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BOO! Did we scare you? No? 
Well hopefully some of the following 
stories will scare the pants off  you, 
or at least make you chuckle and feel 
warm with Halloween goodness! From 
all over the globe our wonderful con-
tributors have off ered their Halloween 
stories! Carved pumpkins, witches, and 
horror abound within the pages that 
follow on our Halloween Special.
Look out for our Anthologies, includ-
ing out fi rst anthology covering the 
fi rst three months of Feature Stories, 
our Fast Fiction Anthology will be out 
soon, and we are also releasing our 
Zombie Anthology this month!
So… sit back... fi nd yourself a safe warm place and enjoy the Far Horizons 
Halloween Special!

If you’d like to contribute to the magazine please send a sample of your 
work to us at info.far.horizons@gmail.com
**Submission Guidelines**
We accept 
*Fast Fiction (500-1200 words)
*Short Stories (200-2500 MAX)
*Poems
*Artwork

Submissions should follow basic formatting:
Times New Roman 12 point font
Indent of 1.25
Standard paragraphing (New paragraphs for dialogue)
UK English spelling is preferred
Website: http://info-far-horizons.wix.com/far-horizons-emag
Twitter: @FarHorizonseMag
Facebook Page:https://www.facebook.com/farhorizonsemag
Tell Us what you think – we’d love to run a letters page. Email us at info.far.
horizons@gmail.com with your questions & comments.

FROM THE CAPTAIN’S CHAIR:
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Th e street was fi lled with the 
laughter of little children and the 
occasional drunk, costumed, adult. 
Goblins, ghouls, ghosts and the 
occasional princess or superhero 
could be seen roaming the streets. 
Th e decorations illuminated by the 
light of pumpkins further proved 
that it was Halloween.

Every single house was bright 
orange, spooky and inviting, 
except one. Th at old house didn’t 
need decorations. It was amazing it 
was still standing, it looked any gust 
of air would make it fall. Th e roof 
was patched up with planks in sev-
eral places, and the cobwebs were 
large enough to leave you wonder-
ing if you could get stuck in them. 
It was surprising someone lived in 
it, and that such a house, especially 
one in such a nice neighbourhood 
would not be torn down a long time 
ago.

Children heard all sorts of stories 
about it, and stayed away from it 

most of the time. But it was 
Halloween, time for spooky things, 
the one night kids couldn’t stay away. 
A boy in a dinosaur costume was 
standing in front of the door, 
shaking and occasionally looking 
at his friends, who were hiding be-
hind the fence. Th e boy took a deep 
breath and knocked. A stirring could 
be heard on the other side. Th e boy 
was getting more and more nervous 
by the second.

Finally the door opened and a pudgy 
old lady with red frizzy hair emerged. 
Her large nose, on which a particu-
larly big mole resided, overpowered 
most of her other features, aside from 
her small, wet black eyes. She smiled, 
revealing dark yellow teeth and 
reached for something out of sight. 
Th e boy screamed and ran away.

“Wait! Here’s ... ” she placed the bowl 
of candy back on the counter with 
a sad and confused expression and 
looked back towards the kids, who 
were already on the other side of 

the street. She was very short, and 
age seemed to have made her even 
shorter, wearing an old red dress 
and a conical hat. Th e lady closed 
the door, sighed and hobbled back 
to her sister, a taller, thin, sallow 
skinned woman dressed in dark 
blue, who was mixing something in 
a cauldron.

“Th ey ran away again.”

“Again? What are they scared of? 
Th ese people don’t even know what 
a proper ghost looks like!” Gabi 
stopped stirring.

“Don’t worry, Gabi, we are going 
to make it.” Matilda smiled “And 
Halloween is such a nice holiday, it 
almost feels like we’re back home. 
Plus we don’t need to put on 
disguises.”

Gabi pulled the curtains of the 
window next to her back and 
examined the street. “I don’t see the 
resemblance. I mean, those idiotic 
decorations and costumes. Where is 
the slime on the ghouls? Why is that 
little human wearing a crown? And 
what is with all the small pumpkins? 
No one is going to fi t in there.”

“You have never liked humans, and 
yet you postpone this. I don’t get 
it.” Matilda frowned and folded her 
arms.

“It is just too hard to make these 
people keep still. I wish we could go 
home right now.”

“We can’t go home until we fi nish 
what we came here to do. And today 
is a good day to do it!”
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Gabi rolled her eyes, giving in. 
“Fine, I suppose you have an idea.”

Matilda cracked a big smile. “Th e 
good thing about this day is that we 
can blend in even in our 
normal clothes. People wear clothes 
they call costumes and escort their 
youngest from house to house col-
lecting treats.”

Gabi seemed unimpressed “So, we 
need a child?”

“Yes, a young one, preferably in a 
‘costume’.” Matilda watched excited-
ly as Gabi poured grey sand on the 
fl oor in one clear layer.

“Give me ... the dark red vial.” 
Matilda took a small chair and 
climbed on it to reach the top shelf. 
She took the tall red vial. Gabi took 
it and poured the clear liquid over 
the sand, muttering something un-
der her breath. Th e liquid seemed 
to fl ow over something on the fl oor, 
washing away its transparency. A 
small girl in a bright pleated red 
skirt, red blouse and blue blazer was 
laying on the fl oor now. She opened 
her eyes and got up, brushing her 
hair away from her face.

“Let’s call you Alice.” Matilda 
clapped her hands together, 
jumping up and down with joy. Th e 
little girl nodded at them.

“You can be our niece, that is visit-
ing us. It will explain why they hav-
en’t seen her before.” 
Gabi put on her cloak while Matilda 
conjured three small plastic pump-
kin buckets.

“What now?”

“We knock on doors.”

Th e three women walked outside and 
tried to mingle with the crowd. Alice 
was walking automatically with her 
eyes focused ahead, not even blink-
ing. Th e fi rst door they knocked on 
opened and a young woman in a 
nurse’s uniform appeared with a huge 
bowl of candy. Alice stared at her, 
while Gabi tried very hard not to roll 
her eyes at Matilda’s overly enthusias-
tic ‘Trick or treat.’

“And what are you supposed to be?” 
the young woman smiled at Alice. Th e 
girl smiled as she cocked her head to 
the side and her eyes 
started glowing. Th e woman dropped 
the bowl in surprise as white glass 
appeared around her, stopping her 
screams from being heard. Her body 
started to melt and the glass shrank. 
Gabi picked up the tall white vial and 
hid it in her cloak as a young man 
appeared at the door. He stopped 
and looked at the bowl. Alice’s eyes 
glowed again, her smile growing even 
wider. Th e man tried to break the 
glass, but his hands turned to mush. 
He managed to turn around to see his 
two children standing behind him, 
both also encased in glass.

“I must say, humans make a lot of dif-
ferent colours .” Gabi picked up the 
dark blue, lime green and yellow vials. 
Matilda enthusiastically confi rmed as 
she came down the stairs.

“You didn’t fi nd anyone else?”

“No. I think we need to go to another 
house. How many vials do we need to 
get?”

“Twenty-fi ve for each group, plus a 
replacement for everyone we use. 
Th is is going to be a long night.”

Matilda looked out of the window. 
“Maybe we can go there?” She 
pointed at a house that was 
producing a lot of noise and lights. 
“I believe those people are hosting a 
human party. Th ere is bound to be a 
lot of people there.”

Gabi smiled “Alice, let’s go.” Th e girl 
stopped smiling and walked toward 
the exit.

Th at night was the last time 
someone would walk along the 
street and see the rickety old house. 
No one even remembered there 
was anything there except an emp-
ty plot. Th e strangeness of an empty 
plot in such a prominent street was 
not considered. 
People were too concerned about 
the twenty-six disappearances. Peo-
ple blamed alcohol, spiked candy, 
even human traffi  ckers, but no one 
even remembered the two strange 
women that lived next to them for 
a month.
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She spun around in a graceful circle, music playing 
for only her to enjoy.  One leg stretched behind her, 
moving along the curve of her back to one arm curved 
out to the side, as the other reached forward for some-
thing no one else could see.
As the music died out, so did her turn and slowly 
came to a stop.  This wasn’t the worst thing to happen 
to her, but it was a close second.  A voice called, and 
darkness fell as the doors to her prison were once 
again closed.
There would be no more dancing today.
“This is our top model of jewelry box.  Little girls love 
her, and the style makes them feel grown up, over 
those other ones where the dancer folds down.”
“It’s perfect.  I’d like three.”
Light flared around her was once again her prison 
opened up.  But this time it as no store she saw, but a 
brightly painted room.  It reminded her of those in the 
store she’d seen … like a doll house.  Only, it was too 
big.
A man smiled at the jewelry box, reaching out to turn 

the key and start her spinning to the music.
“See?  All this is for you.”
“I want to go home.”
“You are home…”
The sobs were nothing new to her.  Many children 
cried when told they couldn’t take her home.  But 
these cries were different.  As the music died, her eyes 
came to rest on the mirror in the back of her home 
and she saw a young girl dressed up like a doll.  Tears 
slipped down the girls painted cheeks, streaking the 
rouge there.  The dancer felt that something was 
wrong, but being so new to the world outside the store 
she didn’t know what.
“Dance for me.  Just like the ballerina in the music 
box.”
Made up to look like a china doll, the small girl nod-
ded through her tears and started to spin around like 
the man told her to do.
“Perfect.”
Her doors were closed again, but the dancer could 
hear the cries of the little girl just outside them.  The 
man had left them there for hours now, ever since 
admiring the dance.  He’d told her to never open the 
jewelry box without him.
Days passed and it was always the same.  He would 
visit with chocolate chip pancakes and open the doors 
to the dancer and let her dance for them while the girl 
ate.  As the song died, the doors would close and he’d 
leave.
Lunch was the same, as was dinner.  Then just before 
bedtime he would return and have the little girl dance, 
before leaving her for the night.
All he said was ‘perfect’ when she danced, and always 
warned her to never open the doors to the jewelry box 
without him.
Then one day, he didn’t open her doors and she 
couldn’t hear anything beyond the doors of her small 
prison.  No music played, no dance to make the little 
girl smile, even a little.
“Did you see what he did to them?”
“I’m trying not to think about it.  Makes me sick.  
Catching this guy is a hollow victory, since we were 
too late.”
In another room, three girls had been posed like the 
dancers in the jewellery boxes, spinning around on 
their toes to a never ending song.
There would be no more dancing today.

No more 
daNciNg  today
                                           By Kristy Carey     
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It’s Halloween time, which automatically means some-
one somewhere is having a horror movie marathon. I 
have a problem with typical horror movies. Especially 
the type I see everywhere. You know, the ones with the 
stereotypical character possessing an IQ of 4, a plot 
that makes no sense, and the annoying jump scares 
they think will make up for it. I’m pretty sure even the 
ones that watch these hate them.
But even a truly good horror movie, one that ticks all 
the boxes can fall victim to one specific problem. The 
monster can simply not be scary. There is no guarantee 
that every single viewer will be scared of your movie 
monster, especially if that movie monster is based on 
a very specific concept. Some may be watching it and 
be one step away from not being able to control their 
bowels, but others can just be scarfing down popcorn 
with a bored expression. Or, if you are the type, root 
for the bad guy.
It also happens the other way around. Some monster 
that is almost universally seen as incredibly cheesy and 
hilarious can be terrifying to a select few. Everyone is 
different, ergo different things make us scared. How 
else could you explain all those horror movie monsters 
that are just plain idiotic to us? Of course you could 
say that the guy that made it just wrote down several 
unrelated things he saw in other movies and put them 
together into something vaguely resembling order, but 
I prefer to think positively.
Now with that said, there are some things we are all 
scared of, albeit in different amounts. Falling, being 
buried alive, darkness, clowns, creepy guys with even 
creepier smiles, I don’t need to list them. 
I also feel that for some reason series have better hor-

ror monsters than movies that are specifically designed 
to scare you. That is why Doctor Who fans are scared 
of the Silence, rate the episode Blink, the first intro-
duction to the Weeping Angels as the one that scared 
them the most, and freak about the Vashta Nerada 
every time there is even a mention of two shadows 
or a library. It is also why every time someone men-
tions gentlemen the little children’s song from Hush 
(Buffy the Vampire Slayer episode) starts playing in my 
head and I have to test my voice to make sure it’s still 
there. And while we are mentioning Joss Whedon, the 
Reavers from Firefly are still the scariest space monster 
I know.
So far we have listed things you can’t see, or you can’t 
fight against, not even by screaming when three guys 
with creepy metal smiles are cutting your heart out. 
They are things that feed on our primal fears, by 
stripping us from our choices, and by being the most 
gruesome anything can be. They are also things you 
don’t know much about, or see often. Things that lurk 
in the darkness and only strike to get what they want, 
and not for effect.
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It just appeared one day. A small, but painful bruise. 
At the back of her upper arm although she couldn’t 
remember banging it. It hurt a bit when her clothes 
rubbed against it but she gave it no more thought by 
the time she climbed into her beloved, dented, ancient 
Fiat Panda with its one cracked headlight that made 
it look like it was winking. As it was Monday she was 
late, as if every weekend she forgot how to get ready for 
work. Although she hadn’t been sleeping well recently 
so it was taking her longer to get ready. She caught a 
twinge now and again through the day but nothing 
prepared her for when, at home, she undressed to take 
a shower only to see that the bruise had blossomed.
Th e next day rain sleeted down which meant she had 
to spray the engine with WD40 before the car would 
start. Its many idiosyncrasies only made her love it 
more. Another dreary day at the offi  ce and her arm felt 
tender whenever she moved it. It must have been one 
hell of a bump. She phoned her boyfriend to arrange to 
meet up. Was he going to stay at hers or she at his this 
time?
She arrived before him, as usual, and settled in with 
a large glass of Pinot. Th e pub was the same one they 
always met in. Th e same one they’d fi rst met in. Th eir 
relationship more like friends with benefi ts than 
anything serious, anything leading anywhere. When 
Richard arrived he didn’t apologise for being late. Like 
always. Th ey hugged and she let out an involuntary 
sound of pain.
“What’s the matter?” Richard asked.

“Nothing, just bashed my arm and got a massive 
bruise.”
He kissed her forehead, she hated that and the fact that 
just because he was taller than her he thought that he 
could do this whenever he liked.
“How’d you bang it?”
“Weirdly, I don’t remember. It’s a massive bruise too.”
“Were you drunk?” He asked in that sing song way 
you’d talk to children. Another thing she found annoy-
ing about him.
Later, when they were having sex, he grabbed her arm 
hard and it hurt so much she screamed in pain and 
couldn’t stop crying.
“Perhaps you should get an X-Ray?” He said, aft er 
apologising profusely. Should she?
Th e next day, getting dressed, she looked at the mas-
sive bruise that took up most of her upper arm and 
had spread to her elbow. Darkly purple in the centre, 
fading to ghastly green at the edges. Perhaps I should 
get it checked out? She shook her head, it was only a 
bruise.
Th ey called Wednesday ‘Th e little weekend’ in the 
offi  ce, no planned meetings in the aft ernoon, the staff  
making it a tradition to go for a drink aft er work. Su-
san, her sometimes friend, sometimes rival, oft entimes 
drinking partner, saw her wince when moving her 
arm.
“Something wrong?”
“Not really, just got a big bruise.”
“Richard playing rough?” Susan looked sympathetic, 
but she caught the titillating glint in Susan’s eye.
“Nothing like that no.”
And like that the whole offi  ce knew that she’d hurt her-
self. It elicited some grunts of sympathy. No big deal. 
Later, when she got home and was peeling off  her top, 
she was surprised, and pained, to fi nd that it had stuck 
to her shoulder where, she saw in the mirror, lacera-
tions leaking clear pus had made her shirt go yellow 
and crusty and stick to her.
What the hell?
She propped the card for her GP on the side table by 
her phone. She’d make an appointment in the morning.
When the alarm pulled her from a dark dream, all 
speed and sound, a mental scream dully echoing into 
a slow fade, she groped to switch it off  and felt a sharp 
stab in her hand. When she fl icked the light on she 
looked with a stunned horror at her little fi nger, bent, 
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black, swollen, the nail missing, crusted with blood the 
colour of the Devil’s soul.
She rang the offi  ce, begged off  sick. She rang Richard, 
left  a message asking him to call her. She rang the GP, 
tried to make an appointment for that day. When they 
answered she fake coughed but that triggered a series 
of real, uncontrollable barking coughs that left  her 
weak, breathless and with a greyness to her vision that 
was extremely worrying. Th e apologetic receptionist 
informed that there were no more appointments today, 
she’d have to wait till tomorrow, although she did agree 
that the cough did sound nasty.
With her bowl of muesli balanced on her lap she sat 
at her desktop and opened Google and scared herself 
with all the deadly diseases that it could possibly be. 
Deciding to take a long hot shower she winced when 
standing up. Her back pulled stiffl  y. In the bathroom, 
in the mirror, she looked at another blossoming bruise 
starting at her shoulder blade and spreading like an 
ink blot across her back. Now she was scared. She had 
trouble catching her breath, she touched her side and 
screamed out in pain and shock as she felt like one of 
her ribs had become detached. Her diaphragm hurt. 
She decided to go to the hospital, something was very 
wrong.
She grabbed her keys from the side table and moved 
gingerly to her car. Its one winking headlight a mute 
accusation. Th e white paint chipped and rusted, look-
ing like old blood, around the cracked light.
She sat carefully and started the car, aft er the usual ca-
joling, fi ddling with the clutch and prayers to the god 
of Italian cars. As she moved off  there was a defi nite 
twinge in her hip and she could hardly move her arm. 
Unable to turn out of her drive or use the pedals prop-
erly she abandoned the car, skewed across the drive, 
and limped back inside to call a cab. She angrily wiped 
away her tears with an alien hand, swollen and tender. 
What’s happening to me?
By the time she got to the hospital she had a high 
tinnitus and the beginnings of an earache on her right 
hand side. She negotiated her way through the emer-
gency room and, amidst her terror, still had time to 
bewail the fact that doctors were looking younger all 
the time. 
Th ey ran a battery of tests, everything checked out as 
normal. No broken bones, no dislocations, no fever or 
problems with heart rate, blood pressure, SATs. Th ey 

looked at her funnily, as if she was wasting their time, 
exaggerating. She insisted on blood tests. She’d have to 
wait for the results.
She was sent home, with some strong painkillers. Ad-
vised to keep her appointment with the GP. Th e young 
doctor commenting that binge drinking was what 
doctors call “very, very bad for you.” She grimaced an 
ambiguous answer and headed home. She dry swal-
lowed a couple of the torpedo shaped pills and entered 
a happy place, cocooned in her duvet.
When she woke the next day she was disorientated 
aft er another set of nightmares, the sheets ruffl  ed 
and sweaty, an absence of the usual sounds of traffi  c, 
birds, the workmen down the road. When she sat up 
she realised that she had gone deaf in one ear. One 
eye puff ed up, a constant eeee screeched in the back-
ground. She dragged herself over to the bathroom, her 
whole right side not seeming to want to obey her. Her 
head in the mirror was lopsided, her face unrecognis-
able. She closed her eyes, tears leaked freely. It was not 
her in the mirror when she opened them, it was the 
victim. “I’m sorry ... I’m sorry.” She said between sobs 
slumping to the fl oor. 
Th e woman in the mirror looked on, lips compressed, 
eyes narrowed, brow furrowed. 
She gritted her teeth against the pain and crawled back 
to the bedroom, her hip feeling like it was fl oating free-
ly, the ball grinding against the outside of the socket; 
jagged hot pains shot down her leg. Her breath caught; 
a high, squashed wheeze whistling as each precious 
breath escaped. Could she make it to the phone? Her 
right hand was a claw; her arm felt like it belonged to 
another. She reached left  handed for the phone, col-
lapsing as she knocked it to the fl oor. She was sobbing, 
the pain was phenomenal; something had become de-
tached in her chest, piercing her over and over again. 
With each breath the world was going grey.
She stabbed the phone with her fi nger, its screen wa-
vering in and out of focus.
“Emergency. Which service?”
She managed to mumble “Police.”
When the operator came on line she took a deep, 
painful breath and said “I want to report a hit and run. 
A couple of weeks ago.” Th e tears still fl owed freely but 
she breathed easier. Th e woman in the mirror nodded 
once in satisfaction. “It was me. I did it.”
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Sally was sad. Sally couldn’t fi gure 
out where to hide the bodies. She 
stood in the woods behind her 
house, the long axe clutched in 
her little hand. Th e heavy wood 
handle rested in the nape of her 
neck as she pulled her load be-
hind her with the other hand. Th e 
night owls and the other wood-
land creatures were singing to her. 
She looked behind her at the back 
porch of the house. Th e red trail 
that ran down the stairs disappear-
ing into the grass showed black as 
tar in the yellow fl orescent light,. 
Sally wiped the wetness from her 
forehead, it was not only sweat. 
“Could I hide them under a rock?” 
she asked no one in particular, as 
she bent over and lift ed the side 
of a rock that would barely hide a 
sneaker rather than two full bod-
ies. “No,” she frowned. “Th at won’t 
work.” 
She thought harder. Squeezing 
closed her eyes. She opened them 
with a smile and a fi nger pointed 
upwards in a eureka moment. Sally 
left  the tied up cloth that con-
tained her victims. “Could I hide 
them under a log?” She walked 
over to the big log and tried to 
move it, but it would not budge. 

“No, that wouldn’t work either.” She 
huff ed. She kicked at the log, trying 
to unsettle the wood, even though 
it was at least thirty foot long and 
almost her full height. 
At wits end and just a little tired 
aft er the many exertions of the day, 
Sally hopped up on the log and let 
her feet rise to fall back down and 
bounce off  the log, one aft er the oth-
er. Her hands rested on her thighs 
as she wondered what it was that 
she would have to do. She was ever 
so sad, but she was also glad too, 
for she would never be subjected to 
the horrors of broccoli or peas ever 
again. Sally thought and thought 
for all she was worth, but try as she 
might she couldn’t think of what to 
do. Oh no. Th ought poor little Sally.
Th en a rumbling began, the earth 
trembling as if it caught a whiff  of 
what lay in Sally’s makeshift  sack 
and was afraid. Th e world shook so 
that Sally jumped off  the log, mak-
ing sure to smooth out the frills of 
her black and red dress with a frilly 
white petticoat. Whatever could that 
be? Sally thought.
Just as the thought passed through 
Sally’s mind, she looked down to see 
that the ground was splitting open 
before her like one of the wounds 

that she had given to her mommy. 
Instead of blood though, smoke 
and ash oozed out of the Earth’s 
wound. Within the hole in the 
world, she heard a roar down deep 
in the swirling dark, which was 
both beautiful and awful to her 
ears. A voice followed the bellow. 
“I’ll help you Sally.” She heard the 
voice and knew that it was familiar 
to her, though she could not, for 
the life of her, tell who it was.
Sally let out three cheers when she 
saw her friend Satan was here. He 
came jumping out of the ground 
to land before her, a huge grin 
on his face and a shining shovel 
in each hand. He looked down at 
her cheeks, which were slick with 
tears, sweat, and blood. “Do not 
fret little one, no, do not fear for 
your old pal Lucifer is here.” Satan 
said as he handed Sally a shovel 
and tussled her hair in the space 
between her pigtails. Sally beamed 
as she took the shovel in hand and 
set about to work.
Under the starry skies and the 
brown, red, and yellow leaves in 
the trees above them, Sally and 
Satan dug and dug and dug. Sally 
sang a childhood song; a favou-
rite of hers, while Satan whistled 
along. Together they had dug the 
hole and Satan nodded his head, 
smiling over a job well done. Sally 
put the bodies in the ground with 
a puff , a roll and a kick, and then 
the second part of the job had 
begun. It wasn’t long until, tap 
tap tap, her parents were buried. 
Sally left  their arms pointing at 
the sky, their hands limp at their 
wrists. Sally smiled and placed 
a single red rose, which she had 
painted black, before each of them. 
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She pushed their stems into the 
ground, one aft er the other and 
stood looking at their grave. 
Now a diff erent feeling was start-
ing to come over poor Sally. She 
puff ed and puff ed the air, her arms 
going so that she felt that she could 
not control them. Her cheeks went 
as red as shiny apples and her eyes 
wet with tears. Poor little Sally 
began to cry.
“Whatever could be wrong, little 
one; your parents are dead and 
gone?” Satan asked.
“I miss them.” With tears on her 
cheeks, Sally said. “I wish them not 
alive, but I wish them not dead.”
Satan smiled big and raised a 
hand. “Indeed my friend. Th at is a 
request which I understand. Now 
stand back a bit, or better yet, go 
over there and sit.” He pointed to 
the log and Sally plopped herself 
down clasping her hands excitedly 
as she watched from her perch on 
the long dead tree. Satan raised 
his head to the sky and said some 
words that Sally did not under-
stand. Soon the ground where her 
parents lay began to smoke and 
churn as those beneath started to 
squirm.
Sally’s parents dug themselves out 
of their makeshift  graves, no lon-
ger alive but Zombie slaves. “Oh 
joy.” Little Sally let out a cry, never 
being this happy since making 

them die.
Satan smiled at Sally and then 
looked at her backyard. “I won-
dered what we could do, but now I 
see, by the table and chairs in your 
backyard. Let’s have ourselves a tea 
party.” So Lucifer, Sally and both the 
zombies sat at the table for a spot of 
tea.
A car pulled into the driveway. “I 
hope everything is okay. I’ve been 
trying to reach them since last 
night.” Meredith said to Frank as 
they pulled into the driveway of her 
parent’s home. 
“Do you think Sally had another 
episode?” Frank asked.
“Well, mom said that she was taking 
her meds, so she should be fi ne.” 
Meredith opened her car door and 
stepped out. Frank got out the pas-
senger side and looked at Meredith’s 
mother’s old, ranch style, home. 
Th ey closed their doors and walked 
up to the oaken front door. Frank 
rang the doorbell and heard the 
Bing-Bong. He looked back to see 
the sedan parked next to their own. 
Her parent’s car was here, so they 
must be too he reasoned as he rang 
the bell again.
“Wait, Do you hear that?” 
“No …What …?” he asked, but then 
he did hear something. It sounded 
like laughter, and it was coming 
from around at the other side of the 
house. It sounded weird. Too high 

pitched and shrill.
“Th at’s Sally.” Meredith said. Frank 
grunted agreement as he followed 
her. She hopped down the single 
step and left  the sidewalk, walk-
ing around the side of the house. 
Frank followed behind her. Th ey 
rounded the fi rst corner of the 
house, and then passed the corner 
that led to the back yard. 
Frank did not notice that Meredith 
had stopped walking until he had 
almost run into her. She stood fro-
zen in place and when Frank came 
to stand beside her, he froze with a 
fear of his own.
Sally sat at her little table that she 
still played tea at, something that 
she should have grown out of a de-
cade ago. She was laughing hyster-
ically as if someone had just said 
the funniest thing that she had 
ever heard in her life. Sally wasn’t 
what either of them were staring 
at. Th ey stared at the axe that sat 
resting against the side of the table. 
Th e whole thing, from handle to 
axe tip, was drenched in blood. 
Frank did not have to look to see 
where the blood had come from. 
Meredith’s mutilated parents sat 
across from Sally, their hacked up 
corpses staring at nothing, lying 
motionless half on and half off  the 
little plastic chairs. 
Sally must have heard them com-
ing, or maybe she heard the rush 
of air as her sister fi lled her lungs. 
Sally smiled a smile of innocence 
that would have been perfect if her 
face wasn’t caked in blood. “Would 
you two like some tea?” she asked, 
pretending to take a sip herself. 
Meredith screamed.  

Th e End
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Th e man sat down under the stately limbs of a tall live 
oak, the waning light of an October sun on the hori-
zon giving to Texas the fi nal rays of the month’s fi rst 
day before the moon, already rising in the sky, would 
take over and bathe the world in her lambent light. 
It would be a cool night and a welcome break aft er a 
long, brutal summer that had been both punishing on 
the man and fruitful for his air conditioning compa-
ny. 
Th e hours had been arduous, the heat in every attic 
seemed to be even more intense than the one before, 
causing two helpers to quit aft er only three days to 
return to school. Th is was a sensible thing for the 
both of them, really. Th ey’d been good kids, but they 
were both just this side of useless as helpers in a trade 
that required technical skill and the ability to discern 
a screw driver from a cross-peen hammer.
With a hand still caked in grime, he reached into his 
pocket and withdrew a pack of cigarettes, that had 
rested there since he had stopped smoking six months 
prior, and a lighter that he’d made sure to fuel at least 
once a month, just in case. Doctor Reynolds had 
been very pleased to hear that he’d stopped smoking, 
though less so when he found out that his patient was 
still carrying a pack of his dreaded addiction, even if 
their presence were a strange comfort to him.
It took him three tries to extract one from the pack, 
and six strikes of the fl int to produce a fl ame. He took 
a deep drag, fi lling his lungs with smoke that went in 
gunmetal grey and exited a shade like old shale, and 
almost immediately he felt the rush of the nicotine 
followed by the slow burn of the smoke as he exhaled 
through his nostrils. He didn’t care if the pack was six 
months old and the cigarettes dry and nearly tasteless. 

To him, it was the best thing that had happened all 
day.
He didn’t know for sure if the worst was yet to come, 
or if he had left  it at home.
“What’s for dinner, sweetheart?” he’d asked as he 
took the fi nal sip of his morning coff ee, on the way 
through the kitchen and into the garage. He already 
knew the answer, but he loved going through the mo-
tions anyway,  just like he did every year. 
“Halloween Soup, dear. I think I’ll cook up the Jen-
kins kid this year.” she’d replied with a grin and a kiss 
for his cheek.
Every year she said something similar, always pick-
ing out one of the neighbourhood kids that was the 
“problem child.” Each year he laughed and shook his 
head, thinking that the kid in question certainly had 
it coming for some infractions, and each year for fi f-
teen years he’d driven to work with a grin on his face, 
and stayed out in the fi eld chasing leads and fi xing 
units until deep into the Halloween night.
For once, he decided that he was going to have his 
Halloween soup while it was still warm, and spend his 
Halloween night watching bad slasher movies with 
his beautiful wife, and trying to get a piece when the 
time was ripe.
So, with a chuckle on his breath, he pulled up the 
curb, and quietly exited his service truck, locking the 
door even though he planned to move it into the ga-
rage before night was fully fallen. He’d already caught 
the Jenkins kid, a freckled teen with a two inch 
mohawk and the attitude of a starved bulldog, rifl ing 
through the bed twice.
He was almost to the kitchen door when he heard a 
guttural growling coming from within, and an archaic 
language being chanted over and over. ‘She’s already 
started the horror movie marathon? I’m gonna poke 
that woman in the eye,’ he thought with a grin.
As silently as his shadow on the wall, he slid the key 
into the lock and eased the door open, glad that he 
kept the hinges well lubricated. Th e chanting was 
louder now, but he thought little of that. With the 
money, that he had shelled out, for a top of the line 
surround sound system, he felt that realistic sound 
was a given.
He was smiling still when he hooked the corner out of 
the utility room into the kitchen, thinking that he was 
going to give her a goose and startle her, a juvenile 



PAGE14

move, but one that would give him a laugh for sure. 
Th e fi rst thing that he saw when he took in the kitch-
en was the mahogany table that he had spent a month 
building, all to his wife’ exact specifi cations, down to 
the last curl of the scroll workin the legs.
Laying on the table, was a bloody mass of bones and 
entrails, steaming in the extreme chill of the kitchen 
air, which was at least twenty degrees colder than his 
air conditioner should have been able to produce, 
and, perched on the end of the table, its face buried in 
the gore, and slurping greedily, was a creature straight 
out of his most hellish nightmares,
Th e imp stood a scant three feet tall, and was 
hunched over, scooping pieces into a tooth lined, gap-
ing maw, with clawed hands that were too large a fi t 
for its diminutive stature. Its arms were as long as its 
legs, and its head, shaped like a football was framed 
by small pointed ears that were laid against the side, 
and the eyes, though down-cast, were small and 
beady, close together over a bare stub of a nose,
Th e man’s breath caught in his throat, and for the 
fi rst time in his adult life he lost control of his blad-
der, though the warmth spreading on the front of his 
pants felt as if it were so far away as to be occurring to 
another person.
His wife, a woman that he had shared everything with 
from the deepest regrets of his misspent youth to the 
pain of infertility knelt on the fl oor at the far side of 
the table, surrounded by candles that burned a pale 
blue. She was completely naked except for splatters of 
congealing blood across her mouth and breasts, her 
voice was low and uttering words he had no way of 
recognizing, with a quality he associated with hor-
rible laryngitis, while before her on the fl oor was a 
folded object that he on fi rst glance thought to be a 
coat, but was in fact folded human skin with a two 
inch mohawk on its scalp.
He stood as if he were both paralyzed and cemented 
to that one patch of slate tile for what could have been 
minutes or hours, watching as the love of his life neat-
ly arranged chunks of meat before her on the fl oor 
and began to pound them with tenderizing mallet.
Th e chanting ended as the goblin ate the last morsel 
from the pile and hopped down off  of the table, sham-
bling over to the pile of skin before his wife, and took-
it up in it talon tipped fi ngers as if it were a delicate 
fl ower plucked from a spring fi eld.

Th e man felt his heart hammer in his chest and his 
eyes in their sockets as he witnessed the thing slip-
ping its legs one by one into the ragged hole in the 
skin as if it were a pair of human overalls, legs that 
seemed to expand to fi t the garment as it pulled the 
remains over itself like a grizzly trick-or-treating 
costume, and then turned its eyes down on his wife as 
if in expectation.
When she laid down backwards on the fl oor, he felt 
his gorge rise and slipped backwards out of the door 
into the pre-twilight air. He felt shame, soul rending 
fear and earth shattering disgust at what he’d seen, 
coupled also with a feeling of grave thankfulness that 
he’d been miraculously overlooked throughout the 
whole exchange.
With leaden legs he walked into his shed, a walk of 
twenty stepsthat seemed to stretch out into infi nity 
with each movement. He was unsure of how long it 
took him to take the walk, as he had to stop twice to 
vomit, though the second time was little more than 
dry heaving.
With numb fi ngers he forced the key into the pad-
lock, and shuffl  ed into the dimly lit twelve by twelve, 
then knelt down before the safe in which he kept the 
items that were forbidden by his wife to store in the 
house his old ‘gentlemen’s magazines’, a pair of base-
ball cards, that were each worth more than his truck, 
all of his tools, and a pistol that he kept for target 
shooting. It was only a .22 revolver, but it would serve 
his purposes… maybe.
With a pull of the cylinder pin, he folded it open, and 
verifi ed that it was loaded. Eight shots of .22LR would 
have to do, or they would be useless. Either way he 
failed to give a damn anymore.
Th e walk back to the kitchen door took only mo-
ments, but by the time he reached it he was covered 
in a cold coating of sweat, then again it may have 
been that he was only now noticing.
Th ere was no ceremony in the way he opened the 
door, no preparation or deep breaths to steel his 
shaky nerves. He opened the door with a yank, took 
three steps in, and saw exactly what he expected and 
loathed to see. His wife, and the creature that now 
wore T-Dog Jenkins in the throes of passionate de-
pravity. 
He grimaced, took aim, and fi red once into the head 
of the Jenkins-Skin coat, the terrifi ed screams of the 
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whore he’d married drowned out by the ‘pop’ of the 
.22 fi red in an enclosed space with no ear protection.
As casually as if he were swatting a fl y, he took an-
other three steps and fi red twice more into its face at 
close range, before turning the muzzle on the witch. 
Her eyes fi lled with shock when he looked down the 
six inch barrel at her, and said the fi rst words he’d 
spoken since he’d gotten home. “No Halloween soup 
this year.”
He punctuated his statement with four pops in quick 
succession, and stuff ed the hot pistol into the breast 
pocket of his coat.
Sitting under that live oak, a stale cigarette in his 
mouth, he looked back and was amazed to discover 
that the whole incident had only taken twenty min-
utes to unfold. From discovery to conclusion twenty 
minutes that had ended fi ft een years of eating Hal-
loween soup.
Th at thought fresh and inescapable in his mind, he 
reached into his coat and removed the pistol. One 
round left  in the still warm cylinder, one round to 

remove him from the world that he no longer had any 
desire to reside in.
Clamping the cigarette in his lips, he pulled the ham-
mer back and stuff ed the breach under his chin, look-
ing out at the setting Texas sun, with his ears fi lling 
with the sound of distant sirens, no doubt called over 
the seven shots he’d fi red in his kitchen.
“At least I won’t end up in a padded room or behind 
bars,” he uttered with a dark grin before taking a fi nal, 
deep, drag on the nearly spent cancer stick, tasting 
burned fi berglass and feeling his lips scorch as he 
pulled the trigger on a dry fi re.
Shocked, he held the pistol away from his head and 
looked at it incredulously, knowing that a rim-fi re 
round not fi ring was nearly impossible. He pulled the 
trigger again, and nearly crapped his pants when it 
went off .
“Must have turned the cylinder in my pocket … ” 
he said aloud, staring at the smoking gun in shock. 
“Huh. Th e perfect end to a shitty day.”
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When I tell my friends that the very fi rst Paranor-
mal Activity, released 2007 by Paramount Pictures, 
is a great horror fi lm, I fi nd myself met with mixed 
responses. Some people hate the fi lm, and others love 
it. However you feel about the movie, Paranormal 
Activity, while it has fl aws, did one thing very right. 
Paranormal Activity was subtle. 
Th e movie starts out with nothing but a door moving 
back and forth, and ends with a full onslaught of evil. 
Th is is something that horror has lacked lately. Many 
people know the famous Hitchcock quote, “Th ere is 
no terror in the bang, only in the anticipation of it.” 
Th is quote, while oft en used, is hardly adhered to. 
Th e Paranormal Activity series itself lost this idea in 
their sequel, never able to quite capture what made 
the movie so special to begin with. Horror is subjec-
tive. What frightens you might not frighten others. 
However even those that are not generally aff ected by 
horror can tell the diff erence in a movie with subtlety 
and one without. 
By having a slowly building dread, you bring to your 
audience a tension that accentuates what is happen-
ing. It can be more eff ective to show a chair slightly 
move unnoticed by itself than to draw attention to 
it fl ying across the sky. Th ere is a silent menace in 
subtlety with horror, in that you’re waiting for the big 
event, and the longer it takes the more mounting fear 
you end up with. 
A jump scare can be a fi ne tool for a horror movie, 
and they have their places. However a movie based 

around jump scares alone loses its edge and even 
takes away from the impact of those scares. Horror 
should instil in the viewer or reader, a subtle dread 
that persists long aft er the horror piece has been left  
behind. It should creep into your mind and stay with 
you even once you’ve seen the climax of the story. 
Th is is a double edged sword, however, as while the 
anticipation of the bang is important, there needs to 
actually BE a bang. Th e Paranormal Activity movie 
is oft en referenced by critics for having little actual 
happening in the movie save for the last ten minutes. 
While this was a satisfactory conclusion for some, it 
left  with many the taste that the build-up ended up 
more of a let-down. You have to fi nd some way to 
bring that bang that everyone is waiting for without 
ruining the dread that you built the rest of the piece. 
Th ere are plenty of good horror pieces that do not 
employ much in the way of subtlety. Some have even 
made a name for themselves around it. However to 
truly bring a lasting creepiness to your audience, sub-
tlety is where the meat of horror lies. 
While Paranormal Activity was unique in my eyes as 
the fi rst horror fi lm to commit to subtlety all the way 
through, there are other fi lms that have great subtle 
moments. Some of these fi lms are bad, some are good, 
and some are not even technically horror. Each fi lm, 
even if terrible, has a moment of subtle rising terror 
that can actually raise the quality of the entire piece. 
1.Parnormal Activity 2, Paramount Pictures 2010: 
Th e Cabinet Scene: While Th e PA series abandoned 
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the rising dread concept for the entire film after the 
very first instalment, the sequel had a great scene that 
might be the best in the series. At one point in the 
film, a character glances behind her as if she hears 
something while sitting in the kitchen. She turns to 
look and sees nothing. Just as she turns back around, 
every cabinet flies open. The scene is short, but full of 
subtle creeping dread.
2.Grave Encounters, Digital Interference Produc-
tions, 2011: The first half of the film: While the movie 
speeds up dramatically to good effect just around half 
way through, the build-up to that moment is great. A 
small movement of hair or a moving window is great 
for slowly building up terror.
3.Jaws, Universal 1975: All the scenes without an 
actual shark: Jaws, while technically not a horror film, 
does have many horror elements. The best subtle 
horror, however, comes from the moments where the 

shark isn’t actually there. They come when you think 
the shark is there, but you don’t know. 
4.Signs, Touchstone Pictures 2002: Any scene where 
the aliens are heard or implied: Signs has several great 
scenes in it, however the best subtle moments come 
from the moments where the aliens aren’t directly on 
screen. Running in a corn field, hearing a lone cricket 
chirp end far too late, or just a strange sound on a ra-
dio. All of these build more dread and suspense than 
many of the more exciting parts of the film.
5.Jurrasic Park, Universal 1993: The T-Rex Emerges: 
From the moment of the disappearing goat to the first 
powerful roar standing over an overturned vehicle, 
the appearance of the T-rex is great subtle horror. 
It might not seem like it at first, but the slow subtle 
mounting horror as events progress add a great fla-
vour to a thrilling movie. When the T-rex finally roars 
for the first time, the dam breaks and horror floods in.





