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Far Horizons has drawn many new faces, some old friends, some 
new ones. We are growing with new followers on Twitter every day 
as well as on our Facebook page, it’s great to see we are rising in 
the world of online ezines! 
We have subscriptions avaliable through Joomag, and are working 
on getting the ezine available to mobile device users. 
We have a fantastic issue this month but we are also gearing up for 
a 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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The Phone Next Door

PART 1

By Thijis Van Sise

 A phone rang in the early hours. Soon after the 
sounds of a man screaming and him thrashing the walls 
and floor of his apartment were heard by many of the 
neighbours. The police arrived only after the sounds had 
stopped. Some of the neighbours reported what they had 
heard. Mrs Welter in the apartment directly below was 
the final tenant Officer Leeds interviewed.

 “I have never been so terrified in my life!” said 
Mrs Welter, a woman in her later years and widow of 
seventeen years, she made a point of telling the police 
she kept a gun in her closet just in case of emergencies 
but she had never thought to use it.

 “Those sounds were so terrible … I just knew it 
must be the Devil himself up there.” her, hands trembled 
causing the cup of tea she was holding to clatter against 
its saucer.

 “Thank you for your help Mrs Welter. If you need 
anything here is my card. Feel free to call the station if 
anything else comes to mind.” With that he left to speak 
with the building manager.

 J. Holstein, the manager for this building and 
two others uptown, was not in the best of moods. He had 
to placate the news reporter with stories about a man 
having a psychotic break in his apartment. He did not 
want the news getting around that murder had possibly 
happened in one of his managed areas. Officer Leeds 
asked Mr Holstein if he knew anything that might help 
the investigation into the incident. 

 “Sure I do. I’m not sure if it will help you much 
though because it doesn’t seem very relevant to be hon-
est.” Leeds motioned him to continue. Note pad out and 
ready to take notes. “Well you see this is what he told 
me.”

 Johan had come home on an evening just like 
any other. When he arrived he removed his shoes, keys 
went on the door side table and his jacket was draped 
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over the back of the dining table’s chair. He turned 
the television on and flipped  to the news. Searching 
the refrigerator he heated some food and sat down to 
eat watching the TV from his table. News, a perpetual 
machine that coughs up reports of death and dismay. 
Terrible “reality” shows in which actors are paid to feign 
surprise at the other’s lack of tact. Movies in which the 
hero saves the world, even though jumping through 
plate glass windows to a river below, while avoiding 
an explosion, is impossible to live through. Enough he 
thought switching it off.

 He finished his meal in silence. The sounds of the 
fork scraping the ceramic in tandem with chewing and 
crunching the only sounds. After, he sat in his crappy 
chair that was falling apart but was just ever so comfort-
able. Book in hand he relaxed to read. 

 Sitting up startled, he had woken to the sounds 
of ringing. At first he thought it was an old style fire 
alarm but soon realized that wasn’t the case. The sound 
abruptly stopped then began again. A telephone, he 
decided, an older one by the sound of it. One of those 
ones with the heavy metal base and a handle you could 
defend yourself with. Glancing at his watch he saw it was 
2:23 a.m. which explained the darkness. It went on for 
what seemed like five minutes or more. Being a polite 
person he didn’t bang on his wall or walk next door to 
see if anyone was going to answer it. Instead he let it go. 
It was around the five minute mark he heard the thump 
sound of feet slowly walking next door. The sound of 
the phone stopped and he could swear he could hear the 
someone talking quietly. Either way he made his way to 
his bedroom and slept the rest of the night fully clothed 
laying sprawled on the bed.

 The next day he came home late from work. 
Tired and ready for sleep he forced some food down 
and prepped for bed. It was the ringing again that woke 
him up. In his sleep addled brain he had confused it for 
alarms again. Half asleep he lay there listening to the 
repeating sound. In the quiet night he noticed just how 
loud it could be when nothing else was making com-
peting noise. He looked over at his alarm but couldn’t 
read it. Glasses he thought picking them up and holding 
them folded to his eyes to see the clock, 2:23 it read. That 
seemed odd that the neighbour would be getting calls 
this late at night twice in a row.
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 No matter the reasons that the phone was ring-
ing next door he couldn’t return to sleep. It bugged him 
but instead of doing something about it, he lay there 
listening. Glasses grasped in hand forgotten for the mo-
ment.

 The sound of muffled footsteps, slow and deep, 
made their way to the phone. Again it stopped and his 
ears perked up to hear if there was an exchange of words. 
Something in an extremely low voice was said and all 
sound ceased for the night. Johan lay under the covers, 
sleep slowly crept back in. Before he knew it morning 
and work for the day had arrived.

 The next day he had stopped by the Manager’s 
office on the ground floor to ask if there was a noise 
restriction after a certain time. He explained about the 
neighbour’s phone and how they continued to receive 
calls so late into the night. The Manager said there was 
and if he had a problem with Mrs Welter he might as 
well just speak to her about it.

 “Mrs Welter?” asked Johan. “No I’m talking 
about the neighbour’s right next door to me. I know the 
apartment on the north side is empty but who is living 
on the other side?”

 “What?” asked the Manager confused, “No one 
lives over there. It’s been empty longer than the one on 
the other side. Are you messing with me?” he had a look 
of hurt at being tricked. Being so close to Halloween. 
“Never thought you to be the prank pulling sort.”

 “I’m not making this up. Someone was over 
there for the last two nights.” Johan’s face must have 
indicated something that the Manager picked up on.

 “Ok, let’s go have a look then. I shouldn’t let 
apartments go too long without an airing out. Especially 
with weather as reasonable as it has been lately.” Johan 
looked relieved to know that it was probably something 
that would soon be handled. Together they made their 
way up to the third floor.

 The door to the empty apartment looked just like 
all the rest in the building. Deep brown from stain and 
numbered in the centre with a tiny point of light com-
ing through the peephole. Mr Holstein sorted through 
his ring of master keys searching for the appropriate 
one. After a few seconds he unlocked the front door and 
made his way inside.

 Just as he had said, the room was empty of 
everything. Except a tiny half table off to the side of the 
front room which held the phone he had heard. Just as 
he had guessed, it looked heavy and made of metal with 
thick rigid plastic. It had a fine layer of dust on it which 
was undisturbed. sign of being handled in a long time. 
In fact the whole apartment had a smell and feeling of 
disuse. 

 ”How long has this place been empty? Why 
hasn’t it been rented out?”

 “Well you know,” Mr, Holstein remarked, “Peo-
ple say things.”

 “Like what? What kind of things do you mean?” 
inquired Johan.

 “Eh, things like how they saw a ghost, or cold 
chills in the middle of the night. That sort of thing but 
don’t you believe it. I’ve had many people say things like 
that. It always turns out to be curtains in the wind. A 
wind I might add that needs to blow through here.” Step-
ping over to where Johan stood he opened the windows 
and pulled aside the curtains.

 “Really Johan don’t worry. This building is old 

and the walls were never what one might call thick. 
Sound can carry in weird ways at night. So just let me 
know if you have any more problems.” And with that 
they left the apartment for the evening.

 This is where Mr. Holstein’s part in the story 
telling comes to an end. Johan hadn’t spoken to him after 
that point about anything. He assumed Johan must have 
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been fine.

 PART 2

 Later that night Johan took to sitting quietly in 
his apartment listening for any sounds out of the ordi-
nary. A difficult task considering the life that a city can 
have. He had to try to get some sleep tonight since the 
last couple had been interrupted at such an odd hour. 
The manager Mr Holstein had returned a bit after dark 
to close up the room. He knocked on the door and spoke 
with Johan. “You really should try and sleep.” said Mr. 
Holstein. “Trust me, things will seem better in the morn-
ing.” Johan agreed and bid him good night.

 Johan woke to the sound of a the phone ringing 
again. The time was again 2:23 am, exactly. Lying eyes 
wide, he reached over to get his glasses and turn on his 
bedside light. He wouldn’t admit it to himself but just 
now the dark felt oppressive. The ringing next door 
sounded harsh to his ears which were straining to hear 
even a mouse fart. It continued as it had the two previ-
ous nights.

 Slowly getting out of bed, making as little noise 
as humanly possible, he crept into the living room, 
opting to leave these lights off. The dim beam coming 
from his room laid a rectangular shape of yellowish light 
across his apartment. Creating more shadows than he 
was comfortable with at the moment. The phone still 
rang next door, loud in the silence of the night. The join-
ing wall to the supposedly empty apartment was directly 
across from his bedroom doorway. The rectangle of light 
showed his silhouette standing there. He moved quiet-
ly over to the wall, all the while the phone rang. Johan 
stopped just shy of touching it and turned his head to 
better hear when the ringing would inevitably stop. 

 Thump … thump … thump, was the sound of 
footsteps moving across the room to the phone. From 
his calculation the device was just on the other side 
of the wall from where he stood. It rang one last time 
and stopped as the someone next door picked up. He 
strained to hear but only caught the slightest of mum-
bling sounds.. He swore he could even hear the sound of 
it being replaced on the receiver. Not moving, his heart 
thumped loudly in his ears. Throat dry he was shaking 
slightly. Something that hadn’t occurred to him before 
was that he never heard the footfalls moving away from 
the phone.

 Just then, Bang! Bang! Bang! Bang! Bang! Some-
thing quickly rapped on the wall from the other side. He 
was so startled he fell backwards, slipping on something 
in the relative dark. He stopped and sat where he was not 
making a sound. Heart beating louder and faster if that 
was even possible. A millennia seemed to pass. Then, as 
if to answer the thought he had previously, the thump, 
thump, thump of footfalls moved away. He didn’t dare 
move from where he sat. He counted to a quick one hun-
dred. Then slowly made his way back to the bedroom. He 
lay with the covers pulled up to his chin, lights still on. 
The adrenaline in his system had taken its toll. After an 
hour or so he was pulled under the tides of sleep.

 The next morning he yawned long and wide. 
His sleep being practically non-existent from the night’s 
events. As he worked making breakfast in his kitchen his 
eyes kept being drawn back to the wall. He even went so 
far as to take a cup and put it to the wall to amplify the 
sound and see if there was anything to hear next door. 
Nothing came through but he didn’t really expect it to. 
It seemed that the activities were restricted to the night 
time. 

 It was almost too much for him to handle but he 
knew that no one would believe him. The room had been 
untouched by human hands for many months. Until they 
had gone in. 

 He readied himself to leave for the day and head 
to work. Locking his door, lunch in hand, he walked past 
the apartment door with his body all the way across the 
hall. As if distance would help. Glancing at it he saw the 
pin hole of light from the peephole and the thin beam 
under the door. He hurried past, not stopping. Near the 
stairwell he paused. If the ‘whatever’ was restricted to 
night time, then surely he could try a look into the peep-
hole. Moving back up the hall he stopped a few feet from 
it. He hesitated for a moment examining the light below 
and above. Nothing broke them. He stepped slowly up to 
the door listening and watching. 

 Peering through the peep hole he could not 
make out anything except the dot of light. No shapes 
were evident but at least he could see no movement. He 
glanced down at the beam coming from under the door. 
That still remained unbroken. Looking back again to 
the peep hole he saw no light. Something moved behind 
the door blocking it from sight. Taken aback he moved 
from the spot he stood and saw the beam below was now 
broken by two spots of shadow. feet sized shadows! ‘But 
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I never heard a thing.’ his mind screamed. The shadows 
under the door moved as if to come towards him. He 
dropped the lunch bag he carried and ran for the stair-
well.

 Later that day when he was finished with work, 
a long unproductive and distracted day, he actually hes-
itated to go home. A first for him. In the end he talked 
himself into returning. As he passed the manager’s office 
Mr Holstein inquired about the phone situation. Johan 
paused, thinking whether to tell him about what had 
happened. He knew in his heart that he would be dis-
missed as seeing things and lying about hearing sounds. 
Instead he asked Mr Holstein if anyone else had heard 
anything similar to what he had. 

 “Nope. Sorry but it seems you might be hearing 
a phone from a nearby building or something to that 
degree.” Johan understood that even though the manag-
er was kindly he doubted Johan’s story from the moment 
he saw the dusty room. “Don’t worry, I’m guess you may 
be right.” Johan said with a false grin. “Take it easy and 
thanks for the help.“ He waved and made his way inexo-
rably to his home.

 As he topped the stairwell he looked to his right 
around the corner. The bag of food he had carried this 
morning was still right where it had been dropped. An 
apple had rolled out and sat partly touching the door 
to the empty apartment. When he came up to the bag 
he paused and looked at the base of the door but the 
light had moved over the building so nothing promi-
nent came through. Johan gathered his spoiling food 
and bent over reaching for the apple. Stopping his hand 
a mere inch from it he thought he had heard a tiny 
shifting sound behind the door. Grasping the apple he 
quickly ran to his apartment door, fumbled his keys 
for a second, then making it through to the other side, 
he slammed the door and locked it. Just to be sure he 
watched out the peephole from his side for a minute to 
be sure nothing was out there. It appeared to be clear.

 His appetite this night was nearly gone. Towards 
midnight he sat in his armchair trying his hardest to 
read to pass the time. Words went in through his eyes 
and fell out through his ears, never even bothering to say 
hello to the brain. Giving up he put down the book and 
walked to the kitchen looking for anything to eat. He 
thought maybe he could stomach the apple if it wasn’t 
too bruised from the fall. He grabbed the fruit and got 
his first good look at it. The part that was touching the 
door was ruined. It didn’t just bruise, it had festered 

with mould and rot. The colours were like nothing he 
had ever seen on fruit. Purple with white fuzz from 
mould and a circle of destruction that pushed all the way 
to the centre when he squeezed it a little. He gave up his 
internal battle and decided to just not eat. Everything 
else in the bag had apparently soured and mouldered at 
an accelerated rate as well. It all went into the trash. He 
didn’t know what to do. Surely no one would believe his 
situation. He was not sure he believed it. 

 Sleep might never come again while he lived 
here. But he was determined to at least pretend that 
it might. He lay in bed watching the clock pass time. 
Sleep was evading him almost completely. Just as he was 
dozing off he would wake up. The room full of light from 
the two bedside and one ceiling fixture. He hadn’t felt 
like this since he was a child covering his head and body 
completely to keep the odd noise from the depths of the 
house away. With this thought he pulled the covers up 
tighter to his chin. It worked and he eventually fell into a 
shallow sleep.

 He shot up awake as if a gun had been fired. 
He had been dreaming of a room with no doors where 
phones rang out and seemed to come from all directions. 
He lay there a moment realizing he was dreaming but 
then glanced at the clock. The time was 2:22. His feeling 
of dread and fear returned. The room was completely 
silent. The little wall clock in the other room wasn’t even 
making its tick noise sounding off the seconds. Com-
plete silence he realized was deafeningly loud. 

 Ring!
 He jumped nearly from his bed. The ring had 
been so much louder than previous times. 
 Ring!
 He could barely move but he forced himself to 
leave the bedroom.
 Ring!
 He made his way into the Living room.
 Ring! Ring! RING! RING! RING! RING!

 He could hear the thumps of the steps just as he 
had every time. One, two, three, they accompanied the 
ringing. It stopped then. The ringing continuing for a 
moment more. The sound of it being picked up.

 RING! He was visibly startled. The ring had 
come from his phone. RING! It sounded again. Loud as 
a repeater gun in the night. RING! He walked towards 
the phone as in a trance. The reverberations pulling him 
in. RING! His hand hesitated over it. He waited for one 
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more. RING! Picking it up in a shaking hand he slowly 
put the receiver to his ear. A slight static sound was pres-
ent with nothing else. He held it there for what seemed 
to be a very long thirty seconds.

 ‘Hello’ said Johan. ‘Is there something you want?’

 ‘Yessss … Sssso … Tiiiiired.’ a voice sounding 
distant spoke. ‘Pleassssse … I … neeeeed …’

 Johan didn’t breathe, he did not move. His grip 
was white knuckled on the phone, the other gripping the 
back of a chair for balance. He listened but the voice did 
not speak further.

 ‘What do you need?’ he asked the static sound. 
Terrified at what it might say in response. Although the 
greatest force in the world could not have kept the ques-
tion in.

 ‘Sleep!’ yelled the voice. Suddenly banging on the 
wall, hard and steady. Bang!, Bang!, Bang!, Bang!, Bang!.

 In a total panic Johan dropped the phone leaving 
it dangling, static roared from its speaker. The sound of 
banging got louder. The wall seemed to stretch with each 
hit. The lights he had turned on were flickering now. 
Each one in turn lit up brightly and blew up. Bits of glass 
flew through the air in all directions. Perforating the 
shades surrounding the now empty sockets. Pieces hit 
Johan in the face leaving fine cuts that took a moment 
to bleed. The room now nearly dark, some light from a 
street lamp dimly lit the window. He stared at the wall as 
the banging suddenly stopped.

 In the dark the wall seemed to be the colour of 
pitch. It moved slightly, stretching outwards, he could 
see the outline of a humanoid shape pushing its way 
through. A stench of sewage and something acrid filled 
the room. Johan lost all sense and ran back into his room 
slamming the door behind him. The lights in there were 
blown too, stepping on bits of glass he jumped into his 

bed. The mind of 
a child took over. 
he knew, these 
things couldn’t 
be. They were just 
impossible.  As 
if to ward off the 
monster in the 
dark he pulled 
the covers over 

his entire body. Lying still, breathing fast and shallow he 
closed his eyes.

 The door’s handle squeaked as it was turned 
slowly. The sound of it being pushed open, slow and 
steady. He could hear a foot fall, it had a wet sticky 
sound to it. Another, closer now with pieces of glass 
crunching beneath. He was in a mind numbing panic as 
the thing came closer. He shook all over, the heat from 
his breath suffocating him under the blankets. The thing 
stood at the end of his bed now. 

 He felt it grip the blankets near his feet. Pull-
ing hard, the covering was torn away. Johan’s eyes were 
clamped down tight. Sharply breathing he pulled his 
arms up to cover his face. Nothing could be heard. He 
peeked out from between his arms. The room now so 
dark the shadows seemed made of ink. The stench was 
omnipresent. In the thickest bit of dark, right at the end 
of his bed, he saw it standing there. The rough silhou-
ette was man shaped. The eyes, which had been closed, 
opened slowly glowing red. Not just the iris but the 
entire eye, glowing the colour of blood.

 Johan screamed, his cry so loud something in-
side his throat tore and he tasted blood in his mouth. He 
continued to scream anyway. It came from him in a wave 
of terror. 

 ‘Pleeeease … I … neeeed … Sleeeeeep.’ The 
monster told Johan. It reached out and grabbed his 
legs. It was then that the terror holding him peaked. He 
thrashed at its touch which felt like hot tar smearing 
across his legs. The grip tightened and the arms melted, 
spreading across his thighs and moving up to cover his 
waist. The monster was melting and spreading across all 
of his body. It burned where it touched him. Which was 
almost his entire body now.

 Johan closed his eyes once more. His pain and 
terror completely engulfing his mind. He gasped as the 
tar man spread across his neck moving up and over his 
chin. He closed his mouth to keep it out although it 
spread across anyway sealing it shut. His nose however 
could not be shut and the burning acrid sewage smell 
of the monster pushed into his nasal passage. His eyes 
bulged open as the tar man spread across his eyes. Seal-
ing them from away from the light forever.

 PART 3

 Officer Leeds stood in the manager‘s office. He 
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had called the coroner’s office to come along with homi-
cide. He thought back to when they had opened the door 
before the calls, the manager was told to wait outside.

 The smell of sewage and something else was faint 
in the air. These old building sometimes had those sorts 
of problems. He called out to Johan to see if there was 
any response. As he walked into the room, flashlight 
on, he heard the crunch of glass under foot. Looking 
down he understood why the lights would not come on 
when he tried the switch. Hesitating he pointed the light 
through the room but saw nothing out of the ordinary 
except the phone dangling of the edge of the table.

 It wasn’t a huge apartment. The bathroom could 
be seen from the doorway and it had been empty. The 
only other spot to check was the bedroom. The door to 
which was slightly ajar. Being quiet he moved over to 
it and pushed slightly. There was a shape of a person 
beneath the blankets of the bed. He looked around the 

room to be sure the corners were empty. He called Jo-
han’s name again. But the shape did not move. Walking 
slowly over he grasped the blankets from the foot of the 
bed and pulled them away.

 It was human, he knew that but he had never 
seen anything like this. The body under the covers was 
dried and skeletal . The mouth tightly closed but the 
withered remains of the eyes were so wide they seemed 
to be nearly perfect circles. Both hands were down and 
gripped the bed sheets so tightly that the coroners had 
to cut the cloth around the hands to move the body. The 
toes were curled downward and the hair appeared dry 
and white. Upon moving it fell to dust. 

 Officer Leeds told some people occasionally 
about the case long after the fact. In reality no one ever 
knew what happened. Leeds was glad it was behind him, 
though he was having trouble sleeping at night. He never 
realized how loud the neighbours phone could be.  
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Part I

Gaslight lit the dingy office, shad-
ows hid the dirt, papers strewn 
about haphazardly across the 
wooden table. A short woman 
hunched over in an olad Victori-
an chair that was probably once 
white but now yellow with age. 
As she rocked back and forth, the 
worn wood cried in protest. In 
the woman’s arms was a small 
child wrapped in a silk blanket, 
who twitched happily in its sleep. 
Lavender soap aroma wafted 
from the child’s skin from her 
bath earlier in the day.
Light flooded the room from 
behind the woman. It brought 
in the noise of children playing 
from down the hall, breaking the 
deafening silence of the office. The 
sudden intrusion of light made 
the woman turn to face the door, 
the outside glow illuminating her 
face. Her skin was pale, practi-
cally flawless, though her makeup 
seemed smudged under her eyes 
and her nose was red from cry-
ing. Black curly hair was pinned 
around her face, though it was 
dishevelled probably from hands 
running through it in anxious-
ness. “Miss Elladora?”
A woman walked into the room 
with a tight smile on her lips. “I 
am Miss Isadora. Miss Elladora 
is currently preoccupied with the 
children. You must be Rebecca 

Christensen.”
As she walked closer to the desk 
the light illuminated her curves 
and gave the mother a chance to 
see Miss Isadora. Hair was pulled 
tightly into two tangled and knot-
ted pigtails, almost a cotton candy 
consistency. A small hat sat neatly 
on the top of her head where the 
hair was pulled in a part. Her face 
was pale and she had sharp cheek-
bones and taught maroon lips. It 
seemed to fit her personality of 
being tight and proper, and Rebecca 
looked down at the ground with an 
uncomfortable gulp.
Miss Isadora’s dress was a long 
black skirt, covered with a tight 
leather brown corset that pinched 
at her waist with three leather belts. 
Sleeves ruffled up around her arms 
cutting off at her elbows. Around 
her neck was a pair of goggles, one 
clear, and the other with a design 
the mother couldn’t see. She was 
very well adorned comparative-
ly, and Rebecca wished she had 
dressed up a bit more.
Miss Isadora sat down in a worn 
chair behind the dirty desk. It 
squealed with the thirst for oil as 
she rolled it forward. “Ms Chris-
tensen, let us get down to business, 
shall we?”
Rebecca hesitated. “Yes. Let’s … ” 
She took a deep breath and closed 
her eyes. “Let’s get this taken care 
of.”
If there was any sign of pain from 

Miss Isadora from seeing the 
woman in emotional pain she 
didn’t let it scar her perfectly 
taught face. “I see you have a 
child. I have some questions for 
you to best ensure that he or she 
will receive a good home. You do 
know our policies, yes?”
Instinctively Rebecca clung tighter 
to the bundle in her arms, caus-
ing a small cry to escape from the 
baby as it shifted. “Shh ... ” she 
said softly and rocked the armful 
and looked back up at Miss Isado-
ra. “Yes. She, well, Amber. That’s 
what I named her.”
A frown appeared on the woman’s 
lips as she jotted something down 
on the paper. “One of our rules 
is to not name the child before 
it is brought to us. The name is 
subjected to change when she is 
adopted by another party.”
Frantically Rebecca stood up, 
causing the chair to clatter behind 
her. “No! Please!” The banging 
of the chair made her realize the 
scene she was making. “Please 
… ” she said softer. “Let her keep 
the name I gave her. I want her 
to know that I am only giving her 
up because I have to, I  still love 
her. I want her to know that I will 
always think of her, and that she 
will always be in my heart.”
Isadora stared at the woman. 
There was a long silence as she 
seemed not to even blink. “Very 
well. Is there any other demands 
that you have for us?” ‘Demands’ 
sounded venomous when it came 
from the woman’s expressionless 
face.
Fumbling to push the baby into 
one arm she reached into a bag 
behind her. A small red pouch was 
pulled out; strings braided with 
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gold and hemp and pulled shut. 
There was a lock on the strings, 
keeping them in place, hopefully 
from any prying eyes. Rebecca 
placed it on the table followed by 
a letter. “Please, give this to her 
when she turns twelve, or have 
her new parents give it to her. The 
letter explains everything, but it 
should only be opened by her, no 
one else.”
Miss Isadora reached out with 
clean hands and grabbed the en-
velope and pouch before opening 
a drawer and placing it inside. 
“Very well.” She jotted something 
down on the paper. “I have a few 
more questions to ask.”
The rest of the process went by 

without any additional outbursts. 
Questions were answered and the 
proper forms were signed, stamped, 
and dated. Isadora stood when the 
last paper was completed, straight-
ened her paperwork, and looked 
at Rebecca. “Please, hand me the 
child, and we will take care of what 
needs to be done.”
There was a hesitation as Rebecca 
seemed to second guess every deci-
sion she has ever made. She looked 
down at the baby, her feet twitched 
in anticipation. Isadora didn’t 
flinch. “I must remind you that if 
you signed a contract to not take 
this child as well as to ever see this 
child again. Please hand the child 
over to me, Ms Christensen.”

