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Introducing new members 

Jen 

 
I‟ve seen some pretty 
stupid, idiotic shit. I 
love life, don‟t get me 
wrong, I„m not a 
nature-loving-hug-
everyone-and-the-trees-
peace-on-earth-veggie-
eating freak, no offense. 
I feel that nature, what 
man hasn‟t ruined yet, is good and that 
hugs are for those that deserve „em; 
additionaly, I‟m a fan of eating blood 

dripping meat and I love steak. As far as 
peace on earth, who doesn‟t want it? I am 
just a person who appreciates life, love 
and laughter. However, there are also 
things that just get me rattled, bitchy and 
irritated. Through the series of my little 
column, it shall all come out.  

Seth 

  

  
Attention Metal Heads 
and those that are just 
passing by, there is a new voice to 
recognize, and I think you all will be 

proud. Check out my informative bits on 
various bands, and even though it is 
metal oriented it is not strict to the letter. 
I will introduce other bands and artists 
that have influence and similarities to 
that of the heavy metal that dominates my 
segment. 



 Mr. Dedman 

 
After many months of 
pondering what I would 
add to the magazine, I 
have decided to do 
something relating to 
my field of study, which 
is psychology. I was 
weary of coming off as 
opinionated and 
conceded, while I am a mixture of both 
traits upon first glance, I am not going to 
present myself in that sort of way. First 

off, my segment requires me to be neutral 
as I bring up oddities for the audience to 
debate. Secondly, the magazine isn‟t 
about me, it is about the stories and the 
authors that make it happen. 

 

 

 

Poet’s Lounge 
 

Ragnarok  by Thom Olausson 

 

 

 

See the omens of despair  

See the great fire giant rise from its lair  

You will all succumb to his deadly fire  

He will turn the world into an eternal pyre  

Check out the 
author shrine 
for additional 
information. 
 
Also, look 
forward to 
future works of 

http://www.darkgrave.com


  

Brother killing brother  

Son murdering father  

Nothing is held sacred  

Into darkness we¡ve faded 

  

The s erpent will strike at the world tree  

The world trembles as he moves beneath the sea  

Death¡s approaching in eerie speed 

The end is near and the nine worlds bleed  

  

Mother killing daughter  

Join the endless slaughter  

Nothing is held sacred  

Into darkness we¡ve faded  

  

Hear the horn of doom as we enter the twilight of 

the Gods  

Together we cross the rainbow bridge … 

  

  

this very 
talented poet. 
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Dem onic Scripture 

 
 

 

The Test of Pain  by Dru Watkins 

 

 

4/19   2:36 a.m.  

William,  

     I cannot sleep because of anticipation.  My 

thoughts have already run through their cyclical 

bits -  the incessant ordering and rearranging that 

takes place in our brains while we do mundane 

things, such as lie in bed.  It might not make 

sense to you why I must undergo the training, so I 

will try to succinctly summarize the importance of 

this phase in relation to my education.  

 The Institution for the Advancement of Pain 

Studies was  founded by an incredible man named Dr. 

Cyril Shykalon.  He concluded that the exploration 

Dru Watkins 
 

interviewed by 
   

 Dru Watkins 

 
 
 D.  Hi Dru 
  
 D.  Hi 
 
 D. Why are 
we sitting here 
on these 
comfortable 
sofas while 
wearing suits? 
 
 D.  Because 
you are about 
to interview 
me. 
 
 D. Haven't I 
already 
started 
interviewing 
you? 
 
 D.  I suppose 
so. 



and maximization of pain leads to a heightened 

survival instinct and sharper sensory perceptions.  

Both intense pleasure and pain invoke a heightened 

euphoric respon se and both are sensations that we 

should familiarize ourselves with.  In one 

instance, those who push their pain threshold s are 

doing harm to themselves. Conversely, they also 

could be experimenting with what t hey are capable 

of tolerating. In other words , they are testing and 

familiarizing themselves with one of their most 

important survival mechanisms -  pain.  

 The Institution was founded to further pain 

research and they are looking for volunteers.  I 

filled out the application and met their 

requirements.      

 Rest assured my old comrade, that no real 

physical damage will result from any of the 

conditioning procedures. Your friend will come back 

int act as well as a little wiser. I will have 

access to a computer during my stay so we can keep 

in touch.  Well , I need to get some sleep so I will 

 
 D. Good.  So 
now why don't 
you start by... 
 
 D.  We have 
already 
started. 
 
 D.  It appears 
to be that way. 
 
 D.   So what 
are we trying 

to accomplish 
during this 
interview 
anyways? 
 
 D.  An 
interesting, 
insightful 
dialogue that 
exposes the 
internal 
workings of 
Dru. 
 
 D.   But I'm 
Dru! 
 
 D.  Yes, but 
this interview 
is not about 
you. 
 
 D.  It seems 
like it is about 
both of us. 

 
 D.  Well, it‟s 
not... 
 
 D.  Which 
Dru am I? And 
how do you 
know I am not 
the one being 
interviewed? 
 



be fresh for my orientation tomorrow.  

Pieter  

__________________________________________________________ 

 

4/19  3:45 pm  

William,  

   After a restless night and interesting journey, 

I am finally here!   

My escorts arrived in the morning dressed in 

black suits and blindfolded me while they walked me 

to their vehicle  and drove me to the facility. It 

felt a bit odd since I was treated as some sort of 

good being picked up for processing rather than a 

person wi th communication c apabilities. During the 

long tedious d rive, no words were exchanged. It is 

true that when one sense is deprived or taken away , 

the others become magnified. I observed every bump 

in t he road and every slight turn. Every subtle 

change of motion -  the driver s poradically shifting 

in his seat, changes of tempera ture, air 

conditioning breezes.  

 D.  I really 
don't know for 
sure. 
 
 D. Neither do 
I.  Let‟s start 
over. 
 
 D. Hi 
 
 D. Hi 
 



The tires started to slow and roll over some 

sort of gravel path. The vehicle came to a stop  and 

my blindfold was removed. My eyes met a large 

castle - like establishment su rrounded by trees and 

various wil d vegetation. The red sky of late 

afternoon enveloped the grounds and the warm wind.  

So this will be my pain palace. I could not have 

asked for a more surreal, isolated testing area.  

What surprised me was the lack of any o fficial 

greeting or introductio n. My escorts guided me 

through to the door, thr ough the building, to my 

room. The lighting was very dim and there was no 

commons area, just various labyrinthesque hallways.  

It would be easy to get lost since there were no 

decorations or any distinguishing features, just 

dim gray metallic hallways with numerous doors.  

My room is sparsely furnished with a bed, computer, 

and an attached bathroom.  I am afraid of boredom, 

and these letters William, are what keep my mind 

busy.  

________________________________________________________ 



 

4/20   1:19 am  

 

 It¡s hard to sleep again. I am accustomed to 

sleeping in a room with windows and maybe a  tiny 

little bit of moonlight. The room is completely 

black at night (except right now sin ce th e computer 

monitor is on. The glow is artificial though ).  

  A muffl ed noise awoke me. I could not 

distinguish if it was in my head  or if it was 

outside my door. Sometimes when in between sleep 

and w ake, the ear becomes confused. Internal noise 

from within the head merges with external noise.   

 My nerves are a little on edge. I do not  know 

what to expect tomorrow. What kind of pain 

experi ments will they subject me to? I am also 

wondering if this awkward isolation is part of the 

¢curriculum.£  At least I have a means of 

communication with you. The computer has no 

programs whatsoever except for access to email.  

Oddly, when I try to click my inbox, the computer 



does not respond. Only the Compose button works.  

 Well William, I guess I will now go try again 

for sleep.  Except for that noise earlier, there is 

no sound or room ambience.  The only lullaby I have 

is the steady beat of my heart that is easily 

audible in this quietude.  

__________________________________________________________ 

4/20 10:01 pm  

William,  

 My first test was not so bad!  The pain was 

completely temporary and transient. I will attempt 

to give you a detailed account of what happened.  

 At around nine in the morning, two escorts 

(both wearing black masks this time) came back for 

me and led me thr ough the mazelike corridors to one 

of the rooms.  They knocked on the door and a dark 

haired man in a lab coat opened it.  

 ¢Thanks Guys£ he said.  I walked into the room 

and he shut and locked the door.  ¢Hi Pieter 

Soloman.  I am Dr. Serrano, your pain ana lyst.   

Today, we are just going to get a read  out of your 



general pain instinct and tolerance level.  I am 

going to put these electromagnetic transducers onto 

your arms, chest, stomach, and head.  Afterwards, 

you wi ll lie on the operating table. I will 

ac tivate the transducers and ma nipulate the energy 

inputs.£   ¢Sounds good.£   The doctor¡s glasses 

slid a little down his nose and he adjusted them 

quickly with his index finger.  ¢Alright Mr. 

Soloman, please take your shirt off so I can place 

the transduce rs.£  I slipped off my shirt and he 

stuck the units onto my forehead, left arm, the 

middle of my chest, and my lower abdomen.  The 

devices had a little strip of strong adhesive tape 

that clung tightly to my skin.  The transducers 

felt metallic and had the same cold sterile feel as 

a stethoscope does on bare skin. The units had no 

wiring and I assumed (correctly) that it was 

controlled remotely. I walked to the table, crawled 

on, and attempted to comfortably position myself on 

my back.  

 ¢Ok Mr. Soloman, I am about to begin the test 



so prepare yourself.£ Dr. Serrano th en unlocked the 

door and left. I closed my eyes and attempted some  

breathing exercises to relax. The time slowly 

passes, what feels like a solid twenty minutes.  I 

started wondering if Dr. Serran o forgot about me.  

My alertness turned into dullness and I started to 

drift again.   

 Minutes later, I started to feel a s light 

pressure on my forehead. It started as a hard to 

pin sensation, but became more and more focused into 

the ¢third eye£ region of my head.  It felt like a 

knuckle pressed against my head.  The pressure 

increased and the pressure increasingly sharpened, 

as if the knuckle was being ground into my head.  I 

clenched my teeth from the tension. My sight became 

more sensitive as the dim ro om light started to 

irritate me.  My left arm started to flinch and 

spasm uncontrollably.   

 Suddenly, Dr. Serrano¡s cordial voice emanated 

from some speaker hidden in the ceiling.  ¢Are you 

feeling ok Pieter?£  ¢Yeah, becoming a little 



uncomfortable but I ¡m doing fine.£  ¢Good.  Try not 

to fight any of the sensations, just let them act 

on your body. £ 

 My left arm flinched again. I grabbed the 

sides of the operating table with both of my  hands 

and started to squeeze. ¢Again, don¡t fight it 

Pieter.£  His advice made sense to me, but my 

reason had tr ouble commanding my instincts. I 

clenched harde r as my fingers turned white. Then, I 

noticed some activity with my stomach. It fel t 

full, but started expanding. I pictured a balloon 

in my abdomen that was being  fil led with air. I 

propped my head up and peeked at my stomach to make 

sure it was not actually expanding.  Th e balloon 

was becoming bigger. My abdomen attempted to 

restrain and push back the pressure, but it only 

worsened the sensation.  I knew I was moments  away 

from feeling this balloon split through my abdomen.  

My teeth grinded together as if to tra nsfer the 

pain somewhere else. The pressure from my forehead 

pinpointed itself into a needle precision and dug 



deeper.  My arm involuntarily flinched violently .  

A forced grunt escaped from between my teeth.  

Instantly, all of the sensations stopped. I felt 

the coolness of the operating table on my bac k.  

The speaker sounded again. ¢Ok Mr. Soloman, thank 

you for you r patience. The test is over. Please 

remove the  transducers and leav e them on the 

operating table. When you are ready, open the door, 

and there will be two gentlemen outside that will 

escort you back to your room.£   

 I peeled off the units and  gently set each on 

the table. Outside, the two men (again with the 

masks) walked me back to my room.   

 I think I will be able to ge t a good nights 

sleep tonight. The test left me feeling fatigued.  

I¡m ready for the tranquil emptiness that deep 

sleep brings.  

