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September 2008 Call forth the number of the beast, for it is a human number.  

 

Warning to those that set eyes on this document. There are a few occurrences in which very strong language was 

used; failure to understand that should result in closing this document, deleting it from your computer and 

learning how to read a warning label. This document is not, in anyway shape or form, meant for children. We 

are strictly mature audience ONLY! 
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most questionable subjects.  
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The Mail Box 

There comes a time when it is best to ask yourself, what would it be like to view the magazine from the 

managerôs eyes?  Well, let me tell you something right now, that question is to be answered, regardless if that 

statement was true or not. I have placed here for you the type of information that is often presented to me; a lot 

of it goes into the bulk folder though. Hmm I wonder whyé Actually there are some truly remarkable questions.  

ñI was wondering 

when Poem 

submissions will be 

available.ò 

-Brian 

ñWhy is that my story 

was rejected and yet 

a crappier story was 

published in place of 

it? Tell me, I have a 

strong record of 

success.ò 

-Tucker 

ñI work for a 

company that 

would like to 

sponsor your 

magazine, but 

there is one tiny 

problem. My 

country is in a 

civil war and I 

could use some 

funds to allow 

transport, please 

send to me your 

bank account.ò 

-NiôKre 

ñDo you know 

how long it takes 

for the site to 

load? That 

background is the 

problem. You 

should take 

inconsideration of 

slow 

connections.ò 

-Ricky 

ñYou mentioned 

you play Halo, 

but I never see 

you on? Why the 

hell not?ò 

-Xbox Freak 

ñWhat do you like to 

drink?ò 

-Captain 

That is a good 

question. I often 

receive a few things 

that donôt fit the bill 

and cause me to 

wonder what to do 

with it. Itôs not like I 

donôt want to do it. I 

have nothing against 

poems, other than the 

fact I canôt write them. 

Such a small place of 

words to express a 

novel worth of 

emotion. That is talent, 

and I respect it. 

Perhaps in the future. 

I like that you seem 

to have a huge ego 

trip. Enjoy that trip 

for what it is worth 

because sometimes 

strong success 

records donôt mean 

anything, while in 

some cases they do. 

 

There are a lot of 

reasons for not being 

picked. Some 

impartial, some fair, 

while a smaller 

portion completely 

biased. We try to be 

as fair as possible 

when selecting and 

just because we reject 

doesnôt mean it isnôt 

good.  

 

Perhaps we didnôt 

like something about 

it; I believe that we 

hand out actual 

Okay this one is 

fake; I have yet 

to get anything 

like this. Iôm 

waiting for the 

day though, and 

when it comes 

Iôll be ready to 

do the right 

thing. 

 

Hand him lots of 

money so that I 

can help out his 

war torn brothers 

and sisters, of 

course right? 

What else am I to 

do? 

It is sort of slow 

on that isnôt it? I 

canôt help but to 

think about that 

Comcast 

commercial with 

the DSL turtles 

right now, eh.  

 

We will address 

that soon enough, 

but the page loads 

enough to read the 

site and grab the 

PDF files. That is 

what the site is 

mostly about. 

That is its heart. 

You caught me. I 

havenôt been on 

in such a 

longtime that I 

got killed every 

spawn. Hilarious 

isnôt, with the 

handle name 

Deadman10. Eat 

it up. 

 

I will be on more 

often for those 

that care.  

I personally like hard 

liquor. I donôt drink 

beer much, never 

really got used to that 

fizzy taste.  

I like whiskey, goodô 

ole Jack wonôt let you 

down.  

I have lots of vodka, 

some in different 

flavors, and I mix it 

often into anything 

and everything.  

Mixed drinks are 

great, especially top 

shelf quality. 

 

If you think Iôm bad, 

you should have 

Oliver give his 

answer. 
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reasons and not form 

letters. You should 

probably read it. 

 

 

Have questions, or opinions, send them our way Legato10@swbell.net  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Headliners 

Feature Title Runner up Couldnôt resist 

THE WAY THEY SELL 

THEIR SOULS 

THERE WILL BE 

NO MORNING 

STORM HOUSE 

Kristine Ong Muslim Rick McQuiston Lucy Swan 

 

 

 

Forward 
Presented by Kim 

How is it going my Demonic brothers and sisters? Well, I hope that you forgive the lack of me and Bill in the 

previous issue. We are here and with something real to say this time. I also want to make a statement that the 

manager, Mr. Dedman, is making a decisive strive to focus on primarily Demonic themed stories. Does it mean 

horror only? Let me ask you this, what is Aliens? It is all around Sci-Fi, but creepy as hell. That is the answer to 

that statement.  

 

DO you guys like metal, hell I know I do. I truly dig hardcore metal music, especially when Iôm writing. 

Whatever happened to System of a Down? Yeah, I know, I know. They are temporary disband, but wtf why? 

The solo crap coming from the individual members is horrid in comparison. 

 

Anyways, I hope you enjoy the September issue.  

mailto:Legato10@swbell.net
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THE WAY THEY SELL THEIR SOULS 

Kristine Ong Muslim 

 

first appeared in Trip the Light Horrific 

ed. by Nancy Jackson, Rage Machine 

Books, 2005 

Past Tense 

Horror 

 

 

 

 

 

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 worldôs 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 robotôs 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 Cushingôs 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. 

robotsô titanium alloy, water-and-fade resistant, guiltlessly beaming faceplates seemed to croon: ñDream me up 

something sinful and overtly homicidal, you schizophrenic nitwit, you... I can see through your eyes, your 

godforsaken lying eyes, and I find no repentance there. I know what you think when you fuck your bitch wife in 
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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. I know how 

much you want to straddle your neighborôs wife, jack off in front of your neighborôs ten-year old daughter, and 

doggie fuck your goddamn neighborôs dog. I know how much you want to become so much like yourself. I know 

you and how doomed you are in becoming human. I 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.ò 

 One night, Dan Cushing accidentally blew his head off while cleaning his fatherôs .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 SaviorÊ 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 murderous rampages and 

showed up at SaviorÊ 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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THERE WILL BE NO MORNING 

Rick McQuiston Fantasy Past Tense 

 
 When Toth looked up to the darkening sky he wondered if the sun would ever make its appearance 

again. The grey clouds were thick and unyielding, a suffocating blanket of hazy gloom, and the complete 

absence of any wind allowed them to maintain their dominance in the sky.  

