


From the last igloo on the left.
When we started this thing back in September of  2022, the 
idea was to create a magazine to shine a light on all of  the 
unheard voices in horror. In the last few months it has been 
our pleasure to work with some amazingly gifted and talented 
people both on the writer and artist side. 2023 has a ton of  
promise and we are going to continue to do our best to keep 
you up at night. In the meantime, Happy Holidays to every-
one, and we hope you enjoy this sampler of  what to expect.
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Who’s Your Christmas Spirit?
Brian Whitfield 

I knew a lady, rest her soul, who used to say that there is a special place in 
hell for people who don’t have the Christmas Spirit. If  she only knew how 
right she was, and how horribly wrong. 

Why me. They warned me to be ready to answer the infamous “why 
me” question. It is the most common first question to be asked by those in 
your predicament. I’ll start there so we can get a head start on the more im-
portant questions. There’s no time to waste. 

You were chosen. Same as me. Because you have a Christmas Spirit. 

Believe it or not, you do. How do I know you have a Christmas Spirit? I’ll 
answer that question with a question: Can you hear me in your head? 

Of  course you can hear me in your head. If  you couldn’t hear my voice 
in your head right now, you wouldn’t know I asked the question. Even if  you 
refuse to believe me, it’s too late. You don’t have to believe in something for 
it to be true. I was where you are, not too long ago. I didn’t heed the warn-
ings they gave me and here I am, giving you the same warnings I ignored. 

This isn’t the warning; this is just a piece of  advice. Be very careful from 
here on out. You can’t miss any clues or hints or else you’ll be taking my 
place, possibly much sooner than you’d like. You seem pretty bright, you’ll 
figure it out and all will be well, or you won’t figure it out and… you’ll know 
three days from now, that’s for sure. 

I have a lot to teach you in a paltry amount of  time. Pay attention. 
Most will say that the Christmas Spirit is merely a feeling of  joy for the 
season. Peace, goodwill, all that jazz. In fact, it is the polar opposite. Forget 
everything you have ever heard about the Christmas Spirit. 

Societies would have us believe that we need to get into the Christmas 
Spirit. Bah Humbug. The truth is the Christmas Spirit gets into you. You 
know, for the good of  the season and the betterment of  mankind. But from 
whose perspective? 

Here’s your first hint: Possessions. Possessed. I’ll let you figure out the 



connection. 

I bet you have a Christmas list. If  not, you know you are supposed to. 

Everyone is to write a Christmas list. Here’s a list of  everything I want, want, 
want. 

You know what that list really is? It’s a spell. You are casting a spell 
to be possessed by the Christmas Spirits of  desire, of  possessions, and of  
greed. To name only a few. Christmas Spirits are a nasty bunch. 

The master demon, or the head Christmas Spirit, the one you are summoning 
with that wish list, rules the ninth sphere of  hell. That’s a pretty long 
way from the North Pole. We know the demon of  greed, the head Christmas 
Spirit, as Mammon. 

That lady was right, there is a special place in hell for the holidays. 

Where she, and most humans, are misled is that this special place in hell is for 
those with the Christmas spirit, not without. Ever heard that it’s better to give 
than to receive? Hmmm, could that be another clue? 

Mammon, the Christmas Spirit you are inviting in with your Christmas wish 
list, and your letters to Santa Claus, goes by many names, as all the 
greats do. There are priests and demonologists, amongst others, who say that 
Mammon is another “personality” of  the infamous, and arguably the second 
most powerful demon known, Beelzebub. Talk about a rock star. You defi-
nitely don’t want that Christmas Spirit involved in your life, yet here you are. 
Christmas Spirits are world’s best tricksters. Deceit is the name of  the Christ-
mas Spirit’s game. 

Mammon’s greatest desire and ambition is to possess the world with the 
spirit of  Christmas. This Christmas Spirit inspires greed, jealousy, envy, and 
lust so potent and vile that even those humans who are known as the most 
virtuous can be driven to corruption and commit other monstrosities that 
will damn their soul. 

You are still not convinced. Fine. Here’s another example. 

Do you remember that famous TV preacher who shocked the world 



when he admitted to having an affair? The one with the wife whose head was 
made heavier with all the makeup she wore. December 8th. That was the day 
Mr. TV Preacher received the Spirit of  Christmas, and an expensive sex act. 
It wasn’t this preacher’s first run in with Mammon or the other most danger-
ous Christmas Spirits. These preachers and the most “religious” folk are 
vehicles of  some of  the vilest Christmas Spirits. 

Here’s an FYI for you. This is an important fact to remember. It’s not 
one Christmas Spirit per human. There are far more Christmas Spirits than 
humans. Once you show an opening, it’s come one, come all. I’ll be honest, 
unless you are a big time influencer, odds are you’ll be host to anywhere from 
one and up to as many as a dozen Christmas Spirits, depending. The funny 
part is that you didn’t even know you sending out invites. You aren’t, but if  
you were an influencer, life can get dark and heavy real quick. 

Many Spirits of  Christmas can inhabit your soul at once. Trust me, 
room isn’t an issue, there’s plenty of  room. Some Spirits of  Christmas will be 
active from the get go, usually these are the neophytes. The more experienced 
may lay dormant awaiting the perfect time to fuck things up even worse for 
you. When you are not subjected to the rules of  mortality, patience is plenti-
ful. You may have a Christmas Spirit in you from childhood and never know 
it for decades. When a Christmas Spirit decides to act, you’ll know it. That’s a 
promise. 

Once you have the Christmas Spirit or Spirits of  Christmas, you are 
marked. Surely you’ve heard of  the “mark of  the beast”. Today’s Bible’s 
interpretation of  the mark of  the beast is off  a bit. Yes, it’s off  on purpose. 
Many things in the modern Bibles are off, intentionally. Deceit, remember? 
You really don’t have a clue, do you? A Christmas Spirit marks in a way 
that works the same as the lamb’s blood that the families of  Egypt were told, 
by Angels, to smear on the frame of  their domicile’s entryway. You don’t 
remember this story? Allow me to remind you. This lamb’s blood smear, the 
mark of  the beast, was used to the first-born son from being murdered by 
the Angel of  Death. When the Angel of  Death saw the mark of  the beast, 
that household was skipped. No mark of  the beast, your first-born son was 
murdered by an Angel.

You seem confused. Let me add to that confusion; the command to 
murder all first-born sons in this story came from God. 



How does this relate to Christmas?

That story doesn’t. But it was the influence of  a Christmas Story, one 
that doesn’t get attention it should. 

In the traditional Christmas story according to the biblical book of  
Matthew, chapter two, verses 16-18 to be exact, it says that the great King 
Herod ordered the murder of  all male children, up to the age of  two, unlike 
God, King Herod put an age limit on those who were to be massacred. 
The other stipulation was that they lived close to Bethlehem. Bethlehem, of  
course, being where the “King of  Kings” was born that first Christmas Day. 
Several newly christened Spirits of  Christmas possessed King Herod that day. 
Can you imagine? I can hear it now. The King’s guard enters a home on 
Christmas morning, “Merry Christmas, the savior was born, by order of  the 
King I’m here to kill your baby son.” What a fun stocking stuffer surprise 
that would be. 

Really? Of  everything I’ve told you, the dead baby in a Christmas 
stocking crossed the line? Here’s the irony in that. You want to think that my 
stocking stuffer comment repulsed you, but I know the truth and so do you. 

You just choose to repress it. 

I don’t know shit? Is that what you think? 

How do I know what you think? 

I heard the thought, dumbass. You seriously aren’t paying attention and 
you sure as hell ain’t making this any easier for either of  us. 

I am in your head, remember? We already covered this. Here’s your 
review. I’ve heard all your thoughts since I’ve been here, and I am not im-
pressed. Want to go deeper? I can pull from your subconscious, too. There’s 
a lot of  shit in there you won’t like, I can tell you that for sure. Don’t make 
me pull that shit out. Pay attention.

The lesson here is that once you’ve been marked by a Christmas Spirit, 
it’s like a beacon alerting other Spirits of  Christmas that you are open for 
business. 



Time is slipping, we have to get back to the big poobah, the Christmas 
Spirit, Mammon. 

Once you fall under this Christmas Spirit’s control, either possessed by 
Mammon or any of  the legions of  Christmas Spirits commanded by Mam-
mon, you will struggle to focus on anything other than the treasure or trea-
sures used to tempt you. These treasures could literally be anything, physical 
or otherwise, or anyone (that’s a fun one). You become possessed and ob-
sessed or obsessed and possessed. 

Whichever way it goes down, the results are the same. Sadness mostly. 

It could be torture and torment. Your Christmas Spirit will decide.

You see it all the time during the holidays. Did you go shopping on 
“Black Friday” or “Cyber Monday”? Those two days are like all you can pos-
sess buffets for a Christmas Spirit. 

It’s the hap-happiest season of  all. You never liked that Christmas song, 
did you? I can see why. 

It’s the most wonderful time of  the year… When people are obsessed 
over the latest trends. 

And hearts will be glowing… Because people are being rude, crude, and 
uncouth to everyone they cross. 

Everyone becomes even worse liars than they already are during the 
holidays. The number of  lies any one person tells during the holiday season 
would blow your mind. Heck, the number of  lies you tell on any given day 
blew my mind. I don’t think you’ve had a single conversation that you haven’t 
lied at least eight times. Ah, the Christmas Spirit. Sound wholesome to you? 
You’ll have the Christmas Spirit pushing you to spend more money 
than you have to spend. Debt is a sin. You’ll envy and lust and to succumb to 
avarice and then jealousy… the list runs deep. 

The different Christmas Spirits feed off  of  each other as well. We’ve 
already mentioned jealousy, let’s go with jealousy. Mammon isn’t the com-
mander of  Jealousy, jealousy is Hagith’s domain. This is another nasty fallen 
angel. Mammon can hold your soul’s door open for Hagith or any of  Ha-



gith’s minions by tempting you with jealousy. Jealousy and greed feed off  of  
each other, as do the other deadly sins. 

The holiday season is Mammon’s prime time to collect as many souls as 
possible. It’s simple really, once you have a jealous heart, are envious, lustful, 
greedy, seek wrath, are gluttonous (Thanksgiving anyone?), or get lazy, you 
are open to be possessed. This is a fact. Then you are open to any Christmas 
Spirit, from any sphere of  hell, to take residence in your soul, thus, increasing 
your Christmas spirit. See how it works?

Once you have a Christmas Spirit your actions are, influenced, coached 
and coerced. Think about it. Do you act like or feel like yourself  during the 
holidays? 

No. 

Why? 

You’re possessed. 

There are three ways to stop the Christmas Spirits from doing what 
they do. 

What? You think I’m going to tell you? I couldn’t if  I wanted to. That’s 
one of  the few laws that those like me have to play by, or else. I assure you; 
you never want to learn what the “or else” is. 

You’ll have time to get familiar with the laws, and you better. I’m getting 
ahead of  myself. 

Unfortunately for me, I now know how all this works, from experience. 

Pride was my downfall. That’s a terrifying demon, the mightiest of  Christmas 
Spirits, Lucifer. 

Lucifer is the Christmas Spirit of  pride. Lucifer rarely possesses peons like us, 
the same goes for Mammon, Hagith and the rest. High-ranking 

Christmas Spirits let their legions of  Spirits of  Christmas ravish most hu-
mans however they please. There are laws or strict rules for those Christmas 



Spirits. All’s fair when it comes to Holiday cheer. 

Here are a few designations you need to know. 

In the human world, there are those whose are considered “rare” and 
“ultra-rare” souls. Most humans are peons. Nothing more than fodder for 
the fledgling Spirits of  Christmas. Possession by a fledging can be the nastiest 
and most wretched. These Christmas Spirits want to make an impression on 
the bosses and they can get ridiculously maniacally creative. 

The “rare” souls are reserved for Christmas Spirits who have proven 
themselves worthy of  chaos and destruction, death and disorder. The “rare” 
humans are those with some form of  public notoriety. Local church leaders 
can be labeled as “rare”, local political figures, teachers even. People who 
have some type of  short reach influence over many, they can be marked as 
“rare”. 

Lower-level Christmas Spirits, can possess “rares”. Think of  it as a way 
for a Christmas Spirit to be promoted. It is very much a competition. The 
more souls a Christmas Spirit influences through the possession of  one soul 
is how Christmas Spirits are judged and rewarded, or punished. 

Here’s a piece of  advice. Do what you can to avoid being tortured and, 
or, tormented by a high-ranking spirit of  Christmas. Humans don’t have the 
mental capacity to comprehend the horrors of  the punishments inflicted on 
a Christmas Spirit who failed. This is an incentive for Christmas Spirits to 
cause as much havoc as possible. 

You aren’t fooling anyone here; I know you are trying to convince yourself  
that you don’t believe me. I’m not real. I’m a figment of  your imagination. 
The consequence of  eating too much sugar. Whatever else you have to 
tell yourself  to hide the truth. I’ve heard you think this like six times already, 

“This can’t be happening”, “There’s no one in my head”. You are half  right. 
I need you concentrate. There is so much more I have to teach you. I 
am about out of  time, and you are seriously about to be out of  time. You 
need to concentrate and try to remember all of  this. 

Moving on. Stay with me here. 



Next we have the “ultra-rare” humans. “Ultra-rares” are those with 
a far-reaching influence. These are celebrities of  all types, entertainment, 
sports, political, religious, anyone who has an outreach of  thousands to bil-
lions of  souls. 

These “ultra-rare” are most often the targets of  the highest-ranking 
Christmas Spirits. Mammon, Hagith and their equals from the other spheres 
of  hell find sport in possessing “ultra-rare” targets, mainly world leaders. 
The highest-rankers do typically let their Generals, or those Christmas Spirits 
that are close to earning a high-ranking status, handle most 
“ultra-rares”. Handling an “ultra-rare” comes with a caveat, failure isn’t an 
option. 

“Ultra-rares” are not the focus of  the majority of  Christmas Spirits. 

“Peons” and “rares” are the biggest gifts of  the Holiday season. Ever heard 
of  shooting fishing in a barrel? Possessing souls during the holiday is easier 
than that. 

Another FYI: Christmas Spirits are ruthless, but they don’t mind sharing 
humans. 

Christmas Spirits may fight amongst each other, even when possessing. 
In the end, they all have the same goal. Complete enslavement. That is the 
true “reason for the season”. It’s easy to see this. All one has to do is people 
watch at any public place during Christmas time. You’ll see the possessed in 
plain view. Takes one to know one. 

Depending on the outcome of  our chat today, you may get familiar 
enough with the original Spirits of  Christmas to be able to recognize what 
sphere of  hell they come from strictly by how they torture and torment their 
hosts. That’s a gained skill, not my skill to teach you. 

Everyone knows that the boob-tube is one of  the best mediums for 
possession, right? That one is too obvious. Here’s your television lecture. The 
more you watch, the greater the odds of  being possessed. The end. 

By the way, I heard you a moment ago. You want to know my story. I’ll 
make it simple, it’s the same as yours. 



