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Editors Note
I BRING YOU another star-studded issue of The Paranormal. This marks our one-year 
anniversary and what a year it has been. The Loch Ness Monster was outed by Bloody 
Mary. Frankenstein’s Monster played the fiddle against the Devil in Georgia…and won! 
A lone three-headed dragon averted Ragnarok. The Paranormal covered all of these earth 
changing events and more. And you, the reader, have been with us every step of the way. 
It is because of this loyalty that I finally feel comfortable telling every single reader out 
there to… STOP MAILING US!  

We don’t care if you’ve run into another ghost in Detroit. It’s what that town is famous for, 
that and white rappers. The Paranormal was created to celebrate and report on supernatu-
ral beings and events throughout the world in order to make the cursed and bizarre feel 
normal by reading about others like themselves. This becomes difficult when our offices 
in the Bermuda Triangle are being flooded by fan letters requesting us to publish another 
article about Patrick Swayze and his real feelings on “Ghost” now that he is one. Zombie’s 
are fighting the government for the right to legally eat brains. Doesn’t anyone care about 
that? It may seem inconsequential to those fans of Patrick Swayze, however, it is 
extremely important to the Zombie population in San Francisco.

For those reasons and more we have decided to put a limit on what fan letters we will 
publish or read. I hope you look forward to seeing what those rules and regulations are 
when they appear in next month’s issue of The Paranormal. In that issue’s cover story TP’s 
Jeff “The Destroyer” Leo will tell you about upcoming summer films and which producers 
this year are waging their souls on box office grosses. Until next month, remember loyal 
readers: If it’s weird and bizarre you’ll read it here first.   

 

Bryan Gleason & Serena Roche



The Top 5

Monster Movies

5

Paranormal gives the picking of the top 5 monster movies of all time.
From the largest of hairy beasts to the slimiest looking insects. No 
doubt, they are indeed horrific to look at!

Cloverfield, 2008 Kingkong, 1933

4

Tremors, 1989

3 2

The Host, 2006

1
Godzilla,1954



   A long time ago, I was vain and 
stupid enough to offer up my species 
existence and weaknesses in exchange for 
fame and $30 (which I never received) 
when I allowed that drunk, Irish hack, 
Bram Stoker, to write my biography. Since 
that day I have taken solace in that fact that 
the human race fears my kind, while being 
to drawn to my dark mysterious presence. I 
even found myself enjoying my species por-
trayal on film. Although, I have yet to see 
a director do my story correctly. Coppola 
came close, but he was a little off by 
casting Keanu Reeves as Harker. I see 
Harker being played by a young Gary Coo-
per, but I digress. There was one thing in 
common with every portrayal of my kind in 
film, television, and books…we were dan-
gerous. We wanted to eat people, and above 
all, humans feared us.
   Then along came Stephenie Meyer and 
in one fell terribly written swoop, she 
defanged us. She wrote us as vegetarians, 
too afraid to drink from humans for fear of 
being revealed - which in her world they 
never are, no matter how many deer wind 
up with their necks drained of blood. 
In her world humans are morons. Van Hels-
ing would have noticed the link in deer and 
come for me if I ever tried that.  She made 
us cute, lovable, boring and worst of all 
sparkling. I could handle the misrepresen-
tation that my kind explodes when exposed 
to sunlight, but not this. We do not sparkle! 
Her portrayal of vampires and vampirism 
in her books and films is stupid

and simplistic. It is a thinly veiled metaphor 
stating that all men are monsters. It is beyond 
dumb and not only put my species back 50 
years, but feminism as well.
    I have been undead for a long time. I have 
witnessed horrible things, terrible things, but 
none so atrocious as to what she has done to 
her female protagonist. In these books, Ste-
phenie Meyer’s has made Bella completely re-
liant on male companionship. It is disgusting. 
It makes me understand why Edward won’t 
turn her. I know I wouldn’t.  She is so depen-
dent on males to define who she is that when 
Edward leaves the country, she moves in with 
shirtless werewolves just to pass the time. 
She defines herself through her relationships 
and it is nauseating. If Mina ever behaved 
this way, I would have rather broken her neck 
than attempt to turn her. I would have done 
the world a favor, something Edward should 
have done in the first book. 
   Stephenie Meyer is a terrible author, who 
has turned my kind from dark and danger-
ous creatures of the night into brooding high 
school students who play baseball and climb 
trees instead of hunt humans and drink their 
blood. This phenomenon is terrible and 
makes me long for the days when Anne Rice 
turned my kind into fluffy shirt wearing dan-
dies. At least then we still had fangs.     

