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ecember arrives with a promise of another bitter winter,
beating down with sheets of snow, while serving as a month rip e with
holiday bl essings. Deadmands Tome wi s
religion you hold sacred, no matter what God you choose to bow to, no
mactter what ritualistic ceremony you wish to partake in, a wonderful,
adventurous, and joyous holiday. We even spread our holiday cheer to
those involved with cults, but just as long as they keep their ceremonial
suicides away from public.

This issue bears the winners of the recently closed Field of Rot writing

contest. We narrowed our pick down to four, but it was ultimately the

votes of our readers t ha Winesiathe Jungle Std e w
recei ve first pl aceé Thée Bl rto redéiva sesoadmplade,s
and Richard M. O6Donnell to earn thir
advertisement, the first place winner will receive a $50 Amazon gift card;

second place, $25; third place, the sweet taste of victory.

Not only have we announced the winners to the contest and their prizes,

but this issue contains more variety than any of our previous ones. The

Cradle of Ruin will take you into the desolate wasteland of unfortunate

future. The Devi | 6 wilrdminkd eyolg ix case you needed it, to
never tinker with things you cAsglint-aev
film by Kenneth Withers encages you in a dungeon of horror where your
screams are more than welcomed; the selection of short stories goes on

from there. F or fans of poetry we have something very different but

equally impressive. Normally we feature short, simple but horrific poems,
but for the holiday season we wanted
nature. | can practically hear the debate now, narrativ e versus abstract,
but rest your differences and youdl l

Mr. Deadman
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Christopher Hivner

Under stripped red skies
wanderers full of grace

look for revelation

in the placement of skulls

left by the invaders.

We chancehe daylight
searching for answers

or death,

an end however fate will allow.

The risk is warranted

say the preachers of the feast,
cowl covered faces in the crowd
whispering psalms

and encomiums

to the Providers.

We pay our alms

and light the candles.
Distinction lost from our lives,
trusting in shadows

and their twisted tongues,
the preachers of the feast
take our faith

and keep it for themselves.

The skies darken

on the eve of the autumnal repast,
bruisecolored clouds

menacing our breaths

while thetables are prepared

and the meat is selected.



My wife and | have survived

one more season

to sit at the Provideros table
and hear the holy men

bless our existence,

but that sentiment

is a vile pronouncement

as our daughterds corpse

is presented

as themain course.
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Jonathan Nichols

The haze from the sunlight peaked over the horizon

And the young child knew what that meant.

The shadows and darkness and night time was coming

And soon hedéd be Ilying in bed.
He watched outhe window as day came to an end;

He shuddered as darkness arrived,

For he knew that too soon his mother would take him

And lay him in bed for the night.

He feared of the shadows; he feared the unknown,

Afraid of the evils which prowled

Inthe dark ofth&e | os et |, the bl ack o6neath the (&
And the shadows cast on walls all around.
He took his motherés hand as she | ed

To what he believed to be doom,

For she did not know of changes that took place
When the shadows arrived to his room.

She pulled backhe sheets, and then she tucked in her child.
He asked his mother if she could look

Under the bed and inside the closet.

She did so, and then read him a book.

Once this was done, the mother kissed her child

And left him in the room alone.

The boy was in th dark now, no parent to protect him,
From the terrifying land of the shadows

The moment she left he began to feel scared

He could feel the pounding in his chest;

His imagination began to run wild

And the boy was unable to rest.

The line between whatas real and imagined
Had faded and soon disappeared.

His toys came alive, each filled with great malice
And he shook beneath his covers in fear.

The stuffed bear leaning against the toy chest
He could swear was beginning to growl.



The fuzzy toy creaturgrew claws on its hands
And fangs could be seen in its mouth.

Its eyes glowing red revealed its possession:
Something evil inside was alive.

It stood to its feet and it started to walk

With fingernails sharper than knives.

The Jack in the box stretched dnatm its hole,
Its clown face expressing a grin

It swayed back and forth where it stood in its box.
A demonic laugh sounded from within.

The big bouncy ball, it shuddered and opened
A large eye glared out from the globe.

It stared at the child with a h&wé intent

From deep in the land of the shadows.

The large plastic dinosaur was snapping its jaws
With a hunger for blood in its eyes;

It reached out its arms and it snatched at the air
Then began to close in on the child.

The space action figures, theaharmy men,

The robots, the cowboy doll toy,

Their eyes glowing red, their evil objectives

To inflict hurt and pain on the boy.

But none was as chilling as the king of the shadows:
The dark shapeless figure on the wall.

It sensed t henhsfrights fear ; it fed

The wicked toys, it gave life to them all.

The large evil shadow grew larger and spread

Absorbing the entire bedroombs
The boy could see nothing, but still heard his toys

As the shadow king descended that night.

The toys had arrived mo- they climbed on the bed;

The boy was held still where he lie

For he was restrained by the king of the shadows

And he could not breathe, move, nor cry.

He felt the deep scratches inflicted by the bear.

The dinosaur bit the boyds toes
The child tried toscream but was being suffocated.

No escape from the land of the shadows.

Morning finally came; the sun shone its light

And the mother arose from her bed.

She walked to her childds room
Surprised he was not awake yet.

