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Somewhere in the American Northwest 
 
Screams split the silence of the night. Mattie awoke with them echoing in her head.   
Her eyes followed the pale shaft of moonlight filtering through her threadbare curtains.  Her feet soon 
followed, her soles never registering the chill beneath them. 
  
Standing before the glass panes, she rubbed at the sleep in her eyes and frowned into the darkness.    
Shadows moved in the lane below.  Sleep still fogged Mattie's brain, taking her several minutes to 
make out what was going on.  Something was wrong. 

 
A woman stood alone hugging herself in Side Lane.  Mattie could barely make out the rise and fall of 
her shoulders as sobs racked her. She reached out into the darkness as though someone had just left 
her.  
 
Mattie's breath whispered against the cold glass as she recognized the girl below.  Dropping the 
curtain she turned, quickly donning a wrap to cover her night dress.  Mattie crossed the small room 
passing her bed which took up the majority of the humble chamber.  She picked up a key off a small 
table by the door.  It would not do to leave her door unlocked.   
 
She lived on the bottom floor of a boarding house with seven other unmarried ladies.  She was not 
concerned that anyone would remove her property, but she would not put snooping past any of them 
even if it were three in the morning. 

 
She locked her door behind her and walked quickly down the darkened corridor.  Lamps glowed 
golden in the hallway.  The air was cold, just like the quickly growing knot of fear in Mattie’s belly.  The 
hardwood floors creaked and moaned under her weight.  She was not overlarge, but she was sturdily 
made and broad of shoulder.   
 
The front door opened silently on well-oiled hinges. Mattie stepped into the night’s gloom. 
 
The trees whispered ominously overhead. Their creaking limbs cast long shadows, making the night 
appear darker.  Mattie rounded the curve in the Lane where it branched into Side Lane. Tendrils of fog 
crept between the fence posts of the yard and into the side lane. A specter rose, the knot in Mattie's 
belly tightened and her eyes went wide with shock. Henry’s corpse was caressed by the white snaking 
arms of the fog.  Adele stood in silent misery above her fiancé. 
 
“Adele!”  Mattie's pace increased. “Are you okay?” 
 
The other woman was unable to lift her eyes from the dead body of her lover.  She rocked back and 
forth in mute horror.   
 
Henry's large body was torn to shreds.  His innards were strewn across the thoroughfare, as though 
wild animals had torn him apart from the inside out. Mattie covered her mouth with her hands. His 
heart lay at Adele's feet.  Perfect, except that it wasn't in his chest but lay in the dirt in a quickly 
darkening puddle.  

 
He was beyond repair.  
Mattie felt pain for Adele's sake but couldn't help the feeling of relief that it hadn't been her William.  
What would she have done if it were him that lay ruined? 
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Mattie was searching for ways to help when Adele finally spoke. 
 
“We were on our way home when we were set upon by attackers.”  Her voice was a broken whisper 
and her eyes were dull.  “They were queer Mattie, the queerest set of features, and their skin,” her 
voice trailed off. “It was colorless,” she choked.  “Their eyes bulged and their teeth.” She began to 
shake uncontrollably. “Their teeth, their teeth, their teeth.” Her words became a litany.  

 
Whatever Adele had witnessed shattered her peace of mind. 
 
She took Adele into her arms.  Physical affection never came easy to Mattie, but she awkwardly 
hugged her nonetheless. The words seemed to finally slow, then stop.  Adele stood docile in Mattie's 
arms. 
 
“Come away Adele, nothing can be done for him.”   
 
Adele’s head lifted.  “We have to report it.  It’s the only chance I have of finding the thing that did this 
to him.” 
 
Mattie stared into Adele’s golden face.  The ever sensible Adele never failed anybody her entire life.  It 
appeared that even in death she would not fail Henry his chance at justice. 
 
“You need to see the nurses.” Dark liquid oozed between Adele’s fingers where she had them pressed 
against her elbow.  “I’ll go to the Deputy.  Can you meet me there after getting patched up?” 
 
Adele nodded and began to weave her way south west up The Lane to the hospital. 
 
Mattie went the opposite direction.  The Lane snaked through tall hemlocks and thick underbrush of 
wild ginger and ferns.  The darkness pressed in on either side of Mattie, making her feel small, 
creating an awareness of complete solitude.  It occurred to Mattie that splitting up had been a bad 
idea.  The Deputy’s office was a short half mile from the boarding house during the day, but tonight it 
seemed twice that distance.  

 
The damp reached out of the trees kissing her arms and neck.  She pulled her dressing coat tighter 
against her, hoping that the hem would miss the muddied parts of the road.  It wouldn't do to send her 
clothes to the laundress in a state.  Ruby, the laundress, would charge more and then accuse Mattie 
of making her work harder than it should be.  

 
Inane thoughts did not keep her distracted.  The murderer was still at large, and according to Adele, it 
was a monster.  Mattie didn't believe in monsters, but Adele did not make up stories.  In her distress 
perhaps she imagined something.   Henry's mutilated body came back to rebuke her.  They had 
strewn his intestines out into the dirt. His legs had been chopped, and his arms severed in three 
places.  He had been decapitated, and if all that were not enough, his heart was thrown into the dirt as 
well.  Adele was right, monster had to have done it.    Mattie tried to shrug off the feeling of dread that 
followed her to the Deputy’s office. 
 
Deputy Adams was rumored to never sleep.   
 