As the “Twilight Phenomena” 
slowly comes to a middle I have 
to question the thought process of 
author, Stephenie Meyer when it 
comes to writing these ‘books.’

The Twilight Abomination
By Dracula





Life Married to a Zombie

Milwaukee, Wisconsin- 
Eyes glare at the happy 
couple, Michelle and Ted 
Stevens as they walk down 
the street pushing a stroller. 
Most stand in silence, 
however a few point fingers 
and scream. This is a 
typical day in suburbia for 
this 21st-century couple. 
“Everyone talks about our 
marriage,” says Mrs. 
Stevens, “they just can’t see 
what I see. They can’t see 
the love.” Their love is 
something different and 
unexpected from what most 
can imagine. Of course, this 
is because Mrs. Stevens’ 
husband, Ted, is a zombie.
(con’t)

By Phantom Denise



 “Married life has been great for both of us,” says Mrs. 
Stevens as she buckles Ted into a specially designed car seat that 
prevents him from biting her, “Our love has never been stronger.” 
As Mrs. Stevens fastens Ted in good and tight, he looks less than 
content.  He starts to drool and let out groaning noises while 
struggling with his seatbelt.
 “Watching him change into a walking corpse was difficult 
and painful for everyone who knew the old Ted,” says Michael 
Hatton, Ted’s best friend and best man, “He used to be so full of 
life and now he can’t even go to the bathroom without Michelle 
looking after him.” Hatton says he first noticed the change after 
Ted had been married for four years. 
Ted Stevens was raised in New Jersey where he excelled at sports, 
in particular football. He was accepted to the University of 
Wisconsin on a full sports scholarship. It was there that he met 
his future wife Michelle, “We were both 21 and he was so 
handsome and on the football team, I couldn’t resist him.” After 
a year of dating, Ted proposed, “It was so romantic. He set out 
candles, draped the floor in rose petals, and wore a suit. I knew 
that he was the perfect guy for me.”
 Two weeks after Ted’s proposal, tragedy struck when he 
blew out his knee in the middle of a championship football game. 
“They told him after the game that he had two weeks to heal and 
after that, they would cut him,” says Hatton. Sure enough, after 
two weeks they did just that. 
 Soon under mounting financial pressure, Ted withdrew 
from college. “It was awful,” says Mrs. Stevens, “He had to work 
two jobs just to save enough money for the wedding. I did what I 
could, but it was never enough.” Ted and Michelle Stevens finally 
married after four years of courtship, but it was less than ideal. 
“They wanted to be married in a church with a real band,” says 
Hatton, “they settled for the park next to a soccer field. It may not 
have been what they wanted, but at least they looked happy.” 
 That happiness was short lived however, because a month 
after they had exchanged vows Mrs. Stevens had news. She was 
pregnant. Ted picked up a third job to help pay for their new 
child. That is when his friends and family began to notice the 
change. “He was tired and sluggish all the time,” says Michelle, 
“he stopped speaking to me or his friends and all he seemed to do 
when he would come home is sit and stare at the television.”



