
 “This is the police!  We have you surrounded.  Come out with your hands up.” 

 Finally.  We’ve caught the bastard.  Over a year and fifteen bodies later, we’ve 

got him.  A shape moves past the window and a flash of white skin reveals the killer’s 

presence.  My hands shake with anticipation and drift towards the gun on my side. 

 “Mr. Shivers, please exit the house.  We have you surrounded.” 

 With a low creak, the door opens, and a pale man steps into the bright spotlight.  

William Shivers: the Grinning Murderer.  My team of officers leap into action before 

Shivers has a chance to react.  I try to catch a glimpse of his face, but another officer 

slams the killer into the wall.  With one swipe, Shivers narrow hands are trapped in silver 

cuffs.  Grasping his shoulder firmly, the officer shoves him towards a screaming cruiser 

as another team of officers enters the house to gather evidence.  I hear the officer reading 

Shivers his Miranda’s with an air of smugness and relief I know the entire squad feels. 

 Although his back is turned to me, I swear I can see that all too familiar smile 

creeping across Shivers’ lips.  That cold, amused grin had been his trademark for so long, 

I can sense it sliding into place.  He’s escaped our grasp so many times before, he’s 

confident this time will be the same. 

 “Damn sicko,” I mutter, slipping a cigarette from my pocket. 

 “Sergeant McKinley!” a voice yells from inside the house. 

 “What now?” I ask myself, flicking the smoke to the ground.  Pulling a pair of 

gloves from my pocket, I enter the house. 

 Drip…drip…drip…A strange pattering noise is coming from somewhere further 

in the house.  What the hell has he been doing in here?  As I walk down the hallway to 

the room where an impatient officer is waving at me, the smell hits me.  A vile, gut-



wrenching odor forces me to pull a mask from my pocket in order to continue down the 

hall.  The dripping grows louder the closer I get to the room. 

 “Holy shit.” 

 Blood.  Everywhere.  It coats the walls like bright paint, faded rusty brown on 

some parts, almost brand new on others.  My head reels and I bump against a desk.  The 

bump causes something on the desk to fall with a sharp thud.  The noise makes me jump, 

but when I check, I see that it is only a fallen picture frame.  The normalcy of the desk 

and small brown frame in such a death-filled room is mind boggling, and I am almost 

tempted to see whom this madman could possibly have on display. 

 “McKinley?” the officer asks, worried at my lack of composure.  Shaking my 

head, I pick up the frame and toss it so it falls behind the desk.  I survey the scene once 

more.  Besides the blood-coated walls, the room is immaculately clean.  Opening the 

desk drawers, I find a neat line of knives. 

 “Jesus Christ,” I gasp, my eyes fixed on the red stains on the shining metal.  A 

sudden creak from the closet causes my hand to jump to my gun.  I gesture to the other 

officer and the two of us creep to the door.  Grabbing the handle, I yank it open. 

 “Freeze!”  Empty.  The closet is empty.  Damn nerves.  I take a deep breath and 

turn to the officer. 

 “Well, it looks pretty straightforward to me,” I say, “We’ve got the murder 

weapons in that drawer, and it looks like there’s evidence on most of ‘em still.”  When 

the officer does not respond, I turn impatiently. 

 “So this is where he put the blood,” muttered the officer, pale in the face, 

“He…he…” 



 “He painted his living room,” I say in disgust, remembering the fifteen bloodless 

corpses, “C’mon, we’ve got a serial killer to question.” 

  

There are sirens blasting outside the window.  How did they find out?  How did 

they know…?  It doesn’t matter now.  My clothes are stained red, the evidence is all here.  

I’ve cleaned up the room as best I can (still a neat freak, even at a time like this).  The 

closet door begins to creak open, but when I glance over, it stops. 

“This is the police!  We have you surrounded.  Come out with your hands up,” a 

voice blares from outside.  My stomach twists painfully as I glance around the stained 

room.  Am I really doing this?  Is this how it ends? 

You know it doesn’t have to end this way, a voice in my head whispers, You could 

still walk away…I shake my head and the thought evaporates.  No.  I couldn’t live with 

myself.  With a shaky sigh that, to my horror, sounds more like a sob, I begin my walk to 

the door.  This isn’t how it’s supposed to end, my head screams, if you had just minded 

your own business for once... 