 

__________________________________________________________ 

4/21 11:45 pm  

 



  Well William, I am not quite sure what to make 

of today¡s events.  I am still baffled by what I am 

supposed to take from this experiment, and my 

memory of it is a little cloudy.  I will attempt to 

explain the best I can.  

  My masked escorts returned well into midday. 

I felt refreshed and ready for this next obstacle.  

I followed them down the halls for a long time 

until finally arriving at a dead end corridor with 

a door.  The men left me in front of it.  I braced 

myself and opened th e door.   

 A woman sat on the edge of a bed across the 

room.  I eyed her delectably.  She was wearing a 

skin tight black leather outfit and black leather 

mask.  Every curve was clearly visible.  Her erect 

nipples tried hard to break through the restraint 

of  the clothing.  The leather skirt went down to 

about  three inches above her knees. Menacing boot s 

covered her feet and calves. Her olive co lored 

hands rested in her lap. Long, sensual fingers 

interlaced as if in prayer.  



 I tried to speak but was overcome b y extreme 

nervousness.  My mouth was completely dry and I 

attempted to control my short, rapid breaths.  She 

slowly rose from the bed, stood and stared at me as 

if sizing me up.  My tongue attempted to moisten my 

dry mouth and lips, but there wasn¡t enough spit.  

Her boots sounded as she walked over to me.   

 Her fingers skillfully started unbuttoning my 

shirt.  I could feel them softly brushing against 

my chest, then solar plexus area, until she undid 

the last button without making any contact.  I 

shivered  in expectation.  She slid her semi moist 

finger f rom my chest down to my belly. I finally 

mustered the strength to confront her verbally.  

¢What do you intend to do to me?£ Her head and 

mouth hovered over my ear.  I could hear and feel 

her humid breath al ong my neck.  I closed my eyes 

and felt the tip of her tongue caress my lower 

earlobe and jugular.  I turned red and started to 

perspire. My head and neck where she licked became 

numb.  Soon, my whole body tingled and went numb.  



I became one large erogeno us organ experiencing a 

unified lustful hunger.   

 This is where my memory of the event is a bit 

hazy.  I opened my eyes and saw her figure walk 

away from me.  As she turned towards the bed, 

phosphate colored tracers shadowed and blurred her 

movements.  I began to lose my equilibrium and 

sense of balance.  Then, I realized this serpentine 

temptress had poisoned  me!  Anger only infuriated my 

lust during this experience, and I felt myself 

swaying from loss of balance.  I knew I was falling 

but the floor disap peared.  I floated through the 

room, as if in a zero gravity chamber.  The light 

quickly vanished and I was left in pitch black.  A 

violent nausea took over me and I wretched numerous 

times but nothing came out. I sincerely believed 

then that I lost my bod y and was just a part of the 

air.  Amorphic empty space.  Where was my shell?  

My flesh?  This disassociation made me panic until 

I lost consciousness.  

 I came to on the floor of my room.  Quickly, I 



stared at my hands and feet to make sure they were 

still  there. Temporary relief flooded into my veins 

though I am truly frightened about what will happen 

tomorrow!  I wish you could respond to me William 

and help me make sense of what I went through 

tonight!  

__________________________________________________________ 

4/22  11:57 pm  

 These people are torturing me William!  A 

center for the understanding and cultivation of 

pain and survival instinct? Lies!  I am their 

subject, their victim, their slave!  I tried to 

escape, but my door was locked.  Panicked, I ramm ed 

myself into the door, but it would not budge.  I am 

trapped!  It is hard for me to organize my thoughts 

William.  Words do not easily come to mind.  I hear 

constant chattering, aimless constant chattering 

coming from every corner of my room.  I find mys elf 

typing words that I had no intention of typing, as 

if someone else is inside of me competing for my 

brain.  With great effort I am going to explain 



this horrendous experiment these savage agents 

forced on me.  

 This morning, the escorts came in (or guar ds -  

what they really are!) while I was shaking in my bed 

afraid.  I tried to get up and escape but the 

bigger one locked his arm around my neck and 

started to squeeze while the other shackled my 

hands and feet.  They picked me up and carried me 

out.  I tri ed to resist, but one of them struck my 

head fiercely with a large Mag light.  I was 

blindfolded and thrown into another one of these 

torture rooms.  

 It is emotionally hard for me to describe what 

follows.  The masked guards started kicking me and 

beating me while I was on the floor.  I could feel 

one trying to stuff a moist rag into my mouth.  He 

shoved it in deeply and triggered my gag reflex.  I 

tried to move my head, but I was restrained by 

hands pushing me down hard onto the floor.  I heard 

more steps enter the room.  Their backup.  I felt a 

stream of water saturate the rag stuffed in my 



mouth.  I gagged violently as they stuffed it 

deeper into my throat when I tried to spit it out.  

My whole body became saturated with water and I 

couldn¡t control my bladder or bowels.  These 

brutes were trying to drown me!  I knew I was 

violently convulsing as they held me down.  More 

and more water.  I felt them trying to spread some 

sort of plastic or saran rap over my face.  I 

blacked out again at this point William.    

 Again, I awoke to find myself on the floor in 

my room.  I am so scared!  Please report this to the 

authorities!  Find out where I am and come save me!  

I have a feeling they will eventually try to kill 

me.   

 The ceaseless chatter is becoming louder an d 

harder to tune out.  What are they doing to my head!  

Please hurry William!  

__________________________________________________________ 

0/00 00 am  

These horrendous     salt water,    reflexes that  

 



                             Neutralize immediate 

threat    cellular automaton  

    Grow extra arm   sensitive around lower right 

quadrant  

             Achieving orgasm tense and release                         

Mating 0700  

 

Tense and rele ase tense and release tense and .  

 Time ceaseless cycle.  Destroy linear  

               Collective void.  

 

 
 
  

 

 

 

 

The Body  by Lawrence Dyer and David 
Mathew 
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The main strike against them was they were 

travelling across the city in a stolen car. If they 

cou ld make it to the boundaries they'd be fine, and 

the body in the boot could be successfully dumped 

in the marshes where the stray pets drowned. But if 

they couldn't? Well, if they couldn't they would be 

in more trouble than ever. Trouble that as yet they 

did not even understand.  

 Robbie was more wound - up than Sally - Anne. He 

nervously lit up another cigarette ¤ the car¡s 

interior fabrics smelt like an ashtray -  and looked 

about desperately. Traffic zipped by in the other 

dire ction; it was mildly soothing the  noises, the 

headlights. Sally - Anne had almost convinced herself 

that Robbie's nervousness and unprofessionalism 

weren't bothering her. Almost. She knew that he was 

due his medication in less than an hour, and that 

he was confronting the adventure all but sober, 

coming down off the slide. Cigarettes didn¡t calm 

him but they didn¡t make him any worse either; and 

smoking at least gave him something to do with his 

hands. Sighing quietly, Sally - Anne climbed  the car 

up through the gears a rare privilege in the c ity. 

Her mind was sparking; while this was no time to 
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get rueful and reflective, Sally - Anne chided 

herself for not having planned this out better. 

Until Robbie took his shot he would only get more 

nervous.  

 Robbie watched the upside - down miniatures of 

the neon shop lights and advertising signs that 

appeared in every globule of rain clinging to the 

window and sliding south. "I want to see it!" he 

said suddenly, catching both himself and his sister 

unawares. He spat his cigarette out the window: a 

fairly reli able sign of temporary nicotine 

satiation. He was growing bored.  

 "What? We can't stop here, you know that!" 

Sally - Anne protested from the driver's seat. Trying 

to give the impression of not taking Robbie¡s 

request seriously, she kept her gaze straight 

ahe ad. The ascent through the gears had proved 

predictably short - lived: four cars in front of her 

had also been made to idle at a red light; a few 

pedestrians crossed. Robbie started to hum. By the 

time the red light had turned green Sally - Anne had 

become agi tated by this humming. By the time they¡d 

achieved a few more blocks she felt bloody - minded. 

When she said  Music!¡ the radio activated itself. 

What channel, please,  the radio asked her.  

 ¢Gimme weird,£ she told the radio, unable to 



concentrate enough to think about specific 

channels. Surprisingly the radio complied with her 

request, and what emerged was the sound of someone 

lacerating violin strings. Hum along to that, she 

thought with bitterness. The music was anxiety 

itself. It made Sally - Anne feel edgy , and right now 

edgy was a good thing.  

 Minutes passed; neither of the siblings spoke. 

The musician beating the bejesus out of the violin 

had been joined by a colleague intent on grievous 

bodily on a sax; and while the percussionist that 

completed the trio  could not be said to play in 

time exactly, he or she could at least play 

quietly. ¢Radio off!£ said Sally- Anne, gear into 

neutral. She twisted the key: the engine sighed 

down and settled itself for a rest.  

 They had stopped on the city outskirts, having 

passed between warehouses and fenced - off areas of 

wasteground. Sally - Anne had brought them here by 

memory, and with skill; it wasn¡t her first time. 

In the life of someone like her, there were the 

occasions where things simply needed to be lost. 

This locale , so close to the marshes, had perfect 

lose - a- body potential.  

 Losing the body, however, was not Sally - Anne¡s 

prime concern at this moment.  "I have to see it, 



Sal!" Robbie demanded as they exited. He could stand 

it no longer, it would seem. They stood in the 

drizzle. Rainfall through the headlight beams 

looked like static. ¢Sal, the bodyé£ said Robbie. 

 "All right ! Jesus é£ Sally- Anne snapped. There 

was time, she convinced herself. Things had gone 

well so far: if the car in which they¡d come here 

had been r eported stolen (this in itself was not a 

cert), then there¡d been no one keeping their eyes 

peeled as they¡d crossed through the boroughs. 

There was time for Robbie to see the body before 

they disposed of it, but dear Lord! ¤ If he hadn¡t 

been her brother she would have given up on him 

long ago! Why did she even get him involved in these 

things?  

 Because you made a promise, she reminded 

herself.  

 

# 

 

Robbie's stomach turned over. The body wasn't what 

he¡d expected. Fat, white and glistening in the 

rain - dil uted moonlight, it filled the expansive 

back of the four - by - four. At first Robbie couldn't 

take it all in; he looked for the head but couldn't 

find one. No limbs either. It was to all intents 



and purposes like a huge, peeled, hard - boiled egg, 

except that a t each end it ran to a blunt point.  

 He wanted to get back into the car and listen 

to the nasty music. He started to hum. Like a child 

he gripped at his groin, and shuffled on the spot ¤ 

a tightrope walker, momentarily unbalanced.  

 Need my shot, he told himself. He couldn¡t 

tear his eyes from what was in the boot of the car.  

 His sister switched on a flashlight and 

perfunctorily ran its yellow beam over the body: at 

one of the pointed ends Robbie saw two little 

indentations that might have been breathing  holes -

-  nostrils --  at the other there was a single 

indentation just below the point that might have 

been an anus. These subjects of recognition ¤ or 

part recognition ¤ calmed the gyrations of Robbie¡s 

stomach. It was the same as he felt about insects: 

as long as he could tell they had eyes, nose and 

backside, well, they couldn¡t be so different from 

how he himself had been made, could they now? They 

had organs to make the blood flow freely; organs to 

regulate temperature.  

 Same here. Robbie was awed, his  voice little 

more than a mutter. "Where the hell did you get 

it?" he asked, though he¡d asked on a handful of 

occasions. This time he would really try to keep it 



in ¤ the answer. Lock it down if he had to: in his 

head. Tie the answer down to another answe r; keep 

them together. These were memory - improvement tricks 

that Dr. Durrant had propounded: In a desert of 

rocks, Robbie, he¡d said, how do you know which 

rock is yours? Unless you place something 

completely unconnected alongside it. Choose your 

object.  

 A carrot, Robbie had said.  

 Good. Place your carrot next to the rock you 

want to remember.  

 In the rain Robbie listened to Sally - Anne¡s 

answer ¤ offered as it was (oddly) with little 

impatience. Looking at the body, he thought: I will 

make this answer a boiled egg. And I¡ll only crack 

it open again when I really need it.  