 Ted was diagnosed as a zombie one month later. He is considered 
a rarity in the supernatural community. He is the first zombie in history 
to transform without being bitten. “He is quite the 
specimen,” says Victor Frank, a scientist for the Advancement of Super-
natural Studies out of Ohio, “what I wouldn’t give to cut open his head 
and poke around in his brain. It must be quite abnormal.”
 Not everyone is as thrilled about Ted’s condition as Frank. “I miss 
my friend,” says Hatton, “He’s just not the same guy. There are days when 
I blame Michelle for his condition, but then I see how she is with him 
and it’s like she’s a saint. I don’t think I could have stayed with him like 
she does. I probably would have killed him after hearing the diagnosis.” 
 Ted and Michelle Stevens finally arrive at Milwaukee Sinai Hos-
pital for Ted’s annual check up. “He can’t feel pain anymore,” says Dr. 
Hyde, the Stevens family doctor, “In order make sure he stays as healthy 
as a zombie can be, I have to check him for broken bones, tears, missing 
flesh and organs once a month.” Ted’s 6’7’’ frame hangs limp and slightly 
to the left, matching his hanging head. Mrs. Stevens has a collar and 
leash around Ted’s neck while walking ahead of him. Ted doesn’t struggle 
with the leash as he drags his left leg across the floor. Frightened onlook-
ers flee from his path. Mrs. Stevens doesn’t even give them a second look. 
“People are ignorant,” says Mrs. Stevens getting choked up as she talks, 
“They think I’m the freak who married a corpse. They think that Ted is 
dead and I’m a fool for keeping him alive. What they don’t see is the look 
in his eyes when he sees our daughter, CiCi. His eyes light up and re-
mind me of the man I married. The man I’m still in love with.” 
 Ted passes his checkup with flying colors. Upon hearing the good 
news, something extraordinary happens. Mrs. Stevens leans in to kiss 
Ted and he doesn’t bite her. He returns the kiss and smiles as if he re-
members who she is. “He is unique,” says Dr. Hyde, “he still has love for 
Michelle and I believe she loves him in return. I know in my heart that 
she will take great care of him until the day she dies.”
 Michelle and Ted Stevens leave the hospital hand in hand and 
drive home together, still as in love with each other as the day Ted pro-
posed. 



WASHINGTON- An alleged unsanctioned FBI operation that conducted illegal surveillance 
on various Pacific Northwestern regions of North America as well as the Himalayan region of 
Nepal, India caused outrage in the Sasquatch community and prompted a class-action lawsuit 
against the agency, lawyers said Thursday. 

Sasquatch Community File Class Action Suit Against FBI 
Over Big, Hairy Informants
February 25, 2011

   The lawsuit filed Tuesday on behalf of four plaintiffs 
accuses the FBI of infringing on 1st and 4th amendment 
rights of hundreds of members of the cryptozoologi-
cal hominids community by using incredibly hairy, tall, 
obese agents to infiltrate the Sasquach communities in 
the Pacific Northwest and Himalayan region of Nepal 
and record interactions with its’ members.

   It was filed by the Bigfeet Against Defamation and the 
Association for Yeti American Relations who held a press 
conference Thursday on the steps of the Lincoln Memo-
rial.

   One former agent, John Bullock, went public in 2007 
about his work for the FBI. He has said he was recruited 
in 2002 shortly after talking his shirt off at a public beach 
in New Jersey, revealing an enormous amount of body 
hair. He was subsequently tasked in 2004 with infiltrating 
the Sasquatch community and providing proof of their 
existence as well as rooting out any potential terrorists 
from within.

   One of the Sasquatch plaintiffs, Theobald Mathew, 29, 
said he initially befriended Bullock in 2004 after he found 
him hunting a squirrel in his backyard.

   Mathew said he guided Bullock in the ways of being a 
Sasquatch in modern day America, by showing him how 
to pass as semi-human by manscaping and informed him 
on the importance of receiving a good education. How-
ever, he became increasingly uncomfortable as Bullock’s 
behavior and questions become increasingly bizarre, even 
for a Bigfoot—at one point asking if he knew of a Bigfoot 
ever becoming a suicide bomber in the name of Islam.

  



   
   “I told him, just because we are hairy 
monsters, doesn’t make it right for a Bigfoot 
to act like one. Sasquatch’s have many reli-
gions, none condoning violence,” Mathew 
said, “Then he started asking about where he 
could find Yeti’s and Yeti extremists. It got so 
weird that I started avoiding him at all costs.”
 
   Lawyers for the Bigfeet Against Defama-
tion and the Association for Yeti American 
Relations said that the unsanctioned FBI 
operation has prompted anger and fear in 
both the Bigfoot and Yeti community and 
damaged their trust in the government.

