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From the Editor 
 

Greetings, Pulpsters!  
 This month we are presenting a couple tales of transformation and 
mystery. Both of these stories harken back to the old days of pulp, like we 
always strive to do. What’s interesting (apart from the stories themselves) 
is that they are both from authors who have been extensively featured in 
our publication. We are more than just genre fans; it is beginning to feel 
like we are a community.  
 In other news, be watching in the up-coming months for some major 
changes to Pulp Factory. We are expanding our scope and can’t wait to 
show all of you what we have in store. Just as before, we will need all of 
you to help though. We need you to share your stories and art with us. If 
you don’t have anything to share, simply spread the word. None of this 
would be possible without you all.  
 
Until next time, stay strange. 
 
Blake Ray
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Our winner this month is Jeremy Wininger’s “The Dweller in the Painting.” 
It is a surprising story with a lovely little twist. This is Jeremy’s second 
publication in our little magazine, and we can’t wait for more. 

* 
Jeremy Wininger is a life long story teller and tabletop role player seeking to find 
his way into the world of writing.  He has had 2 previous short stories published on 
the Marion County Messenger: “Out of the Cauldron and into the Fire,” and “A 
Touch of Magic.” 

 
The Dweller in the Painting 

By!Jeremy!Wininger!
!

“The drums keep pounding a rhythm to the brain” 
        —Sonny & Cher 

Monday June 9th 1986, 11:00 AM 
“They say it’s cursed; you know?” Braxton said to the movers with a 

grin playing out on his handsome face; sunlight glinted from the diamond 
stud in his left ear. He led the two men holding the portrait, wrapped up for 
its protection, into his building. Braxton continued, as he hit the penthouse 
button, “The last guy to own this was brutally murdered in his sleep just 
after buying this baby. His throat was practically ripped out, they said it was 
so savage that it almost looked like an animal did it. That was in 1966. It’s 
been collecting dust in auction houses for the last 20 years. People too afraid 
to buy it”, Braxton’s laughter seemed to grate on the mover’s nerves. Braxton 
was, of course oblivious to their reaction of him. The elevator chimed and the 
doors opened right to the door of his lavish home.  

“Where you want it?” the lead mover asked. He had seen this kind of 
apartment dozens of times. Young yuppie with too much money and not 
enough sense. The place was all white walls with grey and black furniture. 
The kid was so desperate to make sure all his guests knew how successful he 
was that he’d covered most of the walls in art, most of it modern.  

“In the bedroom. I want it hanging on the wall opposite the bed so I 
can look at it as I’m falling asleep.” 

The lead mover looked back at his partner, carrying the other end of 
the painting. The second mover rolled his eyes. All these yuppies were the 
same to him. They made tons of money on the stock market and then had no 
idea what to do with it all. So, they waste it on a bunch of crap no one needs. 
The movers had finished hanging the painting on the prepared space, 
collected their tip, and dutifully spoke their appreciation to Braxton as they 
left.  

Braxton sat on the foot of his bed and stared at the painting, now freed 
from its protective cloth. It depicted a tribal warrior woman holding a strange 
spear in the jungle. The woman was battle scarred and carried a look about 
her that seethed with danger and aggression. What made the spear she held 
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strange to Braxton was its head. It didn’t carry a normal spearhead. It was 
shaped kind of like the blade of a knife he had seen on the cover of one of his 
little brothers stupid Dungeons and Dragons books. Braxton didn’t know that 
the ceremonial knife he was picturing in his head was called a kris, or that 
the spearhead more than just resembled the blade of a kris.  

Overall, Braxton wasn’t actually interested in the painting. He didn’t 
care about art at all, but his designer had told him that modern art was in 
vogue. She also said it would help him meet new people (ladies) if he would 
start attending shows and buying a few pieces for his home. In fact, he 
thought this painting was one of the ugliest pieces of garbage he’d ever seen 
when he first spotted it last night at the gallery… 

Saturday June 7th 1986, 11:30 PM 
“Modern art I get,” Braxton spoke with his typical, not quite snobbish, 

inflection. More to the point, it was almost true. Braxton did sort of get 
modern art, or at least he could sort of appreciate some of its points. The hard 
lines and bold colors of many pieces did speak to him, but to say that he 
really got anything beyond the world of finance and the stock market was a 
real stretch. “But what is this picture even doing here?” Braxton cringed 
internally at himself. He was supposed to call them paintings or pieces. He 
sounded like some kind of kindergartener calling them pictures.  

