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Preface  

 
 
Welcome Greg Gonzales, a frequent scribe for 
Demonic Tome, for he shall act as the primary 
judge and operator in my absence. Though I will 
be busy with other important tasks, I will be 
overseeing the magazine and shall have more 
time to be the manager that I should be. It is 
impossible for the magazine to exist without 
dividing the duties among those willing to help, 
and Greg Gonzales is our man.  
 

Mr. Kingwood is busy oversees and may vi sit 
from time -to-time, but other members like Jen 
and Seth will continue to delight us with their 

pieces.  
 
I would like to take this opportunity to really ask all of you, those that 
read this magazine, to lend your opinion. Tell us what you would like to 
hear about, for in order to improve we must expand beyond what we 
perceive to be our weakness.  
 

Mr. Dedman      

 
 
 

Jesse Dedman and Mr. Kingwood are no longer 
with us. Regrettably, they have both suffered 
severe trauma to the neck after a close 
encounter wi th a rusted machete. The police 
have not been involved in the investigation. The 

blood thirsty menace still remains at large. At this point we have plans to 

mailto:Dedman@demonictome.com
mailto:Legato10@swbell.net


bring back Mr. Dedman and Mr. Kingwood, for good or ill. In the mean 
time we, here at Demonic Tome,  have compiled a list of top notch 
alchemists, sorcerers, leprechauns, scientologists, bishops, folklore 
scriptures, relics, freemasons, and Haitian voodoo doctors under our 

influence and possession. It is certain that their souls are burning in hell 
at th is moment which is, ironically enough, actually a blessing in 
disguise. God is very stingy with his souls. We wouldnõt have been able to 
get them back had they instead gone to Heaven. The Devil, on the other 
hand, has a deep seated fascination with trade a nd fiddles. If it comes 

down to it: Charlie Daniels  owes us a favor.  

 The good news is that our new leader has taken the reins of demonic 
Tome with a bold cruelty. Greg immediately arrived at the scene of the 
massacre and began investigating by recreating the scene realistically 
using our state -of-the -art csi/cgi lab. At one point we all became terribly 
distracted by the cgi applications and ended up making a somewhat 
decent film that the Sundance film festival has deemed "Decadent and 
demeaning for all aud iences." We have yet to hear back from the 
Academy. Meanwhile, Greg mentioned he would give the machete a 
personal examination. Last we saw it; he had it in his trophy 
room/personal study placed somewhat affectionately on a mantle behind 
the desk. There wa s a meeting in which he strongly asserted his 
professional interest in the machete but claimed it was still, nevertheless, 
a terrible omen and must be kept in his office. He went on to elaborate 

that it had given him what Hunter Thompson called "The Fear" and it 
must never be spoken of again. We were sworn to secrecy and for our 
own protection on the spot and have since been kept in his basement 
with his various books, children, relics, goldfish, and frightening 
creatures beneath the floorboard we've not ye t identified. Please note that 
the screening process is now entirely in his hands, for good or ill. We 
wish only for the success of the site and the writers associated. With that 
said: Enjoy  

 

 

 

 

 



Poetry  

 

 

Room Service  
By John Grey  

 

In the motel room of the phantasms,  

passion vortex: sweat modules of silk, 

blood droplets of loving pain, 

fever blisters of shivering sin, 

incessant liquid flooding 

desert cravings of the heart, 

while outside, chaos: 

burly cops of rain-smash, lightning doorbell, 

windows crashing silver, branches screaming, 

mad air pelting stones and bones 

on battering horn-blasts of highway rampage 

and raw men scattering like wind flotsam. 

Night, the predator beast, leaps on day, 

cracks its back with holocaust fangs. 

But yearnings never hear, hunger 

canôt be swayed by bully-boys of Armageddon. 

It merely combs its hair in jagged light, 

sighs like a bi-plane through clouds of thunder. 

ñYour dinner is here,ò snarls the bell-boy. 

Some nights, itôs cooked flesh. 

Some nights, it is the bell-boy. 
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Demonic Scripture  
The Stories  

 

Spoilt Rotten  
By Brenton Tomlinson  

 
 
     The pressure on Hollyõs bladder was getting uncomfortable, made 
worse by the sudden dips and rises in the undulating road. A highway 
marker glowed in the carõs headlights as they raced along the remote 
section of country tarmac. It read ôS 35õ: not long to go now.  

 
She turned to Kevin as she 
lowered the volume on the 
antiquated car radio. òSlow 
down, honey. The turn off is 

just up here on the right.ó 
 
Kevin flashed her a smile. òThis car may not look like much, but I told 
you sheõd get us here.ó 
 
òHowõs the temp gauge holding up?ó 

 
Kevin glanced down at the dash as he slowed the car and flicked on the 
indicator. òHot, but we should make your dadõs place.ó 
 
They swung off the sealed r oad onto the rarely graded gravel driveway 
which led to Hollyõs dadõs little piece of country life. The carõs headlights 
played over the white trunks of old gnarled gum trees, and tall brown 
grass, definitely well past council regulation height for safety.   
 
Kevin tutted. òYour dad needs to do something about all this 
undergrowth,ó he gestured with his hand at the roadside. òOne spark 
and sheõll go up in no time.ó 
 
Holly reached over into the back seat and grabbed her cardigan. 
December was way too hot to b e wearing one, but she needed to cover 
the bruising on her arms. She awarded Kevin with a sour look for 
noticing what she was doing.  
 
òIõm sorry, babe. It wonõt happen again. I told you that.ó 
 

Holly pushed up the sleeves to allow her forearms a chance to breathe a 



little. òThatõs what you said last time. If my mum and dad knew you hurt 
me, theyõd kill you.ó 
 
òYour dad is old and bent, and I canõt see your mum carving anyone up 

real soon, itõd cause havoc with her perm and nails.ó 
 
òDonõt start on my parents, Kevin.ó 
 
Kevin pointed out the windscreen. òWhat the fuck is that?ó 
 
Holly followed the direction of his arm and squinted down the section of 
dirt road illuminated by the weak headlights. òPull over! I want to check 
it out.ó 
 
Kevin did as asked and pull ed to the side of the road. They both got out 
and approached the object. The light from the car reflected off the silver 
case of a digital camera.  
 
Kevin bent down and picked it up. òNow why would someone leave this in 
the middle of the road?ó 
 
Holly looke d around at the blackness pushing in from the surrounding 
paddocks. òI think Dadõs dam is just over here somewhere.ó 
 
Kevin played with the buttons on the camera but nothing was working. òI 
think it needs batteries.ó 
 
The car coughed. The headlights blared  into sudden brightness, and 
then died to leave them in a gray darkness. The ping from the cooling 
engine was accompanied by a constant hiss of steam escaping under 
pressure.  
 
Kevin kicked at the gravel surface, scattering small rocks into the 
underbrush b eside the road. òFuck!ó 
 
òItõs not far to Dadõs place. We can come back in the morning and sort 
out the car.ó 
 
òItõs a fucking antique. I have no intention of leaving it out here where 
some local lads can smash it up.ó Kevin opened the driverõs side door 
and dropped heavily onto the seat. òWeõll just let her cool down a bit and 
then nurse her to your dadõs place.ó 
 
Holly crossed her arms. òYou think Iõm going to sit out here when I can 

walk a few hundred meters and be sitting in my Dadõs kitchen? Besides, 



Iõm busting for a wee.ó 
 
Kevin waved toward the dark surrounds. òGo squat out there. Nobody 
will see you.ó 

 
Holly opened the back door and retrieved her backpack. òVery nice; Iõll 
see you when you get to Dadõs.ó She slammed the door and hefted her 
pack into  position.  
 
Kevin leaned over and locked the doors. He got out and slammed his own 
door. òWhat a great way to spend Christmas.ó 
 
Holly held back any comment about the stupidity of bringing his bucket 
of bolts instead of her cute little hatchback. She could  do without 
another thumping.  
 
