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

manager 60s eyes?

Wel I, |

et me

t el |

you

somet hi

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

of it

Al was woniiWhy is t

when Poem was rejected and ye

submissions will be a crappier sbry was

available.0 published in place o

-Brian it? Tell me, | have a
strong record of
success. 0
-Tucker

nt o

That is a good
question. | often
receive a few things
that donot
and cause me to
wonder what to do
with it. |
dono6t want
have nothing against
poems, other than the
fact | ¢ anf Therearea lot of
Such a small place of reasons for not being
words to express a picked. Some
novel worth of impartial, some fair,
emotion. That is talent, § while a smaller
and | respect it. portion completely
Perhaps in the future. biased. We try to be
as fair as possible
when selecting and
just because we reject
doesndt m
good.

I like that you seem
to have a huge ego
trip. Enjoy that trip
for what it is worth
because sometimes
strong success
records d
anything, while in
some cases they do.

Perhaps w
like something about
it; | believe that we
hand out actual

t he

fi | wor k
company that
would like to
sponsor your
magazine, but
there is one tiny
problem. My
country is in a
civil war and |
coulduse some
funds to allow
transport pleasefl!
send to me your
bank acd
-Ni 6 Kr e

Okay this one is J}
fake; | have yet
to get anything

Il i ke thi
‘waiting for the
day though, and
‘when it comes

I 61 1 be
do the right

thing.

Hand him lots of
money so that |
can help out his
war torn brothers
and sisters, of
course right?
What else am | to
do?

bul k

on

f ol

iDo you
how long it takes
for the site to
load? That
background is th
problem. You
should take
inconsideratiorof
slow
connect.i
-Ricky

It is sort of slow

t hat
canot h e
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.

der

t hough.

fiYou me
you play Halo,
but | never see

you on? Why the

hell no

|-Xbox Freak

You caught me. |
h a v e nnoon
in such a
longtime that |
got killed every
spawn. Hilarious
i snét ,
handle name
Deadman10. Eat
it up.

I will be on more
often for those
that care.

Hmm |

AWhat do
drink?0o
-Captain

I personally like hard
liquor. I don
beer much, never
really got used to that
fizzy taste.

I 1i ke whi
ole Jack w o nlé€i you
down.

I have lots of vodka,
some in different
flavors, and | mix it
often into anything
and everything.
Mixed drinks are
great, especially top
shelf quality.

I f you thi
you should have
Oliver give his
answer.




reasons and not form
letters. You should
probably read it.

Have questions, or opinions, send them our way Legatol0@swbell.net

Forward
Presented by Kim

How is it going my Demonic brothers and sisters? Well, | 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 | i ke metal, hell Il know | do. It
Whatever happened to System of a Down? Yeah, | know, | know. They are temporary disband, but wtf why?
The solo crap coming from the individual members is horrid in comparison.

Anyways, | hope you enjoy the September issue.

| Headliners

Feature Title Runner up Coul dnét resi st

THE WAY THEY SELL THERE WILL BE | STORM HOUSE
THEIR SOULS NO MORNING

Kristine Ong Muslim Rick McQuiston Lucy Swan
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| THE WAY THEY SELL THEIR SOULS
Kristine Ong Muslim first appeared in Trip the Light Horrific Past Tense

ed. by Nancy Jackson, Rage Machine
Books, 2005 | 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
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 dollarandahalfinsi de t he robot 6s sl
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
mat hemati ci ans. Dan Cushingés idea came with
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.
robotsodé tit aamdfuand ea Irleosyi,s twaantte,r gui | t |
something sinful and overthomicidal, 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 bitc




the middle of the night. How you wish you can tie her up and erifpvely ass until she lies bloodied and
half-dying amidst the sweatained satin sheets, because pain is ten times aotuthan love. | know how
much you want to straddle your nei gheaoadaaughteand
doggie fuck your goddamn neighbords dog. Il kn
you and how doomed you are in becoming human. | am here to slurp up and masticate your beautiful
here to pray for your redemptionn@ for a dollar and a halé

One night, Dan Cushing accidentally bl ew h
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 aftert he pri stine | ine of Savi
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 SaviorE cubicles aft er wehearsedlinesaf n |

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.




| 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.

