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(ONE MILD JANUARY about twenly years back.

some construction workers dug up a mastodon

skelelon while they were decpcning a p{)nd on the
Forl Custer Golf Course off' Route 94 oulside of

Kalamazoo. .\"[ichigan. The clig had already
~ V c:fusecl quite a slir amongst the locals, since it just
k. 4 wasnt safe fo go (ligging in Lhe ground anymore afler

the Black Magic Infestation of ';-,z. And the crew had already found a cave full of
vampire bats which had to be beheaded and prayed over one by one. Bul folks were
really afraid of hitting an Indian burial grouml or a poﬂer‘s field. with all {he ancient
curses that sorl of u\ing migh‘L incur. All in all, the dig made for some sleepless nigh‘Ls in

Kalamazoo.

It's not like the:y meant to dig up {hat mastodon. anyhow The workers unearthed the
skull of the ‘Lhing thinking it was a boulder, while one of the ncighbors called the head

of the geology depar‘tm&nl al the science museum over in Baflle Creek.
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The head of the geology department came down and look a look
for himsell, and then gol on the plwne with a Grand Va”cy
State Universi'ly pro['essor who ended up ‘Lal(ing over Lhe dig.
They called in a wilch doclor from Lansing {oo.
because that's just the sorl of precau‘tion you lake
when you clig something oul of the earth
{hat might al one point have been alive.
(Thal's one lesson the Black Magic
Infestation of';; taugh’[ us,
among many others | won

detail here)
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Bul the wilch doctor
was mOSt.ly called in vain - y _
those mastodon bones '“‘f\\‘/

sal oul for days and -
never stirred; nol for

a full moon or a harvest
moon or any of the other
portenls that typil’:ally

bring forth Spirits from
the Other Side.



Bul the mayor of Kalamazoo
wanted to get his mOn(Ey.S

worlh on the oul-of-town
shaman, so before he left the
witch doctor was asked to
subdue a liftle old undead
lady {hat couldnt slop rising
from her grave once a week to
feed her cals. The matronly
zombie had been an ongoing
nuisance - attacking joggers,
the kids over
up on Yucca
Point playing
stickball. and
even her own
brood s
kittens.

No one could complain aboul losing a jogger here and {here, and Lord knew those Yucca
Point kids caused notl'ling but lrouble, but e.ating kittens was jusl unchristian. So the
witch doctor did some cl\anting and sacriﬁcing, {he old maid was buried for good. and
everyone said tl'\anklyou—very‘mucl'\ and wenl on back where U'\ey came from.

Thal same year bul a few months later in :’\pril, anolher mastodon skeleton gol dug up
when construction workers were cligging inlo another poncl in prepara‘LiOn for another golf
course - bul this one was in Ohio, and although its (liscmcry made the evening news, no

one worried Loo much aboul i‘L. J\” hail the Ohio mastoclon.

But over al the Battle Creek Kingman Museum, beside the rows of arrowheads and

baskels and other Nalive American arlifacls (such as Speciallylpose& skelelons of Nalive
A mericans) were the perfcctly preserved bones of the Kalamazoo mastodon. laid out on a

series of plalforms behind pl::xiglass_ And on the first nigl’nt thal those Ohio mastodon
bones sat above grounc} under the m00nligh‘t. {he bones of our beloved Michigan

mastodon rocked in their [bssilized slumher.

It was only the next morning that &amagc could be assessed, and the piclure of whal had
happened was reconstructed. Smashed glass and mastodon fur littered the western wing of
{he museum, several exhibils were dcstrOye(l beyon(l recognition. and one poor guar(l had

been gore& by an ancien tusk thatl had broken off' and held him impale(l agains‘L a wall
near Lhe bathrooms. It was an undigniﬁed death. but everyone involved knew what had
{o happen nexl.



