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It started out as an argument over who was going to be the hero and 
who was going to be the sidekick. Obviously, we both wanted to be the 
hero. I mean, we’d read all the comic books, watched all the cartoons, 
we knew how it worked. The hero got the girl and the sidekick got 

the shaft. It was a necessary arrangement but in the beginning neither of 
us wanted to take on Boy Wonder duties. We argued about it a lot, usually 
over Grand Slams at Denny’s, but there was just no way to prove who was 
really dominant. Tommy had the telekinetic powers but I had the super 
strength plus these bad-ass laser eyes that could melt through steel. I ar-
gued that I should be the hero because I had two powers and that was twice 
as many powers as Tommy. But Tommy didn’t see it that way.

Vince Darcangelo
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So when we went out on patrol that first night, the whole hero-vs.-
sidekick thing was still kind of up in the air and I think we both wanted to 
prove that we were hero material and perhaps we got a little overzealous 
and that’s probably why we ended up chasing after the guy in the dark al-
ley even though he hadn’t really done anything criminal-ish and I caught 
up to him first because I have the super strength so I could take these huge 
leaping jumps and I ran him down really easy and tossed him up against 
a brick wall and that’s 
when I saw that he was 
dressed like a homeless 
man and he probably 
wasn’t even a bad guy 
after all.

I was about to help 
him to his feet and apol-
ogize for the misunder-
standing when Tommy 
came up behind me and 
just sort of squashed 
the guy’s head with his 
mind. There was blood 
everywhere mixed with 
chunks of brain matter and Tommy said it looked like scrambled eggs and 
ketchup, which it sort of did, but he still didn’t need to say it, and then he 
laughed. I started to cry and vomit at the same time. Tommy told me to stop 
being such a pussy and to check the guy’s pockets to see if he had any money.

He didn’t.
Afterward, Tommy told me to pick the guy up and carry him out to the 

desert and bury him where no one would ever know. So that’s what I did.
And that’s when I realized that I was definitely the sidekick, but Tom-

my was not going to be the hero.
Read more of Dale Bridges’  essays, fiction, 

nonfiction and witty insights at www.dalebridges.org

Second-String Sociopaths

by Vince Darcangelo

Harold Schechter profiles America’s forgotten, but 
no less fiendish killers in Psycho USA—and philos-

ophizes on our cultural fascination with crime

Gacy, Gein, Bundy, Berkowitz. Manson, Dahmer, Fish, Menen-
dez. Zodiac, Green River Killer, Night Stalker, the Hillside 
Stranglers. These names are etched into the American psyche—
haunted us, fascinated us. I would wager that most people could 

name more mass murderers than they could players on their favorite base-
ball team.

If so, then the above list is the psychopath equivalent of the ’27 Yan-
kees.

But in the past two decades, rampage violence and episodes of mass 
or random murder, such as school shootings and terrorism, have eclipsed 
serial murder as our national anxiety. In this new landscape, it is no longer 
names, but places that evoke horror within us: Columbine, Virginia Tech, 
Waco, Ground Zero.

Add to that list Aurora, Colo., where on July 20, a gunman turned a 
cineplex into a charnel house during the premiere of The Dark Knight Rises.

As of press time, the shooting has killed 12 and left dozens more in 
hospital—and delivered a shock to the American psyche.

Well, perhaps not everybody’s shocked.
“Nothing in terms of human depravity surprises me much anymore,” 

says Harold Schechter, bestselling author and professor of American litera-
ture at Queens College at the City University of New York.

Schechter has written and edited books in various genres: academia 

http://www.dalebridges.org
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(New Gods: Psyche and Symbol 
in Popular Art); cultural studies 
(American Voices: A Thematic/
Rhetorical Reader); and mystery 
fiction (Outcry).

But Schechter is best known 
for his work as America’s fore-
most true-crime historian. He 
has penned the definitive ac-
counts of grisly serial killers, mass 
murderers and cannibals such as 
Ed Gein, Albert Fish and H.H. 
Holmes. He was chosen by the 
Library of America to edit the 
genre’s ultimate omnibus of atroc-
ities, True Crime: An American 
Anthology, in 2008.

It was the latter project that inspired his new book, Psycho USA: Fa-
mous American Killers You Never Heard Of, which will be published on 
Aug. 7.

“I came across these very sensational murders going all the way back to 
the late 18th century that generated a lot of publicity and public fascination 
at the time, but had faded into obscurity,” Schechter says.

As a historian, he wanted to delve deeper into these cases, exploring 
both murderer and milieu with a full-book treatment. There was one stum-
bling block, he says: “I realized I wasn’t going to live long enough to write 
all of them.”

Dramatis Daemonic
Psycho USA is a gallery of ghouls, such as Andrew Kehoe, architect 

of the Bath School Disaster. In 1927, Kehoe blew up a public school in 
Michigan (where he had once served on the school board) and set off a car 

bomb, killing 45—38 of whom were 
elementary schoolchildren.

