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Introduction:  

Finally, the li ttle hell raisers return back to school, and we can finally 

live our lives not having to worry about their annoyance at the malls, 
theaters, and so forth. But, nothing is gain without something lost;  the 
months of spared sanity curse us with those blasted school zones. How I 
hate those blasted things. If the kid isnõt smart enough to get out of the 
way, then perhaps you can thank me. (If youõre a parent of a victim of a 
situation like this, please know it was only a joke. The speeding tickets 
are a nightmar e without the added fees.) What does this have to do with 
Deadmanõs Tome? It means that you can read the stories in peace, 
without having to worry about your hyperactive five -year -old knocking 
you coffee over, or tapping the cat to the dogõs back. It also means that 
the younger audience will be hitting the website after school even though 
we advise them not to read it at all.  
 

 
 
 More importantly, September brings us to the fifth edition of the 
Masterõs Tormentña ghost tale with more classical roots, focus ing on a 
cast of very curious and yet skeptic paranormal experts. Kenneth W. 
Harmonõs Immortality is proudly featured as our headliner for its quaint 
and enjoyable hint of satire in a possible future where cryonics is the 
norm. We also have another wonderf ul piece from A. D. Dawson, the 
author of several short stories one of which entitled òSour Milkóñif you 
hurry you can check it out in the Best of the Demonic for free. Next, we 
have òYou Were Thereó by Bradd Quinn, a mind trip of a story. If youõve 
seen Inception  ðregardless if you liked it or not -- then you should read 
this, for the similarities blend with respect to originality. Mark 
Spellmanõs Love Lost highlights how horrific our reality can be, and how 
easy it is to fall into brief fits of insanity. Ph ilip Robertsõ Lost in the 
Suburbs brings a demented vib similar to Children of the Corn. Lastly, 
Trevor Hackley decided to allow Deadmanõs Tome to present pieces of his 
new Novella called Dark Fiend , A story that would fill the hole for those 
that crave pa ranormal.  
 

 
Link not working? Click Here 

 

http://www.lulu.com/product/paperback/the-bleeder-collection/6528492


 Before you head down to the stories, I would like to point out that 
weõve attached links to our YouTube page  to the website. Yes, DT does 
videos, and even though some are corny (rightfully so), we want you to be 
a part of the experience. Deadmanõs Tome will release the pilot of its 
original series called òFields of Rotó a crazy, campy movie where a 
dysfunctional group of survivors are our only hope to reverse a Hell gate 
that was opened on Earth.  
 
Now, go ahead and read on.  
 
 

 

 

 

http://www.youtube.com/user/MrDeadmanDT?feature=mhum
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Kenneth W. Harmon 
One eye open.   

White light, blinding, painful, bored into his pupils.  

Second eye open.  

Logan c an see the chamber. Everything is white. He is 

lying on a rock hard table. The nerves in his lower back 

are on fire. He tried to sit up but restraints lock his 

wrists to the table. Where in the fuck am I?  

Memories.  

I must search my memories he tells himse lf. What was I 

doing last? He can see it now. He was at the beach with 

Gail and the girls. The incoming tide creamed around their 

ankles as the girls squealed with the arrival of each 

crashing wave. The sun burned the back of his neck. He 

smelled the tang of salty water. Seagulls pitched in a 

perfect blue sky, their cries ranging over the whispering 

wind.  

Now this.  

He struggled against the restraints. Leather cut into 

his wrists. ¢Somebody had better get their ass in here!£  

No response.  

¢You heard me God damn it. Get in here now or so help 

me!£ 

A door flew open with a protracted whine like air 



moving through a pull flute whistle. He turned toward the 

sound. A woman entered. Young. Attractive. Shoulder length 

red hair. She wore a white lab coat that hung m id thigh and 

a black skirt that made him whisper ¢Thank God for a little 

color.£ She marched straight to him carrying a tablet of 

some sort.  