Bedtime Tales From Th e Apocalypse
Book 1: Th e Girl With No Name
Part 2

With a sigh she strides forward. It was still light 
enough to notice some recent blood stains on the 
concrete, black in the dim light. Suddenly rocks 
started raining down on her with whoops and hol-
lers. She tries to run but drops to the ground when 
a fi st sized rock bounces off  the left  side of her head. 
Th e rucksack fl ips up resting high on her shoulders. 
She lays very still, her head hurting, but not more 
than she can handle. She tries to still her breathing 
so she appears unconscious. Her eyes close, and she 
slows her heart rate and breathing further.

   “Wooooohoooo!” a male exclaims, scrabbling 
down the side of the over pass behind her. “I got her 
right in the noggin! Me fi rst!”

   “Wait, Ratty, you hit her pretty good, she might be 
dead,” a smooth male voice responds.
   
   “Roberts, as long as she’s still warm, you know I 
don’t care! Huyup!” Ratty responds with an evil grin 
showing ragged rotting teeth.

   “Here ya go, Rat, go through this,” strong hands 
turn her over and unclip the buckles of her pack. 
Roberts hands the pack to the rat-faced little man.

   “Sure, Boss,” rat-face says sarcastically and scuttles 

away. He dumps the pack on the road.

   Roberts checks for a pulse, studying her blood 
streaked face. She had smooth pale skin, a pretty 
upturned nose, almond shaped eyes with a hint of 
Asian ancestry, full lips and a slightly cleft  chin. He 
brushes her long black hair from her face. Th is one 
could have had a future, Before, he thinks to himself. 
Now she’s just meat. Roberts fi nds no pulse. 
 
   “She’s dead, Ratty. Now we get to carry her back,” 
he lays her down and walks towards Ratty. 

   “So ‘at!” Ratty says through a mouthful of food 
from her pack.

   “I’m tired and it’s a long way back to camp. Hurry 
up, you said you wanted fi rst go, and I don’t do dead 
girls!” Roberts replies, grabbing the pack from Ratty.
   
   “Oh, oh yeah! Th anks, man! Th ank you, sir!” Ratty 
starts unbuckling his pants as he jogs over to her 
body.

   Roberts moves further away from what Ratty is 
about to do. Alive or dead, it always ends messy. He 
occupies himself with the contents of the pack: a few 
cans of beans and meat product, a few articles of 
clothing, a book with a very old picture of a man and 
a little girl tucked inside, a few battered water bot-
tles with clouded water, and a small knife. Roberts 
can hear Ratty talking to himself and grunting with 



eff ort. Roberts hears her clothes being tossed into a 
pile. Th ey might be worth something in trade, later.
   Roberts selects a can of beans and packs the rest of 
the supplies and gear back into the bag. Ratty makes 
a funny noise. Roberts looks back but can’t see much 
in the darkening twilight. It looks like Ratty is on 
top of the girl and giving it all he’s worth. Roberts 
sees movement out of the corner of his eye. A coyote 
is standing in the middle of the highway at the edge 
of the overpass.

   “Hey, Ratty? Check it out, our friend is back!” Rob-
erts calls to Ratty. “Ratty?”

   Roberts can hear the muffl  ed thumps of Rat-
ty’s fi sts slamming into the girl’s fl esh. Th en Ratty 
screams and slumps down on the girls still form.

   “You sick bastard, Ratty! You really got your mon-
ey’s worth on that one, huh?” Roberts jokes as he 
turns back to watch the coyote, wondering if he and 
Ratty could kill it with rocks. Th e coyote is nowhere 
to be seen. Th ere is a thump and some scuffl  ing be-
hind him.

   “Yes, I did! She was great!” a falsetto bass voice 
booms from behind him.

   Roberts spins around like a cat, knife in hand. Th e 
snarl on his lips turning into a twist of confusion 
and then a rictus of terror as his brain registers what 
he is seeing. Th e raven haired girl, now wearing 
nothing but blood and a smile, is holding up Ratty’s 
body with one hand and making his mouth move 
with the other. Ratty’s throat was ripped out and 
blood soaked the front of his body.

   “What’s the matter, Rodney, don’t you want a 
turn, too?” the girl pantomimes Ratty’s voice while 
moving his jaw. “She sure showed me a good time! 
Huyup!”

     “No … No …” Roberts whispers as he starts to 
shake from head to toe. “Please …” the knife drops 
from his hand with a clatter.

   Th e girl stares at him coldly, then smiles widely 
and lets her viciously sharp canines slide into place. 
Her pupils narrow like those of a snake. She drops 

Ratty’s body with a thud. She deft ly reaches down 
and snatches the knife from the roadway.

   “Please?” she rasps, her voice getting huskier. “Did 
you give me a chance to plead? What about the last 
travellers you killed? What did you do with the baby, 
Rodney?” she asks as she starts to pull the thoughts 
from his head. She can see the baby lying in his lap, 
fl ayed open like a rabbit. She draws closer as she 
speaks, her eyes never leaving his, her lip arching up.

   “How did you know … ? My name … ? Please!? 
Don’t you touch me! What are you!?” Rodney Rob-
erts tries to run but stumbles over her pack and falls.

   “Am I the grim reaper, the angel of death, the 
judge, the jury, or the victim?” she says crouching 
over him, legs on either side of his hips. She lowers 
her face to his. He can smell the blood on her breath, 
dank and thick. She wraps her fi sts in the collar of 
his coat and pulls him closer. He starts to lose his 
mind as he stares into her eyes, mesmerized. He is 
consumed by the sounds of blowfl ies buzzing and 
the stench of rot fi lling his nostrils as she projects 
horror into his brain.

   “I come like a thief in the night, no man shall know 
the time of my coming.” She forces his head to the 
side as he starts shrieking. “No man shall know my 
true name. I can see into your heart, see your crimes, 
Roberts. I am Judgment!” 

   …

   Th e coyote lift s its head in alarm at the screams 
fl oating across the desert. Th ey seem to go on forev-
er. It retreats to a safe distance and waits. She will be 
done soon and then it can eat. 

   She sits next to their bodies staring at the stars. 
She can feel their blood drying on her bare skin. Th e 
blood lust is gone now, replaced by lethargy. She 
reaches out and tears off  a piece of Ratty’s shirt. She 
dribbles some water on it and scrubs the blood from 
her face and neck. She stands and pours the water 
over the rest of her body, scrubbing at stubborn 
areas until she stands in the moonlight naked and 
clean.
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   She takes the ¾ length brown leather trench coat 
from Roberts and the sheriff ’s hat from Ratty. Th ey 
have nothing else of value. She picks up her pack and 
shoulders it. She looks back at her victims lying dead 
on the blacktop. She leaves them for the coyotes and 
buzzards. She doesn’t feel bad. Th is is her nature, 
her place in the food chain. She has never taken an 
innocent human life. Her mission is revenge. She has 
fi lled her need for the time being, but her vengeance 
lay before her, far away in both space and time.
   “Hunt only the damned, the worst of humanity. 
Protect the innocent, for one day they shall inherit 
the earth,” her master told her, just as the sun came 
up and turned him to ash.
   Once again, she was alone, but now she had a pur-
pose, to fi nd those who killed her family. Vampires. 
Step by step she walks out from under the over pass 
and into the night.

   Th e coyote approaches the knapsack concealed 
near the Love’s truck stop a few miles from the over-
pass. Its belly is full. It’s a nice feeling. Th is is one of 
the reasons the coyote follows her. With a groan its 
small shaggy form starts to shudder and shake. Th e 
fur fl ows off  it like water, leaving muscle, bone, and 
ligaments exposed. A high whine leaves its throat as 
the coyote’s limbs extend with pops and cracks and 
its skull deforms. Within seconds a naked young 
woman is crouched where there was only a coyote 
before. She gingerly stands erect, her blonde hair 
pasted to her skull, her body glistening with sweat. 
She pulls pants, a t-shirt, and shoes from her pack. 
She dresses and looks around carefully. While still 
better than average, her senses are dulled in human 
form. She shoulders her pack and heads towards the 
overpass. She follows the girl with no name.

   “Show me.” the rough, gravelly, voice says, clutch-
ing the crow tightly in his huge scarred fi st. Imag-
es fl ow into his mind. A girl, raven haired with a 
pack, face covered. Th e same girl lying nude on the 
ground, one of his pets on top of her. Th e girl hold-
ing Ratty off  the ground, both covered in blood. 
Bodies lying on the asphalt. Th e girl putting Ratty’s 
hat on her head. A coyote eating from the bodies. 
Th e Boss slowly releases his grip on the crow.

   “Th ank you, Poe.” he says to the bird as he tosses it 
into the air. 
   “Roberts and Ratty are dead. Killed by that damn 
girl. Send out a new team to their checkpoint.” he 
says to the man to his left . Th e man starts jogging 
down the street and disappears as the road curves 
east.
   “Two. Now. Downstairs,” the Boss says to the man 
on his right. Th e man heads off  to the building 
across the street. Th e Boss turns and walks between 
the pillars of what used to be a bank, and then an 
antique store, Before. He makes his way to the base-
ment, cleared of merchandise and debris. It’s nearly 
dawn. He approaches the large coffi  n, the only thing 
in the basement. It’s made of fi ne dark ebony wood, 
polished to a high gloss. He removes his sturdy cargo 
pants, boots, and a chambray work shirt, and waits. 
Th e man returns with several others. Th ey are drag-
ging two fi lthy young people. A youth barely a man, 
and a girl barely a woman, dressed in nothing but 
rags. Th ey struggle weakly. Th e men drop them on 
the fl oor in front of the Boss.
   “Th ank you, Stan,” the Boss praises, “Th ese will do 
just fi ne. How many are left ?”

   “41, Sir. We have teams out to fi nd more,” the man 
answers, keeping his eyes lowered.

   “Good. Th at’s good. You may go,” the Boss dismiss-
es him and his men.  Th ey tromp up the stairs and 
close the heavy vault door behind them. It will not 
be reopened until sunset.

   “My name is Lazarus,” the Boss kneels down, turn-
ing the woman’s face to his, “Welcome to Bisbee!” 
   He smiles and the young woman begins to scream 
as his oversize canines erupt from his gums and snap 
into place.

Read Book 2: Aluminum Butterfl ies and Book 3: 
By Lantern’s Light available on Kindle, iTunes, and 

Nook!

Www.bedtimetalesfromtheapocalypse.com
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Newton Monroe had drunk 
far too much. He usually did 
when there was a party and 
he was there. Newton loved 
a good party. A regular down 
home good-old party boy was 
Newton. He was popular, put a 
few Buds nearby and say there 
was a party and Newton would 
be there, tossing them back 
with the best of them. Then 
he would drive home. Always 
drunk but he had a charmed 
life with never a wreck. He was 
forty-eight now and had been 
doing that since he got his 
license at seventeen and his 
first twelve Buds. His father had 
bought them, he’d bought the 
car as well and rode back from 
the DMV in the seat next to his 
now independent son just proud 
as a dad could be.
 The car was Newton’s 
dream car, a 1964 Impala 
convertible, red and white and 
he loved it. He still had it, he 
wasn’t about to switch to one of 
them new cars that you needed 
a degree in computers to work 
on. Give me simplicity any day, 

that was Newton’s mantra. Sim-
plicity and a low stressed V8, that 
was motoring. Newton drove it 
everywhere and it was popular 
at the local cruise-ins he went to, 
mostly to shoot the breeze and 
pay out on air bags, fuel injection 
systems, and crumple zones.
 Newton had driven them 
home after his test. They stopped 
for the Buds and when they got 
home after drinking two cans 
each Newton was as buzzed as 
he could be. That night he and 
his father drank the rest on the 
front porch of their house while 
his mom did the dishes and 
watched reruns on TV. It was 
the start of the rest of Newton’s 
life and it became a part of him. 
He’d moved out eventually, went 
to college for a year before drop-
ping out with his dad’s permis-
sion.
 He followed the Monroe 
family tradition after that, got a 
job and got married and moved 
to a house between Richmond 
and Centerville and was happy 
pretty much all the time even 
when his wife had kicked him out 

because he drank too much 
and spent too much time drink-
ing on the porch like his father 
did. She wasn’t like Newton’s 
mom, she had what his dad 
said were “ideas” and “ideas” 
were dangerous things for a 
woman. Newton had agreed 
with that and he kept on sitting 
on the porch, drinking Bud and 
watching his ‘64 Impala as the 
sun went down behind the trees 
in the trailer park he’d moved 
into. 
 Women with “ideas” 
were one thing Newton didn’t 
like, it interfered with his notion 
of the right way of things. He 
didn’t like the scarecrows that 
sprung up every Halloween like 
weeds either, he didn’t like the 
way they looked far too happy. 
Wouldn’t scare snot out of a 
nose. They disappeared when 
Newton was around. So did 
those shitty little pumpkins you 
found at Wal-Mart. What was 
the freaking point that’s what he 
wanted to know. No creativity, 
that was the problem, why take 
the time to make them when 
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you could buy them. That was 
the problem with society these 
days, everything was made for 
you and everybody got lazy. He 
used to tell people that in bars 
when he wasn’t working, which 
was often.
 Kids were lazy too, you 
saw them every day getting 
their parents to buy everything 
they wanted. It was worse 
during Halloween, pre-bought 

costumes, every kid wanting to 
be an instant princess or super 
hero. No imagination and no 
freaking time since everyone 
had to work or so they said. Kids 
bugged him, they weren’t like 
they were in his day, not caring 
for what they had and leaving 
toys strewed all over the place. 
Newton never did that despite his 
habit of leaving his toys outside 
and disappearing when his mom 

needed chores done.
 Newton was popular 
among his friends, a good guy 
for a party that was what they 
all said. If you wanted a party to 
be lively you made sure Newton 
was there. And when football 
was on all the better. So it was 
that Newton was at his buddy El 
Paso Jones’s place on Hallow-
een night. El Paso Jones said 
El Paso was where he came 
from but Newton knew that was 
a crock pure and simple. He 
was from Mockingbird Valley in 
Kentucky, he only called himself 
El Paso because it sounded 
better.
 There’d been a bit of 
drinking that afternoon. Like 
Newton, El Paso spent a lot of 
time drinking instead of work-
ing and bemoaning the state of 
the world these days and when 
football was a good time for 
that. During football season the 
drinking would start Thursday 
night and go on until Sunday 
night  and Halloween night 
was no exception. By the time 
the kids of the neighbourhood 
started to come by begging for 
candy, El Paso, Newton and at 
least six others were full on six 
sheets to the wind, gathered 
around the TV watching Mem-
phis take on Tulsa. Newton had 
money on Memphis to win and 
Tulsa to beat the spread so he 
couldn’t lose. He liked to bet, it 
made the game more interest-
ing.
 He answered the door 
when El Paso told him it was 
his turn and when Memphis 
had first and goal and he went 
to the door and opened it. 
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There were four kids there and 
dressed pretty good as far as 
he could tell, two were dressed 
as scarecrows and the other 
two had pumpkin heads. Try as 
he might he couldn’t see where 
the costumes ended and the 
kids began and he wanted to 
give them credit for that but he 
wasn’t about to. Kids had it too 
easy these days, just walked 
up to a front door and get an 
instant dose of tooth decay.
 Not on my watch, I’ll give 
them something to think about 
in future. They kids stood there 
not saying a word, just holding 
out their bags for Newton to 
empty handfuls of candy into 
them. If he was sober he might 
have wondered at that. He 
might have wondered a little at 
the way the kids stood like their 
arms and legs didn’t seem to be 
attached to their bodies in the 
normal way. The pumpkin-head-
ed kids wobbled their heads 
like their spines weren’t working 
but Newton didn’t notice that 
either. He just looked at them, 
wobbling a little himself. “Jesus 
kids,” he said. “Your parents 
ever told you it’s not safe to be 
out by yourselves. There’s a lot 
of bad folks around you know.” 
He gulped down a slug of Bud 
and belched.
 The four kids just stared 
back at him and didn’t move. 
It was strange how they just 
looked at him. Newton almost 
thought there was nothing 
behind the carved eye sockets 
of the pumpkin-headed kids but 
that was dumb. It was just a 
good costume that’s all. A roar 
from behind him said there’d ei-

ther been a score or a takeaway 
and he wanted to go back to the 
game but the kids still held out 
their bags.
 “You kids think you can 
just go around and get shit for 
free, well here’s the truth kids, 
there ain’t nothing you get for 
free these days, everyone has 
to pay something and that’s it.” 
He stared at the kids standing 
there wobbling their heads and 
shifting their feet like they were 
trying to learn how to use their 
legs. “I ain’t giving you kids no 
candy and I ain’t giving no candy 
to any other kid that turns up. So 
get moving and tell your friends 
to pass this house and go on to 
the next one where some pan-
sy-ass will reward you for looking 
for free stuff.” Newton belched 
again. “I had to work my ass off 
to get what I got now and I nev-
er got no handouts so you learn 
from me, it’s a tough world and 
you better learn to live in and not 
depend on anyone but yourself. 
Go on, git outta here.” He started 
to close the door. “And tell your 
friends not to come knocking 
either.”
 Newton went back to the 
game and didn’t see the kids 
leave. A few hours later and a 
few more beers and a few more 
closed doors on kids and Newton 
was drunk. There was nothing 
new there but he was going to 
drive home anyway. The roads 
weren’t busy and he had a buddy 
in the local police who told him 
where they’d mostly be and they 
weren’t going to be bothering 
him and it was only a five mile 
drive anyway. His Impala knew 
the way like an old horse knew 

its way to the barn and he often 
drove like that too. It was just 
after midnight when he climbed 
behind the wheel and fired her 
up. El Paso had tried to talk him 
into staying but it was a half-as-
sed try and doomed to fail.
 Newton backed the Im-
pala into the road and shoved 
her into first and hauled off with 
a spray of gravel and a blast of 
the horn. Newton had the top 
down and the air was cool with 
a bite that made a man think 
winter might be hard this year. 
The cold stung his eyes and 
prickled his cheeks and what 
was left of his hair blew around 
in the back draft. Kids were still 
around but not many, only the 
same four that he shut the door 
on earlier. They were down the 
block about a half mile or so, 
standing just off the black top 
by the ditch that ran along the 
road.
 Newton swore that they 
turned as one to look at him as 
he drove past, shaking his head 
at the dumb-assery of parents 
who didn’t care where their 
kids were. Child endangerment 
that’s what it is. Reckon I’ll call 
the cops on them tomorrow if 
I remember to. He blew on by 
and left them behind, wobbly 
heads and wonky legs receding 
in his mirrors. It was a mile or 
so further on where the road 
bore left that a kid loomed up in 
his headlights, he had another 
pumpkin head costume and 
Newton jerked the wheel right 
to avoid him. The tires squealed 
a protest as they dropped onto 
the shoulder and skidded. The 
rear of the car followed and 
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gravel sprayed, he heard spat-
ter against the rear fenders and 
he thought that he’d need to 
check them later that day to fix 
the stone chips. Newton yanked 
the wheel to the right, count-
er-steering to correct the slide. 
Sober he might even have 
saved it but he wasn’t. With 
the inevitability of fate the right 
rears slipped down the ditch 
and the fence got closer. Fuck 
this shit, he thought as he felt 
one then two fence posts hit his 
beloved Impala and just as he 
thought it was all over he saw 
the solid concrete culvert loom 
up.
 At a little over forty-five 
miles an hour the Impala 
smacked into it just back of the 
right rear wheel and it spun on 
its nose up and around and 
fired its nose into the ditch on 
the other side and started to 
roll. Newton hunched down 
in the seat and grabbed hard 
on the wheel as he felt him-
self go weightless. He saw the 
stars disappear as the Impala 
kept going and his legs hit the 
ground, he tried to get them 
inside the car but the top of the 
door smacked his left ankle 
hard. He felt a flash of pain and 
his vision swam.
 The car rolled over 
further and he felt the roll slow 
as it rolled over on its left side. 
He prayed it would go just that 
little bit further and end up on 
its wheels so he wouldn’t be 
trapped under it. For a long 
moment it felt like it would. The 
metal groaned in protest and 
just as it was going to end up 
on its wheels it seemed like 

something pushed it and with 
horrible surety it rolled back. 
Newton had enough time to 
hunch himself up in the seat as 
it settled upside down with a 
crunch of glass and metal.
 Fuck this shit, Newton 
thought again. He let go of the 
wheel and rested his hands on 
the ground, taking his weight as 
he lowered his legs and feet. He 
felt the pain flare in his ankle and 
he winced. He saw a gap where 
the window frame had held up 
to the weight of the car resting 
on it and pulled himself out. He 
rested a minute or two and gently 
pressed on his ankle. He could 
feel bones move, yeah he’d gone 
and busted it for sure. He thought 
of where he was. Not quite four 
miles home and just over a mile 
back to El Paso’s place. Neither 
of them was an option.
 He puffed out a breath, 
rolled over on his back and sat 
up, his back resting on the side 
of the ditch where his Impala had 
come to rest. There was a smell 
of fuel, it was strong and Newton 
pulled himself along the ditch a 
few yards to make sure he would 
be safe if it caught fire. It didn’t. 
In the light from the moon he 
looked at his baby. It didn’t look 
good, the right rear fender was 
all but destroyed and the hood 
was crumpled to half its normal 
length. He’d have to check it in 
daylight when he got it out of the 
ditch but it looked like a long, 
expensive job to get it pristine 
again.
 He looked up and down 
the road. No lights coming. Then 
he saw an odd thing, a row of 
pumpkins across the road that 

seemed to be staring at him. 
Five of them, two large and 
three small that made him 
think of a family out watching 
a show. He pulled himself up 
and looked, weird, there were 
no houses on this stretch of 
road so why were they there 
and who left them? A cloud 
passing the moon made it look 
like they were turning to watch 
him. That couldn’t be right. A 
rustling came from the other 
side of the wrecked Impala. 
Probably a raccoon. Newton 
wasn’t worried but the sound of 
an approaching car would be 
more welcome. Then he saw 
the source of the noise, it was 
the kid with the pumpkin-head-
ed costume that had caused the 
wreck. He was about to yell at 
the kid when he saw he wasn’t 
alone. There were four of them, 
he couldn’t see too well but it 
looked like the four he’d seen 
on the side of the road near El 
Paso’s place, the same four 
he’d shut the door on.
 He wondered for a mo-
ment what the hell those kids 
were doing out here but they 
way they walked struck him 
for the first time. They walked 
wrong. Their arms were stiff 
and when their legs moved their 
bodies swung from side to side 
like they were on stilts. The 
pumpkin heads wobbled and 
the scarecrows had their heads 
tilted to one side. At El Paso’s 
they’d looked cute, their pink 
cheeks and big smiles almost 
jocular. Now the moonlight gave 
them an eerie look, the smiles 
anything but happy. For the first 
time Newton felt a spasm of 
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fear and thought he shouldn’t 
have shut the door on them.
 Newton pushed himself 
further up on his  arms. “You 
kids are in a whole mess of 
trouble.” He waved at the car 
lying like a bug with its legs in 
the air. “Your parents are go-
ing to be paying for this to get 
fixed and you’ll need to sell a 
lot of papers to make it up to 
them.” The kids came on slow-
ly like the tops of their bodies 
weren’t on speaking terms with 
their legs. Somewhere they’d 
dropped their bags of candy.
 He pushed himself back 
with his right ankle and looked 
up and down the road, nothing 
was coming except the four kids 
and he felt a growing sense that 
they weren’t kids. They might 
not even be human. They came 
on like the tide, inexorable and 
getting closer. Newton scrab-
bled back as fast as he could 
but it was no good. They’d be 
on him soon. In the moonlight 
he caught a gleam as the light 
struck metal. They were hold-
ing something metal and shiny. 
No, it was their hands that were 
metal. The fear came sharp 
and acrid and he felt his bowels 
loosen. They had caused him 

to wreck, made it happen, it was 
deliberate he knew it.
 “You’ll get jail time for this, 
you kids, it’s juvie for you!” New-
ton yelled. “Just go back home 
okay? I’ll make sure the cops 
take it easy on you, just a mis-
take wasn’t it? You didn’t mean 
this to happen did you? You’re 
just kids, they go easy on kids if 
you own up to it.” They still came 
on and the road remained dark.
 He could see them clearly 
now and they weren’t kids. He 
wondered why he’d even thought 
that. He was in the presence of 
something malevolent. A dark 
and terrible thing was with him 
and he knew that unless  a mir-
acle happened that he wouldn’t 
see the sun come up. Behind 
the eyes of the pumpkins some-
thing red flared and the shuffle 
of their feet scattered little bullets 
of gravel. He got onto his feet 
as they came on, the pain in his 
broken ankle forgotten in the 
surge of adrenalin. He felt their  
hands clutch at him as he started 
to run-hobble up the ditch away 
from the accident. He felt the cuff 
of his pants tear, it was cut, they 
had knives, their hands were 
knives and if he fell he would feel 
them, sharp and cutting.

 He took several more 
steps, the creatures, whatev-
er they were, lumbering along 
behind him. He couldn’t run fast 
but he knew that all he need-
ed to do was go fast enough 
to stay ahead of them. Just 
move fast enough Newton he 
told himself, a car would be 
along soon and he’d be safe. 
A broken ankle hurt but it was 
better than the alternative. He 
took another step and tripped 
on a branch and fell sprawling, 
pain flaring up his leg. He came 
up spitting dirt and grass and 
started to run again but the 
creatures were too close. He 
felt a stabbing pain in his ankle 
and his foot went loose, one 
of them had sliced his Achilles 
tendon. He started to hop and 
fell again. He rolled over and 
the creatures were so close 
they blocked the moon from his 
vision. Each of them raised their 
hands, at the ends of their fin-
gers was a metal blade, moon-
light gleamed on the edges. 
The edges were sharp.
 The hands rained down 
and the pain was exquisite 
and mercifully brief. Over the 
road the pumpkins looked on. 
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Fear is oft en our fi rst reaction to things we don’t un-
derstand. Sometimes, those things don’t understand 
us, either.

“Th e ground is alive! It’s--”
Th e communication ended abruptly.
Hendrickson lit another cigarette. “Well, what do you 
make of it?”
Miles coughed. “Do you really have to light up in here? 
Th e air’s bad enough as it is!”
“My offi  ce, my air. Th e survey party, Lewis. Th at’s the 
last transmission we received.”
“How long ago?”
“Two days.”
“And you’re just getting around to making a report 
now? What is wrong with you?”
“We would have called you sooner, but honestly, 
we thought they were joking. I mean, come on, ‘the 
ground is alive?’ It sounds like something out of a bad 
holovid.”
Miles shook his head. “You’re an idiot, Hendrickson. 
Your whole damn team is a bunch of idiots. You don’t 
go around making jokes when you’re surveying alien 
planets.”
“You sure as hell do. You’ve been on survey missions. 
You know how dull they can be. One lifeless rock aft er 
another, and if you do happen to fi nd life, it’s microbes 
in the dirt more oft en than not. It’s been years since 
the last truly habitable planet was discovered, and it 
was deemed off  limits to colonization because of what? 
Lizard people?”
“Th ey were sentient beings just beginning to build civ-
ilizations. Just because they aren’t human doesn’t make 
them less than people.”
Hendrickson took a drag on his cigarette. “Whatever. 
You’re the xenobiology expert. I want you to go to Ca-
nis Zeta IX and fi nd out what happened to my survey 

team. If there is life out there, fi nd out if it’s something 
we can work around.”
“Don’t tell me how to do my job, Hendrickson, and I 
won’t tell you how to do yours. Th e only reason I’m 
here at all is because the Director asked me to handle 
this. I’m here for her sake, not yours.”
“I don’t care why you’re doing it. I want answers, and 
I hope to Altair it isn’t more lizard men. I want this 
colony to move forward. Th ere’s a big bonus in store 
for both of us if that happens.”

It took a week to fl y to Canis Zeta, and two more to 
fi nd the survey team’s ship on the ninth planet. When 
they did fi nd it, it was covered in foliage. Th e nearest 
suitable landing site was nearly a mile away.
His partner, Fiona Longclaw, growled soft ly. “What 
were they thinking, landing in the middle of a blessed 
jungle? Nothing for it, Miles, we’re going to have to 
land in the clearing and hike.”
Miles aff ectionately scratched the Ursan behind her 
ears. “It’s okay, Fi. I don’t mind a brisk walk. I’m sure I 
can keep up with you.”
Fiona purred. “In our bed, aye. Not in the jungle.”
Miles kissed her, then switched on the ship-wide 
comm. “All hands prepare to land. We’ve found our 
target, but it’s going to take some work getting there.”
Once they were on the ground, Miles briefed the other 
four members of the crew. “Th e survey ship is about 
a mile southwest of here, and the vegetation is pretty 
thick. Th e rover won’t be able to travel through it, so 
we’re going to have to blaze a trail. Byrd, do you mind 
giving us some aerial recon?”
“It’s what I live for, Boss.” Th e Avian spread his wings 
and took to the air.
Helen Simpson and Bon Mot headed out with machet-
es while Miles and the others loaded equipment into 
backpacks. “Careful with that scanner, Ray. We only 
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have the one.”
“I am being careful, Boss. Why don’t we have a back-
up? I thought you always had a backup.”
“Th e Survey Corps hasn’t seen fi t to approve my re-
quest for the one that broke last time, and I can’t aff ord 
the out-of-pocket, so we just have the one.”
“Figures. Fragging bureaucracy.”
Miles laughed and nodded. “We’ve been dealing with 
them long enough to not be surprised by ... what’s 
wrong, Fi?”
Fiona’s ears were perked up, her hackles raised. “I 
heard a scream. Sounded like Simpson.” She bolted out 
the hatch, grabbing a plasma rifl e on her way out.
Miles grabbed a rifl e and followed her to the edge of 
the clearing. Th ere was no sign of either crewman, 
except for their machetes, twisted and misshapen, lying 
on the ground.
“Th ey weren’t out here two minutes,” said Fiona. “What 
in Altair can do that to a glassmetal blade?”
“No idea, Fi.” Miles took out his comm unit. “Byrd, you 
see anything moving?”
“Negative. What’s up?”
“Simpson and Bon Mot are missing. You’d better get 
back here ASAP.”
“On my way, Boss.”
Ray took out his scanner. “Damn, Miles. I wouldn’t 
want to mess with anything that can do that. Th ey’re 
too hot to touch. Must have taken a hell of a lot of force 
to do that.”
“Bag them as soon as they’re cool enough, Ray. Th ey’re 
evidence, now.”
“Of what? Murder? You think someone killed Simpson 
and Bon Mot?”
“Or kidnapped. Fi, do you hear anything now?”
“No, but I smell blood. Aldebaran and human.” She 
stalked toward the edge of the jungle, then disappeared 
into the overgrowth.
“Dammit, Fi! Stay where I can see you!” Miles followed 
her into the scrub, cursing his oversight in not collect-
ing a machete along with the rifl e.
“Over here, Miles!” Fiona’s voice chilled Miles to the 
bone. He wasn’t accustomed to her sounding so fright-
ened. “I’ve found them ... I think.”
“You think?” Miles caught up with Fiona. “What does 
that mean? Oh, by the One!”
All that remained of Simpson and Bon Mot were frag-
ments of blood, bone, and skin.

“Whatever did that to them wasn’t looking for food,” 
said Ray. Th e Polaran looked greener than normal, if 
that was even possible.
“How can you tell?” asked Byrd.
“Th ere wasn’t any mass missing. Th ey weren’t eaten, 
just pulverized.”
“You’re sure it’s them?”
“DNA matched both of them. None of what was there 
didn’t match.”
Byrd’s face went whiter. “Sorry I asked.”
Miles sighed and pulled out his phone. “I’m going to 
have to call Hendrickson.”
Ray nodded. “I’ll make myself scarce. I won’t want to 
hear anything he’ll have to say. Up for a game of crib-
bage, Byrd?”
Fiona stayed, but sat just out of the phone’s fi eld of 
vision.
Hendrickson answered. “About time you called. What 
are you doing out there, anyway, messing around with 
your furbag girlfriend?”
Miles ignored the insult. “Simpson and Bon Mot are 
dead.”
“Sorry to hear it. What about my people?”
“No sign of them, though we did fi nd their ship. We 
just haven’t been able to get to it. Aren’t you in the least 
bit interested to know how they died?”
“I fi gure you’re going to tell me, anyway.”
“Th ey were pulverized. Th e only way we could iden-
tify them was through DNA testing. Whatever it was, 
it took less than two minutes. And it twisted up two 
glassmetal machetes.”
“Damn. So you’re telling me that the planet isn’t going 
to be good for colonization, then. Fine. See if you can 
salvage the survey ship and fi nd out if the crew is still 
alive.” Th e screen went dark.
Fiona scoff ed. “Furbag, indeed.” She slid closer and put 
her hand on his thigh. “Th e man has no imagination. 
I’ve been called far worse, and that by my own kind.”
“Th at’s what you get for being in love with a naked 
ape.”

