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inally, the Ii 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 |
hate those blasted things. | f the kid
way, then perhaps you can thank me. (

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

Deadmandés Tome? |t means that you can
without having to worry about your hyperactive five -year-old knocking
you coffee over, or tapping t meansthatt t

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

Mast er 6s MfTaoghostéale tvith more classical roots, focus ing on a
cast of very curious and yet skeptic paranormal experts. Kenneth W.
Har monds I mmortality is proudly featu

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

aut hor of several short storiesfidyoe c
hurry you can check it out in the Best of the Demonic for free. Next, we

have o0You Were Thered6 by Bradd Qui nn,
seen Inception dregardless if you liked it or not  --then you should read

this, for the similarities blend with respect to originality. Mark

Spell mands Love Lost highlights how h

easy it is to fall into brief fits of insanity. Ph ilip Robertsd L
Suburbs brings a demented vib similar to Children of the Corn. Lastly,
Trevor Hackley decided to all ow Deadn

new Novella called Dark Fiend , A story that would fill the hole for those
that crave pa ranormal.

DEADMAN’S TOME PRESENTS: |
COLLECTION

Link not working?


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

Before you head down to the stories, | would like to point out that
wedve attached | i aiks tothewehsite. Yes, DT does
videos, and even though some are corny (rightfully so), we want you to be
a part of the experience. Deadmands T
original seridess ocfalRoetddo odaFicerlazy, camp

dysfunctional group of survivors are our only hope to reverse a Hell gate
that was opened on Earth.

Now, go ahead and read on.

11e1ds »
.
ot

’
O]

Ahl >



http://www.youtube.com/user/MrDeadmanDT?feature=mhum




JUMORTAYNRN

LIMYTS

Love Lost — Lostin the Suburbs

it O I e

oooooooooooooo

INK SLINGERS



LUMORTAS

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 [?
Memories.
| must search my memories he tells himse If. What was |

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
No response.
¢You hear d damnitGG®Getin 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 ¢
color. £ She marched straight to him c
some sort.

¢Good morning Mr. Logan. Il im gl ad
in a fully conscious state. My name is Nancy. | am your

reemer genece counsel or. £

He blinked several times. ¢Why am
in the hel/l is a reemergence counselc
Her bright red | ips arched into a

often undergo episodes of spontaneous
¢l im not angry. £
Nancy looked back at the tabl et. ¢Your hea
over a hundred, your nostrils are flared, your blood
vessels are contracted, and youjre sbh
man. £
¢l ijm not shouting!£
She pressed the tablet against her chest, her right
eyebrow rose above her eyeglasses. ¢l f youjre goi ng¢
insist on shouting, I wi || | eave. I s
He struggled against his restraints for a moment
before cal ming. ¢l want some answer s.
¢Of course you do. £

His gaze traveled around the empty



¢CEarth. £

Loganjs stomach clenched |i ke a cl
not possible. £

¢ Why, because you died?£f

¢Thatjs right. I di ed, in 2010 frec

¢Three hundred and twenty two year

¢Youjre shitting me. £

¢ No, Mr . Logan, Il im not . £

¢ Why hywam | here?£

She studied the tablet for a minute and then looked up

at him. ¢Cryonics Institute of Americ
He felt suddenly |l ightheaded. ¢You
¢Yes, Mr . Logan, wejve done it. £
His thoughts returned to his wife and childr en. ¢1I s
family here?£f

Nancy turned and walked away.
ok

¢The problem, £ Doctor Kauf man said
family didnjt have their bodies store

Two large men with muscular forearms unhooked his
restraints. Logan sat up and rubb ed his wrists. ¢I
t hem. £

¢Before you came here?t£t

¢ didnjt come here, you brought n

Doctor Kaufman massaged the bridge of his nose. He

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



everyone appeared young in thiteatwhatw v
you wanted? After all, you had them freeze your body for a
reason. Consider yourself lucky Mr. Logan, you have beaten
deat h. £

¢tBeaten deat h?£

¢No one dies here, or rather, if t
restore them to a new body. £

Logan pushed off th e bed. His knees buckled and he
grabbed the bed for support.