The painting did look out of place in this particular gallery. The place 
was full of all the trendy new artists of 1986; nothing else so traditional was 
present. From the small group gathered to examine the work, there came a 
quiet chorus of agreements and condescension.  

“I like it,” a voice spoke up a bit louder than the rest. Everyone turned 
to look at the woman. “It’s remarkable what the artist captured—so lifelike 
and virile. She doesn’t just look like the subject of an artist’s focus; she looks 
like she’s on a hunt.” 

Braxton turned to face the woman along with the others. He was 
immediately struck by her unique beauty. Despite the fact that she was taller 
than anyone else crowded together, he hadn’t noticed her before now. Her 
long blonde hair fell delicately about her face and shoulders. She was slender 
and Braxton thought she must be a model.  

“It—it really is nice. I can completely see what you mean.” His voice 
faltered a bit, but then his confidence took over. “She’s like a tigress, and 
she’s stalking something.”  

Her eyes flicked over to his, and he felt awash with a curious pleasure. 
It was so nice to have those pale blue eyes intent on him. A smirk formed on 
her lips and she went from being alluring and distant to something more 
beautiful and vital. His heart hit his stomach and he wanted her so bad he 
almost stepped toward her. His mouth went dry as he tried to summon a 
pick-up line. Instead, his jaw just went kind of slack. 

Her mouth went into a full grin and she stepped forward, as if this 
were a response she was used to.  
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“Hi, I’m Juni,” she offered Braxton her hand. 
“H-hi, I’m Brax, um ton,” he stuttered. “I’m Braxton.” She was even 

more beautiful with the smile. He wasn’t sure he’d ever seen a woman this 
attractive.  

“Brax, that’s cute,” she said as she was turning her attention back to 
the painting. “I really do love this painting. It almost seems a shame that it’s 
just sitting here in this gallery. It really should be in someone’s home.” 

“You know, I’m thinking about getting this for my place,” Braxton 
finally managed without stuttering, regaining some of his normal bravado. 
He noticed for the first time that she was a bit underdressed for a night in a 
New York City gallery. Not that she wasn’t wearing nice clothes, but it was 
more like the kind of clothes you would see at a club.  

“I know,” she said looking down at herself. “Not the most elegant 
clothes.” She spoke as if reading Braxton’s mind. “I just noticed the painting 
through the window and had to come in and get a closer look.” She returned 
her gaze to the painting as she finished speaking. “It’s kind of hypnotic. I feel 
like I could stare at it for hours. Look at how the scarring is painted. Some 
scars looking older than others. She had more than one battle.” 

“Oh yeah, and most look smoother, but this one is jagged.”  
Braxton was surprised that he was actually becoming interested in the 

painting. Maybe he really would buy it. 
“I think that’s supposed to be the difference in scars from an animal 

versus scars that you get from people armed with weapons.” Juni’s face was 
alight as she started pointing out the details of the painting. 

Their discussion carried on quietly for a few more minutes, and by the 
end of it they were standing shoulder to shoulder. Braxton wanted nothing 
more than to continue talking to this woman. She was absolutely amazing.  

“Oh, it looks like the gallery is about to close.” Juni’s voice was full of 
disappointment. 

“Maybe you could come over to my place after the painting is delivered 
and we could discuss it some more?”, Braxton made up his mind to buy the 
painting with that question. 

“You’re really going to buy it?.” Juni’s grin was back on her face. 
“Of course,” Braxton’s voice was full of confidence, but in his head, all 

he could think about was how much he wanted to talk with her more. 
Monday June 9th 1986, 12:30 PM 

The movers had gone, and Braxton laid on his bed. It was Monday, and 
his date with Juni was Friday. He had taken the day off work to let the 
movers in. Mid afternoon sun flooded his apartment and he smiled as he 
stared at the painting. Just a few more days until she would be here. In the 
back of his mind an idea began to form that maybe Juni was more than just a 
pretty face. More than a fling. Or, at least, she could be more. He certainly 
couldn’t get her out of his head. His eyelids started to grow heavy as he 
looked at the painting. After the gallery closed Saturday night, he had gotten 
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Juni’s phone number and headed home. Sunday morning, he called down to 
the gallery and made all the necessary arrangements to purchase the piece 
and have it delivered. 

