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A word from Mr. Dedman

rom the abyss it calls, playing a game on your weakness, revealing to your mind just how
vunerable it really is. You turn to look, but the radiance from the looming street lights washes
your view. In a sense you are wise, wise enough to know it is only a vale, but despite that you cling
to your desperate plea for ignorance, making it easier for the beckoning beast within you to erode
your strength, burning off the fumes of your never ending doubt.

Collapse you will, for the demon plays no game.

You fall victim to his voice, glued to the words that formed into sentences that were delivered
from the few that have seemingly tamed the beast. Well, they must have, because they are alive,
and it is in this issue that those stories are revealed. The stories that won the attention of the most
dreaded and mysteriously shrouded manifest ever imagined.

In short, this issue will be that of a journey. The tome has been reopened and there are stories
that we must retell because they mean just that much to us. Note to you that have heard our kind
words, don’t be shocked to see that your story is not revisited. It was not easy for us, and to say or
make any remark in angst is just pure emotion without thought.

Every story that has ever been published in the magazine had something in it that made us nod in
agreement. Some simple and sweet, some long enough to be that of a chapter in a book, but all
fulfilling.

This is our gift to you, see you next year.

Py
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We kept running with the Undead breathing down our necks and the mist
would not lift
We are still running, the mist will not lift, and we hear THEM approaching
relentlessly...

SCa pe by Janie Hofmann
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The return to my starless homeland

will be celebrated by no one and I will relish
every hour spent until my last days.

In my old cell, I will surelycry,

as such security has been unknown

to me for years. The single daily meal,
fresh prey on a stick, absorbed

into my memory and loins.

| will exit quietly, slip away

into the walls that dwell

silently behind the air, leave behind

a stream of winar a shade

of dirty green. | am not used to being followed,
but hasten to discourage it.

It will not be hard to find

me should you decide: where |

am going there is no

anywhere.
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acob Derring didn’t want to be there.

He stared at the moon through a cracked, wood-framed window. It cast a cool,
blue glow over the desk in the study; he couldn’t help but think of that old silent
movie where the spaceship crashes into a face painted on the moon’s surface. Old
books, strewn untidily all over the room, appeared older and more tattered in the
dark light.

‘Please excuse the mess,’ said a voice from behind him.

A newspaper caught his attention. Its page was just visible with a tall lamp in the
corner of the room offering the only artificial light. It sat on the desk, open at his
one and only column: Fantastic Pets and Eccentric Owners. Every week he
interviewed loners, weirdos, and pensioners about their pets, while the rest of his
time was filled with making coffee and taking memos around headquarters. He'd
watched the frontline journalists get the juicy stories, the celebrity gossip, and the
free tickets to stadium concerts and Manchester United football games. Being a
junior journalist at the Brunstoke Herald wasn’t what he expected.

‘Very good read that, very good read indeed,” said the voice.

Jacob turned to see the man he’d come to interview pointing at the paper.
Terrance Cunningham addressed him with a slightly hunched back, his sixty -
maybe seventy - years of life clearly taking its toll. He wore thin, silver-rimmed
spectacles that sat neatly on the end of his nose, a red shirt with the top button
undone, and brown trousers. He had white hair rather than grey which spread to
his beard. He could look like Father Christmas if that beard was any longer, Jacob
thought.

‘Do you like old books?’ The old man bent his back as far as it would go, which
wasn’t very far, and tried to push the books into some kind of order.

‘Erm,’ Jacob hesitated, ‘yes, I do. They're-’

‘You should read these; they’ll tell you the truth they will.’

Jacob picked up the nearest one. ‘Werewolves and the Great Beyond...” He picked
up another. ‘Beware the Full Moon. You like gothic horror then, Mr.
Cunningham?’

‘Werewolves! He said abruptly.

Terrance moved more books, stacking one on top of another.

‘...and please call me, Terrance.’

The old man moved towards a rocking chair and slowly lowered himself into it.
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‘Please, sit down,’” he said, gesturing towards a wooden chair by the desk.
The chair had another stack of books on top of'it.
‘Just put those on the desk,” Terrance said.

Jacob picked up a few of the books but something dropped to the floor. It was the
current edition of the Brunstoke Herald.

Terrance watched it fall to the ground. ‘Oh, terrible business that,” he said,
shifting in his seat, uncomfortably.

Jacob viewed the front page of the newspaper. The headline read: ‘Another Two
are Brutally Slain’, while the picture showed a bloody stretch of pavement. Why
can’t I get that story, Jacob thought?

He removed the final books from the chair, picked up the newspaper and placed
them all on the desk. Sitting down, he said, ‘...so, unusual pets, when do I get to
meet yours?’

Terrance chuckled. T don’t have any pets Mr. Derring.’

Jacob hated writing page eighteen’s two-hundred and fifty word page-filler, so his
first thought was relief. ‘Oh, I'm sorry, Mr. Cunningham. I was told to meet you
about our Fantastic Pets feature...’

‘Call me, Terrance, please. I must apologise for any misunderstanding, at least on
my part. You're editor was right, I did tell him I had cats, and that they wrestled
when I put Gardening World on the television. But that was a means to an end.’

Jacob stood up. ‘Well, if there’s nothing for me to do here, I better-’

Terrance waved his hand in the air as if pushing Jacob back into his seat. ‘Please,
sit down. The-" He stopped in mid-sentence clutching his stomach and groaning
quietly.

‘Are you okay?’

‘Yes,” he answered, hesitantly as if unsure, I'm fine, it’s...it’s nothing.” He took a
deep breath. ‘The reason I told him I had pets was to get the guy who writes the

articles.” He pointed at Jacob.

‘You wanted me? Jacob let the question hang in the air, unable to hide his
surprise.

‘Are you sure I can’t get you a drink?’

[§

No..." he said, quickly, then corrected himself. ‘I mean, no thank you.’



‘Why are you here, Mr. Derring?’
‘I don’t follow?’

‘I don’t mean to be intrusive,” he said, looking up at Jacob who was still standing.
‘But it’s a simple a question: why are you here?’

‘Well, it was to interview you-’

‘Exactly - what for? Because you want to be a writer. Don’t lose sight of your
dreams...that’s what I did.” He let his head fall, his eyes now facing the floor. He
appeared pensive, sad even.

T'm sorry — erm - Terrance, but this isn’t about me. I'll let myself out.’

‘Oh, I wouldn’t say that, Mr. Derring...

‘No pet, no story, I'm afraid.’

Terrance let out a hearty laugh. ‘Oh, I think I can find you a story.’

He reached over another stack of books piled on the floor and picked up a silver
lighter. Taking a cigar from his top pocket, he lit the tobacco with a few quick
breaths, allowing the smoke to drift carelessly into the air.

‘Do you write anything else, besides pets and their owners?’

Jacob didn’t know whether to answer at first but decided to be polite. ‘A song
maybe, some film reviews, I like writing short stories-’

‘Short stories you say,” Terrance interjected, ‘I wrote a short story once, though it
wasn’t any good. Sent it to a magazine...oh, what was its name...something like
Terrible Tales from Under the...Hill or...”

‘Terrible Tales from Under the Bridge?’

Terrance smiled but it was restrained, as if he knew Jacob would know the
answer.

Jacob shrugged and let out a sarcastic laugh. ‘I wouldn’t submit there if I were
you. They steal your work and pretend they wrote it.’

‘Really...” Terrance said, only to become disinterested in the topic. ‘You remind
me of myself when I was your-’ He quickly sat up straight like a soldier coming to

attention. ‘How old are you...twenty...twenty-one?’

He didn’t give Jacob a chance to answer.




‘Dreamers, that’s you and I. It’s something children have but as you grow old you
lose it — but not you. I used to be a dreamer too,” he said, sitting on a wooden
rocking chair. ‘Used to - being the operative words, of course. My dreams were
lost a long time ago.’

Terrance allowed the smoke to slowly drift from his mouth. ‘Dreamers will always
be afraid of the dark, what’s under the bed, who’s hiding in the closet. I bet you
still wonder if there’s something out there,” he said, raising his hand to the
window and the full moon’s light streaming in. ‘You know, hidden deep in the
woods, or a long, lost traveller from outer space.’

His eyes surveyed Jacob’s face as if he was trying to work out a puzzle.

Terrance appeared easily distracted. ‘The murders...in town...terrible things...how
many now?’

Jacob thought for a second. ‘Over ten I think...

Terrance shook his head in sadness. ‘Actually, there have been twelve, and the
police are no nearer getting him.’

‘How do you know it’s a him?’

‘It's always a him, isn’t it? Of course they won’t catch the killer because they don’t
open there minds.’