 Sally - Anne shifted her footing uncomfortably; 

good time they might have made to get here, but 

they didn¡t want to waste any. Surely the police 

had been informed. They could be here any s econd.  

"I told you, at Zacarius McDrogen,£ she said 

clearly. ¢The research institute," she expanded, 

hoping that this might be the last time she had to 

repeat herself. For a second she stared at the side 

of Robbie¡s head; he was handsome with wet hair and 

ripe fear. Suddenly Sally - Anne felt insanely proud 



of what she had done. "Had to hypo two security 

guards, not to mention hacking into their security 

protocols," she finished. ¢But now we¡ve got to get 

a wriggle on, Rob.£ 

 ¢Okayé Okay, Sal?£ Robbie¡s voice pitched 

higher in enquiry.  

 ¢Yes, bro.£ Sally- Anne had a reasonable idea 

of what subject might come next.  

 ¢You haven¡t got my shot, have you?£ 

 ¢No, bro.£ 

 ¢It¡s with the lab people, isn¡t it?£ Robbie 

turned in her direction, necessarily dipping his 

chin so that their eye lines met. ¢We have to go 

back there, don¡t we?£ 

 Sally - Anne nodded to both of these questions. 

¢We get rid of this thing,£ she explained, ¢and 

then we go back to the labs for your medication.£ 

Was her tone as soothing as buttery toast ? She 

hoped so. Robbie had intended the comparison as a 

compliment, once upon a time, before the need for 

these extracurricular activities had been apparent; 

before the cost of Robbie¡s medication had 

quadrupled ¤ before they¡d met Dr. Durrant.  

 ¢Help me get it out, Rob,£ said Sally- Anne. As 

they leaned together into the four - by - four¡s boot, 

an undeniable lacing of bitterness lent her 



strength. Of course, she thought. Go back to the 

labs. Go back in the same car you stole from there, 

why not? Go back to wh ere you might be on cam, 

dosing up two night clerks with a hypo full of 

pacifier provided by the Good Doctor.  

 Not that Durrant would be implicated, of 

course. Great man that he was ¤ in the eyes of his 

profession, to the eyes of those around him ¤ he 

was certain to have covered his tracks tonight. 

Sally - Anne mused. Where would the great man be, 

this rainy evening? A charity event, no doubt (she 

pictured); inviting the room to raise its glasses 

to the achievements of whatever organization it 

happened to be  having raised half a mill for gyno -

tumours. Or whatever.  

 The blazing hypocrite, in blazing crime. 

Morono flagrante delicto.   

 ¢Have you got it?£ asked Sally- Anne.  

 ¢Yes.£ 

 The body rested on the fulcrum of the edge of 

the car¡s boot, supported from falling either way ¤ 

back into the boot itself or onto the mud ¤ by the 

hands of the siblings.  

 ¢Are you sure, Rob? This thing¡s heavy.£  

 ¢I know,£ said Robbie, offended. ¢It took four 

of you to get it out the building: you told me.£ He 



breathed deeply, inhal ing the oily odour of dead 

fish that emanated from the body, finding it both 

repellent and soothing at the same time.  

 ¢That¡s right. And now there¡s two of us, 

Robbie; and it¡s a funny shape to hold; and it¡s 

wet.£ 

 Robbie was becoming more impatient. Plu s the 

notion of his meds being out of reach was alarming; 

he was surprised that Sally - Anne had agreed to 

this é but she must have had her reasons. After all, 

his sister knew best ¤ usually. ¢Let¡s do it then,£ 

he said, taking the strain.  

 Together they lif ted the body. As Sally - Anne 

had suggested, both the thing's mass and its 

peculiar shape made the carrying of it cumbersome 

and uncomfortable. Bearing this strange gift, they 

staggered across what had once been parking space; 

strategically placed lumps of m asonry prevented 

them from driving over it, nearer to the marsh. Now 

a few years of neglect had ensured that the 

vegetation that been tamed and pushed back in the 

first place was here again to regain its hold. 

Weeds and small plants had burst through the 

macadam. For Robbie in particular the tread was 

treacherous. The flora wanted to trip him up.  

 Plus he had questions ¤ too many questions! ¤ 



In his mind; things he¡d wanted to ask but had 

stopped him from asking. Chief amongst them being: 

Why? ¤ Why had Sa lly - Anne taken it? Why this 

strange one? (Had Dr. Durrant told her to?) And why 

was she taking it to the marshes? The single word 

in his question asked it all, but only to himself. 

Oh, and this question in addition, of course:  

 Why had they killed it? ...O r had it just died 

of its own accord?  

 Closer to the marshland, the smell of decay 

was pungent, mingling with the odour of early 

decomposition coming from the body; the thought 

crossed Sally - Anne¡s mind that the combined smell 

was the nearest olfactory equ ivalent to that 

scraping violin music that they¡d listened to, back 

in the stolen car. Edgy : the stench made her edgy ¤ 

which was good. So did Robbie: the thought of how 

she had to get him back for his booster. Edgy.  

They¡d make it, of course  they¡d make it, but she 

was pleasantly, sweetly discomfited é but by what 

else, she wondered? Something else was bothering 

her. What was it? What was making her pulse race 

faster? Not the dismal weather, that was for sure: 

wet clothes would dry and head colds, if they 

developed, would get better; and not even the 

thought of returning to Zacarius McDrogen, as 



daunting as that trip would be é 

 It wasn¡t until she and Robbie had crossed the 

former car park that she was invited to give voice 

to her simmering disquiet. The mar shland began 

here; the stink was like a pulse to join her own é 

 ¢Sal?£ 

 A pulse like her own é 

 ¢Sal?£ 

 ¢What is it, bro?£ Sally- Anne demanded. She 

breathed heavily. If he asked to put it down so 

that they could take a rest ¤ damn him! ¤ She would 

throttle him with her own fair hands é 

 ¢éDid you feel that, Sal?£ 

 A pulse like her own é 

 Sally - Anne shrieked. She let the egg - shaped 

body slip from her grip, so horrified was she at 

the realization. ¢Oh- my- god!£ she muttered. What she 

did made Robbie drop his end too. He let it loose 

with a gurgling grunt of protest.  

 The body landed safely in mud and knee - high 

plants; the resemblance to a peeled hard - boiled egg 

was no more than that ¤ a resemblance. It didn¡t 

break open to reveal a grey and yellow paste of 

cooked  yolk. Robbie gagged at the thought, and then 

saw from his sister's rigid stance that something 

more than dropping the body had arrested her, made 



her freeze.  

 ¢What is it, Sal?£ he asked. 

 ¢It¡s still alive,£ his sister replied. 

 There was a moment of ten se silence.  

 Then Robbie said: "Doesn't smell  like it's 

alive."  All this stuff was getting too much for 

him now: he wanted his shot, wanted buttery toast 

served with eggs done both sides in the smoky 

warmth of a late - night diner. He wanted comfort.  

 Sally - Anne was very still, thinking; though 

she didn¡t know it, she was frozen in a pose, hands 

on hips. "No..." she admitted at last. "But I felt 

--  didn't you feel it, Rob? That¡s what you meant, 

wasn¡t it?" 

 Before he could answer (the reply was not 

importan t), Sally - Anne crouched down close to the 

body and ran her flashlight up and down its smooth 

white form. The shadows of marsh plants sticking up 

around it darted to one side or the other as she 

did so, ephemeral beings fleeing from her gaze yet 

unable to e scape.  

 "Oh- my- god!" Sally - Anne stepped back quickly 

into Robbie, almost sending him sprawling.  

 "What? Careful, Sal!" Robbie exclaimed, the 

comfort - vision of eating in the diner rudely 

knocked out of his mind. Then, as he recovered 



himself: "Sal, what's t he matter?"  

 She shone the yellow light on the body again 

and took a step closer. "It's moving --  look..."  

 Robbie followed her gaze. In the dull buttery 

light he could see that the anus end of the thing 

was moving: throbbing. A regular twitching, as if 

something inside was beating against the skin that 

enclosed it.  

 "I dunno what's going on, Rob." Sally - Anne 

felt genuinely scared for the first time that 

evening. Her sense of bravado and the edginess she 

used to keep it fuelled had deserted her. In her 

gut she felt emptiness, pain; she wanted to go 

home.  

 Sally - Anne ran the flashlight beam back up to 

the 'head¡ end.  "Sure looks  dead," she said, 

trying to keep her voice steady, her breathing 

calm. She mustn't let Robbie see how she was 

feeling.  "The nost rils are all blocked up. Look."  

The skin surrounding the hopelessly blocked 

nostrils was translucent, the flesh beneath the 

surface grey and drowned - looking.  

 Behind her Robbie muttered, "I don't wanna 

look, Sal."  

 ¢Well, you¡ve changed your tune! Stone t he 

crows! £ 



 Rob¡s face lifted into a smile. Sally- Anne 

could feel this smile rather than see it, but she 

knew it was there when he repeated ¢Stone the 

crows!£  They¡d fallen in love with the expression 

when they were kids and always used it in moments 

of h eightened emotion, positive or negative. It 

could take his mind off things.  

 Sally - Anne ran the flashlight beam back down 

to the other end. Despite her fear she had to know 

what was going on.  In the light - beam she saw that 

the throbbing was stronger, and what she had taken 

to be an anus was being pushed apart by something 

smooth and rounded that was coming from inside, 

emerging very slowly into the clammy air.  

 Robbie saw it too now. "I told you --  it ain't 

dead," he said with a matter - of - fact certainty th at 

his sister had no interest in contradicting for the 

sake of the truth.  

 She wished they were stoning crows again! Even 

with his problems, Rob had been easier to deal with 

when he was a child; adulthood had brought all 

manner of demons into his ¤ into th eir ¤ shared 

life. But the simple way he sometimes saw things 

now brought Sally - Anne's confidence back with a 

rush. She was no longer so afraid. "No Rob, I think 

it is dead. I think what's happening is it died, 



but something inside it didn't. I think it wa s 

pregnant when it died."  

 Robbie gaped. They were leaning over the body, 

side by side. "And now it's being born?" he asked, 

unable to filter the awe from his voice.  

 "Yeah, I think so, Rob. Something  is being 

born."  

 It was like watching a video of a birt h in 

sex - ED classes at school, Sally - Anne thought, 

without feeling much at all at that moment. First 

the top of the head emerged, tearing a caul of 

tissue - thin translucent gloop; although any 

contractions that must be occurring were invisible 

to the human eye, the head was being thrust forward 

to freedom. The head was a perfectly normal looking 

human baby head. Then, as the movement reached the 

point where the mouth came into view, there was a 

sudden release ¤ an expulsion, in fact ¤ and the 

whole thing gus hed out with a sloosh of brown 

liquid and a different smell, a smell of newness 

against the stench of the marsh.  

 ¢Stone the crows,£ muttered Rob and Sally- Anne 

in unison.  

 It lay among the marsh plants, its tiny limbs 

moving slowly, a perfectly formed hum an baby; then 

its mouth cleared enough to give vent to its lungs 



and it let out a long squeal.  

 "It's a baby," Robbie said, needing to say 

something . The obvious would suffice.  

 For once Sally - Anne did not affirm his 

deduction; or cordially tell him to shu t up; or say 

anything. There was no doubt what it was, but it 

wasn't what she had expected. She just couldn't 

understand how, couldn't find the words...  

 Human baby. Dead, egg - shaped mother. It didn¡t 

equate.  

 The baby¡s cries were sharp; not particularly 

loud, especially given the space around them, but 

if not of a volume sufficient to draw attention, 

then certainly of a volume to get on Sally - Anne¡s 

nerves.  

 After a few seconds, during which she and Rob 

watched the tiny red - skinned infant curling and 

unc urling its limbs and crying more for attention, 

the words that fought for release from Sally - Anne 

finally found their way to her mouth. "Oh my God é 

how did it é what the hell é but how did it...!"  

 She took a deep breath and swallowed hard. 

"What do we d o now?" she asked.  