Rebecca nodded defeated. She 
leaned down and kissed Amber on 
the forehead. “I love you my sweet 
child. Please remember that.” 
Then handed the child over to the 
cold woman.
Tears welled up in her eyes. She 
turned on her heel and ran out of 
the room. Isadora looked down at 
the bundle, pulling her hand up 
to shift the blankets aside. At sight 
of the small child with one green 
and one blue eye, a small smile 
appeared on her face. “You may 
be perfect for our collection little 
one.” 
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Chapter 6
 
I was broken out of my thoughts by a knocking on the 
door and turned to find sergeant Peck standing there. 
“Sergeant, thank you for coming. I was not expecting 
you till later though.” 
“Just on my way to the station Sir, thought I would stop 
in and see how you were. The lads like to know.” 
“Ah yes of course. Now I wanted to see you Sergeant 
because I don’t think this matter is concluded as yet. 
We have not as yet identified the source of death, those 
strange kegs or the marks on the wall. There is more to 
this matter than we have yet seen,” 
The sergeant thought this over for several seconds. 
 “The chief inspector said the matter was all done Sir. 
No monster, just some huge rats off a ship from China.” 
I chuckled at that. 
“Well I’m sure the chief inspector will not mind me 
tidying up a few loose ends. Now I want to swap you to 
the day shift for a while. Finish early tonight and start 
in the afternoon tomorrow. I want you to check around 
and find out where those strange barrels came from. 
Pop down to the morgue and ask for Professor Carlyle, 
he is expecting you. He has a photo for you to show 
around.” 
For a moment I thought the sergeant was suppressing 
a grin. 
“A photo sir, very techno local sir.” 
“We live in scientific times Sergeant. So collect the 
photo and check around tomorrow afternoon. I will 
send word to the station that you are working on a case 
for me.” 
“Right you are sir.” 
He left and I was suddenly tired again. For having done 
nothing all day I was exhausted, my various injuries 
ached and I lay back on the bed to rest my eyes. 
I woke just after dawn and lay in bed for a while, the 
noises of the waking hospital around me and my 

thoughts unfocused and confused. 
Then I moved my legs to a more comfortable position 
and a sharp stab of pain from my knee bought me back 
to clarity. 
My knee was the main source of pain but the stitch-
es also ached. I reached for the battered tin before I 
remembered my hip flask was empty. 
I mixed a little of the powder into water but a single sip 
left me gagging, the taste was truly foul. 
Careful of my Knee I strapped on the brace and 
dressed myself, as I had no plans to leave just yet I 
put on my waistcoat but left my jacket hanging on the 
door. Rather informal but I was technically a hospital 
patient so I doubted anyone would mind too much. 
I was relaxing in the room’s single chair, looking out 
of the window at the bustle of traffic building up in 
the street outside and my thoughts far way when there 
came a clatter from the corridor and the sound of Mrs 
Winpole cursing someone for being clumsy. 
She had somehow managed to bring a full breakfast to 
the hospital, piping hot. Freshly squeezed grapefruit 
and all. The woman was truly a marvel. 
She also brought a letter from my father, this had been 
delivered the night before by courier with instructions 
that it be delivered to me as quickly as possible. 
I opened the letter and put it on the tray beside my 
plate to read as I worked my way through the feast.

 
Arthur. 
One of the neighbours bought round a Bristol daily 
broadsheet, newly delivered this morning. They 
thought it would be of interest since the front page 
was filled with the story of our son saving the city 
from a host of monstrous rats.The story was full of 
wild details and what I hope was speculation, rats 
as tall as a man indeed. 
There was also mention that you had singlehanded-
ly defeated them. Though there was a later mention 
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that one of your constables was injured during the 
battle, so it is my hope that you were leading a 
sizeable group of well armed men and not doing 
anything as foolish as that lone hero nonsense. The 
reason I am putting pen to paper however, is your 
mother. She found the broadsheet before I could 
hide it and while she was full of praise for how 
brave you had been the last paragraph caused her 
great concern. This was quoting from a source with-
in the hospital that mentioned that you had gone to 
fight these monstrous rats despite previous injuries 
sustained while dealing with a murderer and that 
you had sustained such wounds that you were now 
unable to walk and were being moved around the 
hospital by wheel chair like an invalid. She was 
much concerned by this and very set on talking to 
you at the first available opportunity.She has ever 
been against your career as an inspector with the 
constabulary. She is strongly of the  
view that it is something far below your station and 
hardly the job for a gentleman. For myself I am 
happy to allow you to serve as you wish and I am 
fully aware that you serve the Queen against her 
enemies much as I did with the army.I remember 
well your story of the events of last year and I have 
many old friends who keep me well advised of some 
of your more unusual cases. Your mother, however, 
will never understand. 
She was terrified of being left at home to wait for 
word that I had fallen on some distant battlefield, 
it was for this reason I resigned my commission not 
long after your sister’s birth. Now she sees you fac-
ing the same threats and I feel that she will be most 
insistent, I believe the best course would be for you 
to resign your role with the constabulary; she will 
never be at peace otherwise. 
There are a great many challenges for you and I am 
sure you will have no lack of interests. 
Oh by the way, the young lady she is bringing 
with her is a fine woman and would make a good 
match, your mother will be most insistent on this as 
well. She worries so about the fact that you are now 
twenty eight and yet unmarried.  
The girl is from a fine family, her grandfather is an 
old navy man but I served with him on a campaign 
many years ago. 
Married life is not so bad that you must fear it and 

putting your mother’s mind at ease would be well 
worth accepting the inevitable. Having spent some 
time talking with the young lady she is well educat-
ed, forthright and has some unusual views. I am 
sure you would like her if you give her the time. 
I would ask that you not mention this letter to your 
mother. I am sure she will suspect I have written 
but let this be between the two of us. 
Your ever loving father.

 
I read the letter twice then sighed and folded it back 
into its envelope. This had been building for some 
time.  
My mother introduced an eligible young lady at least 
once a year and once, two years ago, managed no less 
than three. I knew in my heart it was inevitable but it 
was not such a great worry. 
My job however, that was a different thing. My mother 
had ever been against it but as long as it was no more 
than a harmless hobby she remained silent.  
I dearly loved her and did not wish to cause her pain. 
Perhaps it would be for the best that this became my 
last case. In four years I had been badly injured four 
times, oh there had been countless bruises and scrapes 
but I have been in a hospital or under the ministrations 
of a doctor four times. Now in the space of a few days I 
had added two more to my total. 
I would give this matter some thought, though in my 
heart I knew I would not refuse my mother if she came 
out and demanded I resign my position. 
With breakfast done I thanked Mrs Winpole and asked 
her to deliver a message to her husband the butler 
when she returned to the house. I had been in this 
hospital room for several days now and found myself 
needing a number of items, clean shirts, a razor and a 
few other items. 
There was a spare key to my home kept safe at my 
parent’s house so he could let himself in and I was sure 
that a change of clothes and a shave would leave me 
feeling much better. 
As a final thought I also asked him to bring a bottle of 
good scotch, my flask had been empty since yesterday 
and I was feeling the need for some good scotch whis-
ky and another spoonful of that magical powder. 
She promised that she would pass on the message and 
having cleaned up the remains of the breakfast left the 
room. 
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This left me at a loose end. I had nothing more on the 
case, my idle speculations were going in circles and I 
quickly became bored. The view from the window was 
of no more than the street and the passing of people 
and horse drawn vehicles did nothing to inspire me. 
I called to a passing nurse to send an orderly to attend 
me and when one arrived I sent him out to purchase 
as many broadsheets, newspapers and journals as he 
could find. I gave him a shilling for his time and the 
promise of another when he returned. 
I made a note to send word to my bank to have one of 
their men bring round some more change. My pocket 
was becoming somewhat empty of minor coin and I 
could hardly start paying for these little errands with 
crowns or half sovereigns. 
He returned quickly, it seemed there was a cart selling 
a selection of broadsheets and papers outside the hos-
pital for the convenience of visitors. 
Today’s Times, yesterdays London Journal. The Bris-
tol Mercury. A copy of this week’s Somerset County 
Gazette and a handful of popular journals and other 
such rags. 
I started to throw the popular publications in the bin 
but then paused; the insight of the working class prints 
would give me a differing view on events and may 
contain something that my more usual papers would 
not contain. 
I had barely started into my reading when there came a 
cough at the door heralding the arrival of Mr Winpole 
along with a fresh suit in a travel bag and a suitcase. 
Shaved and properly dressed I was feeling like myself 
for the first time in several days. Also thanks to a dou-
ble whisky and a liberal spoonful of Carlyle’s powder 
my aches and pains were gone as well. 
Before I set to reading the many papers and periodicals 
spread across my bed I called for yet another orderly 
and sent him to find a messenger who could carry 
notes from myself to various people across the city. 
Again he returned quickly, most conveniently there 
was a telegraph office just a short distance from the 
hospital and they sent a young lad. Properly uniformed 
and eager. 
I wrote several messages. One to the station to confirm 
I wished sergeant Peck to be working on days for me. 
A second to the bank to arrange for the delivery of suf-
ficient small coins to last me another few days. A note 
to Cavendish gentlemen’s outfitters. I felt my boot was 

ruined beyond repair and asked for them make anoth-
er pair, they had my measurements. If it turned out the 
boot could be repaired it would make a spare for the 
next time I found myself in such a circumstance. 
With the lad sent on his way I turned to the papers 
and began to find out what had been happening in the 
realm while I had been locked away in this hospital. 
Sergeant Peck had spent the afternoon checking with 
every person he could think of along the old docks, the 
new piers, the excise offices, the main warehouses and 
a few establishments that may or may not have dealt 
with items where the official customs seals were miss-
ing. 
None had seen the like of the strange dull metal kegs 
and the idea of having a photograph to show around 
struck a few as most strange. The fact that Sergeant 
Peck was the one showing them the photograph was 
perhaps more the cause for amusement, though they 
were careful not to say as much. 
As the light began to fade he returned to the station. It 
seemed most unusual to be heading to the station with 
the setting sun to finish a working day rather than to 
start one. The station was busy, the day shift reporting 
back and the night shift getting ready to head out. 
In addition to the constables there was something of a 
press of rough looking men and a few street women in 
scanty clothing. Spotting one of the day shift sergeants, 
Peck walked over to ask what this was all about. 
It turned out that there had been a raid on a tavern, 
looking for stolen goods. In the process of the search 
there had been a scuffle and inspector Alderman had 
ordered the entire tavern be arrested. Now the two day 
shift sergeants and the station sergeant were trying to 
sort out the mess, assign some sort of charge or send 
them on their way. 
Sergeant Townsend noticed the folder Peck was carry-
ing. “Not your usual, Peck my boy, you turning into an 
inspector?” There was a chuckle behind that but it was 
light hearted. Townsend was something of a bully to 
the constables under him but he knew where the line 
was, he had been one of those who helped clean up 
after that incident in the warehouse last year. 
Peck opened the folder and took out the photograph. 
“Techno local policing, that’s what inspector Thorn 
calls it.”  
Townsend looked at the photograph and shrugged.  
Out of the corner of his eye Peck caught a movement. 
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One of the men standing against the wall waiting to 
be processed had been looking at the photograph and 
had suddenly turned away and ducked his head. To an 
experienced copper like Sergeant Peck this was like a 
red rag to a bull and he spun on his heel and pointed 
to the man who was now trying to push his way deeper 
into the crowd. 
“You! Yes you with the ears, over here and be quick 
about it.” 
The man pretended not to hear and tried to push 
several other men aside, they blocked him by pushing 
themselves against the wall further away from that 
pointing finger. 
Sergeant Peck waved several constables over with his 
other hand and they grabbed the man Peck was point-
ing at, hauling him roughly across the room to stand in 
front of the two sergeants. 
Peck held the photograph toward the man. 
“You recognize this?” 
“No, no. Never seen it before in my life. Honest guv, on 
me mum’s grave. Never seen it before.” 

The two constables holding him were both young but 
even to their ears he was lying. Peck and Townsend 
could read the man like a book. 
Townsend asked “That picture to do with inspector 
Thorn’s case sergeant Peck?” 
Peck nodded, still looking hard at the now quivering 
man held upright by the two constables. 
“Tea room should be empty, nice and quiet with the 
door closed. If you want to ask any”, Townsend paused 
dramatically, “loud questions.”
The two sergeants exchanged a knowing look and Peck 
turned to the constables holding the, by now quivering, 
man upright. “Take him in and sit him down, I’ll be 
along in a minute”.
The man was half led, half dragged, toward the back of 
the station. His boot heels scraping on the flag stone 
floor. The threesome went into the tea room and the 
door was slammed shut behind them cutting off any 
hope of escape.

To Be Continued
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The Starhawk Chronicles 
by Joseph Madden

By Jacqueline Driggers 
of The Leisure Zone
Facebook, Blog

My overall star rating -- from 1-5

About the book:
The year is 2283.  
 
Though more than a quarter-cen-
tury has passed since the end of 
the last war, the Galactic Con-
federation is still busy picking up 
the pieces. Whole sectors of the 
galaxy remain lawless, rife with 
corruption and greed. The crimi-
nal element has a well-established 
foothold on these sectors.  
It is a good time to be a bounty 
hunter.  
Jesse Forster and the crew of the 
STARHAWK are some of the best 
bounty hunters in the business. 
Kayla Karson is a young indepen-
dent hunter out to make a name 
for herself. Their paths collide 

you’re a sci-fi fan, you’ll love this 
book.  I highly recommend it.
 
Reader Recommendations
Genre -- science fiction
Age recommendations -- 15 and up
Sex content rating -- not applicable
Violence rating -- moderate

http://www.amazon.com/Star-
hawk-Chronicles-Joseph-J-Mad-

den-ebook/dp/B00IK93IAC/
or

https://www.facebook.com/The-
StarhawkChronicles

Goblin Spells Unicorns
 by Christina Worrell

By Jacqueline Driggers 
of The Leisure Zone
Facebook, Blog

My overall star rating -- from 1-5

About the book: 
Grub and Ditto, two young gob-
lins, learn a valuable lesson while 
working for a struggling wizard. 
Being lazy, dishonest, and greedy 
gets goblins nowhere. When a 
spell backfires, because of their 
silly and irresponsible behavior, 
and produces a unicorn their lives 
are turned upside down.

Book creation ratings:
Overall total -- 30 out of a possible 
30
-- Story & characters -- 10

as both take up pursuit of the 
leaders of the Nexus Gang, the 
galaxy’s most brutal crime syndi-
cate. An uneasy alliance is formed 
as the two undertake the most 
difficult hunt of their careers. 
Great rewards are to be claimed, 
if they don’t kill each other in the 
process. 
 

Book creation ratings:
Overall total -- 30 out of a possible 
30
-- Story & characters -- 10
-- Cover & title -- 10
-- Editing -- 10
* based on a 1-10 scale with:  1-4, 
poor; 5-7, good; 8-10, very good.*
 
My 5 point review:
1 - This is an absolutely wonderful 
book, a great classic science fiction 
story that you don’t run across 
much anymore.
2 - It has a cast of characters that 
you’ll love.
3 - The action will grab your atten-
tion from beginning to end.
4 - This is a science fiction writer to 
follow, one of my new fave authors.
5 - Great action throughout the 
book, great characters, and a great 
ending.  This book has it all.  If 
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-- Cover & title -- 10
-- Editing -- 10
* based on a 1-10 scale with:  1-4, 
poor; 5-7, good; 8-10, very good.*
 
My 5 point review: 
-1- The book, Goblin Spells Uni-
corns, is an absolutely charming 
children’s book.  
-2- If your kids like wizards, gob-
lins, and unicorns, then they will 
like this book.  
-3- This book is about 2 little gob-
lins who work for a wizard.  Now 
the problem all comes in when they 
get lazy and careless in their work.  
-4- And this leads to the creation 
of a unicorn, which leads to more 
problems.   
-5- In the end, the goblins learn a 
lesson, and the unicorns win the 
day.  
 
Reader Recommendations
Genre – fantasy, children’s
Age recommendations – 5 and up

http://www.amazon.com/Gob-
lin-Spells-Unicorns-ebook/dp/

B009CMNVPI/
or

https://www.smashwords.com/
books/view/237007

Roses At Dusk 
by M.W. Russell

By Jacqueline Driggers 
of The Leisure Zone
Facebook, Blog 

My overall star rating -- from 1-5

About the book: 
 What do you do when the one 
you trust can no longer be trusted? 
Where do you turn when the one 
you gave your heart to, your body, 
your blood, the murky depths of 
your soul, defies mortality’s rules? 
What do you do ... you run! 
 
Hannah Malcolm has been through 
more in her short lifetime than any 
young woman should have to bear. 
So after the well-publicized death of 
her family, Hannah decides to leave 
the bustling streets of Chicago and 
seek refuge, in the sleepy seaside 
town of Bar Harbor, in Maine. A 
new job, new friends and a quaint 
cottage on the cliff overlooking the 
sparkling waters of Frenchman Bay 
give her just the opportunity she 
needs.  
 
But complications have always been 
a specialty of Hannah’s and Bar Har-
bor is to be no exception. The town 
is reeling after an unexplained mur-
der and several random assaults, 
which have small degrees of separa-
tion from her. One disaster after the 
next begin to swirl at Hannah’s feet 
and to add to her worries her new 
found man is starting to appear not 
quite as he seems.

Book creation ratings:
Overall total -- 27 out of a possible 
30
-- Story & characters -- 9
-- Cover & title -- 9
-- Editing -- 9
* based on a 1-10 scale with:  1-4, 
poor; 5-7, good; 8-10, very good.*
 
My 5 point review: 
-1- Hannah moved to Bar Harbor, 

Maine to get a fresh start, away 
from the ashes of her old life; and I 
mean ashes of her old life in a quite 
literal way.  
-2- The book starts out innocent-
ly enough, but it doesn’t stay that 
way.  When it gets wound up, it 
gets good and wound up.
-3- The first chapter includes a look 
at an unwelcome relationship that 
Hannah has with a man.  But then 
chapter two switches to Hannah at 
her new job.  It takes us back, so 
that we can see just how she met 
this man, and how he came to be in 
her life.  In fact, this book focuses 
on two men in Hannah’s life.  One 
turns her life into a torment, and is 
a man that Hannah cannot seem to 
get away from.  
-4- So now you have to be wonder-
ing to yourself - ‘Who is this man 
who comes to Hannah by night and 
makes her life such an anguish?’   
But the question you should be 
asking is - ‘Who is the man who 
rescues Hannah from the nighttime 
man?’  
-5- I would place this book in the 
paranormal genre, and praise MW 
Russell for the great book she has 
written.  It is a paranormal-ro-
mance-thriller book, and I loved 
reading it.  
 
Reader Recommendations
Genre – paranormal, thriller
Age recommendations -- 17 and up
Sex content rating -- moderate
Violence rating -- moderate

http://www.amazon.com/dp/
B0096A5QJ0
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Blue Plague The Fall 
by Thomas A. Watson

By Jacqueline Driggers 
of The Leisure Zone
Facebook, Blog

My overall star rating -- from 1-5

About the book: 
What would you do in an apoc-
alyptic event? How would your 
family and friends survive? Could 
you survive? Join two families on 
a journey through hell on earth 
as they try to save themselves and 
maybe mankind.
A super virus has been unleashed 
on mankind. Our way of life and 
the modern day speed of travel 
spread the virus from the jun-
gles of Africa around the world 
in days. Those it infects become 
feral attacking any not like them. 
No one knows what else this virus 
holds in store. Society breaks 
down in a matter of days and the 
lawless try to rule the land. Even 
appointed and elected officials 
differ little from the criminals. 
Blue Plague: The Fall, is the first 
book in a seven part series that 
tells the story of a group’s survival 
in this new world.

Book creation ratings:
Overall total -- 23 out of a possible 
30
-- Story & characters -- 8
-- Cover & title -- 7
-- Editing -- 8
* based on a 1-10 scale with:  1-4, 

poor; 5-7, good; 8-10, very good.*

My 5 point review: 
-1- In Thomas A. Watson’s book, 
Blue Plague, it all starts in the Con-
go, with 3 American volunteers and 
2 native guides.  If only they hadn’t 
gotten out of the Congo.
-2- It’s a virus that kills people, but 
not quite.  Ah, that is to say, they just 
don’t stay dead.  Actually they come 
back to life and turn blue, and the in-

fected ones like to bite people.  Not 
to eat mind you, just to bite.  When 
they get hungry for a snack, they 
want animals for that.  So there you 
have it, they aren’t zombies.  But 
they aren’t someone you want to 
run into in a dark alley at midnight 
either.

http://www.amazon.com/Blue-
Plague-The-Fall-ebook/dp/

B00915VU54/
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Caitlin turned off the klaxons 
and flashing lights and briefly 
closed her eyes. The sweeter 
susurrus of the ship’s back-
ground life support took mo-
ments to re-assert itself. She 
looked out the view screen at 
the massive planet creeping 
ever closer and sighed. There 
was no one but her to hear the 
alarms and they had been giv-
ing her a headache. 
The life support pods stood in 
mute accusation; hers open 
like the eye of a judgemental 
god, the others blank faces, 
lights off, dark shapes with-
in, corpse heavy. Apart from 
the last, also open, also emp-
ty. She’d done her screaming, 
her crying; her recriminations 
were piled high, awaiting the 
chance to crush her. Now 
she sat in the relative silence, 
breathing the stale air with 
its hint of electrical fire, like 
the long finish of a distasteful 

wine.
She stared out of the viewscreen 
dully, non-thinking, the great 
brown ball of roiling clouds 
compressed her thoughts be-
neath their weight. I am going 
to die. 
She glanced at the instrument 
panel with its incomprehensi-
ble guts on show, all wires and 
chips like a tangled ball of wool 
that a cat has played with. The 
splash of blood led her sliding 
gaze to the body on the floor. 
McNeil. 
What dark dream had he suf-
fered before the malfunction 
of his pod that had led to this. 
She had emerged, groggy, dis-
orientated, into a swirling mael-
strom of violence. Her face now 
puffed and purple from the bat-
tering he’d given her, as though 
her face was as much to blame 
as the instrument panel he’d 
been taking it out on before she 
emerged.

Her eyes darted over the 
screwdriver buried deep into 
his eye socket. The holes in 
his thorax and neck like a 
connect-the-dots picture with 
a morbid conclusion. She’d 
been unable to work the other 
life pods, their alarms lost in 
the symphony. 
The comms, fucked, naviga-
tion, fucked, any method of fly-
ing this thing, fucked. She was 
fucked. Life support? A-OK. 
Nice, caught in the gravity of 
a giant gas planet and able to 
live every moment of pulveris-
ing pressure as the planet 
slowly squeezed the vessel in 
its massive grip.
Many years ago her mother had 
taken her to a Turner exhibi-
tion, or was it Constable? She 
got those two mixed up. Can-
vases dipped in murk, light-
ing storms at play off coastal 
vistas, sepia tinged frenzied 
splashes of cloud climbing 
to black like some angry dei-
ty above insignificant figures 
in the foreground. She en-
visaged those canvases writ 
large, on a planetary scale as 
she looked once again at the 
roiling brown planet below. 
Her own personal abyss on a 
soft spiral of collapsing orbit.
There is no one to hear, no 
one to see, no one to mourn 
her passing. She imagined 
the terse text of the shipping 
log: Name of ship, dimen-
sions, Year & place built, en-
gines, owners, date of wreck, 
location. Except no one would 
know the exact location, 
the homing beacon long si-
lenced. Would anyone even 
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look? Movement made her 
look down, and she saw, with 
a vague blurred horror, that 
her hands opened and closed, 
claw-like, of their own accord. 
As if they missed the grip of 
the screwdriver. Could she?
She wondered if she would 
hear or feel the wind. What the 
buffeting would feel like? Like 
every turbulent flight com-
bined and magnified no doubt. 
Perhaps she’d be smeared 
on the inside of the cabin 
long before it was crushed. 

