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Hal | oneen Ants

© 1999 by Jerry J. Davis

Brad Anderson awoke suddenly, sitting straight up in bed and
staring forward into the dark with wide, horrified eyes. He'd
dreaned that he'd killed and eaten his wife. Throw ng the sheet
of f, he stunbled out of bed and into the bathroom turning on the
I'ight and | ooking at his pale, shaken face. What is wong with me?
he wondered. He stared into his own eyes through the mrror,
searching for some sort of answer. Instead of seeing hinmself he
was reliving the horrible dream seeing the shock and dumb terror
on his wife's face as he plunged the knife in, cutting her flesh
li ke he would a deer or some poor farmanimal, feeling a dark
hunger as he bit into it like a rabid carnivore. She screamed and
screanmed as he ate, dying a little bit at a time. The sound of her
screamng still seened to ring in his ears.

Hi s heart was hamrering in his chest, and there was sweat
beaded up all over his forehead. For God's sake, he thought, what
is the neaning of this dreanf? Brad splashed water in his face,
dried with a towel, and paused to give hinmself a once-over in the
mrror — short blond hair, trimnustache, sloping shoul ders, baggy
eyes — then wal ked back into the bedroom turning on the Iight and
| ooki ng at the bed. The bed was enpty, his wife gone. He stared at
it, trying to sort out his thoughts. It nmust be anger. He did fee
anger, a lot of it — that and shock. Shock that it happened. Shock
at the nerve of Dale MKinney, who |ured her away. Shock that
she'd fallen for such a phony, a sleaze.

Brad turned off the light and — against his will — he wal ked
across the roomto the north wi ndow and pull ed the curtains aside.
Dale lived five houses down and on the other side of the street.
The wi ndows were dark. H s wife, presumably, inside. Sometines he
wi shed he had the nerve to borrow one of Randy's hunting rifles,
the kind with the big fat 'scope, and just pick the jackass off as
he wal ked by a window O - better yet — out at the golf course
whil e Dal e was giving | essons. Blam Right through the chest.

He coul d deal with his anger towards Dale. It was an easy
enotion to understand, especially considering the situation. But
the dream about his wife — it disturbed him It made hi m wonder
about his nental health.

Brad roll ed back onto bed but was not able to sleep. He
shifted fromhis right to left side and back, over and over every
few mi nutes. Finally he gave up, and went downstairs to the living
room and turned on the tel evision. A John Wayne novi e was on one
of the cable channels, and he sat and stared at the inages and
sounds, letting the television turn off his mnd and the ugly
t hought s wi t hin.

Later, with the sun shining through the wi ndows and across
hi s polished hardwood floor, Brad awoke to the di stant sound of
his al arm cl ock going off upstairs. The coffee was on automati c,
brewing away in the kitchen. The smell made himfeel better, and
he got up and wal ked stiff-1egged into the bathroomto take a pee.
He dimy remenbered the nightmare, but was able to shrug it off.
Things like that didn't matter much in the daylight.

Brad stepped through his weekend norning routine. Shower,
shave, dress, then retrieve the Saturday paper and scan the
headl i nes whil e he sipped his coffee. The house around hi mwas so
quiet. It was their dream house, one that Janice was thrilled
with, that nmade their relocation from Concord, California mnmuch
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| ess traumatic. Brad had been an outstanding supervisor and his
conpany needed a manager for their new huge shipping depot in
Arizona — this was their chance, with his doubled incone and
prestigious job, and this new big house that he and Jani ce were
supposed to fill with children. That didn't happen, and now she
was gone and it was only him the cat and the dust nptes that swam
in the shafts of norning sunlight. The cat didn't like him and
avoi ded himat all tinmes unless the food dish was enpty. He hadn't
even seen it for the past few days — for all he knew Janice had
cone and confiscated it.