‘What do you mean?’

‘Well, if your editor said: here you go, cover the Brunstoke Murders for us, what
would you write?’

‘I don’t think I follow?’
‘Well, what angle would you go with if you had the...scoop, the juicy headline?’

Jacob mused for a moment. He was intrigued by the question but it didn’t take
him long to know his answer. ‘The timings...

‘Go on,’ Terrance said, a grin beginning to appear.

‘...that every murder occurs almost exactly thirty days apart...

‘.and...

‘...and the...’ Jacob paused. ‘...the fact they happen when there’s a full moon.’

Terrance was now smiling from ear to ear. WEREWOLVES;’ he exclaimed,




enthusiastically. ‘And they should be on high alert tonight, I shouldn’t wonder.’

Jacob was about to ask why, but he held his tongue, as his eyes followed the
tranquil light to the window, the full moon shining brightly.

Terrance suddenly grabbed his stomach once again, grimacing in pain.
Jacob stood up even though he had no clue how to help the old man.
‘No, no, it’s okay.’

‘Why did you ask me here,” Jacob said, uneasily.

Tl show you, Mr. Derring, I'll show you.’

The old man stood up, gingerly. ‘We don’t have much time. Wait here, would

)

you.

Jacob was now becoming impatient. ‘Er...Mr. Cunning...I mean Terrance, if there’s
no story I really must go.’

‘Humour an old man,” he said, already advancing down a small hallway to the
kitchen. He eventually passed out of sight.

A minute or so went by, nothing.

Jacob couldn’t wait any longer. He stood up and marched down the hallway. He
entered the kitchen to find an open door leading down to the basement.

‘Are you down there..?’ he called.

‘Ah, Mr. Derring, just the man [ want to see,” Terrance said, from somewhere
under the house.

‘Do you want me to come down?’ he said, hoping the old man would say ‘no’.
Terrance seemed to ignore the question. ‘I'm a writer too...

‘Really,” Jacob answered, before saying sarcastically to himself ‘that’s interesting.’
‘I write under a pen name of course.’

‘What'’s that,” Jacob said, elevating his voice down the stairs. The wooden steps
were in need of care, white paint torn off. The paint was coming off the walls too.

Jacob moved down the first step. He ran his finger against one of the cracks
where the paint was no longer and felt a deep valley in the stone where it had
been torn away. Further along three long indentations ran down the wall as if an




animal had clawed at the paint.
Terrance laughed again. ‘Terrance Wolf is my pen name.’

Jacob suddenly realised he recognised that name. ‘Terrance Wolf;” he said,
advancing down a couple more steps.

‘You heard it before?

Terrance Wolf had written The Disappearance of Eve and won the Horror Circle’s
Order of Merit. The prize not only awarded the winner £5000 but a book deal and
the respect of their fellow writers.

‘Yes, I've heard it before! Where did you get my story?’ Jacob asked, smartly,
anger emerging.

‘I must apologise, Mr. Derring but when I read it, [ knew it couldn’t fail to win.’

‘Where did you get it..?’ Jacob advanced further down the stairs, his foot nudging
an old Yashica SLR camera sitting on the step.

There was banging of chains. ‘I never wrote for Terrible Tales from Under the
Bridge, I owned it, it was my magazine. But it never took off, you see...so,” he
paused, there was more metallic movement. ‘...so [ entered the best story I'd
received into the Horror Circle’s competition...’

‘You had no right..!" Jacob snapped. ‘Why did you ask me here?
‘Only a writer of the macabre could tell-’he broke off with a draw of breath. It
sounded as if he had been hit in the stomach. T've...” he struggled, ‘...got a story |

want you to tell.’

‘Forget it,” he answered, knowing he couldn’t leave without hearing what the old
man had to say.

‘Pick up the camera! Terrance said with bated breath.
‘What?’

He realised the old man meant the Yashica on the step. He picked it up as
another groan of pain rang out.

Jacob moved down the last few steps and noticed the paint was not only torn
away from the wall but great rivets had been dug out as if a dog had been trying
to hide a bone in the stone.

‘If your nightmares are real, doesn’t that mean your dreams can be too,” Terrance
said, softly, as Jacob entered the basement to see the old man inside a huge six by




six foot cage, chains locked around his ankles and wrists.
Jacob stopped. He held his breath, unknowingly.

Terrance suddenly let out a guttural scream of pain and fell to his knees. He
bowed his head and swallowed, allowing the pain to subside. ‘Take a photo...’

Jacob looked from the cage to the camera as if neither made any sense.
‘Take a photo! Terrance demanded.

Jacob raised the viewfinder to his eye, aimed, and pressed the shutter release
button. The flash sent a bolt of light around the room.

‘It’s time,” he said, clearly now struggling to speak, ‘to tell my story...to tell the
world of my affliction. I want you to tell it, Mr. Derring. I'm sorry I took your
story...” he stopped as another wave of pain seemed to envelope him. ‘...but I think
I can repay my debt.’

He let out another terrible scream which grew deeper and louder.

‘What...how ... Jacob said, panicked. He moved towards the cage.

‘No, move back,” Terrance shouted, his voice now different somehow - like it was
being amplified around the room. ‘Perhaps...you’ll get the story you came
for...and I can give back what I took from you...

Terrance arched his back and let out another exclamation of pain.

‘I want to stop hurting people...but they won’t believe me,” he shouted through
his anguish. ‘It isn’t me that does it...” His words trailed away.

‘What is it, what’s wrong with you..?’

Terrance suddenly looked directly at him and roared like an animal in the zoo.
His eyes had changed, they were cat-like, thin, and their colour had changed,
Jacob was sure about that.

Terrance writhed in pain, pulling at the chains that bound him.

Jacob backed further away. His eyes did not leave the cage, but his foot searched
for the first step.

His arms broke free of the shirt, ripping it to shreds. His slippers flew off his feet,
and his legs seemed to break backwards. Brown hair sprouted from the roots of
the grey all over his body. His nose cracked and pushed itself forwards forming a
snout. His incisors dropped down, pointed and sharp.




Jacob had seen enough. As this beast smashed its bulk against the bolted cage
door wanting his flesh, his instincts told him to run but something forced him to
stay still; to watch, to feel afraid, to believe. He raised the camera to his eye and
began taking photos, one after the other.

He had his story.
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A blood-red tear welled in Toth’s eye and sizzled as it settled on his cheek.

He was troubled. His responsibilities were great and many and the strain upon
his mind that they created was annoying, even painful. How could he be expected _
to reach such lofty and unattainable duties? and paint.
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conception, but he still felt crushed by such heavy responsibilities. They would
indeed prove to be difficult and wearisome tasks.

He stood up from his mighty throne and stretched his massive arms up to
the sky. His long black hair flowed down to his knees, occasionally tangling itself
in his arms. How it bothered him sometimes. He closed his eyes and let his
thoughts drift back to better times. There were very few to recall, but he
embraced each one nonetheless.

His hands clenched into fists and his many teeth ground together. The
inner conflict that plagued him, that had since he was born, weakened his already
fragile state of mind. Fear of what would become of him after his tasks had been
completed. Fear of what his father would do when he arrived. Fear of what would
become of the world should he succeed in his responsibilities.

Would he be discarded like yesterday’s rubbish? Would he be pushed
aside for stronger and more effective underlings? Perhaps not, but still the
possibility remained. He knew deep down in his bleak and arid soul that he
would not, could not, be disposed of. After all, he was his father’s son, and thus
retained his bloodline power.

A distant movement caught his eye.

Nearly two hundred miles away the 400-pound spider thing scurried
through the brush. Its many legs worked in perfect unison as it swept aside
smaller less important creatures, oblivious to their pain.

Toth watched it in detached horror, disgusted by its form. He noted how
it was moving in his direction with its multiple eyes focusing directly on him,
despite it being so far away.

Thought of fleeing entered Toth’s mind, but were immediately ignored.
He felt the power he commanded, it coursed through his veins, through his very
darkened heart. He was more powerful than anything on Earth, and he knew it.

The spider thing was getting very close to where Toth stood. He could see
its glistening fangs methodically clicking together, dripping a noxious cocktail of
complex venom. Toth also noticed that it left a trail void of life in its wake, and
the air around it blurred as if from intense heat.

Toth seated himself back on his throne, thinking of the arrival of his
father. Surely his father would expect him to have fulfilled his destiny by the time
he arrived. Nothing short of that would satisfy him. Only complete obedience was
tolerated.

Fear and hatred boiled up inside of Toth, threatening eruption, promising
to release itself. He cringed when he recalled his father’s disciplinary actions in
the past, brutal and unrelenting to the extreme.

