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Flare

The three of them huddled in the dim light of the electrical lantern that hung above them. It was 

motionless in the still of the room as the wind roared and whined outside. In its lowest setting, the 

weakening light barely spread its orange glow below below.

It barely reached the three people.

It barely illuminated the broken machine in front of them.

In the dim of the lantern and on the dirt covered floors, they worked like surgeons. With a knife 

in one hand and a screwdriver in the other, Mat Jefferson tinkered with the frayed wires and exposed 

mechanics before him. The knifed wondered about the small machine, pushing wires aside and tapping on 

metal as he wiped the sweat from his brow. Like good assistants, James and Samantha watched, waiting 

for the opportunity to help.

Mat looked up from the device. Patiently the two sat, Jeff’s hand under Samantha’s, silent as 

ghosts. Mat returned to the jumble of wires before him.

“Soldering iron” Matt muttered.

Samantha nodded. She removed her hand from Jeff’s and stood up, making her way into the 

shadows without hesitation. She did not bump into the table with the rusted tools, she did not kick the half 

full bathroom bucket below, and despite the growl in her stomach, she did not run to the food shelves. 

She emerged from the shadows carrying the hand held soldering iron. She crouched to her knees and 

placed the iron on the dusty concrete next to their patient. She returned to her hand over James’.

Mat put down his knife and screwdriver.

“Solder”

James leaned over and held the mailable metal over the ends of the exposed wires in the machine. 

Shaking, his hands struggled to hold the solder still. Jeff had grown weary in between rations for the day. 

Samantha rubbed his back and then grasped his hand in hers. Jeff twitched a thankful grin. Samantha 



 

hardly saw it in the dim light. Together they held the solder still for Mat.

Mat grasped the broken device with his left hand and nudged James out of the light with his 

right. Blocking the light was a waste. Mat knew the light would last only a few more hours on the current 

batteries. If they couldn't fix the hand generator now, they would have to work outside in the daylight.

And no one wanted to go outside if they could help it.

The light was saved for emergencies. Work was normally done outside in the light, but with 

the increasing dust storms, work qualified as an emergency. When the lantern was on, it was kept to the 

lowest setting and was only used to light what was needed. As a result, the light never seemed to reach 

the shelves of food that lined the back walls or the makeshift sleeping mats next to the ladder. The shelves 

were stocked 3/4 full of canned goods and dried meat. The mats were made of cloth scraps, furniture 

stuffing, and their old luggage.

On fresh batteries, the lantern would last roughly 6 hours. If the rechargeable batteries were 

used, they would only get 4 hours. Rechargeable batteries would take a full day to charge with the hand 

generator. If they kept using their stock of non-rechargeable batteries, they had a few weeks, at most, of 

lantern and flashlights left. If they used rechargeable, they were good indefinitely as long as they had the 

hand generator.

At that moment, the hand generator laid before Mat in pieces.

Mat picked up the soldering iron. Gingerly he touched the metal, pulling his hand back in 

anticipation, but the metal was cool to the touch.

“It needs to be plugged in,” Jeff muttered, nodding towards the chord leading out from the 

soldering iron.

Mat stared for a long time at the electrical plug.

Instead, Mat pulled out his lighter. Flicking the flame alive, he held it to the iron.He hoped the 

lighter would get hot enough to heat the iron. His lighter wasn’t going to last much longer as it was 

burning on fumes. He watched the flame dance and flick, kissing the metal of the iron. The heat and light 



 

of the little flame reached out to Mat, entranced by its dance. 

He imagined he was the soldering iron. 

He imagined the red heat of the flame across his body and the light like the sun on his face.

He imagined it engulfing him, taking him. 

He pictured it burning his body as it consumed him. The flames alive on his flesh.

“Hold it still” Mat said as he leaned forward. He inched the iron closer and closer as Samantha 

and James held their breaths. Mat took a deep breath of his own.

The hatch above them blasted open.

The sun exploded into the room, lighting every nook and cranny as the oppressive heat barged 

through their cool haven. It roasted the skin on impact, drying out the flesh like tanned hides. The three 

turned away and shielded their eyes. The wind now howled through the hole above and whipped dirty 

across the skin. Each little grain lacerating any exposed flesh and suffocating any breath.