   “Some members of the Yeti community 
have stopped meeting other Yeti and Big-
feet at events like the annual Sasquach Sadie 
Hawkins dance held every year in Detroit 
because they feel like they can be labeled 
as extremists simply by going,” said B.A.D. 
lawyer Schmuley Goldstein. “That commu-
nity of cryptozoological hominids, a species 
known for coming together to read Tues-
day’s with Morrie every month is gone. It has 
been replaced with a fear of the government 
which will take decades and an enormous 
monetary settlement, before it can start to 
subside.” 

   The FBI released a statement Friday saying, 
“We will not apologize, as we did not sanc-
tion this operation. Even if we did (which 
we didn’t), if we did it was to protect the 
American people. We always have America’s 
best interests at heart. We did not break any 
laws, especially big laws, such as the Bill Of 
Rights. And we find any claims to the con-
trary to be preposterous. 

Sasquatch Community File Class Action Suit Against FBI (con’t)

   We would also like to state that we are most
 certainly not currently bugging any phones 
belonging to a member of the Yeti and Bigfeet 
community. If they hear a clicking noise when 
they pick up their receiver, it is not the FBI, it is a 
problem with the phone company and they need 
to contact them immediately and reveal all their 
terrorist affiliations. Thank you and God Bless 
America.”



Interview With A Ghost: The House That The Devil 

  In honor of the 100th anniversary of the haunting of Congelier Manor, TP is 
looking back at some of its history and talking to its resident poltergeist about some of her 
fondest memories. In 1911, Lyda Congelier famously butchered her husband, Charles Wright 
Congelier, a wealthy real estate mogul, and their maid, Essie, in their Pennsylvania manor. Mrs. 
Congelier arrived home early one day to discover her husband in bed with the maid. “I don’t 
remember what happened. I saw them together, then nothing. When I came to, they were both 
dead and I was covered in blood and holding the knife. It was quite intense.” Says Congelier. 
“And the worst part is, when I tried to hide the bodies, I tripped down the stairs and broke my 
neck. It was a terrifying and unfortunate mess, but at the same time thrilling.” TP talked to 
Congelier about her death and her decision to continue haunting.        
The Paranormal: Why did you murder your husband and your maid in 1911?
 I never said I did. I blacked out. That said, I’ve thought about those murders for the past 100 
years and I can only think of one logical answer to what happened.

TP: What’s that?
Someone else did it. Ya know, like O.J. 

TP: Wait, What? But they found you dead wearing bloody clothes and holding 
the knife and you are now claiming you didn’t do it?
Robert Blake was holding the gun over his dead wife’s corpse and he was declared innocent. 
I’ve talked to Bonnie Lee Bakley since her murder and she’s not even sure who did it. If TV’s 
Baretta could’ve been set up, than why not me!? 
[Windows shattering]. 

TP: OK Lyda, I believe you. Calm down.  Could you then explain to me why you haven’t 
moved on yet? If you are innocent and you don’t have unfinished business, why are you 
still haunting Congelier Manor? 
That’s another tough question. [Sarcastically] Because, if I move on I’ll miss out on seeing 
Avatar 2 on HBO. [Laughs]. But seriously, I guess it’s ‘cause I see myself as the guardian angel 
of this house.

TP: You mean, you are protecting it?
I’m protecting it and the women inside of it. I’d hate to see another woman die because her 
f-ing husband couldn’t keep it in his pants. Over the years I’ve caught numerous men 
attempting to cheat on their wives because, let’s face it, every man on earth is a pig. So I feel 
it’s my duty to help the wives of the world. I figure out ways to protect them by scaring their 
husbands out of infidelity. 

By Natalie Williams
Sasquatch Community File Class Action Suit Against FBI (con’t)



TP: How do you do that? 
I can’t give away all my secrets. That’s rule number one in the ghost handbook. Although, I 
can tell you a few of my older methods. How does that sound? 

TP: That would be great.
Well first, I only enact vengeance upon the cheating husband and the f-ing harlot he is 
with… never the wife. I used to do the typical rattling chains and floating furniture, but that 
doesn’t work anymore. People have become savvy to the ways ghosts haunt. That’s why 
around my 82nd year haunting this house, I attempted to up the stakes. You ever hear of 
John Wayne Bobbitt?

