IT’S THAT TIME AGAIN.
HERE’S THIS WEEKS SHORT STORY.
LEAVE YOUR COMMENTS ON THE BACK OF THIS PAGE.
REMEMBER, AT THE END OF THE SAIL THESE WILL BE COLLECTED AND AN ELECTRONIC COPY WILL BE SENT TO ALL THE CREW.



[bookmark: _GoBack]Abandoned houses in the middle of wooded areas emit their own force field, a dark resin of malice and sorrow that prevent most of the sensible persons that would stumble upon them to move on.
It would seem almost as though these dark places were the flytraps of the disenfranchised, preying on those weak minded enough to fall into the folding poisoned leaves.

Some places were not isolated, and instead had manifested in the cracks and crevices of ordinary places.  Bedrooms, attics, even doctors’ offices had become poisonous leaks into our everyday lives.


Kennedy Parker, a long-legged skinny man with weakness for gummy bears, had finished repairs on a 1981 Monte Carlo.  The Monte belonged to an affable doctor, who Kenedy was sure the main reason the doc had kept the car was because he had lost his virginity in it.  Kenedy didn’t have proof of this, it was just an impression he got while he had test driven it on the way to returning the car to its owner.
The doctor, a kindly old man with a penchant for the dramatic, had a large ornate door knocker in the visage of a grinning gargoyle.  Kennedy used the great brass ring to knock on the door and waited patiently.
He knocked again, this time listening to the sounds of the house; a gentle breeze ran fingers through the thatched roof of the New England home, causing a susurration that was calming yet ominous like the eye of a storm.  Kennedy mused on the cost of importing thatch for a roof when almost anything else would have been cheaper and just as effective.
Kennedy knocked again but this time he opened the door and called out.  “Dr. Dahl, I have your car ready.  Should I just leave the keys here?”
Immediately he saw the body.  The aging doctor was face down, arms akimbo and legs splayed out.  The first thing he did was check to see if the doctor was alive.
The second thing he did was pocket the large silver oblong sphere that was clutched in the doctors’ hand.

The police asked few questions, seemed satisfied with Kennedy’s answers, and let him go on his merry way roughly an hour later.  He walked slowly back to his garage with seeing the dead doctor pulling down his shoulders like a terrible weight that was in a tug of war with the random imaginings of what he was going to do with the money he could get for the silver.  This was also spiked with fear about being caught stealing, mixed with the guilt of stealing from a dead man who had been a very good customer, which caused him to pause.

He arrived back at the garage and went into his back office.  Starkly contrasted from the car parts and tools lying around, the office was crisp and well maintained.  He washed his hands at a mini sink before sitting down at his computer and logging onto Facebook.


A car mechanic named Kennedy Parker finds an odd silver rock in the hand of his newly dead customer and uncovers a legend about a supernaturally-cursed, warped metal disc circulating throughout New England. As soon as anyone uses the rock, he or she has exactly 90 days left to live.
The doomed few appear to be ordinary people during day to day life, but when photographed, they appear washed out.
Kennedy refuses to believe the superstition.  But when he accidently uses the silver rock a collage of images flash into his mind: a fat maggot balancing on a charming doctor, an old newspaper headline about a hit and run accident, a hooded frog ranting about hands and a drinking well located in a rural place.
When Kennedy begins to see outside the normal color spectrum, he realizes that the curse of the warped rock is true and calls in his friend, a hit woman named Heather Lakeman, to help.
Heather examines the rock and willingly submits herself to the curse. She finds that the same visions flash before her eyes. She joins the queue for a supernatural death.
Kennedy and Heather pursue a quest to uncover the meaning of the visions, starting with a search for the hooded frog. Will they be able to stop the curse before their time is up?


In the spring of 1974, members of the Betz family were reportedly inspecting their Florida property after a brushfire when they discovered a metallic sphere. They took the object home and started noticing strange things. The sphere would resonate when music was played, it would roll around on its own, it would avoid falling off of tables and surfaces as if it had a mind of its own. In a horror movie-like twist, doors began slamming around the house and family members even reported organ music being heard inside at night when no instrument was in the house. Real or a hoax? Naturally, some believe the sphere is from an extraterrestrial visitor or advanced civilization. Others believe the object was a purpose built piece of scientific or industrial equipment.