“Help!” Esteban yelled as he stumbled down the latter, slamming the hatch behind him. Missing 

the last few rungs, he fell onto his knees panting and covered in sweat.

“What is it Esteban?” Mat asked as he dropped his knife and got up to help Esteban. He went 

to grab his hand and help him to his feet when he saw the canteen in Esteban’s hands. It was an old 

fashioned circular canteen with faded brown and green stripes across the front. It was also not Esteban’s

Mat stopped. He looked at Esteban, then up to the hatch.

“Esteban... where is Carl?”

“Mat, please, oh Jesus, Mat...” Esteban pleaded. He squirmed and crawled as he grabbed for 

Mat’s hands, panting.

Samantha moved towards Esteban. Kneeling down next to him, she helped him sit up.

“Esteban, it’s going to be ok. Please don’t get too upset.” Samantha soothed. She took the 

handkerchief down from around his mouth and placed a comforting hand upon his chest. Esteban still 

squirmed as he failed to pick himself up, his knees and hands slipping out from under him as he rolled in 



 

the dirt.

“Mat, I’m an idiot I didn’t... The dust storm was too loud”

“Esteban, what happened to Carl?!” Mat lunged towards Esteban. He grabbed him by his tan 

raincoat. “Where is he, Esteban?!”.

“Mat!” Samantha snapped. James stood and placed a hand on Mat’s shoulder.

Esteban leaned back from exhaustion. He grabbed for Mat as he pleaded.

“Mat... that creature. It came back...”

Mat’s hand crept towards his right shoulder. He knew the creature. He knew the sharpness of its 

claws. He knew the hunger in its eyes.

“Shit...” Jeff muttered.

“It jumped us... Carl distracted it”

Mat rubbed the divot in his skin and bone, feeling it through his faded black jacket and through 

his torn t-shirt.

“Poor Carl” Samantha trailed.

“Shit...” Jeff repeated.

“What do we do...?” Esteban asked. His words merely filled the space between them all.

“I’m going,” Mat declared. He stood up from where Esteban lay. His lips felt numb and his legs 

weak, but he followed them all the same. He grabbed the lantern and made his way to the bench where 

they kept their tools.

“Mat, what are you doing?” Samantha asked softly. 

“Mat, there’s a dust storm out there, where are you going?” James warned.

Mat picked up each tool, hurriedly turning it over and over before placing it back on the bench. 

Dropping the hammer back onto the beaten wood, he crouched to underneath and pushed the bathroom 

bucket aside. From underneath the bench, he dragged out a cardboard box and removed three of the red 

tubes that laid inside.



 

“Esteban, where am I going?”

“We were scavenging the gas station again... and I didn’t hear it coming...” Mat turned the tubes 

over in his hands. They were each 7 inches long with a red cap on top. He grabbed the stack of belts used 

for tourniquets and strapped one tube to each leg. Tightening a third belt across his chest, he placed a 

third tube in his newly fashioned bandoleer next to his heart. His hands were shaking the whole time. His 

voice was stern and unwavering.

“And the dust storm, Esteban?” Mat began as he approached the defeated man on the ground. He 

took the canteen from his limp hands. “How much time do I have?”

Esteban checked his watch.

“I’d say about 10 minutes.” he wheezed through shallow breath.

Mat filled the canteen from their reserves of water and lifted his red handkerchief over his mouth 

and nose. His knees twitched under his weight, threatening to give out as he ascended the ladder.

“Mat, be careful,” James called out.

“Mat, the creature is still out there,” Esteban coughed.

“Mat, the creature will be waiting for you,” Samantha called out with a heavy voice. Mat paused 

at the top of the ladder for a moment.

He lifted the hatch above him and the inferno outside blasted his face. The wind howled once 

more as grains of dirt cut at any exposed skin, battering against his neckerchief. Mat climbed out of the 

cellar and let it shut behind him. He attempted to stand up straight, but he needed to hide behind his 

shielding arm as the wind whipped and beat his own tattered clothing against his skin and the daylight 

burned red hot through his eyelids.