Th e following morning, they all stepped out of the ship 
and looked around.
“Is it just my imagination,” said Ray, “or is the clearing 
smaller than it was yesterday?”
Byrd took wing and circled the area. When he re-
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turned, he nodded. “No question about it. Th e jungle is 
closing in.”
Fiona shrugged. “Maybe the survey ship did land in a 
proper clearing. If the scrub grows that fast, it would 
explain why their landing site is so overgrown now. We 
should lift  off , Miles. I don’t want to be stranded here.”
“Hendrickson won’t pay us if we don’t at least try to get 
his ship back,” said Byrd. “He’s a rat bastard, that one.”
Miles laughed. “You’ll get no argument from me on 
that one. But Fi’s right. We need to lift  off  while we still 
can.”
“Let me see if I can fi nd us a better spot to land, then.”
“No,” said Miles. “No one goes anywhere alone. I don’t 
want to lose any more friends on this damn mission.”
“Being paired up didn’t save Bon Mot or Simpson,” 
said Ray. “If the bogeyman wants to get us, I don’t 
think it needs us to be alone. I think our best bet is to 
make sure we don’t make it want to get us.”
Fiona rolled her eyes. “How do you propose we do 
that, Ray? Ask it nicely? Sacrifi ce a chicken? No of-
fense, Byrd.”
Byrd laughed. “None taken. Furbag.”
“You and Miles went into the jungle and nothing bad 
happened to you. What was that fi nal transmission? 
‘Th e ground is alive?’ Maybe we just have to not dis-
turb the ground.”
“We’ve landed on the ground,” said Fiona. “We might 
have already disturbed it.”
“I don’t think so. We’re still alive.”
“Th e machetes were destroyed,” said Miles. “Maybe 
the jungle has a defence mechanism. Damn, I ordered 
them to their deaths.”
Fiona grasped his hand. “You can’t blame yourself. You 
couldn’t know.”
“We still don’t know for sure,” said Byrd. “But if it is 
true, I should be perfectly safe in the air. Let me scout, 
Miles. I’ll stay in radio contact.”
“Alright, but at the fi rst sign of trouble, you get your 
tail feathers back here. Got it?”

Byrd radioed back within minutes. “Th ere is a clearing 
about a half a mile from the survey ship site.”
“Impossible,” said Fiona. “I landed us as close to the 
ship as I could. Th ere were no other clearings closer 
than this one.”
“I’m just reporting what I’m seeing. You might be 
interested to know that the vegetation around our ship 

is closing in. I’d advise you to move it. We seem to have 
worn out our welcome here.”
“Will do,” said Miles. “Come on back and we’ll relo-
cate.”
Th e newly-formed clearing off ered a clear path into the 
jungle.
“I’ve got a bad feeling about this,” said Ray. “Are we 
being invited in, or lured?”
Fiona shrugged. “Maybe there’s something we’re sup-
posed to see. I volunteer to go.”
“Th en I’m coming with you,” said Miles. “Ray, you and 
Byrd stay here. We’ll keep in contact. Anything hap-
pens to us, get out of here. Abort the mission. When 
you turn in the report, punch Hendrickson’s lights out.”
“I almost hope you don’t make it,” said Ray.

As they headed into the clearing, Fiona took Miles by 
the hand. “I don’t need you to protect me, you know. 
I’m a big girl.”
“If I wanted to protect you, I would have ordered you 
to stay back there.” Miles smiled. “As if I could give you 
orders, anyway. If we’re going to die, I’d rather spend 
my last hours walking with you than worrying about 
you.”
“What if we’re not going to die?”
Miles shrugged. “We don’t lose anything for having 
some alone time together.”
“We’re not exactly alone, Miles. We can’t see it, but 
there’s something in this jungle. I think it sees us. I 
think it wants to see what we do.”
“How can you tell?”
Fiona pointed to her nose. “Th e same way I can tell 
you’re attracted to me. Th ere are scents in the air.”
“I wish I had a nose like yours.”
“You’d look funny with a nose like mine. I like your 
nose. It suits you.”
“No, I mean I’d like to be able to tell what you’re think-
ing sometimes.”
“You can always ask.”
Miles gave her a half smile. “It’s not always appropriate 
to ask. Besides, you could lie.”
“Do you think I would lie to you?”
“If you wanted to spare my feelings, you might. I’ve 
had it happen before.”
“Th at is a human trait I’ve never understood. Dishon-
esty is far crueller than the truth, for both individu-
als.” Fiona stopped short. “Th ere is something on the 
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ground ahead.”
Miles scanned the twisted piece of metal, then picked 
it up and examined it. “I think it’s a spade. Or it used to 
be.” He put it in a plastic bag. “Glassmetal, just like the 
machetes. It’s of Cygnan make. It had to belong to the 
survey team.”
Th e comm unit buzzed. “Miles? Fiona? You guys still 
alive?”
“Yeah, we’re here, Ray. What’s up?”
“Th e jungle’s closing in on the ship. If we don’t get out 
of here soon, we’re not getting out.”
“Alright, we’re heading back.” Miles turned around to 
follow the path back to the ship.
All he could see was thick brush. Th e path had van-
ished.
“Miles,” said Fiona, “what’s going on?”
“I guess the jungle doesn’t want us leaving. Ray, you 
and Byrd lift  off . Now. We’re cut off .”
“What, and leave you two to die?”
“Better than all of us dying,” said Miles. “Someone has 
to punch Hendrickson.”
Ray sighed. “Understood. We’ll stay in orbit until ... 
until you stop transmitting.”
Miles and Fiona listened as the ship lift ed off  and 
roared into the sky.
“What do we do now, Miles?”
Miles pointed to the path that continued deeper into 
the jungle. “I guess we follow the path.”

Miles and Fiona followed the path. Several times they 
tried to turn back, and every time they met impassable 
foliage.
“I’m not exactly sure how far we’ve travelled,” said 
Miles into the comm unit.
“I wish I could help you,” said Byrd. “Th e scanners are 
giving us all kinds of life readings. I’m not sure which 
ones are yours. Sorry, Boss.”
“Not your fault. It’s getting dark. Soon we won’t be able 
to see where we’re going. We’ll stop for the night and 
try to get some sleep.”
“Is that safe?”
“We’re completely at the mercy of the jungle no matter 
what we do. We’ll call you in the morning if we can. If 
we can’t, well, you know what to do.”
“Right. Report back, punch Hendrickson, inform next 
of kin. I hope you don’t mind if it’s not necessarily in 
that order.”

“I won’t really be in a position to object, will I? For 
what it’s worth, it’s been good to know you.” Miles put 
the comm away. “You get some sleep fi rst, Fi. I’ll keep 
watch.”
Fiona shook her head. “I don’t want to sleep. I want to 
face my death head on.”
“I’m sorry it had to end like this.” Miles drew her clos-
er. “I was hoping to spend the rest of my life with you.”
“Is that a proposal of marriage?”
“I suppose it is, for what it’s worth.”
“For what it’s worth, I accept. Let this be our wedding 
night. We may not have a tomorrow.”
“Th is doesn’t match either of our worlds’ traditions.”
“We are on a new world. We can make our own. Do 
you take me as your mate for life?”
“I do.”
“I take you as mine.” Fiona kissed him savagely.

Th e fi rst thing that Miles noticed upon waking the 
following morning was that they were still alive. Fiona 
lay in his arms asleep, purring like a kitten. He kissed 
her forehead and she awoke, smiling. “I owe you an 
apology, husband. You most certainly can keep up with 
me in the jungle.”
“Th at was the most amazing thing I’ve ever experi-
enced, Fi. You’ve been holding back.”
“We were only casual partners, before. It would have 
been inappropriate for me to fully surrender to my 
desire for you. Now that we are bonded, we are free to 
enjoy one another to the fullest.” Fiona wrapped her 
arms around him. “Would you like to enjoy me again?”
“And again. By the One, you’re beautiful.” Miles kissed 
her neck. “I suppose we should contact the ship. Let 
them know we’re still alive.”
“Should we tell them about our bonding?”
“Th ey’re our friends. Th ey should be the fi rst to know.” 
Miles looked around. “Have you seen the comm?”
“I thought you had it.”
“I put it on top of our clothes.” Miles looked around 
again. “Have you seen our clothes?”
Fiona gasped. “Th ey’re gone! All of our equipment, 
too!”
Miles lay back. “So we’re isolated, stranded, and naked. 
I’d enjoy that much more if we weren’t being watched 
by an entity that could pulverize us on a whim.”
{Not on a whim, Miles Lewis.}
Miles jumped up, as did Fiona. Th ey stood back to 
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back, looking for the source of the voice.
Th ere was nothing but foliage around them.
“You know our names, then. May we know yours?”
{Names are only relevant if there is more than one. You 
may address me with the name you have given me. To 
you, I am Th e Jungle.}
“What do you want from us?”
{Information. Why have you come?}
“We were sent to fi nd the ones who came before us.”
{Th ey are no more. Th ey injured me. Th ey would not 
stop. I stopped them.}
“How did they harm you?”
{Do you not understand?}
A path opened up through the foliage.
{Come. I will show you.}
Miles grasped Fiona’s hand and they moved on. As 
they advanced, the jungle opened a path before them, 
and closed behind them. Eventually they came to a 
place where the ground was covered in ash and char-
coal. Th e jungle drew back to expose a large blackened 
area.
Fiona gasped. “Th ey set fi re to the jungle?”
Th e Jungle howled in rage.
{Th ey thought they could destroy me with fi re! I re-
treated into the ground. Th ey kept setting fi res. Th ey 
would not stop. I stopped them.}
“Th ey didn’t know,” said Fiona. “Th ey couldn’t have 
known!”
{Th ey refused to know. Th ey would not stop. I stopped 
them.}
“Did you even give them a chance? You killed Helen 
and Bon Mot without any kind of warning!”
Th e Jungle became silent. A pathway opened up 
through the foliage beyond the charred ground.
Miles took Fiona’s hand. “Let’s go on.”

Th e path led them to a stream fl owing out of the 
ground. Fiona bent down and sniff ed the water, then 
cupped some in her hands. “It’s safe to drink, I’m fairly 
certain.”
“I’ll trust your nose.” Miles drank. “I needed that. Too 
bad our equipment’s gone. We could have fi lled our 
canteens.”
Th ere was a rustling in the foliage, and the canteens 
dropped to the ground by their feet.
{Water is essential for life. You may have your contain-
ers back.}
“Well, thank you, O ‘great and powerful’ Jungle,” said 
Fiona. She picked up the canteens and fi lled them. 
“What do you intend to do to us?”
{Why did you come?}
“Miles already told you. We had to learn what hap-
pened to the survey team. Th e ones who came before 
us.”
{You did not know.}
“How could we know? Th ey died before they could tell 
us.”
{You are not one.}
“What do you mean?”
A face appeared in the foliage, then another, and sever-
al more.
{Th is face is mine. So is this one. As I speak to you, I 
am watching a creature climb ashore on the other side 
of the world. It will lay eggs and return to the sea. I am 
watching another creature build a nest in one of my 
limbs.}
Fiona sat down. “Whoa. You’re not the Jungle. You’re 
the Planet.”
{I cover the Planet. I am one.}
“You have no companions? How do you reproduce?”
{I do not need to reproduce. I am one. I have lived for 
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many thousands of thousands of years. You are not 
one. You are like the lesser creatures, aware only of 
your own existence. I should have realized that.}
Miles crossed his arms. “We are not lesser creatures. 
We’re sentient beings, same as you.”
{You may be sentient, but you are not like me. I learn. 
I thought you were parasites, seeking to harm me to 
benefi t yourselves. When your Helen and Bon Mot 
attacked me, I defended myself. I understand now that 
they did not know what the ones that came before had 
done. I could have disarmed them without destroying 
them, just as I disarmed you.}
“You didn’t exactly disarm us. You stole our clothing 
and our equipment while we slept.”
Miles was suddenly thrown to the ground, the canteen 
stripped from his grasp in a heartbeat. Fiona screamed. 
Vines bound her hands and feet and lift ed her several 
meters off  the ground.
“Don’t hurt her! I’ll do anything, just don’t hurt her!”
Th e vines gently lowered Fiona to the ground and 
released her legs, then her arms. She crouched on the 
ground, rubbing her wrists and ankles. Th e fear in her 
eyes made her appear almost feral.
“Are you alright?” Miles asked.
“I will be. I twisted my ankle, is all.” Fiona stood and 
tested it, then she limped over to Miles. “It’s not bad. 
I’ve had worse. I’ve never seen anything move so fast! 
If it wanted to, it could have ripped me apart.”
{You also learn. It is not necessary to destroy you. You 
are not parasites.}
Miles shrugged. “If I may be totally honest, some of 
our kind are parasites. Th ere are those who would take 
what they want and trample over anything that got in 
their way. Even one of their own kind.”
{Th ose ones would not survive here long. You would 
do well to warn them.}
“I will tell the Cygnan Survey Corps to consider this 
planet off  limits to colonization,” said Miles. “Th ere are 
laws to protect the autonomy of indigenous sentient 
life forms. I should also inform the Offi  ce of the Medi-
ator. I believe the Mediator will want to meet you.”
A pathway through the jungle opened up in front of 
them.
{Th is path will lead you to the vessel you seek.}
Miles bowed. “Th ank you, Guardian Jungle.”
“If it’s not too much trouble,” said Fiona, “may we have 
our clothes back?”

Aboard the survey vessel, Miles signalled Ray and 
Byrd.
“By the One, it’s good to hear your voice, Boss. Where 
are you? Are you alright?”
“We’re safe. We’re on the survey vessel, heading for the 
Cygnus corridor.”
“We’re about ten hours ahead of you, then. Sorry for 
bailing. When we couldn’t reach you, we feared the 
worst.”
“You did what I asked. We’ll rendezvous beyond the 
jump point. You won’t believe the stories we have to 
tell.”
“Can you give us a summary?”
“Th e ground is alive, Fiona and I are married, and 
we’re apparently the Ambassadors of Canis Zeta IX.”
Aft er a short pause, Ray whistled. “I can’t wait to hear 
the full version of that, Boss.”
“Do we still get to punch Hendrickson?” said Byrd. 
“You know, for Simpson and Bon Mot.”
Miles grinned. “I don’t see why not. See you aft er the 
jump.” He switched off  the comm and engaged the 
autopilot.
Fiona was in the galley brewing coff ee. “I found some 
Solan coff ee in the pantry. Columbian. Th e good stuff . 
I guess the Survey Corps pays employees better than 
contractors. You look troubled. What is it, husband?”
“Last night, when we gave ourselves to each other, we 
expected to be dead soon. I just wanted to know your 
feelings now that we’re alive. I love you, Fi. I want to 
stay married, but if you want out, I’ll understand.”
Fiona put her arms around him. “Miles, I love you. I 
chose you to be my mate long before last night. I would 
not have agreed to marry you otherwise. We would 
have just had casual sex.”
Miles laughed. “I’m glad we cleared that up. So, Mrs. 
Lewis, how should we spend the next three days of 
complete and total privacy on this empty spaceship?”
Th ey left  a trail of discarded clothing behind them.

Rick Rossing is the author of Th e Umea Bakearen 
series and a number of short stories. When he’s not 
writing, he’s also a craft er of duct tape, a stay-at-home 
dad, and a fairly decent cook. You can fi nd him at 
umeabakearen.com.
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Part Four:
The apartment:
 
“You do realise this is a very complicated plan?” 
Jake was staring at the mirror. He was trying to 
make his new hair stand the way he wanted to. 
He had as much success as he did with his own 
hair.

“It’s a precaution. I still think that no one knows 
where I live.” Margo was starring at herself too. 
She was used to morphing her appearance, since 
she used it so much, but shifting was different. 
After all, you couldn’t morph into another gender, 
or change height. It was weird.

“We kinda look like siblings don’t we?” Jake 
grinned at the mirror.

“Can you be serious? We need to get this right.” 
Margo took the amulet off and after some thought 
tied it to her ankle and stuffed her leg in her 
boots.

“Just trying to lighten the mood. Why do we need 
to look like demons again?”

“So if they managed to break my defences ... ”

“Ah, so we don’t get shish-kebab-bed. Got it.” 
Jake finished his disguise and they left the bath-
room. 

An hour later, Margo was sitting in the coffee 
shop across the street. No guards outside the 
building. That was a good sign. Jake on the other 
hand was enjoying his drink:

“This tastes more like dessert than coffee. I like 
it.”

When Margo didn’t even flinch, let alone do her, 
all so familiar, eye roll, that he considered affec-
tionate, Jake tapped her on the shoulder:

“Unless you can see inside the bloody building, 
focusing your laser like glare on it won’t do any 
good.”

“I’m trying to see if there’s anyone in the apart-
ment.”

“Well, is the spell broken?”

“No idea.”
 
“You can’t just check?”

“No, the spell only works on people that don’t 
know where the apartment is.” 

“So, when you tell someone where it is, like you 
did me ... ”

“It is revealed to them.” Margo got up “Let’s go.”

They climbed the stairs as quietly as possible. 
There was nothing out of the ordinary, and that 
made her nervous. Margo pressed the door 
handle in anticipation. The door was locked. That 
was a good sign. She unlocked it and her mind 
immediately started to list the items she should 
get. Before she could sense something was off 
however, she got pinned to the wall behind her. 
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Her head hit hard against a picture, breaking the 
glass. She managed to step on one of the four 
feet around her, causing the demon that had a 
firm grip on her neck to loosen it. She elbowed 
the other one in the stomach and was about to 
finish her attack when a scream stopped her. 
Jake was being stabbed. But that wasn’t the 
scream of a demon being stabbed with an ordi-
nary knife. She was seconds away from grabbing 
him and porting out, but a sharp pain in her head 
made her drop to the ground.

A distant voice was trying to wake her up. Mar-
go’s head felt heavy, but she still managed to 
open her eyes. She seemed to have shifted out 
of her form. Jake was next to her, audibly winc-
ing.

“Gotcha.” a demon, with dark red skin, was smil-
ing at her. Demons that didn’t look like humans 
were common, but usually morphed or shielded 
when out in public, which meant killing them 
was harder, since you couldn’t identify the spe-
cies right off the bat. The upside was that most 
revealed themselves when they were sure they 
were victorious. This one looked like he was the 
one in charge, and like he was really glad he had 
prisoners.

“Nifty trick, masking the apartment. I must have 
went by here dozens of times, and yet I don’t 
remember seeing this door.”

“Who told you the location? Margo growled.

“ I’m not tellin’.” the demon grinned “All I’m gonna 
do is torture the location of the amulet out of you.” 

“What makes you think that I won’t get up and 
incinerate you?” Margo was glad she had the 
forethought to take out the amulet. She had to 
take off her socks, but it seemed to have saved 
both hers and Jake’s life right now.

“Go ahead, try.” The demon’s smile grew wider 
and wider as Margo was struggling to even move 

a finger, despite the fact that she was bound with 
ordinary rope.

“What the hell did you do to me?” she hissed at 
him as the realisation, that she couldn’t move 
from the neck down and yet felt the ropes digging 
into her skin, hit her.

“You, being a human, will remain like this for at 
least 2 days. Jake here is luckier, but after all, 
that is why he is in chains.”

“And just wait till I get out.” Jake finally managed 
to speak, and even though he was still groggy, 
his voice had a decent amount of threat in it.

“Now, now, be polite,” the demon smiled, pulling 
out a pocket knife. “I have one question, and two 
bodies.” He made a small cut on Margo’s arm. 
The wound started to sizzle and bleed heavily, 
the blood turning black and thick like tar. Margo 
felt like someone was crushing her entire hand, 
like every bone in it was breaking at the same 
time. It was followed by the awful smell of boiled 
blood. Margo mustered up all of her strength and 
didn’t even blink from the pain. Not even when 
the same cut made Jake scream.

Cut after cut he advanced to her other arm. The 
pain just became greater with every passing 
minute. Before every cut he would repeat the 
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question he wanted an answer to and wait pre-
cisely one minute for an answer. Margo had tears 
running through her face at this point, but nothing 
else showed she was in pain. Her expression 
showed a terrifying amount of determination and 
spite. She wasn’t going to give him the satisfac-
tion of hearing her scream.

She kept staring at the heavy oak table in front 
of her. About an hour before, it was guarded by 
a demon, who acted like he had been assigned 
with a sacred duty, just because her daggers 
happened to be there, wrapped in a towel. Now 
that guy was outside, probably because he didn’t 
want to be sick in front of the others. One could 
list his youth as the reason, but the others didn’t 
seem that thrilled with this arrangement. It’s not 
like they cared about her, they most likely just 
hated their boss. And she could see the reason, 
he treated Jake as maniacally as he treated her. 
Demons, especially mercenaries usually gave fel-
low demons a way out, so it rarely came to blows. 
But not this guy.

Something strange was happening though. Her 
leg muscles contracted from the pain. Whatever it 
was they gave her, it was wearing off faster than 
they thought. A lot faster. Margo focused on her 
muscles. She could feel the poison slowly wear-
ing off. She just had to wait.

Her arms were tied at the back of her chair, and 
she knew full well that the bed was high enough 
that her hands wouldn’t be visible from behind. It 
was time for some quick thinking. She waited till 
her last wound turned black and then spoke to 
Jake, who had already started rattling his chains, 
hoping he could break them.

“Tell him.” she was surprised at how strong her 
voice was.

“Whaaat?” he turned to her. She was staring in 
front of her, oddly focused, but not at the ass that 
tortured them. Jake then noticed something out 
of the corner of his eyes. One of her hands was 

glowing.

“You heard me, let’s get this over with.” And with 
a single glare, both of the daggers flew towards 
her, while the desk slid to the left, blocking the 
door. The advantage of being in a small room 
was that the demon had nowhere to duck. The 
white dagger plunged into his back, while the 
black one landed right near her leg, severing the 
rope. 
Margo got up and promptly started shooting 
fireballs at their guards, and at the chair holding 
Jake. He got up and slammed three demons 
against the wall with his shield. One of them fell 
through the window. Margo dodged as her tor-
mentor tried to lunge at her. She knew she had 
only seconds before the reinforcement force the 
door out of the way. 
She grabbed the dagger’s handle and extended 
the blade. It pierced its way through the flesh and 
bone, leaving a mortal wound. She turned around 
and fired an energy ball at the door, to confuse 
the new arrivals, then grabbed the emergency 
backpack she always had prepared under her 
bed. A demon managed to punch her and another 
hit her in the hip with an energy ball before Jake 
knocked him out. She took the injuries in stride, 
retrieving her dagger with telekinesis as she took 
the two steps she needed to tackle Jake. They 
disappeared in thin air.

Margo was aiming for something soft. That turned 
out to be a half meter fall into a half empty dump-
ster.

“Whoa. For once I’m glad to be in a pile of gar-
bage. Why did you wait this long to use that?” 
Jake pushed away a bag that fell on his face. 
“Just tell me where we are.”

Margo shushed him before poking her head out. 
She saw two demons coming down the stairs and 
running in to the coffee shop. “It takes a lot out of 
me, plus lack of practice. There was a spy in the 
coffee shop. Glad I parked in this alley, come on.”
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Should your life be lived properly 
and peacefully, you will not of-
ten find yourself confronted with 
death. You should fall in love, grow 
old, and expire   surrounded by 
friends and loved ones. Your life, 
ideally, would be one single chain 
of events stretching from your birth 
to your death, with no time after-
ward spent lingering with those 
who are still here. 
I wholly believed this for the 
better part of my thirty four years 
of existence. Having lived my life 
with little fanfare, flights of fancy, 
or impulsive ruinous decisions, 
my first true brush with death was 
at the passing of my dear friend 
Henry. My parents had not want-
ed children, and as such they had 
sent me to live with my aunt. I had 
befriended Henry Williams at the 
young age of four, and over the 
years we had come to think of each 
other as brothers. I was best man at 
his wedding, with him promising 
that my day would soon come the 
entire time as he introduced me 

to bridesmaids and guests. When 
his child was born, I was given the 
honour of being the small boy’s god-
father. We believed we would grow to 
be old men together, living our days 
side by side. 
All of that changed soon after he 
contracted an exotic malady on a 
vacation somewhere in the North 
Pacific. Henry, who had always been 
strong and vigorous, now found 
himself in failing health. Despite the 
doctor’s insistence that his disease 
was non communicable, my good 
friend isolated himself from his fam-
ily for their protection. Locked in his 
study, he would see only me, ranting 
and raving about wild theories on 
his condition. Slowly he slipped into 
madness as he finally professed that 
his sickness was an attack carried out 
by some vague group of natives on 
an island whose location he would 
not disclose. Ranting on and on 
about ghostly faces in smoke and fire, 
ancient island magic, multilegged 
centipede creatures and totems made 
of human remains, Henry had lost 

all traces of the rational mind that 
once greatly marked his character. 
It took only seven weeks for the 
illness, which caused degradation 
of various major organs, to take my 
friend away from this life. His fu-
neral was grand, and I even found 
myself slightly jealous that he had  
found his way into the life of so 
many people. I was touched that he 
had arranged for me to sit with his 
family, as if I truly were his brother. 
His wife and mother were in tears 
while his father, myself, and his 
five year old son all sat in sombre 
silence. After all was said and done, 
I took his wife and child to their all 
too empty house. Despite my offers 
to stay for comfort, they assured 
me they would be fine and allowed 
me to return home to begin my 
own private grieving. Tired, lonely, 
and sad, I undressed and threw 
myself on my bed and fell into a 
restless sleep. 
I was awakened at four in the 
morning by the sound of my mo-
bile phone vibrating excitedly on 
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my nightstand. Groggily lifting the 
phone to my ear, I recognized the 
shrieking voice of Amelia Williams, 
Henry’s wife. She was babbling 
and crying, her voice barely un-
derstandable but obviously upset. 
It took three minutes to finally 
get her to calm down enough to 
understand her. She whimpered 
as she recalled the tale of how she 
and her son had fallen asleep on 
the couch after the funeral. Several 
hours later, she had woken with the 
sense that someone else was with 
her. In the darkened corner of the 
tiny living room was a shadowed 
man silently watching. She gasped 
in terror as the figure approached, 
sure it was a burglar. Her terror 
turned to hysterical horror, how-
ever, when she realized the suited 
man was in fact Henry himself. 
Sure that the stress of her husband’s 
passing had caused her a terri-
ble nightmare, I tried my best to 
comfort her. She refused to call the 
police and begged for me to visit. 
Apparently her son was also in an 
excited state, having believed he 
likewise saw his father after being 
awakened by his mother’s scream. 
Unable to persuade her to hang up 
while I dressed, I hurriedly threw 
on a few garments and made my 
way out the door. I lived only a 
block from Henry’s house, and so 

I walked briskly to her door in order 
to help shake myself awake. The 
warm morning walk provided me 
with enough stimulation that I felt 
myself ready to rationally explain the 
situation to the distraught family. 
Informing her over the phone that 
I had arrived, I noticed a curious 
pile of dirt at the doorstep. Waiting 
in the muggy air, I couldn’t help but 
reflect on how silent and sullen the 
once welcoming house seemed. I 
heard the lock turn quickly as Ame-
lia threw open the door and threw 
herself around me. Sobbing frantical-
ly, she held me tight and thanked me 
for coming at such a strange hour. 
Helping her inside, I sat her down 
on the same couch on which she had 
spent her night. Her son, in far better 
sorts than his mother, was sitting 
down drumming his hands on his 
knees. He smiled up at me, asking if 
I had come to see his father. I sadly 
admitted that I had indeed, and did 
my best to neither condone nor con-
demn his current belief. 
Over the next few hours I listened 
and discussed, with Henry’s fragile 
wife, the impossible events she wit-
nessed. While there were no foot-
prints to indicate the entry of anyone 
into the house, in the very corner the 
dead man supposedly stood was a 
pile of dirt similar to the one on the 
doorstep. Clearly either someone had 

been in the house, or the cheerful 
young boy was playing some form 
of game to cope with the passing 
of his father. Although convinced 
it was the latter, I agreed to spend 
the night in the household of my 
departed friend. Bedding down in 
his old study, I found myself trying 
unsuccessfully to avoid the wealth 
of memories that poured forth 
from every crack and corner. When 
night finally chased the sun’s last 
remaining rays from the world, I 
prepared myself for what was sure-
ly to be a disturbed and unhappy 
sleep. 
Around three in the morning, 
I awoke suddenly and without 
explanation. The dark room held 
no illumination, save for a small 
radio clock I had retrieved from 
a closet earlier in the afternoon. 
The low red light barely afforded 
me a glimpse of the desk against 
the wall, and I was reminded of 
the eerie crimson candescence you 
would find in a bat house. I found 
myself strangely disturbed by the 
quiet discomfort of the oppressive 
darkness. For reasons I could not 
determine, I felt a mounting cer-
tainty that something was amiss in 
the quiet room. The source of this 
unease, I was certain, was what had 
roused me from a deep sleep in the 
first place. 
Attempting to return to sleep, I 
found myself tossing and turning 
on the makeshift bed I had fash-
ioned out of a reclining chair. The 
deep silence of the night still held 
that disquieting element which 
remained so elusive. Sitting up in 
the chair, I reached for a glass of 
water that I had placed on a near-
by table. It was in that moment of 
silence I finally realized the source 
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of my mounting unease. The silent, 
dark room was not silent. Faintly 
perceptible to my ears was a soft 
repetitious sound that I found ex-
tremely familiar. I nearly dropped 
the glass of water when I realized 
that I was hearing the sound of 
breathing. 
Unsure of how to react, I neglect-
ed the water for my mobile phone 
that rested next to it. Turning on 
the bright screen, I shakily held 
it out in front of me. Sweeping it 
around the room, the nervous light 
revealed first the table to my right, 
followed by the door, a small desk, 
and the open closet. I lingered on 
the closet for a second, half expect-
ing some dark force to leap out at 
me. However it merely contained 
small odds and ends, shoes, and 
clothes. Moving past to the window 
and open space that occupied the 
rest of the room, I felt that perhaps 
I was simply hearing a noise from 
outside. Moving to place the phone 
back on the table, the light swept 
past the closet again just in time to 
reveal the shoes moving towards 
me. I let out a scream as a dark 
figure slowly became discernible in 
the faint light. Dropping the phone 

in my panic, it clattered to the floor 
and rested at the feet of the dark in-
terloper standing before me. Bathed 
in the dim glow of my phone, I could 
barely make out the pointing, accus-
ing figure of Henry Williams. 
“Your time will come soon.” Spoke 
a raspy, hollow voice that I barely 
recognized. He had said these words 
to me many times in my life. Pur-
chasing his house, at his wedding, 
and after the birth of his son, he had 
assured me that my time would soon 
come. Never before had his words of 
assurance sent chills down my spine.
“Your time will come soon,” he 
repeated, and abruptly began to step 
backwards into the shadows of the 
room. I could only sit, horrified, un-
able to even blink. I shivered under 
the covers as the shadowed vestige 
of what was possibly the reanimated 
corpse of my best friend retreated to 
the confines of the closet. I listened 
as the repetitious, hollow breath-
ing sound grew fainter and fainter, 
eventually fading away. Fear strick-
en, my mind reeled as I struggled 
to make sense of what I had seen. 
Convinced I had experienced some 
waking delusion, I tried in vain for 
several minutes to motivate myself to 

retrieve my phone. 
The loud, shrill scream from else-
where in the house jolted me out 
of my stupor and into action. My 
legs propelled me before my brain 
had fully worked out that the shout 
of terror had come from Amelia’s 
room. Without knocking I barged 
in and flipped on the light, finding 
her curled up in the corner of the 
spacious bedroom. While there 
was no intruder in the room, an all 
too familiar pile of dirt gathered in 
the corner. I suspected that were 
I to check, I would find a similar 
clump of earth in the closet of the 
study. When her son entered, I 
was relieved that he had not seen 
his father, but he likewise broke 
out into a crying fit upon seeing 
the state of his mother. It took me 
the better part of thirty minutes to 
actually get both of them to calm 
down and return the young boy to 
his bedroom. 
Eventually Amelia disclosed that 
just seconds after my own visita-
tion, her husband had appeared 
to her out of the darkness of her 
room. He had told her something 
terrifying that I could not get her 
to repeat even with all the lights in 
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the house on. She merely stared at 
me with a horrified look and told 
me that this couldn’t be Henry. 
I told her about the event in the 
study and she seemed to mildly pay 
attention to it all. I could tell that 
this had weighed heavily upon both 
of us, and after some time we both 
simply sat in silence in her living 
room. 
Amelia went to bed as the sun’s 
rays were finally beginning to 
break over the horizon, but I did 
not return to the study for sleep. 
Both horrified and enraged at 
the monster wearing the skin of 
my friend, I decided to unravel 
the mystery of what was actually 
happening. I gathered samples 
of the dirt from each of the three 
visitations and sent them to a 
friend for study. I pored over the 
notes my departed acquaintance 
left behind. On his computer were 
the many files that he had gathered 
on his baffling condition and the 
island that he had visited. Luckily 
he had researched quite extensive-
ly and compiled his information 
well. What I saw on that computer 
would have caused me to send my 
friend to a mental institution were I 
to have seen it three short days ago. 
He had apparently, on vacation, 
stumbled upon what he thought 
was an abandoned island. After 
some time, however, he realized 
that there were indeed inhabitants, 
and they were not welcoming to 
strangers. They had bound him 
and brought him to some sort of 
altar, where strange rights were 
performed in front of a collection 
of multilegged monstrosities. They 
produced a small totem that he was 
sure had been carved from the flesh 
of a human being and the natives 

threw it into the fire. He was forced 
to drink a purple liquid, and then 
abruptly fainted. According to the 
rest of the file on the events, when 
he next woke up, he was on a nearby 
island, with his boat already waiting 
for him. He fled back to his family 
and learned the whole ordeal had 
taken only a few hours. He did not 
tell anyone, even his wife, what he 
went through. It seems it wasn’t long 
after that he decided to return to our 
sleepy Texas town, and from that 
moment on he had slowly taken on a 
strange sickness. 
I myself recall his high fever, wet 
coughs, and generally dishevelled 
look. His skin was almost a grey 
colour, and it only became worse 
with time. The doctors, while baffled, 
were unable to explain his illness, 
and knew only that it appeared to be 
non-communicable. If he had shown 
them this account they might have 
been able to help him, but he would 
have traded health for a straightjack-
et. The only reason I myself felt this 
was more than some flight of fancy 
was because of what I had witnessed. 
I decided that nothing was too fan-
tastical or to be dismissed with the 
thought of distrust. I would take it all 
as face value, and then discover what 
I could from there.
 Finding the name and location of 
the island in his research, a quick 
internet search revealed it to be 
the former host of an ancient tribal 
people. There was limited informa-
tion online, although I discovered 
that an old book had been written 
about the entire island region sever-
al decades ago. After checking with 
several nearby libraries, I discovered 
that one branch held the tome which 
I sought. It would take me two hours 
just to find my way there, however 

