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 Vinny DeCarlo was born on Tuesday, April 1, 1967, during a late snowstorm that 

collapsed most of the awnings along Main Street in Port Chester, New York. 

The snow came down heavy and wet, the kind that did not sparkle or drift but pressed 

downward with intent, flattening whatever it touched. By morning, the sidewalks were gray, 

slick, and slushy. The town looked briefly erased, as though someone had wiped a chalkboard 

without caring about what had been written there. 

His mother, Elaine, was only seventeen years old and already tired in ways that had 

nothing to do with sleep. 

It was the tiredness of someone who understood, too early, how long life could be when 

nobody helped. Elaine worked the morning shift at a Greek diner near the Caldor shopping 

center, pouring coffee for men who smelled of machine oil, cigarettes, and Swisher Sweets.  

The diner’s windows were tinted dark and its neon sign buzzed even in daylight, a low 

electrical hum that blended into traffic and never quite went away. 

At night, Elaine was a waitress at Gulliver’s.  She usually changed blouses in the diner 

bathroom, and pinned her hair back to get ready for job number two. The diner had no changing 

room, or staff bathrooms, so they shared with the public. She always thought that it made the 

restaurant look bad. Nobody wants to see the people making or handling your food in the 

bathroom, regardless of whether they make a good effort to wash their hand. 

She moved through her days in borrowed uniforms and borrowed strength, measuring 

time not in hours but in shifts, tips, and how long she could stay upright before the world finally 

leaned in too hard. 
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Vinny spent most of his early years in the booths and back rooms of these establishments, 

where he considered them his second home. 

The diner owner let him color placemats if he stayed quiet. Vinny learned early that noise 

brought attention, and attention brought questions. Questions led to looks. Looks led to pity. Pity 

was worse than anger. Anger passed. Pity lingered. 

Elaine never talked about Vinny’s father. When customers asked, she smiled and said, 

“He moved on.” When Vinny asked, she said, “You got me. That’s enough.” Vinny accepted this 

without argument. He accepted most things that way. Pushing against life achieved nothing.  

Vinny was not slow, exactly. He simply moved through the world as if it were slightly out 

of focus, like a television channel that never quite tuned in.  

Teachers described him as “pleasant” but “unmotivated.” He struggled with math but 

remembered sounds with unsettling precision. Commercial jingles. Cadence. The exact rhythm 

of voices. He could reproduce them years later, tone-perfect, even when he could not explain 

what they meant. 

At night, when Elaine worked late, Vinny watched television in Gulliver’s office. He 

liked the local news. The anchors spoke calmly, no matter what had happened, fires, accidents, 

strikes, deaths. Everything was delivered in the same measured cadence, as if the world could be 

managed by tone alone. Vinny found comfort in that. He liked that the best and worst things were 

delivered without judgment or pause. 

Occasionally, while watching TV, Vinny felt something tighten behind his eyes. 

A pressure. 

A hum. 
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Pain. 

He didn’t have language for it. He thought it might be hunger, or boredom, or God. It felt 

physical, like someone pressing a thumb into the space just above his nose and holding it there. 

When he was ten, he watched a local news report about a bridge repair in Yonkers. 

Nothing remarkable. Orange cones. A man in a hard hat pointing at blueprints. Vinny felt the 

pressure spike so sharply that he turned away from the screen. 

“Don’t like this,” he said aloud to no one. 

The next morning, the bridge collapsed during rush-hour traffic. 

Elaine cried at the kitchen table when she heard. Vinny felt sick but not surprised. He 

knew from experience that when the pressure came like that, something bad usually followed. He 

did not connect the two events. He couldn’t have. He was ten. Things happened. That was life. 

Still, the hum stayed. 

What Vinny did not learn at the diner, he learned outside. 

He liked animals more than people. He knew that. 

Behind the diner dumpsters, stray dogs gathered, thin, watchful, careful. Vinny learned 

their patterns quickly. Which ones would accept food. Which ones required distance. Which ones 

guarded the others. He broke scraps into even portions without being told. He noticed which 

animals ate first and which waited, and how order emerged naturally if no one interfered. 

Elaine noticed he always came home smelling faintly of fur and garbage. 

“Don’t touch anything sick,” she warned him. 

“They’re hungry,” Vinny said. 

Hunger made sense to him. 
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He began bringing water in the summer. Cardboard in the winter. He liked that animals 

responded to consistency. That they learned routines. That trust could be earned without words. 

When one of the dogs disappeared, Vinny felt the pressure behind his eyes tighten. Not 

sharply. Just enough to register. He did not cry. He understood that disappearance was part of the 

sequence. 
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On Sundays, Elaine sold her homemade jewelry at the Empire State Flea Market, down in 

Westchester. Job number three. She crafted bracelets from wire and glass beads, earrings from 

old buttons, and necklaces that appeared more expensive than they were. 

Vinny sat beside her on a milk crate, her display arranged with careful symmetry across a 

folding table. Together, they watched people’s hands, how they reached, hesitated, touched, and 

withdrew. 

Vinny noticed patterns most people didn’t. 

Some customers touched everything but bought nothing, as if they needed proof the 

objects were real. Others moved directly to a single item, fingers closing around it with certainty, 

as though the choice had already been made somewhere else. He noticed how some smiles 

arrived a fraction of a second too late, how faces flickered when people thought no one was 

looking, like something passing behind glass. 

Sometimes, when Vinny saw somebody, thought of anybody, or looked at someone too 

long, the pressure behind his eyes returned, like impending doom. 

The pressure was stronger in the thick air of the flea market, where sound and motion 

never stopped. The hum deepened, no longer just background noise but a vibration he felt in his 

teeth. He would suddenly know, without knowing how,that something was about to happen, 

either on television, on the radio, or in a newspaper headline read aloud by someone else. 

The sensation was not memory. 

It was recognition without context. An answer without a question. 



THE SPIRALIZER 
©V Le Chenz 2026 

 

Page 6 of 80 

 

Behind the flea market stalls, dogs waited with their owners. Vinny watched how people 

fed them treats without looking, without reading labels, without thinking about what they were 

placing in their hands. 

He watched how animals trusted whoever filled their bowl, how loyalty followed supply, 

how gratitude required very little explanation. 

One afternoon, a woman with large sunglasses caught his attention. She had gray hair in a 

ponytail and a curious mole on her left temple. She picked up a necklace and laughed. 

“This one’s lucky,” she said. “I can feel it.” 

The hum surged. 

Vinny opened his mouth. His heart began to race, hard enough that he felt it in his throat. 

His hands went cold, as if the blood had been reassigned elsewhere. 

Elaine shot him a look. “Close your flytrap,” she whispered. 

He closed his mouth. 

The woman bought the necklace and walked away, the beads clicking softly against one 

another as she disappeared into the crowd. Vinny watched her go and felt, with sick certainty, 

that the sale had completed something. 

The next day, Elaine mentioned that she thought the woman they’d sold the beaded 

necklace to had died. She’d been struck by a delivery truck near the flea market, right after 

buying it. 

Vinny felt the pressure bloom behind his eyes, not sharp, not sudden, but dense. Settled. 

He had not known what would happen. He understood that much. But he knew that 

something would. The distinction mattered to him. It was the only thing that did. 
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Vinny did not sleep that night. 

He lay awake listening to the hum of traffic outside the apartment and the refrigerator’s 

uneven buzz in the kitchen, each sound slightly out of rhythm with the other. Together, they 

formed a low, continuous vibration that pressed against his skull. He felt as though he had 

forgotten something important, not a fact, but a step. As if he had missed a cue and the world had 

kept moving without him. 

 

 



THE SPIRALIZER 
©V Le Chenz 2026 

 

Page 8 of 80 

 

 

By high school, Vinny had earned a reputation: harmless, a little dim, unfailingly polite. 

He never got into fights. Never dated. Never stood out. Teachers passed him along year 

after year because holding him back felt cruel and pushing him forward seemed pointless. He 

was present without being engaged, attentive without being curious, as though he were waiting 

for instructions no one else could hear. 

After high school, he took a job unloading trucks at a warehouse near the railroad tracks. 

Boxes in. Boxes out. Numbers on clipboards. Vinny liked that everything had a place, even if he 

didn’t understand why it belonged there. The warehouse had its own hum, machinery cycling, 

conveyor belts whining, the distant groan of freight cars coupling, and Vinny found it calming. 

The noise didn’t ask questions. It simply continued. 

On his breaks, he watched pigeons gather near the loading docks. He noticed how they 

avoided danger without panic, how they moved as a group without discussion, how none of them 

tried to explain themselves. They reacted, adjusted, and carried on. No guilt. No confusion. No 

hesitation. 

The headaches had started coming more often now. 

They came sometimes while listening to the radio in the break room. Sometimes while 

watching television at home with his family. It didn’t always arrive with bad news. Sometimes it 

came from the newspaper. Sometimes it came during commercials, during weather reports, 

during human-interest segments that had nothing to do with danger at all. There was no rhyme or 

reason. 

That was what troubled him. 
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Vinny began to understand something he did not yet have the language to explain. 

The pressure wasn’t reacting to danger. 

It was reacting to sequence. 

