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Chapter 1 
 

James no longer attempted to hide his desperation from Carol. He dropped down to his 

knees to look his daughter in the eye. 

“Listen sweetheart. Daddy needs to act very fast. So it’s important that you follow my 

instructions, okay?” 

Carol’s lip shook as she realized that her father was upset. Without asking him why she 

merely nodded.  

“Okay Daddy!” 

He picked her up in his arms and ran with her back in the direction of the older couple, 

who were still struggling to get their boat out of the water. When James came upon the 

older couple he didn’t have time for diplomacy. 

“I need to use your boat…” he said quickly. “Please! It’s a life or death matter.” 

The older folks were startled by the sudden appearance of this man carrying his 

daughter. And they were understandably taken aback by his curt command. 

They looked at each other with worried expressions and then the old man cleared his 

throat. 

“I’m sorry,” the old man said. “But I can’t loan you our boat. We need to go out and 

check our lobster cages.” He pulled his wife closer to him. 

“I’ll bring it right back!” James said in exasperation. 

He could tell that the older couple was wrestling with the idea, but knew also that they 

had probably been burnt before by helping someone and were once bitten, twice shy. 

“I don’t think so,” the older man said. “You’ll have to ask someone else.” 

James didn’t want to do it, but he had no choice. He pulled his pistol out of his holster 

and aimed it at the old man.  

“I’m taking your boat, mister. I’m sorry to do this. If it wasn’t an emergency I wouldn’t 

trouble you. And please know that I will bring it back as soon as I can.” 

The couple started to panic. Instead of protesting they merely stepped back from the 

boat. James was sorry that he had to resort to threatening them, but the tactic had worked. 

In addition to feeling bad about scaring an older couple who seemed like nice people, 

he felt awful about Carol seeing her father act in such a way. Even so, it was a minor 



 

inconvenience if it prevented what he worried might happen to Hannah. 

Carol had started to cry when she saw how afraid the older couple looked. James picked 

her up and set her in the boat. As he set her down he cupped her head in his hand and 

whispered “Daddy loves you.” He knew this wasn’t good for her to see, and he would make 

it up to her as best he could. To her credit, her crying wasn’t a demonstrative sobbing like 

a lot of kids would have done, but rather a quiet weeping. It was no less heartbreaking, but 

it made the whole unfortunate episode just a tad bit easier to endure. 

Once they were in the water James started to think about a plan. He would cut the boat’s 

engine as he approached the Happy Clam, so that he could glide in unheard, and then pull 

up alongside the fishing vessel. He instructed Carol that when he got to the Happy Clam 

that she was to stay hidden under a blanket that the older couple had left in the boat. The 

entire time he explained this, he went to great pains to keep any anxiety from creeping into 

his voice. But the fact is that he was beyond worried about both Hannah’s and Carol’s 

safety. And he was prepared to be positively brutal to anyone who endangered his family. 

If Steve was on The Happy Clam, and James did manage to catch him, he wouldn’t want 

Carol to witness the man’s fate. 

The sun had fallen in the sky and it was nearing twilight. When the fisherman finally 

spied the Happy Clam up ahead, it cast a long shadow over the golden dappled waves. His 

heart raced as he saw that the boats that they’d taken over – both his and Steve’s – were 

alongside the fishing vessel. Steve must have taken his boat and tugged his own behind 

him, figuring that by doing so he would be leaving James stranded. That no good bastard, 

James muttered under his breath. 

He was just about to cut the engine on the older couple’s boat when he heard a gunshot. 

Now, instead of cutting the engine, he cranked it up to top speed and drove straight at 

the fishing vessel. 

“Get under the blanket, Sweetheart!” he shouted to Carol over the roar of the motor. 

He hadn’t explained the situation to his daughter, but he could tell that she somehow 

grasped how serious things were. She said ‘Okay Daddy’ and obeyed his instructions. 

“Stay hidden until Daddy comes back to get you.” 

She nodded one last time and withdrew her tiny head into the darkness underneath the 

blanket. James turned back to the fishing vessel which loomed ahead. 



 

It seemed to take him forever to get there, even plowing through the water at top speed. 

But he finally reached the vessel, cutting the engine when he was a few yards away. Rather 

than take the time to tie the smaller boat up alongside the fishing vessel, he merely threw 

an anchor so that it landed on the Happy Clam’s deck, so the smaller boat wouldn’t float 

off. As soon as he was within jumping distance he leaped onto the deck of the fishing boat, 

ran to the door of the cabin, and kicked it open. 

Inside the cabin, Steve was leaning against a wall, holding his side. Blood poured 

between his fingers as he held a fresh gun wound in his stomach. Hannah was on the 

opposite side of the cabin, looking harried, with the 22 in her grip. 

“What the fuck do you want?” Steve grunted at James. 

The truth is that he didn’t get that far. He made it as far as saying ‘fuck do you wa…’ 

when James’s thrown fishing knife shattered the right lens of his mirror sunglasses, entered 

his eye socket, and pinned the back of his skull to the wooden wall. 

The fuck up’s jaw fell open and blood ran out of his open maw, leaving a brand new 

stain on his badly soiled track suit. 

James turned from the dead man to look at Hannah. He had never seen her look so 

relieved. She lowered the 22 and said “Thank God you’re here.”  

James went to Hannah and they embraced. The fisherman was careful not to press 

against his wife’s belly. She put her face in his chest and wept softly. James didn’t want to 

leave Carol outside. After a moment he gently extracted himself from his wife’s embrace, 

giving her a kiss on her forehead. He looked down at her feet as he stepped away and made 

the comment that she was wearing some jive ass slippers, which was something of a private 

joke. 

Hannah smiled despite herself. But the smile was discarded as a more familiar look of 

concern came over her features. 

“Were you able to get Carol to the hospital?” 

“Yes. The news isn’t good.” 

Hannah looked down. 

“Brain tumors,” James confirmed. “Several of them. At the moment we’re without a 

way forward. The best we can do is to keep her comfortable.” 

“I was afraid of this,” she said with a sigh that came from the bottom of her heart. 



 

“I have a copy of the scan. Let me take care of Carol, and get this dead asshole off the 

boat, and we’ll talk more about it.” 

James walked past Steve’s bleeding corpse, which was still securely pinned to the wall, 

and stepped back on the fishing vessel’s deck. He went over to the older couple’s boat, 

which the anchor had held secure. 

“Okay, Sweetheart,” he leaned over the side and whispered to the lump in the blanket. 

The edge of the blanket rose up and Carol peeked out. 

“Can I come out now?” the seven year old whispered back. 

“Yes,” James said. “But I want you to stay on the boat for just a moment more.” 

“Okay,” the little girl whispered. 

“And I’m going to take this blanket…” James said and dragged the blanket off the boat. 

Carol did as her father asked and continued to sit in the boat. 

James tucked the blanket under his arm and went back in the cabin. Hannah had sat 

back down and was holding her belly, not so much out of pain, but almost as if to comfort 

the tiny inhabitant for having to endure a traumatic event. 

James went up to Steve’s corpse and tugged on the knife that was stuck in his head. 

James had thrown the knife with such force that half the handle was sunk inside the man’s 

skull, making it exceedingly difficult to retrieve the blade. James had to put one foot against 

the wall and twist the knife as he yanked on it. There was a sickening SQWUNCH sound 

as the blade came free. James caught Steve’s body as it slumped forward. He wiped the 

knife on the would-be rapist’s tracksuit and stuck it back in its sheath. Then he wrapped 

the man in the blanket and threw him over his shoulder. 

Being careful to leave the cabin through the door opposite the side that Carol was on, 

he laid the swaddled corpse on the deck. Then he walked back around to the other side. 

“Okay, Sweetheart,” he said to Carol and helped her to climb out of the boat. She gave 

him a big hug when she got back on the fishing boat’s deck. It was almost as if she knew 

what a terrible event her parents had been through and was congratulating them for the 

mere fact they were surviving in such a cruel world. James knew that she didn’t know what 

had occurred and he made a solemn vow to himself never to tell her. As far his daughter 

was concerned, she would never know what happened to the strange man in the tracksuit 

who had travelled with them into Boston one day when she was seven years old. 



 

Once Carol was inside the fishing boat, Hannah set about washing her up. 

“How’s your head feel, baby?” Hannah asked. 

“Fine,” Carol said. “We saw spiders today.” 

“You did? I hope they were all far away.” 

“Nope!” Carol said, excited to tell her the story. She proceeded to explain to Hannah 

about how they had got in a car and were driving over all the mean spiders. While their 

daughter was regaling Hannah with their adventures, James went back out on the deck 

where Steve’s blanket-wrapped corpse was still lying. He brought some duct tape with him 

and wrapped it around the blanket, making it look like a mummy. Then he wrapped the 

parcel with a chain and attached the other end of the chain to his heaviest anchor. As soon 

as he was done, he nudged the anchor to the edge of the deck with his foot and gave it a 

final shove. 

The anchor plummeted into the water. The thick chain unfurled, making a hell of a 

racket as the links passed over the edge. James took a step back as the swaddled corpse 

flopped over the edge and was pulled down into the frothy waters of the Atlantic. The 

fisherman could have simply let the corpse float off without weighing it down. There were 

certainly enough bloated dead bodies littering the shores these days. But it brought him 

some peace of mind to dispose of the body a little more neatly than it deserved. For the 

first time he could remember, the fact that law and order was a thing of the past had worked 

in his favor. 

“Rest in peace, shit head,” he said and spat at the trail of bubbles. 

Having carried out his brief ceremony, he walked back inside. 

“What was all that noise, Daddy?” Carol asked with a perturbed look on her face. The 

racket had interrupted her story telling. 

“Oh nothing, sweetie. Just taking care of some unfinished business.” 

This bland response seemed to satisfy the seven year old, who launched right back into 

her tale of how she and her father and some strange man with sunglasses had outsmarted 

the mean spiders of Boston’s north end. 

 



 

Chapter 2 
 

James wanted very badly to spend time with his family just then. So much craziness had 

transpired on that eventful day that his head was spinning from the sheer tumult of 

happenings. And the only thing to remedy the feeling he had that chaos roared on all sides 

would be to hold his wife and daughter in his arms until they all fell asleep. But he soberly 

accepted that he had one more task to complete that day before he could rest his head. 

The sun had sunk halfway behind the horizon, and the light was quickly fading from 

the sky, so he had to work quickly. He tied his boat to the couple’s boat and set about 

tugging it across the water back to shore. He managed to make it back to the mainland just 

as the night fell. 

