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The Fog 
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“You must be new round here ma’am. I don’t know how they deal with it back where 
you’re from, but round here parts, the moment the bell goes off, we shut all our doors, until 
dawn. It’s at night the Fog comes, y’see? They ring the bell again in the morning when it’s 
safe” 

Susan slammed her fist into the shelf next to her, knocking down one of the many 
leather bound volumes. 

“You don’t understand! He’s my son, I can’t leave him out there! I didn’t know your 
rules about the Fog, please, I have to go find him!” 

“No can do miss. Rules are rules. I don’t want none of that darned Fog coming into my 
store.” 

Frustrated, Susan walked up to the entrance to the store, and went to pull the door open. 
He hurried out from behind the counter, and put his hand firmly against the door, holding it 
shut. 

 “Now look there miss, there’s no need to be disagreeable, that door stays shut. You 
open it, you’ll only let the Fog in here.”  

She looked at him, with pleading in her eyes. “Please. He’s my son.” 

“Look ma’am, I’m sorry. But the folks next door forgot to properly close their door last 
week. And…it was a sorry sight in the morning, to say the least. Policy here is to not take even 
the slightest chance when it comes to the Fog.” He readjusted his name tag. Jeremiah  ̧it said 
in a dull silver glow. 

“It hasn’t even set in yet, the bell just went off! Please, I didn’t know! Where we live 
there’s usually a warning bell first, and then the actual bell goes off. Please sir, you have to let 
me find him.” 

He hesitated, biting the inside of his mouth. 

An elderly gentleman in a dark blue suit and a black top-hat stepped out from behind a 
row of shelves, holding a copy of Stephen King’s IT.  
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“I’m sorry for overhearing, but I couldn’t help it. Now look here son, you can’t really 
stop the woman leaving. Opening the door just a crack won’t do you any harm. Anyhow, the 
bell just went off, Fog’s unlikely to be up yet.” 

 “I….you don’t know that…Fog works in mysterious ways. I can’t take a chance” 

“A second won’t hurt. You don’t want to be responsible for keeping a mother away 
from her son.”  

He pulled his suit slightly to the side, so the small red badge he wore on the shirt 
underneath was just visible. It was shaped like a small red tear drop, and for someone new to 
the town, it had no meaning. Jeremiah, however, saw the badge, and his face turned white. He 
wiped a bead of sweat away from his face, and gulped. The tone of menace in the elderly 
gentleman’s voice was unmistakable now. 

“Alright….but I’m shutting the door the minute you’re out there. I ain’t gonna take 
more of a chance then I need to.” 

“Thank you kindly. Now, madam, would you care for some help? I can offer my 
services, I’m sure we’ll be able to find your son before the Fog sets in.” 

“Yes, I would appreciate that very much sir. Thank you so much for your help.”  

Glaring at Jeremiah, she pulled the door open, and stepped outside. The elderly 
gentleman looked back at him, tipped his hat down at him, handed him the book and followed 
her outside. Immediately, the door was slammed shut behind them. 

-x- 

Inside the store, Jeremiah wiped the sweat into the back of his sleeve. He put the copy 
of IT back onto the shelf and bent down to pick up the book that had fallen off the shelf, a 
collector’s edition of Lord of the Rings. Outside, Susan had started screaming. He pulled out a 
pair of earphones, and as the screams got louder, put them into his ears. He turned up the 
volume so he couldn’t hear the frantic banging on the door that followed soon after. The Fog 
had come in earlier than usual, he thought to himself. Strangers to the town never did listen. 

The door opened, and the gentleman stepped back in, carefully shutting it behind. He 
pulled a handkerchief from his pocket, and wiped the blood off his hands. 

“Now there son, how much would that book be?” 

  


