Heebie Jeebies – A horror film treatment by Ray & Des Brady 
Fort Rupert, USA. 1808.
The Kwakiutl, one of the wealthiest and most bloodthirsty First Nation tribes of the mid-west have been increasingly disturbed by the breaking of promises by new settlers who destroy the land and kill the buffalo and deer for sport leaving them to rot uneaten. The Cavalry ‘Bluecoats’, the only representatives of the US government, are undermanned and aware of the upcoming trouble secure themselves in the safety of their barricaded fort. Repeated outbreaks of hostilities between the tribe and bluecoats had resulted in a stand off. As a show of strength, the Kwakiutl shaman, the Hamatsas, who practice ritualistic cannibalism, take one of their Indian slaves and drag him down to the waters edge. There, viewed from the forts walls by the man’s wife and the powerless US Cavalry, they rip him to pieces and eat him slowly as he dies horribly and painfully, all the while chanting their cannibal cry,

-Hap, hap, hap!

The strongest of the Hamatsas, Baxbakual, is given the first of his flesh, then each in turn takes their fill until the man’s heart is cut out and ate by Baxbakual alone. His wife gives out a great wail and shouts down.
-You have killed my love with your sharp teeth and knives. Now I will curse you and so kill you with my sharp tongue.
And with this she cries out a long, hard scream. The Hamatsas ignore her so engrossed in their meal are they, all but the blood drenched Baxbakual who can feel the force of the curse shaking his bones. His eyes widen at her words and he walks away from the feast unsettled.
Many days later the Hamatsas involved start to sicken one by one. Baxbakual goes into the forest alone to ask the mightiest of the wood spirits to help him. He performs several ancient rituals over the next few days and after waking from a deep trance returns to his people. On arriving he finds the corpses of the other Hamatsas as his people prepare to take them to the holy ground. They look at him strangely at first and wonder why he alone has evaded the curse. But knowing him to be a strong medicine man they accept it with some awe.
Time passes and Baxbakual starts to find himself being shunned by his tribe. He has started to look deathly and smell strangely. One day the tribe is attacked by the war party of a rival tribe. During the melee Baxbakual is struck in the heart by an arrow. But instead of collapsing dead on the ground, he pushes the arrow through his chest until it comes out the other side where he pulls it out of his back and throws it onto the ground dismissively. When the rival tribe see this they flee in terror and word quickly spreads of this ‘living dead man’. His own tribe starts to fear him and shun him even more until Baxbakual, his heart full of sorrow, leaves the camp and begins his wanderings. On his travels he finds his craving for human flesh develop to such a point that he can hardly eat anything else. When he feeds, the part of the victim he is eating replenishes that same part of his own body and he finds that he can endure any amount of cold or injury or thirst. Wandering the plains and mountains he becomes a bogeyman or demon spirit to each of the local tribes he comes into contact with. As the years pass he finds that he is growing tired of his joyless, lonely existence and with a saddened soul begins his own trail of tears to the place of his ancestors. There, he wades far out into the lake and lies down to rest for the rest of eternity. 
Chicago, Illinois.2006

Lake Michigan has changed greatly in the two hundred years since the demon Baxbakual last walked the earth. 
A solitary man pulls out from the boating harbour in his small motorised fishing boat and heads for the centre of the Lake. Down his left cheek the man has a deep scar and his long black hair blows wildly in the increasing wind. He is taking long slugs from a bottle of tequila and ignoring the ringing tone on the cell phone in his jacket pocket. After a couple of minutes he turns the engine off and takes a few more long hits from the bottle. He takes the cell phone out and without looking at it throws it in the water. Then he looks at the wedding ring on his finger and taking it off places it carefully on a shelf near the bow. He takes a last look at the note he is leaving to explain his actions then places it near the ring. Finishing the bottle off in one he almost gags then looks to the sky at the gathering clouds. He starts to place large stones in his jacket pockets to weigh himself down, and ties all the strings at the neck and waist into knots. Feeling a gust of wind he looks around just in time to see his note be picked up and carried away on the breeze over the water. He is disconsolate now. He stands to take a leak over the side but the boat starts to heel then rock to and fro until he cannot keep his balance any longer and he falls into the water sinking quickly. As he nears the bottom of the lake he starts to panic, wrenching at his jacket trying to get free, but it is useless. He goes still and his eyes close as he hits the bottom disturbing the mud and sand. Suddenly they open again as a pair of skeletal arms shoot out from the mud and envelop him. Despite his size and strength he struggles to no avail. An ancient face emerges and opening wide its skull like jaw, takes a massive bite out of the man’s neck, swallowing the flesh whole. The water quickly turns dark red as the creature takes bite after bite of his victim’s face and body.
Hours later a figure starts to rise from the water as it walks to shore. It is late summer and the sound of revellers can be heard from a nearby lakeside bar. When out of the water the man stops and looks up at the city skyscrapers of down town Chicago. Its face carries a scar down its left cheek and decaying old clothes hang from its large body. The man seems to be a composite of the drowned suicide and something older, more ancient. We see its eyes widen in wonder as it surveys the skyline and it heads inland ducking as it runs cautiously from tree to tree.
Detective Ben Farraday rubs his eyes as he stares tiredly at the bright computer screen. He is unshaven and his clothes are youthful but creased. Flecks of white are sprouting prematurely from the sides of his brown hair and his muscular body hides the beginnings of a paunch. On the screen are a list of names followed by dates and details. After copying some of the print onto a pad he shuts it down and takes a drink from the Styrofoam cup of coffee by his side only to spit it out a moment later. Picking up the bottle of milk that he made it with, Farraday lifts it to his nose and sniffs gingerly. He recoils in disgust at the turned milk and clearing out his mouth spits once again and grimaces. Checking his watch he yawns and leaves the office walking out of the police station into the night. As he crosses the street to his car it suddenly starts to rain heavily and he curses struggling to find his keys. By the time he manages to get in he is already soaked and he shivers as he puts in the keys and turns on the radio. A song is just ending and a stentorian voice announces the news. Farraday turns the volume up and listen intently to the newscaster who talks about a series of murders that have been taking place in the city over the last few months. Body parts have been taken from each victim and a highly organised gang is suspected of harvesting the parts to order. In a speech earlier that night the Mayor had promised to catch whoever was responsible but as yet the Police had no real clues to who was perpetrating the crimes. 