William Edwarde Hickman: 
Kidnapped a banker’s daughter and 
returned her—to collect the ran-
som—dismembered, disemboweled, 
and with her eyes wired open to ap-
pear to be alive until the money had 
changed hands.

“The Mad Sculptor” Robert 
George Irwin: A celebrated if trou-
bled artist prior to committing tri-
ple-murder on Easter weekend 1937. 
He had become obsessed with his 
landlady’s daughter, and when she 
married another man, he killed the 
landlady, another of her daughters—
who modeled for pulp magazines—
and a random boarder.

Then there’s the 1873 Smutty-
nose Murder, where two New Eng-
land women were strangled to death 
while their husbands were on a fish-
ing expedition. This outrage was 
documented by famed poet Celia 
Thaxter, who lived on a neighboring 
island and knew both the victims 
and the murderer. Schechter consid-
ers her account, “A Memorable Mur-
der,” which appeared in the Atlantic 
Monthly in 1875, as the first piece of 
true crime writing.

“It predates *In Cold Blood by 

80 years,” he says.
Why do some crimes become 

part of the collective conscious and 
others fade into history? It’s some-
thing that’s perplexed Schechter.

“Years ago, I was doing some 
research into 19th century dime 
museums, and I came across an 
advertising flyer for one Bowery 
dime museum that was advertising 
the amputated right arm of Anton 
Probst,” he says.

Probst was a German immi-
grant who methodically butchered 
eight people on a Philadelphia farm-
house in 1866—murdering all but 
one member of the Dearing family, 
“including a little baby in its cradle,” 
Schechter says. “It’s every bit as hei-
nous as the Charles Manson mur-
ders.”

Yet, while Manson has been a 
household name for more than four 
decades, Probst’s atrocities were rel-
egated to dime-museum novelty in 
his own century.

Cultural Carnage
Though most of Schechter’s 

books have been about crime, his 
works are as much history as horror. 
“I’ve always been very aware that I 
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was also writing cultural history, not 
just lurid sensationalism, which I 
have nothing against,” he says. “It’s 
not my field per se. I’m a literature 
professor. But I seem to have some-
how segued into a historian.”

He discovered that—like fash-
ion trends, political views and so-
cial mores—crime is subject to the 
whims of the zeitgeist.

“You can certainly learn as 
much about a society by which 
crimes people are obsessed with at a 
particular time,” he says. “I think, in 
a general way, the crimes that be-
come national obsessions, that strike 

a deep communal chord, symbol-
ize the particular cultural anxieties 
of the moment.”

In the 1920s, poisonings 
captured the public’s attention 
(“My theory is there was so little 
regulation of food and medicine,” 
Schechter says). In the ’60s and 
’70s, Charles Manson “personified 
fears of sex, drugs, hippies.”

When Schechter published his 
first true-crime book, Deviant, in 
1989, serial killers were a cultural 
touchstone—feared, reviled, lion-
ized. 

The Satanic Panic of the ’80s 
paved the way for the killer next 
door. It was the era of Adam Walsh 

and America’s Most Wanted. Cops 
and Jerry Springer and the birth of 
cable news. If you wanted to attract 
viewers, the serial killer was your 
go-to ghoul.

“That figure personified certain 
anxieties that were particular to that 
moment,” Schechter says. “Middle-
class fears of crime and sexual anxi-
eties having to do with the AIDS 
epidemic.”

By the early ’90s, serial kill-
ers were celebrities—trading cards, 
comic books, T-shirts and other 
so-called murder-abilia. But since 

this high-water mark, “that cultural 
obsession with serial murder has 
diminished,” Schechter says.

It has been replaced with fears 
of terrorism and rampage violence. 
Understandably so. The prolifera-
tion of school shootings, spree kill-
ings and mass murders over the past 
two decades is more disturbing than 
anything in The Silence of the Lambs. 
In the ’90s, each school shooting 
seemed worse than the last, reach-
ing a nadir with Columbine High 
School in Littleton, Colo.

“In many of these cases, the per-
petrators are people who have been 
made to feel utterly powerless. Feel-
ings of extreme impotence, and be-
ing nothing and nobody, are really 
key to these crimes,” Schechter says. 
“They’re going to go out with a bang 
and show that they are powerful 
people.”

While shooting rampages are 
nothing new—it’s been nearly a 
half-century since Charles Whitman 
killed 16 and wounded 49 at the 
University of Texas at Austin—their 
proliferation is part of an ongoing 
trend, where killers get branded 
with nicknames and calling cards. 
Instant celebrity.

Now, media influence can’t cre-

ate a serial killer, but it may resonate 
with a disempowered young man 
contemplating suicide.

“I haven’t totally worked this out 
in my mind, but we live in an age 
where attracting attention to your-
self has become such a huge thing, 
especially to younger people, and 
people’s lives unravel. They feel that 
they’re nothing and nobody to the 
core. This becomes a way of achiev-
ing some kind of prominence,” 
Schechter says. “For a lot of serial 
killers in the past, media celebrity 
was a fringe benefit… Now it seems 
to be a driving force.

