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THE FULFILMENT GROUP by Colt Leasure
Ben Graf took a deep breath and stepped into the ring.
The audience roared as he ducked under the blue ropes and felt the spring supported floor bounce
as he danced to stay limber. The noise of the spectators gave him energy.
Months of training led to this moment.
Graf turned around and outstretched his arms to the sea of strangers. He looked down at the five
ringside judges. They were eating peanuts and laughing.
His opponent stood on the other side of the ring. The man was six foot three and looked as
though he spent years sprinting up a mountain while wrestling jaguars, his body roped in muscle.
His name was Arndt Bruckner. Rumour had it that Bruckner’s family tree had at least two Nazis
on its branches.
The event was hosted by the Pacific Northwest Amateur Boxing League, and for that reason, this
super middleweight division was not as easy to prepare for as it may have been if either
opponent had a slew of fights underneath their belts, all of which would have been filmed and
easy to review. Graf knew very little about Bruckner’s fighting style, except that he occasionally
wore himself out during the first three rounds. Graf’s plan was to exploit that.
A referee with a head full of silver hair stepped into the centre and retrieved a microphone. The
hyperbolic introductions were given. Graf was known as Ben ‘The Butcher’ Graf, and the second
fighter was known as Arndt ‘The Assassin’ Bruckner. The referee asked them to touch gloves
and promise a good, clean fight, and told each one to protect themselves at all times.
Bruckner refused to bump mitts.
The bell dinged twice.
Graf parried. Both ducked each other’s strikes.
Graf landed the first blow on Bruckner’s chin, which made him feel like he was punching the
edge of a granite cliff. Bruckner took a few paces back. Graf wanted to move in and take
advantage of this disoriented moment, but Bruckner collected himself and retreated.
The first three minutes ended, and now they were in the second round. Within the following
thirty seconds, Graf had landed two more blows.
All he could think about was how proud his younger brother would have been of him if he were
alive to see this moment. If only Nick hadn’t died that afternoon at Mantle Lake that one
December, if he never slipped through the ice and drowned. He would have never believed that
his big brother was massacring a German in the true American way.

Graf was hit on the left side of his skull. He blacked out. Miniscule dots of colour peppered his
vision.
Graf woke up, peeled his eyes open and saw that he was covered in blood. His coach was
holding him in the c-spine position, telling him to keep fighting, to hold on.

When he woke up, he was in a hospital bed with a white curtain dividing him from an unknown
person. His side of the room overlooked a rooftop. An IV was in his arm.
Graf turned his head to the right to look out the window and gazed at the night’s stars. He
thought of a line he had read by Hemingway once, ‘my writing is nothing, my boxing is
everything.’
He saw a silhouette sitting beside him. Upon closer inspection, the individual looked familiar.
Graf recognized this person as Julius Reisman, the world famous boxing coach who mentored
some of the most iconoclastic fighters the sport had ever seen.
Reisman handed him a water bottle and Graf drank from it.
“You did well in the fight, kid.”
“Thanks,” Graf said, resisting the urge to argue with the fact that he was hospitalized and did not
feel like a victor.
“Do you want to do better?” Reisman asked.
“Of course.”
“Let’s get out of here before they call security on me,” Reisman said, getting up from his chair.
“I helped all of your idols become professionals in the ring. I can do the same for you. We can
make you become one of the world’s most celebrated fighters. You gotta leave this place first.”
Graf was confused. His body felt like it had been stripped of all nutrients. His spirit was skinned
of morale. This strange opportunity made no sense, but it was one he could not let go. He ripped
the IV out of his arm and stood up.
Reisman tossed him a pair of scrub pants and a black shirt. After getting to his feet, a flood of
nausea overcame him. Reisman put an arm around his body to help him maintain balance.
“This is what we get for being in the head trauma business,” Reisman said, laughing. They
walked slowly down the hallway to the elevators, doctors and ER technicians looked up from
their paperwork to stare at them for a few seconds.