The weather forecast follows stating categorically that the evening will be humid but with no possibility of rain. Farraday laughs out load and turns the radio off with a derisive tut. As he drives home he sees two hookers arguing on a street corner in the rain so slows down to look at them. He is not interested in arresting them he is merely checking them out. Staring at one of the girl’s legs he smiles at her as she turns and spots him and gives him the middle finger. Farraday whistles and laughing to himself, accelerates away.

The sheen of perspiration on Charlie Mear’s forehead glistens in the Bronco bars flashing neon lights. He looks around the room nervously, trying not to gape at the beautiful, well toned boys dancing and generally having a good time without him. Charlie feels tall and gawky compared to them all, he so obviously doesn’t fit in. His wife is used to his unexplained absences, their marriage having long ago fallen into a state of silent mutual suffering. He wraps his long, bony fingers around his fifth straight bourbon and drains the glass in one feverish gulp. Only one boy had looked at him all evening but he had gone into the toilets with another man nearly an hour earlier and still not come out. Just as he drains his glass the boy appears again and starts walking towards him. Charlie looks away quickly, fresh sweat breaking out from his arm pits and back. He takes off his spectacles and methodically cleans them with a tissue from his shirt pocket hoping desperately the boy will stop and say hi. He merely walks past him though and heads for the exit. But as he reaches the door the boy turns around suddenly and catches Charlie staring at him. The elder man is transfixed by the boy’s eyes who wink at him before sashaying out of the bar theatrically. Charlie is stunned, unsure if the boy wants him to follow or not. He calls for the check but asks for another shot before he goes. Downing the bourbon, he leaves twenty dollars on the bar and pats down his hair to make himself feel more presentable. Composing himself, he rises to his feet unsteadily. The whiskey has hit his legs and he has trouble standing. As Charlie makes for the door he stumbles into a dancing couple and apologizing profusely backs away only just managing to leave the bar without tumbling into somebody else. Outside it is raining heavily and he looks up to the sky letting the cool rain clear his head for a moment as it soaks through his jacket to his shirt. Then remembering why he has left the building he looks both ways frantically trying to see where the young man has disappeared to. Walking out into the road he peers up and down desperately as the last southbound El train thunders past overhead. Maybe the boy had not wanted him to follow after all, and lowering his head he heads back to his car with a sad weight in his chest and a look of resignation. But just as he is turning the keys in the lock, Charlie hears a sound behind him and turning sees a figure beckoning him from the alley opposite. The rain is lashing down and Charlie can not make out clearly if it is the boy or not as his spectacles are steamed and wet. He makes a snap decision, re-locks the car and hastily heads towards the shadowy figure. As he crosses the road, the figure backs away further down into the alley and Charlie slows unsure whether to continue on. He takes another look up and down the road then continues, now resolved to go through with it. 
The cell phone ring is purposefully loud and annoying and Janet Farraday sleepily pushes her husband in bed next to her to get up and answer it. He doesn’t move at first so she punches his arm with a seemingly practised accuracy.
-Oww! There was no need for that!

Ben Faraday climbs out of bed rubbing his forearm as Janet sits up momentarily and announces grumpily

-Either that ring tone goes or I do.

She falls back down onto the mattress pulling the duvet over her head. Farraday fumbles around in the near dark room, clumsily knocking over ornaments and glasses before finding the phone, disconnecting it from its charger and answering it gruffly. He is told to report to the station immediately as there has been another attack and after informing the voice on the other end that he only got to bed four hours earlier, pulls the receiver away from his ear and yawns as they start to shout something loud and insulting. After a while he puts it back to his ear and says with resignation.

-Yes sir, right away.

Dawn is just breaking as he pulls up opposite the station. Already a press gang of reporters and photographers have gathered around the entrance all looking for a scoop on the murders. Farraday ducks down a back alley at the side and is just making his way into the cleaner’s entrance when he hears a voice from behind say casually.

-Hello Ben. How’s it going?
The Detective recognizes the voice immediately and turns around smiling. 

-Hello Peterson.