It responded to order, to progression, to the invisible thread connecting one moment to 

the next. It stirred not when something terrible happened, but when something was already in 

motion, when the outcome had been decided and the only thing left was for time to catch up. 

It wanted to know what came next. 

That realization frightened him more than death ever had. Death was an ending. It was 

stillness. Sequence implied continuation. It meant that nothing truly stopped, only shifted, 

rearranged, carried forward into the next necessary thing. 

And Vinny was beginning to feel that he was not watching the sequence anymore. 

He was inside it. 

Once, during school, the principal gave his morning announcements, a list of upcoming 

events over the PA system: 

Bake sale. 

Fire drill. 

Pep rally. 

Then it happens, fast, physical. Vinny felt the pressure spike so hard it made his vision 

blur. His hand went up before he understood why. 

“Something is going to happen. I think there is going to be a fire,” he said. 

The class laughed. The teacher smiled patiently. 

“No, Vincent. It is just a drill.” 
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The next day, a trash can in the kitchen ignited during lunch, setting off the alarms, and 

the fire started spreading across the room. 

The school was quickly evacuated, and no one was hurt. The fire was contained by the 

suppression system. The incident barely made the local paper. 

Vinny sat on the curb afterward, shaking. 

The pressure hadn’t cared about accuracy. 

It cared about proximity. 
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Being close to a person was sometimes enough. Not to see their future, never that clean, 

but to feel its weight bearing down. If something bad was imminent, if it was already in motion, 

the hum responded. It did not work with everyone. Only certain people. Vinny never knew why. 

He only knew when it happened, and when it didn’t. 

Distance mattered. 

With strangers far away, the pressure was dull, abstract. With people nearby, it sharpened. 

Local events. Local damage. Local consequences. The closer someone was to him, physically or 

socially, the louder the signal became. 

There were exceptions. 

Celebrities came through clearly, even at a distance. Vinny did not question this. 

Everyone knew who they were. Everyone watched them. Their lives were amplified, distributed, 

repeated. He assumed that kind of attention created energy, or momentum, or something like 

mass, enough to register. 

In the days before Andy Warhol died, Vinny saw him on a television interview. 

Then it happens, quiet, heavy. The pressure settled behind his eyes, dense and 

unmistakable. 

He did not gasp. He did not speak. He did not need details. He simply knew that the 

sequence had reached its final step. 

Warhol was dead soon after. 
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Vinny felt afraid but not surprised. Fear had become familiar. The knowing had been with 

him for as long as he could remember. What frightened him now was not the ability itself, but the 

pattern emerging around it. 

This was not random. 

He was not being warned. 

He was being positioned. 
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In 1998, Vinny married Jessica. They started a family, settled into routine, and for a brief 

stretch the hum seemed to recede, muted by responsibility, by noise, by the forward motion of 

ordinary life. 

A few months later, his mother, Elaine, passed away. 

That was when something new began to happen. 

It occurred one night while watching the news. The anchor transitioned between 

segments, voice smooth and practiced, when Vinny felt the pressure surge, sudden and 

unmistakable. 

Then it happens. He could have sworn he heard the newscaster say that comedian and 

actor Phil Hartman, formerly of Saturday Night Live, had been murdered. 

The pressure locked in. 

Vinny sat forward, heart pounding. The segment moved on. No confirmation followed. 

No follow-up. He rewound the tape. 

Nothing. 

He checked the next broadcast. Then the next. No reports. No rumors. No mention of 

death. 

The next day, Phil Hartman was dead. 

Vinny did not feel vindicated. He felt hollowed out. 

“What’s wrong with you?” Jessica asked, watching him stand too close to the television. 

“I knew yesterday,” Vinny said. “I knew he was going to die.” 

Jessica frowned. “Why would you say that?” 



THE SPIRALIZER 
©V Le Chenz 2026 

 

Page 14 of 80 

 

“I don’t know,” he said. “I felt it.” 

She rewound the tape. Vinny always recorded the news. There was nothing there,no 

mistake, no preview, no hidden clue. Just a man insisting on something that did not exist yet. 

Jessica said nothing after that. But her silence changed shape. It became careful. 

Vinny understood then that whatever this was, it was no longer waiting for events to 

begin. The pressure was arriving early, ahead of confirmation, ahead of permission. 

He did not know what his purpose was. He only knew that knowing had started to feel 

dangerous. 

He had learned early that attention was a liability. 

At the diner, attention meant questions. At school, it meant being called on. At home, it 

meant Jessica’s face tightening as she silently calculated how much concern she could afford. 

So, Vinny learned how to be present without being seen. 

He learned to sit just out of sight. To answer with as few words as possible. To keep his 

face neutral, his posture unremarkable. But the pressure behind his eyes did not respect 

invisibility. It arrived anyway. 

Sometimes it came when nothing bad was happening at all, during a commercial for pet 

food, during a weather report, during a segment about a man who rescued injured birds. Vinny 

would feel the hum and wonder what he was supposed to be noticing. 

He began to test himself, quietly, without admitting it even to himself. 

He guessed which stories would return. Which faces would matter. Sometimes he was 

wrong. 

Being wrong did not make the pressure stop. 
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It made it sharper. 

Not long before Elaine died, Vinny stood inside the diner near the front window, waiting 

for his mother to finish a shift. Outside, traffic crawled along Main Street. The usual noise. The 

usual movement. 

Then he saw Paul Hallahan. 

Hallahan cut across traffic the way he always did, without looking, cigarette hanging 

from his mouth, daring the world to correct him. Then it hits, violent. Vinny felt the pressure 

instantly. Not gradual. Not curious. 

His vision narrowed. The hum roared so loudly it drowned out the diner’s clatter. And 

with it came something new: not a question, not a warning, but certainty. 

Hallahan was not going to die tomorrow. 

He was going to die here. 

Five seconds. 

Vinny’s mouth went dry. His hands locked at his sides. He did not stand. He did not 

shout. He did not move. 

He was afraid. 

Afraid of being wrong. 

Afraid of being seen. 

Afraid, suddenly, of being right. 

A truck came through the intersection faster than it should have. Someone screamed. 

Metal struck flesh with a sound that silenced the room. 

Hallahan did not die quickly. 
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People in the diner rushed the windows. Someone dropped a plate. Someone else began 

to cry. Elaine shouted for someone to call an ambulance. 

Vinny remained where he was. 

He watched. 

He felt nothing but the hum, receding now, satisfied. 

Later, as sirens filled the street and blood darkened the pavement, a thought lodged itself 

into Vinny’s mind and refused to leave. 

He hadn’t stopped it. 

But he hadn’t tried to. 

Worse, he wasn’t sure he could have. 

And worse still, he wasn’t sure he hadn’t caused it. 

The pressure had come. He had noticed. He had stayed silent. The sequence had 

completed itself anyway. 

Was that coincidence? 

Or was attention the trigger? 

Vinny had no way of knowing, only that from that moment on, the knowing no longer felt 

like a warning. 

It felt like participation. 
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Vinny married late. His wife, Jessica, was practical and patient. She liked that Vinny 

didn’t gamble, didn’t drink much, didn’t argue. He came home when he said he would. He paid 

bills on time. He listened more than he spoke. She liked how gentle he was with animals: how he 

knelt to their eye level; how he waited for them to approach him instead of reaching out first; 

how dogs, especially, seemed to find him without effort, slipping into his presence as if he had 

been there all along. 

They had two sons. 

Vinny loved them quietly, fiercely. He watched them sleep longer than necessary. 

Counted their breaths without meaning to. He memorized the particular weight of each child in 

his arms, the way their bodies settled when they trusted him to hold them. He never raised his 

voice. Never needed to. The idea of harming them, physically or otherwise, did not even register 

as a thought. They existed outside the sequence. Sacred. Untouchable. 

It was around this time that Vinny, inexplicably and suddenly, started selling food to his 

neighbors. About six months earlier, he had begun buying equipment to make it and had set up a 

secret commercial kitchen. Nothing was new, and he spent very little money because Jessica 

didn’t notice. He cleaned and repaired discarded equipment, and he cleaned and repaired what he 

found for sale in the local papers. 

The food was not for people. 

It was for animals. 
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At first, it was informal: neighbors’ dogs with allergies, dogs that refused kibble, pets that 

lost weight for no clear reason. Simple recipes. Few ingredients. Meat. Broth. Supplements. 

Always refrigerated. Never shelf-stable. He insisted on that. 

“Fresh matters,” he said whenever anyone asked. 

People trusted it because it felt honest. Because it wasn’t marketed. Because it wasn’t for 

them. They liked that Vinny never tried to upsell, never explained too much. He gave 

instructions. He gave warnings. He told them exactly how long it would last and what to do if it 

smelled wrong. 

Pets loved it. 

Vinny liked watching animals eat. He liked the way tension left their bodies once hunger 

was addressed: the focus, the absence of hesitation. He liked knowing they were nourished. That 

nothing was wasted. That hunger ended cleanly, without confusion or excess. 

The pressure behind his eyes softened when he worked. The hum receded into something 

manageable, something rhythmic. Chopping. Measuring. Portioning. Labeling. Order without 

interpretation. Cause followed by effect. Need answered by supply. 