Once outside, Reisman lowered Graf gently on the curb of the main entrance. Reisman briefly
left him there, before pulling up underneath the porte cochere in a silver SUV whose
speedometers radiated a deep green, piercing through the shadows of the sidewalks.
“Hop in,” Reisman said. Graf took a few agonizing steps forward, feeling a rush of blood to the
head as he opened the car door and sat in the front passenger seat.
The vehicle sped through one of the main back roads flanked on either side by tall moss covered
pine trees.
“Why give me this offer?” Graf asked, realizing how hoarse his voice sounded due to
dehydration.
After a right turn was made, they were surrounded by dilapidated buildings with missing and
blown out windows. Telephone cables were stripped and laid on the thoroughfare, and the walls
of the old brick structures were covered in faded graffiti. There was a car without a roof that had
been lit on fire as a group of homeless men circled around it. At the far end of the street was a
prostitute leaning over and speaking to a driver in a beat up Volkswagen.
“This is where you grew up,” Reisman said. “Do you want to live here again?”
“No,” Graf said.
“Do you want to make Nick proud for once?” Reisman asked.
“Yeah…how did you—”
“I’m taking you to meet my boss,” Reisman said.
“You have a boss?”
“We can make you famous,” Reisman continued, driving through a red light on an empty road,
going past a street with yellowed grass and a line of small shacks made of rotting wood. “Do you
want to go down in history with a reputation on the same line as Willie Pep, Rocky Mariano,
Jack Dempsey, Jack Johnson, Roy Jones, Ali, Sonny Liston and Mike Tyson? You want to have
their success and carry the same air of fearsomeness?”
“Yes,” Graff said.
“Then don’t question why I chose you, kid. I have my reasons. I see it in you. That drive. Not
everybody has that in the concussion industry.”
They were in a much busier part of the city, and Reisman took them down an alleyway and into a
back lot that had a collection of flickering street lights. He parked the SUV in front of a large
apartment complex.

“Follow me,” Reisman said, stepping out of the car and then walking towards a set of steps
leading down to the nether part of the building. Graf was behind him, suddenly feeling a lot less
dizzy as Reisman knocked on an entry.
A three hundred and fifty pound man with a set of lips tattooed on his neck answered.
The big guy welcomed them in and escorted them through the hallway. There were pool tables
and areas with live poker games. They walked up another wooden staircase leading to a higher
level, and the inked tour guide brought them to another door.
The entranceway swung open, and the man stepped to the side and waved them in.
They were in an office. There was a painting finished with old pastels on the back wall of an
army of monks falling to their death off of a fiery hillside.
Sitting behind the main mahogany slab was an individual wearing a dark velvet suit. He looked
up. His arms were illustrated with wolves and ocean life.
“Sit down,” Reisman said, pointing to a chair in front of the desk. Graf did, still feeling out of
place. “This is Wallis. Wallis, you know who this is.”
After Reisman was done introducing them, he backed away into a corner of the room where
there was a shrubbery and a Greek statue.
The man stared at Graf with an admixture of inquisitiveness and contempt, before a smile on the
side of his face emerged. He reached into one of the desk cabinets on his right and brought out a
pack of cigars, opening one and unrolling the plastic off of the stogie before lighting it, a scent of
Cognac and tobacco filling the quiet room. There was a large white wooden book case behind
Wallis, which he turned around to face. There was an array of dark covered organizers and files
adorning the rows.
Wallis grabbed one, whipped around and slapped it on the desk surface while puffing away,
blowing smoke towards the dimly lit ceiling. He pulled a pen from his pocket and slid it towards
Graf.
“I need you to sign that,” Wallis said, his voice sounding as if he had spent the last decade
swallowing sandpaper. “There are rules that come with our contract. The first one is that you
solemnly swear to keep our deal confidential. The second is that you recognize the fact that you
only get one request granted, and the wish for more than one of them is not permissible. The
third is that you cannot ask for eternal life. Our energy persists through time whether we like it or
not, positive or negative. The fourth is that you not include anyone else in the fulfilment group,
got it? Not without going through me first. The fifth is that you acknowledge what you are giving
up to me, which is the entirety of your core being. You monkeys sometimes call it your inner
essence.”
The air got thicker and Graf felt sweat building up on his forehead.