He lunges forward and grabbing the man lifts him off his feet, slamming him up against the alley wall.

-Look Ben how was I to know my Editor would go ahead and publish that story without my permission? Ben… Ben, c’mon. How long have we been buddies?

Farraday merely sighs and with a look of exasperation lets him fall to the floor.

-Don’t worry, when I get any information pertaining to the case, ‘The Daily Enquirer’ will be the last rag to be told.

With that he turns and slams the door behind him.

The case room is buzzing with jokes and bodies as the Lieutenant in charge of the case tries to quieten them down. 

-Alright everybody, listen up! As you already know, there’s been another victim of, what our journalist fiends are calling ‘The Organ Snatchers’. But this one somehow managed to survive!
There is a moments stunned silence then the room erupts, everybody shouting questions at once.

-He is currently being treated at Cook County and the docs say he might be ready for questioning later on today. This one had both hands removed and was found in an alley downtown near Broncos Bar. Now I want Gonzales and Wright to continue with the Eastern European angle and to link up with the Feds on the Gang and body parts trade. And since this was near Broncos and as the victim from the 25th was found in a public washroom, I want Delaney and Smits on with the gay angle; popular hang-outs, gay press, bars, yadda yadda.
Wolf whistles and shouts erupt from around the room as balls of crunched up paper are thrown at Detectives Delaney and Smits who smile and nod knowingly. 
-Alright already! Now the Mayor and the press are busting our balls for an arrest ASAP but Downtown has only given us six men to cover every corner, so I want all of you to crack some heads and get some answers today. Is that clear?! Now Farraday and Oliver get to question our handless friend up at Cooks and I wish the rest of you all a very good day. Happy hunting and be safe, people!
Two hours later Ben Farraday and his partner Jerry Oliver are arguing with a nurse who is refusing to let them speak to her patient.
-We understand he needs to rest Nurse… Nurse Rains, but I’m sure you understand that there is a killer, stroke killers, out on the street at this moment looking for the next victim and we are the only ones who might be able to stop him or them before they horribly mutilate someone else before letting them bleed to death! Now ... please! Let us do our jobs mam and you can do yours.

At this Nurse Rains relents but only steps away from the door reluctantly.

-Two minutes. No more. 

As they near the bed the man’s wife stands up defensively.

-Its alright Mrs Spimitski. Were Police, we just need to ask your husband a few questions. Now if you can wait out in the hall for a few minutes we’ll get this over with and get back out on the streets to find the person that did this to your husband. It’s alright.
A soothing Detective Oliver puts his arm around the distraught woman’s shoulders and escorts her out of the room. His casual grace compliments his natural good looks and looking up at him re-enter the room, Farraday ponders that if his partner wasn’t such a good cop, he would probably hate him. Some bastards had it all, he thought, and turns back to Mr Spimitski. 
The tall, middle-aged man is deathly white and has his arms bound and in traction. After several fruitless minutes of questioning in which the still highly medicated victim says nothing intelligible, they turn to leave. But just as they are opening the door Spimitski starts to mumble something with urgency.
-What was that?

Oliver asks his partner turning back into the room.

-I’m not sure. I think he said, ‘stench’?

Leaning close to his mouth they can just about hear him whisper.

-The smell, it was terrible….decay…. It chewed them off!!

At which the victim starts to weep uncontrollably as Nurse Rains re-enters, ordering them to leave immediately.

All the recent rainfall has flooded some parts of the city’s sewer system. Deep under Wabush the rats are teeming, forced out from their normal lairs some even head above ground in daylight hours. They fight for new dwellings, packs killing any creature unfortunate enough to cross their paths.
But there is a new predator in their midst, one that doesn’t feel their bites or catch their diseases. At lightning speed it picks them up one by one and snapping their necks with a single bite, drains them of their blood. Discarding the carcass, it grabs another until all are dead or flee. Baxbakual can survive off these vermin for the time being. But soon it will need human flesh and blood again. Soon it will be time to bring the rains once again and rejuvenate. To feed. He calls on the swamp spirit of the alligator to carry him to his lair. At tremendous speed he surfs over the putrid waters crossing town in minutes. Returning to his own lair he crouches and lights some candles, starting to moan a primeval incantation. Raising his arms he looks at his long, bony fingers, admiring his newly acquired hands. Ancient words of magic are sung as the old gods are invoked and asked for assistance. He looks up and in his eye we can see the skyscrapers and planes, the noise and the traffic as he wonders if this world of confusion and pain he has woken in is his world or the land of some evil spirit. He knows he has not yet died and realising that his world has been destroyed and replaced with this land of choking air and filth, he grows angry. He calls on all the great sleeping spirits to come to his aid, to drive them out or destroy the white man completely.
Above ground as the sun slowly sets over the lake, storm clouds begin to gather and thunder can be heard approaching the city from the north.
So Delaney and Smits have drawn a blank on the fag front….

-And PP and Gonzales are still missing in action. But none of the organ thefts in the last few years show any similarity to the M.O. of our guy anyway. That’s for sure.