Openi ng the paper, Brad found the headlines held bad news.
Two nore people were missing. This tine it was Bob and Dana
Miel l er. Like so many people in this small comunity, Brad had net
and was fam liar with these people. Bob was a big, beefy,
country-western type who worked down at the | ocal hardware store,
and Dana was a little redhead with a big attitude who worked with
sone conputer firmover in Phoenix. That brought the total to six
m ssing people in two weeks. The Di ckson police were appealing to
the state for help, and even thought the paper didn't say it, it
was obvious the authorities thought it was a serial killer

Brad put the paper down and finished his coffee. He was
hungry this norning, much nore than usual. H s stomach felt
hol l ow, empty, and it was maki ng noi ses. Nornmally Jani ce woul d be
preparing breakfast. A dark thought crossed him - she probably was
maki ng breakfast right at that very monent, five houses down the
street.

He stood, and picking the coffee cup up, he threwit. It
bounced of f the wall and the carpet but didn't break. There was no
satisfaction init. Still feeling dark and hateful, Brad exited
the house through the back door and out the back gate, wal ki ng out
onto the golf course path toward the cl ubhouse.

Al ong the way he cane across several balls of ants. He
ki cked at one, and they scattered. They were large, frightening
ants, all black and orange. The locals called them "Hall oween
ants." The town's claimto fame was that they' d been overrun by
them The ants were desert natives, and all the new unnatura
plants — the lawns, the trees, the hedges and fl owerbeds — were a
boon to them It was all food, nore than nature had intended, and
their popul ati on had expl oded. Being that Di ckson was an upscal e
bedroom comunity for Phoenix, some inportant people had been
angry at the ants for eating their grass and flowers. A conpany
cal l ed Nupoi nt Chenmical was invited out to test sonme of their
experinental pesticides on the hapless bugs, which pronpted them
to formin these large, disgusting balls. Brad had tried once to
step on one, but he only killed half of themand the other half
crawl ed onto his shoe and up his ankle. Like wasps or bees they
had stingers, and several of them got him before he could brush
themoff. His | eg was swollen for hours, and he never tried it
agai n.

He reached the clubhouse and wal ked into the small coffee
shop, and heard half the conversations come to a sudden halt. He
| ooked around at the faniliar faces and none woul d make eye
contact. It was because his wife, Janice, was sitting with Dale
McKi nney in a booth toward the back. Everyone there knew what was
goi ng on.

Jani ce, her long blond hair pinned back, was dressed in
shorts and a nice blouse. She had a sharp nose and | ong eyel ashes,
and a solid nuscular build. Even though she was aware her husband
was standi ng several feet away she pointedly ignored him Dale,
who was a tall, lanky man with a stylish three-day beard, had the
balls to smile and wave. Brad felt hinmself flush. H s face and
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neck burned. He wal ked quickly over to the table, and Dal e stood
up and faced him
"l have nothing to say to you,'

Brad said, and turned to his
wi fe.

"I"'mthe only person you get to talk to," Dale said,
stepping in front of Janice.

Brad | unged, sw nging, but the others around them quickly
grabbed the two and pulled themapart. The club manager hurried in
and took Brad by the arm |eading himtoward the door. "Wat are
you doi ng?" Brad denanded

"I'"m ki cking you out."

"You' re kicking ne out?"

"You have no business coming in here and causing trouble!"

"I'"mcausing trouble? It's your goddam golf pro sitting
there with ny wife."

"I don't think she's your wife anynore. You should go out
and find another one." The burley old guy pushed himout the door.
"You don't cone back until you're cal med down."

Brad cursed at himand then wal ked angrily away. He coul dn't
believe it — the club manager was on Dale's side! Like Dale had a
right to anyone's wife, anyone he chose. Brad felt they were al
against him all of them everyone who was sitting in the coffee
shop. He wi shed he had a nachi ne gun. He wi shed he could nentally
snap |like some disgruntled postal worker and step in there and now
them down. Then he'd cut themup into little pieces, fry themin a
big pan and eat them Just eat them Gobble them down |ike a good
steak, with eggs on the side.

As he wal ked down the path back toward his house, he heard a
group of kids signing in their backyard. It was to the tune of a
Chri stmas song, but the words were oddly changed:

Joy to the world, ny teacher is dead

| bar-be-cued her head

Wiere is the body?

I flushed it down the potty

Round and round it goes

Oh round and round it goes...

Oh round, and round, and round it goes...