Her roving, unfocused gaze 
skipped across the airlock and, 
like a needle on a vintage vinyl, 
skipped back again. Could she?
There was nothing to write on, 
and no final words to write. No 
bottle to throw upon the sea of 
stars. Just the long, slow, silent 
spiral to look forward to. She 
wished she could talk for one 
last time to Adam. He’d accused 
her of robbing him of their fu-
ture together in their last, bitter 
argument. But later he’d sent 
her Scott’s journals, showing 

he understood; or perhaps it 
was a message that she was 
headed for doomed futility. 
By the time she’d received it, 
they were deep in training and 
incommunicado. She’d spent 
the last weeks before the mis-
sion endlessly reinterpreting 
the gift. Was there some hint 
of rapprochement? She didn’t 
know, she would never know. 
She remembered a line from 
the journal – ‘we shall stick 
it out to the end’. Could she? 

STAR
SEER

EPISODE 5:
SPIrItuS a tEmPOrE
by michael Bene

When we last left the crew of The Harbinger, they 
were travelling through a Phonesian time gate to 
an unknown destination. Their journey would last 
at least three days. This is plenty of time for a new 
threat to come forth from the ruins and bring terror,. 
a threat that shall rend the minds of many.

Eric sat on the bridge of the ship as the ship’s autopilot bickered with the  A.I.. The two had been bickering for 
the last few days of their journey about the navigational pathways within the time stream, and it wasn’t getting 
better considering the two were modelled in personality after a married couple. Eric finally looked over to 
Camille and in surrender asked her to change their settings. Camille headed to the ship’s drive cores to change 
their settings when her eyes widened in shock and horror as she saw a person who she assumed had died 
many centuries ago. “Mom, how are you here?” She asked as her mother hushed her quickly. “It’s ok honey … 
you can pass the test.” She said as Camille looked at her in pure confusion. “What test are you talking about 
mom?” Camille replied before she noticed her mother’s skin was turning grey. “The tests of Judah of course 
my little firebird.” Camille’s mother lunged at her before rapidly decaying and crumbling into a pile of parts. 
Camille’s scream pierced the hallways and called the bridge crew to her. “Cami, what’s wrong?” Eric asked as 
he grabbed hold of her to calm her down. “Eric, it was my mom!” Camille said pointing at the crumbled body 
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parts of what had been her mother. “Cami, there’s 
nothing behind you.” Eric said as Camille looked be-
hind her and saw nothing. “I … I thought I saw her.” 
Camille said as she looked around at the other mem-
bers of the bridge who were looking at her as though 
she had lost her mind.
  Eric hugged her gently as Mary made a few inap-
propriate gestures behind his back to indicate she 
would take Eric from Camille. Camille hugged Eric 
tighter as he looked up and saw his father standing 
before him for a brief second as well. His father was 
pointing at him and Camille before vanishing. This 
time however the rest of the crew were able to wit-
ness it. “What the hell was that?” Mary said looking 
rather nervously around the room to confirm the 
rest of the crew had seen Eric’s father as well. “We 
got to lock down the ship.” Eric said pushing by the 
others to get to the bridge; however the doors to the 
bridge slam shut as he gets closer to them. A blinding 
headache begins to shoot through each of the bridge 
crew whilst a voice speaks to them. “The day of my 
judgment is at hand.” It says as everyone saw the 
bridge’s linguistics officer’s eyes bleed and neck snap. 
Her body slumped to the floor with a loud thud as 
the others stepped back from her. In utter shock Eric 
closed the woman’s eyes slowly. “We have to get back 
control of the ship. Henderson and Fiorina, I need 
you to go with Mary to the cargo hold to find if this 
threat originaes there. Camille and Alabaster and I 
are going to go to the drive core to see if we could 
manually open the door to the bridge. half follow me, 
half follow Henderson … safety in numbers people, 
we don’t know what the hell we are dealing with.” The 
bridge crew split up and followed their leaders. 

Mary and her team followed the hallways to the cargo 
hold as Mary swept the room to find the danger. Her 
mental sweep didn’t find much of anything until she 
detected a faint psychic trace coming from the sec-
ond section. “Ok guys, fan out and yell if you find 
anything.” The crew slowly crept around the cargo 
hold. Mary followed the psychic trail until she found 
a young boy crouched in the hallway with his head 
down. “Why didn’t you save me Mrs Kitty Woman?” 
The boy said before he looked up at her eyes. His eyes 
were white and his face showed partial decay. “Why 
didn’t you save me big sister?” The boy crumbled as 

Mary felt a small tear run down her face. She had re-
pressed the memory of what had happened to her ad-
opted human brother so she could feel less at fault of 
his mauling by a Slugori Entropy Worm, but the pain 
hit her hard after seeing her brother again. However 
another thought came to her head. Why specifically 
difficult memories? No one else knew of this moment, 
but the person who helped her suppress it. “Jaime? 
Are you here?” Mary asked telepathically to try  to get 
a response she would not hope to hear.

Mary’s mind swept through the halls of the cargo 
hold again before hearing the voice she didn’t want 
to hear. “Hello little one … I am glad to see you. Your 
team here seems to feel a lot of guilt in this, my hal-
lowed hall.” The voice was  familiar, but to her it had 
become darker. “Jaime? What happened to you? This 
is too far advanced for a C level psychic.” Mary sent. 
“I AM NO C LEVEL PSYCHIC!” The being threw her 
against a wall which burst open to reveal a hidden 
room. The room wasn’t on the ship’s map listings. In 
the centre of the room was one singular cryogenics 
pod that contained a human male. Mary slowly ad-
vanced towards the pod and noticed the digital sign 
next to it read about its one prisoner. 
Name: Jaime Larson
Age: 24
Psychic Level: M
Project Listing: Project Lucifer
Mary touched the pod and gasped as her mind was 
dragged quickly into the collective unconscious. Her 
astral self was sitting at a table in what looked to be 
France. The table’s other occupant was a young man 
in a well-tailored suit and black tie. His red eyes 
stared into her soul as he gestured her to sit down. 
Mary looked at herselfshe was dressed in a red cock-
tail dress with matching heels. Her tail was of course 
up as she sat down with her old friend in his new 
albeit slightly terrifying persona. “Jaime … I want 
you to know I’m sorry you were put into that project. 
I tried to get you moved somehwere safer. Hell my 
father even tried to use his pull to secure you into a 
different program.” Her hand touched his. Mary’s sad 
smile contrasted her friend’s sarcastic grin. “You told 
me before they dragged me away from you kicking 
and screaming that you loved me Mary. Yet I know 
you did nothing to save me after your father failed. 
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You didn’t even try to psychically break me from the place.” Jaime gripped her hand roughly before continuing 
his accusation. “You left me to be the subject of experiments by those bastard scientists and their tests made 
me stronger. I surpassed the level I was, and then they made me physically change as well. I’M A MONSTER 
BECAUSE OF YOU SLUT!” His final insult caused Mary to be thrown against the wall of the false room. 
Lucifer was on her with his hand around her neck, anger on his face. Mary’s tears and pain caused her hand to 
touch his chest. “Jaime … please I’m sorry.” She said through choked cries as Jaime let her go. “I want you to 
never come in here again Mary. I’ll stop the attacks on your friends, but Jaime is dead now. If you ever come in 
here again I will end you.” Lucifer ends their connection and pushes her back to her body. 

  Mary awoke in her uniform in the cold room. Her body lay across the pod as if she were in a sound sleep 
for the past five minutes. The young Nekosian stood up from the tank, and leaned over it for a brief moment. 
Her lips touched the cold surface of the pod’s glass container with a single tear. “To my friend and to the love 
of my life, I will always love you.” Her whisper was only audible to her and her unconscious friend. Her eyes 
gazed at his and for a brief moment they looked open, but it was merely a trick of the light. Her steps hastened 
her out of the room as she saw the wall repair itself. Her friend may have been awake partially in that pod, but 
she couldn’t be too sure of the mind bending he had done earlier. She decided she wouldn’t tell the crew about 
him, and make up some story about it potentially being an anomaly playing tricks on them. 
  “Wait Mary, I have something to give you.” Said the voice of her love in her thoughts, the being sent her 
information about someone who had been whispering to him in his hibernation. “This thing called itself 
Nar-Tol, It seems to be interested in me for something he calls “The Gate”. I believe you shouldn’t deceive your 
crew about me being here. I just don’t want you near me.” Mary felt something press against her lips before 
feeling his presence leave the room. Mary’s fingers touched her lips before she smirked a bit and walked off to 
meet the rest of the crew.

  *An Hour Later*

The Bridge crew met in their conference room. Mary had already finished explaining about “Lucifer” in the 
cargo hold. Eric looked amazed as she had never confided about him. The crew always spoke truth to each 
other about certain past experiences to alleviate any sort of tension. “Mary the next time you have some kind 
of story in your past you must tell us. Your friend would have killed the entire crew if he could have.” Eric said 
as a still shaken Mary nodded in agreement. “Thank you for your understanding Eric.” She said as she folded 
her hands under the table. “Camille, what else did you find out about the time gate? Do you know how long 
we have until our destination?” 
Camille withdrew a small armband from her person. It looked old as an Egyptian pyramid, and had some 
markings on it. “I found this in my room before the meeting. It’s an old Phonesian recorder device. My Sigil is 
on it so it must be from someone in my family.” Camille set the band on the table and spun it counter clock-
wise. The band slowly shook in mid spin and rose from the table in a burst of light to display a hologram of 
Camille’s father. “Hello my little girl. I know that I shouldn’t have contact with you or any of your friends, but 
the universe is in dire danger and we need The Harbinger’s crew for a mission. Off the record.” Camille was 
about to voice her protests before the recording continued. “By this point in the message I assume you are 
going to eloquently tell me to go and fuck myself royally, but I am begging you to do this. I have had the ship 
cloaked by a few of my own agents so the crew or ship isn’t traceable for a few months.” Eric and the crew 
leaned back in their chairs to listen to the message, giving a collective sigh of relief. “Now the window I had 
sent to you has a destination of Eagleton Pennsylvania circa 2014. There is an old piece of Phonesian technol-
ogy there that is needed, it can be found in the building of an old ship. The piece is a crystal that belongs in 
the AI drive. The crystal is a piece of a grown computer. Please retrieve it, and bring it to the coordinates on 
the band. Oh and Camille … say hi to Flora for me.”. 
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The crew ordered a brace position as the ship broke through the other side of The Window. They had made it 
to 2014, and were happy to be out of the stream for the time being.. “Alrighty … let’s get down there.” Eric said 
as he led the down team to the transporter bay.  “We six to be sent planet side immediately!” Eric yelled as the 
transporters transported them to the planet’s surface. “We all got to blend in now.” They drew out their watch-
es and changed to contemporary clothes via perception filters. “Ok guys let’s find this thing and get the hell 
out of this time period.” They went in search of the crystal computer device. Camille’s wrist communicator 
picked up a signal. “Eric I’m getting strong readings coming from there.” She said pointing up to the infamous 
academy on the hill. “If I am correct it’s up there.” Eric directs the crew to the looming academy.

“I want blue eyes.”
This again.

“Sure honey, blue eyes.” Sometimes, acquiescence is the 
better part of valor.

“And, she has to be able to dance.”

Ever since Jennifer - my prime-wife - downloaded a 
GeneStarr catalog to her smartsheet, I had been sub-
jected to a never ending list of traits my daughter will 
have engineered into her DNA: “oh, look, math-plus 
enhancer ... I like the athletic hip structure gene ... isn’t 
that a great cortex template.” You get the idea.

  “Maybe we should …”

   “Sorry honey. Just got buzzed ... gotta go ... “

I left the apartment. I wasn’t sure where I was going - 
no message had actually come through my brain chip - 
but any place would be better than home. I just wasn’t 
up for a long discussion on the merits of radically 

bio-engineering my offspring.
It was raining, light and warm, just enough to make 
me damp and to create a few scummy puddles on the 
sidewalk. The streets were packed with the pre-dawn 
crowds. Once the day was in full swing and the UV 
was at maximum, everyone would be inside. But, now, 
with the sun hidden behind mile-towers and cloud 
cover, you could move around without a cloak and 
face mask.

I was feeling hungry and was getting sick of being 
swept along by the flow of humanity. The garish neon 
of a Chen’s Tea and Noodle Shop stood out and I 
ducked inside. Faux wood chairs and tables, ceiling 
fans, Neo-Chi decor, warm scents of cooking food and 
buzz from air spiked with aerosolised endorphins. Ev-
eryone’s favourite fast food chain. At least, that’s what 
the advertisements say.
I ordered a bowl of rice noodles with eggs and a large 
tea from a teenager with the blankly pleasant look 
of a savant implant user and took a seat in a corner, 
settling in for some life contemplation.
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When Jennifer and Ghaniyah - my second-wife - had 
decided that the former would bear my first child, I 
was pretty happy. A child would mean tax breaks and, 
since they decided on a girl, education credits and a 
guaranteed slot in a decent university. My bottom-line 
started looking better from moment one. For the first 
few months, as we planned out the reproduction, and 
created a basic life-outline for the Social Dynamics 
Agency, all was well. The life systems analyst with 
the SDA had approved our preliminary plan, having 
produced favourable decision matrices out to 12 years 
and positive trend lines to 25, and had given us the go-
ahead for the reproductive act.
And then, the catalogue, the endless possibilities that 
genetic engineering offered to prospective parents.
Ghaniyah was reasonable. She just wanted to make 
certain the child was healthy and had the appropriate 
protective genetic mods done. And who could argue 
with that? With the environment still in a state of flux, 

one couldn’t be too careful; skin work, filter lungs, pro-
tective eye membranes - these were all necessary. You 
would have a hard time finding anyone outside of a 
failed state who didn’t have them. My own parents had 
gotten me sight upgrades and an anti-UV skin recon-
struction. Their skin had been as white as my noodles; 
mine was a deep mocha. Other than that, I was base-
line. Jennifer wanted a complete uber-upgrade for our 
child.
I felt the buzz in my brain of an incoming message. It 
was from Ghaniyah.
“Jennifer has left for the market. Come home and we’ll 
work on a plan to rein her in a bit.”
I smiled. Good to know that I’m not the only one who 
has some qualms about trying to build the prefect 
offspring. In the end, I guess, it doesn’t matter how our 
daughter is modified; we would be a family. That’s the 
one thing that the gods of biotechnology haven’t engi-
neered out of us yet.

Tired of achy joints 
and wrinkled skin? 
Get a new you at 
Repli-Labs where 
our gene-ies will 
provide you with 
a perfectly cloned 
body. Not happy 
with your current 
body? Repli-Labs 
has a full gene mod-
ifying lab capable of 
taking care of those 

problem areas.
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Run.
For your own sake, run.
Flee the second you feel it com-
ing, in any direction your legs 
can take you.
Never stop to look back, any 
second of falter brings it closer. 
Let the grass slash at your bare 
shins and the stone graze your 
bare soles. Don’t let the pain 
stop you.
If you trip, get right back up and 
keep going. Pray that this mo-
ment hasn’t brought it too close.
It’s silent. It is coming after you, 
in huge leaps, but it’s silent. You 
start wondering if it even is after 
you. Don’t make that mistake. 
Run. It always is.
What it truly wants is unknown. 
It hides everywhere and chases 

everyone. If it killed for food, you wouldn’t be so scared. If it killed for pleasure, you wouldn’t be so 
scared. You don’t know what it wants.  
Keep running.
Those who looked back didn’t live to tell the tale. You don’t really know what it looks like. You don’t 
really know what you are running from. Look in front of you and run. 
You are acutely aware of it behind your back, but its presence still shocks with unexpectedness. At 
times it even seems to be gone and you sigh with relief and stop. It’s then that it leaps. This is its 
deadliest weapon.
You might start asking for favours, since you reason other people can help you escape. It catches 
you before they can even respond.
Not a single human is immune to its hunger for chase, it feasts on anyone. 
Stop, hide in the shadows, turn into a stone statue, will yourself to become ice, or simply try to pre-
tend being dead. Any effort is pointless. It is upon you the second any one of those plans comes to 
mind. Keep on running. You might yet escape.
In dreams, if you try to flee too hard, your legs stop obeying you. You force them to work but the 
enemy is already breathing down your neck and you haven’t moved a muscle. You have been 
warned. This will be just like in dreams.
Running is just a self-delusion in the end. You only delay your inevitable suffering.
It will leap upon you and pin you to the ground. Don’t try to cover your face or throat, it goes for 
your chest. Ripping out your ribcage is not a hardship for it, and you’ll really only have the strength 
to cry when it does. 
It will take your still beating heart and you’ll feel like something warm envelopes it, and think this 
might not be so bad after all. The pain comes after, even more unbearable now that you’ve known 
this predator can be gentle.
The pain will make you shout and and scramble away. You will be allowed to. You will be holding 
your bleeding heart in your open palms and the burning eyes will be scrutinising you unblinkingly. 
You will see your heart beat to its end and stop. The warm feeling will once again flood your chest, 
but you will not be aware of that anymore.
The predator will watch you let out your final breath before it leaps away to find its next victim. 
After all, hope always dies last.
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Senses
By Ana Marija Meshkova

Tactus turned around cautiously, 
feeling the ground underneath 
him move. It was incredible, how 
he could feel every grain of sand 
under his feet, down to the rocks 
underneath it all. The sword flew 
through the air, cutting it, creat-
ing a wave that grazed his skin. 
He felt it sink into the rock wall 
behind him. 
It was a strange feeling, being 

back in this training room. Tactus’s 
mind kept flashing back to the days 
when they arrived, broken and un-
able to even exist without incredible 
pain. Back to the day when he was 
spilt from the others. His master 
was right, one is a gift, five are a 
curse. He had shown him the way, 
and this was how Tactus and the 
others had to repay their debt.

He stood for a moment. He wasn’t 
in danger, the Offense, which by its 
size he could guess to be male, was 
speaking. The waves of sound ema-
nating from his mouth rippled the 
air. In the forty years after the split, 
knowing how to decipher them had 
proven somewhat useful:

“You are far more skilled than I 
gave you credit old man. But I will 
still be victorious.” 
 
Why did people felt they had to 
speak when there was no need? 
What good would it be for the 
Offense to give him time to pre-
pare just to say that? Intimidation? 
Tactus didn’t know, and didn’t really 
care. After all Tactus couldn’t speak, 
so that little dilemma had been 

decided for him. The Offense 
picked up his sword. His superi-
or strength and youth gave him 
false confidence, which was only 
heightened by the fact he had a 
weapon.

“I got past Gustus quite easily, he 
couldn’t stop me even if he tried.” 
The Offense was walking forward 
in long strides, raising his sword, 
probably to read their names 
off the hilt “Visus could see me, 
and  Audientes and Nidor sense 
me, but as you see they are no 
more. Only one left. You. Tactus.” 
Laughter rang out through the 
walls, vibrating the air all around. 
“And rest assured, I will conquer 
these obstacles.”

The Offense charged straight 
at his target, eager to finish this 
quickly. Tactus dodged several 
blows. He was getting far too old 
for this. It would be easier if the 
offence hadn’t earned the sword. 
This one didn’t care about fair-
ness, this one used every opportu-
nity he could find. And he would 
probably get past all of them, and 
maybe even gain what he so much 
desired. And there it begun, the 
sword was plunged into his body. 
The searing pain spread through 
every part of him, until he was 
enveloped in it. This was the point 
where one would begin to curse 
the heavens for their advanced 
senses, but he knew better. He had 
been through this far too many 
times to believe it was over. In a 
moment all was still, blackness 
surrounded him only for the light 
to veer it’s ugly head again. 
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It was the outlying colonies that fell first, it was their 
one and only warning that the D’Shraki had arrived.
Earth’s Planetary Defence Forces (EPDF) undocked 
from the major orbital stations, created once the 
human race had discovered that it was definitely 
not alone in the universe. Several large frigate class 
starships orbited gracefully around the planet, their 
crews on ready standby waiting for whoever might 
come.
The massive warships approached the blue and green 
world orbiting the yellow star.
The D’Shraki had arrived to take their war on Human-
kind to Earth. Over one hundred earth space fleet ves-
sels had blockaded their home world in defence. The 
D’Shraki vessels moved in to their attack formation. 
The EPDF vessels moved as quickly as their orbital 
thrusters could manoeuvre, then stood still, facing 
each other’s vessels above and below, just waiting for 
the first volley of shots.
On board the Frigate EPDS Anzac, Crewman Jack De 
Souza sat strapped into his chair, at his post at commu-
nications.
“Captain, we are getting orders from Command not to 
open fire unless fired upon first.” Jack reported.
The captain sat strapped into his own chair in the 
centre of the bridge, displays around him showing the 
ship’s readiness. He shook his head. “Those fuckers 
have already opened fire on our colonies, so fuck them. 
Ready Weapons!” He ordered his combat systems 
officers.

Replies of “Aye sir!” Were heard from the three Com-
bat Systems operators on duty.
“Projectile weaponry green, Captain.” Reported the 
first
“Showing green on EM weaponry sir!”
“Lasers ready!” The final green light was called. The 
captain sat back and nodded.
“De Souza, open comms to all our vessels.” He ordered.
Jack moved quickly making the necessary connections.
“Ready sir, open frequency to all EPDS ships.”
“Cosgrove to all vessels, ready weapons and open fire!” 
He shouted the last.
His own crew activated their weapons arrays, targeting 
the various enemy ships
Great lances of laser fire and projectile weapons soared 
soundlessly to slam into the metallic hulls of the en-
emy’s vessels. The people on the world below looked 
up at the beautiful, deadly lights in the cerulean blue 
sky; those in the darkness of night were more fortunate 
to witness the true fatal brilliance of each ship being 
destroyed.
Bodies and debris floated on random trajectories 
through the chilled silence of space, the dead bouncing 
off hulls and being sent off in other directions as the 
ships ploughed through the debris fields. Flashes of 
bright light flared into a white intensity with a ring of 
blue as first one, then another EPDS frigate erupted in 
a devastating explosion.
The Anzac was hit, the crew were thrown hard against 
their harnesses.
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“Lost gravity on three decks captain, venting atmo-
sphere on section three, deck nine, engines are non-re-
sponsive.” Jack called out from the comms panel after 
a particularly hard knock, which caused roofing to 
buckle and fall into the bridge accompanied by sparks 
and smoke.
“Captain?” He called out, turning to see why the cap-
tain hadn’t replied, blood flowed freely down the cap-
tain’s face, over eyes opened and unseeing, the source 
a large head wound caused when the panels and their 
struts had fallen.
Jack unstrapped himself after calling for a med team 
and a repair crew to the bridge. Jack bounced a little as 
he stepped onto the steel plate floor of the bridge.
“Gravity seems to be failing guys, be careful! We are at 
about Lunar grav!” He said as he moon-hopped over to 
the captain, checking for a pulse.
“Shit.” The comms officer muttered.
“Looks like I’m the captain now … ” he muttered as he 
felt the captain go cold beneath his fingers.
“I, Lieutenant Jack De Souza assume command of the 
Anzac as of 21:56 Ship time. Helm, are the engines 
responsive?” He asked his crewmember at helm as he 
noticed his feet floating and the captain’s blood turn-
ing to small floating droplets as the gravity generator 
failed.
“Thrusters only, Engineering is working on it, Medical 
reports that they have a lot of casualties and injured 
and they will get up to us as soon as possible Sir, and 
the repair crew is on the way now.” The female Helm 
officer didn’t look  up from her display and controls.

