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Have an opinion about something? Thery Have anything you would like to say
let us know. We are looking for strong | about the magazine?

opinionated people that can talk the

most questionable subjects.
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fiYou
I n fact it i
even -«Ermilyst . 0

I know for a fact that
Dedman does respond to hi
email. There are a lot of
different factors at play this
time around with the
hurricane and still no
INTERNET. | typed this on
my computer adliterally
handed it to him by flash
drive. We livean hour away
and luckily for me he had a
fully stocked bar to sooth m
frustration.

-Bill

never S €

The Mail Box

Just like how parents have no idea what kind of surprise await their children on Halloween; such as, sti
candy that was rotting in a bowl with other strange ornaments, lonely old meikdhatwear sweaters, drug
addicts that want to waste their goods on the young, beloved families of Christ that use the holiday to h
bibles. We at Demonic Tome have no idea what is in store for us when we opegdh®l 0@swbell.né¢b do

a simple task of checking the submissions.

AiCould you run

4| erotic art? | think with a

demonic theme that something
so curious wouldbe right at
h o meviichelle

Erotic Art is interesting and
something that could offer mor
curious onl ook
here for that sort of thing. |
know sometimes it may seem
like it takes days, evenegks,
for something to be decided o
That is because we all work an
have full Il i ve
arendét obligat
i Bill

Al d&dm trying t
about an author regarding
repr i ntUndisclasédt s
Publisher

Thatinformation wasonce

pl acedGallemo t ©ec
but with delays anbetter
project planning we are
working on a better way to do
such a thing. For example in t
vary issues. Mr. Dedman wou
obviously help another author
get contacted and would help
ASAP. We ar eng
only alittle off set from norm
right now.

-Kim

Have questions, or opinions, sefththem our heyato10@swbell.net

[Haye qiestions, oropidlons SN o ienalald@siellnel oA o o)

| should introduce myself.live
in the Houston area with a
family of fou
any happier with what | do. F
time, | am an engineer and
work on many projects. On thg
side, | work on small rants tha
were to be on blogs but | neve
had the time to even post. No
thatDedman has granted the
means, | now have a place to
post.

| am a fan of classic and shou
be made an example of show
called News Radio. Excellent
show. | literally prayed and
prayed for the box sets to arri
after the local station further
limited the artime.
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Forward
Presented biylr. Dedman

This issue was given an extra amount of treatment even though time was narrowed to that of a few da
thanks to the hurricane known as Ike. The office was not harmed at all, except for that fact that water
to rain through closed windowStrange, even in my house the rain was flowing sideways in a viédshton
that made even a peéple an outlet for moistur&ven i f that wasndét an i s
natural affect of humidity that rendered everything wet. The buildinghbaxiling leaks and that we were
thankful for.

The only hurdle was the power outage, which wa
of the violent winds. Some of us have stories to tell and tell we will, for they are not jugtiiwynare also
true.

This issue is to be amazing in comparison to the previous. The contest has come to an end and provide

a lot of talented writers to choose from. The choice wvaad;in fact it was so difficult that we wanted to
showcase nqust the winners but also the others that were so close to claiming the prize.

Contest Winners
| Place  |2"Place |3 Place I
So Sa eth the Devil ]DlaQ of Ab!ectlon |Da Tri




So Sayeth TheDeuvil
Dawn Allison  Past Tense
R [ —

Bio: If there is a Hell, Dawn Allison will be going there, but she takes comfort in the fact that she will |
good company.

It was the last straw. About the six hundredth time a woman told
Demetrius to go to Hell, he decided to go. He was tired of having no
place to belong.

He went home before he embarked on his journey. Home, for Demetrius,
was a shadowy mansion s et on a bluff overlooking the abyss. Eleven
granite gargoyles perched on his roof. They roused when they heard his

footsteps and swooped down to peck at his eyes long before he got to the

door. They were supposed to be there as guardians, to prevent any attempt

at escape by the demons who lived down below. However, as demons can

visit the surface for short periods whenever the need arises, such

attempts were rare. That meant that the gargoyles feasted on anything

that happened by, living or dead, witho ut discretion. And they always

went for the eyes. It must have been a rare delicacy to them. Well, any

meat was rare enough, and what they got almost always belonged to

Demetrius, the sole inhabitant of The Halfway House. Not a halfway house
for recove  ring addicts and indigents, but The Halfway House, so called

because it was half way between the surface of the Earth and Hell. He had

to slosh through miles of sewers just to get there, which made him even




more appealing to the damnable gargoyles when he arrived.
Everything about the place was jagged and unpleasant. Spires canted
listlessly to the east and west, broken windows of red stained glass were
blood - splattered teeth in oval mouths. A dragon wrapped itself around the
banister going up the stairs, but its scales were worn smooth and every
crevice collected tarnish. Gray paint, probably lead based, peeled away
from the building as though making its own escape. Home sweet home. Such
was life for Demetrius, the progeny of a mortal woman and Zamar, the demon
of avarice.
He dashed inside, flailing his arms at the gargoyles as he went, to
get some things from his house. Among them a canteen with water, which he
stuck in his freezer, then waited for it to solidify. He had heard it

saidma ny ti mes that people in Hell I ce

go unprepared. He fantasized about using his canteen as a bribe to

achieve his desire. While he waited for it to freeze, he busied himself
collecting every scrap of rope he could find, in cluding even the tasseled
tiebacks of the curtains. It would be a long climb down and he would need
every inch he could get.
After that, there was only one more thing to do. It took him almost
no time to slice off the legs of his jeans and turn th em into cut - offs.
He cut them higher than his pockets, and little white flaps hung out on
either side. They looked horrible with his boots, but he knew better than

to tromp into Hell sporting flip - flops. The gargoyles were much pleased




with his attire a nd attacked his legs with more vigor than usual when he
left. The rivulets of blood did not compliment his ensemble a bit.

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

Demetrius saw the light. It was every bit as bright as people liked

to claim, and then some. In fact, it gave him an immediate headache. He
pushed himself up and rubbed his arms for warmth. The canteen of ice
water was nowhere in sight, but he didndt sup
all.

It took his eyes a few moments to adjust. The place was quite

di fferent from what hedd expected, startiThg w

floors all shone spotless white; though some of the cheap laminate tiles

were curling in the corners. There was a maze of black rope set up with a
line of people (or things resembling people) winding in between. He had

seen such a thing before, tho ugh he had never participated in one. He




never did understand why anybody would want to stand in a line. Bland
instrumentals blared through unseen speakers, making speech all but
impossible.
Still, garbled, half - shrieked conversations polluted the
line inched forward. Demetrius stood a moment longer; waiting for the
fabled Cerberus to come rushing out, slobber dripping from the corners of
both its mouths. 't didndt come. Demetri us
growl. A gory couple took the ir places at the back of the line. In front
of Demetrius.
AExcuse me, but | was here first
AGo to Hell, 0 the woman replied.
her, with her prim mouth untouched by the road rash that had eaten the
rest of her face. He doubted it would have done any good anyhow.
Instead, he stepped into line behind them.
It felt like an eternity that he stood there, the line moving so

slowly any forward momentum was imperceptible. People kept coming,

thoughan d it wasndét | ong before Demetrius was

the line. Not so much because he moved forward, but because they kept
coming, and coming, and coming.

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

AHel p you?o She said for the thi




could think of nothing to say.