Ablood-r ed tear welled in Totho6és eyeastonbted Bis z z |
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.

Woul d he be discarded |ike yesterdayods ub
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 di spose




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 fl eeing entered Totho6s mind, bu
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 fat her éndunrdlanteigto the exiremar vy ac

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
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.

AMaster, o0 it hissed. APreparations compl et

your resolve. There will be nomorning. Ther e wi | | be no morning. o

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

AVery well creature, 0 he boomed. @ABe gone
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, o0
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
heavyundu | ati ons, coll apsing all that remained of
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 Tot
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.

AiYoung fool, 0 he bell owed in a voi

rable carcass my desires? Do as |
But Toth would not heed hi s [fsastrohgehat bedelt cordidannha
gh to challenge his fatherdés authority. H
Il will not do as you wish my lord, o he re
inclinations towards theirowndest r uct i on. 0

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

10




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

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

11




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.
AEXcuse me, 0,theoldmareturnedtoafate himaa loak of confusion on his white whiskered
face, Aln'gm iwo nydoeur icoul d hel p me?o
Lucien had to strain his ears to understand
yun'sir.o
Al m | ooking for Storm House, do you know wh
Theold man'sfacefellinanda | ook of fear crossed his water
huse. o
Al'm sorry, I couldn'"t hear you over the eng
The ol d man spoke up and pronounced hi sieamvhatr d g

pl ace, youn sir. Some bad things up there. o

Oh great, some old kook whose been too busy on the cider alteadyht Lucien i L i sl aneimterested
i n buying the house and | have a v inmanutds, antd lhweulde
appreciate it if you could direct me there. o
A I''s your funeral, pal. o6 The old man said i
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

APrettghwei Came a voice from behind him. Luci
woman with blonde hair and blue eyes, dressed
Lucien said nothing, nfdaten Xgaerins HouShenwalf k @c
hand A Ay®eu ready to go inside?o0

Al can't wait. o 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 Lucienfoll owed t he | ines he ended up baffl ed
has the house been empty?06 Lucien asked, his

AAbout two years now. The pr e \wioehiftshe ptacs sineerl gudss its ¢
just too weird for some people. o

Al i ke weird. oo

Karen walked over to a window and looked out, fi 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.o

Lucien | aughed, dal "1l remember that when it
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. i Wh air
this room?06 he called out, he noticed his voli

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. oM

Il " m ahl wheg. &,trng hishadest to keeplhis breathing normal.

|l thought I '"d |l ost you for a second. o0 She re

No, I '"m still right here. 0 He nt urhned roonmme? Omd

You know, |l really don't know. We were never
Lucien reached into his coat pocket and pulled out his wallet. i What e you doing?0o A
Al'"m taking a | ook i n t hregditcerdaod slal it lwktweeni the llock anctre toor
rame, popping the | ock open with ease. APiec
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

13




sides and lit it. The dim light blinded both of them for a second before revealing a bare wooden staircase
|l eading down. olt's just a cellar.o

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 | eaped into hi
that?0 she said, her voice shrill and startle

Alt's probahbadpys ncotdhagrgmanPeeged t o get in from

nPerhaps we should go down and see iIf we can

AAnd what i f it isn't?0

Karen gave him a |little smile, ADon"' tt bed ssei Icl

Lucien sighed, Adldusuppdsag Ydw'sree bryi. @ht

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
sizecofasmaldog, or a | arge rat. Karen reached out

AwWhatever, it was it doesn't seem hurt. o Luci
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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nKaren?0 He call ed. It had not dawned on him
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, Humah .seemed to speak, although it did not have a true voice, more a throbbing
resonance in Lucien's head that his mind translated.

AWiwhat do you want of me?0 Lucien asked, his

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

Lucien stood tall in defiance and hid the tremble in his voice as he replied. i Y chave the wrong man. | do
not scare easily. . . 0

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

Everything from my home here to the house above istapare, 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 | am
made of sterner stuff.”

So | 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.