Away from the car, the full moonõs radiance bounced off the lighter 
coloured gravel of the road and allowed them to find their way. Holly 
pointed to the side where a wavy silver line stretched across her fatherõs 
dam. òI knew it was around here. Look, the fence has been broken.ó 
 
Kevin kicked at the road surface again. òIt seems a car went off here as 
well. These look like tyre marks,ó he pointed at the grass beside the road, 
òand they continue through there. How deep is that dam?ó 
 
She scratched her head and started walking down the road again. òIf itõs 
full, I think itõs about 3 meters in the middle. We used to swim in it when 
we were little, but Dad stopped that when we became teenagers.ó 
 
òWhyõs that?ó 
 
òAttracted the local yobboõs when I used to go swimming. Dad didnõt like 
it.ó 
 
Kevin pulled her against his side as they walked, hanging an arm around 
her neck and pawed one of her tits. òI bet you were something even 
then.ó 
 
Holly pushed him away. òHey! Piss off! Iõm not some thing for you to 
grope for fun.ó 
 
Kevin chuckled and held up his arms in mock surrender. òWhatever, 
babe.ó 
 

They rounded another bend in the driveway. Kevin stopped and took in 



the view of where they were going to spend Christmas. òYou have got to 
be kid ding me.ó 
 
A narrow house façade made of warped timber and rusting iron sat 

before them. Soft orange light glowed from a single window nestled under 
the front porch veranda. An off -white door reflected the pale moonlight.  
  
Having walked on a pace or two f urther, Holly stopped and turned back 
to him. òWhat?ó 
 
òOne strong blow and this thing looks like itõll fall down around our ears. 
Why couldnõt we stay in a motel or something?ó 
 
Holly grabbed Kevin by the arm and pulled him toward the house. 
Because youõre a tight -arse when it comes to forking out money,  is what 
she thought but let it go. òDad may have let the place go a bit since he 
and Mum separated, but I think it just adds to the charm. Besides, I 
want to wake up here tomorrow morning with those that I  love, and who 
I know love me. Itõs Christmas!ó 
 
Kevin stopped dragging his feet and started running the last bit to the 
front door. òRace you then.ó 
 
Holly didnõt bother and stepped onto the front porch a little after Kevin. 

She opened the front door and flicked on the overhead light. òSeems like 
Dadõs out somewhere.ó 
 
Kevin came through the doorway and glanced around. The front door 
opened directly into the kitchen/dining area. A single oil lamp sat beside 
the stove, its orange glow overwhelmed by the ove rhead light. A closed 
door on the opposite wall, with an obviously well used axe hanging on it, 
led further into the house, a second door to one side had a small plaque 
attached to it with the silhouette of a toilet printed on it. Everything was 
made of wo od, or rusted metal covered by peeling paint. Large dust -
covered cobwebs decorated the ceiling corners and more hung from the 
central light which swayed slightly above a huge table.  
 
Made of highly polished wood with thick legs and matching heavy chairs, 
the setting dominated the room. Kevin looked down on the tabletop and 
admired his reflection, while Holly rushed into the toilet. When she 
emerged he nodded toward the table. òHow out of place does this look?ó 
 
òWhat do you mean?ó asked Holly. òDad built this table himself.ó She ran 
her fingers lightly over the surface. òWe sat round this when were kids.ó 

 



Kevin pointed with an open hand at the rusting dirty -white stove and the 
dusty benches with their peeling lime -green laminate. òEverything here 
stinks of  age and neglect.ó He swung his arm down to rest the back of his 
knuckles against the table top. òBut this is so well cared for.ó 

 
òDad always said that the dining table is the heart of the house. Itõs 
where the family should gather together to share their  day and their 
meals.ó Holly pulled out one of the chairs, its legs scrapping noisily on 
the dirt strewn grey linoleum of the kitchen floor. òDid you bring that 
camera with you?ó 
 
òItõs no good; the batteries are dead.ó Kevin took it out of his pocket and 
handed it to her.  
 
With camera in hand, she stood and opened a side drawer. She pulled 
three placemats out and an old plastic school lunchbox. Kevin sat at the 
table as she retook her seat. Spreading the placemats out before her, she 
laid the camera on one  and the lunchbox on another.  
 
òWhatõs this placemat for?ó asked Kevin lifting the last one. 
 
òFor you to lean on, so you donõt mark Dadõs table.ó She ignored Kevinõs 
sneer as she opened the lunchbox. Inside were batteries of all shapes 
and sizes. Flicking  open the back of the camera she poured out the spent 
double AAõs from inside it and replaced them with a couple from the 
lunchbox. The small digital screen came alive as she turned it on.  
 
Kevin leaned closer. òWell? Whatõs on it? Any nudie shots?ó 
 
Holly  rolled her eyes as the review menu came up. She started flicking 
through the shots.  
 
Kevin came around behind her to watch over her shoulder. òHey,ó he said 
pointing to the screen. òIsnõt that your brother?ó 
 
Holly leaned in closer to the screen. òHe looks similar but itõs not him.ó 
She advanced the screen to the next photo. A self portrait of the 
photographer showed a young blond woman. òSee, it canõt be my brother. 
You know his wife is older than this girl and has dark hair.ó She pointed 
at the eyebrows  of the picture. òUnless she had dyed her eyebrows as 
well, this girl is naturally blond.ó 
 
òMaybe the rug doesnõt match the curtains,ó Kevin said as he moved 
away from his viewing station. òI wonder if your dad has any beer in the 

fridge?ó He pulled open the heavy door on the old Kelvinator.  



 
òYou should ask the man of the house before you go helping yourself,ó 
said a gruff voice from the inner door. Hollyõs dad entered the kitchen. He 
was wiry and tall, and enveloped in a long black raincoat. As if age 

pr essed down physically from above, he leaned slightly forward as he 
stepped further into the room and closed the door behind him.  
 
òSorry about that, Phil. Wasnõt sure where you were or how long youõd be 
gone. Expecting rain?ó 
 
Holly jumped up from her seat  and wrapped her arms around her father. 
With one arm, Phil returned his daughterõs hug, with the other he 
pointed at Kevin. òYou may as well get me one while youõre at it, smart-
aleck. Holders are on top of the fridge.ó 
 
Kevin pulled two cans and slid the m into the holders before passing one 
to Phil. òSo whatõs with the raincoat?ó 
 
òA stormõs rolling in. I wasnõt sure when, or if Iõd still be in the middle of 
it when it hit, so I prepared for the worst and hoped for the best, but you 
youngsters wouldnõt know anything about that ñwould you?ó 
 
Kevin took a long drink of his beer.  
 
Philõs brow knitted. òWhereõs your car?ó 
 
òWe came up in Kevinõs,ó Holly said. òIt died a little way down the road, 
not far from the broken fence.ó 
 
òYou kids didnõt happen to see anyone out there did you? I thought I 
heard someone mucking around out in the paddock when I was feeding 
the hogs.ó 
 
Holly and Kevin both shook their heads.  
 
Phil, still with an arm around Holly, nodded at the table. òWhatõs with 
the battery box?ó 
 
Holly han ded him the camera. òWe found this on the driveway, next to 
where Kevinõs car died.ó She ignored the grimace from Kevin. òDid 
somebody go through the fence?ó 
 
Phil nodded and began flicking through the pictures. òYep, these are the 
ones we pulled from the dam earlier today; dead as the proverbial Dodo.ó 

 



 Kevin choked on his beer spraying frothy white bubbles across the table. 
òYouõre fucking kidding me?ó 
 
Phil handed the camera back to Holly and grabbed a cloth from the side 

bench. He tossed it at Kevin. òWatch your mouth around my daughter 
and in my house.ó His voice remained soft but the menace was obvious. 
òAnd clean up your mess.ó 
 
Kevin raised an eyebrow in Hollyõs direction, but she shook her head. He 
settled for smiling at Phil. òSorry about that, old man. Wonõt happen 
again.ó Kevin moved his placemat to one side and carefully placed his 
drink on it.  
 