¢You havenjt stood for a | ong ti me
suggest taking things slowly. £

¢l want to go back. £

¢To your family?E£

Logan nodded.

¢Thatjs i mpossi bl e. No, Mr . Logan,
enoy your rebirth. Think of the possib

|l i ke Columbus discovering a new worl d

¢ | donjt want to be | i ke Col umbus.
Doctor Kauf man spoke into a smal.l
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 co

psychotic you bastard, there i s &GeHea

The guards rushed in to pin Logan against the floor.



¢Heaven is a myth spread by outl awv
means to control their followers. Until you accept that,
l im afraid you | eave me no choice but
rati onal t hi nki n dgogoekayraa walred the guards
toward the door . ¢Quarantine unit fiwv

A cold hard restraint slapped over
Surely not handcuffs, he thought, the
antiquated device in this new worl d.

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
she said in passing.
¢CThis isnjt my | ife, £ he said over
¢CAccept 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
unl ocked the restraint and shoveadayhiEn
The door closed behind them and Logan collapsed onto the

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



¢ shouldnjt be here, £ he whispered,
be here. £ He rolled onto his side and
his pillow.

¢Hebuddy. £

Logan sat wup. He gl anced around th
sai d that?E£

¢cltjs me. £

Logan flattened a hand against the wall next to his

bed. He | eaned cl ose. ¢Who are you?Et
¢Jason Richter, gynecologist from
voice said from behind the wall.

Logan wiped tears onto the back of

Logan, |l awyer, San Francisco. Where a
¢ Next cell, but around here theyjr
sui tes. Can you believe that?E£

¢How | ong have you been here?f Log
¢Si x years.e Mouwmjerw 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 | eaning toward

you been here six years?E

¢They wonjt | et you out ueavenand@anlu
arenijt real , but you and | know t he t
Heaven. £ Sever al seconds passed befor
¢They wonjt | et you see anyone except

and the guards, and the cooks of <cour



¢Cooks?E£E
¢Li onel and.They doitheiebest to replicate a

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

much how much gravy you smother 1t wi
¢How many ét ker sss, are here?£f
¢ | donjt know, £ Jason, sai d, ¢hund
dumb enough to sign off on cryonics. £

Logan traced the rough concrete finish of the walls
with his fingertips. ¢What happens tc
confor m?E&£E
¢Confor m?¢£
¢You know, renounce God. £
A long silence followed.
¢Jason, are you still there?¢t
¢Yeah, l im here. £
¢What happgenthe people who break
¢l donjt know, £ Jason said, ¢l gue
the gener al popul ation, but | il neve
|l ive here forever than give them thei
Logan fell back onto the bed. He curled into a fetal
position and ¢ 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.



¢Todayijs special, £ Lionel sai d mot
hands toward serving dishes that hel d
beef served in its natural juices, mashed potatoes, green
beans, and hot roll s. Do you approve?

Loganjs eyes moved over the food.

cheeseburger. Hold the onions. French fries an d a chocolate
malt . £
Lionel continued to smile. ¢Roast
¢tYes of course, what was | thinkin

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 S i
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 finis
Logan, did you enjoy your meal ?¢£

He used a napkin to wipe gravy frog



best | jve ever tasted. £ Logan ptadehed

and stood. ¢Letjs get started. £

*k%k

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
¢ Al I right, £ he said sinking int
lhave a cavity in one of my mol ars. £
Nancy smiled and touched him on
going to recline the chair. When | j
turning out the | ight. £
¢Should I remove my clothes befo

goes out ?E£
¢We are not hewulkate, £ophe sai d i
fact voice.
¢But we could be. £
Nancy sighed. Her fingers tapped across the tablet she
held and his chair started to recl
yours does just about everything, £
one of those. Who make s it, Apple?&£
¢l im moving to the back of the
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,