AYoudre going

i ! just at the back of the I

i n

g [ 0 the woman did not even try

you were just at the back of the line you
The man behind him stepped up and spun Demetrius back between the
ropes. It took almost as long as waiting in the first place for them to
shove Demetrius all the way to the end of the line. Then he waited.
Again. It gave him plenty of time to rediscover his reason for coming.
He practiced the words in his head over and over until he could have said
them backwards.
Finally, he made it back up to the counter. The same woman sat
there, no look of recognition on her face. The second button of her
blazer was missing. He wondered if it had been like that before. The
devil was in the details.
AHel p you?d She asked. Somet hing in
want to forget why he came. He fought it with all his might, but it was
still quite a battle.

nYes, l &m here to see t

AWhich devil ?20

fiThe devil. The Prince of Lies, the Father of Darkness, the Lord of

the FIlies, and all that . o

t

e .

t

woul dnot be here.

o

0

h

N




an appoi nthejehnask@ddo seeAhe i f
dentist.
A
AYou have to have an appointment,
through the speakers. It was more than just a little off key. Demetrius
winced.
ACan | make an appointment?o He asked.
ANo. You have to have a pe+tninddarkdeedatogetami n et
ointment with him.o
AHow do | get a petition?o

ADoesnot matter, 0 the woman sai d,

ABut nded t o speak with him.o

AThen do youfnnmei neeteyds and get a petition. o
What counts as a dark deed?0o0
ADoesnd6bt matter, 0 the woman said curtly.
AWel |l , why not?0 Demetrius felt the bl ood
blood, of course, but the last meal he had eaten. Too much more of thi
and he was going to throw it up all over the countertop.
ifBecause, youobre dead. So you
permi ssion, dark or otherwise. o
AHow can | get his permission unless | get
pounded on the counte r with his fist.

nSir you need to calm down,
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few deep, but futile, breaths.

fi

fi

But

ghed.

wo ul

need

you

dn

ifGet

t
coul
ot h

it ?0

d

o |

al ways wai't

d my breath, though. o

Demetrius grumbled and stomped to the back of the line.
Seven times, he repeated the same process. Seven eternities. He
thought he glimpsed his father once, in the line, wearing bulky rings on

every finger. He didndét get to speak to

ahead of Demetrius.

Demetrius would have given up on the whole thi

appear to be anywhere else to go. Every inch of the disturbingly white
room was crammed with people and there was not a single door as far as

Demetrius could see. All four walls, as one might expect, but no doors.

When he finally made it to the counter for the eighth time, somebody

el se was seated behind the desk. He di dnot

would have figured the Lord of Darkness would look like a hunchback with a
face full of herpes?

AHel p you?o Satan said.

nYes, wish to speak to the Devil

ifiGo on, then, 0 he said.

AYou mean youbre?o

AhWere you expecting Fabio?0o0
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No, I, just, well .0

iMoving on, 0 the Devil said.

AHerebs the deal. |l @tm bhelrengioignanywhere.

want me on Earth, and thatoés fine, they
thatoés fine, too. So, | 6ve come here to
was hard for him to say while he was looking right at the thing.
Demetrius took a deep breath. It was not the ideal situation, but
anything had to be better than |l onely 1|
He finished.

The Deuvil clicked his tongue and drummed his fingers on the

countertop. He wore a single silver earring that ca ught the harsh neon

donot

mb o .

l ight and reflected it directly into Demetr.i

AWell, you see, the thing iséo he
His fingers were gnarled like old oak branches. Demetrius closed his

eyes, knowing what was tobrealtydookang to additb @mym n

staff at the moment, and since | donot want

as well be outright. If | were |l ooking to expand, I

you. Youdre not very cunning or creative,

think  Iletin every Tom, Dick, and Harry who has ever tasted the blood of

me n ? The place would be overrun! 1td6ds busy e

AWhat the smudge am | supposed to do,
tears in his eyes.

NRnSee? Right t he steaidsmudge. Notfuck, or even frick.
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ke you would make people believe
ng to inspire fear in anybody.
from here i s not my concern.o
Demetrius groaned. He lat ched onto the edge of the counter and tried
to yank the whole thing loose. It did not budge. The Devil laughed.
Demetrius could feel the heat rise in his cheeks.
ne. o He sai d. He | oosened his grip
ACan at elldasne thow to get out of here?bo

Al suggest you try the |line. o The Devi l

fingers behind his head and leaned back in his chair. Lacking anything

better to do, Demetrius followed his advice.
ANext! 0o The Devi | Demetridswrestlédlhie way to the back.

The music played on, sharp, flat, and endless.

Diary of Abjection
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Journal Entry #1

May 23, 2121

Well, today starts a new life. | settled into my new apartment

Mars. It cost most of my savings to get space transport from Earth, but |
just couldn't live my life on Earth any longer. | am looking forward to

the chance to live by my rules instead of Earth laws for a change. Watch
out future; here | come!

| remember well the day | arrived on Mars. The planet seemed so new
and fresh. Terraforming had only been completed for a few years and people
were still only beginning to relocate from Earth. The air swelled in the
nostrils, clean and pure, unlike the filth floating around the surface of
the Earth. The people were eager and friendly. Perhaps, it could be said
they were rather gullible. Although, that was to my liking as well as a
great opportunity.

| dondét know why so many p e onsdoretoMaesc Mayeed t o
they chased dreams or fled disasters, either natural or self imposed.
Just maybe, they wanted true freedom. Probably not many knew that
however.

Actually, Il dondét really care. What does
nothing. Most are fools following other fools, playing make - believe with
an absent god in hope of a false comfort with death or life depending on
the prospective. They will never be masters of their own lives. Not like
| am!

Once passed the futility of modern man , | found the perfect
residence. A lair | called it. It was inside a new (of course) apartment
building, but the majority of the apartments were still vacant, and the
tenants that were already living there were spread out at different ends
of the buildin g. It allowed for premier privacy. It was spacious with
large areas of floor tile. It had a very large tub with ample storage
closets which was exactly what | required. As | said it was perfect.

All that remained was for me to settle in and start my latest trials.
If mankind believed, | would prove them all wrong if need be.

14




Journal Entry #2

May 26, 2121

This was a successful day. If | had doubt my life would diminish on Mars,
| disproved that theory today. No one can stop me except for potenti
myself. No, | have surpassed everything, even myself.

| searched for three days for my first exa
example. Some may have called them victims, but | said fuck that to such
a way of thinking. Those people deserved what they rec eived. There were
no victims when it came to mankind. People created their own downfall,
devised in their minds and cast upon an artificial world. Humanity
destroyed itself in the first church it prayed to a false idol without
cause, in the first tree i t cut down without merit and in the deposit of
the birthing seed from generation to generation.

So, | merely took one of those dumbfounded accumulations of sperm
towards another frontier, away from a continued asinine existence. Not
that it matters much , but the person was male, approximately thirty or so
years ol d. He di dndét have much of a | ife.
at The New World Elementary  School of Mars for a couple of days while |

scouted him as a prospect. | never saw a wife but he wo re a wedding ring,
so the obvious must be applied.

All'in all, he was an easy target. After getting rid of the rugrat,
he went everyday to an office building with lunch for two. He would stay
about a half hour to forty - five minutes, never longer. Th
predictability enabled me to act earlier than usual on acquiring an
example.

Finally, on the fourth day of watching | moved in on him. With a
standard in place from prior effectiveness, | jabbed him with my
trustworthy needle and syringe filled with a special variation of
tubocurarine, an efficient panic stopper and immobilizer. Quite simply, |
approached his car as all was quiet around us and asked directions. When
he extended his arm to point, | inserted the needle midway into his
forearm draining the contents through his vein. A simple slide into the
seat and | departed in his E - Car to meet my own car parked around the back
of the building before anyone else could view a thing.