“The sixth is a direct agreement of what will happen if you break any one of these contractual
promises. I want you to know that it’s a rebuke strong enough to make any and all of your
manifested dreams seem worthless. Think of all the influential figures throughout history, some
who met an abrupt peak before their prowess could evolve. Are you following me?”
“Yes,” Graf said.
“So,” Wallis said while leaning back, “what do you want?”
Graf paused.
Wallis snorted. “Graf, let me tell you something. You were in a comatose state for weeks with
chronic traumatic encephalopathy. You had severe neurological bleeding. When you came to,
you were impulsive, aggressive. You stood up from your bed, yanked out your IV, walked over
to the bathroom sink and started banging your head against the mirror until it shattered and you
lacerated most of the skin on your face. You took one of the shattered pieces and began stabbing
yourself in the chest. The medics gave you a blood transfusion and provided stitching and
anaesthetic. Even before that, one of the nurses stated that you had come to and rambled about
imaginary fights and being famous. This last match put you in a very bad place. You won’t be
able to eat anything but liquid food for up to six months. So you either continue on this path of
being fucked up in the head and going back to live in the ghetto and surviving off of ramen while
telling all the kids about how you could have been something but passed it up, or you can agree
to our deal. If you choose the former, I would tell you to study some more successful athletes
who have sustained injuries similar to yours. Mike Webster, a football hall of famer who went
from wealth to homelessness because of his psychological torture. Junior Seau, an NFL linebacker who shot himself in the chest at the age of forty three. Dave Duerson, a defensive back
for the Chicago Bears, who also shot himself because of brain trauma, memory loss and poor
impulse control. Chris Benoit, who murdered his wife and son and hung himself two days later.
These men are representative of your future, unless you let us heal you and make you venerated.
So tell me Graff, one more chance, what is it that you want?”
“To be the world’s most famous boxer.”
Wallis grinned again and pointed to the paper. Graf signed it.

During the first six days, progress was non-existent. Graf returned to his crumbling apartment
and bug infested gym, hitting the bag and performing the usual calisthenics, ones that he was
once able to do with swift ferocity, but now struggled through after his neurological injury.
Against all medical advice, he still engaged in matches with other amateurs, and won only two
out of six of them. He began to wonder during this time if his own persistency was just
delusional stubbornness.

Graf began to think that the night drive, the underground betting hall, and signing the contract in
the office which looked like a chamber out of a Bosch painting had to have been hallucinatory.
On the seventh day, Graf went back to his training facility and shadow boxed for a few minutes
before striking the heavy bag. It was punctured at first, his fist cutting through the centre of it as
if he had struck gelatinous matter. The bottom half flew off, causing the contents on the inside to
spill out. Graf was shocked, and then felt a surge of happiness overcome him, realizing he now
had a future for the first time in a long while.

He managed to book a match with another amateur super middleweight fighter. The day of the
event, there was no one in the audience, but Graf hit him with such an enormous uppercut that he
lost consciousness, and the referee called time with all of the volume his voice could muster.
Over the next several months, Graf went from non-paying matches for publicity to fighting
personal heroes of his whose pictures he used to hang near the back of his weight racks before
working out. He was brawling with his inspirations in some of the biggest venues the region
could offer.
This led to Madison Square Garden, when he was in the ring with an icon whose title was on the
line. After Graf had claimed that, he agreed to a much less lucrative but personally meaningful
rematch with Arndt Bruckner. He made the German a household name, and defeated him by
removing his teeth and dislocating his jaw, pummelling him into obscurity forever.
Graf now had sponsors, deals for commercial appearances, a three story manor, a brand new
sports vehicle and a girlfriend.
Her name was Maria. He met her at a tech entrepreneur’s house party. She had dark skin and
flowing black hair. She made him feel important, which was so critical to him that it made him
sick, to have someone who could remind him that he was somebody, to help him forget that his
fiery run of success was based off of an ethereal negotiation wrought with the life blood of his
identity.
She was intelligent and loved his fighting style. They were preparing to move to Barcelona, and
decided to have a going away celebration. They were drunk one night and made love, picturing
their life by the sea.
She wrapped an arm around him when they were lying in bed. “How did you get so amazing?”
“I’m not,” he said, crushed by the verity of his own words.
“Don’t say that.”
“I was given an advantage.”

“Was it steroids?”
“No,” he said, “worse. I made a bargain.”
“With who?”
“I don’t know,” Graf said, turning over and facing away from her. “All I know is that it was for
everything I am.”