For the first time in his life, the knowing did not feel like a warning. 

It felt contained. 

It felt useful. 

And in that quiet, careful work, hands steady, mind clear, Vinny began to suspect that the 

hum was not reacting to violence at all. 

It was responding to balance. 
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Vinny first noticed the missing time on a Wednesday. 

He had closed the refrigerator and freezer doors in the kitchen carefully, checking the 

temperature gauge twice before locking up. He always checked twice. Refrigeration mattered. 

Freshness mattered. If you were going to care for something, you had to care for it properly. He 

wiped down the stainless-steel counter, washed his hands longer than necessary, and wrote the 

day’s notes in the ledger he kept for ingredients, quantities, and deliveries. 

The ledger was tidy. 

Orderly. 

Boring. 

That was the point. 

He left at four-thirty, the same as always. The sky hung low and gray, threatening snow 

that never quite came. He remembered turning onto North Main Street, the radio host arguing 

with a caller about property taxes. He remembered thinking he should stop for milk. 

The next thing he knew, he was parked three blocks from home. 

The engine was off. The keys were still in the ignition. His hands rested calmly on the 

steering wheel, fingers loose, positioned as if he had been waiting for someone to knock on the 

window and tell him what to do next. 

The dashboard clock read 6:12. 

Vinny sat there listening to the tick of cooling metal. His heart wasn’t racing. That 

frightened him more than panic ever would have. Panic made sense. Panic was a reaction. This 

was absence, a gap where something should have been. 
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At dinner, Jessica talked about their younger son’s science project, something involving 

magnets and iron filings. Vinny nodded at the right moments. He smiled when she smiled. He 

laughed once, a fraction too late. 

“You okay?” Jessica asked. 

“Just tired,” Vinny said. 

The answer slid into place easily. Too easily. 

Later that night, brushing his teeth, he noticed a thin cut along his forearm. He didn’t 

remember getting it. It wasn’t deep, more like a scrape, but it had already begun to scab, the skin 

pulled tight around it. He covered it with a bandage and went to bed. 

He dreamed of static. 

Not sound. Not exactly. More like sensation, thick, rolling interference, the kind that 

made it impossible to tell where one image ended and another began. Beneath it, something 

moved. Not violently. Purposefully. Trying to come into focus. 

His drives began to repeat. 

Not the routes. 

The feeling. 

Vinny would finish his work and feel fine, tired, but present. He would think about 

dinner, about Jessica’s voice, about whether the dogs behind the diner had eaten that day. Then, 

somewhere between one block and the next, the pressure behind his eyes would spike and then 

vanish completely. 

When awareness returned, he would be parked somewhere that only felt wrong after the 

fact: 
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an industrial road by the river; 

a side street near abandoned rail spurs; 

a dead end where weeds pushed up through cracked asphalt. 

Always with the engine off. 

Always with the keys in place. 

Always with his body arranged neatly, upright, hands still, as if he had been set down 

rather than arrived. 

Once, he found himself stopped directly behind a police cruiser at a red light, close 

enough to read the motto on the bumper: 

TO PROTECT AND SERVE. 

The light turned green. 

The cruiser drove on. 

Vinny remained where he was until someone honked behind him, sharp and angry. Only 

then did he ease forward, merging back into traffic as though nothing unusual had occurred. 

His heart did not race. 

That night, he lay awake listening to the house breathe. The refrigerator hummed. The 

pipes clicked and cooled. Somewhere down the hall, one of his sons shifted in his sleep. 

Vinny stared at the ceiling and tried to remember the stretch of road between four-thirty 

and six-twelve. 

There was nothing there. 

No fear. 

No images. 
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No sound. 

Only the certainty that whatever had happened had been done carefully. 
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Vinny started keeping a second notebook. 

The first was for food: ingredients, ratios, refrigeration times, supplement schedules. 

Measurements mattered. Consistency mattered. The second notebook had no title. He told 

himself it was for reminders, appointments, names of people who ordered regularly, addresses he 

didn’t want to forget. 

The names came easily. 

They arrived without effort, sliding into his thoughts while he chopped, while he stirred, 

while he checked temperature gauges. Faces lingered long after the television was off. 

Sometimes the names were familiar. Sometimes they were not. He could not always place where 

he knew them from, only that knowing felt unavoidable. 

He tried not to look too closely. 

Ignoring them felt like holding his breath underwater. Possible for a while. Dangerous if 

done too long. 

He searched obituaries more than he cared to admit. Most of the names never appeared. A 

few did, enough to keep him awake at night, staring at the ceiling, replaying moments that felt 

both remembered and imagined, trying to determine whether recognition came before or after the 

fact. 

He told himself the list was a coping mechanism. Writing things down made them 

smaller. That was what people said: externalize the stress, contain it, give it boundaries. 

He never told Jessica about the second notebook. 
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He kept it in the garage, tucked behind the freezer chest and a stack of empty containers. 

Out of sight. Out of sequence. He told himself it was harmless. 

Just words. 

The smell came back first. 

Not every night. Just often enough. 

It clung to his clothes when he came home late, faint but persistent, smoke layered with 

something metallic beneath it. Sharp. Sour. Like overheated iron, too specific to be nothing. 

Jessica noticed once while folding laundry, her hands pausing mid-motion. 

“You burn something?” she asked. 

“No,” Vinny said too quickly. Then, softer: “Maybe someone nearby.” 

Jessica shrugged. Port Chester was full of odd smells, factories, old buildings, the river 

itself breathing up whatever it carried. Nobody thought much about it. 

Vinny stood in the doorway watching her fold shirts and felt a wave of guilt so sudden 

and intense it nearly knocked him off balance. He didn’t know where it came from. Only that it 

had weight. Only that he did not deserve her patience. 

That night, the static in his dream parted. 

For a moment, just long enough to register, he saw the concrete floor marked with lines. 

Numbers. Measurements. Straight and deliberate, like chalk snapped across a slab or grease 

pencil dragged along a seam. The kind of marks made by someone who cared deeply about 

precision, about doing things correctly the first time. 

He woke drenched in sweat, his heart hammering, the image clinging to him like residue. 

Then the news began to talk about a killer. 
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At first, the details were vague. No witnesses. No suspects. Dozens of people missing 

over the past several years. Only one body recovered. The anchor’s voice remained calm, 

professional, almost soothing in its detachment. 

They had given him a name: 

The Spiralizer. 

Vinny turned off the television. 

His hands were shaking. 

The name felt wrong and right in a way he couldn’t articulate, clever, descriptive, brutal, 

depending on your interpretation. It wasn’t his word. It was theirs. And hearing it said out loud 

made his stomach turn. 

The story grew. 

Graphics replaced footage. Maps appeared. Authorities urged the public to remain 

vigilant. 

They interviewed a profiler, and this time the language sharpened. The face on the screen 

spoke in careful categories, not drama: 

Middle-aged white male. 

Local familiarity. 

Organized offender. 

Comfortable with routine. 

Able to present as stable, possibly employed, possibly partnered. 

Vinny laughed once, sharp, involuntary, then covered his mouth. 

Jessica looked at him from the couch. “What?” 
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“Nothing,” he said. “Just… crazy world.” 

That night, he could not sleep. Every sound in the house felt amplified. The refrigerator 

hummed too loudly. The pipes clicked like footsteps moving just out of sight. He went into the 

garage and stood there, staring at the wall, trying to remember why he had come in. 

The freezer kicked on. 

Vinny closed his eyes and waited for the pressure behind them to rise. 

It did not. 

That frightened him more than if it had. 

 

 



THE SPIRALIZER 
©V Le Chenz 2026 

 

Page 27 of 80 

 

 

The second notebook sat exactly where he had left it. 

He did not open it. 

The feeling came while he was watching a rerun of a game show, the volume low, the 

colors too bright. A contestant stepped forward and smiled into the camera, offering his name and 

hometown. 

Vinny froze. 

The pressure slammed into him so hard his vision blurred at the edges. The hum rose 

instantly, overwhelming, crowding out every other sensation. 

Danger. 

The word did not arrive as sound. It arrived as certainty, dense, immediate, undeniable. 

Vinny grabbed his phone. His fingers shook as he searched the man’s name. The internet 

resisted him at first, dead ends, archived mentions, forgotten message boards and local listings, 

but he persisted, driven less by curiosity than by compulsion. Eventually, an address surfaced. 

He stared at the screen, heart pounding. 

He told himself he would not do anything. 

Just look. 

Just confirm that the feeling was nonsense. 

Just prove, to himself, to reason, that he was wrong. 

The next morning, the man was found dead. 

Vinny read the article three times. The date. The time. Overnight. No suspects. 

Authorities were withholding details. 
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He dropped the phone and backed away from it as if it had burned him. 

This was not coincidence. 

It could not be. 

He sat at the kitchen table with his head in his hands and whispered, “What’s wrong with 

me?” 

Vinny went to see a doctor. 

He described the headaches. The missing time. The pressure. He avoided specifics. He 

avoided conclusions. The doctor nodded sympathetically and suggested stress, sleep apnea, or 

mild dissociation. He prescribed a mild anxiolytic and recommended better rest. 