 A blood-red tear welled in Tothôs 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?  

 True, he had been groomed for his destiny since the moment of his 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 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 yesterdayôs 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 fatherôs son, and thus retained his 
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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 Tothôs mind, but were immediately ignored. He felt the power he 

commanded, it coursed through his veins, through his much 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 fatherôs 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 Tothôs 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.  
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 In a flash the spider thing was upon him, its head nervously gyrating as it squatted at his feet.  

 ñMaster,ò it hissed. ñPreparations complete. The time is near. Your fatherôs desires sent to strengthen 

your resolve. There will be no morning. There will be no morning.ò 

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

 ñVery well creature,ò he boomed. ñBe 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. óTothô 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 natureôs 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 
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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 Tothôs fatherôs 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.  

 ñYoung fool,ò he bellowed in a voice that shook the very ground. ñHave I not bestowed upon your 

miserable carcass my desires? Do as I will!ò 

 But Toth would not heed his fatherôs command. He had grown strong, so strong that he felt confident 

enough to challenge his fatherôs authority. He knew the time was right for change. 

 ñI will not do as you wish my lord,ò he retorted. ñMankind deserves to flourish, despite their obvious 

inclinations towards their own destruction.ò  

 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 
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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.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

STORM HOUSE 

Lucy Swan Horror  Past 

 

       

       Storm House was a dark and dreary place. Even in the middle of summer, on its brightest and hottest days, 

something about the house seemed foreboding but no one could quite explain why. Perhaps it was the grey, 

weather beaten exterior that seemed to draw in the light, perhaps it was the imposing loft that rose above the 

rest of the house like a church steeple, casting  its shadow in awkward shapes as the sun begins to set 

   Rumours about the occupants of the house were rife amongst the children of the nearby town. Some said a 

mad old witch lived there and would fly into town every ten years on All Hallows Eve and steal away a child 

from their bed whilst they slept. Others proclaimed the house was empty, merely inhabited by the ghosts of a 

family murdered there by their puritanical and cruel mother. None of the children were ever brave enough to 

venture near the house however; they were too afraid that the shadow of its lonely steeple would swallow them 

and drag them to some unimaginable realm from where they would be no escape. 

      Of course, Lucien DeShawn was unaware of such morbid speculation. Lucien was a lean young man with 
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long, sleek black hair and a piercing in his eyebrow. He had read about the house on the internet where a local 

estate agent was advertising it for sale. Lucien was a sucker for the weird and, he thought, things didn't get 

much weirder than this house. 

      He had had to  pull over for directions upon his arrival in the town, something he was generally loathe to 

do, however he was running late and didn't want to miss his visit. He'd be damned if he was going to let anyone 

else get a chance of snatching up this house. . The man he eventually flagged down was a man of about 

seventy-five, wearing a worn tweed trilby a greyish white shirt and brown trousers held up by bracers. 

   ñExcuse me,ò Lucien had said, the old man turned to face him, a look of confusion on his white whiskered 

face, ñI'm wondering if you could help me?ò 

      Lucien had to strain his ears to understand the man's accent over the car's engine. ñOi'll see wut oi c'n do, 

yun'sir.ò 

     ñI'm looking for Storm House, do you know where abouts it is?ò 

      The old man's face fell in and a look of fear crossed his watery blue eyes. ñYou dun' wan' go near thar 

huse.ò 

     ñI'm sorry, I couldn't hear you over the engine.ò replied Lucien, lying. 

   The old man spoke up and pronounced his words in a clearer voice, ñ Oi said, you don' wan' go near that 

place, youn' sir. Some bad things up there.ò 

      Oh great, some old kook whose been too busy on the cider already, thought Lucien ñListen, I am interested 

in buying the house and I have a visit there in,ò he looked to his watch, ñabout fifteen minutes, and I would 

appreciate it if you could direct me there.ò 

   ñ I's your funeral, pal.ò The old man said in his thickest vernacular before giving out a sigh and pointing 

Lucien in the direction of the house. 

   Lucien's thoughts when he arrived at the house were how different it looked in real life. The on-line photos 

really didn't do it justice, the house seemed more crooked and the overgrown garden seemed to lack any colour 

where the foreboding shadow of the house was cast over it 

   ñPretty weird, eh?ò Came a voice from behind him. Lucien turned to see who it was. It was a pretty young 

woman with blonde hair and blue eyes, dressed in a smart black skirt suit, ñJust wait until you see inside.ò 

   Lucien said nothing, ñI'm Karen Houston, from the estate agents.ò She walked up to Lucien and shook his 

hand, ñAre you ready to go inside?ò 

   ñI can't wait.ò replied Lucien 
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   The inside of the house was certainly stranger than the outside; the rooms seemed to sit at strange angles, 

although when Lucien followed the lines he ended up baffled, as they ran perfectly into each other. ñHow long 

has the house been empty?ò Lucien asked, his words bouncing off the bare walls like a rubber ball 

   ñAbout two years now. The previous owner died and we haven't been able to shift the place since. I guess it's 

just too weird for some people.ò 

   ñI like weird.ò 

   Karen walked over to a window and looked out, ñI kind of guessed. You're the first person to show any 

interest in this place since it came onto the market. We were thinking of knocking twenty grand of the asking 

price, just to entice a few more people in.ò 

   Lucien laughed, ñI'll remember that when it comes to putting in my offer.ò He walked from the lounge into a 

small windowless hallway. It was pitch black save for the light coming from the lounge doorway and Lucien 

felt a little claustrophobic as he stepped into the dark. He reached out his right hand to feel for the wall and as 

he stepped through the dark he felt a door. He reached for the handle and gave it pull: It was locked. ñWhatôs in 

this room?ò he called out, he noticed his voice seemed to be doused out in the darkness. 

   No Reply. 

There came a bang behind him and the hall plunged into darkness as the open door he had walked through 

slammed shut. Normally, the dark did not bother Lucien, but this time there was something strange about it; He 

could swear the darkness was growing on him, wrapping itself around him like a blanket, cloying warmth that 

filled his mouth and nose suffocating him. Lucien closed his eyes and tried to keep his breathing under control 

but he was losing the fight quickly, when, as suddenly as the feeling came, it was broken when a distant and 

muffled voice found its way through to him.òMister DeShawn?ò It was Karen. 