Mattie gave the rumor more credence when she opened the heavy wooden door and found him 
perched on a metal bench, cleaning a rifle.  It was no ordinary rifle.  Tubes and glass cylinders lined 
the sides. Bullets were not lodged in the chamber, but a gelatinous mixture swirled blue and clear in 
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the glass cylinders.   

 
It was rare when the Deputy had to use his rifle, but when he did it never failed to amaze.   
The neon blue jelly sprayed out like buckshot at the target.  Mattie had seen it in action once on her 
way home from the Port offices.  Deputy Adams had been called out to a domestic dispute.  Mr. and 
Mrs. Levine had a tumultuous relationship, but this time Mr. Levine was unusually violent, not only to 
his wife but to his interfering neighbors.  When Levine saw the Deputy he charged him.  Deputy 
Adams released his rifle from the thick holster on his back, quickly and assuredly put the butt of the 
rifle to his shoulder and pulled the trigger.  The neon blue jelly acted like glue.  Mattie always thought 
of it as mobile quicksand.  The more the target struggled, the harder it was to move. The only way to 
remove it was to use a pool of chemicals kept at the jail.     
 
Mattie became uncomfortably aware that she had been staring at Adams for longer than was 
appropriate. She cleared her throat.  His uncanny amber eyes bored into her as she recounted what 
happened in Side Lane.  His expression was less than comforting when she finished speaking.   
 
His dark raspy voice hissed, “Daft girl, you let her go on her own?”  
 
He grunted moving quickly.  Mattie could hear his aging joints cracking. Mattie winced.  He should take 
better care of himself she thought.  Or get a wife.  A wife would make sure he kept himself in better 
repair.  He stomped to the door, yanked it open and waved Mattie through first. 
 
“Stupid girl,” he muttered.  Mattie wasn't sure if he intended for her to hear him or not.  Either way, 
Mattie didn't talk back.  She was a stupid girl for letting Adele go off alone. 
He set a grueling pace back down the lane towards the Hospital to retrieve Adele. 
   
Mattie could not stand the strained silence any longer.  She cast around for something to break it.   
 
“Do you know why the nurses do not come out and socialize with us?” 
 
“You’re forgettin’ that the hospital is also a school for nursing.  Them girls are well too busy to come 
out of their snug dormitory to sit in drafty wooden halls with the rest of us.” 
 
Mattie nodded her head, “I guess you’re right.” 
 
“Of course I'm right.  You should be less concerned with them and pay attention to you.” He 
straightened his slightly drooping posture. “What are ya doin’ running around at night alone?” 
 
“You know I don’t run around, I was…”  Her sentence trailed off.  A dark shape seemed to swell out of 
the earth before their eyes.  The fog shifted revealing the glow of eyes.   
 
The Deputy pulled the rifle tight into his shoulder.   
 
“Show yourself!” he called, his raspy voice turned strong, echoing through the damp. 
 
A soft hiss and patter of someone creeping away was all that could be heard as the eyes disappeared.  
The dark shape remained hunched on the ground as Deputy Williams edged closer with Mattie 
following close behind.  He stuck his left arm out, warning Mattie to stay back. 
 
The glow of the deputy’s rifle was all she could see as he disappeared into the dark, but his voice, soft 
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yet audible cut through the fog. 
 
“It’s Adele, and no healer can help her now.” 
 
Mattie’s eyes closed on a wave of despair.    
 
Before dawn broke, the news of Henry and Adele’s murder had made each door of Port Animatae.  
Their deaths followed that of Art Vidal.  Art had been the quietest of the blacksmiths on Blacksmith 
Row.  His death was a shock to all.  He had no wife to mourn him, which Mattie found to be almost as 
sad as his death. 
 
The fog rolled in thick and heavy.  The winter air was chill, but Mattie did not feel it.  The New Year 
would be upon them in less than a week, but in her corner of the world the chance of snow was slim.  
It was damp chill air that met the turn of the calendar. She trudged up Hill Road to the Port’s offices.  
She worked as one of several typists for Port Animatae.  It was a good job.  She did not have to worry 
about injuries from hard labor like many others did. 
 
It was a port town where everybody worked in some form or fashion constructing airships.  She 
thought about William, her soon to be husband. 
 
William's smiling face always seemed a few shades brighter to her than anyone else.  His hammer 
rang the longest and loudest out of all the blacksmiths on Blacksmith Row.   
 
William had worked alongside Art and Henry.  Mattie's feet stopped.  Why was it she was just 
considering this now?  Both victims had been blacksmiths.  She felt her insides quicken with fear as 
did her tread.   
 
She double checked her time piece.  It was no larger than the tip of her thumb, and it was pinned quite 
smartly to her lapel.  It would not do to be late.  Even with all the horror and tragedy of the night 
before, time should be kept.  She snapped her tiny time piece shut.   
 
She continued on up Hill Road.  It was aptly named.  She walked uphill the entire way to the office, 
then down on her way home.  As she strode on, she was unaware of the eyes peering out from the 
foliage.  
 

* * * 
The mid-day whistle pierced the air.  Mattie, unlike some, received a mid-day break.  In the port office, 
they had a saying that well-oiled hinges worked better than rusty buckets.  Mattie always chuckled at 
that.  She knew some rusty buckets, and they indeed did not work as well as others. 
 
She quickly crossed the distance between the office and dry dock.  Blacksmith Row was just off the 
dry dock and Mile Long Pier.  
 
Both sea and air vessels were known to dock at Port Animatae's famously long pier.  Each ship was 
crafted by the citizens of the Port.  Mattie had to admit that she took pride in the craftsmanship of her 
fellow citizens. 
 