 She didn't expect Robbie to answer, hadn't 

directed the question at him, and was surprised 

when he replied, "We have to cut the cord, Sis. 



Don¡t you know that much?" If anything, he sounded 

disappointed.  

 Peering closer Sally - Anne saw  what he was 

talking about. The baby was still linked to its 

dead 'mother' by a red fleshy cable that ran back 

inside the swollen body. She wondered about the 

afterbirth. Would that emerge next, as it had in 

the video? Some mothers ate the afterbirth, frie d 

up with onions, she had heard. She shuddered and 

looked away.  

 Sorry, doll, she thought, your onion - frying 

days are long behind you. She stepped away from the 

motley crew and turned her back on them, her eyes 

peering into the darkness. Where was inspirat ion 

when it was needed?  

 When she looked back her brother was bending 

over the dead, white body, blocking her view of the 

newborn.  "Robbie, what are you doing?"  

 He turned to her, a grin on his face like she 

hadn't seen in years, a grin of satisfaction a nd 

devotion. In one arm he cradled the baby, the other 

hung at his side, his hypodermic needle loose in 

his fingers. Sally - Anne's gaze went back to the 

infant. Feebly it was drawing itself towards 

Robbie's jacket, the cut umbilical cord dangling a 

few drop s of blood in the beam of the flashlight. 



Rob had used the needle to stab through the cord.  

 Sally - Anne had never seen Robbie like this 

before. This baby meant nothing to her; it was an 

ugly flesh - thing born out of another even uglier 

flesh - thing, yet her  brother had enclosed the weak 

little infant in the fold of his jacket, and was 

gently touching his lips to its damp, bloody head é 

and he was crooning to it, actually crooning  to it, 

all thoughts of getting his shot or anything else 

apparently gone complet ely from his mind.  

 ¢Stone the crows, ¡ he sang softly, a ditty of 

his own composition from way back. He¡d used to 

warble it in times of stress.  Stone the crows, my 

little pretty one é£ 

 ¢I¡d rather hear that din on the radio,£ 

Sally - Anne informed him. ¢Come on.£ 

 ¢Come on where?£ asked Robbie, dandling the 

baby in his arms.  

 ¢Give him back to his mum. We have to go.£ 

 The command drew a look of panicked disbelief 

from Robbie. ¢We can¡t leave  her here!£ he 

protested. ¢She¡ll die. She needs milk!£ 

 ¢You don¡t know that, Rob.£ 

 ¢She¡s a baby, isn¡t she? All babies need 

milk!£ His voice was prickly and petulant. ¢And I am 

not  leaving her here in the friggin' weeds! That¡s 



final.£ 

 ¢I¡ll tell you what¡s final, Rob, if we stay 

here much longer. Our freedom, that¡s what¡s 

final.£ Indeed, were those sirens she heard in the 

distance, back from the way they¡d come? ¤ back 

from the city¡s heart? 

 ¢Your  freedom, Sal,£ Robbie corrected her. 

 ¢Pardon me?£ 

 ¢I ain¡t done nothing wrong. You¡re the one 

spiked the guards. You¡re the one in cahoots with Dr 

Durrant. And you¡re the one who stole the car é£ 

 ¢Borrowed .£ 

 ¢Stole!£ 

 Shaking her head, Sally - Anne told her brother: 

¢I can¡t believe you¡d do this to me. The number of 

times I¡ve looked after youé£ 

 ¢Well, I can¡t believe you¡re seriously 

considering leaving a baby  here!£ Robbie countered. 

¢If you¡re leaving her here, you¡re leaving me too. 

Final answer.£ With which the surrogate father 

turned his head away from Sally - Anne, dipped his 

chin and recommenced the stone - the - crows  jingle. 

Tone - deaf the rendition might be, but it 

nonetheless had the effect of soothing the baby¡s 

squalls somewhat.  

 ¢We¡ll drop her at the Medical Centre,£ Sally-



Anne decided.  

 ¢Where¡s that?£ 

 ¢About two miles from here. It¡s in the barrio. 

They don¡t ask questions.£ 

 Robbie frowned. ¢How do you know about it?£ he 

asked, adjusting his stance into something more 

confrontational.  

 Sally - Anne waved the words away. ¢A job I did, 

way back. We have a deal?£ 

 There was not much considering to be done. 

Robbie knew that in the end Sally - Anne always got 

her way. She would go along with what he wanted but 

in the end they always did things her way. It was 

just the way things were: she looked after him, so 

she decided how they would do things.  

 For several moments h e could not quite bring 

himself to agree, though he knew he must.  

 "Rob...?"  

 "Deal!" He spat the word, then went right back 

to crooning to the baby, ignoring his sister.  

 Sally - Anne strode back to the car that she 

knew would be a mark for every law enforc ement 

officer in the city this night. But where were the 

choices? Though she did not look back she knew that 

Robbie was following.  

 They had both closed their doors when they 



heard the squealing noise: something like train 

brakes, emergency stop style. The  noise did not 

come from the life that Robbie coddled in his 

jacket; it came from the direction they¡d turned 

their backs on.  

 Immediately Sally - Anne turned the key in the 

ignition; the engine growled. Out of here , she 

promised herself, before things get a ny worse.  

 Robbie threw open the passenger door.  

 ¢Where do you think you¡re going?£ Sally- Anne 

demanded over the roar of the engine.  

 ¢She¡s in pain. She¡s still alive££ 

 ¢She?£ said Sally - Anne. ¢Suddenly thaté 

genetic é fodder  is a she? We¡re leaving, Rob. No 

more arguments. They killed her, and quite right 

too.£ 

 Robbie had a different idea. His movements 

slowed only in deference to the baby he was 

carrying, he wriggled back out into the rain and 

the marsh - stink, and walked ¤ all the time in the 

world, i t seemed ¤ towards where they¡d abandoned 

the egg - body - thing. If he heard his sister calling 

his name, he didn¡t acknowledge the address. Sally-

Anne, fuming, thumped her hands on the steering 

wheel, every instinct of self - preservation she 

possessed screami ng at her to drive away.  



 He¡ll be okay. There are buses. The trams 

might even be running at this time é 

 But he needs his medication, the other voice in 

her head reminded her. If he doesn¡t get thaté 

Remember last time?  

 How could she forget? Robbie had s pent three 

days in a coma, fed by hope and intravenous 

antibiotics. She had vowed to look after him. How 

could she drive away from him now? He didn¡t even 

own an umbrella.  

 ¢Sal!£ he shouted. ¢Sal, quickly!£ 

 Sally - Anne groaned deeply and pressed her 

foreh ead against the cold hardness of the steering 

wheel. He would be the death of her yet. She took a 

deep breath, killed the engine then raised her head 

to shout back.  ¢What? What is it?£ 

 Did she catch his words correctly? Surely not. 

Surely the wind and ra in twisted them, because he 

couldn¡t possibly have called to her: 

 ¢I think she¡s having twins!£ 

 Without enthusiasm, knowing that this was all 

going to go terribly wrong, that they would be 

caught --  or worse --  she trudged wearily back 

across the neglect ed car park towards the dim 

figure of her brother standing over the bulging 

shape of the body.  



 "Rob, this is insane, we have to get going now, 

the police..."  

 Her words died away as she saw what Robbie 

saw. The body did indeed seem to be active again, 

giv ing birth. She didn't know what to think, what 

to do. This body - thing she had taken from the lab, 

this genetic anomaly or whatever it was seemed to 

hold Robbie to it like nothing she could remember 

in a long time. Why, the last time he had shown 

enthusiasm  for anything --  been fascinated by 

anything --  was when her landlord's dog had been 

run over by a truck. He had insisted on carrying 

the dog¡s body himself, and had cleaned it up with 

his own T - shirt. Maybe he should get a job in an 

animal sanctuary!  She had thought at the time. As 

if he had ever been able to hold down a job!  

 The top of a head was now starting to emerge 

from the egg - body lying amongst the plants. Jeez, 

thought Sally - Anne, how many of them are there in 

there?  

 This one looked different fr om the first one 

though: smaller, with a bit more hair on top of the 

head. Non- identical twins, she thought 

mechanically, as if she were back in school 

commenting on an unexpected turn of events in the 

sex - ed video.  



 Then, as before, there was a release an d the 

newborn sluiced out onto the ground. Sally - Anne 

played her flashlight over it.  

 "It's different, Sal..." Robbie muttered, 

clutching the first - born tighter to him.  

 It was smaller, more hairy and with longer 

arms that now reached up imploringly toward s them. 

It blinked some gloop from its eyes; the action was 

redolent of one of Dr Durrant¡s more absent- minded 

professorial moments.  

 Durrant , thought Sally - Anne. This is his 

problem, not ours é 

 With which she formulated the next stage of 

her plan. If the re was strength in their muscles, 

they would pick the egg - body up again and load it 

back into the car. Then they would drive back to 

the labs and abandon it all there, full kit and 

caboodle. To hell with it; life was too short é 

 With a rush it came to Sall y - Anne what the 

difference was. "It's a baby gorilla," she said 

quietly, without emotion, as if identifying a card 

out of a sequence of flash - cards in one of the 

psychology tests they used to give her brother. And 

she wasn't joking: it actually was a baby gorilla.  

 "I wanted another baby like this one..." 

Robbie said, the disappointment clear in his voice, 



and though he kept hold of the first - born, his 

shoulders slumped.  

 For a moment Sally - Anne lost it. "Don't you 

get it!" she bellowed. "It's a gorilla, Ro b. A 

gorilla! A friggin' baby gorilla!  

 There was no time left now, no reason to be 

there. Sally - Anne had had enough. The police would 

be coming, they would end up in jail, and their 

lives would be blown apart. Robbie wouldn't get his 

medication --  he woul d die this time! And all 

because of some stupid friggin' monstrosity of a 

flesh - thing that was going to get them all banged 

up or killed! With a cry of despair Sally - Anne 

kicked at the monstrous egg - body before her.  

 To her surprise her foot sank deeper t han she 

had expected; a wave of movement swept along the 

sides of the body culminating in a sudden release 

at the end... And another offspring shot out of it 

in a pool of blood and liquid.  

 "Oh- my- god! I'm sorry! I didn't mean é" Sally -

Anne clutched her han ds to her mouth, unable to 

contain her fear. Her flashlight fell to the 

ground.  

 Lying on the marsh, lit by the flashlight in 

silhouette beside the struggling baby gorilla, was 

a very wet and feebly - moving four - legged... 



something .  

 Robbie sighed with disa ppointment. "It's a 

baby wolf, isn't it Sal?" he said matter - of - factly. 

"A wolf cub."  

 Sally - Anne was breathing hoarsely; she felt as 

if her lungs would burst. Not saying a word about 

the tiny wet wolf cub wriggling on the ground, she 

grabbed Robbie by the  lapel of his jacket and began 

to drag him back towards the vehicle. Though he was 

much bigger than her he let himself be led. Still 

he clutched the first - born to his chest.  

 She pushed him into the open door of the four -

by - four; then, still trying to brea the, she fumbled 

round to the driver's side. Once inside she 

struggled to get the key into the ignition, turned 

the key and fired up the engine, pumping the 

accelerator again and again, as if trying to pump 

air back into her heaving lungs.  

 As she knew he would, Robbie protested at 

their exit: ¢We can¡t leave them here!£ But the fact 

that he had also entered the car gave Sally - Anne 

hope.  

 ¢Change the record, Rob. You¡ve got one . How 

many more do you want?£ 

 ¢They¡ll die!£ 

 ¢I know. But can¡t you see it ain¡t our 



problem, Rob? I¡ll call the doc; see what he 

advises. Other than that, we¡re leaving this car 

somewhere it can be easily found.£ 

 ¢Why easily found?£ asked Robbie, dividing his 

attention between the side of his sister¡s head and 

the newborn in the fo lds of his jacket.  

 ¢Put your seatbelt on.£ 

 ¢No. Why easily found?£ Robbie repeated. 

 ¢Because, Rob ¤ come what may ¤ we¡ve left our 

prints all over this thing. So when they come for 

us, we went in for a bit of idle joyriding. We 

don¡t know a damned thing about any egg - thing. 