   ñI'm in the hallway.ò He replied, trying his hardest to keep his breathing normal. 

   ñI thought I'd lost you for a second.ò She replied as she walked through to meet him from the kitchen. 

   ñNo, I'm still right here.ò He turned once more to the locked door, ñWhat's in this room?ò 

   ñYou know, I really don't know. We were never given a key for that room.ò 

   Lucien reached into his coat pocket and pulled out his wallet. ñWhat are you doing?ò Asked Karen. 

   ñI'm taking a look in there.ò and with that he pulled out a credit card and slid it between the lock and the door 

frame, popping the lock open with ease. ñPiece of cake.ò  He proclaimed with a smile. 

   Lucien opened the door cautiously and Karen grasped a hold of his arm. 

   Darkness. Lucien reached into his pocket and pulled out an old Zippo lighter with a pentacle emblazoning its 
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sides and lit it. The dim light blinded both of them for a second before revealing a bare wooden staircase 

leading down.òIt's just a cellar.ò 

   Karen let go of his arm for a second and took a deep breath until a loud noise came from the cellar: a deep 

snarling growl. Lucien's heart leaped into his mouth and Karen grasped tightly onto his arm. ñWhat the hell was 

that?ò she said, her voice shrill and startled. 

   ñIt's probably nothing. Perhaps a dog managed to get in from the outside and hasn't been able to get out.ò 

   ñPerhaps we should go down and see if we can help?ò 

   ñAnd what if it isn't?ò 

   Karen gave him a little smile, ñDon't be silly. This place has been empty for two years what else could it be?ò 

   Lucien sighed, ñI suppose you're right... Just stay close by.ò 

   The stairs creaked and groaned with each footfall as they slowly descended into the dusty gloom of the cellar. 

The cellar was large and open plan, although it was filled with clutter: pieces of furniture stacked clumsily 

against the walls, paint cans and various boxes left haphazardly around the floor. Over in the far corner of the 

room came the growling, snarling. Up this close, it sounded less like a dog; less like any animal Lucien had 

ever heard.  To his left, he noticed an old fashioned light switch, He flicked up and down several times but 

there was no light down here. It was then he noticed something dash out of the corner: It was small, about the 

size of a small dog, or a large rat. Karen reached out and grasped Lucien's shoulder. ñDid you see it?ò 

   ñWhatever, it was it doesn't seem hurt.ò Lucien replied as he walked further into the room. In the centre of the 

cellar lay a sheet of tarpaulin held down flat by several tins of paint.  Lucien didn't notice the trap until it was 

too late. He stepped onto the tarpaulin with Karen holding onto his arm and the canvas gave way beneath his 

feet and the pair of them tumbled downwards into the dark.  

    The first thing Lucien noticed when he came around was the smell. A pungent and sickly smell of rotting 

flesh, the next thing was the sound of buzzing, the loud and incessant buzzing of thousands of flies, they flew 

around him and stung his face as they whipped past him. He reached down to the ground and felt around for his 

lighter. He found it amidst a writing mass of maggots and rotting meat and lit it to reveal the true horror of 

where he was. 

   He was in a large chamber, carved out of the rock itself and decorated with the corpses of dozens of people in 

various states of decomposition, thousands upon thousands of black flies swarmed about them like ants around 

a honey pot. In the centre of this chamber where he currently stood were a heap of naked, dismembered corpses 

and a steady stream of blood running down a rut in the rock, leading out into a hallway situated to the left. 
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   ñKaren?ò He called. It had not dawned on him at first that she was not lying next to him when he came to and 

now he began to worry. Suddenly, he saw movement above him and what he saw when he looked up paralysed 

him with fear. It was the creature from the cellar and now Lucien could see it in all its horrific glory it looked 

much like a small dog, only where its legs should have been, were tentacles, covered in hair and oozing a thick 

sludgy slime that dripped and spattered on Lucien's face as he stared up, and it's head was one giant maw filled 

with dozens of razor sharp teeth. 

   With a growl, the creature dropped from the aperture like a spider, Lucien was able to recover in time to leap 

out of the way and he began to sprint through endless corridors, going deeper and deeper into the Earth as he 

followed the trail of blood, never looking behind him as the beast snapped at his heels. Eventually, however the 

trail of blood stopped, as did the snarling at his rear, and Lucien was confronted with an even greater horror. 

   He stood on a ledge several dozen metres above a ravine that reached out in the darkness. The walls around 

him seemed to ooze and drip with blood, leading down into the ravine where, sat in a river of blood, was a 

creature of such immense horror that no words could describe it properly. It seemed to be nothing more than a 

writhing mass of giant black tentacles, lashing and whipping through the air spattering everything with blood. 

   Lucien stood silently staring at this monster for some time, trying to wrap his mind around the image in front 

of him.    

   Welcome to my domain, Human.  It seemed to speak, although it did not have a true voice, more a throbbing 

resonance in Lucien's head that his mind translated. 

   ñWh-what do you want of me?ò Lucien asked, his voice a tremble.  

   The being replied: It is simple. I want you to fear, for I am hungry. 

   Lucien stood tall in defiance and hid the tremble in his voice as he replied. ñYou have the wrong man. I do 

not scare easily...ò 

   Human, do not try and fool me, for I have seen in your mind since you first stepped inside my house. 

Everything from my home here to the house above is a part of me, as it always has been.  Your little bout of 

claustrophobia in the dark? That was my making. 

   "That was nothing. Just a few nerves in the dark. And I am looking upon you now. If you expected me to 

crumple up and gibber like a madman upon witnessing your grotesque appearance, then you will find I am 

made of sterner stuff." 

   So I see, but you will in time. There is no mortal being alive that has heard my true name that has not been 

rooted to the ground in absolute terror. Lucien stood to his full height and said arrogantly, "And what would 
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that be? 

   And then it spoke its name inside Lucien's mind.  

   The word sat still for a moment as Lucien's mind tried to comprehend it, but it was to no avail. The name was 

too much for any mortal man and it triggered a primordial response in him as it did in every one of its victims, 

as if all people throughout time knew its name deep down, and finally, Lucien's mind snapped like tinder. 