For a while, things improved. 

The pressure dulled. 

The dreams faded. 

Vinny relaxed. 

He laughed more. Jessica smiled more. Meals felt normal again. The house breathed 

evenly. The animals ate well. 

Then one morning, Vinny decided to call in sick. He spent the day driving aimlessly, 

afraid to stop, afraid to go home. Without intending to, without making a single conscious turn, 

he found himself near the old industrial district by the river. 

He did not get out of the car. 

He sat there gripping the steering wheel until his hands ached, then drove away shaking. 

Vinny began mapping things. 

Not on paper. Not physically. 
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Mentally. 

Every time the pressure came, something followed. 

Every time he tried to intervene, look too closely, search too hard, someone died. 

Every time he ignored it, did nothing, said nothing, the relief came. Followed closely by 

guilt. 

He began to believe the pressure was not a warning. 

It was a test. 

Maybe he was meant to act. 

Maybe he was meant not to. 

Maybe he was failing either way. 

The idea terrified him. 

He stopped writing names down. Instead, he prayed. Bargaining prayers. Promises he did 

not know how to fulfill. 

Nothing changed. 

The Spiralizer struck again. 

And again. 

Vinny avoided the news, but it found him anyway. Coworkers talked. Neighbors 

speculated. Everyone had theories. Everyone had opinions. 

Vinny listened silently, nodding, filing away details he did not remember learning. 

One night, a customer lingered after picking up a refrigerated container for her dog. 

“You ever worry about what goes into the things we buy and eat?” she asked casually, as 

if discussing weather. 
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Vinny shook his head. “I know what goes into this.” 

She smiled, satisfied. “That’s what matters.” 

Vinny locked up that night with trembling hands. 

He dreamed of animals eating. 

Not violently. 

Not hungrily. 

Calmly. Contentedly. Nourished. 

The pressure behind his eyes softened when he woke. 

For the first time in a long while, the hum felt almost like peace. 

And that, more than anything else, made him afraid. 
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Vinny dreamed of the building before he consciously remembered it. 

In his dreams, it stood by the river, its brickwork darkened by age and water, its surface 

swollen and blistered in places where moisture had been allowed to linger. The windows were 

blind with grime, opaque rather than broken, as if the building had chosen not to see out 

anymore. It did not loom. 

It waited. 

It waited for him to finally come out of the dark. 

It waited for him to get involved, to awaken and see his actual world, not the 

subconscious one. 

Weeds split the pavement in careful lines, growing only where cracks had already been 

measured and approved. A chain-link fence leaned inward, tired rather than broken, its metal 

bowed with a fatigue that suggested long use rather than neglect. There was a gate that never 

quite closed all the way. Not broken. Just left that way. 

The building felt familiar in the way childhood homes do after you’ve moved away: 

recognizable, unreachable, heavy with things you cannot name but are certain once belonged to 

you. 

He performed ordinary tasks, labeling containers, checking temperatures, loading coolers, 

but something hovered just beneath his awareness, waiting. He had the distinct sense that if he 

stopped paying attention, even briefly, whatever was waiting would step forward and finish what 

was already in motion. 
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At work, if it could still be called that, he moved with care. The animals depended on 

consistency. 

He wondered where these dreams would lead, if anywhere. 

He wondered how his concern for starving animals had turned into a dreamlike world in 

which he had started a pet-food business. 
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Then, one day, he took a wrong turn. 

At least, that was what he told himself. 

The road narrowed. Houses thinned. The river appeared to his right, gray and sluggish, 

carrying debris and memory in equal measure. Vinny’s heart began to pound, not with fear, but 

with certainty, a settling sensation, like a decision made long ago finally being carried out. 

“There,” he said aloud. 

The building rose ahead of him, exactly as it had in the dreams. No embellishment. No 

distortion. Even the sag of the fence matched. 

He parked across the street and sat with his hands on the steering wheel, staring. 

His mouth was dry. His tongue felt thick. He had the strange sensation of standing at the 

edge of a cliff, not looking down, but looking back up at a place he had already fallen from. He 

told himself he would not get out of the car. He told himself he would turn around, drive home, 

forget this place existed. 

He got out of the car. 

The fence had a gap wide enough for someone to slip through without effort. Vinny did 

not hesitate. His feet moved with practiced ease, avoiding loose gravel, skirting broken glass as if 

guided by muscle memory rather than sight. The gate shifted when he touched it, not creaking, 

not resisting, just yielding slightly, as though acknowledging him. 

The door was heavy. Industrial. Rusted but functional, maintained, as if someone had 

been here recently. 

When he pushed it open, the smell hit him. 
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Not unfamiliar. 

Not shocking. 

Recognizable. 

Vinny staggered back, catching his breath, his mind scrambling for denial, for any 

explanation that did not involve him. The smell was layered: old smoke, cold metal, something 

sour beneath it, something faintly sweet. It was not a smell you stumbled upon. 

It was a smell you worked toward. 

“This isn’t real,” he whispered. 

The door swung shut behind him. 

Inside, the building was dim, light filtering through narrow windows caked with grime. 

Dust motes hung suspended in the air, unmoving, as though the room itself were holding its 

breath. The concrete floor bore marks, faint but deliberate, lines and numbers etched, erased, and 

etched again over time. 

Measured. Adjusted. Perfected. 

Vinny’s knees buckled. He caught himself against a support beam, his palm leaving a 

clean print in the dust. 

He had been here before. 

Not in memory. 

In function. 

Images flickered at the edges of his vision, not scenes, not faces, but sensations. Pressure. 

Focus. A calm so complete it bordered on reverence. The stillness that came when doubt was 

removed and only sequence remained. 
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He walked deeper into the space, each step heavier, as if gravity increased with 

familiarity. 

There were tools. 

Modified. Maintained. Cleaned with care that bordered on tenderness. Surfaces wiped. 

Edges dulled where hands had rested repeatedly. Everything had its place. Nothing was left to 

chance. 

This was not chaos. 

This was routine. 

Vinny squeezed his eyes shut. 

“No,” he said again, but the word no longer pointed to anything real. 

The memories did not return all at once. 

They seeped in. 

Like water finding cracks you didn’t know existed until the floor began to bow beneath 

your feet. 

He remembered the absence of fear. He remembered the certainty, not that what was 

happening was good or evil, but that it was necessary. That the work did not require justification. 

Only completion. 

He remembered thinking about animals. 

How they depended on systems they could not see. How they trusted whoever filled the 

bowl. How responsibility felt heavier, and more binding, than intention. 

Vinny slid down the wall until he was sitting on the floor. His breath came in short, 

broken bursts. His hands trembled violently in his lap. 
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“I didn’t mean to,” he said to no one. 

The building did not answer. 

It did not need to. 

For the first time, Vinny understood the pressure for what it was. 

The name returned to him with sickening clarity. 

Not from him. 

From the world. 

From a television anchor’s mouth. 

The Spiralizer. 
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Vinny covered his face and sobbed. 

All the warnings he thought he had missed. All the lives he believed he had failed to save. 

The irony pressed down on him until his chest tightened and his breath came shallow and 

uneven. 

He had never arrived too late. 

He had always arrived exactly when the sequence required. 

He noticed the markings again. 

They told a story. 

Each line corresponded to a measurement. Each number marked an attempt, a refinement, 

a record kept by someone who believed that documentation equaled understanding, that if you 

measured carefully enough, you might eventually justify the act. Eight feet. Thirteen. Fifteen. 

Numbers laid down like proof. 

He understood then what had driven him. Not rage. Not pleasure. 

Inquiry. 

A warped sense of stewardship. A need to test a question he did not remember asking: 

How much could be taken before something ceased to be useful? 

The thought made his stomach lurch. 

Vinny bent forward and vomited onto the concrete. The sound echoed in the empty space, 

too loud, too final. 

For the first time, he felt resistance. 

He did not want to see the adjacent room. 
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He saw it anyway. 

It was separate. Purpose-built. Insulated. This was where denial finally collapsed. This 

was where sequence no longer implied outcome but completed itself. 

Vinny staggered back, shaking his head. 

“Stop,” he said. Then again, weaker: “Stop.” 

His phone buzzed in his pocket. 

The sound felt obscene. 

Jessica’s name glowed on the screen. 

For a moment, he considered not answering. Disappearing. Letting the myth remain a 

shape without edges. Letting the building keep its order and the town keep its routines. 

He answered. 

“Where are you?” Jessica asked. Her voice was steady, but only just. 

Vinny swallowed. “I don’t know how to say this.” 

Silence. 

“I think,” he said carefully, as though choosing each word from broken glass, “there’s 

something wrong with me.” 

Another pause. 

“Are you hurt?” she asked. 

“No,” Vinny said. Then, quieter: “I think people have been hurt. I think it’s me.” 

The words landed between them without sound, like something heavy set gently down. 

“Vinny,” Jessica said. “What are you talking about?” 

“I can’t explain it over the phone,” he said. “I just, I need you to trust me.” 



THE SPIRALIZER 
©V Le Chenz 2026 

 

Page 39 of 80 

 

She did. 

That was the cruelest part. 

