightened that I want to succumb and die as this
beast pounces and feeds on me. Yet my body won't obey and I keep
escaping, running with incredible agility and speed, escaping every
time."

"That would indicate a
conflict with the anima. Perhaps you can't come to terms with your
own dark side and this has welled up into the conscious mind,
taking form as suicidal acts. It really would be better if the
beast would capture you, as that would indicate resolution of the
conflict. As far as your personal analysis goes, I mean your idea
of your life being someone else's dream -- I see nothing to
substantiate that idea."

"You wouldn't. I concluded
that over a long period of time. There have been many subtle hints
as to my personal lack of reality. Animals hate and fear me. Other
people seem to be partially hypnotized by my presence, as if they
must join me in the dream state in order to respond to me. Those
key items and other sensory data leave me convinced of my
unfortunate situation. I have now also concluded that this beast
pursuing me in my dream is in fact the dreamer who created me
seeking me out to destroy me. This person may not even be aware of
what is happening in his own conscious mind -- rather it is the
dream-self trying to destroy the monster it created. So far I have
survived, and it worries me as to what the fate of the world will
be if mankind is displaced by its own dreams."

"I would say that you need
long-term therapy as the psychological effects of this conflict
have overwhelmed you. If it brings you any peace, I can tell you
that I have often thought that it would be so much better if the
world were ruled by the dreams of humankind, rather than by man
himself."

--------

On his second visit Cam
was drawn and pale. His veined blue eyes
seemed faded and were surrounded by bags so heavy they hung in a
corrugated oval shape. The skeptical expression that had painted
itself on his flat mouth irregularly during the first visit now
seemed permanent.

Apparently he'd read
several books on Jungian dream symbolism, without supervision. This
new knowledge led him to conclude that the person dreaming him was
me.

"It's the detail of the
symbolism in the dreams that convinces me," Cam said. "Only someone
studied, like a psychotherapist, could fabricate such imagery. I
believe that I’m drawn to you because it is you who is dreaming me
into existence."

I nearly choked as I
exhaled, then I took another long and illegal puff as I thought it
over. I felt weary and dizzy. Golden rays of the afternoon sun
flowed in the window and he did seem a lot like a dream character
as he looked at me expectantly from behind the drifting haze of
smoke. "Patients often come to believe bizarre things when
tormented by dreams. Perhaps if you go over your most recent dream
we can get to the root of this."

"Sure," Cam said. "The
most recent dream is a long one. A repeating dream. I'm in this
foreign city. Paris or London perhaps, and it isn't modern times.
More like the 1850s. The lanes are dark slippery cobblestones;
there is always mist, flooded sewers and the stench of horse
manure. I feel wet, cold and lost -- like I've got to speak to
someone. I don't know who, just anybody. Vague human shapes are
moving in the distance so I head for them. Then an aspect of
purgatory comes in as it seems to take forever to reach these
people, and when I do they simply vanish before I can speak to
them.

Eventually the dark lanes
open on a vast square. At its far end a huge tower reaches up into
a whorl of sucking storm clouds. I can see a lot of human activity,
people milling about, horses and carts and other things. But it’s
all ghost activity. The people are never more than silhouettes and
whenever I get too close to any group the figures
vanish.

All of this disturbs me
greatly and in the end I run about shouting in frustration and
shaking my fist at that huge phallus of a tower and the clouds it
penetrates.

But it does no good and
only leads to more frustration as no one ever sees me or hears me.
There is never anyone even solid enough to have complete
eyes.

I wander in the square and
eventually I reach a church, perhaps better described as a huge
gothic cathedral. With incredible weariness descending on me, I go
up the steps and inside. It’s empty, yet alive with inky shadows.
They’re ugly things like cobwebs and bats that drip and crumble and
fly about as a sort of stain of corruption on the church. Candles
glow down at the front and they cast shadows away, including the
hideous cobwebs. The brightest light is concentrated in a star
shape near an altar. I see unlit candles there and feel compelled
to go down and light one. After a few steps I notice something
bright beside me, turn and see a mirror. It’s full length yet the
image in it is only of the wall and a painting of Jesus behind
me.

There is no me, and this
terrifies me so much that I begin to run from the altar. I burst
out of the church doors and into the street, seeing the darkness
coalesce behind me as I move. A horrible black thing takes shape
out of it and begins to pursue me. This is the monster I mentioned
in our first meeting. It is a fearsome silhouette moving with the
agility of a tiger. This predator seems to project the very essence
of terror, and since it came from a church, I’m struck by the
realization that I’m unholy and must be destroyed.

But as always, I do
escape. This time losing it in the lanes just before I
wake."

"I see a lot to look at in
this dream," I said. "Yet there is nothing in it that should lead
you to conclude that I’m somehow dreaming you."

"Oh, I forgot to mention
that part. When I look in the mirror and see the painting of Jesus
on the wall, Jesus has your face. That's how I figured it out. It’s
telling me that you are my creator. It’s you who dreams me and are
responsible if I’m something unholy that should be
destroyed."

"Nonsense," I said as I
hid my shaking hands under the table. "It's only natural that you'd
see your doctor as a figure of salvation. The proof that I'm not
dreaming you is that I’m wide awake now as we speak. In your
disturbed state the boundary between dreams and reality is breaking
down. You are losing your grip. You really have to reinforce your
conscious self. What I want you to do right now is clench your
fists and shout it out - I am real and not a dream! I want you to
do this at least three times a day, and each time you wake from a
dream."