   As Lucien stood on the ledge, his eyes glazed with fear, babbling incoherently and repeating the beasts name 

over and over, the river of blood began to boil and hundreds of foul creatures rose from beneath its surface like 

ants fleeing their nest. They swamped him in a great wave and when they dissipated seconds later, there was 

nothing left where he had stood. 

  The chamber filled with a deep rhythmic swell of noise as if the unnameable one was laughing, and stood 

almost out of view besides him, was a young, blonde haired and blue eyed woman wearing a black skirt suit 

laughing gleefully alongside her master. 
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Edward Rodosek Sci-Fi Present 

  

Iôm gazing spellbound at the holographic scene.  

A broad white staircase goes up somewhere into a translucent blueness. A slender, frail woman's figure is 

on the front landing. Her sad, pale face touches me; I notice a dumb appeal for help from her large green eyes. 

The scene dissolves slowly and the commander's voice puts me back into reality.    

ñYou know Lady Grace is one of our most loyal allies on the Attar II; and what you see is the last holo 

record of before the video connection went off. Yet, we know she's still alive for we get occasional audio 

signals with her voice. And now, Lieutenant Peck, let me hear again, what the purpose of your mission is.ò 

ñThe unknown monsters on the planet Attar II besieged the castle of Lady Grace for several weeks and 

many of her faithful subjects have fallen. Because the situation became critical you sent Lieutenant 

Crawford on the rescue mission three days ago. He'd reported he succeeded in arriving at the castle, but 

then we lost any connection with him. My primary task is to land on the planet, drive my armored car to the 

castle and free Lady Grace by force if necessary.ò  

I tried to hide my excitement--what a glorious task! A helpless beauty and a fearless knight whoôll 

rescue her ... 

ñVery good, lieutenant. And your second task? ò 

ñTo find out what had happened to my comrade-in-arms and fetch him or his dead body.ò 

ñExcellent.  I wish you good luck, Lieutenant Peck.ò  

*** 

The first thing I feel is the salty taste of blood in my mouth and then a blunt pain at the nape of my neck.  
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Now I recall the sequence of dramatic events exactly at the moment when I noticed the plateau on which 

the castle of Lady Grace stands. A huge explosion that meant an instantaneously breakdown of my spacecraft 

module engine--my spasmodic efforts to slow down my too fast approaching to the uneven surface of Attar II--

the angry thundering of emergency jet drive--the violent thrust of the module parachute--and, finally, the brutal 

impact a split second before I lost my senses. 

I'm hanging downwards in and when I try to untangle my seat belts I groan with pain; most likely a couple 

of my ribs are broken. Awkwardly I slip onto the floor, shaking my head. All around me there are smashed 

electronic apparatus, a heap of spare equipment changed into a useless junk. And the worst of all--the passage 

to my armored car is hopelessly blocked.  I have no arms on me except the paralyzer hanging on my belt.  

Suddenly, a strong smell of smoke filled my nostrils--oh my God, something is on fire! I try to climb over 

the ruins to the exit and now I see the flames are blazing in one corner of my module. My equipment is been 

swiftly transforming into a glowing furnace.   

I had to get out through the exit trapdoor, which is now nearly above my head. The knob for automatic 

opening is right in front of me! But itôs useless now so I try to pull the lever--it sticks. I pull it again with all my 

strength; the trapdoor opens abruptly and I fall over the heap of equipment. A sharp, violent stabbing pain rips 

through my thigh--but there is no time to look at my wound.  

The fire is approaching fast, the suffocating smoke makes me cough and my eyes are brimming with tears. 

I must find something useful--oh, here it is, my laser, the most powerful personal weapon I know of. I swing it 

out through the trapdoor and then, with the utmost effort, I manage to lift my sore body, twisting my way 

through it and, finally, I fall on the stony ground.   

I gasp for breath; Iôm dizzy, my pulse quickening. A blue-white sun glows from the violet sky, its sharp 

rays dazzle my eyes and prick sting every part of my uncovered skin.  

All around me is an endless, glittery white plain. Only in one direction, on my left, a silhouette juts out the 
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flat surface of the plain. Is it possible that's the Lady Graceôs castle? If so, thenï 

My musing stops for I catch sight of a monster. 

A freak, an unbelievable mis-creation from a nightmare--itôs a beast fifteen feet tall and equally wide, a 

real Gorgon with undulating margins within which a sort of jell-o is flashing with interchanging colors. I'm 

stareing in horror at its changing contours, at its form which is a negation of all possible forms. The monster is 

growing bigger--and only now I realize it's approaching me, slowly but inexorably.  

Reflectively I aim my laser at the center of that horrifying bulk and convulsively squeeze the trigger. I 

watch with a wicked satisfaction as the ruby-red laser beam penetrates deep into the monsterôs body.  

But, how in Space is it possible that nothing is happening?  

Why doesnôt the enormous heat of the laser beam--several thousand degrees--burn a hole in that disgusting 

bulk? Why I can't smell the offensive stink of burning flesh? The monster pays no heed to my lethal weapon; 

the waving jell avoids the beam in a strange way and in the next instant comes back, undamaged. There is no 

any wound in its tissue, no scorching scratch at all. Instantaneously, the ruby-red beam pulses two, three times, 

then stops.  

My laser is empty now and the Gorgon is still coming nearer to me, in no hurry, self-confidently, as if it 

knows I can't escape it.  

My useless laser slips out of my hand. Now, nothing remains but run for my life.  

I try to sprint but my left leg refuses to obey me; I stumble and fall on the dusty ground. What's the matter 

with me? At the moment my brains are useless but my ancient survival instinct doesn't let me down. With 

utmost effort I manage somehow to stand up, but my left leg fails again. For the first time, I look down. The 

left trouser leg of my flying suit is thoroughly soaked with my blood and at every step a tiny trickle of crimson 

blood pours out of the wound.  
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For heavenôs sake--I must have nicked an artery!  

I know how lethal that wound is; if I donôt stop or at least reduce that bleeding at once, Iôll be soon too 

weak to run away. I press hard on the wound with my thumb. I try to hop on my right foot, but that doesnôt 

work, I must to lean on my left leg and every time some more blood trickles under my thumb.   

I realize Iôm running away at random, just away from the beast, and thatôs foolish. I have to run more 

to the west where the plain with Lady Graceôs castle is. Only there do I have a slight hope to find some help 

or at least to conceal myself.  