Mat looked towards the farmhouse in front of him with the cellar door not 10 feet from the 

dilapidated building. With rotting wood and broken windows, the farmhouse stared back through the 

holes in the walls, watching to see what he could do as it waited for the storm to bite at its frame and fill 

the house with dirt. Mat turned around towards the gas station that sat 300 feet away. Inside, there was no 



 

more food on the shelves, no more fuel in the pumps, and there were no more tools in the back. The only 

thing left in the gas station was Carl.

That’s when he saw the dust storm. Towering above the gas station, a wall of brown earth raged. 

The storm threw the loose soil in currents before it. With bellows and swells, the wall of dirt and sand 

would rumble forward, ready to ravage anything in its path. Slowly, it crept towards Mat, casting a 

shadow longer and longer across the earth as the red sun set behind it.

Mat did not think of the life he once had. He did not think of his wealthy father, or his twenty 

some years following in his shadow. He did not think of the few lovers he has had, or the fewer friends he 

once held dear, least of all, he did not think of his decision of packing his things, and quitting his father’s 

job. All that seemed to be lost in the cloud before him, haloed in the red glow of the sun. But, in the 

shadow of the dust storm he did think one thing: He had 10 minutes. Mat stood still to listen, but he could 

hear nothing above the wind. The creature could be anywhere nearby, waiting for him, watching him. For 

now, he was safer in the open.

Pushing through the winds, he headed across the open land towards the gas station.

He stopped halfway.

From outside the door, the creature’s dark silhouette stood waiting in the clouds of dust. Its one 

bloodshot eye pierced through the dust and watched his every move. The sound of the creature licking its 

teeth could be heard above the wind.

Mat felt his legs tense up. Any other day, he would have ran, ran to the cellar with the others until 

the beast hunted elsewhere. But today, Mat did not have that option. Carl was still alive, he knew from the 

way the creature waited for him, challenging him to step forward. And by the way the creature looked at 

Mat with its bulging bloodshot eye and charred eye socket, the creature knew Mat was going to come.

 

***

 



 

Carl was driving his green pickup down the barren highway with Mat riding shotgun. All five of 

them managed to pile into the old truck. They had fashioned makeshift seats in the truck bed for the other 

three by latching down Carl’s plywood as benches. They used the straps from their bags as makeshift 

handles to hold onto. They braced their feet against the months of supplies they had brought with them. 

The three in the back were silent with their mouths agape. They stared at the new world outside the 

windows of the truck bed cover.

It was a month into the summer, and it had already been a dry one. Dust was everywhere as 

it blew about in the wind. Mat rode with a map open in his lap. He had been marking the sites of any 

wreckage or abandoned car. He marked circles for where they found survivors and X’s for where they 

found nothing.

The only marks on the map were scattered X’s along the winding country road.

He had stopped tapping his foot to the light hearted loneliness of the country guitar on Carl’s 

tapes long ago.

The car began to slow.

“Matt” Carl said with a heavy voice as he bumped the side of his arm. Carl nodded his head 

towards the road in front of them.

The road was filled with cars as far as the eye could see. Cars laid on top of cars and on the side 

of the road in ditches. Abandoned camps filled the spaces inbetween. Open car doors covered by sheets 

and blankets made temporary shelters. Sleeping mats and fire pits littered the entire road suggesting life.

But there was no one in sight.

Mat felt his stomach drop.

“We’re turning around,” Carl said as he brought the car to a stop.

“Why, what’s stopping us?” Someone called from the back.

“No one,” Mat growled. He grabbed the map on either side and smashed it between his hands. 

Crumbling and grinding the paper between his palms, he tried to compress the map until it no longer 



 

existed. When the paper would no longer give, he slammed it into the dashboard once, twice, three times 

before collapsing into the chair and slouching forward.

“Mat,” Carl spoke in a hushed voice, “it’s going to be ok”. Mat slowly nodded for a minute 

pressing his eyes closed.

When he raised his head, he saw it.