The witch doclor from Lansing was nolified, and that very aflernoon he painstakingly

dug into the deceased guard‘s skull ﬂ\rough his eye sockets, and scooped oul his brains

till Uu:y were gone, It was the only sure way to clc—zombiefy a [resh corpse before thcy
rose from Lhe dead - eSpecially [or someone that had been killed by a zombie himsell’

And esper:ially for a museum guard that had been killed by a zombie mastodon.

An hour later. the sherifl's depar‘tment of Battle Creek go‘L an urgent call. The Ohio
mastodon skelelon had alread-,r come up missing, with a trail of fur and I-.(m[prints lea(ling

westward away from the [_'resl\ly—exca\raled golf course in which it had been discovered.
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Tl\e slxeriﬂ' ':lSSuI'l‘l&(l tl\ﬁ \VOI'St: t.l‘lﬁ 1.\\'0 l)ﬁ’clSl.S were lxeaded to\vard

one anolher to consummale their freakish prehis’(oric union,

Even as Battle Creeks boys in blue gcarcd up and
drove east, prololems were slarling Lo arise in the
surrounding tnwnships_ In Spring[‘icld. a mid&lle—aged
molher of two was oul f;:)lding her \\-ashing

when a hall*decayed (‘-lﬂpp(:wa [ndian assaulted
her Uxmugh her best linens. She struggled {o

ﬁgm ofl'the supernatural altack. bul quickly
became the first (:llippﬁwa scalping viclim in two
hundred years (and the firs to be Scalped hy teeth
indtead of a tomahawk). All the commotion caused

her Lwin \mys to jump oul of bed and run downstairs -

just in lime to become their own mothers first meal

as a member nl'u\e walking dead.

Over in A ugusla. a pair ol Sl\amlnling corpses dressed in museum guar(l uniforms Jragged their
groaning bodies into the Barking Frog Pub, and devoured the l)arlicep during the morning news,

Farther easl in Ceresco, after a bad run-in
with a reanimaled ﬁlmily of cavemen, a
newly—zon\hi[‘icd postman prncccdcd {o
slaugl‘ler. disem\mwel a.ml olherwise
consume every unforlunate soul along his

morning roule.

And to the south in the aptly-uamed town of Climax,
a flock of undead archacoptcryxes laid waste to the
enlire slafl of the Lawrence Memorial I‘ibrary.



Southern Michigan was in an uproar, and il the reporls
coming down the wires [rom Ohio were any >
indicalion. Lhings werent much /

\)EU.&T tl’lel‘c,

From Ann Arbor {o Cleveland.
il was an unholy mess in every :
sense of the phrase.
Oracles. Seers and
clairvoyanls were
called upon from all over
the country fo give advice
on how the zombie
infection had Spread

[}Om t.h& 1nastoclons tO tl\l’:

populace.

Finally, an cspccially adepl PN
voodoo priest from Wyoming
and a soolhsayer from Savannah

were ﬂown in for Uxe occasion.

Meanwhile, like all undead. -
{he mastodons were moving quickly. their g

muscles and skin and fur regrowing {he longer {heir resurrection lasted. It was simpler fo follow
their parallel trails of carnage - through uprooted forests. downed power lines and flatened
suburban {racl homes - than to attempt to locate them ﬂ\rouglx the usual means of divination

and ritualistic chanling,

By {he time surviving law enforcement convergecl on Lhe shores of the Greal Lakes, the
mammoths had disappeared. The voodoo priest a.ualyzed the surrounding foliage and sediment
washed ashore, and concluded thal the lovestruck beasts had decided o re'nury {hemselves in
tlxe mut:l( [;’Olﬂ wl\ence l.l‘l.ey came, Lleep \)encau\ the wa‘Lers of l.ake El‘i& ’Tl‘te SOO‘.l‘LS&yEI"S
u\ird—eye examinalion of The lake bollom revealed the specil'ics: {win mastodon bodies, wrapped
round one anolher benealh the mud. their legs and trunks interlwined.