How did I get in your head? You invited me, yet you didn’t even know 
you were possessed. 

To be honest, I’m just the messenger possessor. My being here really 
isn’t a full-blown possession. I’ll tell you more about my job in a minute. You 
need to understand that your Christmas Spirit will arrive soon… or not. It 
depends on you. Not everyone gets a messenger possessor, consider yourself  
the luckiest of  the unlucky. That’s one way to think about it. 

I didn’t know I was possessed. Not until it was too late. 

Make a special note of  this. Everything has an opposite, that’s an unbreakable 
law. There are seven unbreakable laws. You’ll figure those out on 
your own. 

We have been discussing the Christmas Spirit. The opposite of  a Christmas 
Spirit is the Christmas Angel. If  you ever get to speak with one, whatever you 
do, don’t call them a Christmas Angel. They hate that. You need 
to learn their real name if  you want any lasting help, protection, guidance, 
knowledge, to be left alone, whatever you want. You just have to call them by 
their name. And don’t go trying to rattle off  a string names, that’ll only make 
things worse for you, if  it’s a Christmas Angel or a Christmas Spirit. 

Christmas Angels and Christmas Spirits love their names, but will only 
disclose their name if  the price is right. You may end up having to bargain 
with a Christmas Spirit, or Christmas Angel, one day, so be ready to sacrifice. 
Sadly, most people do not know this. You see this a lot with exorcisms. When 
an exorcist learns the name of  the possessing Christmas Spirit, they use that 
name to command the Christmas Spirit out of  the person being possessed. 
The named spirit leaves; it has to. Little do they realize they could have asked 
the named Christmas Spirit for anything. Learning a name can be a game 
changer. 

Be warned, Christmas Spirits, and Christmas Angels despise being 
bound to a human. They see it as a punishment for slipping up and letting 
their name be known. Be very much afraid if  a Christmas Spirit exposes its 
name. There will be a heavy price to pay. Usually, it has something to do with 
an eternity of  suffering. 

To put it bluntly, humans are nasty to all Christmas Spirits. Being assigned to 



a human world is more of  a punishment. However, a tour on Earth 
is a requirement for advancement. 

Despite their initial distaste for humans, they love possessing them. Especial-
ly during the holidays. By the way, demons create holidays. It’s a brilliant 
plan. You can trace all major holidays to one or more of  the seven deadliest 
demons, you may know them better as the masters of  the seven deadly sins. 

You know the person whose birth we celebrate on Christmas, the one 
who some will say is the true “reason for the season”? What goes directly 
against his biblical teachings? 

I’ll tell you: pride, envy, greed, lust, sloth, gluttony and wrath. 

Think hard. Can you give an example of  any holiday that doesn’t worship at 
least one of  the deadly sins? 

Nope. You can’t.

How many of  those seven deadly sins are honored throughout Christmas? 

All seven. Good! Now you’re getting it. 

We’re getting off  track a bit here. You already know this stuff. Like 
most humans, you choose to ignoring it. It’s right in front of  your face, all 
day, every day. Especially during the holidays. 

One of  the many consequences of  ignoring the obvious is that you 
become the low-lying fruit, easy pickings for any Christmas Spirit to possess. 
It’s comedy how the only true and valuable possession you have, your soul, 
you leave wide open for the taking. Humans are so stupid. You’ll just accept 
anything as the truth and change your entire life based on a lie, without ques-
tion. It’s quite intriguing. 

We are running short on time, where were we? Oh, yes. We were talking 
about names. 

Don’t go thinking that because you know the name “Satan”, that you 
can control Satan, or Mammon, or Hagith, or any of  the Christmas Spirits. 



These are names humans have devised, not their true names. The high-
er-ranking demons got their ranking not only because they are the most vile 
and evil, they earned their higher ranking because they protect their true 
name, or names. 

Here’s a name you’ll recognize. Santa Claus. The ultimate representation 
of  the Christmas Spirit. 

You need to understand several things about Santa Claus. I only have 
time to hit a few main points. The rest is up to you to figure out. 

What we know is that in the Bible Lucifer was deemed the “Prince of  
the power of  the air”. That means Lucifer rules this planet. Lucifer is the 
OG of  Christmas Spirits. Earth belongs to evil. Angels are not welcome to 
visit Earth and they do so at their own peril. That doesn’t stop them from 
coming here often. Ever wondered why most Angels described in the Bible 
carry kick ass weapons? When Angels show up on Earth, they are on another 
gangs turf. They better be ready for a fight. The ultimate, ultimate fighting 
championship. 

Lesson number… whatever we are on. Ever notice how Angels come 
and go with messages? For one, they are outnumbered. They show up, have a 
chat and have to check out, quick. That is unless they are looking for a brawl. 
Some Angels, like the Angel humans know as Michael, love a good thrown 
down. 

One example of  this “say it and scram” tactic is when the infamous 
Angel appeared to the Shepherds who were keeping watch over their flocks 
by night. The Christmas Angel told them about the birth of  Jesus. A “heav-
enly host” of  Angels joined that Angel in the sky and they all sang a song 
and disappeared. 

They showed, they spoke, they sang, they scrammed. This is how 
Angels have to work here on Earth. Angels still protect humans, and even 
possess them when absolutely necessary, their time is fleeting. This world 
isn’t the Angel’s domain, but they are charged with helping humans. 

Christmas Spirits get more out from possessing a soul and can inhabit a 
soul far longer than any Angel. Know this, this is important. Being opposites, 
Christmas Spirits and Christmas Angels can’t possess the same soul at the 



same time, but they can immediately jump into a soul or influence a soul the 
very moment the other has left. They also fight over a soul. The victor goes 
the spoils. 

Have you ever wondered why you are in bad moods more often than 
good moods? Ever feel stressed or anxious during the holidays? By the way, 
stress and anxiety weaken you, making you an easy target. What about how 
you can be in a good mood one second and then out of  nowhere you get 
angry, mad, sad or some other negative feeling? Now you know why. 

How is it you still don’t believe me? You are only hurting yourself. You 
are still hearing me, that should be proof  enough. Stop being so stubborn. 

Maybe this will help convince you. 

You know that Christmas carol about the list that Santa has? The one 
that he’s checking twice, naughty or nice, you know the one. Sing it with 
me:“You better watch out

You better not cry
You better not pout
I’m telling you why

Santa Claus is coming to town
He’s making a list

He’s checking it twice
He’s gonna find out who’s naughty or nice

Santa Claus is coming to town
He sees you when you’re sleeping
And he knows when you’re awake

He knows if  you’ve been bad or good
So be good for goodness’ sake.”

That jingle is actually a warning. A lot Christmas carols are warnings. 
Demons, I mean the Spirits of  Christmas, like to use music, they like using all 
forms of  entertainment to influence and, or, possess. 

Please take this personally. I’m losing patience with you. What more do 
you need to be convinced? You aren’t the only soul at stake here. Stop trying 
to block me out. Pay attention and think. 

This is my last attempt and you’re on your own. Be wise with your next 



decision. It could very well be your last. That’s not a threat. 

Here’s your last lesson. I know you’ve heard this at least once in your 
life span. Do you believe that “Santa” is an anagram of  “Satan”? An ana-
gram. The rearranging the letters of  one word to make another word. 
I know you just shook your head in disbelief. It doesn’t matter if  you 
believe it or not. Santa is an anagram for Satan, period. There is no room for 
debate. 

Lucifer, the ruler of  the Spirits of  Christmas, loves riddles and symbology 
and is the greatest trickster and deceiver any world has ever known. 

What about the “Claus” part of  Santa Claus? Is that an anagram too?

This is one of  my favorites. “Claus” is an anagram of  “Lucas”. 

What is “Lucas”? Just the Latin word for “bringer of  light”. 

Who’s the “bringer of  light”? According to the Bible, Lucifer. 

Santa Claus is a façade. A wolf  in sheep’s clothing, as the Bible warns. A 
deceiver. 

Connecting the dots yet? If  you aren’t… well, it sucks to be you. 

Not everyone gets a messenger possessor before they get the Christmas 
Spirit. I’m in your head now. Which means one of  two things. One, you let 
me in, or, two, there was an opening, and I let myself  in. Not much of  a dif-
ference. Whichever it was, you don’t even know. That’s how smoothly all this 
works in the background. 

What is a messenger possessor? You’ve seen cartoons, right? You know 
the little red devil that pops up on a character’s left shoulder and whispers 
bad things in their ear? That’s me. 

I told you, Lucifer likes to use entertainment. Those little cartoon devils 
are real. Hidden in plain sight. There is no fiction, only misdirection. 

You know the little angel that usually accompanies the little devil, the 
one that pops up on the right shoulder? That’s me too. 



At my level, I get to try out for either position. 

I’m neutral to either side, for now. This is the fate that I have earned 
and you are my prize. I thought I knew coming in which way I go. Now, I 
can’t decide if  I want to help you and make your life pleasant, or hurt you 
while I turn your life into a horror story. 

Help or horror? 

Should I choose to help you, and it helps, all of  my “hurt you” desires, 
the little devil part, vanishes and I am 100% pure love, here to help. I choose 
to help and I’ll be a Christmas Angel forever more. 

Should I choose the “hurt” option, and it hurts, the Angel part, all the 
love, it disappears completely. I’ll become a pure holiday horror, full of  rage 
and hate. I’ll become a Christmas Spirit. 

Mark your calendar. Three days from this very moment is all you have 
left before I must make my decision. 

This is where the fun begins… at least for one of  us. 

Happy Holidays.





Unboxing
Christopher Pelton

“What’s up, JFC Nation? This is your boy, here as always with my camera-
man extraordinaire B-Ry, say what up, B!”

“Yo yo yo, Nation! What the haps?” The frame filled with a close-up of 
B-Ry, cameraman extraordinaire.

“Right on, B. You Nationers know that we don’t do Tuesday. So why 
are we here? We’re here today because of these.” Two large Ikea boxes were 
brought out and placed on the counter. “The postmarks say Sweden, and 
we’re going to unbox these fuckers right now, live.” 

“In case you straight up forgot, a few months ago, I made a video and 
I talked some shit about Sweden. Not directly about Sweden, it was more 
about a fucked up thing that happened to us when we were trying to film 
in Ikea. Words were exchanged, and before you know it, we’re being tossed 
out.” JFC grabbed the smaller box closer to him and slit the tape and 
opened the lid.

“I got home that afternoon and tore into Ikea and the stupid ass-backward 
country that created it. I posted the video and went on with my day.” 
JFC pulled open the top flap of the first box.

“Now you Nationers know there are a lot of haters and as I always say, 

‘They just hate us, cause they ain’t us.’, and they do love to hate us. I never 
realized how many people work for Ikea.” JFC reached into the box and 
pulled out a pair of well worn black slip-on loafers. He placed them on the 
counter.

“Anyway, the comments were the usual YouTube bullshit. AntiFa, White 
supremacists nonsense, conspiracy theorists. I know you guys saw some of 
them. The whole thing was ridunkulous.”

“That shit was straight up rifriggindiculous.” B-Ry, cameraman extraordi-
naire chimed in.

“But YouTube outrage never last, and soon the throngs had moved on. 



That bunch is always looking for something to get angry about. Wouldn’t 
want to be blacklisted from whichever SJW group’s ass they’re kissing that 
week.” The second item to come from the box was a pair of black crew 
socks, stored in a sandwich bag.

“Here’s where things start getting fucked up. After everything has settled, 
a new message gets posted to the video, from someone calling themselves 
SwedishNattmara. It was nothing new, the same old stuff about the 
greatness of Sweden and its people. The only thing that popped this nutbag 
out from from the usual assortment was something about the Day of the 
Giving Hand. I thanked them to fuck right off and called it a day.”

The next dive turned up a dry-cleaning bag. The clear plastic bag contained 
a lavender button down shirt paired with a black suit. Tilting the box 
on its side, they saw it was now empty.

“Of course, this is the internet, and it’s never the end of it. Two days later I 
received a second message, this time it was a PM, it read,

“The Day of the Giving Hand is nigh. Repent and be passed over.”

“So I told him exactly what he could do with his giving hand. It was 
three days before I heard back.” JFC tossed the first box to the side and 
dragged the second one over. It was heavier than the first. He sliced 
through the shipping tape.

“Over the years, I’ve been called all kinds of names and threatened by 
all kinds of keyboard warriors. You know the type, no sense of humor, and 
could not live another day if they were unable to try looking like a badass 
in front of invisible strangers. But don’t worry, Nationiers, you know your 
boy don’t sweat trolls. I told him if he wanted, I’d happily send him a bag of 
dicks to celebrate whatever the hell the Day of the Giving Hand is. The last 
message we got came in at 12:01 AM. It read,

“Glory to her, the Night Goddess, she who brought us out of the light 
and into the shadows of the Midnight Sun. On this, the holiest of days, we 
come before you with this offering. We beseech thee, we ask that you hear 
us.”

“When we showed up this morning, we found these boxes at the back 



door. We’ve already gone through the first box, and I gotta say so far I’m 
not impressed with the Giving Hand thing. So what do you say B-Ry, 
should we crack this fucker open and see what else passes for gifts in Swe-
den?”

“J, I’ve been waiting all morning to see what’s inside that fucker. Let’s 
do it.”

JFC reached into the second box and came out with a bunch of plastic 
shopping bags, tightly wrapped and taped. He cut and removed the tape, 
pulling a mystery item from within. When he drew back his hand, there 
was a resealable freezer bag in it, filled with a viscous red fluid and floating 
bits. He held it to the camera and gave it a good shake.

“Hey B, what the fuck do you think this is? Some kind of chunky soup?” 
He opened the bag and took a whiff. “I don’t even know what to call 
that. A hundred bucks if you’ll eat some.”

“A hundred bucks? Show me the money, you’re on J.” B-Ry said. He 
grabbed a bowl from the table and poured out half the mystery bag. “No 
joke about the smell, though. God damn, that’s foul.”

B-Ry was about to dig in when he grabbed the next bag and checked it 
out. He shuddered as the color left his face. 

“Bryan, don’t eat that shit.”

“Nice try. Imma have that hundred bucks.”

“Put it down!” J’s arms went wide and the bowl upended, spilling red 
across the table. He threw the next bag on top of the borscht. As if to say 
hello, a bright blue eye went to the top of the bag, merrily waving its at-
tached retina at them. 

The next bag was all thumbs.



The 4 Walls of  Christmas
Dan Ungar

Gather ‘round, children. Santa has a fun little doozie for ya! I said to the kids as they 
releasedtheir clenching grasps from their parents’ hands. The bright lights 
were on me. The spotlight.

Finally, It was my time. I felt like I was giving a presidential speech. All the 
little children camerunning and sat down on the cushions presented in front 
of  them.

Oh little Bobby got the blue one! Very nice. Very good children. Get comfy. Santa has a 
lovely Christmas story to share with the class today.

The kids nestled quietly onto their cushioned seats. Their big, bright, wide 
eyes now focused on me. Waiting for my next move. I plopped down onto a 
green cushion next to Gabby. She seemed excited. I picked the seat next to 
her so she could snuggle up closely to listen to my story. Dressing like Santa 
was a great idea. 