The spider thing was only 50 yards away from where Toth sat. Its speed
had increased with each step it took, reaching hundreds of miles per hour. Its
horrible visage was focused only on Toth, its destination, and its mission.

The numerous jewels, generously sprinkled with the blood of innocents,
weighed heavy on Toth’s thick neck. His long black hair frequently intertwined
with them, further hindering his ability to complete his destiny, but they were
necessary so he tolerated them.

In a flash the spider thing was upon him, its head nervously gyrating as it
squatted at his feet.

“Master,” it hissed. “Preparations complete. The time is near. Your father’s

I've ha d
over 140
publicatio
ns so far
and am
currently
finishing
my third
anthology
book,
'BENEATH
THE
MOONLIGHT
. I'm also

a guest
author at
Memphis
junior High
School




desires sent to strengthen your resolve. There will be no morning. There will be
no morning.”

Toth wished to kick the loathsome thing from his sight, but suppressed
the urge.

“Very well creature,” he boomed. “Be gone from my presence. The spider
thing bowed its deformed head and scampered away.

Toth took a deep breath, relishing the cool crisp air. He would miss it after the
transformation was complete. The thick, acidic atmosphere of his homeland
never had agreed with him.

There were many things that weighed heavily on his mind. His forced
destiny, the sickening creatures that groveled for his favor, even his name, or lack
of one. ‘Toth’ had merely been a series of letters that had struck his fancy, so he
had adopted them. His father had a name, too many to count as a matter of fact.
But not him. He was forced to accept a label that meant nothing to him.

He leaned back into his throne and surveyed the landscape. Black plumes
of smoke rose from all directions, filling the darkening sky with threatening
doom. Trees caught fire and the ground rose and fell in heavy undulations,
collapsing all that remained of nature’s beauty. The wicked minions of his father
began to spill out of the acrid ground by the thousands, each vying for dominance
over the other. Toth sighed to himself as he watched the landscape contort for
the arrival of his father.

In the far distance a great mound grew up from the ground, shaking off
dead trees and rocks. It split wide open, revealing a fiery chasm, which spewed
out blistering heat and radiation.

Toth watched in revulsion as his father rose from the center of the
mound, a towering figure of evil and destruction, shrouded in scalding fire. The
sheer evil that radiated from him was so great that Toth felt it even at a great
distance, and was forced to shield his eyes from the horrid sight. The intense
hatred he had fostered for centuries began to fester within his already troubled
soul. Conflict had a firm grip on his black heart and simply refused to let go. He
knew what was expected of him, but still resented it. More than once he
entertained the notion of rebellion.

Judgment day sprayed into the sky from Toth’s father’s outstretched arms.
Toth was supposed to raise his arms as well, thus completing the void which
would consume the world, but he hesitated. His father, sensing his reluctance,
immediately swung his sinister gaze at him.

“Young fool,” he bellowed in a voice that shook the very ground. “Have I
not bestowed upon your miserable carcass my desires? Do as [ will!”

But Toth would not heed his father’'s command. He had grown strong, so
strong that he felt confident enough to challenge his father’s authority. He knew
the time was right for change.

“I will not do as you wish my lord,” he retorted. “Mankind deserves to
flourish, despite their obvious inclinations towards their own destruction.”

The rage that exploded from his father was unlike anything he had seen
before. The very Earth shook with such force that the thousands of lesser
creatures scurrying about tumbled to the ground as if made of cardboard. The sky
deepened to an angry collage of swirling chaos. The air thickened with the stench
of hatred and despair. The wind churned up into a vicious maelstrom of




hurricane proportions.

But Toth stood firm for he had only the wrath of his father to fear. The
lesser creatures slithering around posed no danger to his authority. He knew very
well he could crush them all if he wished.

His father was upon him in an instant, teeth gnashing, talons slicing, a
terrifying and deadly opponent determined on asserting his authority at any cost.
Bloodlines meant little in Hell, and love meant even less.

Toth reared back and released his own fury, partly to protect himself, but
mostly for his belief in mankind. The hatred and resentment for his father that he
had been fostering fueled his power to defeat him. He knew he must win, for the
alternative was too terrible to contemplate.

The two titans met head on, each unleashing their power, their anger,
their emotions, in a gigantic melee of devastation. Both were fueled by their
intense desire to overtake the other. Both were fully prepared to sacrifice all in
order to win.

And throughout the world, totally unaware of the colossal battle taking
place that would dictate the fate of the planet, slept mankind, ignorant in the
belief that it controlled its own destiny.

Introduced in August 2008
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Do not go out alone tonight. The moon is full. The zombies will get you!” a retired
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Harry chuckled at the maid’s superstitions. “Better watch they don’t get you _
first,” he said, reaching toward her as if he’d suddenly become the Frankenstein writer.
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Monster.

“You must take these things seriously, Mr. Stone. More goes on in Port Au Prince
than any man knows—except the Prince of Darkness.”

“I'm just going to Café Blanc, Bahody. It’s only three blocks away. What can
happen in three blocks?”

“Bad things happen in the blink of an eye in Haiti. My neighbor’s chickens died
last night. All four. One minute alive, the next—poof! A very bad omen. Listen.
The drums speak of doom.”

Ethereal percussive sounds rode the humid breezes, fading in and out. Something
about the atmosphere seemed unholy. Harry didn’t give in to a creepy feeling that
suddenly struck him. It didn’t pay to get the willies in Haiti. Once they took
hold, they were difficult to shake.

“Zombies are people who've been brainwashed to think they've died and
resurrected,” Harry said. “It’s a delusion. Threats of zombification keep people in
line, and suppress crime in the jungle where there’s no police protection. Keeps
villages free of child molesters, rape, adultery, senseless killings. It’s a fascinating
sociological phenomenon.”

“Is that what they teach in America? If so, they teach lies.”
“I must go. Thanks for bringing tea and turning my bed down.”

“If you must go, take this for good juju,” she said. Within her palm was an inch
long, black fetish with red eyes. She blew on it three times, made gestures over it
like a stage magician, and mumbled some mumbo jumbo. Giving it to Harry, she
said it was blessed and would protect him.

Amused, He dropped it in his shirt pocket and left.

He didn’t tell Bahody was that he was about to meet a shaman at the Café Blanc.
From there they’d head for a village deep in the bush where the shaman would
demonstrate his powers.

On the way to the café, Harry saw enough strange people in the evening shadows
to almost make him believe in zombies. Sallow-faced wretches leaned against
blighted buildings, staring at nothing, saying nothing, doing nothing.

Following instructions received from the shaman’s helper, he stopped at a
vendor’s hovel and bought three fresh chicken eggs. The shaman had insisted he
bring them for the demonstration.

Harry looked forward to the foolishness. If it were entertaining enough, it might
end up as a paragraph or two in his book on Haitian folk rituals.
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The shaman and his helper were waiting at a grubby outdoor table. If Harry
didn’t have the willies before, he sure had them now. The man had a malevolent
presence with laser eyes that seemed to penetrate Harry’s psyche. Trying to look
directly into them made Harry woozy.

The moment he sat down, the shaman related embarrassing events from Harry’s
past. Harry had witnessed clairvoyance many times before, so he wasn’t
impressed.

Getting down to business, the shaman told Harry to give his helper the hundred-
dollar fee for the demonstration. Then he told Harry to pick a small object and it
would be magically replicated within one of the eggs. Harry never heard that one
before. He passed Bahody’s black fetish. The shaman waved his hand over it,
mumbled some words, and said, “It is done. A duplicate is now inside one of your

eggs.”

Yeah, sure, Harry thought, returning the fetish to his pocket. Pull that one off,
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these eggs until the ritual begins.

Minutes later, they left by rickety jeep for the shaman’s jungle village.

The ceremony was definitely worth mentioning in Harry’s book. The shaman
danced and leapt like a crazed man to invoke a voodoo entity. When a spirit god
possessed the shaman, the transformation was amazing. Harry had seen ersatz
and real possessions before, but this was the most theatrical.

With blazing eyes, roaring voice, and body quivering like a jellyfish, the shaman’s
new persona demanded the eggs. The helper placed them on an altar. The
shaman filled his mouth with rum, and then spat the liquid onto the eggs. The

drumming, chanting, and frantic dancing became more intense.

From several feet away, Harry watched the eggs very closely to make sure nobody
tried to pull a trick by replacing them.

Dozens of worshippers collapsed signaling the end of the ceremony.

“Pick up the first egg and break it with your hands,” the shaman commanded in a
voice not his own.

Harry broke the egg, letting the slippery mess fall to the ground.
“Pick up the second egg and break it with your hands.”
Hard as he tried, Harry couldn’t break it.