The doors to the bridge opened and the engineering 
crew floated in, grabbing the hand rails that were in the 
roof for just such an emergency. Jack noticed Zara was 
in the group, he wanted her to be anywhere but here 
right now. She caught his eye and nodded, letting him 
know she was all right. He smiled thinly, now was not 
the time to be worried about his current lover.
The engineering team got the engines back online just 
as the repair crew got the gravity back to one third 
Earth norm, it was the best they could do.
The comms system was piped through the speakers in 
the bridge and it was not sounding good.
“The Falcon reports core going critical, evacuating to 
pods and emergency ships now.”
“The Napoleon is disengaging and retreating to a safer 
distance to assist in the recovery of the Falcon’s pods, 
but are taking heavy fire from the enemy vessels.”
“Holy shit…” one of the Fleet’s comms officers shouted 
out in terror. “Planet killer, they have a damned planet 
killer! Recommend that we get the fuck out of here 
sir!”
Jack shook his head. 
“Comms,” he said with heavy heart, knowing it was 
over and their only chance to survive was to flee. “Or-
der the fleet to recover what they can and who they can 
and tell them to get the hell out of here, inform Earth 
that they have ten to fifteen minutes to evac as many 
people as they can, any vessel that can is to get to the 
outer colonies, evac them as quickly as possible, these 
bastards won’t stop here.” He said as he put a hand on 
the back of the captain’s chair, still occupied by the 
corpse of the former captain,strapped to the seat in a 
secure harness.
“Helm, get us out of here as soon as possible!” He or-
dered as the ship shook with another hit
With De Souza’s heartbroken order, several vessels 
broke and fled sending the evacuation orders to the 
planet’s surface. Thousands of smaller vessels were 
launched, adding to the congestion of ships, bodies 
and debris around the Earth as all fled the destruction 
of their planet as the D’Shraki Warmonger bore down 
on the planet. 
The vessel opened its planet killer weapon port, the 
massive laser moving out from the main body of the 
beastly ship.
The remaining humans watched from the sensors 
and portholes of their pitiful vessels as their enemy’s 
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main weapon charged up and opened fire, scarring the 
earth’s crust to the mantle, bringing the molten rock to 
the surface, killing billions of people, unique animals 
and plant life still down there.
Zara moved up to stand beside Jack and her trembling 
hand slipped into his, she held onto him as if their lives 
depended on it as they watched their home world die
The survivors wept at the loss of their world, and knew 
they now faced extinction unless they all escaped the 
clutches of the D’Shraki war host. 
One by one the vessels streaked out into the outer Sol 
system, off to other parts of the galaxy, fleeing for the 
life of their race.
From his command chair, the D’Shraki Warlord, his 
face and body encased in a mech-suit of armour, nod-
ded, a job well done, he could now return to his father 
triumphant.. He had ended the threat of the humans 
against his people and their galactic empire.
“Complete the final sequence and order our main fleet 
to clear out the rest of the Human Colonies in this 
system. Let the survivors run, we will hunt them soon 
enough, let them think they are safe for now.” His first 
nodded an affirmation of his Warlord’s orders and 
charged the weapon again, making another pass over 
the continents, boiling dry the oceans and melting the 
polar regions away to nothing.
On board the Anzac, Zara watched with the others 
of the bridge crew, her hand tightly wrapped around 
Jack’s. They wept for their home alongside the others of 
her ship. Defeat and utter despair drowned the morale 
of the crew. But they knew that they all had to survive, 
it was a big universe out there, even if they couldn’t 
get past their own galaxy. The people of Earth were no 
more, Humans were now a people without a home.
Hours later, with the shock still raw, Jack finally went 
off duty. They lost so many people, the final tallies 
were coming in from the convoy of vessels; there were 
approximately eighty thousand survivors, mostly from 
the colonies that they had evacuated. 
Quarters were very close, food was also going to be a 
problem and they would have to find a new world in 
which to settle. Not an easy task for a new spacefaring 
race in a hostile galaxy.
The D’Shraki Empire, it seemed, surrounded them.
But one thing the humans had, was hope. A hope that 
shone in the cold, bitter darkness of defeat, a hope to 
survive.



It’s fall. The leaves are turning to gold, russet and brown. There’s as much variety to the shades of the leaves as 
there are different types of trees for them to fall from. The air is getting cooler, there’s a bit of a nip in it now. 
Winter is coming soon. But for now, autumn reigns supreme.
You’re walking in the woods one day, taking pictures of the falling leaves, naked trees reaching their bare 
branches up to the cloud-laden sky and various animals preparing for winter. Squirrels race by with nuts in 
their front paws or stuffed in their cheeks and one of them stops to chatter at you. It’s so solemn about the 
chattering you can’t help yourself; you crouch and try your best to chatter back. The squirrel fluffs its tail once, 
twice, bobs its head then it’s gone.

“Crazy squirrel.”

You can’t help laughing at the expression on the squirrel’s face when you chattered back at it. It’s almost as if it 
understood the sounds you were making. Oh now wait a minute. What if it did understand you? Something 
at the back of your mind takes hold of that thought and runs with it much like a horse with a bit in its teeth. If 
that squirrel understood you then you have some kind of gift. Naturally the rational part of your mind imme-
diately rebels at such a foolish notion. You’re just an average ordinary human being. There is no such person as 
Dr Doolittle. Oh but that’s where logic is wrong. Dr Doolittle really did exist. So who’s to say you didn’t inherit 
at least a portion of his talents?

That’s something to think about as you make your way through the woods on this beautiful autumn day. Of 
course there’s the mental equivalent of a Senate meeting going on in your head as you walk. But that’s to be 
expected. One part of your brain insists on believing there’s no such thing as magic while the other part quietly 
states that there is. A short distance ahead of you there’s a growling sound followed by a woman’s cry for help.

Wolves.

“Shit.”

What do you do? Do you rush in to save her or do you turn and go in a different direction? It’s getting dark and 
your only weapon is a camera. Oh what the hell. You stuff the camera in your pocket and off you go to save the 
day. Or at least try to. As you approach you realize the wolves have her surrounded and her only escape is for 
them to get distracted.

“Oh good grief.”

And you start whipping whatever stones you can get your hands on at them, hoping to buy her enough time 
to get away. A large sharp rock pelts one on the hind end and it whips around with a yelp and a snarl to stare 



at you. Without even realizing what you’re doing you growl and yip at it. Its ears go flat against its skull then 
it skulks away with a whine and tail between its legs. The frightened woman in the middle of the circle takes 
advantage of the sudden gap and darts out to cower behind you. The wolves stop growling at once as though a 
switch were turned off. You take that as a good sign so you turn to comfort her.

“There now, it’s okay. You’re safe now.”

She looks up to say thank you and you’re caught by her eyes. They’re the most hypnotic shade of blue you’ve 
ever seen in your life. You’re so busy helping her calm down and finding out why she was in the woods you 
don’t hear anything until it’s too late. One of the wolves leaps and brings you down in a tangled heap with that 
poor woman caught underneath you. A shift and a grunt and she scoots out from under you and out of harm’s 
way. The wolf snaps at the back of your neck but you hunched your head like a turtle and it gets a mouthful of 
your jacket instead. A flailing arm brings your fist into contact with its head and it tumbles away with a yelp. 
You turn onto your back because you find yourself unable to get to your feet due to the wolf knocking the wind 
out of you and fear turning your legs to stumps and another wolf jumps at you.

“God no!”

Your crossed arms in front of your face keep it away from your throat but it’s much stronger than you; it was 
designed for this kind of thing. The weight of the snarling wolf fluctuates then is suddenly gone and you see 
a flash of a face as the woman you helped pulls it off you. Again you snarl, growl and yap at the wolves, again 
completely unaware of it. Alone, wolves are cowards. But in a pack like this, they’re dangerous. The woman is 
panting with the exertion and you can hear it in her voice.

“Get up! They’re less likely to attack you if you’re on your feet!”

She offers you her hand to help you up. You take it and the wolves exhibit some very un-wolflike behavior 
when they turn tail and run away. The woman leans on a nearby tree to catch her breath and you’re very puz-
zled.

“Why did they run away like that?”

She chuckles and you turn to look at her in confusion. Her eyes are still that mesmerizing shade of blue, but 
now there’s a layer of ice over the warmth.

“You cowed them. Told them to leave us alone.”

“But how?”

Her smile is warm but cold at the same time as she moves closer to you. Then it hits you. The growling, snarl-
ing and yapping. You weren’t just making nonsensical sounds hoping to drive them away. You were actually 
talking to them! You shake your head but not in denial; no, it’s a gesture of disbelief. Her hand on your arm 
is that odd mixture of coolness and warmth you’ve seen in her eyes and smile and she curls her other hand 
around the back of your neck to pull your head down toward her. But she doesn’t want to kiss you. You catch 
on mere seconds before.

“God please, no!”

But it’s too late. Her wickedly sharp fangs sink into your neck and you can feel your life slowly ebbing away 
with every mouthful of blood she takes. Darkness falls and you realize this is the last autumn you’ll ever see. 



This darkness is thicker, more absolute. It’s the darkness of death and you’re her latest victim. Once she’s taken 
what she can from you she lets your body fall to the ground and smirks at your glassy eyes staring up at the 
night sky.

“Thank you my dear. I needed that far more than you’ll ever know.”

Then she turns and walks away, leaving your body to rot in the woods. You had no family and no friends. You 
barely had a job. You really were just a babe in the woods. But she made a mistake. You’re not dead. And others 
of her cabal come to you and give you the gift she so cruelly denied you. They give you life from death. And 
when you wake with a huge inhalation of air your body no longer needs, all you can feel is an overwhelming 
hunger. And rage.

“I want her.”

One of them nods and they disperse to find and bring her to you. The rage is sharp but so is your hunger. They 
bring a girl in for you to feed from and it quells the hunger. But the rage still burns in your belly, and by the 
time they bring your killer to you, it’s an all-consuming flame. Her face falls in shock when she sees you stand-
ing there.

“Surprise!”

She’s so surprised to see you she’s rooted to the spot as you come forward with one hand behind your back. The 
others merely watch, though they know why you’re approaching her that way. Once you’re close enough you 
wind your free arm around her and pull her in close enough to kiss her. That’s when you bring your other hand 
up and slam the wooden stake through her treacherous heart. Her eyes widen and she opens her mouth to 
scream but no sound comes out. The others leap forward and one of them pounds the stake in so she can’t pull 
it out while the rest tie her to a large wooden rack. Your final words as you turn away seal her fate.

“Put her out in the sun.”

And you are now what she once was. Cold, unforgiving, not alive but not quite dead. Strong, without mercy, 
without any human weaknesses. You have no need for food, liquor, cigarettes or drugs. The darkness is your 
home, the moon your source of comfort.

And...

You lead her circle.

Welcome, Prince of the Cabal of Blood.

Only when they seek another for their flock do they drain a person so much, but she didn’t follow the rules. So 
she had to die. And the rest of the cabal decided to let you be her executioner. There’s a tap on your arm and 
you look to the side to see a tiny waif of a child standing there, cold and shivering. You pick her up and balance 
her on your hip.

“Now what’s a beautiful child like you doing here, hmm?”

She turns her head and you see the marks on her throat. But she’s still human. You can tell by the way she’s 
shaking from the cold. All at once you can see images in your head and you know what you have to do. You 



settle her on your hip and head for the doorway.

“Bring me a thick blanket and warm clothing. I’m taking her home.”

They scurry to do as you command, knowing better than to argue with you. She’s dressed warmly and wrapped 
in the blanket you asked for when you come up on a house decorated for Samhain. Or as the mortals call it, 
Halloween. Her face lights up as you approach the front step. It’s pitch black out of course, but you can see 
where you’re going.

“Is this your house sweetie?”

Her eager nod makes you smile for the first time since entering the woods and you set her down so she can 
walk up the steps to the door. She’s holding the blanket around her with one arm and uses the other hand to 
knock on the door. It opens right away and the man standing in the doorway is in absolute shock before he 
sweeps her into his arms with a glad cry and holds her tight as he closes the door behind them.

“One happy family, check.”

And you turn to go back to the cabal with your mission accomplished. You walk by the rack your predecessor 
was tied to and you can’t even conjure up a smile.

“You deserved this, you know. All you had to do was complete the ritual and you’d still be alive.”

You close the door behind you with a heavy thud. And her eyes roll back from the whites to that eerie shade of 
blue one last time before her lips split in a malevolent grin. She knows she’s going to die when the sun comes 
up. But she knows something you haven’t come to terms with yet: You can talk to wolves and command them. 
It could well be the end of the war between werewolves and vampires. But you have to figure that out for your-
self. Though you do have an eternity to do so. In the meantime, you have an existence to eke out. And Gods 
help anyone who stands in your way.
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Chapter 4 (Part 1) 
A Word with the Wise

Simon Redhead has been saved 
from nuclear annihilation in Mel-
bourne in 2043 in another dimen-
sion. He has an inkling that he’s 
somehow ‘special’, but what will 
he find in FirstWorld? The story 
continues …
The next few days were a blur to 
Simon. He remembered that they 
camped the first night in the clear-
ing. Jhamed had made a fire and 
had caught and roasted some rab-
bits. That was the best meal I have 
ever eaten. I was so hungry. Next 
day they had walked and walked 
until Simon felt that he could walk 
no more. They had passed through 
wooded countryside and saw no 
one until late in the day when they 
came across a few tilled fields and 
isolated farm dwellings.
The people welcomed Manfred 
like a prodigal son and that night 
they slept in a warm barn on fresh 
straw and feasted with the farmer 
and his family. Simon had never 
known that simple food could taste 
so good. They ate whole roasted 
suckling pig, with the crunchiest, 
most mouth-watering crackling 
Simon had ever tasted. It was so 
much better than the simulated 
meat he ate at home. The sweet 
potatoes and parsnips were roasted 

to perfection, caramelised, but not burnt. Dessert was just stewed apples and cream, but nothing had prepared 
Simon for the ultimate creaminess his over-indulged taste buds experienced.
As he felt the soft balm of sleep begin to embrace him, Simon thought back over the last few incredible days. He 
still couldn’t bring himself to believe his situation; he still thought he would wake up in his tiny flat and continue 
with his equally tiny life. What’s happening in my world? Will I ever see it again? Has World War III started? As 
he drifted towards sleep, he thought about Juliana and how much she reminded him of his classmate Julia. The 
thoughts had an immediate physical effect and he contemplated relieving the tension in his body, but sleep won 
the battle of wills. There’s always the morning.
Next morning, Simon awoke to the smell of fresh bread and this time his stomach won the battle of wills. He 
bathed, shivering, in an old tin bath in the barn and found his clothes, washed and dried, waiting for him when 
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he finished. He made his way to the house. Jhamed and 
Manfred were already dressed and ravenously tucking 
into chunks of fresh bread with assorted cheeses and 
cold meats. Simon sat down with them and joined in. 
For several minutes, the only sound to be heard was 
the munching of three hungry men.
Jhamed finished first, stretched back on the rear two 
legs of his chair and belched loudly as he dusted the 
crumbs out of his beard. “There’s something to be said 
for FirstWorld hospitality, that’s for sure. We should 
stay here another day and rest up. Simon looks like 
he needs some feeding up, he’s as thin as a Menubian 
harlot.” He burped loudly again.
Manfred smiled. “We have a meeting to attend tomor-
row. We must get to Wizards’ Keep today. That means 
another long day of walking. And he’s too ugly to be a 
Menubian harlot.”
Jhamed let out a huge “Harrumph!” Unfortunately, 
he was in the middle of swigging a mug of fresh goat’s 
milk. He coughed and spluttered as part of the milk 
went down the wrong way. “I see you’ve little experi-
ence of Menubian harlots then,” he spluttered, after 
spraying a mouthful of milk in Simon’s direction.
Simon managed to dodge most of the white spray. 
“Hey, watch out, these clothes have just been washed. 
Where’s Menubia? What’s Wizards’ Keep? What 
meeting are we going to? Do we have to walk all day, 
again?” I’m not sure I can manage it again.
“Does Redhead never stop asking questions?” Jhamed 
laughed, pulling on his wide brimmed floppy hat and 
roughly stuffing his long curls inside it. “Better be 
ready to move, my lad, the road is long and Manfred is 
a hard task master.”
“Patience, Simon,” said Manfred. “All of your questions 
will be answered at Wizards’ Keep. It is an ancient 
place, built at the beginning of the world for a special 
purpose that I shall explain when the wise and our 
other invited guests are all assembled there. There are 
so few of the wise left, these days. We are as ancient 
as the Keep. Sometimes it shows.” It seemed to take 
a huge effort for Manfred to pull himself to his feet. 
His back was hunched and he looked no more than 
skin and bones inside his grey cloak, which he pulled 
around himself to ward off the early chill of the spring 
morning.
Simon stood too. He was still dressed in jeans, tee shirt 
and sweater, but he had a cloak of sorts, fashioned 

out of hessian, that kept the worst of the cold at bay. 
It seemed that Jhamed’s tools served many purposes. 
They made to leave, seeking out the old farmer and his 
wife to say their goodbyes and express their thanks. 
However, the farmer surprised them again with one 
final act of generosity. Soon they were on their way, 
though in a deal more comfort than they had antici-
pated. The wagon was crude and the single horse that 
pulled it old, but it seemed like a Rolls Royce to Simon. 
Moreover, they had a basket packed with more of the 
excellent food to keep them sustained on the last part 
of their journey.
Jhamed drove, or at least held the reins for it seemed 
that the horse knew the best route to take and the 
optimum speed at which to travel. Manfred sat in the 
front of the wagon and seemed to alternate between 
dozing and sucking on an old briar pipe, although he 
burned nothing in the bowl. Simon lay in the back of 
the wagon, cushioned on a layer of straw, and watched 
the sky. It looked the same colour blue as the sky he 
was familiar with and the clouds were the same fluffy 
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white; but he now accepted that he wasn’t dreaming or 
insane, that he had travelled somewhere else, to a dif-
ferent dimension of the multiverse. I’m going to have 
an adventure, so I’d better make the most of it. In the 
front of the wagon, Manfred smiled.
Even with the wagon, it took them the better part of 
the day to get to Wizards’ Keep. As they got closer to 
The Keep, the number of farms began to increase. Then 
small villages began to spring up along their route. 
They began to pass more and more people, going about 
the daily routine of their lives. It all seemed rather 
surreal to Simon, like something from long in the past. 
There was a sort of slowness to their lifestyle that he 
couldn’t put his finger on, as if no one ever hurried 
here for anything. And there was also a sense of peace 
and of safety that increased the closer they came to 
The Keep. Simon felt a sense of tranquillity that he 
had never felt before. He was so relaxed that he could 
barely keep his eyes open, so he sat up and observed 
his surroundings closely.
Jhamed guided the wagon through the cobbled streets 
of the town of Elannort that surrounded Wizards’ 
Keep. It was an old town and had seen little change 

for many centuries. The buildings were simple single 
or double storey structures made from wood and the 
local grey stone. Most households were decorated with 
colourful shutters and stone pots by the front door 
filled with herbs or flowering plants.
Elannort was built in a circle. The main road weaved 
its way through the streets in an ever-decreasing spiral 
towards the centre. Straight roads ran outwards from 
the centre, regularly intersecting the main spiral. At 
each intersection, there was a collection of commercial 
buildings. Shops sold fresh produce from the sur-
rounding farms or offered services such as blacksmith 
or cooper. Public houses provided food, ale and ac-
commodation at reasonable prices for the weary trav-
eller and locals alike. The garrulous pubs advertised 
themselves with huge colourful signs and expressive 
names such as “The Prancing Pony”, “Wizard’s End”, 
“The Elf and the Unicorn”, and “The Five Dwarves”.
The streets were busy with other cart traffic and people 
riding horses as well as many individuals and groups 
on foot. An army of street cleaners, completely dressed 
in green, ensured that the many piles of horse drop-
pings and any other litter were promptly removed. 
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Most people took little notice of the wagon as it passed, 
though some waved or called out greetings to Manfred. 
The people seemed to be well dressed and well fed. 
There was a general atmosphere of contentment in the 
air.
As the street circle narrowed, they also began to climb 
gently, until the road widened and straightened into 
a long avenue. At first, the avenue was crowned by 
huge oak trees, whose branches towered above the 
road, entwined in an ancient embrace and providing a 
canopy, pale green with new leaves. The trees gave way 
to a series of statues and monuments on both sides of 
the road. There were many statues of men who ap-
peared to be warriors, but many others who appeared 
to be bent and wizened old men, rather like Manfred. 
Seven of the wizard statues were much larger than the 
others and seemed to dominate the rest. There were 
also many pedestals, standing empty and forlorn as if 
waiting for warriors and wizards who were yet to be. 
It was as if a deep fog had lifted as Simon’s gaze was 
drawn along the avenue, which still climbed, now more 
steeply, to the building sitting on a mound at the centre 
of Elannort. He gasped aloud and his mouth fell open 
in awe, unable to frame the words that he sought. Why 
didn’t I see it sooner? It’s magnificent.
“It is said that your reaction to your first view of Melas-
urej, more commonly called The Wizards’ Keep, allows 
the wise to judge your true spirit. Some men fear it, 
others want to own or conquer it. Some would worship 
it, or what it stands for, or what they think it stands for. 
Some want to destroy it. You have passed another test, 
Simon Redhead. You shall be welcomed with honour at 
Wizards’ Keep.” Manfred spoke with a solemnity that 
surprised Simon.
Before them, in stark contrast to the simple structures 
of the surrounding town, the enormous building grew 
into the sky. Its roots were fastened to the bedrock of 
the central mound but its spires disappeared into the 
darkening evening sky. The building was jet black but 
seemed polished and mirror-like, as if fashioned from 
obsidian. It had many parts, but all seemed to grow 
out of a central domed section. Simon couldn’t see too 
much of the ground level detail because a substantial 
wall of local grey stone surrounded the Keep. Ahead 
of them towered a huge pair of gates, constructed of 
polished timber and wrought iron that Simon estimat-
ed must be at least twenty metres high.

Jhamed brought the wagon to a halt in front of the 
gates. Manfred gingerly descended. Simon wasn’t sure 
whether it was the cart or Manfred’s joints that were 
creaking. Manfred withdrew his staff from inside his 
cloak and tapped twice on the doors as he muttered 
some strange words in a language Simon didn’t rec-
ognise. Moving inwards, the doors swung soundlessly 
open into an immaculately kept courtyard. It was 
completely deserted. There was no sign as to who had 
opened the gates for them.
“Take Simon and show him his quarters. I will walk 
from here; there is much to be done before the meet-
ing. Have the stable look after the horse and cart, and 
organise its return to its owner after a few days’ rest. 
And be prepared to leave at a moment’s notice.” Man-
fred turned and with a sprightly turn of speed disap-
peared into the distance.
“Yes my lord.” Jhamed spoke sarcastically and gave a 
low mock bow to the retreating wizard. In doing so 
he flourished his hat and his wayward curls spilled all 
over his face like champagne gushing out of a bottle. 
“Dogsbody to wizards, that’s all I’ll ever be. Be ready to 
leave at a moment’s notice; so what’s new? A rest, some 
decent grub, and a bit of peace and quiet would be 
nice for a change. But that would be too much to ask, 
wouldn’t it? Come on, Redhead, welcome to Wizards’ 
Keep; I’ll show you the ropes.”
Simon’s initial impression of Elannort was that it was 
a town living in the middle ages, lacking any of the 
technology he took for granted in twenty-first century 
Australia. His first impression of Wizards’ Keep was 
one of immense age, almost as if it were forged out of 
the bedrock itself. As Jhamed gave him a tour of just 
part of the Keep, he became more and more confused. 
The Keep seemed to be an eclectic mixture of extreme-
ly ancient and very modern. There was technology 
here that was far ahead of anything Simon had seen 
before. It appeared, for example that the whole town 
had a reticulated water and power system, emanating 
from a small room in the basement, with no sign of a 
reservoir or generator. He was bursting with curiosity 
about what Elannort truly was and pestered Jhamed 
until he got an answer.
“Is it always more questions with you? Don’t bother; 
I know the answer to that. You really should wait for 
Manfred’s explanation, I’m sure he’ll tell you every-
thing tomorrow. And remember, I’m a dogsbody, 
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I know Jack. All I know is this. 
Elannort is a very special place. It 
has existed since the Beginning. It 
exists only on FirstWorld but there 
are shadows of Melasurej in other 
dimensions of the multiverse. Men 
seek them out everywhere as places 
of power and peace; although they 
are often fought over relentlessly. 
I have felt such shadows in places 
called Tanelorn, Jerusalem and 
Camelot across the dimensions. 
Only on FirstWorld has it existed in 

peace and harmony, as it is supposed 
to. There is an old prophecy; only 
fragments exist; it dates from before 
the Beginning. It is written that the 
End will come when the final battle 
for Elannort is fought. The armies 
of Law and Chaos will fight a great 
battle and the winner will claim all 
of FirstWorld, and maybe the entire 
multiverse, for eternity. It will surely 
be hell on Earth. I hope that I do not 
live to see such days, but I fear that 
they are almost upon us.”