Iôm trying to turn to the left, but my wounded leg wonôt allow me; I fall on my knees and hands, then I 

stand up again, pressing my thumb on the wound and staggering like a dead drunk boozer. Oh God, let me 

reach the castle! Now Iôm just a stoneôs throw from it--but the Gorgon is even closer to me. Iôm breathless, 

dripping with sweat, my mad pulse trying to blow up my chest; my strength reduces for the life is still 

fleeing out of my wound.   

The Gorgon is so close to my back I can smell its disgusting stench. Iôm only a dozen steps from the 

huge gate of the castle--only eight, five, and two ... But all my effort is in vain for the gate is closed and an 

enormous bolt hinders my way.  

Everything is over. 

The Gorgon is next to me, nearly over me. I turn around, wrathfully, for Iôve nothing more to lose. In 

these last seconds of my life, Iôll look directly at my executioner; it mustnôt show Iôm frightened to death. I 

stand upright and my hand feels my paralyzer hanging on my belt. Wait a second, you damned freak! Iôll 

show you what Iôm capable of--Iôll burn your bloody guts before you finish me! 

I grab my paralyzer and stretch both my arms out into the Gorgonôs varying bulk and squeeze the 
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trigger.  

I hear the frightful high-voltage buzz and see the dark emptiness emerging around the crackling sparks-

-but just for a few seconds and then the mass returns in its earlier intact form.  The Gorgon is invulnerable, 

indestructible...  

The paralyzer slips out of my powerless hands; my knees are weak so I have to lean against the gate. I 

close my eyes, waiting for death to come--for the fatal strike, for the bite of sharp fangs, for the ripping of 

giant claws or for something even more fearful...   

Suddenly, the gate behind my back opens, I lose my balance, falling backwards, and an unbelievable 

scene appears before my astonished eyes. 

A broad white staircase goes up somewhere into a translucent blueness.  

On the front landing, a slender woman with a pale face and large green eyes is sitting in the armchair. 

Yet there isnôt any trace of helplessness in her self-confident poise and her gaze shows a cold, steely 

determination.  

But é but what is that near her? 

A few steps from her is something--something so odd that I canôt, at first, recognize what it is. When I 

see its nature, the discovery freezes me on the spot. 

A uniform with lieutenant epaulets is lying on the ground; a few steps further there is a huge rotisserie 

over the extinct embers. And on the skewer is impaled ...   

I feel nauseous, so I have to sit down on the ground.   

Lady Grace looks me over from head to toe.  



 

22 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Pest Control 

Wayne Summers Horror Past Tense 

            

 

            ñOh my God!ò 

 Jenny stood at the window, her mouth open; her eyes wide and unblinking. 

 ñWhat is it?ò Frank asked still half asleep. 

 When Jenny didnôt reply Frank opened one eye and looked at his wife. 

 ñWhat is it, darl?ò he asked again. 

ñWell, two delicacies in three days--thatôs not bad at all.ò A broad smile appears on her face as she turns to 

Gorgon.   

ñGood job, lad. Take tomorrow off.ò 

  

THE END 
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 ñYouôre not going to believe this,ò she answered finally. ñYouôd better come and have a look for 

yourself.ò 

 Frank slid across the bed and sat up on the edge of the mattress. Yawning, he hoisted himself onto his 

feet and padded across the carpet to the window. The first thing he noticed, through half opened-eyes, was his 

neighbors, some of whom were leaning out of their front windows and others who were standing on their front 

lawns. All of them were looking skywards. 

 He followed their gaze and gasped. He blinked his eyes slowly and deliberately but the scene remained 

the same - a clear blue sky dotted with large grey space ships which seemed to hang suspended in mid-air, 

motionless and silent. Their pale shadows across the well-manicured lawns and terracotta roof tiles created a 

feeling of imminence. He shuddered and stepped away from the window. 

 ñYou saw them too?ò Jenny asked. 

 ñWell of course I fuckinô saw them. Theyôre there, arenôt they?ò he replied, shocked by the irritation he 

suddenly felt.  

 ñThe television,ò said Jenny, ignoring her husbandôs tone. ñWhateverôs going on will be on the tellie.ò 

 ñReports are starting to come in of everyday people going missing. Is this related to the overnight 

appearance of our outer space visitors? Time will tell. Jacqui Lang joins us from downtown. Jacqui, can you tell 

us exactly what people are thinking?ò 

 Frank groaned and changed the channel, but despite the spaceships being on almost every channel, no-

one had anything concrete to say; no-one had any facts.  

 ñAll right, Iôm out of here,ò Frank said jumping up from the couch. ñIf no-one on the tellie can tell me 

anything, Iôm going to see whatôs happening for myself.ò 

 ñHey what about clearing up all that mess on the back lawn,ò Jacqui called out to her husband as he 

headed for the front door. 
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 ñWhat mess?ò 

 ñThe car parts. The empty petrol cans. Looks like a goddamn rubbish dump out there.ò 

 ñPfffttt! Later. Iôll clean it up later.ò 

 Jacqui rolled her eyes. She knew later would never come.    

 Frank pushed the front door shut behind him and lit a cigarette. 

 ñWhatôs going on, mate?ò he called out to Mr. Graham across the road. 

 ñDonôt know. Have you heard anything?ò Mr. Graham called back. 

 Frank shrugged his shoulders and continued walking.  

 ñNothing,ò he called back as a cloud of dirty grey smoke spewed from his mouth. 

 It was the same thing all the way into town, people called out to see whether he knew anything about the 

spaceships. Was this an invasion? What did they want? The television and radio news was all very cryptic; full 

of opinion dressed up as fact and supposition. People had the feeling that the authorities knew something but 

didnôt want to tell them. It had put them on edge. 

 Then Frank saw something even more unbelievable than the armada of spaceships above. A young boy 

was riding towards him on his bicycle. He couldnôt have been more than eleven or twelve years old. He was 

eating something from a bag; it looked like potato chips. Just as the boy neared Frank he put the last chip into 

his mouth and let the empty bag fall from his hand. In the same instant he vanished, leaving his bike to go 

wobbling into the wall of the local news agency. 