“You cannot break it, because I have moved all the energy from your body and
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placed it inside egg. Take the egg with you when you leave. Upon arising
tomorrow, strike it with a hammer to break it open. Eat the egg raw, and your
strength will return. Do not lose or break the egg before then, or your strength
will be lost, forever. Now, break the third one.”

When Harry broke the third egg, he almost jumped out of his skin. Within the
slimy yolk was a tiny replica of Bahody’s black fetish! He’d seen enough.

Unnerved, he wanted to get out of there immediately.

“Luzu will drive you back to your hotel.” The shaman clapped his hands. “Luzu!
Come!”

A native woman wearing tattering clothes came out of the jungle. She walked
slowly, as if in a stupor, arms flopping at her sides.

“She looks drunk,” Harry said. “I never ride with drunk drivers.”
“Luzu is not drunk. She is a zombie.”

“What was her crime?”

“No crime. She is dead. Tell him, Luzu.”

“l...am...dead,” the woman said in a flat voice.

“I ain’t going anywhere with somebody who’s in a hypnotic trance.”

“She is not in a trance. She is as awake as any zombie can ever be. She died, was
buried, and then resurrected. Luzu is one of the living dead.”

“Nonsense! There’s no such thing. Con artists like you convince weak-minded
people to believe they're zombies. To punish them for crimes, and enslave them.

Screw you! I ain’t going anywhere with any of your brainwashed robots. I'll walk
back.”

“Don’t be foolish. Many things prowl the jungle at night. Strange things. Evil
things. You could be eaten alive. Besides, you're too weak. Have you forgotten
I've put all your strength into the egg?”

“My fetish will protect me. As to feeling weak, you're full of crap.”

The shaman sneered. “Your fetish is represents a fertility goddess. It has no
power here.”

Harry slipped the egg into his pocket and started walked away. Suddenly he
collapsed and hit the ground. He found himself so weak, he couldn’t move a
muscle.




“I told you I put all your strength in the egg,” said the shaman. “For a hundred
dollars, I will return it to your body. Wait. Your trousers are wet. You fool!
You've smashed the egg!”

“Help me,” Harry gasped. “I'll pay whatever you want.”
“It’s too late. It cannot be done at any price. Your strength has spilled into the

soil and cannot be returned. Soon, your eyes will darken; your body will turn to
dust.”

Luzu lay on the ground next to Harry. Embracing him, she kissed his mouth with
cold, fetid lips. “Give him to me, Master. Make him a zombie. Let him walk with
me in the twilight.”

* * *

During the next full moon, hundreds of zombies gathered to feast on jungle rot
and witness the abominable yoking of Luzu and Harry by a possessed shaman.

* * *

Every time the moon is full, a white zombie digs his fingers into a solitary patch
of soil deep in the Haitian jungle.

Some say he moans horribly. Others say he keeps repeating the word egg.
Nobody knows why.

End
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HE WAY THEY SELL THEIR SOULS.,

Kristine Ong Muslim
Introduced in the September Issue,

After Dial-A-Prayer® went out of craze; Absolution, Inc. came to the
rescue and saved the world from eternal damnation. The corporate empire rose
almost overnight to become the world’s most successful business enterprise. Its
founder, Dan Cushing, a college dropout who was crazy about horoscopes (he
was a Libra), thought of the whole concept of robots spewing litanies of pre-
programmed prayers for every sin imaginable. The robots were bolted inside faux
wooden chambers for privacy. People would select their sins available in all
possible languages from a menu bar. Stick one dollar and a half inside the robot’s
slot and look at its dreamy penitent eyes as it mutters a highly inspirational
prayer suitable for the sin committed. The prayers were crafted by experts:
psychologists, linguists, religious scholars, historians, theoretical physicists, and
even mathematicians. Dan Cushing’s idea came with perfect timing. People
needed instant gratification, a clean conscience without giving up anything,
catharsis without responsibility. Church confessionals became passé, and the
world was suddenly a better place to live in.

Demagnetized to perfection to make the metal look like human flesh, the
mocking Absolution, Inc. robots’ titanium alloy, water-and-fade resistant,
guiltlessly beaming faceplates seemed to croon: “Dream me up something sinful
and overtly homicidal, you schizophrenic nitwit, you... | can see through your eyes,
your godforsaken lying eyes, and | find no repentance there. | know what you think
when you fuck your bitch wife in the middle of the night. How you wish you can tie
her up and whip her lovely ass until she lies bloodied and half-dying amidst the
sweat-stained satin sheets, because pain is ten times a turn-on than love. | know
how muchyouwantto OOOAAAT A UI OO 1T AECEAT 060 «x
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know how much you want to become so much like yourself. I know you and how
doomed you are in becoming human. | am here to slurp up and masticate your
beautiful sins. I am here to pray for your redemption. Only for a dollar and a half.”

One night, Dan Cushing accidentally blew his head off while cleaning his
father’s .38, a family heirloom. Emerging near his left ear, the bullet did
everything except kill him. The slug tore off just a portion of his brain matter and
left him a limp vegetable lying in some expensive hospital somewhere in New
York City. His horoscope indicated that particular day to be his lucky day.

Absolution, Inc. went bankrupt a year after the pristine line of Savior™
robots hit the market. The new line of robots offered instant deliverance for
eighty cents, complete with a full selection of religious hymns from every
religious sect and language in the world. A matching song would cost an
additional five cents.

Salvation turned out to be practically cheap so that everyone went out on
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murderous rampages and showed up at Savior™ cubicles afterwards, only to
slather their battered souls with well-rehearsed lines of prayers from Aramaic to
Latin to Oriental mumbo jumbo. Most of the time, toilet drains got clogged with
chopped remains of slaughtered loved ones. There was simply so much to do, so
much to become... After eons of evolution and centuries of sustaining a
civilization, life was never this deliciously outrageous.

The soundtrack of this story: Joy to the world...
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SO Sayeth The DeV|| by Dawn Allison

was the last straw. About the six hundredth time a woman told Demetrius

to go to Hell, he decided to go. He was tired of having no place to belong.

If there is

a Hell,

Dawn



He went home before he embarked on his journey. Home, for Demetrius, Allison
was a shadowy mansion set on a bluff overlooking the abyss. Eleven granite

will be
gargoyles perched on his roof. They roused when they heard his footsteps and _
swooped down to peck at his eyes long before he got to the door. They were golig
supposed to b'e there as guardians, to prevent any attempt at escape by the there, but
demons who lived down below. However, as demons can visit the surface for
short periods whenever the need arises, such attempts were rare. That meant she takes

that the gargoyles feasted on anything that happened by, living or dead, without [ FSSSESSRS
discretion. And they always went for the eyes. It must have been a rare delicacy
to them. Well, any meat was rare enough, and what they got almost always the fact
belonged to Demetrius, the sole inhabitant of The Halfway House. Not a halfway [SfiSSis
house for recovering addicts and indigents, but The Halfway House, so called

because it was half way between the surface of the Earth and Hell. He had to will be in
slosh through miles of sewers just to get there, which made him even more good
appealing to the damnable gargoyles when he arrived.

Everything about the place was jagged and unpleasant. Spires canted Bty

listlessly to the east and west, broken windows of red stained glass were blood-
splattered teeth in oval mouths. A dragon wrapped itself around the banister
going up the stairs, but its scales were worn smooth and every crevice collected
tarnish. Gray paint, probably lead based, peeled away from the building as
though making its own escape. Home sweet home. Such was life for Demetrius,
the progeny of a mortal woman and Zamar, the demon of avarice.

He dashed inside, flailing his arms at the gargoyles as he went, to get some
things from his house. Among them a canteen with water, which he stuck in his
freezer, then waited for it to solidify. He had heard it said many times that
people in Hell want ice water, and he wasn’t about to go unprepared. He
fantasized about using his canteen as a bribe to achieve his desire. While he
waited for it to freeze, he busied himself collecting every scrap of rope he could
find, including even the tasseled tiebacks of the curtains. It would be a long
climb down and he would need every inch he could get.

After that, there was only one more thing to do. It took him almost no time to
slice off the legs of his jeans and turn them into cut-offs. He cut them higher
than his pockets, and little white flaps hung out on either side. They looked
horrible with his boots, but he knew better than to tromp into Hell sporting flip-
flops. The gargoyles were much pleased with his attire and attacked his legs with
more vigor than usual when he left. The rivulets of blood did not compliment his
ensemble a bit.