As luck would have it he was able to see the couple’s RV. The older man and woman 

were where he had left them. The old man stepped out of the vehicle as he heard the motor 

of his stolen boat approach. 

James pulled the boat ashore as the older fellow walked down to him. 

“I was going to drive off,” the old man said. “But Sonja told me that you would be 

back.” 

“I’m sorry I had to take your boat,” James said, stating the obvious. 

The old man nodded. 

“My name is Bill, by the way…” the old man said and held out his hand. 

“James,” the fisherman said and they shook hands. 

The old man’s wife got out of the RV and came over. 

“This is Sonja,” Bill said, introducing his wife. “James,” the fisherman repeated and 

shook Sonja’s hand.  

“I knew you would come back,” Sonja said, smiling in a grandmotherly way. “I told 

Bill. I said that’s a good man in a tight spot. He’ll be back, I told him.” 

“Thank you for believing in me, Ma’am.” 

“Can I get you a beer?” the old man asked. “I’ve still got a couple. Last beers in Boston, 

I’d wager.” 

James sighed. “I would love to…” he said. “But I have to get back to my wife and kid.” 

“No problem. We can always do a rain check,” the older man said good-naturedly. 



 

“Before I go, let me help you get this boat on top of your RV…” James suggested. 

“I’d appreciate that, young man.” 

James helped the man get the boat back up on top of his RV and helped him secure it. 

As they worked, James clued the older couple in on why he’d had needed their boat so 

badly. 

“I know it inconvenienced you both,” the younger man said. “But being able to use 

your boat may have saved my wife’s life.” 

“I could tell it was something important,” Sonja said in her understanding fashion. 

“Yes, without it I might be a widower. And my daughter might not have a mother. So 

we are forever in your debt.” 

James skipped over the gory details of how he had dispatched Steve. Even so, there 

was the unspoken understanding in the air that some serious business had gone down. 

Based on the fact that James had fulfilled his word by returning the boat, the older couple 

plainly felt that, for once at least, good had triumphed over evil. This was something that 

was by no means a given, especially not in that dangerous time, and so the three of them 

savored the rare sense of things being set right for a change. 

After a little bit more small talk, James said that he had to be going. The couple told 

him that they hoped they would run into each other again at some point.  

“Maybe you can bring your wife up to our lighthouse,” Bill said, adding “Sonja here 

makes a mean cherry pie.” 

“And Bill here is pretty handy with the grill,” she said, topping him. 

James laughed and agreed that they should all hang out sometime. Then he finally said 

goodnight. 

As he motored his small boat back to the Happy Clam, James reflected that the older 

couple – Bill and Sonja – had provided him an immeasurably valuable service. They had 

reminded him that good people still exist in the world. 



 

Chapter 3 
 

James and Hannah stayed up a little later than usual that night, talking about all the 

challenges that faced them, all the important decisions that they needed to make. The two 

most pressing concerns – in addition to the ever-present concern of merely staying alive – 

were maintaining the health of their daughter, Carol, which meant having enough 

Algopyrin on hand to keep her from suffering one of her crushing headaches, and ensuring 

the safe birth of their son, Ben, who they expected to arrive at practically any moment. 

Towards this end both James and Hannah had worked very hard to provide a safe, stable 

environment to have their baby in and to raise him in. 

At some point Hannah declared that she was going to get some sleep and pulled the 

curtains across the little porthole that was next to their mattress, so that the moonlight 

wouldn’t keep her awake. James told her that he was going to have one last cigarette up on 

the deck and then join her. 

“Okay Sweetie, if I’m sleeping when you get back, sweet dreams. I love you.” She 

puckered up her lips for a kiss. James said ‘I love you’ and kissed her lips and then her 

swollen belly. 

On the way up to the deck he peered in on Carol to make sure she was okay. She hadn’t 

had a headache for the whole second half of the day, which was a blessing. He knew that 

her comfort wasn’t bound to last, but he was grateful for whatever moments of pain-free 

existence she managed to have. Satisfied that she was okay for the moment, he crept up to 

the deck, trying to keep the noise he made to a minimum. 

The sky was clear and the stars were out in full force. That was one nice thing about 

the power grid being down, the fact that the stars no longer had any competition from all 

the light pollution that had come from cities that lined the East Coast. Without the ever-

present haze of city lights to dull their shine, the twinkling of the stars was positively 

riotous. It reminded James of a fireworks display, except that it was happening all through 

the universe and not just in one part of the sky. Adding to the celestial spectacle was the 

moon, which was a day or two from being totally full. The glowing orb left its shimmering 

trail of silvery light on the ocean waves, which were thankfully gentle that evening. 

James lit up a cigarette and smoked in it in the tranquil silence that followed. Quiet 



 

moments like this were rare and he had to enjoy them while they lasted. Halfway through 

the smoke he decided to try the URH radio. It hadn’t been worth a damn lately, but that 

was more an issue with a lack of users than with the equipment itself. The first thing he did 

was to adjust the volume. He didn’t want the crackle of the static to wake up Hannah or 

Carol. 

Sifting through the spectrum he encountered mostly white noise. Every now and then 

he’d happen across a snatch of conversation or something that sounded like a word, but 

these were becoming increasingly rare and were tough to zero in on. He’d had a few 

conversations but he had to be sure that whoever he talked to wasn’t in a nearby boat. And 

regardless of who he happened across on the dial he made sure not to divulge any personal 

details, such as the fact that he had a family. 

Suddenly a voice jumped out of the crackle of static. “Hello Red Sox! Are there any 

Bostonians still around? Over.” 

“Hey! Good Ol’ Boston here, I’m listening. Over!” James was so excited he forgot 

about his boat mates who were sleeping below. Then he remembered and lowered both his 

voice and radio. 

“This is Bigsby!” the voice boomed. “Your homeboy from New York. How goes it? 

How many are there of you? Over.” 

Just hearing his voice, James had a mental image of this “Bigsby.” He pictured him as 

looking like a toady from a New York gangster film, but with some Rodney Dangerfield 

mixed in. His New York accent was strong, and there was something slightly dopey about 

him, like he was either half drunk or had just taken a hit off a joint. 

“There’s hardly anybody left up here,” James said, obviously lying. “I haven’t seen 

anyone for weeks. How about you guys? How is New York City holding up? I hope you 

guys are still making that delicious pizza. Over.” 

“It was a rough couple of weeks but now we’re doing a lot better. A lot more people 

are coming down here it seems. NYC is just a natural magnet for people, I suppose. And 

they’re starting to rebuild. It’s starting to feel like a regular community again. And yes, 

we’re still making our world famous pizza. Over.” 

James’ eyebrows popped up. He’d always liked New York City, or parts of it anyway. 

Hmmm, he mused. Maybe it was time to pay another visit to the Big Apple. 



 

“How are the spiders down there? Over.” 

“That’s just the thing,” Bigsby said in his slightly dopey way. “The spiders are all 

starting to go away. I don’t know if they’re just getting bored, or what, but they’re all just 

kind of drifting off. And plenty of them are dying. I guess just because they can’t get 

enough food. We New Yorkers are tough, ya know! We’re not just gonna let these 

motherfuckers eat us without a fight!” Here he laughed good naturedly. “Over!” 

“That’s good news! Over!” 

“Oh, and here’s the best thing. There’s a new breed of spider. It’s not dangerous at all. 

It must be some kind of mutation as they call it. It’s a lot smaller than the other spiders – 

cuz you know those Black Hermit Spiders can be as big as dogs – no, these new ones are 

a lot smaller. And they’re real pretty too. They’re dark blue and they got black crosses on 

their backs. Over.” 

James had trouble picturing a ‘real pretty’ spider, but he was happy to hear that this 

new type wasn’t dangerous. 

“Glad to hear it. Over.” 

“And not only that,” Bigsby added. “They’re good eating too. Yeah, you can cook em 

right up on a grill or in a skillet. Real good source of protein. And the skin is a good source 

of fiber. Some pizzerias around here are even serving spider pizza. I swear since I’ve been 

eating these blue spiders I’ve been more regular. I used to get real bad constipation but now 

it’s smooth sailing. Over!” 

James wasn’t sure what to say about that. Before he could form a response, Bigsby 

came back on. 

“Hey, here’s a joke for you: why is shit tapered at the ends? Over!” 

James winced as he prepared for the punchline. “I don’t know. Why is shit tapered at 

the ends? Over.” 

“Cuz if shit was square, your butthole would slam shut!”  

Here Bigsby laughed a hearty laugh. James chuckled too, although he was laughing 

more at the sound of Bigsby’s laughter than at his crummy joke. 

“That was a good one, wasn’t it?” Bigsby asked, coming back on. “Don’tcha think? 

Over.” 

“It was pretty good. Over.” 



 

“I still got it!” Bigsby laughed again. “Over!” 

“You should try for a career in stand-up comedy. Over.” 

“Anyway, these spiders – these blue ones – are real healthy eating. Lots of protein. Lots 

of fiber. And they even taste pretty good. Over.” 

“I’m glad to hear that. Over.” 

“And there’s tons of em, so there’s enough for everybody. Which is important, 

especially as seeing how all the grocery stores and bodegas have been pretty much looted 

and picked over. People are starting to eat pigeons and squirrels. These blue spiders are a 

lot better than either one of those things. Over!” 

James was mildly amused by the direction of the conversation. Well, if New Yorkers 

could actually eat the new spiders, good for them. In this day and age people couldn’t be 

too picky. Even so, he would probably keep grilled spider off the menu, or at least treat it 

as an absolute last resort. 

“Maybe you could open up a spider restaurant down there,” James joked. “I know you 

New Yorkers are always figuring out new ways to make a buck. Over.” 

Bigsby let out a big stupid laugh. “Ha ha. You got that right. Hey, look at it this way: 

it’s our revenge. They ate us. Now we’re eating them. Ha ha. The tables are turned! Right? 

Ha ha. Over.” 

“You’ll have to eat them for the both of us. The only spiders I see up here are the Black 

Hermit kind. And they’re still in pretty good numbers. Over!” 

“Well come on down here to New York. I’ll make sure you eat good. I might start doing 

a barbeque night. Bigsby’s Barbecue. Ha ha. How’s that float your boat? Huh? Get 

yourselves some barbecue spider! I bet those blue spiders would go real good with some 

spicy barbeque sauce on them. Hell, I gotta stop talking about this stuff! It’s starting to 

make me hungry! Over!” 

“Good idea, Bigsby. Over.” 