I pass the mirror in the hall and see streaks of water glittering on my pale face.  

The man’s expression in the mirror is a unique combination of horror and bitter sorrow.  

Can this be my face?  I angrily wipe the tears from my cheeks and brush down my wild 

black hair.  If I’m doing this, I need to do this one hundred percent, give them something 

believable. 

Almost unconsciously, I reach into my pocket and pull out a picture of the lower 

half of a smiling face that I had pulled from a desk drawer.  Studying it, I look in the 

mirror.  I force my lips into the cold, amused grin.  The transformation is instant.  The 



wild look in my eyes just adds to the effect.  Twitching aside the curtain, I see the army 

of light and sound awaiting me. 

“Mr. Shivers, please exit the house.  We have you surrounded.” 

With a deep breath that shakes my body, I reach for the knob and with a low 

creak, the door opens.  A spotlight immediately hits my face and I am blinded by the 

sudden onslaught of light.  I barely feel the pain as an officer slams my face into the brick 

wall of the house.  I don’t feel, I don’t react.  I only think.  A story begins to form as my 

hands are shoved into a tight pair of cuffs and finalizes as another officer reads me my 

rights so quickly that he might as well have not read them at all. 

My face remains blank.  I don’t want to give them any ideas, not yet.  I see a team 

of officers rushing into the house.  It doesn’t matter.  All the evidence is there.  There will 

be no question in their minds as to what occurred.  As I am shoved into the backseat of a 

squad car, I feel the smile creeping up my cheeks once more.  I am not William Shivers.  

I am the Grinning Murderer. 

 
 Back at the precinct, everyone is either on edge, celebrating, or a little of both.  

Me?  I couldn’t be happier.  The sicko’s finally off the streets.  I walk to the room where 

Shivers is being held and look through the one-sided glass, seeing the killer for the first 

time. 

 He’s just what I expected.  Cold, gray eyes.  A shock of black hair that contrasts 

sharply with his pale skin.  He calmly drums his fingers on the table, one eyebrow raised 

at the glass.  Baiting me to come in. 

 “Has he asked for a lawyer?” I ask the officer next to me. 

 “Nah, he hasn’t said anything.” 



 “Then you won’t mind if I ask a few questions now, would you?” I ask, gesturing 

towards the door. 

The officer shrugs, and smiles, “Be my guest.” 

I push the door open and enter the room.  I sit in the chair across from Shivers and 

place a pile of folders on the table between us.  His cold eyes don’t leave my face as I 

take one of them and start reading. 

“February 4, 1973.  Mary Gregory went out for a walk.  Never came back.  Body 

found a week later, blood drained, throat slit.  A picture found in her clothes.” 

I glance up from the files and slide the picture of a cold smile, his smile, across 

the table.  Shivers eyes flit to the picture, then lock on mine, cool and calculating. 

“That was the beginning of your era, wasn’t it Shivers?” 

Shivers’ mouth twitches slightly, ready to form that all too familiar smile. 

 “And now we sit here fourteen pictures later, March 15, 1974, and you’re mine.” 

 “If that makes you feel better, then yes,” Shivers finally says.  His voice is smooth 

and soothing.  I can imagine how he lured his victims off with that voice, and my blood 

grows hot. 

 “You think this is one of your games?” I growl. 

 “Why,” Shivers asks, his smile broadening, “Do you?” 

 Before I can even think the situation through, my hand grabs his shirt.  I pull him 

across the smooth table and look at him straight in the eye. 

 “Talk like that again, and I’ll knock a couple of those pearly whites out, you got 

that?” 



 Shivers raises an eyebrow, smile intact and leans away from my grasp.  I let him 

go and take a deep breath. 

 “Why did you leave pictures by with the bodies?  It only made it easier to find 

you.” 

 “Well, my mommy always said I had such pretty teeth.” 

 My breath quickens.  I refuse to lose it again.  I know no one will come in to save 

Shivers, but I want to see him suffer in court, sweat it out, before we get rid of him once 

and for all. 

 “Yeah?  I betcha got lots of pictures of yourself around that house of yours?  Like 

that one in the living room…”  Of course, the picture was of himself, the narcissistic son 

of a bitch! 

 Shivers smile twitches for a fraction of a second.  “The picture?” he asks. 