The kids were so happy and awaited the story.

Before I began my story, I noticed the parents all sat in the back, in chairs. 
Their phones out, recording. Smiles on their faces. I cleared my throat, and 
began.

T’was the night before Christmas, and all through the halls, the doors were all shrinking, 
as well as the walls.

The lights were all flashing, the screams would not tire, and all I could think of  was 
burning and fire.

The kids giggled. The parents’ shrieks of  hearty laughter could be heard 
from all the way in the back. I pressed on.

This place was locked tightly, bounded by chains. The footsteps of  admins, reminded of  
pain.

I needed to go, but where would I run? When all the White Jackets, go hunting for fun!



The blaring grew louder, the sirens, they wailed. Attempts in the past, had never not failed.

I scratched and I kicked, my nails cracked and bled, the pills made me calm, the pills that 
He fed.

“More, More, Santa!” Little Timmy shouted. “What happened? Did he get 
out?”

“Well, let’s just wait and see!” I politely replied.

I started to shake, the lights were so hot! My body was bleeding, I must have forgotI ran to 
the door, hit it with force, I smacked on the mirror, it sliced me of  course.

But as the walls sank, my life slowed quickly, and kept me from biting the 
hand those pills fed me.

The White Coats ran in, confused by the racket, I hopped out of  one arm, 
then out of  my jacket!

I dashed through the halls, I danced and I veered, pranced through towards 
the sign, blitzed through the clear.

The hallway was quiet, the end was in sight! But what I had coming, put an 
end to my night.

The blue ones kicked in, I fell to the ground. My head smacked the concrete, 
I bled and was found.

“Oh no, Santa, they tagged you! You were it!” Screamed little Jenny.

“Why, yes they did boys and girls. Yes, they fucking did!”

The parents all made a loud gasp. I could hear two of  them talking about 
how sad they were that I got caught. I was so close to my escape this time! 
One of  the mothers started to cry.

“Poor Santa.” She said to another parent.

Now listen kids, Santa has to finish his story! Settle now, settle!



I opened my eyes, back in my room. My coat hugged me tightly, locked in my tomb.

The White Coats had got me, caught me once more, but they wont get me next time, this I 
swore.

So as the lights grew brighter, to no one’s delight, I was sent back home, using all of  my 
might.

They will get theirs, one day, for sure. Payback’s a bitch, and my heart is pure.
So buckle up kiddos, we will reunite. Merry Christmas to all, and to all, goodn…

I opened my eyes to two giant men bear-hugging me. One of  them had his 
forearm pressed up against the back of  my neck, squishing me into the cafe-
teria table I was laying on.

“Wow, real cute story, guy. Tell us again how you want to dress up like Santa 
and read to children? Fuckin’ creep.”

“54 to base. Yeah Mack, got him. He escaped his cell. Think he’s on one of  
his trips again. Let’s throw him in the pads, maybe he’ll snap out of  it



ALL WRAPPED UP
By Dawn Judge

It had all started out as a prank. Just a harmless joke between friends. Who 
could get the other, the worst, most destructive Christmas present. They had 
never intended it to spill out into the whole neighbourhood. Yet here we 
were.

Only, this time, the stakes had been raised. Far higher than they ever had be-
fore. I sigh and survey the scene around me. Houses decked out with enough 
garish red, green, and gold lights that they could probably be seen from 
space. Mechanical Santas and elves decorating the front lawns of  nearly every 
home, the snowfall giving everything that extra Winter Wonderland touch. 
Pity the festive mood was being spoiled by all the police cars and cops cur-
rently surrounding me, their guns all firmly pointed in my direction.

“For the last time, put down the box!” the cop yelled, looking warily at the 
brightly wrapped parcel that I held in my arms.

“I’ve already told you, I’ll put the box down as soon as you put your guns 
down!”

“Uh uh, no way misses. We all remember what happened last year.”

“Look, it’s not my fault the Mayor got his hand blown off, he was warned not 
to touch it!” My hands start to shake with the effort of  holding the heavy 
box for so long. “Ok, Ok everyone, look, let’s just all calm down for one mo-
ment. Let’s all just take a breath, OK? Why don’t I put the box down at the 
same time as you put your guns down, alright?”

The cops all seemed to shake their heads at the same time. “No way! No 
deal, nope.”

“I think everyone’s forgetting the reason why the Mayor lost his hand last 
year. Remember, the stray bullet that hit the present and blew it up. Remem-
ber that?”

The cops all looked at each other nervously, then at their guns. The Chief  
of  Police stepped out in front. “She has a point. Ok, here’s the deal. You low-
er the box at the same time as we lower the guns. Then you step away from 



it and towards us, where you finally cooperate with us and tell us where your 
friend is hiding. You know, play nice with us and maybe you won’t spend as 
much time in jail as the last time. Whaddaya say, sound like a good deal?”

I blow a stray blonde hair away from my eyes and look around me again, tak-
ing in the cops all looking at me hopefully, the Chief  looking like he wished 
he could just march up to me right now and slap some handcuffs on me. 
And the sniper that was hiding behind the Day-Glo Santa, the blackness of  
their outfit giving them away against the glowing reds and whites of  the huge 
Christmas decoration.

Had I always known that Sarah had this in her? That our little pranks against 
each other would finally end in this bizarre standoff, with potentially only one 
of  us surviving the night? Could I have stopped this? It seems like I wasn’t 
going to get the chance to ponder this for much longer as I heard something 
whistle past my left ear, then an explosion of  glass and glitter seem to happen 
behind me. I manage a sneaky peek behind me and see that she’s taken out 
one of  the large fibre glass candy canes that were dotted all over my front 
lawn. Bitch. She knows how much I love those.

“That one was just a warning shot. If  you fuckers don’t leave right now, then 
heads will start to pop. Understand? Me and Louise need some alone time. 
Need some girl talk, don’t we Lou Lou?”

God. She always loved to create a scene. “That’s right. Let us have a few minutes 
without any guys around, then Sarah is gonna play nice and hand herself  in, 
aren’t you?”

The Chief  let out a short laugh. “Yeah, as if  that’s gonna happen. Your friend 
doesn’t hold all the cards here, y’know. She’s given her position away, any of  
my guys could take..”

His speech was cut off  abruptly as he was suddenly covered in gore, one of  
the cop’s head seeming to pop, then disappear in a snowy mist of  blood and 
brains. 

In the distance I thought I could hear a girl screaming, then realised faintly 
that it was me.

“Blah blah blah, fuck sake, you just can’t help yourselves, can you? Just love



hearing the sound of  your own voices, don’t ya? I’ll have taken out over half  
of  your guys by the time you get anywhere near me.”

“She’s right Chief. Look, let me talk to her. You guys can still stick around, 
just not within eavesdropping distance, yeah Sarah? Just give us five, ten 
minutes tops, then we’ll both hand ourselves in, at the same time, right? Then 
you all might get a chance to get home in time for tomorrow, get to be with 
your families for Christmas.” And hopefully in one piece.

None of  the cops were saying anything; all of  them just staring at their 
bloodsoaked Chief, who now only seemed capable of  staring at the headless 
body that had fallen in front of  him, the parts of  his face that hadn’t been 
covered in blood splatter now whiter than the snow that was falling thick and 
fast around them. I, too, looked down at the body and barked a short, horri-
ble laugh. An almost perfect snow angel had been created, the blood creating 
a halo effect where the head should have been. It was eerily beautiful.
The Chief  finally looked up, his eyes glassy and faraway. “Yeah. Yeah . Ok. 
We’re gonna go into your house, Louise. Give you five minutes. No more. 
But if  either of  you try to pull anything..”

“We won’t. Will we Sarah?”

“Cross my heart and hope to die,” Sarah drawled.

The Chief  sighed, his breath clouding round him in a freezing mist. “Ok 
guys, fall behind me. Let’s move!”

My eyes never left the black shape on the roof  as the cops moved round me, 
my hands going numb as they still clung onto the present that Sarah had sent 
me; hoping that none of  the men had heard the ticking coming from the box 
as they had moved past me. It had been dumb of  me to even pick up the 
bloody thing, especially after last year, but Sarah had never been one to pull 
the same stunt twice. I had hoped that her time in jail would have shocked 
some sense into her, but apparently not. I heard my front door finally close 
over and sighed. “I told you I was done with this.”

“Yeah, and I told you I wasn’t.”

“This isn’t fun anymore, Sarah. Too many people are getting hurt.”



“And since when have you been concerned about that. Huh? Were you con-
cerned about that when you left me with this bloody scar on my face?”

“I never meant to hurt you; you know that!”

“Bullshit Louise. Bull. Shit. You were worried your precious Benny was inter-
ested in me, not you. So, what do you do? Bloody disfigure me, that’s what!”

“You know that’s not true! And anyway, I was never worried about that. 
You’re not her type,” I snap.

“Yeah? Ask her why she couldn’t make your big birthday bash next time you 
see her. Ask her who she was really with. If  I give you a chance, that is.”

“Jesus Sarah!” I scream, finally reaching breaking point. “When did we become 
so toxic, what the fuck happened to us?”

“Fuck if  I know,” she sighs. “Your arms getting tired yet? Thought you 
would have put that down by now.”

“Daren’t risk it. Not after last year.”

“You really think I’d pull the same stunt? I’m disappointed in you.”

“But, the ticking…”

“Really? You think I’d make it that obvious? Have I done that any other 
year?”

I look down again at the gold and silver box, topped all nice and neat with a 
big red ribbon on top. No, No you haven’t. Shit.

“Missing anything Sarah? When was the last time you saw Duke?”

No. Oh no no no no. She wouldn’t. “Uh, huh. He goes for rambles all the 
time. Besides, he was a present from you, you knew how much I had wanted 
a cat all for myself, you wouldn’t….”

“Wouldn’t I?”



My breath wheezes out of  me, tears falling on my wind racked face. “What’s 
in the box, Sarah?”

“Only one way to find out, isn’t there?”

This is it. The final straw. I’ve had enough. No more Christmas games. I can 
hear the cops move back towards me; their movements being betrayed by the 
sound 

of  their feet crunching through the snow. I pretend to lift the box lid and let 
out a loud howl as I see Sarah finally make herself  visible, draping herself  
down the drainpipe of  the house then drop down and move towards me, 
unable to resist seeing me in despair up close. I bow my head and pretend to 
weep, watching her through my fringe as she gets closer, as the cops shout at 
us both to freeze, as she finally gets close enough for me to hear her manic 
laugh.

“FUCK. YOU!!” I scream and throw the box at her with as much strength as 
I have left. I see her lift her gun up, hear her roar, then feel a riptide of  pain 
rush through me as my vision fills with blood My eye bitch shot out my eye 
I screech as the world fills with light and noise and shots and screams. Merry 
Christmas I cackle as my world goes black. Merry fucking Christmas indeed





A CHRISTMAS STORY
by Kurt Newton

Snow.

Yup, there has to be snow. Christmas just wouldn’t be Christmas without it.

What else?

Music.

Yes, music. Jingle jangle. Happy music. Soft, snow falling music. Crooning, 
caroling, sleigh ride music. Yesiree. Gotta have it.

What else?

Food.

You got that right. Eats. Ginger this and ginger that. Hot apple cider. Cook-
ies, pies, candy canes. Yummy yum yum.

Okay, what else?

Presents.

Uh-huh. Nice shiny presents. Big colorful presents. Ribbons and bows and 
stacks upon stacks of  credit card charge after credit card charge, and over-
charge, and can’t pay this month’s oil bill charge... or the light bill... or the car 
payment... or the you name it! But there are presents. Boy, are there presents. 
“For the last time” presents. And “Didn’t I tell you not to spend all our fuck-
ing money” presents. And “Since when is it okay to mouth off  to me when 
all you do is sit around and complain about how I never take you anywhere 
or buy you anything when you know damn well I work all day and we still 
don’t have a pot to piss in you ungrateful bitch” presents.

Okay, what else?

Blood.

Now we’re talking. Bloodshot eyes. Bloody lip. Bloody knuckles. The blood 
splatter on the window curtains from the double-barrel shotgun blasts. Not 



to mention the blood trail leading from the Christmas tree out the back door, 
through the snow, to the backyard shed, red as cranberry sauce on a bed of  
mashed potatoes.

Okay, what else?

Santa Claus.

Of  course. That old fat bastard himself. Ho ho ho work one day a year la-
zy-assed heart attack waiting to happen, filling everyone’s heads with pres-
ents, nice shiny presents, big colorful blood-soaked presents. Fucking Santa.
And since when does Fucking Santa come knocking on the front door de-
manding to be let in?

And since when does Fucking Santa drive a sleigh with red and blue flashing 
lights? I mean, c’mon. Really? Fuck me.

Fucking Santa needs to learn a thing or two about patience. Fucking Santa 
needs to learn to keep his fucking nose out of  other people’s fucking busi-
ness. 

Guess I’m going to have to teach that fat fucker a lesson!

Here I come you fucking overgrown elf. Hope you like both barrels between 
those rosy fucking cheeks of  yours...

THE END







“Kiss me ‘neath the mistletoe...”
By Thomas Stewart

“Look darling, isn’t the snow beautiful tonight?”

She said nothing, simply remaining stiff  in the aged wooden chair. He smiled 
and continued to sip from his mug of  hot chocolate. He found her cold, 
silent demeanor adorable, one of  a number of  things he had come to find 
irresistible about her.She just sat there, staring with an expression of  perma-
nent fright back at him from in front of  the window. Behind her, he could 
see the white specs as they fell in a slow, soothing flurry. He looked up at the 
ancient grandfather clock: 11:30 p.m.

He smiled and whispered to her, “Not much longer now, my sweet Delilah.” 

He got up and made his way to the blaze in the hearth. He began pouring 
himself  some more of  the piping hot cocoa before looking back to the win-
dow, meeting gaze once more into her faded baby blue eyes. “Why don’t you 
have a mug, my love?”

Still, only silence served to answer his offer. He softly grunted in amusement 
before then closing the top of  the kettle. He took another sip as he contin-
ued to watch her. God, how she looks so beautiful.

Delilah, the sole warmth of  his heart, sitting silent and peaceful on the old 
chair of  antique mahogany, shrouded in the old white gown he’d seen on her 
since first setting eyes on her. He always thought it made her look akin to 
the paintings of  the Virgin Mary herself. God, If  only he were a painter, he 
would sometimes think, he’d create a masterpiece from this scene alone to 
rival Dali or Da Vinci. If  he were a writer, he’d craft a tale with more potent 
emotion than even Poe at his most dreary or bleak.

As the snow continued to fall outside, he could feel the air in the small den 
area become colder, even if  just ever so slightly. “Why don’t you come sit 
with me by the fire,” He said as he started to stoke the blaze in the furnace 
until the heat from its dance upon the oak kindling returned. Still, she merely 
sat in her chair in front of  the window. With a warm smile, he sat down his 
mug of  hot chocolate and went over to the window.