They returned to the building together the next day. 
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Jessica walked more slowly than Vinny. She noticed details he had avoided: the peeling 

paint, the water stains creeping upward, the way the river pressed its dampness into everything 

nearby. She did not speak at first. She stood very still, as if preparing for impact. 

When understanding came, it did not arrive as a scream. 

It arrived as silence. 

Jessica pressed a hand to her mouth. Her eyes moved across the space with an attention 

that frightened Vinny more than anger ever could. 

“No,” she said finally. “No.” 

She shook her head, backing away. 

“This isn’t possible,” she whispered. “You’re not him, are you?” 

“I don’t remember,” Vinny said. “Not the acts. Just everything around them.” 

She turned on him then. 

“You think that matters?” she said. Not shouting. Sharper than that. “You think forgetting 

makes it smaller?” 

Vinny said nothing. 

Jessica’s voice rose and broke. “Call the police,” she said, as if daring the room to 

contradict her. “I should call the police right now.” She paced, then stopped short, hand pressed 

to her forehead, shaking her head hard as though she could dislodge what she’d seen. “No. No,” 

Her eyes snapped back to him. “I will drag you there myself if I have to.” 

Years of endurance and compromise broke loose, spilling into the space, ricocheting off 

concrete and steel. 



THE SPIRALIZER 
©V Le Chenz 2026 

 

Page 41 of 80 

 

Vinny did not argue. 

He waited for her clock to run out. 

They sat on the floor long after the words ran out. 

Jessica’s breathing slowed. Her hands stopped shaking. She looked older than he had ever 

seen her, as if time had finally collected its debt all at once. 

“You love animals,” she said suddenly. 

Vinny nodded. 

“You always have.” 

“Yes.” 

She stared at the floor. “And this, this feeds them.” 

“Yes,” Vinny said. “They thrive.” 

Jessica closed her eyes. 

“You didn’t plan this.” 

“No.” 

“You didn’t choose it.” 

“I don’t think so.” 

She exhaled, unsteadily. “But you’re still doing it.” 

“Yes.” 

The admission settled between them, heavy and final. 

Jessica thought of the dogs behind the diner, the way Vinny had always divided scraps 

evenly, the way he had understood hunger long before he understood morality. 

“I should turn you in,” she said. 
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Vinny nodded. “I know.” 

She did not move. 

Minutes passed, maybe hours. 

“What happens if I do?” she asked. 

Vinny stared at the wall. “I don’t know,” he said. “But the animals won’t stop needing to 

eat.” 

Jessica laughed then, a thin, fractured sound that did not belong to humor, and 

remembered again why she had married him. 

“Of course they won’t,” she said. 

Outside, the river moved on, indifferent. 

They locked the building and walked back to the car without speaking. The town 

continued around them, cars passing, a jogger moving past with headphones in, lost in a private 

rhythm. 

No one noticed. 
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Jessica did not sleep that night. 

She sat at the kitchen table with the lights off, her hands wrapped around a mug that had 

long since gone cold. The house settled around her in familiar ways: the refrigerator’s low hum, 

the clock’s patient clicking, the soft contraction of walls adjusting to temperature. Sounds she 

had lived with for decades. Sounds that had once meant safety. 

Now they felt like accusations. 

She had raised children in rooms like this. She had believed in routine, in labor, in 

endurance as a kind of moral architecture. You worked. You showed up. You did what needed 

doing even when no one thanked you for it. The world might bruise you, but it would not break 

you if you stayed steady. 

She understood now how fragile that belief had always been. 

Vinny slept in the bedroom down the hall. Jessica did not check on him. She did not trust 

herself to see his face in sleep and recognize the boy again, the boy who had knelt to animals’ 

eye level, who had divided scraps evenly without being asked, who had watched the evening 

news like it was scripture. The boy who had learned hunger early and never stopped measuring 

it. 

At dawn, Jessica made coffee she did not drink. 

When Vinny came into the kitchen, she did not greet him. She watched his hands as he 

reached for a mug. Steady. Careful. The same hands that had always fixed broken things without 

complaint. 

“You’re still going to do it,” she said. 
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Vinny did not pretend not to understand. “Yes.” 

She closed her eyes. “And you think I’m going to let you.” 

“I think,” he said after a moment, “that you won’t know how to stop it.” 

That was the first deliberately cruel thing he had ever said to her. 

Jessica tried to leave. 

She packed a bag that afternoon. Not much, clothes, toiletries, documents she had kept 

out of habit long after they mattered. She stood by the front door with her hand on the knob for a 

long time, listening to the house breathe. 

She thought of the building by the river. 

She thought of the lines etched into concrete. 

She thought of the way Vinny had said they thrive, without pride, without shame, as if 

stating a law of nature. 

She opened the door. 

The neighbor’s dog barked from across the street. A sound she had heard a thousand 

times. A sound that meant boundaries, territory, normalcy. A sound that meant someone was 

watching. 

Jessica closed the door again. 

She sat at the table and put her head in her hands. 

Leaving did not erase knowledge. 

It only erased oversight. 

The weeks that followed did not bring resolution. 

They brought rhythm. 
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Jessica went with Vinny to the building once. Then again. Not because she wanted to see 

it, but because not seeing it felt worse. Absence allowed the mind to roam freely. Presence 

confined horror to edges she could at least touch. 

She learned quickly what questions not to ask. 

Instead, she focused on surfaces. On cleanliness. On containment. On the rituals that had 

always structured her life, wiping, sorting, labeling. The small domestic acts that once kept 

children safe now kept something else from spilling outward. 

If she was careful enough, maybe the world would remain manageable. 

She told herself she was preventing something worse. 
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 Jessica watched the pet-food business grow. 

Quietly at first. Word of mouth. Veterinarians recommending it for sensitive animals. 

Owners reporting improvements, shinier coats, calmer digestion, fewer reactions. The language 

was clinical. Reassuring. Moral, even. 

Minimal ingredients. 

Refrigerated. 

No fillers. 

No shelf-stable deception. 

Jessica hated how easy it was to believe in. 

People trusted what they would never taste themselves. 

That understanding did not arrive all at once. It settled slowly, like sediment in still water, 

layer by layer, until the bottom could no longer be seen. 

And Jessica stayed. 

Not because she forgave. 

Because she loved. 

And because once you know how something works, looking away does not make you 

innocent again. 

At night, Jessica lay awake replaying her life in reverse, searching for signs she might 

have missed. Moments that should have warned her. Silences she had mistaken for peace. 

Choices that had felt neutral at the time, harmless because they asked nothing of her yet. 

She remembered the dogs. 
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She remembered thinking, At least he’s kind. 

The thought curdled now. 

Kindness, she learned, could be directionless. It could move without judgment. It could 

persist long after it should have stopped. 

Years passed. 

Jessica aged without drama. There was no collapse. No confession. No moment where 

the weight of it all finally crushed her. Just a steady erosion of resistance that surprised her in its 

completeness. Horror, she discovered, was unsustainable at full volume. The body demanded 

reprieve. The mind learned how to soften edges, how to lower the noise enough to function. 

Horror required quiet to endure. 

She became complicit not through action, but through allowance, through the daily 

decision not to interrupt what had already proven inevitable. Through understanding sequence, 

not as philosophy but as lived reality. Some things, once started, did not stop because someone 

objected. 

The town had room for this. 

It always had. 

The building by the river did not disappear. Neither did the need it fulfilled. It remained 

where it was, patient and unchanged, as though it had been waiting long before Vinny ever found 

it. 

The news cycles came and went. The Spiralizer became a headline, then a rumor, then a 

name people said less often, replaced by new outrages, new disasters, new reasons to keep 
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moving. The case cooled without ever resolving. The missing stayed missing. People learned to 

live around absence the way they lived around construction: irritated at first, then accustomed. 

Vinny grew older and calmer. Eventually, he retired from his job and spent his days 

feeding the dogs, working only a few hours at a time. There was no announcement. No 

celebration. Just a quiet narrowing of focus. 

The pressure behind his eyes rarely returned now. When it did, it no longer frightened 

him. It felt distant. Residual. Like an echo of something that had already resolved itself. He 

worked with patience. With care. He spoke softly to animals when customers brought them by, 

kneeling, waiting for them to come to him. 

“You’re doing good things,” someone told Jessica once, smiling as they picked up a 

container. “People don’t think enough about what their pets eat.” 

Jessica smiled back. 

She did not correct them. 

The boys grew. 

Jessica did not tell them the truth at first. She told herself she was waiting for the right 

time. Later, she told herself she was protecting them. Eventually, she could no longer tell 

whether the delay was mercy or cowardice. 

She watched them develop their own relationships to food. To animals. To responsibility. 

James was observant. Quieter than his brother. He noticed systems. Patterns. He asked 

practical questions, not why, but how. Damian was more social, more adaptable. He understood 

how to reassure without lying outright, how to say the right thing without saying everything. 
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When he was in a good mood, people called him Damo, and he let them, smiling as if the 

nickname had been their idea. 

Vinny watched them both with a complicated pride. 

He said nothing. 

Jessica wondered, sometimes, whether silence was hereditary. 