òBe sure it doesnõt. If you must know, I was on the other side of the dam. 
Some of the flotsam from the car had washed up over there. With the 
storm com ing in, I didnõt want it being drawn back in.ó 
 
The sound of a nearby gunshot exploded through the night stillness. 
Kevin jerked his arms as he instinctively tensed, which knocked his beer 
can forward. The contents spread across the slick surface of the ta ble. 
Dust and long dead insects drifted down from the overhead light to mix 
in the amber river. An ominous roll of thunder sounded in the distance.  
 
òWhat the fuck was that?ó Kevin yelled. 
 
òSit down,ó Phil ordered. He stood up straight, gaining another six inches 
in height.  
 
He didnõt look so old or frail in Kevinõs eyes any longer. He sat as 
directed.  
 
Phil stepped to the single window and peered into the darkness. òYou two 
stay here. I need to find out who is playing silly buggers on my property.ó 
 
Holl y sat down slowly at the head of the table. òYou canõt go out there, 
Dad. Itõs not safe.ó 
 
Phil crossed to the inner door and removed the axe. He licked his thumb 
and ran it along the cutting edge. òItõs probably the Jenson kids from the 
neighbouring prope rty. Iõll be fine.ó 
 
òI donõt give a fuck whoõs out there.ó Kevin picked up his can and drained 
what was left of his beer. òYouõre one stupid son-of-a-bitch if youõre going 
out there in the middle of the night. An axe ainõt going to do shit against 

a gun.ó  



 
Phil held the axe handle just below the head and walked over to where 
Kevin sat. He leaned down close to the younger man. òI donõt give a flying 
fig what you think about me going out there. A man has to protect whatõs 

his, but if you use that foul mouth  of yours one more time in my 
daughterõs presence, Iõll take you outside and show you how effective this 
old axe can be.ó 
 
Kevin sat back in the chair and stared, wide -eyed at Phil, his hands 
shaking enough on the table top to cause the ring on his little finger to 
tap out a rapid cadence. Phil slammed his free hand down onto Kevinõs 
wrist. He yanked Kevinõs arm to the left and let it drop onto the placemat 
beside the now empty can. òDonõt you dare mark my table. I stand for 
people marking my table almost l ess than I do if they mark my  little 
girl.ó He hefted the axe to add the full stop to his sentence.  
 
Kevin didnõt move as Phil walked around behind him. He hadnõt realised 
he held his breath until Phil went out the front door. As the door clicked 
shut he  let out a sigh of relief.  
 
Holly sat quietly opposite him, playing with the camera and occasionally 
glancing anxiously at the window.  
 
Kevin raised a hand and pointed at her. òYou fucking told him, didnõt 
you?ó 
 
Holly knitted her eyebrows together in a fr own. òDad told you to stop 
swearing in front of me. I suggest you do as he asks while weõre here. 
You never know when heõll come back in.ó 
 
Kevinõs finger shook as he continued to point at her. òYou told him Iõve 
hurt you, havenõt you? That was some thinly veiled threat. Iõll be fucked 
if Iõm staying here tonight.ó 
 
òWhat you going to do, Kevin? Grab a bottle of water and head back to 
that shitbox you call a car?ó She pointed at the window, her own finger 
shaking just as much as Kevinõs was, but in rage rather than fear. òAre 
you just going to walk down the driveway in the middle of the night, with 
some lunatic totting a shotgun out there, and my father itching for an 
excuse to hit somebody with his axe? He could mistake you for the 
nutter out there, you kno w. Wouldnõt be the first time.ó 
 
Kevin stood, knocking the chair backwards. Only its solid construction 
stopped it from tipping over. òWhat do you mean it wouldnõt be the first 

time?ó 



 
A noise at the window caused them both to turn toward it. A peel of 
thu nder exploded overhead and blue -white lightning flashed. A contorted 
pale face pressed hard against the dirty pane. As quick as the lightning 

flash it too disappeared.  
 
Kevin went to the drawers and pulled them out. òWhere the fuck does 
your dad keep his k nives?ó 
 
Three loud thumps rattled the door. A cackling high -pitched voice called 
out in sing -song fashion from the other side. òHello, kiddies. Would the 
owner of the yellow Corolla parked down the road care to come outside. I 
have a proposition for you.ó 
 
Kevin pulled a meat cleaver from another drawer. òWeõve got someone 
outside as well, arsehole, and if they catch you, youõre fucked...and if you 
touch my car, youõre fucked,ó he added. 
 
òIs that so, little man? Would it be someone other than the owner of this 
property, for you see weõve already taken care of him.ó 
 
Holly screamed. òDaddy!ó 
 
Kevin ran around the table and grabbed her by the arm. òShut up. Iõm 
sure Philõs fine. Theyõre bluffing.ó 
 
Thunder echoed across the plains again.  
 
Holly turned and bu ried her face in Kevinõs chest. òWhat are we going to 
do?ó 
 
òDo you have your phone?ó 
 
Holly reluctantly let go of him and grabbed her backpack from the corner 
and upended it on the floor. Kevin snatched the mobile as soon as it fell 
free. He flipped it op en. òFuck me, is nothing going to go right tonight?ó 
 
Holly looked down at the screen. No signal.  
 
The shotgun exploded into the night once more, but the gunshot wasnõt 
from the porch. It came from much further down the driveway. Lightning 
flashed turning the blackness outside into a false daylight. The after 
image was burnt into Kevinõs vision. A small figure dressed in black 
aimed a rifle back down the gravel road. Lightning flashed again. The 

area outside the house was empty.  



 
òThat fucker has gone to destroy my car.ó 
 
òGive a shit about your car. What about my dad?ó 

 
Kevin turned and grabbed Holly painfully by the upper arm. òYou donõt 
get it. Iõve got two kilos in the boot. I was going to drop it off on the way 
home tomorrow. If I canõt deliver it, who do you think will be in the shit 
then?ó 
 
òYou told me youõd finished with all that.ó 
 
Kevin pushed her back against the wall and turned toward the front 
door. òI lied.ó 
 
He threw open the door as the lightning flashed again. A pattering of rain 
had begun t o fall and was slowly gaining in strength. Kevin stepped out 
into the night, the light of the moon now hidden by storm clouds. Holly 
ran to the open doorway. With a hand gripping each side of the frame, 
and the strengthening winds whipping her hair behind her, she watched 
Kevin run down the driveway with the cleaver held before him.  
 
The roar of the gun mimicked the thunder overhead. Kevinõs legs slipped 
out from under him, driving him hard onto the rain -slick driveway. The 
cleaver slipped from his grasp an d slid to a stop a meter away. He 
struggled to one knee and dragged himself forward.  
 
A shadow detached itself from the blackness on the side of the road. 
Kevin held out a hand in desperation. òPhil, help me.ó 
 
Phil swung the axe with practised precision, driving it down through 
Kevinõs clavicle until he split the sternum. òI told you what would happen 
if you swore in my house ñ,ó he said as he wrenched it free. Kevin obliged 
by staying upright on his knees, a look of bewilderment on his face, his 
arm still stretched out before him.  
 
òñor in front of my daughter.ó Phil swung again, creating a clean V 
shape from the other side of Kevinõs head. He smiled as Kevin folded 
forward and crumpled on the driveway in a growing puddle of body 
fluids, his head only atta ched to the rest of him by his backbone. A few 
more quick swings and Kevin was six neat packages ready for the hogs.  
 