Bulk of the Tome

. showcasel | . howcased
A ROMANTIC Pest Control Special Announcement
MISSION
. EdwardRodosek | . MrDedman |

A ROMANTIC MISSION
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Edward Rodosek Sci-Fi Present

| 6 gawing 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.

AYou know Lady Grace is one of our most | o
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, Li eutenant

AThe unknown monsters on the planet Attar
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 neces

| tried to hide my excitement--wh at a gl ori ous task! A helpl

rescue her ...
AVery good, | iecbedabhtskRAnd your s
To find out what hamarhmasp paemd df @toc hmyh icro norra

NExcell ent. wi sh you good | uck, Li euten

The first thing | 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 | 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 Il--
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 | try to untangle my seat belts | groan with pain; most likely a couple
of my ribs are broken. Awkwardly | 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 | 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-itstidsultpullitagainsvithalbmsy
strength; the trapdoor opens abruptly and | 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 | know of. I swing it

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

through it and, finally, I fall on the stony ground.
| gasp for breat h; I 6 m dwhite suryglows fingm thp wioletskey, itscsharp ¢
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 Graceb s cast | &? |

My musing stops for | catch sight of a monster.

A freak, an unbelievable mis-creation from a nightmare--i t 6 s a beast fi fteen
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 | aim my laser at the center of that horrifying bulk and convulsively squeeze the trigger. |
watch with a wicked satisfactionastheruby-r ed | aser beam penetrates d

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

Wh 'y d ahe enorndotis heat of the laser beam--several thousand degrees--burn a hole in that disgusting
bulk? Why | 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 | 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; | 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, | 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 heav-kEmushhve mckel am artery!

|l know how | ethal that wound i s;
weak to run away. |l press hard on t

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

realize 1 Om running awawpsat RrRamdomatjoss f
to the west where the plain with Lady Graceo

or at least to conceal myself.

|l Om trying to turn to the [ ldlonmyknasestand hayds, theo lu
stand up again, pressing my thumb on the wound and staggering like a dead drunk boozer. Oh God, let me
reach the castle! Now -boam jfhet Gargbonesdgsevl
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 s
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.

these lastsecondsof my | i fe, 1611 | ook directly at my

stand upright and my hand feels my paralyzer

show you whatl d16lm kampma by @waeyduliidisonnedy guts bef

grab my paralyzer and stretch both my ar
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trigger.

| 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 | have to lean against the gate. |

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 isndt any tconfidenepoise dnd hbr gake shows scsldh sealys |

determination.
But € but what i s that near her ?

A few steps from her is something--s o met hi ng so odd ¢t hat

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

Lady Grace looks me over from head to toe.
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nWel | , tiesiathreedaysi-tcheat 6 s not bad at
Gorgon.

RnGood job, | ad. Take tomorrow of f.

THE END

Pest Control

Wayne Summers Horror | Past Tense

AOh my God! o

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

AWhat is it?0 Frank asked stil!] hal f asl ee
When Jenny didnot reply Frank opened one e

AWhat i [ darl 2?0 he asked again.
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AYoubdbre not gojdgshe drerdwewvedtthinal ' y. AYo
yoursel f .o

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.

AYou saw them too?06 Jenny asked.

n We |l | of course | fuckind saw them. Theyor
suddenly felt.

AThe televisiong oherailustkEaamd/§s itgome.i ni Wh a't

AReports are starting to come in of everyd

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?o

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.

ALl I right, | Eamsautd ¢umpe mg, @ pénheoa tie tellietcdn &Il nee o
anything, | 6m going to see whatoés happening f

AHey what about <c¢clearing up all that mess

headed for the front door.

23




AWhat mess?0o0

AThe car parts. The empty petrol cans. Loo

apfffttt! Later. 1611 clean it wup | ater. o

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

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

AWhat 6s goi ng on, Mm@rahanaaosstheroak al | ed out to

ADondét know. Have MyGrahamlcaledlvadk. anyt hi ng? o

Frank shrugged his shoulders and continued walking.