--------

On his third and final
visit Cam caught me napping. I awoke in a
startled state at my desk and saw him standing in the doorway. He
looked shabby and rumpled, like he'd not slept much.

I knew that I looked much
the same. He'd left me confused after the last session. I felt more
responsibility than usual, mainly because he was a patient whose
fixation rested on me. It ate at my conscience that such a
character was out there and suffering because he felt himself to be
a product of my dreaming.

In my groggy state it took
me some time to formulate some careful words, and I didn't get a
chance to go with them because Cam ran up to me, leaned over the
desk, grabbed the front of my shirt and shook me.

"Don't go on with
nonsense," he said, his eyes shining with near hysteria. "I want to
hear the details of your dream, the one you just had now before I
entered."

I pushed his hands back
and brushed down my shirt. "Okay, I guess it can't do any harm. Sit
down and I'll try to remember it."

Cam sat and his face grew
calm. The sun flashed gold on his watery eyes and it worked on me
like a hypnotist's watch, drawing the memory out of my
mind.

"In my dream I'm a
magician and sorcerer, high in my tower wielding the symbols of the
planets and universe. Yet I'm a miserly owner of these things and
nearly all of my time is spent counting what I have. This time
around I find that a moon symbol has been stolen from me so I whirl
my cloak and rise out of the window as a mighty force.

So great is my power that
the day becomes night as I descend on the Earth, and I speed my
search by becoming omnipresent darkness feeling for the missing
moonlight. I do find it and there is a ghostly figure holding this
orb inside his chest in place of his heart.

This for some reason
enrages me and I fly down as a massive black bird that pursues
him  . . . then it gets to be a long murky dream of a chase
with an ending I can't quite remember."

"Try, you must remember,"
Cam said.

"I'll try," I said, since
it seemed so important to him … though I didn't want to as a
feverish feeling had come over me while relating the dream. "Ah,
now I remember more. I'm running in the darkness. Running
endlessly, though I don't seem to be human. More like I'm some kind
of animal or beast. I can feel the tremendous power of my limbs and
predatory hunger as I run. But this ghostly man still escapes me at
every turn; he runs and leaps with the power of a devil. Now he's
getting over a high wall and escaping me for good, and I can see
his face. He's  . . . . "

"He's who? Who is the
dream man? Tell me!" Cam shouted.

But I couldn't tell him
and neither could I stand the memory of him grinning at me as he
escaped over that wall. I looked down at his sickly features and
thin madness-withered frame. Cam had never been a real person; he
was my dream just as he said.

And he wouldn’t escape
this time. I moved slowly, surely, dreamlike -- tremendously aware
of the golden light streaming in the window. It seemed to be
heavenly light marking a certain moment of destiny.

Sliding open my drawer I
let my fingers ease onto the handle of the Glock pistol I kept
there for protection. Never taking my eyes from Cam, I pulled it
out, stood and fired.

"Yes, yes," I heard him
say as I pulled the trigger. Then the first bullet hit his chest,
tearing open his shirt. The second got hit him in the face with a
hammer blow that sent a dark pattern of blood spots into the
wall.

I'd expected him to
vanish, and that I would wake. When it didn't happen I kept firing
-- bullet after bullet knocking into his collapsing corpse. In the
end his body rested in a pool of blood on the floor and I ran
around the desk to it.

--------

Cam is gone now and it’s
certain that no one can dream him back to
life. I’ve not
traveled far to wake from my nightmare. In fact I’m in another wing
of this same institution, where I can see across the autumn grounds
to the window of my old office.

My past life as a doctor
seems like a dream. In it they found me there chewing on the leg of
Cam's corpse like some sort of human predator.

Yes, they all think that
I’m mad, but all I did was interpret Cam's dreams, just as my
doctor does for me now.

. . . . . . . . . .
.
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The cruelty of his small
world was captured and shivering on the
sticky web of the dream. Holes in the endless tumbled buildings and
eroded faces in the concrete revealed a mood of agony and loss. He
heard something snarl then the grind of teeth became the squeal of
radials spinning through greenish wisps of smog.

He saw his wife again --
Janice was dead, gray and splashed with a violet shading of wine,
blood and bruise. A derelict factory loomed over her like a squat
giant. Up in the gloom he saw the city itself, what it had become …
a soulless monstrosity made of the smoke and thunder of tarnished
commerce … a bone-grinder shaking mechanisms, devouring purposeless
humanity.

A wall was blocking him; a
wall had always blocked him. It was stone, brick, cement and all
the metal of derailed trains and freeway wrecks. Severed limbs
crowned the rubbish heaps at its base. Tar and blood bubbled in the
cracks. It made him think of every shallow thug he'd ever been up
against, all of the nasty bosses who'd fired him, and every bastard
who'd ever insulted and underrated him. It was nearly everyone.
Their faces flashed - warped and ugly as fresh skin grafts. They
were the stopper, they'd beat him down, turned him into a broken
man. There was nothing left and he thought that maybe his wife had
been right in riding out of it on the bottle.

Wind gusted, and he was a
giant, carrying all of the rage and hate of mankind as fury against
the wall. Blood ran and flesh tore as he hammered at it with his
fists, but it didn't come down. It couldn't come down when it was
already fallen. All it could do was boom and amplify the misery
like a hollow drum.

Jeff awoke on the spit and
instantly remembered getting smashed and
walking out of the city. The spit wasn't much better than the
alleyways he'd been sleeping in -- it was a big hook of land made
from garbage and fill and it stretched out into the lake. It had
its share of stunted trees, wildlife and mutant grass. It also had
ground water so poisonous it would eat your flesh like battery
acid.
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