“Unfortunately, I think, it’s kind 
of a phenomenon that’s not going to 
fade anytime soon.”

Technology has also had an im-
pact. A century ago, the limitations 
of machinery kept kill counts low. 
Modern weaponry, as well as larger 
and denser populations, has in-
creased the capacity for carnage.

“People did commit mass mur-
der in those days, but there’s only 
so many people you can kill with an 
axe,” Schechter says.

In earlier times, “someone might 
pull out a Colt revolver and shoot 
some people, but obviously you can 
do more damage with an AK-47.”
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Sure, Harold Schechter is a great historian and has a nose for inter-
esting subjects. But what makes his writing so compelling is his flair 
for storytelling. “The challenge I set myself is to transform thou-
sands of pages of dry documents into a compelling narrative.”

No surprise. He is, after all, a literature professor. Great writing is also 
a family affair. He is married to the poet Kimiko Hahn and the father of YA 
author Lauren Oliver.

Schechter is currently taking a sabbatical to focus on his next book, a 
full-length treatment of Robert George Irwin, “The Mad Sculptor.” Mean-
time, readers can dig into Psycho USA, and newcomers would be wise to 
explore his earlier works as well. These are narratives that dissect our cul-
tural history to the marrow. Profiles that reveal 
insights about our species usually reserved for 
psychology texts. Harrowing tales that horrify, in-
form and stay with the reader long after the final 
line.

Deranged
This was my introduction to Schechter’s writ-

ing—and the fiendish Albert Fish. The narrative 
is as gripping as Fish’s actions are nauseating. Pedophilia, murder, canni-
balism. This is a must-read for anyone—just not after a heavy dinner. Here, 

Post-Mortem
Perhaps the clearest, if not 

cheeriest, takeaway from this is that 
rampage violence is not a modern 
invention. We’ve struggled with it 
for centuries.

Thus far, a solution has proved 
elusive, and the Aurora shootings 
reinforce the need for progress in 
this area.

Nevertheless, “existing ap-
proaches to violence research do not 
fit well with efforts to reduce ram-
page violence.”

This commentary, penned by 
Drs. John M. and Robin B. Harris 
in the article “Rampage Violence 
Requires a New Type of Research,” 
appeared in the June issue of the 
peer-reviewed American Journal of 
Public Health.

That’s June 2012.
Just weeks before the July 20 

massacre in Colorado, and a month 
or so before the deadly attack on a 
Sikh in Wisconsin, which under-
score the Harris’ argument.

But ultimately, even with the 
best science and public policy, we 
won’t be able to prevent every at-
tack. One can be singled out at 
random, anywhere, anytime. That’s 
what gives rampage violence its 

power. 
Like terrorism, it haunts us with 

its unpredictability, and its impact 
ripples far beyond the initial event 
Be it the recluse with the letter-
bomb. The zealot with the shrapnel 
vest. The grad student with a grudge 
and designs on a grand exit.

One man with murderous in-
tent—and an automatic weapon 
or two—can garner instant notori-
ety. Satellites transmit the carnage 
around the globe in real time and 
administer mass PTSD.

Schechter offers a dab of balm 
for our anxieties.

Through his work, we can expe-
rience these crimes from a thought-
ful distance, and while time can 
never undo the impact of tragedy on 
the individual actors and their loved 
ones, it can offer the rest of us the 
comfort of perspective. 

It’s a reminder that we have ex-
perienced tragedy before. And we 
have persevered.

As James Baldwin wrote, “You 
think your pain and your heartbreak 
are unprecedented in the history of 
the world, but then you read.”

Read more of Vince Darcangelo’s 
fiction and nonfiction at www.vince-
darcangelo.com.

K I L L E R  R E A D S
The Harold Schechter Hit List

http://www.vincedarcangelo.com
http://www.vincedarcangelo.com
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Because those times never existed.
Schechter chronicles humanity’s obsession with violence through the 

centuries. An informative and fascinating book.

The Serial Killer Files
It was a toss-up between this and The A-Z 

Encyclopedia of Serial Killers. I was inclined to 
blurb the Encyclopedia for nostalgic reasons, as 
1997 was a hell of a year—and that was one hell of 
a book.

It also garnered more buzz as it was in step 
with the times (think The Profiler). The Serial 
Killer Files came out post-9/11, and serial killers 
weren’t the bogeymen they’d once been (think 
24).

However, this compendium is the ultimate 
roadmap to the darker shadows of our species. And it makes a great con-
versation piece on your bookshelf.

The Whole Death Catalog
2009’s tour-de-force of final breaths will leave 

you… well, breathless. It’s Lonely Planet meets 
Last Rites. What more can you say about a book 
that markets itself as leaving “no gravestone left 
unturned”?

To explore more of Schechter’s books, visit 
www.haroldschechter.com.

you will learn where the tastiest part of the human anatomy is. You’ll learn 
about the perineum—and its functionality as a pin cushion. You’ll also en-
counter the man who took on the electric chair—and won.