Farraday retorted whilst shooting his crunched paper cup into the bin at the other side of the cramped, stinking office. They often finished each others sentences so close of mind they had become through years of working together but Farraday had long ago stopped remarking on his partner’s casual homophobic remarks. If a cop got offended by every gay hating, sexist, racist remark he heard in the station each day he’d never get anywhere. Part of being Police is knowing when to let things go.

-So what now?

-Now we go down to the Lab and check on the latest forensics.

By the time Ben got his fourth coffee of the day from the dispenser down the hall and reached the entrance of Forensics, Detective Oliver had already got the telephone number of the pretty young Hispanic forensic scientist and was in the process of whispering something suggestive in her ear when Ben burst in on them.
-Hard on the case Jerry, eh?

Jerry Oliver started in surprise but composed himself seamlessly.
-Ben this is Rebecca……

-Oh so you’re ‘The Ice cream Team’!
The young scientist said laughing, her unusual eyes one bright blue the other green flashing. Both men sigh with bored, resigned expressions. Having the first names Ben and Jerry, it was only a question of time before someone put two and two together and came up with three, but since cracking their last big case, in which a prominent crack king pin was incarcerated, their fame and name had spread.

-If only your mamma had called you Tom we could have avoided all this.

Jerry wisecracked to a dead panning Farraday who replied.

-Can we get down to business please? So, the DNA matched those on the other victims but you still haven’t got a line in on any of our files and it’s still showing some peculiar characteristics, perhaps due to some corruption of the samples from crime scene to lab.

Rebecca looked at him non-plussed, turned to Jerry and said.

-Why did you bother coming down here? Your guy has all the answers anyway.

-Well if we hadn’t I wouldn’t have been able to look into those beautiful unforgettable eyes of yours, would I?

She smiles a reply to Detective Oliver, as Farraday winces at the corny remark. She says nothing and sighing puts the file back in the draw as they turn to leave.

-Just one thing you may not already know Colombo. We gathered enough fresh saliva from the latest victim to definitely ascertain some clues about the assailant.

She makes them wait for the most important part. She had trained for years and she wasn’t going to be made to look an amateur by the second detective who walked in the door.
-You know that the assailant literally chewed off Mr Spimitski’s hands, right?  Well from the large amount of saliva we tested we found your man has some Native American in him. It’s strange but there’s still corruption occurring despite the fact that I took those samples myself.
Farraday leaned forward suddenly interested.

-What kind of corruption?

-Well, each sample contains some DNA strands from all the previous victims. The greatest amount from the last victim then less and less occurring chronologically to the earliest victim we know of. But under all this is the base DNA from the Native American.

-What the hell does that mean?

-I haven’t a clue. It’s one of the strangest samples we’ve ever seen. And what’s even weirder is the Amerindian DNA doesn’t seem to come from self-replicating tissue.

-Meaning?

-Meaning that the DNA doesn’t seem to come from a living creature. It appears dead.

Farraday and Oliver took several moments to digest this before the young scientist realised she needed to pre-empt their doubt.

-Of course, I’m having some samples sent over to a colleague in Boston and the FBI has asked for some also.

The two detectives looked at each other doubtfully before thanking Rebecca and making their way out with Farraday shaking his head. As they near the door she starts to laugh.
-Oh I get it now.

She regretted it almost as soon as she had blurted it out.