“Oh, but there’s one other thing I forgot to mention. The blue spiders are supposedly 

an even better cure for cancer than the Black Hermits. Some doctors in Manhattan figured 

this out and they’re working on synthesizing it. I suppose they think this whole apocalypse 

is going to blow over someday and they want to have the cure ready for whoever survives. 

Over.” 



 

Hearing this made James’ heart do a somersault in his chest. He had to exert effort to 

downplay his reaction. 

“That’s very interesting. Over.” 

“Yeah, and I just happen to have one of them that I’ve captured. I don’t know anybody 

who has cancer though. Or I’d like them go ahead and use it for a cure. Over.” 

James had to swallow the lump of hope that was rising in his throat. 

“Yeah, well, I hope you find somebody who needs it. That would really be a big help. 

I mean, to that person, whoever that person is…” 

He realized that he was rambling, but he couldn’t help it. His thoughts were just too 

scattered at the moment to think straight. 

“Say there Boston, what’s your real name? Over.” 

James considered giving a fake name but decided against it. For some reason – perhaps 

because he realized that there was benefit in gaining this man’s trust – he opted for honesty. 

“Dresden. James Dresden. Over!” 

“It’s a pleasure to make your acquaintance, Mr. James Dresden. Who knows, maybe 

one day we’ll meet in person. Stranger things have happened. Over!” 

“True,” James admitted. In this crazy time anything seemed possible. “Well listen 

Bigsby, I gotta hit the sack. It’s been real nice talking with you. Over.” 

“You too, Jimmy James. And remember, I come on every night at midnight. Kind of 

like Wolfman Jack back in the old days. Over.” 

James only had a vague memory of Wolfman Jack but he understood the reference. 

“You got it, Bigsby. Take care. Over.” 

Before he turned off the URH he decided to light another cigarette. As much as he 

enjoyed chatting with this guy Bigsby, he wanted to savor at least one cigarette in silence. 

As he puffed away in the moonlight, James reflected for the second time that day that there 

were still some good people in the world. And even if this guy Bigsby wasn’t a “good 

person” by the textbook definition of the term, there was no denying the fact that he was a 

character.  

Normally, these kinds of things wouldn’t strike James as especially important. But in 

this strange new world they now inhabited, he had started to cherish the simple pleasure of 

human interaction. Underlying this thought was the memory of Steve’s transgression and 



 

the sober knowledge that he had killed a man today. Steve certainly had it coming, and 

James felt zero guilt for protecting his family, but he knew that something inside him had 

changed. As he watched the tip of his cigarette smolder, he made a silent petition to the 

universe, asking that he would never again have to take another man’s life. 

James let the static on the URH crackle absently as he blew a thick puff of smoke across 

the water. As he watched the puff disperse the static began to break up and a familiar voice 

emerged. 

“Dear Citizens of the United States…” the voice came floating out of the URH. James 

jumped up and turned the volume on the radio higher.  

“This is President Atticus Balthazar. I am transmitting this message from a bunker deep 

underneath the ruins of Washington DC. As you know, our country has been the focus of 

a vicious attack by giant spiders. Even now, US troops are amassing to fight this sudden 

menace.” 

James was happy to hear the president’s voice, even if he didn’t particularly like 

President Balthazar. He hadn’t voted for the man and felt that he was at best an effeminate 

gnome. But hearing the president address the citizenry meant that the country was starting 

to come to grips with the hellish situation it found itself in. The only thing that bothered 

him was that the president’s voice seemed a little ‘off,’ as if he had been drinking or had 

the flu. 

“The citizenry will have to excuse me…” the president continued. “I have been feeling 

under the weather lately and have a bad cold. It’s from all of the stress, no doubt. As the 

country gets back in shape, I am sure that I will do the same.” 

James nodded along to the president’s words, satisfied with his official explanation. 

“A nationwide state of emergency has been declared…” President Balthazar continued, 

“…which means that every citizen is expected to do his or her duty to help get the country 

back on track. If anyone out there with a URH radio hears this message, I, as president, am 

asking you personally to take your middle finger and wedge it deep in your anus.” 

James nearly choked when he heard this. 

“Remember folks, this is a presidential order. Anyone who doesn’t obey my every 

command will be summarily shot in front of their families. Well, that’s all for now. Until 

tomorrow, this has been President Atticus Balthazar. God bless each and every one you 



 

and God Bless America.” 

 



 

Chapter 4 
 

“James! Get up!” 

James awoke to the sound of Hannah’s worried voice and the feeling of her shaking 

him. 

“Wha? Wha? What is it?” He wiped the sleep from his eyes. 

“James, the boat is filling up with water! Come here and look!” 

An awful feeling hit James in his gut. He knew that the Happy Clam was an old boat 

way back when he bought it. That’s how he had gotten it so cheap. It was meant to be a 

cheap “first boat,” for a professional fisherman starting off. He had expected to either sell 

it or merely to keep it as the start of the fleet that he expected to build. But he had never 

gotten as far as buying a second boat. And now his lack of action was coming back to bite 

them in the ass. 

He pulled a shirt on over his head and followed Hannah downstairs to the boiler room. 

There he saw a foot and a half of water. He watched it for a minute and just in the time that 

he stood there he witnessed it rise an inch or so. Wherever the hole was, it was too big to 

fix. 

Instead of bemoaning the fact, he decided to act.  

“Wake up Carol,” he said to his wife. “And get her dressed. Grab everything you need 

off the boat and put it on the motorboat.” 

“We’re sinking!?!?” Hannah asked, hardly believing this could be happening. 

“Yes, dear. The boat is sinking. In a little bit the Happy Clam won’t be so happy.” 

A look of despair passed over Hannah’s face. “How long do we have?” she asked. 

“Judging from how fast it’s filling up, I’d say we have a half an hour, maybe less.” 

“We can do this!” Hannah said, more to reassure herself than to reassure her husband.  

“We’ve survived this long,” James said. “A slowly sinking ship won’t get us down.” 

In the back of his mind James felt a wave of anxiety rising, but it would do him no good 

to reveal this to Hannah, who was very pregnant and dealing with her own fluctuating 

levels of hormones. The best thing he could do would be to act strong in the face of 

adversity. But in order to do that, he first needed some caffeine. He went back upstairs and 

started a pot of coffee in the ship’s small kitchen. 



 

“James!” Hannah cried out in exasperation. “What are you doing?” 

“I’m making coffee, Sweetheart. This will be the last time I use the coffee maker here, 

and who knows where I’ll get my next cup. So I’m going to enjoy this last cup of coffee 

and then help you pack the motorboat.” 

Rather than argue, Hannah just stalked off, presumably to wake up Carol and get her 

packed. 

Things went more or less as planned. James drank his coffee and then promptly helped 

Hannah and Carol pack the essential items, which was their clothes and toiletries, some 

maps, a box full of durable food items from the pantry, the water they had left, all of Carol’s 

medicines, all of the baby supplies they had gathered in anticipation of Ben’s birth, 

including several jumbo boxes of diapers pilfered from the local grocery stores, James’ 

pistol, his 22, his hunter’s knife, a flare gun, a few cans of fuel, Carol’s One Direction 

backpack, and the URH radio.  

The entire time they packed, the boat filled up with more and more water. All in all, it 

took about 45 minutes to get to the point where the boat was a danger to be on. By that 

time the motorboat was fully packed and Carol and Hannah were sitting in the prow with 

their sun hats on, looking like they were ready for a summer outing. The odd episode made 

James think of how sometimes people will scramble to grab their possessions when their 

house is on fire. Although, he reflected, they were much better off. To state the obvious, 

water doesn’t burn you when you touch it. Although, in the end, the final result was the 

same, the loss of the place they called home. 

“Oh shit,” James said, forgetting his no-swearing rule. “I just remembered. I have to 

get my backpack…” He jumped up from his seat. 

“James, please be careful!” Hannah cried out. 

The Happy Clam was already starting to tilt to the side. It looked like it had just a 

minute or so before it would go under. James jumped back on board and ran through the 

boat, trying to remember where he’d stashed the backpack. He spied it underneath a counter 

and snatched it up with lightning speed. Then he spun on his heel and ran back. As he 

trotted he could feel the angle of the deck tilting. Outside the windows the horizon was 

suddenly askew. 

“James!” he could hear Hannah shouting from the escape boat. 



 

“I’m coming,” James shouted back and leaped to the railing. He clutched it with arm 

while holding his backpack with his other hand and pulled himself over it. He would have 

to swim to the boat.  

“Here!” he shouted to Hannah. “Catch!” 

He swung his arm back to throw the backpack but as he did, the Happy Clam suddenly 

lurched and tipped sharply. His throw was off and the bag landed on the water. 

“Fuck!” he cried out as he watched the backpack slip beneath the waves. 

James dove into the water and swam after the bag, but it was too heavy and sank into 

the darkness before he could reach it. After flailing around underwater for a minute he ran 

out of air and had to return to the surface. 

“I lost it!” he sputtered. “I fucking lost it!” 

“Lost what?” Hannah asked exasperatingly and reached out to help him into the 

motorboat. 

“The backpack had the Algopyrin in it,” he said with a sullen tone. 

“Oh…” Hannah said, echoing his desperation. Then she must have realized how 

disappointed she sounded because she suddenly perked up. “Don’t worry,” she said with a 

hopeful smile. “We can always find more.” 

Once James was in the boat he squeezed the water out of the rolled up cuffs of his pants 

and then put his head in his hands. Then, realizing that he was being overly dramatic in 

front of his wife and kid, he lifted his head and stared at the Happy Clam, which was almost 

all underwater. Not only was he angry with himself, he was angry for how he showed his 

anger. Lord, give me strength, he muttered to himself. Meanwhile, the fishing boat that 

provided both his home and his livelihood slipped under the waves. A few fat bubbles 

ballooned upward from the sinking wreck and then all trace of the boat was gone. 



 

Chapter 5 
 

The plan at that point was to take the motorboat to the shore and tie it up in the reeds, near 

where James had tied it up before, so that it couldn’t be seen, and then head into town for 

more water and supplies. James figured they could loot a hardware store for a rain-resistant 

tarp to throw over the boat at night. They could get away with sleeping on the motorboat, 

under the tarp, at least for a few days. After all, it was safer than trying to find shelter on 

land, where the spiders could show up at any moment and cause trouble. And maybe they 

could find another pharmacy, so that James could loot it for more Algopyrin. 