 ¢Good morning Mr. Logan. I¡m glad to see that you are 

in a fully conscious state. My name is Nancy. I am your 

reemergence counselor.£ 

 He blinked several times. ¢Why am I tied down and what 

in the hell is a reemergence counselor?£ 

 Her bright red lips arched into a smile. ¢Emergent¡s 

often undergo episodes of spontaneous anger.£ 

 ¢I¡m not angry.£ 

 Nancy looked back at  the tablet. ¢Your heart rate is 

over a hundred, your nostrils are flared, your blood 

vessels are contracted, and you¡re shouting like a mad 

man.£ 

 ¢I¡m not shouting!£ 

 She pressed the tablet against her chest, her right 

eyebrow rose above her eyeglasses. ¢If you¡re going to 

insist on shouting, I will leave. Is this what you want?£ 

 He struggled against his restraints for a moment 

before calming. ¢I want some answers.£ 

 ¢Of course you do.£ 

 His gaze traveled around the empty room. ¢Where am I?£ 



 ¢Earth.£ 

 Logan¡s stomach clenched like a closed fist. ¢That¡s 

not possible.£ 

 ¢Why, because you died?£ 

 ¢That¡s right. I died, in 2010 from colon cancer.£ 

 ¢Three hundred and twenty two years ago,£ she said. 

 ¢You¡re shitting me.£ 

 ¢No, Mr. Logan, I¡m not.£ 

 ¢Why, why am I here?£ 

 She studied the tablet for a minute and then looked up 

at him. ¢Cryonics Institute of America, sound familiar?£ 

 He felt suddenly lightheaded. ¢You¡ve done it.£ 

 ¢Yes, Mr. Logan, we¡ve done it.£ 

 His thoughts returned to his wife and childr en. ¢Is my 

family here?£ 

 Nancy turned and walked away.  

***  

 ¢The problem,£ Doctor Kaufman said, ¢is that your 

family didn¡t have their bodies stored in a Cryonic¡s Lab.£ 

 Two large men with muscular forearms unhooked his 

restraints. Logan sat up and rubb ed his wrists. ¢I was with 

them.£ 

 ¢Before you came here?£ 

 ¢I didn¡t come here, you brought me.£ 

 Doctor Kaufman massaged the bridge of his nose. He 

looked too young to be a doctor, Logan thought, but then, 



everyone appeared young in this new world. ¢Isn¡t that what 

you wanted? After all, you had them freeze your body for a 

reason. Consider yourself lucky Mr. Logan, you have beaten 

death.£ 

 ¢Beaten death?£ 

 ¢No one dies here, or rather, if they die, we soon 

restore them to a new body.£ 

 Logan pushed off th e bed. His knees buckled and he 

grabbed the bed for support.  

 ¢You haven¡t stood for a long time Mr. Logan. I 

suggest taking things slowly.£ 

 ¢I want to go back.£ 

 ¢To your family?£ 

 Logan nodded.  

 ¢That¡s impossible. No, Mr. Logan, you must learn to 

enjoy  your rebirth. Think of the possibilities. You¡ll be 

like Columbus discovering a new world.£ 

 ¢I don¡t want to be like Columbus. I want my family.£ 

 Doctor Kaufman spoke into a small black box. ¢Patient 

Logan displays typical psychosis and impaired reasoni ng 

associated with reemergence.  Specifically, the belief in 

Heaven. Advise that patient be quarantined until processed 

for assimilation into society.£  

 Logan grabbed the doctor by his collar. ¢I¡m not 

psychotic you bastard, there is a Heaven, I¡ve been there.£ 

 The guards rushed in to pin Logan against the floor.  



 ¢Heaven is a myth spread by outlawed churches as a 

means to control their followers. Until you accept that, 

I¡m afraid you leave me no choice but to isolate you from 

rational thinking people.£ Doctor Kaufman waved the guards 

toward the door. ¢Quarantine unit five.£ 

 A cold hard restraint slapped over Logan¡s wrists. 

Surely not handcuffs, he thought, they wouldn¡t use such an 

antiquated device in this new world. ¢Let¡s go asshole,£ 

one of the gua rds said as they lifted Logan from the floor.  

  

 They marched him into a narrow corridor with white 

walls and a white floor. It felt as if he floated in a sea 

of nothingness. Nancy approached from the opposite 

direction. She shook her head and tapped her fingers over 

the tablet she carried. ¢You need to accept your new life,£ 

she said in passing.  

 ¢This isn¡t my life,£ he said over his shoulder. 

 ¢Accept Mr. Logan. Accept.£ 

 The guards led him to a door. One of the men leaned 

into a retinal scanner and the  door opened with a whoosh. 

They brought him into a small chamber, everything white. 

