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“Death is a Mystery
and Burial is a Secret....”

el SIMATARY

The Creeds. An ideal family. Physician fa-
ther, beautiful wife, charming little daugh-
ter, adorable infant son. Even a friendly
cat. Close, loving, wonderfully alive.

When they found the old house -and en-
chanting grounds in rural Maine, it seemed
too good to be true. It was. For the truth
was bloodchilling—something more terrify-
ing than death itself—and hideously more
powerful. ,

“The most frightening novel Stephen
King has ever written.”

—Publishers Weekly



AMERICA LOVES

THE BACHMAN BOOKS
“Fascinating.”
__Philadelphia Inquirer

CARRIE
“Horrifying.”
_Chicago Tribune

CHRISTINE
“Riveting.”
—Playboy

CuJO
«“Gut-wrenching.”
__Newport News Daily Press

THE DARK HALF
“Scal'y.”
—Kirkus Reviews

THE DARK fOWER: THE GUNSLINGER
“Brilliant.”
—Booklist

THE DARK TOWER ILI: THE DRAWING OF THE THREE
“Superb.”

—Chicago Herald-Wheaton

THE DARK TOWER IIL: THE WASTE LANDS
“Gripping.”
—Chicago Sun-Times
THE DEAD ZONE
“Frightening.”
—Cosmopolitan

DIFFERENT SEASONS
“Hypnotic.”
_New York Times Book Review
DOLORES CLAIBORNE

«Unforgettable.”
—San Francisco Chronicle

THE EYES OF THE DRAGON
«Masterful.”
__Cincinnati Post

FIRESTARTER

“Terrifying.”
—Miami Herald



STEPHEN KING

FOUR PAST MIDNIGHT
“Chilling.”
—Milwaukee Journal

GERALD’S GAME
“Terrific.”
—USA Today

IT
“Mesmerizing.”
—Washington Post Book World

MISERY
“Wonderful.”
—Houston Chronicle

NEEDFUL THINGS
“Demonic.”
—Kirkus Reviews

NIGHT SHIFT
“Macabre.”
—Dallas Times-Herald

PET SEMATARY
“Unrelenting.”
—Pittsburgh Press

SALEM’S LOT
“Tremendous.”
—Kirkus Reviews

THE SHINING
“Spellbinding.”
—Pittsburgh Press

SKELETON CREW
“Diabolical.”
—Associated Press

THE STAND
“Great.”
—New York Times Book Review

THINNER
‘“Extraordinary.”
—Booklist

THE TOMMYKNOCKERS
“Marvelous.”
—Boston Globe
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SPINE TINGLERS FROM
STEPHEN KING

] ROSE MADDER #1 Bestseller! Rose Daniels knew she had to escape from her macabre
marriage before it was too late. But the only place she found to hide could be the

most dangerous of all. “A compelling page-turner.”—Houston Chronicle
(186362—$7.50)

(] THE SHAWSHANK REDEMPTION A man convicted of the bloody murder of his wife and
her lover is in a prison brutally ruled by a sadistic warden and secretly run by a con
who knows all the ropes and pulls all the strings. Give him more brains than anyone
else in this sinister slammer, and a diabolically cunning plan of revenge that no one
can guess until it is far too late. “Triumphant!—~New York Times (183940—$6.99)

] INSOMNIA #1 Bestseller! Ralph Roberts used to be an ordinary guy—until insomnia
robbed him of sleep. Now he’s no longer ordinary—he can see horrible things happen-
ing to the people of Derry, Maine. He can see how, one by one, they are turning into
monsters straight from hell. (184963—$7.50)

(] NIGHTMARES AND DREAMSCAPES #1 Bestseller! Sleep will be the furthest thing from
your mind with these twenty superlative stories devilishly designed to take you where
you never dreamed of going before. “A solid horrorfest shocker!”—Boston Herald

iy (180232—$6.99)

[ DOLORES CLAIBORNE With a Foreword by the author. #1 Bestseller! Dolores Claiborne
gives her compelling.gonfession . . . of the strange and terrible links forged by hidden
intimacies . .. of the fierceness of a mother's love and its dreadful consequences . ..

of the silent rage that tan turn a woman's heart to hate. “Powerful!”"—Time
(177096—$6.99)

] GERALD'S GAME #1 National Bestseller! The ultimate bedtime horror story—for con-
senting adults only. “Harrowing, psychological terror.”—New York Times
(176464—%$6.99)

*Prices slightly higher in Canada

Buy them at your local bookstore or use this convenient coupon for ordering.

PENGUIN USA
P.0. Box 999 — Dept. #17108
Bergenfield, New Jersey 07621

Please send me the books | have checked above.

| am enclosing $ (please add $2.00 to cover postage and handling). Send
check or money order (no cash or C.0.D.'s) or charge by Mastercard or VISA (with a $15.00
minimum). Prices and numbers are subject to change without notice.

