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Off the 
Devil's 
Clock

H ell  is  overcrowded  these  days.  Not  with  freshly  dead 
souls—those were in short supply in my district—but with 

reapers. A new one moved into my corner of the ’re and brimstone 
lot and sheks a real piece of worS. ghe shouldkve ,one into hauntin, 
with the way she creeps aboutq wailin, liSe a banshee. Hidin, in her 
room all the timeq shekll never ’ll the devilks  uota for souls.K
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Ihich leaves me picSin, up the slacS.K
2he end of the month is nearin,q and my districtks number of 

souls harvested is low. A,ain. zt doesnkt matter how hard z worS to 
compensate for the slacSerks la;inessB we wonkt ’ll our orders. Moss 
-an will have a few words about thatq but z couldnkt care less at 
the moment. zkve been worSin, overtime for the last weeS. zkm tiredq 
cranSyq and need to escape the ashxladened air to breathe for an hour 
without the pressure of worS.K

z slip on my sandals and picS up my hellhoundks harness and leash. 
At the sound of the rattle of gmoSeks chainq she comes runnin,q her 
nails clicSin, on the stone “oor. Her silSy fur is short and ,lossy 
blacSq with a few white marSin,s on her paws and nose. Mri,htq e?cited 
brown eyes meet mine.K

”IalSjE z asS.K
ztks gmoSeks favorite word. ghe barSs and drops her chest to the 

,roundq tail liftin, hi,h and wavin, liSe a “a, in a windstorm. Act 
one of her ”,ettin, out the doorE dance. Hi,hxpitched and short barSs 
follow for act two. Act three involves her front paws poundin, out a 
Ci, liSe one of those zrish step dancers.K

”All ri,ht. Hold still.E z hold open the harness.K
2he beast follows my command. ghe doesnkt twitch until z have the 

bucSles in place and the leash fastened.K
Her encore is puttin, her nose to the cracS of the door and its 

frameq as if sheks ,oin, to burst throu,h the moment z open it.K
ghe doesnkt thou,h. gteppin, outsideq she ’nds her stride beside 

me.K
gummer is nearly ,oneq taSin, with it the oppressive heat and hux

midity common on the Oast Foast. 2hereks a li,ht bree;eq enou,h thatq 
even as gmoSe and z walS at a brisS paceq z donkt worS up a sweat. Dnly 
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a few scatterin,s of clouds ,lide ,ently overhead. zn allq itks a beautiful 
day for someone to die.K

z shaSe the thou,ht away. Not today. Not now. Vor the ne?t hourq 
zkm strictly o4 the clocS.K

Iith the day so lovelyq z pass plenty of mortals on my walS. Vamilies 
with strollersq other do, walSersq ambitious runners. gome wear masSs 
to protect a,ainst the disease all the mortals are afraid of.K

Toukd thinS a pandemic would have business boomin, for a reaper. 
zt doesnkt. Not for meq anyway. geeq when everythin, shuts down and 
people barricade in their homesq harvestin, opportunities for reapers 
speciali;ed in abrupt or accidental death drops. Vewer car crashes. 
Vewer drownin,s. Vewer people fallin, o4 cli4sq down stairsq in front 
of buses. Tou ,et the picture. :nless youkre a reaper in a hospital 
bene’ttin, from the illnessq which zkm notq youkre not seein, much 
action.K

2hou,h z try not to focus on the souls shinin, in the center of each 
mortalks chestq they sna, my eyes and have me itchin, to ,rab my sicSle. 
Tetq even if z had wanted to worSq none of the passin, mortals are viable 
harvest candidates. Oach too youn,. 2oo few underlyin, conditions. 
2oo careful about where and when they step.K

Rart of me be,rud,es that. :ne?pected opportunities to sneaS in a 
harvest wouldnkt be a terrible thin,. 2he other part reCoices that those 
lives will continue another day.K

z ,et itq my Cob sucSs. -ore often than notq people curse the worS 
z do.K

Why did he have to die? Why now? Why like this? Is she going to 
heaven? 

2hereks about a thousand more  uestions mortals asS after z do 
what zkm paid to do. z donkt have those answers. Nor can z say what 
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happens to a soul after zkve harvested it. 2hat information is above my 
pay,rade.K

gmoSeks ears perS forward and her steps slow. gmolderin, brimx
stonesq sheks cau,ht the scent of a candidate.K

zt doesnkt taSe more than a second to picS him out of the handful 
of mortals around me. 2he Co,,er is in his midxforties. HusSyq thou,h 
not morbidly so. Ihat brown and ,ray hair he has left is shaved close 
to his head. 2he sunli,ht re“ects o4 his scalp. Heks dressed in u,ly 
blacS shorts and a ,ray shirt thatks darSened with sweat.K

ztks obvious that Co,,in, isnkt his favorite pastimeq but z admire 
the e4ort heks puttin, in. :nfortunately for himq the telltale si,ns are 
there5 face red with e?ertionq steps shuBin,q sweat pourin, downq and 
pantin, breaths. Mein, a reaperq z can sense the fatty deposits built up 
in his arteries. ztks the perfect setup for an une?pected heart attacS.K

gmoSeks tail starts wa,,in,q and we picS up the pace as we approach. 
-y hands are clammy as they reach behind my bacS for my sicSleq a 
weapon only another reaper can see. zt has a short handleq only two feet 
lon,. At the endq thereks a lon,q curved blade. A blade sharp enou,h 
to cut strai,ht to the soul.K

zkm hopin,q thou,hq that heUs one of those sSittish mortals who 
dives o4 the sidewalS when passin, another mortal in the name of 
social distancin,. z really wasnkt intendin, to worS at the moment 
and wouldnkt mind an e?cuse to avoid the paperworS another harvest 
would brin,.K

Mut the ,ap is closin, and thereks no si,n heks swervin, o4 course.K
z pull the sicSle free. -y heart is thumpin,. Iith e?citementj 

Ce,retj Dreifj z never could tell which.K
Vive feet now. 2hree more paces. z raise my arm and—
-y toe Cams a,ainst an uneven portion of the sidewalS. z lurch 

forwardq lettin, ,o of my sicSle. zt clatters to the pavement with a noise 
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only z can hear. gmoSe sSitters away in surpriseq but z Seep hold of her 
leash as z ri,ht myself.K

2he Co,,er spares me only a ,lance before shuBin, past.K
gmolderin, brimstoneq my toe is throbbin,. A ,lance down conx

’rms z cracSed the nail and busted open the sSin. Teahq z shouldkve 
Snown better than to walS these crappy sidewalSs in openxtoed shoes.K

Mlood is wellin, up under my toenailq threatenin, to drip all over 
the pavement. IalS overq z ,uess.K

z peer over my shoulder at the Co,,er whokd slipped away. At his 
paceq z could still catch up. 2aSe his soul.K

znsteadq z collect my sicSle and taSe another route home. After allq 
z am o4 the devilks clocS.K



Afterword

The inspiration for this short story came from two things: an event 
and an idea.

The event: I took my dog on a walk while wearing sandals and 
stubbed my toe, which began to bleed.

The idea: What if I took mundane, everyday "events" and added a 
fantasy twist?