Large iron arms rose high into the smoke-filled sky.  Their joints were as large as houses. Their claw-
like hands were specifically engineered to grasp and move with life like dexterity.  This mechanization 
was dreamed of by scientists working hundreds of miles away.   
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The huge arms were discolored and rusted upon first glance, but they were strong.  Lifting and moving 
the shells of ships to the next dock to the next stage of building.  Dry docks butted against the wet 
docks.  Ships were in various stages of repair.  Sea vessels were having hulls scrapped, air vessels 
were having their zeppelins repaired and filled with hydrogen, which was an expensive and dangerous 
task.  Airships were popular, but their use was still kept to a minimum by most traders.  Pirates still 
ruled the skies.  The authorities could not keep up with the pirate mechanization that seemed to 
progress at twice the rate traditional science and mechanization moved.  
 
But this didn’t concern Port Animatae.  Until a few nights ago, their community was peaceful and 
happy.  When people came for work they stayed.  The only time people left is when they passed away.  
It was always a sad time, but still their community grew little by little.  
 
Mattie had no desire to visit faraway places that the ships could take her.  She was simply happy to 
know that she could be of service to people living across the world.  Helping to build airships that 
would one day protect or take those people abroad to see the things they desired gave her satisfaction 
in her work 
 
The office sat high on a cliff overlooking the docks, but a series of stairs and steps sensibly named the 
Ladder Line were built into the cliff face.  She made quick time to William’s stall.  She stood back 
unnoticed for several minutes, just watching him swing his hammer.  From this angle she could not 
see what he was creating, but that didn't matter. 
 
He turned to bury the hot iron in water and noticed his visitor. 
“Mattie!” His tone was less than inviting.  He quickly set aside his work.  Displeased steps brought him 
rapidly to her side. 
“What are you doing here?” 
Mattie's eyes widened. “To see you like usual.” 
William was already shaking his head. “No, not anymore.” He grabbed her upper arm and propelled 
her back the way she came.  “There is a murderer about, and I won't have your safety risked.” 
Mattie made a sputtering noise. “It is mid-day William!  Who would try to make off with anyone at this 
time?” 
“They didn't 'make off', they murdered Art and Henry.” 
And Adele, Mattie thought, but she didn’t dare say it out loud.  It was rare that William was upset, so 
she kept her mouth shut and let him continue his rant. 
“It doesn't matter that they met their fates in the middle of the night.  Don't be fool-hardy just because 
there are no shadows.  They are there just out of sight my love and don't you forget it.” 
 

* * * 
 
Later that evening Mattie found herself at the ladies tea room with several of her co-workers and 
boarding house companions.   
Whispers filled the room, all of them about the heinous crimes being committed in front of an empty 
grate.  No one had bothered to build a fire this night.  The murders were unlike anything the town had 
ever seen.  
Rose, a younger woman, wiped salty tears from her face. 
 
 “I feel so sorry for Art.”  She shook her head. “He was so quiet and very nice if you talked to him.” 
 
Mattie felt her eyes widen. “Rose, were you sweet on him?” 
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Rose slouched in her seat, the answer written in the soggy state of her handkerchief.   
Doris patted the younger girl’s hand.   
 
“Not meant to be girl, don't waste more tears over it.”  Doris was the oldest out of them all.   
 
She had been a widow all the years she'd lived in Port Animatae.  Secretly Mattie thought she would 
be a good match for the crusty town Sheriff, but she didn't have the courage to mention it to Doris.  
She was fierce. 
 
Mattie took a sip of preciously imported spiced chai. Mattie glanced at Kayla.  They were of an age but 
had never been close.  She shared a pot of Earl Gray with Doris but had sat quietly all evening, barely 
touching her cup. 
 
“What's weighing on your mind Kayla?” Mattie asked softly. 
 
“They'll be back,” she said in grim tones.  “Not for one or two of us, but for our whole village.” 
Rose and Doris gasped. 
 
Mattie picked up her cup and took a sip of the warm brew.  She glanced across the room.  A dozen 
other women sat at tables like theirs on wide-bottomed chairs speaking softly amongst themselves.  
The patroness sat on a high stool behind the counter polishing spoons. 
 
That was when they heard the first explosion.  It rattled the glass panes of the windows. 
Mattie's gaze swung back to Kayla in time to see her faint dead away.  As Kayla hit the floor, the 
second explosion echoed louder than the last. 
 
Plaster crumbled, dusting their faces and tea cups with white powder. 
 
Mattie set her tea down, stood and made straight for the door.   
 
“Mattie where are you going?” shouted Doris as she knelt down beside Kayla to make sure she was 
okay. 
 
“If our town is being attacked I'm darn well not going to sit here and watch it burn to cinder,”  Mattie 
said staunchly, daring the older woman challenge her decision. 
 
Doris was taken aback for a moment, then stood.  “Quite right.” 
 
Women began filing out of the tea shop. 
 
Explosions echoed in Port Animatae.  Fog met the clouds making it impossible to see what was 
happening.  An orange glow blossomed behind low lying clouds and thick fog.   
 
Beyond the town’s confines, the acrid stench of smoke sent deer running deeper into the forest as 
birds rose from their nightly nests, fleeing the encroaching inferno along the docks.  
 