-Tom and Jerry. Funny!
Later that evening she leaves the Lab and heads through the short cut towards the train station. Passing over the canal and through the housing tenement ready for demolition she is stopped in her tracks by the strangest noise she has ever heard. A cacophony of squealing seems to envelop her, a sound like pigs about to be slaughtered. With the street deserted she is the only one to hear the sound echoing off the high boarded houses around her. Then she sees the source of the noise. First one, then a dozen rats start to emerge from a gap in the wooden partition on her left just ahead of her. Before she has a chance to run there are hundreds pouring forth screeching desperately as if running for their lives. When the flow of greasy grey bodies eventually halts she feels herself start to breath again. But not for long. From the place they fled she hears a whooshing sound just before the wooden board is battered down. On a wave of effluence a figure slides down to the pavement just before her. She stands transfixed as it turns round to face her and shows its rotting teeth in a malevolent smile. Her throat contracts in an invisible grip as she feels herself being dragged towards the creature until she stands before it. Now her body is numb as if anaesthetised. In her eyes we can see the pain she cannot express as they start to pulsate and bulge then break free of their sockets altogether. Pulled tight, they strain on the optic nerves as Baxbakual opens its mouth and starts to slowly consume them.
He coughed for nearly two minutes then brought up a dirt, grey ball of mucus from his lungs and spat it out onto the street, lighting another Marlborough instinctively. His ex-wife had cited his regular morning coughing fits as one of the reasons for divorce, but these days they happened anytime of the day or night. It had been three days since Dwight Peterson had shown his face at the office of the Enquirer. Three days of sitting in his beat up olds mobile smoking, drinking pissy coffee from Wendy’s or Mc. D’s, and hoping, praying that he wasn’t wasting his time trailing Detectives Farraday and Oliver. Surely if anyone could get him closer to the murders it was these two. He had his young cousin Charlie working with him for ninety bucks a day and he wasn’t doing too bad all things considered. After the Ice cream team had visited a potential suspect, Dwight would pick up on it leaving Charlie to then trail them. If they drew a blank and left after two minutes, he would carry on with the tail with Charlie following him keeping in contact by cell phone. That way they would be less suspicious of the same car on their ass all day. Trailing any cops, especially these two, wasn’t easy and he knew he had to be careful. That’s why he’d spent a full day teaching Charlie everything he knew about the game last Sunday and why he had the boy swap cars with his mom’s Chevrolet once a day.
He knew Farraday was the real brains behind the partnership so tried to get into his head for the tail. He’d made a call to the Enquirer two days earlier and told his Editor he was working on a hunch but now that hunch was starting to feel a little stale. There seemed to be no rhyme or sense to Farraday’s movements like he lacked direction and was wandering aimlessly. Peterson knew this wasn’t like Farraday and felt the chill from a cold lead. He sensed that they had discounted the gay killer notion and ruled out the body parts outfit, they usually let you live after Mickey Finning you and taking your liver. Besides who stole hands? And that blond bitch down at Forensics had kept tight lipped so he knew zilch about the DNA results. The new ones were always the same. Just wait ‘til she’d been there a few years, tagging John Does and slicing stiffs. He’d have to wait for her boss Alfie Pasquale to get back from his fishing vacation in the Rockies. He always opened up after a few free brews. But for now, he had to sit tight and hoped they led him to something with some meat and quick.
That night around nine, after buying two burritos from Taco Bell, they drove down to Lake Shore and parked in a gravel clearing just West of the Zoo. Peterson called his cousin and told him to stay back as he found a space in a parking zone just within sight of the two detectives. They got out and headed for one of the two buildings on the reporters left but then the skies opened and it started to pour. These unseasonal torrential outbursts had become common over the last couple of months, usually ending as suddenly as they began. Even with the wipers on full he couldn’t see a thing through them so he grabbed the hooded oilskin from the back seat and headed after the Ice cream team. He knew he was taking a big risk being seen but his Editor wouldn’t give him much longer, he had to get something soon. Besides, he’d been doing this long enough, if he stayed well hidden in the trees they wouldn’t see him. He didn’t lock the car as he didn’t need them to hear the automatic locking beeps and pulling the hood over his head ran as fast as he could to the Spruce trees ahead. Farraday and Oliver were met at the entrance to the grey, municipal building by what looked like a janitor and they entered hastily. Peterson fumbled for his cell phone to call Charlie only to find the battery dead. He cursed out loud, mystified as he’d only charged it two hours earlier through the cars cigarette lighter. Piece of crap!
Suddenly feeling cold, he yanked the collars up on the oilskin and pulled the zipper up as far as it would go. He needed a smoke but decided it wasn’t worth the effort with the strength of the wind and rain. As Peterson repositioned himself for a better view of the entrance he felt something run over his foot and jumped in fright. Looking down he saw a big black rat scampering away from him quickly followed by another even larger. Just recently there had been a city wide infestation that the sewer officials had put down to the heavy rains although this knowledge didn’t calm Peterson in any way, shape or form. He had a life-long hatred of the creatures when as a child he’d surprised a pack of them one time, eating a dead cat down a back alley in which he had ran to hide from the local bully. They had looked up at him and even at that young age he’d sensed that they had no fear of him. Within a split second they had been aware of who was the superior in strength. Who was the predator and who was the potential prey. It was perhaps the speed of the analysis as much as the sense of danger itself that stunned him so much and stayed with him for so long.

It was then whilst looking for more of the vermin about the grass that he smelt it first. An overpowering stench so strong it scraped the back of his throat and he nearly gagged. It was familiar to him though. He’d smelt it in a hundred morgues, at a thousand scenes of the crime. The smell of rotting flesh, of a decomposing corpse. Confusion hit him microseconds later as he realised that he had not been moving and the smell had come to him. He swivelled on the spot reaching for the pepper spray he always carried in his jacket pocket and came face to face with the very last thing he would ever see. Standing in front of him was a motionless, straggly haired old man staring inquisitively. It was dark but he could just make out the man’s withered features by the light from the road. The smell made him dizzy and the Reporter made to scream out but found he was unable to, frozen with fear. By some unknown, primal ability, he knew his last few seconds were upon him and he reached out to grab or strike the man. His bowels opened and he could feel his legs start to give way. But he did not fall as expected, his body held aloft by some invisible force. When he tore his eyes away from the ancient face for the first time and looked down, he saw a strange light emanating from the stinking creatures chest that seemed to reach out and pull on his own. To Peterson’s horror he saw his clothes, then the skin on his upper stomach start to peel back like so much orange peel. Somehow anaesthetised he watched unable to feel as layers of muscle and fat unravelled forming a gaping hole in his chest. He heard the creature gasp as the light entered his body and his lungs began to be pulled from his torso. Blood gushed freely down his legs and looking up at the things face, he wondered why he wasn’t dead yet. The old man wrenched The Reporter’s lungs up to his mouth and began to chew on them slowly and reverently. Strings of tissue connected the two as the dying mans thoughts were then answered as he felt something else start to leave his form. As his vision started to blur then darken he knew it was his Soul being consumed also and made a part of this creature’s reality as fragments of other peoples lives and voices jostled for space in the dungeon like interior. As he exhaled his last breath Peterson found himself in a place far worse than any hell he could have ever imagined and joining the myriad others around him, began to scream.
Charlie found the remains of his cousin Frank at eight thirty the next morning and by nine thirty Detectives Oliver and Farraday were on the scene. Due to the location there were no gawkers at that time just the occasional well disposed jogger pretending not to care. After questioning the distraught young man and sending him down town with two officers Farraday took a pencil from his pocket and crouched down next to the bloody mess that used to be Peterson. 
-He must have been watching us, following us.