That’s when the gallery owner had told him about the supposed curse. 
It had been more than the last owner of the painting that had met with a 
questionable demise. In 1958, the work had belonged to an affluent couple in 
Connecticut. Only a few weeks after owning the painting the wife was found 
dead by the servants. She had been decapitated. The murder weapon was 
never found but the husband was charged with murder. He had died a few 
years later in some looney bin. Before that, apparently, the painting had been 
discovered somewhere in South America in 1950. It was in an old camp near 
the rain forest. It looked like someone had painted it there and then just left 
it in a leather tube. Nothing else in the camp was salvageable, but the men 
who found the painting brought it back with them to New York.  

The gallery owner had used the word “survived” because the boat was 
found just a few miles outside of the harbor. Most of the crew and explorers 
were missing. A few were found dead, apparently in gruesome states. The 
painting had been catalogued with what little information the gallery owner 
knew, but the artist’s identity remained a mystery. The painting was tied up 
in legal battles for several years since all of the investors of the expedition 
had been on the boat and were now missing.  

Braxton took a long blink, almost falling asleep. So now he was what? 
The fifth owner of the painting? If you counted the mysterious creator as 
owner number one. Not for one second did Braxton believe in all the curse 
stuff. It was ridiculous. The sunshine warmed him through the window, and 
his eyes closed. 

 
Dream 

He was back at the gallery. It was very dark. Something was hunting 
him, but he wasn’t afraid. Not because he was brave or felt particularly 
capable of handling the situation. He wasn’t afraid simply because he wasn’t 
supposed to be. The dream wasn’t a nightmare, and while he had no control 
over anything happening around him, he was sure that it was a dream. He 
wandered about the gallery. The dream kept going on.  

Just like the beat, he thought, and that made him happy. He walked 
through the gallery for hours but the hours only took a few moments. The 
dream was not long. As he came upon a different part of the gallery, the 
owner stood over a large wooden box. It looked old, like something from an 
antique shop.  

“And the beat goes on,” he said to the gallery owner. 
 The man seemed to ignore his half-sung statement. “I’ve seen what is 

coming boy. I’ve seen it all the way through. So now I’m going to take this 
shotgun.” As he spoke, he lifted a very old looking gun from the box. “And I’m 
going to blow my brains out. After I do that, you’re going to turn around and 
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walk out the door into the night. Look at the moon and face what comes for 
you.” The finality of the old man’s voice was total. 

The shotgun blasted as promised, and still the dream was not a 
nightmare.  

“And the beat goes on.” This time Braxton fully sang. He turned about 
finding that there was now an open door leading outside. He walked through 
and saw the crescent moon in the sky. The twisting bat-like horror that flew 
towards him from it was huge, and it was inevitable.  

The dream remained just that, a dream and not a nightmare. But 
Braxton could see the nightmare coming. He awoke. 

 
Friday June 13th 1986, 8:00 PM 

Braxton moved about his penthouse getting ready for his date. He had 
a five-star restaurant deliver an incredible meal, which he made look like he 
prepared. He had his maid, who normally came in on Sundays, come an extra 
time today to make sure the place was perfect. Everything was looking ideal 
for Juni; he just wished he felt better. He had been having weird dreams all 
week. He could never quite remember what they were about but they kept 
waking him up in the middle of the night in cold sweats.  

There was a light knock on his door, taking him away from unpleasant 
thoughts. He opened the door and Juni was there. She wore a stunning dress 
that showed off all of her best features.  

“Hi Brax,” she said with a confident smile on her face. Braxton stood 
staring, fortunately his jaw had not gone slack. He was completely taken 
aback by her.  

After enough time had passed for it to become awkward, Braxton 
regained some of his composure.  

“Please come in,” he managed without stuttering. “You look fantastic.” 
He couldn’t get over her. He had never met a woman that could shake his 
confidence like she did. He moved out of the way and let her into his 
apartment. 

The two of them sat in Braxton’s dining room and ate discussing a 
myriad of topics. Any time he thought the conversation might lag, Juni 
brought up a new and interesting point. It was a whole new experience for 
Braxton, as he had never been enthralled by a woman intellectually. He was 
taken by surprise by the fact that he hadn’t thought about sleeping with Juni 
at all during dinner.  

They sat sipping wine and continuing their conversation when he 
realized that she kept looking towards his open bedroom door. The lights 
were off in that room and nothing could be made out, but something kept 
grabbing her attention.  

“Tell me Brax, is that where you chose to hang the painting of the 
huntress?” 
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“The wh-, oh yeah.” In all the fun of the evening he had completely 
forgotten why Juni had agreed to come to his apartment in the first place.  

“Would you like to see it again?” he asked with just a hint of suggestion 
in his voice.  