Jhamed’s sombre mood affected 
Simon too. He tried to cheer his 
new-found friend. “Well, the new 
hero won’t let that happen! Why 
not give Elannort to the good guys, 
and everyone can live happily ever 
after?”
Jhamed snorted. His aquiline nose 
enhanced the sneer that betrayed 
his face. “Don’t you get it? We are 
the only good guys, and there are 
few of us left. I have seen worlds 
dominated by Law and they are 
every bit as bad as those gone over 
to Chaos. Think of your own world. 
Hitler was a servant of Law; he 
sought perfection, a world of total 
order that complied with his rigid 
rules.”
Simon shivered. If Hitler repre-
sented Law, whom did Churchill 
serve? What about the USA and its 
fundamentalist Christians? Which 
side did Islam represent? My brain 
hurts.
Jhamed seemed to sense Simon’s 
thoughts, or perhaps they had 
had this conversation before. “It’s 
not always clear cut, Simon. Not 
everyone has to choose between 
Law and Chaos. There is a third 
way: the way of Balance. Anyway, 
enough for today. We must get fed 
and rested for tomorrow.”
While Jhamed had been show-
ing Simon around The Keep he 
had introduced him to many of 
the staff who worked there. They 
were led to the bedchambers and 
given elegant interconnecting 
rooms. Simon felt like he must be 
in a seven star hotel, except he had 
never stayed in one and had little 
with which to compare his current 
accommodation. The bed was a 
four-poster with fancy drapes and a 
down-filled quilt over satin sheets. 
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The en-suite bathroom had all the 
conveniences of the twenty-first 
century, yet his room lacked any 
modern gadgets with the exception 
of electric lighting and underfloor 
heating. It is so weird. What sort 
of crazy place is this? A mixture of 
ancient and modern. Other staff 
brought them a sumptuous feast, 
based on local produce, with a 
bottle of fine red wine. As they ate, 
they chatted about this and that 
as if they were old friends, totally 
comfortable in each other’s compa-
ny. After dinner, Simon took a long 
relaxing bath and slipped into his 
soft bed. He slept long and woke 
completely refreshed. For the first 
time in ages he was untroubled by 
dreams.
Next morning, he found there 
were new clothes laid out for him. 
As he dressed, he felt like he was 
donning a new skin, beginning a 
new part of his life – a part that 
had been preordained for him. 
Why do I feel like this? Is it this 
place? Does it affect people like 
Manfred said? After dressing, he 
looked at himself in the ornate 
full-length mirror that took pride 
of place on one wall of his room. 
He was startled by his reflection. 
His face, still rather pale but now 
tanned by the exposure to so much 
sun, seemed more handsome 
than he remembered. His bright 
orange hair was now long and 
flowing. Must be good conditioner. 
I don’t think I’ll cut it just yet. His 
frame, while still tall and skinny, 
seemed to suit the leather trousers 
with the large silver-buckled belt, 
long-sleeved white cotton shirt, 
and leather jerkin. He pulled on 
long boots, hung a woollen cloak 
around his shoulders, and fastened 

it with a silver brooch that matched 
his belt buckle. He stole another 
glance in the mirror before heading 
off in search of Jhamed and break-
fast. What a handsome devil. Simon 
smiled. Both Manfred and Jhamed 
made approving noises when he 
found them. “You just need one 
more thing, to set off your outfit,” 
Jhamed said. Simon looked at him 
questioningly. “Enough, Jhamed!” 
Manfred interrupted. “There’ll be 
time for that later. You may accom-
pany Simon to the meeting today. I 
have a feeling that your destinies are 
closely intertwined and you have the 
right to hear first-hand things that 
will affect you deeply.” For perhaps 
the first time in his life, Jhamed 
was lost for words. Simon laughed, 
though and said, “That means you’ll 
be classed as one of the Wise! No 
more jokes at their expense.”
Manfred began as if to question 
exactly what jokes Jhamed had been 
making, but clearly thought better of 
it. “Be in the Great Hall in one hour 
from now,” 
he  ordered before hurrying away.

Next time – The Council of the Wise begins
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It has been at least six hours 
since this terror began. Six 
hours of waiting for my doom. 
I have decided to write down 
the cause of my death, be 
it madness, a nightmare, or 
truth. Whatever it is that has 
happened, will at least be 
chronicled here.
 My camping trip had proceed-
ed splendidly for two days and 
I was hoping to enjoy another 
peaceful night in the woods. 
The weather had been pleas-
ant and there were plenty of 
wilderness and washed out 
holes to explore. Early on the 
third day, I happened upon a 
small cavern that had obvious-
ly served as a campsite for an-
other party quite recently. 
While I was upset that I had 
missed the chance to interact 
with another fellow nature lov-

er, I was excited to find that they 
had left behind various odds 
and ends from their stay. They 
seemed to have left in a rush, 
leaving behind books, a phone, 
and several articles of clothing. 
I did not wish to see their items 
molested by any of the curious 
animals that dwell out here in 
the wild, and so I brought them 
back with me. 
The autumn sun was already 
hanging low in the sky and I 
did not want to be out in the 
woods after dark, so I set off 
back to camp. I expected the 
owners would return for their 
belongings eventually and that 
they would attempt to contact 
their phone first. After two days 
without a single soul or even a 
hint of the wildlife I had hoped 
to view, I relished the thought of 
even brief company. 

Returning to my camp, I settled 
down with the hopeful thought 
of new friends. Starting a fire, 
I decided to leaf through the 
newly available books and 
settle down to reading. Most 
were boring survival or nature 
identification manuals. One, 
however, was of a very curi-
ous nature. Bound in leather 
and much larger than the oth-
er books, this strange tome 
was heavy and thick. The title 
and all of its contents were in 
a language that I recognized 
eventually as French. I did not 
know the author’s name, and I 
noted that it was printed in the 
late 18th century. 
My rudimentary knowledge 
of French was enough to al-
low me to browse a few of the 
passages, however they made 
no sense to me. The phras-
es seemed to be a manual 
much as the other books, but 
the creatures described with-
in were strange. Multi-legged 
creatures with sharp fangs 
and claws filled many chapters 
of the book, and were it not for 
the illustrations I would have 
expected that my translation 
was incorrect. 
There were several chapters 
dedicated to calling out the 
name of some lurking ter-
ror that I could barely read. 
To aid myself in translation, 
I read several of the phrases 
out loud. This apparently was 
my mistake, for soon after the 
terror that plagued me the rest 
of the night began. As I read 
aloud the words in French that 
I was unfamiliar with, the skies 
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seemed to darken and an eerie 
silence descended upon the 
woods. 
A cold wind that I did not like 
slowly glided through the 
trees. What truly terrified me 
and caused me to release the 
book in a shout, however, was 
the flash of flame and heat from 
my campfire. Reeling back-
wards in surprise, I nearly fell 
out of my chair. As I reached 
down to retrieve the book I 
noticed with interest that the 
flame had left the boundaries 
that I had set for my tiny fire. 
The flames reached higher 
than I would had I been stand-
ing. They twisted and turned 
and I could hear a deep hum 
emanating from the base of 
the campfire. 
Staring at the fire caused a 
chill to run through my very 
bones and yet I could not 
look away. I perceived a faint 
change in its coloration. The 
heat slowly died away, and I 
found myself able to approach 
the open flame without being 
even slightly warmed. Spurred 
on by the tyranny of human 
curiosity, I reached my hand 
out to touch it. 
The flame leapt high in the sky 
again as the deep hum turned 
into a deafening roar. I covered 
my ears and fell backwards, 
but it made little difference. 
Lying on my side and looking 
at the flame I was overcome 
with a deep fear, that I could 
not locate the source of, in my 
shock. As I slowly regained my 
footing and bent on my knees, I 
realized with a fright that there 
were two furious eyes watch-

ing me from the fire. 
They were made directly out of 
flame, and soon a face moulded 
itself into the fire to join them. 
That face was so terrifying and 
hateful that even in the impend-
ing doom I find myself in now, it 
brings chills to my bones. Fro-
zen with terror and the feeling 
of being in a dream, I watched 
as it began to speak aloud. The 
words were nothing I had ever 
heard before, and I am certain 
that the language was not one 
known by man. It screamed at 
me in that awful tongue for what 
felt like hours, but was most 
likely minutes. 
The greatest shock of all, how-
ever, did not come from the 
face in the flames shouting gib-
berish at me. It likewise did not 
come from the face clearly and 
loudly yelling my name. What 
drove me, fear stricken and 
half insane into the woods,was 
the deep resounding reply that 
roared my name back to that 
hideous countenance. Echoing 
across the vast expanse, what-
ever it was sent me fleeing from 
my camp. 
I raced into the woods, my heart 
pounding so loud that it was the 
only sound I could hear. Light 
shot up behind me and I have no 
doubt that some horrible event 
was occurring at the camp site, 
but I did not care. Whatever dark 
things I spoke aloud from that 
book brought something to life 
that, real or imagined, knew ex-
actly who I was. It was coming 
for me. 
Aimlessly I galloped through the 
woods, trying my best to shake 
off whatever terrible supernatu-

ral beings were on my heels. 
My mind raced with things 
that were half imagination 
and half memory. Tales from 
Lovecraft and King sprang 
to my mind and mingled with 
The Wolf Man and ancient leg-
ends. It took colliding with a 
tree to finally bring me back 
to my senses from the absurd 
wanderings of horror that ran 
rampant through my mind. I 
collapsed against the mighty 
trunk and breathed heavily in 
the cool night air. 
Sitting against the trunk I 
could have been convinced 
of even the most insane the-
ory on what had just trans-
pired. I thought, of course, of 
the fictitious Necronomicon. 
I truly doubted, however, that 
the book I had read from was 
some dark French manuscript. 
I believed that it was merely a 
translation of some older and 
fouler tome, and that its terri-
ble power transcended human 
language. 
I thought of running once 
more, this time with the in-
tent of actually leaving the 
campground. In order to do 
that, however, I would have to 
return to my tent to fetch the 
keys to my truck. It was too 
great a distance to travel on 
foot, especially knowing that 
some nameless thing was af-
ter me. Uncertainty gripped 
me and filled me with fear as 
I sat helpless. Slumping down 
against the great tree I rested 
against, my hand brushed the 
inside of my jacket pocket, and 
I felt the mobile phone that I 
had retrieved along with the 
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book. 
Relief and hope filled me as I 
fished it from my pocket, be-
lieving myself to have found an 
unexpected lifeline in my time 
of need. Turning it on, howev-
er, revealed there was no sig-
nal and that the battery was al-
most dead. My newfound relief 
fled from my body as leaves 
are driven by the wind. I turned 
the phone off and returned it 
to my pocket, defeated. A soft 
rustling of leaves behind me 
helped spur me towards mak-
ing a decision. 
The only hope I could think 
of lay back at my tent next to 
the fire where I saw that awful 
face. The image of its hateful 
gaze filled me with trepidation, 
but I saw no other way out of 
my predicament. I had to leave, 
and it could not be on foot. I had 
a mild idea of where my camp 
was located, and so I headed 
back through the woods to my 
campsite with only the moon 
to serve as light. 
My path back was no easy 
task, as I had run in a panic 
and not paid attention to what 
I had passed as I raced by. I 
had travelled all around my 
campsite in the two days pri-
or, however, and I recognized a 
trail I had walked before. Final-
ly sure of where to go, I found 
myself walking slowly, fearful 
of every shadow and every 
turn. The sounds that normal-
ly made the outdoors so invit-
ing now became sinister and 
threatening. 
Halfway back to my camp, I 
became aware of a low thud-
ding sound that I was unable 

to identify. The sound became 
increasingly loud as I listened, 
and it did not take me long re-
alize that they were footsteps 
from something very large. The 
increasing tempo alerted me to 
the fact that whatever was pro-
ducing the sound was sprint-
ing towards me. I saw no use in 
trying to outrun it, so I quickly 
ducked behind a small rocky 
overhang exposed by recent 
rain. 
The sound shuddered past and 
for a small moment of time I 
thought I had succeeded in hid-
ing. Then the sound stopped 
and I could hear the footsteps 
inching closer to my location. 
I could tell that whatever had 
thundered down the path was 
now standing directly above 
me. I could hear a deep, throaty 
breathing, sort of like a horse 
but much larger. Without real-
izing it I held in my own breath 
while this behemoth hovered 
just beyond the reach of a small 
mound of earth. 
The sound of voices just barely 
reached my ears in the distance. 
I could not make them out, and 
no doubt they were campers of 
some kind. The thing search-
ing for me noticed as well, and 
turned towards their general 
direction and lumbered off. I re-
leased the breath I had held for 
so long and gasped as the cool 
night air entered my lungs. I 
panted, counted to ten, and then 
dashed back to the path that led 
to my tent. I could still hear the 
large unknown monster crash-
ing through the woods, and I si-
lently thanked those poor trav-
ellers for helping distract my 

pursuer. 
I made it back to my campsite 
just as the moon came out from 
behind several clouds. My fire, 
along with the angry stare that 
possessed it, had gone out 
some time ago. Yet I could 
see well enough by the moon-
light that the entire area of my 
camp had been completely de-
stroyed. Something large and 
clawed had torn through ev-
erything, even hacking down 
trees. Everything was lost ex-
cept for my tent and that terri-
fying tome that brought about 
my misfortune. 
Perhaps because of being 
crazed with fear or because I 
thought it important, I brought 
the book inside with me. There 
was still a spark of hope in me 
that I could find some way out 
of this predicament. Search-
ing for my keys in the bags 
inside the tent, I noticed a sud-
den brightness illuminating 
everything. I turned, shaking, 
towards the front of the tent 
to see the source of the light. 
Even through the dense mate-
rial I could tell that it was my 
campfire, somehow now burn-
ing brightly where it was not 
even embers before. I didn’t 
have to look to know that in-
side that fire was a scowling, 
angry face, and that it was 
looking right at me. 
I could hear once more words 
being spoken in a strange, 
heavy tongue, and I covered 
my ears in fright. I screamed 
at it to be silent, flailing use-
lessly. I fell to the back of the 
tent, once more shouting for 
it to be quiet before it could 
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speak aloud my name. To my 
surprise the voice actually did 
cease speaking, and even the 
glow dimmed to that of a reg-
ular fire. I knew it could not be 
by my power that the face fin-
ished speaking, and knew that 
soon I would be visited by the 
large creature. I moved to exit 
my tent, when suddenly the 
flame rose again, illuminating 
all inside. 
I shrank away from the front 
tent flap, and the flames died 
down again. An instinctual 
knowledge that great injury 
and perhaps even death would 
find me, should I leave, washed 
over me. I found myself sham-
bling to the back of my tent, 
putting as much distance as 
I could from the face in the 
flames outside. I could hear 
screams in the distance, no 
doubt from the travellers that 
found themselves set upon by 
a ferocious beast. A beast that 
would soon be visiting me. 
I fell down hard into a sitting 
position and began to cry. I was 
not ashamed at this, indeed I 
was surprised I had not done 
so sooner. I leafed through 
that hateful book once more, 
but nothing in it would seem 
to help, for I did not know what 
I had done. The mobile phone, 
now with only a smidgen 
of power left, held pictures, 
mostly of wildlife. Two final 
photos, however, taken that 
morning, gave me a glimpse of 
what might await me. A blurry 
picture of a large clawed hand 
grasping an entire tree, and 
large, white columns piercing 
someone’s leg was all that I 

was allowed. My imagination 
could put together the rest, and 
I resigned myself to my fate. The 
phone died before I could study 
them further.
For a time I sat at the back of my 
tent and waited. I had little else 
to do. If I moved towards the 
front, the campfire would flare 
up again. I was not to leave the 
tent. I pondered over the words 
I’d read aloud and tried to recall 
what they could mean. I could 
hear a roaring off in the dis-
tance, and I knew that I wouldn’t 
have long. Spotting my sketch-
book and pencil in my bag next 
to me, I decided to write out one 
final account of my life. 
I’ve decided that I’m not going to 

wait for some behemoth to eat 
me. I am going to run for it, de-
spite what doom might come 
from enraged ethereal faces. 
If I can make it to my vehicle, 
I might be saved. I will leave 
this note in my camp, so that 
should my life end, there is at 
least some note of my fate. I will 
take the dark book with me, so 
that others cannot repeat the 
mistake I have made. If I sur-
vive this I shall burn it. If I do 
not, I suppose it will not matter. 
I can hear the beast approach-
ing. Now is the time to leave. 
If this is to be the only record 
of my death, let it show that I 
charged out to meet it head on. 
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brady eldridge de Witt hated 
one thing in the world. slugs. he 
loathed them with a passion that, 
if he had shown that to his wife 
gloria, she might not have left 
him for a door-to-door salesman 
who, it must be said, showed her 
more passion in an hour visit to 
sell a vacuum cleaner than brady 
had in eighteen years of marriage. 
enough passion that when the 
salesman left, gloria went with 
him. brady never even wondered 
why the house was so quiet, why 
there was no dinner on the table 
or why she didn’t leave a note. he 
didn’t even wonder when the di-
vorce papers arrived postmarked 
honolulu. he just went to the 
local biker bar, ate a couple of 
cheeseburgers, drank three cans 
of bud light and went home to 
tend his garden
 The garden was the reason 
brady hated slugs. he didn’t like 
anything that ate his plants but 
slugs deserved a special place in 
hell. he didn’t like snails either 
but at least they gave a satisfy-
ing crunch when you stepped on 
them. he like crunching them 
under his feet like he crunched 
beetles. They cracked and popped 
like corn on a skillet but slugs 
were different. They squirmed 
and when you grabbed them it 
was like trying to pull snot off a 
blanket. brady hated them pure 
and simple.

 brady loved his garden. he 
liked to sit on the front porch of 
his house in oxford every evening 
rain or shine and smell the air as 
the breeze brushed past his lilies 
and irises and mums and brought 
the smell of life to his nostrils. he 
enjoyed it more with a cold can of 
Miller in his hand and such was 
his good mood at these times that 
he would wave at passing cars. he 
loved his garden in equal measure 
to how much he hated slugs and 
everything else that would reduce 
it to bug shit. his wife, before she 
left him to go to hawaii with the 
vacuum cleaner salesman, hated 
that he spent more time with his 
flowers than her. and that he never 
cut any for her to put in vases on 
the mantels and tables of the house. 
no, brady didn’t do that, it would 
be like killing his children.
 she wasn’t allowed to touch 
his garden, something brady had 
been insistent on after she had 
trimmed some of his roses down 
to stumps. “but they’ll grow back 
brady,” she’d said when brady had 
come up running up, face red and 
spit flying from his mouth. she 
hadn’t expected quite that passion 
and for a moment it excited her, an 
excitement that passed very quickly 
when he bent over the remnants of 
the roses and cooed at them. she 
just dropped the trimmers from 
her hand and walked inside, feeling 
excluded.

 it was two weeks after the 
divorce papers arrived and he’d 
signed them without a second 
thought and posted them back 
that brady was sitting on his front 
porch with a Miller in his hand. 
it was a cool night and the stars 
were visible in the ohio air. brady 
sat up and looked at the vegeta-
ble patch. it was coming into fall 
and most of the plants had seen 
their best. brady had been busy 
picking his crop and the shelves 
in the basement were full of jams, 
relishes, and preserves. even 
though brady would pull them in 
a week or so to ready the ground 
for the fall and winter planting 
he still watched over them like 
a hawk. Their end would be a 
ritual, a marking of the passing of 
the seasons, and nothing would 
interfere with that.
 it was then that brady 
saw it. a slug traveling slowly 
down the stem of one of his chilli 
plants. it was striped and spotted 
and about three inches long. he 
rose like a dervish and in seconds 
was pulling the mobile goober 
off the plant and stomping on it. 
lifting his foot he looked down 
but his look of triumph changed 
as the slug still moved despite the 
trail of green guts it left behind. 
it swung what passed as a head 
from side to side and started to 
flow back towards the plants. This 
could not be allowed to happen.
 brady strode into the 
house, determined to put an 
end to the menace. he grabbed 
a packet of salt from the pantry, 
went back into the chill evening, 
and poured a healthy amount 
over the unsuspecting half-dead 
gastropod. “die you fucking 
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parasite,” brady hissed at it as it 
fizzled and shrank. When it was 
over brady nudged it with his toe. 
it didn’t move. satisfied, brady 
returned to his seat and waved 
at the first car that passed. if the 
occupants waved back or not he 
didn’t care, he’d done his duty and 
that was the end of it.
 The next morning brady 
woke as the sun came in through 
his window. he always woke early 
to get a good start on the garden. 
he dressed in his usual time and 
in the usual order. underpants 
first, then socks, an old scrappy 
vest that had seen better days, 
shirt, pants, and finally shoes. 
These too had seen better days 
and the soles were nearly fall-
ing off. he tested them, decided 
they’d last at least one more day 
and walked into the kitchen to 
make his breakfast, oatmeal, and 
put the coffee on. That had been 
his breakfast for as long as he 
could remember and he saw no 
reason to change now. he fetched 
the morning paper while they 
cooked and brewed and sat at the 
table to read.
 all the while the call of 
the garden stirred his mind and 
after putting the bowl in the sink 
and vowing he’d do the dishes 
one day he went outside, coffee 
mug in hand, steam rising as 
the hot liquid hit the cool of the 
morning. The mug fell from a 
suddenly limp hand, shattering 
on the porch. hot coffee stung 
his legs but he didn’t notice it. 
other things were on his mind, 
slimy, munching, gnawing things 
that had laid siege to his garden. 
slugs. six of them, two on his 
tomatoes, two chomping on lilies, 

two on his revered daisies.
 brady sputtered like a badly 
repaired tractor and went to get 
the salt. he spread it around the 
garden and even around the edges. 
no slugs were getting away with 
this. he was going to stop them 
once and for all. after covering the 
ground he doused the slugs then 
went back inside to have another 
coffee marvelling at just how good 
this osmosis thing was.
 The rest of the day was 
peaceful and placid. brady pottered 
around the house and garden, pull-
ing stray weeds and making sure 
the plots were neat and tidy with 
no plant straying into the area of 
its neighbour. brady could almost 
hear them purr as he nipped and 
pruned. he knew they appreciated 
his efforts and rewarded him by be-
ing the best in the neighbourhood. 
People drove for miles to see his 
garden with its rows of colour and 
conformity and nothing was going 
to stop that. Certainly not slugs.
 he napped in the afternoon 
as he always did, curtains drawn to 
keep out the sun. it was late when 
brady woke with a start. a look 
at the clock told him it was near-
ly five. damnation, i’ve slept the 
whole dad burned afternoon away! 
he got up fast, his plants needed 
more tending before night and he 
only had a few hours to do it. he 
spent the hours until the sun went 
down watering and raking and 
when he went to bed the little part 
of the world outside his house with 
the tended garden was as perfect as 
he could make it. he slept well that 
night.
 but as he did they came 
out of the earth and from under 
his house where they lay in droves. 