He suspected, once he lowered himself over the edge and began his descent,
that he would feel the heat of Hell baking his flesh before he ever got halfway
down. He was surprised to feel a draft of cool air, not winter cold, but air
conditioner cold. The skin on his legs prickled and dried blood flaked off like
dandruff. Feeling quite under dressed, Demetrius considered going back. He
even started to pull himself up when one of the bits of rope he had lashed
together snapped, and he fell. It was the curtain tieback that did it, of course. In
the split second it took to travel the great distance from Up to Down, Demetrius
had to laugh. He was, after all, coming to Hell by the most common route. A fall.

Demetrius saw the light. It was every bit as bright as people liked to claim, and
then some. In fact, it gave him an immediate headache. He pushed himself up




and rubbed his arms for warmth. The canteen of ice water was nowhere in sight,
but he didn’t suppose he would need it after all.

It took his eyes a few moments to adjust. The place was quite different from
what he’d expected, starting with the too cold air. The floors all shone spotless
white; though some of the cheap laminate tiles were curling in the corners. There
was a maze of black rope set up with a line of people (or things resembling
people) winding in between. He had seen such a thing before, though he had
never participated in one. He never did understand why anybody would want to
stand in a line. Bland instrumentals blared through unseen speakers, making
speech all but impossible.

Still, garbled, half-shrieked conversations polluted the air. The line inched
forward. Demetrius stood a moment longer; waiting for the fabled Cerberus to
come rushing out, slobber dripping from the corners of both its mouths. It didn’t
come. Demetrius didn’t hear so much as a growl. A gory couple took their places
at the back of the line. In front of Demetrius.

“Excuse me, but I was here first,” he said.

“Go to Hell,” the woman replied. He felt a sudden urge to strangle her, with
her prim mouth untouched by the road rash that had eaten the rest of her face.
He doubted it would have done any good anyhow. Instead, he stepped into line
behind them.

It felt like an eternity that he stood there, the line moving so slowly any
forward momentum was imperceptible. People kept coming, though, and it
wasn’t long before Demetrius was no longer at the end of the line. Not so much
because he moved forward, but because they kept coming, and coming, and
coming.

By the time he finally reached the counter, he forgot why he had come at all.
A frazzled woman in a red blazer tapped her fingernails against the desk and
rolled her eyes so often they never seemed to stop.

“Help you?” She said for the third time. Demetrius’ mind raced. He could
think of nothing to say.

“You're going to have to go to the back of the line, then.” She said.

“No! I was just at the back of the line.” Demetrius said.

“No, sir,” the woman did not even try to hide her irritation. “If you were just at
the back of the line you wouldn’t be here. Next please.”

The man behind him stepped up and spun Demetrius back between the ropes.
It took almost as long as waiting in the first place for them to shove Demetrius all
the way to the end of the line. Then he waited. Again. It gave him plenty of time
to rediscover his reason for coming. He practiced the words in his head over and
over until he could have said them backwards.

Finally, he made it back up to the counter. The same woman sat there, no
look of recognition on her face. The second button of her blazer was missing. He
wondered if it had been like that before. The devil was in the details.

“Help you?” She asked. Something in the tone of her voice made him want to
forget why he came. He fought it with all his might, but it was still quite a battle.

“Yes, I'm here to see the devil.”

“Which devil?”

“The devil. The Prince of Lies, the Father of Darkness, the Lord of the Flies,
and all that.”




“Do you have an appointment?” As if he just asked to see the dentist.

“Well, no.”

“You have to have an appointment, sir.” A sharp trumpet solo blasted through
the speakers. It was more than just a little off key. Demetrius winced.

“Can I make an appointment?” He asked.

“No. You have to have a petition and ninety-nine dark deeds to get an
appointment with him.”

“How do I get a petition?”

“Doesn’t matter,” the woman said, eyes still rolling.

“But I need to speak with him.”

“Then do your ninety-nine deeds and get a petition.”

“What counts as a dark deed?”

“Doesn’t matter,” the woman said curtly.

“Well, why not?” Demetrius felt the blood rush to his head. Not his blood, of
course, but the last meal he had eaten. Too much more of this and he was going
to throw it up all over the countertop.

“Because, you're dead. So you can’t do any deeds without his express
permission, dark or otherwise.”

“How can I get his permission unless I get an appointment?” He pounded on
the counter with his fist.

“Sir, you need to calm down, sir.” She waited until he had taken a few deep,
but futile, breaths.

“But I need to talk to him, to sort out some things.”

“Well, you could always wait in line. Occasionally he works the floor. I
wouldn’t hold my breath, though.” She slapped her thigh as she laughed. “Get
it?”

Demetrius grumbled and stomped to the back of the line.

Seven times, he repeated the same process. Seven eternities. He thought he
glimpsed his father once, in the line, wearing bulky rings on every finger. He
didn’t get to speak to him, though, since he was way ahead of Demetrius.

Demetrius would have given up on the whole thing, but there didn’t appear to
be anywhere else to go. Every inch of the disturbingly white room was crammed
with people and there was not a single door as far as Demetrius could see. All
four walls, as one might expect, but no doors.

When he finally made it to the counter for the eighth time, somebody else was
seated behind the desk. He didn’t recognize him at all. Who would have figured
the Lord of Darkness would look like a hunchback with a face full of herpes?

“Help you?” Satan said.

“Yes, I wish to speak to the Devil.”

“Go on, then,” he said.

“You mean you're?”

“Were you expecting Fabio?”

“No, I, just, well.”

“Moving on,” the Devil said.

“Here’s the deal. I'm tired of not belonging anywhere. They don’t want me on
Earth, and that’s fine, they don’t want me in Heaven, and that’s fine, too. So, I've
come here to give my allegiance to you,” it was hard for him to say while he was
looking right at the thing. Demetrius took a deep breath. It was not the ideal




situation, but anything had to be better than lonely limbo. “I will be your
servant.” He finished.

The Devil clicked his tongue and drummed his fingers on the countertop. He
wore a single silver earring that caught the harsh neon light and reflected it
directly into Demetrius’ eyes.

“Well, you see, the thing is...” he held out his hands and shrugged. His fingers
were gnarled like old oak branches. Demetrius closed his eyes, knowing what
was to come. “I'm not really looking to add to my staff at the moment, and since
[ don’t want to give you false hope I might as well be outright. If I were looking
to expand, [ still wouldn’t want you. You're not very cunning or creative, and
hardly evil at all. You think I let in every Tom, Dick, and Harry who has ever
tasted the blood of men? The place would be overrun! It’s busy enough as things
are.

“What the smudge am I supposed to do, then?” Demetrius felt hot tears in his
eyes.

“See? Right there, you just said smudge. Not fuck, or even frick. Souls like you
would make people believe I'm some sort of softie. Smudge isn’t going to inspire
fear in anybody. You're useless to me and what you do from here is not my
concern.”

Demetrius groaned. He latched onto the edge of the counter and tried to yank
the whole thing loose. It did not budge. The Devil laughed. Demetrius could
feel the heat rise in his cheeks.

“Fine.” He said. He loosened his grip on the immovable counter. “Can you at
least tell me how to get out of here?”

“I suggest you try the line.” The Devil said. He interlaced his fingers behind
his head and leaned back in his chair. Lacking anything better to do, Demetrius
followed his advice.

“Next!” The Devil said while Demetrius wrestled his way to the back. The
music played on, sharp, flat, and endless.
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Doctor Louise Randale sat at the large, mahogany desk in his office,
staring accusingly at the microscope before him that he had had moved into his



office just for the purpose of studying one patient, one of many he was currently
attending to. The blood on the slide beneath the powerful lenses of the
microscope belonged to a young girl, one Bridget Graham, a twenty four year old
social worker who had come to him over a week ago complaining of a strange
ailment that none of her doctors had been able to diagnose. She suffered from
fainting spells, weakness of the extremities, loss of appetite and delusional
thinking from time to time. At times Ms. Graham seemed perfectly sane and in
control of her faculties, and at other times she went into fits of madness that
frightened even her nurses, who were used to patients acting irrationally from
time to time. Randale had only seen one of her fits to date, but he had to admit
that he had been less than inclined to stay in the room as she lay in the bed,
thrashing and crying out as if she were being killed right before them. She had
even managed to dislodge herself from the bed and had tumbled to the floor,
cutting her head badly and spraining her wrist, but she had notice neither the
blood trickling into her eyes from the head wound, nor the pain in her wrist until
much, much later, after she had awaken from the heavy sedatives they had given
her to finally calm her down and get her back into the bed.