Trying not to step in the gore he reached forward and amongst the long grass lynched a smooth flint object attached to a leather cord necklace. Unseen by his partner he slipped it into his pocket reasoning that no prints could be taken from it and by the time he got through all the paperwork and had it analysed, he could have worked out what it was himself. He’d known the Reporter for several years and never seen him wear any kind of jewellery not even a wedding ring. Ben would have never called him a friend exactly and didn’t like his methods too much but he admired the fact that he always got the job done. And no man deserved to die like this. He was going to get the bastard that did this.
-So yesterday that was Peterson in the red Chevrolet like you thought.

Oliver shook his head sadly and added.

-Poor shmuck!

-Not Peterson. His killer, our killer must have been following us, as well as Peterson! This is too much of a coincidence. Look I’ve got some things to sort out at home. Can you cover for me for a few hours?
Without waiting for a reply he turned and walked towards his car whilst looking up at the clear morning sky.

The night before had been a waste of time. On a hunch they had gone to the works centre of the city sewage system to see if they could pick up any leads. Oliver had ran with the Mears survivors story about the stench of his attacker and surmised that the assailant would be unable to move around normally if he smelt that bad all the time and so must be travelling about in the sewers. All the pieces fit but the system was way too big to get a handle on and there was hardly any video surveillance system in operation. All they had confirmed was the mass migrations of rats and several weird water surges.   

The few hours lasted all day as he visited a fence who owed him a few favours and asked him about the flint amulet. He drew a blank but knew someone that knew someone until he found himself in an uptown jewellery shop that specialised in Native artefacts. The old mans suspicious air didn’t alter when Farraday produced his badge, still he told him what he wanted to know and he rushed back to his home computer, in no mood to go to the station and explain his far fetched theories to his captain. After Forensics had showed him the long black strand of hair that they had found on Peterson’s trousers that morning, he knew he was on to something. But that something was so outlandish he couldn’t even afford to tell his partner so had decided on some solo work. He didn’t need to wait for them to tell him that the strand came from a pure blood Native American. He had felt it at first sight. Sometimes he got these intuitive feelings and knew it was best not to think about them, to simply act on them. Earlier that week he’d realised that every one of their killings had happened on a rainy night. Then checking the records he found that there had been a relating murder or disappearance every time it had rained for the last three months. This thing was much bigger than anyone suspected. Then with the DNA results he started to recall stories from his youth of Indian Shaman and rainmakers. Checking things on the internet at home he followed up on what the old guy in the jewellers had suggested and things started to fall into place. Next he checked the listings for any experts on Native American folklore within a two hour drive and jumped into his car again after leaving a hastily scribbled note for his wife.  
An hour out of the city and just as the sun was setting Ben finally found the tatty homestead of Coyote Paw, the only genuine Native American named expert in the book. He couldn’t be sure if he was a fraud or even at home as the telephone number hadn’t worked. Still he drove all the way out there on another hunch. As he parked the car he wondered if one of his hunches wasn’t going to get him into trouble one day.
He checked the place out and locking his car called out the Indians name. Calling again he cautiously approached the entrance to the run down shack and pushed open the door. Peering into the darkness he reached his hand around to find a light switch then started as he heard the voice.

-What do you want here?

-I’ve come to speak with Coyote Paw. To ask him some questions.

-Then speak lawman.

Farraday was used to certain types recognising him as Police; hustlers, ex-cons, but it was dark in the doorway and the Indian could only have seen a dim silhouette at best. He suddenly felt wary. Just as his eyes were beginning to grow accustomed a pair of hands lit a match and held it to a candle as the cop saw the Native’s face for the first time. By the voice and gravitas he projected Ben expected the man to be aged and furrowed, instead he was confronted by a sprightly looking youth with a clear complexion and bright intense eyes. Farraday leaned forward and placed the amulet in front of the boy. Coyote Paw’s eye widened.
-Where did you get this?

-I found it next to the dead body of an acquaintance.
The Indian made a sniffing noise and looked up at the Detective waiting for more.

-His internal organs had been ripped from his body whilst still alive. Who would do a thing like this you think? Coyote looked at him blankly but Farraday could sense a mocking tone to his reply

-A wolf?

Farraday realised this was no time to lose control or act tough. He was in unknown territory with a potentially armed assailant or assailants. He breathed out slowly and pulling out a chair sat down opposite the Indian.
-Please. I need your help desperately. A number of innocent people have lost their lives to some lunatic who thinks he’s a medicine man. Pretending to call the rains then hunting down and mutilating unsuspecting members of the public. I know him to be a Native American and I need to know if you know of anyone deranged enough to do this.