Sort of.
Most of all, you’ll get a glimpse of American culture as the Roaring ’20s 

segued into the Great Depression; taste the deadly cultural cocktail of na-
ivety and anonymity that allowed a child-murderer to flourish; and mine 
the depths of religion and pathology.

Deviant
Ed Gein was a mild-mannered grave robber in rural Wisconsin in the 

1950s. Nobody back then could have imagined the impact he would have 
on Hollywood. Gein has served as the inspiration 
for three successful book and film franchises: Psy-
cho, The Texas Chainsaw Massacre and The Silence 
of the Lambs.

A bio like that would typically earn one a 
Hollywood star.

It earned Gein a life sentence in a mental in-
stitution.

We don’t want to give away too much of the 
good stuff. Let’s just say you wouldn’t want to hire 
Gein as your interior decorator—unless you’re re-
ally into “organic” lampshades.

Savage Pastimes: A Cultural History of Vio-
lent Entertainment

Violence in the media is nothing new, and Schechter dispels the nostal-
gia of “innocent” times when kids weren’t exposed to violence.

http://www.haroldschechter.com
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How media coverage of mass shootings 
has changed since Columbine

What’s in a Name?

journalists covering the shooting. 
He says perspective during traumat-
ic events is important. And using a 
location to describe an act hurts a 
community that’s grieving.

“I wouldn’t call it the ‘Aurora 
Shooting.’ I wouldn’t call it the ‘The-
ater Shooting.’ I wouldn’t call it the 
‘Batman Shooting,’” he says. “Partly 
because it’s unfair to all of them.”

In terms of media coverage, one 
of the thorniest topics is just start-
ing to unfold. People want to under-
stand why the event happened. And 
that means unraveling the alleged 

To understand the similarities 
and differences, I started out report-
ing this story by calling Al Tomp-
kins. He’s a senior faculty member 
at the Poynter Institute, a Florida-
based nonprofit that trains and ad-
vises journalists. His first point sur-
prised me.

“From your perspective, there 
might be lessons to be learned from 
Columbine, but one of them is to 
not use the word ‘Columbine’ as 
shorthand for something that hap-
pened,” he says.

Tompkins wrote a tip sheet for 

The July 20 shooting in Aurora has naturally drawn 
comparisons to Columbine. How the media cov-
er shooting events has changed dramatically since 
1999. And yet some things haven’t changed at all.
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perpetrator, James Homes.
“The thing that you see that’s 

different between Columbine and 
today is a very much heightened 
sensitivity that you don’t highlight 
the shooter,” says Marguerite Moritz, 
a journalism professor at the Uni-
versity of Colorado at Boulder.

Instead, Moritz says the media 
has been cautious to highlight the 
victims and focus on what the com-
munity lost. This was evident in 
comments by both President Barack 
Obama and Governor John Hicken-
looper, neither of whom mentioned 
the alleged shooter by name.

But while journalist and au-
thor of Columbine Dave Cullen says 
that should be the goal, it’s going to 
get harder as Holmes starts going 
through the judicial process. “I don’t 
know of any comparable way for the 
next year or so to keep bringing up 
the victims’ stories. It’s a little harder 
to do,” he says. “It’s a challenge for 
people in our profession.”

Cullen wrote an editorial for the 
New York Times cautioning against 
drawing conclusions about Holmes 
as facts trickle out. It was based off 
his experience covering Columbine 
as a freelance journalist for Salon, 

Slate and The New York Times.
Cullen says what wasn’t learned 

in 1999 was the importance of ad-
dressing depression. He says suicidal 
thoughts and depression fit into pro-
files of many mass murderers. That’s 
backed up by a 2002 study of school 
shooters by the U.S. Secret Service.

Meantime, Poynter Institute’s Al 
Tompkins cautions media consum-
ers to be wary of stereotypes and 
interviews that seek to explain the 
motives of individuals.

“The fact of the matter is that 
people who think they know a per-
son only know a sliver about them,” 

he says.
And what about phraseology for 

the Aurora event? Tompkins sug-
gests referring to it as “a shooting 
that occurred in a movie theater in 
Aurora.”

It doesn’t sound that concise or 
catchy. But considering more than 
1.23 billion movie tickets were sold 
in North America last year, Tomp-
kins says context is everything.

Grace Hood reports for KUNC 
Radio. For her complete coverage of 
the shooting, and to subscribe to her 
podcast and RSS feed, visit www.
kunc.org/people/grace-hood.

A Timeline of Mass Shootings 
From Columbine to Now

April 20, 1999
Students Eric Harris and Dylan Klebold open fire at Columbine High 
School in Littleton, Colorado. 12 are killed, 26 wounded before Harris and 
Klebold turn the guns on themselves.

April 26, 2002
In Erfurt, Germany, a 19-year-old expelled from school, Robert Stein-
haeuser kills 13 teachers, two former classmates and a policeman before 
committing suicide.