Which just leaves that child to explain é£ 

 A silence fell between them. The baby sipped 

on rainwater from Robbie¡s shirt collar as the 

four - by - four made good its exit. To cancel out the 

silence Sally - Anne said, ¢Radio on. Something 

soothing. Classical é£ 

 ¢Sal?£ said Robbie, his voice a little blurry.  

 ¢Not now, Robbie, I¡m thinking.£ 

 ¢Sal, please?£ 

 ¢We¡re not going back, Rob. Forget it.£ 

 ¢It¡s not that, Sal.£ 

 ¢Then what is it?£ his sister snapped. 

 ¢I¡m feeling icky. I need my shot.£ 

 ¢Oh God,£ Sally- Anne replied. ¢I¡ll get us 



back there as soon as possible, okay?£ 

 ¢I don¡t think I can wait that long. I need it 

from the street.£ 

 ¢But I don¡t know this area, Rob. I don¡t know 

where to go.£ 

 ¢You said there¡s a medical centre. There¡s 

always trade at a medical centre.£ 

 Fair point. And while we¡re there, she 

considered, we can drop off this little bundle of 

joy. I never claimed to be good mothering material é 

 ¢Where is it?£ she asked herself. She needed 

to think: ¢Radio off!£ she snapped.  

 As soon as the violins she¡d summoned were 

silenced, the baby started to cry again. Sally - Anne 

ordered the music back on and before they¡d 

barrelled up a few more streets the child was back 

to its noodling, wise and collar - chewing self, 

nested aga inst Robbie¡s chest and sharing his 

warmth.  

 But warmth  wasn¡t quite right. Warmth did not 

sum her brother¡s bodily temperature adequately. A 

glance to her side saw that Robbie was sweating. He 

was trying not to shake; and he had the look about 

him ¤ one she¡d seen too many times before ¤ of a 

child who needed the lavatory but was too 

embarrassed to ask permission to go.  



 Nothing out ahead of the windshield was 

familiar to Sally - Anne. The neighbourhood was 

broken; no amount of money would ever fix it. The 

only people she saw out in the rain were small 

groups gathered around fires burning in oil drums 

and trash bins. The sort of place you didn¡t stop 

to ask for directions. Sally - Anne cursed under her 

breath ¤ a stream of obscenities that she felt 

absurdly gu ilty for thinking in the presence of 

their new young charge.  

 Sally - Anne attempted to keep her brother¡s 

attention. ¢Pisser of a night, ain¡t it?£ she asked 

rhetorically. ¢Stone the crows !£ 

 ¢Stone the crows!£ Robbie repeated dutifullyé 

but his voice stil l had that dulled edge. It was 

not true to say that he was losing consciousness, 

but he was searching for places to hide it when the 

time was right.  

 Sally - Anne disregarded a red light and sped 

on. The wipers on the windscreen made a thud - squeak 

combinatio n ¤ oddly hypnotic ¤ that would not have 

sounded out of place on some of the radio¡s weirder 

stations. Though she knew that the wipers alone 

might be making her brother drowsy, the weather 

remained too wet to turn them off.  

 She thought of the egg - mother, lying in the 



rain. She thought of the gorilla; of the wolf cub; 

what else would have emerged from that body by now?  

 A loud noise atomised her thoughts: the sound 

of a siren.  

 Suddenly a squad vehicle was right behind 

them. Its driver sent out a signal, p icked up by 

the speakers in the four - by - four.  

 ¢Pull over immediately. Armed Police. Pull 

over immediately.£ 

 ¢Let¡s just give up,£ Robbie suggested. ¢They 

can get me my medicine.£ 

 ¢Yeah right. After five hours in the cells 

they might. Are you nuts?£ 

 Sounding affronted ¤ an improvement on dulled 

¤ Robbie demanded: ¢Well, what¡s your plan then? 

Outrun  em? Good luck!£ 

 ¢Shut up, I¡m thinking.£ 

 ¢We will not ask again. We will open fire. 

Pull over immediately. £ 

 Sally - Anne signalled left to show that she 

would do as she¡d been told. Then she twisted the 

steering wheel to the right, ground the accelerator 

as though she were stamping on a cigarette to 

extinguish it, and laid rubber as they entered a 

one - way street in the wrong direction.  

 She recognised this p lace; she was sure that 



the Medical Centre was very close ¤ a few streets 

away, perhaps. As soon as she could get Robbie 

there she could worry about her own problems ¤ 

chief among them a stolen car and the abduction of 

an infant.  

 Don¡t forget the Egg Girl é 

 Okay, and the egg - body too. How could she get 

in touch with Dr Durrant?  

 Asking this of herself, she swerved to avoid a 

motorcycle coming towards her. The four - by - four¡s 

speed was too great; she couldn¡t control it. She 

squealed. The baby squealed. Rob bie remained 

silent.  

 The car plunged into the side of an all - night 

gym.  

 

# 

 

From her bed Sally - Anne could see birds in the 

trees through the large double - glazed windows. The 

sun shone and the trees¡ leaves looked fresh and 

green after yesterday's rain --  more green than 

leaves had ever looked to her before. Behind the 

trees another wing of the hospital shone white and 

clean in the bright light, a monument to brightness 

and truth. Everything was going to be all right; 



she was certain of that much at least.  Robbie was 

fine, they had told her so. Unhurt in the accident, 

he had had his shot, now he was just fine, sleeping 

peacefully somewhere else in the hospital. The 

police were not even going to press charges --  

through the smooth warmth of whatever they had  

given her for the pain it all made perfect sense. 

Dr Durrant had seen to it all, told the police 

Sally - Anne had been driving the four - by - four with 

his permission --  it belonged to the Zacarius 

McDrogen Research Institute, it turned out. And the 

baby? Nobo dy seemed to know anything about a baby -

-  maybe somebody at the scene of the accident had 

taken it, Sally - Anne wondered, in her brief moments 

of clarity. Or Dr Durrant had seen to that too.  

 The door opened behind her and she turned, with 

a sudden relay o f pains ¤ the results of the 

collision, no doubt ¤ in that direction, the drip -

tube in her arm holding her back a few more inches 

than she would like. A tall man with upstanding 

curly grey hair beamed down at her, the fingers of 

one hand inserted into the side pocket of his white 

coat.  

 "I just want to thank you, Doctor," Sally - Anne 

said quickly but quietly. Her words were slurred, 

feeble: she could barely recognise her own voice. 



Was it an after - effect of the crash that the sounds 

she made seemed to arrive  a split second after she 

created them?  

 In an avuncular gesture Durrant placed a hand 

on her shoulder. (Sally - Anne suppressed the urge to 

wince.) "That's quite all right my dear." His voice 

by contrast with hers was powerful and all 

encompassing, its echo  running through her body, 

seeming to resound through the whole room, the 

whole building, as if he controlled and owned it 

all. The knowledge now came to Sally - Anne: that 

this was not a hospital she was in. It was the 

research institute --  Zacarius McDroge n. Though this 

information came as a matter of curiosity only; it 

was not alarming because Dr Durrant had put 

everything right.  

 When he said no more for a few moments Sally -

Anne asked something that had been puzzling her, on 

and off through the haze of me dicated sleep and 

waking that had filled her time over the previous 

night:  

 "Doctor.£ Still, that slurred mishmash; this 

time accompanied by a riptide of nausea, a curl of 

sickness in the gut. She fought to suppress this as 

well. ¢Doctor, I just wanted to know, well é what 

was that thing we took out onto the marsh? I mean 



the egg - shaped 'mother - thing'?"  

 Durrant's face changed barely perceptively. He 

still beamed but now there was a slight hardness 

behind the eyes. "Sally - Anne, Sally - Anne, you've 

been a bad  girl.£ His avuncularity slid into an 

area of creepiness. ¢You took the wrong body. It 

was just the body of a dog you were supposed to 

dispose of."  

 He shook his head almost playfully and waggled 

his finger at her as if she were a naughty but 

much- loved ch ild. "You're far too good at what you 

do! You should never have got access to one of the 

pods."  

 Sally - Anne tried to concentrate; whatever they 

had given her was strong and made it hard to think. 

"Pods?" The third thing she tried to suppress ¤ 

after the ur ge to wince and the urge to vomit ¤ was 

the urge to disbelieve. Hadn¡t he told her what to 

take? She struggled through layers of drug - smudged 

memory. Durrant had been quite specific on what 

she¡d to take and to dispose of.  

 She was sure of it. Wasn¡t she? 

 Durrant shook his head benignly. "Just imagine 

a future, Sally - Anne, in which the biology of the 

Earth is spreading out into space é£ Something 

glittered in his eyes. ¢éreaching distant planets 



and thriving  there. It doesn't matter how long the 

pods drift  in space until they reach their goal. 

And it is a goal, Sally - Anne,£ he said with weird 

and sudden seriousness: the dreamer brought back to 

reality. ¢They can survive for thousands of years, 

not quite alive, not quite dead, egg - shaped arks of 

life... That ¡s the goal."  

 You¡re lying, thought Sally - Anne, watching as 

her interlocutor¡s eyes drifted beyond the walls of 

the room, to places Sally - Anne could not see.  

"Their only purpose," the doctor went on (if he is 

a doctor, she thought, doubts pealing inside  her 

head), his voice dropping to little more than an 

inspired whisper. " éTheir only  purpose to carry the 

dormant genetic material of this Earth... And when 

they reach a fertile place with good air and water 

the growth of the embryos inside them is trigger ed. 

The pods are biological arks, Sally - Anne, 

receptacles of life carrying the world's fauna to 

new places beyond our imagination..."  

 Sally - Anne tried harder to concentrate. What 

was he rambling on about? Had he gone mad --  or was 

it the medication they h ad given her?  

 You¡re lying, she repeated to herself. 

However, she had nothing to balance Durrant¡s 

explanation against. Tattered shreds of memory 



flitted in her head, but she knew that she was 

missing a good deal of the evening in question¡s 

entertainment . Marshes , she remembered, picturing 

the word itself on top of the land beyond the 

warehousing district, in the manner of a page in an 

infant¡s primer. H is for hat é Stop that! Sally -

Anne¡s brain barked. Think!  

 ¢Where¡s Robbie?£ slurred Sally- Anne.  

 ¢We told you: he¡s sleeping. He¡s safe.£ 

 ¢We had an accident!£ Sally- Anne said this as 

though the matter had not been discussed up to this 

point, although it had; she was waking from é 

 ¢I know,£ said Dr Durrant. 

 C is for car. C is for crash. C is for crow.  

 Stone the crows, Robbie shouted at her, 

joyously, from the past.  

 Sally - Anne¡s body tensed. Sleeping where  in 

the hospital? This wasn¡t even a hospital in the 

first place! Stay calm, stay calm é The effects of 

the medication were worse than a hangover; think ing 

logically was like straining mud through a sieve. 

She felt cold. She wanted to leave.  

 The good doctor's gaze had switched back 

sharply to meet Sally - Anne's; he was determined to 

rattle off his spiel, come what may, and he didn¡t 

seem impressed at Sal ly - Anne¡s blurted 



intervention. "Of course,£ he resumed, his voice as 

placid as a summer lake, under the surface of which 

something squirmed, ¢we¡ve had to sacrifice much to 

get this far. Much, Sally - Anne. The short - sighted 

governments  of our age will watc h as the world dies 

and not take the steps necessary to preserve the 

world's biology.£ He shrugged: it¡s simple, the 

gesture said; what¡s the problem? ¢So we must do it 

for them."  

 As he went on Sally - Anne caught only snatches 

of what he said; the snatches  of information bounced 

around in her mind, images of fleets of giant - sized 

egg - bodies drifting on the solar winds of space... 

She had lost the ability to choose in which order 

to think things. You¡re lying, she said once more ¤ 

maybe aloud? No.  

 "But what  are they?" she heard herself asking. 

"How did you make them?"  

 " Make them?" Ever changeable as it was, 

Durrant's voice was now loud, suffusing every 

millimetre of Sally - Anne's being. "I created them! 