As they motored towards shore, James mulled over the solemn realization that to ensure 

their long term safety, he would need to steal another fishing boat, one that was at least as 

big as the Happy Clam. Although how he would manage to do that, he hadn’t a clue. It 

occurred to him that it wouldn’t be smart to put his life in danger. Although risking his life 

would certainly feel valiant and give him and others the impression that he was ready to 

risk his life for his family – if he did die, his wife and daughter (and unborn son) would be 

lost without him around to protect them. As the Massachusetts shore loomed closer he 

racked his brains thinking of what his next step should be. 

As before, James cut the engine as he drew nearer to shore and allowed the boat to drift 

silently with the breeze. Then he turned the motor back on its lowest setting and quietly 

motored into the reedy area. Again, the idea was to hide the boat from any other survivors 

who might be in the area. People didn’t need to be evil to be a threat, just desperate. The 

evidence of this sad truth was the thought James was currently turning over in his head 

regarding how he would steal someone else’s fishing vessel or house boat. 

Once they got the boat anchored and well-covered, it was decided that all three of them 

would head into town together. As the truism goes, there is safety in numbers. Although 

James was concerned about the fact that his comrades were a seven year old girl and a very 

pregnant woman whose hormones were more in control of her decisions than her common 

sense.  

As they walked into town, James kept his pistol in his holster, ready to draw at a 

moment’s notice. Hannah insisted she didn’t need the 22 and left it in the boat. Carol 

walked between them. Luckily, her headache wasn’t troubling her just then. In addition to 



 

her feeling better, this meant that her painful groans wouldn’t inadvertently alert predators 

to their presence.  

“By the way,” he whispered to Hannah as they crunched along on the gravel. “I got 

into a discussion over the URH last night with some guy in New York City named 

Bigsby…” 

“Yeah?” 

“And he was talking about a new type of spider that they have seen there. It’s blue with 

a black cross on its back. Anyway, he says that this new type of spider can cure cancer…” 

“Really?” Hannah’s eyebrows popped up on her forehead. 

“It got my hopes up, just thinking about it. I even thought about taking a drive down 

there, if I can get a hold of a car that still works.” 

Hannah seemed to think about this. “Let’s keep it as an option. I don’t know if I want 

you running off on a wild goose chase just yet.” 

“Yeah,” James said and kicked a rock. “I suppose you’re right. Oh, I almost forgot to 

mention it, but last night the president made a public address on the URH.” 

“Really?” she asked, both incredulous and hopeful. “What did he say?” 

“Well,” James scratched his head. “His address was a little strange. For one thing, he 

sounded a little different. Like he had a bad cold. But even stranger than that was what he 

said…” 

“What was that?” 

James put his hands over Carol’s ears so that she wouldn’t hear what he was about to 

say. 

“He told the citizens that they should all shove their fingers up their ass.” 

“What!?!” 

“Crazy, right? I don’t know if it was a practical joke, or what?” 

Hannah thought about this for a second. “It’s hard to say. Maybe he got hit in the head 

or something and was talking nonsense. It could happen.” 

“But you would think that one of his men would stop him. I mean, he’s surrounded by 

officials. You would think that one of them would stop him from saying something like 

that. After all, everyone has been waiting to hear from him. They want words of hope, and 

to hear him say something as offensive as that was a real blow to morale.” 



 

Hannah wasn’t sure what to say. “Well, let’s hope he comes back on and that he’s more 

sensible the next time around.” 

James nodded and they trudged on. 

As they walked, they passed huge heaps of dead spiders, which made James think of 

his conversation with Bigsby the New Yorker last night, who said that the number of 

spiders was dropping. Maybe they were starving, James wondered to himself. That would 

certainly be a relief. He also saw numerous spider “skins,” which made him wonder if the 

spiders discarded their old shells in the manner of scorpions. The discarded skins were 

unpleasant to look at. They looked more or less like deflated spiders, except that they were 

translucent, as if they were made from gray Jello, and they were so light that the breeze 

could blow them around. As they explored the town, the spider skins blew around them 

like tumble weeds in an old Western movie. 

They walked past the pharmacy that he and Steve had looted and found a grocery store 

that had been broken into. Although the front doors were busted open, the contents of the 

store were mostly still intact. James waved Carol and Hannah in silently. The idea was to 

grab as much water as they could carry and then head back to the motorboat. 

As they crept through the darkened aisles, Carol caught sight of some tasty treat. 

“Can I have some candy, Daddy?” she asked, a little too loud for James’ liking. 

Shhhh, he said, putting his fingers to his lips, and then whispered “Okay, sweetie, but 

just one kind.” 

He hated to be stingy with Carol, especially considering her headaches and how much 

she suffered. His instinct was to give her whatever she asked for, merely to see her smile. 

But he knew that if she got sick, or got a cavity and needed fillings, it would be hard to 

arrange for a doctor or dentist. Although the short term rewards of sweets certainly 

appealed to her, as her father he had to keep long term goals in mind. That was always the 

case with parents and children, of course, but in the days after the spider apocalypse this 

dynamic was telescoped out to an even greater degree. Almost any indulgence carried a 

hidden danger. Long-term thinking wasn’t simply a good idea. It was something their very 

lives depended on. 

As Carol decided between Sour Apple and Watermelon Jolly Ranchers, a rustling 

sound came through the doorway they had just entered through. 



 

James’ heart sank as he recognized the familiar sound. He cast his eye to the front of 

the store and saw the immense shadow of an eight-legged creature stretch across the tiles. 

He only prayed that the visitor was alone, although he knew that was unlikely, considering 

how the spiders tended to travel in swarms. Judging from the length of the shadow, the 

spider was the size of a large dog. 

Hannah had heard the rustling also, and rushed over to Carol. The very pregnant woman 

gently pulled her daughter away from the candy section and guided back to the rear of the 

store. James pulled his pistol out of his holster and quietly clicked over the safety. 

As the spider came around the corner of the aisle, James saw that it was much larger 

than a dog. It was closer to the size of a cow. Fuck, he thought, to himself. These things 

are getting bigger and bigger. He positioned himself between the spider and his family. 

The spider, seeing a juicy meal before him, clicked its mandibles and hissed in eager 

anticipation. Again, there was the sickening sound that reminded James of boiling pretzels. 

The giant spider reared up and waved its twitching legs. The spiky hairs that bristled on 

the wriggling appendages made the nerve-fraying rustling sound that James despised. A 

liquid that might have been saliva, or venom, or even some kind of acid, dripped from the 

spider’s fangs, which were as long and as sharp as kitchen knives. This acidic substance 

fell in thick globs to the floor where it bubbled and sputtered in corrosive puddles. The 

multiple eyes of the spider seemed to be filled with a predatory delight. 

James raised his pistol and took careful aim. 

“Bite me spider!”  

He pulled the trigger and sent a bullet through the center of the spider’s head.  

The spider kept advancing, although it did sway a bit on legs that suddenly seemed less 

steady. James fired again. 

The second shot did the trick. The ravenous gleam that had animated the spider’s eyes 

only a moment before suddenly departed, as if someone had turned off a light inside the 

spider’s head. James felt enormous relief as the spider crumbled to the ground in a heap 

and began leaking black blood from its damaged head. Its mandibles opened and closed a 

few more times and then came to a halt. 

“Thank God!” Hannah sighed behind him. “Good shot Daddy!” Carol cried, echoing 

her mother’s sentiment. 



 

Then James’ daughter did something that none of them expected, but which in 

hindsight would make James smile wryly, as it clearly showed that he and his daughter 

were cut from the same cloth. Carol, having seen her father vanquish one of the giant 

spiders, ran forward to the dead beast and pulled at one of its fangs. The fang came loose 

and she kept it as a sort of souvenir. Both James and Hannah shouted out to her to get away 

from the animal. Carol retreated back to their side in two seconds flat, but she kept the 

spider’s fang, slipping it into the back of her One Direction backpack. 

Carol had gotten back to her family’s side just in time. At that precise moment the front 

of the store filled with shadows and the air was filled with the rustling sound of hairy legs 

brushing against one another. 

The family ran to the back corner of the store, where beverages were still stacked up in 

a cooler. James opened the cooler door and pushed the shelves of bottles and cans, causing 

them to topple backward. He held the cooler door open as Hannah and Carol slipped inside, 

and then pulled it shut behind them. The three of them were in a small dark space, filled 

with stacks of beverages. Since the store was without power, the cooler wasn’t actually 

cold, a fact which James was grateful for, considering that he had no idea how long they 

would have to stay inside the cramped space. 

The family watched horrified as the store filled with spiders, ranging from the size of 

small dogs to the size of horses. They were all the same sort and had the same predatory 

expression in their clusters of black eyes. The spiders had seen the family make their escape 

and scuttled over to the cooler’s glass door, where they promptly began raking their hairy 

legs against the glass. 

Although giant spiders are extremely dangerous, their legs are the least dangerous thing 

about them. Spider legs are rather weak, in truth, due to the fact that whatever solidity they 

have comes from the outer shell rather than any bones inside. The outer shell, or skin, of 

the Black Hermit Spider, in particular, is not tough and their legs tend to bend when the 

spider strikes them against objects. Therefore, even as the spiders attempted to batter the 

glass door and smash it, all they accomplished was to make a terrifying racket. 

Trapped inside the darkened cooler, watching the horrifying spectacle with eyes peeled 

wide, James made the observation that all the spiders would have to do to get to them was 

to hook a leg behind the handle and pull at the door instead of swat at it. But, as fate would 



 

happily have it, the spiders were either too stupid to attempt this move, or had some other 

strategy which defied easy explanation. Although he hardly cared about such things, he 

found himself wondering what it was exactly that spiders thought about, and what sort of 

ideas ran through their strange brains. 



 

Chapter 6 
 

I am SOOOOO hungry. So terribly hungry!!!!!!!!!!!!!! All I want is food. FOOOOD!!!! 

But not just any food. NO!!!!!!!!!!!!!! I must have the fresh flesh of the two legged 

monkey! Those delicious hairless apes that live in shiny boxes. What a fine thing the flesh 

of those creatures is!!!!!!!!!!!!!! YES! I can almost taste it. I can imagine the delicious taste 

travelling up my fangs! Making me happy!!!!!!!!!!!!!!! 

I have eaten the four legged beasts that stand in the field. They are OK. Not terrible. 

But not that good either. Not like the two legged ones. The two legged beasts are the 

BEST!!!!!!!!!!!!!! 