The Columbine Memorial in Littleton, 
Colo., dedicated on Sept. 21, 2007

http://www.kunc.org/people/grace-hood
http://www.kunc.org/people/grace-hood
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April 16, 2007
On the Virginia Tech Campus in 
Blacksburg, Va., 23-year-old student 
Seung-Hui Cho kills 32 people and 
himself.

Nov. 7, 2007
Eighteen-year-old Pe-
kka-Eric Auvinen opens 
fire at his high school in 
Tuusula, Finland, and 
kills eight. He revealed 
plans for his attack in a 
YouTube posting.

Sept. 23, 2008
Ten people are killed 
in a vocational college 
in Kauhajoki, Finland, 
by Matti Saari, 22, who 
shoots and firebombs 
victims before shooting 
himself.

March 10, 2009
In two rural Alabama 
counties, Michael 
McLendon kills his 
mother, four relatives 
and five others before 

shooting himself.

April 30, 2009
Georgian citizen Farda Gadirov kills 
12 and wounds others at the pub-
lic university, Azerbaijan State Oil 
Academy.

July 20, 2012
A masked gunman enters a theater 
in Aurora, Colo., during the show-
ing of The Dark Knight Rises. 12 peo-
ple are dead, 36 wounded as of press 
time.

Aug. 05, 2012
An unidentified shooter opens fire at 
a Sikh Temple in Wisconsin. Details 
are still emerging, but as of press 
time, seven are confirmed dead, 
including the shooter, and others 
wounded.

Nov. 5, 2009
Army psychiatrist Maj. Nidal Hasan 
opens fire in the Fort Hood Soldier 
Processing Readiness Center, kill-
ing 13 and wounding more than two 
dozen.

July 22, 2011
Anders Behring Breivik kills 77 in 
Norway. The anti-Muslim militant 
admits to two attacks: a bombing in 
downtown Oslo and a shooting mas-
sacre at a kids’ camp outside of the 
capitol.

Grace Hood
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Lafayette Park: 
Prologue

by Christina Eisert
Here begins a serialized novel from author Christina Eisert. Lafayette Park is a 

work of historical horror, and we look forward to visiting its dark shadows in the pages 
of Transgress. Enjoy.

“Todor, we know you’re in there,” one of them yelled 
from the crowd. “We could burn this whole barn 

down, but I know it wouldn’t kill you.”

It was December 6, 1918, and the world was in flux. Earlier that year, 
the Bolsheviks had murdered the Russian Tsar, his wife and their five chil-
dren. World War I had just come to its bloody end. The Austro-Hungarian 
monarchy collapsed, and Transylvania was united with Romania. 

But on this day, far from great battlefronts and episodes of intrigue, 
as dawn broke and a light snow fell, the small, western village of Lafayette 
Park, Colorado was besieged by a dark illness. The epidemic had caused 
the town to become quarantined. Dozens succumbed to the cruel sickness, 

their bodies cast into the potter’s field as fast as the living could dig holes.
Now, the townspeople, in the midst of their great suffering, had the 

true cause of the outbreak in their grasp and they were bound to put a stop 
to it. 

Theodor Glava had worked at the Simpson Mine since the first shaft 
was sunk in 1887. A tall, slight man, he was easy enough to ignore if not 
befriend. Glava always had a flask on him, and he was willing to share. The 
town’s founder, the widow Mary Miller, who platted the town after discov-
ering a coal seam on her homestead, did not allow alcohol. So Glava’s drink 
was welcome indulgence to many a thirsty man deep below the surface of 
the earth and away from prying eyes. Besides that, he sang songs—though 
perhaps not overly cheerful ones—while he worked, which along with 
the spirits did make the dark easier to bare. And the work was dark, none 
could deny that.

But Glava’s long fingernails and somber demeanor didn’t quite fit in 
with the lower ranks of the immigrant miners. Like them, he wasn’t born 
here, but he had a skill few did, so he rose quickly in status and salary . For 
that alone the others didn’t have great love for him. But they generally held 
their tongues, as they did on many occasions and with many things they 
saw in the mines. They were of tough stock, these men and their families. 
They had migrated here over the past three decades in search of riches and 
found a hard-scrabble life of coal mining instead. They knew what was 
worth a fuss, and what wasn’t. Glava wasn’t worth it. Until now.

Because last night Glava had gone too far. His odd ways had turned 
into something altogether sinister.  The town had drifted under a spell but 
last night it woke up and now was determined to be rid of the conjurer sus-
pected of causing so much grief. Glava breathed heavily as the men outside 
pounded on the door. He quickly looked for a weapon, anything to defend 
himself with, but found nothing but hay and rope. The sun emerged over 
the horizon, wrapped in thin clouds, and he felt himself go weak.   