The children's song disturbed him just |like his own
thoughts disturbed him He wasn't nerely angry with those people.
He wanted to eat them It was a genuine desire, not just a
fleeting thought. He wanted to butcher themlike cattle and chop
theminto steaks, especially Dale and Jani ce.

Jesus Christ, he thought. Where is this com ng fron? He
stepped over a ball of black and orange ants and passed his back
gate w thout stopping. Abruptly he changed directi on and headed
across the fairway, wal king over to Randy's shack. He needed to
tal k, and Randy was the closest thing he had to a friend out here.
In the back of his mind, a niggling little thought persisted:
Randy had a gun collection. Randy had |l et himborrow guns in the
past. Try as he might, Brad couldn’t get this thought to | eave him
al one.

Hal fway to Randy's shack, Brad stunbl ed upon the oddest
thing he'd ever seen. There were two snakes right in the mddle of
the fairway, both nottled brown and | ooking to be of the same
species, and they were eating each other. They had swal |l owed a
good portion of each other's tail. As he stood staring at it,
there was the sound of an autompbile horn, and Brad | ooked up to
see a van driving right down the fairway at him Brad took severa
steps out of the way and the van drove past, running over the
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shakes. It was a white van with a governnent seal on the door
panel : The Environmental Protection Agency. Brad continued on his
way, wondering what that was all about, wondering why the hel
they were driving all over the golf course. Randy woul d be pi ssed.

Randy, the greenskeeper, had a shack on the back nine, right
beside a pond and a | arge sand trap. As Brad approached the pond
he felt an overwhel ming wall of humidity. They community was
punping a lot of water into all the |awns, ponds, and sw nmi ng
pools, and the Arizona sun did it's best to dry them out. Phoenix
and t he surroundi ng suburbs could no | onger brag about the
benefits of their "dry heat." Brad wal ked around the shack to the
door and found it closed and | ocked. Feeling let down and
di sappoi nted, he wal ked around the shack, |ooking up and down the
greens for a sign of Randy, and he spotted the man wal ki ng out
fromthe trees, heading toward him

"There was a van runni ng around on your grass!" Brad called
out.

Randy nodded and waved. He was in his fifties, with long
black hair that he kept in a ponytail, and a ruddy, weatherworn
face. He was dressed in his usual faded jeans and a tee shirt. "I
know " he called back. As came closer, Brad noticed the man had an
unhappy expression and a haunted | ook in his eyes. He also | ooked
a bit pale.

"What's goi ng on?" Brad asked him

"They confiscated the Nupoint stuff. You know, that
experinental stuff for the ants?"

"Real | y?"

"Yeah, they took it all." Randy wasn't |ooking at him He
was | ooking off to the side, his eyes unfocused.

"Why did they take it?" Brad asked.

"Didn't say," Randy said. Hi s voice had a soft, faraway
quality to it. "I suspect they discovered the stuff wasn't as
harm ess as Nupoint said it was."

"Was it killing the birds or sonething?"

"It's not a poison. It's an enzyne. It nmade the ants turn on
each other." He finally | ooked up at Brad, his eyes suddenly
focused. "How are you feeling?"

"Depressed. Pissed off."

"Jani ce hasn't cone hone yet?"

"I don't think she ever will. | got into a fight with Dale a
few m nutes ago." He rel ated what happened at the cl ubhouse coffee
shop, omtting his bizarre cannibalistic urges.

"How does that mamke you feel ?" Randy asked.

"I't makes ne feel like ...like borrowi ng one of your guns and
bl owi ng the bastard' s head off!"

"And then what ?"

"Well, blow her head off, too."

"And then what ?"

Brad gave Randy a strange |ook. "And then have nyself

committed, | guess."

Randy nodded slowy, his eyes going unfocused again. "I know
what you nean."

"The really crappy part is | still haven't had any

breakfast, and |I'm starving. You wouldn't happen to have any of
your rabbit jerky around, would you?"
Randy gave hima sharp look. "No!" He saw that Brad was

t aken aback, and he softened his voice. "No. |I'mnot going to make
any nore. | think the rabbit is ...tainted."

"Ch, come on! Everyone in town eats your jerked jackrabbit.
It's great!"”

Randy shook his head, |ooking dowmn. "I'msorry. | don't have
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any." He took a few steps away, then paused and turned around.
"I'"ll talk to you later," he said. "I have things | gotta do."