They¡re the new form of life that will further our 

biol ogy's evolution. I took women, Sally - Anne, 

women just like you, I removed what they didn¡t 

need ¤ bones, their limbs, their eyes... their 

brains. I genetically altered them to withstand the 



cold emptiness of space.  Vast living wombs,£ he 

said slowly for m aximum effect. ¢I set them free to 

drift the waves of the cosmos: I turned them into 

living arks that will take life on to the next 

stage --  beyond the confines of this polluted 

planet!"  

 Durrant beamed down at her so powerfully that 

she felt he could see into her body, see her 

internal organs, the geology of her bones, her 

womb: the potential that lay inside her. She tried 

to move her arms ¤ to cross them over her chest ¤ 

and realised for the first time that it was not the 

drip in her arm that was holding her; she was 

restrained with leather straps to the bed on which 

she lay. Not even this awareness could cleanse her 

thoughts of ambiguity entirely, but it helped.  

 What have they done with Robbie?  

 Stay calm! Say something natural; something 

that won¡t make him think that you know something¡s 

up.  

 ¢When do I get my money?£ Sally- Anne demanded.  

 It grew slightly darker in the room, and she 

saw that Durrant was fiddling with controls on the 

machine from which the tube in her arm issued. He 

snickered at her d emand, and Sally - Anne felt 

herself slipping away into anaesthetic sleep. IN 



order to remain awake she tensed her muscles: her 

forearms, her thighs, and her pelvic floor. 

Durrant's voice came faintly to her, as if from a 

great distance:  

 "You won¡t need any money, Sally - Anne.£ 

 Stone the crows!  

 Robbie had said these words ¤ or started the 

expression at least ¤ even as the car collided with 

the wall of the gym; even as he left the passenger 

seat on his new, brief life as a bird ¤ a crow! ¤ In 

slow motion on  his flight through the windscreen, 

glass atomising in every direction.  

 Even as this crow struck the building¡s stone 

wall.  

 ¢Oh Robbie,£ Sally- Anne whispered, seeing her 

brother and the life he carried crumple and 

crenellate ¤ on top of the smashed fro nt of the 

four - by - four.  

 Durrant hadn¡t heard Sally- Anne¡s breathed 

protest. ¢And now that you¡ve seen, Sally- Anne, now 

that you know, you are no longer any use to me as a 

mere fetcher and carrier..." he continued, the great 

actor, it appeared, with his sc ript honed down to 

the final syllable.  

 Is he lying?  

 Words were fading from her, merging with the 



sound of her own heartbeat.  

 "Now you have a much greater purpose to 

fulfil, Sally - Anne,£ said Durrant. ¢Don't struggle, 

don't fight it... I am going to set  you free."  
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      Arthur liked to lean his elbows onto the wooden fence, with 

the old mill to his back, and look out across the ford at the end of his 

working day. He crossed the ford himself twice a day; once in the 

morning on his way to the mill and once more in the evening on his 

way back home. During the weekends children generally gathered on 

the same banking as he now stood. They would push their faces 
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through the fencing to watch the passing motorists as they sped 

through the water sending the spray high into the air for effect – 

those drivers that take it steady and because no more than a ripple 

were well cursed; albeit in a good humoured way.  It was the weekend 

now but he stood here alone. He had shut the mill early today for it 

was just after Christmas and few people had been along there. The 

weather hadn‟t helped either; it had been overcast and cold all day. 

He looked back towards the lighted mill and he could see the racks of 

clothing through the wide glass doors standing neatly in line with 

their red tags promising a 50% discount – he would be lucky to break 

even if he sold every last walking jacket and deer stalker hat – which 

he wouldn‟t. He was well tired with retail; but he had invested his 

damn lot into The Mill and so therefore couldn‟t afford to take a 

different direction. He sighed heavily and made his way towards his 

rusted van, which stood alone in the otherwise deserted car park.   

*** 

 “You‟ve what?” his wife nagged harshly; when he reluctantly let 

on that he had forgotten to switch the security alarm on before he 

had left The Mill. “You „ad better get yer daft sell back and switch the 

buggers on afore someone has it off with all our stock,” she added in 

the same nasty tone. 

 He looked at his watch, it was only just 7pm; he could easily 

have gone later when he had finished his supper. He put down his 

fork and trudged towards the door where his outdoor shoes stood 

waiting for him. She, his wife, watched him through beady eyes as he 
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removed his slippers lest he should leave them behind untidy. He put 

on his shoes and left; he heard a knife scraping across his plate 

sending his half eaten meal into the kitchen bin.  

*** 

 He drove into the same deserted car park he had left earlier 

that evening – even courting couples hadn‟t bothered to venture out 

tonight. He shivered as he got out of the warm van and he pulled his 

collar up around his throat to ward off the biting wind, which blew 

straight down from the north. It did not take long to set the security 

alarm on and he was soon back into his van before the heat was lost. 

Before he drove off he paused awhile and looked over towards the 

ford. His headlights lit up the ink-sketched trees, which stood at the 

far side of the ford and followed the length of the stream for as far as 

the eye could see. He admired the dilapidated pedestrian bridge, 

which had kept countless feet dry and away from the water for nigh 

on 200 years – he had intended to put the bridge back into good 

repair once he had settled The Mill; but that time would never come if 

he was to be honest – which he occasionally was.   

 He drove out of the car park and made his slow approach 

towards the ford. He stopped on the deserted road and revved his 

engine; he liked to speed through the ford whenever he could because 

it lifted his spirits. He reversed his vehicle 50 metres and stopped. 

The water looked as if the same dark ink had created it as the trees 

on this moonless night. He accelerated towards it as fast as he could 

and he came into the water at a great rate of knots. The water 
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covered his windscreen and he could not see the road ahead. There 

was a loud bang; the sound of a collision and he heard metal buckle. 

He braked and the vehicle skidded to an eventual and uncontrolled 

halt. Grabbing his torch he jumped out of the van – his heart pumped 

furiously in his chest.  He could see no other vehicle – strange. Maybe 

he had ran a deer over or a large dog – he could see neither and the 

front of his vehicle was as it was. WAIT! He could see something in 

the water, something lying very still. He waded into the water towards 

it. Reluctantly, for he was scared to discover the result of his folly, he 

bent down to examine the victim; whatever it was. He breathed a big 

sigh of relief; a large branch lay half submerged in the water. It had 

obviously fallen from an overhanging tree as he had driven under it. 

After removing the bough he made back to his van. He could see that 

the roof was dinted and would make a full inspection in the first light 

of morning. 

*** 

 He didn‟t tell his wife about the damage to the vehicle and he 

parked it outside his cottage on the road, behind the privet hedge so 

she wouldn‟t see it. There would be no point – she would only go on 

about how stupid he was – and he didn‟t like that; it made him feel 

ill. He hadn‟t always felt that way; he was once robust and confident 

in his manner whatever anyone cared to say. However, she had 

chipped away at his esteem for years until he started to feel bad 

about himself and his ways – he was not himself anymore and he 

disliked the new him as much as she did – I canõt stand the sight of 



you!  She would bawl into his tearful face. Look how youõve let yourself 

go! She would taunt. Life was going nowhere for him; his career or his 

marriage, but he was too weak to evoke change - that was, indeed, 

his own  fault to be sure.  

 The next day it was cloudy and grey once more – day seemed 

to have morphed into eternal night of late and without any remission. 

The roof of the van was well dinted; he could see that as he walked 

down the garden path towards it. Upon close inspection, he noticed 

that there were two places where the roof was indented. And 

furthermore, the indentations were foot shaped – it was as if someone 

had jumped bare-footed onto the roof of his van. He panicked; maybe 

he had hit someone whilst the spray blinded him and they were 

thrown across the roof of his van. It seemed irregular, but what else 

could have caused such damage – there was definitely two foot 

shaped indentations in the roof.  He jumped into the van and sped off 

towards the ford – he wife stood at the kitchen window cursing him 

for forgetting his packed lunch. 

 He, however, found no evidence at the ford of any kind of 

accident – save the branch, which still lay at the side of the road 

where he had left it. He let himself into the mill. He tapped the code 

into the panel before the alarms could sound. He heard the whir of 

the outside security camera as it made its way around the frontage. 

Wait! Of course, the security camera – it follows movement; there was 

nothing else about when he plunged through the ford and the camera 

would have zoned in on the van. He hurriedly let himself into the 



office at the back and began to rewind the security tape.  

 Once the digital display indicated the approximate time he had 

drove through the ford he pressed play… 

*** 

 “That doesn‟t prove a damn thing,” said the General; as he 

switched off the local news report he had just watched on his 

television set. 

 “What was that, dear?” asked his wife as she set the dining 

table for his luncheon. 

 “That bally werewolf they‟ve been going on about,” he replied in 

the beginnings of a grump. 

 “I read about that in the paper… up at the mill wasn‟t it?” 

 “How could anyone say it was a werewolf or anything else for 

that matter?” 

oOo 

 “Wow! Did yer see that, Dad… it were a werewolf worn‟t it?” 

 The Dad laughed; he had seen the CCTV footage on the 

television and wasn‟t as convinced as his son that what they had 

seen jumping onto the van roof was indeed a werewolf – maybe a big 

dog. 

oOo 

 “That were just the shadow from the water… the reflection of 

an owl or something that had just flew over.” 

 “I agree with you, Edward… a trick of the light.” 

oOo 



 “All you could really see was the branch snapping and a blur… 

it could have been a figure; a man maybe.” 

oOo 

 “How do you account for the foot indentations on the roof of 

the van then?” 

oOo 

 RUBBISH! 

*** 

 He smiled as he looked out of the mill window at the crowds 

gathering at the fence next to the ford. It was nice to see more people 

hereabouts, he thought; and most had been into The Mill to shop too 

– he regretted selling the waterproof jackets so cheaply now. 

However, he had emptied his whole stockroom of mineral water, 

jellybeans and parsnip crisps. What the ? He couldn‟t believe his eyes 

as a brightly painted handcart was suddenly pushed into his view. It 

was immediately swamped by eager children holding up their spends. 

He rushed outside to see the vendor pushing werewolf masks, floppy 

rubber claws, plastic glow in the dark fangs, fake blood &C**. 

 “What on earth do you think you are doing?” he asked as he 

pushed his way through the throng. “Get that cart off my premises 

before I phone the police and have  you removed.” 

 The vendor was taken aback and struggled to push the cart 

down onto the roadside – the children followed as if he was the Pied 



Piper himself. 

 After seeing the vendor, off he was soon on the telephone to his 

wholesaler. He spoke so fast and excitedly that the wholesaler 

struggled to write down the telephone order onto his pad. 

 4 cartons of Parsnip crisps, 8 crates of mineral water, 100 wolf 

masks, jelly beans, a box of fake blood, c laws, homemade cakes, tea 

bags, wooden tops, Halloween stuff, compasses, Frankenstein masks, 

werewolf story books and videos, jotters &C blah de blah  

He smiled as he put the handset back into the receiver. He 

thought that if he moved some of the racks forward he could put 

some chairs and tables in the back of the mill and sell tea and 

homemade cakes.  

*** 

 Over the following two years there had been more sightings of 

the werewolf in the vicinity of The Werewolf Experience  – as The Old 

Mill was now renamed. Arthur was kept very busy in the daytime 

working in the visitors centre overseeing the exhibition, gift shops 

and cafés; in the evenings he worked in The Full Moon  Restaurant 

greeting the diners and persuading them to eat the specials from the 

board - Wolf  Steaks  and The Fang Grills  were popular choices. You 

had to book a table well in advance for weekends and especially every 

full moon evening.  

*** 

ñEvening, Harry,ò said Farmer Smith as he entered the Red Lion 



public house. He warmed his hands in front of the roaring fire. ñTwo pints 

please, Fred,ò he shouted to the barman as he sat down at a table next to 

Harry. Smith was a barrel chested fellow and his face was ruddy with long 

years of outdoor work. Harry, a middle-aged man with greying hair, owned 

the chicken factory across the way from Smithôs farm. They always met at 

7pm in the Red Lion for a few pints before retiring for an early start- such are 

country folk hereabouts.  