“Here,” he said as he began trying to push the chair from behind over to the 



hearth, 

“Allow me”. About two or three feet from the hearth, Delilah began to 
slump forward until she’d fallen from her chair. “Oh dear,” he exclaimed, 
chuckling. He shivered again, feeling the unnatural chill pervade the room 
around. “Come now, Delilah, there’s no need to be upset. It’ll all come to-
gether soon” Fixing her back upright, he continued to push the chair the rest 
of  the way to the hearth. “Now, isn’t that much better, Dear?”

She was still as silent as ever, yet her face could say both everything and noth-
ing at the same time. Her eyes glinted with the reflective glow of  the flame’s 
wild dance, which served to also illuminate the rest of  her pale, distraught 
face. Even as it looked now, defined in much of  its morbid detail by the 
flames, he still felt hopelessly entranced by her face. He checked the clock 
again before rummaging around in his shirt pocket; 11:40.

From his shirt pocket, he produced a small wilted mistletoe.

He sighed, the grim cloud of  reality accentuating itself  to him once again. 
He’d come to both look forward to, as well as dread, this night; Christmas 
Eve. It wasn’t quite time yet. Soon, it would all be over, but not yet.

Attempting to void this cloud from his mind, He stuffed the small mistletoe 
back into his pocket and walked over to the table beside the window and 
placed one of  the untitled records onto the phonograph and placed the nee-
dle onto its third track. It was one of  his favorite tunes that began playing, 
though, for his own reasons unknown, he could never remember the name 
of  the composition or its composer. 

“Would you care to dance to pass the time, my love?”

He walked over to the chair and took her soft, cold hand before shifting her 
to her feet. Now standing before him, the cloud of  anxiety tightened its grip 
on him. 

“You look beautiful, my dearest Delilah,” he said with a shaking voice. He 
could hear her voice resonate distantly within the back of  his mind, sounding 
as though it were echoing from the peak of  a mountain.

”In life or in death, I will always have your heart, Arthur. And my kiss will be 



the sole warmth of  your body, your heart, and your soul.”

Slowly, carefully, he began to shuffle around to the room with her limply 
hanging in his arms. He tried, of  course, to keep her braced upright against 
his chest, to no effect. Despite this, though, he merely waltzed on with her, 
still smiling warmly to her. The longer he stared into those two stiff, oceanic 
hued irises, the more those horrible, maddening memories returned to him.

Memories of  that first fateful night he lost himself  to the lust for his dearest 
Delilah. The night that would spell the beginning of  his own undoing. He 
could almost see it now, in every exact detail, looking into her cold, frozen 
eyes; the long walk down the icy road, the night sky, the gas-lighted lamps 
that stood to sparsely pepper the white blanketed ground with their dim 
glows.

***

It was deathly cold that night, only just over a month to the day before now, 
and he was walking alone from another evening toiling at the local market. 
He had made this same walk many a night before, but this was different for 
him. How, he could not have then known exactly. Nevertheless, something 
had changed in an almost supernatural manner in his mind that night.

It had become very late when he saw her for the first time. There, by the 
streetlamp, she stood, shrouded in a dress as white as the very snow. And, oh, 
those eyes, those baby-blue eyes that immediately seized him and kept him 
spellbound. He felt a sense of  tranquil warmth spread throughout his body 
with the image of  that first shy smile she gave him when she saw him. That 
smile of  fragile innocence, and yet, of  a cunning nature. He saw she was try-
ing to hang something from the top of  the post when he began to approach 
her.

When he drew near, he could see that it was a mistletoe that she was attempt-
ing to hang, the very same one he now kept in his pocket as he danced on. 
“H-hello there”, he greeted, “Is it not just a tad early to for these?” She re-
sponded with that same playfully sly grin and replied, “The heart doesn’t lie, 
and my heart tells me that the time is just right.”

“The time for what,” he asked, confused. She giggled, “The time for one’s 
heart to be warmed by a lover’s kiss.”



He wasn’t quite sure what she meant, but he somehow felt she was right. He 
could see she was struggling to hang the mistletoe. “Here, may I?” She gave 
him that softly sweet smile and handed him the mistletoe.

He then hung it from the top of  the gas-fueled street lamp, “There we are, 
hung where you and all others can see”. Her smile widened as she chuckled. 
“You know what they say”, she asked him in a balmy, almost seductive tone. 
He looked to her, intrigued. “The mistletoe is deadly if  you eat it, but the kiss 
is even deadlier, if  you mean it.”

He laughed before losing himself  once again into her eyes. Even as cold as 
it’d become, He felt an extreme sense of  warmth pass through him. It was as 
though he were next to a bonfire, and he even began to unfasten his winter 
garbs. Before he could do or say anything, she placed a slim, tender hand 
upon his chest. Instantly, a cavalcade of  emotions ran down in a torrential 
downpour inside of  him.

Suddenly, all perception of  the world around him was lost. He continued to 
lose more of  himself  into her eyes, those light baby-blue whirlpools.

“What’s your name?”

He said nothing. He could only barely perceive the sound of  her voice.

“What is your name, sir?”

Still transfixed in her stare, he gibbered out, “Um... A-Ar-Arthur.” She smiled 
and continued to caress his chest tenderly, now working her hands up and 
around his neck. She looked up to the mistletoe and the back to him, her grin 
growing.

“Will you kiss me, Arthur,” she cooed, “Kiss me ‘neath the mistletoe?”

His body began to act before his mind would register their actions. Slowly, 
he began to lean down to her, his eyes feeling heavier and heavier with each 
inch. 

Finally, their lips met, and he felt as though he was locked in an angel’s em-
brace. She would break the union first, turning away to leave with no words 
except to say, “I’ll be waiting for you, love.”



He stood froze, still spellbound. Eventually, his stupor broke, and he found 
himself  stupefied, unaware of  where he was or what had happened. In that 
moment, only one thing was certain: he was extremely cold.

Such would remain the case for the remainder of  the eve. It was that night, 
curled under his comforter that he would see her face again. He would hear 
her voice again; the ever so seductive sound,

“Kiss me, Arthur, kiss me ‘neath the mistletoe”.

Such feverish infatuation, mixed triflingly with the deathly cold, robbed him 
utterly of  sleep that night and well into the coming morning. And this would 
carry on for the rest of  that week until, eventually, he no longer saw her in 
his dreams. 

Her face and her voice had faded into little more than an obscure set of  fea-
tures and sounds he never could quite put together.

That was, until that Sunday evening when he was once again returning home 
from the market, passing by that very same streetlamp. And, as if  expectantly, 
there she stood again by the streetlamp with mistletoe hanging from its top, 
shrouded in her same white gown, beckoning him to her with those eyes. 
And there it was again, that warmth that spread through his body, the earth 
that had felt entirely absent since that night for reasons he could never place.
“I knew you’d come”, she said, bearing that same seductive smile from be-
fore. 

He froze, trapped once again in her stare. Absently, he began to trudge to-
wards her. 

When he reached her, she once more unfastened his garb and began caress-
ing his chest. He could only stand and watch her, his mind completely blank.

“My God, Arthur, you’re so cold!” Her voice, while still sultry and smooth, 
took on an almost motherly tone when she spoke. Indeed, he felt like a child 
again, warmed by her preternatural touch. “Let me warm you with a kiss?”

Again, her hands slithered up from his chest and around his neck and he 
instinctively lowered himself  again to meet her lips. And again did the over-
powering heat inside him flare. She would break away again, and again he 



would be left alone by the streetlamp with only a fragmented sense of  recol-
lection of  what had transpired.
 
That night, too, resulted in restlessness.

That night, writhing in his bed, Arthur would dream; dream of  snow, of  the 
gas lamp, of  her beautiful eyes, her beautiful face,of  the mistletoe...

The Mistletoe!

”Deadly if  you eat it... deadlier if  you mean it...”

He could take it no more, he had to find this woman, this elusive temptress. 
Throwing on his heaviest winter garbs, he set out amid the bitter cold night 
air. 

The year’s snowfall had began to rain down earlier that afternoon and had by 
then formed into a thick, white blanket upon the ground. Slowly, he stag-
gered through the snow until he came once more upon the streetlamp. His 
legs were unable to hold themselves up any longer, and he fell to his knees in 
front of  it, the mistletoe hanging down, jeering at him.

His sight began to blur as with each fleeting, labored breath. The winter air 
had done its damage, and now he would feel its bitter touch slowly pluck the 
life from him. First, he would lose any feeling he had in nearly every part of  
his body. 

Next, He would feel the ice slowly form over his eyes, shutting him out from 
his sight. Just before the vicious winter would have him, however, he began 
to see the vague outline of  a figure gliding towards him.

He, of  course, couldn’t distinguish any definition from the figure, outside of  
the apparently human outline. The approaching figure almost seemed to 
blend with the surrounding snow. Only the long, crimson hair braided 
around the figure’s neck gave him clarity.It was her!

Or was it? As the figure approached closer, he began to notice more and 
more details that differentiated it from the dame he so feverishly sought. 
This new woman, while very similar in many of  her features to the other, 
had much more pale, almost desiccated skin. Had he stilled the feeling in his 



body, Arthur would’ve begun sprinting for dear life.

He could only lie and wait for this gruesome specter to have her way with 
him. 

He could feel his heart thunder and quake against his chest with every inch 
she gracefully floated across the snow. He wanted desperately to at least close 
his eyes, sparing himself  the sight of  whatever horror he would face at her 
whims when she finally reached him.

She froze before him, staring down to him with eyes that were only a faded 
resemblance of  the baby blue gems he’d been entranced by. The specter knelt 
down to him and placed its pale, bony index finger on his lips. To his amaze-
ment, the specter’s finger wasn’t cold or frigid as he would’ve expected from 
one who looked as gravely as she. Rather, he felt the wave of  heat begin to 
pervade him again.

She then seized cupped his chin in her frail hands and leaned in to kiss him. 
Instantly, all feeling returned to his limbs. He then stood up as he watched 
the specter turn to leave.

“Wait,” he exclaimed.

She stopped and turned her pale, dead face to him once more.

“Who are you?”

She turned slowly before rushing to him in a startlingly fluid motion that was 
too quick for him to perceive. She was upon him again and, taking him firmly 
by the throat, whispered into his ear in almost too soft a whisper, “I am De-
lilah. I am the warmth of  your heart, the blazing fire in your chest that you 
can never again live without...”

With that, she released him and he watched her vanish farther into the hori-
zon before he could even blink.

Just as before, he was left alone and bewildered, unable to remember what 
had just happened or why he’d even come. The only thing he was able to 
remember were fragments of  a face, the face of  a beautiful woman, as well 
as the face of  a ghastly corpse. Along with this, Arthur could hear a soft, 



rasping whisper swim through his mind. The voice was, of  course, utterly 
indeterminate, without any sort of  identity or definition to its origin.

”A kiss from my lips will now and always be what keeps thy heart warm and 
beating, lest it submit to a cold, bitter end.”

That night was when his dreams of  her first became vivid and clear. He saw 
her again, standing amid the snow, giving him that same dubious smile indic-
ative of  sinful desire. And looking upon this face, he fell helplessly into her 
whims and slowly walked to her. The snow began to flurry from above and 
he could feel the chill begin crippling him again. The temptress extended her 
hand and curled her finger to beckon him closer.

”Come, will you dance with me, Arthur?”

His pace quickened and his heart raced with both excitement and apprehen-
sion until, eventually, he broke into a sprint to her. To him, she seemed so 
close, and at the same time so far away the further he sprinted. At last, he 
reached her and was promptly seized in her embrace. And like he was now in 
his living room with her, they waltzed about amid the white expanse. All the 
while, his attention was fixed to her radiant smile, augmented by those baby 
blue irises.

“Kiss me, Arthur”, she crooned to him with that angelic voice.

He closed his eyes and leaned in to her with anticipation. Likewise, she would 
yield her lips to him and he felt the intensity of  the sun burst within him. 
Slowly, however, he watched in growing fear as her face slowly devolved into 
that familiarly haunting necrotic visage that plagued his subconscious mind. 
Aghast, he shoved her away and attempted to flee. Something caught his feet, 
and he fell prostrate into the snow. She was once more upon him, leering 
down to him with those cold, dead eyes.

She knelt down and reached her hand down to him, clutching something 
small and frail in her withered hand. Shaking, he looked to see that it was a 
small mistletoe.

“You’re so cold, Arthur,” she rasped in a ghoulish hiss, ”Come, warm your 
heart with my lips, love.”



“N-no, no, go away”, he exclaimed as he felt the crippling chill return, once 
more causing his blood to begin to freeze solid. All throughout his body, he 
slowly lost all sensations of  touch and his eyes started to freeze over again. 
Her lips opened once more, and she spoke, ”You can’t deny me long. With-
out me, your heart, your soul, will rot in a cold, icy bed.”

As darkness would have him, Arthur watched as the ghost, poising the mis-
tletoe high above them, leaned forward to his right ear and whispered,

”I’ll be waiting, love.”

It was in that instant that he awoke bolt upright with a frightened shriek. 
For a time, Arthur just sat there, gasping frantically as though he were a fish 
being held above the water. Eventually, he was able to regain his composure, 
yet he still felt...wrong.

It was more of  an empty sensation, like he’d had something removed from 
within him. What, how, or why, however, were questions that continued to 
elude him. But whatever it was, it would cause him to feel perpetually cold 
for many daysand nights to come, regardless of  what he wore or how close 
he would sit by the blazing hearth. One thing did slowly mold into at least a 
minute certainty to him: one way or another, this strange phenomena pres-
ently plaguing him was likely due to some sorcerous whim of  this beautiful, 
yet mysterious dame that dominated his subconscious mind.

Unable to sleep, Arthur pondered how he may rid himself  of  this apparently 
strange curse; eventually concluding that, no matter how strong his desire 
for her was, he would not heed her summons. Such proved to not be as easy 
as he had thought, however. Every day, from rise until fall of  the sun, the 
phantom chills would menace him without end. Constantly, he felt as though 
his blood had been turned to solid ice, despite at almost all times wearing his 
heaviest of  garbs.

Arthur would spend most of  each following afternoon over those next three 
and a half  weeks huddled next to his hearth, constantly stoking the kindling 
to draw more heat from it. He would only eat scalding broth and lightly pre-
pared stews with steaming cups of  tea or coffee or cocoa. Despite all of  this, 
still he was always so deathly cold, inside and out. Eventually, on the Monday 
of  the week before now, he ran out of  these commodities and was forced to 
venture out against the wrath of  the cold. He had very little money by then, 



having received word early that past weekend that he’d lost his job at the 
market due to his seclusion.

Still, he had to find some way to banish the bitter cold that was crippling him. 

It was as he was trudging through the snowbound streets of  the market that, 
amidst the many folks who’d likewise gathered at the market that evening, 
his eyes fell upon her. She was standing at the bakery, her luscious crimson 
braided hair facing out to him, hanging down her back. Almost instantly, a 
nauseating dread flooded through him.

“You need me, Arthur”, he could hear from deep in the pit of  his subcon-
scious.