"Do you need sone hel p?" Brad asked.

"No." Randy's tone was flat. Final. He turned around and
wal ked away.

Brad wat ched hi m go, then wandered off in the opposite
direction. He had no destination in mnd. Not wanting to go hone,
and unable to go to the clubhouse, Brad roaned the golf course at
random and tried to ignore his enpty stomach. Maybe, he thought, |
shoul d have brought nmy clubs. He watched other golfers as they
drove and putted. One particul ar couple caught his attention — a
slightly overwei ght bl ond woman and her husband, people he'd net
but forgotten their nanmes. They | ooked to be in their late
thirties, and healthy. The wonman | ooked good. She was wearing
shorts and a half-shirt, and he could see her belly button. She
had sone neat on her, and a little padding — not nuch, really —
and nice, full breasts. Watching her, his nmouth began to water.

H s stomach grow ed.

They drove their balls down the fairway and then took their
clubs and wal ked. Brad foll owed, keeping to the side by the trees.
They noticed himfollow ng, and kept glancing back at him
nervously. Brad thought about approaching them maybe asking to
see an interesting club. He could use it on their heads, and once
down, pull her half shirt up and—

Brad realized what he was thinking, and he turned away in
horror. But he was so hungry. She | ooked so good! He could i magi ne
biting down hard, then pull away, ripping the flesh. It would be
so hot and succulent in his nouth, so alive, so ...Brad | ooked down
at his hands, which were shaking. He made fists of them and put
themto his face, pressing hard. H s hunger was a knot in his
m dsection that was twisting tighter.

He turned back toward the couple, who was openly staring at
himnow. He started toward them and he saw the worman back away.
The man | ooked startled, and he funbled in his golf bag, reaching
deep, and yanked out a large black pistol. Brad paused,
hesitating. The man pointed the gun at himand fired. Brad turned
around and ran, and the man kept firing.

Brad heard the bullets — they made whistling sounds as they
passed him Wen they hit the trees they nade a sound that was a
cross between a whack and a sharp crunch and bark would fly off.
He ran blindly, |eaping over fallen |linbs and punching his way
t hrough underbrush. He broke out into another fairway and kept
running, continuing on far after the gunshots had stopped.

At the end of the fairway was the south boundary of the golf
course. Brad stopped his running, and chanced a | ook back. People
were scattered all over the place, standing still with clubs in
their hands, and they were all staring at him Just standing and
staring. Then the man with the gun broke through the underbrush
and out onto the grass. He began firing the gun again, but not at
Brad — he was firing at people at random They scattered, running
in every direction, and the nan with the gun picked the people he
was cl osest to and chased them Mre gunshots sounded.

Brad took the nmain road and wal ked quickly away fromthe
gol f course. A few bl ocks down was Di ckson's only shoppi ng center
with a post office, a grocery store, a salon and a gas station
There had been a bookstore but it had closed down, as no one
seened to read anynore. Brad made his way to the phone booth at
the gas station and called 911. He was still panting fromhis run
Gunshots were still boomi ng through the air fromthe golf course.

A tone sounded in his ear. The tel ephone said, "All circuits
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are busy. Please try your call again |ater.'
di al ed again and got the sane response.

The gas station attendant stepped out and | ooked down the
street toward the golf course. She was a short, slight worman with
a squinty look in her eyes. "What's goin' on down there?" she
sai d.

Exasper at ed, Brad

"Some mani ac shooting the golf course up," Brad said. His
third try on the phone failed and he gave up.

"Who is it?" the attendant asked.

"Don't know his nanme, but he's from around here." Brad
| ooked at her, and she | ooked good. His nmouth began to water, but
he caught hinmself and turned away. "I can't get a hold of the
police."

She didn't answer — she went trotting off toward the golf
course. He watched her go, eyeing her thighs in her tight jeans.

H s mouth woul dn't stop watering. He abandoned the phone booth,
taki ng several steps after her, but he heard another gunshot and
stopped. Turning around, he saw two cats racing across the parking
| ot, and one caught the other one and it erupted in a fight.
Beyond the fighting cats was the grocery store.