Strange to recall, but I liked his E - Car. | had a nice one that |
sold on Earth since | couldndét afford to tran
renting a cheap, very used, older model while | tried to get settled in my
new habitat. The electricity exhausted quickly in old E - Cars so | had to
be careful not to drive to long witho ut recharging. Even with the
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problems, | was always glad to drive an E - Car over one of those polluting
gas powered cars of the olden days. Although very few survived on Earth
and they were not even allowed passage to Mars.

In a flash, I made it back t o my lair with my newly acquired test
subject. | kept a wheelchair in the back of my E - Car, one of the old
types before power push assist was standardized on all wheelchairs (wow,

people have become so lazy over time) to provide trouble - free movement of

ny testing examples to the needed places during their relaxed state. It
served well to avoid unwanted attention. | supposed watchers thought |
merely aided an ill relative or something.

It was necessary to revivify the test subject with some elapsed tim
| needed them to recover from the drug somewhat so they could be more
alert for the examination period. After all, it was their responses that
proved my theories until it was time for final validation. Thus, a roll
of heavy duty tape and a gag put to good use, fixed my subject to my
specially designed, reinforced utility chair. | had time to wait and even
have a cup of tea.

Also, while | waited, | arranged my tools. Laser sharp field knife,
bone saw, tourniquets, gloves and oversized heavy duty pl astic bags all
checked out. A quality mop and bucket and some rags and cleaning supplies
additionally accounted for. |l coul dnodt

Youbve been selected
i nto mankima&s nlgi, ngoafoltd hbe
Il am in the true |Iight of r
ker, but either way you sho
e irrational worl déreleased

| had not remove d the gag so silence prevailed. | was sure he had
nothing of substance to add, anyhow.

| focused on his eyes as | sliced. First, a minor finger, then the
left hand, they fell away with ease. The blood poured steadily. Perhaps,
| was too anxious. H e may have needed more time for better muscle control
after the drug induction.

Oh well, it mattered little. His eyes told the story. All of it was
a story, a story of human | ieséhuman del
His god did not protect him

Yet, for the sake of fairness, | had to go on. In this test | would
take his manhood. God had to maintain procreation. It was a good test.
With one gloved hand, I clutched all his manly parts and pulled. Then,

usi

on




one strike of blade severed his genit als from his body. It was just like
slicing warm butter. His eyes went black; then closed. He had given up,

as had his god. Puddles of blood, deadly deliberate, replaced future life

concerns and function.

Would this be enough?

After his muscle squirms subsided, | figured it would be enough, at
least for now. A merciful stab to the heart finished my evaluation. Out
came the bone saw and piece by piece he loaded up a plastic bag helped
with a little finesse of hand.

Nothing else was left. Wel | almost, | had to work a bit at the

clean - up, but afterward, only basking in the fineness and result of the
moment.

Journal Entry #3

June 5, 2121
My thoughts wondered today. | am not sure why. There is just too much
shit in this life. There always has been. | think it is test time again.

My mind was not programmed for obedience, not even within myself. It
often ran amok. In this case, the specific reason eluded me.

| should have been pleased. My latest test was another success,
although m aybe the fact that it went so smoothly may have bothered me a
little. Disposal of the body was incredibly effortless. The usual need
to bury the remains was averted, because in exploring the nearby area |
discovered a canyon of such depth that | could no t see its bottom. A
straightforward toss over the side, safely enough disposed of the waste.
With so much undeveloped land on Mars and the harsh terrain, someone
finding the bag was no real concern. Only, the plastic bag actually
bugged me. It seemed w rong to soil the land with a plastic bag, but a
reinforced plastic bag was the only practical measure for the after effect
of my tests.

Nevertheless, reflections of old thoughts haunted me frequently
during spare moments. Despite leaving it behind, Eart h life still annoyed
me invading my solitude here on Mars. The Catholic Church nauseated me
more and more as | thought of how they basically took over the world after
the final Jihad. When the Arab nations succumbed to the war efforts of
the United State s, the Catholic Church stepped in saying the world would
not be saved unless a unified religion was put in place. Bloody as it
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became, all the Christian countries had no choice but to support the

Catholics. Muslims, Jews, Hindus and any other religious s ociety were

forced to convert, or they were killed. Hell, all humans were ordered to

convert, no matter their creed or previous religious belief. If one had

no god; they got one quite quickly. The Protestants were absorbed back

into Catholicism as waywa rd children. Everyone else was strictly

scrutinized until proven faithful. The Amer.i
separation of church and state evaporated wit
Countryo praise. Consequently, the governmen
so more of our money was reserved for God, or more accurately the earthly

form of God scripted by the Catholic Church. The sickness spread making

me sick.

Sin and evil, though always present throughout history, changed yet
again to the latest moder n standards. Enslaving morals and scruples not
being enough, the Catholic Church made final judgment on matters of law
and reason. Society shaped, as always, acceptance, but the Catholic
Church owned society. What was right or wrong could be dictated fr
one source and | found that to be absolutely fucked up. To kill, which
has been rather accepted by society and religion with plenty of
documentation to prove it, was a tool exploited solely by the Church, but
they killed the wrong people. | could not live with

That defective system.

So, enough is enough. The disease needs to end and | will do my
part.

Ouch, my head began to ache. | needed to unwind. | chose to listen
to Gustav Mahl erds fADas klagende Lied. o
despite Mahler being a Jewish convert to Catholicism hundreds of years
before law commanded it. Mahler felt writing a symphony was like
constructing a world. Maybe that was why | enjoyed his music. |, also,
wanted to construct a world.

The following day, | scouted for the next example, something to
appease my mind.

Journal Entry #4

June 12, 2121

| did some erran ds and completed a task that | had been planning awhile

now. | may need to seek employment soon, at least probably part - time
empl oyment . I 61 | know better | ater. Ot her t
happened. Oh! | think had a temporary lustful moment with this woman |




| chose a woman, sort of plain and average in appeal, approximately
late twenties, as my new subject. She was not ugly but had some masculine
facial features. She wore these outdated glasses adding to her
ordinariness. Since no one truly necessitated eyeglasses in this day and
age, | can only assume she preferred her plainness.

Subtly, | trailed her for several days. She rode the public shuttle
each day from business to business. Later, | understood she searched for
a job, a ques t she succeeded at, on the day before | grabbed her. She
returned twice, dressed in a conservative suit and skirt, to the First
Galactic  Bank of Mars and eventually, | followed her inside witnessing her
interview with a large, short - haired woman through a glass window. Having
apparently done well, they parted with a hand - shake and | was able to
overhear their final words.

iWe can consider it a done deal . I 61 | see
your first day, o0 yapped the | arge woman.

AThank you f bance.tlwi#do@goodjob. Iwill see you
first thing in the morning. Goodbye and than
thoroughly overjoyed, answered the young plain woman.

All I needed was in hand. | could extrapolate her whereabouts, even
down to a general time. The ensuing morning there she sat waiting all
alone for the Mars shuttle. Pretending to be also waiting for a ride, |
took position next to her on the bench. On one of her glances down the
street, | injected my miracle drug. Quickly, | pulled my E- Car around and
discreetly transplanted her from the bench to the back of the car. Within
a whistle - stop instant we were gone.

With this one | decided a new approach would be needed. | stripped
her naked for precise and specific regional testing. If a god did create
women, they were design differently for a sublime purpose. | had to lay
test to any potential reason.

As | proceeded, her nudity displayed pristine nuances of feminine
beauty. The contrast of her black hair against her milky - white skin with
significance to individual strains of hair clinging to her breasts was
|l i ke a romanticized arti st 6 sbrepsssimaochliargegand Thos e
shapelier than originally thought when concealed within a loose suit
jacket, brought pain to me when | cut her perfect pink nipples from them.
Her scream muffled through the gag. Tears simmered in her brown eyes. |
swear | st  opped to watch a single drop glide across one of her eyelashes.
| cropped her thick, bushy black pubic hair. She pissed by all accounts




gallons at my touch, causing urine to splash back up from the floor tiles.