Bright light beamed down through the ceiling. A narrow bed 

with a white blanket pressed into a far corner. The guards 

unlocked the restraint and shoved him. ¢Enjoy your stay.£ 

The door closed behind them and Logan collapsed onto the 

bed. He stretched out on his back and gazed at the ceiling. 



¢I shouldn¡t be here,£ he whispered, ¢I shouldn¡t fucking 

be here.£ He rolled onto his side and started to sob into 

his pillow.  

 ¢Hey buddy.£ 

 Logan sat up. He glanced around the empty room. ¢Who 

said that?£ 

 ¢It¡s me.£ 

 Logan flattened a hand against the wall next to his 

bed. He leaned close. ¢Who are you?£ 

 ¢Jason Richter, gynecologist from Los Angeles,£ the 

voice said from behind the wall.  

 Logan wiped tears onto the back of his hand. ¢Michael 

Logan, lawyer, San Francisco. Where are you?£ 

 ¢Next cell, but around here they¡re called isolation 

suites. Can you believe that?£ 

 ¢How long have you been here?£ Logan asked. 

 ¢Six years. You¡re a new arrival right?£ 

 Logan pulled back. His gut ached as if someone had 

punched him just below the ribs. He took a moment to 

collect himself before leaning toward the wall. ¢Why have 

you been here six years?£  

 ¢They won¡t let you out until you admit Heaven and God 

aren¡t real, but you and I know the truth. We¡ve lived in 

Heaven.£ Several seconds passed before Jason continued, 

¢They won¡t let you see anyone except for your counselor 

and the guards, and the cooks of course.£ 



 ¢Cooks?£ 

 ¢Lionel and Janice. They do their best to replicate a 

twenty - first century diet, but fake meat is fake meat, no 

much how much gravy you smother it with.£ 

 ¢How many othersélike us, are here?£ 

 ¢I don¡t know,£ Jason, said, ¢hundreds I guess. Anyone 

dumb enough to sign off on  cryonics.£ 

 Logan traced the rough concrete finish of the walls 

with his fingertips. ¢What happens to the people who 

conform?£ 

 ¢Conform?£ 

 ¢You know, renounce God.£ 

 A long silence followed.  

 ¢Jason, are you still there?£ 

 ¢Yeah, I¡m here.£ 

 ¢What happens to the people who break down?£ 

 ¢I don¡t know,£ Jason said, ¢I guess they move into 

the general population, but I¡ll never break. I¡d rather 

live here forever than give them their lie.£ 

 Logan fell back onto the bed. He curled into a fetal 

position and c losed his eyes.  

***  

 The dining room had a small table with a single chair. 

The two cooks stood behind a long counter near the back 

wall. They were dressed like French chefs and smiled as he 

approached.  



 ¢Today¡s special,£ Lionel said motioning with his 

hands toward serving dishes that held the food, ¢is roast 

beef served in its natural juices, mashed potatoes, green 

beans, and hot rolls. Do you approve?£ 

 Logan¡s eyes moved over the food. ¢I¡ll take a bacon 

cheeseburger. Hold the onions. French fries an d a chocolate 

malt.£ 

 Lionel continued to smile. ¢Roast beef sir.£ 

 ¢Yes of course, what was I thinking? I will have the 

roast beef.£ 

 Lionel reached for a carving knife and sliced several 

paper - thin cuts from a piece of meat. He placed them on a 

plate and  handed it to Janice, who scooped out potatoes and 

green beans. When she finished loading his plate, Janice 

handed it to him. ¢Enjoy your meal sir.£  

 He took a seat and stared at the food. He probed the 

food with his fork. It appeared normal and the smell  made 

his mouth water. Logan sighed and took a bite of roast. The 

taste reminded him of the steamed seaweed he ate at the 

Japanese restaurant on his fortieth birthday. He gulped 

down the imitation roast with a hard swallow and gave 

Lionel and Janice thumbs  up. At least the potatoes and 

green beans tasted somewhat real.  

Nancy entered the room as he finished eating. ¢So Mr. 