I was deeply intent on ending this 
nightmare. If I left immediately, I 
knew I would return just after dark, 
provided nothing hindered my 
journey. 
Waking Amelia, I informed her of 
my plans, and that perhaps I could 
find a way to deliver ourselves and 
Henry from this terrible curse. She 
was frightened at the prospect of 
my leaving, although I assured her 
I would be back well before the 
hour that Henry often appeared. 
She seemed more insistent that I 
remain than even the night before, 
but I eased her fears with promise 
of safety. Taking my friend’s laptop 
to further peruse his notes, I set 
out in the late afternoon. It took 
me slightly longer to arrive than I 
had hoped due to some accident 
on the highway. I did not reach the 
door of the library until six in the 
afternoon, just minutes before their 
closing. Luckily, the librarian was 
sympathetic due to my long voy-
age, and allowed me to locate and 
borrow the book in question. 
Moving to an all-night restaurant, I 
poured over the book and Henry’s 
research. Knowing this could take 
longer than I expected, I opted for 
copious amounts of coffee. It took 
lots of extrapolation, internet ex-
peditions, and rereading to finally 
gather the information into some-
thing that not only made sense 
but was chronologically compiled. 
I discovered that the small North 
Pacific island was discovered in 
the late eighteen hundreds, closer 
to Canada’s coastline than that of 
Washington state. It was not named 
and was populated by “savages” 
that were known to shun outsiders. 
These savages worshiped some an-
cient god of sacrifice, although in-
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formation on that front was sketchy 
at best. Most sailors abhorred and 
feared the island as cursed, and did 
not venture near it. A few pirates, 
however, were not so shy, and often 
traded with the natives. 
It seemed that some incident 
during World War Two had caused 
a militarized force to storm the 
island, although it doesn’t appear to 
have been occupied by German or 
Japanese forces. Information about 
the assault, the reasons behind it, 
and the actual outcome was very 
difficult to come by and extremely 
sparse. It would appear that what-
ever the intent of the raid was, the 
natives had been completely wiped 
out during the operation, and soon 
after the military abandoned the 
island. For some time, it was kept 
under military control and was not 
allowed visitation, although the 
reason for this action was never 
specified. At some point during the 
seventies, the military removed its 
men and did not interact with the 
island again. According to civil-
ians sources, several soldiers went 
missing each year, and this was 
the cause of the eventual abandon-
ment. 
Without a military presence to 
provide eye witnesses, informa-
tion became sparse. New shipping 
lanes provided brief encounters 
with the accursed islet, providing 
tales of strange occurrences. Lights 
were seen in the waters just off the 
island, and eventually even mod-
ern day sailors dreaded passing it’s 
haunted shores. During the nine-
ties, more and more lights were 
observed in the waters surrounding 
it, one account reporting a similar 
sighting heading from the Wash-
ington coast in its general direc-

tion. During the day, smoke began 
to be seen on the islet from passing 
ships. This smoke had led to curi-
ous tales as far as Hawaii, and these 
tales were what drew Henry to seek 
out the island alone. Had he known 
of the terrible past the small spot of 
land held, he would have never set 
foot upon it. 
Further reading lead me to the in-
formation that the monster parading 
itself as Henry was an ancient crea-
ture born out secret rites performed 
in only the darkest corners of the 
world. Summoned in the form of a 
man somehow chosen, the creature 
was a reanimated corpse possessed 
of some evil spirit. A chill went down 
my spine as I discovered that these 
strange creations were not actually 
known for their violence, but for 
their predictions of the death of men. 
The words that Henry last spoke to 
me returned with a heavy dread as 
I discovered the only way to fell the 
beast was to remove its head. Know-
ing what I had to do, I paid my bill 
and rushed out the door. 
I called Amelia at once, inform-
ing her that I had a way out of the 
torment and to meet me at Henry’s 
grave. At first she sounded dubious 
and offended, but agreed to be there 
in two hours. Research and reading 
had taken me far longer than I had 
wanted, and I did not arrive until 
nine at night. Amelia, shovels in 
hand and shaking, waited for me just 
at the entrance. She informed that 
Henry had already visited her, and 
deciding we had no time to lose, I 
smashed my car through the gate. 
The shovels proved unnecessary, 
as Henry’s grave was already open 
and raised. His body proved harder 
to locate, and with fear I turned to 
Amelia to announce Henry’s casket 

was empty. To my surprise I found 
myself face to face with the barrel 
of a gun. 
Amelia finally told me of the hor-
rible thing Henry had said to her 
the night he visited. He had told 
her that I must die, that it was re-
quired, and that it must be her that 
relieved me of life. She said that he 
had promised later that he would 
leave her forever should she fill this 
requirement, and so she had taken 
her husband’s gun with the intent 
of murdering me. I pleaded with 
her for several minutes, attempting 
to dissuade her from her course of 
action. She could not be persuaded 
however, and aimed the gun high. 
Gripped by fear and confusion, I 
merely closed my eyes. 
The sound of the gun exploded, 
and I heard a wet thud. I opened 
my eyes to find that she had fired 
at something behind me. Turn-
ing around, I saw the monster 
that was Henry Williams stumble 
backwards and fall into his grave. 
Without thinking I leapt in after 
him, and severed his head with the 
end of my shovel, which split the 
wood in two. For good measure, I 
drove the splintered shaft deep into 
his chest, hoping to find his heart. 
I do not know if I succeeded, but a 
strange purple mist seemed to seep 
from the lifeless eyes and evaporate 
into the atmosphere. Amelia and I 
spent the next few hours burying 
the corpse as best we could, and 
we spent some time alone speaking 
to our departed friend. We knew 
our victory was absolute, and that 
there was nothing more to fear. 
Despite this, I still wake at times 
in the middle of the night, shak-
ing, and find myself listening for 
the soft sound of another’s breath.
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Simon Redhead and his new friend Jhamed are 
about to attend the Council of the Wise in the 
Great Hall at Melasurej. The story continues…
They were the first to arrive. When they entered 
the Great Hall, Simon felt as though they were 
entering a cross between a great cathedral and 
a movie set filming Arthurian Legend. The room 
was enormous and occupied the whole of the 
domed section of The Keep. The ceiling of the 
dome towered at least fifty metres above them. 
The room itself was circular and must have 
measured a good fifty or sixty metres across. If 
the roof opened, you could play a game of crick-
et in here. At the centre of the room was a huge 
round table. It was big enough to seat fifty people 
with comfort. It was made from the same obsidi-
an material of the walls and it seemed to Simon 
that it grew from the floor of the chamber like 
a giant mushroom. The centre of the table was 
cut out and a few ornately carved wooden seats 

were provided around both the inner and outer 
circumferences. Gaps at ninety degrees segre-
gated the table into four quarters. The seats were 
positioned in pairs next to giant letters carved into 
the table. Simon could see each letter of the al-
phabet – fifty-two places in all, but only five seats 
evident. There was a gap for access and then on 
a raised platform another set of seats and tables 
circled the round table. Like a theatre, more rows 
of seats rose above them, catering for a large 
audience. A raised dais in the hole in the centre 
of the table seemed to be for the speaker. The 
room was illuminated by natural light from floor 
to ceiling windows around most of the circumfer-
ence. The windows were made of stained glass 
and seemed to consist mostly of heroic scenes of 
battle. Panels alongside each window and high 
above in the ceiling provided artificial lighting. 
Better than the lights at the MCG.
Simon and Jhamed took their seats in the raised 
platform area. Decorated place cards indicated 
where to sit. They took their seats, watched and 
waited. The main double doors of the chamber, 
made of solid oak, swung slowly open and a 
group of people solemnly entered the chamber 
in silent single file. Manfred, dressed as always 
in his grey cloak, was at their head. He carried 
his staff before him. Behind him shuffled another, 
dressed like Manfred and one who could easily 
be taken for his brother, holding a similar staff. 
Then followed the motliest crew of people Simon 
had ever set eyes on. Simon counted nineteen 
individuals. The two wizards moved to the inside 
circle of the round table. Manfred sat opposite the 
letter M. The second wizard sat next to the letter 
Z. The others moved to the area where Simon 
and Jhamed were sitting. They too had place 
cards indicating where they should sit. As they 
passed by, Simon noticed that they stole furtive 
glances at him, but quickly bowed their heads 
and wouldn’t make eye contact. Everyone sat 
down. No one spoke.
After what seemed to Simon like several min-
utes, Manfred stood and smote the floor with his 
staff. The artificial room lights went out, so that 
the chamber was illuminated only by the dap-
pled light entering via the windows. At the same 
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time, Manfred appeared on the dais, as a figure 
at least three times his normal size. He hadn’t 
actually moved there, Simon realised. It must 
be a hologram. Directly above his head, high on 
the ceiling a strange symbol became illuminated. 
Simon looked at it closely. It was very simple and 
was in a white material that gave it stark contrast 
against the black roof. It’s a huge set of scales. 
The symbol did indeed seem to be a set of scales 
as might be used by a jeweller, with two pans 
that balanced against each other. One pan had 
a large ornate letter L carved above it, while the 
second had an equally large C. The scales were 
tilted halfway towards C.
Manfred spoke. “Welcome, members of the 
Council of the Wise and invited guests, to the 
seven hundred and seventy seventh meeting 
of the Council. In the early days, near the Be-
ginning, the Council met often. Unfortunately, 
it hasn’t met in recent times, indeed for many 
millennia since the last of the Seven Great Sages 
passed to stone. Most of the Wise Ones have 
gone to their eternal rest and greeted you today 
as you arrived along the Avenue of Heroes. Of 
those that have not given up the struggle only 
I, Manfred, and Zenethyr have answered the 
summons to this meeting.” Manfred indicated the 
three empty chairs on the outside of the table. 
“It bodes ill that Satania’s representatives have 
either been prevented from attending or have 
chosen not to attend.”
He paused for a moment and seemed to scan the 
audience that was distributed around the upper 
circle. “Invited guests, you have been asked to 
join the Council today because each of you rep-
resents a key constituency of FirstWorld. I have 
also taken the liberty to invite Simon Redhead, 
who hails from another dimension of the multi-
verse. It is my belief that Simon will play a signif-
icant role in the Final Days and indeed that our 
hope rests with him.” Simon blushed and looked 
at the floor. How can I help them? I have no pow-
er or skills. Manfred must be out of his mind.
“With him is Jhamed al Suraqi, Companion of 
Heroes, and a great helper to wizards who are 
getting frail and forgetful. His destiny is linked 
to Simon’s. Both, I believe, will finally rest in the 

Avenue of Heroes.” Jhamed was not shy and 
he rose and removed his hat. He bowed several 
times in the directions of all of the seated guests, 
his hair cascading over his face and muffling the 
comments he was muttering. Simon only caught 
the words “dogsbody” and “about time.” Man-
fred went on, “Before we continue, I offer myself 
as Chairman of the Council. It is not a role that 
I have filled before, but the greatest of us have 
long gone to stone. Of those here today, only 
Zenethyr also has claim.”
Manfred sat down and Zenethyr rose. Imme-
diately, he appeared to be on the central dais, 
towering over them all. He wore a grey cloak and 
carried a simple wooden staff. His flowing grey 
hair and beard made him look very much like 
Manfred. When he spoke though, Simon noticed 
subtle differences of expression and a lack of fire 
behind his eyes.
“I attend today because it is stipulated that I must. 
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I have had little interest in the affairs of men for 
millennia. I am tired to my bones and impatient 
for my eternal rest. I wait for the day that I may 
take my appointed place in the Avenue of He-
roes. I fear that I must have some destiny to fulfil 
before it can be so. I welcome the Final Battle. I 
cede the Chair to Manfred, though he be named 
Manfred the Fool by the seven hundred and sev-
enty sixth Council.” Zenethyr sat down. He’s not 
like Manfred at all. His eyes are pale and empty. 
He is just waiting to die. Why was Manfred called 
a fool?  
Manfred rose and again took 
central stage. “I accept, with 
humility, the position of Chair 
of the Council of the Wise. It 
is sad indeed that it comes to 
me by default, as the last Wiz-
ard on FirstWorld who both 
still lives and sees some hope 
for the future. Perhaps, had 
the last Council taken heed 
of my warnings instead of 
branding me a fool we would 
not have come to this? But, 
that is done and cannot, I fear, 
be undone. My foresight is 
clouded where other wizards 
are concerned, but I hope and 
believe that Zenethyr has a 
role to play in this ere it is all 
over.”
He paused again and looked 
around the chamber. Ev-
eryone still sat in silence, 
as if in awe of the occasion. 
Finally, he spoke again in 
formal tones. “Let the record 
commence and show that I, 
Manfred the Magician, call to 
order the seven hundred and 
seventy seventh Council of 
the Wise held in the Great Hall 
of the Wise at Melasurej on the twenty seventh 
day of the month of Late Spring in the year of fifty 
thousand, five hundred and six.” Wow, this place 
is really old. Manfred shot Simon a glance that 

conveyed, “Concentrate!”
“I now ask that each of you, with the exception of 
Simon and Jhamed, introduce yourself and give 
us a very brief summary of your journey here and 
the current situation in your area. Please tell us of 
any strange events that have occurred recently. 
The Balance has tipped towards Chaos. The time 
of the Final Battle for Elannort may be upon us. 
The fate of the multiverse may be in our hands. 
Spare nothing that may be of importance.”
Simon and Jhamed were fascinated as they 
listened, as one after the other the guests stood 

and spoke. As each one 
stood, his or her hologram 
was automatically displayed 
on the central platform. Si-
mon was unaware of First-
World’s geography, but as the 
speakers went on, he began 
to draw a simple map in his 
mind.
The first person to stand was 
dressed in a way that Simon 
imagined a medieval war-
rior would be dressed. He 
was wearing plain clothing, 
simple brown trousers and 
a cream shirt, but on top of 
that, he had chain mail. At his 
belt, he carried a sheathed 
broadsword. As his hologram 
towered over them from the 
dais, Simon noted his regal 
bearing. He was tall and well 
built, perhaps thirty years old. 
His hair was jet black and cut 
short, matching his beard. 
His voice was steady and 
strong and indicated a man 
well used to public speaking. 
While everything in his body 
language displayed strength 
and pride, Simon quickly con-

cluded that here stood a desperate man.
“I am Gamying, Heir-Regent of Tamarlan. Our city 
has long been a peaceful haven for artists of all 
kinds. My family has ruled, unbroken, justly and 
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fairly for more than ten thousand years. I trav-
elled alone but I carry the blessing of my father 
Gamyon Regent of Tamarlan. We still have hope 
that one day our King will return out of Northland, 
whence he was lost.”  How do you lose a king for 
ten thousand years and expect him to return?
Gamying’s eyes seem to dart around his audi-
ence without ever making eye contact. “I have 
travelled long and hard for the passes of the Devil 
Mountains are still closed with snow and strange 
fell creatures hunt there for the souls of the living, 
and the dead too for all I know. I came to Devil’s 
Mouth after barely surviving Suicide Pass and 
came down the Fang Glacier on a Dwarven Ice 
Ship. The streets of Fang were strangely quiet 
and the South Road to Elvenhome is now no 
more than a pitted goat track riddled with weeds. 
It seems that Entropy rules south of the moun-
tains now too. I was glad to find the old wooden 
bridge over the Idigna still well maintained and 
came at last to Tar, where I found the famed hos-
pitality of old still in evidence. I rested there for 
several days before taking a wagon to Elannort.”
“The situation in Tamarlan grows more serious 

every day. The winter has been long and hard. 
Spring has not yet come, north of the mountains. 
The people begin to grow hungry. Wargs have 
been unusually active and seem to have lost all 
fear. They hunt in huge packs and have even 
entered the city. Babies have been taken from 
their cribs. The old and the weak cower in fear 
in their homes. Raiding parties of strange men 
come upon the city out of Northland with monot-
onous regularity. Our resources are stretched 
to the limit. The artists would leave the city but 
there is no escape unless the passes of the Devil 
Mountains are open. The Frozen Wastes grow 
ever closer and threaten our fields. I fear for our 
very existence. Never more have we yearned for 
the return of our King.” I wonder what Wargs are? 
They sound very nasty. How would a king fix it?
Gamying paused for a moment and his eyes 
moved away from Manfred and sought out Simon 
and Jhamed. For a brief moment, he finally made 
eye contact with Simon. There is both hope and 
despair in his eyes. He turned again to Manfred. 
“Is it true, as I have heard rumoured, that Gil-
gamesh is reborn? Will you send the Great Hero 
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to aid us in our darkest hour? Please!” He sat 
down. The agony of his final plea hung in the air.    
Manfred stood briefly and scanned the room. He 
held each participant in brief eye contact before 
his gaze passed on. Patience; he seemed to 
say without speaking. All will be revealed in due 
course; we will hear all of the news first.
An elegant woman, who was surrounded by four 
heavily armed guards, stood and bowed low to 
Manfred. Her hair was long and dark. It flowed 
down her back like a mountain stream in spring-
time. A white flower, garlanded in her hair stood 
out in stark contrast, matching her alabaster skin. 
Her clothes were understated elegance, well-tai-
lored to suit her tall, slim frame. Simon’s first 
glance judged her to be a young beauty and his 
groin gave an involuntary response. As she stood 
erect again though, he realised she was much 
older, perhaps in her fifties. Simon shuddered. 
She’s old enough to be my grandmother, ugh.
“Greetings, Manfred and honoured guests. I am 
Rheanna of Rhakotis, custodian of the Great 
Library. Rhakotis, jewel of the Middle Sea, is the 
centre of academic excellence. For many years, 
our scholars have been studying fragments of the 
ancient texts that prophesy the end of FirstWorld 
in the Final Battle between Law and Chaos. 
Our studies suggest that there may be a way to 
prevent this. It involves the coming of a hero – 
the Everlasting Hero – who will lead us to a New 
Beginning, a new age if you will. He must wield 
the Sword. It must be found again.”
“I have brought with me many scrolls and I will 
present the results of our studies at the appropri-
ate time. My message now is one of hope. Rha-
kotis still stands, unaffected by the tribulations 
that affect the rest of the world. Our lighthouse 
shines as bright as ever, guiding the great trading 
ships that still dock in our port. We hear news, 
of course, and many of us begin to be fearful. It 
is said that bandits now frequent the Sumar to 
Erech road, but we saw nothing of them on our 
journey here, though we had a strong escort to 
guard us.” She bowed low to her guards. “Erech 
seemed uneasy and I too was glad to reach Tar. 
The land between the Great Rivers made me 
unwell – there is a feeling of death and decay 

there.” Her face was gaunt and her expression 
stark. She talks of hope but reflects despair. Her 
mood has affected the whole room, plunging it 
into gloom.
She sat. The words she had spoken made Si-
mon uneasy. They expect me to save them. How 
can I be the Hero? When she had mentioned 
the Sword, his left hand had begun to tingle, as 
if with pins and needles. A strange longing came 
over him and then was gone in an instant. My 
sword! I am missing a part of me. Where is my 
sword? Take a grip, Simon. I’ve never so much 
as held a sword. Was I searching for a sword in 
my dreams? I can’t remember.
His concentration restored, Simon saw that an-
other woman was now addressing the meeting. 
Simon did a double take. Bloody hell! She’s a 
Vulcan from Star Trek. She’s the spitting image of 
T’Pol from the old reruns of Enterprise. The wom-
an was slim and petite, with dark, short-cropped 
hair that highlighted her arching eyebrows, a thin 
nose, and pointed ears. She was wearing a full-
length body suit, in a strange glimmering mate-
rial, which hugged her lithe body. Simon felt the 
twinge in his groin again. One of his great fanta-
sies was getting off with T’Pol.
“I have answered your summons, Manfred, 
though I have little hope left. It is good to see 
you again, Elven Friend; it has been too many 
years since we have seen you in Elvenhome 
and shared bread and mead as the sun set over 
the Gardens of Eden. Rheanna speaks the truth 
when she tells of the decay in Eden. Whatev-
er the outcome of the Final Battle, it is terminal 
decay. The time of the elves is past. It is the time 
of humankind now, and the destiny of FirstWorld 
and the multiverse is in their hands. Still, we will 
provide whatever help and advice we can. But, I 
warn you, we look inwards now as we prepare for 
our final days.” The elven woman’s depression 
seemed to deepen the atmosphere of despair. 
She is so beautiful but so sad. I’d like to be able 
to cheer her up. 

Next time – The Council of the Wise continues. 
Will Simon find a way to cheer up Queen 
Ceridwen?
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Punkie Night is a Halloween type 
festival particular to rural Somer-
set, England. Lanterns are made 
from turnips rather than pump-
kins. Th e origins seem to be that 
lanterns were lit to light the way 
home for local men from a nearby 
festival which may have involved 
much drinking. Th e women stayed 
at home and, if they felt so inclined, 
lit lights so their menfolk could 
fi nd their way home. It tradition-
ally is held on the last Th ursday 
in October which places it near, 
or sometimes on the same day as, 
Halloween A traditional song is 
still sung.

It’s Punkie Night tonight
It’s Punkie Night tonight
Adam and Eve would not believe
It’s Punkie Night tonight
Give me a candle
Give me a light
If you haven’t got a candle
A penny’s all right.

In this story something else is 
returning home.

He came back He came by way 
of the lane that was shrouded by 
overhanging branches from both 
sides. He came into the south end 
of the village where the fi rst of the 
street lamps dispelled the darkness 
within the pyramid of light it cast. 
He rubbed the old penny in his 
pocket. 
First he passed by the bus shelter 

where a huddle of bodies was sharing 
sweet cider. He smelled three males 
and two females: young, but wanting 
to be older; as is the way of things. 
He went closer. None of them saw 
him. One plastic bottle lay empty 
on the fl oor. Another, half full, was 
being handed from the tallest of the 
males to the prettier of the two girls. 
Th e night air was cold, he knew rath-
er than felt, but the girl who pressed 
the bottle to her lips wore an open 
coat over a low cut top. Another of 
the males watched closely as she 
leant forward aft er tipping the bottle 
too high. Th e girl laughed as cider 
trickled down her chin. Th e bottle 
moved along to the other girl.
None of these, he thought, as he 
made his way. Th ere would be pain 
enough here, physical and emotional, 
before the night was done. He was 
not needed.
Next he saw a man and dog walking 
the grass verge in tethered combina-
tion. Th e dog was old; walking stiffl  y. 
Th e man was of middle years and 
the stench of cancer was about him. 
Th e dog would outlive its master. He 
wasn’t needed here either.
Light from the church hall cast its 
presence across the village green. 
Within, a woman in a clerical collar 
she had worked long to earn fi xed 
decorations ready for the party of 
light the next evening. None of her 
promised help had come; another 
nail in the coffi  n of her faith. He 
saw that only three children would 
come to her alternative to Hallow-
een, which was three more than she 

would ever give birth to. Here too, 
he was not needed.
From the cottage window that lay 
next to the road a young voice 
talked excitedly of ‘pumpkin night’ 
while her mother told her, for the 
third time, that she should go to 
bed. He would have smiled, if he 
could.
He went past the bigger houses 
with their designer lanterns and 
supermarket delivered pumpkins. 
He went past the building he re-
membered as the village pub. It was 
boarded up and sign off ered a lease 
on generous, perhaps desperate, 
terms.
Th e driveway was where he re-
membered. Fallen leaves hid most 
of the gravel. Th e tree he used to 
climb had been cut down and the 
front door of the house could be 
seen from the road. He went past 
the car parked carelessly half way 
along the drive. Th ere were two 
lights on in the house. Both showed 
from the ground fl oor. He sensed 
two people inside, where once he 
remembered a family of six. He saw 
no signs of life from the upstairs 
room that was once his.
Th ere were two women in the 
house. One was old, too old to 
manage stairs or wash or eat with-
out her visiting carer. Th e smell 
of decay was upon her. Th e other 
did not live here; a mother, eager 
to fulfi l her caring for pay for the 
night and return to her caring for 
love. Somewhere else, a child and 
its father were lighting candles to 
welcome her home. 
Here was where he was needed. 
Here was where he could cause the 
deepest loss.
Th e carer closed the door of the old 
house behind her. She pulled her 
coat around her but it off ered the 
wrong kind of protection. Between 
the house and the car her life and 
body evaporated into the night. He 
dropped the old penny onto the 
gravel where she had stood. 
He had come back. Th e price had 
been paid.
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The bar was old, worn down by year after year of 
neglect. Once an upmarket watering hole with a fine 
view over the shore and the waters beyond. But time 
had not been kind. The wood was age blackened and 
cracked, paint long since flaked away. The once pol-
ished rails around the bar were now scuffed and worn, 
dull metal, uncared for.  
 
The carpet around the booths was worn and ragged. 
Slightly damp underfoot, tugging at any shoe or boot 
that trod on it,with the aroma of stale beer and vomit. 
 
The few customers were much like the bar, old, worn 
out, ignored and on their last legs. 
 
The woman that strode into the bar was no regular 
here. Her heels clicked loudly on the cracked tiles 
before the bar, long, long legs leading to a simple black 
dress, severe, spartan, but the perfect black contrast 
with the almost glowing skin on her bare arms, shoul-
ders and neck.  
 
Her hair, a rich russet, framed a strong face, not a girl-
ish beauty but beautiful none the less. 
 
She glanced around with disdain and perhaps a touch 
of concern then turned to glare at the man who fol-
lowed her in. 
 
Of average height, almost a head shorter than the 
woman in her heels, he was older, wrinkles around his 

eyes marked his years, as did the touch of salt in his 
trimmed beard and the flashes of white at his temples. 
 
The man held a mobile in his hand and glanced at 
it. “No signal, no bars,” he looked at the barkeep, 
“phone?” 
 
The barkeep jerked his head across the room to an old 
style payphone beside the sign pointing to the toilets. 
 
The besuited man almost ran to the phone and quickly 
fed it coins, dialled a number. 
 
Seconds passed, he spoke quietly. Explaining a break-
down, a car not working, a long walk, a rundown bar 
on the waterfront. Then he hung up and turned to 
the woman. “He’s coming, he will bring some, hold it 
together Madeline.” 
 
The woman glared, anger flashing in her brown eyes. “I 
only agreed to come out tonight because of the prom-
ise he would have what I need. You know what will 
happen if, if I don’t get it, don’t get another dose.” 
 
The man answered. “Stay calm, hold it together. He will 
be here, we have time. Maybe a drink.” 
 
The woman glanced at the barkeep and at the rack of 
half empty bottles behind him. “Whiskey.” 
 
The barman poured, she drunk the shot in a single 



PAGE 47

gulp. “Another.” 
 
Outside the street lights began to come on, the twilight 
was fading to darkness, the sun long since down. 
 
Madeline stared at the gathering dark. “Call him again 
Zephram, NOW!” 
 
Zephram walked to the payphone and again fed it 
coins. He listened for half a minute. “It’s just ringing, 
stay calm Madeline, he’s coming as fast as he can.”  
 
The woman swallowed the second whiskey in a single 
gulp and gestured for another. The barman hesitated 
then poured a measure which she drunk straight away. 
Three whiskeys were not too much even for a woman 
but the tremble in her hands, the changes in her voice. 
He debated saying no then looked into her deep brown 
eyes and poured yet another. 
 
“Call him again Zephram, keep calling him. He has 
to get here, I need it now. NOW!” Her voice had risen 
and become deeper, a man’s growl rather than a wom-
an’s scream. 
 
The man called Zephram tried the payphone again but 
was out of change. He tried his mobile, walked across 
the bar then stopped by the window as a single bar 
flickered into life on the screen. 
 
Quickly he placed the call, speed dial, a friend or, may-
be, something else. 
 
Looking out through the window he could see the 
waves turn to silver and the froth along the shore glow 
white. Shadows in the bar grew sharper and darker. 
 
“Where are you, how long, do you have the serum?” 
His voice had the sound of desperation now. 
 
He shouted the answer over his shoulder, “He’s in the 
street now, just a few minutes.” 
 
Behind him he heard a gasp from the barman. The 
gentle clatter of high heels kicked across the tiles. 
A low growl, a woman’s voice but deep and in pain. 
Cracking and popping as bone and sinew stretched 

and changed. The ripping of cloth. 
 
The barman calling on Jesus for salvation. The remain-
ing few customers knocking over chairs and tables as 
they shouted and tried to flee. 
 
A deep grow. No longer a woman, no longer human. A 
million years of primal fear of the darkness froze every 
monkey in the bar. 
 
The full moon had risen. 
 
It was too late!
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(Inspired by real events. I 
thought if I turned it into a story 
I could fi nally get that image out 

of my head.)

It sat there, silent and disgust-
ing as I tried to keep it out of 
my mind. It had started out as 
a computer image, claiming to 
be a disease one got from using 
a certain type of shampoo but 
had quickly become a vomit-in-
ducing reality. It was a perfect 
sphere, green with grey specks 
in the numerous tiny holes it 
contained. I just wanted it gone.

“God why did I have to go and 
click on the Goddamn thing?”

Of course I got no response, 
because I was talking to myself.

I had to fi nd a way to get rid of 
it.

I’d begun having nightmares of 
this thing appearing on my fl esh 
in the shower over and over as 
fast as I could remove it with 
a plastic device that reminded 
me of a paint scraper. It would 
appear on my stomach, under 
my arms, behind my knees, on 
my genitals, on my feet ... it was 

disgusting!

I knew I’d already said it was dis-
gusting but I couldn’t really think 
of any other word to describe it.

“Nice one Thea, now you’re 
freaking yourself out.”

That was actually harder to do 
than I realized. Not much could 
make me feel like that, but that 
thing had managed it with incred-
ible ease.

“Rather deal with spiders than 
see that thing one more time.”

Which was a compelling argu-
ment for how mentally disturbing 
it was. I was not fond of spiders 
at all, so for me to prefer them 
to that was telling indeed. The 
problem was, I saw that thing ev-
ery time I closed my eyes. And it 
was beginning to make me rather 
nauseous. Sometimes I cursed 
having such a vivid imagination. 
But then again that was what 
made me such a good writer. I 
still had a hard time believing I 
was any good at all, but I blamed 
that on my upbringing. (I had no 
encouragement to write until my 
20s.)

“If I can’t get that image out of 
my head I’m gonna go nuts!”

I was afraid of it actually be-
coming physically real. I knew 
that was impossible but that just 
went to show how much it was 
affecting my thought processes. 
It had become so ingrained that 
I actually thought it was begin-
ning to make me want to throw 
up.

“Maybe a movie will help.”

So I put in one of my favourite 
movies and let it wash me away 
in the imagery. I went to bed 
that night feeling happy and 
positive I’d gotten it out of my 
head. There were no disturbing 
images in my dreams; I’d suc-
cessfully replaced that gross 
picture with something soothing 
and relaxing. I woke up feeling 
absolutely fantastic and threw 
off the covers to get up and 
start my day then I looked down 
at my feet.

There was a putrescent green 
globe with grey specks in the 
millions of microscopic holes on 
top of my left foot. 
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Chapter 6

Th e man had continued to deny any knowledge of any-
thing for several minutes as the two constables, who 
had escorted him into the tea room, ignored him.

Th en Peck came in and sat down.

He put the photograph on the table and pushed it clos-
er to the man.

“You have seen this or one like it, where and when?”

“What? No, not in my life. Never seen it before, on me 
mum’s grave I swear. Never seen em before.”

Peck leaned closer to the man. “Th em?”

Th e man started to stutter. “ No no, I, I meant, meant 
it. Never seen it before. Not them, not them, never 
seen any before.”

Peck looked the quivering man in the eye. “Th ree 
murders, nasty, arms torn off , legs torn off . Hanging 
for sure,”

“What, murders, no, not me. Th at was rats, they said 
in the papers it was rats, not me, I never did nothing, I 
didn’t touch them.”

Peck paused before speaking. “You said them again.”

It took ten minutes and a cup of strong police tea to 
calm the man down, he was clearly terrifi ed and he 
seemed less afraid of Sergeant Peck than he was of 
someone else which was unusual to say the least.

It turned out that Jasper Hadley, thief, pickpocket, 

petty criminal, had seen about thirty such barrels not 
a week ago. Being unloaded from a horse drawn dray. 
Th ey had been exactly as shown on the photograph 
and those doing the unloading had been men of the 
deep Somerset villages by manner and dress.

Petty thief that he was, Hadley had wandered a little 
closer to see what else was on the dray, small metal 
kegs, while unusual, were hardly something he could 
pocket easily. So he had been close enough to overhear 
one of the men unloading tell another that these were 
all for Captain Aldrect at the Orchard Tavern.

Aft er that he had been chased away by one of the men 
at the dray and in the process had seen the man’s face, 
behind the up turned collar and pulled down hat. 
Th e sight had shocked and terrifi ed him and though 
he would not describe exactly what he had seen even 
remembering the sight left  him shaking.

Th e man had been given another cup of tea and sent 
on his way. Peck and Townsend spoke aft er he had left . 

“Orchard Tavern, down the Orchard lane. Bad district 
Peck, not a place to visit at night.”

Sergeant Peck glanced out the window, it was now fully 
dark.

“Tomorrow then. I’ll talk to the Inspector in the morn-
ing. I’ll be wantin’ a few of the lads as well. Constable 
Clark and a couple more, good lads, handy if it gets 
rough, Oh and a few items from the store room, you 
know the sort of things I mean. “

Townsend nodded. “I can sort you a few lads and I’ll 
have a rummage at the back for you. I’ll have ‘em ready 
for eight.”
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Peck nodded and made his way out of the still crowded 
station to walk home.

Orchard land. Th e worst part of the city, populated 
mostly by those Somerset hicks and yokels. Even the 
gangs kept clear of that place. If there was ever a place 
that seemed right for those giant rats to have come 
from. Orchard lane was it.

I woke with the dawn, the songs of birds and the steady 
increase in traffi  c outside my window.

My fourth day in hospital, or was it my fi ft h. Good 
grief I was losing track of the days for some reason. It 
must be the monotony of being in a hospital.

I counted the days and came to fi ve. Five entire days 
trapped here. I was frustrated by my injuries,  frustrat-
ed  by my inability to do anything. As a test I moved 
my legs. My right calf was sore and the stitches felt 
tight, my left  knee was aching.

I lay back for some minutes, enjoying the peace and 
quiet but aware of a need, a nagging desire for, some-
thing. Yes of course, I hadn’t taken any of the powder 
yet, it was medicine aft er all. For the pain.

I mixed a heaped spoonful and drank it down, then 
settled back to relax in the peace of the early morning.

I was awakened again by a knocking on the door. By 
the light from the window I must have slept at least an 
hour and now I felt a little sluggish, my thoughts slow 
and unfocused.

I struggled upright and waved sergeant Peck into the 
room.

“Reckon I may have something sir. Th em kegs, about 
thirty of ‘em. By way of some lads from the small vil-
lages. Delivered to a Captain Aldrect care of the Or-
chard tavern, Orchard lane.”

“Good job Sergeant. Orchard lane, that sounds familiar 
for some reason. Why have I heard of it?”

Sergeant Peck considered for a few seconds. “Not sure 
sir, not one of the cases we have worked together. Nas-
ty part of town to be honest, not the place a gentleman 
such as yourself would be seen dead.”

It was at this moment that Mrs Winpole arrived with 
this morning’s breakfast.

I sent the sergeant to the station to collect a wagon and 
return to collect me in an hour, which would give me 
time to eat and dress properly.

Breakfast was to Mrs Winpole’s usual standards and 
she had bought a copy of the Times as well so I was 
able to read while enjoying the delights of her cooking.

It was with a start that I realised considerable time had 
passed. Was I losing track of the hours as well as the 
days. I had fi nished and she had departed and I had 
not even noticed.

I used the chamber pot, shaved and started to dress 
myself when I nearly fell. My knee was not painful but 
it had collapsed under me when I stood. Aft er strap-
ping on the brace I found that I could stand and walk 
with a tolerable limp.

As I was leaving one of the nurses asked me where I 
thought I was going. She clearly did not believe I was 
just getting some fresh air and walked off  quickly to 
fetch a doctor. I hurried as fast as I could, given my 
limp, and made it to the main doors and out without 
being caught.

Sergeant Peck was waiting with a wagon and, as I care-
fully climbed the steep step at the back to get inside, 
helping hands came out of the gloom. Th ere were three 
other constables in the back, I recognized Constable 
Clark and the other two were tall and heavy set men 
with several scars and a broken nose to indicate they 
were not averse to a fi ght when duty called for it.

Th e trip across town was brief, most traffi  c got out of 
the way of a police wagon and those who thought to 
try their luck were greeted by the unsmiling face of 
Sergeant Peck. A few gentlemen’s carriages that felt 
themselves to have right of way were persuaded oth-
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erwise by a shout of “Police Business, make way for 
inspector Th orn.

Having my name of the front of the local papers not a 
few days ago was most advantageous at times.

Sergeant Peck had suggested we leave the wagon and 
the three constables at the top of Tanners lane, fi ve of 
us would doubtless have set every ruffi  an in the area 
running to hide so I agreed that this would be a good 
idea. Th ey could respond quickly to the sound of a po-
lice whistle or to a shot from my police issue revolver.

Th e tavern was tucked away in the middle of Orchard 
lane, right in the middle of a twisted network of al-
leys and narrow roads that had come to be called the 
Orchards. Right on the edge of the river, at low tide the 
orchards ran alongside the muddy bank, at high tide 
the water was no more than a few feet from the walls of 
the buildings.

At one time this place may even have been orchards 
but it was hard to think of lines of trees heavy with 
fruit while looking at the tight packed crumbling 
buildings.

Th e edge of the orchards was easy to see, all the build-
ings in this part of the city were as run down as each 
other, the cobbles no more than patches and the streets 
and alleys thick with dirt, rubbish or other less pleas-
ant debris.

But there was a line. A gap if you will, were the people 
from the surrounding streets did not stand, did not 
cross. A wide, empty area. Even the houses either side 
of that line were abandoned and boarded up.

Inspector and sergeant walked down the length of Tan-
ners lane to the very bottom where it turned towards 
the river and became orchard lane. All the way down 
Tanners lane hard eyes had studied the Inspector, not-
ing the quality of his suit and coat, judging his wealth. 
Th e fact that he was police would not have slowed 
these killers for an instant.

But the man walking behind him, shorter and ill 
dressed, he gave them pause. 

Inspector Th orn was not known to the men of the 
streets but Sergeant Peck was and so the hard eyed 
men stood and watched and did not move.

Th e two men walked across that unmarked line and 
entered Orchard lane. 

Th ere were less people standing along Orchard lane 
and those that did kept back, beside the alleys or in the 
shadows. All wore long coats, collars turned up and 
hats pulled down. Th e clothing was shabby and dirty 
but patched and whole. Nothing could be seen of these 
people aside from the odd glimpse of wide eyes or thin 
lipped mouths. 

Th e Orchard Tavern was unmarked, no sign hung 
outside but the sound of many voices and the smell of 
stale beer and other more unpleasant odours sur-
rounded it.

Th e doorway was low, crudely made beams of wood 
surrounding an ugly looking door that was none the 
less a good inch of oak. Th e windows were tiny and 
covered in generations of dirt, the only light within 
came from the open door and a few small lamps 
hanging from the low beams.

I ducked low and stepped into the shadow fi lled 
building, as I did so I felt a chill on my neck, inside the 
tavern it was noticeably cooler than the lane had been. 

Sergeant Peck stepped quickly through the doorway 
close behind me and stood beside and a little in front 
of me, judging by the set of his shoulders he thought 
this place had trouble written on the walls in large 
letters.

Inside the tavern it took long seconds for my eyes to 
adjust to the lack of light but slowly I could make out 
more details than just tables and the shapes of men 
sitting at them.

Voices that had fallen silent when we entered started 
again, at fi rst no more than whispers then quickly 
rising to a more normal volume.

Th e accents were of deepest Somerset, from the low-
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lands, the fens and the tiny villages along the north of 
the country along the coast.

Th e men of the levels kept to themselves and other folk 
had learned not to bother them or intrude on their 
land.

I kept one hand in my coat pocket resting on my 
revolver, I didn’t have dealings with the men of the 
levels but I had heard of them. Th ey had a villainous 
and unsavoury reputation and I intended to take no 
chances.

Clannish, suspicious people. Seldom seen in the city 
and then only along the docks. Th ey spoke with gruff  
voices, slurring their words and oft en using words and 
phrases that did not seem to be English.

As my eyes became used to the gloom I noticed how 
many of the men in the tavern seemed to be related to 
each other, alike enough to be cousins. Or more likely, 
looking at the sallow skin, the bulging eyes and thin 
lipped mouths, they were the product of too many 
marriages between brothers and sisters. An unhealthy 
looking lot to be sure.

 I walked toward the back of the room where planks set 
upon upright barrels marked the bar and the sallow 
faced wretch that no doubt ran this place.

“I am looking for Captain Aldrect, I am told he is to be 
found here.”

“Never ‘erd of ‘im.” Th e barkeep slurred his words in 
the manner of the yokels of deepest Somerset

“Captain Aldrect, where is he?”

Th e barkeep shrugged his shoulders that seemed oddly 
misshapen beneath the fi lthy jacket he wore, he turned 
away as if to ignore me then froze as the loud crack of 
wood on wood came from close by.

Sergeant Peck had rapped his lucky club on the planks 
that made up the bar and the barkeep looked down at 
the club, then quickly to Peck’s face, then back to the 
club. It was hard to read an expression on his face, he 

was clearly related to every other man in the room but 
he certainly acted as if he were, concerned, worried, 
maybe even afraid.