Fortunately, my hands were gloved and | wa s prepared with an absorbent

mop. She struggled and convulsed as | engraved vertical lines along her

thighs. Blood colorized the black and white, old - time movie image of her
naked body. Her hushed screams became girlish sobs and her persistent

tears slo  wed to a trickle. Her will and strength was exiting with no

sight of God.

As her fluids drained away, my own body coarsened with them. My
penis swelled in my pants. | think that | may have quite conceivably
secreted in my underwear. My heart pumped u ntil my head ached with noisy
blood flow. For a solitary moment, |

Wished t o save her, but she could not be savedén
| removed the gag to judge her condition one last time before |
finished the examination. She spit saliva upon the floor b ut no speech

passed her lips.

AYou have made me feel something that
woul d that be?0d I cooed in a soft wvoice.

One word she uttered. ifiMonster! o

ANo, | am purely a truth seeker.
punish me? 0

AWhy éwhyéo Her [ cries could not
down her throat.

AOnly a
. 0 I cCo

[ i
nti

A few more things had to be done. I reclined the examination cha
raising her legs towards the so - called heavens. Urine ran over the curves
of her buttocks giving off a surprisingly sweet smell. | opened up her
sex. | burrowed deeper and deeper into her, twisting and pressing my
blade on as if it were a drill explo ring for the secret gifts of
womanhood. | could not help but to notice how her clitoris shown like a
sweaty fleshy diamond ready to be plucked, even through the extremity of
her pain and grief. The stench of salty blood from my shirt sleeves and
the debris of fecal matter around my feet signaled the conclusion of my
test. With more merciful love in my heart than any god, | slashed her
jugular ending her despair.

Oddly, Ispoke . Al tos al l honeyo




Everything should have been well, b ut I had a strange feeling,
l i ngering inside me. felt whatésorrow? N o
to go clean my bone saw.

Journal Entry #5

June 18, 2121
Life lessons never end, for young and old alike. Indeed,

Innocence s just as guilty as any other excuse. Like always, | do what
needs to be done. Man can not be liable for the faults of an invented

god. Confusion and disquiet do not answer for death. Only, death

answers.

A pretty little girl, about the age of eight, slept motionless in my
examination chair. Her stupid parents left her alone, outside in this
bucolic community while they went inside to shop. That permitted me to
slip in for an unproblematic abduction. The picturesque young girl, a
miniature version of a woman right down t o the curves of her hips,
astounded me with her exquisite, youthful lady - like appearance. If it
were not for her stature, a heart - breaker she would have already been.

Her small size prevented me from strapping her into the chair
correctly. | had to tap e her wrists and ankles together with her arms
taped to her torso and her torso taped to the backing on the examination
chair.

fore the drugbs effect
Ove tested. she mdy aevdr ,

Many hours passed be
|l onger than any adult |
awaken. Alas, she awoke.

| could see the fear gleaming from her eyes. A mild comfort | tried
to give her with a stroke of my gloved hand against her cheek. My thumb
drew a white streak across her flushed face.

cl ose vy o usatty e prettg. ,Nunpbed your pain should still
i nstructed her and she obeyed.

If God existed, he should have interceded this day, but awareness
told me God did not exist. Another sacrificed body bled for sacred
prideésacred folly. T Inad $o know; snanpwomam larid child.

The unaware little - lady slumped back into the chair looking every bit
like precious doll.




| started to tenderly sing. AHush T ittle

Swiftly, | flayed layer after layer of baby soft skin, until her
stuffing fell out. Lesson taught. Lesson learned.

In the aftermath and without warning, my eyes suddenly watered. |
blamed it on poor ventilation.

All the same, | was sorry for the sweet little girl. She was still
so small ; she dcirehdedatfull @astie bag.

Journal Entry #6

June 24, 2121

Could | be wrong? This thought has rarely slithered my mind before now.

| had a conversation with a priest earlier. Something interesting may

have come from it or perhaps something frustrati ng. (Later
Addition)Stubbornness won out.

Days drifted away as | observed my next prospect. This one was very
carefully chosen. | predetermined my next subject would be a priest, so |
staked out the biggest church in the community. Most of the preac

were elderly which | had to pass on because if they were too frail they

would die half - way through the exam. Finally, | made a selection from the

few hale priests whom | saw entering and exiting the church on a daily

basis. This was important becau se | needed to capture my subject outside
of the church away from the crowd.

As a matter of fact, | loitered so long near the church that not only
did | see the same people pass - by repeatedly, but also, what | believed to
be a stray dog. Actually, it st ruck me for being strange because it was
the first dog that had seen since coming to Mars. | supposed pet
transport was too costly for most people. Anyway, after awhile | began to
bring water and a snack of some sorts for the apparently forgotten
creatur e.

It was that dog which assisted me with the
it happened, my subject accosted me when | was feeding the animal,
startling it. From that, | persuaded him to help me search for the dog
and when in reach and out of sight | perfo rmed my routine.

Upon returning to my lair, | took my time. | had already decided
this subject must be fully alert before anything would happen. To talk to
him was my plan despite never doing anything of this kind prior. Thus, |
waited until he was go od and awake.




From the moment he re - opened his eyes, all he did was stare at me
with an absurd grin on his face. That damn smile of his really pissed me
off.

AWell preacher, do you have a sermon for m
stared and smiled.

| pressed my knife to his throat and asked,
smil e about anywhere here?bo0 | eased the gag
response.

your God? Wi | | he stand
out mer e faceeches from hi s

il am not afraid. Even in death, Il h
try to hurt me. Kill me if you want. No pain comes that God does not
will .o He spoke in a tone that a teache
child.

re you. P a i feel untiy omly death shves you. You
e wrong master. o Anger arose

Al am ready to meet my maker. Are yo

Fuck the knife | thought. | grabbed the bone saw and tourniquets. |
gashed his thigh but he made no so und although the gag was still removed.
| bore down until I just barely hit bone and then paused. Still, he made
no noise. So, off came his left leg, then his right leg and all awhile
not a cry or mumble did he allot himself. The motherfucker just cont
to give me that fucking stare and smile.

AScream you fuck! o |l rushed with ang

Bone saw whirling; | shortened his arms to the biceps. | tied the
tourniquets in place and watched. There was no change in his expression.
Blood smeared  his face, my face, everywhere in truth, yet fucking nothing
affected him.

Somet hing went horribly wrong but
longer. | ended it by detaching his head, slowly circulating the saw
around the circumference of his neck, edging inward, until his head
released to my hand. That fucking smile had fused

Ont he bastar doés rigkngthe head byais hair, | considered it
sourly until I threw the fucking thing to the floor tile with a thud.




Journal Entry #7

June 25, 2121

All  things end. That is the way of life. Some plans are left open and

some never get started. Whatever the notions, right, wrong or

indifferent, the final results are always unknown, even with proper

planning and the highest intent. For example, Mahatma Ga ndhi spent his
whole life struggling for a cause that in the end killed him. | realize

now that my time is finished. | will solve the riddle and take my final

test.

This is it. There is no problem that canéo
firmly in my hand. My belief is weak but my resolution is strong. As far
as | am concerned, there is one test | eft wund
myself.

A ¥

Day Trip
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"Brakes! o

Peter woke in time to slam his foot on the pedal, but it
wasn't enough to stop the crash.