When I left the lair not long ago my belly was empty. It was awful. What a terrible 

feeling it is to be hungry!!!!!!!!!!!!!! It is the worst feeling in the world!!!!!!!!!!!!!! But then 

it is so good to satisfy the terrible feeling!!!!!!!!!!!!!! It is so good to make a bad thing go 

away. 

To still the terrible hunger, I had to eat a four legged thing that stands in the grass. It 

swished its tail as it stood and then it ran away when it saw me. Which is so much 

fun!!!!!!!!!!!!!! I love when my food gives me sport!!!!!!!!!!!!!! It’s like eating twice. First 

there is the pleasure of the chase! And then there is the pleasure of eating the chased 

thing!!!!!!!!!!!!!! 

The two legged beasts have been very scarce lately. Which is bad!!!!!!!!!!!!!! I think 

that maybe they are mostly all devoured. There are just a few hardy ones left. These are 

the ones that are hardest to kill. They are the ones that give the most sport!!!!!!!!!!!!!! 

I was still devouring the four legged beast when I saw my brothers running!!!!!!!!!!!!!! 

They had the lust in their eyes of a hunger run. I could tell they were hunting two legged 

beasts from how excited they looked!!!!!!!!!!!!!! 

The two legged beasts had gone inside one of the boxes where they keep their food. 

Their dead food that doesn’t move or give sport. How would they want to eat such 

food?????????????????? Even if the taste is good, the lack of sport means that it is bad. 

I went inside the box and saw my brother fall down dead. OOOOOH! This means that 

the two legged beast will give much sport! Perhaps even make sport of me and my brothers! 

The two legged beasts have a way of pricking our skin with tiny objects! They have powers! 



 

The tricky little animals! 

When I saw my brother fall my hunger increased! It doubled! It multiplied! Like the 

broods of our sisters, my hunger teams! !!!!!!!!!!!!!! 

And now I see them, the hairless beasts with two legs! They are hiding behind the clear 

thing! But we will get them! Because the two legged beasts cannot escape!!!!! They cannot 

escape! They will be punished for tasting so good! 

Do you hear that, two legged beast??????????????  

You cannot escape us!!!!!!!!!!!!!! You cannot escape us!!!!!!!!!!!!!! You cannot escape 

us!!!!!!!!!!!!!! You cannot escape us!!!!!!!!!!!!!! You cannot escape us!!!!!!!!!!!!!! You 

cannot escape us!!!!!!!!!!!!!! You cannot escape us!!!!!!!!!!!!!! You cannot escape 

us!!!!!!!!!!!!!! You cannot escape us!!!!!!!!!!!!!! You cannot escape us!!!!!!!!!!!!!! You 

cannot escape us!!!!!!!!!!!!!! 



 

Chapter 7 
 

A large spider pressed its multiple eyes against the glass and stared directly at James. The 

hunger in the creature’s eyes was loathsome to behold. 

While the spiders were pressing themselves against the cooler, James prayed that one 

of their legs wouldn’t slip behind the door handle and manage to pull it open. There was a 

vacuum seal that held the door snug, but there wasn’t much to it, and even though the 

spider’s legs seemed weak, they were strong enough to tug the vacuum sealed door open. 

At least he would guess as much. His survival and the survival of his family depended on 

the spiders not getting lucky and opening the door by accident. He wondered if the spiders 

even knew what a door was. 

As he had this thought he witnessed the harrowing sight of the large spider’s legs curl 

behind the handle and tug on it, breaking the vacuum seal. 

At precisely that same instance there was a deafening crash. An RV came hurtling 

through the glass front of the store, sending bits of shattered glass and debris flying towards 

the back. The vehicle plowed through the store’s displays and aisle shelves, crushing every 

spider between it and the back of the store. The RV finally came to a halt about one foot 

from the cooler where James and his family were hiding. 

James looked at the large spider that had opened the door and saw what could only be 

called shock in its multiple eyes. As the spider worked its mandibles in frustration, the RV 

lurched forward and crushed it. There was an audible splat and black blood painted the 

front of the cooler. 

The black blood drained away and James looked through the cooler door in amazement. 

He saw the older couple from yesterday, Bill and Sonja, sitting in the RV’s front seat. He 

couldn’t recall a time he had been happier to see anyone in his life. 

The remaining few spiders that hadn’t been crushed by the RV scattered in every 

direction. James could see them clamber out of the front of the store, dragging bent and 

broken legs and leaking copious amounts of black blood. 

As James and his family watched in a state of happy shock, the couple in the RV backed 

their vehicle up a few feet, so that James could open the door fully and let his family back 

out of the cooler. 



 

“Hop inside!” Bill called from his rolled down window. 

“Hurry!” Sonja cried. “You don’t know how soon the spiders will be back!” 

James opened the back door of the RV and helped Hannah inside. She had to move 

gently so as not to bump her enormous belly. Carol climbed up behind her. When both 

ladies were safely aboard, James went around to the opposite side and let himself in. No 

sooner had he closed the door, than Bill threw the vehicle in reverse and stomped on the 

gas. The RV was of a rugged make, more like a Hummer than a regular RV, and managed 

to back over all the fallen debris and dead spiders behind it without getting stuck. 

When the RV was back in the parking lot, it was besieged by a new wave of spider 

reinforcements. They fell upon the RV with fury. It wasn’t that they wanted revenge. It 

was that they were insane from hunger. Filling their bellies mattered more than avenging 

their dead kin. The ravenous arachnids threw themselves at the RV’s windows and did their 

best to break through the glass with their ineffective legs. Bill threw the vehicle into gear 

and shot forward. A few spiders managed to cling to the RV as he drove off, but these fell 

off as the vehicle gained speed. 

When they were finally out of the spiders’ range there was time for introductions. Bill 

and Sonja knew James, of course, but they hadn’t yet met his family.  

“This is my wife, Hannah, and my daughter, Carol…” James said, and Hannah and 

Carol made their greetings to Bill and Sonja. 

The elderly couple explained that they had seen the family’s fishing boat slowly sinking 

and watched in worry as the husband, wife, and child piled into the motorboat and took it 

to shore. Knowing that the area was heavily infested with the giant spiders, they decided 

to hop in their RV and see if the family is okay. When they saw the spiders close in on the 

store they knew that the family had to be inside. They drove by and saw the family inside 

the store, through the glass front windows, which is how Bill and Sonja knew they had 

hidden themselves in the cooler. Otherwise Bill wouldn’t have tried something as risky as 

driving into the front of the store the way he did. 

The rescued family was exceedingly grateful to the older couple. Even so, Hannah had 

to politely ask the older man to slow down as he drove over bumps, due to the fact that she 

was very pregnant. 

“Oh, my goodness,” Bill said with palpable shame. “I momentarily forgot.” 



 

Sonja gave Bill a playful whack with her hand and told him to stop driving like a gorilla. 

“Yes, I forgot to make one very important introduction,” James piped up. “Which is to 

introduce our son, Ben, who we estimate will be born any day now.” 

The elderly couple congratulated the younger couple, and the conversation turned to 

family and the joys of home life. Bill and Sonja waxed nostalgically about their children 

and their many grandchildren. They were especially proud of their grandson, Dylan, who 

was in the Army. Bill mentioned that he himself had served in the military. From the way 

the old man spoke, James could tell that Bill was very patriotic. 

As they drove along, the older couple explained that they had taken up residence in an 

abandoned lighthouse. They had fortified the place from top to bottom, to make it 

impervious to the spiders. Since the lighthouse had limited ways of being accessed – just a 

single doorway at the bottom – they felt they were safer there than they would be in a 

house, which had numerous points of entry. They added that the younger couple and their 

daughter could stay with them for as long as they needed. 

As they drove along, James had a series of reflections, which were mostly positive, but 

which caused him an undercurrent of unease. First of all, he realized that he was indebted 

to Bill and Sonja, the couple who he had robbed at gunpoint the day before. Of course, he 

really didn’t have a choice at the time. His wife was in danger and he needed to protect her 

at all costs. He did what he had to do. But knowing that their initial meeting had been so 

unpleasant, he was especially grateful to the older couple for giving him a second chance. 

They were truly great people and he was deeply touched by their generosity. 

The undercurrent of unease came from the realization that if the elderly couple hadn’t 

come along precisely when they did, he and his family would certainly be dead. It chafed 

at his sense of manhood that he had allowed the situation to deteriorate to this point. But 

then he told himself that things were equally bad for everybody, and that in fact most of 

humanity had died in the spider apocalypse. Give yourself some credit, James told himself. 

His final thought on the matter was merely that, at the end of the day, it is the goodness in 

peoples’ hearts that matters the most. He resolved to always remember this, and to be a 

better man all around. 

They finally reached the old lighthouse that Bill and Sonja had converted to their home. 

It was a picturesque building, the sort of place that should be on a postcard. The building 



 

itself was a magnificent edifice of freshly painted white brick with a high-powered light on 

top of that, unlike many lighthouses, was still functioning. At the bottom of the lighthouse 

was a veranda style projection with some chairs and a chaise lounge. It looked like a nice 

place to sit and sip tea on a hot summer’s day. 

Inside the lighthouse was the sort of quaint environment that James and Hannah might 

have lived in, if they were in their old age. There were plenty of knickknacks and pictures 

of family on the walls. Sonja made a point of pointing to the pictures and telling James and 

Hannah all of their kids’ and grandkids’ names. Sadly, most of their family was presumed 

dead in the spider apocalypse.  

“But not our Dylan,” Sonja said proudly. James and Hannah remembered that the 

couple had mentioned him on the ride over. 

Sonja pulled a picture of a young soldier off the wall. It showed a freckle-faced young 

man standing in front of the American flag. 

“He’s serving in the Army. We haven’t heard from him in a while. Not since the 

troubles began. But we know he’s out there trying to get our country back on track…” 

James and Hannah both nodded.  

“He looks like a very brave young man,” Hannah said, smiling. 

After they had gotten comfortable, Sonja made a simple yet filling meal for the three 

guests. Then Bill and James decided to go up to the top of the lighthouse to have a look 

around before the sun went down. 

“Do you want that beer I offered you earlier?” Bill asked. 

James was tempted – after all, it might be the last beer he’d have for years, if ever – but 

still thought it best to pass. He said No, but thanked Bill for the offer. 

“Well, just let me know if you ever change your mind.” 

They took a series of ladders from floor to floor up to the lookout and surveyed the 

coast. James was amazed at how beautiful a view it was, even considering the ruins that all 

the nearby dwellings were in. He covered his eyes with his hand to block the setting sun’s 

rays and looked for the place where the Happy Clam had been moored, to see if he could 

see it under the waves. He thought he saw a dark shape, but it was too indistinct to be sure. 