slugs. lots of them. With their 
singularity of purpose theyex-
isted only to eat and the fresher 
the plant the tastier. and brady’s 
plants were very tasty indeed. 
They kept on coming, sprinting as 
fast as slugs can to the feast. some 
were small, some were large. The 
biggest was nine inches long. 
They were striped and spotted, 
grey and black and yellow, and 
left mucus trails that in another 
world and to other people might 
look elegant. but this was brady’s 
world and elegance was not the 
word he’d use.
 in the morning brady 
performed his normal routine 
then opened the front door to 
get the paper and stopped short. 
The slugs had gone but the result 
of their assault was stark. his 
plants had been stripped, shorn 
of their leaves, the flowers shred-
ded. here and there a few pitiful 
stems stood like shell-shocked 
sentinels unable to say what had 
taken place. brady’s eyes bulged 
like someone had smacked his 
guts with a baseball bat. his face 
turned the colour of pickled beet 
and spit flew like a waterfall as he 
spluttered and ranted impreca-
tions that would burn the ears of 
anyone who heard them.
 he took a few faltering 
steps across the porch before his 
legs started to work and leaped 
down the steps to the ground and 
ended up standing by what was 
left of the garden he had loved 
so much. in front of him lay a 
botanical hiroshima. but he did 
see one of the invaders that had 
wreaked the havoc. There was a 
slug making its way down on of 
his irises. it was five inches long, 
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its gray body bore the stripes and 
spots of a slug brady knew well. 
he bent down to look at it and its 
eye stalks waved in front of his 
face. “so,” he breathed. “limax 
maximus. You will pay for this, 
every single satan-spawned one 
of you. i will hunt you down and 
destroy you for this.” brady was 
filled with a resolve that was cold. 
This meant war.
 brady’s first sortie was to 
the local gilman’s. he bought all 
his plants from there as well as 
the fertilizer, sprayers, pruners, 
shears, hoses and what all else a 
decent gardener needed. twenty 
minutes later he drove back with 
everything that could possibly 
kill slugs. he even got some cop-
per slug tape to put around his 
raised beds. he took the oppor-
tunity to get winter plants at the 
same time. The rest of the day 
saw brady working in a frenzy 
born of anger. he taped around 
the garden beds, raked up every 
dead leaf and twig that he could 
find. he picked up every sheet of 
fiberboard and laid pellets behind 
them. he pulled the boards away 
from the raised beds and dusted 
there as well. he filled his spray-
er and doused under the house 
until the earth was saturated. 
he pulled out every eaten plant, 
furrowed, raked, and planted new 
seed. he didn’t stop until the sun 
started to go down. This was man 
against mollusc, survival of the 
fittest.
 brady was pleased with his 
efforts to eradicate the pestilen-
tial plague and spent the evening 
relaxing to brahms before going 
to bed. something woke him, 
something moist and slippery was 

moving in the bed, it was in there 
with him. brady sprang out of the 
bed and yanked the sheets back and 
almost screamed. it was a slug, sev-
en inches long at least, its eye stalks 
twisting as if searching for food. 
brady went white, checking every 
inch of his pyjamas to make sure 
there was nothing that told that the 
invader had crawled over him. he 
was grateful for that at least. he got 
salt from the kitchen and poured it 
on the abhorrence that had entered 
his house. it died with a sizzle and 
brady exulted. That will serve you 
right you slimy piece of crap! brady 
flushed it down the toilet..
 but were there others slith-
ering and squirming in his domain, 
finding all the dark, dank corners, 
the damp places under the sinks 
and the bathtub. brady shuddered 
at the thought. he had to find out 
tonight, sleep was impossible until 
he knew. There was a torch on the 
desk in the spare room and he used 
it to look in all the corners, under 
the sinks and in the cupboards. it 
didn’t take long but there were a 
few times when he had to recheck 
when a shifting shadow made him 
see a large slug sliding down a wall 
or squirming around a corner. 
after checking he pulled the sheets 
off the bed and fell into a fitful 
sleep filled with dreams of giant 
slugs.
 The morning sun woke 
brady and he got up, swinging his 
legs out of the bed and sliding his 
feet into his slippers. for a moment 
at least. he yelled and swore, there 
was something slimy in the toes of 
both of them and he pulled his feet 
out to look. The inside of each slip-
per was shiny with mucus and a fat, 
slimy, slug lay in the toes. both of 

them were green. brady took the 
slippers with the intent to shake 
them out on the front porch but 
he couldn’t leave his room. The 
floor of the living room was a 
seething mass. slugs covered the 
carpet, they were crawling up and 
down the walls and hung from 
the chandelier. in the kitchen 
they slimed along the countertops 
and writhed around the heating 
elements on the stove.
 There were large and small 
ones. They crawled in and out of 
the drawers and slithered along 
the couch. Mucus trails patterned 
the walls like a bizarre game of 
tic tac toe. brady could barely 
breathe and sweat broke out on 
his forehead. his heart ham-
mered like someone was using 
his chest for jackhammer prac-
tice. his vision blurred and he 
stumbled back into the bedroom 
where he could think about what 
to do next. his own home invad-
ed and it was as if he was helpless 
against it. first outside and now 
inside, nothing had worked and 
now he had to think and think 
quick or they would win.
 he sat on the bed. he was 
man, the top of the food chain, 
king of the world and what was a 
slug other than a mindless piece 
of mobile snot? it was intellect 
against instinct and by everything 
holy intellect was going to win. 
brady looked around him to see 
what he could use. There wasn’t 
a lot. he knew salt worked but 
he didn’t have much left in the 
container he’d used last night. 
he needed something fast, some-
thing told him the slugs wouldn’t 
stay on the other side of the 
door for much longer. already 
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he could see shapes gathering. 
They’d be in soon. he had borax 
but that was in the laundry and 
unreachable unless he got out and 
came in the back door. Yeah the 
back door but first he needed to 
get outside. he opened the win-
dow and pushed the screen out. 
he took a deep breath and started 
to swing his right leg out but his 
left foot stepped on something 
that writhed under his heel and 
he fell back. it was a slug ten inch-
es long and he was sure it watched 
him as he fell.
 The floor was now a slug 
carpet, they were crawling out 
of the crawlspace and the aircon 
vents. some were small, most 
were the normal size but a few 
were monsters. up to a foot long 
they slithered over their small-
er brethren and made a beeline 
for him. he could feel them 
crawl onto his body. he stood 
up, sweeping them off his shirt 
and pants and kicking out with 
his feet. There were hundreds of 
them in the room now and the 
ones in the rest of the house were 
getting under the door, coming 
on like a mucoid wave. The bath-
room, he would be safe there. The 
door was solid and it fit snug to 
the frame and the floor. but how 
to get there? it was on the other 
side of the door behind which 
waited god knows how many 
others.
 brady took a deep breath 
and steadied himself to make 
the dash. he felt a slug, a big one 
land on his head. he swept it off 
and it vanished into the throng. 
he walked to the door, wanting 
to run but not wanting to fall. he 
squashed slugs under his feet, ten, 

maybe twenty he couldn’t tell but it 
didn’t make a dent in the numbers. 
he walked almost in a shuffle, leav-

ing trails of green slime behind 
him that were covered over as 
soon as his feet left the spot. he 
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shook his right leg again, a group 
of slugs had climbed nearly to 
his knee without his seeing them 
and they fell into to the wriggling 
mass. The room was covered in 
a layer of glistening mucus and 
it covered the doorknob and he 
paused to wipe it off to get a bet-
ter grip. a dozen or more started 
to climb as if they knew what he 
was doing.
 brady yanked the door 
open and almost reeled. slugs 
covered every inch of the hall-
way and further into the lounge. 
The floor seethed with striped 
and spotted slugs, green, yellow, 
and black slugs. They covered 
the walls and rippled across the 
ceiling. They made his sound sys-
tem and tV theirs. he blanched 
and looked at the door across the 
room. as far as he could see there 
was nothing behind it but making 
the distance wouldn’t be easy. he 
steeled himself and took one step 
and then another. he felt slugs 
burst under his feet.
 The floor moved at every 
step. he didn’t want to fall so he 
placed with as much care as his 
fear let him. he brushed slugs off 
his head when they fell on him 
and shook his legs at each step. 
slugs fell off him like rain. They 
kept crawling onto his feet and 
his skin crawled.. The door got 
closer and as if they knew what 
he wanted to do, he saw that the 
slugs moved like a tide towards 
it to stop him getting there. but 
they wouldn’t. as fast as he could 
brady took more steps until a 
slug, a big one by the feel of it 
landed on his head and before he 
could sweep it off it crawled on 
to his eyes, blocking his vision. 

brady staggered and almost fell but 
he got the slug off his eyes before 
he hit the coffee table. he spat and 
wiped his eyes clear of the slime the 
slug had left. 
 as he did he felt some slugs 
start to crawl up his legs. They 
made his skin itch and he batted at 
them though his pants. he got all 
of them but others, four then five 
then it felt like hundreds followed 
them. he panicked and tried to rip 
his pants down but they kept com-
ing. two or  three fell on his head 
and he brushed them off but one 
stayed on his hand, its eye stalks 
fixed on his own bulging eyes, 
watching him. More fell on his 
head, some on his shoulders and 
they crawled under his collar, slith-
ering down his chest and arms. he 
glanced in the mirror and it looked 
like he was wearing a glistening, 
moving mantle.
 brady tried again to get 
to the door to the bathroom. The 
slugs were now so dense around his 
feet it was like walking in mud that 
had its own purpose. he couldn’t 
get them off him he knew that, not 
while he was in the lounge room, 
the bathroom was still his best 
chance. beyond that lay the door to 
the cellar but that wasn’t an option, 
he’d be trapped down there. from 
the bathroom he could get out the 
window at least, he’d get the ene-
my that had taken over his house 
later. he brushed off what slugs he 
could and took a step. his foot slid 
a few inches but it was enough to 
over balance and he fell on his back 
among the viscous molluscs. he 
writhed and tried to get to his feet 
but his hands slipped in the morass 
and he fell forward, his face land-
ing on the slugs that crawled on his 

bare skin and one then another 
found his mouth and slimed in-
side. he spat them out but others 
replaced them and two crawled 
into his nose. They covered his 
eyes and entered his ears. They 
were under his shirt and his pants 
and he felt them sliding over his 
ass and crawling, dear god they 
were in his ass and probing the 
end of his dick.
 shot through with adren-
alin he rose again, the slugs made 
him look like he was covered head 
to toe in slime and muck and he 
feebly wiped them away from his 
face, and beat with no effort at 
those on his body. They covered 
him and he couldn’t breathe and 
he fell forward once more and 
tried to pull himself along the 
floor to where he knew the door 
was. if he could only get there. he 
banged up against the wall and 
sparks flashed in the blackness. 
he opened his mouth again to 
get a breath and as soon as he did 
more slugs crawled in and despite 
his gagging crawled down his 
throat and nose. More crawled 
into his ears. oh god, oh god 
they’re inside me! it was the last 
thing he felt and darkness closed 
his vision for the last time as the 
mass of slugs covered him.

it took a few days before some-
one realized that brady hadn’t 
been seen for a while. When the 
police arrived and got no answer 
from him they broke down the 
door. all they saw was mucus and 
what was left of brady eldridge 
de Witt. They didn’t notice the 
large slug crawling out the door. 
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By Michael Bene
“Ghosts From the Past Life.”

It has been a few weeks since Reptilian’s death at 
the hands of Smog. His body returned to his family, 
and The Powered pressed on in their goal. It was no 
more isolationist tendencies for them. The Powered 
had officially entered the war for The Academy, and 
now had an uneasy ally in The Nerds. Their leader, 
Agnes, had officially signed a small treaty with The 
Powered for mutual aid in their efforts to overthrow 
The Jocks who’ve been winning the campus for the 
past six years. A part of this treaty involves a certain 
Flora and her Meta friend Brickhouse to gather one 
of their turncoats within The Preps, to join the side of 
the Nerds. Flora has decided to take along her sister 
Carmelita on this little “rescue” mission. However 
tonight is an inauspicious night as they will be seeing 
a few ghosts from the past. 
Carmelita flies around Brickhouse while Flora tries 
to reign her in. “Carmelita calm down ok. You need 
to conserve your energy for any potential fights!” 
Carmelita blows her off to take on human size, with 
Flora following soon after. “Can you two stop bick-
ering? We need to get this guy.” Brick says as the two 
hush for a moment before Carmelita asks a question. 
“Why can’t Cyber-Surfer or Smog get this guy?” Brick 
had no real answer. When getting this assignment 
with Flora and Carmelita he had questioned it as well. 
However he never got an answer as Smog and Cy-
ber-Surfer were back to bickering over the long term 
battle plans against The Preps and Jocks. The two 
began arguing not three days after Reptilian died. 
The three noticed in front of them was a guy, one 
of The Nerds. He stood there staring at them before 
vanishing. “That was a little strange.” Flora said before 
noticing the same Nerd was back again, walking 
towards them. before decaying rapidly and vanishing 
as soon as he reached them. “What … the fuck was 
that?” Carmelita asked as the scene replayed a few 

more times before finally stopping. 
The confusion had to be moved into the back of their 
minds as they saw a small force of The Preps standing 
before them. “So …you really thought we would go 
against The Passenger, and his vision.” It had been all 
a lie. The Preps were using The Nerds through their 
‘Informant’. However that little blindside wasn’t what 
caught them off guard. “Who is The Passenger?” Flora 
asked, confused before The Preps advance on them 
in attack. They were armed with Lead Pipes and were 
aiming to kill the three, but Brickhouse wouldn’t al-
low it. The hulking student, flanked by Carmelita and 
Flora, walked towards the advancing Preps. Flora and 
Carmelita took on The Prep’s advancing side fighters 
while Brick took point and defeated the central op-
position … no deaths on either side, but utter defeat. 
The Preps were wrapped in vines by the magic of the 
two Fae’s magic. One Prep who was still conscious 
laughed. “The Passenger will avenge us, you fuckers!” 
He yelled before Brick slugged him into unconscious-
ness. 
The three now had to return empty handed, but 
with interesting information for their friends. As 
they moved they saw Smog turning the corner to 
see the scene. “What the hell happened?” He asked 
as he started to analyse the scene before him. “They 
attacked us talking about how some Passenger guy 
would lead or avenge them.” Carmelita said before 
heading off to bed.. “I think your Passenger thing 
may have some credence actually.” Smog said as he 
dragged a Scrawny looking Jock from behind the wall 
of the academy. “This little shit was waiting with some 
stolen nail bombs and some Nerd guy was scaring 
him.” Flora and Brick looked like a bus just hit them. 
“Did the Nerd just vanish man?” Brick asked as Smog 
nodded. Smog looked up behind the two to see a 
black cloaked man standing motionless and pointing 
at the three. They ran towards the cloaked man before 
another “ghost” of sorts appeared before them. It was 
Reptilian …. Smog’s first kill “I bet you thought I 
wouldn’t ever come back.” The monstrous mutant said 
with a deep cackling laugh as it lunged at Smog with 
flames of vengeance in its eyes. However he decayed 
and vanished as well as the cloaked man. Smog and 
the others ran towards the library. Flora saw The 
Cloaked Man was back again, and was talking to 
someone over what looked to be a small communi-
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cator that some of the Jocks had. So it’s a Jock then.
Flora thought as she flies towards the library gate. 

As soon as they got into the library courtyard the 
gates shut behind them, and the three were safe. Car-
melita hugged her sister tightly as she entered in her 
tiny form as Smog sat at a bench on the inside of the 
gate with Brickhouse. The four were tired as hell,Flora 
told them of what happened with The Preps and the 
ghosts. Cyber-Surfer was angry that The Jock was left 
behind as he could have been an informant. Flora 
however had an idea to find out about this Passenger. 
“I think maybe I could do an old Fae ritual to find out 
about this guy, and if he is causing these ghosts.” Flora 
looked over at Agnes “I’m going to need one of your 
people to do this.” she explained that  a small ritual 
would let one of the Nerds soul walk to see where The 
Passenger was on campus … if he was on campus and 
possibly how he was creating ghosts. “It’s called “Soul 
Bursting”; it requires me to force his soul out of his 
body for a short time to search with no one noticing 
him.” A Nerd named Freddy stepped forward to vol-
unteer. Agnes begrudgingly agreed to go along with 
the ritual before letting Flora gently lay her hands on 
Freddy’s shoulders and begin the Soul Bursting.
Freddy awoke standing next to Flora with a small 
smile on his face. “I uh … I guess it didn’t work huh.” 
He said before looking over at his unconscious body 
next to Flora’s. Flabbergasted he looked like he was 
going to hurl before Flora caught a hold of him. “It’s 
ok Freddy we got work to do.” “Ok so where do we 
go?” He asked as he looked around the area of the 
courtyard, and how it was grey in his vision. “I think 
we go to their ‘Haus’ first and foremost.” She said as 
they walked towards The Prep’s hideout, a four story 
manor house coloured in navy purple and bearing the 
Eagleton Eagle above the main entrance. “God this 
house is an eyesore.” Flora said as they entered to look 
around. Freddy found The Preps in a large TV room. 
“Umm … Flora in here!” He yelled .Flora entered to 
see The Preps watching The Cloaked Figure on their 
flat-screen. “Hello again my followers … it seems you 
have failed me in your most recent endeavour. You 
have one more chance to let me help you. You may 
know that The Powered are working with The Nerds 
now. I want my most loyal of you to kill their leader 
Agnes and take them down.” The Passenger ended 

the transmission before the Preps armed up to assault 
The Nerds. Freddy told Flora worriedlythat they have 
to get back to their bodies. Flora gently touched him 
and glowed briefly before they woke up back in their 
bodies.
Flora was the first person to speak as they woke up. 
“The Preps are coming to kill us!” it was already too 
late as The Preps footsteps could be heard marching 
to the front gate. “We want Agnes!” Said Chad, the 
de-facto leader of The Preps, as his men howled at 
her. Flora smiled and waved her away before using 
her magic to raise some vines up to hold the gate 
closed. “That should buy us some time, but unless we 
find a way out of here we’ll be lunch meat.” Carmelita 
turned into her tiny form to scout around before Ag-
nespointed to a back gate “There is a back entrance to 
an old dormitory that is hidden from The Jocks. There 
is a small trail that leads to it that’s maybe a quarter of 
a mile away.” Carmelita looked to her sister. “I’ll scout 
ahead and make sure nothing is bad, big sis!” She said 
as she flew through the gate and scouted through the 
trees. The Nerds and Powered got to the back gate 
before Freddy looked over at The Powered and had to 
ask. “Why aren’t you guys using all that firepower y’all 
got?”  
Cyber-Surfer answered the question “Our powers 
grow per usage, so we aren’t as developed as our 
parents and grandparents.” Freddy understood and 
pressed on as they all passed through the gateway and 
onto the trail.
It wasn’t long before they had the gate fastened and 
secured. The group breathed a collective sigh of relief 
but heard the vines snapping and the gate burst open. 
The large group of two hundred had to move quickly 
with both The Cyber-Surfer and Smog both keeping 
the back safe. Smog felt something hit him in the face. 
“You aren’t threatening my leadership anymore … 
you’ll be remembered as a martyr.” The Cyber Surfer 
said with a grin before running off to join up with the 
rest of the group out of sight. Smog got up after a mo-
ment, and felt enraged as he heard the march of The 
Prep forces advancing on him as he stood up slowly to 
face them with gleeful malice.

He felt triumphant. He was bruised, and tired of 
this bullshit. “Why is it that people like you just hate 
people like me. We’re both made from the same skin 
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and bone. If I am to die here …. then I will take all 
of you with me straight to Hell!” Smog yelled.How-
ever The Preps wouldn’t get their victory this night 
as they were interrupted by a thunderous amount of 
black smoke that swept past them, knocking quite a 
few of them on their asses, leaving about a quarter 
of them and their leader still standing. The Smoke 
quickly formed into a man wearing what looked to 
be an old set of black leather armour and sporting 
shoulder length grey hair. “So you boys want to see a 
show … I’ll give you one with my grandson. “ It was 
The Nemesis … Smog’s grandfather and a legendary 
super villain of renown. The Preps got up slowly and 
staggered toward them before The Nemesis grabbed 
his grandson and spirited him away through their 
smoke-shifting flight.
 *The Old Dorm, midnight*

There were quite a few sombre faces on The Powered 
after Cyber-Surfer gave the news of Smog’s demise 
to them. His lie succeeded in galvanizing them into 
following his lead. They had found a machine that 
had actually been generating “genetic holograms” of 
the dead, and destroyed it. The groups began to man 
the defences of their new camp and sent out scouting 
parties with Flora as the leader to gather provisions 
necessary for their survival. Cyber-Surfer and Agnes 
were working together on a plan to remove The Preps 

from campus in the upcoming Thanksgiving Wars. 
The Surfer was now relaxed as his rule of The Powered 
remained unchallenged with Smog’s ‘demise’, little did 
he know that Smog would now be trained by one of 
his worst nightmares. However for now … they were 
safe.
  *The Rec Room, Jocks headquarters 2:00 A.M.*
Trevor sat in the Rec Room with his boys as they 
watched television. The Jocks scored a major victory 
after the death of their leader. The cafeteria had been 
raided of its provisions without incidents, besides the 
occasional ghost. They felt stronger and not on edge. 
However their TV flicked onto another channel dis-
playing The Passenger. “Hello gentlemen … are you 
sitting comfortably?” It was almost the same as when 
he took over The Preps. The Jocks listened like trained 
animals and agreed to take out The Powered. It would 
be only a matter of time for the idiots to strike them 
down. 
The Passenger faced a large pod containing an un-
formed being. “Oh it shall be time soon my child.” It 
whispered as its hand touched the tank, and a mal-
formed human-like hand touched the inside. “Oh 
soon you will have your time.” The Passenger smiled 
under its hood and left the room to re-join its friends 
without being noticed.

To be continued after “Time of Eagles”
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The bodies looked like dolls, the blood on the ripped 
and sheared limbs tacking and turning muddy red 
brown as it oxidized and started to decay without the 
safety of its pumping harbour. Creatures were moving 
within the mounds of disenfranchised flesh. Lapping 
up blood and chewing on the meat and excrement 
that flowed from the corpses in little streams. 
All that was left of a once proud people now lay 
before Tegaro. Just like his people so long ago, when 
the world brimmed with light and not this perpet-
ual darkness.  All that he had loved he had lost, all 
because of him. No, he thought. It was not his fault. 
It was that creature. That damned, damned thing that 
had ripped his heart right out of his chest, and then 
brought him back to this semblance of life to bear 
witness to the world’s demise. He cursed The Father 
as he waded barefoot through the blood and rot. . 
It was here, he knew. He felt the two hearts and as 
he passed around one of the piles. He saw the thing. 
It stood behind a girl tied to offering poles set to the 
ground. Naked; her arms and legs spread and bound 
so she could be opened from neck to privates without 

struggle.  
“She is the last of them Tegaro.” Meage said. “Why 
do you stand against me?” He looked at the gaping 
remnant that he had given Tegaro. “These living fools 
have been nothing to you for many years now.”
“To be alive and dead is to perpetually rot inside as 
you watch the world rot around you. This is not life or 
death; this is a hell that will never end.” He raised his 
sword. “I will destroy you.” 
Three feet towards the demon, his feet froze solid to 
the ground as if he’d been staked there  in mid stride. 
“You will not be ending me. You cannot end me.” 
The demon said. He patted his chest. “Your heart is 
mine.” It laughed. “I own your ass. She is the last fool. 
I promise you. When she is gone, you will be alone. 
Unless, I make her like you.”
The girl saw the hole in Tegaro’s chest. Flesh sliding 
off in places only to reform and begin to rot again.  
“I don’t want to be that. Please, No…” She looked 
terrified.
“I’ll let Tegaro decide, thank you.” He gripped her 
hair and pulled her head back. “What will it be? I can 
kill her and then you will be alone, forever. I promise 
you, it will be forever, or I can make her like you.”
He had been alone for so long. An impulse ran 
through him, he forgot his honour as fear of eternity 
rotting alone flooded his mind and he felt something 
within his brain snap. It wasn’t pain more than it was 
a sense of release. “Give her to me.”

The cottage is old; its walls have stood since the time of Cromwell. Thick 
stone blocks, solid wooded beams and small deeply set windows. Lichen 
and moss have mottled the tiles of the roof and the walls. Vines have 
grown up to hide the windowless sides in a thick tangle of green and 
brown. Bright golden light shines from the windows, tiny squares of safety 
against the surrounding darkness on this overcast and moonless night.In 
the distance there is a faint rumble of thunder, the clouds are black and 
heavy with rain on the horizon, a storm is coming but nothing more than a 
few droplets of rain have yet arrived to herald its arrival.The front garden 
is well maintained, beds of flowers carefully tended but now hidden by the 
cloak of night. A few rose bushes can be seen in the light that shines from 
one of the windows, fully in bloom and glorious even in the darkness.The 
gentle scent of herbs and flowers fill the air, carried by the growing wind 
that comes ahead of the storm.A car sits on the gravel road outside the 
gardens, an older car, four doors and a hatch back. The engine quietly 
ticking as it cools, the back is piled high with bags and boxes. A few 
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labels are visible, bottles of 
wine, cheeses and snacks. 
Perhaps a party but for many 
guests who will be arriving hun-
gry and thirsty.There are woods 
behind the house, farmland be-
yond that. There are no neigh-
bours, none close enough to be 
seen at least, not a single light 
to interrupt the blanket of night 
that has fallen across the land. 
The faint sound of music, jazz 
by the sound of it, coming from 
the back of the house, piano 
and saxophone mixed togeth-
er in perfect harmony. A sound 
of summer joy and times long 
gone, a theme perhaps for to-
night’s party.A new smell drifts 
on the wind. Fire, burning wood. 
A gentle scent, full of flavour and 
promise, another memory of 
summer, of food cooked in the 
garden in the warmth of a sum-
mer evening. Voices, a man in 
the garden, heavy with age but 
still with the timber of strength 
and command. An old soldier 
perhaps, slightly curt, the sound 
of Queen’s English, no doubt 
an officer in his day. A woman’s 
voice from inside, filled with 
confidence and wisdom of age 
but still full of the laughter of a 
young girl who cannot help but 
enjoy every delight the world 
has to offer. In the distance a 
point of light appears across 
the fields, swinging from side to 
side. Then it grows to become 
the beams of a cars headlights. 
The first guests perhaps? Then 
behind that another light and 
then a third light. Three cars 
on the narrow roads across the 
fields. The guests on their way. 