“Absolutely.” She stood and walked to the darkened room without need 
of guidance. Braxton followed her and turned on the main light. Instantly 
Juni was once again completely captivated by the painting. Her hand lifted 
as if to touch the canvas, but, with what almost seemed like reverence, she 
slowly lowered her hand to her side.  

After long moments, she began pointing out new details of the painting 
to Braxton—things that were so small he would have had no chance of 
spotting them without her. Her descriptions almost weaved into a tale, so 
complete were some of her assumptions and deductions. During the 
conversation, she had moved closer to him, and then they both sat on the bed. 
It was a few moments later that she made the first moves toward Braxton 
and soon he forgot everything except Juni. 

Afterward, as he dozed into a deep, satisfied slumber, Juni continued 
to stare at the huntress. She stared at it for hours, and Braxton slept and 
began to dream. 

 
And Dream Again 

He was in the beginning. He heard drums (and the beat goes on) in the 
distance. He was in the jungle. It was full. Full like a city. He would not have 
thought that. He would have thought the jungle would share more with the 
rural area of Illinois that he had grown up in before moving to New York. But 
it was much more akin to the buzz of thousands of people all operating so 
close to each other, but moving independently with their own goals, their own 
life. The term concrete jungle passed through his dreaming thoughts and a 
small bit of satisfaction moved through him.  

Braxton saw the camp. It was well tended and had become semi-
permanent with a few structures built. The explorer sat before his easel and 
painted. He was an older man, and looked like British explorers Braxton had 
seen in movies as a kid. The Explorer’s eyes darted about as he finished the 
portrait. His eyes were full of madness and power. His subject was the 
huntress, but she was not posed as he painted her. She was tied down to a 
stone slab, like a sacrifice awaiting her doom.  

The old man, for he was aging rapidly (and the beat goes on) as he 
painted was not always a cruel man. Decades earlier, he had been a kind and 
loving father and husband, until they took everything from him. Now, he was 
consumed by vengeance. Energy seemed to pour from him into the painting.  

He had hunted them across continents, learning arcane tricks to make 
his prey easier to overcome. But the creatures he found here were not the 
same as those he hunted before. The huntress struggled against her bonds. 
He spoke to her with a grandfatherly voice.  
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“My dear, this is the only way. They are too powerful to be stopped. I 
will be the lure and you the trap this time. But, after this you will be both 
lure and trap. I envy you. The vampires will desire you but be unable to touch 
you. I know what you are thinking, ‘Will it work against such a strange 
species of vampire.’ Yes, I believe it will. You see this spell will work on 
anything which must feed on the blood of the living.” His smile stretched 
across his face, showing the depths of madness he had reached.  

The huntress struggled on seemingly not understanding the old man’s 
soliloquy. The old man finished the very familiar painting, and then he 
approached the bound woman. In his hands he carried the strange kris-
tipped spear.  

“Now my dear, I am going to kill myself and you will reap vengeance 
on these savage beasts for eternity!” He spoke the words as if he truly 
believed in the honor he bestowed upon his victim.  

With his right arm he held the spear over her heart, and with his left 
he pulled a revolver up to his head. He began chanting in a language both 
forgotten and impossibly arcane. He pulled the hammer back on the gun (and 
the beat goes on) and finished his chant. The sun had fully set during this 
time and silence fell upon the jungle. 

 “Look at the moon and face what comes for you,” he said and then he 
stabbed down into the sacrifice. A moment later, he pulled the trigger.  

Braxton turned to the moon and saw the horrors charging toward the 
camp. The old man had been right, they were like no vampire in any movie 
Braxton had ever seen. Their naked bodies were human like but covered in 
tufts of thick fur. Their feet and hands were taloned and stained with too 
much blood to ever wash away fully. But their heads were like that of bats. 
No humanity resided in their faces at all.  

They feasted on the corpses in the camp, tearing the two apart to get to 
blood that their hearts no longer pumped. After their dark meal, they sat and 
stared at the portrait and, in the middle of the night, they slumbered there in 
camp. Braxton watched all of this silently, after all this was only a dream and 
nothing here was meant to be a nightmare. It was only a plea (and the beat 
goes on) for understanding. 