He wal ked toward it, feeling desperate, hoping to God that
if he would just eat sonething — sonething other than human — that
these insane inpul ses woul d go away. He had to wal k around the cat
fight. It was vicious; one had the other by the throat, and they
were rending each other with their hind claws. There were little
dropl ets of blood all over the pavenent. He hardly even gl anced at
them as his main purpose in life at that point was to get though
t hose doors and find sone food.

Inside the store it was quiet. There were several custoners
in the store, along with the enpl oyees and the managenent. He
caught eye contact with one of the cashiers, a tall buxom brunette
with big hair, and she didn't | ook away. She didn't say anything,
either, just stared at himwi th glassy eyes and no expression. She
didn't ook good to him but he had the inpression that he | ooked
good to her. As he took a cart and wal ked down an aisle she
silently abandoned her register and stal ked him Brad passed a man
with an enpty grocery cart whom stood notionless, noving only his
eyes. Hi s hands had a death's grip on the cart handle, his whole
body tense. Brad watched himwarily as he passed, feeling the man
was ready to pounce. The man's gaze shifted fromBrad to the

checkout woman and back, keeping perfectly still, acting like he
was canoufl aged and that no one could see himas long as he didn't
nove.

Brad made it around a corner only to be faced by the
but cher, who stood on the outside of his counter and sharpened a
huge knife. He | ooked up at Brad and | ocked eyes with him never
pausing in his knife sharpening. Brad edged past him and passing
the nmeat section. The butcher foll owed. Forgetting about food,
Brad decided he'd better get out of there. It was an
eat-or-be-eaten situation and he was out nunber ed.

Ahead was a big guy — he was huge! — who had a denented
expressi on and appeared to be drooling. He turned his cart so that
he bl ocked Brad's way, and just stood and stared at himwth
bugged- out eyes. Hi s mouth was open and he was biting his tongue.
He grinned at Brad.

Brad nade a quick |eft down the junk food aisle only to find
two women had their carts side by side at the far end, bl ocking
himin. He continued down the aisle until it was apparent that the
| adi es were not going to nove. Turning around, Tom found the big
guy and the butcher had him bl ocked at the other end, and behind
them was the checkout wonan.
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Brad continued toward the two wonen at the far end, gaining
speed until he was trotting. Either they were going to nove their
carts or he was going to ramthem Their expressions becane
al arnmed, and they noved to one side but left their carts where
they were. Brad rammed their carts with his, naking a |oud crash
and sending the carts and the groceries tunbling. The wonen hissed
and snarled at himas he scranbled past. He | eaped over a chain
and past a register, but slipped and | anded hard on the worn
linoleum As he got to his feet, he saw people running toward him
The nmanager, the other checkers, the wonen with the carts. The big
guy. They were conming for him all with grimfaces and a dead-eyed
| ook, and Brad turned and sprinted for the door, banging into it
and shoving it open. He was out before they could reach him and
his feet pounded the pavenent across the parking |lot. The cats, he
saw, were no longer fighting. One was dead and bei ng fed upon by
t he ot her.

Just before he rounded the corner he | ooked back, seeing a
few of themstanding in the parking lot staring back at him but
none were pursuing. As he passed the gas station and headed down
the street where he lived, his running slowed to a jog and then he
abruptly stopped. He bent forward, hands on trenbling knees, and
fought to catch his breath.

As he stood there panting, his thoughts becane clear. The
whol e town seenmed to be going nuts, but how could that be? How
could the town be going crazy? He thought about it, trying to
reason it through. First the dream and then the insane thoughts.
Then everyone seened crazy to him- predatory — as if they were
sharing his sudden cravings for human flesh. Brad deci ded that at
sonme point his mnd had snapped. The enotional strain of |osing
his wife to that bastard, that self-inportant, smug, swaggering
jerk ...his brain couldn't deal with it, his subconscious rebelling
agai nst his conscious mnd, because his conscious refused to all ow
hinself to conmit nurder no matter how justified he felt.

Brad strai ghtened and resuned wal king up the street, feeling
the insanity, seeing through it like a filter. No one had actually
chased himat the store. They nay have been staring at him but it
was probably because he was acting so crazy. It's ne, he thought.
It's all nme. It's in ny head. | probably scared the shit out of
that poor guy and his wife. He was firing at ne in self-defense.