Coyote looked long at the Detective and remained silent for over a minute before replying in his deep, unsettling voice.

-I know of the man you seek. His name is Baxbakual.

Farraday let out a sigh of relief before stammering.
-Where would I find him? What does he look like?

The young man opposite him smiled for two seconds then returned to his earlier glare.

-I know not what he looks like or where you can find him. But if he wants to find you, he will. And he is very old. Very, very old.

Farraday’s anger boiled over as he pushed his chair over to stand whilst almost shouting.

-No old man could have done this. Don’t talk in riddles. Will you help me or not?

Coyote merely looked at him pityingly and remained silent. Farraday had had enough so snatched the amulet back off the table and stormed out of the shack towards the car. It had started to rain again and his hair was wet by the time he unlocked the car and slammed the door shut cursing to himself.

-You will need this lawman.

Startled, Ben twisted round quickly whilst reaching for the holstered gun at his side. The Indian was behind him in the back seat, calm and dry. Seeing Coyote Paw meant him no harm he didn’t draw the weapon but kept his hand on it all the same.
-How in fucks name did you get in here!?

-You have good eyes and a brave heart so I say this to you now. Throw away that talisman and run away as far as you can. Tonight, now!

The Indian could see Farraday tripping in confusion desperately searching for more questions. He held up his hands to stop him.
-You know so little but I can see you running towards death. The thing you are hunting is now more akin to one of your demons than a man. He has such power that he has learnt how to keep death at bay. Baxbakual was old before your grandparents parents were born, yet still you wish to find him and try to destroy him!?

Coyote sighed deeply as the rain battered the roof of the car. He reached out towards Ben and opened his hand. In his palm was a large sharp tooth with a string tied through it.
-Wear this Mountain cats tooth. It will protect you from his ways. But beware still, he is stronger than three men. He will find you to regain his amulet and he will probably take your soul. But when he comes destroy his amulet and you might have a chance. You will know him by his smell and that all things lose their life near him. I don’t expect to ever see you again, but if I do, don’t expect to see me.

And with this he calmly got out of the car and was gone. A shaking Farraday drove away doing forty over the limit. Every couple of minutes his head would flick round to scan the back seat as a feeling of dread slowly counterbalanced his unease. He could feel it with every fibre of his being; something was very wrong.
Baxbakual had followed the scent until he’d found the home of the man who was hunting him then he’d called for the sky to open and the rains to come. Squatting high in a tree opposite the house he recalled the vision he had had a week earlier showing him that this mans life was somehow linked to his own. So he had stalked the man as the man tried to hunt him, the two circling each other like mountain cats. He’d seen the book through the window of his automobile, the one with the brightly coloured picture of the Shaman on the front and watched as he studied the corpses of the victims he himself had slain just hours earlier. More and more he was starting to admire this man and would almost miss the thrill of being pursued by him. He was weak and a white man, but there was very little else for Baxbakual to enjoy in this forsaken age. This time and place was strange and crowded, full of noisy metal beasts. Now the Detective had his amulet he would have to destroy him but he wondered which part of him he would most like to consume first. Just then, he barked out a hard phlegmy cough and cursed the already cursed soul of his last victim.
On the other side of the road to Baxbakual a car pulled up and Detective Oliver got out and ran towards Farraday’s house. He knocked and rang several times but seeing no one was home ran back to sit and wait in his car. Switching the radio on he picks up the sub he has just bought and unwrapping it takes a bite out of it. He spits it back out and coughing holds it up to the light from the street lamp outside. It is rotten and covered with green mould.
-Dirty fucks! Fresh like hell!

The music on the radio turns to static fuzz and flicking through the stations he finds that he can’t get any reception so switches it off cursing again. He sits back in his seat grimacing then looks out at something in the street ahead. Turning on his windscreen wipers he sees the third lamp down the street suddenly go out. Finding his cell phone he starts to dial Ben’s number but the facia on it begins to flicker then goes dead completely. Looking up he sees a figure approaching on the sidewalk ahead and rubbing the windscreen, peers through as the next street lamp to him goes out also. Spooked now, he turns his headlights on full and drawing his gun steps out of the car into the night time rain. As the dishevelled figure approaches the front of the car his headlights start to flicker, then they too go out completely.
-Hold it right there, you here me? Stop or I’ll shoot!

The figure doesn’t pause for a second, he keeps on walking towards the car until he is a few feet away from Oliver when he surprisingly stops and stares wordlessly. The detectives first thought is “what the fuck is that disgusting stench”, then he sees its nightmare face for the first time; a scarred old mans but with young eyes, one bright blue the other green that reminded him of Rebecca the young forensics scientist, never met anyone with different coloured eyes all his life then two in a day, what are the odds, then pushes her out of his mind to deal with the danger as man raises an arm towards him. He warns the man one more time before firing three bullets two into his lower legs and one in his shoulder. The figure recoils with the blasts but doesn’t go down. He looks up and continues now to walk towards him. After firing three more shots into his body Oliver goes for a head shot and the figure falls back onto the wet road. Stunned, the Detective goes to check the body and kneels down next to it. The top of its head has been blown off and its body is riddled with holes, but as he reaches forward to find some ID on the corpse, it grabs hold of his hand and pulls him down. Baxbakual’s jaws slowly open and take a large chunk out of the Detectives cheek as he screams for the last time. Then as both of its hands grasp his head, he falls silent as if paralysed as the creature starts to hungrily chew off his face.