”You need my lips, I can feel it. Come, Arthur, come to the mistletoe. Come, 
hold me and kiss me.”

“NO! NO MORE”, he screamed. Almost all eyes from the present congre-
gation were now fixed to him, frightened and bewildered. Oblivious to the 
attention he’d garnered, Arthur swiftly bolted to the young woman in front 
of  the bakery, the seductress, the witch!

With startling strength and intensity, he seized her by her shoulders and pro-
ceeded to violently shake her.

“What have you done to me”, he barked to her frightened face. Her eyes 
were wide and afraid, welling to the brim with tears, “Wh-Who-who are 
you?!”

Though he could see the fear molded onto the young woman’s face, he would 
not relent.
“What do you want from me, devil?!”

She screamed and struggled frantically to free herself, to no use. Arthur was 
determined to end this madness that was robbing him of  his body, mind, and 
his very soul. It would end there and *now*, even if  it meant the death of  
him.

“ANSWER ME! WHY HAVE YOU PLAGUED ME LIKE THIS?!”



“Let the lady go”, demanded a nearby bystander in a gruff  voice; a broad 
shouldered man attired in thick animal fur garbs, indicative of  woodland res-
idency. Despite his hysterical frenzy, Arthur recognized the man to be none 
other than McDowell, the town’s lumberjack.

“She’s a witch”, Arthur exclaimed to the crowd as McDowell pried him away 
from the distressed woman and began dragging him out of  the market 
square.

“She’s afflicted me with some form of  curse! Please, you must believe me, 
she’s trying to rob me of  my soul!” The crowd merely looked upon him 
with disgust and shame. Though, as he was being Forcefully towed away, he 
thought — no, he swore he could see the young woman’s shocked face twist 
into one of  sinister exultation.

His own flailing against McDowell’s restraint was feeble at best, not impeding 
his iron grasp in the least. Finally, Arthur was cast face down into the snow. 
“Stay down, if  ye know what be good for ye”, he heard McDowell demand 
before turning and making his way back to the market square.

Lain in the frigid snow, Arthur’s mind was lost in a maelstrom that bordered 
on confusion, fear, and pure madness.

Why is she doing this to me? What does she WANT from me? Why don’t 
they believe me?

Tried as he might, no answers came to him, pushing him further to the edge 
of  complete collapse.

Making the matter worse was that he felt the chill now with more potency 
than ever. It wasn’t long before he’d succumb to the elements yet again, 
unconsciousness assuming full control over his mind. And the first image to 
assault his hollow dream was, of  course, her; leering over and jeering; ”In life 
or in death, your heart will always be mine, Arthur.”

He desperately tried to rid her presence from his mind, to no purpose. Re-
gardless of  how much he would try to banish her from thought and memory, 
he would be met only with her pale, dead face.

“No! Stay away!”



She simply remained, curling a beckoning finger with one hand, the other 
holding the mistletoe aloft.

“Join me under the mistletoe, Arthur... Come... Come...”

Arthur’s eyes went wide as he saw his body turn to ice. All too soon was he 
encased in a layer of  frigid, unforgiving glacier. He could only watch in per-
petual terror as the spectral woman approached him.

”You can’t elude me, Arthur,” teased the specter in its rasping whisper, pois-
ing her decayed index finger at his heart, ”Without me, you will only crum-
ble.”

With a light tap of  her finger upon his chest, the ice splintered and started to 
crumble. And helpless, he could only watch, horrified, while he fell apart. 
Finally, his body had been reduced to nothing more than shards of  glassy ice, 
only his head remaining whole. Yet, even still, he was forced to watch as the 
specter picked up his head and, holding that damning mistletoe high above, 
brought her faded grey lips to meet his.

Arthur awoke again with a scream. Frantically, he patted all over his body to 
find that he was still whole and the specter was nowhere to be found. Even 
so, relief  wouldn’t find him, as he was still menaced by the chill. He could 
hardly move his limbs, and he was profusely trembling from hypothermia. 
He wanted to cry, both from the crippling madness and bitter fear. And he 
no doubt would’ve done so, had the air not been so cruel with its wintery 
wrath as to freeze the tears as they welled.

With every minute reserve of  strength he would have, Arthur found himself  
to his feet and began stiffly shambling to his house. It was as he crossed onto 
that familiar road to his house that he saw her again, walking all alone. 

Instantly, he could feel the urge again to rush to her and try again to force 
her to relieve him of  whatever spell or curse she cast upon him.

It was this frightful determination, and this alone that seemed to fuel his 
stride. She didn’t seem to notice him approaching. It was perfect; he thought. 
He could sneak upon her, ambush her, and be on his way with none the wis-
er... He would be rid of  this curse at last!



Thoughts fell in an avalanche of  how he could force her to relieve him from 
his torment. He was prepared to even do the worst if  it came to it.

After all... she’s all alone now... it would be so easy, wouldn’t it? Just a quick 
snap of  her fragile little neck, and it’ll all be over...

And that was all he could care about; to finally be rid of  this phantasmic 
witch and her damn accursed mistletoe!

It wasn’t long before he was then upon her. “Witch! I have you now”, he 
ejaculated venomously. When she turned to him, exposing those all too fa-
miliar baby blues that appeared frozen in fright, he knew he had her finally at 
his mercy. He knew he would finally end this madness.

She quickly tried to hurry into her home and shut out her pursuer, but she 
was too little too late. Arthur caught the door as it was about to close on him 
and forced his way inside. When she tried to run to the back of  her house, 
he caught her and rudely threw her to the floor. He was then upon her again 
with his hands like pythons about her throat, forcing the air from her lungs 
and commanding her to undo her wicked sorcery.

It was, in more than one way, invigorating. He felt as though he were a wolf  
and she a cornered sheep. The look of  utter fear in her eyes fueled him, now 
he would bend her to his whim!

“Whatever you’ve done to me, witch, it ends now!”

“I-I-I-Hav-haven’t...”, she choked out, but it was no use; Arthur’s strangu-
lation had by then rendered her speech impotent. Frantically, she claws like 
an animal at his face, trying to gouge his eyes. Nevertheless, Arthur’s wrath 
was little impeded. In her wild flailing, her arm brushed the nearby drawer, 
knocking something off. Even amidst his primal state, he was able to see that 
it was a small, frail mistletoe. “Mistletoe”, he barked with lunatic laughter as 
he began forcing it down her throat, “deadly if  you eat it!”

Slowly, he watched the life leave her eyes. Yes, he knew he’d won now, it’ll all 
be over...

Just one...quick...SNAP



He rose triumphantly. The adrenaline still coursing through him. He’d done 
it! 

It was over! It was all over; the witch was de-.

He stopped. Suddenly, his exultation died and was replaced with another 
feeling: panic. He looked down again at the woman’s inert body, now with a 
growing panic.

What have I done? He tried to shake her, desperately hoping that she may yet 
exhibit life. She did not, and Arthur now felt his head begin to spin. What 
was he to do? He killed her. He was now a murderer!

The court would have him hanged for sure. He’d be condemned as a 
cold-blooded monster.

But, no... no, that wasn’t what happened, was it? She was a Witch, was she 
not? 

Had she not wrought misery upon his life? What he did was for the good of  
his own soul...

Wasn’t it?

In a brief, devastating avalanche, he began to remember her eyes; those hyp-
notic irises, so wan with fear. All at once, dregs of  recrimination and despair 
caused him to huddle himself  into a fetal position, sobbing.

”Arthur...”

He heard the voice only faintly, but enough to recognize it.

“Arthur...”

“N-No... no, that’s not possible,” he stammered. All too soon, then did he 
feel that haunting cold infect his body once more. Crippled once again, he 
listened in terror as the wraith’s voice appeared to close in around him with 
its ghastly, rasping hiss.

”In life... or in death... I have your heart... I will keep it warm with me, even 



in 

Hell... it will belong to me, and me alone, forever and always...”
Arthur’s body was trembling more violently than ever before now.

“No... No, no, no, you’re dead!”

As if  on cue, he saw the woman’s body suddenly bolt upright. Her face was 
now the same as that of  the specter, with her vibrant blue eyes now forever 
faded in death.

“Kiss me, Arthur”, she croaked as she began crawling toward him with dis-
jointed motion.

Arthur opened his mouth, yet not a sound was able to be uttered. Only 
pitiful croaks of  fright were sounded before she was upon him, pinning him 
to the wooden floor. Leering over him, she then began open her mouth and 
croak as she painfully regurgitated the mistletoe onto him, now black and 
withered.

”Come, won’t you kiss me, love”?

Before he could react, her pale dead hands roughly seized his face and her 
cold lips forced their way to his. This time, the warm sensation from before 
was not present, only the frigid touch of  death and decay. He struggled until 
finally throwing her off  of  him. She was sent hurtling into the wall with a 
crash and she was once again motionless; lifeless. He simply laid on his back, 
too frightened to move despite his spiking adrenaline, gasping frantically for 
breath.

When he finally looked up, he was met with her dead face, forever chiseled 
in perpetual fright. Reflexively, he touched his own lips, finding that they still 
felt as they had before — cracked and chapped as they were from exposure 
to the unforgiving cold. Still, he had felt her lips...hadn’t he?

Arthur clutched his head and howled as he began stoving his head into the 
wooden floor. PLEASE!, his mind screamed, PLEASE, MERCIFUL LORD, 
MAKE IT END! Eventually he could bring himself  to pound the floor no 
more. 



And that was when he crawled like an animal of  to the woman’s battered 
corpse.

“Why are you doing this to me?!”

This time, there was no answer. She merely stared back to him with stiff, 
faded eyes. He began shaking her, crying out for an answer. It was when he 
was again met with only silence that his terrified sobbing devolved into a fit 
of  hysterical laughter.
 
He collapsed onto his back; the corpse held firmly against him, as the 
laughter soon escalated into wailing cackles of  raving madness that echoed 
throughout the house.

In a morbid way, it was hilarious to him. The utter folly of  it all. What began 
with a simple kiss, had now delved into the black recesses of  insanity. He was 
once 

a man, respected by the people. He was a well liked market clerk, adored by 
those he served. Now, he was a madman, a lunatic, and now worst of  all, a 
murderer.

He carried on his demented cheer until his throat was shot and his breaths 
became labored. Slowly, he could feel the chill again. His mind now gone 
forever, broken beyond all repair, he unfastened his shirt and trousers before 
climbing onto her, mounting the withering mistletoe above. If  it was him she 
wanted, she would have him, all of  him.

It would be days before reality would finally break through his madness. He 
sat that night, the Eve of  Christmas, staring into her dead eyes. He knew 
he couldn’t live on like this; a prisoner to the curse of  his own madness, to 
Delilah. The chill’s grasp tightened and crippled him again. That was when 
it came to him of  what he would have to do. He went into the basement of  
the house and retrieved a bucket of  the kerosene meant for the lamps and set 
about all night dousing every inch of  the house with it.

Every wall, every corner in every room was dredged, leaving none to be 
spared. As he toiled feverishly, her words continued to cycle incessantly and 
the supernatural chill amplified in its ferocity.



“You need my lips, I can feel it. Come, Arthur, come to the mistletoe...”

Despite this, he didn’t stop until the breaking of  the next sunrise when he 
had finally completed his task. Tonight..., he swore to himself, This will all 
end tonight!

***

Twelve loud chimes broke Arthur of  his mad remiss. It was time. Steadily, 
he placed Delilah back into her chair and silenced the phonograph. He now 
felt more deathly cold than ever before. Still, this didn’t deter him. With the 
last of  the kerosene, he doused himself  and her before stringing the mistle-
toe to the ceiling. He then stood her up once more, embracing her to him, 
before using the poker to cast out a burning log, setting the floors alight.
All too quick did the flames dance consume the floors and the walls around 
them. Even amidst the inferno, however, Arthur still felt none of  its warmth. 
He knew only one thing would. And it would be for the last time.

“Merry Christmas, Delilah,” he said as he held her in an eternal embrace and 
brought his lips to hers. Even as the flames crept upon them, charring flesh 
and bone, he did not waiver. He would die with his heart in eternal warmth.

For even in death, she would always be the sole warmth of  his heart.





Have you heard of  the “Blue Elves”? 
By Thomas Stewart 

When you were all little, what were your favorite things to do for Christmas? 
Caroling, Christmas parades, gingerbread cookie decorating? You know, fun 
stuff, stuff  you’d see on just about every Hallmark channel movie, right? 
Hell, you probably even got to go out and pelt your little brother and sister in 
the face with snowballs because you actually lived somewhere where there 
was snowfall like that. 
 
Oh, and excuse me, but how could I forget the big man himself ? Santa, the 
world’s greatest — and biggest — cat burglar. 
 
Okay, okay... Look, I’m not trying to be Ebeneezer fuckin’ Scrooge here 
(though God knows I might damn well have every reason to do so), just... for 
reasons you’ll see, Christmas wasn’t a time of  cheer for me growing up. Back 
to the earlier question, though, what were some of  your favorite things to do 
at Christmas time? I’ll bet no one says “Telling ghost stories”. 
 
I can tell you’re scratching your head now wondering “What the hell is this 
guy going on about? Telling ghost stories? This is Christmas, not Halloween.” 
 
Well, besides the fact that it is part of  a popular Christmas jingle, I would 
have honestly agreed with you. Thing is, That’s exactly what it was like 
growing up for me. Now I’m going to broaden my earlier question a bit. 
Instead of  Christmas time activities, I want you to now think of  every 
possible “Ghost Story” you’ve heard up to this point — Christmas related or 
otherwise — and I want you to tell me if  you’d ever been told about the 
“Blue Elves”. 
 
I’ll give you a moment to think on that one... 
 
Nothing? Figured. Worth a shot, I guess. 
 
Well, to put it simply, the “Blue Elves” were something my dad used to tell 
me about all the time. It was just me and him growing up. I never knew my 
mother. For the longest time, I was almost convinced I didn’t actually have a 
mother. The old man wouldn’t ever talk about her and, looking back on those 
days, I can’t ever remember seeing any old photos of  him and any other 
woman. Or with me for that matter... 



 
Now as to what they actually ARE, well, I’ll let the old man tell you himself  
in his own words. “They’re some mean little critters, Robby.” he’d always tell 
me. He’d always have this serious look on his face too, the way all parents do 
when they’re giving a dire warning, even when it’s being dressed up in a ghost 
story. “They’re vicious and scary elves, not like the ones that make toys. No, 
they like to take little boys away.” 
 
“Where do they take them, Pop?” I asked once. 
 
“They take ‘em to a dark place and give ‘em away to other monsters and they 
never get to see their Mommas or Pops again.” 
 
“But why? Why do they wanna take little boys away?” 
 
He always just shrugged at this and replied, “I don’t know, son. They just do. 
Sometimes critters are just evil like that, it makes ‘em happy to make children 
cry.” He’d place his hands on my shoulders and added, “But I got you, 
Robby. I got you. I ain’t gonna let the Blue Elves get you.” He gestures to his 
shotgun, which was almost always propped against his closet door. “But that 
means, boy, that you gotta stay inside when you see the lights.” 
 