Holly ran out into the storm and wrapped her arms around her father. 
òThank you, Daddy.ó 

 



Phil gave her a quick hug and then pushed her aw ay. òGo get back inside 
you silly girl, and put the kettle on. Weõll need a hot drink once weõre 
done.ó He gestured at the bloody remains at their feet. òThe Christmas 
ham will be something special next year thanks to you and your 

brother.ó 
 
Holly nodded a nd gave her father another hug before she turned and 
sprinted back into the house. She filled the kettle and placed it on the 
stove before kicking off her muddy shoes. She picked up the camera from 
the table and opened the inner door.  
 
The plush apricot ca rpet was soft under her toes as she walked along the 
hallway. She knocked gently on the first door she came to. Without 
waiting she turned the handle and stepped into her brotherõs room. òHi 
Peter. You left this out on the road.ó 
 
Peter sat up from loungin g on his bed where he was reading his book. 
òThanks, sis. Sally must have dropped it. Everything okay out there?ó he 
nodded toward the front of the house.  
 
Holly nodded. òSally? Is she the girl in the pictures? Anyone I should 
know about?ó 
 
Peter shook his  head as a smile played at the corners of his mouth. òNot 
anymore.ó 
 
 Holly shivered. òI need to get out of these wet clothes. Could you keep an 
eye on the kettle for me? They want a hot drink when theyõre done.ó 
 
Peter swung his legs over the side of the bed, closing his book, but 
keeping his thumb in place as a page marker. òSure.ó 
 
Holly ran quickly down to her bedroom and changed into dry clothes. 
She slipped on her house slippers and made her way back to the kitchen. 
She ran around the table and hugged  her mother. òHi, Mum. Itõs so nice 
to be home for Christmas.ó 
 
Maggie kissed her daughter on the cheek and then rubbed away the 
white marks her makeup had left on her daughterõs face. òItõs nice to 
have you back where you belong.ó 
 
Phil turned from the ki tchen bench with a mug of steaming tea in hand. 
He took his place at the head of the table and raised his mug. òIõd like to 
thank God, for delivering my children back home to Maggie and me, and 

for helping us remove the burdens they had in their life. May He protect 



us and allow us to continue to care for these children in His name. 
Amen.ó 
 
Maggie, Peter, and Holly all raised their mugs. òAmen!ó 

 

Important interruption!  
By Greg  

 
There is no easy way to describe the events that led up to our impri.... 
volun tary captivity. Some of us do not recall the event at all, those that 
do are silent and often in the fetal position muttering away nonsense. 
There is no door to the room and a vague scent of chlorophorm, blood, 
and sulfur fill the air. In our time here, we  have discovered many items 
both personal and historical. Most of which lie on a shelf covering an 
entire wall of the basement. There is a skull on top of the shelf encased 
in a transparent glass case. The notation below says nothing more than 
A. Bierce. T he other items that line the shelves are remarkable. 
Estranged Literature , marble sculptures, books of alchemy, natural 
science, theology, roman scriptures, pieces of the Necranomicon, Thomas 
Jefferson 's second edition of his self -written bible (Jesus 2: T he truth 
behind revelations and revolutions), untranslated Egyptian texts, pagan 
relics, and for some reason a perfectly preserved section of marvel comics 
next to a stack of DC comics near a barrel used as an all -purpose waste 
bin. Below us there are nois es. Something living is down there. All of this 

is rotting here in a leaky basement with what we now see as our fellow 
refugees -those children. It is no one's choice to be here. Our only task is 
the Magazine. Our rule is Gregõs whim. The children prove to be an 
invaluable resource. From day one they have hailed us as something like 
Gods. Pointing at us and leaping up and down. They prepare our food, 
and deliver the orders from Greg. How they obtain his writing we do not 
yet know. Nevertheless, they give us the necessary space and comfort to 
endure what Greg assures us is a "temporary solution". They don't speak 
English. They have their own language that sounds nothing like we are 
familiar with. They have a deep reverence for literature and can read 
none of i t. They kill the bugs and feast on them. First, they welcome the 
unsuspecting insects into a preserved area of the basement. Time is 
spent in excitement. The bugs are treated warmly by their generous 
hosts. They become fat and slothful. When they reach thi s state of 
weakness the children attack. The bugs have a harder time scurrying 
and escaping down the caverns they outgrew in their absence, the hunt 
is savage and merciless. Exits useless, surrounded, the bugs can only die 
or fight and live. The children h ave other options. A fat spider leaps 
wildly and unexpectedly at one child's eyes. The child scratches at his 
own face and the leader takes queue  and smacks his head with a well 
aimed shovel. The spider barely leaps away in time onto the next closest 



child  without the shovel. It scurries to the victim's back and the next 
sound is a thud. Two roaches have taken flight. Building speed and 
colliding with remarkable precision into the eyes and ears of two more 
children. They stumble and fall together. The child ren are shaken. The 
remains of the roaches are spewed across their faces. The look at each 
other and smile a vicious little smile and cry what can only be "Victory!" 
The shovel is held high above the leader's head. He looks all over the 
floor and spins wil dly around the room. He has The Fear . He doesn't 
know the whereabouts of the enemy. The spider descends on a string 
from the shovel. Leaps onto the back of the childõs head and the child 
bellows something mad. He's wielding the shovel madly against 
everyth ing close to him. The rest of the tribe soon realizes what's 
happening after seeing another caught in the undisciplined cross -fire. 
One moves to subdue the crazed leader followed abruptly by the sound of 
4 teeth cracking against a tiny jaw. The last child  without a shovel runs 
into a dark corner and cowers. The leader exhausts himself and slumps 
against a wall breathing heavily. 4 other spiders jump at him along with 
3 roaches, 2 centipedes, and 4 poisonous asps from all directions. He 
never loses enough ai r in his lungs to quit screaming. He passes out 
from a combination of what looks like severe pain, fear, and loss of 
breath. The bugs are merciful. They slither away and expand the exits 
and never return. The children are all lying about. The staff is cram med 
underneath our 3 workspace desks on the far side of the basement. We 
do not come out for several hours. A care package is dropped onto a desk 

from a chute above our heads. And then two more. The children become 
excited. They leap and covet the boxes. T he one who was cowering in a 
corner retrieves what we thought was a piece of glass art work. They 
begin to smoke out of it. Things have become stranger and stranger. We 
don't remember much after that. The darkness leaves little to remember 
and only horribl e imaginings. The beasts beneath the floorboards grow 
louder each day. The smell makes it worse for some reason. All I know is 
that hunger soon followed those within the confines of the tiny smoke 
filled basement. Another package was dropped. There was mor e food in 
this time than there was yesterday. The children didn't eat much. Their 
eyes became dark and secretive. With that we bring you our next 
submission:  

 

 



 
 

The Game  
By: Ben Larson  

 

 

     Brad Hendricks took a seat on the sparsely populated city bus, his blue 

Jansport backpack clutched tightly to his body.  It was a little after 8:00 PM and 

the rush hour had abated hours ago.  Three teenage boys sat towards the front 

of the bus, dressed in heavy jackets that gave them the appearance of being 

larger than they really were.  A young Asian woman sat a few seats away from 

Brad immersed in a womanõs magazine.  Brad eyed the woman for a moment.   

 She would do nicely,  he though t to himself.  Slender and beautiful, with a 

graceful posture that showed her proper upbringing, she was probably a lawyer 

or a business executive of some fashion.  Girls like that were hard to find. The 

urge to make a move on her was quickly becoming an a ll consuming desire.  

 No, No, No, Brad thought to himself, snapping the rubber band he kept 

around his wrist.  Aversion therapy, Dr. Wilke, that cunt of a shrink Bradõs 

mother had forced him see in high school, had called it.  The idea was to snap 

the rub ber band hard enough against the sensitive skin on his wrist every time 

he felt himself getting out of control.  The thoughts would be associated with 

the pain, and he would not want to think them again.  At least that was the 

theory.  You have to go throu gh with the plan.  We have worked so hard on this 

one. 