How he had gotten himself into this situation was twisted into the tale 
of Lafayette Park itself. Glava had come here looking for work, like the men 
outside the barn had. He made his small fortune while the others scraped 
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by, but they had families to share their scraps with. He had none. He lived 
in prim solitude, relying only on the plain transactions of business people 
to secure his wants and needs. He needed very little, although what he did 
need was always of high quality. Detached, he was, but he had been here 
since the town’s founding and so was part of the community’s fabric in his 
own peculiar way.

In the mines, Glava had a way with blasting caps. The others tirelessly 
shoveled coal long hours a day for a pittance of company dollars. Glava dy-
namited the shafts. Blasting was a dangerous occupation.  Todor, as he was 
sometimes called by those most familiar to him, seemed to enjoy the men-
tal stimulation. The others watched out of the corners of their eyes as he 
went to work. More than one man had laid down his life to the explosions 
that bored their way into the dark earth. But Todor never even burned his 
fingertips. He was blessed, some said. Others had different theories, but 
they knew enough to keep quiet about it.

When the miners and their families started dropping to the sickness, 
Glava was the first to take ill. His normal pallor faded to an even more 
greenish hue. He grew thinner, and seemed prone to fits of anxiety and 
rage. But as others went to their graves at the mercy of the malady, Glava 
got stronger, healthier. His color returned. The taut lines of his face filled 
out.

This produced suspicion in the small community. The younger school-
children were brave enough to speak of it in the play yard after lessons, but 
the men in the mines simply looked at each other with wide eyes as they 
went about their hard work of shoveling coal from the depths.

The quiet town, whose citizens were so normally upright and stoic as 
they endured the daily hardships of life on the developing frontier, was 
soon in blackened turmoil. Colorado’s governor, in effort to contain the 
illness, quarantined the hamlet. No one was allowed to enter or leave. Sick-
ness crept all around, and entire families met their doom together. Ill and 
grieving parents lay down beside their stricken children’s corpses and never 
woke up. The disease took young and old alike, and no faith in God or dev-
il, no matter how devout, was able to stem the outbreak.

In truth, many mysterious deaths had already occurred in Lafayette 
Park when the sickness hit. Just weeks earlier, a laborer had been elec-
trocuted down in the mine, causing a small fire and a great deal of panic 
among the workers as they scrambled out of the deep. A week later, little 
Eddy Harrison succumbed to her poor heart. Just 12 years old, her demise 
left a shadow over the town’s generally pleasant personality.

That shadow turned to paranoia when two young boys seeking cover 
from a rainstorm in a haystack got into a heated argument. The boys tossed 
insults at each other, or so it is told, until the younger turned his father’s 
shotgun on his friend and blew the older boy’s head clear off. The little 
shooter then ran home, soaked in blood, rain and tears, begging forgive-
ness. He said it was like a spell had come over him—he had only meant to 
scare his friend, never to harm him.  The sheriff forgave the poor boy, but 
his victim’s family did not. A feud simmered, and the locals began to pick 
sides and eyeball their neighbors in a way not customary or at all becom-
ing. 

Then, the sickness truly set in. When Lafayette Park was declared a 
quarantine zone, tensions blossomed into terror. Families lost all of their 
children, one by one, and elders stopped coming outside—later to be found 
stiff in their beds. Men strong enough to break rocks with their hands fell 
like invalids and died screaming in fright. Young, demur ladies who always 
kept a Christian demeanor went mad with fever, their cheeks a scarlet blaze 
as demonic language poured from their death-gripped lips. They went to 
their graves en masse, buried before they were even rightly cold, as the 
living attempted to contain the swift killer. The town was in the grip of a 
cruel reaper, and strange thoughts drifted through the minds of those who 
watched the ill fall away from the light.

On the evening before this particular morning, Glava, who had 
seemed to relapse with the sickness that day, had recovered 
enough strength to wander up into town. He crossed Public 
Road, making his way to the row of pubs and taverns on the 

west side, just across the border of town, where alcohol happened to be 
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allowed. The sun slipped behind the mountains to the west and the street 
darkened under the slither of a new moon. The air chilled. Clouds gathered 
and threatened snow. Todor made his way to the least crowded establish-
ment, at the end of the block. Stumbling slightly, he drew in a deep breath 
of cool air, which seemed to revive him. Music and light poured out of the 
door as he entered the tavern. He sat down at a table and began to roll a 
cigarette.

He worked the cut tobacco into a neat paper cylinder and lit it with a 
match. As he exhaled, a strange mood seemed to take hold of the others 
in the room. The piano slowed, but didn’t stop. Talk hushed. Eyes became 
glossy. Todor smiled at the eldest son of the tavern-keep, who moved slow-
ly about in the strange fog Todor had created, collecting glasses and taking 
orders.

The youth was known to begrudge his father, and even under the spell 
of the odd smoke he cringed as the elder man roughly smacked him across 
the ear for his sloth. 

When the boy came back, red-faced, to ask Todor what he wanted to 
drink, Todor offered him a swig from his flask, instead. Grateful for the 
gesture of kindness, he swallowed the strong spirit then rubbed his temple 
where a small bruise bloomed. Todor reassured the youth that his father 
would not be a brute forever.