At night, when the house settled and the familiar hums returned, Jessica listened and told 

herself the same thing she always had: 

That nothing was happening now. 

That tomorrow could still be ordinary. 

That was how endurance worked. 

That was how it always had. 
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The truth finally came when Jessica could no longer carry it alone. 

She took the boys to the building one afternoon when the river was low and the sky was 

clear, as if clarity might lend the moment structure. She told them to stay close. She did not 

soften her voice. She did not offer comfort in advance. 

Inside, the boys reacted as boys did. 

Shock. 

Disbelief. 

Anger that flared hot and then burned itself out. 

“This is insane,” James said. 

“This can’t be real,” Damian said. 

Jessica did not interrupt. She had learned that interruption only delayed understanding. 

She waited for the noise to exhaust itself. 

The silence afterward mattered more. 

James spoke first. 

“So,” he said slowly, carefully, as though placing weight on each word to see if the floor 

would hold, “this is how it’s always been.” 

Jessica nodded. 

“And the animals,” he said. “They’re healthy?” 

“Yes,” she said. 

“And no one’s been caught,” Damian added. 

“No,” Jessica said. 
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They looked at each other. 

Then James said, simply, “Okay.” 

Damian’s expression did not change. If anything, it settled, into the same blank 

acceptance, the same quiet calibration, as though he were adjusting to a new set of rules rather 

than recoiling from them. 

Something in Jessica’s chest loosened. She had not realized how tightly it had been held. 

They did not celebrate the decision. 

They did not call it inheritance. 

They framed it as a continuation. 

What had once been singular, Vinny’s work, Jessica’s containment, became distributed. 

The business expanded cautiously, not as growth for its own sake, but as insulation. One 

additional truck. Then another. Distance created safety. Redundancy created resilience. A system 

was harder to corner than a man. 

Jessica understood then what Vinny never had: 

This was not about desire. 

It was about systems. 
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Jessica did not teach them. 

She initiated them. 

The air in the building was cool and dry, held deliberately below the comfort zone. The 

scent was metallic, old copper, faint ozone, the residual tang of machinery that had been used, 

cleaned, and used again. At the center of the room stood the machine Vinny had built, taking 

what must have been years of refinement, its original purpose barely recognizable beneath 

modification. 

It had begun life as an industrial grinder. 

Now it was something else. 

Not improvised. 

Not experimental. 

Finished. 

Jessica stood beside it, gloved, composed. She did not touch the controls yet. She wanted 

them to look first. To understand that this was not an object of impulse, but of care. 

“Precision,” she said quietly, “is the difference between preservation and waste.” 

Her voice was calm. Practical. The voice she had once used to explain homework or 

budgeting or why certain rules existed whether you liked them or not. 

“If the blade moves too slowly, friction builds. Fat deforms. Structure collapses.” She 

rested her hand lightly against the housing, not possessive, not reverent. Familiar. “You can’t 

correct that afterward. You have to prevent it.” 

James leaned closer, eyes tracking details. Not fascination. Assessment. 
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The younger boy, Damian, stayed back a step, pale, but attentive. He did not look away. 

“The preparation matters more than the rest,” Jessica continued. “Temperature decides 

outcome. Warm tissue behaves unpredictably. Cold tissue holds intention.” 

She paused, letting that settle. 

“You bring the core down evenly. Not frozen. Stabilized. The exterior gets colder faster, 

just enough to resist shear. You want resistance without brittleness.” 

She met their eyes. 

“If you rush this, the blade doesn’t follow. It wanders. And wandering creates errors.” 

No one spoke. 

Jessica turned the machine on, not fully. Just enough for them to hear it. A low, steady 

sound. Controlled. Purposeful. 

“This isn’t violence,” she said. “It’s process.” 

She shut the machine down again. 

“What happens here,” she added, “only works if you respect sequence.” 

She looked at both of them, her sons, grown enough now to understand what 

responsibility actually cost. 

“If you’re careless,” she said, “this becomes cruelty. And cruelty is waste.” 

The room remained still. 

No one argued. 

No one asked if they could stop. 

That was how Jessica knew the lesson had landed. 

Not because they agreed. 



THE SPIRALIZER 
©V Le Chenz 2026 

 

Page 54 of 80 

 

Because they understood. 

Jessica gestured toward the back, where the heavy hum of the walk-in freezer vibrated 

through the floorboards. 

“Boys. Go into the freezer and roll out the first table you see. It doesn’t matter which. 

Your father was not too interested in FIFO, or BIBO in this case, so neither shall we. Body in, 

body out,” she said softly, with a telling grin. 

“I am only going to show this to you once; then I am out. I will never do this again. Pay 

attention!” 

They wheeled out the first sheet-covered table they saw. The shape beneath the linen was 

unmistakable: the stiff, angular silhouette of a portly man who had once delivered their bills. 

“Now, your father had already prepared the body; otherwise, we could not have done 

this. Refrigeration first, then freezing.” 

“The ones in the freezer have already been pre-hung on a rig, so to speak,” Jessica said 

with a smirky grin. 

“Normally, you would center him and drive the mandrel straight through the spinal canal 

to make sure the rotational axis stays true while spiralizing. Can you see? It is super hard to do, 

and I have no idea how your father did it alone,” Jessica said, continuing the details. 

“Once the mandrel is inserted and the body is ready, we start with the feet by taking off 

one of the legs first, and both arms, it doesn’t matter which, but you have to cut them off as high 

as you can, or the rotating spiralizer won’t be able to get to the inside of the legs. So this is the 

only way. Take care of the cut-off leg and arms first, then the rest of the body,” Jessica 

continued. 
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The machine roared to life. It was a high-pitched, metallic shriek that vibrated their teeth. 

Jessica guided the first limb in. The sound changed, a wet, rhythmic thwack-crunch-thwack as 

the specialized blade met the calcified resistance of the femur. 

There was no blood; the “crust freezing” kept the fluids viscous and trapped within the 

marbled meat. Instead, a long, continuous ribbon of bone, muscle, and skin began to unspool 

from the other side of the machine. It looked like a horrible, fleshy Slinky. 

“When we do the body, we go head-first, through the torso, then the remaining leg,” 

Jessica screamed over the whine of the motor. “Watch the vertebrae. If the mandrel wobbles, the 

spiral fails.” 

When the machine finally died down, the basement felt deafeningly silent. On the long 

stainless-steel table lay the remains of Mr. Newman. He was no longer a man; he was a coiled 

spring of human tissue. 

“To the field,” Jessica said. 

They moved to the “0” line, a section of the floor marked like a football field in white 

paint. They laid down the plastic sheeting with care. James placed a heavy cinder block behind 

the head, tying the top loop of the scalp to the concrete with a nylon cord to keep the body from 

moving. 

“In unison now,” Jessica coached. “Slowly, he needs to stay fully intact!” 

One brother gripped the toes of the remaining foot, and the other pinched and held the 

last spiral of the hip bone. Then, in unison, they began to back up very slowly, wiggling the 

remains with a gentle, rhythmic pull. The spiralized body began to expand, the meat stretching 

thin, the ribs separating like the bellows of an accordion. 
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Creak. Stretch. Pop. 

They watched the markers on the floor. Six feet. Seven. 

At eight feet, the tension became terminal. The skin began to whiten at the edges. 

“Stop!” Jessica shouted. 

Jessica knelt and marked the concrete with a grease pencil right where the stretched-out 

Newman stopped: NEWMAN: 8F0I". 

“Disappointing,” Jessica sighed, looking at the squat, stretched-out remains of the 

mailman. “As you can see, Vinny’s goal was always to get to fifteen feet. We need someone with 

a longer frame. A basketball player, perhaps. Or a drifter with some height.” 

Jessica looked at the boys, a thin, proud smile touching her lips. “But the cut is clean. The 

spiral is uniform. Get him to the smoker with the other leg. Use the cherry wood. Mr. Newman 

always smelled like cheap tobacco; the fruit wood will balance him out.” 

The “0” line on the basement floor felt like a mocking reminder of Mr. Newman’s 

failure. Eight feet was a hobbyist’s number. Vinny wanted a masterpiece, a fifteen-foot 

unspooling of human geometry. 

To get that, they needed more than a mailman. They needed a giant. 

These boys were ready to go, and they were not a bit concerned about the acts they would 

have to perform in order to continue with the business. They learned the necessity of 

refrigeration and the importance of routine. 

They learned quickly. 

They were ready. 
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A few months later, Vinny suffered a stroke at home and died. 

It happened quietly, in the chair where he used to sit and watch the evening news without 

sound. Jessica found him slumped forward, hands resting calmly in his lap, as if he had simply 

finished listening. 

The doctors said it was painless. 

Jessica believed them. 

The business closed for one year. 

Exactly one. 

James and Damian spent that year preparing. They did not rush. They audited systems, 

refined logistics, and reworked recipes. They learned the rhythms their father had followed by 

instinct and replaced them with schedules. New offerings were tested and cataloged. Variations 

mattered. Even animals appreciated choice. 

People noticed. 

People asked. 

People waited. 

Animals still needed to eat. 

On the anniversary of Vinny’s death, Jessica handed the keys to James. 

She did not make a speech. 