 The bus came to a stop.  The hiss of the gas pistons that controlled the 

doors broke Bradõs attention from the pretty Asian girl.  A cute twenty two year 

old blonde boarded the bus.  Her name was Heat her Cullen.  A store clerk in a 

nearby womanõs boutique, Heather was heading home from her shift.   

Brad knew that of course.  He had been following her for a little over a 

week.  Luckily for Brad, Heather was a creature of habit, making her an easy 

mark.  She was also dangerously self absorbed.  Even though Brad had rode 

the same bus with her every day for the past nine days, Brad very much 

doubted if Heather was even aware of his existence.   

She walked right past him, not with even so much as a glance, t aking a 

seat towards the back of the bus.  Brad reached down into his jacket and pulled 

out the wrinkled photo he carried of her.  Taking one final look at the picture, 

he confirmed it was indeed a picture of the woman sitting a mere ten feet from 

him.  A morosely satisfied smile came over his face as he slowly ripped the 4x6 

glossy into tiny pieces.   



It was little more than confetti in his hands by the time the bus came to 

its next stop.  Heather rose up out of her seat, and headed for the door.  Brad 

slowly did the same, trying not to draw any attention to his self as he did so.  

He was so close now.  He could not afford a careless move to ruin everything he 

had worked for all these days.   

Heather stepped off the bus onto 6 th  Street where she headed west  at a 

fast clip.  Brad moved in step with her, keeping at least twenty feet between 

them at all times.  Passing a rain gutter, Brad sprinkled the remains of the 

shredded photograph down into the darkness below.  Turning his attention 

back to Heather, Brad quickly got his footfalls back in step with hers.  The 

wooden clunk of her high heels easily disguised the soft sneaker padding of his 

steps.   

Bradõs heart jumped up into his throat with each step they took.  They 

were only half a block away, and Brad cou ld hardly stand the anticipation any 

longer.  He snapped at the rubber band on his wrist again.  He couldnõt afford 

to stray from the script he had so carefully written out.  Two quicker  snaps and 

he was back on track again.  

They had arrived at Heatherõs apartment.  She lived in a basement 

apartment in one of the cityõs older brownstones.  Brad stepped off into the 

shadows as Heather descended the steps.  He watched her as she fumbled with 

her house keys.  She unlocked the deadbolt, and then as she placed t he key 

into the door knob, he pounced.   

Oblivious to the danger around her until it was too late, Heather didnõt 

even have time to scream before he was upon her.  The keys still hanging in the 

door, Brad turned the knob and pushed open the door with his l eft hand, as he 

held the terrified Heather by the throat in his right.  Shoving her violently into 

her apartment, where she crashed, Brad smirked as he watched her body 

sprawl across the tile entry hallway.   

He cavalierly removed the keys from the door an d calmly closed it behind 

him, turning the locks to seal her escape.  Heatherõs eyes were wild; her mouth 

open, a scream was shaking its way up through her throat.  Brad placed his 

index finger over his mouth.  òShhhhh, donõt scream or youõll get this,ó he said 

pulling out a large hunting knife from his waistband.   

òTake anything you want,ó Heather cried, hot tears racing down her face, 

smearing her always perfect make -up.   

òIs that what you think I am here for?ó Brad asked as though insulted.  

òDo you think I am just some common thief?ó 

òPlease donõt hurt me,ó Heather then pleaded.  She was terrified.  Snot 

and tears covered her face with a slick slimy film.     

Pulling a plastic bag from jacket pocket, he knelt down next to the 

hysterical woman.  òI am truly sorry maõam, but he picked you.  This is just the 

way the Game is played,ó Brad said.  òYou have to believe I derive no pleasure 

from this.ó 



Before she could even respond, Brad slung the heavy duty plastic bag 

over her head and cinched it tight with h is hands.  She struggled for a minute 

or so, they always do.  He tried to calm her, rubbing her shoulders.  

Strangulation took so long, but it was much quieter and much cleaner than the 

other methods he had tried in past.   

He held the bag tight around her  neck for another minute or two, until 

he was sure she was dead.  He carefully pulled the plastic back over her head, 

making sure to cradle her lifeless head on the way back down to the hallway 

floor.  He took a moment to study Heaterõs features.  He would be the last 

person to ever see her that way.  

Taking in a deep breath, Brad unsheathed the large hunting knife and 

prepared for the task at hand.  He disliked what he had to do next, but it was 

part of the Game.  He had to leave his calling card.  

The grisl y deed done, Brad took cab home, clenching his blue backpack 

tight to his chest.  His hands were shaking.  He did his best to hide them from 

the cab driver, burying them deep into the canvas material of the backpack.  He 

had washed them repeatedly before l eaving Heatherõs house, but they still felt 

sticky.  It would be at least another day or two before he no longer felt the moist 

warmth of Heatherõs blood on his fingers.  Brad hated that about the ritual.   

But the ritual had to be performed.  Otherwise th e Game would not be 

complete and that would not go over well at all.  He did have the Dark Man to 

answer to after all.  He was very demanding in how things were to be 

performed.  Brad would remind himself of that every time he had to perform the 

horrid rit ual, every time he had to leave his calling card.  

The cab came to a stop outside of Bradõs building and Brad stepped out 

into the cool night air.  It had begun to rain lightly, more of a mist really, òItõs 

just pissing,ó Bradõs mother would have said.  He waited patiently curbside 

until the cab pulled out of sight before he started towards his apartment 

building. The building was located in the less than desirable part of town, far 

from the brownstones where he did his hunting. As he fumbled in his wallet f or 

the access card he needed to open the street level door into the building, 

something mounted on top of the street lamp grabbed his attention.   

It was one of those new surveillance cameras.  Brad recollected a news 

story he had seen the other night abou t the cityõs plans to install hundreds of 

cameras on street lamps throughout the city.  Arnold Chancer, the cityõs mayor, 

touted that while the cameras will do little to stop crimes in progress, they 

would be an invaluable tool aiding the police in their i nvestigations.  

He snapped the rubber band again.  

òFreaking waste of tax dollars,ó Brad mumbled to himself as he returned 

his attentions to his wallet, removing his access card and entering his 

apartment building.  His apartment, number 316, was on the thir d floor, 

accessible only by means of a single stairway.   

Brad hated having to walk up and down the three flights, especially after 



a long night like he had just had.  Brad vowed that once his job was finally 

over, he would look for a new apartment, perhap s even in another city.  The 

only good thing about Brad could say about the crappy apartment building was 

that Karen Ridgeway lived there too.   

She was a sweet woman, a widow in her mid sixties.  Brad had taken a 

liking to her shortly after moving in to h is apartment.  After his motherõs death, 

he had begun looking to her as a mother figure, a mother much kinder than his 

own real mother.  Thinking of the nice old lady, he trudged up the narrow 

closed in stairwell which stank of urine even more than usual, counting out the 

thirty six steps he was forced to scale everyday to his urban prison cell.  

Entering his small one bedroom apartment, Brad was immediately 

greeted by his two kittens, Mittens and Boots.  Karen had given them too him 

as a birthday present.  He placed the blue backpack on the ground at his feet 

and spent a few moments fawning over the furry little friends he had acquired a 

month ago.  The kittens purred and rubbed up against his hands and legs.  The 

feel of their soft coats almost washed away the sticky sickness Bradõs hands 

were still sensing.  

After his minutes of happy diversion, Brad went back to finishing the last 

steps of the Game.  The worst part was over, but a few unpleasantries still 

remained.  Brad picked up the backpack and carried i t over to his refrigerator.  

He pulled open the freezer door and then reached down to unzip the backpack.  