As James peered at the rolling waves, he reflected that the backpack full of Algopyrin was 

down there as well. This realization made him burn with anger at his own stupidity. This 



 

thought was chased by another realization, which is that Steve’s body was also at the 

bottom of the ocean. Rather than feel bad about this, the thought caused James to push out 

his jaw with a sense of resolution. He would kill anybody who tried to harm his family. 

Bill stayed silent as James looked around, but then asked the younger man if he had 

anything on his mind. 

James sighed with exasperation. “I have so many things on my mind I don’t even know 

where to start.” 

“Well, you can tell me about them, if you think it would help. Or not. It’s up to you.” 

Bill was familiar with the way most men have of keeping things inside. He understood 

and respected the stoic silence that some men employed when they faced the world’s 

hardships. But he also knew that sometimes it helped to talk things through. 

“Well,” said James slowly. “The main thing on my mind right now is Carol.” 

“Carol?” Bill said, somewhat surprised. “I would have thought you’d be more 

concerned about Hannah and her pregnancy.” 

“That’s on my mind also,” James said with a sigh. “But Carol has a brain tumor. Right 

now I’m just trying to keep her comfortable.” 

“I’m truly sorry to hear that,” Bill said with deep concern in his voice. “That’s a mighty 

big burden for such a little girl to bear. And a big burden for you to bear also, as her 

father…” 

“Yep,” James said and shook his head at the hand fate had dealt his daughter. “She gets 

really bad headaches and the only thing that keeps the pain away is Algopyrin, which, as it 

turns out, is pretty hard to come by. Anyway, I had just looted a pharmacy and got some 

of the stuff. I filled my backpack with it and it would have lasted for a while. But then 

when our boat sank, I accidentally dropped the backpack in the water. All that Algopyrin 

is now at the bottom of the ocean.” 

“I can see now why you’re so upset.” 

“The other day – the day that I had to steal your boat – I had taken Carol to the hospital. 

I tried to get her more Algopyrin from the staff, but they were all out of it. It seems like the 

only place to get a large supply of the stuff is in Boston.” 

The old man scratched his grizzled chin. “Hmmm. That could be a problem. The spiders 

are real thick up that way.” 



 

“Yep,” James muttered dejectedly. 

“Whereabouts in Boston? Did they say?” 

“The warehouse where the medicine is kept is next to the IGE Laboratory.” 

“That’s where the spiders all came from, if I’m not mistaken,” the old man remarked. 

“That’s right.” 

“Jeesh. That’s just about the toughest place to have to get to.” 

“I know. That’s one of the things – one of the MANY things – on my mind right now.” 

“Well…” the old man drawled. “It’s settled.” 

“What’s settled?” James asked, confused. 

“Our plan.” 

“Our plan?” the younger man repeated quizzically.  

“Yep. Our plan to get your daughter the medicine she needs. That algo-whatever-you-

call-it. You and I are going to take the RV to Boston tomorrow. If we leave early we can 

be back by dinner time.” Here Bill took a swig of beer, as if congratulating himself for a 

brave act that he had yet to accomplish. 

James was a bit incredulous, but a smile played at the corner of his mouth. 

“Well, if you’re up for it, I am too,” the younger man chuckled. He had to hand it to 

Bill. The old fellow certainly had a big pair of balls. 



 

Chapter 8 
 

Sonja and Hannah were both fairly incredulous when the two men told them their scheme. 

Hannah was on the one hand relieved, since she knew how badly her daughter needed the 

Algopyrin to stop her headaches. At the same time, she was worried sick. If she lost James 

to a spider attack, her world would come to a crashing halt. Not only was James the love 

of her life, but he was her protector and father of the daughter she had and the son that she 

was ABOUT to have. It was crucial that he stay alive. 

As for Sonja, she too was more than a little worried about Bill. That said, she knew that 

when Bill got it in his head to do something, it was almost impossible to talk him out of it.  

As the men packed up the RV with supplies, the two women talked. 

“Sonja, are you sure you’re okay with Bill accompanying James on this mission? I 

mean, after all, James could go alone. That way we would have at least one man here to 

hold the fort down.” 

Sonja looked at the younger woman with kindness welling in her eyes. “Oh sweetheart, 

I couldn’t talk him out of it if my life depended on it. He is that set in his ways. And besides, 

he’s been depressed lately. And not just because of this whole spider apocalypse business. 

The way he sees it, he’s been sitting on his butt a lot lately. I don’t feel that way, but he 

certainly does. I know it for a fact. Anyway, this gives him a chance to do something…” 

Here Sonja had to search for the right word. Hannah was about to say something when 

Sonja found it. 

“It gives him a chance to do something heroic,” she said in a voice that cracked. 

Hannah could feel both the worry and the admiration in Sonja’s voice. She knew that 

Sonja letting her husband go on this crazy mission was an enormous gamble for her also. 

Both women were making a sacrifice, that much was certain.  

“Well, your husband is already a hero in my book,” Hannah said with misty eyes. 

Sonja gave the younger woman a motherly hug. 

Meanwhile, outside in the driveway, the two men were loading up the RV while Carol 

watched. 

“Being a big game hunter has proven to be an advantage in this crazy world,” Bill said. 

Although it was still early in the morning, he already had a beer in his hand. 



 

“I can believe that,” James said, dropping his eye to the can of Budweiser that was 

sloshing around in Bill’s grip. “You’ve got enough guns and ammo to kill a whole forest 

of animals.” 

“Who knows…”Bill said. “Maybe I’ll end up with a giant spider’s head mounted over 

the fireplace.” 

“That would sure be something,” James smiled. “By the way, I should drive.” 

Bill dug around in his pants’ pocket and found the keys to the RV. He tossed them to 

James. 

“You got it buddy.” 

“Thanks,” James said and pocketed the keys.  

Once the RV was all loaded up – with a map of Boston, a day’s worth of food and 

water, several gallon containers of gasoline, and a collection of hunting rifles, handguns, 

and enough ammo to supply a small army – the men went inside to give their wives their 

goodbye kisses. 

To say that the men’s bon voyage was emotional would be to put it mildly. Both women 

had tears in their eyes as they saw the men off. And Carol hugged her father for so long 

and so hard, he thought that she would never let go. 

“Now, now dear,” he said finally, patting her on the head. “Daddy has to get going now 

or it’ll be late before we get back.” 

“Okay Daddy,” she said, wiping tears from her eyes. 

There were plenty of kisses and hugs to go around and then the men were finally off, 

with James driving. In no time they were on 95 North and barreling towards Boston. With 

no police and no other cars on the highway, they could go as fast as they wanted. 

As they sped along, James kept his eyes peeled wide, as did Bill. The two men chatted 

as they drove along but they both continued to watch the landscape with careful eyes, 

perpetually on the lookout for any roving “swarms” of spiders. Once or twice James had 

thought he spied a giant black stain rolling over the hillside, but each time it turned out to 

be the shadow of a cloud. Before they knew it, they were inside the Boston city limits and 

driving through the empty streets of the once grand metropolis. 

“My god how this city has changed…” Bill mumbled as they got off the highway. 

James muttered in agreement. It wasn’t just that the city had been decimated by the 



 

spider apocalypse. It was that vandals had taken over parts of the town. From driving 

through the ruins of Boston, James estimated that only about 5% of the city’s population 

had survived. These were the toughest of the tough, he reflected, the thugs and gang 

members. This hunch was verified by the many examples of gang graffiti that seemed to 

cover every available surface. On several occasions they passed straggling crowds of young 

men huddled around trashcans or standing on corners. Each time a young man threw a rock 

or a bottle as they passed. The survivors of the spider apocalypse were a surly bunch to say 

the least. 

“I was worried about the spiders,” Bill grumbled as they drove through the city. “But 

now I’m almost more afraid of the humans that are left behind.” 

“I imagine they don’t see other survivors too often,” James remarked. “We should be 

on our guard for an ambush.” As always, his senses were on high alert, not only for roving 

swarms of spiders, but for roving swarms of young men. 

“Do you know where the warehouse is?” Bill asked nervously. 

“Yeah, it’s right down by the docks. We’ll be there in a moment.” 

Up ahead the Bay could be seen between the intervening buildings. In this grim day 

and age even the water looked dull and lifeless, as if the world was trapped under a pane 

of sepia-toned glass. The sun was out, but the sunlight it gave was oddly meager, as if it 

struggled to get through the atmosphere. James was eager to accomplish their mission and 

then get back to Bill and Sonja’s lighthouse, where he could relax and be with his family. 

“We’re going to have to go down a narrow street,” James said. “Which puts us in danger 

of being jumped by thugs. Be prepared to shoot if anything happens.” 

“I’m ready for them,” Bill said, and tapped the rifle on the seat beside him. 

“There’s the warehouse up ahead,” James pointed through the windshield. 

The building was fairly ugly and non-descript, with graffiti covered walls and boarded 

up windows. It sat next to the exploded remains of the IGE laboratory, which was more of 

a pile of bricks than an actual building. Seeing the ruins of the laboratory brought back 

unpleasant memories of the day the spider apocalypse began. Now more than ever James 

wished he was back in Hannah’s arms with Carol at their side. 

He parked the RV in front of the warehouse, trying to make as little noise as possible 

as he guided the vehicle across the gravel parking lot. Before he and Bill got out of the 



 

vehicle they each armed themselves. In addition to their rifles, and the always present 

fishing knife that he kept strapped to his leg, James tucked a snub-nosed revolver behind 

his belt. He moved the safety over and made a silent prayer that the gun wouldn’t 

accidentally fire and change him into a eunuch.  

When they were both armed and ready, he and Bill stepped out of the vehicle and closed 

the RV’s doors quietly behind them. There was an ominous silence to the place that made 

him think they were experiencing a proverbial calm before the storm. James cast a glance 

around to see if there were any adversaries – either human or spider – lurking about, but 

the place seemed desolate. 

As they walked up to the warehouse, they noticed that a slot was cut into the front door. 

This slot suddenly opened and a voice called out. 

“Step back motherfucker!” 

Both James and Bill stopped in their tracks.  

“We came for supplies,” James said firmly. Although his voice sounded confident, he 

was feeling distinctly on edge. 

“What’s the password?” 

Bill and James shot each other quizzical looks. “Password?” James repeated, sounding 

a little dopier than he intended. 

“Yeah motherfucker. Say the password or get the fuck out!” 

