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triggered primal fears”, “screamed”, 
“vision spun madly”, “chaotic distortions”

What scared him most about the intruder was not its monstrous 

spryness or speed, not its rodent-like size that triggered primal 
fears, and not even the fundamental mystery of its very existence 

Sharon stopped. So did Regan. Sharon turned and saw nothing. 
And then screamed as she felt Regan’s tongue snaking out at her 
ankle 

of images, sounds in the room, as her vision spun madly, blurring, 
unfocused, her ears ringing loud with chaotic distortions as she 
tried to raise herself, was too weak, faltered, then looked toward the 
still-blurred bed. The words were cut off as Chris started crawling 
painfully toward the bed with her face smeared with blood, with her 
eyes still unfocused, limbs aching, past Karl 

Then he noticed the sudden silence in the bedroom. It was brief. 
Now the yelping of diabolic laughter. He moved forward

tangle of limbs and scorched white cotton cloth 

radiant 
But just then the moon, sailing through the black clouds, 

appeared behind the jagged crest of a beetling, pine-clad rock, 
and by its light I saw around us a ring of wolves, with white teeth 
and lolling red tongues, with long, sinewy limbs and shaggy hair  

-

-

for a smallish object seemed blundering awkwardly across its 
slippery silken surface. Something rolling, possibly, some object 
Monica had left outside on falling asleep rolling mechanically as 
the child shifted or turned over 

Before Colonel Masters could move an inch backwards or 
forwards in self protection, before he could command himself to 
any sort of action, or contrive the smallest measure of self defense, 
it was off the bed and at him. It settled. Savagely, its little jaws 
of tiny make-believe were bitten deep into Colonel Masters’ throat, 
fastened tightly  

-
-

The dogs dashed on, but at the threshold suddenly stopped and 
snarled, and then, simultaneously lifting their noses, began to howl 
in most lugubrious fashion. The rats were multiplying in thousands, 
and we moved out 

They stood close, face to face, the glassy eyes staring into her 
own, her hand held high for the destruction she craved but the 
hand did not fall. A stinging pain, sharp as a serpent’s bite, darted 

of the candle, it seemed to her, the whole room quivered. Paralysed 
and helpless, she stood utterly aghast .

-

So it’s you... they sent you! Well, we’ve nothing to fear from you 
at all

“Ah, yes, my pearl...” she crooned in that strangely coarsened 
voice

-
-
-

Theodora s hand tightened, and Eleanor caught her breath on a 
little sob had something moved, ahead, something whiter than the 
white trees, beckoning?

Why the fear again? Fear? Was it fear?  
What ever made him think of it?

A doll! But for the maternal suggestion, a doll was a pathetic, 
even horrible plaything, yet to watch a child busy with it involved 

“It talks! as well as moves”, she cried desperately, forcing 
herself at last to look at him 

“Let the bloody thing come», he cried. «I’ll deal with it . . . !” 

But even in the 
minute that had elapsed the number of the rats had vastly increased. 
They seemed to swarm over the place all at once, till the lamplight, 
shining on their moving dark bodies and glittering, baleful eyes, 

dashed on, but at the threshold suddenly stopped and snarled, and 
then, simultaneously lifting their noses, began to howl in most 
lugubrious fashion. The rats were multiplying in thousands, and we 
moved out

-
-

His head throbbing, heart in his throat, Karras shut his eyes 
tightly as the voice grew imploring, grew frightened, grew, tearful  

-

Backing out of the garage, Tommy expected the mini-kin to ravel 
down from the rafters on a web of its own making, directly onto the 
windshield. Still largely concealed by the increasingly soiled and 
ragged fabric that had been the skin of its doll phase, the creature 
had appeared to be partly reptilian, with the scales and the eyes of 
a serpent 

-
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