From within the bag he retrieves a thick Ziplock baggy that held what would 

have looked to the casual observer to be a London broil.   

Brad knew bett er though.  The cut of meat that sat in the oversized bag 

was not available for purchase in any supermarket.  It was not what most 

people would even consider meat.  The red bleeding mass in the bag was an 

expertly butchered steak cut from the meaty thigh o f Heather Cullen.   

He placed the baggy into his freezer, where half a dozen other similar 

bags sat, all filled with meats cut from his previous human victims.  Brad did 

not like keeping the terrible souvenirs in his freezer, but the Dark Man had 

promised to come by and collect everything up once the Game had been 

completed.   

Although the Dark Man never said what he planned to do with such a 

macabre bounty, Brad had assumed that he had planned to eat them.  A month 

or so ago, on a night much like the one h e was having, Bradõs curiosity had 

gotten the best of him, and he cut a small chunk of flesh off for himself.  

Tossing it in a frying pan with a little butter, the cooking meat let off a smell 

that caused Brad to instantly lose his lunch, six times, in the  kitchen sink.  He 

never did taste the flesh; the smell was just too horrid.   But his curiosity was 

forever cured.   

Closing the freezer door, Brad reached back down into his backpack and 

retrieved a small silver digital camera.  Doubting Bradõs workmanship, the Dark 

Man had begun demanding photographs as proof of his deeds.  Brad removed 



the small memory card and loped over to computer that sat in his living room.   

He placed the card into the little slot on the front of the computer and 

downloaded the gha stly witnesses to his crime.  He did not look at the pictures, 

he never did that.  They were always taken after the ritual, and the ritual 

disgusted Brad so.   

He opened up his email, typed in the address the Dark Man had given 

him, added the photos and wr ote a quick note.  

 The Heather job is done.  Proof has been attached as requested.  

The 

 Precious goods have been taken.    

Hitting send, Brad took in a deep breath and slumped down in his chair.  

Hopefully it would be the last job the Dark Man would ask of  him.  He just 

wanted the Game to be over.  It had been six months since the mysterious Dark 

Man had first entered his life, six months since the Game had begun, six hellish 

months.  Thinking about it, Brad snapped the rubber band on his wrist again.  

òWhoa is me,ó Brad heard the distant voice of his mother call out to him.  

òItõs always about you Brad, always has been.ó 

Brad looked over the shadow filled corner where the voice was coming 

from.  Shelly Hendricks, the church going single mother, was not in th e 

apartment, not in a physical sense anyway.  That would be impossible of 

course, as Shelly Hendricks had died of a stroke at Mercy General shortly after 

collapsing at Christmas dinner.   

Six months ago.   

Brad knew that.  He wasnõt that far gone, not yet at least.  òDid you hear 

that?ó Brad asked the two kittens happily snoozing on the couch.  He took their 

lack of response to be a resounding no.  

òDonõt you try to ignore me Bradley Warren Hendricks,ó the formless 

voice called out to him again.   

òI canõt hear you,ó Brad cried out, plugging his fingers into his ears. 

òDonõt you sass me young man.  I know what youõve done to those poor 

girls.  I raised you better than that,ó Shelly Hendricks snapped back. 

òRaised me better?ó Brad asked, a volatile anger welling up in his voice.  

Shelly Hendricks may have given birth to him and allowed him the òprivilegeó of 

sharing a place to live with her, but she did not raise him.  She could not have 

been bothered.   

Bradõs father had walked out on them when he was still a baby; a fact 

Shelly had reminded him of his entire life.  She resented his existence, and it 

showed, not only in her harsh words, but in her deeds.  One Christmas, when 

Brad was seven, she forced him to watch while she had sex with a stranger on 

the living  room couch.  òThis is what Mommy has to do to get you your precious 

toys,ó she scowled at him as she climbed on top of the greasy man. 

A few years later she had tried killing herself by downing an entire bottle 

of Tylenol, along with a whiskey chaser.  Br ad returned home from school to 



find his mother lying in a pile of her own vomit on the kitchen floor, white foam 

bubbling around his mouth.   

Brad had tried running away a few times in high school, each time 

resulting in a police escort home.  When he was  sixteen he managed to make it 

across the state line.  That caused all kinds of problems.  The police wouldnõt 

just return him home.  Instead they placed him in a juvenile detention center 

until he could be seen before a judge.   

His mother had to take a d ay off of work to be at the court appearance. 

And from across the courtroom, Brad could see that she was not happy about 

the unexpected vacation day.  The judge, after hearing the story, was not happy 

with Brad either.  He ordered him to attend a psychiatr ist until he turned 

eighteen.   

Enter Doctor Natalie Wilke.  

A dark haired beauty in her late twenties, Dr. Wilke served more as 

whacking material for Brad than she did as his doctor.  The weekly sessions, 

which Brad quickly grew to despise, consisted of Br ad recounting every horrible 

thing his mother ever did to him.  He hated doing it.  To anyone listening, his 

mother would have sounded like a monster.  And while Brad and Shelly 

Hendricks were not exactly June and Wally Cleaver, she was still his mother, 

and he felt dirty betraying their trust to a bitch like Dr. Wilke.   

After almost two years, ninety seven sessions in all, the only thing Brad 

had gleaned from Dr. Wilkeõs degreed wisdom was the rubber band trick.   

Sitting in his living room with his dead mother chastising him, seemed as 

good a time as any to employ Dr. Wilkeõs little trick.  Brad snapped the blue 

rubber band hard against the soft underside of his wrist, twice.  The second one 

stung like hell, but it stopped the voice.  

òIõve had enough for one night,ó Brad announced to the empty room as 

he stood up.  He then walked over to his bedroom and crashed on his bed.   

The sun was out in full force as Brad awoke.  He rolled over lazily on the 

bed, still dressed in the same clothes from the night befo re.  Mittens and Boots, 

disturbed by his movement on the bed, scurried over to the other side of the 

king sized mattress, settling back down into their deep slumber.   

Brad smiled at the fuzzy little kittens as he stepped off of the bed.  His 

muscles screa med out to him in protest.  Heather had put up a struggle last 

night, forcing Brad to hang on tight to his prize.  And then there was the ritual, 

the calling card the Dark Man demanded Brad left.  The ritual always left him 

sore the next day.  

Brad yawned, scratched at his ass, and then loped his way over to his 

computer.  It was still on from the night before; Brad rarely ever turned the 

computer off anymore.  He clicked on his email, expecting to see the Dark 

Manõs reply to his message last night.  But nothing was there.   

It was over , Brad thought, taking in a great sigh of relief.  The Dark Man 

always replied by morning.  Either the Game was finally over, or the Dark Man 



was dead.  Either way Brad was free.   

Brad spun around in his faux leather computer chair.  He wanted to 

shout for joy, but contained himself.  When you have a freezer full of human 

meat, that last thing you want to do is draw attention to yourself, he figured.   

Somewhere between his thirtieth and fortieth spin, Bradõs computer 

chirped, alerting him that he had a new message.  He stopped the chair.  

Looking up at the screen he saw a message that put an end to his celebrations.  

It was from the Dark Man.  

 You fool.  They are on to you.  Channel 7.  Turn it on now!  

Brad felt his chest tight en as he read the email.  Without thought, Brad 

grabbed his television remote and turned on the modest 25 inch CRT that 

graced his living room.  Flipping to Channel 7, he saw Daniel Stortz, a local 

television reporter, standing outside Heather Cullenõs brownstone.  