“Lights?” 
 
“Yeah, the flashin’ lights. That’s their callin’ card. Their signal. When you see 
the red and blue lights, that’s the Blue Elves comin’, and they’ll take any and 
every little boy they see.” 
 
By this point, I would of  course be shaking in my shoes, two seconds from 
flooding my pants with piss. So, yeah, that’s the infamous “Blue Elves”. I 
grew up hearing that story, or at least variants of  it, for a long time when I 
was younger. More times than not, it was out of  scolding me for being out 
when I wasn’t supposed to be, A.K.A. when the streetlamps came on. 
 
Apparently, the “Blue Elves” in our area were nocturnal, or so the old man 
would tell me. I suppose, in one way, I was lucky, he’d just scare me with this 
instead of  tanning my hide or something like that. In other ways, I guess I’d 
have taken the whipping over this. At least, believe it or not, there’s a hell of  
a lot less psychological damage in that, you know? Have your ass whipped a 
little bit, struggle to sit comfortably for the next two days to a week, then it’s 



all over and life moves right the hell along, instead of  a lifetime paranoia of  
something you’d never even seen before that, for all you knew, could be 
around any given corner at any given time. 
 
That was me, little Robby Cutter, the boy afraid of  “Blue Elves”. And before 
you ask, no, other kids didn’t know a damn thing about them, either. There-
fore, also no, I wasn’t taken seriously or very well liked. I didn’t really care 
who did or didn’t believe me, though (even if  some of  the behind my back 
remarks and looks they gave me in the hallways or on the playgrounds were 
annoying). I believed in them, because my Pop believed in them (You know 
how that goes, everything grownups say is always true). 
 
Now, I should clarify that I’m talking about my early years right now. That 
was the first time I encountered the “Blue Elves”. At least, the first time I 
would see the lights I was warned about. 
 
I can’t exactly remember, but I was either 8 years old or 7 1/2 going on 8, but 
I remember it had gotten to be around sundown that day. Pop had to work 
late that night and I was playing with my basketball goal outside, trying to 
practice for my dreams of  making it into the NBA. I actually thought I’d 
make to the Hall of  Fame (as if). Well, the sun had sank, and the streetlamps 
had come on, but I remembered I was on this sort of  “Winning Streak” if  
you will and I didn’t wanna stop. 
 
I looked to the garage, then down the street. Pop wasn’t around. Surely, I 
thought, ONE TIME wasn’t gonna hurt nothin’, right? 
 
Right? 
 
It got darker and darker. The floodlight on the side of  the house made it 
where I could see enough to keep playing (even if  it obviously had a detri-
mental effect on my actual ability to score a goal). At one point, I ended up 
flubbing a layup, and the ball was hurled over the basketball goal and sent 
bouncing into the street. Right as I stepped into the street, and I mean right 
as my foot touched the asphalt, I heard a high-pitched noise coming from the 
right end of  the road that almost made me drop of  a heart attack where I 
stood. I looked to my right and watched the road get painted with a rapid red 
and blue glow blinking over the hill leading onto my street. 
 
For a moment, I was frozen where I was. The high-pitched noise grew 



louder, closer, and the lights got closer and closer as well, bathing me in 
radiant red and blue. It was slowly that Pop’s words came back to me. 
 
The lights grew and the shrieks coming from whatever it was were deafening. 
I heard the grinding of  the asphalt charging straight for me. What in the hell? 
I thought, shaking violently, still unable to move. It was like someone had hit 
the world’s “Fast forward” button so many times that everything was now 
just moving slowly “Tracking”, I believe it’s called. That’s what was going on. 
The world was “Tracking”, therefore my reactions were also horribly delayed. 
 
In those moments, all I could think about was what they would look like, 
what would they do? Were they huge, hulking brutes with large fangs or small 
little goblins that would swarm me, tearing me apart bit by bit in droves? 
Where would they take me? 
 
Where was Pop? 
 
(“Pop, where are you?!”) 
 
I started to imagine what the “other monsters” he told me about would be 
like. What were they gonna do to me? They’re gonna eat me, aren’t they? 
 
A bright flash then lit up the street, which was where I finally broke and 
turned tail back for the house. I pumped my legs, all but flying to and inside 
the house and slamming the door behind me in one fluid movement. I curled 
up into a ball against the door then, crying and silently praying to God I was 
quick enough to rush back into the house before the “Blue Elves” could see 
me and try breaking down the door. I waited and waited, shaking. 
 
God, Please don’t let them come for me, PLEASE don’t let them get me! I’m 
sorry God, and I’m sorry, Pop! I promise it won’t happen again, just 
PLEASE don’t let them get me! 
 
At least 15 - 20 minutes must’ve passed — I really wouldn’t have known, you 
know how it is with a kid who’s scared out of  his mind, 15 or 20 minutes 
might as well have been 15 or 20 hours to me at that time — with no sound 
or anything from the door. That was until three loud knocks rocked against 
the other side. I didn’t move, only looked up at the doorknob to see it jos-
tling. Three more knocks sounded against the door, louder and harder this 
time. 



 
Oh God, this is it! I’m a goner! They’re gonna take me away! 
 
(“What’re the other monsters gonna do to me?”) 
 
Five knocks pounded on the door. 
 
Go away! 
 
(“I’ll never see Pop again!”) 
 
The doorknob jostled harder and harder. I thought it was going to be ripped 
straight off  the door. 
 
What do I do?! 
 
(“What would Pop do?”) 
 
I looked over to the closet. The old man’s shotgun leaned against the closet 
door. 
 
Yeah, that’s right, he’d blast ‘em! 
 
(“But I don’t know how to use a gun. Not a REAL one. How am I gonna 
blast it away?”) 
 
KNOCK, KNOCK, KNOCK, KNOCK, KNOCK 
 
They were deafening, sounding now like they were only seconds away from 
just bashing the door down. From the other side, in a bellow that didn’t 
sound even human to me — almost demonic actually I heard them shout, 
“OPEN THIS DAMN DOOR RIGHT NOW, BOY! I KNOW YOU’RE IN 
THERE! YOU OPEN THIS DOOR, NOW!” I exchanged glances between 
the door and the shotgun. Time was up. I had to make a move. 
 
From my crouched position, I launched myself  over to the closet of  Pop’s 
room and snatched the shotgun. Like I said before, everything was happen-
ing so fast. One second, I’m braced against the door of  Pop’s closet, and the 
next, I watch the front door fly open and then BANG! 
 



I didn’t even realize my finger was on the trigger. All I remember seeing was 
a brief  glimpse outside the door, a large figure standing with wide-open eyes, 
a puff  of  smoke from the barrel of  the shotgun that was followed with a 
sharp kick from the back of  it that caused it to fly right out of  my hands, and 
then nothing. 
 
Everything was still. That’s when I guess you could say the remote went from 
“Tracking” to straight up “Pause”. My body locked up against the closet door 
while, standing in the front door, I saw not a horrific goblin mutant or large 
beast, but just Pop. My heart stopped then. 
 
Pop just stood in the opening, wide-eyed and mouth agape. Silence formed a 
toxic cloud that seemed to cover the room, one that made my throat close up 
about as much as the shock alone. I’d done it. Dear God, I’d just done the 
worst thing imaginable, I’d just shot my father! 
 
“P-Pop...” He looked at the wall next to him. I turned and saw that, probably 
due to lack of  strength needed to properly hold the damn thing, I actually 
missed him by about two or three inches. I’d have thanked God for that and 
ran up to bear hug the absolute shit out of  him if  it weren’t for what came 
next. 
 
“What in the hell are you doing?” he yelled. In half  an instant, I watched his 
face, which had been almost albino a second ago, flush with crimson, white-
hot rage. I shrank down further into my pathetic little crouch. 
 
“I...I-I... I thought...” I couldn’t make anything come out, nothing that would 
have made any sense at least. Scrambled as my head was, I’m honestly still a 
bit shocked I could get as much as those words out then. 
 
“Thought what, Robby? Thought you’d look cool fuckin’ around with my 
shotgun?!” Now I was terrified. Sure I was scared to death before, but this, 
hearing him use THAT curse at me, that was something else to me. Under-
stand that, yeah, his language on the regular was never the cleanest, even 
around me at that age then, but you know how when you were a kid and your 
parents had the “God help you if  you make me get all the way to three”, or 
the tried and true “Don’t make me say your full name, first middle and last”? 
Basically, the telltale signs that you’re in some hot as hell water, right? Well, 
that was what that was with my old man. He only ever used strong curses like 
“Goddamn” or “Shit” or “Bitch” when he was exceptionally pissed off  at me 



— and the atomic “F-bomb” when my ass was truly in for it. 
 
“You could’ve killed me, God forbid anybody else!” he shouted. His roaring, 
monstrous voice, I swear to this day, actually shook the house a bit. “Answer 
me, boy, What in the name of  all that is fuckin’ holy were you thinking even 
touchin’ my shotgun like that?!” 
 
“I... I thought you were a Blue Elf, Pop.” He looked at me, pausing for a 
moment. 
 
“What?” he asked. 
 
“I thought you were a Blue Elf. I saw them coming, and I thought they were 
trying to get through the door, so I was gonna blast ‘em like you’d do, Pop.” 
That’s when I saw his face drain completely of  color, turning it as white as 
my bedsheets were. 
 
“When?” he asked, his breathing quickening. 
 
“J-Just a little bit ago.” 
 
“How did you see them, huh? Were you playin’ out in the street after dark?” I 
shrank down further. I wasn’t sure how much more I’d have been able to take 
before my heart, which by this point was essentially cutting backflips, would 
finally just give out. “Robby,” he barked, “Answer me, were you playin’ 
outside after dark?” 
 
“Y-Yes.” I cringed. I expected for him to fly off  the handle at me or some-
thing. He didn’t, though. Instead, he just stood there, white-faced and scared 
shitless. Honestly, it’s not all that much an exaggeration to say that he honest-
ly looked even more scared than I was. 
 
“Pop, I--“ 
 
“Did they see you?” 
 
“N-No... I-I don’t think so.” 
 
“Don’t think so, or they didn’t?” 
 



“I don’t know, I just heard a loud noise and saw the red and blue lights and 
ran.” He threw his head back behind him to peek through the peephole of  
the door. I thought I could hear him muttering something under his breath 
while he did this. I think it may’ve been something like “God, please don’t let 
them still be out there...” or maybe “They’re gone, right? God, please let 
them be gone...” 
 
“Pop?” I squeaked pitifully. His head jerked back around, startling me for a 
moment. “They’re not gonna get me, are they?” For a moment, he didn’t 
answer. Instead, I watched his face slowly fall, the anxiety and the rage 
completely melting away to expose a layer of  warmth underneath. A layer of  
vulnerability. This only further scared me rather than comfort me. 
 
I wasn’t ever used to seeing the old man this worked up. Of  course, I wasn’t 
used to actually driving him to this point before, either. “No, son.” he said, 
coming away from the door toward me with his arms outstretched. “No, they 
won’t get you. You’re safe now, you hear?” 
 
I nodded my head against his chest as he held me close. “No, they won’t get 
you, Robby, but damn it, I mean it when I say that your ass has to be in the 
house when the sun goes down.” He looked toward the front door again and 
said, “Especially around this time of  year, they’re far more likely to be out n’ 
about when you ain’t expecting it.” 
 
“What do you mean, Pop?” He looked at me again. Now he raised his 
eyebrows in confusion. 
 
“Don’t you know what day it is comin’ up?” I stared blankly at him, blinking. 
“It’s Christmas Eve just this Friday.” This actually made him smile a bit. I, 
though relieved to see him loosening up a bit, was admittedly not as thrilled 
as you’d expect a kid to be when hearing this sort of  thing. Great how that 
works, isn’t it? 
 
Well, anyway, he let go of  me and headed toward the kitchen. I stayed against 
the closet door for another moment, staring at the front door. I exchanged 
brief  glances from it to the buckshot holes in the wall beside it. Several 
things went through my head at the exact same time. 
 
What would’ve happened if  that wasn’t Pop at the door and I’d missed? What 
would’ve happened if  I’d not missed? What would’ve happened if  I’d not ran 



from the street when I had? What would’ve happened to me if  they had seen 
me? 
 
What if  they hadn’t left? 
 
I closed my eyes and inhaled. Swallowing down as much of  the anxiety as I 
could, I slowly got up and headed to my room. I threw myself  on my bed 
and laid there, unable to sleep, still imagining one of  them prowling around 
outside the house, looking for a way in to get at me. Morning came, and I 
was none too excited for it, despite it being a Saturday. 
 
That experience left quite an impression on me for years to come after that 
night. Another 7 or 8 years, in fact. In that time, I always, and I mean always, 
made it a point to be indoors when the sun went down. And when it got to 
me wintertime, I’d be inside even before then. More than just this, though, I 
was wary even out in the day-to-day world. 
 
So, like I’d said before, I was a little chicken, always looking over my shoulder 
and screaming in abject terror anytime I heard anything that even remotely 
resembled the sounds I heard that night. Aside from essentially killing any 
hopes of  having a meaningful social life, this behavior also caused concern 
with the teachers and other adults at the school. Pop wasn’t as much con-
cerned about it, though. How could he be, he was no better. 
 
Something I should go ahead and mention now is that I was heavily sheltered 
all my life. I know, you’re probably going “Yeah, no shit genius”, but under-
stand that it wasn’t until much later that I realized just how much. If  I could 
get a do-over, I’d have likely been a little more cautious, asked a few more 
questions, such as what the “Blue Elves” actually looked like, why they’re 
most common at night, and who did he actually know that’d been taken by 
them. 
 
I was 16 and a half  the next time I’d encounter the “Blue Elves”. By that 
time, I finally managed to actually loosen up a bit and relax as far as constant-
ly looking over my shoulder and/or ducking and covering when I heard 
similar sounds like I’d mentioned. Make no mistake, I still would be inside 
before it got dark. Even when the old man himself  said I could, telling me to 
just be cautious (No longer even mentioning the “Blue Elves” at this point), I 
still elected to be inside at home. What better way to be careful than to 
guarantee being away from trouble than to be home, you know? 



 
I guess you could say that it was more of  just a reflex for me by that point. I 
wasn’t having anymore nightmares or anything about the situation, just an 
instinct that kept me from wanting to be out late at night, you know? Eventu-
ally, though, I started getting curious again. Brave might be a better word for 
it. 
 
I remember it happened when I was spending the night at my friend’s house. 
Ash and I were staying up late playing 2K8 when I thought I started hearing 
it again. It was a heated game, plenty of  hooting and hollering, along with 
plenty of  “Suck it, asshole” and “Come at me, bitch” — standard fare — so 
when I heard it, the high-pitched sound, I almost didn’t actually pick up on it. 
Admittedly, I thought at first it was a sound from the game. 
 
But when I noticed it was persisting even after pausing it, that’s when I 
started to panic again. “Dude, what’s up, we still playing or what?” 
 
“Hang on, do you hear that?” I cupped my ear to listen. The sounds were 
getting closer. 
 
“Hear what?” 
 