Big soft drops of rain splatter on 
the tiles of the roof and vanish in 
puffs of dust among the gravel 
of the drive. The wind is slowly 
growing in speed and noise, a 
growl warning of what is to come.
It has taken over a year to restore 
the cottage, long hours and much 
money to transform the ruin into 
a delightful home. Tonight the 
guests will come to see the re-
sults, a house-warming and the 
beginning of a new era in the life 
of the house. Good music, good 
wine, good food and good com-
pany. A night to remember. But 
they do not know, because they 
never thought to ask. Why was 
the cottage a ruin? Why had so 
fine a farm house been left to ruin 
again and again and again. Why 
had it been inherited after the last 
owners had died. No they did not 
know, they did not care. Tonight 
was a party, a gathering of old 
friends to welcome them within 
the walls of the new home. The 
rain drops fell faster and harder. 
The wind stirs the branches of 
the trees behind the house and 

around the garden, long fingers 
swaying to and fro against the 
night black sky. Gusts sigh-
ing around the house like the 
sounds of the dead come to 
watch once again or to wel-
come new arrivals to join them 
in death. Rain dripping like tears 
from the gutter either side of the 
door. The shadows deepening, 
the sky turning black, rumbles 
drowning the sounds of the 
music. Inside the house, move-
ment, a curtain is drawn plung-
ing the garden into darkness. 
But just as the light becomes 
dark there is a flicker of move-
ment, a shape, black within the 
night. Rising to stand like a man 
among the roses.The spirit of 
the cottage perhaps. Waiting 
for the full fury of the storm to 
fall upon the land. Waiting to 
welcome the guests as it has 
welcomed so many before, over 
the long years that it has soaked 
the gardens in blood. After all 
it takes more than just love to 
grow such wonderful roses.
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seeing is belieVing
by

dustin Coffman
        
Saturday May 16, 1:15 a.m. 
The lake was deserted, except for a single boat. A local 
tourist trap, rightfully named ‘Seeing is Believing’. Its 
owner was a retired fisherman who turned his boat into 
a monster hunting ride to make some extra cash on the 
side, and to still enjoy the lake as much as possible. But 
on this late summer evening, there wasn’t a tour going 
on. The night wind was calm just like the lake itself, but 
on the deck of this small boat was a whole other story. 
Loud Hip-Hop music blasted from the speakers while 
four young teenagers party the night away. “Tom, are 
you sure your Grandfather won’t mind that we kind of 
stole his boat?” Becky asked as she shook her ass to the 
beat.       

 
Tom who was refilling his empty solo cup turned and 
laughed at this. “Borrowed it, honey.”    
        
Becky smiled and raised both hands to make quotation 
marks with her fingers. “OK, will he mind that we ‘bor-
rowed’ his boat when he wakes up?”    
 
“Oh course not,” Tom said a little offended. “Besides, 
Grandpa will sleep off his Whisky buzz all night and 
his precious boat will be back safe and sound by morn-
ing.” 
“In that case, pour me another drink then,” Becky said 
as she spun around to the music. 
“Now that’s what I’m talking about,” Tom said with a 
smile. “This is our graduation party after all.” Tom 
turned to check on his other two friends. “And what 
about you two? Need a refill?”    
        
  Hope finishes the drink in her hand and 
turned the cup over to show that she did. Dean hadn’t 
even touched his first drink yet, he was off by himself 
leaning against the captain’s cabin. He looked ridiculous 
in his life vest. Out of the four teens, Dean was the only 
one who didn’t know how to swim. Tom watched Dean 
staring at Hope, the boy had liked this girl for years. 
Tom rolled his eyes at his shy friend and finished filling 
up Hope’s cup.     
“Give us a minute; we need to have a guy talk.” 
      Tom went 
over and put his arm around Dean then walked him a 
little ways away from the girls. Dean’s face was already 
turning red, he knew his friend well enough to know 
they were about to have a sex talk. Being a nineteen year 
old virgin and being best friends with a man-whore is 
not a good mix. Dean really liked Hope; he had always 
had a crush on her. 
“Dude, you have to lose the life vest,” Tom whispered 
once he was sure the girls couldn’t hear.  
“But why?” Dean asked all frightened.   
    
“No man can get laid wearing a giant rubber around his 
neck.”    
Dean looked down at his feet in shame. He was deathly 
afraid of water, had been all of his life. It’s scary as hell 
when you can’t swim and you’re around anything big-
ger than a kiddie pool. Tom saw that he had hurts his 
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friend’s feelings so he put patted Dean a few times on 
the back. It was a ‘there, there,’ gesture.    
     
“Look man,” Tom said as he used his right hand to raise 
Dean’s head up. “We’re just drifting now, you’re safe. 
When I turn the motor back on to take us home, you 
can put it back on. Ok?” Dean nodded and began to 
take the vest off. Tom was pleased with this and went 
to get his friend another drink. If Dean was to have any 
luck with Hope tonight, Tom thought he needed way 
more alcohol in him. Dean could barely talk to girl let 
alone flirt with one sober. 
Tom was staring at the lake; old memories were rush-
ing back to him, fishing with his dad and grandfather, 
learning how to swim. This lake was a part of Tom’s life 
and he couldn’t help but to love it. He was lost in his 
flashback when suddenly he was thrown forward; he al-
most lost his balance, but caught himself before he fell. 
Tom could hear his friends cry out in shock as they too 
were tossed around. Their music skipped then switched 
over to another CD. Now Tom’s grandfathers recording 
was playing loud to through the speakers. It sounded 
like dying whales. Tom quickly checked to make every-
one was fine. “What the hell did we hit?!” Tom yelled. 
Becky, Hope, and Dean were all adjusting themselves 
after what felt like an earthquake. The girls looked 
scared and somewhat sea sick, while Dean just looked 
lost. He was a smart guy and the wheels in his head were 
turning, logic was his golden rule. Dean stumbled on 
rubber legs to the front of the boat while Tom ran for 
the cockpit. Dean grabbed the rail with both hands, so 
he wouldn’t fall and leaned over.     
    
“It’s a log!” he called back.     

   
“A log …” Tom repeated. “I didn’t see a log and judging 
by how hard we hit, it should have been big enough to 
spot!”        
 
Tom brought the engine to life and put the boat into 
reverse.  Once he was satisfied with the new position, 
he killed the engine and headed to the bow where Dean 
was standing. The girls didn’t say a word when Tom 
stormed passed them, Dean even moved over when 
Tom reached him. Tom leaned over the rail to check 
out the damage on his grandfather’s boat. There was no 
log in sight. However, Tom did see a large dent in the 
front of the boat, they had hit something (and hard it 
seemed), but the question was what? At least the hull 
isn’t busted, Tom thought as he sucked in a deep breath. 
“Son-of-a-bitch,” Tom blurted out as he stormed back 
to the captain’s cabin. Tom hadn’t made it that far when 
the boat rocked again, this time it was so violently that 
Tom lost his balance and hit the deck. Dean would have 
been thrown overboard if he hadn’t had a death grip on 
the rail. The boat was no longer moving, so how did it 
hit something this time? It felt more like something had 
collided with it, but the lake was empty.   
   “What the hell is going on?!” 
Becky cried.      
The sound of something breaking the water made all 
four teens look overboard to their right. Something was 
coming out of the lake, and it wasn’t a fish. A long, dark 
and thin shape towered over the wide-eyed party an-
imals. It rose up out of the lake like some kind of sea 
monster. Dean’s mind admittedly screamed tentacle. It 
has to be a tentacle from a giant squid or octopus, but 
there were no suckers on this tall and slender thing. It 
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must be a trail or fin, Dean thought as the thing came 
crashing down like a bullwhip.    
 
The sound of rushing water only meant one thing to 
Dean; the hull was breached. It would only be a matter 
of time and this boat would be under water. Shit, Dean 
thought as he began to head to the cockpit to get an-
other life vest. Tom was going to follow him in a vain 
attempt to start the boat again, but stopped to check on 
Becky, who was crying hysterically. Dean came to a stop 
a few feet from bridge, a low whimpering sound had got 
his attention. Lying on the deck was a very misshapen 
body. Hope hadn’t got out of the way in time like her 
friends.    Dean fell to his knees at 
a loss for words. He couldn’t call to his other friends for 
help or even scream out in horror. All he did was stare at 
Hope as she fought for breath. Her chest was sunken in 
and her left arm was so twisted that the humerus bone 
was poking through the skin. Dean lost all track of time; 
he didn’t know how long he sat there watching the girl 
of his dreams fight to stay alive. When he finally came 
out of shock, Dean bent down and shook Hope, but it 
did no good … she was gone. Dean burst into tears and 
fell over her, he could hear his friends screaming his 
name in the background, but he blocked them out. “I’m 
sorry,” he whispered as he gently kissed Hope’s lips. Our 
first kiss is our last kiss, he thought as he looked in her 
lifeless eyes.       
   
Dean could hardly hear his remaining friends calling 
for him. It was like he was stuck in a dream,. This can’t 
be happening, his logic roared. Deep down Dean knew 
that this wasn’t just some nightmare; logic and reason 
aside, it was all real. Nessie was real! Finally, it was this 
last thing that done the trick and bought Dean back to 
the real world. The Loch Ness Monster was indeed real 
and right now, she was pissed. Dean got back on his feet 
and turned to look for Tom, he found him at the head 
of the boat with Becky. Both of them were jumping up 
and down, waving their arms around like some kind of 
crazed monkeys. Panic took finally took hold of Dean 
and he took off in a blind dash for them.   
 
Dean had almost reached his friends when he slipped 
on some water left over from the creature’s tail. Dean 
struggled to grab hold of the rail, but failed when he hit 
his head against it. His vision blurred as Tom ran over 

to try and help his friend from going overboard. Their 
fingertips touched, but that was all. Dean hit the dark 
water half-conscious and full of panic. The cold shock 
snapped Dean out of his daze then pure fear took over. 
Up above, Tom was about to dive in to save Dean, but 
Becky was locked around his wrist like an anchor.   
  “No! You can’t!”    
   
“I have to save him!” Tom cried as he fought to free 
himself. “He can’t swim!”    
“If you go in after him, you’ll die too and then I’m all 
alone,” Becky sobbed as Tom broke free. 
While Tom fought with himself on what to do, Dean 
was having a life or death battle underneath. Dean 
flapped his arms and legs around, trying his best to 
swim to the surface. He almost had a weird kind of dog-
gy paddle down when his eyes came upon the full glory 
of the creature that had attacked the boat. It looked like 
a brontosaurs, but instead of legs, it had fins; the water 
version of the long neck dinosaur. For a moment Dean 
forgot he was under water and he screamed out in hor-
ror at the sight of the monster. His lungs quickly filled 
with water and he drowned as he watched the beast ram 
the boat once again. Dean slowly sank to the bottom 
of the lake to join the countless other who at one point 
or other had lost their lives to the lake. Every body of 
water in the world, large or small has taken a life. It’s the 
golden rule of life: sink or swim.    
 
“We only got one chance,” Tom said as he looked form 
Becky to the shoreline. Becky followed Tom’s eyes then 
she pushed away from him. “There’s no way,” she cried. 
“We would never make it!”     
 
Tom went to speak but stopped when the boat violent-
ly rocked again. He almost lost his feet, but managed 
to catch himself at the last second. Becky was tossed 
forward, but Tom caught her in his arms. The poor girl 
looked pale and lost as she looked around for the mon-
ster. Tom shook her hard to get her attention. 
 
“We have to go now or we are doomed!” He roared so 
she would hear him. Without giving her any time to 
say another word, Tom pushed Becky overboard with 
him. The cold water was just the wakeup call they both 
needed; nothing like being dunked in cold water to get 
your brain working on overdrive.  Both teens came up 
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screaming and shivering as they treaded water. Becky 
looked around, afraid she would somehow be alone 
now, but was relived to find Tom only a few feet away 
from her.      
“Come on,” he said as he started to swim towards the 
shore. You don’t have to tell me twice, Becky thought as 
she followed him. All those years on the swim team re-
ally paid off, one minute Tom was ahead of her and the 
next Becky was in the lead. Her body was acting like this 
was a swim meet all over again. Swim as fast and as far 
as you can, her teacher always said before a tournament. 
Becky kept turning around to check on Tom, she was 
way ahead of her sweet heart.   
“Don’t look back!” Tom finally called out. “Just keep go-
ing!”     Becky tried her 
best to keep her focus straight ahead, but it was hard.  
She guessed it must be love because she couldn’t stop 
worrying about Tom. Up ahead the shoreline was aglow 
from the moon light. Only about a hundred feet and 
they would be safe on land again. Her happy relief went 
away when she heard Tom scream. In between his cries 
of pain Tom kept telling Becky to keep going, don’t stop, 
don’t look back! Becky fought the urge as long as she 
could, but after about three ear piercing screams; Becky 
glanced over her shoulder. Her breath went out of her 
lungs as she saw Tom suspended about 15ft in the air, 
locked in Nessie’s jaws. The beast was swinging its head 
back and forth trying to tear Tom apart.  
“What are you doing?!” Tom roared as he punched his 
attacker. “Keep going!”
Becky’s heart was pounding like a jackrabbit and her 
arms and legs were screaming with pain, but she kept 
up her speed. She didn’t bother to look up or behind her 
anymore. All she could do was to focus on the task at 
hand. A few seconds later, Becky was walking through 
waist deep water. She was out of breath and slowly come 
back to the real world. The feel of wet sand beneath her 
feet was the happiest feeling she had ever felt. In a panic 
she turned around to check on her sweetheart. There 
was no sight of Tom or the monster. The lake looked 
calm, peaceful even, without a soul to take in its beauty, 
but her. There was no sign of the boat anymore; it was 
probably at its new home at the bottom by now, a relic 
of the strange outside world. Everything was silent now, 
except for Becky’s crying and the haunting call of Nessie 
somewhere out in the Loch.

what lurks
By Tyger st. Germaine

I am the Beast. A Monster. I dwell underground 
in the sewers. Once an ancient catacombs, 
now modern man has changed that. As they 
changed all things to fit their needs. They en-
tered my home, trespassed in my territory. For 
that I make them regret their actions. Some I 
eat, leaving behind tattered clothes and bones 
stripped clean. Others I have mauled, leaving 
them barely alive as a warning. Their hair turned 
white, forever changed. More always come to 
hunt me. I am not of their world, or any world. I 
am a creation of man. Many years ago in these 
very catacombs, one human, brave or foolish, 
called to the aid of the dark forces of centuries 
of death that lingered within these walls. Pieced 
together many different animals, some exot-
ic and strange to this land. Then fused to the 
body of a local holy man. It’s said that it is his 
soul I took and made it my own. Or so said my 
master. I know nothing before the night of my 
creation, and nor did my master know anything 
thereafter. He was too weak of a man. Too fool-
ish and weak to possess the means to control 
me. Before the dawn I took his life. I laid him 
upon the black alter that spawned me. Ribs torn 
open and blood oozed to the floor as I perched 
on him calmly eating his heart. He seemed to 
be happy as I ate, seemed to be laughing till his 
final breath. Then he was still, and I was done 
with him. I left his body there on that alter. It is 
now my lair. The bones of my kills litter the floor. 
And still my master’s body remains how I left it 
centuries ago. The dark energies of this place 
have kept him as he was the night he took his 
final breath. But now that you have heard my 
tale, I can’t allow you to leave here. Be still now. 
You will soon be a part of the dark that dwells 
here. That’s it … scream. You will be laughing 
soon enough. They all laugh … When I feast on 
their hearts.



bedtime tales from The apocalypse 
book 1: The girl With no name 
Part 1

it’s dusk. The sun has barely set as the slim form 
steps over the low wall and leaves the parking lot of 
the long abandoned truck stop. a light breeze rattles 
the branches of a dead tree. somewhere metal bangs 
against metal. scavenging hasn’t been good lately. 
she was able to find some cloudy water in the tanks 
of the carwash. no one checks tanks for water. to her 
it makes perfect sense. she spent time going through 
the debris and rubble inside the store, but she didn’t 
find much in the oft-looted structure. 
    
she hikes her army surplus pack a little higher on 
her shoulder and heads toward the road. her small 
tan combat boots barely make a sound in the gravel 
of the once well-kept landscaping. she casually looks 
around and sees nothing alarming. she thought she 
heard something. Was she being followed? it might 
have been a wisp of a voice or a scuff of a boot; it 
could have been only in her head, a stray thought.  
she turns and walks north along the roadway.   
 
a coyote breaks from cover several hundred yards 
behind her and lopes across the old cracked asphalt 
of the highway, grinning like a fool. 
 
The coyote slowly trots up to the knapsack lying 
hidden under a bush and sniffs around it.  it detects 
only its own scent. it had come from behind the 

building. it was watching the girl, again. The coyote 
follows her. she leaves food behind sometimes. it 
keeps its presence hidden from her as best it can. it 
knows it’s dangerous to follow her. The coyote has 
watched her hunt animals when she can’t find other 
food. 
 
she heads north. as she is under the overpass an old 
decrepit farmhouse reveals itself. interesting, she 
thinks. she tears the rusted fence from a post with 
her hands, the wire parting with ease. she makes her 
way across the over grown yard full of last year’s tall 
grass, now yellow and brittle.  
 
she approaches the sagging porch, eyes watchful of 
the windows on the second story for any signs of 
movement. The house is made of weathered grey 
wood, long devoid of paint and warping in most 
places. Most of the windows have been smashed out. 
The damage is old, maybe older than before. inside 
she finds nothing but the refuse and debris of squat-
ters and travellers like her. The smell of urine and 
old faeces was strong in the kitchen. More than one 
traveller has used the sink as a latrine. 

The house contains no furniture or appliances. This 
house was empty when the end came. she makes her 
way carefully up the rotted stairs to the second floor. 
she finds nothing of value. she sips from one of her 
water bottles at the bottom of the stairs before she 
leaves the house.



The coyote is following her, still. she went inside 
the old farm house. There is nothing there that she 
would want. it had already scouted for itself. The 
coyote sneaks its way to the porch. The dilapidated 
porch creaks under its weight. The coyote pauses. it 
can hear her climbing the stairs to the second floor. 
it stands in the doorway sniffing after her. as usual 
her smell is cold, metallic, and harsh. The coyote 
hears her coming down the stairs. it backs up a few 
steps onto the porch to stay out of sight. it can sense 
her pause. fearing discovery it sprints across the 
doorway and up the small rise in the yard to the 
highway. it’s past the highway scampering into the 
brush, just another coyote in the desert.
 
she tenses, pausing mid sip. a shadow passed by the 
doorway to the porch. Was it a man sized shadow? 
like a flash she’s outside. her odd yellow eyes scan 
for anything out of the ordinary. There, up the slight 
rise by the side of the freeway, a bush moved. she 
listens hard and hears the click and scrape of claws 
on the blacktop. a coyote, a dog? satisfied of the 
identity of the intruder she picks her way through 
the overgrown yard.   
shortly, she is walking along the shoulder of what 
used to be called interstate 10. she carefully checks 
her head wrap, making sure her face is covered by 
the keffiyeh she pilfered from a ransacked surplus 
store in sierra Vista. The sky is deep blues and pur-
ples behind her.  
 
The full moon is cresting the mountains to the east 
as the sun retires behind the mountains to the west. 
The black commando sweater is scratchy but warm 
as she zips the old beaten motorcycle jacket, being 
held together with generations of duct tape, to her 
chin. The temperature drops fast in the desert once 
the sun goes down. she can feel the cold creep over 
her, damping fear and other emotions. she can feel 
the play of the fabric over her skin from her too large 
aCu pants. her gloves had seen better days. she 
walks. 
    
she looks down the road into the distance as she 
walks. she’s only about a mile from the next over-
pass now. That’s where i would do it, she thinks to 
herself. she continues to observe as she journeys 
forth. occasionally, she fakes a stumble or stops to 
lean against an old burnt out husk of a truck or car. 

during these fake rests she tries to get eyes on those 
who seem to be waiting in ambush. she can almost 
feel them there, watching her; anticipating. she sees 
a small flash of something, like a reflection from the 
moon, up under the stanchions where the weeds and 
grasses have grown high. steeling herself, she opens 
her mind, she might be close enough. she normally 
keeps her mind locked down tight.
 ‘one does not want to receive every thought one 
might encounter. nor does one want to advertise 
one’s presence or abilities for all to observe,’ a wise 
man once told her.
The first thing she feels is hunger, sharp and brutal. 
her throat clenches in response and her eyes water 
as her throat burns with cold fire. Then, images of 
meat roasting over coals slam into her, some with 
human looking appendages. she can taste and smell 
the sweet porkish flavour and her gorge rises. lustful 
thoughts, so full of evil and perversion it takes her 
breath away, rip into her brain. she pushes back the 
images of many hands on her flesh, she can almost 
feel them, and slams her guards back into place. 
 
he remains in position, crouched down next to a pile 
of large stones. he adjusts the sheriff ’s stetson on 
his head, a souvenir from a previous encounter. he 
stares down the road at the girl with grim anticipa-
tion, hunger, and lust. on the other side of the over-
pass he can barely see roberts. he growls thinking 
about the last ambush. roberts got her first. roberts 
always gets them first and leaves ratty to take out 
the garbage. not this time. ratty, you need to assert 
yourself, he thinks. if he doesn’t like it, maybe i’ll 
kill him, too. ratty chuckles to himself.
   
roberts can’t believe their luck! he hopes she has 
food in that pack. his hunger is making him weak. 



he sees how ratty looks at him. he’s going have to 
kill him soon. ratty is getting unstable. There isn’t 
anything wrong with having some fun, but ratty 
kills them, which is stupid. roberts much prefers 
marching their victims back to the boss instead of 
carrying them. he adjusts his brown leather trench 
coat on his shoulders making sure his arms won’t 
bind when he needs them. accidents happen all the 
time, he’ll explain to their boss. ratty got himself 
killed. he hefts the large rock in his hand, almost.
 
Panting she shudders with revulsion as a light sweat 
slicks her chilled skin. she continues towards the 
overpass. a small part of her wants to avoid them, 
but the larger part wants to meet them. unflinching-
ly, she walks, her long legs eating the distance. under 
the overpass at the right side she can make out at 
least one crouched figure. she stops just before the 
edge of the structure. The last of the sun’s rays are 
lighting the sky behind her with oranges and pinks 
being smothered with purple and black. she peers 
intently into the darkness as if looking for danger.
  
The coyote is not fooled. it knows, that she knows, 

that the men are waiting to attack her. its stomach 
grumbles in anticipation. it’s crouched in the weeds 
at the top of the overpass. The girl passes beneath it. 
The coyote retreats quietly into the brush. 
   
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 fist sized rock bounces off the left side of her head. 
The rucksack flips 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.
 