òAnother local woman has fallen victim to the man known as the 

Brownstone Butcher.  The body of Heather Cullen, a twenty two year old 

clothing saleswoman, was found this morning by her landlady.  Few details of 

the murder have been made available , but police have released what could be a 

major break in the case.ó  The television cut away from Daniel to the jumpy 

black and white video of a street light camera.  Brad watched in horror as 

footage of him leaving Heather Cullenõs apartment steamed across the television 

screen.  òThis footage shows a man the police believe to a prime suspect in the 

killing of Heather Cullen.  The man in the video is believed to be approximately 

6õ2ó, 185 lbs, with light brown hair.  If anyone has information on the 

where abouts of the suspect, you are urged to contact the police at 555 -0932.ó 

 òOh shit, oh shit,ó Brad mumbled to himself as he switched the channel 

to see yet another newscaster showing the same footage.  òHow could I have 

been so careless?ó Brad ran his fingers frantically through his hair.  òThe 

fucking cameras!  You knew about the fucking cameras.  You saw the show the 

other night.  How could you be so stupid?ó  Brad reached down and snapped at 

the rubber band.   

His face was all over the news now.  Every c op in the city would be 

looking for him.  His six month murder spree had raised quite a ruckus in the 

sleepy collage town of New Amwell.  It had even garnered national attention, 

with panicked parents pulling their children home from the university.  Six 

months without a solid lead had caused an awful embarrassment to the local 

police and Mayor Chancer.   

Up until that point, not so much as a hairy eyeball had been aimed at 

Brad.  He had remained completely off the radar thanks to the Dark Manõs 

instruction s.  But that was all over now.  He had really screwed up.   

His hands trembled as he typed a reply to the Dark Manõs last message.   

 What do I do now?  

The response came almost instantaneously.   

 Kill yourself!  Donõt let them take you alive! 



òKill myself?ó Brad shrieked.    

  Kill myself?  Thatõs your fucking advice?  You got me into this.  You 

made me do    it.  

His message was immediately bounced back to him, undeliverable, 

address not valid, the subject line said.   He tried it again, with the same 

results.  òNO!ó he yelled slamming his fists down onto the keyboard.  The Dark 

Man had cut him off from the only form of contact he had with him.   

Brad tried resending the message another dozen or so times before 

resigning himself to the fact that he was now  completely alone.  It was only a 

matter of time before the cops would be arriving at his door.  He knew that.  He 

knew there was no escape for Shelly Hendricksõ little boy now.   

He began pacing the small apartment, muttering nonsensically to himself 

about how maybe it was all just a bad dream.  Maybe he hadnõt really killed all 

those girls.  But a quick check of the freezerõs contents dispelled that hope.    

Bang! Bang!  

Brad jumped, squealing like a little girl.  Someone was at his apartment 

door.  It was  the police.  They were coming to take him away.  He couldnõt let 

that happen.  The window, he thought.  He could jump out of the window.  It 

was only three stories down to the street.  Surely he could survive such a fall.   

òNo, no, no, theyõll be expecting that,ó he said to himself.  The police were 

probably outside his window as he spoke.  He moved towards it to check, but 

staggered back quickly.  If he pulled back the curtains, they would probably 

have a sharpshooter out there waiting for him.   

He need ed the Dark Man.  He needed to know what to do.   

Bang! Bang!  òBrad?  Are you okay in there?ó a familiar voice called out 

from behind the door.  It was the voice of his neighbor Karen Ridgeway.  She 

was the last person he wanted to get caught up in all th at was sure to happen.  

He rushed over to the door and flung it open.  òWhat do you want?ó he 

said to her, almost screaming in an attempt to scare her away.   

òI heard you banging around through the walls.  I wanted to make sure 

you were okay,ó she replied.  Brad could see from the look in her eyes that she 

was frightened.  Her eyes then shifted from his to the television that was still on 

behind him.  òOh my God!  Thatõs you!  Youõre the Brownstone Butcher.ó 

Before she could turn to scream or runaway, Brad grabbed her hard by 

the arm and pulled her into his apartment, locking the door behind them.  He 

then produced the hunting knife from his waistband, waving it in Karenõs 

terrified face.  òIf you want to live, you will stay quiet and do exactly as I say,ó 

Brad spoke in a soft measured tone.  

Karen nodded, hot tears streaming down her cheeks.  Brad had no 

intentions in hurting her.  She was not part of the Game, the one the Dark Man 

had sucked him into so many months ago.  But she knew who he was now and 

would  no doubt inform the police of his whereabouts if he were to let her go.   

òDo you have a car?ó he asked her.  She nodded her head, holding her 



keys out in for him to see.  Brad snapped the keys from her hand and spun her 

around to face the door.  òWe are going for little ride.ó 

òWhere?ó she asked. 

òTo find the man responsible for all of this,ó Brad replied.  Brad had no 

idea how he was going to go about finding the mysterious Dark Man, but one 

thing was certain.  He wasnõt going to sit around and wait for the police to come 

and take him away.   

He led her out into the hallway by knife point, snapping at his rubber 

band as he did so.  Brad hated himself more for scaring that poor old woman 

than he did for what he had done to all those girls. Standing in the hallway he 

made a promise  himself that he would just take her to the state line and then 

he would let her go unharmed.   

He led her into the urine filled stairwell, where he was forced to slow his 

pace.  òIõm sorry,ó Karen said apologetically.  òMy hips arenõt what they were 

used to be.ó  Brad moved to get in front of the aging woman so he could better 

assist her down the steep steps.  òFoolish child,ó the old woman then cackled, 

raising her foot up high and placing a well aimed kick at Bradõs unprotected 

head.   

His head snapped back violently, sending his body into an uncontrolled 

tumble down the concrete steps.  He crashed onto the landing hard with a 

resounding thud, falling upon his hunting knife as he did so.  The large blade 

lodged itself deep into hi s chest.   

The lively footsteps of Karen Ridgeway pounded in his head like a bass 

drum.  As Brad laid there dying.  The old woman knelt down next to him.  òItõs a 

shame,ó she purred at him as she stroked his sweat soaked hair.  òYou were the 

best player Iõve ever had.  If only you had just thought to look out for those 

stupid cameras.ó 

 

 

 

The Teppo Ghost 
By Gary W. Feather  

 
The Earth shook. The spearheads of the indomitable cavalry of Lord 
Takeda shined in the sunlight.  
 
Yoshihoro squatted behind his thick wooden shield. His first teppo or 
Japanese matchlock was loaded and ready. His second and third teppo 



were loaded and on the ground by him.  
 
The other gunners were doing the same as he was.   
 

Yoshihoro was dr essed in the full armor of a lower ranked samurai, 
unlike the poorer peasant gunners nearby. On his back flew the flag -
crest of his family, the Toro clan.  
 
Yoshihoroõs commander, Honda Tadakatsu, ordered him and the other 
999 teppo gunners to aim. They wer e hidden at the edge of the forest, so 
that Takedaõs men couldnõt see them before it was too late. 
 
Sweat fell into Yoshihoroõs eyes and he could not see very well. He 
wanted to reach for his eyes, but he could not risk it. They were close.  
 
òFire!ó Honda Tadakatsu ordered.  
 
Yoshihoro pulled the trigger and his teppo went off.  
 
Oh gods. Yoshihoro thought. Itõs that boy who liked to play the flute. 
Why did the fool get to close? He was out of line. Itõs not my fought.  
 
When Yoshihoroõs commander gave the order he quickly reloaded 
without thinking. He knew far behind them their daimyo or lord, Oda 
Nobunaga, watched from horseback.  
 
They fired again and again. The dead boy did not fire his matchlock.  
 
Soon Takeda Katsuyoriõs cavalry lay  in ruins on the ground . The blood of 
brave samurai mixed with the blood of their horses.  
 
This was 1575 Japan during the battle of Nagashino and it was the year 
a samurai gunner named Toro Yoshihoro turned in his gun to Honda 
Tadakatsu. He then shaved his head and went to live in a Zen Buddhist 
monastery in the mountains.  
 