The outside world exploded as glass burst and metal
crunched. There was a terrible "thud" sound and the inside world
exploded. Everything went quiet and black. For a second Peter
thought he had died.

Then he could see and hear again. Mandy was screaming in
the passenger seat. The front of the car was smashed against the
back of a beat - up black '74 Nova that didn't look any worse for
the accident. Something thick and syrupy was flowing down the
front of Peter's shirt and he guessed it was blood when he spit
two teeth into his lap.

"You alright?" he asked through the numbness in his mouth.

Mandy stopped screaming and stared at him. "Oh God, |
thought you were dead."

"What happened?" Peter noticed she had w orn her seatbelt.
The only thing that had kept him from flying through the
windshield was the steering wheel.

"l woke and you had fallen asleep at the wheel,” Mandy
said, her voice gaining some control. "I looked up in time to
see the car in front of us. | tried to scream to wake you."

Peter nodded through the pain that was beginning to take
the place of the numbness. "I heard you."

He looked outside and saw it was fully night now. Last he
remembered the sun had just been going down.

"l guess | should get out and ... | don't know, look for a
phone to call the cops," Peter said, reaching for the door
release.

"We're in the backwoods of Kentucky, Pete. We're not going
to find a phone for miles."

Peter thought he heard anger in her voice. That was to be
expect ed. It hadn't been her idea to drive out to the middle of
nowhere to go hiking for the weekend. It hadn't been her idea to
leave the cell phone at home so they could get away from the
world for a while.

Peter glanced up to see a figure exit the vehicle in
of them. He couldn't make out much more than the person was
tall. The headlights on their car must have burst.

"Don't worry, honey," Peter said, looking at the license
plate on the Nova. "This guy's a local. He can tell us where to
cal  --"

Another e xplosion filled the night and a large snowflake

25




appeared in the windshield.

Mandy began screaming again.

For half a second Peter didn't know what was happening.
Then there was another explosion, a hole the size of a silver
dollar appeared in the hood of hi s car, and Peter recognized the
sound of a gun.

Without thought he shifted into "R" and floored the
accelerator.

Someone kept saying "Oh shit. Oh shit. Oh shit." Peter was
about to tell them to shut up when he realized he was the one
saying it.

Another exp losion filled the air.

Another snowflake appeared in the windshield as a hornet of
lead whizzed by Peter's right ear.

Peter spun the wheel until the car was facing away from the
crazy shooter at the Nova. He hit the gas pedal again and the
car took off.

** *

"Webre out of gas, Peter said
“"And weob6re |l ost,"” Mandy added f
"1 guess weol l have to wal k, " h
Mandy gave him a seething look. "There's a maniac out there
with a gun.”
"Yeah, and I'd rather not be here if he s hows up."
Mandy continued to glare at him as she opened the passenger
door. "You grab the flashlight out of the backseat and I'll get
the thermos from the trunk."
"Alright,” Peter said, popping the trunk with a button
inside the glove box.
Mandy went back  to the trunk and searched through one of
the two large backpacks stored there. She was tired and scared
and that put her on edge. She realized she was being a little
bitchy, but didn't know any other way to deal with the
situation.
She found the thermos and checked to see it was still half
full of tea. She grabbed one of the canteens full of water and
berated herself for the way she had been acting. They weren't
really a thousand miles from anything. This was Kentucky for
God's sake, not the middle of a d esert. With that thought she
closed the trunk and gave a little smile.
Peter was standing next to the front of the car, flashing
the light at the damage. He had found an old shirt in the back
seat to wipe the dried blood off his face. "What are you smiling
about?" he asked.
"l was just thinking about that time the car broke down in
Arizona when we were going to see your parents."

a
r
e

26




Peter chuckled. "Don't remind me," he said, a grin now
growing on his face. "We walked for four hours without seeing
another car. At least we weren't getting shot at."

They stood there quietly for a moment, staring at one
another and feeling the emotions that had kept them together for
eight years.

Finally Mandy said, "Maybe we should start walking, Mister
Let's - Go- Hiking - In - Kentuck y- For - The- Weekend."

Peter laughed and grabbed her hand as they turned west down
the gravel road.

"You know," he said in the pale moonlight, "this would be a
romantic walk if we hadn't just been shot at.”

Mandy giggled. "Don't forget the accident and then r unning
out of gas."

"Oh no," Peter said, himself laughing. "l won't forget
that. | just hope we can find our way back to the car."

*k%k

Mandy looked at the glowing face of her watch and saw it
was almost midnight. They had been walking for an hour. "l can't
beli eve we haven't come across

Peter huffed and kept on walking. It was all he knew to do
as tired as he was. He was thankful they both were wearing
hiking boots.

The good mood of earlier had drained away slowly. Both had
expected to find a n old gas station or someplace where they
could call for help. They hadn't seen so much as a light, just
more gravel road and trees and bushes. If not for the moon, they
wouldn't have seen that.

A rumbling from behind in the distance caused both to stop
and look back.

"You think that was a car?" Peter asked.

"l don't know," Mandy said. "It kind of sounded like an
engine ... but | don't - "

"There it is again,” Peter said. "It sounds closer."

The rumbling was louder and didn't diminish this time.

"It's a car ," Mandy said.

"Yeah, and I think it's coming our way. Why don't we see
any headlights?"

The rumbling drew closer. Peter figured the vehicle was
only a mile away. He grabbed Mandy's hand and pulled her toward
the side of the road.

"What are you doing?" she asked.

"It might be the guy who shot at us," Peter said. "Let's
hide in the bushes until the car goes by. If it's not him, we
can run out and yell."

Mandy thought it over for a second. What Peter said made
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sense, but she didn't want the driver to pass them by if it
looked like someone who could help.
"Why don't you hide here and I'll go up the road a little.
That way if it's somebody who can help, you can yell out and
I'll jump in the road so they see me."
Peter looked up the road, but still didn't see headlights.
"I think it's best if we stay together."”
"If it's the shooter, then we'll both stay put.”
Peter didn't like it. He didn't want her away from him.
There was no time to argue, however. The car was inching closer.
"Do it," he said, "but make sure you stay hidden unless |
call out, okay?"
"Okay," she said and turned to walk off.
"l love you," Peter said.
Mandy looked back at him. "I love you, too. Now don't
worry. I'll be okay."
With that she walked on down the road. Peter watched until
he lost her in the darkness, and then  climbed down a bank into
the brush on the south side of the gravel. When he got settled
behind a tree, he realized he still had the flashlight and
wished he had given it to her.
When the vehicle was almost to him, Peter decided to cha
a look to see if he could make out the model. It was too dark to
tell, so he ducked back behind the tree.
When the rumbling car got to him, it came to a halt.
Peter's mind raced with fear. He knew there was no way the
driver could have seen him. The ve hicle didn't have its
headlights on. The moon was out, but Peter knew he was well
covered by brush.
He heard the vehicle's transmission change.
Oh shit. He's put it in park.
"Come on outta there," a husky voice said from the car. "I
know yer in there. | ca n smell ya."
Peter's heart skipped a beat. How in hell could somebody
smell him?
"It'll go easier on ya if'n | don't have to climb down
there to getcha.”
Peter still didn't move. All he could think of now was
Mandy. Run, girl. Just run. Don't look back no matter what you
hear.
"Alright," the voice said, "then I'm comin' fer ya."
Peter heard the vehicle's door open.
"Okay, okay," Peter said, stepping away from the tree. "I'm
coming up."
That's when he saw the black Nova and the outline of a big
man in covera lIs next to the vehicle.
"Nope, 'fraid not," the man said and fired three shots.