r

n e

He



people burning at the stake.
The |Iights came on and Nancy moved
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
cruel ty?E£
Logan closed his eyes. Teeth clenched, he gathered his
wits. He opened his eyes to glare at
responsi ble for the actions of a few crazed individuals who
kill in his name. £
¢Why cling to obsolete ideology w
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 it exist except in the bl
humanityjs past. We donjt need an i ma
wejve created our own heaven. £
Logan turned from her. ¢1 il never
¢Then youjll l'ive your I ife in isc
¢So be it. £
ok
He held Galil is hand as they wal ked al ol
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. ¢ |l ove you, £ Gai l s arlipdto She



his and the world started to spin.

*k%

Logan awoke in his isolation suite. He covered his

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

turned toward the wal/. tJason, Jason
¢Of course | im here. Ni ne ¢€heenki ng
here. £

Logan wiped tears onto the back of
thinking of doing it. £
¢You said the same thing | ast week

before that. £

¢l mean it this time. [ never g
[ stay here. £
No answer.

¢tJason, didayome®#£

¢ heard you. Are you really prepsa
when you know he exists?E£

¢God will wunderstand. £

¢No he wonijt. £

¢l canjt go on without my family. £

¢Logan, the only way to be with th

one dies on Earth anymore. All they need is a tiny DNA
sample to regenerate | ife, you know t
¢l wi |l find a way. £

*k%k

Nancyjs expression was col d, cal cu



|l onger believe in God?E£
¢Thatjs right, £ Logan said, his ne

¢Why the sudden change in opinion?

He wanted to grab her by the shoulders and shake her.

¢Three years isnjt sudden. £
¢ donjt believe you, £ she said wh
tablet. ¢Last week you were overheard

sui te. £
Logan felt like a drowning man who clawed for the
surface. ¢That meant nothing. £
She shook her head and tapped on t

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

or so, you wil/ be ready for assimil a
He sat wup in the chair. Hi s chest
t wo. I canjt twalidng.hal jI I |l ose my fuc

¢We canjt take a chance on releasi
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 r ema
opened the door and waved for a guard to enter.
—
¢Why does God | eave us here to suf
¢He is testing our faith, £ Jason s
Logan leaned forward to bang his head against the wall

in his suitelieaThanling his test. Al



family and hejs keeping me from them.
¢You will see them again, be patie
¢When, £ Logan asked, falling back
a thousand years?f£ He clenched and un
canjt take it. alnyjmogte canijt take it. £
-
Logan pressed the fork against Jan
the damn door or | I kill you, | s we
Lionel nodded. Sweat trickled out from under his
chefijs hat. He backed to the door and
retinal scanner.
Logan st ared at the open door. ¢Get
counter. £ He waited unti/l Lionel took

and pulled Janice into the corridor.

¢Donjt hurt me, £ she whimpered. ¢ 1

¢So do I . £ He glanced in both dire
door use a ret i nal scanner ?£

¢Not the outer doors. They use a c

¢Whatijs the code?t£t
¢CEden. £

Logan shook his head. ¢Go figure. £

Janice down the hall. ¢tBe quiet and d
¢cYouijll never get away, £ she said.
down. £
¢l im willing to take that chance. £

¢Logan! £



He whirled toward the voice. Nancy stood at the end of
the hall alongside one of the guards.
prisoner here, I havenjt done anythin

¢Put down that fork i mmediately. \
accept abl e here. £

¢tBack away or Janice dies. £

¢You cannot kill Janice. £

Logan pressed the fork against Jan
find out. £

¢Donjt make me hurt you, £ the guar

¢l im not going back to that cell . £

Nancyjs fingers worked her t apml et .
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 guardjs ne

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 didnijt st op. tilhsodyrefuseato u n
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 hejd cried. Logan smil ed.
—_—
¢tWake up, wakecapjtysosuay here. £
Logan blinked until the face hovering over him came
into view. A woman, brown hair, big eyes, reminded him of a
mouse. ¢l im sorry, what did you say?f

¢Youjre the one who escaped from t

He sat up and cleared his throat . ¢I fell as K&
¢l f they catch you youijl/l never (e
¢come with me, [ make you some hot

*k%

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?E&£
He nodded.