As the car was perpendicular to the road, Mat looked out along the hilly horizon. Atop a hill not 

200 feet away, the creature watched the car. From a distance, it looked like a wolf; a creature on all fours 

with shaggy fur. But once Mat sat up, he saw the creature for what it really was.

Patches of the creature’s fur were replaced by growths of skin. They looked like lumps ravaged 

by flame and grown over by green fungus. The lumps were the size of oranges and clustered along the 

creatures back and neck. The legs of the creature were bone thin as if the muscles had melted away, but 

the creature’s enormous back and neck compensated. It snarled a grin at Mat with its lipless mouth. It 

was stuck forever in a bone-chilling grin as it constantly licked its brown and chipped teeth. But above all 

else, Mat saw the creature’s eyes. With no eyelids and a destroyed brow, the creature’s eyes bulged out of 

the sockets. Large and swollen, they stared at Mat. All the pain and suffering of its deformed body were 

forgotten in the blood red eyes of the creature, replaced, instead, by hunger.

Mat pictured the eyes as they combed up and down the deserted cars, locking onto any movement 

in the makeshift shelters. He pictured the eyes a light as the creature pulled the withered survivors from 

their cars. Their voices yelling in protest but their bodies too starved to fend for themselves. He pictured 

the eyes wide as the creature tore into the warm flesh of the bodies again and again and again trying to 

fill its hunger until no one was left amongst the cars. Again he would bite into the barely moving bodies 

as their cries of pain faded into the hills and warned the other husks of their impending fate. Again and 

again, he would tear the flesh and bone away, trying to fill the hunger in its stomach.

The creature was always hungry.

Mat knew the creature was going to follow them back.



 

 

***

 

Now the creature taunted him as Carl bled out in the gas station. After they had become stuck 

out at this gas station, it was Carl who showed Mat how to read the sun, set traps for food, and to defend 

himself. It was because of Carl that Mat was alive.

Mat reached to his pocket where he kept his...

 The knife was not there. He pictured it resting on the dirt floor next to the hand generator.  His 

legs went numb as he rubbed his right shoulder. The knife was a gift from Carl and had helped him 

survive in this barren existence. It was also his primary defense from this harsh reality. Mat needed his 

knife, but there was no time to go back. The dust storm crept closer as the wind picked up.

Instead, Mat reached for the flare on his left hip. Tearing off the top, he turned it around and 

struck the rough side of the cap against the newly exposed end of the red tube. Light exploded out of the 

tip, bright against the dimming day as it shown across his body. The flame hissed from the flare as sparks 

flew out, challenging the air around him. Engulfed in the red glow, he stepped forward with the  flare in 

front.

The creature’s good eye widened. It turned around and disappeared behind the gas station. It was 

no longer licking its teeth.

 

“You remember this, don’t you, you son of a bitch?” Mat muttered. He felt a grin spread across 

his face despite the shaking in his legs. Once the creature was out of sight. He pushed onward to the 

gas station. Within 50 feet, he extinguished the flare. The pump system could still be filled with fumes. 

Mat picture the explosion as the heat melted the skin from his bones. The inferno bright against the 

approaching avalanche of earth.



 

As Mat found shelter under the awning of the gas station, the storm picked up around him. The 

wind tested his weight, trying to push him and lift him any chance it could. Despite his stocky body, his 

feet stayed connected to the ground. Shielding his eyes, he managed to fight the winds and reach the 

building. The glass to the door and windows had been broken long ago. Now, shelves from the store had 

been torn off to board up the windows. Mat pulled open the door and ducked inside.

Once the door closed, the howl of the wind dampened as it berated the door. It sounded as if 

miles away, assaulting some other building with someone else inside. Mat collapsed back against the 

door and slumped into the darkness. But with a new piercing cry, the wind picked up, howling inside the 

building.

There was a hole somewhere in the wall.

Mat’s body shook as he frantically looked around the darkness for the hole. He jumped at every 

light from the cracks in the boarded windows. From the corner of his eye, he would see the creature 

staring at him. One eye was bloodshot and the other eye burned to a crisp. Whenever Mat looked the 

images straight on, they disappeared like wisps of smoke back into his mind.