Even now, |ooking around the sunny nei ghborhood around hi m
things | ooked strange. He felt like he was viewing the world
through gl asses that were the wong prescription — angles were
di storted, and people's faces — their expressions — he perceived
them wong. A nother and her children washing their car peered at
hi m t hr ough beady, hostile eyes. The little girl, staring at him
licked her lips. An old man with his small white dog on a | eash
smled as Brad passed, and the smle was full of nenace. This
isn'"t real, Brad told hinself. It can't be. But his knowing this
didn't change what he saw. Knowi ng he was sick didn't cure him

Brad picked up his pace. He had to get to a phone and cal
the police, have hinself put away. He wanted themto put himin a
pl ace where he could get well again. | can get better, he told
hinself. | can start over again.

A few yards away from his house he cane across three | arge
brown birds, cactus wens with | ong sharp beaks, and they were in
alittle group on the grass picking at another of their kind. The
other bird lay on its back, w ngs spread, legs still tw tching.
They were eating it alive.

He stared at it a few nonments. This can't be happening, he
thought. I'mhallucinating. Birds don't eat each other, do they?
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He wat ched them pulling out organs and ripping off shreds of
feat her-covered fl esh. The birds glanced at himwarily, but stood
their ground. Brad felt the hollowness in his own stonach, felt
his need to eat. The birds were acting so wong, he decided it had
to be a hallucination.

If I'"'mso crazy |'mseeing things that aren't really there,
he thought, then |I'mcrazy enough to do anything. He | ooked over
at Dale's house, and felt the full weight of his stockpile of

hatred and anger. There are dozens of w tnesses who' Il testify how
crazy |'ve been acting. Even Janice would agree to that in front
of a jury.

Brad passed his house, continuing down to Dale's. He
approached the front door, stepping over a pair of |izards that
were biting each other, rolling around in a quick frenzy of
battle. Turning the knob, he found it unlocked. They were already
hone fromthe clubhouse. Brad entered and softly closed the door
behind him He heard sounds, but no voices. It canme from sonewhere
in the house, probably down the hall. Brad crossed quickly to the
kitchen, his heart thudding in his ears, and found a wooden knife
hol der. He chose the long, thin, serrated bread knife. He al ways
t hought they | ooked dangerous, and now he was counting on it.

Brad crept down the hallways, his feet silent on the thick
tan carpet. The sounds were strange, |ike slurping, and through a
bedr oom door he saw feet hangi ng over the edge of a bed. His face
burned, realizing they were having sex. Hi s hands were sweati ng,
the knife handle feeling slippery. He gripped it tighter, and took
anot her step. He could see part of her, too. They were on the bed
together. Gitting his teeth, Brad took another step and he was in
the roomw th them

Dal e was on his back, arns and | egs spread, his clothes
ri pped apart and his torso a mass of blood. Janice was on top,
fully clothed, blood staining her arnms and clunps of it in her
hair. She swung around toward him startled, her eyes w de. She
had a wild, denmented | ook on her face. Seeing it was her husband,
she rel axed, and grinned. Her nouth was full.

A large knife was sticking out of Dale's throat. He had a
shocked expression on his dead face. Hi s eyes bulged so nuch it

| ooked |ike a cartoon, like it wasn't real
Jani ce chewed and swal |l owed. "Join in!" she said. Her voice
was hi gh pitched and sounded hal f-hysterical. "There's plenty!"

Brad dropped his knife and backed away. She | aughed at him
and turned back to her feast. Brad turned and ran out of the
house. He ran partly out of horror, and partly because he was so
tenpted to "join in." Lawn and pavenent passed in a blur under his
feet, and he ran up to his front door and funbled to unlock it. He
couldn't get the key in — it took forever. Once the key did go in
he nearly twisted it in half trying to get the door unl ocked.

I nside, he heard his phone ringing. He | ocked and bolted the
door behind him then | eaned against it for a nonent, out of
breath again. Was that real ? he wondered. Could that have possibly
been real? O is that just the way | renmenber it? Could it be, he
wondered, that he killed Dale and this is how his mind was dealing
with it?