Alarm bells tolled through the Port town, rousing citizens from their homes.  Women and men alike 
quickly made their way closer to the cliffs overlooking the docks.  It was then Mattie saw artillery shells 
hurtling down to Mile Long Pier.   
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The smoke rose thick and dark into the sky stinging Mattie’s eyes. Tears ran hot and golden down her 
face as the fire reflected off of her.  
 
“If we go down there, we'll be killed,” Rose said weakly.   
 
“For now all we can do is watch,” said a new voice. 
 
Mattie spun on her heels. “William!” 
 
William shook his head. “You never listen to me.”  Despite his hard tone, he pulled her into his 
embrace.  “You should be in your room safe from all this.” 
 
Mattie shook her head against his strong shoulder.  He turned her to face the inferno but kept his arms 
tight around her.  Together they watched the foundation that their town was built on burn.  
 
The shells continued to fall from airships hidden in the clouds.  Mattie felt William shake his head.   
“There has to be more than one ship up there.”  Mattie looked up but was only able to make out his 
chin. “No vessel can carry that many shells by itself.” 
 
Doris shuddered. “I don’t understand who would want to do this.” 
“It must be the pirates,” Mattie said. 
“Yes but why?” Doris pressed. 
 
No one had an answering reply.  They continued to watch and wait. 
 
When the shells stopped falling, some of the townsfolk were finally able to pull out fire hoses and work 
at beating back the flames.  Kayla had also made her way to them, having recovered herself. 
 
“I want you to go home now,” William murmured in Mattie’s ear. 
 
“I came out to help.” She argued. 
 
William shook his head. “Help tomorrow when you are less likely to be singed.” 
 
Mattie knew that William was right.  The sleepier she got, the clumsier she was.  She would surely 
manage to melt something on her person if she stayed and tried to help this night. 
 
She and Kayla walked back to the boarding house together.  Rose had opted to stay with Doris and 
help with the initial clean up.   
 

* * * 
 
 
The next morning dawned dark.  Ash hung in the air obscuring what little amount of sun they received 
in the winter months. 
 
She and Kayla left the boarding house and made their way down to where the port used to be.   
 
The long iron arms of their crane were partially submerged in the bay, but from her vantage Mattie 
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guessed they could be repaired.  But how long those repairs might take made Mattie wince. 
 
They went down to what was left of Blacksmith Row.  William was already at the ruins of his stall. 
“What can I do?”  Mattie asked after handing him a basket with a thermos of coffee and cup tucked 
inside. 
 
He sighed, sat on the low stone wall of what used to be part of his forge and opened up the basket. 
 
“You can start by picking up the stray bricks and putting them into a pile next to this wall.  If you see 
anything left of my tools, pile them up too.  I don’t care where.” 
 
He opened the cap of the thermos and poured the fragrant brew into the large mug.  He downed 
almost half of it in one swallow.   
 
“Oh Mattie I love you.  This is making me feel better already.”  He poured more coffee e into the mug 
before standing.  “Let’s work together moving the brick.  Let me find another pair of-“  His words were 
cut off as a shudder racked the ground beneath their feet. 
 
Mattie’s eyes went wide. “What was that?” 
 
William swilled the rest of his coffee before moving back into what was left of the Row.  Mattie followed 
trying to peer through the gloom of the day. 
 
An explosion was heard before the next shudder was felt.   
 
“Again?”  Mattie gasped. 
 
“Go.”  William went into his forge and picked up his hammer.  “Now.” 
 
Mattie took several steps backwards, but stopped when he turned heading towards the explosions. 
 
She looked around feverishly for something, anything that could act as a weapon.  Violent thoughts 
had never occurred to her before, but she did not have time to be shocked at herself.  William was the 
man she loved and these were the people she cared about.  If she didn’t do something to protect 
them, who would? 
 
She grabbed a long piece of pipe and followed after William. 
 
She did not make it three yards before a rope ladder fell out of the fog in front of her face.  Before she 
could turn, a soft fleshy body appeared.   
 
The screaming started then.  It turned its beady eyes on her as it jumped the remaining three feet to 
the dock.  It barely came up to her chin, but she saw a rifle was attached to its back.  Soft white flesh 
showed beneath a leather cap.  A long pointed pink tongue came out of the hole in its head, just as a 
lizard would, testing the air around it. 
 
Mattie didn’t know what she was looking at.  The body was encased in clothes, but the bare arms that 
stuck out were blindingly white and looked impossibly frail.  It was totally insectoid except the eyes.   
 
The initial shock of seeing the alien bug passed quickly enough as it began to move towards her.  
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Murderous intent burned hot in its beady eyes.  Mattie felt the weight of the pipe clenched in her hand.  
Her fingers contracted as her arm rose swift and sure coming down with a sickening crack. 
 
The bug collapsed in a crimson pile.   
“It bleeds red.”  Mattie stood shocked.  All thoughts were quelled as another figure dropped down the 
rope.  
 
She swung her pipe aiming for its back but missed.  The pipe hit them in the vicinity of what should be 
knees.  The crack of bones echoed in her ears for a moment before the wails of the falling injured bug 
grew to a crescendo.  Mattie backed up and became aware of her surroundings.  Rope ladders 
seemed to be dropping every few yards.  They hung suspended from nothing but fog.  Mattie ran, fear 
speeding her flight. 
 
She wanted to find William.  She wasn’t confident enough to fight these disgusting bugs by herself.  
But her confidence was not part of the bug’s plans.  Before she could run past another ladder a coffee 
colored bug dropped.  Mattie gasped, swinging her pipe, but the bug sidestepped her blow.  Mattie felt 
herself overbalance.  If she fell she would die, she had no doubt.   
 