Mat backed against the door. Carl laid somewhere in the darkness that filled the gas station. 

Taking the flare from his right hip, he stared at it’s red surface. The creature feared the flares, but this 

wasn’t only a game of intimidation.

The day was going to end in blood.

Mat wondered if the flares were going to be enough.

 

***

 

Mat had been sent on scavenging duty for the day when heard the gunshot. He was rifling 

through the remains inside the gas station for anything amongst the scraps that could be useful. He had 

found a red box full of old road flares under the counter. Picking one up, he examined the red rod as he 



 

counted the uses for the flare.

That’s when the gunshot exploded across the lonely hills.

Mat jumped to his feet.

He burst through the door with his knife in hand just as the morning sun began to peek over the 

horizon. Mat looked for the source. Perhaps bandits had found their little hide out. With threats of bullets 

and violence, they would tear through their supplies until Mat and his companions had nothing left.

But when he looked, he found the world remained unchanged.

The only gun that Mat knew of belonged to the old man who ran the gas station. The man carried 

his shotgun wherever he went, threatening Mat and his companions if they ever neared his house. His 

heart wasn’t made of stone though. He allowed them to stay in the cellar and help themselves to whatever 

they needed in the gas station. He knew the world around him had changed. Mat had seen the fear in the 

old man’s eyes whenever he looked down the barrels of that gun. Mat knew the old man didn’t have the 

strength left to shoot anyone.

But what about something?

Mat made his way to the farmhouse. Slowly he crossed the 200 yards, taking his time to check his 

back with every step, his knife ready in front of him.

It had taken him 10 minutes.

He crept up the steps to the sagging porch and pounded on the door. It swung open as he struck.

“Hello?” Mat called out. He opened the door all the way.

Red covered the entire room.

It covered the floors.

It covered the walls.

It covered the furniture. It covered the faded floral drapes. It covered the headless body in the 

center of the floor as it seeped out in pools.

Mat turned outside and vomited up all of his morning rations.



 

He turned back. He approached the body. His heart felt heavy like stone as he thought of all the 

supplies he could find in the house as the pool of blood crept towards his feet.

Food.

Blankets.

New cloths.

The stuffing from the furniture for their beds.

The shotgun!

Mat crouched down over the body. That’s when he saw the bite marks in the stomach of the old 

man.

They were fresh.

The man hadn’t been dead 10 minutes. That means that whatever was here couldn’t be that...

A creak of wood behind him.

Mat turned as the creature pounced. Its massive body threw Mat backwards off his feet. He 

landed on the corpse as the creature landed on him. Its giant jowls snapped for his throat.

Mat threw up his left arm defensively. He caught the creature under the throat. The creature 

lunged against his arm. Gaining ground with every snap of its razor sharp teeth. Saliva sprayed with every 

bite. Its bulging eyes yearned for Mat, unaware of anything else in this world but Mat’s throat. 

Mat jammed the knife in his right hand into the creature’s body. The knife sank to the hilt above 

the creature’s right leg. 

The creature roared in fury. It shook his body violently, knocking Mat’s arms aside as he tried to 

pull out the knife.

The knife went flying.

The creature doubled back onto Mat. Mat’s right shoulder exploded as the creature’s teeth sunk 

into his flesh. Pain shot up his neck and down his arm. Mat began beating its head with his left hand. 

Awkward swings pelted the creature’s tough skull.



 

It didn’t notice.

As his fist blurred by, Mat saw the red in his left hand.

The flare.

Mat bit off the cap of the flare. Turning his head, he struck the flare on the rough side of the cap. 

The red light exploded from the flare and covered them both, pushing out the slowly creeping light of the 

sunrise.

Mat turned to the creature’s head next to his. Its eyes were wide as it watched the sparks fly from 

Mat’s hand.

Mat pushed the flaming end into the creature’s eye.

The creature let go as it gave off a painful howl, but Mat held onto its neck, pushing the flare 

deeper and deeper. Mat heard himself screaming as the creature fought him off. Violently shaking its 

body in every direction, the creature jumped back and threw Mat aside. Another howl rang out as it ran 

out of the door.