Th e bar keep gestured to another man who sat nearby 
to come close and quickly whispered something, I 
could barely hear what was said and did not under-
stand it, perhaps some dialect of Somerset but it 
sounded like nothing so much as hissing and croaking 
rather than good English.

Th e messenger walked quickly to a staircase half 
hidden in the gloom and climbed the steps, his gait 
odd, as if he had bad knees or hips. Perhaps another 
result of all the inbreeding I could see sign of on every 
face around me.

No more than a minute later he came back down the 
stairs and waved for me to ascend. Th e steps seemed 
oddly greasy and with my knee I took them carefully, I 
had no wish to fall in front of the men who watched so 
carefully. Not from embarrassment, I had no idea why 
they feared Sergeant Peck but I planned to use that fear 
and to do nothing to weaken it. Such as falling on my 
backside in front of them.

Upstairs was a little lighter, the windows up here had 
less dirt and I could see several small tables and one 
larger, a long narrow table with fi ve fi gures seated 
behind it.

Th e smallish fi gure at one end of this table waved us 
over and looked at Peck.

“Sergeant Peck, we know you. We not fear you here. 
We not fear Godslayer.”

Ah that explained it, these deluded fools were perhaps 
more of the same that we had fought in the warehouse, 
faking rituals and proclaiming some misshapen beast 
to be their god. Well the good sergeant had killed the 
last one we met so that would explain the fear.

“Sergeant Peck, the photograph if you please.”

Once it was produced I placed it on the table in front 
of the fi ve fi gures. Th e one who had spoken seemed 
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younger and less inbred, three of the others shared the 
look of those downstairs. Th e fi ft h and last seemed 
larger but sat hunched under a long coat and hood, his 
face and hands hidden within the voluminous cloth.

“I am looking for these, I am told that Captain Aldrect 
is the owner.”

“Nooo”, the voice came from the completely hidden 
fi gure, the voice harsh and rasping.

“You look for the monsssster, killer of mensssss.”

“What if I do, would you know where to fi nd it?”

Th e hidden fi gure leaned sideways and the youth 
stretched across the table so that their faces were very 
close together. Th ey spoke at length, their words quiet 
and impossible to understand, the same hissing and 
croaking dialect of the men downstairs.

Th en the hidden fi gure sat back and the youth turned 
toward us.

“Th e captain says he knows where it is, what you hunt. 
Very dangerous, it hunts us, takes our cargo, takes the 
‘bthnk hupadgh shogg, the, the, the kegs you seek. It is 
old enemy, old warrior, from war long before. Big, 
strong, tall”

Th e youth held one of his hands well above his head to 
indicate height; perhaps seven feet or a little more then 
he stretched his arms out sideways to indicate shoul-
ders far wider than his own.

“It hunts, takes kegs, kills for fun. Kills many more 
unless you end it. Is on ship, lairs on ship. Takes kegs. 
Words say rats, no. Rats come from ‘bthnk, rats not 
kills. It kills. You stop, you kill, Godslayer kills.”

Th e youth spoke carefully as if he had diffi  culty saying 
the words, clearly lacking in even the most basic 
education. Th e more I came to see of these deep 
Somerset men the more I came to be disgusted that 
such savage and primitive men should exist in Britain 
of all places.
“Where is this monster, where is its lair and this ship?”

Th e youth tried to explain but struggled over street 
names and aft er several minutes I grew exasperated.

“Can you draw a map, a picture?”

He nodded and I pulled a page from my note book and 
passed him both paper and the half pencil I had 
obtained from the hospital.

He scribbled a crude picture, taking his time and 
clearly fi nding the task diffi  cult.

Finally he fi nished and slid the messy collection of 
lines and marks back toward us. It meant absolutely 
nothing to me but Sergeant Peck leant forward and 
took a closer look. He then pointed at a spot on the 
squiggles and asked “Th is is us?”

Th e youth nodded.

“You know where this is sergeant?”

“Yes sir, these would be the warehouses south of the 
docks. Th is is the alley between the old coal store and 
the Belkin Imports warehouse. Odd though, I’d swear I 
walked past there a hundred times and that alley is a 
dead end.”

“Good. Captain it would be best for all concerned that 
you have told the truth here.”

He said nothing and did not move. Th en he slid one 
arm across the desk, his hand hidden within the folds 
of his sleeve. When he withdrew his arm he had left  a 
key behind, large and ancient looking, the metal was 
darkened with rust or wear and looked crudely made 
but when I picked it up I could see the teeth of the key 
were sharp edged and clean. Well used.

I had had enough of this place and these people and 
wanted to breathe the clean air of the city again. Well 
away from the Orchards and the most unwholesome 
people that lived there.

Our trip back to the police wagon was fortunately 
uneventful and quick.
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by K.M. Herkes
PART II

The next few days brought depar-
ture no closer. With apologies and 
regrets, Linnea began to call in the 
debts owed to her, but her custom-
ers paid what they could afford, 
a few pennies at a time. A week 
passed before she collected enough 
to begin closing accounts with her 
own suppliers.  
That raised eyebrows, as did the 
bargain prices she charged for her 
remaining merchandise. As blank 
spaces grew like white mould on 
her shelves, as her trunks and bar-
rels emptied, the curiosity of her 
customers increased. Linnea let the 
questions slide off a shell of frosty 
politeness. Rumors twined back to 
her along the gossip grapevine; she 
had come into a fortune in foreign 
lands, she missed the excitement 
of caravan life, she had heard news 
that some crime was about to catch 
up to her. The last rumor amused 
her least, since it was uncomfort-
ably near the truth. 
Cutting financial and social ties 
was painfully difficult, but she had 
anticipated those challenges. She 
had not forseen how troublesome 
her apprentices would be. She tried 
to wean the circle of casual stu-
dents by refusing to open her doors 
after dark, so they started visiting 
during business hours when she 
had to admit them. They would 
not be put off, and Linnea found 
herself noting how fearful and tired 

they were looking. She started to feel 
guilty about abandoning them. They 
sounded more desperate than ever in 
the past. 
The twinges of shame were easily 
smothered by the weight of truth; 
no one was indispensible.  She was 
grasping at reasons to stay, but it was 
vanity. Shandra was notably absent 
from all the comings and goings, as 
were the older journeymen. Linnea 
saw that as proof enough that no one 
would miss her for long. 
A little of the guilty remorse re-
mained. When five apprentices 
invited her to an unoffical farewell 
party on the day she officially closed 
down her shop, she appeased them 
with an acceptance..They assured 
her that no one would object. All the 
masters and most of the journeymen 
were working late, eagerly awaiting 
the power flux from a true lunar 
conjunction. 
Getting into the schola didn’t require 
much sneaking. Linnea walked right 
in. A chill passed over her as she 
passed through the moonshadow 
of the schola gates. The sensation 
became a bone-deep ache that would 
last until she quit the grounds. It was 
a familiar pain, reminding her of the 
reasons she had rejected magic once 
already in her life. 
Eleven years had passed since she 
last stepped within the heavily ward-
ed confines of any schola. Eleven 
years since she had slunk away in 
disgrace from Geferell’s respected 
walls, taking her bruised ego  and her 
master’s cloak to the tent of a cara-
vaneer who was seeking a partner. 

Eleven profitable, satisfying years, 
full of travel and discovery. She had 
made a good life for herself.
So why, Linnea wondered, did 
entering Haresford schola make 
her feel as dull and clumsy as an 
apprentice again? The rebellion of 
her body against magic-harnessed 
essence was familiar, but not the 
hollow pressure of apathy that grew 
with every step she took. She had 
not felt so depressed and numbed 
since the night after her master’s 
investiture.
Her shadows walked before her 
across the school courtyard, al-
ready overlapping as the moons 
neared their meeting. She sternly 
reminded herself that a merchant 
lived by her word. Leaving was not 
an option. Attending the party was 
an obligation, even if she was in no 
mood to celebrate. The door to the 
main hall opened at her approach, 
sensing her aura. A waiting pair of 
apprentices proudly marched her 
through their domain.
All scholas were built on similar 
plans, a tradition governed by 
the magical demands of warding 
stone and wood. The scale of this 
building were certainly limiting 
its growth.  The empty classrooms 
looked cramped, the library had 
outgrown its shelves, and the halls 
felt oppresively filled by their own 
darkness.  Even the gaping stairwell 
to the basement kitchens and laun-
dries seemed smaller than it should 
be. Shadows within the entrance 
lapped at the stone walls, sucking at 
the edges of the apprentices’ mage-
lights.
Linnea glanced quickly away, re-
calling too many long hours spent 
scrubbing by hand what others 
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had spelled clean in minutes. The 
depression suddenly  angered her. 
She was no homeless apprentice 
here, accepted through curiosity 
about her handicap, nor the master 
she had become, jeered by her stu-
dents and denigrated by her peers. 
Here in Haresford she was a guest. 
However little she might deserve 
the generosity, it would be rude to 
accept it with bad grace.
Her escort led her up narrow stairs 
to the student dormitories, beneath 
the master’s quarters and private 
labs.  Their steps slowed until they 
shuffled along as if they were going 
to a funeral rather than a party, and 
their eyes flashed sidelong at Lin-
nea as they walked. She wondered 
if her dreary mood was affecting 
them, but surely not. If her face 
were so easily read, she would have 
starved her first year as a trader.
The door to the dormitory hall 
opened, and Linnea forgot her 
puzzlement as a small mob of stu-
dents—both apprentices and jour-
neymen—cheered  and clapped.  
The size of the crowd stunned her. 
They seated her on a bed festooned 
with streamers and paid court with 
giggles and jokes. Bright lights 
banished the darkness to the cor-
ners, and the silence was filled by 
laughter. The warmth of hugs and 
shy farewell kisses replaced Lin-
nea’s memories of empty loneliness. 
Small gifts were pressed on her, 
until simple amulets and herbal 
sachets and tiny carvings pooled in 
her lap like a stack of snowballs.
Memory provided Linnea with 
names for only half the faces pres-
ent, but as she watched them with 
each other, she began to realize that 
she had been tutoring the best and 

the brightest Haresford sheltered. 
Then Shandra appeared, a dark spot 
of dignity in the jostling flock, and 
the focus of some uncertainty among 
the apprentices. Linnea met her eyes 
with a sinking heart, expecting tears 
or questions she could not answer, 
but Shandra barely had time to hand 
Linnea a small book engraved with 
runes before someone pulled her 
away to help with an uncooperative 
keg. 
Food had been smuggled from the 
kitchens; small cakes and cheese 
and popped corn, with cider and 
watered ale that even the youngest 
apprentices were allowed. Some of 
them became a bit noisy and tipsy, 
and as the evening wore on, the party 
split into smaller clumps, as parties 
often did. Linnea set aside her icy, 
uncomfortable presents and presided 
over the festivities from the sidelines. 
Gossip and spirited argument flowed 
around her unheeded, and her wea-
riness caught up with her. She didn’t 
want to cause a fuss by leaving such 
a happy atmosphere. She closed her 
eyes to rest them a moment, full of 
good food and good feelings.

Sleep brought discomforting, restless 
dreams, and she opened her eyes to 
the sight of a clump of people at the 
door. It looked like every student in 
the school was in the apprentice hall 
now. The loudest voice rose from the 
center of the crowd in a near-hyster-
ical cry: “I said  he’s gone. We both 
saw it. We were sneaking trays back 
to the pantry, and he disapeared!”
“Into a shadow?” The question was 
asked in a voice flat with disbelief.
“Yes!” That was Guthrie’s high reedy 
voice. “Close the door! Can’t you see 
it?”

The darkness in the hall shimmered 
over the children’s heads. Someone 
slammed the doors shut.  Complete 
silence fell, then shattered into 
fragments of excited commentary. “ 
… like Reyja last month. I told you 
… what if it’s … didn’t care when it 
only took dogs, but … ”
Linnea cut through the babble with 
a voice trained to shout over desert 
winds. “What in the name of Beral’s 
ninth hell is going on?”
The crowd split apart, then re-
formed around her. In front were 
Guthrie and a curly-haired girl who 
wore a shiny new journeyman’s 
badge. The pair looked frazzled and 
yet oddly calm. Their hair was wild,  
and their clothes disarranged, but 
their faces were empty of emotion. 
The hysterics had already passed, 
leaving behind numbness.
No one quite touched them, as if 
sensing a taint that might spread. 
“Well?” Linnea asked. Everyone an-
swered at once, flotsam of informa-
tion floating in a sea of confusion. 
Linnea waited for the tide to ebb, 
then sifted through the detritus. 
Her head started to ache. She said, 
“You’re telling me that a master, 
five journeymen and dozens of pets 
have been eaten by a monster over 
the last few months, and now it’s 
eaten an apprentice right in front of 
someone?”
 Heads bobbed energetically.
“It was the Well-Thing,” said the 
curly-haired girl. “It sucked Falis 
into a hole.”
“It ate him, Marena,” Guthrie’s cor-
rection sounded hollow. “Just like 
it ate Master Forten. What should 
we do, Linny? We were never sure 
before—there were always reasons, 
explanations, but now—we told 
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the masters, but they didn’t believe 
us. What if they still won’t believe? 
Please. You have to help us.”
 A parade of sensible explanations 
marched through Linnea’ mind. 
Journeymen often bolted after their 
promotions, chickens fell to rac-
coons, cats hid, dogs ran away. She 
still accepted the rational explana-
tions with half her mind, but she 
also felt the heaviness in the air, 
saw the darkness pooling in the 
corners of the room. Her imagina-
tion could not be manufacturing it 
all - and her imagination had cer-
tainly not made a boy disapperar. It 
was easy to believe that something 
was deeply, dangerously wrong 
with this schola.
It was almost too easy. The ring of 
expectant faces awaited her judg-
ment. She said, “If this a prank on 
your old teacher, I will make you 
regret it.”
The protests were too varied, and 
too desperate, to be passed off as 
acting.  Linnea sighed. “All right 
then, you believe in this Well-Thing 
. Someone tell me, exactly what is 
it?”
“I told you weeks ago, Linny.” Shan-
dra moved forward through the 
throng as she spoke, until she was 
gazing somberly down at Linnea. 
“It’s a demon that creeps from the 
schola’s well at night and tracks 
down lazy students by the excess 
essence in their auras. Some say it 
also drains blood or life force. If it 
is real, if it is stalking its prey here 
tonight, then confronting it would 
be the responsibility of the schola’s 
masters.”
The rebuke stung. Linnea had 
assumed no authority; he had only 
agreed to take the story seriously. 

“Then by all means,” she said dryly, 
“Roust your peers  from their beds 
and enlist their help. I think the 
threat is real, don’t you?”
Haresford’s newest, youngest and 
lowest-ranked master tried out her 
best glare. Linnea glared placidly 
back
Shandra looked away first. “First, no 
one’s asleep. Everyone with lab space 
is working the moon essence, which 
means that second, my interruption 
wouldn’t be appreciated. Third—” 
the glare wavered. “I doubt they’d 
believe me alone, even now. And that 
frightens me.”
Linnea barely heard the last sentence. 
Some part of her mind urged her 
to flee. You’re leaving town in the 
morning. Don’t get entangled. Let 
the masters kill their own magical 
pest. Escape while you can. Another 
part — not her conscience, but her 
common sense — doubted that she 
could leave safely. When she had 
arrived, the hallway shadows had 
been lapping at her feet. She had no 
desire to tempt them to show their 
teeth now.
The smart choice was to help, if she 
could. “Where would Master Maclin 
be tonight? Can we get to his lab?”
Some of the apprentices tittered. 
Shandra rolled her eyes. “He re-
signed his position a week ago and 
split up his classes. He’s been sulking 
in his rooms ever since. The quorum 
will probably revoke his privileges at 
the next meeting. Why?”  
“I think we should visit him, you 
and I.” Linnea rose, brushing cake 
crumbs from her shirt. “I have an 
apology to make, and I have reason 
to think he’ll believe us. It’s a step.”
Shandra looked warily at the door. 
“Do we dare risk the halls?”

“I wouldn’t,” Linnea said. There 
were other ways to travel. “Can 
you jump us there? You know the 
destination.”
Apprentices and journeymen alike 
began to protest being deserted 
to their own fates. Linnea raised a 
hand and stilled them. “Those of 
you who know the spells, ward this 
room as heavily as you can. Lay-
er them like an onion, weakest to 
strongest, and don’t set foot outside 
it until we return with help, as you 
value your souls.”
Once she was certain that the 
order would be taken seriously, she 
nodded to Shandra. “When you’re 
ready.”
The young mage raised her hands 
to the intiation pose. “Behind me, 
please. Hands on my shoulders.”
A knot of foreboding tightened 
under Linnea’ ribs as she complied.  
The spell would work. She was 
not worried about that. She knew 
from experience that she could be 
passively wrapped in a jump spell, 
as long as it did not center on her. 
Interaction with magic was not 
impossible for her, it was simply 
difficult and personally unpleasant.
The torturous magical route of a 
transport always battered Linnea’s 
senses with stinks, flashing lights, 
and deafening noise. She braced 
herself for the usual nauseating 
trip through icy pain and disori-
entation. This time, though, a new 
kind of chaos snatched at her in the 
instant after the dormitory 
disappeared. Tentacles of 
smoke and frigid darkness 
yanked her sideways into limbo.
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Wendy’s Pumpkin
By Thea Gilchrist

“Let’s go Daddy, I wanna go get a pumpkin for Hal-
loween!” � e little girl’s joy was infectious. She’d been 
waiting to go pumpkin picking since the beginning of 
October. Her father laughed and swung her around in a 
circle.

“Okay Wendy you little munchkin, get your coat and 
shoes on. We have to get Mommy from work � rst, then 
we’ll go. All right?”

“Okay Daddy.”

And she put her shoes on before reaching up to get her 
jacket o�  the hook they put at mid-level in the closet for 
easy reach. He watched her for a moment and smiled. 
She looked more like her mother every day. Blond hair, 
blue eyes and incredibly intelligent. She didn’t get in 
trouble at school like he used to, thank goodness. She 
turned around and he had to laugh. “You forgot to tie 
your shoes, punkin.”

She sat down right there and tied them up. She was six 
going on seven, but some days she acted so much older. 
Today was one of those days. When she was ready he 
held out his hand and they walked out to the car togeth-
er. Fall had come and it was gorgeous. � e leaves were 
steadily going from green to brown, red and yellow and 
they were falling in a wonderful cascade that made any-
one stop and watch.

“Hold out your hand Wendy and see what happens.”

Wendy put her hand out and as she watched, a red leaf 
went ker-plop in her hand. “Wow Daddy, did you see 
that?” Her father smiled and held out his hand too. He 
caught an orange leaf with a caterpillar attached to it, 
so he carefully set it down then held his hand out again. 
Another orange leaf fell into his outstretched palm and 
he smiled. � ey got in the car, Wendy in the booster seat 
in back, and he put their leaves in the change tray.

“I have to agree with you punkin, it’s the perfect day to 
go pumpkin picking.”

Wendy giggled behind her hands as they drove. � e trip 
to her mother’s o�  ce building was nice and quiet. All 
around them, the leaves gently coasted down from the 
trees to rest on the ground wherever they fell. � ose 
tasked with raking them up o�  the lawns waved to pass-
ing tra�  c and got waves and greetings in return. It was 
a friendly place to be and Wendy’s dad Mike was glad 
they’d chosen to live there. He pulled up and his wife 
Terry came bursting out the doors with a huge smile on 
her face.

“Look Daddy, Mommy’s happy to see us!”

And she was. Mike got out of the car and she hugged 
him tightly then opened the back door for her briefcase. 
Wendy got a big hug and a raspberry on the side of her 
neck that made her giggle. Terry got in the front seat and 
fastened her seat belt. “So where are we o�  to today?”

“We are going to the pumpkin patch. Little Miss Giggles 
back there wants to get the Halloween pumpkin today.”

Terry laughed and Mike drove straight to the pumpkin 
patch. It was full of pumpkins in all shapes and sizes, 
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and there were people milling around, laughing and just 
having fun. � ey went in together, Wendy holding her 
parents’ hands, and called out to those they knew. � e 
pumpkin farmer li� ed a hand in greeting and Wendy 
smiled at him. He smiled back and li� ed his cap to her. 
Everyone in town knew Old Mr Kingsley.

“You folks can go check out the back there, not much 
tra�  c there.”

Mike smiled. “� ank you Mr Kingsley.”

� ey made their way to the back of the pumpkin patch 
and Terry saw why he’d sent them there. Some of the 
most beautiful pumpkins were growing there, nestled in 
among their leaves and branches like they had a habit of 
doing.

“Oh Mike, these are beautiful!”

Mike agreed with Terry. “� ey sure are. Come on. Let’s 
see if we can � nd one we can agree on.”

� ey prowled up and down the rows of pumpkins look-
ing for just the right one and Wendy was so awestruck 
by it all she tripped. But she didn’t cry. She got up and 
brushed the dirt o�  her clothes then looked up.

“Oh wow!”

She walked right up to the most unusual pumpkin in the 
patch and put one hand on it. � is one was unusual be-
cause the skin was blue instead of the customary orange. 
Mike and Terry didn’t know they’d been separated until 
they heard her calling for them.

“I think I found our pumpkin!”

� ey looked at each other, then encouraged her to call 
out until they found her. When they did, the � rst thing 
Terry saw was the blue pumpkin. She had the same re-
action to it that Wendy did. She walked up to it and put 
her hand on it. She could have sworn she felt a heartbeat 
under her palm. But likely it was just her pulse again.

“What do you think Mike? Shall we have a blue-skinned 
pumpkin this year?”

Mike studied the pumpkin and took an immediate dis-
like to the pumpkin Wendy found. He put his hand on it 
like they had and his dislike faded away. But it didn’t go 
away entirely. It was more of a nagging sense of unease 
than any other feeling, but that didn’t stop him from 
whole-heartedly agreeing with them.

“You two stay here, I’ll go get Mr Kingsley so he can 
harvest our pumpkin for us.”

Wendy giggled and agreed. Mike loped o�  to � nd old Mr 
Kingsley and the old man was rather bemused until he 
saw the pumpkin. � ere it was plain as day, sitting there 
among its orange counterparts. 

“Well I’ll be donkey licked. First time I’ve seen a pump-
kin with a blue skin in my patch! Tell you what. Since it’s 
not an orange one I’ll only charge you half.”

Mike gladly handed over the $5 pumpkin fee instead of 
the usual $10. October was peak for pumpkins so Mr 
Kingsley had low prices. Every other month it was $20 a 
pumpkin. But they were huge so it was worth the money.

“I brought the wheelbarrow so we can get it to your car 
without anyone hurting themselves. Just let me cut the 
stem and get it out of the patch here.”

Mr Kingsley expertly separated the pumpkin from the 
vine and rolled it up into the wheelbarrow, an old-fash-
ioned wood one so the pumpkins wouldn’t get cut or 
bruised. � en he put Wendy in beside the pumpkin and 
wheeled it to their car. Terry heard the so�  exclamations 
as the other families saw the blue pumpkin in Mr King-
sley’s wheelbarrow. Mike popped the lid on the trunk 
and Terry held Wendy while he and Mr Kingsley put the 
pumpkin in place.

“You folks have yourselves a great Halloween and I’ll see 
you for � anksgiving in about two weeks or so, okay?”

“You bet Mr Kingsley. Have a good Halloween yourself.”

“I sure enough will, Mr Patterson.”

Mike closed the trunk and they took their blue beauty 
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home. Wendy wanted it put in the closet near the walk-
in freezer so it’d stay cool. � ey agreed.

“� is way you won’t have to hurt yourself bringing it up 
from the basement like last year.”

Mike laughed at the grin on Terry’s face and they washed 
up before starting supper. Before bed, Wendy put her 
hand on the pumpkin again and placed a gentle kiss on 
the skin near the stem. “Good night, Mr Pumpkin ... 
sweet dreams.”

� ey humoured her a lot of the time because most of 
the time her silliness was harmless. She knew pumpkins 
couldn’t talk but she was still young.

A few days later Wendy became quite ill. � ere had 
been a � u outbreak at her school so they assumed she’d 
gotten the � u. For over a week there was no so�  touch or 
kiss for the pumpkin. Terry came down one day before 
bed and ran her hand over the top of the pumpkin. She 
found herself talking to it but couldn’t stop herself.

“Wendy isn’t here for a while, she’s very sick. We went 
to see her at the hospital this morning and she was 
coherent long enough to ask me to come down and put 
my hand on you until she could come home. � e doctor 
doesn’t know if she’ll be okay before Halloween, but I 
promised I’d bring her pictures a� er we gave you a face 
so she could see it if she’s not home by then.”

She traced a heart with her � ngertip then wrote the 
name Wendy before sighing and going up to bed. � e 
pumpkin trembled in its resting place then the blue 
colouring turned red for a second.

� e silence around the house without Wendy was deaf-
ening. Every night a� er Mike had gone to bed Terry 
would come down and talk to the pumpkin. She’d trace 
a heart, write out Wendy’s � rst name with her � ngertip 
and go up to bed herself. And every night a� er she le�  
the pumpkin would � ash red.

� en the day came when Terry just sat there without say-
ing anything. Her hand rested on the pumpkin and she 
wept. � e pumpkin heard her sobs and when the tears 
splashed on the blue rind it knew. It quaked under her 

hand and she tried to stay calm as she spoke.

“She’s gone ... my sweet baby girl is dead.”

� e trembling under her hand got more pronounced but 
oddly enough she wasn’t afraid. She told it how Wendy 
had seemed to rally toward getting better for three days 
in a row then that morning her heart had just stopped. 
� e doctors had found traces of an unknown element 
in her system and were running tests to � nd out what it 
was. Wendy had gotten the � u. She’d contracted a strain 
so virulent that it overwhelmed her defences and ran 
rampant in her system. � e last thing she’d said before 
she died was ‘Draw a face on the pumpkin Mommy, don’t 
cut him.’

“So I will. When Halloween comes I’ll use a black mark-
er and draw a face on you. Because I promised my little 
girl I wouldn’t cut you.”

� e pumpkin trembled gently under her hand then went 
quiet. Terry sat with the pumpkin every night a� er tell-
ing it Wendy was dead and just talked about her. It was 
cathartic for her because it helped her cope. Mike took 
the day o�  before Wendy’s funeral. Terry was out with 
her mother so it was just him and the pumpkin. He’d 
seen and heard her one night but hadn’t said anything. 
Now he sat in her chair and put his hand on the pump-
kin.

“I miss my little girl so much. � e house seems ... it all 
seems unreal. Like it’s happening to someone else. I can’t 
explain it any better than that.”

He felt as comfortable talking to the pumpkin as Terry 
did. He sat there and talked about Wendy like she had. 
He just talked about his precious little girl stolen away 
by the � u. He didn’t know Terry was home until she 
put her hand on the pumpkin beside his. � e pumpkin 
rumbled and a voice echoed in their minds. –When you 
lay her to rest include a picture of those she loved.- Terry 
blinked back a sudden rush of tears as she spoke.

“We won’t leave you out of it. She loved you too.”

Mike took his phone out of his pocket, set it to cam-
era mode and held it up so they were all in the picture 
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together. Mike, Terry and their hands on the rare blue 
pumpkin Wendy had loved so much she couldn’t bear to 
cut it. � e picture came out perfectly. Mike hooked his 
phone to the picture printer and printed it o�  so they 
could put it in her casket. � ey sat there with their hands 
on the pumpkin but didn’t say another word.

� e day of Wendy’s funeral was overcast and cold. � ey 
touched the pumpkin before they le�  and Mike put the 
picture in her hands.

“We love you Wendy.”

Most of the town was there, including Mr Kingsley. He 
went up to that tiny white co�  n with the pink silk lining 
and smiled when he saw the picture.

“I brought you something to keep you company up there 
in Heaven, sweetie.”

And he tucked a tiny blue pumpkin in under her le�  
arm. He’d found it in the patch where the other one had 
been the day Wendy died and had brought it in so he 
could give it to her. He tucked her hands back where they 
belonged then found a seat. Mike and Terry went up to 
the co�  n to say their � nal goodbyes again and they saw 
the little blue pumpkin. Terry sni�  ed.

“What a generous thing to do for her.”

Mike nodded quietly. � ey both knew Mr Kingsley was 
the only one who would give away such a rare pump-
kin out of love. All the other pumpkin patch owners 
were Scrooges when it came to their crops. Not old Tom 
Kingsley. He’d been in Mike and Terry’s shoes before. 
He knew how much Wendy had meant to them. � ey’d 
taken a taxi to the funeral because neither of them had 
felt able to drive. Mr Kingsley drove them home a� er 
her white casket had been lowered into the earth with 
a spray of � owers on top that nobody had been able to 
remove. He saw them upstairs to lie down then saw the 
pumpkin. He walked right up to it and put his hand on 
it.

“You keep watch over them. I know you won’t ever 
spoil or disappear on them and I know they won’t ever 
cut you. I won’t be around much longer, so you got to 

promise me you won’t let anything else happen to them, 
okay?”

� e pumpkin rumbled violently under his hand and he 
heard the same voice Mike and Terry had the day be-
fore. –Do not worry, they will be protected for the rest of 
their days. � ey will know my secret a� er the veils have 
torn when they see me come to life. When you go, know 
that I will leave a sign that you are loved. Be at peace, my 
friend.- Mr Kingsley smiled and let himself out of the 
house.

Two days before Halloween there was a devastating � re 
at the Kingsley Pumpkin Farm. Half the crop was de-
stroyed and the other had been burned to a crisp. Mike 
and Terry stared at the disaster in absolute horror.

“Who would do such a thing to kindly old Mr Kingsley?”

But there was no sign of that generous old man any-
where. His o�  ce building had been untouched by the 
� re that ruined his livelihood and police investigators 
found him inside, dead of a heart attack. Resting on 
the � oor near his foot was a blue pumpkin the size of a 
so� ball. Mike smiled through the tears and put it in the 
old man’s hand.

“He was loved.”

So they buried him with the pumpkin. He had no family 
but his friends put pictures in his co�  n like Mike and 
Terry had done for Wendy.

Halloween came and Terry’s hand shook every time she 
went to draw a face on the pumpkin. She � nally capped 
the marker and sighed.

“I can’t do it.”

� e pumpkin rumbled and she heard the voice again, 
but this time she heard it outside her head.

-Look up.-

She looked up and gasped. � e pumpkin had attained 
an eerie red glow! Mike stared at it from the kitchen and 
that strange voice came again.
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-I am the pumpkin your daughter chose. Every genera-
tion in the Kingsley Pumpkin Patch one of us grows to 
protect a family until they are in Heaven from natural 
causes. But I am the last, as my two spawn are now in 
the ground with those who were loved but are gone too 
soon. Tom Kingsley’s heart failed, as did Wendy’s. But 
do not mourn, they are safe and healthy up in Heaven.-

Terry found her voice � rst.

“Did Wendy really die of the � u?”

� e pumpkin’s red glow got a little brighter.

-She did. � ere was no cure for the strain she died of. 
But no more will die from it. I pledge to watch over and 
protect you as Wendy did when she chose me. Do you 
accept?-

Mike came out of the kitchen and put his hand on the 
glowing red pumpkin.

“We do.”

� en he asked a question.

“Why did you say you were the last?”

-I am aware of the � re in the pumpkin patch. I am aware 
they found Tom dead in his o�  ce. I am aware of the love 
his friends showed at his funeral. � e � re burned my 
resting place. No more will ever grow there.-

“Where did you come from?”

-I was a gi�  to Tom Kingsley’s ancestor from Hecate as 
reward for her faithful service. � e Kingsley Pumpkin 
Farm was around for 200 years until it burned to the 
ground two days ago.-

“What didn’t burn was smashed into ruins.”

-� at is unfortunate. But those responsible will be found 
and punished appropriately. Do not be afraid. � ey will 
not harm you. � ey were jealous of the farm’s success 
and wanted to scare Tom away.-

Mike nodded and got an idea. He printed o�  a picture of 
Wendy and set it against the pumpkin. Terry used Scotch 
tape to secure it and they found the courage to smile 
before Terry spoke.

“� ere. Now you have a face.”

-I am honoured. When morning comes I will be blue 
again and will not be able to speak unless you touch me. 
I can only do this when the veils between worlds are 
thinnest. Halloween is my strongest day.-

“We understand. Do you have a name?”

-You may choose one if you wish.-

� ey didn’t even have to think about it. Mike had the 
perfect name already.

“Tom Blue.”

A� er old Mr Kingsley and the colour of its rind.

-So be it. I will be in your hearts and minds until you are 
no more, which will be a long time from now.-

So Terry le�  Mike to do the decorating while she 
prepared the bags of candy for the trick or treaters that 
would come around starting shortly a� er supper. And 
their new friend Tom Blue sat in the place of honour in 
the middle of the table that sat inside their door so the 
trick or treaters could see him with his Wendy costume 
on. He never rotted, he never grew so�  patches and he 
never had an unpleasant smell. And every Halloween 
Mike and Terry would use Scotch tape to give him a 
di� erent face as a costume. Mike got a raise at work and 
Terry got a promotion. And every night they’d put their 
hands on Tom Blue and they’d talk to him about their 
day. One day Terry got up the courage to use the marker 
on Tom Blue. � is is what she wrote. ‘Tom Blue. You are 
loved. Mike, Terry and Wendy up in Heaven.’ And you 
know ... that marker never faded away. Ever.



PAGE 63

“Finish your cereal, sweetie,” Mom 
reminds him over the sound of running 
water. she is washing the dishes. “eat 
up, you need your vitamins to grow big 
and strong, just like your Dad.”
John pokes at the food in his bowl. it 
looks like a milk sea washing at san-
dy beaches, and it’s far more interest-
ing to shape the coastline than to put 
spoonful after spoonful diligently in his 
mouth. 
“sweetie, do you need more milk?” 
Mom addresses him again, she is taking 
food off the table now and looking at 
her son, waiting for him to resume eat-
ing. John gives in. He shakes his head 
at the question, mouth full of cereals. 
they feel scratchy against his tongue 
as he chews.
“Mommy”, John asks before swallowing 
and it comes out mumbly but the ques-
tion is suddenly very important, “are 
there any humans, really?”
“Don’t talk with your mouth full, sweet-
ie,” Mom reprimands him gently. she 
always reprimands him for something 
before answering. then she takes out 
a cutting board and a saucepan and 
starts peeling apples for a pie. “it’s a 
story, Dear,” she says fi nally after a 
long pause.
“really, Mommy? But andrew’s Dad 
says--”
“it’s just a story, Dear,” Mom repeats 
for some reason and her knife rhythmi-
cally clanks against the board as she 

slices the apples. “see, people made up 
a story to have fun at the end of Octo-
ber. stories are always for fun, sweetie. 
Have you seen the costume your Dad 
bought you for tonight?”
the costume sounds great and John 
decides talking about silly stories isn’t 
worth it. Mom is making an apple pie 
for Halloween, Dad has bought him a 
human costume so he can go with oth-
er boys and gather sweets by shouting 
‘trick or treat’.
“Can i see the costume now, Mommy?” 
John slides to the edge of his chair so 
that he can jump down the second he is 
allowed to go. 
“Of course, dear, it’s in my wardrobe,” 
Mom starts telling him but he is al-
ready on his way. “Don’t forget to help 
me with the dough before you go any-
where, sweetie,” Mom calls after him 
and it’s the last thing he pays attention 
to. Mom’s wardrobe feels like a chest of 
ancient treasure right now.

“Hey, Mummy, over here!” 
John is standing on the corner of his 
street, nervously tugging at the sleeves 
of his costume, when he is called over. 
there’s only one person who calls him 
by his surname and that’s andrew. John 
doesn’t mind. He is just happy andrew 
plays with him and invites him over for 
birthday parties. 
John turns around to see andrew wav-
ing at him, standing among a group of 
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boys their age. John doesn’t know them 
that well but if andrew is there, it’s 
fi ne. He hurries over.
“Hi,” he mumbles, out of breath, but no 
one seems to hear him. andrew nods 
and critically examines John’s costume.
“What are you supposed to be?”
“Preparatory school student,” John 
struggles with the strange words he 
has been learning all day and the boys 
laugh, eyeing him. John blushes, not 
sure what is wrong, maybe he’s made 
a mistake or maybe the costume is not 
very good. it certainly doesn’t feel very 
comfortable and he tugs at the sleeves 
of the jacket again. It doesn’t fi t him 
well because he has to wear it over his 
everyday bandages - Mom insisted be-
cause it might get cold later. at least he 
has a bag, a school bag, Dad said, it’s 
handy for putting sweets in.
John can’t fi nd fault with his own cos-
tume so he starts covertly watching the 
others, trying to understand what they 
are dressed as. 
andrew doesn’t seem to be wear-
ing anything out of the ordinary, just 
a t-shirt and shorts, all white, and 
strange shoes that John hasn’t seen 
before, they are more laces than shoes, 
really, and the soles are springy and 
squeak a little when andrew moves 
around. John can’t tell what the cos-
tume means except that white colour 
contrasts well with andrew’s green 
skin. it’s also a wonder how he doesn’t 
feel cold but maybe there is something 
in the clothes that John doesn’t under-
stand. Human clothes are supposed to 
be mysterious.
John doesn’t know the boy who andrew 
is talking to right now, trying to prove 
some point. He can see his fangs when 
the boy opens his mouth to spit out a 
harsh response. it doesn’t help John to 
fi gure out the boy’s name because all 
he can think of is not to get in the way 

of the argument. the boy has some-
thing red smeared over his face in a 
pattern and he is wearing leather jacket 
and pants with long thin stripes hanging 
off the seams. John is clueless what 
they may be for but he fi nds this cos-
tume kinda cool.
John does know the boy who stays 
silent during the argument. His name 
is Jack and Mom always says to stay 
away from him because he is not a 
good boy. He is no-to-ree-us. Jack 
is good at hiding because he can go 
through walls when he wants, so he 
throws stones at windows and kicks 
fl ytrap pots all day long. John doesn’t 
want to disappoint Mom but he can’t 
show he is afraid of Jack either. He 
pretends that the only thing that inter-
ests him is the huge dirty apron Jack 
is wearing and a broom in his hands. 
He also pretends the costume is better 
than his.
the last boy John remembers only 
because andrew mentions him some-
times, but the name slips John’s mind. 
He has glasses on and looks none too 
happy with the argument. He comments 
on it from time to time but his words 
are muffl ed because he is wearing a 
piece of blue fabric over the lower part 
of his face. He also has a blue coat on, 
made apparently of the same fabric as 
the mask and John thinks it looks kind 
of funny because his fur sticks out of 
every hole in his costume. He is also 
the only one in the group who has a 
bag, black and old-fashioned.
andrew and the other boy stop arguing, 
looking unhappy with each other and 
both stare at John as if he is guilty of 
their disagreement. John doesn’t under-
stand what he may have done but stays 
quiet and waits for the storm to blow 
over.
“Let’s go,” andrew announces and 
waves his hand in the direction of the 
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houses on the other side of the street, 
signalling the others to follow him. John 
is happy andrew is still the leader and 
runs after him, trying not to lag behind. 