“That sound.” I started trying to emulate the sound as best I could. “You 
hear that?” 
 
“You mean the cops? Yeah dude, I mean, they’re always out here at this time 
of  night.” 
 
“Cops?” I asked. 
 
“Yeah...” he answered, confused. “You know, ‘Bad boys, bad boys, whatcha 
gonna do? a-whatcha gonna do when they come for you...” I just stared 
blankly at him, blinking. “Oh, come on, tell me you’ve seen that show.” 
 
I shook my head. My eyes slowly left him and moved to the window at the 
right of  him. Red and blue flashes began lighting up the small area of  the 
living room from the window. I started shaking. 
 
“Yo, Rob, are you okay?” Ash asked. I didn’t respond. My eyes were frozen to 
the window. “Rob?” 



 
“Huh?” 
 
“Bro, what’s up, seriously, you’re starting to make me nervous here.” My eyes 
darted back and forth from him to the window. “It’s just the cops, man, chill 
out.” 
 
I looked back to him. He was staring at me like I was losing my mind, which 
in all fairness, he may not have been completely wrong. Thing is, like the 
“Blue Elves”, I’d never seen cops before either. Like I said, HEAVILY 
sheltered, can’t stress that enough. 
 
So I’m standing there, looking like I’ve seen the gates of  Hell open up, both 
terrified and utterly confused at the same time because I don’t know if  I can 
believe what I’m even hearing is real, or if  anything I heard before was real. 
Ash was the first to break from our awkward little staring contest to move to 
the window. Every instinct I had in me itched to rush over and block him 
from trying to open the window like I knew he was about to. 
 
I stayed still, though. I wanted to cry out to him to stop, but I didn’t. I 
suppose, like I said, being as confused as I was, I sort of  wanted to see them 
this time. I wanted to know if  what Ash was saying was true, or if  Pop would 
be proven right again. Looking back, I feel like either would’ve been detri-
mental to me. If  Ash was right, it meant everything I knew before was a lie 
and would’ve led me down a rabbit hole that would only lead to rock bottom, 
if  you know what I mean. If  Pop was right, then just like that night years 
before, he would’ve opened the window and exposed the both of  us, and this 
time, we would’ve been screwed. 
 
As it happened, the former would be proven true when Ash pulled up the 
blinds and revealed to me a couple of  police cruisers speeding by the house. 
“See, nothing to be afraid of. Now can we get back to our game because I 
can’t just let you keep a leg up on me.” I numbly watched the cruiser’s speed 
by the house. 
 
Nothing to be afraid of... 
 
Just cops... 
 
(“... They take little boys away and give ‘em to other monsters and they don’t 



ever get to see their mommas or Pops again...”) 
 
Just cops... 
 
“I’ll say this much, I feel bad for the poor bastard they’re after.” 
 
I broke from the window and turned to him, asking, “What do you mean?” 
 
“Well, usually when they’re flying down the road like that, somebody’s about 
to get popped.” 
 
“Popped?” He made a face at me like I’d just told him that the moon was 
made of  cheese. 
 
“Seriously? Dude, what rock have you lived under all your life?” I just looked 
pathetically at the floor. “Okay, look, those sounds are called “Police sirens”. 
They’re used when cops,” he pointed to the window again, “Are either 
chasing somebody or pulling somebody over, or to get through traffic. Point 
is, they use them when someone’s in trouble. When they find the bastard 
they’re looking for, they arrest them, a.k.a. “Popping them.” 
 
I looked out the window again. In the distance down the other side of  the 
street, I could faintly see the taillights of  the last cruiser growing smaller and 
smaller, the siren getting fainter and fainter. 
 
When they’re after somebody... 
 
Just the cops... 
 
(“... When you see the red and blue lights, that’s the Blue Elves comin’...”) 
 
It means somebody’s about to get popped... 
 
Nothing to be afraid of... 
 
(“... They take little boys away and give ‘em to other monsters and they don’t 
ever get to see their mommas or Pops again...”) 
 
Just the cops... 
 



I wondered then what Pop was so afraid of  all of  my life. If  it were “Just the 
cops”, like Ash was telling me, then why was Pop so worried about me being 
taken away? Why was he telling me about these monsters, the “Blue Elves”? 
 
“When you say “After somebody”, who do you mean?” He shrugged his 
shoulders. 
 
“I don’t know, man, bad people. You know, rapists, drug dealers, stuff  like 
that.” 
 
“Who?” He let out an exasperated sigh. 
 
“Seriously? God, I was kidding when I asked what rock you’d been living 
under.” 
 
“Look, I’m... I’m sorry, okay? I was never told about any of  this stuff. My 
Pop always just told me to stay away from the Blue Elves.” His eyes shot out 
their sockets at me. 
 
“The what?“ 
 
“Th-The... The...” I trailed off. Somehow, I knew what I was going to say was 
utterly moronic. “Blue Elves”? Seriously? 
 
“Nothing bro, forget about it.” I sat back down beside him on the floor and 
un-paused the game. I ended up getting my ass kicked pretty hard after that, 
but I couldn’t have cared less, about 2K or basketball in general. No, my 
mind was trapped in a shift between what’d just happened, what happened 8 
years before, and everything that led up to that point. 
 
It wasn’t long after that, after getting bored mopping the floor with me at the 
game, that we decided to turn in for the night. Well, he did, — I was wide 
awake yet again. 
 
Just the cops, nothing to be afraid of... 
 
(“... Take little boys away from their Mommas and Pops...”) 
 
Nothing to be afraid of... 
 



Just... Cops... 
 
I ended up leaving early the next morning after scarfing down two of  his 
blueberry PopTarts and headed home. That whole time, one thing, and one 
thing only was on my mind, find Pop and ask him why he’d been lying to me 
all these years. Thankfully, despite it being winter and, just my dumbass luck, 
not having brought a jacket with me the night before, I had the whole 1.5 
mile walk to contemplate both just what to say to the old man and how to 
say it. Had I not, I likely would’ve gone off  on him as soon as I saw him. 
 
Could you really blame me if  I had, though? 
 
Anyway, when I got home, I found him in the garage, fiddling with some-
thing in his small little workshop area. “H-Hey Pop?” I asked, taking a deep 
breath. He looked up at me. 
 
“Well hey there, you have fun at your friend’s?” He winked with a sly grin and 
added, “You two stay outta trouble?” before chuckling. “Nah, I’m just yankin’ 
yer chain, what’s up, son?” 
 
“Pop, I wanna ask you about the cops.” I seized up immediately when I said 
this. I half  expected to not even be able to finish that sentence before he 
would lay into me. As it turned out, when I opened my eyes, he was just 
staring at me. 
 
“What about ‘em?” 
 
“Well, you remember what you always said about the Blue Elves and the 
lights?” He nodded. “Well, last night, at Ash’s house, I saw those lights again, 
just like I did back when I was a kid and he said those were just cops.” 
 
His eyebrows raised. “Y’all saw what?” 
 
“W-We saw the lights, Pop, but--“ 
 
“Damn it, Robby, what have I told you about stayin’ inside after dark!” 
 
“No, Pop, you don’t understand, we weren’t--“ 
 
“After all this time, God, why can’t you just do as you’re damn told?!” He 



threw down the tools he was working with. The tools hit the ground with a 
loud clatter, forcing my heart to skip quite a few beats. 
 
“B-But Pop...” 
 
“No, don’t even try it. Just get your ass in the house. I need to not look at 
you for a while before I do or say somethin’ I end up regrettin’.” I opened my 
mouth like I was about to try defending my case but a quick glare from the 
old man quickly shut me right the hell up and I scurried inside as hurriedly as 
I could. 
 
For the next 2 or 3 hours, I laid on my bed, confused as all hell and wonder-
ing just what my father was keeping from me. Why was he so afraid of  cops? 
Ash said they only took bad people away, right? My Pop wasn’t a bad per-
son... 
 
Right? 
 
Nothing to be afraid of... 
 
It was a few hours later when I heard the door to my room open and foot-
steps coming toward my bed. I felt Pop sit down on my bed. My back was 
facing him as I stared at the wall. “Hey champ.” he said in a low, apologetic 
sort of  tone. I made no movement. “You feel like talkin’?” 
 
I didn’t move. He sighed and said, “Yeah, I uh... I guess I can’t really blame 
you there.” Another moment passed in complete silence before he went on, 
“Listen, I... I wanna apologize for bein’ such a jerk earlier. In fact, I wanna 
apologize for always bein’ such a jerk like I’ve been all this time.” 
 
I felt his hand pat my back gingerly. “I want you to understand that I love 
you and want you to be safe and happy. You know that, right?” I didn’t 
respond. He sighed again and continued, “Robby, there are things I haven’t 
told you and there’s a damn good reason why. Your friend was right, yes, the 
cops do use flashing lights like I’ve told you about. But they weren’t what I’d 
been warnin’ you about all this time.” 
 
My eyes widened at the wall. My body stiffened. “Not entirely, anyway.” 
 
“What do you mean?” I asked, unable to keep the silence anymore. 



 
“Oh, so now he speaks.” Pop joked with a dry chuckle. He sighed before 
saying, “Like I said, there are things I haven’t told you, Rob, because I wasn’t 
sure you’d really understand. For that, I am sorry, and I’m sorry it’s caused 
me to be a right arse with you sometimes.” He paused before adding, “Look 
here for a moment, will ya?” 
 
I shuffled onto my back and looked at him. He held up a book in his right 
hand. It looked like one of  my school binders. “This is everything I have ever 
found about the Blue Elves. I started lookin’ into ‘em after what happened 
the night your mama died.” 
 
“Wait, what?!” I exclaimed. He looked at me startled for a second before 
putting his face into his palm, muttering “Jesus Christ, son, I’m sorry.” 
 
“Pop, what are you talking about?” He looked back up at me with the saddest 
expression I’d ever seen on his face before. 
 
“It was just shortly after you turned about one or two, started walkin’ and 
everything. Your momma and I were takin’ you to your first Christmas 
parade.” His mournful face gave way just slightly to part a dry, empty smile 
across his lips. “God, I remember you just smilin’ an’ gigglin’ your little head 
off. You loved them lights.” His smile fell again, and he continued, “You saw 
a couple that you liked and so you started walkin’ off  while your Momma and 
I were takin’ a picture.” 
 
He paused again, this time to choke down a sob that was fighting to be 
released. drawing a breath, he began again, “Two seconds. We looked away 
for two seconds and found you gone. You’d headed off  toward them flashin’ 
red and blue lights and your Momma just about had a heart attack when I 
luckily managed to spot you in the crowd. You were just stumblin’ your way 
through. It was a miracle, honestly that you weren’t trampled with as many 
people that were there.” 
 
The whole time he spoke, my body was a statue, completely hollow and 
lifeless. Numb. 
 
“You were halfway across to the other side of  where we were by the time I 
found you and your momma took off  after you. I remember the red and blue 
lights got brighter n’ brighter the closer you got to it. Your momma made it 



to you before I could and grabbed you up, but wasn’t able to catch sight of  
‘em in time before I saw a group of  two or three of  ‘em bowl her over and 
start tearin’ away at her. She was screaming, clutchin’ onto you for dear life. I 
ran as fast I could over to her, and I managed to throw ‘em off  her. 
 
“They started gettin’ at me, too.” He rolled up his shirt to reveal a multitude 
of  slash marks across his lower back. I’d never seen them before, and I had, 
I’d never have guessed they were from a violent conflict like this. “I was able 
to run ‘em off...” he continued, looking deader and deader on the face with 
each passing word, “The ambulance came as quick as they could, but your 
Momma was hurt way too badly by that point. They never found ‘em, either, 
the Blue Elves, if  they even believed me when I told them about them.” 
 
“Wh-Where did they go?” I asked. 
 
“I don’t know. Of  everything I was able to learn about ‘em, what little there 
was to learn about ‘em, that’s something I’ve never been able to find.” He 
handed me the binder. I opened it and started flipping through. “It ain’t 
much,” he said, “But right there is everything I could find.” 
 
“How did you come across all of  this?” 
 
“After the night your momma died, I started looking for them. I wanted to 
see where they were and what they were, so I started reachin’ out to anyone 
that was willin’ to listen and might know a little something. So far, that’s all it 
there.” 
 
*** 
 
I looked back at the binder. They were an assortment of  letters, both hand-
written and printed from email, of  back-and-forth conversations between 
Pop and various other people. Each one of  the printed ones were labeled as 
“Blue Elf  encounter” with some of  the handwritten ones coming with a 
photograph clipped to them. The photos were of  course blurry as all hell and 
(no offense) some of  the people writing these letters, both by hand and 
electronically, were not the most literate with the many glaring spelling and 
grammatical errors that were on full display. 
 
“Well... I’ll leave you alone now. I love you, son, even if  I am a jackass to you 
sometimes, I love you, more than anything in this world.” 



 
“I... I love you too, Pop.” The two of  us locked eyes again for a moment 
before he gave me a halfhearted smile and leaving the room. After that, I 
spent I don’t know how long just staring at the binder. I picked it up and 
began flipping through it. For the most part, they were all just email accounts 
of  supposed “Blue Elf ” encounters like I mentioned before, some of  them 
briefer than others, comprising mainly of  one-off  events that, at least in my 
opinion, could easily be written off  as either a hoax or something else entire-
ly. 
 
What interested me, though was a small series of  letters that had these crude 
sketches of  what they believed the creatures looked like, as well as what 
looked to be a fragment from a journal or something. The email detailed this 
encounter with the creatures, in which they managed to drive them away, but 
not before losing his daughter to them. Obviously, the bulk of  the docu-
ments collected in the binder were from this person, and I could see why. 
 
I won’t go into all the details of  the guy’s story (It’s about as long, and twice 
as soul rending honestly, as the story the old man had told me), but I will say 
that the journal fragments were probably the most disturbing part. From the 
sloppy way they were written, and from what they each said, I could tell that 
they were from the daughter’s diary. 
 
The first one read: 
 
“Dear diary, 
 
Daddy took me to see the lights today. They were really pretty. There were all 
kinds of  pretty colors. Some of  them were silly, though, like the blue and red 
ones. It was a Christmas party, and they were just red and blue lights... 
 
“What a weird color. 
 
“Anyway, these lights also had these weird little people in them. They’re like 
little elves, but they’re BLUE! How weird. Elves aren’t supposed to be BLUE. 
But they were so cute, so I was gonna go over and say hi to them, but Daddy 
stopped me. He was scared and got mad at me for wandering off  like that. I 
told him I wanted to go say hi to the elves, but he didn’t listen. He made us 
leave after that. 
 



“I really wanted to stay. I want to see the lights again. Especially the red and 
blue ones.” 
--------- 
“Dear diary, 

“I can see the lights again. They’re flashing in my window. They look so 
pretty. I wanna go out and see them, but Daddy says I have to stay in my 
room. He says I have to think about what I did. I wanna see the lights and 
the little people...” 
-------- 
“Dear diary, 
 
“I see the little people in my window. They’re flashing their lights at me and 
waving at me to come with them. The lights are so pretty... 
 