Now, he sat back from his desk, rubbing one large and work roughened
hand under his chin, trying to decipher what the slide beneath that microscope’s
lens was telling him. He had taken that sample a few days ago, shortly after she
had been admitted, and it gave him the same, perplexing show day after day.
Contained on the innocent looking slide was what one would expect to find in a
normal blood sample from a human being. Red blood cells were floating about in
the plasma with the occasional white blood cell moving about them, looking for
something to attack. Smaller platelets were mixed in with them, simply drifting
about as they had nothing better to do. What was not to be expected was one,
single, microscopic organism moving about in there with them. It was a strange,
sluggish, blackish thing that was neither virus nor bacteria. It appeared to be
some new form of microscopic life form altogether. He had watched it, day after
day, slowly hunting after the red blood cells about it. The thing was twice the size
of the red blood cells, and would move in on one, wrapping its enormous self
around its victim. Once it had surrounded the blood cell, it would appear to
release some sort of enzyme that would eat away the cellular membrane of the
red blood cell, and then it would take what it needed, completely digesting the
blood cell before moving on to the next one. He had watched day after day as it
slowly devoured everything else on the slide. He had put the slide away the first
night, completely baffled by what had happened, with the intent of drawing it out
the following day to see what had happened to the attacking microbe now that its
food supply was gone. Getting the slide out the second day, he found that all of
the red blood cells had somehow returned, and the monstrous thing amongst
them was going about its meal again. This was a process that happened over and
over again each day, and Randale could not figure out what was going on. He was
sure the thing was decimating all of the other cells on the slide each day, but they
would all be back the next day as if nothing at all had happened to them the
previous day. Nothing would have changed from one morning to the next, and he
felt that if he had not looked at the slide from one morning to the next, he would
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not have known about what the foreign object was doing at all.

He was completely lost as to what was going on in Ms. Graham's blood.
Was this strange phenomenon happening in her body, and if it was, how was she
able to live with such things in her blood system? Sighing in frustration, he got
out of his chair and headed out of his office. He walked the length of the corridor,
and got onto the elevator at the end of it. He pushed the button that would take
him to the patients' floor, and waited patiently as it took him down. He exited,
and walked down to room 314, Ms. Graham's room. Putting on his most
convincing smile, he stepped into the room.

In a hospital bed sat an anxious, yet attractive, young woman. Her light
brown hair hung down to her waist, pooling about at the ends in the bed. Her
long, delicate hands, pianist hands, lay in her lap, twisting and wringing each
other only on occasion and with no apparent, conscious effort on her part. She
had her face turned away from him, looking out the window, but he had seen it
often enough to know that her eyes were an enchanting green that usually held a
great deal of caring and concern for those about her. She was one of those soft
hearted women who cared more for others than she did for herself. Her features
were almost noble in nature and her frame was as thin and delicate as a European
princess. Her back was painfully straight and stiff as she continued to stare out
the window at something he felt sure he could not see for there seemed to be
nothing of any true interest out there that he could see from where he was
standing.

"Good morning, Ms. Graham,” he said politely enough.

She finally turned to look at him, and he could see by the look in her eyes
that she was not having a very good morning at all. She seemed strained and
more stressed than usual. There were dark circles under her eyes that he didn’t
care for in the least, and the muscles of her face twitched a good deal. "Good
morning, Doctor," she managed to return, twisting her hands into painful knots
in her lap.

"How are you feeling this morning?" he asked as he moved to the end of
her bed, and picked up her chart. He glanced at it, but did not read a word on it.
He knew Ms. Graham's chart by heart, so often had he looked at it over the past
several days, and there was nothing there that would shed any light on the
woman's current condition. He was only doing it to give his eyes someplace other
than her anxious face to look at.

"Have you found a cure yet?" she asked, completely ignoring his question.

He placed the chart back, and looked up into her bright and anxious eyes.
"Ms. Graham, I will be honest with you, we haven't even determined what your
condition is yet, let along decide what course of treatment to take to make you




better."

Her hands began to crush each other in her agitation, and he started to
fear that she might actually hurt herself if she continued to put that much
pressure on them. Her face crumbled into that of a crazed hag, and she shrieked
at him in a voice that was nothing like the one she had been addressing him with
only a few moments ago. "But you must! You must find a cure! I need it. | need it
before tonight. Don't you understand? Don't you see that I need a cure, and need
it NOW!"

Dr. Randale flinched back from Ms. Graham's rage, not knowing exactly
how to handle this. He was used to patients blowing up at him, but this was
different. There was just something wrong with how Ms. Graham was handling
this, and he couldn't seem to figure out what that was. "Please, Ms. Graham, it
would be best if you remained calm about this. Our best people are working on
this, I assure you."

"Best people my ass!" she cried, spitting at him. A large glob of saliva flew
from her mouth and struck him in the chest. Randale stared down at this
harmless projectile for several moments, completely and totally stunned by its
existence there. He looked back up at Ms. Graham to see that her chest was
heaving with the intensity of the rage she was obviously feeling for him right now.

He nodded to her with a stiff motion of his head. "If you would excuse me,
Ms. Graham, it seems that I have a bit of a mess to clean up."

As he left the room, she called out to him in a voice near hysterical,
"That's not all you'll have to clean up if you don't find that cure for me by
nightfall."

He made sure to stop by the nurse's desk and recommend a sedative for
the occupant of room 314 before heading off to the rest room to clean off his lab
coat.

He went about his usual rounds that day, and returned to his office late in
the day. The last rays of the sun's light were filtering through the window when
he sat down at the microscope to see what he could figure out about his star
patient's condition. He looked into the microscope at the slide he had not
removed when he had left that morning, and what he saw there chilled him to the
bone.

As late in the day as it was, he had expected to see nothing but a bit of
plasma and the monstrous, microscopic organism that he still had neither
identified nor named. He was shocked to see that the blood cells that should have
been devoured during the day to still be there, floating about in the clear fluid.
He had no idea what had happened to have caused this change in the microbe’s
behavior. It should have eaten everything by now and be sitting near the middle
of the slide, but it had not. He searched about for it moving the slide about in an
attempt to discover what had happened to the thing. There, off to one side, it was




sitting, lurking almost, as if waiting for something to occur.

The light of the sun faded, dimmed and then disappeared entirely. The
instant the sun was behind the horizon and its light gone for the day, dark, grisly
tendrils exploded from the organism. They shot through the small, contained
world of the slide. The tendrils hit into the red blood cells, where they burrowed
into the cellular membrane, penetrating the cells and lodging themselves there,
but seemed to do nothing else at all. Soon, every last red blood cell was linked to
the single microbe, pulsing and moving with a life of their own as if they had
somehow become one, large organism. Randale had never seen anything like it
before. Suddenly, the entire mass convulsed on the slide. Randale jumped back
from the microscope just as the tiny crack of breaking glass let him know that the
slide had been snapped in half by the mass that had miraculously formed on it.

He walked around to the front of the microscope to see that the slide was
now in two pieces, the sample on it had turned from a red to a dark brown, and it
seemed to writhe upon the broken glass. If this had happened to the sample of
Ms. Bridget Graham's blood, what was currently happening to Ms. Graham?

Randale rushed down the hall as fast as he could, and mashed the down
button of the elevator until the impossibly slow moving car arrived. He stepped
in, and pushed down on the button for the third floor until the doors opened,
letting him out at exactly the right place. He ran down the length of the hall,
ignoring the looks the nurses cast his way as he passed. He reached Ms. Graham's
door, and didn't even bother to knock before going in. The room was cast in
shadows. The only light making it into the room was that of the full moon
shining in through the open windows. The cool, autumn breeze flipped lightly at
the curtains. Randale reached out and flicked the light switch. A soft zzzzzt and
the sharp odor of burnt wires answered him, but no light came on. Somehow, the
lights had all been smashed in this room. He squinted his eyes, searching the bed
for his patient. "Ms. Graham?"

A huge, dark shape rose up from where it had been laying in the bed. The
sheets slide of the great body to pool about its waist. Enormous, pointed ears
scanned back and forth like monstrous satellite dishes. The one closest to him
panned one way, then jerked back to face towards him, as if just now detecting
his presence. The rest of the head turned to follow it. Great, massive paws rested
in the thing's lap, twitching and wringing at each other. The snout of the thing
was not as terrible as one would have thought. It was not long or massive, but
only a small thing just protruding a short ways from the face. A slick, black, heart
shaped nose shivered and twitching at the end of that snout as if trying to get his
scent. Small, silvery eyes looked out at him from an incredible mass of soft,
brown fur.

The snout parted, revealing the most horrible set of fangs Randale had
ever seen in his life, and the thing said in a voice that was Ms. Graham's and yet




not Ms. Graham's, "Time's up... Doctor."