James could have sworn he heard a gun being cocked behind the door and figured they 

had about two more seconds before bullets started flying. 

“Look,” he said in an earnest. “I don’t know about any password. I’m here because my 

daughter has a brain tumor and I need a certain drug to keep her from getting severe 

headaches. If I could just get what I need, I’ll get out of your way.” 

There was a pause while whoever was behind the door considered James’s words. 

“Why the fuck should I give you anything?” 

James thought about this. “I guess just to know that you’re helping a little girl?” Even 

as he said these words he knew they would have little effect. 

“I don’t give a fuck about no little girl! Unless you got some bitches you want to trade 

for the drugs you need you can march your old ass right back outta here.”  

James was formulating what to do next when he heard a sound that chilled him to the 



 

marrow. It was the last sound that he ever wanted to hear. It was the sound of boiling 

pretzels. 

He shot Bill a quick glance and saw that he heard it too. Before they had a chance to 

get back to the vehicle, a swarm of spiders tumbled into the parking lot. Although the 

spiders were all different sizes, they all had the same black hatred burning in their eyes.  

James paid no more attention to the man behind the warehouse door. Instead he lifted 

his gun and started firing. Bill did the same. The parking lot was filled with crackling 

gunfire and the smell of gun smoke. 

The spiders, recognizing that their would-be prey was armed, stopped in their tracks. 

One of the larger spiders at the front of the swarm crumpled up as the bullets hit him. 

Another spider crawled over its dead body and then halted as its head exploded. Black 

blood sprayed like a broken open water balloon. 

“Holy shit!” the voice from behind the door called out. “What are those? Semi-autos?” 

James didn’t have the time or the inclination to respond. He just kept firing at the beasts. 

Soon a pile of dead spiders had started growing at one end of the parking lot. A pool of 

thick black blood began to spread outward like a tipped-over barrel of crude oil. 

Bill kept firing also. James was amazed at what a good shot the old man was. The older 

fellow made it back to the RV, firing steadily all the while, and paused to open up the rear 

hatchback. He pulled out another gun which was already loaded, tossed the old one in the 

back, and started firing the new weapon.  

Scattered among the larger spiders were some of the smaller varieties. These were still 

large by normal standards. In other words, they were about the size of squirrels. What these 

smaller types lacked in sheer size, they made up for in ferocity. They scuttled forward with 

breathtaking speed and, because they were so damn small, they were that much harder to 

hit. Even so, Bill did a fine job of picking them off as they came charging towards them. 

“Good thing I’ve spent a lot of time at the shooting range!” he shouted out to James, 

answering the question that lurked in the back of the young man’s brain. 

Another aspect of the smaller spiders’ attack was they could jump great distances. They 

would suddenly spring themselves into the air, with their eight hairy legs spread out, and 

land grasping on whatever target they aimed for. 

James continued to cock and blast, taking out the larger spiders, and generally left 



 

picking off the smaller ones to Bill, who was better at it. But because there were so many 

of the pesky things, Bill had to pause at one point and reload a second time. As he turned 

to grab a round of ammo from the back of the RV, a lone spider, smaller than all the rest, 

launched itself in a spectacular leap, clearing the distance in an instant, and landed on the 

old man’s back. 

“Bill! Look out!” James shouted. 

Bill spun around, scattering the ammunition, and clutched at the spider that clung to his 

back. The spider, meanwhile, avoided Bill’s grasp but scuttling around his back until it 

reached his shoulder. Bill’s shirt was a short sleeved one, which left a swath of his upper 

arm exposed. Not that this mattered much. The fangs of the spiders, even the small ones, 

could penetrate any kind of fabric, or even a tin can for that matter. 

James ran over and was just about to swat the spider off the old man’s arm. But the 

spider struck first and drove its fangs into Bill’s exposed flesh. 

“Arrrgh!” Bill cried out in agony. 

James slapped the spider off him a split second later and then shot the beast as it tried 

to crawl off, leaving a stain on the parking lot. 

“Did he get you?” James asked, although he already knew the answer. 

Bill clutched at his shoulder with trembling fingers. When he pulled them away he 

looked down and saw two red bite marks, with a stream of blood trickling from each. He 

nodded solemnly with gritted teeth. 

This was bad news indeed, but James couldn’t pause for long. He turned back to the 

advancing spiders and began firing double-time, making one spider after another explode 

in a shower of black slime. 

“Take that, fuckers!” he shouted as he blasted, newly enraged by the attack on his 

friend. 

As he fought off the horde, he fully expected the rapid necrosis to overtake his friend, 

causing the old man to bloat and explode in an abundance of gangrenous flesh. But for 

some reason this didn’t happen. 

After James delivered a few more rounds of gunfire, the spiders began to tentatively 

retreat. James knew that the spiders wouldn’t be away for too long. Rather they were just 

regrouping. 



 

James knew that they would have to either beat a hasty getaway in the RV, or somehow 

convince the gatekeeper inside the door to let them in. If they left and came back later he 

knew he would be in the same situation, having to convince someone who didn’t care about 

them one way or another to let them in without whatever password was required. 

“Hey!” he shouted to the figure that was no doubt still behind the warehouse door. “Let 

us in or I’ll drive through your front door!” 

He knew he was in no position to make threats, not when the unseen gatekeeper most 

likely had a weapon aimed at him from the door slot, but the fact is that James wasn’t 

thinking very clearly. He was sick of fighting off giant spiders and he wanted his daughter’s 

damn medicine. 

“I tell you what, motherfucker. You trade me those semi-autos and I’ll let you have 

your daughter’s headache medicine or whatever it is.” 

“Fine!” James shouted. “Now let us inside!” 

He knew he was being overly aggressive without the muscle to back it up, but he was 

proceeding with the philosophy that a good offense was the best defense. What’s more, he 

could hear the boiling pretzel sound again – this time even louder than before – and knew 

that the spiders were on the verge of making a second attack. 

To his and Bill’s surprise the door opened. 

“Well, get your old asses in here!” 

Both James and Bill hustled inside. The door was rapidly shut behind them. 



 

Chapter 9 
 

The inside of the warehouse was as dark as a tomb, due to the fact that all the windows 

were boarded up. The only light came from slats in the covered windows. It took James a 

few seconds for his eyes to adjust to the darkness. 

“What are your names?” a voice demanded from the shadows. 

“I’m James. This is Bill. What’s your name?” 

“I’m Doctor Feelgood.” 

James very much doubted that the man was in fact a doctor, and furthermore he seemed 

to excel at making people feel bad, rather than good. 

It was to James’ mild surprise, therefore, when his eyes adjusted enough to see a man 

standing before them in a white lab jacket, with a stethoscope hung around his neck. 

His garb was the only doctor-like thing about him, however. The young man’s face was 

the grim visage of your average city thug. There was a callous look in his eye and in his 

hand was a pistol. James wondered how close they were just now to getting shot. 

“Well, Dr. Feelgood, do you have any antiseptic I can use for this bite on my arm? A 

bandage would be nice also…” Bill grunted in a manner that was far from friendly. 

The man in the doctor’s outfit looked at the older man with a snarl. “Yeah, I think we 

got something like that…” he said with reluctance, as if the idea of helping the old man 

was against his moral code. It was obvious that any assistance he provided would be given 

begrudgingly. Even so, Bill obviously had to take it. 

“What kind of weapons they got?” 

This question was asked by another voice that came from deeper in the darkness. The 

owner of the second voice stepped forward from the gloom. When James saw this second 

man’s face he got a jolt from how ugly he was. Not only was the second man a surly looking 

character. He was missing his nose. 

James knew that cocaine addicts – serious ones at least – ran the risk of having their 

nose cartilage deteriorate. He suspected that that was the case with this fellow. Either that 

or he had lost it in a fight with a spider. The front of the man’s head had a hole in the center 

of it, where one typically sees a pair of nostrils. The hollow nose-hole was unpleasant to 

look at, to say the least, and it gave the man’s face a skull-like appearance. 



 

“What kind of weapons you got, old man?” 

James thought it was funny that the man without a nose called him ‘old man,’ when he 

was probably around his same age. What’s more, the fact that he was missing his nose 

made him look much worse for wear. Nevertheless he decided to ignore the insult. 

Bill answered the man with no nose, telling him the names of the weapons they carried. 

James noted that Bill refrained from naming most of their weapons they had on hand, a 

choice which he thought was quite wise. While James was desperate to get the medicine 

he needed for Carol, he knew that they would need weapons to ensure their safety, not only 

while they were there at the warehouse but on their way back home. Also, James didn’t 

like the idea of Bill giving all his weapons away to common thugs. The idea irked him and 

made him feel bad for getting the old man wrapped up in this mess. 

“And what kind of drug you need?” No Nose asked James. 

“Algopyrin.” 

“Algo what the fuck?” 

“It’s called Algopyrin. It’s for my daughter who gets bad headaches.” 

“Gimme that rifle.” 

James looked to Bill, who nodded that it was okay. James handed over the weapon. 

No Nose looked him up and down, as if deciding whether or not he was on the level. 

Then he turned to the darkness. 

“You!” No Nose shouted to a third figure who was lingering even deeper in the 

shadows. This third man stepped forward. He was squat and fat, with a broad head and a 

toad-like face.  

“Yeah boss?” 

“Take this old ass faggot to the back to get him whatever drug he needs. Don’t give 

him none of the good shit! Just make sure he gets his Alpo Ripin or whatever the fuck it is. 

And give that old man some antiseptic or whatever the fuck, and a bandage.” 

“You got it boss.” 

“Wait a second!” No Nose said harshly. “Get back over here!” he was talking to James. 

“What?” James turned and asked in a voice that was probably a little too surly. 

“You got any other weapons on you?” 

Before James could answer, No Nose told him to lift up his shirt. 



 

James did as he asked, and revealed the snub-nosed revolver that he had hidden in his 

pants. 

“Trying to pull a fast one, huh?” No Nose sneered. “Take his gun…” he instructed Toad 

Face. 

Toad Face took the snub-nosed revolver. 

“Now go on and take him back. But keep a close eye on him. I don’t trust this old ass 

buster.” 

The toad-like man nodded and then told James to follow him. As they walked away, 

James could hear No Nose and Dr. Feelgood talking to Bill about what kind of weapons he 

had. He could hear them say that as soon as the spiders outside were gone, they would head 

out to the RV to see what was on hand. James was worried that something would happen 

to Bill while he was away and made a mental note to get back as soon as possible. 