 It was then that Frank saw the headlines of the morning paper. ñEntire Staff At Petrochemical Refinery 

Disappearò and ñNumber Of Missing Soarsò. Frank tossed his cigarette butt to the ground and in the blink of an 

eye found himself in a cold, dark space he didnôt recognize. 

 For a while he remained silent. As his eyes adjusted to the dimness he could see that he wasnôt alone. 

There were others in there with him. 
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 ñWhatôs going on?ò he asked. ñWhere am I?ò 

 At first no-one replied and then someone in the shadows replied that they were aboard one of the 

spaceships.  

ñHow did I get here?ò  

ñDonôt know.ò  

ñWhat am I doing here?ò 

ñDonôt know.ò    

Frank shivered. His thoughts immediately turned to Jenny. Would he ever see her again? He hadnôt 

even said goodbye to her when he left. He had got used to her company after eight years of marriage. He knew 

she would always be there, but nowé. He couldnôt allow himself to hypothesize on what was going to happen 

ónowô.   

In the murky distance, he could just make out someone moving amongst the bewildered collection of 

captives. 

ñHey, you over there?ò he yelled. 

ñI wouldnôt do that, mate,ò said a voice from behind. ñItôs one of them.ò 

ñOne of who?ò he asked. 

ñThem. The ones who drive these bloody things.ò 

Frank squinted but couldnôt see any more than a ghostly figure moving slowly from person to person. 

ñWhatôs it doing?ò he asked. 

ñI guess weôll soon find out,ò replied the stranger. ñThereôs another one of them behind me. And I think 

one more over there, to the right.ò    

ñWhat is it doing?ò he asked himself. 

The ghostly white creature moved as though it were wading through mud; its movements smooth and 
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graceful. As it approached each person in turn, it took hold of their arm and paused for a moment before letting 

go. The person would then drop to the hard metal floor as though they had been drugged. Behind it lay a carpet 

of unconscious bodies. In front of it a mass of huddling, frightened people.             

ñHey, what are you doing to them!?ò Frank called out. 

ñShut up, man,ò said the man behind him. ñWhat the Hell are you doing?ò  

In an instant the ghostly creature was in front of him, clearly visible and much more frightening at such 

close range. Although it was physically humanoid, its skin was deathly white and powdery. Three long fingers 

extended directly from each spidery arm and its long, thin legs ended in hoof-like feet. Its mouth appeared 

blood red and swollen, and its eyes were black, emotionless orbs, rodent-like and cold. Two small slits, like 

black stains against its pale skin, constituted its nose.        

The creature raised its hand and Frank flinched. It paused and cocked its head to one side as if it were 

trying to understand Frankôs reaction. Slowly it brought its hand up and rested it on Frankôs forehead. He 

closed his eyes. 

Images flooded his mind; images of a beautiful world that he recognized as Earth from a time long 

before civilization. The images flashed by in rapid succession. It was sometimes difficult to tell what they were 

of. Trees falling, dead and dying animals, great machines tearing up the earth for the minerals that lay hidden in 

the soil, factories spewing poisonous gas into the air, deformed babies being born to mothers who had breathed 

that poisonous air, drought, giant mounds of rubbish, a mushroom shaped cloud behind a scene of screaming 

children, a boy dropping an empty chip packet, and a cigarette butt, still burning, falling to the ground. 

However, as shocking as those images were the creature had something even more shocking to show him. 

He saw a collection of terrified people standing in a dark space similar to the one he was standing in. He 

saw them dropping to the ground as the alien administered a chemical from a small claw on the side of one of 

its three fingers. He gasped as the floor of the spaceship opened up and the unconscious bodies fell into a great 
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grinding machine beneath. The horror of seeing their bodies being shredded and pulped by the great metal teeth 

of this machine brought bile to the back of his throat.  

The final vision made everything clear.  

He saw night fall on the planet below. The lights of the houses were small and distant, like stars. He 

watched them going out one by one as the hour grew late. It was then the giant spacecraft journeyed to the 

planetôs surface to deposit the bloody mess where it was most needed, those places where drought had rendered 

the soil unusable or where chemical waste had poisoned the earth. Great digging tools then dug the bloody 

mess into the soil. Time jumped forward. He saw small green shoots, the beginning of new life, sprouting out 

of soil which hadnôt produced any plant life in years. 

Fertilizers. These people who had in some way, great or small, defiled the planet were now being used 

to help the planet recover. They were being used as fertilizer and these alien beings had stepped in to stop the 

halt of the human virus.                    

Frankôs eyes shot open. But before he had a chance to react any further, he felt something sharp stick 

into his arm. He turned. It was another of the creatures that had come up from behind. After it had removed its 

small sharp claw, Frank felt a wave of nausea flood his body and then everything went dark. He didnôt even 

feel the floor when he hit it.     
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SPECIAL ANNOUNCMENT! 

Writing Contest Series Project Normal Operations 

 

 

 

 

There has been a sudden burst of projects recently and do not want that to bring forth any misconceptions about 

Demonic Tome. At heart we are still a magazine, a free online magazine published through a Portable 

Document Format. I will explain the reason for these slight changes and what impact in has on our normal 

operations. 

 

Writing Contest: 

 

One reason this exists is to increase the amount of quality submissions received. This is not to say anything ill 

about what has been published so far. We respect our contributors; in fact we have a whole shrine for them on 

the website in the ñGalleryò section. We want to see more come in and we arenôt financially ready to pay 

people for submissions. We are willing to pay people in the Gift Cards (Barnes and Noble) for the success of 

the contest, and in that time they would be posted into the magazine. The rules of the contest are on the 

Website, but in a nutshell it is very simple. 

 

1) Horror submission only 

2) 5000 words or less. 

3) Not a reprint 

4) US only (for award reasons) 

 

The problem that we run into is that we actually get a lot of international traffic, which is great. In fact a lot of 

what has been published thus far has been submitted from non-US contributors. It is great that the website is 

getting such nice wave of onlookers. Itôs like a melting pot in this place. We will run a variation for those in the 

UK and so forth. 

 

Series Project: 

 

A magazine is only as good as its material, which we completely understand. It is for that reason we have 

decided to host some sort of series, or mini-series, that would give Demonic Tome not only original stories, but 

a special niche for reading. The magazine has grown amazingly well in the past few months, back when it was 

just collecting dust. But this idea will increase that buy triple fold, which is the ultimate goal.  

