
The Man 

I’ve been exterminating in this town for over ten years. My first was a hippie chick with great blonde 

ringlets, silver bracelets, and gemstone rings, her eyes were lined with black kohl. When she got into 

my truck, hitchhiking her way to Lake Charles, she told me she could see into the future. What a 

fucking joke! She certainly didn’t spot that axe in the back of my Cherokee grinning at her pretty 

little face. I drove that axe deep and wide into her Stevie-Nicks-looking skull with a crack.  

I buried her body deep in the Famine Woods. Six of my girls are buried up there now, only one I 

didn’t bury up there. The townsfolk call it Famine Woods cause nothing edible grows up there, even 

the mushrooms are poisonous, none of ‘em magic either. Folks won’t even walk their dog up there 

for fear he’ll eat a mushroom and die, or worse, start telling your fortune. One of the ladies I didn’t 

bury up there, I decided to test the range of my serial killer abilities on her, and I investigated into 

cannibalism. I prepared the soles of her feet, her tongue and some of her frontal lobe but that shit 

ain’t for me. It would take more than seasoning to make any woman taste anything other than lard 

and cartilage. 

 

The Boy 

I started killing in this town six months ago. Technically, I’m not a serial killer yet, but I’m confident I 

can meet those goals within the next few weeks. My first kill was entirely accidental. As I watched 

the life drain from her eyes, I just knew I’d never feel so alive or powerful ever again. It’s the only 

thing I’ve ever done and just known entirely and full-heartedly that it is the one thing I can really 

excel at. I don’t think I have a type, yet, you know? I guess I’ll just know her when I see her. You 

gotta know that I never planned to be a killer, I didn’t exactly choose this. Was I born evil? I don’t 

think so, I don’t even know if I constitute for evil. I’ve never hurt a fly and only set fire to one 

residence in my life, but that doesn’t really count.  

See, I’d been seeing this girl—a hooker. We got together for a while cause no other woman would 

even look at me. Yeah, us serial killers aren’t all chiselled jaws and oozing charisma, no. No, we’re 

lanky, greasy, lazy, greedy and ... familiar. We aren’t like what the cops say: charming, successful, 

charismatic. They say these things to make it sound like we’re impossible to be caught because we 

so easily blend into the crowd! Well, we don’t. The cops just don’t do their job well enough. The girl I 

was seeing I met through a Craigslist ad. She didn’t work for any agency, told me she had no family, 

she was a runaway from a young adult’s home up by Lake Charles. At the time, I didn’t note just how 

dangerous it was for her to tell me she was utterly alone in this world. I never told her, but she 

reminded me of Cher if Cher had met crystal meth. Under the meth sores, the tar teeth and smell of 

ashtray she could have been something near perfect.  

I told her I was a virgin the first time I paid for her. She laughed. She said, “I always get the virgins”. 

Quite often, after a few minutes, we’d be done, I paid for two hours, we would talk the rest of our 

time, and she told me about herself a little more every week. By the 8th week, she no longer asked 

me to pay, and the weeks after I stopped paying, she became more open and honest with her 

confessions. I dutifully listened, never judging. Only fantasizing the tales of her life as she told them, 

something so cosmically different from myself. On my 21st birthday, she came to me. She told me I 

was finally a man. She told me tonight she would make me a man. When she was in my arms, I 

decided to choke her, I watched as her initial delight and surprise turn into a question and then into 

a terror. I kept squeezing, her words grew guttural, her eyes watered and her face ballooned. After 



she was dead, she was a sombre colour, still beautiful. I spent the rest of my 21st birthday burying 

her body in the Famine Woods, I hear people won’t even lead their pups up there. 

 

The Man 

On my days of rest, I like to drink beer and watch the box. I like weather-girls, especially blonde 

ones. I only ever axe a blondie. I’ve taken many a girl somewhere up or down the highway and not 

touched a pretty little hair on their head. I was enjoying the dress on a Dolly Parton lookalike on 

Channel 3 News when it happened. A breaking news story, crime scene tape and police sirens 

accompanied the white block alarm.  

“Good evening. We have a breaking report tonight, a woman’s body has been discovered in Famine 

Woods, just 27 miles east of Lake Charles.  We’ll join Dan Harris with an update on their discovery.” 

I sank deep into my La-Z-Boy. My heart began to churn. Instantly a layer of sweat adorned my brow. 

The beer in my stomach began to broil. “It’s over.” I thought.  

“It’s okay, you had a good run, but it’s over.” 

Just as I stood up to leave, I heard the reporter at Famine Woods shouting over the wind. 

“Thanks, Bill! Yes, we can confirm it is a female woman, late 20’s and unknown to the police or 

missing person’s reports! Her body had been buried here in these woods behind me! Buried so 

shallowly that mushrooms began to form in and around her body! I’m told kids have been coming 

here for months to pick psychedelic mushrooms.” I turned my attention to the box again and saw 

Dan Harris slap his forehead and deliver a camp smile as if he wasn’t standing amongst a mass 

fucking grave.  

“We believe she is from the area! She was buried with her purse, Bill! So, the police have her 

identification and are making attempts at contacting the next of kin!” He was really swallowing a lot 

of wind.  

I don’t need to hear no more. I don’t even need to see the picture of the Cher look-alikes ID picture 

to know. He buried her with her identification. He’s a rookie. This is the first kill. This is not one of 

mine. Will they find my girls now? I only want one swing at his puny little neck.  

 

The Boy 

It only took them twelve hours to find the other body I buried in Famine Woods. Then two days after 

that they found a third, the next day they found a fourth. This morning they found the eighth body. I 

only buried two. Well ... semi-buried. The words “serial killer” echo through every hall of flats, 

through every stairwell and alleyway. What’s worse is their half right. They haven’t told the public 

theirs two. I don’t know if they’ve figured it out. They haven’t said how any of them died, only 

released pictures or reconstructed images. Six of them were blonde. If they were all strangled like 

my two were, then I’m being linked to eight bodies if they catch me. It could be more if their digging 

continues to be a macabre advent calendar, a new body for every new day. Can I find this guy, with a 

high body count and track record of deep burials? He could show me what I need to do, I could 

appeal to him, I would know him. Yet, how could I trust him? I can’t trust him. No, he’s not a 

teacher. He’s the competition. How can I find him? Then just as the wind changes, I was no longer 

clouded from doubt and shone with realisation. So, I took to Craigslist and began to type up my 



profile. I googled image searched “blondes” and found an exquisite Madonna lookalike, she would 

do. After three days, I finally caught a bite, BiggestAxe2993 told me how much he liked my hair. 

We’ve arranged to meet tonight. I don’t think I can strangle him but a 9mm through the brain might 

do the trick. 

The Man  

It’s been six weeks since the bodies were found. The law has remained far from my door. The fear 

and paranoia surpassed after three weeks, and it gave way to the hunger. My axe hasn’t felt the 

warm slice of flesh and bone for almost 8 months. I knew I couldn’t go back to those woods. I knew I 

couldn’t eat her either, there’s only one part of a woman that tastes good and that’s what’s between 

her legs. I had one last option. Feed her to my pigs. Tuck, Brick and Hunk haven’t been fed since I 

knew I had a girl. It’s the fifth day they’ve not eaten. Her jewellery, hair and clothes will be burned in 

my pit out-back. Her bones and all the rest of her will make for a well-deserved treat for my boys, 

they can even digest the teeth. I struck lucky and found a Madonna lookalike. She’s got full, golden 

hair and a dirty mouth. She should know better to come to a stranger’s house during these 

dangerous times. Doesn’t she know there’s madmen on the loose?  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


