SOCKS

I must first warn you that my feet are registered with the FBI and are considered lethal weapons.  I’ve been known to pass an unclad foot under an assailant’s nose and the gut wrenching fumes that traveled in its wake blinded him, shut down his respiratory system, and marked him for life with a nasty skin rash.  

Over the years, I’ve become immune to these life-threatening maladies.  In fact I’ve learned to harness the deadly effects of my notoriously noxious feet.  That’s why I was so shocked when my feet turned against me to create a new life form.

I’d just come home from working a double shift.  That’s sixteen hours without taking off my shoes, or changing my socks.  We’re talking industrial strength, nose hair-scorching, steel-corroding essence of hell collecting inside my shoes.  The moment I shed my shoes, every plant in the house withered and turned brown.  A green, low hanging haze filled the room.  I figured that thing about the hole in the ozone layer is a bunch of bunk, so I didn’t think twice about opening the window to ventilate the house.

I got an icy cold beer from the fridge, flopped down in my favorite recliner and turned on the television.  

NBC had a rerun episode of “Mad About You” where Helen Hunt tries to fix up her sister with Murry the dog.  I’d seen it before and decided to change the channel.  It turned out that the dog wouldn’t have anything to do with her sister.

On “A Current Affair” they were interviewing O.J.’s cousin’s, neighbor’s, divorced sister’s baby sitter about whether she’d ever seen him eat vanilla ice cream.

Okay, from there I switched to “Montell Willians”.  He was featuring lesbian morticians that used to be men.  Not my cup of tea.

I switched it to see what was on CBS, when a strange feeling came over my feet.  I looked down and my socks had disappeared.  I saw movement out of the corner of my eye and turned in time to see something slither around the corner and into the hallway.  For a few seconds, I refused to believe what I’d just seen.  Partly because socks just don’t move on their own, but mostly because if it was true, I would have to kill them.

The recliner creaked slightly as I eased myself out of it and crept toward the kitchen.  I had no idea where the other sock was and I didn’t want to startle it.  I put my beer down on the counter and pulled open the utensil drawer.  I selected a razor sharp, ten-inch butcher knife.  Hopefully it would do the trick.

I went back to the living room to secure the area before venturing further into the house.  I spotted something moving under my recliner.  Shifting the knife to my left hand, I ever so gently tilted the easy chair forward.  The squirming sock didn’t notice my presence at first.  It was like a newborn, trying to become familiar with its surroundings.  Then it rapidly coiled up and let out a threatening hiss.  It struck at me with the speed of a rabid mongoose. 

I stumbled backward and slammed into the dining room table.  I lost my footing and went down hard.  The sock came at me like a bolt of lightening, jaws agape, and howling like a banshee.

I swung the butcher knife in a wide arc and clipped the sock just below its slobbering orifice.  It let out a roar that rattled the windows and began to dart away.  I leapt to my feet and made a desperate stab at he fleeing piece of animated wool.

With great effort and intestinal fortitude, I drove the knife deep into the sock’s re-enforce heal and pinned it to the parquet flooring.  It twisted and wreathed against the impaling blade. In a final attempt to free itself, the sock strained against the sharp edge of the knife and cut a long, jagged wound across its middle.  Dark green sludge oozed from the ragged hole and the sock collapsed into a steaming heap.

I cautiously approached the gutted sock with a healthy measure of respect.  There was always the possibility that it was only playing possum.  With one swift motion, I snatched the blade out of the prostrate sock and went directly into a defensive posture.  Nothing happened.  I nudged the sock with the tip of the knife and it quivered slightly before letting out one last gurgling breath before dying.

I straightened up and surveyed the area for the other sock.  It was nowhere in sight.  With a shaky hand I wiped the sweat from my upper lip and swallowed hard.  I figured my best bet was to check the hallway.  

I carefully make my way over and peered down the darkened corridor.  Slowly, I reached out with my right and flicked on the hall light.  Much to my relief, the hallway appeared empty.  Then I noticed a strange looking lump, lying on the floor, two thirds of the way down the hall.  As I approached the questionable object, my hands began to shake and a small voice inside my head kept warning me to be ready for a surprise attack.

With the loud cry of an enraged Viking, I thrust the butcher knife into the strange object.  I expected it to squeal and wriggle about like a harpooned eel, but it didn’t even flinch.  I lifted it up for closer inspection as it dangled from the tip of the knife blade.  It was nothing more that a pile of loose wool. 

The terrifying realization slowly crept into my mind that the dead sock’s mate had shed its skin.  And when something sheds its outer covering that means it is growing into something else.  Something much bigger.  

I looked at the knife and suddenly felt that it was pitifully inadequate.  It would be like elephant hunting with a BB gun.  Now I know why I was so compelled to buy that sawed-off, twelve gauge last fall.  Sub-conscientiously, I must have known something like would eventually happen.

I backtracked down the hallway, ever wary of a surprise attack.  When I reached the living room, I stepped over the stocking that I had killed earlier.  It still oozed a chartreuse shade of slime.

I headed straight for my gun cabinet and quickly unlocked it.  After grabbing the pump-action shotgun form its mount, I took a box of double-ought buckshot and began loading the weapon.  The rest of the shells were deposited into my pockets in case I had to reload.  Then I slid the butcher knife into my belt, for good measure.