 

The rules for this are also posted on the website and there is money involved.  

 

For all contributors and staff members, this place would be a lot more giving once sponsorship has been 

achieved. When that day comes, all will know. 
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Normal Operations: 

 

Nothing has changed. We are still non-paying at the moment.  

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Columns 

20 Things to do whené by Greg Baptism by Bill Elect the Dead Review by Kim 

   

Top 20 Things To Do When 

Feeling Sorry For Yourself: 

 

 

 

1. Crawl into hole 

2. Die in said hole. *editorôs 

note* if you were to do this, 

the rest of list wouldnôt be 

possible. In order to 

participate in the remaining 18 

things it would be best to 

avoid dying just yet. Have fun 

with you misery. 

3. Shower in the fetal position, 

so as to let the comfort of 

pressurized droplets beating 

against your skin overwhelm 

your sensesé. Then cry some 

It was an evening that brought 

onto me a flood of realization, 

much of it was the same I have 

thought before, but since I am 

contributing time to a demonic 

themed magazine I couldnôt 

pass up venting. Perhaps this 

vent will open minds of many. 

Perhaps it will shed some light 

on the subject of church, 

regarding most common ñbig 

nameò religions, but I will 

second guess myself, as most of 

this might just be rehash of 

someone otherôs voice.  

 

But considering that this is my 

completely truthful narrative, I 

believe that there will be a lot of 

I was in a meeting with my boss and 

one of the things that we have agreed 

on was running a type of review for 

media such as, Video Games, DVDs, 

Movies, and Music. I was keen to the 

idea, but didnôt know where to start 

seeing that I am not one to typically 

spend my time writing about products 

with the intent to increase or decrease 

sells. I thought about that closely and I 

realize that gives me a power that 

would really be benefit from. I would 

be like the voice of reason, except with 

a smaller audience and for a single 

product, so more like a whisper of 

reason. It might actually be smaller 

than thaté couldnôt tell you, not sure if 

there is anything smaller than a whisper 

that is humanly audible and 



 

30 

 

more. 

4. Glue crazy eyes on razor 

blades so as to allow the 

awkward notion of watching 

your blood trickle outside your 

body appear comical. 

5. Shave all body hair 

6. Blame inanimate objects for 

suffering and strike down 

upon them with great 

vengeance and furious anger 

so that they know I am the 

Lordé when I lay my 

vengeance upon thee. 

7. Destroy the self-esteem of a 

small child. 

8. Create an imaginary alter ego 

and go boxing with him 

9. Listen obsessively to ñWhile 

My Guitar Weepsò by the 

Beatles for days on end until 

you appear to be delusional or 

insane. 

10. Further destroy the already 

crippled self-esteem of lonely 

fat people. 

11. Perform all daily activities 

under the heavy influence of 

J&B, Everclear, and tequila. 

12. Use a sock of quarter in self 

defense as often as possible if 

not only to hit unsuspecting 

white people, they have had it 

too good for too long. 

13. Buy various small pets and put 

booze in their water supply. 

14. Make old people feel ashamed 

of their sad, pathetic legacy. 

15. Lynch cynical, emotionally 

disturbed alcoholic Internet 

Magazine Editorsé 

16. Randomly Assault people 

showering in the fetal position. 

17. Play Russian roulette with 

small woodland critters. 

18. Begin to see morbid obesity as 

original moments that would 

require a flood of hateful emails.  

 

To begin, I was in the ceremony 

of baptism, which to me seems 

as a waste of water. The idea 

that water blessed by someone 

that is ñholier than thouò is 

something of crappy fiction. I 

have read gutter stories that had 

better plot devices that that. Not 

to mention, these priest are of 

the same flock that often get 

confused when they come 

across some of the most 

questionable of sinful activities. 

You know exactly what Iôm 

talking about, and I shouldnôt 

have to say more on that 

subject. I will later, perhaps, one 

day. 

 

So this blessed water is to 

cleanse, but what does that 

mean when the little brat grows 

up to be a bitch, a dick loving 

slut, or perhaps a murderer? Is it 

an example of it failing? Is it an 

example of a bad batch of 

water? Perhaps it could be 

nothing of those, it could be that 

it is just a belief rooted by 

tradition that people only follow 

because of family and ñpeer 

pressureò. Maybe it has 

something to do with the fact 

that I am the epitome of anti-

religion, but I am no atheist. I 

am, ladies and gentlemen, a 

believer in a God, just a more 

believable God, which Iôll share 

later, as there is a subject to 

follow. 

 

That is the point I wish to 

establish, the idea of tradition 

understandable.  

Because the magazine only comes 

around every month, a lot better that 

the other thing that comes around each 

month, gotta tell you from a womanôs 

point of view that never gets any better, 

but this is not the place for girly 

products and ironically, ranting about 

monthly bleeding. Instead I will cover a 

few things each month that would 

appeal to the audience of Demonic 

Tome. So that entails update Ouija 

boards, tarot cards, satanic items, and 

unholy music.  

If that statement was true then I think 

we would have been endorsed by the 

church of Satan, but we arenôt and nor 

does Mr. Dedman wish to form 

partnership with such a strong image. 

Instead we embrace a demonic image, 

while trying to be non-bias towards 

religion.  

Anyways, moving on to the point of the 

article: Elect the Dead, by Serj Tankian 

This has been done before, I bet 

because of the date in which the album 

was released, but I couldnôt hold 

myself from voicing my opinion about 

it. First I would like to say I like music 

and I certainly enjoy metal. I was a 

metal-head when bands like Metallica, 

Slayer, Anthrax, Pantera, and 

Megadeth were coming out from the 

dark abyss and I will still be a metal-

head till the day I die.  

I enjoyed System of a Down. It was a 

good ride when it was happening. The 

first CD (self titled) was good 

introduction. Their second CD 

(Toxicity) was a nice follow-up, 

showcasing maturity while keeping 

hold of what makes them unique. Their 

third release, which was nothing but a 

lot of B-sides, was still very enjoyable 

and a delight for my CD player and 

heavy drinking parties. The last two, 



 

31 

 

a life goal. 