Peter hadn't seen the revolver. The first shot missed,
hitting the tree next to him. The second bullet entered the
right side of his chest and exited his back, taking a large
chunk of lung. The third shot slammed into him just below where
the second had.

Peter felt no pain. He thought of Mandy. And then he died.

*%k%

When she heard the shots, instinct told Mandy to scream and
run for Peter. She opened her mouth and took one step when
reason took over and she realized she would be no help to her
husband whether he was alive or not. She clamped her mouth shut
and stood her ground in the bushes less than fifty yards from
where Peter lay dead.
"You can come outta them woods, missy," a man's voice
yelled from the direction of the car.
Mandy listened and thought she heard footsteps. The man was
coming for her. The bastard had shot her husband, but that
wasn't good enough for him. He wanted her too.
She almost broke down, thinking of Pet er. She was so sure
he had to be dead or near dead, otherwise he would have yelled
out. She had heard him talking with his killer before the shots
had been fired, but she had been too far away to hear the words
exchanged.
“I'll tell you the same as | told him," the man said.
"Don't make me come in after ya."
That was enough to break her resolve. Mandy turned and
fled. If this man was going to kill her, she was going to make
him work for it.
She'd made it only a dozen yards when she ran into a tree
she hadn' t seen. The wind was knocked out of her and she fell to
her knees.
A good ways behind her, she heard the man running.
The man was near. So close in fact Mandy asked herself how
he could run so fast. She pulled herself up and was about to run
when she heard him tear into the woods.
She tried to flee again, but there was an explosion out of
the bushes behind her. It wasn't the gun. It was the man. He
charged out of the brush and grabbed for her.
Mandy ducked and tried to kick low, going for his shins.
She hop ed those self defense classes in college would help now.
They didn't. The man seemed to ignore the kick and slapped
her with the barrel of the gun.
Mandy dropped but remained conscious. She tried to crawl
away but she was hit again, this time from behind.
The world turned black.
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When Mandy woke she was in the back seat of the Nova.

The car was moving.

She tried looking out a window, but all she saw was
darkness and an occasional glimpse of the moon. She also saw the
back of the head of the man who had k illed her husband, the head
outlined from the moon's glow on the car's hood. There was no
light inside the vehicle. Even the dash lights were dead.

Mandy tried to sit up but found it painful, especially
since her hands and feet were tied.

She decided to la y there and think. There had to be some
way out of this situation.

"You can quit faking it," the man said. "I know you've been
awake about thirty seconds. It's the breathing. It changes."

Mandy remained quiet. She didn't know what to say.

"What wuz you all doin' up in these parts anyway?" the
killer asked. "We don't get too many folks with Ohio plates this
farin."

At first Mandy didn't want to answer. Then she figured if
she was going to die, it didn't matter one way or the other.

Maybe she could even talk him into telling her about himself,
maybe learn a way to get free.

"We were hiking up at the Daniel Boone State Forest," she
said.

She saw the head nod. "Yep, figured it was something like
that. | guess it just weren't yer night, smashin' into me and
all. "

"l ... we didn't do it on purpose,” Mandy said, her speech
flat. "It was an accident."

"Yep."
"Why are you doing this?" Mandy asked with as much anger as
fear in her voice.
"You wuz there," the man said. "Oh, I'm not pissed 'bout
the car or anything. | wuz | ust out ridin’, lookin' for
somethin' to pick up, and BAM, there you two wuz."
He's crazy , Mandy thought. I've run across some back - hills
psychopath.
"But don't you worry none," the man said. "You'll get to
live a while longer. Yes sir, I've got good plans fer you."
"What ... what are you going to do to me?"
They rode in silence for several minutes.
"Jus' don't you worry," the man said.

**%x

When the Nova finally came to a stop, Mandy could see a
small cabin through the back window.
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"We're home," the killer said as he pulled her out of the
vehicle and toward the cabin.

Mandy almost decided to take her chances and put up a
fight, but the man was easily twice her size and her being tied
up didn't help.

When they were inside, the man tossed her on an old wooden
framed feather bed.

Mandy still hadn't seen the man's face. Inside the one
cabin, lit by an oil lamp and a fireplace, he kept his face
turned from her.

As she tried to think of some way to escape, the killer
pulled a large black metal pot from beneath a wooden table and
set the pot in an iron ring over the flames of the fireplace.

Then he reached beneath the same table and pulled out a bag of
moldy potatoes, which he dumped on a rackety table in the center
of the small room.

When he reached for the kni fe on the table, Mandy began to
scream. She didn't scream because he picked up the weapon. She
screamed because she could see his face when he sat to slice the
potatoes.

The right side of his face was gone. Instead of the normal,
expected features, there w as a mess of gray and brown that
looked like chopped meat.

The killer put down the knife and rolled his hands into
fists. "If you're gonna be screamin' like that all night, it's
gonna be real hard on me. And if it's real hard on me, | can
make it real hard on you."

Mandy shut her mouth and her eyes. She didn't want to look
at that vision of decay. She bit her bottom lip to keep from
crying out again.

"That's better," the killer said. Mandy could hear him pick
up the knife and start cutting the potatoes once more.

When she felt somewhat under control, she asked a question.
"What's going on here?"

"Dinner," the killer said. "l woulda saved yer man too, but
| prefer female stock. Tastes better, juicer "

For a second Mandy thought she was going to scream again.
Then she realized it didn't matter. She could scream or she
could not, either way this thing from a bad horror movie was
going to chop her up and eat her in a stew.

"Why?" she asked. "Why is this happening?"

"Why?" the killer said, stopping his slicing. " There ain't
no why. You wuz just in the wrong place at the wrong time."

"But ... but why do you do this?" Mandy sputtered. "Why do
you eat ..."

The killer started slicing again. "There's some strange
things go on in the back of these here hills," he said. "Take me




fer instance. | died back in 1978. Some guy took a likin' to my
girl and we got into it. | beat him to a pulp. Later that night

| was drunk, stumblin’ out of a bar to my car when he showed up
with a shotgun. You've seen what happened.”

Mandy cring ed. Even with her eyes closed, her mind could
still see that awful face.

"A few days later | woke up out at the cemetery," the
killer continued. "l been awake ever since. Course | 'ventually
settled things with the feller that shot me. And since ... well,
since then I've just had a hankerin' for human meat. Nothin'
else tastes as good."

The killer put down the last potato and stood at the table.

"l don't know whut done it," he said. "Some folks around these
parts used to talk about Indian burial grounds an d spirits and
such. Others used to talk about mountain spirits.

"But it don't matter none. I'm just me. And I'm hungry."

Mandy heard his footsteps and opened her eyes. He was
lumbering toward her. He would be there in a matter of seconds.

He still held the long - bladed knife in his hands. She looked at
the knife because she couldn't bear to look into his face.

The killer stood over her and raised his weapon. "I'll make
it quick," he said. "Just don't move."

The door to the cabin slammed open, jarring the flo
spilling potato slices off the table.

The killer turned.

Peter stood in the doorway. Hate was written on his gray
face and in his red - rimmed eyes.

"As you said, you country fuck, 'some strange things go on
in the back of these here hills.""

Peter ¢ harged.

The killer dropped the knife and reached in the front
pocket of his overalls for the revolver. He brought the weapon
up and fired a wild shot just as Peter hit him.

The men went down, arms swinging, legs kicking.

Mandy was overjoyed to see Peter al ive again. She knew he
was the last hope for her and for him. She just hoped he was
strong enough to deal with the big maniac.

"Die, you fucker," Peter spat between gritted teeth as he
used his knees to force the larger man beneath him. He wrapped
both hands around the killer's neck and squeezed as hard as he
could.