The phone continued to ring. Feeling nunb and | ost, Brad
wal ked across the room and picked up the phone. "Hell o?" he said.

"Brad, this is Randy."

"Randy!" He took a breath, trying to calmhinself. He'd
expected it to be the police or worse. "I"'min so nuch trouble!"

"What happened?"

"I ...my wife, either she killed Dale and is eating him or
I"'m..or | didit. I don't know anynore."
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"I't's not you," Randy said. "It's all of us. | think I have
it figured out."

"What ?" Dale didn't know what he was tal king about.

"That pesticide they tested here," Randy said. "It wasn't
supposed to affect anything but the ants. | think they're right,
it doesn't, at least not directly. The problemis that it went up
the food chain."

"What are you tal ki ng about ?"

"The pesticide. Once it got up through the food chain it, it
got us. You can eat the pesticide all day and it won't do
anything, so their tests showed it to be harm ess. But once it got
into the food chain, and we ate the tainted food, the enzyne
changed. "

"You nean ...you're telling nme I'mnot crazy?"

"Yes, you are. We all are. Qur brain chem stry has been
nmodi fied."

Brad was silent. A chenmical? A chenical had done this? It
was all real? "This doesn't nmake it better."” His voice was barely

above a whisper. "It makes it all worse."

"I"ve killed too, Brad," Randy said. "In fact I'mthe one—
There was a | oud sound, and then |oud, garbled shouting. "The
police are here," Randy told him "I have to go." The |ine went
dead.

Brad dropped the phone. He dashed to the door that led to
the garage, slamed it open and junped down the three steps to the
concrete. The police would probably kill Randy — they knew about
his gun collection. He had to get there before it happened — he
had to explain it to them the police, that Randy wasn't to bl ame.
It was the chem cal conpany.

He started his car while the garage door slid open, and
gunned it down the driveway and onto the street. He passed the gas
station and turned | eft, passing the shopping center and the
grocery store. The golf course was on his left, and Randy's house
was on a street on the other side of the course. There was the
sound of distant gunfire, but Brad had no idea if it was the
police, or other people who were affected by the enzyne.

He wondered if the police would believe him Brad wondered
if he even believed it hinself. If an enzynme changed a person's
brain chem stry and caused himto conmit nurder, then it would be
the fault of the chemical, not the person. But, he thought, if
brain chem stry determ nes actions, then couldn't any nurder be
bl anmed on bad brain chenmstry? Who was to say what influenced it?
Anyt hing from experinental pesticides to too nany Hostess Tw nkies
coul d cause the inbalance. Wat if it was inherently inbal anced?
Was it still to blane?

Brad turned off the main road and sent the car flying down
the street toward Randy's house. He could see several police cars
and a van out front. There were cops all around and severa
nei ghbors gathered together in groups. He skidded to a stop,
junping out of the car and running up to an officer yelling,

"Don't hurt him"

The officer held his hand up. "Please stay back."

"You don't understand, it wasn't him— Brad stopped
abruptly, seeing four officers carrying Randy's bullet-ridden body
out of the house.

"I't was him" the cop said. "W found the renmins."

Brad opened his nmouth, but closed it again. The question of
Randy' s i nnocence was now nbot. He watched as they carried the
body into the van. The officer who' d stopped Brad wal ked over to
the van as well, and they all crowded in and shut the door

file:/lIG|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/Jerry%20Davis%20-%20Halloween%20Ants.txt (9 of 10) [10/16/2004 4:39:42 PM]



file:///G)/Program%20Files’eM ul e/l ncoming/Jerry%20Davis%20-%20Hal | oween%20Ants.txt

M nutes went by, and no one cane out. The neighbors still stood in
clumps, talking in | ow voi ces, and occasionally there would be an
overloud voice froma police radio.

The police all remained in the van. Thinking this was odd —
but knowi ng what they were doing — Brad wal ked over to the back of
the van and yanked t he door open. The policenen glanced up from
their feeding, |ooking guilty. None of them said anything. Brad
| ooked down at his friend s body, which was already mutil ated,
then clinbed into the van with the officers and shut the door
behi nd him

[Oh man, that was awful! Get me out of here!]
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