 ñYouôre a bit late out tonight, Smithy; I thought you werenôt coming 

when it got to half-past,ò said Harry as he looked at his wristwatch.   

 Smith grinned. ñIôve been sorting a bit of business out you could say.ò 

 ñHow do you mean, business?ò 

 ñAs you bloody well know, Iôve lost a ewe every bloody full moon 

now for the last 4 months and it will soon be coming up to lambing time and I 

donôt want any of that nonsense then ï I want the pranksters caught; the 

buggers that have been worrying my sheep.ò 

 ñDonôt you mean you want the werewolf caught?ò said Harry with a 

smirk. 

 ñThat fool, Arthurôs got a lot to answer for ï bloody Werewolf 

Experience indeed! Any road, Iôve set a trap for tomorrow night; Simpsonôs 

ladôs back from the army and heôs going to watch over the flock for the night 

with his shotgun. Heôll sort the buggers out to be sure; theyôll not be worrying 

my flock come the next full moon.ò 

 ñTell him to keep an eye out over my coups too whilst heôs at it; quite 



a few of my best layers have gone without a trace lately too.ò 

 ñI blame the Polish. Ever since they moved in around here all sorts 

have gone missing ï theyôve even started eating the ducks from the village 

pond.ò 

 ñAnd the swans down near the river.ò 

 ñTheyôre camped in the wood at the other side of the lake near Old 

Estherôs place,ò said the barman as he put two foaming pints down onto the 

tabletop. ñBad news the lot of them.ò 

 ñItôll be bad news for them tomorrow night if they have a fancy for 

some free mutton.ò 

 ñIôm surprised Old Esther hasnôt taken her shotgun to them.ò 

 Smith guffawed. ñShe donôt need a bloody shotgun, Harry, she just 

has to look at them; her face is much more effective than any double barrel.ò 

 

Old Esther was a spinster who lived alone on a local smallholding at 

the far side of the woods from The Werewolf Experience. The locals found it 

strange that she always booked a table at the restaurant for the full moon 

evenings. She was always given the same table, a table for two next to the 

window and looking out over the ford ï she, at all times, sat alone. Arthur had 

known of Old Esther ever since he had been a nipper, he was now nigh on 

fifty, and she never seemed to look any older than when he was in short 

trousers. Itôs not that she looked young; quite the contrary, she looked old ï at 

least facially. She had the face of a hag. Her nose was crooked and her teeth 



stumps. She peered out at you from bright green eyes that should have 

belonged to a pussycat. The strange thing about her was, although she had the 

face of a hag, she also had the nubile body of a twenty-five year old; or so it 

seemed. Her straggly white hair hung uncombed to her waist and her face was 

without foundation. Many a time she received a wolf whistle from a builders 

van only for her to turn around to send the builders into raptures. Bloody hell, 

mate, did you see the state of that? Her dress sense was not what it should 

have been for someone her age ï whatever that might have been. She liked to 

wear figure-hugging jeans and low fronted mohair sweaters when out and 

about. 

***  

Come the Full Moon evening, Arthur showed Old Esther to her table 

as usual. Unfortunately as he pulled out her chair from under the table his 

hand brushed against her shapely bottom ï her black silky dress heightened 

the sensation against his fingers. His face reddened. 

ñSorry madam,ò he managed to say before being consumed by his 

embarrassment ï it was the first time he had touched a female bottom for 

years and he could feel himself becoming aroused.  

ñIt is Arthur isnôt it?ò said Old Esther with a leer as she looked to his 

groin, ñhowôs the wife getting on with it these days?ò 

Arthur shrugged a reply and covered himself up with his hands. 

ñDo believe all of this werewolf nonsense, Arthur,ò asked Esther as 

she looked at all of the photographs and memorabilia, which adorned the 



lime-painted walls. 

Arthur was taken aback by her abruptness. ñI suppose so.ò 

ñYou suppose so?ò 

ñYes I suppose I do; there have been many sightings and livestock 

have often gone missing come a full moon.ò 

ñLivestock goes missing when there isnôt a full moon.ò 

Arthur shrugged once more and took out his order pad. ñCould I have 

your order please, madam?ò 

ñWhy not call me, Esther, Arthur; you know youôd like to,ò said 

Esther with a wink. 

Arthur grinned like a schoolboy at his first date and muddled his 

words thereafter. 

Esther eventually ordered a sweet sherry and picked her choices from 

the menu. Arthur scribbled the order down and disappeared into the kitchen.  

There seemed to be a bit of mayhem going on in the kitchen. Arthurôs 

wife, Gladys, was shouting at a tearful young waitress and the chef was 

roaring like a mad man about his meals not going out on time. 

ñWhat in heavenôs name is going on?ò asked Arthur. 

ñItôs your fault,ò returned his angry wife, ñweôve no serving staff apart 

from this girl here and sheôs not up to much!ò 

ñI thought you hired new staff after Beryl left.ò 

ñI did. Simpsonôs lad, Kevin, was supposed to start tonight but he 

seems to have found something better to do; his dad rang me about 10 



minutes ago to say he wasnôt coming in,ò she raged. 

ñWeôll all just have to muck in together,ò said Arthur calmly. 

His wifeôs face was contorted in rage. ñThatôs Easy for you to say, all 

you do is show them to their tables ï we do all the hard work.ò 

Arthur would usually leave at this point; let her get on with it ï he 

preferred a peaceful life. However, he felt different; he felt strange. Strong 

words came out of his mouth and his veins stuck out of his neck as he went 

for his wife. He grabbed her by the shoulders and shook her like she was a rag 

doll. ñThatôll be more than enough,ò he roared as he pushed her way from 

him. She was shocked to silence. Further to this he slammed his fist down 

hard onto a tabletop. Chef looked up from his souffl®s. ñListen to me,ò he 

bellowed, ñJust get on with what you are paid to do or you will have me to 

answer to; did you get that, Chef?ò The wide-eyed chef nodded in agreement. 

ñAnd you girl,ò he said to the tearful waitress, ñjust get on with it!ò She 

jumped up like it had been Beelzebub himself telling her what to do. 

ñYes, Arthur, yes Arthur,ò she cried as she grabbed some starters to 

take out. 

Arthur kicked a stool into the air and then stormed out of the back 

door; slamming it after him so fiercely into the jamb that it nearly fell from its 

hinges. 

ñWell I never,ò was all Gladys could say she was so shocked. 

 

He had never felt so angry before and he struggled to moderate his 



breathing as he looked out over the lake that fed into the millpond. It was a 

clear sky and the full moon was reflected from its waters. 

ñAre you all right, Arthur?ò  

Arthur turned to see Old Esther standing to his rear. ñIôm okay,ò he 

managed between pants. He turned away from her and looked out to the lake 

once more. 

ñYouôve got your hackles up, Arthur, I didnôt know you had it in you, 

lad,ò she said as she came to his side. She put her hand on his shoulder. He 

could feel himself becoming aroused again but this time he didnôt feel 

embarrassed ï he felt charged; charged with energy and he began to shake as 

adrenaline pumped through his body. He exhaled sharply as he felt Estherôs 

hand rub against his thigh.  

ñDo you want to take me, Arthur?ò she asked seductively as her hand 

rubbed against his erection. Before he could reply his shirt was ripped from 

his back and his trousers were in tatters around his knees. Esther pulled up her 

dress to reveal the torso of a cover girl. ñDo you want me like this, Arthur?ò 

she said as she placed her hands onto the low surrounding wall and stuck her 

bottom into the air. ñThe others prefer it like this ï like a dog at his bitch.ò 

His sense of smell seemed to have heightened and he breathed in her 

scent. His penis was throbbing and he thrust it straight into her. She sighed 

heavily as he began to fuck aggressively into her. She moved to meet every 

greedy thrust and her groans let out unashamedly into the still night. 

SNNNNAAAAPPPPPP 



Arthur screamed out in pain as a broken broom shank fell to the 

ground. 

ñWhat in heavenôs name do you think you are doing?ò screamed 

Gladys hysterically and deranged by what she had just seen. She went into 

him kicking, scratching and punching. Arthur grabbed her by the hair and 

dragged her off her feet. She screamed out in terror and pain as he sunk his 

teeth into her cheek and ripped off a mouthful of flesh. He threw her 

backwards and she landed heavily on the ground. He towered over her and 

spat her blood down onto her previously pristine white serving blouse. He 

picked up the broom shank and brandished the sharp point of the broken 

wood above her. She let out a whimper as he began to lower it towards her 

prone form. Her eyes widened as Arthur was suddenly jerked violently 

backwards. Esther had grabbed him from the rear and with a strength that 

belied her slender frame; she easily pushed him back from his cowering wife. 

She placed herself in between the man and his wife ï his prey. 

ñThat wonôt do, Arthur; that wonôt do at all,ò she said softly. Arthur 

snarled as he bared his teeth to his fleshy pink gums. ñBe gone with you, 

Arthur, before they are onto you,ò Esther said as she flicked at him with the 

back of her hand.  

Arthur turned and set off over the wall and down the track towards the 

woods. Esther lifted her croneôs head and laughed as he disappeared into the 

trees. 

***  



 Kevin suddenly swung his shotgun to his rear and took cover behind a 

bush. He cocked the trigger as he heard the footsteps getting nearer from out 

of the woods. The undergrowth rustled and he could hear twigs snapping as 

the oncomer brushed them aside. He dared not to breathe; his trembling finger 

rested against the trigger. 

 ñKevin, Kevin, where are you?ò called out Smith as he emerged from 

the woods. 

 Kevin breathed a sigh of relief. ñIôm over here, Mister Smith,ò he 

called out from behind the bush. 

 ñAh, there you are,ò said Smith as he went to him.  

 Kevin lowered his weapon and took a long draught from his whisky 

bottle. 

 ñHowôs my flock doing, Kevin?ò 

 ñFine, Mister Smith,ò replied Kevin as he indicated to the sheep 

illuminated by the moonlight in the meadow beyond. He took another draught 

of whisky and threw the empty bottle into the woods. 

 ñWhat the bloody hell is going on?ò Smith suddenly let out. 

 ñBloody hell,ò said Kevin in shock as he shouldered his weapon. 

 All they could see was a naked figure breaking from the woods down 

yonder and it was heading straight for the flock. 

 ñDonôt just gawp, laddy,ò cried out Smith frantically, ñfire a warning 

shot over its head.ò 

 The lad fired off erratically and the figure was blown sidewards as it 



caught the full force of the blast. 

 ñYou bloody idiot,ò Smith shouted as he grabbed the weapon from the 

lad. ñYou were only supposed to scare it off not kill it,ò he added as he 

brought the flat of his hand across Kevinôs face. 

 Smith slowly walked towards the fallen figure; Kevin ran off into the 

woods. A cloud came across the moon and darkness fell all around. Smith 

took a torch from his pocket and shined it down to the figure. The right side 

of his face and neck was blown off ï he was obviously dead from his 

appalling injuries. 

ñMy god,ò Smith ejaculated, ñItôs Arthur.ò 

***  

 The ambulance man had seen nothing like it as he helped to lift the 

dead figure onto the stretcher. Not only did she have a horrific wound to the 

bone on her cheek, but also her throat was riven like a mad dog had been at 

her. Further to this her right femur had been crushed ï the bone was shattered 

like it had been trapped in a vice. 

 ñMy god what has happened to Gladys?ò said the chef between his 

sobs. 

 

The End 

 

 

  

 



 

 

 

 

 

Im m unity  by April Toche 

 

 

 

  We were the only  ones clinging to life in this 
used to be world that was now void of all but a few 
forms of life. We were called immune, but mostly we 
thought we were unlucky. Unlucky to be breathing in 
the acrid smoke that permeated every space we 
attempted to find refug e in. The smoke is what 
killed them, almost everyone, and everything. We 
were immune, so we were spared. Spared? Whoever 
thought that fucked up term aptly described us was 
very mistaken.  
 