Logan, did you enjoy your meal?£ 

 He used a napkin to wipe gravy from his lips. ¢The 



best I¡ve ever tasted.£ Logan pushed away from the table 

and stood. ¢Let¡s get started.£ 

***  

 Nancy led him to a small room, empty except for a 

reclining chair that resembled the ones he remembered from 

his visits to the dentist. ¢Have a seat.£ 

 ¢All right,£ he said sinking into the chair. ¢I think 

I have  a cavity in one of my molars.£ 

 Nancy smiled and touched him on the shoulder. ¢I¡m 

going to recline the chair. When I¡ve finished, I will be 

turning out the light.£ 

 ¢Should I remove my clothes before or after the light 

goes out?£ 

 ¢We are not here to copulate,£ she said in a matter of 

fact voice.  

 ¢But we could be.£ 

 Nancy sighed. Her fingers tapped across the tablet she 

held and his chair started to recline. ¢That tablet of 

yours does just about everything,£ He said. ¢I need to get 

one of those. Who make s it, Apple?£  

 ¢I¡m moving to the back of the room now.£ 

 Darkness flooded the chamber. Logan felt briefly 

disoriented after spending so much time in his bright 

isolation suite. Across the ceiling, an image appeared, 

like the old home movies his father ma de. Scenes played 

out, graphic, terrifying. Scenes of torture, screaming, 



people burning at the stake.  

 The lights came on and Nancy moved to his side. ¢Those 

people were persecuted because of their religious beliefs 

or lack of, or because they dressed di fferently, or acted 

in a way outside the norms of the church. How can you 

believe in an invisible God who inspired such acts of 

cruelty?£ 

 Logan closed his eyes. Teeth clenched, he gathered his 

wits. He opened his eyes to glare at her. ¢God is not 

responsi ble for the actions of a few crazed individuals who 

kill in his name.£ 

  ¢Why cling to obsolete ideology when you can 

experience peace and love without praying to a false God? 

We have no religion because we need no religion. We have no 

God because he doesn ¡t exist except in the bloody pages of 

humanity¡s past. We don¡t need an imaginary Heaven because 

we¡ve created our own heaven.£ 

 Logan turned from her. ¢I¡ll never turn from God.£ 

 ¢Then you¡ll live your life in isolation.£ 

 ¢So be it.£ 

***  

 He held Gail ¡s hand as they walked along the carnival 

midway. The girls ran ahead, each holding a colorful 

balloon. Gail shoved a wad of cotton candy at his face. He 

took a bite, the cotton candy sticking to his lips and 

tongue. ¢I love you,£ Gail said. She brought her lips to 



his and the world started to spin.  

***  

 Logan awoke in his isolation suite. He covered his 

face, tears streaming from the corners of his eyes. He 

turned toward the wall. ¢Jason, Jason, are you there?£ 

 ¢Of course I¡m here. Nine fucking years I¡ve been 

here.£ 

 Logan wiped tears onto the back of his hand. ¢I¡m 

thinking of doing it.£ 

 ¢You said the same thing last week, and the week 

before that.£ 

 ¢I mean it this time. I¡ll never get back to my family 

if I stay here.£ 

 No answer.  

 ¢Jason, did you hear me?£ 

 ¢I heard you. Are you really prepared to denounce God 

when you know he exists?£ 

 ¢God will understand.£ 

 ¢No he won¡t.£ 

 ¢I can¡t go on without my family.£ 

 ¢Logan, the only way to be with them is to die, and no 

one dies on Earth anymore. All they  need is a tiny DNA 

sample to regenerate life, you know this.£ 

 ¢I will find a way.£ 

***  

 Nancy¡s expression was cold, calculating. ¢You no 



longer believe in God?£ 

 ¢That¡s right,£ Logan said, his nerves on fire. 

 ¢Why the sudden change in opinion?£ 

 He w anted to grab her by the shoulders and shake her. 

¢Three years isn¡t sudden.£ 

 ¢I don¡t believe you,£ she said while examining her 

tablet. ¢Last week you were overheard praying inside your 

suite.£ 

 Logan felt like a drowning man who clawed for the 

surface.  ¢That meant nothing.£ 

 She shook her head and tapped on the tablet. ¢I will 

note your progress. If it continues, then perhaps in a year 

or so, you will be ready for assimilation.£ 

 He sat up in the chair. His chest heaved. ¢A year or 

two. I can¡t wait that long. I¡ll lose my fucking mind!£ 

 ¢We can¡t take a chance on releasing someone whose 

assimilation is not complete. Imagine the chaos if you 

tried to reintroduce religion into the world. No, Mr. 