John fi nds it’s gotten too dark and cold 
outside for his taste. He has never been 
out this late before. Mom always says 
to get home early and John doesn’t like 
to worry her. 
John looks around and understands he 
can’t see andrew and the others. He 
must have wandered off because they 
kept arguing about something and not 
paying any attention to him. He must 
have done something wrong again but 
right now he can only think about get-
ting home to Mom and giving her the 
candy he’s gathered. He has some can-
dy in his bag. He can even do the ‘trick 
or treat’ thing on her too, because she 
will smile and John will laugh and the 
evening will end well.
Mom would be sad if she knew he had 
wandered off. He promised her to stick 
to andrew but there isn’t much to be 
done about it now. He just needs to re-
member the way back home. He knows 
that the way back always looks com-
pletely different from the way forward 
even though it’s the same way. Dad has 
taught him that, so he can puzzle it out. 
From street names, for example. street 
names always look the same.
John runs to the post with arrows that 
point at the streets and spends a cou-
ple of minutes making words out of 
letters. it’s not hard, but it’s harder with 
names. you never know what to expect 
from names. John doesn’t see the name 
of his street or any street near his 
but he notices some familiar ones. He 
needs to go down this one, two blocks 
and turn there, he counts on his fi ngers. 
and not to forget to look back to see if 
the way looks right. and not to panic. 
adults can help if he meets anybody.

John starts walking the way he thinks 
his home might be. He passes a nice 
green house decorated with cat skulls 
for the night - Mom said cat skulls keep 
bad things away. He passes a dumpster, 
he remembers it well because it doesn’t 
smell nice, somebody has thrown rotten 
apples out.
John looks around and realises he 
doesn’t remember walking here be-
cause there is a strange yard before 
him, surrounded by a wire fence. there 
are rusty metal parts lying around it 
and it looks deserted, too. John has a 
sinking feeling of being lost and hugs 
his bag as if it can protect him. He 
starts panicking because he can forget 
where he has come from any moment 
and then he won’t be able to get home. 
Mom will be worried sick about him. 
this is a wrong place to be, he needs to 
turn around and leave right now.
John turns around the way he thinks he 
has come but the road isn’t empty any-
more. there are four people standing 
in his way. Four humans! John sucks in 
air and starts slowly backing away until 
the fence presses against his back. He 
foolishly hopes they haven’t noticed him 
but they are facing his way. 
they are taller than he is, each wearing 
different clothes, one is in white, anoth-
er in blue, others have something else 
on and John is too scared to look now 
because they start walking towards 
him. their arms stretch to him, trying 
to grab him, and he slides down, putting 
his bag up to shield himself.
they soon take the bag away from him, 
and they kick him when he cries and 
tries to get it back. they kick hard and 
John gives the bag up to cover his face 
so they won’t kick him there. His cos-
tume is torn in several places and his 
limbs are in too much pain so he has to 
stay down and watch them fi nally leave. 
He sees white shoes walk away and 
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they spring on every step. He has to lie 
some more because it simply hurts too 
much to stand up. He remembers the 
way home well now.

the expression on Mom’s face when 
he shows up at the doorstep is very 
strange, her eyes are huge and her face 
is very pale. she is silent. John sneaks 
a look up at her but tries to keep his 
face down and watches the holes on his 
costume instead. Mom doesn’t say any-
thing, she takes him inside and into the 
bathroom. she helps him undress 
and wash, and she takes a vial 
out of the mirror cabinet that 
she carefully smears over ev-
ery cut and bruise. it stings 
but John bites his lower lip 
and just lets silent tears 
roll down his cheeks - he 
hopes Mom thinks he 
cries because of the 
medicine. 
Mom dresses him in 
his night bandages 
and takes him to bed, 
where she sits next 
to him as he calms 
down. they don’t talk 
at fi rst but John is 
fi nally sure he won’t 
sound too broken and 
asks:
“tell me a story, please, 
Mommy”.
“Which story do you want 
to hear, sweetie?” she asks 
back calmly and tucks his blan-
ket in.
“tell me about humans, Mommy”.
“Humans are an old-old fairy tale, 
Dear”, Mom repeats what she said be-
fore. “People couldn’t explain many 
things back then, so they thought hu-
mans were responsible for every bad 
thing that happened. if something hap-

pened at night and people saw in the 
morning that their food was missing or 
their fence was broken, they thought 
evil humans had come in the dark and 
stolen and broken their things. they 
started putting cat skulls outside their 
houses to keep evil humans away. 
that’s why we put cat skulls with can-
dles on our fences on Halloween. the 
tale says that humans think only cats 
can outsmart them so they try not to 
anger them”.
“What is ‘outsmart’, Mommy?’ John 

is already sleepy because the 
bed is warm and the night 

was very long, so his voice 
sounds muffl ed.
“Do something much 
more clever”, Mom al-
ways knows when he is 
ready to go to sleep so 
she kisses him on the 
forehead and stands up 
to leave. “Don’t worry, 

sweetie, humans aren’t 
real”.

“so evil things can’t hap-
pen?” it’s hard for John to 
make sense but he tries 
hard because this is an im-
portant question.
“evil things only happen in 
fairy tales”, Mom tells him 

soothingly. she is already by 
the door, and the lights go 

out with a quiet click of the 
switch. 

the bedroom falls silent and 
dark as Mom leaves the door 

only slightly ajar as she exits. John 
watches the shadows on the wall for a 
short while before his eyelids become 
too heavy to keep them open. the shad-
ows looks like humans, stretching their 
long arms towards him to grab his bag. 
But humans are just a tale - and John 
calmly falls asleep.
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October 31st. 0730 hours.

 “Men, today’s operation 
will involve an assault on a two 
story private home with a base-
ment. Intel shows two Victors 
using this structure as their 
base of operations. Intel also 
believes there is a single Vic-
tor-friendly human male living in 
the home.”

 Captain Marlow is telling 
us stuff we already know. Every 
member of the team has read 
the briefing packets. No one 
wants to go up against a pair 
of vampires without knowing 
exactly what to expect. How-
ever, Marlow likes to give pre-
sentations - something about a 
terminal Power Point addiction 
- and he’s in charge.

 “Sergeant Wallace, your 
men are the assault team today. 
Clay’s squad will be in a sup-

port role. If you need assistance, 
use channel 6.”

 Wallace gave the Captain 
a thumbs up. “Roger that, sir.”

 “Sergeant Barton, you and 
Max will be going in with Wal-
lace.”

 “Thank you sir,” I said. 
“Max and me are looking forward 
to taking down some vampires.”

 “Very gung ho of you, Bar-
ton.” The Captain goes on with 
the briefing, but I drift off. 

 I know the drill. Clear out 
the house, try to take the human 
alive and stake the vampires. We 
have some advantages; during 
the day, vampires are usually 
asleep and they are vulnerable to 
sunlight. However, they are still 
stronger and faster than we are. 
The silver jacketed bullets we 

use help. Injuries caused by sil-
ver take time to regenerate; but 
silver won’t kill them. For that it 
has to be a stake to the heart or 
sunlight. 

 “Okay, watch each oth-
er’s backs and kill some Vic-
tors,” the Captain says, ending 
the briefing. I leave to get Max. I 
left him with Doc Jay, the pla-
toon’s senior medic. Doc is sit-
ting on the ground, back against 
a Humvee. Max is curled up 
next to him.

 As I walk up to them, 
Doc said, “Hey man, you keep-
ing my bro up late or some-
thing?”

 “Naw, Max is just saving 
his strength.” At the sound of 
my voice, Max’s ears perk up. 
He sits up and patiently waits. I 
scratch behind his ears.

“Who’s the best dog in the 
whole Army?”

Max barks.

“Damn right.”

 Doc stands up and 
brushes off his pants. “Hey 
man, I better go make sure my 
boys are ready for any causali-
ties.”

 “Yeah. Thanks for watch-
ing Max.”

 “Don’t gotta thank me 
for hanging out with mi homes.” 
He bends over and pats Max’s 
head. “Hey, keep this guy out of 
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trouble, yeah?” Max barks. “See 
ya when I see ya.”

 As Doc leaves, I check 
out Max. This was my normal 
pre-operations ritual. His silver 
capped teeth are clean, his 
padded harness secure.  Max 
is an important part of our team. 
He will sniff out the hidden lair 
of the undead fuckers we are 
going to kill. Or kill again. Take 
your pick.

“Hey, Thomas!”

 Sergeant Wallace is wav-
ing me over. He has his squad 
gathered around a Humvee and 
they are looking at a floor plan 
spread out on the hood. I leash 
Max and we join them.

 “Okay guys, Sergeant 
Barton and Max are our MWD 
support today.” A couple of the 
men nod at me. “We’re going to 
break into two elements. Alpha 
will go in through the front door. 
That’ll be me, First Fire team 
and Barton. Bravo will be Cor-
poral Weber and his fire team. 
Weber, you’ll head in through 
this door,” he points to a side 
door that leads into the kitchen, 
“Hold the kitchen and the stairs 
into the basement. Alpha will 
clear out the first floor, proceed 
to the second floor, clear that, 
then join Bravo in the kitchen. 
Both elements will then pro-
ceed into the basement. This is 
where we’ll most likely find our 
Victors. Once in the basement, 
nothing fancy. Barton and Max 
sweep for hiding spaces, we 
locate the Victors, and stake 

them.”

 Corporal Weber clears his 
throat while holding up his hand. 
“What about humans?”

 “Intel indicates a single 
Victor-friendly. Orders are to cap-
ture him. There’s no indication 
of victims inside, but that doesn’t 
mean we won’t run into any. So, 
watch your fire. Anything else?”

 No one says anything, 
although a few less-than-happy 
glances are exchanged. No one 
likes going up against vampires 
in a restricted location like a 
house, even during the day. It’s 
too easy for an assault team 
to get bottled up or forced into 
close-quarters fighting, where 
a vampires speed and strength 
give it an advantage.

 “Okay, armour up. We 
move into position in 15 minutes.”

 For Max, armouring up 
means his padded body har-
ness. For us, the process is a 
little more involved. We all wear 
a Kevlar vest with ceramic plate 
inserts. We also wear armoured 
neck protectors. Most of the 
men - myself included - wear 
elbow and knee guards and 
heavy gloves. All of this was to 
keep from being clawed or bitten. 
While being bitten didn’t guar-
antee turning, no one wanted to 
take a chance.

 We check each other out, 
making sure that everything is 
secure. Then, the squad loads 
up in our Humvees and we drive 

to the forward staging area, a 
school parking lot a block away 
from the house. The neighbour-
hood has seen better days. The 
school is closed, the windows 
boarded over. Half the houses 
have overgrown lawns and the 
shabby appearance of buildings 
not being maintained.  Even the 
sidewalks are falling apart, with 
weeds pushing through cracks 
in the concrete. This is the kind 
of place vampires like, a mar-
ginal urban area. It gave them 
access to a food supply, but lim-
ited their chance of exposure. 
Anyone living here would mind 
their own business.

 It’s good for us, as well. 
There’s less chance of collat-
eral damage or that some guy 
with a smartphone would take a 
video of us pulling out a staked 
body and load it onto YouTube. 
Then, we’d have to acknowl-
edge we are at war with vam-
pires. It’s sounds ludicrous to 
think it, let alone say it. But, I’ve 
been on fifteen counter-vampire 
ops, so the ludicrous part has 
been mostly superseded by the 
“let’s not get killed” part.

 Max sits patiently next 
to me. I wonder what’s going 
through his head? Probably, “I 
could use a stomach rub and 
some dog food.”

“Okay, let’s move.”

 We approach on foot. 
The target is the third house 
from the corner. Bravo splits off 
and heads down the alleyway 
that runs through the middle 
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of the block. Sergeant Wal-
lace has us line up in front of 
the house next door. I’m at the 
rear with Max. He sits silently 
and motionlessly next to me. 
Everyone else is hyped up; not 
Max. He’s a 110 pound German 
Shepard rock. 

 I’m feeling the jitters. The 
adrenalin, the rush, knowing 
that in a few minutes, I’ll be face 
to face with some undead fuck 
out of the b-movie. My foot is 
tapping impatiently and, even 
though it’s the end of October, 
I’m sweating in my uniform. It 
seems like we’ve been standing 
here for an hour; but it’s been 
less than five minutes. 

 Wallace gives us the 
hand-sign to move forward. We 
move to the front door. One of 
the men - Corporal Lister - has 
a breaching charge. He plants 
it on the door, next to the knob 
and backs away.

 “Clear,” Lister says, trig-
gering the charge. With a loud 
bang, it blows open the door.

 The team sweeps into 
the home. We’re in the living 
room. It looks like any other 
living room; a couch, a couple 
of recliners, a flat screen TV 
mounted on the wall.  The team 
moves down a short hallway 
towards the back of the house. 
As we pass stairs leading to 
the second floor, Wallace says, 
“Diaz, Kowalski, security.” Two 
of the men take up a position at 
the foot of the stairs.

 We pass an open door 
leading into the kitchen. Two 
members of Bravo are watch-
ing the basement door. I get a 
glimpse of the other two sweep-
ing the attached dining room. 

The corridor ends in a closed 
door.

“Barton, you’re up.”

 I unleash Max. “Max, 
search,”

 Max sniffs at the door. 
He’s been trained to smell vam-
pires and distinguish them from 
humans. If he paws at the door, 
then we know there’s something 
undead behind it. Instead, he 
stares at it, waiting for a com-
mand.

 “Heel.” He comes back to 
my side. “Looks good, Sergeant.”

 “Okay, let’s check it out,” 
Wallace says. He and the two 
other men of the team move 
forward to sweep the room. Max 
and I remain in the hall.

 Wallace opens the door 
and the three men rush in.

“Aw shit,” I hear Lister say. 

 “Stay,” I say to Max. 
Standing in the doorway, I can 
see why Lister swore. Lying in 
the middle of an otherwise empty 
room are two bodies, wrapped in 
plastic sheets. There isn’t much 
of a smell, so they’re probably 
fresh.

“Okay, let’s stake ‘em and move 
on.”
 Although we have no 
way of knowing if they’ve been 
infected and are gestating or if 
they’ve just been bled to death, 
it’s better to be safe. Lister and 
Hamilton pull stakes and ham-
mers from their belt loops and 
drive the sharp, polished wood 
straight into the hearts of the 
corpses. 

 “Second floor.” Before 
anyone can move, there is 
the ‘chuff-chuff-chuff’ of a sup-
pressed M-4 carbine firing. 
Since I’m in the door, I’m the 
first to turn and see what’s 
happening. Max is on his feet, 
tense and ready to attack on my 
command. Diaz and Kowalski 
are both pointing their weapons 
up the stairs. Three brass cas-
ings are on the floor. 

 Wallace taps me on the 
shoulder. I move to one side, 
letting him past me.

 “Max, heel.” Max sits in 
front of me, while the other two 
men join Wallace at the stairs.

 “What the hell is going 
on?” Wallace says. Diaz an-
swers him.

 “Someone’s up there, 
Sarge. Looked like he had a 
shotgun, so I lit him up.”

“Hey, did you miss the part 
where I said we take humans 
alive?”

 “Sorry. Force of habit.”
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 Wallace shakes his 
head. “You better hope this 
fucker has a gun. Otherwise, 
your ass is gonna be in a sling, 
right along with mine.”

Wallace looks warily upstairs.

 “Hey, anyone up there, 
show yourself, hands behind 
your head. You do that, no one 
gets hurt.”

 We wait. Nothing. Wal-
lace takes a deep breath.

 “Damn it. Okay, I’m on 
point, Diaz, Kowalski, Barton 
with me.”

 Max and I are at the rear 
as we carefully walk up the 
stairs, weapons ready. There is 
a shotgun lying in the hallway 
and the beige carpet is stained 
dark red with blood.
“Told you he had a gun,” Diaz 
says.

 Of the four rooms on the 
second floor, one has a closed 
door. There is blood on the door 
jam. We stack up, two on either 
side of the door. Wallace tries 
the knob. It turns. The door is 
unlocked. He motions to Diaz 
to toss in a flash bang grenade, 
then opens the door just enough 
for him to lob the black cylinder 
into the room. Wallace closes the 
door as the grenade goes off, a 
loud boom, followed by scream-
ing. Wallace opens the door, then 
bursts in. We follow, me and Max 
last. 

 There is a man rolling 
around on the floor, covering his 
ears. He is wearing a white tee-
shirt, soaked with blood. I can 
see the ragged hole in his left 
shoulder. 

 “Zip him. Diaz, get on 
comms. Let them know we have 
one detainee and that he’ll need 
a medic in here as soon as the 

building is cleared. Then get 
a bandage on his injury and 
watch his ass. He’s your re-
sponsibility.”

 “Got it Sarge.” Diaz is 
zip-tying the man’s hands and 
feet as we leave to clear the 
rest of the floor. Two of the 
rooms are empty. The third 
contains racks of clothes and 
a large make-up table with a 
mirror. The table is covered with 
false beards and wigs, facial 
colouring, putty, and make-up. 
Apparently, these vampires 
were taking precautions when 
they went out hunting.

 Wallace tells Diaz to 
watch the prisoner as we head 
downstairs. This is the worst 
part. We’re going to be con-
fronting at least two highly dan-
gerous, almost indestructible 
creatures. If they are deep in 
torpor, then they may not have 
heard the shooting and explo-
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sion. If so, we might have a chance to kill them 
before they even wake up. If not, it’ll be a fight, a 
close-quarter brawl.

 Not something I’m looking forward to. And, 
for this part of the mission, I go first.

“Okay Barton, let’s do it.”

 We’re in the cramped kitchen. As soon as 
the door to the basement is opened, I send Max 
in. I flip on the basement light switch and head 
quickly down the stairs. The rest of the squad is 
right behind me.

 I see Max right away. He is standing in 
front of a curtain covering part of the far wall, 
pawing at the ground, letting me know that he 
can smell vampires on the other side.

 “Behind that curtain,” I blurt out before two 
figures rush at us. Max is swept aside, smashing 
into a pile of furniture.

 “You fuckers!” I scream. No one fucks with 
my dog. And then we are all shooting. The lead 
vampire is a woman with short brunette hair who 
looks 30, but could be 300 - or 3000. She is hit by 
a salvo of silver slugs to her chest, chewing it into 
a mix of red blood, grey flesh and white bone. 
She tumbles backwards to the floor, screaming in 
agony. The damage done to her will regenerate; 
but it’ll take time. The other vampire, a male with 
long blond hair in a pony-tail and deep blue eyes, 
used her as a shield. He is able to get to me be-
fore I can shift my fire to him. I feel his hand wrap 
around my arm like a vice and then I’m flying 
across the room. I slam shoulder first into the wall 
and fall heavily, my arm and chest burning with 
pain.

 I see the male vampire punch Wallace 
hard enough in the chest that he slumps to the 
ground. He’s clutching at his Kevlar vest, gulping 
air. He probably has broken ribs, maybe a punc-
tured lung. Even though two of us are down, the 
rest of the squad has time to react. Lister fires a 

series of three-round bursts at point blank range 
into the vampire’s face. Part of the head disinte-
grates under the hammering of silver slugs. Even 
that isn’t enough to put it down. It stumbles away 
from the squad, turning to face me. One eye is 
gone. The lower jaw is shattered to the point that 
I can see the tongue flopping around in the ru-
ined mouth. Part of the left side of the  head has 
been sheared off and I can actually see its brain, 
a pulpy red and white mess.

 While I watch, the forehead explodes 
outwards. Kowalski has stepped up and fired, the 
muzzle of his gun almost against the back of the 
vampire’s head. It stiffens for an instant, then falls 
forward, hitting the concrete with a sharp crack.

 The female vampire is trying to sit up, 
damaged muscle and bone healing before my 
eyes. A couple of the men rush up forward to hold 
her down and stake her. As the needle sharp 
wood pierces her heart, she lets out a high-
pitched scream, one I’ve become familiar with. 
Kowalski does the same to the male, although his 
only response is a bubbling exhalation.

 I roll onto my back, the pain spreading 
from my side to the rest of my body. Lister is 
leaning over me. “Hey man, medics are on their 
way. Just hold on.”

 “Not dying,” I mutter, “just kinda fucked up. 
Wallace?”

 Lister looks over towards Wallace. “Kow-
alski is looking after him. He’ll be fine. Sarge has 
taken worse hits than that.”

 “Max?” Suddenly, panic hits me. What 
about Max!

 Before Lister can speak, Max shoves his 
narrow, friendly snout into my face. He gives me 
a quick lick. 

“Good boy.”
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The book signing had gone 
well, all in all. Stephanie sighed 
inwardly and pasted anoth-
er large, plastic smile on her 
too-wide mouth as she posed 
for one last picture with a fan. 
She hoped she didn’t look 
as repulsed by it all as she 
felt. The latest snapshot to 
be eternally enshrined on an 
I-Phone showed her and this 
little bespectacled mousy girl 
who had the nerve to ask the 
question -“Isn’t Edward cra-
dle-robbing, and almost a child 
molester, since he is so many 
centuries older than Bella?”
 What a moronic question. 
Stephanie didn’t understand 
why this little milksop of a girl 
didn’t understand that Edward 
Cullen was a true Adonis (as 
Stephanie had noted in the 
pages of Twilight well over 
twenty seven times) and could 
do as he pleased?  Besides, 
Stephanie didn’t have the time 
to contemplate such miniscule 
details considering she had 

started writing the Twilight series 
on the back of her Trapper Keep-
er during her lunch break in high 
school.
Stephanie quickly gathered up 
her belongings and with a joyful 
wave, made her way out to the 
parking lot, glad that the sign-
ing had finally ended. There 
had been a good crowd and the 
question and answer session 
had been lively but she had been 
bitterly disappointed that no one 
had wanted to discuss her new-
est novel.
It was a spy/espionage thriller 
and she had high hopes for it. It 
was about independent women, 
women who forged ahead in the 
world and made their own laws 
and rules in the dangerous un-
derground world of the CIA. It 
would be ground-breaking and 
her publishing house had al-
ready expressed a keen interest 
in it, once she had told them the 
outline. It would be entitled Tac-
tical Women’s Action Team, or 
TWAT, for short. The title would 

be emblazoned in red across 
the cover. 
Thunder rumbled ominously 
and she frowned as she looked 
up at the sky. The clouds were 
heavy and a chill wind had 
kicked up on the edge of what 
the news had predicted to be 
a rather severe storm. She 
couldn’t wait to get home. She 
quickly dug the keys to her little 
yellow Smart Car out of her 
purse and climbed inside just as 
rain started to pelt the parking 
lot tarmac.
TWAT was going to be another 
epic book; she could just feel it 
in her bones. 
Maybe Angelina Jolie would be 
interested in playing the lead 
character, Fanny Butts? 
It would be a wonderful role 
for her; a strong, independent 
woman who answered to no 
one. But first, Stephanie knew 
she needed to run the idea by 
her husband. As always, he 
would have final say on all of 
her creative endeavours.



PAGE 74

Stephanie pulled out of the 
Book Bin parking lot and start-
ed the long drive home. Yes, it 
was sad that the Twilight series 
was now coming to an end but 
she had a lot of excellent ideas 
on the back burner, just waiting 
for her to devote her enormous 
writing talent to them. Why, 
Twilight was just the tip of the 
iceberg! 
(This was also another idea 
she’d been working on the past 
few months. A re-vamp of the 
Titanic story, with vampires and 
the iceberg, sinking a luxury 
ocean liner “Twitanic” would be 
epic and she had caught herself 
daydreaming about what Leon-
ardo DiCaprio would look like 
with fangs)
The rain was coming down in 
torrents now and she squinted 
through the smeary glass of her 
roller-skate-sized car at the glis-
tening blackness of the road. 
The Smart car’s windshield wip-
ers screeched across the glass, 
sounding like tiny mice at play.
Suddenly, along the side of the 
road, Stephanie saw a lone fig-
ure hunched against the storm. 
The figure stood steadfastly in 
place and, as she drew nearer, 
the right hand extended with the 
thumb hooking down the road in 
her direction. 
Normally, she didn’t stop for 
hitchhikers. But something 
about the figure’s forlorn pos-
ture spoke to her, much like that 
most welcome muse did in her 
own self-celebrated mind, and 
she found herself applying the 
brakes. Too late she realized a 
Smart car was not exactly made 
for hitchhikers. Or passengers 
of any sort, for that matter.
Still, she stopped. The door 
opened and a pair of blue eyes 
peered out of the darkness at 

her. Then widened. She heard a 
gasp.
“You’re … you’re … Stephanie 
Meyer aren’t you?”  A pleasantly 
deep male voice asked with just 
the right touch of awe and won-
der. Stephanie blushed. Very few 
people recognized her as the 
genius behind the Edward/Bella 
romance and she found herself 
enormously pleased and even a 
little bit grateful. Obviously who-
ever this young man was, he was 
a fan of good literature.
“Why … yes. Yes I am.” She 
replied, coquettishly. “Now, hurry 
up and get in before you get even 
wetter!”
The hitch hiker climbed in and 
sat in the passenger seat of her 
Smart car with his kneecaps 
up near his ears but Stephanie 
barely noticed this at all. What 
she did notice was that her new 
traveling companion was  (Steph-
anie desperately cast about for 
the right word to describe him)  
an Adonis in his own right.
(Adonis would do, it was one 
of her most favoured descrip-
tive words. One couldn’t use it 
enough!)
His malamute blue eyes were 
large and expressive, his jaw firm 
with just a touch of a five o’clock 
shadow and his body was lean, a 
taut package of grace and roped 
muscle. He wore a black North 
Face jacket and a pair of faded 
Levis with scuffed black hiking 
boots and his aura was one 
of sleek power. She knew she 
should be frightened. There was 
something about him that was 
dangerous. Perhaps it was the 
quick, feline way he moved. Or 
something  in the way he shook 
his shaggy black hair to rid him-
self of rain, saturating the inside 
of her Smart car. 
Stephanie knew she shouldn’t 

have stopped, that she should 
be afraid, but she felt like  Bella. 
Yes, Bella.  Meeting Edward for 
the first time.
“So … where are you headed?”  
She stammered as she strug-
gled not to stare at this Adonis 
seated beside her.
 (Yes, yes, she’d use that word 
again but she didn’t care!!)
 He looked at her and gave her 
a sweet, slightly dopey grin.
“Oh, I’m just going into the next 
town. Whatever’s up the road 
I’m just travelling’. Didn’t expect 
this rain though. So … you’re 
Stephanie Meyer. The Stepha-
nie Meyer, am I right?”
Stephanie pulled back out onto 
the deserted night road as the 
rain poured down.
“Yes. Yes, I am.”
“Can I have your autograph?  I 
know how cheesy that sounds 
but … my friends will never 
believe Stephanie Meyer gave 
me a ride.”  He grinned sud-
denly, his eyes bright. Stepha-
nie glanced at him and found 
herself grinning back.
“Of course you can.”
“I read them all, you know. 
The whole series I know it 
sounds strange, me a grown 
guy, reading Twilight but I just 
couldn’t put them down. Nope. 
Couldn’t put them down at 
all.”  He stared at her for a few 
moments, his blue eyes almost 
luminous in the dark, and then 
suddenly slapped his hand 
down on the dash of her Smart 
car.
“Damn! Stephanie Meyer! I 
can’t believe it!”
She smiled, blushing furiously. 
Reluctantly, she had to admit 
she was absolutely thrilled to 
run across a fan that didn’t feel 
as though buying Justin Bieber 
concert tickets was the culmina-
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tion of their entire existence or 
wasn’t saving their hard-earned 
McDonald’s wages to buy some 
Proactiv for their raging acne 
problem.
“So … umm … would you mind 
if I asked you some questions? 
I mean, I read all the books 
and to have this opportuni-
ty … I mean …” he stopped 
and blushed himself. “I guess 
I sound like some star-struck 
kid, I’m sorry. You probably get 
asked tons of questions all the 
time.”
“No! I mean … no, I wouldn’t 
mind at all answering some 
questions. But first I have a 
question for you.”  She paused 
as her large mouth stretched 
into a ridiculous smile. The 
hitchhiker was a bit taken aback 
by this vision.
“Uhh … sure. Shoot.”
“Your name. What’s your 
name?” She laughed. He joined 
her with a quiet chuckle.
“Seth. I’m extremely pleased 
and honoured to make your 
acquaintance.”
He was so courtly.  Why, she 
could write another novel loose-
ly based on A Knight’s Tale and 
call it  A Vampire’s Tale and it 
could be about a medieval vam-
pire who jousts!  But, of course, 
he wouldn’t have any traveling 
companions because he would 
eat them all  unless  he had 
a female traveling companion, 
a strong independent woman 
much like Bella in Twilight, who 
followed the knight everywhere 
and polished all his armour. 
And groomed his horse, and 
arranged for all the tourna-
ments, and was madly, deeply, 
passionately in love with the 
Adonis in armour. Stephanie’s 
mind momentarily drifted away 
as she thought of her newest 

bestseller.
“Uhh … Ms Meyer?  Would you 
mind if I asked you some stuff?”
Stephanie waved a disparaging 
hand.
“Oh, of course not. Go right 
ahead.”
“You’ve probably heard these 
questions a million times be-
fore--”
“Oh, it’s alright. A writer gets used 
to the curiosities of their fans. Go 
right ahead.” She smiled at him 
indulgently.
Okay. So … what’s wrong with 
Bella?”
“What do you mean, what’s 
wrong with Bella?” Stephanie 
was confused.
“Well … she appears to have 
some type of motor impairment. 
She trips a lot and when Edward 
leaves her out in the woods, she 
can’t even find her way back out 
and almost dies. Does she have 
some kind of brain damage?”  
Seth’s voice was concerned.
“Why … why no, of course not. 
She’s just … just easily flus-
tered because she’s around the 
Adonis, Edward. Like most young 
girls would be.”
Seth nodded, enlightened by this 
titbit of inside info.
“Ahh, okay,I understand. I was 
really worried about her, through-
out the books, and I couldn’t 
understand why if Edward loved 
her so much, he didn’t buy her 
a helmet and some pads for her 
birthday. But now I get it. But 
there’s something else I don’t 
understand … ”
Stephanie glanced at him and 
gave him an indulgent smile. 
“Well, go ahead. Ask away!”
“I know Edward loved Bella and 
all that … but how is that possible 
when he’s gay?”
The little Smartcar slid a bit on 
the rain-slick road as Stephanie 

jammed her foot on the brake. 
She turned and gaped at her 
passenger who gazed back at 
her with serene blue eyes.
“Edward Cullen is NOT gay!”
“Are you sure?”
“YES!  I’m sure!  How could you 
say such a thing?”  Stephanie 
felt as though someone had 
physically slapped her. 
Seth nodded, his brow wrinkled 
with concentration.
“Well … it’s all the glitter. Don’t 
get me wrong, he’s a pretty 
man, there’s no doubt about 
that. But because he is so 
pretty … and with the glitter and 
all … I thought he was gay. I 
mean, unless he’s straight and 
just rolled around on top of a 
bunch of strippers or something 
…”
Stephanie was shaking. She 
didn’t bother to steer her little 
Smartcar over into her lane, 
she allowed it to sit, shudder-
ing from the sudden stop in the 
middle of the road like an aban-
doned lemon that had fallen 
from a produce truck, and sim-
ply stared at Seth. Seth looked 
back at her with a benign smile.
“Edward … Edward Cullen is 
NOT gay. He is … he is … an 
Adonis … and his love for Bella 
is … untainted … and pure 
… and … and … ”  Stephanie 
stopped, her voice catching 
on the horrible lump that had 
formed in her throat. How dare 
he?  How DARE he? How could 
he even suggest something like 
that about her Edward? She 
drew in a ragged breath and 
struggled to regain her compo-
sure.
“Seth … Twilight is a beautiful 
love story between a strong, 
courageous girl and a tempes-
tuous handsome vampire. It is a 
tale loaded with deep meaning 
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and tragic love and when the 
two finally unite and become 
the same temperature, they 
conceive a child in spite of the 
Native American heartbreak 
experienced by Jacob and--”
“Stop. Please stop.” Seth quiet-
ly murmured.
“And then the evil Volturi at-
tempt to break them apart and 
take their beautiful child Renes-
mee and this all comes after the 
exquisite reunion between Bella 
and Edward after she saves 
him in Italy and--”
“Stop it. Just stop right now, 
please?”
“And the story of Jacob and 
Bella is also occurring at the 
same time as the love between 
Edward and Bella is growing 
and Bella is a tortured young 
woman, torn between two fan-
tastically handsome men and--”
“STOP!!!”  Seth roared, his 
eyes screwed shut in a rictus 
of pain. Stephanie fell silent 
and stared at him, her too large 
mouth open in a perfect “O” of 
astonishment. The only sound 
in the Smartcar was rain as it 
pummelled the tiny vehicle and 
Stephanie suddenly realized 
the danger she could be in. Not 
from picking up this strange 
man from alongside the road 
during a rainstorm. No. Some-
thing worse. 
A fan that didn’t understand the 
true beauty of what she had 
written. They were worse than 
cockroaches, scuttling here and 
there, more numerous every 
time she turned around and 
she always had to defend her 
stories … her life’s blood … 
against carrion like what was 
seated beside her now. Seth 
was no Adonis.
As Stephanie contemplated her 
predicament, Seth appeared to 

be having some type of epileptic 
fit. Snarling like an animal, he 
grabbed his shaggy mane of hair 
between two large hands and 
yanked and pulled in frustration. 
Two large clumps of hair came 
free and he flung them down 
onto the smiley face mats of the 
Smartcar. 
“Don’t do that in my Smartcar!” 
Stephanie gasped.
Seth appeared not to notice. With 
one large, ham-like fist he be-
gan to slam her dashboard like a 
man pounding in a railroad spike. 
Each punch was accentuated 
with a guttural growl. The tiny 
car shuddered and a long crack 
suddenly appeared in the cheap 
plastic. 
Stephanie had had enough. She 
was terrified and when she was 
faced with an insurmountable sit-
uation, she did what she always 
did in times of extreme fear and 
stress. She asked herself - What 
would Bella do?
So she sat primly still and ad-
mired the way Seth’s muscles 
bunched and glided beneath his 
skin as he punched her little car 
into submission. He was just mis-
understood, obviously. She would 
help him. 
“Seth … please … calm down 
…” she ventured and laid a 
hesitant hand on his arm. His 
head whipped around and his 
blue glass eyes appeared to look 
through her at some torment 
beyond. Quick as a flash, he 
grabbed her hand with a steely 
grip.
“YOU DON’T GET IT DO 
YOU???’  He bellowed. ‘YOU 
NUMB CUNT! YOU HAVE NO 
IDEA!!”
What would Bella do?
It was her mantra now, the one 
thing she could grasp that would 
save her in this situation.