“Men grow weak, eventually.” he said, “One day he will not be so 
strong. So you should not fight now. Here, give him this.” 

Todor poured some of his spirit into a glass, and passed it to the boy. 
“It will bring you together, father and son.”

The lad nodded as he pondered this, moving on to the next table but 
taking the glass. Todor watched as he then offered a toast of apology to his 
father. The older man gulped the amber liquid down without a word to his 
son, then went back to his work. 

Soon the smoke cleared and Glava, looking ill again, tipped his hat to 
the room and left, singing softly under his breath.

Later that night the tavern’s patrons became unruly. The hosts, both 
father and son, had slowed their pace and lost their focus, infu-
riating their paying guests. Drinks spilled, angry words were ex-
changed and pushing ensued. 

The owner and his son fled out the back door and did not return. Fi-
nally, some of the men got tired of the lack of service, and left. It seemed to 
take the fight out of the rest of them.

As the remaining men stumbled out of the tavern and took in the re-
storing night air, Todor was spotted running from behind the building. 
Both tavern-keeper and son were found there, too, laying on the ground 
with the sickness setting in. Though each had been healthy that evening, 
within the hour both were dead.

But not before the youth had shuttered and mumbled in madness, 
“Todor. Drank. My blood,” to the men who had been in the pub that night. 
They all agreed that Glava was some sort of devil. By midnight the rumor 
had spread, and an enraged and growing group of townspeople gathered 
on the street outside, whispering Glava’s name to each other in the icy 
night wind.

The mob searched street by street, but didn’t find him. About a dozen 
men volunteered to search the perimeter of town. As the group stormed 
their way toward the neighborhood’s eastern edge, a passerby said he had 
just seen Glava heading in the same direction.

Todor was washing his hands and face in a small farmer’s ditch on the 
edge of town when he noticed the noise coming toward him. He peered up 
through the brush as the men came into focus. He recognized his name as 
the chanting got closer, so he slipped down the bank quietly and tried to 
blend into the dark. Several of the men in the search party called out that 
they saw something move, but only a lone coyote could be flushed from the 
shadows. The creature ran for a while and then looked back before disap-
pearing into the night.

A man from the group, a miner named John Trandifir, spoke up. “We’ll 
spread out along the creek, quietly as we can, and see what we see.”
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The men agreed, and lowered their voices. The wind kept up as they 
travelled through the tangle of willow trees and tall grasses. Snow began to 
fall and a hush fell over the group. One of the men whispered that he saw 
the coyote again, but the search turned up little else.

The sun was just lightening the eastern horizon as the group ap-
proached the widow Mary Miller’s farm site at the eastern edge of town, 
just across the ditch. 

They noticed the shadow of a man slip inside her barn. Splitting up, 
they surrounded the structure, each armed with a sharpened stick.

Glava had followed the ditch, but not crossed it. He paced up and 
down, like prey caught in a corner, until he noticed that fur-
ther up the ditch diminished to a trickle. He followed the rough 
bank until he came to a spot where the ditch had dried up com-

pletely. He dodged out of the shadows and across to the other side, as pain 
split his head and caused him nearly to wretch. His stomach turned on 
him, and he began to feel the bite of bile at the back of this throat. Sickness 
possessed him. He began to crawl through the tall grass of the prairie.

He grew weaker, still, as dawn approached, and he could feel the men, 
Hell-bent on confronting him, quietly approaching. He ducked into the 
widow’s barn and barred the doors. As the first rays of sun bled into the 
cold dawn sky, fatigue overtook him. He was ready to rest in the hay like 
a beast if he had to, just to get some sleep. The sickness controlled him, 
drained him. He went dizzy and lay down just as someone called his name 
from outside.

“Todor, we know you’re in there,” Trandifir said. “We could burn this 
whole barn down, but I know it wouldn’t kill you.”

Glava opened his eyes wide. He sat up and took stock. He had let his 
guard down. The sickness surprised him. He was usually so strong, so full 
of vigor, despite his lanky frame. He was not used to feeling powerless.

As the men outside started to pound on the door, he decided to flee 

out the back. He slipped through the door, somehow unseen, and bounded 
silently into the field, when the sickness hit him even harder than before. 
He fell, realizing he was surrounded by the dried, star-shaped seed heads 
of giant alliums. He had a peculiar allergy to alliums, and he wondered if 
this field was the root cause of his illness just as the men caught up with 
him. They began chanting his name again, but slowly, quietly. Finally one 
of them spoke.

“Glava, did you drink that boy’s blood?”
“No, no, of course not,” he pleaded, growing weaker as the cold, cloud-

covered sun rose completely over the edge of the prairie. Trandifir called 
out, asking any man who had witnessed the gruesome act to come forward. 
Though none did, he began to accuse Glava of malice toward the town.

But before the man could finish, Glava put his finger in his face. “John 
Trandifir,” he said, “you came here from Romania, like me. We are country-
men. We are kin.”