One late afternoon Yoshihoro walked through a forest. He heard music. 
He stopped and listened. He was on his way back to the monastery. He 
had just begged for alms at a nearby village.  
  
òHello?ó Yoshihoro said. òIs there someone there?ó 
 
                                                                                                                            
 

A teenage boy appeared with a flute in his hands. A round bamboo hat 



covered the top of his face.  
 
òYou play so beautifully,ó Yoshihoro said. 
 

òThank you,ó the boy said and continued to play. 
 
Yoshihoro listened for hours, until he realized that it was getting dark. 
He looked up.  
 
òTonight I can see the full moon,ó Yoshihoro said. 
 
Yoshihoro looked back a t the boy and he was gone. The music still 
played.  
 
òHello?ó Yoshihoro raised his hands to his mouth to shout. He noticed 
that they shook. òI am not afraid. I have faced death in battle. Many 
times. I am not afra -ó 
 
The music stopped.  
 
A ghost, demon, or f orest spirit? Yoshihoro thought as he continued on 
his way.  
 
On Yoshihoroõs return to the monastery he learned that the abbot was 
missing. After that nightõs formal meditation practice Yoshihoro heard 
the flute music again. The monks were about to go to sl eep. They slept in 
the same long room or hall that they meditated in.  
 
òWho is that?ó Yoshihoro said.  
 
òA traveler maybe,ó an old monk named Hoshi said. òHe must be seeking 
a place to stay.  
We must let him in.ó 
 
Yoshihoro and two others followed the old m onk to the main gate of the 
monastery. The old monk opened the gate and they saw the same boy 
that Yoshihoro had met in the woods.  
 
òMay I stay the night, sirs?ó the boy said. 
 
òYes,ó the old monk said. òYou may. What is your name?ó 
 
The boy looked at Yosh ihoro and said his name was Jotaro. Everyone 
returned to the meditation hall and an extra mat was brought out for 

Jotaro to sleep on. The boy was given a bowl with a little left over rice to 



eat.  
 
Yoshihoro, the other monks and the boy eventually fell asle ep on their 
individual mats.  

 
                                                                                                                             
 
The flute music awoke Yoshihoro. He sat on his mat as did the other 
monks. One monk asked Jotaro to stop. Yoshihoro lit one of the candles 
in the middle of the hall. He looked over where the boy should be.  
 
òHeõs gone,ó Yoshihoro said.  
 
òAh!ó shouted at the other monks. òOld Hoshi is gone too.ó  
 
Yoshihoro looked and the mat where the old monk should ha ve been was 
empty. The music still played.  
 
Yoshihoro told the other monks about his encounter with the boy in the 
woods.  
 
òA demon!ó a monk shouted. 
 
òA forest spirit?ó another monk said. 
 
òWhy is it mad at us?ó a third monk said. 
 
òProtect us merciful Buddha and bodhisattvas,ó chanted a couple of 
monks.  
 
òMaybe we could just ask it,ó Yoshihoro said.  
 
The music stopped.  
 
All the monks stared at Yoshihoro. Yoshihoro swallowed his dinner.  
 
òWhy are you angry at us, Jotaro or spirit?ó Yoshihoro said. òWhat have 
you done with Hoshi?ó 
 
òYou killed me, Yoshihoro,ó the unnatural voice echoed in the hall. òI will 
now take my revenge!ó 
 
òI still donõt know who you are,ó Yoshihoro said. 
 

òThe great eagle eyed gunner, Yoshihoro, killed me at the battle of 



Nagashino. And I one of his comrades. Traitor! Traitor!ó 
 
òIt was an accident,ó Yoshihoro said. òBut why punish the other monks?ó 
 

òThey are your new comrades.ó 
 
The flute music started up again and the ghost would not answer. The 
ghost boy appeared and his fingers d anced over the flute.  
 
Yoshihoro chased after it. They raced through the monastery with the 
other monks trailing behind. The ghost ran outside the south gate and 
towards the cliff. It stopped.  
 
Everyone stopped.  
 
òDonõt do it Yoshihoro,ó One of the monks. òIt wants you to follow it.ó 
 
Yoshihoro turned. òI know and Iõm sorry.ó 
 
Yoshihoro ran and collided with the ghost. They both fell over the cliff. 
When the monks were able to get down below they only found 
Yoshihoroõs body. 
 

 



Everyone is Zombies  
By Ty Johnston  

 
 
 
There must have been an 

apocalypse overnight. Maybe The 
Apocalypse . I don¡t know. I 
haven¡t read my Bible since I was 
a kid.  

But I have read the morning 
newspaper. People in far countries 
killing one another. People in 
this country killing one another. 
People in my hometown killing one 
another.  

I must have missed the 
apocalypse, sleeping next to my 
wife in our five - hundred thread 

count sheets.  
Oh, well.  
I chew my breakfast of oatmeal bread with blueber ry 

jam, then swash down my usual glass of orange juice. Then I 
straighten my blue and red striped tie, grab my black 
leather briefcase and head for the door.  

I would kiss the wife goodbye, but she goes to work 
before I wake.  

Outside, I rush down the little  pathway of pumpkin -
colored bricks that leads to our driveway.  

I hear the clatter of steps next door and pause next 
to my Nissan.  

Troy Wilkins is staggering out his house toward his 
BMW. His tie is pearl white over a shirt the blue of late 
night. He smiles , but it¡s a dreary smile below dreary 
eyes.  

I see the truth right away. He can¡t fool me. 
He¡s a zombie. 
He waves with a snap of his wrist, a dead snap, like 

cracking leaves beneath your feet in the woods, then he¡s 
in his Beemer and backing out onto asph alt.  

I hear more front doors open and I stare down the 
stream of houses that front our road.  

There¡s Butch Holloway in his blue button- down over 
jeans heading to his contractor¡s job. 

There¡s Nancy Ross in her snappy pink power suit 
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chugging her way to her  Cadillac before going to the real 
estate office.  

There¡s Joe Blow in his tattered, stained t- shirt 
limping along, the three kids straggling behind as he 
climbs into his Ford Explorer. He¡s taking them to school 
before returning home to get some sleep befo re his second 
job starts at the Taco Bell.  

I stand there and watch all these people.  
They¡re zombies. All of them. 
They don¡t see that I see it, but I see it. Their 

slack jaws. That hinky way they walk. That false wave they 
give before driving off to their  jobs.  

Yes, there must have been an apocalypse. It¡s all 
adding up. People killing people. Zombies. Everyone is 
zombies.  

But none of them attacked me. None of them tore my 
flesh away with their rotted teeth.  

I shrug. I¡ve got to get to the office. 
Five min utes later, sitting in traffic, I stare about. 

To my right and left, in front and behind, are more 
zombies.  

Zombies can drive. I didn¡t know that. 
Another ten minutes and I¡m pulling into the parking 

lot at my office building.  
As I hustle through the crowd  of undead piling into 

the front door of the building, I spot Bud Jenkins.  
Bud waves at me. Calls me over.  
He¡s the first real human I¡ve seen all morning. 
¢You ready for the big presentation?£ he asks. 
I nod slowly, taking in his silky red tie clipped wit h 

a thin gold bar over his shirt of pale blue and white 
vertical stripes.  

¢Great,£ Bud goes on with glee. ¢I think we¡ve got 
this down. I think we¡re really going to do something 
today, make a difference.£ 

I stare at him without blinking.  
He slaps me on th e shoulder. ¢See you after lunch!£ 
With that he¡s gone, breaking his way through the 

zombies to enter our home away from home.  
Upstairs, on the third floor in the sixth cubicle on 

the right in the back, I plop down into my chair with the 
torn cushion and p ower up my computer.  

A few hours later, after I lose a couple of bids on 
eBay and finish drafting my pre - meeting report, it¡s time 
for lunch.  

An apple from my suitcase, a cold turkey sandwich from 