TP: Yeah?
That was me. God that was gross. Thinking back, it was the wrong move. His wife got 
arrested for what I did. It was terrible. I’ve since changed my playbook, but like I said I can’t 
go into that.

TP: You seem to be very knowledgeable about popular culture, are you a big fan of ghost 
films?
I f-ing hate them. They are too scary. Besides, why should I watch those when I’m living it.

TP: Good point. Have you ever considered going into the light and confronting your 
husband in the afterlife?
No.

TP: Just no?
Yeah. Why should I cross over? He was an a-hole who got what was comin’ to him and I’m 
only 100 years young. I’ve still got plenty of scares left in me. I plan to use what I got to 
protect as many women as I can. The only thing I can hope for is that after I cross over in a 
couple million years, my husband isn’t there. I’ll approach the gates and find out that he’s 
burning in hell for what he did to me. Along with every man I’ve enacted vengeance upon.  

TP: Before I leave, do you have any parting words of wisdom?
Yes. Be faithful men. Remember this, I’m always gonna be here and I love what I do.  

 Lyda & Congelier Manor



Snippets

Wolf-Shaped Bullet
By Carver Hawkner

 Another day gone, another drink as well. I can already feel him crawling around inside me - my dark side, my 
Hyde, my Id, my…Wolf. He’s pacing back and forth, back and forth, itching to be free. I’m terrified of who 

he’ll hurt when he escapes. And he always escapes. I need another drink.
 I once tried to tame the wolf. On the night of a change, I swallowed enough horse tranquilizers to kill a bull and 
chained myself to a pipe. It seemed to work for a few weeks. My life turned around. I got sober, a girlfriend, a good job. 
I was happy, content even. That is until I started to black out midday. Then once, it was a Wednesday, I came too after a 
blackout, my fists covered in blood. I was standing over a homeless man screaming at me to stop. The wolf was not a fan 
of me trying to better myself. Now I know better than to cross him.
I finish another drink and leave my coat on the leather stool beside me. I’m not gonna need it tonight. I smell another 
wolf in the bar. I turn to see the back of a redheaded woman exiting into an ally. She is wearing a red dress, the wolf ’s 
favorite color. Her backside is firm and tight. I can’t see her face, but if she is anything like the other female wolves I’ve 
met she’ll be attractive with green eyes and a small button nose. She reeks of pheromones. They are telling me I want her. 
I will most likely try to find her after the change.
  The change. That’s a funny word. I’m not sure where it originated. My guess would be all those Hollywood 
monster movies that tell you as long as you don’t get bitten by a wolf, you’ll never change into one. Ha! That’s…that’s fun-
ny. You know, all my life I’ve never run into a wolf that’s ever been bitten. That’s a Hollywood lie. From what I’ve gathered, 
the change is the result of mutated DNA. It’s a flaw that forces us to be… well… monsters. DNA turns us into
 wolf-shaped bullets on a path to destroy our humanity. He’s pacing faster now, the sun must be coming down. I better get 
outside.
 I stumble out of the bar and almost trip on the curb. I’m good and drunk. Good. I need to be for what’s coming 
next. I stare up at the sky and watch my humanity fade over the horizon. I watch as a blood moon makes its way up into 
the sky. That’s never a good sign. Someone is probably going to die tonight. I can feel it, the change. It’s beginning.
 My skin is on fire. It feels like my flesh is melting off. I scratch at it, drawing blood. Beneath the skin are patches of 
fur. Before this is over, I will have peeled off all of my flesh. I feel sick. What most don’t realize is the wolf has a 
different organ alignment than humans. I bang my fists on the trunk of a car before I keel over. I can’t take it. I vomit. It 
looks dark, black, and sludge-like. It’s my blood. Passerby’s think I’m a drunk puking his guts out. I wish that were true. I 
make my way to an alley and let out a bloodcurdling scream. I’m dying. I have to, before the wolf can live. My face 
protrudes, stretching and ripping flesh until a snout appears beneath it filled with razor sharp teeth. My bones break and 
transform into something stronger, something twisted and evil. I always forget how much it hurts. I forget how it’s one 
of the most painful experiences of my life and how it feels just like someone is taking a sledgehammer to every bone in 
my body. I’m on the floor now, clutching at my chest. My heart stops for three minutes, killing me, as it moves behind the 
wolf ’s brand new hardened ribcage. 