The snow thickened. The sun was a pale light at the edge of the milk-
white sky. Trandifir produced a sharpened stick. “We are hardly kin, 
Todor,” he spat back.

Glava’s fingernails suddenly seemed to grow, sharp and straight, like 
daggers at the end of his fingers. He reached for Trandifir and plunged his 
fingernail deep into the man’s chest.

It stuck there, and a rose bloomed where his heart would be. The man 
screamed. Todor felt Trandifir’s heart wrap around his finger, binding them 
to each other. He could not get free, nor could the other man. 

Dying now, Trandifir lifted his weapon. He kept screaming, but Todor 
was quiet, his eyes open until the moment the stake came down into his 
heart.

To be continued...
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Ensuing Chapters
Summer of Science

Vince Darcangelo

Perhaps it’s the shadow of the new school year lurking around the 
corner, or just my general geekiness, but it’s hard not to get excited 
about the wealth of science writing released over the summer. 
There hasn’t been time to read them all, let alone delve into the 

awesomeness of the Hadron collider.
This summer reading list will certainly carry over into the fall and be-

yond, but here is a brief sampling of the scientific discoveries released over 
summer break.

This summer’s scorching book 
release schedule went nuclear 
on July 17, when Sam Kean’s 
briefly titled, The Violinist’s 

Thumb and Other Lost Tales of Love, 
War, and Genius, as Written by Our Ge-
netic Code, hit shelves (and my Nook).

Kean is a science writer as anecdotal 
as he is analytical, able to reveal the 
characters behind the clamps, conden-
sors and graduated cylinders. His books 
engage you first and foremost with their 
stories, but Kean’s greatest talent might 
be his ability to make hard science acces-
sible to non-lab rats. 

His previous book, The Disappearing 

Spoon and Other True Tales of Madness, Love, and the History of the World 
from the Periodic Table of the Elements, turned chemistry into compel-
ling literature. It is easily one of the greatest books I’ve ever read (no small 
statement), and had this been my high school textbook, I’d have gone to 
graduate school for chemistry rather than English.

This time, Kean reveals the secret history of DNA. I’m almost afraid 
to learn about the mishaps, misdeeds and happy accidents of our genetic 
code. If The Violinist’s Thumb is anything like his other work, the book 
should come with a CAUTION sticker: Likely to cause uncontrolled fits of 
learning and laughter.

Rebecca Stott revisits the origin of On the Origin of Species in Dar-
win’s Ghosts: The Secret Life of the Theory of Evolution. Like all 
scientists, Darwin stood on the shoulders of giants. While the 
naturalist was able to piece it all together, and was willing to take 

the heat for his controversial findings, 
he built upon the existing theories that 
made his seminal work possible.

Stott examines the other natural-
ists and intellects, such as Aristotle, da 
Vinci and Denis Diderot, in a chapter-
by-chapter account of the evolution of 
evolution.

This is a recommended read for 
fans of science, history and great writ-
ing in general. 

Stott teaches English and creative 
writing at the University of East Anglia 
in England. She has previously pub-
lished a biography of Darwin and two 
historical thrillers, including The Coral 
Thief.
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We finish with two books about 
conviction and cognition. 

Michael Shermer’s The 
Believing Brain: From 
Ghosts and Gods to 
Politics and Conspira-

cies—How We Construct Beliefs and 
Reinforce Them as Truths (what is it 
with science writers and their book-
length titles?) comes out in paperback 
on Aug. 7.

Shermer is both a psychologist and 
a science historian, a combination that 
offers him insights into both the neu-
rological workings of the brain and the 
subjective experience of the individual.

Drawing on decades of research, he comes to the conclusion that we 
create beliefs and then seek out evidence, not the other way around.

Shermer is not alone. Moral psychologist Jonathan Haidt examines 
the data in The Righteous Mind: How Good People Are Divided by 
Politics and Religion. This is a fascinating round-up of the research 
on intellect and intuition.

Haidt raises an unexpected, but in retrospect obvious question: How is 
it that a homogenous population can be so easily divided on social issues? 
How can people feel so strongly about certain issues, yet elections come 
down to the narrowest of margins? Left. Right. Thesist. Atheist. We are 
more alike than we are different, so why do we not only disagree, but dis-
agree to the point of violence?

Like Shermer, Haidt argues that 
insight trumps investigation. We have a 
conviction and subconsciously self-se-
lect our evidence. It’s why liberals and 
conservatives can watch the same news 
broadcast and both come away com-
plaining of a media bias.

Conservatives: Liberal Media

Liberals: Corporate Media

In a culture in which victory goes 
to those with the loudest voice or the 
catchiest slogan, Haidt is a long-over-
due voice of reason. By uncovering 
some common ground, he may help us 

achieve an eventual cease-fire in the ongoing American culture wars.

Keep up with the Ensuing Chapters blog, featuring previews, reviews, in-
terviews and more at ensuingchapters.wordpress.com.

http://ensuingchapters.wordpress.com
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