 “Yeah, that one on the desk with the knives.  Wanted to keep a shrine to your 

crimes, eh?” 

 “You looked at the picture?” he asked, his smooth voice catching slightly. 

 “Hate to break it to ya pal, but nobody’s gonna be seeing pictures of you 

anymore.  Why you want beauty tips or something?” 

 Shivers’ smile brightens, “Yep.” 

“Why didn’t you ask for a lawyer?” 

“Because I’m pleading guilty.” 

 My mouth drops open in shock and my eyes harden, “Why?” 

“Isn’t that what you wanted to hear?” Shivers’ says in mock disappointment, “My 



work is done.”  His expression shifted slightly into the look of pure evil that I had 

imagined so many times in my dreams, “Unless you want me to add that pretty daughter 

of yours to my room-” 

 In a blind rage, my fist meets his face.  “What did you say?!” I punch him again 

when he doesn’t answer.  “I said, what the fuck did you say?!” 

 He smiles broadly through the blood leaking down his face and points to my 

wallet, open to a picture of my family, lying on the floor.  It must have slipped out when I 

grabbed him the first time.  The picture sends a twinge of guilt through my being, like 

I’ve been caught doing something I shouldn’t.  But he deserved it.  He fucking deserved 

it. 

 “She’s a lovely girl, looks like she’d add a nice shade to the rest of the room.” 

 Hissing in rage, I throw him back into his chair and get up to leave. 

 “Are we done?” Shivers asks innocently, “I was just starting to have fun.” 

 I turn to look at him one last time, “Why’d you do it?” 

 Shivers looks at me from underneath his brow, a slow smile sliding up to reveal 

his blood stained teeth, “I ran out of red paint.” 

 I close the door to his echoing laughter. 

 

The officers interact with me as little as possible when I get to the station.  I am a 

notorious murderer after all, aren’t I?  My stomach twists again, but not as sharply as 

before.  I’m getting used to repressing the pain.  The police are frightened as they lock 

me into an interrogation room.  As the officers shut the door, I hear two of them 

discussing the interrogation outside. 



 “I hear McKinley’s doing the questioning,” one says, glancing furtively into my 

room. 

 “Yeah, poor bastard,” the other says, not looking very sorry at all.  I make a 

mental note.  This McKinley guy is obviously one to look out for.  Another twist of fear.  

I drum my fingers on the table to calm my racing mind. 

 It takes a while for the questioning to begin though, and my fingers are really 

pounding the table.  I’ve already refused a lawyer.  Boy did that make their mouths drop!  

It almost would’ve been funny, but considering the circumstances…With a boom the 

door slams open.  I jump slightly, and then force a smile and raise an eyebrow: the 

picture of cockiness.  This must be Sergeant McKinley. 

 He’s just what I expected.  His hair is a greasy black and is slicked to his scalp.  

His brown eyes burn into mine in a way that makes me shrink back automatically.  And 

he’s not exactly tiny either.  I’ve read enough cop books to know that this is the Bad Cop.  

Where’s the Good Cop, my mind wonders idly. 

 “Has he asked for a lawyer?” McKinley growls. 

 “Nah, he hasn’t said anything,” the other cop replies in a nervous tone, almost as 

if he’s anticipating what’s coming for me.  It’s funny.  These guys hate me.  I felt their 

disgust as I walked through the station, heard their muttered curses, but even they seem to 

pity me for what’s coming.  McKinley finally enters the room, his cold eyes never 

leaving mine.  My coldness is a mask.  His is real. 

“February 4, 1973.  Mary Gregory went out for a walk.  Never came back.  Body 

found a week later, blood drained, throat slit.  A picture found in her clothes.”  McKinley 



throws a file at me and it takes all my willpower not to throw myself back.  Remember 

why you’re doing this, I chide myself mentally.  I instinctively glance down at the file. 

I wish I hadn’t.  A young woman, torn and beaten, lies on bloodstained pavement.  

The same picture I have in my pocket sits next to the picture.  Oh my god, what did you 

do?  My stomach wretches and I scramble mentally to calm myself.  McKinley doesn’t 

seem to notice my inner struggle. 

“That was the beginning of you’re era, wasn’t it Shivers?” McKinley asks, his 

voice dripping with malice.  My mouth twitches in involuntary fear. 