ANot hing, 0o he call ed nmkesptweddranhBmouth.oud of di

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

di dndét want to tell them. It had put them on

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

wasriding t owards him on his bicycle. He couldnot
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 o
Di sappear 06 and f Nu rrank tosse®His cigdretts [sutt totige gr&iodand  the blink of an
eye found himself i nrecagnizz.ol d, dark space he di

For a while he remained silent. As his eye

There were others in there with him.
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AWhat 6s going on?0 he asked. fAWhere am | ?0

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

AHow did | get here?o

ADondét know. O

AWhat am | doing here?o0

ADondét know. O

Franks hi vered. Hi s thoughts i mmediately turn
even said goodbye to her when he left. He had got used to her company after eight years of marriage. He knew
she would al ways be t he rhieselftidhypbthesizeow\éhat wdd goingctachapperd
Onowbo.

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

AHey, you over there?0 he yelled.

il woul dndédt do that, niatted,soO osnaei dofa tvhoeinc.ed f

AOne of who?0 he asked.

itThem The ones who drive these bloody things

Frank squinted but coul dnot ee any more t

AWhat 6s it doing?0 he asked.

Al guess weodl |Ii esdo otnh & isntdr aonugte ro. rieTfpher eds an

more over there, to the right. o

AWhigitt doing?0 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.

what are you doing to them!?06 Frank

man, 0 said the yoadnoibnegh?iond hi m. i

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 Frankdos reaction. Sl owly
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
pl anetds surface to deposit the bl oody mess w
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 hadndét produced any plant 1|ife

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.

Frankdos eyes s Inechada ahgnoe to react Bhy furtheb, ke flelh songething 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 theneveryt hi ng went dar k

feel the floor when he hit it.
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I SPECIAL ANNOUNCMENT!

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. | 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 i mnt haVeid WQalnlten o0 seectmor e come i n
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 ni ce \wmeliegpaihthiophade. ®Ve Wileruns variation for ghosd 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.

Baptism by Bill

Top 20 Things To Do When It was an evening that brought
Feeling Sorry For Yourself: onto me a flood of realization,
‘much of it was the same | have
thought before, but since | am
‘contributing time to a demonic
1. Crawl into hole themed magazir
2. Die insaid hole. *editoré pass up venting. Perhaps this
note* if you were to do this, vent will open minds of many.
the rest of list wouldné be Perhaps it will shed some light
possible. In order to on the subject of church,
participate in the remaining 18 fr egar di ng
things it would be best to nameo religior
avoid dying just yet. Have fun §| second guess myself, as most of
with you misery. this might just be rehash of
Shower in the fetal position, someone ot her ¢
SO as to let the comfort of
pressurized droplets beating But considering that this is my
against your skin overwhelm § completely truthful narrative, |
your senses €.} believe thatthere will be a lot of
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Elect the Dead Review by Kim
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| 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. | was keen to the
idea,butdi dndot know
seeing that | 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 |
realize that gives me a power that
would really be benefit from. | 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 coul d
there is anything smaller than a whisper
that is humanly audible and




more.
Glue crazy eyes on razor
blades so as to allow the
awkward notion of watching
your blood trickle outside your
body appear comical.

Shave all body hair

Blame inanimate objects for
suffering and strike down
upon them with great
vengeance and furious anger
so that they know | am the
Lordé when |
vengeance upon thee.

Destroy the self-esteem of a
small child.

Create an imaginary alter ego
and go boxing with him

List en obsessi
My Guitar Wee
Beatles for days on end until
you appear to be delusional or
insane.

. Further destroy the already
crippled self-esteem of lonely
fat people.

. Perform all daily activities
under the heavy influence of
J&B, Everclear, and tequila.

. 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.

. Buy various small pets and put
booze in their water supply.

. Make old people feel ashamed
of their sad, pathetic legacy.

. Lynch cynical, emotionally
disturbed alcoholic Internet
Magazine Edit

. Randomly Assault people
showering in the fetal position.

. Play Russian roulette with
small woodland critters.

. Begin to see morbid obesity as

original moments that would
require a flood of hateful emails.