She did not offer absolution. 

She said only, “Take care.” 

James nodded. 
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He understood what that meant. 
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One year later, and one week after Jessica handed James the keys, the boys ended the 

hiatus and reopened. 

Same curbs. Same early light. Same refrigeration hum that sounded like a held breath. 

The trucks were freshly painted, the lettering updated, but the shapes were unchanged. 

Familiarity carried its own reassurance. People trusted what they recognized, even when they 

could not name why. 

“Good to see you took over,” someone said, smiling. “We missed you. Sorry about your 

father, he was someone special. A great humanitarian.” 

James smiled and nodded. Damian checked the temperature gauge and made a note. They 

moved with a coordination that felt practiced beyond their years, as though they were stepping 

into a rhythm that had been waiting for them. 

Across the street, Jessica sat in her car and watched. 

She did not help. Her role was finished. Teaching was one thing; participation was 

another. She had carried the knowledge far enough. She had named it, contained it, and passed it 

along. 

What came next would not belong to her. 

She watched customers approach the trucks with the same casual confidence they always 

had. Hands on coolers. Questions about ingredients. Reassurance exchanged in familiar tones. 

The boys answered easily. They had learned that part well: the language of care, the cadence of 

trust. 

When the first truck pulled away, Jessica started the engine and drove home. 
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She did not look back. 

The Scouting 

They began by attempting a feat their father could never complete. They wanted fifteen. 

Not out of defiance. 

Out of curiosity. 

Curiosity was cleaner than ambition. It allowed for patience. It justified waiting. 

Their selection process was clinical. Locations were chosen for anonymity, not 

convenience, places where people passed through rather than belonged. Places where absence 

could be absorbed without friction, where disappearance registered as delay rather than alarm. 

From the car, they watched. 

“Too dense,” James murmured at one point, dismissing a figure without interest. “The 

structure won’t hold its integrity.” 

Damian didn’t follow his gaze. He watched patterns instead: the way bodies entered and 

exited space, how long someone lingered without being missed, how isolation announced itself 

quietly if you knew how to listen. 

“We’re not looking for mass,” Damian said. “We’re looking for proportion.” 

Then someone stepped into view. 

Tall. Uncommonly so. Long lines. An economy of motion that suggested potential 

without effort, as if the body had been assembled with restraint rather than excess. 

James lowered the binoculars slowly. He did not smile. 

“That’s it,” he said. 
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Damian watched a moment longer, not for confirmation, but for context, then nodded 

once. 

“He meets the criteria.” 

No excitement. 

No urgency. 

Only recognition. 

Recognition felt almost tender. 
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The Harvest 

Later, they would remember the quiet. 

How ordinary the evening had been. How little resistance the world offered when 

approached without haste. How systems, once understood, tended to cooperate. People did not 

expect harm from what felt methodical. Predictability disarmed suspicion. 

They worked without speaking, gloves on, movements paced to an unspoken checklist. 

Not because words were forbidden, but because they were unnecessary. Everything that mattered 

had already been agreed upon. 

On the drive back, the vehicle felt heavier, more complete. The silence inside it was 

dense but controlled, like pressure equalizing after a long imbalance. The road passed beneath 

them in steady intervals. Streetlights flickered and disappeared. 

James checked a measurement once, carefully. 

“Seven-two,” he said. 

Damian exhaled slowly. Not in triumph. In satisfaction. The sound was almost regretful, 

as though acknowledging the end of a long question. 

“With the right conditions,” Damian said, “we may finally accomplish what he never 

could.” 

James nodded, eyes on the road. He did not accelerate. There was no need. 

Outside, the town slept. Windows glowed and dimmed. A train horn sounded in the 

distance and faded. Somewhere, a dog barked once and settled. 
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Inside the vehicle, something old and patient adjusted itself, not awakening, not 

celebrating, simply aligning. Preparing for continuation. 

James thought, briefly, of his father’s hands: the way they had rested in his lap when he 

died. Calm. Finished. 

Damian thought of their mother, alone in her house, listening to familiar sounds and 

telling herself that nothing was happening now. 

Neither of them spoke. 

They did not feel haunted. 

They felt capable. 
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Back in the basement, the air felt charged, not with urgency, but with readiness. 

The stainless-steel table gleamed beneath the fluorescent lights, scrubbed until it reflected 

the ceiling in perfect, distorted symmetry. Whatever had been there before had been erased 

completely. Cleanliness was not precaution. It was closure. 

Under Jessica’s direction, they undressed him without ceremony and then continued as 

she watched and listened from a chair by the door. 

Under the harsh light, Caleb’s body looked unreal, too still, too proportioned, the way 

museum replicas did when they tried to capture motion and failed. James ran two fingers along 

his side, counting spacing without looking. 

“Dehydrated,” he said. “That helps.” 

Damian retrieved the equipment before being asked. 

“We’ll center the rotation,” James continued, already moving on. “If it drifts, we lose 

integrity.” 

Caleb stirred. 

Just enough. 

His eyes opened briefly, unfocused, catching light and shape without comprehension. 

There was no scream. No struggle. Only a sound, small and involuntary, cut short almost 

immediately. 

James didn’t look at his face as he pounded the mandrel through his spine. 

He checked the gauge on the refrigerator. 
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“Thirty-eight degrees by morning, then overnight in the freezer,” he said. “That’s where 

flesh holds best.” 

The cooler door sealed with a hydraulic sigh, enclosing darkness and cold and the careful 

work of time. 

James turned to the whiteboard. He erased the old number and left the space blank. 

Records required patience. 

When they returned later, the body was ready to go. 

The cold had transformed it into material, rigid, unyielding, obedient. Handling required 

deliberation. Carelessness now would be wasteful. 

“Easy,” James said. “He’s brittle.” 

It took both of them to position the length correctly. Adjustments were made. 

Measurements verified. 

James slipped on ear protection. Damian did the same. 

The machine engaged. 

The sound filled the room, not violent, not chaotic. Continuous. Controlled. A single 

sustained note that pressed against the chest more than the ears. The floor vibrated faintly 

beneath their feet. 

They worked without speaking. 

They took the left leg first. Then the arms. 

The boys were in awe of the length of the leg. They stood it next to them, and it came up 

to their nipples, long, slender, muscular, in a creamy beige. 
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James suggested to Damian that they keep it as a trophy, and they did. They placed it on a 

shelf in the back of the freezer like it was the Stanley Cup, or a bucket of ice cream. Damian 

agreed because, although they would lose some meat, it didn’t have a part to play in the 

measurements and was therefore not essential. 

Then they continued with the body. James adjusted speed when resistance changed. He 

watched dials and readouts with practiced calm. This was not force. It was management. 

Time passed. 

When the sound finally ceased, the silence felt heavier than the noise had been. 

On the output table lay the result, dense, uniform, unmistakably intentional. 

Jessica stepped forward. 

“The field,” she said. 

They followed the steps shown by their mother, the same steps their father had used. 

They placed the body on the inside of the “0” line, with the top spiral of the skull just 

touching the line. James tied the slice of skull to the cinder block to hold the body in place. They 

didn’t bother moving the very heavy cinder block back and forth, deciding instead to keep it in 

place. 

Damian straddled the hips, and with both hands, he took hold of the top slice of the hip 

bones. James was at the foot, getting a grip on the toes, and then, on three, they slowly and 

carefully wiggled the spiralized body back, step by step. They were in perfect unison. 

Creak. Stretch. Pop. 

Jessica was on the edge of her seat, eyes wide, watching the scene unfold. The boys 

seemed to have mastered the stretching process quickly. 



THE SPIRALIZER 
©V Le Chenz 2026 

 

Page 67 of 80 

 

The body stretched to thirteen feet before they encountered resistance. They knew this 

could be from the still partially frozen spirals not allowing a full stretch. They knew they could 

hit fifteen feet, so they waited five minutes before proceeding, then ten. 

When they were convinced the body was fully defrosted, they started again. 

They gently wiggled, and giggled, while stepping backward ever so slowly. 

Jessica was standing now, barely able to stay still. Her hands were over her mouth as they 

approached the fifteen-foot line. 

James suggested they pause for one more minute before attempting the record. 

When they were ready, they pulled, and they stretched it. 

Creak. Stretch. Pop. 

They were close. Six more inches. Four. Two. YES! 

They all exploded in relief, satisfaction, and pride. 

Their mother came running over with tears in her eyes. “You made your father proud 

today, boys. He can see you. He knows.” 

They were hugging it out when Damian said he thought the body could go further, and 

that they should continue. 

James agreed. “Let’s do it!” 

They got into position. 

Jessica stood behind them, rooting them on, giving inch-by-inch updates like she was Al 

Michaels, when she yelled, “Stop!” 

“Wait!” she continued. 
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The boys paused, but held on steadily, listening, hoping to get this done sooner rather 

than later. 

“Do you want to pause and mark out the next few feet,” Jessica added, “or just measure 

at the end?” 

“At the end!” they yelled in unison. 

Jessica took position behind them again like she was quarterbacking, or about to receive a 

new birth. 

They pushed on, or shall we say, pulled on, until they reached the tearing point. 