She opened the doand looked in on her son.

And the emptiness had her confused.
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The sheets were pulled back and the child was missing
No sign of his presence in the room.

She called out his name and she searched in the closet,
Stooped by the bed and looked underneath.

After searching the whole house she began to panic
And used the phone to call the police.

They shortly arrived and they questioned the woman,
Wrote a report after taking notes.

Unfortunately the police could do nothing:

The child could never come home.

He was taken away to the land of the shadows

As other children had been before.

Several days later, the mother lay in her bed

She looked at the wall near the bedroom door.

A shadow she spied, of a very young child

No figure to cast it was shown.

Shecalledhe sondés name, hoping for an ans
But no reply from the land of the shadows.

The shadow ran down the hall into the
She rose from her bed and pursued.

When she walked through the entrance, the silhouette was gone,

So she shut the door astbod in the room.

AWhere are you, 0 she shouted. nl know
You took my son, now bring him back. ¢
At first there was nothing, and she felt rather silly

Until the toys tried to attack.

She saw what her child saw, what caused him great fear:

The evil these playthings personified.

She looked on the wall and she saw a great darkness.

The shadow king had now arrived.

AGive me my child back, 0 she screamed
She felt a wind blow through her hair.

She lunged at the silhouette, dant the wall,

And to her surprise she felt nothing there.

She was quite alarmed when she saw her surroundings

The place where she stood was pitch black.

A feeling of hopelessness was in the air

And she was unsure of where she was at.

She <cal | esdamb aut expettinglad answer.

AYou candédt have him back, 0 a voice sp
AHeb6s a part of me now. Hebs a part o
He is part of the | and of the shadows
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to my sono she scre
I's he here wi I
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h you now? s he dead?



Ao | Kil |l him, 0o the shadow king | aug

AOh, no. Heds not deadéwe
The darkness surrounding her separated itself;

It came together to form a great shape.

A tall darkened figure was standing before her;

A shadow man without a face.

From within the shadow she heard distinct sounds:

The ghostly cries of hundreds of children.

AfTheir souls give me powe
Om stronger with each <ch
Make me a deal, 0 the mot
Let him gast &akle ome

>
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You're fortunate you're
"Here's what | can offer you. I'll give you a chance

If you answer wrong | take you both.

I'll ask you three questionghree riddles t@uess.

Get them right, you and your son can go."

"Ask me your questions,” the mother replied.

She tried not to let her fear show.

She hoped she could answer the questions correctly
And leave from the land of the shadows.

"The first one is easy. Tell me &hhas four legs

But only one foot," the king said.

She thought to herself of when her son disappeared.
And she told him "The answer's a bed."

The shadow monster laughed so loud everything shook.

"You impress me," he said to the woman.

"Il have to makehiese questions harder for you.
You won't be so lucky again.”

The shadow king paused for a moment before

He asked her riddle number two.

The mother waited to hear what he said

Hoping she could answer his clue.

"I am born from the pillars which hold up thieys

| am soft but | wear a hard mask.

My brothers and I, we all stand together,
Individuals who share the same back.

| cut, though my edges are not very sharp.

| say things with no mouth to speak.

My family can vary from few to the thousands

In the water grow very weak."

The mother had no clue what could be the answer.
She pondered but she did not know.

She reviewed every line of the riddle she was given

I f you bargain with me you

not

not yet.

and your
I t ake |
of fered

wi | | | ose
already



While she stood in the land of the shadows.

The pillars which hold up the sky could be trees

So the aswer could be something of wood.

With a description of brothers and the hard mask
No answers she thought of were any good.

She reached to her back and touched her vertebrae
Thinking of the words from the fourth line,

A single word came to her which gavertihe answer
Her backbone made her think the wspine.

It all now made sense and she shouted the answer:
"It's pages in a book," she cried out.

A great roar of anger echoed all round

And the shadow king grew very loud.

"YOU WON'T GUESS THE LAST ONE!" héuriously screamed.
"THIS | PROMISE YOU! NO ONE ESCAPES!

And the shadow king grew, turned the whole land to dark,
And the mother could feel the king's hate.

"l instill a great fear to many in my presence

| swallow, absorb, and consume

| can be anywherand everywhere at once

| can fill empty spaces and rooms.

| have always existed, though | sometimes leave,

| can always come back if | go."

She listened intently, as he continued

To tell his riddle in the land of the shadows.

"You can never see me, feeépntaste me or touch

| spread evil within whom | grow."

She could not tell if he riddling or bragging

She assumed the latter and so

She thought the riddle over, while feeling afraid,

So scared that she might soon be dead.

The feeling of blindness made fearerwhelm her.

"I hate all thisdarkness' she said.

To her surprise, the shadow king screamed.

"A LUCKY GUESS DOES NOT COUNT!

She realized she'd unknowingly solved the third riddle
“Let us go. We had a deal!" she cried out.

"I can't be defeated. | aradr. | am hate

| AM DARKNESS!" the shadow king yelled.

And the woman suddenly felt suffocated;

She was dying in the shadow man's hell.

She desperately tried to think of a way to defeat him.
He spread an aura of hate all around.

She thought of her son andrHove that she had




































































































































































































