Mat threw the flare aside. It had gone out as it burned through the creature’s eye.

He rolled on his side, coughing. He chanced a look on his shoulder, but turned away. He prayed 

that it wasn’t broken. He prayed that it would heal.

He needed it to survive.

Mat looked again. The creature’s angel had been poor, he got a chunk of flesh, but the bone 

stayed in tact. Mat knew he was lucky. Tears streamed from his eyes.

No longer phased by the dead body under him, Mat crawled over to the shotgun that 

laid under the couch. He belted his arm and searched the rest of the house for ammo in case the 

creature came back.

He realized the only two shells had been in the shotgun.

The old man had used both of them.



 

Carl found Mat around sunset. He was kneeling by the body with his eyes wide, waiting 

for the old man’s eyelids to shoot open, sit up, and tell him to get off the property. Blood flowed 

from his shoulder, the red liquid staining the shotgun limply in his hands drip by drip.

Carl kneeled next to him and placed a hand on his shoulder.

Together they waited for the fleeting memories of the man before them to fade into the 

red of the sunset.

***

Mat lit the flare in his hands. It illuminated the broken shelves and debris filled floor of 

the gas station in its red glow.

“Carl!” Mat called out to the howling wind.

Searching the walls high and low, Mat found the hole behind the counter as sand whipped 

around the broken and battered edges of the gap in the wall. Bite marks and scratches framed 

the entrance. Mat remembered the creature watching them from afar as they would enter the gas 

station. He pictured the creature at  night, clawing and scratching at the wall as it licked its teeth. 

It must have spent days, if not weeks, planning this trap.

The wind grew more violent as the building began to shake.

Mat was not going to make it back to the cellar by the time the storm hit.

The creature was going to come in here for shelter during the storm.

Mat stared at the hole, expected the creature to enter just then, to leap upon him and tear 

the flesh from his bones without a second thought. Its muzzle would turn  red with Mat’s blood 

as it bit chunks from his corpse. Mat’s hand slipped to his belt, feeling for the knife Carl had 

given him wasn’t there.

The flares were going to have to be enough.



 

He put the flare between his teeth as he turned around and kicked in a panel under the 

counter. Mat reached in and grabbed a red gallon of gasoline and a red fire extinguisher. It had 

been Carl’s idea to hide the gasoline and supplies around the property just in case they needed to 

leave at some point. With the dust storm bearing down outside, Mat had no intentions of leaving.

He worked quickly in the red glow of the flare. He shoved the shelves, leaning into them 

with his shoulder. The grinding of the shelves against the tiled floor was drawn out and long 

forgotten by the wind.

Mat had rearranged the store front shelf by shelf. He made a bottleneck from the gap in 

the counter where employees could leave the counter. Throwing the container of gasoline about, 

he filled the center. He jerked the red plastic can from side to side as the gasoline spittle sprayed 

from the nozzle with his shaking hands helping to spread an even coat. Mat then sat against the 

back wall facing his trap. He took the canteen and doused himself in the water. He used the last 

bit to extinguish his flare. He couldn’t warn the beast with the light.

Mat pulled the third and final flare from his bandolier. He pried off the cap and readied to 

strike it. His lungs burned as he stifled his panting. The darkness weighed heavy on his chest as 

he choked on gulps of air. He gripped the flare in his hands tighter and tighter, fighting to urge to 

strike it and chase the dark away.

Instead, he closed his eyes and pictured the first time he met Carl. He saw Carl’s green 

truck pull up beside him on the road in the pouring rain. Without hesitation, Mat had gotten in 

warmth of the car. Carl was smiling as he introduced himself.

Mat opened his eyes. His grip loosened on the flare and his breathing slowed.

He heard the growl first. It was a rumble barely audible above the howling wind. Mat 

then heard the spray of dust as the creature shook itself clean, specks of dirt and dust showered 



 

the walls . A sniffing sound sounded from behind the counter. The creature wouldn’t be able to 

smell him over the gasoline.