Mandy saw the knife. It was on the bed next to her. Her
wrists were tied but she could still move her arms and fingers.
She grabbed the weapon and turned it toward her, trying to cut
the rop es around her hands.

Another shot went off. The bullet sank into Peter's
stomach. He didn't seem to feel it as his grip tightened.




Mandy had her hands free. She began to cut the bindings
around her legs.

The killer let the gun fall. He used his size to sho
Peter off him.

Peter rolled into the table, knocking it over and spilling
potato slices all over the floor. When he stood, he found the
maniac had stood also.

The men faced one another. The killer had his back to
Mandy.

She stabbed out.

There was no  pain for the man. He was beyond feeling that.
But there was some fear. The knife could be used against him in
ways a gun couldn't.

The killer spun, ready to take the blade from the woman,
but Peter was on him again.

The men fell to the floor once more, the killer grabbing
for Peter's arms, trying to pin him.

Mandy was free now. She tried to stand but her legs were
sore and she nearly fell. She was only inches away from the
fighting men, but she dared not stab at them in case she hit
Peter.

Finally the kille r pinned Peter's arms next to him. Peter
saw only one option left for attack. He bared his teeth and went
straight for the throat.

There was a tearing sound and Mandy gagged at seeing her
husband rip into the killer's neck.

Peter chewed and bit and spat pi eces of dead meat from
between his lips only to dig in further.

The killer's grip on Peter's arms began to lessen. The man
tried to fight, to throw Peter again, but it was no use. The
head rolled to the side, almost separated from the body, before
Peter st opped biting.

Mandy felt some of the strength returning to her legs. She
stood and backed away from her husband, toward the chair next to
the overturned table. She needed to sit before she threw up.

Peter used the bed to pull himself to standing. Hunks of
gray meat were smeared on his face. Dark juice from the dead
killer was splattered across his shirt, staining the blood there
even darker.

"Mandy?" he said.

She was about to put her head in her hands when she
realized she was still holding the knife. She | ooked up at Peter
with tears in her eyes.

"I'm glad to see you're still alive," her husband said,
stepping toward her. "I'm so very, very glad."

It was a primitive survival instinct that told Mandy to
stand again. Something was wrong with the way Peter was looking




at her.

"l wouldn't have wanted him to hurt you for anything,”
Peter said, taking another step.

Mandy suddenly knew what was wrong with Peter's look. He
looked hungry, just like the maniac had when he was about to
kill her.

She held the knife out in front. "Peter, | think you should
just stay where you are."

He moved still closer. "But Mandy, | want to hold you, to
hug you the way | used to."

She held the knife higher, at face level. "Just stay where
you are. Weird shit is going on and |

He jum ped for her.

His arms were suddenly around her and pulling her to the
ground.

Mandy did the only thing she could think of. She stabbed
out with the knife.

The blade sank deep into Peter's forehead. He gasped and
fell away, his eyes staring into the ceiling

He stumbled around the room as Mandy dropped to the ground
and began crying, her hands covering her face.

Finally Peter tripped over the dead man and fell. He hit on
the handle of the knife, forcing the blade deeper into his
already dead brain.

Mandy sat there crying.

The sun was shining through the open door before the tears
subsided.
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. Showeasel | Showease2 | Showcase3 |
Open Grave Forbidden Grave Delete
___JasonAlavertie | ___ FEdoRodosek |
___ Showcase4 | ___ Showcase5 |
Outbreak on Beta | Have Seen You
__ FErcS.Brown | _____ SantiagoEximeno |

Open Grave

| live in New Hampshire near a vast and beautiful cemetery which has given me inspiration for moi
one of my stories.(includintpe one attached) It calls to me and floods my mind with its past. | also use
time at my mind numbing job to think up horrible things to write about.

I've recently been published in SNM Horror Magazine and Macabre Cadaver. I've also sold t&adost
upcoming anthologies Northern Haunts from ShrBublishing and Mother Goose i&d from Dragon Moo
Press. | have stories archived on several defunct webzines such as House of Pain and Dark Reveries

The door to The Station closed muffling the noise from inside. Kyle put his arm around Amber to h
him upright. She staggered against his added weight and laughed. The Station was particularly dead
Saturday night. A couple of locaspme other kids from the college, but most everyone else went to the
side of town to watch the end of summer firew

plenty drunk enough to head home early. The stumbled away from downtowimeimésidential district.
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Amber guided Kyle out of the middle of the road. They tripped on the lip of the sidewalk and vaulted fc
barely keeping their balance.

fBe careful, 0 Amber said. Al f t hkee ciodp.sO s e e

ANot 1 f you hide it somewhere, 0o Kyle | aughed

AWhere should | hide it?o0

Kyle reached clumsily for her breast and she slapped his hands away playfully.

Al édm just showing you where to hide i1t.o0

They both roared out in lauggr. A set of headlightsmerged from over the hill ahead of them. Amber
could see the light bar on top of the car reflecting off the moon. She stood up straight and elbowed K
ribs.

AKnock it off, the cops are coming. o0

Kyle raised hé head and looked at the oncoming vehicle.

AiHere piggy, piggy, o0 he | aughed with a snort

This got him another elbow from Amber.

AiSeriously, quit it. | dondt need to

Kyle did his best to act sober. He smoothed his hair with his hands and tested his breath by blowin

of air up to his nose. The car slowed down as it neared them. Amber felt a slight pang of panic in her

t hat wasn6ét mioxriLonglslané Itel Teaw sheé Had to driek atf The Station. She silently p

the car would drive past. As it pulled close
vehicle with an orange light bar on top. She breathed a sigilieff The car stopped and the window rolle
down. An old man leaned his head out.

AHow you doing?6 the old man asked, jowls qu

AFine, 0 Amber replied. AHow are you?bo
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ACandt compl ai n. N oy hoonve. woWH at larsa eynou fkild«

AJust trying itnberget Maoymbee ogled a | oving in, o

Amber hit him with another welplaced elbow and he scowled. The old man sat stone faced, staring
Amber with old, black eyes. She started to feel uncomfortable as the old man examined them. He po
bony finger out the window. It shook uncontrollably.

AYou kids stay out of trouble, ya hear m@agin
the middle of the night, it usually means ext

AWhat ever you say, Pops, 0 Kyle said, anticip
came.

The man gave them one last long, look, rolled up theavinénd drove off slowly. Kyle grabbed Ambe
around the waist. She denied his advance by stepping away. Kyle gave her a pathetic attempt at pup
eyes. She could see how wasted he was, his bloodshot eyes glowing in the glimmer of the streetlights

ifReal nice, jerk, o she said.
of both of wus. o

ASorry, baby. |l was nervous.
afineyounppi ece on a Saturday night. o

Kyle laughed as he grabbed at her.

ACut 1t out, o Amber said, holding back her o

They continued down Lincoln Street toward Ky

woul d stay at his apartment tonight as | ong s
sex. She wasnoét, iadr ahmkemovex fohas| wpplyd | ast
Another set of headlights lit up Lincoln Street, this time from behind them. They both looked back

instinctively. The high beams hurt their eyes and they turned back around in thierdmétheir destination.
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The car drove slowly behind them as though th

| ooked back again. was the old mands car.

Ailtdés the old guy again, 0 Amber said, attemp

The car rolled by. The man stared at them from the dim interior. One hand holding a cell phone the
on the steering wheel. He drove past them and sped up.

hink heds calling the cops, 0 Aahieevoices ai d,
|l fix him, 0o Kyle said with drunken brava

staring at my girlfriendds ass and go home an

He laughed heartily while Amber retired the elb@msl instead pounded his shoulder with her fist. The
brakelights flashed and the car turned into a driveway. It backed up and headed back in their directio

AOh great, 0 Amber sai d. AHe heard you. o0

ASo what, 0 Kyle saiddwisthardAmbeg 6so wgetr yamigoy

deat h?o
but he probably will call the cops
ing on the pigs, o0 Kyle shouted.