She caught herself and spun again, countering his movements.  The pipe made contact with its ripe 
melon of a head, and its insides burst into the dense fog. 
 
Mattie felt sick.  She continued down the pier and began to notice giant holes, where the pier had 
been blown away by artillery shells the night before.  If she were not careful, she would step into thin 
air.   
 
“William!”  Her voice sounded weak.  The fog muffled noises that normally would have echoed along 
the dock. “William!” she yelled louder, but all she heard in response was a pistol’s report.  She cringed.  
Distant shouting could be heard.   
 
She tried to think about what knew so far about the creatures that she and her town were fighting.  
The bug’s soft fleshy faces were easily crushed by fists let alone the pipe in her hands.  They stood 
head and shoulders shorter, and they were grotesquely shaped.  Where had they come from and what 
did they want? 
 
A monster, bigger than the others, appeared out of the fog.  A snarl split its thick lips as it came 
towards her.  But none of that held her attention. 
 
His right eye was brown, the left green.  A jagged scar cut through the right side of his fleshy mouth.  
Hair jutted out from a leather cap, a startlingly familiar color.  Mattie felt a sharp pain in her head as its 
face grew more and more familiar by the second.  He growled at her, and Mattie suddenly 
undoubtedly recognized him. 
 
“Seamus.” The name felt so right on her tongue, but how could that be?  She tried to stop thinking too 
much. “Seamus, it’s me Mattie!” 
 
His eyes widened.  “The hell you are.” He hissed. 
 
The pain in her head deepened. “You’re Seamus.  Seamus.” Her eyes began to throb. “Seamus, it is 
you.”  The litany didn’t stop, the words kept spilling out of her mouth even as she saw her death blow 
coming. 



10 Copyright 2011 Elaine Turner 

 

 
William had heard Mattie call him, desperation in her voice.  He was making his way to her when he 
saw her collapse.  His speed was at odds with his large frame as he rushed to her. 
 
“Get away from her!” he bellowed.  He raised his hammer to crush the bug hovering in front of the 
woman he loved. 
 
“Mattie!” William yelled.  The bug jerked bringing its twisted face up.  Its eyes looked strangely like 
Mattie’s, one green, one brown. 
 
“Its name is Mattie?”  The bug sounded like it was choking, “Earlier it said its name was Mattie.” 
 
“Yes, and she’s my fiancée.  Why does a bug like you want to know?” 
 
The bugs small eyes narrowed. “She knows my name.” 
 
William froze, looking closely at the soft white polyp before him.  Its head barely reached Williams 
chest. Its arms were spindly and his legs looked like toothpicks unable to support its weight.  William 
pulled back with disgust.   
 
“Why would she know a bug’s name?” 
 
The bug drew back the skin around its mouth showing teeth.  “That’s what I want to know.” 
 
“Hold still,” William growled.  Surprisingly the bug complied, and William was able to quickly restrain 
Seamus. 
 
He carefully lifted Mattie into his arms and jerked the chord that tied Seamus to him.  Despite his 
burdens, he swiftly made his way through the carnage to the hospital on the hill. 
 
The hospital was the largest building in the community.  It was the only one made of brick and mortar.  
It was built into the side of the hill closest to the ocean, just on the other side of the dock offices.  The 
front was barren except for two white doors.  William crashed through both of them.  Nurses 
surrounded him before he was three feet inside the expanse of white stone walls and echoing floors.    
 
“She collapsed outside.” he growled. 
 
The largest nurse stepped forward. “I'll take her.” 
William shook his head.  He wasn't willing to leave her with anyone.  “I'll take her to the doctor myself.” 
 
“I'm sorry, but that isn't allowed.” another nurse said. 
 
“Isn't allowed?” William felt an alien anger swell inside him. “I'll show you what is and isn't allowed.” 
 
He barreled through the growing bevy of nurses to the thick double doors that were directly in front of 
them.  He crossed the wide expanse quickly, feeling the tug of the rope as Seamus fell behind.   
“Hurry up bug!” he yelled. 
 
He felt the rope slacken in his grip.  He glanced over his shoulder.  The nurses were finally noticing the 
bug.  Their expressions varied between horror, fear, and disgust. It was enough that they were not in 
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hot pursuit.  The large nurse’s glare caught him. 
 
“No one sees the doctor.” she hissed, “No one! Not even us.” 
 
Williams’s eyes narrowed into a frown.  What sort of hospital didn't allow its nurses to see the head 
doctor?  “He will see me.” 
 
He crossed the last few meters with a ringing stride, shouldering through the heavy metal doors.  He 
paused looking down, making sure he hadn't jostled Mattie overly much.  She was sturdy, but she was 
precious to him.  
 
He looked up and into the new room.  It was lit by electric bulbs hanging at intervals around the 
circular room.  A single gurney lay empty in the center of the room.   
“Bug, shut the doors.”  He paused, a disparaging look on his face, “If you can manage it.” 
 
He heard a grunt and felt the rope tug as Seamus shut the doors behind them. 
 
They slowly made their way to the center of the large chamber.  He lay Mattie down on the gurney.  
His hand traced gently down the side of her face. “You will be fixed.”  Williams’s eyes closed for a 
telling moment. 
 
A screeching began.  William and Seamus looked around wildly. 
 
“Where's it coming from?” William shouted over the noise. 
 
“I don't know,” Seamus grabbed the gurney for balance. “Dear God. It’s the floor.”   
 