Maria left the manor to go to a spa. Graf decided to hit the heavy bag hung on his balcony
overlooking the city. He tried to get his blood flowing, wanting to get lost in the work out, but it
was in vain. He saw how his punches were not having the same impact he had grown
accustomed to.
He hit the bag again. It did not move after his strike connected with it. He found out that it was
because someone was on the other side, holding it in place. Graf moved to the left, and saw
Coach Reisman staring at him.
“What are you doing here?”
“The boss sent me,” Reisman said, inching closer. “He says you’ve broken one of the rules of the
contract. It’s a shame, Graf. You had it all. Money, fame, the cars and the lifestyle, all of it. You
threw it away. Goethe wrote ‘who holds the devil, let him hold him well, he hardly will be
caught a second time.’ You could have taken note from that.”
“What are you talking about? I haven’t—”
“You told a lady friend of yours about the deal. That was a mistake.”
Reisman pulled out a hunting knife. He stabbed Graf in the right side of his abdomen. Graf felt
shock and the need for survival lapse over him, before getting in a few clean strikes at Reisman’s
face and running to the door.
Graf knew that his only option now was to get into his car and drive to the nearest hospital. Soon
he was in the front courtyard, bleeding out while surrounded by marble fountains. He attempted
to go to the garage, when all of the blood loss became too much. He felt light headed. His mind
was telling him to keep running at all costs, but his legs had given out.
He was sprawled out on a cobblestone pathway, a trail of crimson snaking behind him. Reisman
stood over him, and he heard footsteps approaching from a direction on the left. Looking over,
he saw Wallis appear and walk closer towards him.

Two loud bangs echoed through the air. Wallis’ head evaporated as his body slumped to the
ground. Reisman looked shocked at this sight. The coach’s stomach was bleeding out, and he fell
over.
Maria ran over to where Graf was. She dropped a nine millimetre on the ground, and pulled out
her cell phone, dialling an emergency number.
“Maria…” he said.
“Once you’re treated, we have to move out of the country.”
“W-what?”
“The fulfilment group,” Maria said, pressing her phone tighter against her skin. “Reisman and
Wallis’ people. They’ll never stop coming after us.”
“H-how d-do you know…about them…”
“I wished to marry a rich husband,” she said.
Alarms sounded in the distance as the sun lowered.
THE END
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BLOOD FEAST OF THE ASTRO-WOLVES by Neal Privett
There is no place lonelier than a diner on a snowy night.
Derek Beaumont thought this as he sat in the corner booth and studied the other patrons whose
tired eyes betrayed the cold hard fact that they also had nobody waiting for them. He took
another gulp of the thick hot coffee and paused from his beat copy of Aldous Huxley to stare
outside the window at the falling snow. The night outside the little diner was silent and peaceful,
a scene suitable for a postcard.
“Get yourself one more cup of java, ladies and gentlemen,” the bus driver blared with a good
solid smile that beamed from his cherry face like a light bulb. “We gotta get back on the road.”
There were six other customers. An elderly man wearing a denim jacket and a ball cap from a
stockyard. A couple of college kids with fur parkas. A well-groomed couple that looked to be in
their mid-twenties. And a very pretty girl with sandy blonde hair, alone and maybe lost in the
snowy night like Derek was. All passengers on the bus line destined for the west. Land of
enchantment, Derek thought. Fresh start. From Chicago, through Minnesota and Wisconsin, and
into the Great Plains. Then New Mexico eventually. With all the cheap diners and leg cramps
you could stand along the way.
“So where you headed?” The voice startled Derek. The concept of speaking to the other
passengers had never actually occurred to him. The elderly man in the denim jacket smiled at
him from the adjoining booth.
“Out west. New Mexico.”
“That right? What you gonna do out there?”
Derek thought for a moment. “I’m gonna write a novel.” He winced at how cliché it sounded.
“Oh…a writer, eh? That’s fine. What kind of stuff do you write?”
Derek groaned. “Well…I’m not exactly sure just yet.”
The old man’s response was interrupted by the sound of the burly cook clapping his hands to get
everyone’s attention. “Right this way, ladies and gents…you can pay your checks over here!”
The old man forgot the burgeoning conversation with Derek and rose to leave.
The cook loomed over the counter with his meaty forearms that were a veritable museum of
sailor tattoos. The grimy man was ecstatic with the scent of fresh money coming to him. Kind of
like a shark smelling blood in the water, Derek laughed to himself. The people lined up,
crowding the guy, as if they were afraid the bus would leave them. The register rang as the cook
happily punched in the numbers and gave back change.