Cautiously, I crept back down the hallway, stepping over the second socks discarded skin.  The door to my bedroom was halfway open.  I instinctively lowered my right shoulder and drove it into the solid-core door.  The door slammed into the wall and I went down on one knee, while sweeping the business end of the shotgun across the open threshold.

Nothing moved.  I checked behind the door and all that I found was a hole where the doorknob met the wall.  Damn, I hate to patch sheet rock!  Now I was starting to get pissed off.  

I searched the room commando style, carefully scanning every dark corner and overhang.  Cat-like, I slinked to the far side of my waterbed and peered over the edge.  There, barely visible under the sideboard, was the end of a wool garment.  Without hesitation, I cut loose with a volley of lead shot.  The sideboard and floor turned into so many toothpicks, while the waterbed mattress did a suitable impression of Old Faithful.

I bent down and retrieved what was left of the wool object, which turned out to be an ordinary, run of the mill sock.  I choked back the rage that was raising up from the depths of my bowels.

Sloshing across the wet carpet with my bare feet reminded me just how costly this hunt was becoming.  I just hoped that it would be over soon.

My closet door was slightly ajar.  I cautiously reached for the doorknob and jerked the door open in one fluid motion.  Nothing seemed out of the ordinary, but the walk-in closet was rather dark and there could be something lurking in the shadows.  Against my better judgement, I slowly reached out for the light cord.  When I located it and snapped on the bare light bulb, I couldn’t believe my eyes.  The sock mutation had been feeding on my clothes.  My entire wardrobe was in tatters.

Once again, I suppressed the urge to bellow at the top of my lungs.  It would only give away my position in the house.  Throwing all caution to the wind, I marched down the hallway and into the bathroom.  The vinyl floor was covered with a thin coating of yellow slime.  Now I felt that I was getting warm.

The slimy path led to the bathtub like a giant slug trail.  I shuffled across the slippery flooring to the tub and worked the slide action of the shotgun, chambering another round.

“Time to die, you son of a bitch,” I whispered through clenched teeth.

I yanked back the shower curtain and came face to face with the shadow of death.  I pulled the trigger without a second thought.  The unholy blend of cloth and demon did a tortured dance as the buckshot turned it into Swiss cheese.  Unfortunately, the shot also disintegrated the tile work behind it and punctured the cold water pipe hidden in the wall.

At least I’d gotten the damnable creature.  It had transformed into a bright orange, cable-knit sweater.  On closer inspection, through the spray of icy cold water, I realized that I had been duped once again.  The sweater had shed its skin and went on to bigger and scarier things.

I could no longer hold back my anger.  I roared with seething hatred and fired the shotgun twice more into the ceiling.  To my astonishment, there was a hideous wale in response to the gunfire.  It was somewhere in the attic.

“Now I’ve got you, you bastard.”

There was only one way out of the attic and that was down the stairs directly opposite the bathroom.  I turned on the light switch and started up the stairs.  This was it, the final showdown.  The only trouble was it knew I was coming.  The element of surprise was gone.

As I became head level with the attic floor, I turned just in time to see a clawed arm swinging toward my face.  I had just enough time to bring up the shotgun and touch off another round.

A deafening shriek split the musty air and the sound of something in rapid retreat assured me that I’d done some serious damage.  That and the fact that there was now daylight streaming through a gaping hole in the roof.

I saw movement at the far side of the attic, where my winter clothes were stored.

“No you don’t, you sorry heap of shit!”

I charged at the cloth-devouring freak and jacked the pump action once again.  The thing saw me coming and shrunk back as I pulled the trigger.  There was a sickening click as the firing pin snapped at dead air.  The shotgun was empty.

I fumbled in my pocket for more ammunition as quickly as I could, but the mutant knew that the tide had turned.  It shot up from behind a cedar chest and loomed over me, displaying an eerie sense of doom.  

Standing before me was a giant lime green and yellow checked, rayon-polyester blend leisure suit.  The mere sight of it turned my stomach.  Its right arm was shredded from the elbow down and oozing a viscose looking liquid.  The left arm was sporting a set of hooded claws along the cuff.

It lunged at me with the speed of a cheetah.  I blocked its clawed arm with the butt of my shotgun and filled my other hand with the handle of the razor sharp butcher knife.

I brought the knife up and split the plaid garment from crotch to collar.  The checked suit roared so loud that shingles blew off of the roof.  The suit opened up and sticky, wet globs of lint, fuzz and sludge came spilling out.  The leisure suit tried to hold the gaping wound closed with its one good arm but there was no stopping the onslaught of gooey innards.  I stood back and watched as the disgusting creature went through its final death throes.

The house was a shambles and water was filling my bathroom.  There was only one thing left to do.  I went down stairs, deposited my twelve gauge into the gun cabinet, and headed for my easy chair with my can of now warm beer.  I turned the television on and flopped down into my trusty chair.  There had to be something on the tube to make me forget my troubles.

I took a long swig of the tepid beer and suddenly felt a record breaking fart coming on.  I was the only one in the house now, so I thought “What the hell”.

The sound was equal to that of a jake-brake on a fully loaded Kenworth.  I was very proud.

Then something odd happened.  It felt like my underwear suddenly shifted.  Horror seized my heart and I headed directly for the gun cabinet to reload my shot gut.  But that’s another story all together.