“Yes! Yes Seth, you’re right! I 
am a numb cunt! But I still love 
you and treasure you as a fan!”
Seth trembled with outrage. 
A high, despairing whistle of 
breath exploded from between 
his taut lips as he struggled with 
the woman’s inability to under-
stand his predicament. He still 
held her hand tightly with his 
own and he could feel the small 
bones of her delicate fingers 
bunched together beneath his 
grasp. 
“Do you know what it’s like? 
What it’s been like?”  He man-
aged to say in a raw, uneven 
voice.
Stephanie ignored the pain that 
flared in her hand.
“No! No, tell me Seth!  Tell me 
about your struggles!”
“All of them … every single girl 
I run across … I have to listen 
to, “oh, why don’t you sparkle? 
Where’s your glitter at?”  Oh 
make me a vampire, please, 
please, please!”
Seth ran a haggard hand 
through his unruly mass of dark 
hair and his eyes were haunted.
“Yes, yes, I truly read the 
books, because I thought it 
would give me an edge ,it would 
be fun, I told myself, “Seth, 
c’mon, this could be a blast, just 
play along” but then … oh, the 
torture of it all … first the books, 
then the movies … the only 
thing taut and gripping in either 
of them was Jacob’s six-pack 
abs and let me tell you about 
werewolves, missy, you know 
jack shit about werewolves. 
They smell, you can’t house-
break them, and they’re prone 
to fleas and mange. How do 
you like that, Ms Twilight??”
Stephanie opened her mouth to 
say something but Seth held up 
his other hand.
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“No. Not another word. I’m not 
done yet. I went to the theatre 
and watched the one where 
they fucked because I thought 
to myself, “How can she screw 
up fucking?” But you did!  Ed-
ward tears a pillow in half with 
his teeth because apparently 
he was so worried about his 
prick being the equivalent of a 
300-horsepower pneumatic drill 
and then they both worry about 
being unhappy because they 
think they’ve made the other 
one unhappy by looking unhap-
py … OH GOD … ”
Seth had to pause for a mo-
ment to gather his composure.
“Do you know what happened 
during that part of the movie? 
To me? DO YOU?”
Stephanie could only shake 
her head as she watched him, 
wide-eyed.
“I threw up! That’s right! I 
yakked up a perfectly good 
dinner of twelve-year-old boy’s 

blood because of that shit on the 
screen! In 300 years, I’ve never 
thrown up!”
Stephanie was starting to grasp 
the fact that her philosophy 
of What Would Bella Do? might 
not be able to help her. Des-
perately she tried something 
else. What would … would … 
Edward do? She gave Seth a 
smouldering look and remained 
silent.
Seth stared at her. A rather long 
vulpine tongue unrolled from his 
mouth and he slowly licked his 
lower lip. He appeared to be get-
ting himself under control, much 
to Stephanie’s relief.
“Well, I need to wrap this up.” He 
said in a much calmer tone. “You 
do realize picking me up along-
side the road wasn’t a coinci-
dence, right? I knew you were at 
that stupid signing party at the 
Book Bin. I had planned on going 
in there and just taking care of all 
of this then but I was afraid the 

collective mass of prepubescent 
girls squealing about Edward 
and Jacob  would cause my IQ 
to drop so drastically I’d barely 
be above the level of a talking 
monkey once I was done … ”  
he sighed.
“Seth … let me try and under-
stand your pain and help you 
through it … ” Stephanie tried a 
combination of Bella and Ed-
ward and once again attempt-
ed to catch Seth’s eye with a 
smouldering stare but failed 
miserably.
Without a word, Seth opened 
his hand and grabbed one of 
her fingers. With a quick back-
ward bend, he broke her middle 
finger. The sound was like a 
pencil snapping and Stephanie 
stared, shocked, at her crook-
ed digit. The sudden pain was 
sharp and jabbing and she 
screamed, fear rolling over her 
in waves.
Seth grimaced.
‘Oh, stop. Save it, I have nine 
more to go.” 
And Seth proceeded to do 
exactly that. He snapped each 
finger as efficiently as a man 
cracks his knuckles, his brow 
furrowed with concentration. 
“And then … and THEN … Ed-
ward rips open her uterus with 
his teeth … for the love of God 
… if I hadn’t of already thrown 
up, I would have ... then Bella 
is a vampire and out hunting in 
a cocktail dress … my God … I 
should have done this long ago 
…” Seth mumbled to himself in 
an attempt to concentrate and 
drown out Stephanie’s screams. 
When he was done, he pushed 
Stephanie away from him with 
a disgusted expression on his 
face.
“There. You deserved that; don’t 
try to tell me otherwise.”
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Stephanie stared at him through 
pain-glazed eyes, holding her 
hands up in front of her as they 
swelled into reddened mitts. 
Pain washed over her world 
and the vision of Seth faded in 
and out as she felt her heart-
beat in each painful fracture. 
Frantically she cast about in her 
mind for some recourse but all 
of her mantras failed her. 
She had a quick moment to 
regret never having watched 
Xena, Warrior Princess be-
cause now, in retrospect, Xena 
would have known what to do. 
Or maybe that dragon-tattoo 
girl. Or even that hungry girl in 
those bow and arrow Olympics 
or whatever they were. But 
it didn’t matter now. Besides, 
none of them were Mormon 
so their help would have been 
minimal, at the very most.
“Seth … why … why?” She 
whispered, tears of pain trick-
ling down her cheeks.
“Seriously? You ask me why?”  
He stared at her in astonish-
ment. “You describe Edward’s 
“perfect face” over forty times 
through the series and you 
wonder why I broke your fin-
gers?  What I’m now wondering 

is why someone hasn’t broken 
your fingers sooner … but I’m 
not don e…”
“You’re … you’re … not?” Steph-
anie whispered. Maybe  he was 
sorry that he’d hurt her and would 
now apologize …
“No. I’m not. The fact that you 
can still write by dictating has 
occurred to me. And God for-
bid, a year or so down the line I 
see a book on Amazon entitled 
Jacob and Renesmee: A Bigger 
and Better Breaking Dawn or 
some other crap. I need to hurry 
this up though, I still have to get 
to Mississippi and pay a visit to 
Charlaine Harris. Sookie Stack-
house, my ass. And please … 
Billith?  That was another stom-
ach turning event. But you know, 
miles to go before I sleep and all 
of that … oh but wait, that’s ac-
tually good literature so no, you 
wouldn’t know that..”
And with those final words, Seth 
leaned over (though he didn’t 
have to lean far, it being a Smart-
Car, Stephanie Meyer was snug-
gled tight against him like a first 
time date at a drive-in movie) and 
grabbed her jaw in an iron grip. 
For a split second, Stephanie 
tried to hold her mouth closed 

but the need to beg this strong 
silent Adonis of a man for her 
life became too much and she 
did exactly that. 
As soon as she opened her 
mouth, Seth thrust his hand 
inward, and Stephanie heard 
her teeth breaking inside her 
head. His hand was cold, and 
tasted of old sweat and ash-
es. She tried to scream and 
push him away with her twisted 
hands but he was too strong, 
too determined. His lifeless 
fingers probed and grasped the 
firm meat of her warm tongue 
and she tried to pull away but 
there was nowhere for her to 
go, the Smartcar was simply … 
too small. 
The liquid fire of her tongue 
being ripped from her mouth 
was excruciating and she re-
membered being thankful for 
the smoke of unconsciousness 
as it began to steal over her. 
Her slow ticking thoughts reg-
istered the sad fact that there 
would be no one now to write 
Twitanic and that she had made 
a horrible mistake in purchasing 
a Smart car. A Smart car that 
had now become … her lemon 
yellow death shroud.
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the old man needed one last 
celebration. Within months his refuge 
would be gone. this would be his last 
Halloween. the pumpkin needed to 
be chosen with exquisite care. Half 
of the evening was gone before his 
quest through the moonlit autumn 
fi elds yielded success and allowed 
him to return home with his prize. it 
wasn’t simply cut open. No, he de-
canted it as though it were a rare 
vintage of fi ne wine, and with the 
same anticipation.  it’s entrails were 
left undisturbed. Words of power were 
spoken aloud while he cautiously 
brought forth its true face using only 
a piece of broken glass.
 Pleased with his work, he stood over 
his creation, took the shard of glass, 
and gashed his arm; letting the pow-

dery blood fl ow out and mingle with 
the gourd’s pulpy innards. Not need-
ing a candle, as the lantern’s leering 
face glowed with its own bloody light, 
he reverently gave it a place of 
honour at the top of his porch steps.
 Satisfi ed, he squatted down in the 
corner of the porch where the 
shadows were deepest. His old 
homestead, being thought abandoned 
for so many years, was to be 
demolished in a few days. His lantern 
would draw a few curious youths who, 
not having any respect for the holiest 
of days, would approach with simple 
vandalism in mind. With luck, 
saw-Win would feast well. and 
hopefully, having fi nally earned the 
demon-god’s blessing, he would not 
have to leave his grave anymore.
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Sergeant Dobbs breathed in the night air. As was com-
mon, London was foggy.  His heels clipped the cobbled 
streets as he confidently strode along his beat. Beside 
him walked Constable Perkins, a wet behind the ears 
new recruit, yet to see the true underbelly of this town 
and all the grubbiness a Victorian metropolis like this 
could provide.
“Here, Sarge,” Perkins panted as he took two strides to 
each of his Sergeant’s one. “I’m sorry about the other 
night. I hope you’re not offended?”
Sergeant Dobbs stopped and rocked back on his heels. 
“No lad. Not offended. Surprised, yes, but not of-
fended. Most young lads are glad of a bit of time with 
young Betsie.”
Perkins looked to his feet. “I’m grateful. It’s just I 
promised to save meself for Mary. It’s important to 
both of us, to you know, to do things proper.”
“Of course lad, I understand. It’s a rare quality in these 
dark times. It’s to your credit.” Sergeant Dobbs twirled 
his thumb and forefinger around the edges of his 
moustache as he looked at the ill-fitting uniform on 
Perkins. He walked on, slowing to allow him to keep 
up.
 “I’ve had reports of funny goings-on in this cemetery 
here. I want you to take a stroll through it whilst I chat 
to a few scallywags I know. I’ll see you on the opposite 
side.”
Constable Perkins gulped. “Really Sarge? In there?”
“Yes, really. Now get to it. You are a Police Officer, so 
start acting like one.”
Perkins nodded. “Yes, Sergeant Dobbs. Right away.”
“Hang on. Give me your whistle.”
“But what if there’s trouble?” Perkins voice trembled.

“You’re a bit nervous, and I don’t want you calling in 
the whole of Scotland Yard and embarrassing me. Now 
give me the whistle and get in there.”
He held his hand out, and slowly, Perkins handed over 
his whistle.
Perkins spun on his heels and walked to the gates of 
the cemetery. They were impossibly high and ornate. 
The night sky was clear, but the rolling fog made it 
impossible to see very far ahead.
The gates creaked open. Perkins chanced one look be-
hind him and saw a stern Sergeant Dobbs motion for 
him to get on with it.
The gravel path crunched beneath his feet. The sound 
of the city beyond the walls faded away. Perkins briefly 
hugged himself - partly for warmth, partly for reassur-
ance.
Squinting as he moved forward, he sought to dis-
tinguish the shapes ahead of him. A rustle to his left 
caused him to spin around. 
“Hello,” he called nervously, “Anyone there?”
A rat ran across his boots. A whimper escaped Per-
kin’s lips and he ran forward. He only managed a few 
strides, when he tripped and fell. 
“Pull yourself together Danny boy,” he told himself, 
“Most likely this is just some stupid initiation. The 
Sarge is trying to scare me.”
Getting to his feet, he stepped back a few paces and 
felt a cold, hard, hand, touch his back. He jumped into 
the air and spun around, groping for his truncheon. It 
fell from his grip and he cowered, with his eyes closed 
tight. Slowly, as his assailant did not move toward him, 
he dared to open his eyes. The mist cleared above and 
the moonlight revealed a statue of an angel, her hand 
outstretched. Perkins placed his hand on his chest and 
breathed deeply.
He crossed himself and looked down for his trun-
cheon. Behind him a cloaked figure ran out from the 
shadows. A glint of metal flashed as a knife cut the 
back of his ankles. He cried out in pain but was unable 
to give chase, tendons cut. Falling to the ground he 
grasped at his injuries and called out, “Help! Sergeant 
Dobbs! Help! Anyone! Please, oh God, please help 
me!”
He fumbled for his truncheon and propped himself up 
on his elbow, so he could swing at any attacker.
A cold voice rang out from the surrounding darkness. 
“Daniel Perkins. You have been chosen. You are our 
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honoured sacrifice. You are the pure vessel that shall 
be given this night, this Hallows Eve, to our Lord and 
Master.”
Eyes wide with horror, he cried, “I’m a Police Officer. 
You, you are all under arrest. My, my Sergeant is on his 
way. Dear God, protect me!”
A figure stepped forward and Perkins swung his trun-
cheon. This figure was only a distraction, as another 
two came at him from behind, quickly binding his feet 
and hands with rope.
They dragged him, sobbing, along the ground. He 
raised his head to see they approached a mausoleum. 
He writhed and shook, all without any effect.
As they entered he could see that there was a stair-
way downwards and flickering lights danced on the 
walls. His captors hastened toward the steps. His head 
cracked on the hard stone, and he dipped into uncon-
sciousness.
He heard the chanting first. Slowly, he mustered the 
bravery to open his eyes. He was trussed onto a stone 
plinth, bereft of clothing. Torches and candles burned 
fiercely, causing him to sweat instead of shiver. The 
noise of those surrounding him reverberated around 
the cavern. He tested his bonds but they would not 
budge. Looking around, he searched for a face he 
might recognise, something, someone, that might 
make it all just a bizarre initiation ceremony. Each had 

a hood pulled down just enough to cover their faces.
One of them stepped forward and blew on a whistle. 
Terror and astonishment chilled Perkins from within, 
as he realised it was his whistle. As the figure lowered 
the whistle, his smile was topped by the instantly 
recognisable moustache. Perkins visibly sagged with 
relief. “I knew it! It’s nothing but an initiation, isn’t it? 
You’ve gone too far though. Cut me loose!” There was 
no response and Perkins eyes flitted from left to right, 
“Come on lads. You’ve had your laugh. I need these 
wounds seen to. I won’t say anything. Just cut me loose. 
Please.”
A voice beyond his view asked, “What about the girl?” 
Dobbs replied, “He’s confirmed it to me. She is as pure 
as we had hoped. I’m off to give her the bad news 
about her fiancé now. She’ll be here within the hour.”
Perkins called after Sergeant Dobbs, “Sarge, please, I’m 
begging you; not Mary. Please, you can do anything to 
me but spare her. For the love of God, please!”
From beneath the hoods, wry hungry grins appeared 
on each and every face.
The chanting resumed and all those surrounding the 
plinth drew blades from within their robes. The voices 
became frenzied and then all at once they fell upon 
him.
His screams  drowned out by their cheers.
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The Butcher
By Tyger St. Germaine

 The metal roar of a 
chainsaw ripped through the air, 
shortly followed by the sound 
of screaming as the metal 
teeth ripped into flesh. This 
was the work of one known as 
‘The Butcher’. It had no other 
names. In fact, one would ques-
tion if it was once human. But 
they said that once every year 
when the moon goes dark The 
Butcher would spawn in search 
for the meat of its next victim. 
This night it has found its victim 
… and it’s you!

 Pulled from your home 
and your warm bed as you 
slept, you wake to find yourself 
strapped to a large wooden 
cutting table. It’s stained with 
dried blood you hope belonged 
to an animal, but deep down 
you know better. Your eyes dart 
around trying in vain to figure 

out where you are. There are no 
windows and everything is tiled, 
apart from the ceiling which is 
cracked with chipping paint. The 
room itself is dirty and unkempt. 
It reeks of rotten meat. Dried 
blood is spattered here and there 
all over the walls. Though you 
see no one you do not feel alone. 
A single light dangles above your 
head keeping you from seeing 
anything else. It sways to and 
fro lazily. Panic starts to seep in 
like a thick oily ooze that spreads 
out from your gut turning your 
blood cold. There’s a thickness 
in the air making you choke on 
your own breath. You find the 
silence makes your ears ring, but 
through it you can hear a faint 
breath. Someone nearby unseen 
is breathing. 

 You can feel their eyes 
upon you. Instinctively you call 
out to them, hoping they can 
help, that this may be nothing 
more than someone’s sick joke. 

But then ... he’s suddenly in 
your face. The Butcher! Male 
in origin but he is no more man 
then he is an ‘it’ now. The mere 
sight of him makes you retch. 
The first thing you notice is that 
his face looks like it had been 
sewed back together in a cruel 
manner. Not just his face, but 
his whole body. His left eye … 
gone from its socket, leaving 
it a crud-filled hole. You dare 
not think what the crud may 
be. His greying beard is thin, 
matted and unkempt, much like 
the receding hair that appears 
to either be ripped out or fall-
en out in random patches. In 
his beard is again more of that 
dried blood and bits of meat. 
An uneasy sight. The worst is 
to come when he opens his 
mouth to smile at you. His teeth 
are either broken or gone. What 
remains is rotting. The stench 
makes your eyes water and you 
gag. Thick drool seems to ooze 
forth from his mouth and onto 
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your face. 

 You want to scream but 
no sound seems to come. All 
you can do is stare up at this 
monster in horror. There almost 
seems something child-like 
about his face, in a grotesque 
manner, much like a boy on 
Christmas morning. He takes 
hold of your right hand, holding 
it like a jeweller would study 
a rare stone. The truth in his 
intentions is made clear too late 
when he begins to bite off your 
index finger. You scream, not 
so much from the pain but more 
from the shock of his actions. 
Then he bites off another … 
then another … and another 
still, till all that remains is the 
thumb. That too is soon taken 
in the same grisly way. Blood 
squirts up from each nub, and 
the pain makes you thrash 
against your restraints. You 
can’t believe this is happen-
ing. You barely notice when he 
moves away with a mouth full of 
your fingers. His back is to you, 
ignoring your pleading screams. 
The blood is everywhere now, 
soaking your clothes and drip-
ping onto the floor. But the fun 
has yet to begin, at least for 
him. You’re just along for the 
ride. So sit back and enjoy the 
beauty your mangled corpse 
will bring.

 The roar of something 
loud pulls your thoughts away 
from your decrepit hand mo-
mentarily. It doesn’t take long 
for you to realize what’s to 
come. It’s a chainsaw and 
The Butcher is about to fulfil 
his name. He brings it over to 
show you, his face is filled with 

childlike glee. The roar is almost 
deafening. In its madness the 
chainsaw seems to howl in its 
own way. It moves fluidly towards 
your body. You brace yourself 
for what’s to come, but it’s never 
enough. The metal teeth bite into 
your right leg joint where the leg 
meets the body. The teeth shred 
easily through flesh, muscle, 
tendons, and bone. The Butcher 
almost seems to giggle as bits 
of flesh and fresh blood spat-
ter across his face. The pain of 
having to witness such a horrific 
act is almost too much to bear. 
Once it is done you let your head 
fall back against the wood. You 
whimper, cry and plead. Tears 
run down your face and onto the 
table to mix with your blood. 

 You hear him shuffle his 
feet as he moves around the 
table. The roar of the chainsaw 
comes to life yet again. You 
know what is to come. You con-
tinue to plead to any who would 
listen. But it’s too late for you. 
Blood begins to flow freely from 
the severed limbs. Your legs are 

gone as is most of your blood. 
You feel your life slip away. You 
barely notice when he cuts your 
arms from your torso. You even 
stop screaming. Death is upon 
you, as a feeling of bliss wash-
es over you. But before you 
can find your peace, the best 
has yet to come. Your vision 
is now blurred but you see the 
face of The Butcher come into 
view again. He holds the chain 
saw over your face. It drips with 
your blood. He sees that look of 
bliss as he readies his final cut. 
The chain saw moves closer 
and your blissful smile fades. 
You scream again but only for a 
moment. Your body jerks vio-
lently without control. You start 
to gag and choke on your own 
blood. The chain saw blade rips 
through your throat filling you 
with a new sense of pain. One 
far greater than ever before. 
An everlasting pain. Your head 
tumbles back and rolls to the 
floor. You watch in horror as 
your remaining blood pours 
freely from your neck. Then … 
no more.
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“Anything dead coming back to life hurts.” 
– Toni Morrison

Most of the “Old World” has collapsed. Mainland 
Europe and Asia, the Middle East and Africa are 
classifi ed as “Lost” in the wake of a major pan-
demic originally called “White Fever” because of 
the pale to white ring around the outer parts of 
the Iris in the eyes of those who contracted it. 
The fi rst known outbreak occurred in and around 
Eastern Europe, the exact country of origin is 
currently still being debated, and the cause is still 
unknown, but the fact remains that thousands of 
people contracted the illness in a matter of days. 
Early samples of infected blood were sent to the 
Centre for Disease Control (CDC) where their 
conclusion was what their European counterparts 
in the World Health Organization (WHO) already 
feared: this was a new aggressive strain of virus 
with a higher infection rate than the Sixth Cholera 
Pandemic of 1899. 
The infection fi rst spread rapidly by close contact 
before turning airborne briefl y; shortly thereafter 
the airborne strain of the virus died off due to 
the fact the virus could not live too long outside 
a host. Higher risk of infection occurred in con-
fi ned spaces in cities and public transportation 
resulting in many island countries (Great Britain, 
Japan, Australia etc.) to to immediately shut their 
borders to anyone coming from the continent.
.
 Seventy two hours after the outbreak 
began the CDC and WHO received a new sam-
ple from a hospital in Saint Petersburg, Russia. 
The sample was the White Fever virus but it 
had mutated into a pathogen that could only be 

transferred through direct physical contact like 
the Rabies virus or Ebola. The letter attached 
stated that the sample came from someone who 
was one of the “fi rst wave” infected and at the 
time the sample was taken, the individual was 
clinically dead but regained “abnormal” vital 
signs and seemed to come back to life and was 
so violent the patient required restraint. Later on 
reports showed that other heavily affected areas 
were experiencing the same phenomena. Those 
attacked who had open wounds exposed to the 
saliva contracted an aggressive form of White Fe-
ver that caused the individual to die in a matter of 
hours before they too regained vitals and aggres-
sive behaviour.
 Within days most of Europe was in chaos 
from the viral outbreak. Now military forces from 
around the world band together to keep the infec-
tion contained, as well as evacuating non infected 
individuals to other countries. A Joint government 
task force has been formed with civilian and 
military scientists given the task to provide infor-
mation for the military personal fi ghting against 
the massive numbers of infected. The project is 
held in a specially modifi ed carrier ship called the 
Oxide which is the code name for this research 
program. The program is labelled “Classifi ed” 
since some measures being taken in the name 
of research are considered cruel and unethical. 
Thirty prisoners from various maximum security 
prisons have been provided by the United States 
Government to be deliberately exposed to the 
White Fever virus which has now be renamed the 
“Reanimation Virus”, the following is a report from 
one of the scientists working closely with the Sub-
jects. 
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 RESEARCH NOTES OF (Name withheld)
Test Subject code named WF/RV 08 was ex-
posed to the “Reanimation Virus” that was recent-
ly classifi ed as a Negative RNA virus  belonging 
to the same group, number 5,alongside the Ebola 
and Rabies Viruses. A small sample was taken 
from a culture and placed onto a needle tip and 
scrapped on the Subject’s forearm. Subject 08 
was placed onto a restraint table prior to expo-
sure with the head locked into place by restraints 
to face a CCTV camera focused on the eyes to 
observe any changes by Doctors (participator’s 
names withheld),, the infection site on the arm 
was also monitored. The Subject was instructed 
to inform staff of any changes.
(Month day and year is redacted)
45 minutes since infection: Subject 08 complains 
of a “scratchy” feeling in the back of throat. Infec-
tion sight is red.
1 hour since infection: Subject 08’s eyes begin 
to show signs of discolouration around the outer 
edges of the iris. Infection site still red. Subject 
complains of headache, congestion and cough.
1 hour 33 minutes since infection: Subject 08’s 
condition remains the same but now has a fever. 
The infection site is no longer being observed. 
Subject’s eyes now clearly exhibit the faded white 
ring around the irises, at 6:32pm Subject 08 has 
offi cially contracted White Fever. If early reports 
are correct the Subject should succumb to the 
illness in a couple hours but with the aggressive 
nature of the virus,death may be sooner.
2 hours 20 minutes since infection: Subject 08’s 
vitals are now being recorded. Heart monitors 
show blood pressure and heart rate is low as well 
as respiration. Subject lost consciousness 13 
minutes before being hooked up to monitors.
2 hours 57 minutes since infection: Subject 08 
was pronounced clinically dead at 9:29 pm.
2 hours 58 minutes since infection: at 9:30 pm 
Subject 08’s Respiration and heartbeat spon-
taneously restarted. Subject is awake,severely 
agitated and fi ghting against the restraints.

Subject 08’s restraints were remotely released 
after vital data was collected. The Subject fell off 

the examining table and broke arm. 08 seemed to 
not be fazed by the injury, on the contrary Subject 
seemed to be trying to use that arm to help stand 
up.  Ataxia (loss of coordination) is present along 
with insensitivity to  pain. 08’s vitals data shows 
that heartbeat is irregular compared to control 
data taken before infection. 08’s heartbeat prior 
to infection was an average of 60 beats per min-
ute, after infection that number seemed to double 
due to having 4 beats a second, because of this 
08’s blood pressure is high. Respiratory rate prior 
to infection was normal, averaging 12 to 24 per 
minute, after infection Subject developed Tachy-
pnea (rapid breathing) Subject had no history of 
respiratory problems. Subject now makes raspy 
hissing noise whilst breathing.
Subject 08 has gone a day without food or wa-
ter, exhibits no need to drink but hunger makes 
Subject severely agitated. A pygmy goat was put 
into the same room with SSubject. 08 ignored 
the animal. After 08 failed to take interest in the 
goat, Dr. (Name withheld) sent Subject 02 into 
the room retrieve the animal (this act served two 
purposes, one to actually remove the animal from 
the testing fi eld and two to test 08’s reaction with 
a human in the same room.) 08 reacted to Sub-
ject 02’s presence with vicious results.
Subject 02 was attacked by Subject 08 a couple 
seconds after entering the room. . Dr. (Redacted) 
observed 08 struck 02 multiple times before biting 
02 and ripping fl esh. 02 panicked, lost balance 
and was pinned to a wall by 08 who continued to 
bite 02 ferociously. At fi rst it appeared that 08 was 
attacking 02 indiscriminately but further observa-
tion revealed that 08 was in fact feeding on 02. 
With this realization Dr. (Name redacted) formed 
a hypothesis that this virus makes the infected 
attack members of the same species since no re-
ports from the affected areas said anything about 
animals behaving in the same manner as 08. A 
new and separate test will be conducted using 
the pygmy goat.
A pygmy goat has been given the title of Subject 
31, since there are 30 human Subjects being 
used for testing, 29 since Subject 02 was killed 
and eaten by Subject 08. The goat was intro-
duced to the virus in the same manner as Subject 
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08. The pygmy goat took longer to fully contract 
the illness before reanimation. Vitals for the goat 
were not taken. About 24 hours after infection the 
pygmy goat was introduced to Subject 05, 05 05 
was instructed by Dr. (Name Redacted)  to “an-
noy” the goat by pushing it and, if possible, tip it 
over. After several minutes 05 was called back, 
Subject 31 had no interest in Subject 05. Another 
pygmy goat was put into the room shortly after-
wards with the same results as 08 with 02. Sub-
ject 31, an infected pygmy goat, attacked only 
another pygmy goat, therefore the Reanimation 
Virus is species specifi c as Dr. (Name Redacted) 
theorized.
While observations were being made with Sub-
ject 31, testing with Subject 08 continued. What 
was left of Subject 02’s corpse was removed and 
incinerated once samples were taken. Before the 
remains of Subject 02 was dealt with, the cadav-
er was left in quarantine to observe if reanimation 
would occur, as a result there was no reanimation 
but 02’s cells were infected by the virus resulting 
in 02’s corpse technically acting like a carrier just 
like 08. This idea prompted a new hypothesis by 
Dr. (Name Redacted) 
The virus takes control of the nervous system 
of the infected for the purposes of reproduction. 
The fastest way to do so is through direct con-
tact, for example saliva and bite wounds. So the 
virus takes controls the host’s survival instinct 
making it more aggressive. The virus stimulates 
the infected need to feed, the “feeding” action is 
spreading the virus into another host, who would 
then incubate the virus and then repeat the cycle. 
In other words the act of attacking and eating 
non-infected is for the reporduction of the virus 
NOT the survival of the infected. The act of eating 
helps the infected gain nourishment in order to 
stay active for the sake of the virus, like a preg-
nant woman with cravings.
A development occurred with Subject 31. It has 
been observed by Dr. (Name withheld) that fl eas 
that were living on the goat prior to exposure to 
the virus have emerged from its fur in masses 
in what looks like a mass attempt to leave their 
old host. With the theory mentioned before fear 
gripped Dr. (Name Redacted);  fl eas that were 

once responsible for carrying Bubonic Plague  
couldnow be carrying the Reanimation Virus that 
would spread like wild fi re on this ship! Luckily 
the room Subject 31 was held in is air tight, with 
security measures in place for such an event. 
The room was immediately pumped with (chemi-
cal agent name withheld) gas that killed the fl eas 
as well as Subject 31. The fl eas were collected 
by Dr. (Redacted) and taken for testing,31 was 
incinerated. Tests on the fl eas showed negative 
for the virus. It seems parasites like fl eas may 
possibly sense that their host or other potential 
hosts are infected with some disease that may 
harm them. This could also explain why vultures 
and carrion crows have not feasted on the dead 
that now pile the streets of many cities hit by this 
pandemic.
Today Subject 05 was carefully lowered into the 
room with Subject 08 who reacted as expected 
and fed on 05’s legs and feet. Prior to this 05 
was sedated to prevernt any struggle that would 
hinder this experiment. After 08 ate 05’s legs 
to the bones, 05 was removed and  Dr. (Name 
Withheld)cauterized the wound to prevent severe 
blood loss that would have proved fatal. 05 was 
placed in quarantine after the wounds were taken 
care. 08 became an Annie (Annie is a nickname 
the soldiers assisting in security came up with 
to shorten “Reanimate” since  all involved in the 
project are avoiding the term “Zombie”) just under 
three hours. 05 reanimated under two! For some 
reason 05 became infected faster,  Dr. (Name 
Redacted) and Dr. (Name Withheld) both agreed 
that there was a need for a sample of 08’s saliva, 
which has not been collected before.
The results of 08’s saliva sample came back and, 
compared to its blood sample, has more viral 
cells! This is quite a fi nd. During the retrieval of 
the saliva sample, Dr (name removed) was bitten 
on the hand. Quick thinking on the doctor’s part 
as a belt was tightly cinched around the forearm 
to make a tourniquet. Head of security (rank and 
name withheld) insisted on terminating Dr (re-
dacted).Tthe Doctor willingly offered to have an 
experiment performed, becoming Subject 32. 32 
opted to see if amputation of a limb would spare 
the bite victim. In the operating room there were 
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only two doctors (one playing multiple roles of a 
surgical team) and seven armed guards. After 
a couple of hours the amputation was complete 
and 32 was placed in isolation. The Arm was 
removed at the shoulder. 32 woke up and had no 
symptoms of the virus. Tests on 32’s amputated 
arm showed high concentration of the virus, the 
Doctor’s makeshift tourniquet prevented reanima-
tion.
More samples of 08’s saliva were taken and 
yielded astonishing results. The virus cells in the 
saliva have tripled and seem to have mutated 
since 08 last fed a few days ago. It is hypothe-
sised that the longer a Reanimate does not feed, 
the more aggressive the virus’s cells become. 
UPDATE:  UPDATE: more samples were tak-
en with disheartening results. The Reanimation 
virus somehow changed over to a Bacterio-
phage and infected bacteria already present in 
the mouth, this explains how the virus spreads 
quickly through bites, something which Dr(Name 
Withheld) admitted to overlooking in preliminary 
testing. This as Dr. (Redacted) said was strange 
that a Group 5 Negative RNA virus can turn itself 
into a Group 1 Double strand Virus and back to 
its original state! Meaning that someone bit by a 
“starved” Reanimate may succumb to the virus 
in minutes not hours! This discovery struck down 
hope that a preventive vaccine or proverbial 
“cure” for this pandemic may be developed. Doc-
tors (all names withheld) wondered how they can 
stop this shape shifting virus.

PERSONAL ENTRIES
Today I took some personal time away from the 
research of the Reanimate Virus to clear my 
thoughts and to contact my family back in (Re-
dacted). The news from home was good, while 
news from the other side of the world was grim. 
My (Spouse gender withheld) had to disconnect 
the cable so our kids could not see the images 
of what is going on. I personally have seen imag-
es and video taken by the professionals and the 
average citizen with a camera phone. An image 
of police in riot gear and shields pushing Rean-
imates back as panicked civilians try to climb 
over the police barricades to escape the growing 

numbers of the infected. A video taken from the 
roof of an apartment showing a bridge being blow 
up to prevent reanimates to enter a “non-infected” 
part of a city which I’m sure was all for nothing. 
Images and videos ranging from people in panic 
to blood spattered building interiors, my God what 
hell is this?

The news grows worrisome by the hour, China 
and Kyrgyzstan are offi cially “gone” as the com-
manding offi cer of this ship stated in this after-
noon’s announcement. The spread of the virus 
was too fast for them to contain and what made 
matters worse was, as a last resort, the Chinese 
government launched four nuclear missiles tar-
geting their own! No big secret, many countries 
under siege by the outbreak are launching mis-
siles, thankfully out of approximately 37 nuclear 
launches only six made it to their targets (all on 
their own soil). Credit has to be given to a missile 
shield that many nations put together for such a 
case. As simple as it may seem to just nuke the 
virus away, there are still many countries and 
continents untouched by the pandemic, evacua-
tion is possible only if time is given and we here 
on this ship bobbing in the middle of the sea don’t 
know how to give it. I’m still at a loss for words 
as I have neglected my work for two more days 
since my last entry. I have become obsessed with 
watching videos and observing photographs of 
the carnage occurring in the affected areas.