Derek closed his book. The girl smiled as she moved past him. Derek returned the smile, then
turned back to the window. He remained in the booth, watching the snow fall peacefully outside.
The passengers passed by, headed for the register. Derek didn’t want to move. This was a nice
place, an oasis in the night. The cups and saucers needed an oil change, but Derek loved little out
of the way places like this. The Lost America, where time didn’t get the upper hand. He wouldn’t
be surprised if a zoot suiter or a leather jacketed greaser stumbled in. He glanced down at the
table. It was a road map of ancient cracks, coffee stains, cigarette burns, and graffiti. It was that
kind of diner, a time machine with ghosts, and he hated to leave. The bus was dark and cold, and
all the hateful visions and lost dreams left behind would appear like ghosts out of the snowy
night to haunt and scratch him. Sleep would come later, but only after a couple more hours of
tossing and turning and trying to shut out the bitter cold with his frayed old jacket.
Derek sighed. Yes, there was no place lonelier than a diner on a snowy night with the knowledge
that you had to leave and endure another cold sleep on a damned bus. And during those long cold
wee hours, you had to take care not to drown on your own forlornness in the middle of the night
ocean.
“Hey buddy…better move it! You are gonna get left behind,” the driver bellowed. Another gulp
of hot coffee waterfalled down Derek’s throat and he slid out from the booth he had staked out
for thirty good minutes and drifted towards the counter.
The blast of cold air made the passengers gasp as they exited the diner, leaving behind that island
of warmth and light that had been their haven from the chilly bus, if only for an instant. The little
bell on the door vibrated in the icy wind as everybody pushed past, shivering and pulling their
coats and jackets tight around their bodies. They all rushed to get back on the bus, even though,
if asked, everyone would have elected to stay. Derek followed the others as he always had,
trailing behind everyone else with head full of unfulfilled plans and visions of books he would
one day write but had never gotten around to. Maybe New Mexico would be the catalyst he
needed to get started. Derek lifted his face up to the sky and smiled as the snow caressed his
nose. God, he hoped so.
The light appeared from nowhere.
Like a blast of green atomic flash, something…big and traveling faster than anything they had
ever witnessed before soared over in a lightning fast trajectory towards the waiting earth. The
people stood there, frozen with disbelief. It was a ship…almost circular, with fin-like wings on
the sides and flaring rockets protruding from the rear. A glowing ring of green lights encircled
the front portal, through which Derek could have sworn he saw occupants…as incredible as it
seemed…beings from another world piloting the descending ship through the snowy firmament!
The rockets from the craft were so hot that the falling snow melted instantly in the air and
droplets of water rained down on the terrified people in front of the bus. Derek’s thoughts
exploded into a million mental shards and in an instant, all that pulsated through his mind was
the animalistic frenzy of raw fear that jolted the bus passengers into panic after the initial shock
wore off. Everyone raced back into the diner. The bus driver slammed the front door shut and
screamed, “We have to barricade this door!”

The cook raced around the side of the counter, tossing his dishrag behind him. “Jesus! Was that
an airplane?”
The driver pressed his body against the glass door and glared at the frightened cook. “That was
no airplane, buddy! We’re bein’ invaded!”
“Jesus…hell!” The cook rushed over and fished a set of keys from his grease stained pants. He
fumbled with them until he found the front door key. He moved the bus driver out of the way and
locked the door. He shook it frantically to make sure it wouldn’t open.
The diner was plunged into an awful silence…cold and motionless as ice forming on the eaves of
a house on a winter’s night. Everyone backed away from the front door and windows, their eyes
glued on the strange green glow outside, emanating from behind the bushes beyond the parking
lot.
The snow began to fall again. The passengers slowly found some of their lost nerve and one by
one, as curiosity got the better of them, they stepped closer to the window to look. The row of
bushes blocked any view of the fields beyond, where an unsettling glow flashed on and off
through the haze of the snow.
Derek glanced at the cook. “What’s back there?”
“Nothin.’ Woods. A big pond.”
One of the frightened college kids pressed his face against the window and groaned. “The U.F.O
crashed back there!”
“What’re we gonna do?”
The cook rushed to the counter and grabbed the telephone. “I’m callin’ the police!”
The young husband growled impatiently. “About time someone did!”
The cook dialled the numbers frantically, then waited. He tried again and stood there with the
colour draining from his face. “Phone’s dead!”
Everybody reached for their cell phones. Panic raged through the diner again when everyone
realized that none of the phones worked. An unseen power had rendered technology useless. The
cavalry was not coming. The people in the diner were alone and helpless…and they now knew it.
Trapped in a roadside diner in the middle of the night with a spacecraft from another world
sitting in the woods just over a wall of bushes.
“My phone’s dead, too!”
“So’s mine!”