Logan, until we are totally confident that your 

rehabilitat ion is finished, you must remain with us.£ She 

opened the door and waved for a guard to enter.  

***  

 ¢Why does God leave us here to suffer?£ 

 ¢He is testing our faith,£ Jason said. 

 Logan leaned forward to bang his head against the wall 

in his suite. ¢Then I¡m failing his test. All I want is my 



family and he¡s keeping me from them.£ 

 ¢You will see them again, be patient.£ 

 ¢When,£ Logan asked, falling back onto his pillow, ¢in 

a thousand years?£ He clenched and unclenched his hands. ¢I 

can¡t take it anymore. I just can¡t take it.£ 

***  

 Logan pressed the fork against Janice¡s throat. ¢Open 

the damn door or I¡ll kill you, I swear.£ 

 Lionel nodded. Sweat trickled out from under his 

chef¡s hat. He backed to the door and turned to face the 

retinal scanner.  

Logan stared at the open door. ¢Get behind the 

counter.£ He waited until Lionel took his familiar position 

and pulled Janice into the corridor.  

¢Don¡t hurt me,£ she whimpered. ¢I have kids.£ 

¢So do I.£ He glanced in both directions. ¢Does every 

door use a ret inal scanner?£ 

¢Not the outer doors. They use a code.£ 

¢What¡s the code?£ 

¢Eden.£ 

Logan shook his head. ¢Go figure.£ He started to drag 

Janice down the hall. ¢Be quiet and do what you¡re told.£ 

¢You¡ll never get away,£ she said. ¢They will hunt you 

down.£ 

¢I¡m willing to take that chance.£ 

¢Logan!£ 



He whirled toward the voice. Nancy stood at the end of 

the hall alongside one of the guards. ¢You can¡t keep me 

prisoner here, I haven¡t done anything wrong.£ 

¢Put down that fork immediately. Violence is not 

acce ptable here.£ 

¢Back away or Janice dies.£ 

¢You cannot kill Janice.£ 

Logan pressed the fork against Janice throat. ¢Let¡s 

find out.£ 

¢Don¡t make me hurt you,£ the guard said. 

¢I¡m not going back to that cell.£ 

Nancy¡s fingers worked her tablet. She looked up at 

the guard. ¢Take him.£ 

The guard rushed forward with a growl. Logan ducked as 

the guard slammed him to the floor. They started to roll. 

The guard hammered several punches against his head. Logan 

swung wildly.  

Silence.  

Logan stared at the blood on his  hands and then at the 

fork plunged deep into the guard¡s neck. He turned toward 

Nancy. She stood mouth agape, her face the color of the 

walls. Logan hustled off the floor. Nancy flinched as he 

ran past. At the outer door, he punched in the code. Cold 

air whirled inside as the door opened. Logan burst onto a 

city sidewalk. He stared at the dark buildings that 

surrounded him. Night, it was night, and the sidewalk stood 



empty. He began to run. His chest ached. His legs burned, 

but he didn¡t stop. Logan ran until his body refused to 

continue. He moved into an alley and curled against a 

building. Something wet struck his face. He arched his face 

toward the sky. Raindrops fell from the darkness like the 

tears he¡d cried. Logan smiled.  

***  

¢Wake up, wake up, you can¡t stay here.£ 

Logan blinked until the face hovering over him came 

into view. A woman, brown hair, big eyes, reminded him of a 

mouse. ¢I¡m sorry, what did you say?£ 

¢You¡re the one who escaped from the institute right?£ 

He sat up and cleared his throat . ¢I fell asleep and¥£ 

¢If they catch you you¡ll never get out,£ she said, 

¢come with me, I¡ll make you some hot tea.£ 

***  

Logan sat on a couch inside her small apartment. 

Pictures of cats covered the red walls. The air smelled of 

roses. He watched Kate p our steaming tea into two cups. She 

glanced over her shoulder. ¢Sugar?£ 

He nodded.  

Logan joined her at the table. The tea warmed him. He 

sighed. ¢You know why I escaped.£ 

Kate smiled over the rising steam. ¢You¡re a 

believer.£ 

¢That¡s right.£ 



She sat her cup on a plate and gazed into his eyes. 

¢Now you want to die?£ 

¢More than anything.£ 

¢To return to your family?£ 

He nodded again.  