Several dogs responded with barks in the distance. The oldememed them and stopped. The orange
strobe light at the top of the car whirled around. Kyle busted out laughing.

AHe thinks hebés a cop. o0

Kyle made his index finger artdiumb into the shape of a gun, and pointed it at the old man.

nBang, bapper. Youol I never take me alive. o

The old man opened the car door and stepped out. He was tall and gangly with thinning white hair

liver spotted head. He limped over to the young couple.

|l ed trmieghptol wWiteer s oy ywuarjesad stay
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AScrew youeéo

Kyle was unable to finish before Amber kicked him in the shin. She pushed him further up the side

il swear to God, Kyle, o0 she whispered. Ad f
damn mouth right now. o
He was ready to protest but she gave him a g
rubbed his leg and turned away like a disciplined child. Amber rushed to the old man and began her p
i Pl edaosne6,t call the police. Webre going home
AWel | |, | 6ve already called them. o
Amber looked at his nametag on the Department of Parks and Recreation coat he was wearing.
APl ease, Shephprdmi tetweaedl gobe no more troub
AMy name is Stanley. Shepherd is my | ast na
AiStanley, please |l et us go. o
The old man stepped cl oser. A whiff of booz
her or Stanley. He licked his cracked lips.
AiYou seem | i ke a nice girl, what are you doi
He motioned to Ky¢ who had decided to take a seat on the sidewalk, a cigarette dangled from his m
while his fingers fumbled with his lighter.
AHe6s wusually not
il éd say so. 0
The old man scratched his sffyuchin and blew out a long breath. The reek of stale alcohol filled her
again.

ya what, you get him and get

the hill there. You had better get a move on beforet pol i ce show

39




AThank you so much, 0 Amber sai d

ADondét mention it,o Stanley s

Amber pulled at Kyl eds arm to coax him al ong
ifiWe have to go now, Kyl e. o

He stumbld to his feet and chased after her. She was no longer drunk. Fear was a wonderful aid o

road to sobriety. Amber ran up the hill, legs and lungs burning at the strain. Kyle was all over the plac

falling several times in the process. Amber waftechim at the open gate to Crossroads Cemetery. She

thankful for the chance to rest. Kyle struggled to keep up. He stopped and vomited in the road before
continuing his way up the hill.

Amber surveyed the cemetery from the main entrante. rdlling hills of stone monuments stretched o
far as the moon would allow her to see. In the distance, she saw the lights of Washington Avenue. Bd
fear of being caught and the fear of crossing through a cemetery at night added to theldistaunoe
perceived. It Il ooked I i ke it was in the next
now. During the day, it was a fifteeninute walk, tops. Now, they would have to use caution to evade t
police and avoid injuring #fmselves on the thousands of graves dotting the landscape. Kyle reached A
and began panting like a dog. He was quieter now but nowhere near sober.

|l have to stop, o0 he gasped.

AiWe can stop running, but we have to keep mo

The screeching of tires on asphalt followed by the roar of an engine reverberated up the hill from w
had left Stanley Shepherd.

AiWe gotta go, Kyle!od

Amber started running again. She looked back at Kyle who was struggling toawstraight line. She set

her eyes forward and bore down. She broke left on one of the many dirt roads that veined through the
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cemetery. Headlights illuminated the night. Amber stopped and looked back at Kyle once more. He
standing in the road I&ang at a large, white monument that stood out from the others. It blazed like whi
in the moonlight. Kyle took three steps and disappeared. The car raced past where Kyle had vanishe
headed through the maze of roads looking for Amber. Sikedid running. She crested a hill and used the
speed provided by the decline to launch her over a chain link fence into a small patch of woods. Amb
the ground and raked dead leaves over herself to conceal her from her pursuer. She bitbatifea air of
rotten vegetation.

The vehicle broke over the hildl and slowly d
the moon reflected off the City of GI ast onb uthe
interior, but she knew it was the same car Stanley Shepherd was driving. The vehicle proceeded past

location. When the red taillights disappeared into the sea of granite stones and rolling hills, Amber sto

from her nest of foliage. She bhesl clinging pieces of debris from her hair and clothes and cautiously

to the rusty fence, keeping tabs on Stanl eyos

She scaled the fence and scurried up the hill stopping several times to malesuenvas around. Whe
she reached the vicinity in which she had last seen Kyle, she narrowed her eyes and intensified her se
him.

AKyl e, 0 she whispered, though she swore it e

She held her breath listening f@ response, then repeated her call after hearing nothing. She skirted
through the monuments looking for him.

Amber walked to the entrance road looking back in the direction she last saw her boyfriend. Her ey
caught the large, whitmarble stoe Kyle had been standing near when she lost sight of him. The marke
didnét appear as vivid as it did from a dista

down to her hands and knees to get a closer look. She ran henveanke marker and drew back to read it
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again.

Kyle Clarion

Born January 13, 1986

Died August 31, 2008

Amber felt a hot pit of vomit churning in her stomach. It crept up into her throat and she swallowed h

keep it down. She leaned closer to look at the writing again, hoping her eyes were playing tricks on he
etchings faded further, leavirige white stone blank. Amber blinked repeatedly, the stone remained vac
She closed her eyes trying to get her head around the situation. When she opened her eyes, the head
glowing bright once again. The words carved into it read:

Amber Daniels

Born June 17, 1988

Died August 31, 2008

Amber s hand shot to her mouth to stifle a s
then began to heave as though it was breathing. Headlights splashed osestieeraale the rhythmic,
pulsating soil. She tried to stand but the ground held her firmly in place. A scream finally made its wa
her lips and shattered the silence of the cemetery. The earth opened wide like a hungry mouth and de

Amber Danels. Once she was in, the ground closed over her, cutting off her screams.

A set of flashing, blue lights turned into the main entrance of Crossroads Cemetery. Officer Paulso

off the strobes then turned on the side spotlight. He scahaeapdunds looking for the subjects that dispat

had reported loitering in the area.

Stanley Shepherd eased his car up next to the last place he saw Amber Daniels. Officer Paulson s
vehicle stopped ahead of him and drove up next tdétrolled down his window.

AWhat 6s going on tonight, Stanley?0o0

AOh, not much really. o

AYou have any luck finding those kids?06 the
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Stanley Shepherd looked at the large, blank monument staring in at him through hisgyasdengindow.
It was soft and pale in the milky light of the moon.

ANah, | suspect they | earned their | esson, a

Of ficer Paul son heard the gratification of v

AThey usualelyyodo, dondét th

Stanley looked back at the policeman with a wryly smile spread across his face.

AThat they do, Jack. That they do. 0

Forbidden Grand

Mercedes M. Yardle Horror

| have been published in The Vestal Review and Six Liitiegs, the upcoming issues of The Shine Journ.
Reflection's Edge, Kill Poet and Flutter, and | was a Whidbey MFA Student Choice Award winner in Au
All that really matters, though, is that | get my motorcycle license in three weeks. Rock on!

The divorce was final on Halloween. Actually, that was four Halloweens ago, but the fall leaves still dre
Simon to his piano for solace. He banged out concertos with sweaty determination, playing Beethove
Bach with the same violence that Scott é@monstrates while playing guitar for Anthrax.

AThat 6sél ovely, Simon, o0 his mother said
cake, and clenched it to her bony chest whil e
not to shudder, but that was only because she loved her son.

AWant to hear something that wrote?0 Sim
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