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

sighed. ¢You know why | escaped. £
Kate smiled over the rising steam.
believer. £

¢Thatjs right. £



She sat her cup on a plate and gazed into his eyes.
¢Now you want to die?¢£f

¢More than anything. £

¢To return to your family?E£

He nodded again.

She stared off into the distance.
me . £
Logan smiled at her offer. ¢They v

hunting me. £
Kate | i fted her cup. ¢Because you w

into the worl d. £

CHejs never l eft. £

¢l wish | could believe, £ she saiodo
concept of what it means. £ Kate stood
wi ndow. ¢l f youjre killed, they wil!/l

bringpy ou back. £

¢There must be a way for me to dis

Kate reached out to place her hand
i's one way. £

¢Tell me. £

¢l know a fishing captain. He coul
his boat and é€ Her chin sank toward her <ch

¢Theyijd never f i nattherottorbobtiey
ocean. £

¢Thatjs right, £ she whispered.

¢Can you take me to him?¢E£



¢Of course, if this iIis what you wa
-
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.
¢l wish you didnjt have to die, £ K
¢cWeijre all meant to di e, that i s t
things. They never should have brough

A long silence came between them before she said,

¢tHeavmmst be a wonder ful pl ace. £
Logan turned to face her. He touch
cheek. ¢l magine a place without ©pain

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

My family awaits me there. That i s wh
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 il |l Vv

make certain you stay down. £
Logan touched the heavy <chain. ¢Sc
Kate watche d with mournful eyes as Dutch secured the

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



¢Donjt c¢cry, £ Logan said, ¢l im going t
She kissed him on the | ips and pul
didnjt believe that, I would lgate you
Logan nodded and smiled.
¢Are you sure about this?£f£ Dutch s
the gunwale.
¢l im 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.
ok
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
n the fuck am 1?
The room looked familiar. The walls, the bed,
everything. He rolled onto his side a

I canijt be back i n the i1isolation suit



possi bl el £
¢Hey buddy. £

Logan sat up. He pressed a hand against the wall.
¢Jason is that you?¢E

¢No, | im not Jason, £ a voice from
answered.

¢ | donjt wunderstand. Wherejs Jason

i solation suite next to me. £

¢Youjre not in an isolation suite.
A stabbing pain moved across the front of Loganjs

head. ¢Of course | ijm in an isolation
¢ No, youjre not back on earth. £

Logan sl apped his hand against the

mean | im not back on earth? This i snij
heaven | ooks Iike. £

Several seconds passed before the v oice spoke. (
right, this i1isnjt heaven. £

¢Where am | damn it! £

¢You killed a guard when you escapg

Logan searched his memory. ¢l stat
fork. £

¢Thatjs right. You broke one of Gc
Murderers donjt go to he&Wen. They go
¢ No, no, no! £ Logan curled into a

started to weep.
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A. D. Dawson
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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 a they
were inseparable throughout their formative years. They
star t ed t he big schoolj together and

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 Il esson. They | ooked showuders e a
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.

¢tLetjs see whatijs Iin there, £ said
the trio.

He opened the door and the threesom e stepped inside.
¢Wow, £ they said in unison at the won
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 o it
was cut short for demonstration purposes.
¢What i f we were to tie this keope

proper mountaineers, £ he said with gl



¢tWe could pretend wejre climbing

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 didnjt sound pleased.
¢Come on, Toby, £ we need to get
wejre in big trouble.

E

u

¢Cut the rope andfdsapddowby, clt

me a while to free myself.

ra

Paul replied, ¢Wejll wait for you;
musi c together. £

Tobyjs face turned crimson with
tell you, itis no point of wus al/l bei

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

| implore everyone to reread this piece. On the
surface 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, | 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? | mean they wer enijt climbing¢
mountain;  they were climbing a fixture in a gym with a

safety net at the bottom.
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