She stared off into the distance. ¢You could stay with 

me.£ 

Logan smiled at her offer. ¢They will never stop 

hunting me.£ 

Kat e lifted her cup. ¢Because you would bring God back 

into the world.£ 

¢He¡s never left.£ 

¢I wish I could believe,£ she said, ¢but I have no 

concept of what it means.£ Kate stood and walked to a 

window. ¢If you¡re killed, they will find your body and 

bring y ou back.£ 

¢There must be a way for me to disappear.£ 

Kate reached out to place her hands over his. ¢There 

is one way.£ 

¢Tell me.£ 

¢I know a fishing captain. He could take you out on 

his boat and é£ Her chin sank toward her chest. 

¢They¡d never find my body at the bottom of the 

ocean.£ 

¢That¡s right,£ she whispered.  

¢Can you take me to him?£ 



¢Of course, if this is what you want.£ 

***  

Logan stood on the deck of the fishing trawler 

watching the shore melt into the horizon. Kate flattened a 

hand against his ba ck and massaged in ever - smaller circles. 

He glanced at the captain, a man she called Dutch. He stood 

at the helm in a black slicker, wind tossing his long grey 

hair, ocean spray dotting his scrubby beard like gemstones. 

A deep chuckle rose from his gut eac h time the boat slammed 

into a cresting wave.  

¢I wish you didn¡t have to die,£ Kate whispered. 

¢We¡re all meant to die, that is the natural order of 

things. They never should have brought me back.£ 

A long silence came between them before she said, 

¢Heaven must be a wonderful place.£ 

Logan turned to face her. He touched a hand to Kate¡s 

cheek. ¢Imagine a place without pain or worry, where 

everyday is filled with happiness and love. That is Heaven. 

My family awaits me there. That is why I must go back.£ 

Dutc h drove the boat until land was a distant memory. 

He came onto the deck rubbing his beard. He lifted a rusted 

anchor connected to a chain. ¢We¡ll wrap this around you to 

make certain you stay down.£ 

Logan touched the heavy chain. ¢Sounds good.£ 

Kate watche d with mournful eyes as Dutch secured the 

anchor around his waist. She brushed tears onto her sleeve. 



¢Don¡t cry,£ Logan said, ¢I¡m going to a better place.£ 

She kissed him on the lips and pulled back. ¢If I 

didn¡t believe that, I would hate you for leaving.£ 

Logan nodded and smiled.  

¢Are you sure about this?£ Dutch said steering him to 

the gunwale.  

¢I¡m sure. Thank you both.£ 

Dutch reached out to shove his chest. Logan tumbled 

backward until slamming against the ocean surface. A 

thousand needles pricked h is body at once, as he sank into 

the icy embrace of the sea. Darkness closed in around him, 

the sun fading to a pinprick overhead. Logan struggled 

against his restraints. His heart thundered. A silent 

scream rose from his throat. Downward, downward, he cou rsed 

toward the ocean floor, the world around him transforming 

into a silent tomb.  

***  

One eye open.  

White light, blinding, painful, tore into his pupils.  

Second eye open.  

Logan can see the chamber. Everything is white. He is 

lying on a rock hard bed. He  blinked several times. Where 

in the fuck am I?  

The room looked familiar. The walls, the bed, 

everything. He rolled onto his side and screamed. ¢No, no, 

I can¡t be back in the isolation suite, this isn¡t 



possible!£  

¢Hey buddy.£ 

Logan sat up. He pressed a hand against the wall. 

¢Jason is that you?£ 

¢No, I¡m not Jason,£ a voice from behind the wall 

answered.  

¢I don¡t understand. Where¡s Jason? He¡s in the 

isolation suite next to me.£ 

¢You¡re not in an isolation suite.£ 

A stabbing pain moved across the front of Logan¡s 

head. ¢Of course I¡m in an isolation suite.£ 

¢No, you¡re not back on earth.£ 

Logan slapped his hand against the wall. ¢What do you 

mean I¡m not back on earth? This isn¡t heaven. I know what 

heaven looks like.£ 

Several seconds passed before the v oice spoke. ¢You¡re 

right, this isn¡t heaven.£ 

¢Where am I damn it!£ 

¢You killed a guard when you escaped.£ 

Logan searched his memory. ¢I stabbed him with a 

fork.£ 

¢That¡s right. You broke one of God¡s commandments. 