Bul the modern world had no room for ancient love. A crew of pSyr:hics. warlocks and sreel
magicians manned a new excavalion, 'l)ringing up {he mastodons from the lake floor. As Ji\-ing
{eams begau {heir descent info the lake, ‘Lhey were Soon waylai(l 'Dy roving sclmols of monstrous
chinook salmon and northern pikc. recently infected wilh the zombie parasites that had been
living in Lhe mastodons fur and flesh.



TS840 The lakewater became so hazardous
( r@ o ! L’_\ that a team of helicoPters was brought

\ -
[

= ﬂf(ﬁ'”})/\ in carrying a submersible crane, which
=5 2 96 was {hen pIOpped down in the lakes

7 murkiest waters. Operated by remoe,
. ( /f it was lowered into the depﬂ\s while
4 the world watched.
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Aﬁel’ a few tense ho“rs. the crane
struck gold.

The mastodons wailed twin wails of sadness
as the underwaler crane chewecl into their

LY O L * rolted hides and lifted them onto a trash barge
that had been cleared for the evenl. Asthey were

i .-(lroppe:l unceremoniously onto the platform. their entrails
Spilled out between their ribs and their matted peﬁs raised a putricl stench.

Finally, the same exhausted Lansing witch doctor <
used a silver pitchfork to dig their brains / =i » _’-

out t}\rough their eye sockels,
while the strongest of the street

magicians held the creatures still
N

With his forearms “i r— 4 o
soaked in dark blood T e ' 7 _ S
and vitreous humor, R =
the medicine man rj T
spoke in {ongues until X :

the demons ﬂ'\a.t lived

inside {he mastodons

dissipate(l info the ether.

As the behemoths

each died a second time.
their fur and muscles
dissolved almost
immediately.



Across the Great Lakes region, scores of undead civilians and archcol()gica] exhibils
dropped wherc thEy Si.t)()cl. By tlxe time tl\d.t lrash loarge docked on ‘Lhe shores 0‘1 Tol(‘.(l(),
all thal was lefl of the enlire ordeal were two bleached and glcaming skelelons, ready for

(lelivery Lo their resPective museums.

Today the Kingman Museum's mastodon skeleton is missing one {usk, bul the rest is
{here and pcrﬁ:ctly prcscrvcd_ Therc's evidence of minor irregularities Uuoughoul the
skeleton, probably the result of bones thal were fractured and broken and then healed.
These injuries miglﬂ have been inflicled by a modern underwaler crane, bul more likc]y
occurred during a prehistoric battle for ‘Lerritory or food or the love of a good mastodon
woman, back when thal sort of love was natural and not the result of arcane powers and
zombie restlessness.

It's believed that the beast died (the first time around) al the hands of Paleo-Indians,
and thal those Paleo-Indians he]pcd in Lhe preservation of those bones by keeping them

in the pcmd for L'Old s‘.nragc b‘d(’k \i’llﬁh thcre was healthy mca‘L &nd fur ':lt.tafllﬁll t.()

{hem. and the meal was good cating and the fur could keep you warm.

Bul who knows? It could be those Paleo-Indians wanled to make a time capSule for us,
a sorl of mcssagc—in—a—'oottlc sent through {he centuries in case we ever lapsed in our
rcScht for our ancienl forelathers. '.\Iayl)c the Black l\'lagic [nfestation of ';; wasnl so
much a cosmic accidenl as il was laying the groundwork for a plan that had '

been halchccl a millennia before. On {he oﬂ‘—thancc Uma‘t we grew into
a socic‘Ly {hat di.s'playecl our ancestors religious arlifacls and sacred tolems -

lw“. even chir bones - in museums Iike carnival amuscment&

¢

then we might need to be reminded of the consequences
for Cﬁ"ﬂdivcly whisl]ing pasl a graveyard_
We migm need {o be reminded jus‘L how

powerful the past can really be.

So maybe those ancestors lefl us
one of their most po‘Lcnt prehistoric
smarl-bombs buried in the muck.

wai‘Ling {o be resurrected.

One last hard lesson to

remind us U’lal for most
folk, resling in peace...

..ainl peaceful al all
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