William looked down.  The bug didn't lie, the floor was sinking. 
 
“We don’t know what’s down there,” His eyes were almost wild as he looked at William.  “Cut my 
bonds so I can fight if need be.” 
 
“Let you free so you can harm me or Mattie?” William scoffed. “I don’t think so.” 
 
Seamus shook his head. “You’ve taken my weapons, and I have just as much interest in finding out 
what’s going on.” 
 
William was unsure why, but he trusted the bug on the other side of the gurney.  He released the rope 
that tied them together. 
 
“If you move to harm us, I’ll kill you.” 
 
Seamus nodded. 
 
The gurney and immediate area continued its decent down.  
They moved painfully slow downward, and William had too much time to study the gurney.  Straps and 
restraints were lashed under the edge.  
 
He stood straight and looked around them.  What was this place? 
The platform began to clear the wall and open into an antechamber.  At first it was just a fissure of 
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light, then it began to widen.   
 
The platform stopped in an enormous room.  The yellow haze of a hundred electric bulbs brightened 
the subterranean chamber. Their light reflected off gurneys and the patients in them. 
 
Rows and rows of gurneys lined one side of the chamber.  Each gurney was filled.  William felt his 
head shake in disbelief.   
 
“Is this a morgue?”  He whispered to no one in particular. 
 
“Well this is unexpected.”  The tenor swelled out of the yellow light. 
 
William turned and froze.  A bug in a white laboratory coat stared back at him.  Black hair grew out 
from under an appendage on his face.  The black bristles sprouted out in two lines on either side of 
the hole in his face.   
 
William drew back in disgust. 
 
“How did you get down here?  Where is the doctor?”  William demanded. 
 
The bug stared back unblinking and unsmiling.  “The nurses weren't supposed to let anyone other 
than the patient in.” 
 
Williams eyes widened in shock.  “No.” 
 
“Yes,” the bug paused, “William is it?” 
 
“How do you know that?” 
 
“How is dear Mattie?  Not so good it would seem.”  The bug moved close reaching a white pale 
tentacle to her head. William moved quickly, brushing it away. 
 
“Don't touch her.” 
 
“I'm the doctor William, whether you like it or not.  I'm afraid I'll have to touch her to heal her.” 
 
“Never.” 
 
The bug’s eye twitched.  “Doubtful.”  He looked to Seamus.  “I don't have to ask what happened.”  His 
beady eyes sized up the larger bug. “You must be her long lost brother.” 
 
Seamus drew back.   
 
“It's the eyes you know, unmistakable.  Such an interesting genetic distinction.”  He smiled grimly. 
“Brother and sister sharing one brown, and one green eye.”  His eyes narrowed, then widened, 
carefully watching the expression of the younger bug. 
 
“That,” Seamus pointed at Mattie on the gurney, “thing, is not my sister.  My sister died years ago,” 
Seamus rasped. 
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The doctor nodded. “Yes, in a manner of speaking yes she did, but not really.” 
 
“Make sense man,” Seamus hissed. 
 
The doctor looked over William and Seamus.  “First let’s get Mattie the attention she needs.” 
 
“You don't touch her until we know what's going on here,” William growled. 
 
“You let me take care of this little lady or she dies,” the doctor said with a menace that William felt to 
his core. 
 
William grew unnaturally still.  His instinct was to kill the pale slug in front of him, but he looked down 
into the inanimate face of the girl he loved.  He growled, trying to dislodge the lump of emotion 
growing tight in his throat, “Fine.” 
 
“Follow me.” 
 
He led them through the maze of beds.  Some of which had the pale worm-like creatures resting in 
them.  Their lips were blue, their eyes sunken.   
 
They passed aisle after aisle of gurneys filled with bugs.  They seemed to come to the end as they 
passed through a high doorway.  William stood head and shoulder taller than Seamus, and there was 
at least six feet of clearance over William. 
 
It opened into a chamber filled with blinding white light.  William could barely see through squinted 
eyes.  Seamus fell back against the wall, his hands clasped tightly over his eyes. 
The doctor turned revealing darkly tinted goggles.   
 
“Set her on the slab.”  
 
William cringed to set Mattie down, on anything called the ‘slab’.  He moved further into the 
overwhelmingly bright light.  A dark obsidian slab rose out from the center of the florescence.  He 
gently let her down cradling her head in his large hand. 
 
“Thank you William I suggest you look away from the light now.” 
 
William strode quickly toward the doctor.  “Give me another pair of goggles like yours.  I want to watch 
everything you do to her.” 
 
The doctor sized up William. “Hmmm, yes I suppose so.”  He opened a drawer in the large desk 
beside him.  He handed William the eye protection.  “I still suggest not looking directly into the light. I 
don’t know what side affects you may sustain.” 
William looked into the beady little eyes of the bug and could not tell if he was lying or not.  For all he 
knew he was about to kill Mattie. 
 
His fists clenched but forced himself to take the black goggles from the worms pale flesh. 
 
“Do you have a name?” William asked begrudgingly. 
 
“Dr. Mixon.”  Mixon turned back to his instruments. “Seamus, your little sister died of tuberculosis in 
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the early wet Irish spring seven years ago.”  The doctor moved around the desk. 
 
A scuffling sounded by the doorway as the worms shoes slipped on the floor. “What the hell do you 
know?” Seamus’s voiced seemed to trip. 
 