“And now we sit here fourteen pictures later, April 15, 1974, and you’re mine.” 

Talk you idiot!  “If that makes you feel better, then yes.”  I see his shock at my 

voice.  I know it’s not what he expected; I’ve been told that I’d make a great radio host.  I 

clear my throat to make it huskier, my smile mirroring the picture. 

“You think this is one of your games?” 

“Why, do you?” I answer, knowing that it will be exactly this kind of smart aleck 

remark that makes him snap.  But that’s what I want, so I force my smile wider.  Before I 

can blink, I am suddenly face-to-face with McKinley, his hands digging into my shirt.  

Biting my tongue so I don’t let out the squeak that is trying to escape, I meet his eyes. 

“Talk like that again, and I’ll knock a couple of those pearly whites out, you got 

that?” he snarls, his putrid breath racing up my nostrils and causing my eyes to water.  

My face is still frozen in a smile. 

“Why did you leave pictures by with the bodies?  It only made it easier to find 

you.” 



Why did you leave the pictures? I repeat to myself, You idiot, you moronic, 

stupid-!  I can see McKinley wants an answer.  I think about my mother and what she 

used to say when she’d take pictures, causing a genuine smile to flit across my lips for a 

second. 

“Well, my mommy always said I had such pretty teeth.”  There.  An acceptable 

answer.  I can see that McKinley is about to lose it.  I’d rather he just get on with it, the 

suspense is causing my stomach to play twister with the rest of my organs. 

“Yeah?  I betcha got lots of pictures of yourself around that house of yours?  Like 

that one in the living room…”   

“The picture?”  My heart feels like it’s about to burst from my chest.  No.  How 

could I forget the picture?  No, no, no!  This will ruin everything!  They’ll find out, 

they’ll find…but wait.  Why am I still here then? 

“Yeah, that one on the desk with the knives.  Wanted to keep a shrine to your 

crimes, eh?” 

“You…you looked at the picture?” I ask, my voice catching slightly in my 

moment panic. 

“Hate to break it to ya pal, but nobody’s gonna be seeing pictures of you 

anymore.  Why you want beauty tips or something?” 

He doesn’t know!  He doesn’t know!  We’re safe!  Relief floods through me, and 

my smile is real now.  I finally feel what I’ve known all along: I don’t care what happens 

to me as long as they don’t find… 

“Yep!” I answer cheerfully, leaning back in my chair for effect.  McKinley looks 

at me strangely.  He knew the picture affected me.  He knows I’m hiding something!  



Time to take it up a notch, clear all doubt from his mind.  I glance quickly around the 

room for inspiration, my eyes finally settling on McKinley’s open wallet. 

“Why didn’t you ask for a lawyer?” 

“Because I’m pleading guilty.”  His mouth drops like a cartoon character.  This 

time I laugh. 

 “Why?” he asks, curiosity replacing his rage. 

 “Isn’t that what you wanted to hear?” I say.  Not enough, get him angry!  

You need this to happen!  My stomach lurches at the evil laced in my next words.  “My 

work is done.  Unless you want me to add that pretty daughter of yours to my room-” 

The world moves in slow motion.  McKinley flies across the table and his fist 

collides with my face.  This time there’s pain.  Blinding, excruciating pain.  And it 

doesn’t stop.  I hear a crunch as his fist meets my nose, my mouth, anything he can get 

his hands on.  I catch a glimpse of his face, and what I see makes me forget the pain.  

He’s enjoying this.  He’s not angry at what I said, he wants this, maybe as badly as I do. 

I cry out, finally breaking to the pain, surrendering to the approaching numbness. 

“What did you say?! I said, what the fuck did you say?!” he screams at me, trying 

to convince me, and maybe himself, that he’s killing me for what I said. 

I open my mouth to answer, but all I can manage is a broken, bloody grimace.  I 

point to his wallet, which sits open to a picture of his family.  If they knew what he was 

doing… 

“She’s a lovely girl, looks like she’d add a nice shade to the rest of the room.”  I 

choke, blood pouring from my battered lips.  The beating stops but the pain remains.  



Mountains of it.  It takes every ounce of strength to keep up the grimace and to keep from 

screaming in agony. 

“Are we done?  I was just starting to have fun,” I ask, forcing words out of my 

bruised throat. 