 The change starts to feel good. Like awakening from a long nap ready to take on the world. I rip at my flesh with 
my teeth until there is no skin left. Only fur. I look at the moon. It’s blood red. That’s a good sign. I howl to cel-

ebrate the night. What’s that? I smell a female. I will take her. I start to look for my bitch when I see a young couple wonder-
ing out of a bar. They are holding hands and appear to be in love. I can’t help but smile. To be young and in love… I think I’ll 
have them as a snack.        

 Lyda & Congelier Manor



The Dark Shortcut
By Lesley Dolores

 “Oh shit!” I shouted as I looked at my watch. It was 1 A.M. already. Mom would be furious if she saw me 
coming home late again. I quickly grabbed my red leather purse and stood up from the hard wooden 

chair in Starbucks and bolted out the door. 
 My short legs walked briskly on the narrow sidewalk. At times they seemed to barely touch the ground. I knew 
there was a shortcut I could take, but it went through the cemetery.
 There were rumors, whispers, throughout town about that cemetery. Some even believed that it was haunted, 
that the people who crossed through it at night where never heard from again. Of course, I never believed in such things. 
According to the legend in 1774, our town used to be the perfect haven for bringing up a family. It was clean and quiet. 
And every child received the best education. The only problem was, if a couple longed to wed, they had to be approved 
by the intended’s parents. And more often than not, the parents already arranged who their kin would marry before they 
could speak. 
Then there was a girl. Her name was, Mary Anne Shielding. Mary’s parents had found her a man to marry when she was 
10. Although Mary liked the boy, her heart belonged to another. She was in love with her best friend, John Allan Poe. 
 John Allan was a slave who stayed in a shack with his family next to the manor. Mary’s family controlled most of 
the cotton in town from their plantation. They were so wealthy, they bought John’s family when he was a boy and made 
John, Mary’s house servant. They did anything and everything together. Mary even taught John how to read and write. 
By the time Mary turned 18 and her wedding was fast approaching, she grew scared and angry at what her parents had 
agreed to. She was nobody’s trophy to be given away to someone she didn’t care for. On the night of her 18th birthday, 
she whisked away with John in the middle of the night, hoping to escape her parents and the loveless marriage about to 
be forced upon her. 

 When her mother discovered she fled with a slave, she assumed the worst. She rounded up a posse and 
sought to find the man who kidnapped her daughter. 

Weeks went by as Mary and John hid. During that time their love began to blossom until they finally acknowledged their 
feelings for each other and engaged in a passionate embrace.  It was then that the posse found them. Mary’s mother was 
disgusted by what she had just witnessed. She ordered the posse to grab John and hang him from a tree. As he swung, 
dying. He managed to let out three words, “I love you.”
They buried him in a shallow grave. Mary cried every night on the days leading up to her forced wedding. She knew she 
would never love the boy as much as she loved John. On the night before her nuptials she snuck out of her house and 
located John’s grave. She wept and wept, until she closed her eyes. She never opened them again. Doctor’s said she died 
of a broken heart. Although, I think she probably died of pneumonia. 
 The rest of the legend went that on to say, that if any person ever passed by the cemetery late at night, they could 
see John and Mary’s spirits holding each other 
hand-in-hand, finally free.
 As I approached the cemetery gates, I felt the hairs on my back stand up. I was afraid to walk through. I 
reminded myself that I didn’t believe in ghost stories. Besides, I knew the shortcut would get me home in time with 10 
minutes to spare. So I inhaled one last deep breath and ran as fast as I could across the old grave stones. 