“Does anybody’s damned phone work?”
The jukebox went out next. Then the lights. A frightened hush took over the diner and everybody
huddled together. “I got some candles,” the cook said.
“Unlock the door…everybody get on the bus! We’re leavin’ now!” The driver motioned the cook
over to unlock the door.
“You’re takin’ me with you,” the cook cried out as he fumbled for his keys.
“Sure thing, Pops,” the driver said. “Everybody load up!” The passengers started for the door,
but the driver held out his arm and stopped them suddenly. “Waitaminute…I left the bus
idlin’…it ain’t runnin’ anymore!” He pushed through the door and rushed over to the waiting
bus, now a silent shell with frost already forming in the windows. After three attempts to start the
engine, the driver gave up and returned to the safety of the diner. “I don’t believe it,” he said,
with a defeated smirk on his face. “The bus won’t start.”
“You mean we’re stranded here?” The young husband bellowed like a bull. “That’s a great bus
line you got!”
“Hey, buddy…that bus is tip-top! This makes no sense!”
“The phones don’t work, either,” the elderly man said. “Something isn’t right.”
The stranded patrons pulled their coats and jackets close to their bodies and shivered. Everyone
moved back from the front windows. The cook locked the door again and lit a half dozen
candles. “Come on, everybody…have a seat and relax. Coffee’s on the house.”
The young husband sneered. “Relax? With aliens stalking around out there in the woods?”
“Someone will be along to help,” the elderly man said. “The police…someone!”
“I sure hope so,” the young wife said, emotion cracking her voice. Her husband pulled her close
to him and kissed her forehead.
Derek glanced outside. “Rather than wait around, why don’t we investigate?”
The others stared back at him in silence. The bus driver removed his cap and rubbed his head.
“Are you serious?”
Derek shrugged. “What else can we do?”
The young husband snarled. “You gonna be the one to go, buddy?”
“Sure. I’ll go.”

The driver shook his head. “I must be crazy, but I’m with you.”
“Me, too.” Derek turned around to see the girl standing beside him, studying him with an
admiring smile.
The young husband shook his head in disgust. “You’re crazy!”
The driver glanced back at the couple. “I don’t see you doin’ anything.” He pulled the cap down
over his face and zipped his jacket and nodded at Derek. “Let’s go!”
A sudden gust of wind caught the door and almost ripped it from the driver’s hand. The little bell
sounded off again. The driver grabbed a flashlight from the bus and they moved single-file
across the parking lot to the thick row of bushes. Derek couldn’t speak for the girl or the driver,
but a sick feeling bubbled up from deep inside him and for a moment he wondered if maybe the
guy inside the diner wasn’t right. Maybe they were crazy. But whatever his hesitations might
have been, Derek pushed forward, pulling his scarf tighter around his throat and shielding his
eyes from the blinding snow.
The three of them moved stealthily through the snow-covered parking lot, through the bushes
and into the far woods. The terrain dropped down then rose steadily up again to a crest. The
snow was deep at the very bottom of the gulley. The girl stepped down and quickly sank up to
her waist. Derek watched her struggling for a second, then offered her a hand and pulled her free.
She smiled in thanks. Derek found himself wondering what her name was. Maybe, if they all
survived this, he would ask her.
No one spoke, but all three felt a shared and urgent sense of responsibility as well as a biting
curiosity that was strong enough to propel them from the diner and into the night. Better to seek
out the visitors and see what they wanted. At least that’s what rolled through Derek Beaumont’s
mind as he pushed through the snow powdered pine branches towards the unknown. The stand of
pines ended abruptly, and the hill rolled down again. Before them stretched the giant pond the
cook mentioned earlier. The alien craft had skidded, then vanished beneath the water.
The pond was frozen solid except for a massive hole melted into the centre. It was the point of
entry for something huge and very hot. Steam rose from the pond and the surface quivered and
bubbled from the heat of the ship’s rockets.
“That ship crashed into the pond,” the driver whispered. “Incredible! I wonder if the pilots are
dead?”
Derek shrugged. “I don’t know. Should we try to rescue them?”
“Look at the ice. The water in the centre of that pond is scalding hot,” the girl said. “I don’t think
it’s possible until the ship cools. And by then it will probably be too late.”
“I think we should go back to the diner,” the driver said.