Toad Face led James through the darkness. There was only enough light to see a few 

feet before them. As they walked through the gloomy warehouse, James became aware of 

a pungent smell. It was the stench of unwashed humanity. He also heard groans and pitiful 

sighs. He looked around with his slowly adjusting pupils and saw a row of mattresses lined 

up on the floor of the warehouse. Half-naked figures were stretched out on these stained 

and wretched mattresses, clutching at dingy sheets or strewn about like corpses. It was 

obvious to James that the people here were all drug addicts. They were at the warehouse to 

nod off while under the influence of their drug of choice. The fisherman shuddered as he 

considered their abject existences. They were slaves, not only to the thugs who ran the 

place, but to the substances that coursed through their diminished anatomies. A sense of 

imminent decay hung over the place like a specter. 

At the opposite side of the large room was a dispensary of sorts, with a long counter 

and various windows lined up, like one might see in the rear of a pharmacy. Beyond the 

dispensary windows James could see row after row of medicines and medical supplies. He 

was reminded of what the nurse who gave Carol her MRI had said about the warehouse, 

about how every team they sent there was lost and never made it back with the supplies. 

Toad Face waved James over with the snub-nosed revolver. 

“Tell the girl what you need…” 

James leaned against the dispensary window and saw a young woman in a nurse’s 



 

uniform. He was instantly struck by how different she looked. Unlike “Dr. Feelgood,” with 

his lab jacket and stethoscope, the nurse didn’t seem to be pretending to be a medical 

professional. She appeared to be an actual nurse, who had either worked there before the 

thugs took the place over, or was part of the hospital team that had been sent out for supplies 

and had never returned.  

Toad Face lingered by his side like a shadow, and so James was on his best behavior. 

He didn’t make small talk with the nurse but simply told her the name of what he needed. 

“Algopyrin. Please” 

“How much of it do you need?” the nurse asked. 

“As much of it as you can spare…” he said hopefully. 

The nurse stepped away from the window for a moment and tinkered around in the 

supply area. Toad Face, meanwhile, looked around aimlessly. James got the impression 

that he was the least capable of the thugs and generally didn’t take his role too seriously. 

As the nurse was gathering the Algopyrin, James put together how the operation there 

worked. The thugs had taken over the warehouse and were running it as a sort of opium 

den, letting drug addicts use the place to get their fix. He imagined that payment for the 

drugs and place to crash consisted of either sex, or in the case of male customers, by 

providing access to their strung out girlfriends or family members. It was truly an awful 

place where soul-eviscerating deeds happened as a matter of course. James wondered how 

many ruined lives had ended there. 

As he watched the nurse work he surmised that she was the only “normal” person there, 

but imagined that she was routinely exploited by the thugs. He shuddered to think of the 

indignities that she must be subjected to on a daily basis and it made his heart burn with a 

need for vengeance. She was somebody’s sister or daughter or girlfriend, he thought, and 

if he were that father or brother or boyfriend he would want someone to come in and not 

only rescue the nurse but avenge her. 

The nurse came back with a dozen boxes of Algopyrin, which she then packed in a bag. 

As she passed the bag through the dispensary window, James muttered a cryptic phrase 

about wanting to give her something for her trouble. He reached down, lifted his pant leg, 

and came back up with his fishing knife in his hand. 

As Toad Face turned to see what James was up to, the edge of the blade of the fishing 



 

knife passed through his throat, sending a shower of ruby colored drops flying through the 

air. 

Toad Face put his hand to his bleeding neck and gurgled as blood poured from between 

his fingers and out of his quivering mouth. As the thug sank to the ground, James handily 

relieved him of his gun. Luckily the moaning and sighing of the addicts covered up the 

muffled sound of the Toad Face’s death throws. 

“I’m getting you out of here,” James hissed under his breath to the nurse. 

She looked at him with eyes wide open in surprise, both at his having killed Toad Face 

and at his declaration that he was rescuing her. Despite her shock she managed to cough 

out the word “Okay.” 

“How many of them are there?” James asked. 

“Just the three of them,” the nurse hissed, still shocked at what was happening. 

“Okay, stay here,” he whispered.  

He knelt down to wipe his bloody knife off on Toad Face’s shirt as the two-bit thug 

clawed at the dusty floor and inhaled his last gasping breath. Armed with both his gun and 

his knife, James nimbly walked back through the warehouse, being careful to avoid running 

into the addicts moaning in the shadows on their mattresses. As he neared the front of the 

warehouse, he could hear No Nose and Dr. Feelgood berating Bill for either not moving 

fast enough or for not having the exact type of weaponry they wanted. As soon as James 

got into range he threw his knife. It flew across the intervening space and buried itself in 

the back of Dr. Feelgood’s head. 

Before No Nose could fully register what he had happened, he turned to face James, 

who had already lifted his gun. 

The thug barely got out the words “What the…” when the bullet entered the hollow 

place where his nose had been and sent his brains flying out the back of his skull with the 

force of a watermelon dropped from a ten story building. 

Bill walked in through the front door just as the shot was fired. 

“Holy mother of God!” Bill muttered and almost dropped the weapons that he held in 

his hands. 

“Sorry to surprise you like that, Bill.” 

The loud blast shook the older man. As soon as he saw that James was the one who had 



 

fired, his facial expression turned to one of enormous relief, even though the shock of 

violence still lingered there. James was sorry he had to do such a gruesome deed in front 

of the older fellow, but he didn’t see any other way around it. 

“How did you manage to pull that off?” Bill said with a slight stutter as he looked at 

the bodies of the two thugs on the floor. 

“I’ll explain it on the way to the hospital…” 

“The hospital?” Bill asked, more confused than ever. 

“There’s a nurse here who has been kept as a prisoner. We’re going to take her back to 

the hospital. And while we’re at it, we’re going to bring them some much needed supplies.” 

Bill nodded as he began to understand the plan. Despite the awful shock of the 

tumultuous events, he was impressed by the younger man’s gumption and noble spirit. 

James ran back to the dispensary and explained the plan to the nurse.  

“Do you think you can do one last job and tell me which supplies the hospital needs 

the most?” 

The nurse said of course and thanked James for rescuing her. She said her name was 

Doris. James told Nurse Doris that she was welcome and walked behind the counter to help 

her pick out the supplies. He was sure to snatch up the bag of Algopyrin as he passed by 

the window, reminding himself that even though he was bound by duty to do this good 

deed, he didn’t want to take any longer than he had to. After all he wanted to be with his 

family and give his daughter the medicine she needed. 

He also made a point of grabbing some antiseptic and bandages for Bill. As he gathered 

the items he shook his head, amazed that the spider bite hadn’t killed the old man by that 

point. Maybe the spiders are changing, he thought to himself, and this thought gave him 

hope. When he got back to Bill, he helped the old man to clean and dress the wound. 

As Nurse Doris, James, and Bill all worked to load up the RV with the most essential 

medical supplies, they had to constantly step around the twitching bodies of the addicts on 

their stained and wretched mattresses. It seemed to James that their discomfort had 

increased over the hour or so they had been there. When they had the RV packed to the 

absolute limit, James asked Doris what she thought they should do with the helpless brood. 

“Well, they’ll all need to be entered into a detox program. Some of them will be 

successful in kicking their habit. Others will end up back on the streets or in another flop 



 

house like this one. That’s just the way it is.” 

“What should we do with them now?” James asked. 

“I can give them all a gentle sedative, to take the edge off and help them sleep through 

the night. And then tomorrow the hospital will have to send more people out to come get 

them. I’ll oversee the procedure to make sure they have access to the help that they need.” 

James was impressed with Doris’ attitude. He knew that her existence at the thug’s 

drug den couldn’t have been a pleasant one, and yet here she was, still willing to help 

others. Again, he was touched by the sheer strength of the human spirit, even in an age as 

desperate as the one they found themselves in at present. 

After the nurse gave out the shots, the addicts all slipped into a deep stupor. Their 

moans of pain and agony became hums of drug-induced contentment. James was able to 

locate a key to the place, which he then gave to Doris, so that they could lock up the 

warehouse and keep it secure from both the spiders and any new gang of thugs who might 

want to take over the operation. Doris assured him that she would return with more hospital 

staff the following morning. 

As they drove to the hospital in the RV, Nurse Doris told James and Bill the story of 

how she had been captured and then was forced to work for the thugs. It was when the 

hospital had sent a group of doctors and nurses to gather supplies. Doris had volunteered 

for the effort, even though she knew it was dangerous. Other parties had already been sent 

by that point, and none of them had made it back. She soon learned that the earlier parties 

had all been killed. The lab jacket and stethoscope that Dr. Feelgood wore had come from 

one of the doctors who went on an earlier mission, she added. They had killed him, along 

with the others. Hearing this reminded James that humans were indeed even more 

dangerous that spiders. 

Although neither James nor Bill had asked her about the topic directly, Doris mentioned 

that she hadn’t been sexually assaulted, although she had been routinely mistreated the 

entire time. As she explained, all three of her captors were addicted to cocaine, which 

rendered them all but impotent. And so she was spared that particular brand of horror. Both 

James and Bill were relieved to hear this. 

Along the way to the hospital the three of them managed to avoid any more roving 

swarms of spiders. James was grateful for this fact. Although they had plenty of weapons 



 

in the car, he was beyond exhausted by that point, and doubted that he would have been 

much good against the beasts. 

When they finally made it to the hospital, there was some initial reticence on the staff’s 

part as the two men tried to explain their purpose through the wooden barricade. As soon 

as Doris stepped out of the vehicle, however, and said who she was, the barricade was 

brought down and the three of them were given a hero’s welcome. Both Hannah’s nurse 

from her spider-bite days and Carol’s nurse from her MRI test were there and were part of 

the crowd of nurses and doctors who sung the trio’s praises. They were all of course 

impressed, not only with the much needed supplies that the three of them had brought, but 

also with the rescue of Nurse Doris, who they were all overjoyed to know was still living. 

The hospital staff also assured James and Bill that another party would be sent, with 

Doris in charge, the very next morning. When it came time for Bill and James to leave, 

Doris gave them both kisses and hugs and the hospital staff cheered in their honor. The 

sight of the doctors and nurses singing their praises touched James very deeply. He could 

tell from the lines in their faces how tired they were. The fact that they could still rouse 

their energies to give the three heroes a hearty hurrah meant more to James than even he 

could express. When he and Bill drove home that night they were both changed men.  

 
The story continues in The Town of Spiders Book 3: The Lighthouse. 

 