As he drove back into the city through the heavy rain Ben Farraday knew something was wrong but he couldn’t put his finger on it. Apart from his hunches he never normally believed in anything he couldn’t touch or see with his own eyes but Coyote Paw had given him the creeps. A couple of times he had got the protecting Tooth amulet that he had given him and considered stopping to tie it around his neck, but then felt foolish for being so superstitious and placed it on the dashboard shaking his head dismissively. He called the station and one of the detectives there had said he thought Oliver was heading over to his apartment so he’d tried to call Jerry’s cell phone but couldn’t get connected. Then he’d tried his wife at home but no one answered there. Janet didn’t like cell phones and he’d forgot to ask her where she was going that night. Still he kept redialling the home number hoping to catch her as soon as she walked in. If this crazy was after him then his wife and partner might be in danger also. The traffic was moving slowly so he put on the siren and raced to his place across town. 
Janet Farraday runs in from the taxi and closing the door behind her shakes her umbrella. She sniffs the air with disgust and tries the light switch then hearing the phone ringing rushes into the lounge to answer it.

-Hello

-Hi Jan is everything alright there?

-Everything’s fine. I’ve just walked in the door. I was at Rhoda’s. Why?

-Nothing hon. I was just worried about you.

-Are you okay Ben? Where’ve you been?

-It doesn’t matter now….
-Ben did you forget to put the trash out this morning? There’s a lousy smell in the apartment. And all the light bulbs seem to have gone. You think the fuse has blown?
With horror Farraday recalls Coyote Paws words but tries to conceal the alarm in his voice.

-Honey, I want you to do something for me please. Can you lock all the doors and windows and get the baseball bat from the bedroom.

-Ben, you’re scaring me now. What the hells happened? What’s wrong?

-Hopefully nothing honey. Just do what I say and stay in the bedroom. I’ll be home in a few minutes… 
Just then the line goes dead so he slams his foot on the accelerator. Janet puts the phone down but whilst rushing towards the bedroom hears a voice. She turns and sees a man standing near the window his face lined by the shadows of the blind.
-Jan…….

It says in a deathly hollow tone.

-Jerry… Is that you?

The man doesn’t answer or move.
-What are you doing here? How did you get in?

Jerry/Baxbakual doesn’t reply. He raises his arm and starts to recite an incantation in a hollow rasp as Janet sensing ill, backs into the open kitchen area and fumbling through a drawer finds a knife. As she stands there petrified a cold wind starts to blow around the room as an eerie green light starts to emanate from the walls. Ben finally gets to the apartment and forgetting the Tooth amulet runs in and draws his gun. Now in the middle of the room Baxbakual is chanting softly, his long hair fallen over his face. Ben approaches him cautiously, warning him that he will shoot. Then as the Shaman lifts his head to reveal Jerry’s face Ben’s mouth drops and he lowers his gun.

-My god Ben, what’s happened to you?
He holsters his gun and walks towards his friend thinking him ill. As he approaches he senses something is wrong then smells the awful odour of the beast and goes for the amulet in his pocket to break it. But it is too late for when he pulls it out his hand freezes. Baxbakual’s force has him by the throat and he falls to his knees powerless. Seeing this, his wife clenches the knife in her hand and runs to attack the creature. But she is swept to the opposite side of the room as if swatted by a giant hand and hitting the wall, falls to the ground unconscious. Calmly Baxbakual takes his flint amulet from the Detective and placing one hand on Ben’s head and one on his own, starts a new incantation. His eyes go dark and blank as he begins his chant. The flint magically rises to Ben’s head and starts to slowly turn around the top of his scalp digging into the skin and bone. As the speed increases it start to saw through his skull until a circular section is cut loose. Baxbakual then takes the section off and raises the flint to do the same to his own. Then removing Ben’s brain he drops it casually to the floor and replaces it with his own. Putting the skull section back he himself falls to his knees then to the floor seemingly dead as Ben’s eyes open with a new dark intensity. He reaches down, takes the amulet from his former body and puts it around his neck before casually leaving the house. There is silence for the first time that night as the rain has stopped and we begin to hear the Indian’s footsteps. Then they quieten as he casually walks away down the road, into the night.

Eventual a new sound can be heard, a weak scratching coming from the floor, from the hand of the dead Indian. As Ben’s removed brain starts to gently throb one of the hands from Baxbakual’s corpse starts to twitch and scrape the wooden floor, starting to move. Clawing itself along it slowly reaches the brain of the Detective and places it in its head. Fixing the skull section back on he rises to his feet and opens his eyes. They are full of rage. Just then he hears his wife moan and he runs to her. But as he falls to his knees to help he sees his reflection in the hall mirror and jumps back with the shock. In horror he feels his face and body and realising Janet will wake soon stumbles out of the house.

On the doorstep he hears the sirens for the first time and opening his mouth lets out an unholy roar. He begins to run pursued by the police and is struck by one bullet after another. But he hardly feels them, he only feels a hunger. That and the need for revenge.
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