He felt a sharp pain along his throat and he awoke. 
Saturday June 14th 1986, 3:30 AM 

 
Braxton’s hot blood gushed into Juni’s waiting mouth. She was 

ravenous, and while her normal feeding patterns involved slowly taking from 
the same person until anemia overcame them, she couldn’t help but feast on 
this one. He was a pompous fool and she would not have picked him as dinner 
company, but that painting had fixated her. And, if Braxton were to own the 
painting, then she would go with him. At least she would for one night. She 
had torn his throat open instead of inserting her fangs for a slow feeding. His 
last gurgling gasps were almost the best part of the evening, except, of 
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course, for the huntress. She stared at the painting as she gulped heavily. 
She still didn’t understand why, but for some reason she was unable to bring 
herself to touch the painting. Even to declare ownership seemed like a sin so 
deep she would not dare attempt to buy it.  

Her blood lust sated, she continued to feast her eyes upon the painting. 
She could almost see the huntress moving. It was almost as if that curious 
spear were moving to point downward. Too late did Juni realize the truth—
that the huntress was moving. That in Juni’s charmed stupor, the huntress 
had stepped from the portrait and now stood over her with her spear pointing 
at Juni’s heart. 

As the huntress thrust the spear down, Juni let out a sharp hiss of 
recognition. But it was too late. Juni would normally not be overly worried 
about a spear, but as this pierced her heart, white hot heat shot through her 
body. 

The agony was like nothing Juni had experienced in her long 
unnatural life. Every nerve exploded in fire. Then she was gone in a burst of 
light. The spear had a glow that faded and dulled. The huntress did not fight 
going back into the painting, she had less awareness than she once possessed, 
but knew that any struggle on her part would be useless.  

Later Braxton would be found alone, his throat torn out, almost as if 
by an animal. The legend of the curse would grow. The body of the vampire 
had been completely eradicated by the ritual magic of the spear. And the 
dweller in the painting would wait in her eternal prison. She would wait and 
call out to any child of the night with the misfortune to come too close.  
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This month we are continuing the story from our last few issues. It is 
a novella we are absolutely enthralled by and things are beginning 
to get more intense. 

* 
Duke Raulston owns The Marion County Messenger, an online 
newspaper.  He also co-hosts a weekly horror show, Tennessee Macabre that 
airs on OtherworldsTV and iTVChattanooga.  He has always loved pulp 
fiction.   

Duke grew up reading Robert E. Howard and H.P. Lovecraft. It is his 
desire to spend the rest of his life creating pulp fiction.  

 
Redemption 

Part IV 
*** 

Ten of Swords  
By Duke Raulston  

Luther disappeared down one of the streets of Sweetwater. The 
Preacher drove the Medicine Wagon out of Sweetwater to the Devil’s Den. He 
busied himself caring for the horses until the sun went down. It was a clear 
night. As soon as the preacher was sure he would not be seen he stripped off 
his clothes.  

He walked, naked, through the Mesquite. The thorns were tearing his 
sallow hide, raising red whelps. He did not seem to notice. He walked out on 
the limestone rim of the hole. He squatted down and wrapped his arms 
around his knees. His yellowish skin started to bubble. Flashes of metallic 
blue ran down his spine. Metallic, indigo scales started sprouting from his 
skin. The Preachers blue eyes rolled back in his head. Then they turned blue 
with a black, vertical slit running up the center. His face elongated till the 
human face of the preacher was gone; in its place was a lizard’s head.  

The creature that had been the preacher stretched, serpent-like over 
the edge of the pit. Half-inch talons crunched into the soft limestone. 
Reptilian muscles coiled and released as he climbed, head first, down the 
sheer wall. When it had descended the two hundred or so feet to the bottom of 
the abyss, it stood up. A pale grey creature that a century later would be 
termed by popular media as a grey, or, in some parts of the country, a “cave 
goblin,” came out from the cave.  

The two beings starred at each other. No words passed their lips. 
Occasionally, the creature that had been the preacher would dart its forked 
tongue out as if tasting the air in the cave. The grey creature turned and 
trotted back up the cave. It returned a few minutes with another creature. 
They were carrying a human torso. The head, both arms and one of the legs 
were gone. The Preacher seized the torso and raised his face straight up to 
the roof of cave. He opened his mouth as wide as he could. He worked the 
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lower jaw back forth, slowly, gently until there was a loud pop. The lower jaw 
opened even wider. The Preacher slid the torso into his gaping mouth. The 
torso jerked as the muscles of the Preacher’s gullet pulled it down. When the 
foot had disappeared the Preacher’s mouth snapped shut.   

The three creatures starred at each other for a few moments longer. 
Then the greys trotted back down the passage. The creature that had been 
the Preacher started to sway, sinuously. This continued silently for a half 
hour or so.  