Sour Milk by D D Bell

Introduced in the December 2008 issue

Grim reader! did you ever see a ghost?
Byron

It was a chill evening and Tabby shivered uncontrollably. She wrapped
her bare and sinewy arms about her torso in an attempt to thwart the penetration
of a coldness that would not relent at merely skin and flesh. Bone coldness - that
is the worst of all, to be sure. Maybe a punter would happen along shortly. She
would then be able to settle down into the back seat of his car and stay warm for
a short while in front of the car’s heater. It was still early, however, and most
would still be at home surrounded by their brats and eating a piping hot
casserole- well cooked by a frigid lady wearing heels and a nice frock, no doubt.
Stiletto heels and a black dress - not the attire to be wearing come a late autumn
eve. They... the punters; they liked her to dress in this way.

She could see two more girls at the other side of the street — they weren't
having much success either. A patrol car drove slowly by; one of the officers held
his ears in his hands and stuck out his tongue. She always thought that it was
colder standing on the other side of the street and next to the icy waters of the
canal. It was lighter on her side of the road and the wall to her rear gave some
protection from the bitter wind, which blew down from the tops. She heard the
chugging of a familiar vehicle and a battered van pulled up just short of where she
was standing.

“Bit cold for party a party dress isn't it, Tabby?” said a hooded figure as
she stepped from the van.

“Fuck you,” came the expected retort - albeit without any real venom.

The figure, a girl in her late teens, opened the back doors to the van and
disappeared inside for a moment. She returned holding a large thermos flask aloft
— like the triumphant captain at her side’s victory.

“Would you like a drop of soup, old girl?” she playfully teased.
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Tabby, who was only just into her twenties herself, nodded thankfully.
The smiling girl carefully poured some hot soup into a polystyrene cup and
handed it to the pitiful character that stood to her front. She wrapped her bony - he
hands around the cup and let the warm steam waft about her face and throat. could do

“Not much going on here at the moment, Sidney. We'll come back later,” [
said the girl to the driver of the van. She bowed theatrically and slammed the
doors shut. “T'll see you later, my dear,” she added with a flamboyant wave as she
jumped back into the passenger seat.

Like a ghost that disappears into the night — she was gone.

Tabby enjoyed her brief interchanges with the girl and was always sorry
that she never dared ask her name - for she had a good heart and that was
without a doubt. She smiled through her cracked and sore lips as she
remembered when their fingers had accidentally touched one evening when the
girl handed her a steaming brew - alas, the warmth of her touch had refused to
linger against her pale skin for more than a moment thereafter.

Her thoughts were rudely interrupted as a silver car pulled up to the
pavement - the walls of its tires scraped noisily against the curb. A door was
pushed open.

“I suppose you’ll have to do, love,” uttered a grey suited man from the
driver’s seat.

Tabby reluctantly threw the soup into the gutter and climbed into the
vehicle. She didn’t recognize the driver; he wasn’t a regular hereabouts - she
hoped that he wouldn’t hurt her too much. His car was warm - at least.

friends!

She heard the baby crying as soon as she had turned the corner into the
bottom of her street - it never stopped. Her milk had failed to nourish it - it was
sour. She had nothing good to give to it, her baby, and that is why it died. All that
she ever had was bad. Her lips were sore from where the man had shown her the
back of his hand - it wasn’t the first time, however; and it wouldn’t be the last.
Her father was the first. He had called her a whore and scrubbed off her lipstick
with the sausage fingers of his rough bricklaying hands. She left to have the baby
soon after — and never, ever, returned.

“Hey, bitch, come over here and have a suck on this,” leered a shabby
middle-aged man as he climbed out from the shattered window of a nearby
derelict house.

She would never feed from the punterthey were her lifeblood. He, t
man- he was different; he was nobody. No one would ever hilmsand disrup
the game whilst investigatings whereabouts.

She indicated that he should climb back inside the house and she
followed. She could smell his beery breath as he made to kiss her.

“No mouths,” she screamed out almost hysterically.

He feigned shock and undid his belt buckle. However, before his trousers
were at his knees, he was dead. He never felt the craft knife as it slit easily across
his turkey throat. Tabby lowered him gently to the floor, lest she should disturb a
casual passer-by. She looked out from the window and thankfully saw no one
about. She looked towards her room across the way and she could hear the baby
still crying in the darkness therein - maybe she should have left a light on for it.

She lapped fastidiously at his blood, like a pampered cat at a china saucer;
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it wouldn’t do to ruin her clothes - her wardrobe stood sparse as it was. It was
bad blood; she already had her share of that. However, in the way of things, with
bad blood comes no guilt. If only she could feed from The Ghost. The blood
would be good and nourishing; but the guilt would be overwhelming - she could
never live with that. She once had an absurd notion that The Ghost would be so
good that she would willingly let her take her blood - like a blood transfusion.
She could take a pint at a time and offer her tea and biscuits whilst she recovered.
It was good to dream. She often dreamt of her baby too. She shuddered as she
suddenly remembered how she had tried to suckle it next to the flaming braziers
that stood under the town’s viaducts. The image slammed into her brain like a
hammer in the hands of a skilful Smithy. How they had all laughed at her plight.
How she had cried and screamed when the paramedics took her baby away. One
of them, a man, put his strong arm about her shoulders and said: “There, there,
everything will be alright.” It was like he was talking to a child. It was how he
should have been talking to her child if she had fallen over and scuffed its knees
whilst out playing with its friends in the schoolyard. She could see tears in his
eyes — maybe he had a daughter too. They wrapped her in a grey woolen blanket
to keep out the cold. She had lost a lot of blood - it lay as a deep crimson pool
under foot as they carried her to the waiting ambulance. She needed the blood
back - it was all that remained of her baby after they had flung it into the
incinerator by its scaly heels.

Alas, when she returned a few days later, the blood was well washed away
by the rains - as she had expected.

She wore a flimsy jacket this evening as the sleet turned to snow. Her
umbrella threatened to turn inside out as the wind whipped relentlessly up from
the cold pavement. The Ghost was about; she was handing out warm sausage rolls
to the wretched - who waited patiently in line for their grateful turn.

She would have to be quick to trap The Ghost; she had seen her in action
once before when she was threatened by Suzanne’s pimp. Before Sidney could get
out the van and come to her aid, she had felled the pimp with a swift knee to the
groin - nice. No one ever bothered her much after that and she could park up
anywhere without being molested.

“That’ll have to do, Sidney, we have nothing left,” she said as she brushed
an errant lock of dark hair back into her hood. “Take me home will you?” she
added reluctantly.

A car pulled to the curb and Tabby was summoned inside - it was a
regular. She jumped inside without her usual caution.

“Howard,” she let out enthusiastically, “follow that van over there and I
will give it to you for free tonight - oral and without protection.”

Howard was only too eager to please and over revved his engine in his
pursuit. They followed closely as the van left the abandoned terraces behind -
along with the disused warehouses and redundant brewery buildings. They drove
past the new cinema and shopping centre and found themselves on the dual
carriageway and going out towards the new estates. They watched as the van
pulled up to the curb and next to a fair sized semi with an open plan lawn to
front. The Ghost got out and waved the van off. Tabby thought that she would
soon disappear up the path and into the house. However, she did not. As the van




disappeared around the bend, she turned and walked back towards the council
flats on nearby Milton Street. Howard was ordered to follow.

Not many lights shone inside the blocks. It was late and most were asleep.
Tabby watched as a tell tale lamp suddenly lit up a second floor flat.

Howard was soon satisfied and she hardly felt the chill as she stepped out
from his warm car. The outer door lock to the building was smashed asunder and
she easily let herself into the foyer. She was forced into the shadows as a comely
woman wearing a woolen coat stepped out from the arriving lift. Tabby felt for
the steel craft knife, which was tucked into the top of her stocking. Fortunately
the woman passed without noticing her. She knew which flat it was and she was
soon rapping lightly at the door. The door slowly opened and Tabby reacted at
speed. Pushing the door hard against the opener, she grasped the startled Ghost
by the scruff of her clothing. She pushed the blade up to her throat.

“Tabby? Tabby, what... what are you doing?” managed The Ghost before
she fainted.

Tabby dragged the semiconscious form inside and closed the door behind
herself.

“This was much easier than I thought,” she crowed to herself out loud.

The spluttering gas ring was yet to warm up the room and Tabby could
see her vapor breath as she struggled heavily inward. She summoned up all that
was left of her strength and hoisted The Ghost up onto a single dining chair - the
room was Spartan to say the least. The Ghost looked thinner than she had
thought, her face almost gaunt. She had only ever seen her under the irregular
lamplight of the back streets where she worked. Notwithstanding that the room
was brightly lit, it smelt of damp and mildew grew on the threadbare carpet that
stuck to her soles as she went. She never thought that it would be like this. She
roughly pulled the colorful scarf from around The Ghost’s neck and made to tie it
around her thin wrists as she pulled them to the back of the chair. She jumped
back in horror. She fell to her knees as if in prayer.