“I know that she was all of seventeen when she died.  Previous to her death, she lived with her brother 
and mother.  Your father left the family to make his fortune so his family didn’t have to dig spuds out of 
the dirt for the landlord.  With the famine, she succumbed to tuberculosis.” 
 
Seamus crouched, his tendons stood on end. “What’s going on?” he hissed. 
 
“A fun little experiment,” the doctor said distracted. 
 
A large assembly of tubing, wires and dials stood on the other side.  Pressure gages stood out at odd 
angles, dark and sinister in the bright room.  The tubes twisted and twined against themselves, 
wrapping up and up, crawling towards a ceiling lost in the bright light.   
 
“Have you heard of reanimation?”  he asked, his voice muffled. 
 
Seamus sucked in a breath.   
The doctor grinned and continued. “Your sister was a glorious success, as is William, but you Seamus 
had to come ruin the fragility of the reanimated mind.  We were able to remove the brain from the 
cadaver and place it a unique incubator.  As you see Mattie and William are made out of a special 
blend of semi conductive metals.  It helps keep the brain ticking in a manner of speaking.” 
 
Seamus felt sick. “You’re saying you take human brains and put them into a metal box and fry them.” 
 
The doctor frowned. “That is a gross misunderstanding.” 
 
Seamus stood. “You, what do you do to them?” 
“I take away all the painful memories and replace them with soft memories about Port Animatae.” 
 
 
Seamus looked at William.  William was large standing at eight feet tall he was practically a walking 
tank, all metal and inhuman strength.  Yet he had yelled that he loved Mattie as Seamus had tried to 
kill her. “Do they love?” 
 
“Why would they not?” the doctor asked sharply.  “They are still human.” 
 
Seamus fell to his knees.  “My sister.”  His face went taut with repressed emotion. “Who is behind this 
experiment?” Seamus hissed. 
 
“Who owns this port?” 
 
“EIT.” Seamus squeezed his eyes shut.  Sick bastards. 
 
William could follow their conversation only so far.  “You’re saying I used to be like you?” 
 
The Doctor smiled. “Yes William, but we are not nearly as magnificent as you and Mattie. “ 
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William squinted as best he could to the space above Mattie.  “You can fix her through reanimation?” 
 
“I hope so William.  Mattie is special to me, not in the way you hold her dear, but she was a great 
success of mine.” 
  
A coiled shadow lay in the depths of the blinding light. William suddenly felt dizzy.  What was about to 
happen? He didn’t have long to wait to find out. 
 
The doctor began to flip switches and pull levers.  A quiet hum turned into a deeper and deeper 
resonance.  It didn’t pierce the ears, but William could feel its resonance traveling up his body. It made 
him feel sick. 
 
The thrumming intensified.  William took his eyes off the doctor to check on the human crouched by 
the doorway.  His hands still covered his eyes, but there was a tiny slit between two fingers as he 
looked at the slab. 
 
“I used to be like him?” William whispered to himself.  He couldn’t think.  His mind hurt when he tried 
to imagine it, so he pushed past those thoughts.  He could only think about Mattie getting better.  
That’s all that mattered.   
 
The coiled shadow revealed itself, spirals of rounded metal extended across the ceiling over the 
platform.  It looked like an upside down mushroom.   
 
The metal began to glow orange, then green.  William saw the doctor press a lever attached to the 
floor, and the floor split directly in front of William and Seamus.  They backed into the wall.  A tall mesh 
wire began to rise out of the floor.  
 
“Stand back gentlemen, this is your only protection from what is about to begin,” yelled the Doctor over 
the loud hum. 
 
Several feet above them, another metal frame was extending from inside the wall.  The two frames 
met and caught in a perfect L-shape creating a protective cage around them and doctor.   
 
“Gentlemen, do not touch the cage, and do not look directly into the light.”  The Doctor turned his 
darkened goggles in the direction of Seamus. “My dear Seamus, you might want to turn around and 
cover your eyes.” 
 
Seamus turned.  The coils began to spark, the bright light grew even brighter, and then suddenly 
jagged green bolts of lightning arched towards the fencing and Mattie.  William jerked wanting to go to 
her but remembered the Doctors warning.  He watched as the green arching electricity crawled over 
her body. 
 
Several seconds went by, William stood still, unable to move.  He squinted against the bright lights 
and watched in horrified awe.  The lights shot off the mesh wire in front of him, he found himself 
pressing tightly against the wall.  He looked over at Seamus, who was crouched low, having turned 
away from the wall slightly.  His face was turned to Mattie, his mouth slightly open. 
 
William turned his attention back to the slab.  He watched and felt his jaw drop.  Her fingers were 
twitching and feet were twitching, and suddenly her eyes opened.  The beautiful eyes that he fell in 
love with were open, but he found himself filled with fear. 
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The Doctor turned into a small whirlwind in a lab coat.  He threw levers, punched at dials.  The green 
light retreated, the loud hum died.  And before William could blink, the cages were coming down.  
Before the last of the cage sunk into the floor, the Doctor leapt over the barrier to the slab.  He took a 
small rectangular case out of an interior pocket on his lab coat.  He flicked it open to reveal a dozen 
needles and two vials.   
 
He removed a six inch needle and connected it into the end of one vial.  He moved quickly, pressing 
the needle into a crease on the side of Mattie’s head.  As soon as the vial was emptied, he pressed a 
three inch needle into the remaining vial.  He moved to her left side and stuck the needle in right 
above her ear. 
 
“What are you doing?” 
 