The first sound the preacher heard was a slight rustle, like dried 
cornhusks, down the passage. The swaying did not stop. There was no change 
in his expression. The susurration grew louder, as scales brushed against the 
narrow limestone passage. A yellowish, mottled, wedge shaped head poked 
out from the cavern mouth. Its forked tongue flicked out sensing the air. It 
recognized the preacher’s scent. The rest of its mottled yellowish body 
slithered from the passageway.  

The creature reared up, swaying in rhythm with the preacher as its 
great bulk rose up to nearly twice the size of the preacher. The two creatures 
swayed, silently back and forth. They didn’t speak; they were not capable of 
it. They communicated telepathically, more with feelings than with words. 
The Preacher could sense this creature’s all-consuming lust. It hungered for 
food in the way that all creatures do, but it also hungered for the thrill of 
killing, the thrill of tormenting its prey. It required food the same as any 
other creature. This creature was a deep dweller and it fed on energy as 
much as it did on organic matter. Fear, hatred, pain, lust, and perversion 
kept it alive.  

The giant creature came to understand why the Traveller had 
disturbed its slumber. It needed an acolyte. Someone it could put in charge of 
a surface temple. It would pay with a sacrifice. Something soft, something 
plump, something it could play with in the depths. This first would be a 
sacrifice of necessity. Afterword's there would be more, many more. There 
would be attractive highborn females, youths, and supple young men. It was 
a small price to pay. He would have his acolyte.  

The Preacher understood that he was to return with a sacrifice in 
three sunsets. After he had made the sacrifice and returned to the surface, he 
would find the acolyte at the temple. The deep dweller turned and slithered 
back down the chamber from which it had emerged. The Preacher went back 
to the shaft. It climbed back to the surface, found its clothes and a few 
moments later emerged from the mesquite as a human preacher.  

There was nothing to do now but wait for word from Luther. The next 
morning, he rose with the sun. He took the wagon into Sweetwater and did a 
brisk business selling Redemption. He didn’t see Luther until later that 
night.  

The Preacher was sitting by the glowing embers of a campfire. He was 
just starring off into space. Luther saw him sitting by the campfire just 
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starring. Luther was the cautious sort, so he watched the preacher for a half 
hour. He had eyes like a hawk, and he could have sworn that in all that time 
the Preacher didn’t blink. Luther was not given to deep thoughts, but he 
wondered what he had attached himself to. He didn’t voice it in so many 
words, but he suspected that he wasn’t quite human. He pondered it for a 
while.  

Luther knew that the money was good. The preacher didn’t set him to 
sweeping floors like old man Johnson had for a few pennies. Oh no! He put 
him to work spying on the queer priest. Luther thought that his work was 
likely as not to get more exciting as time went by. He decided that he didn’t 
really care what the Preacher was or if he was good or evil. Point of fact, 
Luther preferred evil. He cleared his throat, so as not to scare the preacher.  

The older man never moved. “Come on in Luther. I was starting to 
think that you were going to squat out there on your haunches all night. Are 
you re-thinking our little deal?”  

“No, Preacher. That ain’t it at all. I was just bein’ cautious.”  
“The Lord loves a careful man Luther. Wasn’t Pilot a cautious man?”  
Luther looked rather confused. He didn’t spend a whole heap of time in 

church, but he knew the basics of the Good Book. Lord didn’t everybody? He 
hadn’t ever heard nobody say nuthin’ about Pilot being good. No preacher had 
ever said it.  

The Preacher chuckled.  
“I know what your thinking Luther. Most folks these days give old 

Pilot short shift. He was clever. He washed his hands of the whole crucifixion. 
Left it to the Priests in the Temple. Pilot came out smelling like a rose and 
retired to a villa in Switzerland rich as Croesus. They don’t tell you that in 
Sunday school class do they Luther?”  

“N-n-no,” he stammered.  
“Don’t you worry on it none Luther; I know you aren’t a theologian. 

That’s okay. Do you want to retire, rich as Croesus?”  
“Hell yeah!” Luther laughed.  
“You stick with me, do what I ask, and you will Luther. I swear you 

will. Just like old Pilot. What do you think of that my cautious friend?”  
   “I like that!”  
   “Good, now what can you tell me about that Priest!”  

“He stays pretty busy during the day. Not only that there is always 
parishioners coming and going. We would have a difficult time getting him 
then. He says compline at 7. Often as not, it is just him and Tim Macy. Tim is 
an orphan, like me. Only the Church took him in at an early age and raised 
him. Anyway, he serves as an acolyte.” 

“Interesting,” the Preacher said. He stared off into the night.  
 