 In the background I could hear the sound of crickets chirping and owls hooting. I was afraid to turn my back. 
I may not have believed that ghosts were real, but they might not have felt the same way. As I made it through 

the middle, I heard a large thumping noise. I ran faster, but the thumping noise just grew stronger and more intense.
I started running full speed, as fast as my legs could take me. I could hear the thumping noise coming closer and closer 
with each step. Mid-stride I felt a hand grasping hard on my shoulder. I tripped and my face hit dirt. My heart was 
pounding so fast and furious that it was ringing in my ears.
 I knew I had to turn around. I wouldn’t let fear control me. I inhaled a fast breath and turned around slowly. I 
accepted my fate. As I turned I screamed loudly.
 It was my boyfriend Josh. He saw me enter in the cemetery and was trying to catch up to give me a ride home.  I 
decided to take up Josh’s offer. My heart had been through enough tonight. As I left the cemetery I thought I saw 
something out of the corner of my eye. It might have been my imagination, but it looked like a couple holding hands. 
 



America I Hardly Knew Ye
By Carver Hawkner

Dear America,
 

 Where is the America I once knew? The one I loved. The one whose life and freedoms I was so willing to 
sacrifice myself for in WWIII, when we beat back the Martians with the common cold. Where is it? Gone. Disap-
peared like the common household dog.
 I’m angry America. I feel like you have betrayed me by sleeping with my kin. But it’s not your fault, you 
just did not know any better. They tricked you into thinking they were decent folk and then stole your beauty 
when your back was turned.  No, I don’t blame you America, I blame all the gosh darned monsters comin’ out of 
the woodwork.
 It all started with the vampires. Those unholy, sin filled creatures deciden’ by union vote to declare their 
existence to us humans. Tellin’ us they’ve been here the whole time. I still think that’s bullfunk. Apparently they 
invented some sort of sunblock that let them walk among us and they liked what they saw. They wanted to 
become recognized citizens of the U.S. of A. It was disgusting and I couldn’t abide it. That night I went home, 
grabbed my King James, rounded up a posse, and went huntin’ for vamps. We even lynched a couple. But over 
the next few months it just got worst. More and more appeared. They even started selling Pap’s American Blue 
Blood at my bar in place of the regular good old-fashioned Pap’s American Blue Ribbon. Then, not only do those 
disgusting fangs want to integrate our schools, they want to be able to marry. They were trying to mimic us in 
every way. I picked up my King James and preached to my town hall and my flock that it says in the bible that it is 
a sin for a human to lay with the undead for they are unclean. I told them it is Adam and Eve not Adam and Evil. 
But, my preachin’ landed on deaf ears. Those fangs can now engage in civil ceremonies. Once that happened, it 
opened the floodgates.

 Chupacabras started to cross onto our soil. Some were legal, but most were illegals. They claimed that 
all the goats in Mehico disappeared, so they wanted to have some of ours. Those Harvard elite on the 

hill thought it was a good idea to let the ones that already crossed stay. If I was in Washingtin I would bring my 
King James to the capital and tell them to ship all those god forsakn’ free loaders back to where they came from. 
Let the good Lord sort them out. Now each time I go to Home Depot, I see at least a dozen of them loafin’ about 
outside beggin’ me for work. Sometimes, I load a handful of them in the back of my Ford pickup and drive them 
to monster immigration and holler out my window in chupacabran “Illegal’s!” I laugh as I watch them run. But, 
I’ve been noticen’ a change. The chupacabras are everywhere. They’re even workin’ at Wallmart. They’re startin’ to 
take our jobs, just like the mummies are takin’ our healthcare.
 Gosh, I hate those dried up sacks of death. The mummies are the biggest drain on this great nation’s 
economy. Mummies have been around fur years. They kept to themselves, quietly livin’ in old folks homes talking 
nonsense about multiple Gods. I paid them no mind until two years ago. That’s when they started seein’ all these 
monsters gettin’ rights - whether it was Vamp civil commitments, Chupacabra anchor babies, or even the witches 
no longer gettin’ burned at the stake ‘cause a their religion. The mummies got some nonsense in their heads, that 
we became a nation of equality. That we would want to help the husks of old dead flesh just as much as much as 
are strapping youths fightin’ our righteous wars against the commies on the moon. For once, when I picked up 
my King James and declared that the bible says that we should destroy our old, tired, and sick for they are weak 
and full of sin, folks listened. They ran to the streets to protest a bill that our first sinful Zombie President put 
forth. We fought long and hard, but the bill passed and now those good-for- nothin’ sacks of dust are draining 
our economy with their socialist heath care. 