This morning around eight I was awakened by 
one of my colleagues who was obviously startled, 
at fi rst my thoughts turned to a security breach 
and some of the infected subjects escaped. To 
my relief, and astonishment, there was a cruise 
ship off the ship’s starboard side. We proceeded 
to an observation deck where a small crowed 
of sailors, soldiers and scientists all in different 
outfi ts of the moment (some in uniform, some 
casual and a few even just in towels and fl ip 
fl ops!) sure enough the news was true, there 
was a cruise ship a half a mile from us, sailing 
alongside. Some of the military personnel were 
listening to radio chatter. The cruise ship dis-
obeyed orders not to leave port. The ship was 
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fi lled almost beyond capacity with people fl eeing 
the mainland and heading towards wherever they 
thought would be safe. Conversation broke down 
when the cruise ship refused to turn around and 
requested an escort to US waters. The radio went 
silent as channels were changed and most likely 
encrypted so no one else could hear. Our ship 
(an aircraft carrier) is under escort by (number 
withheld) battleships, (number withheld) subma-
rines and (number withheld) destroyers. 
   We felt the ship slowly turn away from the 
cruise ship as one of our battleship escorts 
moved into position between us and them. Be-
fore I could ask what was going to happen, off in 
the distance two fl ashes 
of light came out of the 
water and fl ew straight up 
into the air at breath-tak-
ing speed, cruise missiles 
from one of our sub es-
corts. The battleship next 
to us then shot two more 
cruise missiles at the liner. 
The battleship’s missiles 
hit their mark fi rst, the 
bridge of the ship, the tiny 
black windows from the 
distance instantly turned 
into a fi reball followed by 
a delayed echo of the two 
explosions. The two other 
missiles struck the rear of 
the ship causing it to almost capsize, two more 
missiles struck the front part of the ship. Another 
sub must have launched them from somewhere 
we could not see. The ship spewed the thickest 
black smoke I have ever seen into the sky. Some 
of the onlookers fi lled the air with expletives while 
some stood stoically and some stood with their 
mouths open in shock, we all watched, I can’t 
recall which of these groups I was part of.
The large turret guns on the battleship began to 
shoot volleys at the now crippled and defenceless 
cruise liner, their aim was at the decks near the 
water, the objective was to make the ship sink. An 
orange blur whizzed from my right fi eld of view 
and struck the hull of the liner with a thundering 

boom as it tore inside the ship before detonat-
ing. Two more anti-ship missiles struck the liner 
making holes in the side to let water fl ow into the 
lower decks. For several minutes the liner stood 
still as smoke darkened the morning sun. The 
silence fi nally broke when from underneath the 
waters under the liner an incredible explosion; I 
barely made out a fl ash under the water before 
a large plume of white water shot upward like a 
monstrous geyser that broke the ship nearly in 
half. Later I found out it was caused by three tor-
pedoes that blew up at the same time underneath 
the ship.
For a few moments the liner seemed to have 

not been affected by the 
blast but soon the dam-
age was seen. The front 
half of the liner tilted on 
its right side as the rear 
twisted. I knew then that 
the liner was done and 
there would be no saving 
it, nor the passengers, 
who were either dead in 
the liner or dying in the 
water as our ship and its 
escorts continued on and 
let the sea take them. I 
did not watch the horror 
at sea unfold instead 
I retreated back to my 
bunk and buried my head 

under my pillow hoping it would act as a shield 
against what I just saw. I’ve learned later that sur-
vivors were seen in the water and any that came 
near the ships were shot by personal on boardthe 
ships. As our small cluster of vessels left the 
scene another formation of ships would come to 
ensure no one survived and that the ship sunk. 
Later in the afternoon the ship’s captain came 
over the loudspeakers and gave words of encour-
agement to everyone on board the ship. After 
his message us researchers met and concluded 
that we must fi nd ways to kill the reanimates and 
share the news with the military so they can buy 
time for potential evacuations. (To Be Continued)
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By Michael Bene
“The Time of Eagles” Part 1 

It had been a week since the supposed death of Smog, 
and an unnatural chill was in the air as Carmelita 
awoke. The young woman had been upset over his 
death more than the others. Smog and her had been 
secretly leaving the campus together since they had 
met. Carmelita looked outside with some tears in her 
eyes. It’s fucking Thanksgiving .. .how could we have 
forgotten about this war. She thought as she let her 
fae wings manifest as she dressed. The young Fae girl 
slowly descended the stairs to see The Powered and The 
Nerds in the same room, their respective leaders  stood 
at the front. Flora had been waiting outside the room 
for her sister with a worried expression, she hadn’t been 
the same since Smog died and yet couldn’t see why. 
Flora quickly approached her sister before anyone 
in the room could notice the two weren’t in briefing 
together. “Carmelita Florian, why haven’t you been 
awake?” The fae asked her sister as she sat her down at 
the bench. However Carmelita wouldn’t hear any of her 
sister’s belittling behaviour, “You are not mom or dad, 
so shut up and leave me be!” Carmelita left her sister 
and sat in the room with a few of her fellow Powered 
inside, Flora joining soon after as she sat two rows away 
from her sister and closer to The Cyber-Surfer. The two 
leaders had been bickering over the way to handle the 
Halloween war without much losses. The Cyber-Surfer 
had been more than willing to let some of their people 
die if it meant victory. “I will be sending out a scouting 
party to the machine shop so we could see what The 
Shop Students are planning. The team will be consist-
ing of Flora, Brick-House, and Fire Bird.” The Cyber 
Surfer snickered before looking over at Carmelita. 
“Carmelita I have a special mission for you personally.” 
The rest of the Powered and Nerds went on their guard 
duties while The Nerd Scouting Party went with The 
Powered. Carmelita left the room with The Cyber-Surf-
er quickly coming up behind her. “You know if you 
were much nicer to me we wouldn’t be having these 

discussions,” he said before getting in front of her and 
blocking her path. Carmelita had to endure this asshole 
for three days since Smog’s death. It started as a minor 
nuisance of “invites” from him, but now it was getting 
worse. “So I was hoping this little mission of ours could 
go one or two ways. One I whip out my cock and you 
get on your knees, or I tell your sister about you and 
Smog.” 
His ultimatum hung in the air before Carmelita used 
her fae magic to grapple him with roots from under-
neath the old dorm. “Now look Jake I don’t like you in 
the way I liked Smog. You are nothing to me, and just 
because you’re my leader I am not going to do that for 
you. I don’t like you and I am going with my sister on 
her scouting party.” Carmelita said before The Cy-
ber-Surfer leaned up and tried to force a kiss. “I’ll get 
your ass one way or the other.” He whispered before 
Carmelita turned into her pixie form and flew off to 
join her sister.
The Scouting party wasn’t even half way to the Machine 
Shop before Carmelita joined them. The two sisters 
now stood next to each other as they walked with 
Brick-House and Fire-Bird following behind. Flora 
looked at her sister with some minor guilt in her eyes. 
“I’m sorry for the way I’ve been recently I know that 
Smog’s death affected all of us and while I was talking 
to everyone I didn’t get to talk to you. Did you like him 
at all?” Flora asked. “We were dating secretly for the 
past two months Florasina.” She admitted noting that 
her sister was slightly taken aback by the news although 
sheadmitted that she was surprised and slightly preju-
diced but was there for Flora. “I just wish you told me 
though OK?” Flora hugged her sister.
Fire-Bird and Brick-House noticed a small group of 
people looking around the outside of the campus with 
odd devices. “Oh God is that the government?” Fire-
Bird asked as she looked over the wall with assistance 
from Brick-House. “Well , maybe you should go see 
them?” Brick was able to prop her over the wall to pro-
test from Fire-Bird. “You asshole, I’ll get you for this!” 
Fire-Bird yelled as she was tossed into some bushes 
on the other side. “Oh Godamnit!” Yelled one of the 
group who noticed her. A few of them ran over to her 
while the woman stayed back from her with her face 
obscured.
  The rest of the team picked the woman up out of the 
bush and looked her over, while Fire-Bird noticed their 
uniforms weren’t right. “You guys aren’t from around 
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here are you?” She asked the leader who smiled back at 
her. “No we’re not actually from this time period even 
Ma’am” the leader said with a smile before introducing 
himself. “My name is Eric Snowden, and my team here 
is a part of the crew of The Harbinger from the year 
2277.” Fire-Bird looked over to the girl with her face 
obscured. “Well I guess not all of your crew wants to 
meet me,” she said as The Scouting Party were able to 
get over the wall. “We’re going to need your help with 
something,” Eric stood Fire-Bird up. “Our leaders will 
want to speak with you.” she replied.
  *Smog’s Mission*
It was a cold morning as Smog awoke in the woods 
with his grandfather already awake and sitting by the 
fire. “Granddad why’re we out here?” he asked as he got 
out of his sleeping bag. His grandfather, a legendary Su-
pervillain known as “The Nemesis” had been out of his 
life till now. The Nemesis had to fake his death to hide 
himself from the government for his various crimes 
during The Powered Wars. His main crime was the 
destruction of the Eagleton Bell Tower, as it caused the 
deaths of many civilians hiding in the school. However 
as Smog was going to learn ... not everything was as it 
seemed. “Kid, your powers haven’t fully come in yet. So 
I am bringing you here so you can learn how to man-
ifest fire instead of just smoke. You’ll need to defend 
yourself for what is to come,” he began to set up a few 
cans for his grandson. “This will be your first lesson.” 
The Nemesis stepped away from his sleeping bag and 
held out his hand. “Ok kiddo you’ll need to concentrate 
to manifest fire. It usually takes intense anger to do it, 
so concentrate on something.” Smog closed his eyes for 
a moment and thought back to his near death at the 
hands of The Preps, the specific point of this memory 
being the betrayal of The Cyber-Surfer, who knocked 
him down to get away. Smog felt something manifest 
and hit a can. “Well good kiddo good, but it needs to 
be more potent than that,” he said as Smog closed his 
eyes again held out his hand. He didn’t know why this 
memory didn’t work, but tried to think of the aspect he 
needed. Smog felt guilt over Carmelita and making her 
think he was dead. It destroyed him as he truly cared 
for her. Another minor fireball was emitted from his 
hand, this time stronger. “It ain’t hate or guilt kiddo. It 
has to be anger … pure white hot anger!” the Nemesis 
yelled to his grandson as Smog let his anger run wild 
at the one person he hated the most, The Cyber-Surfer, 
He was the reason why he was in this situation in the 

first place. Jake had been the one to attempt to mur-
der him. Jake was always trying to assert dominance 
over him, and it had to end. A jet of flame burst out of 
Smog’s hand an incinerated the cans in front of him.
The Nemesis smiled at his grandson and patted his 
grandson on the head “That is the start of it Jackie 
boy.” Smog felt more anger as he let off another jet of 
flame into the air. “I want to kill him!” he yelled as 
his grandfather turned around to see the fire. “Alright 
kid,  you wanna kill him? Then show me your fire is 
strong enough. I want you to attack me , because I ain’t 
holding back on you either.” Smog and his grandfa-
ther attacked each other with jets of flame. The golden 
streams interconnected and pushed against each other 
in heated rage. Their flames pushed each other until 
they were evenly matched. “Good kid good, now relax 
yourself and your flame.” Nemesis said as he relaxed his 
flame with Smog’s. “That was good kid, but now you 
need to learn how to manipulate it.” Smog smiled as his 
grandfather began to teach him how to use the family 
flame.

  *Prelude to Battle*

It was three hours before The Thanksgiving War was set 
to begin, and everyone was now back at The Old Dorm 
with The Harbinger’s crew. Eric had set up a holo-map 
of the school. “The crystal we’re looking for is a piece 
of Phonesian tech that is used in mecha creation. This 
thing on its own can construct androids as well as up-
grade them. We can’t find it, and any sensor indicates 
that it is generating right here.” Eric pointed at a partic-
ular spot on the map that was immediately recognized 
as the Machine Shop. “This isn’t good for anyone.” Fire-
Bird whispered to Brick-House. However The Nerd 
Freddy spoke up first. “They recently captured some 
old android from way back in the day, I think it’s called 
‘Clock Man’?” The Cyber-Surfer looked over at the 
Nerd in shock. “My grandfather destroyed that thing 
when it went crazyThe bell tolled for The War to begin. 
“Oh shit I want half of you in this war, and the other 
half helping the Harbinger Crew smash the Android!” 
the Cyber- Surfer yelled as the cliques geared up for the 
war. 

END OF PART 1

((Stay Tuned for part 2 of “Time of Eagles and for the 
reveal of The Passenger!))
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“She’s in there?” John Raymond 
said,  “you’ve seen her?”
 “That I have,” the homeless 
man said.
John looked up at the shadowed 
walls and gabled roof of the old 
Charleston jail. It had closed in 
1939, just ten years ago; but it 
already housed a century’s worth 
of folk tale rumours of ghosts and 
unexplained deaths. 
 “Say, why are you dressed 
so funny?” the homeless man 
asked.
 John turned back to the 
homeless man, who wore a series 
of long and short-tailed coats. John 
thought this man must be on the 
verge of heat stroke, seeing as it 
was early July, and summer heat 
in South Carolina generally stayed 
right around the temperature nec-
essary to spark hallucinations.
 John himself wore the same 
clothes he’d died in ninety years 
earlier: black boots, black trousers, 

a long frock coat, also black. He’d 
died during his time as a Railroad 
Officer under Allan Pinkerton—or 
rather, shortly after he’d resigned. 
He’d realized the Reno Brothers 
made a great deal more money 
robbing the trains than he’d made 
protecting them. He’d enjoyed the 
outlaw life until the day a bullet, fired 
by Al himself, hit him square in the 
chest as he was making his getaway. 
He’d stopped in mid-air, and his 
horse had kept on going. 
 He was still getting used to 
being out of fashion. 
 “I was just wondering the 
same thing about you,” John said.
 “You wanna know why I’m 
dressed funny?” the man said. “I’m 
homeless; I wear everything I own so 
as to keep on owning it.”
 “Even your dogged sense 
of proprietary ownership shouldn’t 
keep you from sweating in the heat,” 
John said.
 “What was that?”

 “I said it’s a sweltering sum-
mer night, and the humidity is high 
enough to drown in if you breathe 
too deep—and you’re not sweat-
ing.”
 “I’m cold blooded,” the man 
said, shrugging, but his face had 
darkened some. 
 “What are you doing out 
here, old man?” John said.
 “I just keep watch,” the man 
said. He stood up straight, no lon-
ger affecting a hunched back.
 “A hound?” John said.
 The man nodded, keeping 
his eyes focused on John’s right 
hand, which had pulled back 
the tail of his jacket to reveal the 
handle of his modified 1855 ser-
vice revolver. The way in which it 
had been modified was reason for 
concern if you were a spectre, or in 
the case of the homeless man here, 
a watchdog from Hell.
 “How long has she known I 
was coming?” John asked.
 The homeless man shook 
his head, which had begun to break 
open at the mouth, elongating. His 
knees snapped back and he fell 
down on all fours, whipping his 
head around, discarding the flesh 
of his face and most of his scalp. 
The raw face beneath was covered 
in matted fur, bloody, and gamey 
smelling.
 John didn’t wait any longer. 
He drew his gun.
“But she does know then?” John 
said calmly, and fired.

 There’s a special afterlife for 
bad cops, and its rules are simple: 
good cops go to Heaven or Hell 
based on the condition of their 
souls at the time of death. Bad 
cops get to keep on working after 



PAGE 93

death—until they’ve cleaned the 
streets in the way they never did as 
living men.
  John had been putting in 
overtime since that fateful after-
noon in 1857. And since then he’d 
dispatched hundreds of appari-
tions, witches, warlocks, and small-
town bogey men. 
 But if the hound was right, 
Lavinia Fisher was one tough rib.
 John grimaced as he 
pressed his palm against the front 
door of the jail, and waited for La-
vinia’s history to enter him. There 
was a slight crackle of pain, like 
static shock: and then he knew her. 
In life she’d had a knack for charm-
ing men into her local inn, which 
she had run with her husband. She 
would drug these men, kill them, 
and rob them. At her execution 
she’d cursed the crowd and God, 
and leapt from the gallows before 
she could be pushed. 
 She’d kept her charm 
beyond death, as it were, and now 
men were leaving their beds in the 
night never to return.    
“Would rather have liked to meet 
you under different circumstances, 
old girl,” John said. 
He pointed at the door lock and it 
disengaged. He entered.

 The door led him into a 
stone hallway with a single office 
on the left, and a row of guard 
rooms on the right. Straight ahead 
was a staircase, which took him to 
the second floor and the first dozen 
jail cells. Everything was covered in 
a skin of dust. 
 He paced along the cells 
cautiously, checking each one for a 
glimmer of light or the leavings of 
the firmer undead: hunks of milky 

flesh, powdered bone. He never 
knew how they were going to appear. 
 Once he’d cleared the second 
floor, he followed the staircase up 
to the third, where a young man lay 
face down on the third floor landing.
 She’d had a victim tonight. 
 Explains the watchdog, John 
thought, as he bent down to check 
the man’s pulse. It was weak, but he 
was alive.
 “Suppose I interrupted,” John 
said, standing. His voice echoed sen-
tentiously through the quiet dark. 
 There was no answer.
  He noticed his fingers were 
covered in a brownish muck, like 
congealed oats. He looked down at 
the man and saw more of the same 
along the collar of his shirt; the 
liquefied flesh of Lavinia. She was 
an Earthbather, as John called them. 
The ones who opted out of passing 
on into the afterlife because the car-
nal joy of rending flesh was too good 
to pass up—not to mention they 
were likely Hell bound anyway. They 
were a sight easier to hit with a gun 
than your typical apparition, con-
sidering they didn’t wink in and out 
of existence at the speed of light, but 
they were gruesome to behold, and 
they could tear a soul like him apart 
with the look in their eyes. 
 “Boy,” he said, nudging the 
young man with his boot.
 The young man moaned, 
turned onto his side and looked up at 
John as if he were emitting a star-
tlingly bright light. 
 He was missing his lower lip 
and part of his right ear. His eyes 
were dull with shock.   
 “Get on,” John said, pulling 
him to his feet. The man started 
down the stairs with his hands out in 
front of him, as if walking blind. 

 John raised his gun, and 
moved toward the fourth floor.

 She was in the first cell, at 
the top of the stairs.
 She sat on a pile of human 
bones, legs crossed, hands folded 
in her lap as if waiting for John to 
tell her a bedtime story. Her ex-
posed shinbones gleamed in the 
moonlight from a nearby window. 
Her mouth moved in a circular, 
grinding motion, as she chewed on 
the young man’s ear or lower lip. 
The look in her eyes, the one that 
could tear a soul to pieces, made 
John hesitate a moment. But he’d 
been bold in life, had resolved to 
spend his days facing death from 
his youth.
 But now, with the powers 
he had, and God, such as he was, at 
his back—John was all the bolder.
 “It’s rude to eat in front of 
guests,” he said. 
 Then he raised his gun and 
fired.
 But she was quicker than 
Earthbathers normally were. His 
bullet struck a skull upon which 
she’d sat a moment before. The 
skull shattered, skidded across the 
stone floor in hundreds of pieces. 
The open cell door clapped against 
the bars. 
 He was aware of a blur at 
the corner of his vision. He turned 
right and she was on him. Mouth 
open, her lips seemed to melt over 
her teeth. Rotten gums rode high, 
making those teeth appear long 
and canine. He could feel the heat 
of her breath, smell the bottled de-
cay of one hundred years yawning 
from her gaping mouth. He was a 
soul, and his eyes watered.
 He tried to put his gun 
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between them, but she closed the 
distance quicker than he could 
change position, and tackled him 
to the floor.
 Her molten flesh came off 
on his hands as he pushed against 
her ruined breasts, holding her 
snapping teeth inches from the end 
of his nose. 
 “You’re prettier than the 
others he’s sent!” she said, her 
phlegmy words spoken from the 
back of her throat, her dried, black 
tongue ticking around in her maw 
like a broken clock hand.
 “Let’s keep it that way, shall 
we?” he said.
 As she hissed and thrust 
her head forward, he let one of his 
hands slide up her chest, gathering 
skin and muscle under his finger-
nails as he did so. He managed to 
take her by the neck and squeeze. 
More liquid flesh oozed out from 
between his fingers like wet dough.
 Her hissing turned to gur-
gling; and in her fury she began to 
wrench her head back and forth, as 
if trying to dislocate her own neck 
in order to reach him.
 And then she changed 
form, and he found himself stran-
gling the most beautiful woman 
he’d ever laid eyes on. Long, dark 
hair trailed down over her shoul-
ders, from which fell a thin, trans-
lucent gown. She writhed on top 
of him, her mouth pursed in rapt 
ecstasy.
 She moaned, and then her 
blue eyes opened wide, and her red 
mouth broke into a cunning slit of 
white teeth. “Come on, you can get 
rougher than that, can’t you?”
 He let go a moment, strick-
en—and that was all it took. Her 
face changed back, and her head 

shot toward his neck like the strike of 
a rattlesnake.
 She took a chunk out of his 
throat just before he gripped her by 
the neck again, twisted his body to 
the side, and sent her gliding over 
the floor. He quickly got to his feet 
and let fly three more shots. The first 
two missed, and she was after him 
again when the third round struck 
her right leg at the knee.
 She kept going for another 
step before she realized there was 
nothing to land on, and fell face first 
to the floor.
 Then she began to crawl.
 He approached her calm-
ly, knowing the fight was over. She 
seemed to know it as well, and gave 
up her crawl after only a moment, 
turning onto her side, moaning softly 
to herself. A yellow pool had formed 
beneath the stump of her amputated 
leg. 
 John placed a hand over his 
gushing neck wound, and a moment 
later it had stopped gushing, the hole 
now a mere scar.
 “Does it hurt?” he asked 

her. And he asked this out of true 
curiosity. He knew he was not very 
different from her, from any of 
these creatures he killed. He looked 
better; that was a given. But they 
were trapped in a similar kind of 
hell. And he wondered often if they 
suffered the way he sometimes did. 
He wondered if they felt pain, or if 
the loss of a limb was simply incon-
venient. He felt pain, physical and 
otherwise. If he were bleeding out 
as she was bleeding out, he’d want 
the bullet.
 “In another life, old girl,” he 
said.
 Then he put the gun to her 
head and fired his last round.

 Outside, standing in the 
moonlight, John removed his coat 
and watched the glowing image of 
Lavinia Fisher etch itself into his 
left arm, where, after a moment, 
its light faded, and it rested there 
in his flesh next to a series of other 
horrid likenesses, a memento, 
a tally mark toward a total that 
would finally set him free of Earth, 
from his task—for better or worse. 
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Out on the edge of a large bushland 
in Australia, sat a sweet unassuming 
little town, once famous for its friend-
liness and its sense of community,  a 
town which was also under constant 
threat from a danger known to the lo-
cals as “Blinkies”, a legend which drew 
people from lands across the sea to 
seek out the truth.
Towards dusk one day, an American 
scientist, along with his Swedish assis-
tant, arrived at the dusty little down 
on the edge of the great bushlands, 
their truck packed with scientifi c 
equipment. Th e people of the little 
town looked to each other and their 

thoughts were one.
“Here we go … another pair of dron-
gos looking for the ‘Blinkies’” one man 
mumbled as he sat, carving a piece of 
red gum wood with a seriously danger-
ous looking knife.
Th e American scientist stretched and 
grinned, squinting in the bright Aussie 
sunlight. He was dressed in khaki shorts 
and matching short sleeved shirt. An 
akubra hat adorned his head. 
“Ok Ingrid! Let’s get this stuff  ready, 
and we will get started!” he called to the 
busty blonde as she stepped down from 
the truck.
Th e American moved in to the pub, the 

sounds of conversation stopped as he 
entered. 
“Uh…” he started, suddenly feeling 
uncomfortable at the stares he re-
ceived from the patrons at the pub. 
“G’day mates!” he said, his American 
accent ruining the traditional Aussie 
greeting. In the back of the drinking 
crowd someone coughed and spat be-
fore the pub’s population of drinkers 
returned to their conversation and 
amber brews.
“Right…” the scientist said as he took 
his hat off  and strode up to the bar.
Th e Barmaid looked up from pour-
ing a beer for one of her customers, 
and slid the glass with the overfl owing 
head to end of the bar. He never raised 
his head, just reached out and stopped 
the glass in its tracks before he put it 
to his lips and took a gulp,
Th e American looked on with sur-
prise.
“What can I get ya luv?” the barmaid 
asked as she leaned over against the 
beer-soaked bar, her cleavage showing 
in the plunging neck-line of her black 
tank-top.
“Uh... I’ll have a glass of water 
thanks…” the American said. Th e bar-
maid nodded and poured out a glass 
of rusty coloured, foul smelling water.
“You sure ya want that? Water hasn’t 
been the same since the Blinkies tam-
pered with it.” She said with a look on 
her face that said volumes about the 
taste.
“Uh… ‘Blinkies’?” the American 
asked.
“Yep, little shits came around the oth-
er night and buggered up the water 
supply, can’t wash in it, can’t drink it, 
makes it bloody hard for us to survive 
out here on anything but beer, not that 
the blokes mind much mind ya.” She 
said as she took the water and tipped 
it down the sink then picked up a rea-
sonably clean glass and poured him a 
cold beer.
“You lookin’ for a room luv?” she 
asked.
“Yes, I am, two rooms actually, one for 
me and one for my assistant.” 
“Ya assistant? Where is he?” the bar-
maid asked.
“She is outside making sure we get ev-
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erything stowed away.”
Th e barmaid dropped the glass that 
she was wiping clean with a cloth.
“She … you left  her outside at dusk? 
Are you all there, mate?” the barmaid 
grabbed a shotgun from behind the 
bar and fl ipped up the counter at the 
end of the bar. “You stupid bastard 
you don’t leave any Sheilas out alone 
at dusk, the Blinkies get them…”
She ran out of the pub with a few of 
the blokes following her, the pub’s 
parking lot was deserted, one of the 
precious instruments was on its side 
and Ingrid was nowhere to be seen.
“Ingrid?!” called the scientist.
“Mate …” the barmaid said sadly.
“Blinkies got her,” said one of the men, 
the American scientist recognised him 
as the one who was sitting out on the 
porch of the pub, carving something 
with red gum.
“Just what the fuck are Blinkies, would 
someone please tell me!?” the barmaid 
looked at the American.
“Bloody Yanks,” she muttered under 
her breath.
“Blinkies, short for Blinky Bills, as 
we call ‘em, you might have heard ru-
mours about drop bears here in Aus-
tralia, a meaner kind of Koala.”
“Koala Bears?” the scientist said in-
credulously.
“Not Koala Bears you dipshit.” One of 
the men came up beside him, an im-
pressive beer gut stretching his blue 
shearer’s singlet tight. “Drop bears, 
nasty little bastards, sharp teeth, eyes 
that glow red in the dark, they love 
backpackers, especially Swedish ones.” 
Explained one patron, he was one of 
the quieter blokes of the town.
“Keith’s right, they like the Swedes 
for some reason. But the love Yanks 
as well.” Th e barmaid said as she 
searched the nearby edge of the bush-
land for any signs of the little buggers.
“I have to go aft er her!” the American 
said, starting towards the bush.
He was promptly tackled to the ground 
by three blokes from the pub
“You go in there you’ll end up as dead 
as a bloody doornail. You dickhead, 
there’s not much hope for her, she’s 
probably already dead.” One of the 
men muttered in his ear.

“I can’t leave her in there to be eaten by 
Koala bears!” the American protested as 
the pile of blokes got off  him and helped 
him to his feet
“I’ll go with ya, but I can’t promise that 
we’ll make it out alive.” A voice carried 
over the crowd. Th ey parted to show the 
bloke in a “Crocodile Dundee-esque” 
getup, the same bloke who had been 
carving the red gum. He fi nished pick-
ing his fi ngernails with the blade and 
slipped the knife into its sheath.
“Let’s go! Come on then man! Ingrid’s 
life is in danger.”
“Dazza, ya sure about this mate?” the 
Barmaid said soft ly.
“Yep, gotta get this Sheila out of their 
grubby little paws and get me some ven-
geance.” Dazza muttered as he walked 
past.
“Come on, Seppo, let’s get those little 
buggers.” Dazza said as he stalked past 
the pub.
“Call me Chuck” the American said

Th e darkness surrounded the two as they 
marched through the scrubby bushland. 
Dazza had handed Chuck a heavy duty 
torch while he heft ed the shotgun that 
the Barmaid had relinquished to him.
About an hour into the bush a frantic 
screaming began, 
“Ingrid!” Chuck screamed to the wild 
bushland, he ran forward into the bush 
with Dazza swearing at him to come 
back but to no use as Chuck sprinted, 
the torchlight fl ashing wildly.
Dazza started to follow him, but then 
noticed the little pinpricks of red glow-
ing light that popped up from the bush, 
growling and shaking from the scrub.
“Ah … shit …” Dazza said as he lift ed his 
shotgun and began to fi re and reload as 
fast as he could.
Chuck ran haphazardly, tripping 
over tree roots and scratching his legs 
through the merciless Australian bush-
lands screaming for Ingrid as he ran. 
He stumbled into a clearing and found 
her. She was tied naked to a tree with 
a gag made of vines tied tightly across 
her mouth. She saw him and shook her 
head, her voice muffl  ed and mumbling 
as she trembled. 
“It’s ok Ingrid, I’m here …” Chuck said 
as he came up to her and tried to loos-

en her bonds. She whimpered and 
fl inched as he tried to release her. A 
trickle of blood ran down her bare 
shoulder Chuck looked up at her, a 
cute little Koala was sitting on her 
shoulder.
“Well … H-Hey there little guy … ar-
en’t you a cute Koala Bear?” Chuck 
reached up to pet it, Ingrid shook her 
head frantically, trying to stop him.
Th e Koala’s eyes, which were a cute 
brown, suddenly changed to a deep 
and bloody glowing red. It opened its 
little jaw and bared its fangs. Chuck 
backed away as the creature leapt for 
his throat. Th e hapless chuck screamed 
as the Koala landed heavily on his 
chest and ripped into the tender fl esh 
of his throat cutting off  his screams 
with spurts of blood from jugular 
veins shredded with sharp teeth,
Ingrid watched as the deadly Koa-
la feasted on Chuck’s throat, tears 
running down her face. She jumped 
when a sudden gunshot blew the car-
nivorous marsupial into a mess of red 
blobs of meat and fur.
Like Ned Kelly’s last stand, Dazza 
blasted his way through a sudden av-
alanche of drop bears as they pounced 
on him from the trees. Loading and 
unleashing shot aft er shot into their 
furry little bodies, switching to his 
deadly knife when he ran out of am-
munition.
Ingrid watched as he cleanly snapped 
the neck of the last nasty drop bear 
who came to attack him, dropping the 
dead Koala with little care. He quick-
ly cut the bindings from the Swedish 
woman’s body and took her in his 
arms. He carried her out of the scene 
of Koala death and dismemberment, 
back to the town and safety.
Th e drop bears never bothered the lit-
tle town again …  but legends arose 
soon aft er, of one drop bear that sur-
vived, red eyes in the night watching 
the little town from the bush, maybe 
they waited for their numbers to grow 
from the survivors of Dazza’s attack, 
maybe they plotted revenge for the 
killing of their number?
Th e town was safe … for now. 
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the Nightmare Bride
By Daniel s. Liuzzi

as you lay in your bed she dances in your head
in her dark stride it’s the Nightmare Bride

With eyes shallow and deep yellow
she holds a rose that was red but is now dead
in your neck you feel a pang, for in her mouth 

each tooth is a fang
your ears burst and ring as she starts to sing

With the sounds of thunder she pulls you under
around your waist are her arms so cold along 

with her strong hold
Fear is what she reap as you tremble in your 

sleep

Nightmare Man
By Daniel s. Liuzzi

in the dark he lies in wait
Upon his bed made of slate

With pointy fi ngers thin and long
With stumpy nails of Onyx 
stunted teeth of iron rusty

Curled leathery lips in a smile that’s crusty
His beard long wet and cold

in between hairs are sings of mold
His hair the colour of raven feathers striped with 

moonstone
Whips around in a cyclone

His tongue purple and bloody
and his beady eyes black and muddy
When you lay your head and slumber

Out of the dark he will lumber
your worst fears
are his spears

your tears you cry in your sleep
are his to reap

For they are sweet
and better than your meat
He will laugh and giggle

When he watches you wiggle
Nothing can save you from him

the chances of you avoiding your meeting is slim
But do not worry

there is hope in this story
For his foe is the dawn

in it he is weak as a fawn
And has no choice but to fl ee
For the light stings like a bee

Back in the dark
He will wait like a shark

till the sun dies
and he will be sure to arise
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It began when he grabbed the wing 
of the plane during take-off. He 
knew it was a bad idea, though 
what choice did James have? The 
altitude alone would knock him 
out and the fall … that was another 
story. But Ser Judicar left him no 
choice.
 His superhuman strength 
was enough to stay on but to de-
compress the cabin once airborne 
might kill everyone on the plane. 
It was however the only option left 
to him. He moved his way over 
towards the cabin’s door, fingers 
leaving imprints in the metal. The 
wind was deafening, causing his 
head to feel as though it might be 
blown clear off. His long brown 
coat snapped back and forth, 
sounding like pistols shots.
   Fighting gravity, the plane as-
cended even higher. James wasn’t 
sure how quickly he get inside but 
he knew it would have to be soon. 
Handprints were now left where 
he grasped. The damages would 
be expensive but it would cost the 
country far more than money if Mr 
Judicar escaped today. On the plus 
side, once he broke in, the plane’s 
pilots would make an immediate 
detour back to the airport. Regula-
tion would require them to contact 
authorities as well. If James could 
subdue Mr Judicar quickly he 
would have to let them know to call 
the Special Police. The Special Po-
lice were the only normal humans 
trained to take down Extraordinary 
people. 

   James reached the door of the 
emergency exit. Aiming carefully 
he jammed his fingers between the 
framework and pulled hard. Even 
above the extreme sound of the wind 
he could hear the cabin decompress. 
It sounded a bit like opening a giant 
soda pop. The rush of air was only 
momentary as he pulled his way 
inside. 
   Panicking and screaming people 
met him on the inside. Above each 
seat the bright yellow plastic oxygen 
masks had dropped down, the pas-
sengers’ hands grasping chair arms 
in desperation. James knew he had a 
minute, maybe, to locate Mr Judi-
car. When he found him, he knew 
it would be an all-out fight. He was 
never known to go easily.
 Making his way up the centre 
aisle from coach he was forced to 
push stewardesses into empty seats. 
Most people were strapped into their 
seats leaving the way clear, more or 
less. First class was his destination. 
Mr Judicar, being a snob, refused to 
fly any other way. He came to the 
curtain that separated the front and 
back half of the vehicle. Peeking 
through he could see a sight very 
similar to economy. 
 He crept through the cur-
tain’s folds looking for the head of 
close cropped blonde hair. Word had 
it from his source he had dyed it just 
before leaving for the airport. On the 
overhead speaker system the captain 
was asking everyone to remain calm, 
that they had lost cabin pressure 
and were making their way back to 

the air strip and that the flight was 
stable. “Good” James whispered.
 Watching carefully, he 
walked through first class. In the 
far front he saw the blonde haired 
man’s head pop up and look back. 
He was stuck in a window seat and 
unable to move. James was sure Mr 
Judicar had seen him. He needed 
to move fast now. Ducking low he 
rushed the last twenty feet.
 Just as he reached the seats 
behind Judicar the passengers that 
blocked his path were hit hard and 
flew from their seats. They had 
apparently been unbuckled. Judicar 
jumped into the centre aisle glaring 
at James.
 “Oh no you don’t. You’re 
not taking me back to that hell 
hole you call a prison!” he yelled 
as he bolted for the front steward 
compartment. James knew this 
might happen and had prepared 
his energy grappler. Aiming the 
device carefully it shot a weighted 
claw with a beam of energy con-
necting the two. It snagged around 
Mr Judicar’s legs and toppled him. 
Yelling in frustration Mr J reached 
down and grasped the beam. It was 
designed to be non-lethal but doing 
something like grabbing the beam 
could burn your hands if you held 
it too long. Although Mr J was a 
Superhuman like James. Things like 
beam burns were on the low list of 
issues to worry about.
 James held on tightly to 
keep the beam from coming loose 
while pushing the button to tow in 
the man. It was then that Mr Judi-
car smashed his fist into the floor 
bending  metal. He pulled hard and 
slipped into the lower storage area 
of the airliner. The beam connec-
tion broke. They had a design flaw 
where a grounding connection 
disrupts the zero field that kept 
the beam stable. No matter, James 
would follow.
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Baker Jack was heralded as the saviour of the town 
when he opened up his shop and placed a hand written 
sign in his shop seeking apprentices to work for him. 
 From all over the area hopeful young men ar-
rived at his shop, looking for a chance to work with the 
famous baker whose pastries were once served at the 
King’s table. The town flourished with the new baker’s 
business, despite the grumbling from his rivals, the 
strange rumours of his arrival at town and his expul-
sion from the King’s kitchens.
 There was often a line up at dawn for the bread 
that he had worked hard to bake during the night, and 
his business boomed and was considered a definite 
boon to the township. 
Soon though there was trouble, his first apprentice 
didn’t turn up for work one day and Baker Jack had 
to work much later than he normally did to bake his 
fabulous fare. The next day he added a new item to his 
menu, pork pies. They sold out quickly and the people 
remarked on how delicious they were, placing orders 
for more the next day.
 Baker Jack quickly called up another apprentice 
to start work immediately. For a few days it seemed 
like the young man was doing quite well, but the next 
day his distraught wife arrived at the bakery and asked 
Baker Jack if he had seen her husband as he had not 
arrived home from work the night before. Baker Jack 
had shrugged and said he hadn’t turned up for work.

 That morning a freshly baked batch of pies 
graced the display counter and sold out as soon as 
word spread. Baker Jack had another apprentice by 
the end of the day, a large lad with a girth like that of a 
wagon wheel. Baker Jack smiled with warm welcome 
at the lad who picked his nose, coughed and spat. He 
disappeared soon after. 
 The constabulary was finally called and an 
investigation was conducted Families were interviewed 
as was Baker Jack. Nothing was found, no trace of the 
men after they had either left home or the bakery.
The next day a batch of ‘Pork Surprise Pies’ again 
graced the display counter, selling out soon after Baker 
Jack opened for the day. Two new apprentices nervous-
ly started work at Baker Jack’s. One was a sandy haired 
youth, and the other a dark haired lad who trembled 
under the scrutiny of such a famous and revered mas-
ter baker. Baker Jack watched both lads quite carefully, 
causing their nerves to show in fumbles, stumbles and 
burned buns. 
Baker Jack ordered the dark one to help him clean up 
while he let the sandy haired boy go home after work. 
The Sandy haired boy was halfway home before he 
realised that he had forgotten the key to his home. He 
turned and quickly hurried back to the bakery. 
He slipped in quietly to the kitchen. He paused, notic-
ing that the place was empty, but a light shone from the 
cellar. The young lad moved to pick up his key which 
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he saw on the bench where he had left it. A muffled 
scream came from the cellar and the sandy haired lad 
moved quickly and quietly to the half-open cellar door.
He peeked through the opening and gasped.
Lying upon the floor was the dark haired lad who had 
started with him, his head broken and bloody. His 
body shifted on the cold stones of the cellar, someone 
was dragging his corpse away through the cellar. The 
Sandy haired boy backed away quickly and ran out of 
the kitchen, upsetting a stack of bowls as he bumped a 
table. The bowls fell to the floor with a clatter.
The constabulary was summoned and arrived quickly 
after the lad’s statement had been taken. Baker Jack 
stood in his kitchen, no trace of blood on him, no trac-
es of blood in the kitchen, or the cellar, and no dark 
haired apprentice.
“He left shortly after my other apprentice finished for 
the day, the lad quit telling me that he couldn’t keep up 
with the work.” Baker Jack said sadly as he shook his 
head and went back to kneading dough. The constabu-
lary chastised the sandy haired apprentice for making 
up stories about a respected member of the communi-
ty.
The sandy haired apprentice was not looking forward 
to the next day’s work, in fact he feared going in to the 
bakery for work the next morning. But something was 
bothering him. He knew what he had seen. He left his 
home and headed to the bakers when he knew that 
Baker Jack would be sleeping.
He pulled the spare key for the kitchen from its hiding 
spot and quietly entered the bakery. The sandy haired 
lad moved through the kitchen, past benches that he 
had scrubbed clean and ovens in which he had baked 
bread, buns and pastries. His goal in sight, he took a 
small lantern and lit it with a taper from the low burn-
ing fire in the stone oven.
The golden light covered the walls and floors of the 
cellar as the curious apprentice descended the stone 
stairs. He looked around the cellar, greeted by barrels 
and sacks of flour stacked up against the wall. One of 
the shelves was not flush against the wall, as he had re-
membered. His curiosity piqued, the apprentice moved 
to the shelf.
From behind it there was a cool draft flowing, from 
what the apprentice knew there should be a solid wall. 
He set the lantern down on a barrel and pushed the 
shelf aside revealing a small corridor that opened into 

another room. The apprentice picked up the lantern 
and entered. The warm, safe light guiding him to a 
grisly discovery.
Hanging from the roof were the skeletal remains of 
several humans, they hung from their feet with pools 
of dried blood covering the floor. Tiny pieces of meat 
and sinew were all that held the bodies together. The 
apprentice looked around, his stomach fighting to eject 
the meagre meal he had consumed that evening. In 
one corner there was a pile of what looked like skin, 
marked red with blood and neatly folded, just like the 
pile of clothes and boots that they were placed beside. 
The smell of rotting human finally hit the young man, 
he turned to a nearby bucket and voided his stomach. 
He looked up and gasped, strands of saliva with flecks 
of vomit dribbled down his chin as he looked into a 
jar of pale honey. Several sets of eyeballs stared back 
at him. The young man scrambled back with a cry of 
fright. He felt movement behind him and turned, but 
not fast enough to avoid the heavy blow from behind.
As his vision faded, he saw the bloody boots of his 
attacker.
“More Pork Surprise pies for the people, and some-
thing nice and special for Halloween, just for the kid-
dies!” the voice of Baker Jack floated through his mind 
before everything went black.
Halloween came around a few days later, the chil-
dren of the town, all dressed in costumes made by 
their mothers were screaming with joy as Baker Jack 
brought out his Halloween special.
Doughnuts, iced in blood red icing, with ‘jelly-filled’ 
eyeballs in the centre.