“No, no, no...”

She heard the baby cry in the next room.

“My baby... it must be hungry,” she uttered in a rational tone.

She hurriedly secured The Ghost to the chair with the scarf. She brushed
aside her hair and kissed her gently on the cheek.

She soon scooped the baby up into her arms and held it close to her
breast. Its cheeks where chubby and red - a noisy electric heater well kept the
chill at bay in the nursery. A book of nursery rhythms sat on a chair and a bundle
of knitting lay to the side. She could hear moaning from the other room. The
Ghost panicked as her baby was brought before her.

“Don’t hurt my baby, please,” She tearfully begged.

“Call yourself a Mother,” Tabby raged. “How could you leave this poor
little mite all alone?”

‘I didn’t.... my mother...”

“...0ut getting your next fix, were you? Sucked a syphilitic cock for a bag
of brown, did we?”

“Just let me have my baby...”

“You don’t deserve her.” She said as she exposed her breast.




“You bitch. I'll fucking kill you if you harm my child!”

“Brave words from a smack head tied to a chair.”

The Ghost inhaled deeply. “I don’t do drugs anymore — I've been clean for
nearly a year.”

“You are still dirty... you are bad. You fed this babe sour milk”
The baby wriggled in her arms and held her hands out towards her Mother.

“See, she wants me. Let her go, please...”
Her words died as the blade did its job once more.

She felt no guilt and no remorse. Blood probably tastes the same whether
good or bad.
She threw the dead baby to the floor.

Rock-a-bye, baby,
In the tree top,
When the wind blows,
The cradle will rock.

The End
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Richard

Hallowe'en. The sky had smoldered black and there was no moon to Pitaniello

shine, but hundreds of streetlights glowed orange, highlighting the steady
drizzle, flashing off wet concrete and puddles. Water thick and dark as mud  [USEUESE

streamed along each side of the street, carrying cigarette butts and twigs and REEILE
leaves into the gurgling throats of storm sewers. There were some empty forests, and
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houses crumpling in on themselves. A brick wall ran the length of the street,
the bricks black in the harsh orange light, the pale mortar showing up like a
grid.

The two high school girls walked the deserted street alone, one
gorgeous movie star, one repulsive monster, each eighteen but still trick-or-
treating even if they were way too old. Tilly Park swung her plastic bag into
the other girl's head, making candy rattle and crack. She called: "You're a
liar, Brit Twit!"

Emma McHallen crossed her arms and pulled her lower lip down,
showing teeth, nice teeth that all but glowed white against her dark face-
paint. Her glasses clung to one ear, and drops of water on the lenses flared
orange. "Don't call me that," she said in a thick British accent. "Jack would
get crazy-mad if he heard you."

Tilly swung the candy bag in front of her and then stuck out both
arms like a scarecrow. Some of her dark hair caught on the sleeve of her dress
and stuck to her wrist. Her trick-or-treat bag dangled from her wrist,
crinkling. It was just a painfully bright orange shopping bag, now filled with
enough candy to weight down her arm. Tilly said: "You don't know
Hallowe'en Jack. Nobody knows Jack. He doesn't exist."

"I do too know him,"” Emma muttered. She pointed both of her feet at
Tilly, which she'd heard meant you were focusing all your attention on
somebody. She also swung her trick-or-treat bag like a pendulum blade. It
was a fabric bag, which Emma liked because it was better for the environment
than plastic...but it was halfway soaked and could ruin the candy before the
night was over. Still, it was heavier than Tilly's bag and would make a better
club, so Emma let it swing and kept both of her feet pointed straight at Tilly.

Tilly didn't seem to notice. "How could you know Jack?" she asked
Emma, dropping her arms to her sides. "Kids look for him every Hallowe'en
and can't find him--like they can't find Santa Claus because Santa's a fake."

Emma straightened her glasses and turned her face down, tilting her
eyes up so she was looking over her glasses. She knew that was an
intimidating look, and with her green and brown face-paint it was more so.
"He exists. I see him every Hallowe'en," she told Tilly. "He's from Britain
too." Then she added, "We're sweethearts."

"Oh, sweet 'arts you say," Tilly said, mocking her accent. "You're
lying, Brit Twit," Tilly insisted, combing her hair with her fingers, pulling the
wet strands apart. "This isn't Valentine's Day," she pointed out.

Emma lifted her head. Her glasses flashed orange again, and some of
her blonde hair was sticking to her face. "I know," she said. "He can't come
back on Valentine's Day. He only comes back on Hallowe'en."

A car drove by, its headlights glazing both girls with yellow. They
stood still, their shadows swinging across the brick wall behind them.

Then the car and its yellow lights were gone. The girls were alone
again, and everything was dark and orange. Both of them were still scowling.

Finally, Emma spoke: "You can see him for yourself," she told Tilly.
"He'll be here soon. And he won't like you."

Tilly snorted. "Twit, get the legends straight. Jack doesn't just come
right out to see people,” Tilly argued. "You have to find him. Everybody
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knows that."

Emma looked down again. A leaf was sailing past them in the stream
at the edge of the street, twirling. The water was as thick and dark as pureed
cherries, but it smelled rancid rather than sweet. Emma looked back up at
Tilly. Drizzle was collecting on Emma's face and her green and brown
makeup was melting together, making her look even nastier. "He's coming,"
she insisted.

Tilly frowned. "Emma, Jack doesn't come to you. You have to follow
his light and find him."

Emma raised both eyebrows. "Light?" she asked. "What light?"

Tilly paused. "The lantern he carries. He always carries a lantern."

"No he doesn't,” Emma said.

"Of course he does," Tilly said. "Don't you know the story? Jack was
too bad a person to go to Heaven, but he tricked Satan and got kicked out of
Hell--so now he wanders the Earth with a lantern each Hallowe'en."

Emma paused, said: "Oh. That's not the Jack I'm talking about. My
Jack didn't get out of Hell."

"What?"

"The Devil only lets him out on Hallowe'en," Emma explained. "It's
his favorite holiday."

"Who are you talking about?" Tilly asked. "There isn't another Jack
who comes out on Hallowe'en."

"Yes there is," Emma said. Then she pointed past Tilly. "He's standing
right behind you," she told her.

Tilly snorted again...

...and then she gasped when a shadow blocked out the orange
streetlight. She spun around and saw a man standing there: tall, clothed in
black, obsidian eyes glinting in the dark, the long knife in his hand flashing
orange.

Emma just folded her arms, shifted her weight to one leg. "This is
Jack, Jack Ripper," she explained. "And he doesn't like you."

Emma wanted to explain that she didn't much like Jack that he'd
taken a shine to her years ago even if he was way too old for Emma, and now
she couldn't get rid of him so she didn't try anymore.

But Tilly was shrieking so loud that she would never have heard
Emma's words. She probably didn't even hear the sound of her blood vessels
snapping with a pop when Jack ripped out her heart and held it high, letting
the blood reach down his arm.

Emma sighed. The police would be here soon and she was eager to be
gone by then, but she knew if she didn't give Jack a kiss he wouldn't leave her
alone all night. He'd follow her and hound her and bring her scarlet flowers
and candy...and hearts, lots of hearts, harvested from anyone within reach.
No, she knew. One dead girl is enough.

So she just smiled, wiping the dripping face-paint off her mouth.
Then she stood up on her toes and kissed Jack on the cheek when he bent
down. He dropped Tilly's heart in Emma's fabric trick-or-treat bag. The
bottom turned dark, began dripping onto the street, drops of blood mixing
with the streams running at the edge of the roads, gurgling down the sewer.




Yes, this batch of candy is ruined.
"Thanks," she whispered to her Hallowe'en sweetheart.
Then Jack faded away, leaving Emma alone in the drizzle. Their date
was over for another year, and so was trick-or-treating.
THE END
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not a the brightest light could reveal it. He moves through the shadows during the day,
whispering to his prey, and never knowing until it is too late, that their fate will be played.
Though the light of the day protects them, it is an ally that has no true legion, for it waves and
fades, giving chance to realm unknown.

The elusive master of darkness perched on his tower of decay and watched as light began to fade.
His stance changed in a parallel motion to that of the blanketing nightfall, until flight was
granted. He didn’t sour lazily, instead he dive bombed towards a target like a hawk to the rat,
terrorizing the unsuspecting innocent.
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Good Luck to all that enter.
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