 I  don’t know what to do America. I loved you once with all my heart, but now you make me sick. I’ve 
heard talk that we’d be sendin’ FEMA to New Orleans to help all those swamp zombies rebuild their 

homes in the bayou after that flood. They are poor and lazy monsters racked with sin. Let them die, like the 
good Lord wanted. I even hear we might be giving money and aid to those Godzilla monsters that are springing 
up all over Japan ‘cause of that nuclear thang. Don’t do it America, I beg of you, don’t. If you do it will incentiv-
ize other countries with monsters to ask for help. And because we helped the Godzilla monsters, we will have 
to oblige these others. When will it end America? I pray you head my words and just stay out of it. We have to 
worry about our own monster problems. If we don’t, America, I fear that the country I once loved, the coun-
try that allowed me the freedom to engage in sodomy with the young male centaurs in my flock, will be gone. 
Replaced with one filled with life, liberty, and equal justice for all. In that world, no one but the wicked and 
sin-filled win. Let’s go back to the way things were. Back when monsters had no rights and were forced to work 
for us on our land, and back when all God fearin’ humans read the King James. To conclude, America, let me 
quote the good book itself, Esnesnon 12:15 “God spoke to humble Isaiah and said, Thou are pure and good for 
thou are human. Blessings be to all humans pure of blood like you. And punish the wicked, heathen monsters 
for they are evil disciples of the devil who wish to destroy humanity with their sin and complacency.” Amen 
America, Amen.  

Sincerely God’s Humble Messenger,

 

          Pastor Rufus C. Wayneright 
	  

  
   The Loving Beast
   By Lord Romanticles III

 Oh lovely beast, with feathers and hair,
 How could you possibly soar through the air?
 With a large wingspan spreading so graceful,
 Yet your sharp beak and claws attack so painful.
 A symbol of divine strength,
 Showing power in every length;
 A head of an eagle,
 Body of a lion,
 You stand so regal and refined.
 Your passionate love, 
 Protects the people.
 And our love for the beast keeps the world peaceful.



What human are you?

Paranormal Quiz

The dead unsocial one, knows how to balance it all or the people surrounder. 
Take the quiz and find out!

1) It’s Friday night and you have been working all day in the office. Your 
friends plan a last minute bash out to the newest club. Your reaction is:

(A) You are uber excited. There’s a new club to party at.
(B) You do not bother to answer back to the text. You just want to be all alone.
(C) You go, but leave early. You really want some time to yourself.

2) You are hooking up with a cute girl/guy and they bite you on the neck. 
Your immediate reaction is to:

(A) You roll with it. Things happen.
(B) What the hell? This is kind of weird.
(C) You walk away. You did not agree to this.

3) A new person moved in next door and you say: 

(A) “Hi, I am _________. Nice to meet you!”
(B)   Fuck them. I’ll never talk to them.
(C)   A new person to so hook up with!

1) a, 3 b, 1 c, 2  2) a, 3 b, 2 c, 1 3) a, 2 b, 1 c, 3

The very social human: 
(1 – 3 points)

 
Umm…can you get a break? 
Being too overly social is 
not good. You, as a human, 
need time to yourself to 
reflect back on your goals 
and to allow your body 
time to rest. You are al-
lowing for your battery to 
wear out and you have your 
health at stake. Take bet-
ter care of yourself.

The working balance 
human: 

(4 – 6 points)
 
Good job! You know how to 
balance your life. Being a 
human is not easy. You have 
many roles and tasks to ac-
complish each day, but you 
know how to balance your 
week.

The anti-social human: 
(7 – 10 points)

 
No one likes a grouchy per-
son! Lighten-up and learn 
to live a little. Start by 
talking to your neighbor or 
even start answering those 
calls to your mom. Being hu-
man, means being social. It 
is important to be intercon-
nected with the world around 
you and sadly, yes, it means 
talking to people as well. 