Finally, the creature turned the corner. It looked straight at Mat as the little light in the 

room reflected on his good eye. He was a demon in the darkness.

The creature growled. It knew it had come to this.

It approached Mat, waiting for him to make a move.

Cautiously it took one step forward.

Then another.

Then another.

Finally, it was in the pool of gasoline.

A red sun erupted in Mat’s hand as the rough edges of the cap scraped against the flare. 

He leaned forward and brought it to the ground. The gas station exploded into flame around the 

creature. It swept along the fuel and under the creature’s feet.

The creature threw its body from side to side against the shelves. The flaming fuel under 

its feet flew up, coating its body and fur as it thrashed. Finally, the creature stood still and stared 

at Mat.

The creature pounced with its maw wide. Leaping onto the shelves then towards Mat, it 

closed the distance. The liquid fire flew from the creature’s body, lighting the walls and the floor 

of the gas station.

Mat jumped to the side. The creature’s teeth snapping where Mat’s head was. He dropped 

the flare as he rolled. The red tube became completely consumed in the fire.

Mat stumbled around the side of his trap. The creature ignored the flames searing its flesh 

as it bounded around the shelves, eyes fixed on Mat.



 

Mat needed to get the creature back into the fire.

Mat scaled the shelving unit, nearly losing his footholds as the weathered shelves 

crumbled beneath him. The creature behind him, jaws snapping at his legs. Mat needn’t look 

back to know he was close behind.

With a leap, Mat jumped over the fire pit he had created, landing on the side of the 

adjacent shelves. The old wood gave way once more and he slid towards the flame. His hands 

were wild as they grabbed for any lip to pull himself up. Squirming and inching, he raised his 

back up on top of the shelves. He watched the creature leap after him as its paws scrambled to 

find balance.

Stumbling forward, it landed on Mat’s leg. Its front claws dug deep into his flesh, pulling 

him by his left leg towards the flame. The creature ignored the fire that climbed its haunches. 

The creature’s good eye stared bulging and crazed. It ignored the fire and the pain, never to let 

Mat out of its sight as long as it may live.

Mat kicked frantically. His boot glancing off of the creature’s thick skull. With every 

blow, the creature pulled him down, it’s fangs creeping closer to his throat. The fire crept from 

the creature’s body and onto Mat’s, making its way up his clawed leg. Mat pulled his right leg 

back, taking the fractions of a second to aim his kick.

The heel of his boot hit the creature dead in its eye.

Mat kicked again and again, hitting the same spot with increased precision until no eye 

remained. The creature clawed viciously, its paws scratching every which way as it looked for 

Mat. But Mat had already pulled himself over the shelves and down the other side. Ignoring the 

burning in his leg, he pushed with all the strength he could find as the creature clawed its way 

over the shelves.



 

The creature’s jaws still snapped as the shelves fell into the flame.

The creature’s haunches, ravaged and cooked, were pinned by the heavy wood shelves. 

It’s feet kicked wildly as the flame took it. The whole while, the creature’s mouth snapped 

always at Mat’s direction. It’s burned and beaten eye sockets fixated on Mat as he put out the fire 

on his own leg. Finally, the creature made no more movement. It only wore a grin forever stuck 

upon its toothy maw

The light from the fire illuminated the creature, Mat, and the room in its warm red glow.

Mat used the extinguisher to put out the fire. Only embers of deep red still glowed in the 

dark. He limped his way to the back of the gas station to the shut supply closet. It was the only 

place left in the whole gas station. He turned the knob and peeked inside.

“Carl?” Mat asked.

The darkness was thick as Mat felt his way into the closet. He felt first a shoe, then a leg, 

then a belt, then a small red tube with a plastic cap.

Mat took the flare he had given his friend long ago. Lighting the end, the room was full 

of its heavy red glow. Mat turned over an old bucket and sat down.

“Oh Carl...”

Carl’s cold and colorless face made no response as the large pool of blood spilled out 

from the gashes on his cheek and side. With the red light of the flare, Mat waited out the storm 

as he stared into his old friend’s lifeless eyes with no words to say and no thoughts to think and 

barely a breath in his lungs.