    Our days were our nights. The sun as well as 
the moon was hidde n behind a tremendous curtain of 
gray clouds of smoke. Some of the sunlight was able 
to get through, enough so that we didn't freeze to 
death, but not enough to heighten our dulled 
senses. We were nothing more than corpses that 
still breathed. Our loved on es, our lives, were all 
dead, and there was nothing to look forward to but 
more night days in our own purgatory. No one had 
the balls to off themselves, so we existed. We were 
immune, spending every agonizing second wishing we 
weren't.  
 
    There was no w orld, only barren landscapes that 
appeared to have been effectively erased, as a 
chalkboard. The few buildings that survived did 
little to stem the tide of choking smoke that 
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followed us everywhere.  
The pain we a felt did not lessen either, so we 
decided to end it. We wouldn't kill ourselves, we 
would perform a sort of anti -  immunity. Although we 
were immune to the effects of the smoke in normal 
doses, we would certainly choke to death if we 
inhaled it full force. They would run into the 
highest concentrat ions, and stop pretending to be 
dead. Really dead seemed so much better. After all, 
there was no point in clinging to hope that didn't 
exist.  
 
    They would do it together, entering the smoke 
as a unit. I would stay on the outskirts, keeping 
anyone from attempting escape. Then I would stop my 
pain.  
 
    Even when people have all intentions of dying, 
they have an inner spirit that rages against the 
gross injustice of it. This cannot be stopped, only 
temporarily paused at times. This wasn't one of 
those tim es. At first, everyone was in the smoke, 
calmly breathing as they always did, but when the 
choking began, panic ensued. Everyone was grabbing 
throats trying to pull air that didn¡t exist into 
their lungs. They began to run in wild patterns, 
eyes bulging, a nd then found the way out. As they 
began to run past me, I shot in no discernable 
order. I fired as fast as I could, bringing them 
down quickly. Mostly. Some were not kill shots, 
they were only wounded, causing agonizing screams 
and flying blood and brain matter to splatter my 
face. This did not deter me from my massacre. I 
would finish it at any cost.  
 
    The wounded, pleading for mercy, begging for me 
to stay my rifle, would not stop me. I killed and 
wounded, refilling the supply of death projectiles 
unt il all were still. I continued after, I was in 
an adrenaline fueled frenzy, seeing live people 
where there were none. I squeezed the trigger until 
the bullets were gone.  
 
    I collapsed from exhaustion as the adrenaline 
ceased coursing through my veins. T he landscape was 
no longer barren. Dead were everywhere. Corpses 
were strewn about, some with open eyes, some 
closed. Blood still pooled around holes in their 
bodies. The ground was dark red, like a clumsy, 
giant painter had carelessly dropped a huge bucke t 
of paint. My mind was playing tricks, as the view 
was becoming brighter by the second. Is this the 
way that insanity looks? It didn't matter; it would 



be over soon.  
 
    I looked up at the sky, the sky that should 
have been clogged with blackness. The s ky wasn't as 
menacing as it used to be. In fact, through my 
murderous mind, it appeared to be almost clear. The 
sun, I could actually see the sun. This must be 
what happens before you die. The world becomes the 
way you want it for a brief time. I wasn't dy ing 
however, there were no wounds, and my breathing was 
the same as it had always been.  
 
    As the man who had killed the world, began to 
grasp the harsh reality of what was happening, his 
frail mind snapped, as he understood what real hell 
was.  
HE HAD KILLED EVERYONE. He chanted to himself, 
Immunity, over and over.  
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The Sound of Chaos: 

Seth 
 

The Beautiful People: Soul Fly/ Sethus/ Something else 

 

When I think of Soul Fly it is the primitive state of man-- which they 

seem to represent with the utmost accuracy--that first comes to 
mind. They produce a sound that engulfs you into a chaos similar to 
that of unbalanced jungle warfare, the type that is fought with 
extreme vile with the only purpose to bring extinction to another. 

Their guitars shred with speed that resembles such insane piss-fire, 
while backed by percussion that resonates with the beats and sounds 
of the ancient tribes, which were thought to be long gone. 
 
So when I say that they released a cover song that could easily torn 
apart into pieces just by innocent criticism, you know that I speak 
with awareness of what Soul Fly represents. In their latest album 
there is a cover of Marilyn Manson‟s “The Beautiful People” which 
was great enough own its own and didn‟t need to be re-released. 
Knowing where Soul Fly‟s talents are I figured the drums would be 
right on par, if not better, but the vocals lost what they had before. I 
know some would argue that Cavalera‟s voice is barbaric in favor as it 
is his trademark, but by doing so it sounds like it the song was being 
covered by an unsigned band, the type of band that would play in the 
gritty bars in the poorest regions.  
 
 
 

 
In the frantic realm of metal, much more, 
the colossal gluttony of the music industry 
as a whole, and the veil of shadows that 
hid even the busiest of artists, it is easy to 
see why so many gems could go 
uncovered. One of these rare finds is a 
melodic death metal band from the UK, 
Setheus.  
 
Their single, “The Chooser of the Slain” 
has a great opening riff which takes no 

time intertwining into a melody thick enough to mirror that of other 
artists in the same genre like Inflames.  
 
One thing that tends to make or break bands in this genre is the 
voice of the singer. It is often very crude and comes out as a cookie 
monster sort of growl, and even though it is a beloved method by 
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many it also carries a threshold with it. Setheus doesn‟t cross that 
sort of line; in fact, their single shows that the vocalist is careful to 
not abuse the growl.  
 
This is a band that could easily become more popular across that 
world, even in America where Hip-Hop and Pop dominate the charts. 

 

 
Stepping out of the territory of everything-metal, I bring you 
introduction to a type of sound that is great t write to, at least for me 
anyway. I find the sound of bass and drums to be enough to build the 
most intoxicating melodies. In such pieces there is a wide variety of 
added materials that could appear, such as, light keyboards, lyrics 

with cryptic messages, and much more; however, no matter how busy 
these pieces get it is ultimately the drum and bass that gets me.  
 
To give an example, check out the samples on the website in my area.  
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What The Fuck: Jesse Dedman 

 

 

Case Study: What Drives Us?  
A Follow-up: Bukkake by Mr. Dedman 

 

Dear readers of Demonic Tome, Iõll take a moment from the 
originally planned piece to offer clarity on what the 
purpose of the Case Study is, how it relates to Demonic 

Tome, and the content in which it focuses on. 
 

I will go ahead and answer various questions we have received 
in our inbox, and the number was not-so surprising knowing 
how unorthodox the content of the previous Case Study was. 

 
Question 1: What is with the title? 
 Trying to develop a title that captures exactly what this column is 

intended to do was a challenge we found ourselves facing. Oliver suggested 

“Case Study” as it would be a title that informs the reader that they are 
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the May 
edition of 
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about to read a piece that will be examining something with the intent of 

being as non-biased as possible, only suggesting to question. The more 

edgier approach was offered by Jen, who will be making contributions later 

on, titled “What the Fuck” which was a deviation of my suggested title, “Our 
Fucked-Up World” while both titles grab attention, they offer no reserve for 

neutrality, instead it insists that we would be as opinionated as possible. 

 
Question 2: Why in Demonic Tome? 
 Demonic Tome started out primarily focusing on the stories, but it 

showcased a small and mild sort of columnists, unfortunately the members 
were not so dedicated and thus some of it suffered in ways that make 

credibility seem flawed; however, I‟m not trying to say anything bad about 

any of them, in fact one has taken a silence in approach to find his writing 

style. I don‟t question their drive and desire, I just work with it the best I 

can.  

 I wanted to have a philosophical voice in the magazine, and there is 
an old saying that if you want something done right you better do it yourself, 

so here I am assigned to the project. 

 
Question 3: You guys aren‟t going to start going over fetishes 

and stuff are you? 
 We are not a cosmo mag, nor do we ever wish to pretend to be one. 

We are a magazine that focuses on the darker side of literature, thus the 

desire for stories containing elements of horror, dark fantasy, and even eerie 

sci-fi; furthermore, the “Case Study” is to focus on the darker side of our 
(global) society, so something like Bukkake, which is viewed by the common 

person and society as an undesired sort of fetish, has the right to mentioned 

here. 

 
Question 4: Are you afraid of alienating fans? 
 I am aware that some fans may not like what is discussed in the 

“Case Study” but they are free to restrain themselves from reading that 
section and take part in what they like, the stories. Not everything we cover 

will be sexual, but most of it will be “odd”, using the term in the most non-

biased way in relation to the perspective of society. 

 
Question 5: What else do you plane on covering? 
 Well, anything that has to do with human nature and the puzzeling 
ways that we act, which, essentially, is limitless. Humans are the greatest at 

using logic to forge some of the oddest ideals, following them, dedicated to 

them, and even shedding blood for them; however, on the contrary, humans 

are the greatest at developing better methods by crafting better tools, which 

grant us better insight.  

 As for a list of what we have so far: 

1. Self-mummification 
2. Sexual attraction to Objects 

3. The Idea of Justice 
4. The Idea of Reasonable 
5. Phenomenology  

This is just a short list of things and is not in any way 

depicting order of any sort.  



 

 I hope the answers were able to offer clarity on what the 

“Case Study” is about.  

 

 
 

 
 

Where is our “Great 

Era”? Jen 

 

 
 
     
    
 
   I was born at the end of the 80s. The 90 ¡s were 
gr eat: the games, movies, Mt v, the beginning of 
reality television. And then the millennium hits. 
What do we have? Well ,  we have some awesome 
technology such as the i - Pod, the advancement s in 
cell phones,  the improvements  in computers and the  
usefulness of t he internet (Hello DSL, Goodbye 
dial up.) But recently I¡ve wondered, where is our 
¢great era£? 
 
    In the past we¡ve had the Renaissance, 
Enlightenment , and  Romantic era.  The great novels,  
art and music were produced in such eras. This 
generation now is known as the Technological era, 
the Information Age, and Generation Y. Although we 
have all this great technology, I have to ask: 
Where are our great writers, novelists, 
philosophers, play writers with originality?  
Society, I fear, has altered the percept ion of 
what is acceptable to the world today. What will 
be left behind? What will this generation be known 
for? We are living in an illiterate age here. No ,  
I don¡t mean that no one can read or write, 
although the numbers are alarming for this day and 
age.  I mean we live in an age where a kid in 
middle school or high school doesn¡t know who 
Mary Shelley is or Bram Stocker. Come on people! 
We live In a world where it¡s okay for people to 
eat a pig¡s vagina on TV to win the love of 
whoever the hell that was. And skanky whores 
riding on a bus full of diseases for what? For 

 



their 5 min of fame? Not even that! What is the 
point of this unnecessary mind melting crap on TV?  
 I will admit, there have been a few reality 
TV shows that have been my guilty pleasure. Bu t I 
know when to stop. I know when to pick up a book 
or the paper every now and then. PICK UP A BOOK!!  
     We need our next Edgar Allen Poe, the next 
Emily Dickinson, and Walt Whitman. Where is the 
next great novel that will be talked about for 
ages? The  next great artist? I know there has to 
be some out there. I still have hope. If there are 
any suggestions, please let me know. Let¡s change 
the perception of our generation.   
 
 

 

 

 

Next M onth…  
We have several things lined up fo r you in our May 2009 edi tion.  
 
 

 

  

Eric S. Brown, a former 
contributor of Demonic 
Tome, has a new book out 
entitled ¢Unabridged, 
Unabashed & Undead£, a 
collection of his over -
the - top short stories.  
 http://www.amazon.com/Unabridged-
Unabashed-Undead-Zombie-
Stories/dp/1441420932/ref=sr_1_4?ie=U
TF8&s=books&qid=1237126321&sr=1-4 

Self - mummification, 
an act of self 
denial in the 
extreme, but when 
mind and body are 
thought - up as two 
separate things with 
mind being 
enlightened and the 
body being merely a 
vessel, what is 
really wrong with 
this sort of 

Death metal on 
the rise 
amongst the 
Islam crowd? 
It seems to be 
the case , and 
Seth will take 
us there.  
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activity?  

 
 
 

 