While James kept hold of the toes, Damian tied them to another cinder block, holding 

him in place. 

They were in awe, mesmerized by their accomplishment. 

“Hurry up. Get the tape,” James said. 

Damian stood at the head while James walked the tape to the far end, savoring every 

spiraled meat along the way. 

Jessica made the official call: “Eighteen feet, nine inches!” 

James marked the concrete: Caleb 18F9I. 

James preferred first names. 

Jessica suggested they move the body to the smoker ASAP, as it had been left out much 

longer than usual. 

They moved the result toward the smoker. The scent of cherry wood filled the basement, 

sweet, familiar, almost comforting. 

Jessica added the soaked chips. 
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Smoke rose. 

The door closed. 

“Twenty-four hours,” James said, removing his gloves. “Then we portion.” 

No one objected. 

No one hesitated. 

Outside, the town slept. 

Inside, the system continued, quiet, efficient, and utterly indifferent to the fact that it had 

once been human. 
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Business as Usual 

Their newest product, protein with added pumpkin, sold out before noon. 

The truck was stocked carefully that morning: protein smoked and cooled. Broth. 

Vegetables. Supplements. Nothing shelf-stable. Nothing unnecessary. The labels were clean, the 

language reassuring and precise. Refrigeration implied care. Effort. Intent. 

The town arrived. 

Pets ate with unmistakable satisfaction. Dogs finished and waited. Dogs returned at the 

same hour each day and sat, patient, as if responding to something internal rather than hunger. 

Veterinarians praised improved coats, calmer digestion, and fewer sensitivities. Owners nodded, 

paid, then told their friends. 

No one asked questions about something they would never taste themselves. 

Delegation did the rest. 

Expansion followed need, not ambition. James insisted on that distinction. Growth for its 

own sake was sloppy,and it was why so many businesses fail. They push too hard, too fast. Need 

felt more responsible. A second truck came only after the first developed a waiting list. A third 

followed later, positioned near a cluster of veterinary offices where inspections were predictable 

and access was convenient. 

Distance created safety. 

Redundancy created resilience. 

James handled logistics: routes, refrigeration contingencies, storage compliance. He 

preferred systems that closed themselves, systems that did not require belief to function. 
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Damian handled people. He learned how and where to source their ingredients, then how 

to reassure the public without lying outright. He became an expert at redirecting curiosity, at 

letting virtue carry the conversation. Customers wanted to feel good about caring, not educated 

about sourcing. 

The brothers never argued about morality. 

They argued about refrigeration failure thresholds. 

That was when Jessica knew it had settled, that the boys could and would handle 

anything that came their way. They had their priorities straight, and their first priority was each 

other. 

The town adapted quickly. It always did. 

“ They’re good people,” someone said, as if reciting a fact that required no proof. “They 

do it right.” 

“My dog won’t eat anything else,” a woman told her friend at the curb, cooler tucked 

against her hip. “You can tell they care.” 
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 Jessica aged quietly. Grief remained, but it no longer demanded attention. The 

knowledge sat inside her like a stone that had finally reached the bottom of a river, heavy, 

unmoving, no longer tearing at the current. 

She walked the neighborhood most mornings. Fed the birds. Avoided the diner near the 

old Caldor shopping center off Boston Post Road, the three-acre sprawl with adjacent shops 

stacked above and beside it, without knowing when or why that avoidance had begun. She 

watched the trucks load from a distance, customers coming and going, and felt the strange relief 

of continuity functioning without her. 

The dogs still gathered behind old buildings. Someone had placed bowls of water nearby. 

Cardboard in winter. 

Care reproduced itself. 

Once, years later, a woman lingered after picking up her order. 

“Remember that killer?” she asked casually. “The Spiralizer. Anything ever come from 

that?” 

James didn’t answer right away. He kept his hands busy, lid sealed, label smoothed, like 

the question was just another part of the transaction. 

“Urban legend,” he said, and glanced up only long enough to make it feel final. 

The woman laughed and walked away. 

James did not often think of his father. 

He thought of maintenance. 
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Jessica lived long enough to see her grandchildren run between the trucks like it was a 

game. Lived long enough to see the business outgrow the street where it had started quietly, 

neighbor to neighbor. Lived long enough to understand the final shape of horror, and still, after 

all these years, wonder how in the hell they were still getting away with it. 

Nothing about it required secrecy anymore, not in the ways it once had. 
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The boys learned to source ingredients from areas farther and farther away from the city. 

They maintained operations in the city as well, spacing routes and drop points, grouping them 

only when it disguised the pattern, always making sure no one could track the rhythm and back 

into a location. 

It survived openly. 

It survived because it fit. 

The town had room for it. 

The town always had. 

The boys had become minor celebrities, not just for their cooking talent, but because 

they’d grown into handsome, fit men with unreasonably easy personalities. They were confident. 

Informed. Effortlessly charming. People wanted to believe in them, and the brothers gave them a 

version of care that felt measurable. 

Vinny had had it, too. For a time. 

On her last good day, Jessica drove to the river alone. 

She did not get out of the car. She chose the spot and stayed there. She looked at the 

building from across the street and felt, at last, no pressure. No static. No moral arithmetic 

demanding resolution. Just a place that existed because people had needed it to. 

She thought of a man mistaking routine for absolution. 

She thought of her sons mistaking inheritance for choice. 

The river moved, and Jessica closed her eyes. 
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Years later, when the third truck rolled out for the first time, the local paper ran a small 

feature. 

Local family business thrives, the headline read. 

There was a photograph of James beside the truck, smiling in a way that promised the 

onlooker the world. 

No one commented on it. 

The paper was folded. 

The food was portioned. 

The animals ate. 
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James developed a habit Vinny never had. 

Each morning, before the trucks opened, he stood alone for a moment and listened. 

Not for warnings. 

Not for pressure. 

Just to confirm the quiet was still there. 

It always was. 

The spiral had not ended. 

It had stabilized. 

The building by the river remained exactly as it always had: brick, blind windows, patient 

walls that did not care what passed through them, only that the sequence continued. The 

markings on the floor faded and were renewed. 

On a warm afternoon late in the summer, James watched a dog finish its meal and sit 

back, tail thumping once against the floor. The owner laughed and scratched behind its ears. 

“Happy,” she said. “You can tell.” 

James nodded. 

He could. 

Happiness was easy to recognize once you stopped asking where it came from. 

That night, after the trucks were cleaned and the refrigeration units settled into their 

steady hum, James walked the perimeter of the building by the river. 

He did not go inside. 

He did not need to. 
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He stood by the fence and listened to the water and felt the absence where pressure used 

to live. 

Sequence had replaced interpretation. 

Maintenance had replaced meaning. 

He turned and walked back to his car without looking behind him. 

Somewhere in town, a television hummed in an empty room. 

No static. 

No warning. 

Just light. 
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James developed a habit Vinny never had. 

Each morning, before the trucks opened, he stood alone for a moment and listened. 

Not for warnings. 

Not for pressure. 

Just to confirm the quiet was still there. 

It always was. 

The spiral had not ended. 

It had stabilized. 

The building by the river remained exactly as it always had, brick, blind windows, patient 

walls that did not care what passed through them, only that the sequence continued. The 

markings on the floor faded and were renewed. Maintenance was a kind of faith. 

On a warm afternoon late in the summer, James watched a dog finish its meal and sit 

back, tail thumping once against the floor. The owner laughed and scratched behind its ears. 

“Happy,” she said. “You can tell.” 

James nodded. 

He could. 

Happiness was easy to recognize once you stopped asking where it came from. 

That night, after the trucks were cleaned and the refrigeration units settled into their 

steady hum, James walked the perimeter of the building by the river. He did not go inside. He 

did not need to. He stood by the fence and listened to the water and felt the absence where 

pressure used to live. 
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Sequence had replaced interpretation. 

Maintenance had replaced meaning. 

He turned and walked back to his car without looking behind him. 

At home, the house held its familiar sounds, the clock’s patient clicking, the pipes 

cooling into silence, the refrigerator cycling like a steady breath. Sounds that had once meant 

safety. Sounds that now meant continuity. 

In the hallway, a small pair of sneakers lay crooked by the baseboard, one of the 

grandchildren’s. James bent and straightened them without thinking. Two shoes aligned. Order 

restored. 

He looked up at the family photo on the wall. 

Jessica in the middle, smiling in a way that did not show teeth. Vinny beside her, hands 

folded, eyes soft, as if he had always been listening to something no one else could hear. The 

boys on either side, clean and composed, already wearing the posture of men who would be 

trusted. 

James stood there longer than he meant to. 

Not mourning. 

Measuring. 

Upstairs, a child turned in sleep and sighed. In the kitchen, the refrigerator hummed on, 

indifferent and faithful. 

James turned off the last light. 

The room went dark. 



THE SPIRALIZER 
©V Le Chenz 2026 

 

Page 80 of 80 

 

In town, a television glowed in an empty living room. A rerun. A commercial. A weather 

map. A calm voice moving from one segment to the next, smooth and practiced. 

No static. 

No warning. 

Just light. 

And underneath it, the quiet, held carefully in place, waiting to be checked again in the 

morning. 

 

THE END 


