
 

 

That Thing 

 

According to Old Frank Graves, the last time had been some time around when he was five years 
old. Which might be a helpful bit of information if anyone had any idea how old he was now, Frank 
himself included. Then again, most folks didn t care about the last time. This time was more than 
weird enough. 

The whole town hung around gazing up at it for most of the first day. Eventually though, stomachs 
start to growl and patience wears thin, so by the early evening there wasn t much of a crowd to speak 
of. Just a small, shifting group of neighbours coming and going, stopping by from time to time to 
spend a few more minutes waiting for whatever it was to do whatever it was going to do. They 
waited, off and on, for three days. By the evening of the second day there were pools and bets floated 
all over town and Tim Jenkin, our town s default bookie who could barely calculate the spread for a 
church picnic sack race, was going out of his head trying to keep track of all the wagers and whatnot. 

Very early in the morning on the third day the die-hard crowd who had been camping out under the 
thing was awoken with a start. A horrible wailing sound had started to come out of the thing from 
somewhere no one could really point to. The sound was awful. Piercing and sickening. The children 
and less-bold townsfolk decided to take their leave of the scene. I stuck around myself, but I stood 
well back where I could still watch the crowd but was far enough away to keep the sound down to a 
little itch in my teeth. Some people near the thing just clapped their hands over their ears and con-
tinued to watch. Excited that the thing was doing something at least. They grimaced through the aw-
ful screeching, which continued unabated for at least twenty minutes. 

Predictably, twenty minutes was more screeching and wailing than most were willing to sit through. 
The crowd began to thin out further, leaving only those who had run home to find earplugs, or 
those who had only just seen the thing for the first time that morning. The sound stopped as sud-
denly as it had started and the thing once more sat silently above the crowd, betraying nothing of its 
intent or origins. 

On the fourth day the thing was gone. No one had bothered to sit vigil the night before, so no one 
knew when it had disappeared. Tim begrudgingly returned the wagers to all who had thrown into 
the pool, the only winners being those who had struck private bets that the thing would come and 
go with no great consequence. Old Frank was one of the last to come out and find the thing missing, 
having been kept awake all night by its screeching. Everyone looked at him with mixed amusement 
and curiosity. Not only had the thing stopped making its horrible racket after only twenty minutes, 
but Old Frank has been deaf as a post since he was five years old. 