“Why’d you do it?” McKinley asks, almost like an after thought.  Like it never 

occurred to him to ask that first. 

My lips spread in what I am sure is the ugliest, most gruesome smile he has ever 

seen.  I try to lace enough sarcasm in my words for it to sound believable and answer, “I 

ran out of red paint.” 

I can’t hold it back any more.  The tears roll down my face, and I hide them 

through a maniacal scream of laughter.  But I can see the pink rivers (my own personal 

seventh circle) flowing down my face through the one-sided glass. 

 

 The night of Shivers’ execution is neither dark nor stormy.  It is clear and if I look 

up, millions of stars greet my eyes.  But I’m only concentrating on one thing.  It has been 

a month between the killer’s capture and his sentencing: death by firing squad.  He’s 

getting off easy, if you ask me, but the state’s new capital punishment laws take come 

into affect in a few months.  This man, this monster, needs to die. 

As I make my way over to the back of the prison where he was being held, the 

cool April air blows my hair back, feeling good after a long day at the office.  It was 

finally ending.  All the madness, all the blood: done.  I smile slightly as I stand by my 

fellow officers. 

 “Ready for this?” one asks me. 



 “Like hell,” I reply, taking out a cigarette. 

 There is a low creak, and the back door of the prison opens.  Shivers steps into the 

light.  He’s thinner, wearier looking than when I last saw him, but otherwise the same.  

He catches my eye and a smile bursts into life. 

 “Hey McKinley, how’s your daughter?”  

 I growl softly as his handlers push him against the wall.  They hand him a 

blindfold, but he refuses it. 

 “Any last words, Mr. Shivers?” 

 The killer looks up, blinking rapidly.  When he finally looks down, a soft smile 

dances across his lips, “Could someone add another coat of paint to my living room?” 

 Groans of disgust and horror come from the watching officers and family 

members of the victims.  As the guards take their stance and draw their weapons, his eyes 

lock on mine, as if he’s trying to say something. 

 “Ready…aim…fire!” 

Five sharp cracks rip through the night.  William Shivers falls to the ground, his 

precious paint dying his shirt red, an eternal smile etched from ear to ear. 

 

The night arrives more quickly than I could have imagined.  After reading about 

my monstrous nature over and over and seeing my picture in the paper for a month, it’s 

finally about to happen.  I’m not scared.  I’ve done my job. 

 As I walk down to the courtyard with my guards, I think about the night I was 

taken in.  How quickly the day had changed.  A simple visit had turned into this 

nightmare.  How was I supposed to know?  There was so much blood.  They couldn’t 



take him; I had to protect him.  I sigh in content.  It doesn’t matter now.  No more stares, 

no more threats, no more… 

 I reach the wall where my execution will take place.  Death by firing squad.  It 

could have been worse.  I look at the crowd of onlookers and spot Sergeant McKinley.  I 

wonder if his family knows where he is right now. 

I smile brightly and call out to him, “Hey McKinley, how’s your daughter?” 

I can hear his low growl from where I stand, blinded by a spotlight.  Just like the 

night one month ago.  My stomach doesn’t twist.  My breath doesn’t pick up, and my 

heart rate stays normal.  My odyssey is ending; I have walked the underworld while 

living.  The police hand me a blindfold, but I wave it away.  I’m not afraid.  I’m not 

afraid… 

“Any last words, Mr. Shivers?” 

I can feel tears building up once more despite my knowledge that I’m saving 

someone.  Despite the knowledge that I’m keeping a promise.  “Watch after him, protect 

him,” mother had said as she lay dying in the hospital.  I blink rapidly to remove the tears 

and the ghost of my now practiced smile slips across my face for the last time. 

“Could someone add another coat of paint to my living room?” 

The groans and cries of disgust that echo through the area don’t bother me.  As 

the guards take their marks, I think about the picture in the bloody room.  I open my eyes 

and lock them on McKinley’s.  If only he’d noticed the little secret door in the closet.  If 

only he’d looked at the picture.  He’ll never know how close he was to solving this.  I 

hear the click of the guns as the officers pull back the triggers.   



As the bullets rip through my body and I fall into oblivion, all I can see is the 

identical smiling faces of my twin brother and me, trapped forever in a small brown 

picture frame. 
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