“These are antidotes that will moderate her memory and behavior to fit into the lifestyle we have 
created for our reanimated cyborgs.” 
 
“Cyborg?”  Seamus was now standing walking closer to the slab.  
 
“Cyborg, a term applied to a being with both biological and artificial parts.  Cyborgs are a way of the 
future.  We’ve enhanced the human being with super strength and modified their lungs and particular 
organs against decay.” 
 
“Particular organs?”  Seamus was dumbfounded. 
 
“Your sister still has her voice, but her lungs have been genetically fortified against decay in her new 
body.  They also have a simple digestive system.  Every working man and woman likes their pint and 
pot of tea, but with these cyborgs they do not rely on a diet like we do.  Most importantly with cyborgs 
like William and Mattie, we have successfully damped humanities innate nature of violence and 
corruption.” 
 
The doctor put away the empty vials and needles. 
“I have been able to reform humans to be able to love without the desire that drives us to harm one 
another in jealousy.” 
 
“If you removed their violent tendencies, why did they fight?” 
“I’ve only been able to dampen some traits.  The cyborgs still marry because they love.  They will still 
fight when they are being overwhelmingly threatened.” 
Seamus shook his head. 
William came up to stand close to Mattie. 
“She will be okay?” 
“Yes, she needs to sleep.”  The Doctor placed a hand on William. “I will need to strike your memory of 
this.” 
“No Doctor, no.  One of us needs to remember.” 
“It may become too much for you, and you’ll end up back in here like her.” 
William shook his head.  “If that day comes so be it, but knowing this allows me to protect her better.” 
 
Seamus stood back and looked at William.  ”How can you live knowing that you are someone’s 
creation?” 
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William shook his large metal head. “I am me.  I have a life here, I work, I have friends, I have a 
fiancée that I’ll marry in the spring, what else could any man or cyborg ask for?”  William shook his 
head, “I’m more happy than the humans I saw coming off the ships.  If being human, living in the 
human world means more violence and death I’ll have nothing of it.” 
 
Seamus growled.  “This isn’t right, this is bringing the dead back to life.” 
The Doctor looked at Seamus sharply.   
“Who’s to say that giving longer life to someone is wrong?” 
“This isn’t about doing good and extending life.  This is about EIT wanting automatons to build their 
ships.” 
 
The Doctor extended his arms to encompass William and the slumbering Mattie. “These two are more 
than any simple automaton.” 
 
“How long can this continue?” 
“There are others, Seamus, there are others.” 
 
William stood back.  “So I died and was brought back.  I used to look like you two.” 
“Yes William.”  The Doctor moved closer to him. “I envy you in many ways.” 
William nodded. “I like who I am.”  He looked down to the small humans. 
“You called me a Cyborg.”  He stopped and looked at Mattie, resting peacefully. “You said there are 
more of us.” 
“Yes.” 
Williams’s eyes turned worried. “Will she remember me?” 
“I’ve only erased the last few hours.  She won’t remember Seamus’s face, but she will remember you.” 
 
“Should we leave this place for another Cyborg village where we can be sure these memories will not 
come back?” 
 
Seamus could not help but look at William, Cyborg or whatever he was, the care he had for Mattie was 
unmistakable. 
 
He no longer knew what was right or wrong.  If he killed the doctor so he couldn’t continue with his 
experiments, he wouldn’t be able to repair or reanimate the village.   
 
Although, there was no guarantee that the Doctor would let him leave alive.   
“Is she okay to move?” William’s voice boomed through the chamber.  
 
“Yes, but be careful with her.”  The Doctor looked at Seamus. “You’ll need to stay here.” 
“No.” William moved to retrieve Mattie. “He comes with me.  I can’t be the only one to know, he must 
know too.  If anything happens to us, he will know why.”  William hoped that was the case. 
 
The Doctor raised a brow.  “I would never hurt you two.  You are like children to me.” 
William looked coldly at the doctor. “Then you won’t want to hurt your child’s friend.” 
William strode to the chamber door. “Thank you doctor,” he called over his shoulder.  
The three left the hospital.  Smoke greeted them, but the airships were gone.  The battle seemed over. 
 
“Why did you attack us?”  William asked suddenly. 
Seamus didn’t reply immediately.  He looked at the prone body of Mattie cradled in Williams arms.  
“There are several reasons.” 
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“Tell me.” William looked down at the auburn haired man daring him to refuse. 
 
“This bay is owned by E.I.T.  They are not friends of the pirates, so we came to destroy the bay.  After 
we saw what looked like monsters we decided to broaden our scope,” he said gruffly.  
 
“You mean to kill us and burn the bay.” 
 
Seamus nodded.  William asked one more question, “Will you find out where the other Cyborgs are 
and let me know?” 
Seamus drew back. “Why?” 
“I want to know where more of my kind live.” 
“What will you do if you find out?” 
“I don’t know.”  William looked at Seamus. “What will you do now?” 
“Find the villages and the doctors that are doing this.” 
“Will you kill the doctors?” 
Seamus shook his head. “I don’t know if this is right or wrong.”  He gritted his teeth. “You are being 
reanimated without consent.  Doesn’t that bother you?” 
William shrugged his massive shoulders. 
“It doesn’t matter now, but for the future generation of Cyborgs…” he trailed off and looked to the 
smoky sky. “It might be nice to have a choice.” 
 
Seamus nodded. “Then I will make that happen.” 
William didn’t scoff.  Instead he looked at the man with eyes that matched the girl he loved and 
nodded.   