19. Use sympathy to make 

unrealistic demands from 

friends (massage soul, fast 

race to Singapore, annex Italy, 

peace in Serbia, pick up dry 

cleaning) 

20. Laugh maniacally for 

extended periods of time 

without pause in crowed areas. 

being a reason. It is often said 

that things are done because of 

tradition, which is a way of 

someone to admit following 

blindly in the footsteps of our 

ancestors. These sorts of 

remarks are often produced by 

the same type that have trouble 

reading warning labels on pop 

tarts and somehow manage to 

burn their homes, running their 

lives and perishing from the 

Earth. However, these types of 

people are thick in the numbers 

and amazing resilient to death. 

Because of that glitch in the 

system of creation, these lame 

excuses are often repeated. 

 

But tradition isnôt something 

that should be blindly followed. 

If it is tradition then it should 

okay to break it, as the 

symbolism in the practice seems 

strong, but hollow of any actual 

purpose. If the water is to bless 

the kids, then that is great, but 

one should ask ñdoes it really do 

anythingò the truth is, no. Not 

on this planet anyway. The 

behavior of the kid has nothing 

to do with such practice, unless 

the kid places some sort of faith 

in it, only then will it might, but 

even in that it would be a case 

of ñmind over matter.ò  

 

 To further state why traditions 

shouldnôt just be followed. 

There were a lot of traditions 

that were born out of bigoted 

practices, but they shouldnôt be 

followed. Not to mention that 

there would be lawsuits. But this 

sort of tradition is thick with 

complications. You have 

Mesmerize and Hypnotic both had 

some really great songs, though the 

BYOB really made me dislike Daronôs 

screeching voice. If I wanted to hear 

the whaling of a thrashed up throat, 

which produces a sound not far from 

different than a metal door scrapping 

stone, I would have listened to Cradle 

of Filth.  

My point is this: Serj is not a great 

singer. There I said it, clearly I made 

my mark. The songs are intelligent, but 

he has the voice that wouldnôt even get 

him into American Idol. It isnôt metal 

cool; it isnôt iconic rock band cool 

(which is annoying oddly enough, the 

type of voice that makes you wanna 

just shoot the lead singer. The type of 

voice that makes his face mimics a 

busted lip.)  

It is awesome that he played about 98% 

of all this shit on there, but what is that 

worth? Does his get a fucking medal 

for being a solo artist doing his own 

shit? In the metal genre, when you go 

solo it is required for you to do your 

own shité for the most part. It isnôt 

like hip-hop where you can just rip 

other people off, it isnôt pop where the 

studio provides the beats. It is the work 

of a band, or oneôs self that produces 

music on a solo artistôs record.  

 

 
Not trying to say that Scars On 

Broadway are any better, because they 

arenôt. 
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elements of faith mixed with the 

teaching of family and ñvaluesò. 

Once again, all that is great but I 

personally know that such 

things donôt truly reflect on the 

ñspiritual reasonò. 

 

I say that mainly because this. I 

would figure that a ñblessedò 

person would not be the same 

kind that often has attributes of 

an asshole. To argue that would 

mean to defend God and Jesus 

for ñblessingò a well established 

asshole, or bitch. My sister, for 

example, is the familyôs ñworst 

nightmareò she steals, does 

drugs, and refuses to reshape her 

life after years of help and 

therapy. She was ñblessedò with 

a bucket of holy water, but it 

must have been a bad batch, 

perhaps it was the ñtaintedò 

water. 

 

 

I find baptism to be futile as it is 

meaningless today. I find church 

to not represent wholesome 

tributes. It is great for society 

for the reasons that arenôt really 

written, such as food drives and 

poverty aid. However, it is 

wrong for the reasons that are 

written, calling the building a 

sanctuary. Some of the sickest 

bastards intend church and 

according to some religions they 

are ñsavedò. Which is bullshit, 

protestants have it right, which 

is why Iôm not a huge believer 

because it hurts too much, we 

are all doomed and fucked to go 

to hell.  

 

 

My overall impression is that listen to 

either one of the two bands leaves a 

broken vibe. They would be better 

together rather than separate. The guitar 

tracks on Scars on Broadway are 

arguably better, while Serj has a way of 

being politically geared. The old 

ñSystem of a Downò Serj voice seemed 

better, but that was back then. Now that 

he is actually trying to ñsingò it comes 

off with an odd impression. 

 

The Word: Average. 

 

If I pissed off anyone, you know how 

to reach me, but it wonôt change my 

mind, or my ears. After listening to 

bands like Five Finger Death Punch, 

where the vocalist has an amazing 

Spartan (movie 300) growl, I canôt go 

back to just a wanna be singer with a 

crappy voice. In metal it is hard to 

ñsingò correctly, as it is easier to just 

growl, but it can be achieved. It is often 

achieved when bands do a lot of drugs 

and drinking. It is often achieved when 

the singer has some sort of ability of 

not sounding like an agonizing 

whimper that became amplified by 

hundreds of speakers. That is Serj to 

me.  

 

 

 
 

On a side note, I also dislike Kornôs 

Jon Davisôs new approach to his 

singing. He cries way too much and it 

is in every song. Bands like that, which 
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are everywhere in metal, are pussies 

that need to see a shrink, not a 

microphone. I donôt want to hear you 

cry in the middle of a song. I donôt 

want to. Donôt turn a really good 

sounding song into a therapy session.  

Donôt like what I say? Then prove me 

wrong, in almost every Korn song, 

there is a ñbridgeò part that often 

showcases Jon Davisôs inability to 

refrain from calling back suppressed 

memories about rape and child abuse. 

 

I understand it is nothing to joke about, 

but is it something to sing about? Okay, 

perhaps it is, but what about in every 

song. Songs such as ñPrettyò, ñDaddyò, 

ñBlindò, ñAdidasò, ñFagotò, ñBall 

tongueò, ñAll in the familyò, ñMy gift 

to youò, ñSEEDò, ñItôs Onò, ñFalling 

Away From Meò, ñHey Daddyò 

(Because the first one deserved a 

sequel) 

Iôll stop there because the list would 

just go on and on, because for some 

reason Korn is still in business, though 

there are hopeful rumors. Some of the 

songs are more suggestive in a sexual 

nature, but generally the lyrics indicate 

a troubled and abused kid that has 

become a sexual deviant. If it werenôt 

for backstage groupies, Jon Davis 

would probably be arrested for rape. 

   

The Word: Less than Average 
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