“They keep waving their hands and smiling for me to run away with them. I 
can’t though. Daddy would be upset if  I ran away. I don’t want Daddy to be 
upset. 
 
“But gosh... it’s so pretty...” 
--------- 
“Dear diary, 
 
“I’m gonna do it. I’m gonna go with the little people. I’m gonna tell them I 
can only play for a little while, then I have to be back home... 
 
“Daddy won’t ever know I’m gone and I can play in the lights! I’m so excited! 
They’re so pretty!” 
-------- 
After this, there was a newspaper clipping with the headline, “Little girl 
reported missing.” Along with this was a small collection of  photos of  the 
girl, one of  them of  course taken from the back of  a milk carton with her 
name, birthday, and last known location. Beyond this was another newspaper 
headline, this one with the headline “Missing girl found mauled outside of  
surrounding woodland”. 
 
It was dated only a day or two after the initial report of  her disappearance. 
No suspects were ever apprehended, either. No evidence of  foul play, despite 
the gruesome state of  her body, ruling it in the end as an “Animal attack”, 
likely from a coyote, which seemed likely, given that they were native to that 



area. The rest of  the binder was just notes here and there Pop took of  the 
different types of  elves or other mythical creatures, none of  which seemed to 
match the characteristics of  the “Blue Elves”. 
 
You know, I have to say that, looking back, it is the textbook definition of  
“Jinxed” what happened next. Realizing I wasn’t really gaining any traction 
with figuring out or understanding what the “Blue Elves” were, I was about 
to close the binder when I started to notice that there was something flashing 
from outside my window. I looked up to my bedroom window to see a blaze 
of  rapid red and blue rays blinking, enough so to light up half  my room. 
 
I raised my eyebrow at first. The lights were the same ones I’d always seen 
before, but this time, after a moment, I noticed there were no sounds accom-
panying it like before. 
 
Just the cops. I told myself. Nothing to be afraid— 
 
Then I saw them, tiny little shadows dancing around against the flashes. I 
went stiff  on my bed. I wanted to get a closer look, but... something told me 
not to. The flashes blinked steadily, yet brighter and brighter with each 
second. The shadows moved closer and closer to the window. My body, out 
of  reflex, started inching back farther and farther from the window, still 
staying seated on the bed. 
 
I closed my eyes. It’s... It’s just the cops... 
 
(There’re no sounds though.) 
 
Nothing to be afraid of... 
 
The figures were right at the window. I could see two or three tiny sets of  
yellow eyes peering in at me. 
 
J-Just the cops... 
 
(Cops only take bad people.) 
 
B-But I’m inside, they can’t get me, right? Didn’t Pop say that as long as I was 
inside, I would be safe? 
 



“They want me to come with them... They want to show me the lights...” 
 
I closed my eyes then. I figured as long as I didn’t lose myself  to their trance, 
they wouldn’t be able to get at me. Kind of  like vampires, basically. This was 
fine until I realized that the lights alone wasn’t their only method of  goading 
me to the window. Turns out, I was wrong; they do make a noise. Not only 
that, but a familiar noise. 
 
That’s right, it was the familiar sound of  the police sirens I’d always heard. I 
struggled then to keep my eyes closed. I didn’t know what I could do. 
 
That’s the cop’s sound. 
 
(But I haven’t done anything.) 
 
It’s just the cops. 
 
But why would they be here? 
 
Suddenly, I started hearing a tapping on my window, followed by tiny voices 
screeching. I strained to hold my eyes shut. 
 
That doesn’t sound like cops. 
 
(But then what DO cops sound like?) 
 
“Hey there, kid...” one of  the voices called out from the window. Tiny as it 
was, I noticed how deep the pitch of  the voice was, sounding more like a 
lumberjack. My eyelids fluttered. I couldn’t keep them shut much longer. 
“Hey... It’s okay... Do you like the lights?” 
 
What? I thought. My eyes were almost completely open now. “That’s right, 
look at the lights. Pretty, aren’t they?” 
 
“Who-Who are you?” Faint flashes of  red and blue were bleeding back into 
my eyes again. The siren noise bled into the background as a weird droning 
sort of  ambience. 
 
“We’re just little people with the pretty lights.” another voice said. This one, 
though still deep and adult sounding, was a bit smoother — a woman’s voice. 



My eyes opened further, still trying to resist, but not really able to anymore. 
“There’s nothing to be afraid of...” 
 
Nothing to be afraid of... 
 
(But they aren’t cops) 
 
“We just wanna show you the lights.” said the first again. 
 
“The lights are so pretty...” 
 
(“... They take little boys away and they never get to see their momma’s or 
Pops again...”) 
 
But the lights... 
 
“Come on... it’ll be quick...” 
 
(Never see Pop again...) 
 
“Come see the lights...” her voice echoed through my room, through me. I 
could hear her — no, I could feel her reverberating through my entire body 
the way sound would underwater. The same was true for the lights them-
selves. 
 
They really are pretty, aren’t they? 
 
I remember seeing my arm reaching out to the window for the lights. It was 
completely involuntary, subconscious, same as it was for me to shut my eyes 
just a second ago when I first saw them. I was wide-eyed by now, hypnotized 
to the window. I was aware of  this, but... But... 
 
God, they’re so pretty... 
 
(Never see Pop again...) 
 
But they’re so pretty. I... I wanna see them up close... 
 
Nothing to be afraid of... 
 



(“... Started walkin’ off  toward the lights...”) 
 
I snapped to realize I was on my feet now, standing only two or three feet 
from the window. The tiny yellow dots in the window widened, pressing 
themselves closer to the glass. Doing this, their faces were further exposed by 
the light. Most of  their overall features were still obscured by shadow, but I 
was able to make out the bluish-teal sort of  complexion of  their skin. 
 
Panic caused my body to lock up instantly. Every muscle contracted at once. 
My mouth opened, but I couldn’t scream. 
 
“Come on...” the first one urged impatiently. 
 
“We’re your friends, we promise.” said the woman’s voice. My body itched to 
run out of  the room, but my mind couldn’t be forced away from the window. 
From the lights. 
 
The pretty, pretty lights. 
 
I was terrified, and I knew nothing good was coming from these things, but... 
But I just couldn’t... 
 
Nothing to be afraid of... 
 
My arm reached further out. I didn’t want it to, but I couldn’t make it stop 
either. The figures inched closer, pressing almost completely against the glass. 
 
Maybe it’ll be okay... I’ll see the lights... 
 
(Never see Pop again) 
 
Pretty, pretty lights... 
 
(“... They take every little boy they see...”) 
 
So pretty... 
 
(Never see Pop again) 
 
“I love you, son, more than anything in the world.” 



 
I stopped again, this time turning away and screaming. That was all it took, 
for it wasn’t even seven seconds later that I heard elephantine footsteps come 
barreling down the hallway into my room. “Robby!” 
 
The door to my room flew open at the exact same time the window shattered 
and I heard a shrill screeching sound. The next thing I knew, my arm felt like 
it’d been slammed into a bed of  broken glass, causing me to cry out in pain. I 
screamed even louder when I opened my eyes to see a small little goblin 
looking creature with its jaws clamped tight around my forearm. Blood 
immediately started gushing around the creature’s jaws, splattering all over its 
face and mine. 
 
I felt another one spearhead me straight in the middle of  my chest, knocking 
me over. Another one then did the same, cannon balling right in the middle 
of  my sternum, knocking the wind out of  me. More of  them then started 
dog piling onto me, swarming me, picking and biting at me from every 
direction. 
 
I couldn’t move, barely even to writhe in agony. I screamed out to Pop. I 
could barely see him, shaking while aiming his shotgun. He couldn’t shoot, 
though, not without hitting me. Despite this, though, I heard him scream, 
“Get away from my boy!” before rushing over and batting them off  of  me 
with the butt of  the gun. Swing after swing sent three or four of  them flying 
off  of  me. 
 
That’s when he started firing at the ones he’d batted away. I saw two of  them 
lose their heads in one shot, but the thing was, this didn’t kill them. Their 
bodies continued to charge forward while their heads crumbled to dust. Dad 
kept firing, but it didn’t even slow them down. 
 
At one point, I heard the shotgun click. The ones that were still on me 
continued to shred me to bits while the others then rushed Pop. Pop tried 
batting them back again, but there were too many of  them. One that man-
aged to fix itself  to the back of  his leg promptly clamped its jaws around his 
calf. Dad shrieked before collapsing to one knee. 
 
From there, it was all over for him. At once, they swarmed him like they had 
with me and started tearing large chunks out of  him. He thrashed around 
wilder than a pissed off  bull, but it made no difference. They were each 



fastened to him. 
 
At one point, the others that were on me decided they weren’t interested in 
me anymore and decided to migrate over to Pop with the rest. In as much 
pain as I was, not to mention how much blood I’d lost, I was not only sur-
prised to still be conscious, but able to move as well. It was strenuous, but 
adrenaline allowed me to find my feet again and I stumbled over to Pop, 
trying to kick as many of  them off  as possible. 
 
This had no effect and soon, one or two of  them fixed themselves to my 
foot. before they could bite down, I managed to shake them off  of  me. Pop 
cried out, “Son, get out of  here! RUN, NOW!” 
 
I froze for a split second. Almost his entire front of  his body looked like raw 
meat. Large patches of  pink, bloody muscle tissue and tendons were ex-
posed, and blood was pooling all around him. I wanted to help him, but what 
could I do? If  I didn’t run like he said, we’d both be lunch meat for these 
monsters. 
 
But I didn’t want to just leave him... 
 
I wouldn’t get much of  a choice in that matter in the end as one of  them 
attempted to launch themself  from Pop’s body to spearhead me again. I 
skirted out of  the way just in time and took off  down the hallway into the 
living room. I heard sets of  tiny, deep-throated shrieks from behind me 
giving chase. 
 
I swiped the telephone from the base before bolting the rest of  the way to 
the bathroom where I locked the door and braced myself  against it before 
frantically dialing 911. While the call was connecting, I could feel the door 
being rocked against from the other side. Blow after blow made the door 
push out further and further against my back. 
 
God, please pick up! My mind buzzed with worries of  what the hell I was 
going to say when and if  it did connect. “Help, a bunch of  killer elves broke 
into my house and are tearing my father apart!” Another part of  me then 
wondered what it would matter, even if  they did believe me. What would 
they be able to do? They can’t be killed, not by guns at least. Of  course, All 
of  this was overridden by the fact that it was the only thing that stood a 
chance of  saving Pop. 



 
— “911 operator, what is your emergency?” 
 
— “You gotta send help quick, My Pop, he’s-“ 
 
— “Calm down, what is your name and address?” 
 
I was about to try answering when a sharp blow from the other side of  the 
door startled me. I saw the wood splinter. They were gonna be through any 
second now, and then I would be done for. 
 
— “Hello? Are you still there? Are you hurt?” 
 
— “I-I-I’m at 1287 Eastwater Street! I’m in the bathroom, my Pop is dying!” 
 
I cried out in pain when another blow against the door caused the wood to 
jut out, stabbing me straight in my back. 
 
— “Alright, son, stay with me, a unit is on its way now, I want you to stay on 
the line with me until they-“ 
 
Another jab in the back caused me to hurl the phone to the wall in front of  
me. Three more caused the spiderweb of  cracks to spread, sending more and 
more bits of  wood flying. I pressed my full body against it. It was useless, I 
knew, but at that point, it was all I had left. My last resort. 
 
Crack, crack, crack, crack 
 
I was pushed harder and harder from the door. I closed my eyes. Please 
hurry! I begged. 
 
Suddenly, everything was still. My body was tense, expecting more of  the 
assault, but there was nothing. Everything was silent and still. My eyes 
opened. My arms relaxed, though my heart was still in a frenzy. 
 
I stood still, having no clue as to how to or if  I even could move. What if  
they were still out there, maybe just waiting me out again like they were at the 
window? I peered down at the crack at the bottom of  the bathroom door. 
There were no shadows from the other side. 
 



After about another minute, I decided to chance it and cracked the door 
open. The hallway was empty. Dark. Silent. 
 
“P-Pop?” I weakly called out. “Pop?” 
 
Nothing. 
 
I stepped carefully out of  the bathroom and into the hall. My eyes darted 
around rapidly in each direction as I went along, my heart prone to start 
racing again. Nothing came out at me, though. 
 
I made it to my room where Pop laid sprawled out on the floor, lifeless and 
completely shredded. 
 
“POP!” I cried, dropping and cradling his head. I gently started shaking him, 
“Pop, come on, wake up!” 
 
He just stared back up at me with dull, glazed eyes. It didn’t even register at 
first to me that his skin was ice cold by that point. “NO! POP!” 
 
My head dropped onto his chest, sobbing. Pop, no! No please, Pop, not you! 
NOT YOU!” 
 
I felt like I did when I was 8 years old again. “Little chickenshit Robby”, that 
was me all over again, except now I don’t even have my Pop to protect me. I 
looked over to his shotgun, laying discarded at the right of  him. 
 
“... I got you, Robby. I got you. I ain’t gonna let the Blue Elves get you.” 
 
The dam broke then. Oh God, no... Pop... Pop, please no, I need you! 
 
At one point, I started up again in a panic at the sight of  flashing blue and 
red lights coming from the window again. These were accompanied by the 
sirens. This time, though, I noticed that the other noises, voices, were defi-
nitely from normal people, not the strange, cerebral mimicry from the elves. 
 
It was really them this time. It was the police. Just the police. 
 
There was nothing to be afraid of  anymore. The “Blue Elves” were gone 
now. Where to, I never knew, but couldn’t really care either. They’d still taken 



everything from me but my life. 
 
I was taken from the house that night, rushed immediately to the hospital 
along with Pop’s body. I spent the next three weeks there, where I didn’t get a 
bit of  sleep and had serious close calls with, well... you know... 
 
In the end, I was put in with a counselor and released from the hospital, 
where I was then plugged into a group home. During that time, I was obvi-
ously questioned as to what’d happened, who’d broke into the house, to 
which I gave the only answer I figured was believable. A coyote had gotten in 
through my window and almost tore me apart when Pop stepped in. 
 
Like I said, not entirely uncommon for this area... 
 
Things changed after that for me. Instead of  being the cheerful, yet fright-
ened little boy I was, I became a lot more carefree, as well as a lot more bitter 
with everything. A lot more dead in my concern. Not much really mattered to 
me anymore. I wasn’t really afraid of  anything anymore, including the “Blue 
Elves”. 
 
For that reason alone, I never took after my father’s habit of  trying to search 
about them. I knew everything I needed to. In fact, if  I’m honest, I really 
always knew everything I needed to about them. 
 
They were exactly as Pop described all those years ago, “Little critters that 
love to see little boys cry and take ‘em away.” I was a little boy that night 
— Christmas Eve in fact — a happy little boy until they took that away with 
my father. But no more. 
 
I write this to say that I am not afraid of  them. That’s my victory. That said, I 
do believe in them, and I have one question for you all? 
 
Have any of  you ever heard of  the “Blue Elves”?
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