Card # Exp. Date
Signature
Name
Address.
City State __ Zip Code

For faster service when ordering by credit card call 1-800-253-6478
Allow a minimum of 4-6 weeks for delivery. This offer is subject to change without notice.
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Here are some people who have written books, telling what they
did and why they did those things:

John Dean. Henry Kissinger. Adolph Hitler. Caryl Chessman.
Jeb Magruder. Napoleon. Talleyrand. Disraeli. Robert Zimmer-
man, also known as Bob Dylan. Locke. Charlton Heston. Errol
Flynn. The Ayatollah Khomeini. Gandhi. Charles Olson. Charles
Colson. A Victorian Gentleman. Dr. X.

Most people also believe that God has written a Book, or Books,
telling what He did and why—at least to a degree—He did those
things, and since most of these people also believe that humans
were made in the image of God, then He also may be regarded
as a person . . . or, more properly, as a Person.

Here are some people who have not written books, telling what
they did . . . and what they saw: :

The man who buried Hitler. The man who performed the
autopsy on John Wilkes Booth. The man who embalmed Elvis
Presley. The man who embalmed—badly, most undertakers say—
Pope John XXIII. The twoscore undertakers who cleaned up
Jonestown, carrying body bags, spearing paper cups with those
spikes custodians carry in city parks, waving away the flies. The
man who cremated William Holden. The man who encased the
body of Alexander the Great in gold so it would not rot. The men
who mummified the Pharaohs.

Death is a mystery, and burial is a secret.
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PART ONE
AAAAAAAMAAAAAMAAMALAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA A4

The
Pet Sematary

Jesus said to them, ‘‘Our friend Lazarus sleeps,
but I go, that I may awake him out of his
sleep.”’

Then the disciples looked at each other, and
some smiled because they did not know Jesus
had spoken in a figure. “‘Lord, if he sleeps,
he shall do well.”’

So then Jesus spoke to them more plainly,
“Lazarus is dead, yes . . . nevertheless let
us go to him.”’

—JOHN's GOSPEL (paraphrase)
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Louis Creed, who had lost his father at three and who had
never known a grandfather, never expected to find a father as
he entered his middle age, but that was exactly what hap-
pened . . . although he called this man a friend, as a grown
man must do when he finds the man who should have been
his father relatively late in life. He met this man on the
evening he and his wife and his two children moved into the
big white frame house in Ludlow. Winston Churchill moved
in with them. Church was his daughter Eileen’s cat.

The search committee at the university had moved slowly,
the hunt for a house within commuting distance of the univer-
sity had been hair-raising, and by the time they neared the
place where he believed the house to be—all the landmarks
are right . . . like the astrological signs the night before
Caesar was assassinated, Louis thought morbidly—they were
all tired and tense and on edge. Gage was cutting teeth and
fussed almost ceaselessly. He would not sleep, no matter how
much Rachel sang to him. She offered him the breast even
though it was off his schedule. Gage knew his dining sched-
ule as well as she—better, maybe—and he promptly bit her
with his new teeth. Rachel, still not entirely sure about this
move to Maine from Chicago, where she had lived her whole
life, burst into tears. Eileen promptly joined her. In the back
of the station wagon, Church continued to pace restlessly as
he had done for the last three days it had taken them to drive
here from Chicago. His yowling from the cat kennel had been
bad, but his restless pacing after they finally gave up and set
him free in the car had been almost as unnerving.

Louis himself felt a little like crying. A wild but not
unattractive idea suddenly came to him: He would suggest
that they go back to Bangor for something to eat while they

15
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waited for the moving van, and when his three hostages to
fortune got out, he would floor the accelerator and drive away
without so much as a look back, foot to the mat, the wagon’s
huge four-barrel carburetor gobbling expensive gasoline. He
would drive south, all the way to Orlando, Florida, where he
would get a job at Disney World as a medic, under a new
name. But before he hit the turnpike—big old 95 south-
bound—he would stop by the side of the road and put the
fucking cat out too.

Then they rounded a final curve, and there was the house
that only he had seen up until now. He had flown out and
looked at each of the seven possibles they had picked from
photos once the position at the University of Maine was
solidly his, and this was the one he had chosen: a big old
New England colonial (but newly sided and insulated; the
heating costs, while horrible enough, were not out of line in
terms of consumption), three big rooms downstairs, four
more up, a long shed that might be converted to more rooms
later on—all of it surrounded by a luxuriant sprawl of lawn,
lushly green even in this August heat.

Beyond the house was a large field for the children to play
in, and beyond the field were woods that went on damn near
forever. The property abutted state lands, the realtor had
explained, and there would be no development in the foresee-
able future. The remains of the Micmac Indian tribe had laid
claim to nearly eight thousand acres in Ludlow and in the
towns east of Ludlow, and the complicated litigation, involv-
ing the federal government as well as that of the state, might
stretch into the next century.

Rachel stopped crying abruptly. She sat up. *‘Is that—"’

““That’s it,”’ Louis said. He felt apprehensive—no, he felt
scared. In fact he felt terrified. He had mortgaged twelve
years of their lives for this; it wouldn’t be paid off until
Eileen was seventeen.

He swallowed.

““What do you think?”’

““I think it’s beautiful,”’ Rachel said, and that was a huge
weight off his chest—and off his mind. She wasn’t kidding,
he saw: it was in the way she was looking at it as they turned
in the asphalted driveway that curved around to the shed in