The girl was about to respond when she stopped and pointed at the ground on the far side of the
pond. “Look!”
The driver pointed the flashlight in the direction of the ship. A trail of footprints in the snow led
from the pond, up the bank and vanished into the trees on the far side. Beside it was another trail
of prints. “Whatever is in that ship survived the crash and escaped into the trees.”
Derek moved closer and examined the prints. “They look like some kind of animal.”
The bus driver moved beside him. “Let me see. You know…this is really odd. These look
like…wolf prints!”
The girl leaned in. “Wolf prints? Coming from the pond…from that ship?”
“I would know wolf prints anywhere. I grew up hunting in the Canadian woods. These are
definitely wolf prints…I saw ‘em a million times in the snow as a kid. These are big damned
wolves…bigger than usual. And you know what else?” The driver scratched his chin and chose
his words carefully before he spoke again. “Whatever made those prints was walking on two
legs!”
Derek and the girl shot the driver an uneasy look. None of this made any sense. A real honest-toGod U.F.O had just crashed in the woods, piloted by wolves and they had walked away from the
accident on two legs seemingly without a scratch.
The girl tried to break the tension. “Do you think maybe that the cook spiked the coffee with
something?”
The driver broke out laughing, but only for a second. He shook his head and pulled his jacket
closer around his body. “It feels like it just got 10 degrees colder. Let’s head back.”
“Let’s see where those tracks go,” the girl said.
The driver threw his hands up in surrender. “Oh, no…I’m done. You two go right ahead. This is
it for me. I don’t wanna find those things. My ticker can’t take this much excitement.” He lit a
cigarette and walked back to the diner with a trail of grey smoke rising amidst the falling snow.
“I guess it’s just you and me,” the girl said.
“I guess so,” Derek said. “We have to be crazy.”
“No phones…no way to call for help. I think it’s better to see what’s out there. Maybe they mean
us no harm.”
“They…the two-legged wolf-people who rode in on that flying saucer?”

“Come on,” the girl said. Derek followed her through the low hanging pine limbs that reached
for the ground, held down by the falling snow. He shivered as a barrage of cold wetness slid
down his collar. The night was freezing, but he knew that it wasn’t so much the cold that made
his teeth chatter, but the unseen possibilities of what lurked in the trees ahead.
Moonlight bathed the woods all around them, and Derek found himself lost in an otherworldly
glow. Had it not been for the unnerving fact that alien beings had infiltrated their planet, the
snowy woods would have seemed to him a peaceful scene from a long-lost childhood dream. But
as it was, the freezing night hid unseen terrors that his quivering mind could only guess at. Wolflike shapes, raced across the moonscapes of his imagination and when Derek wiped the blinding
snow from his eyes, the trees in the distance loomed uncomfortably like waiting shadows. The
wind picked up and the torrent of snow stinging their faces increased. The two bent their bodies
to the cold and continued.
They picked up the trail of prints in the snow and followed. The pine stand rose to a rolling crest,
then tumbled swiftly down an embankment. The girl took a step and slid to the bottom. Derek
followed. He tumbled once and landed on his face below. The girl laughed, almost falling in the
process. Derek blew the snow from his nostrils and mouth and picked himself up. He smiled. Let
her laugh. It was a nice laugh. A clean laugh. And it broke the iron-coiled tension in the air
around them. The wolf prints stretched out before them, snaking through the low hanging pines.
They brushed the snow from their clothes and kept moving.
The woods levelled off. In some places the knee-deep snow was packed tightly in against the
trees like a blanket. Derek began to miss the coffee back at the diner. It tasted a little like old
shoe leather, but it had been hot. He wondered if the girl missed the warmth and the bad coffee,
too. He wondered other things…what her name was, where she was from, what she was doing
riding a bus late at night, alone. The tracks in the snow continued. Where in the hell were these
things going?
Derek stopped to rest. His breath rose into the air in steamy wisps. The girl glanced back.
“Tired?”
“Just catchin’ my breath. What are we gonna do if we find these things?”
“See where they go and what they want, I guess. Maybe they are here by accident.”
“But what if they’re not? What if they’re invaders?”
The girl adjusted her toboggan and wrapped the scarf tighter around her chin. “Better to find out
than sit around and wait on them to come after us.”
The tracks led them deeper into the trees. They cut across a small stream. Derek’s boots broke
through the thin ice and water splashed on his jeans. He cursed silently as a shiver raced up his
spine. The tracks continued through the pines to a large drainage pipe. Derek glanced up. “We’re
back to the road.” He shined the light into the dark tunnel. The tracks continued through it and
emerged on the far side in the snow.