To begin, | was in the ceremony
of baptism, which to me seems
as a waste of water. The idea
that water blessed by someone
that i s fAhol i e
something of crappy fiction. |
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 exactlywh at |
talking about,
have to say more on that

subject. | 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
pressureo.
something to do with the fact
that I am the epitome of anti-
religion, but | am no atheist. |
am, ladies and gentlemen, a
believer in a God, just a more
believabl e Goc
later, as there is a subject to
follow.

That is the point | wish to
establish, the idea of tradition
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understandable.

Because the magazine only comes
around every month, a lot better that
the other thing that comes around each
mont h, gotta tel
point of view that never gets any better,
but this is not the place for girly
products and ironically, ranting about
monthly bleeding. Instead | 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 Sat an,
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, | bet
because of the date in which the album
was released, bu
myself from voicing my opinion about
it. First I would like to say I like music
and | certainly enjoy metal. | was a
metal-head when bands like Metallica,
Slayer, Anthrax, Pantera, and
Megadeth were coming out from the
dark abyss and | will still be a metal-
head till the day I die.

| 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,




a life goal.

. Use sympathy to make
unrealistic demands from
friends (massage soul, fast
race to Singapore, annex Italy,
peace in Serbia, pick up dry
cleaning)

. 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
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 shoul d assk
anythingo the
‘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 fAimind over

To further state why traditions
shoul dndét just
There were a lot of traditions
that were born out of bigoted
practices, but
followed. Not to mention that
there would be lawsuits. But this
sort of tradition is thick with
complications. You have
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Mesmerize and Hypnotic both had
some really great songs, though the
BYOB really made medisl i k e
screeching voice. If | wanted to hear
the whaling of a thrashed up throat,
which produces a sound not far from
different than a metal door scrapping
stone, | would have listened to Cradle
of Filth.

My point is this: Serj is not a great
singer. There | said it, clearly | made
my mark. The songs are intelligent, but
he has the voicet h a t
him into Ameri ca
cool;it 1 sndt i coni
(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
like hip-hop where you can just rip

ot her people off
studio provides the beats. It is the work
of a band, or
music on a sol o

Not trying to say that Scars On
Broadway are any better, because they
arenot .

woul d

s hi tnéo sfto rp atrhte

0O N ¢




elements of faith mixed with the
teaching of f
Once again, all that is great but |
personally know that such

t hi ngs don ontthe t
Aspiritual rece

| say that mainly because this. |
would figure t
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 fAbl essi ngd
asshole, or bitch. My sister, for
exampl e, is tF
ni ght mareo she
drugs, and refuses to reshape her
life after years of help and
therapy. She
a bucket of holy water, but it
must have been a bad batch,
perhapsitwast he At ai
water.

| find baptism to be futile as it is
meaningless today. | find church
to not represent wholesome
‘tributes. It is great for society

for the reasor
‘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 Asavedo. \
protestants have it right, which
i's why 1 6m not
because it hurts too much, we
are all doomed and fucked to go
to hell.
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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
ASystem of a Dow
better, but that was back then. Now that
he is actually t
off with an odd impression.

The Word: Average.

If I pissed off anyone, you know how
to reach me, but it w o ncbahge my
mind, or my ears. After listening to
bands like Five Finger Death Punch,
where the vocalist has an amazing
Spartan (movie 300) growl,| c an
back to just a wanna be singer with a
crappy voice. In metal it is hard to

A s i nrgedly, & i 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 not e,
Jon Davisds new
singing. He cries way too much and it
is in every song. Bands like that, which




are everywhere in metal, are pussies
that need to see a shrink, not a

mi crophone. | d
cry in the midd
want to. Donoét
sounding song into a therapy session.
Dond6t | i ke what
wrong, in almost every Korn song,
there i s ahatiofter i d ¢
showcases Jon Da
refrain from calling back suppressed
memories about rape and child abuse.

0
I
t

| understand it is nothing to joke about,
but is it something to sing about? Okay,
perhaps it is, but what about in every
song. Songssuc h a's

ABlIl i ndo, AAdiI das
tongueo, AAIIl in
to youo, ASEEDO,
Away From Meo, i
(Because the first one deserved a
sequel)

|l 611 stop there
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
for backstage groupies, Jon Davis
would probably be arrested for rape.

The Word: Less than Average
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