Murderers don¡t go to heaven. They go to¥£ 

¢No, no, no!£ Logan curled into a fetal position and 

started to weep.  

 



Editor notes:  

First. Don¡t allow my dark sense of humor to steal from the 

story, but the irony is as potent as ever. I won¡t give it 

away, but, instead, I will simply state that whe n a man is 

pinned into a corner he will do anything to survive, 

especially when family is at stake. Whether or not you 

believe in heaven or hell doesn¡t so much matter as the 

importance of reuniting with family, despite all odds.  

 

 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

A. D. Dawson 
 

 

They were born in the same month; days separated their 

births. They lived on the same street and called themselves 

the Three Musketeers . They went everywhere together ¤ they 

were inseparable throughout their formative years. They 

star ted the  big school¡ together and they looked at it as 

one big adventure rather than be intimidated by the size of 

the school and the number of students.  

 On the third day they got lost on their way to their 

geography lesson. They looked over each other¡s shoulders 

as they tried to make sense of the timetable and the room 

allocation. They came across an unfamiliar corridor that 

had one door at the far end.  

 ¢Let¡s see what¡s in there,£ said Toby, the tallest of 

the trio.  

 He opened the door and the threesom e stepped inside. 

¢Wow,£ they said in unison at the wonder that stood before 

them. A climbing wall with multi - coloured hand and foot 

holds covered the back wall. Thick blue crash mats lay at 

the bottom to soften the impact should someone fall, for 

the wall  was near on twenty - five metres tall. In a trice 

they were climbing all over the wall grinning like loons. 

Toby saw a climbing rope coiled neatly in the corner ¤ it 

was cut short for demonstration purposes.  

 ¢What if we were to tie this rope between us like 

proper mountaineers,£ he said with glee. 



 ¢We could pretend we¡re climbing Everest,£ said Paul 

as he tied the rope to the other Musketeer , Malcolm.  

 They set off one at a time climbing the wall with Toby 

leading. When he got to the top he let out a whoo p. He was 

soon joined by the others.  

 When they began to climb down Toby got the rope 

tangled around his arm and through a handhold. As he tried 

to free himself the tangle became worse and he got stuck. 

Malcolm and Paul had to wait for their friend before  they 

could continue their descent. They heard shouting outside 

in the corridor; one of the masters was calling their names 

and he didn¡t sound pleased. 

 ¢Come on, Toby,£ we need to get out of here before 

we¡re in big trouble. 

 ¢Cut the rope and drop down,£ said Toby, ¢It¡ll take 

me a while to free myself.  

 Paul replied, ¢We¡ll wait for you; we¡ll face the 

music together.£ 

 Toby¡s face turned crimson with rage. ¢Do as I fucking 

tell you, it¡s no point of us all being in trouble.£ 

 In confusion, Paul did as he was asked. He and Malcolm 

quickly climbed down and hid in a store cupboard just as 

the master stormed into the room in a fury.  

The master watched in horror as Toby fell from the 

cliff face. He saw his clothes being ripped off his back as 

his lifeless b ody banged against the hard rock as he 

cruelly descended. He was dead before he hit the hard 

ground and the freezing temperature began to stiffen his 

naked body even before rigor mortis set in.  

 

The End  

 

 

 I implore everyone to reread this piece. On the 

su rface it is very short and simple, but chances are that 



if you just skimmed through something got lost in the 

translation. Seriously, if you finished it thinking it made 

sense or finished it thinking it made no sense you would 

only set yourself up for corr ection. The tale is of 

imagination, youthful imagination, or is it? Could it be 

that perhaps the trio were adults and imagined it 

differently, think how grown men approach airsoft guns with 

the urge to just pretend (I can vouch for that. Shooting 

the shoot out scene in the Cradle of Ruin trailer was a 

blast). Now, I could be completely off base on this one, 

but I truly believe that the intent of this piece is to 

illustrate the extent imagination;  as well as leave with 

the question did he die? I mean they wer en¡t climbing a 

mountain;  they were climbing a fixture in a gym with a 

safety net at the bottom.  

 

 

Editor Notes:  

To fans of horror, this may not be a truly a horror story, 

but even  with its difference it is not all that different. 

Most horror stories end with an interpretable ending, just 

like this sweet and short tale.  

 

 

 

 



 


























































































































