Continued in next month’s issue, or purchase here 
http://bedtimetalesfromtheapocalypse.com/pur-
chase-books.html 
don’t miss out on book 2: aluminum butterflies and 
book 3: by lantern’s light! 



father Macklin leaned back in his worn chair and 
glanced at his watch. it was almost time he noticed 
with a mixture of excitement and disgust. The watch, 
a cheap timex, was all that stood between him and 
his sin. it was his last bit of self-control, his Master 
… no. his god. That was a lot of faith to put in a 
$12.95 special from Wal-Mart but his faith had be-
come so little lately that he had to pick and choose.
The sermon today had been a good one. Macklin 
stared out the rectory window into the velvet black-
ness of the night. it had been good if you judged by 
how many times sister ( or “sista” as she referred to 
herself) aleatha May had pounded her breast and 
leaped to her feet with a loud, “Praise gawd!” Yes. 
Praise gawd indeed. he checked his watch again. 
not yet.
even old gerald o’ Connor had dug some dirty 
quarters out of his pockets to toss in the donation 
bucket. it gave Macklin some hope, however faint. 
Though he doubted 75 cents in god’s pocket was 
enough to keep ol’ gerald from going home and 
feeling up his daughter while she slept.
he could see lights on in some of the houses down 

the hill. Warm beacons that glowed against the cold 
night wind that had sprung up and was now merrily 
whistling around the eaves. The storm windows rat-
tled, the sound reminding Macklin of bones.
“What were they all doing down there?” he thought. 
Was gerald reading his daughter a Winnie the Pooh 
story, eyes bright, breath catching in his throat as 
he waited for her to fall asleep? Was eddie Marsico 
cleaning his hunting rifle and listening to his wife 
bitch about his no-good friends and thinking how 
nice it would be to chamber a shell, point that rifle 
at her head, and turn that mouth of hers, that never 
stopped flapping, into nothing more than a viscous 
smear on the wall?
Was frances brower spread out in the backseat of 
some football player’s car getting fucked? Yes, he 
knew the answer to that one for sure, because as 
regular as clockwork her boys came into the confes-
sional, red-faced and crying with the same old tired 
story. They hadn’t meant to, they’d sinned, now they 
had the clap and it felt like razor blades when they 
pissed, they were sorry, help me, father, help me, 
father.
speaking of clockwork, Macklin checked his watch 
and licked his lips with excitement. it was time. 
trying not to hurry, he quickly stood up and went 
over to his cupboard. opening it, he stared at the 
bottle of ezra brooks charcoal-filtered whiskey for a 
moment, as he always did, waiting, hoping,  for some 
sort of divine intervention, but none came. and he 
was shamefully relieved. he got the bottle down and 
pulled a jelly glass out of the same cupboard and 
filled it. he’d passed the point of adding ice a few 
months back. like any good alcoholic worth his salt, 
he knew ice only took up space.
for a moment, he looked at the amber liquid in 
the grape jelly glass, as he always did, and allowed 
himself to feel the shame and remorse one such as 
himself should feel.
hail Mary, full of grace, how did i wind up in this 
godforsaken place?
he went back to his chair and sat down. he took a 
hefty swallow, feeling the bitter burn race down into 
his stomach and explode with a chuckle. now the 
second part of his waiting began. This one was less 
predictable but he knew his visitor would show. he 
stared out into the night. he wondered if it would 
snow.
“i am a man of god.” he announced to the stillness 

PAGE 64



PAGE 65

of his room. The words didn’t flow out like honey. 
instead they stuck in his throat like a bone and he 
wondered about his faith. it had always been just a 
whisper. he’d never been the priest that held the cru-
cifix up to a vomiting linda blair or the one to come 
to and shelter behind in a zombie apocalypse. but 
he’d prayed and saved. or had he? Those dead that 
he’d laid to rest. did he journey them well towards 
god? or did they lay there in the stinking bone yard 
with sunken eyes of obsidian and wonder why their 
soul was chained to nothing but rot? he took anoth-
er long swallow of whiskey and felt it settle around 
his mind with a comforting hum.
“i can answer that one, devil dodger.” The voice was 
smooth, a touch of sand on silk, and Macklin knew 
his visitor had arrived. he shivered. turning in his 
chair he looked around his small bedroom and saw a 
shifting of shadows in the corner. he watched them 
numbly as they began to move and tumble. a figure 
rose from the blackness and leaned casually against 
the wall.
“They come to me, Padre. They come to me.” The last 
word was drawn out into a silken hiss. “and they say 
my god has forsaken me. My priest ,that man of holy 
cloth ,spoke the words but they were ashes in his 
mouth.”
Macklin nodded, nonplussed. he was not surprised. 
but tonight would be different.
i am a Man of god.
“My mother said to me once, she said, “danny ,you 
were chosen. You are a child of god. Plant your 
plough deep, boy, and plough but not wide.” Macklin 
murmured and swirled the amber liquid in his glass.
The devil, leaning against the wall, smiled. his teeth 
glowed a brilliant white in the darkness.
“she was a smart woman. a lot of wisdom. all that 
wisdom got her … what? an early grave with a 
cancer that ate her from the inside out in a matter 
of months. in the end, she didn’t even know your 
name.”
Macklin closed his eyes. Yes, this night was different. 
tonight he could feel god. his god. beating in his 
heart, pulsing through his veins and he might be a 
drinker and hanging on by his fingernails to a hard-
scrabble life full of child molesters and potential 
murderers but, with the help of his god, he would 

save them. right after he saved himself.
“her death and how she died doesn’t change what 
i was called to do. i am a Man of god.” The words 
were stronger now, more sure.
The devil moved out of the shadows and Macklin 
saw him as a man. ironically enough, he looked like 
the plastic Jesus they sold at the dollar store, sans 
the horrified expression. Macklin gave a drunken 
laugh.
“You look like a plastic Jesus.” he spluttered as his 
brain backstroked through a pool of ezra brooks. 
The devil laughed.
“i like that. a lot of times i feel like a plastic Jesus. i 
don’t think you and i have been properly introduced. 
i’ve been a visitor to your bedroom now for quite a 
few months, but we don’t know each other really, do 
we?”
The devil ran an idle hand across Macklin’s night-
stand and grimaced good-naturedly at the dust.
“not much for cleaning, eh? too busy saving the 
masses from eternal damnation, i suppose, to pick 
up a dust cloth. i’m sort of like the old whore you 
don’t want anyone to know about. all pious during 
the day but at night, you can’t wait to run in here, fill 
that glass, and see if i’m lying here with my legs open 
just waiting for your righteous dick.”
“You’re lucifer.” Macklin stated. he took another sip 
from his glass and was surprised to see it was almost 
empty.
The devil shook his head and waved a hand in dis-
gust.
“oh no, no, no. Come on now, let’s give the devil his 
due, son!” he laughed, a deep rolling giggle.
“i am the lord of flies, the king of nothing, i am not 
one of the old gentleman playing cards below, i’m 
the one who deals and stacks the deck, i was named 
The horned one and worshipped long before man-
kind began drawing fishes in the sand with their 
toes. i waved a sweet good-bye to adam and eve and 
i kissed the mind of Manson as he drew those sweet 
young things to his fold. i hop scotched my way 
through the black death and i helped bundy choose 
the best hiding places once he was done playing his 
games. i am the dead man’s hand, old Clootie, the 
ace of spades. and i am your father.”
The devil laughed and dropped his voice into a deep 



PAGE 66

bass.
“luke, i am your father. i loved that film, didn’t 
you?”
“Wait. What?” Macklin’s mind was whirling. When 
he had uttered the word “lucifer” it had seemed in-
nocuous, just a word uttered a little louder than the 
wind but now, somehow, the stakes had risen once 
the devil had sung his praises.
“no. god is my father. My heavenly father. You are 
the one that will be banished tonight.”
lucifer laughed long and hard and punctuated his 
guffaws with a slap to the knee.
“i guess it will take a while for you to work up to 
calling me dad. no problem, i understand. i am 
very patient. tell me something … son … how did 
your sermon go today?”
“i will never be your son. i am a child of god. and 
my god is powerful.”
“Yeah, yeah, i know. how was your sermon?” lucifer 
studied his manicured nails with barely concealed 
boredom.
“My … my sermon went well. Very well. The Church 
was filled. This is a town of good people. and i am a 
good priest.”
Macklin could feel god. he felt as though he’d been 
stroked by lightning. he got up from his chair and 
walked over to the cupboard, aware of the devil’s 
amused stare. reaching inside, he got down his bot-
tle of whiskey, took the cap off, and without a pause, 
poured the liquid down the kitchen sink. he care-
fully placed the empty bottle in his waste can and 
went back to his chair where he picked up his jelly 
glass and threw it against the wall. glass exploded 
and sprayed. Macklin turned and pointed a finger at 
lucifer.
“i want you gone from here.” he commanded.
lucifer looked at him with a raised brow. his hands 
rose and slowly clapped together.
“That was entertaining. i have to admit, i got chills 
just now. look.” he held out a forearm for Macklin 
to peer at. “so, tell me.” 
lucifer raised his hands up in mocking fear.
“oh great holy man now on the wagon, what was 
your sermon called?”
Macklin lowered his finger, confused. This wasn’t 
going the way he felt it should go.

“it … it was called the power of god. The church was 
full.”
“Yeah, yeah, you said that already. do you know why 
it was full?”
“it was full because this is a town of good people. 
god-fearing people. People who want to be better.”
an image of gerald hunched in the confessional, 
crushing his John deere cap in his hands, as he mut-
tered, “i can’t help it, she’s so purty and sweet. and 
tight-feelin … ” flitted through his mind.
lucifer laughed and shook his head. he reached out 
and tapped Macklin’s forehead. Macklin shuddered 
beneath the scabrous touch.
“gerald is one slaphappy asshole, isn’t he? That little 
ol’ girl is going to discover that some things in life 
are a bit more horrifying than just green eggs and 
ham am i right? but, i digress. Padre, you’re cor-
rect. You get to pass go, but you haven’t collected the 
money yet.”
lucifer dropped to his knees in a parody of prayer 
and raised pious eyes to the ceiling.
“god-fearing people, you got that right. They pray a 
lot, they confess a lot and god knows … and i know 
too! they sin a lot as well. god bless ‘em, right?”
Macklin took a step back.
“i don’t understand.”
lucifer took a seat in Macklin’s chair and propped 
his dusty boots on the desk.
“god-fearing. Why do they fear?”
“because they don’t want you in their lives, they 
want to be saved from you so they can go to heaven 
instead of hell.”
“no, they don’t want me in their lives. nobody loves 
me.” lucifer pulled a sad face and gave Macklin a 
dirty wink. “but … my son … do you know why i 
come to your room every night? and no, it’s not to 
watch you throw up on the floor or dry hump the 
bed because you’re supposedly celibate. That stuff 
is a dime a dozen for me to watch. no. i come here 
because you and your “god-fearin’ folk” honour me. 
and i’m a sucker for praise.”
“honour you? no. never.” Macklin was becoming 
more confused by the moment. he is nothing but the 
Prince of lies.
“let me make this simple for you, devil dodger. 
Your sermon … The Power of god. did you write it 
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yourself?”
“Yes. Yes i did.” Macklin was trembling.
“Practice it a lot before giving it?”
“Yes … some.”
lucifer chuckled.
“now is not the time for modesty. You stood in 
front of the mirror and practiced it quite a bit, am i 
right?”
Macklin’s face reddened.
“Yes. i wanted it to be perfect.”
“and … was it?”
“Yes, i think so.”
“Were you proud of that sermon?”
Macklin thought back to the raucous chorus of 
“amens!” that followed his thundering words and 
how aleatha May had started to resemble a jack-in-
the-box with all of her up and down motion and the 
countless shouts of “Praise Jaysus!” that fell from her 
lips like diamonds.
“Yes. Yes, i’m proud of that sermon. it was my best.”
lucifer studied father Macklin for several long mo-
ments. galaxies hung lazily in the black of his eyes. 
Macklin stared back and instinctively knew that 
those who loved and worshipped this devil could 
torch rome in a day and dance madly through the 
ashes.
“You don’t get it yet do you Padre?” lucifer said 
quietly and Macklin saw compassion in the glittering 
depths of his eyes. That compassion struck more fear 
in his heart than all the devils of hell.
“There is no power of god without me. You mor-
tals have built churches in order to stand with god 
against me. Convents and monasteries are built 
based on fear of me. The Pope rides about in his 
pope mobile waving at the people and they wave 
back. Why? because he’s the Pope!” lucifer laughed 
again but the odd compassion still blazed in his eyes.
“but … without me … he’s an old guy in a white 
robe. and what do i offer the human race?”
lucifer stood up and spread his arms wide.
“i offer them sin, and vice. and pride devil-dodg-
er, i’m running a special, buy one get one free on 
pride this week and you stocked up. That is how you 
godfans see me. but i am so much more than that. 
i offer Man the chance to be noble. to choose love 
over hate, to choose compassion over callousness. to 

choose god. over me.”
lucifer walked over and looked out the window into 
the darkness. a moon the colour of rotten cheese 
rose and hung, bloated and sullen, in the sky. The 
wind kicked steadily around the corners of the rec-
tory.
“Many of your followers, Padre, choose to follow 
me at times. and here’s a little bit of a fall preview 
for you. gerald is going to keep on diddlin’ his 
daughter but Momma o’Connor is finally going to 
get fed up with it and she’s going to go out and pick 
some mighty fine death cap mushrooms after a good 
steady october rain and she’s going to fry them up 
in some butter and garlic just the way he likes them. 
he’s going to die with the taste of vomit in his mouth 
and the smell of his own shit clogging up his nose.”
Macklin had begun to feel faint. lucifer continued 
on as he gazed out into the black.
“and to make a long story short, eddie Marsico is 
finally going to shut his fat bitch of a wife up but not 
in the way you think. instead of blowing her head off 
one day when she’s yapping ninety miles a minute, 
he’s going to wait until she’s quietly sleeping then 
jam that rifle between her legs and blow her tongue 
out from the bottom up. That’s going to be a banner 
week for me. That week … i win.”
lucifer turned and gave Macklin a smile of incredi-
ble sweetness.
“but the week after that, god may win. and that’s 
how it plays out, Padre. but without me … there are 
no choices. The calling you feel you’ve had … the 
money you’ve made off of your profession … you 
would not have made … without me.”
Macklin began to weep as the words slowly sank in 
and he recognized the horrible truth behind them. 
lucifer opened his arms and in them Macklin could 
see an endless eternity where stars blazed on the 
ground and grass sparkled in the heavens and a 
tombstone marker pointed the way. here was love. 
and hate. here was sorrow. and here was joy. The 
man who looked like a dime store Jesus that Macklin 
knew to be lucifer offered him the bitter consolation 
and comfort of understanding the choices he’d made. 
and Macklin went to him and wept in his arms and 
lucifer held him, as any good father would.
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Margo was playing with Ashey when 
the phone rang. The business phone:

 “Hey sugar!” the voice she heard 
made her roll her eyes and laugh. 
She hadn’t heard from him in a long 
time. 

 “What do you want Jake?” 

 “Relax, this is good news. I finally 
decided to cash in that favour. You 
won’t owe me anymore.”

 Margo knew this day would come. 
Jake was a small time con artist that 
had a knack for finding anything 
you needed. He helped her on a job 
when she was starting out, and they 
have been friends ever since. Even 
though he was a good friend to have, 
she couldn’t help but find his sar-
casm and jokes abrasive on a whole 
new level. Their relationship was 
simple, he joked around, while she 
rolled her eyes and threatened him 
with violence if he didn’t start being 
serious. Sometimes it worked, some-

times it didn’t.

 “It was a long time ago. What makes 
you think your favour can still be 
cashed in?”

 “Because, favours don’t have expi-
ration dates love. Now, how about a 
drink?” 
 
 “Fine. But call me love or sugar again, 
and all that will be left of you will be 
scorch marks. And scorch marks can’t 
cash in favours.”

 “Understood. Now, my place, or 
yours?”

 “Neither. Meet me at the usual place.”

 The usual place was a particularly 
shady bar in the bad part of town. It 
was crowded enough so that it would 
be difficult for someone to set a 
trap. But everyone that visited it had 
something to hide, which meant that 
nobody knew nothing about anything.

 Margo arrived on her motorcycle. 
She rarely used anything but pub-
lic transport but she wasn’t above 
splurging. Why earn money if you 
don’t spend it? And a bike was much 
more efficient for her than a car. The 
fact that it was electric sold it for 
her, she would never have to stop at 
another gas station, or worry about 
noise. She parked it outside in plain 
view. If anyone was stupid enough to 
try and steal it, the regulars would 
tell them of the time when a thief 
was thrown out of the bar with two 
broken ribs.

 It was dark, the air was dank and 
everything smelt of liquor. Jake was 
sitting on a table near the back. He 
seemed to have been drinking for a 
while now. He looked like would not 
be able to throw a punch, or even 
stand up, but Margo had seen that 
lanky short demon drink a whole 
bottle of a 50 year old  cognac and 
still break a quarterback in half. As 
soon as he saw her he got up and 
grinned. His face was thin and long, 
with pronounced features.

 “There you are. Still gorgeous as 
always. Love the steel sole boots and 
the whole Matrix meets the Termi-
nator look you got going on.”

 “Just tell me what you want.” She 
greeted him with a fist bump and sat 
down without ordering.

 “Oh come, have a drink, relax.” 
Jake brushed his dirty blond hair 
out of his eyes. It annoyed him, but 
he couldn’t cut it. The only day Jake 
could go out without worrying that 
his bright red horns would show was 
Halloween.

 “Just tell me what you need, and 
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let’s finish this. I would prefer not to 
be seen working right now.”

 “Well” Jake put his glass down with 
a clink. “At the risk of you killing 
me, I actually called you for some-
one else.”

 “I’ll refrain myself until you tell me 
who and why.”

 “Higher ups, said they wanted you 
for a job but you seemed to be on 
holiday.”

 “I am.”

 “Yes, but for that kind of money you 
wouldn’t be.”

 “Really?”

 “I wouldn’t.”

 Margo lifted her eyebrows. That had 
to be a lot of money. Jake was a good 
grifter, he never did anything risky 
if it didn’t include a big reward. And 
that meant this was either a very 
dangerous job or a trap.

 “Did you ask what the job is?” 

 “Yes, and the guy told me that it was 
a kill before he threatened to ‘Sub-
ject me to torture that would make 
the fires of hell feel like a cakewalk.’ 
”

 “So you figured it was legit.”

 “I figured that I better get you here 
either way, or they would slice me up 
and find another way. If it’s legit it’s 
just the job for you.”

 But Margo didn’t hear his last sen-
tence. Her attention was diverted by 

a strange occurrence. It seemed that 
everyone around then were talking, 
but they weren’t actually paying atten-
tion to the conversations. They were 
trying to look normal, but all they did 
was look rigid. It made Margo ner-
vous. She started watching the exits. 
The back one was on the opposite 
side of the bar. A man was leaning 
his chair backwards, blocking it. He 
seemed drunk, but he had surprising-
ly good balance, he wasn’t in danger of 
falling down. She turned to glance at 
the door and noticed a man through 
the window. He was walking towards 
the door. There was something famil-
iar about him. The way he walked.

 “Jake …” she said in a low voice, bare-
ly moving her lips.

 The man entered the bar. There was a 
definite stir among the other custom-
ers. Margo ducked under the table to 
avoid the string of energy balls aimed 
at her head from different directions. 

 “You were wrong.” she said to Jake as 
soon as he joined her under the table.

 “You can kill me after I save our 
hides.” Jake got up and faced the 
attackers, straightening out his brown 
long coat. Margo saw the attackers’ 
grins turn to anger as a bright blue 
energy field surrounded the table, 
blocking all of their attacks.

 “Cool isn’t it?” he turned around to 
face Margo.

 “Yeah, but what do we do now?”

 “We get out.” Jake turned his head 
towards the wall. The field around 
him elongated into a tunnel. Margo 
didn’t need to be told what to do. She 
hurled a fireball at the wall. Before the 

demons could get a visual, Jake and 
Margo managed to get to the mo-
torbike. The loud rumble indicated 
they were being followed by a car.

 They were fine while they were still 
hidden from the public eye in back 
alleys, but as soon as they entered 
the more populated streets, Jake 
couldn’t use his shield anymore. 
Luckily that meant that they were 
safe from supernatural attacks as 
well. Jake’s grip on her tightened 
with every bullet that hit him, and 
tightened even more when Margo 
started using the car’s bulkiness 
against them. She zigzagged be-
tween cars, turned in narrow back 
alleys and didn’t mind driving on 
sidewalks if she had to, forcing 
them to follow her the long way 
around or lose her on foot. It meant 
they couldn’t get a visual instead 
opting to track her, which meant 
they couldn’t use their full speed. It 
wasn’t long before they were near 
the edge of the city. Margo had an 
idea. She turned abruptly into a 
side road that was smaller but still 
paved. ‘This needs to work.’ she 
kept repeating in her head, staying 
focused, trying to time it just right. 
She couldn’t see since it was pitch 
black, she had to count on knowing 
the road better than them.
‘One. Two. Three. Turn.’ she hit the  
accelerator and skidded to the left, 
hiding in the bushes. The car didn’t 
notice them and continued forward 
as fast as they could. She heard a 
loud crash.

 Margo just noticed that Jake had 
fallen off the bike and was wheezing.

 “How ... did you pull ... that off?”

 “We are on top of a cliff. The road 
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makes a sharp turn to the right 
here. There is another road running 
under the cliff that aligns perfectly 
with this one. If you don’t know the 
terrain you think there isn’t a right 
turn.”

 “So you were banking on them not 
knowing this, since demons usually 
teleport everywhere.” Jake rolled 
over on his stomach. “Can you spare 
me the pain and take the bullets 
out?”

 “Why would I? You almost got me 
killed.” She raised her eyebrows, 
waiting for his comeback.

 “Yeah, but I also saved your ass. 
They’ll try again, no one hires that 
much muscle and gives up. Plus 
the bullets will just slow me down 
and that wouldn’t be in your best 
interest. And I am coming with you, 
since they will be looking for me at 
my place.”

 “Fine.” Margo smiled and turned on 
her flashlight. “Take the jacket off.” 

 Jake wasn’t kidding about the bul-
lets. He was riddled, and there was 
no way she could dig all of them out 
without help. Margo was suddenly 
glad that he was in the back. Her at-
tackers turned out to be good shots.

 “Ok, this is gonna hurt. A lot.” she 
hovered her palm over one of the 
wounds. After mentally counting to 
three, the bullet flew out of Jake’s 
back the same way it came, landing 
in her hand.

 “Son of a -- “ Jake screamed. “You 
could’ve warned me you were gonna 
use telekinesis.”

 “I did tell you it was gonna hurt.” 
Margo dropped the bullet on the 
ground. By the time she turned 
around the wound had begun to close. 
She had forgotten how fast demons 
heal from ordinary attacks.

 “I didn’t know you - ow - had that 
kind of - holy mother of - power.” Jake 
dug his hands into the ground as Mar-
go got the hang of it and was working 
faster.

 “I always found it funny when de-
mons use words like ‘god’ and ‘holy’.”

 “Yeah, yeah.” Jake had time to breathe 
when Margo turned her attention to 
his legs. “We are the spawn of Satan. 
Yada, yada, yada. I don’t really believe 
in that anymore.”

 “Why, you meet some nice demons?” 
Margo dropped the last bullet on the 
ground.

 “I’ve met worse humans.” Jake ginger-
ly sat up and then stretched. “Thanks 
for the first aid.”

 “You mean the surgery.”

 “Tomato, tomahto.” he put his jacket 
on. “Anyway since when do you have 
telekinesis?”

 “You have your tricks, I have mine.”

 “You mean the shield? I got it off a 
witch named Patrick.”

 “Must have been some guy to give a 
demon that power.”

 “He was.” Margo could have sworn 
that for a moment Jake had let his 
jokester facade fall off. It was some-
thing that hasn’t happened in all 

of the years she knew him. They 
weren’t the type to talk about 
feelings. The ones that didn’t know 
them well thought they kinda hated 
each other. But this time, he looked, 
for the lack of a better term, human. 
It was what made her tell him the 
truth:

 “I found something. An amulet. On 
a bounty.” she showed it to him. “It’s 
the same symbol as my daggers. And 
it gives me a power to copy other 
people’s abilities. That is how I got 
telekinesis, and a handful of other 
tricks.”

 “And this is why they are after you?”

 “Yeah.”

 “And you don’t want to give it up.”

 “Why would I? It not only makes 
me stronger, it has something to 
do with me.” Margo stared at the 
ground “I have something that is 
a part of me, of a history I know 
nothing about. Even if I don’t find 
out anything about it, I’m not letting 
them have it.”

 “Have you asked around about it?”

 “Yes, I used every connection I had. 
Probably how they found out about 
me in the first place.”

 “Every connection?” Jake pointed 
at her forehead. Margo knew who 
he was thinking off. She knew where 
she needed to go. It was time to 
confront what she had been avoid-
ing ever since she was old enough 
to take care of herself. She needed 
to talk to Malik, and actually make 
him tell her the truth. But first she 
needed to stop by her apartment. 