Derek and the girl stopped dead in their tracks when they heard the howls. Two animalistic
voices from another world, melding together into a terrible crescendo and rising high into the
winter night. The girl reached for Derek and he pulled her close. They stood there in the drainage
pipe with a savage chill running up and down their bodies as they held one another. The snow
swirled around the end of the tunnel, the flakes dancing in the flashlight beam.
After a small eternity, Derek took the girl by her gloved hand and they moved through the pipe.
A sudden lightning strike of fear exploded in Derek’s brain when two large shadows rushed past.
He threw himself back against the wall of the drain pipe and pulled the girl with him. They
melted into the shadows and waited.
The things were out there.
Derek caught quick glimpses of them as they raced past. On two legs. The sound of heavy
footfalls in the snow and the hard breathing of running animals filled the tunnel. Another savage
howl rocked the night and the girl bit her fist to keep from crying out. Derek tried to control his
panicked breathing, but the very sound of his own heart beat louder than a drum and he
wondered if the beasts could hear it.
After scavenging the low wet area beyond the pipe, the alien creatures vanished into the trees.
Derek and the girl peered out cautiously and made sure they were alone before emerging. The
snow was violently disturbed all around them. The beasts had been frantically trailing something.
“Let’s get out of here,” Derek whispered.
The sight of a freshly killed deer caught the pair off guard. The dead animal lay in a pool of its
own blood straight ahead. The snow around the carcass was stained with crimson splashes. The
creatures had killed swiftly and silently. And they had quickly devoured about half of the meat.
Steam rose into the air, shimmering in the light of Derek’s torch, and hot blood bubbled from
deep within the stomach cavity, freshly ripped. A few snapped ribs protruded from the grisly kill.
Derek pulled the girl away and together they ran. They hurried across the low wet area, up the
embankment, and onto the road. It was snowing even harder now. Everything was vanishing
beneath a soft sheet of white. Derek and the girl started walking, leaning into one another for
warmth. They halted a few steps later. The tracks appeared again in the flashlight beam, not yet
covered by the fresh flakes. The things came from the woods and took the highway west. From
the direction of the tracks, it appeared the beasts were keeping to the road. Derek looked around,
trying to gain his bearings. The diner was in that direction.
A chilling thought suddenly occurred to him. “What if they headed towards the diner?”
The girl clenched her teeth. “God, where is the sheriff when you need him?”
“We are so isolated here that I doubt anybody even knows the ship crashed but us.”

The headlights of a car appeared ahead. The car rounded a curve and continued towards Derek
and the girl. They signalled the driver to stop. But something was wrong. The car swerved out of
control, coming right at them. Derek was about to grab the girl and bail off the embankment
when the car swerved again and came to a crashing halt against a tall pine. Tons of snow
barrelled down upon impact, covering the windshield and roof of the car, a gold coloured Dodge.
Derek and the girl ran over.
The Dodge was still running. It was wedged against the tree, so it could not move any farther.
The hood was completely caved in. The windshield was shattered in one spot. The sound of
tinkling glass blowing in the wind and falling on snow filled their ears like a dirge. The front
tires were flattened from the wreck. But the thing that caught Derek’s eye was the gashes on the
side of the door. Huge rips in the metal, like claws.
“The windshield,” the girl said. She gestured to the smashed back window. “The tree didn’t
shatter it.” Something had reached inside the driver’s window and smashed the man’s head
against the windshield. Derek peered inside the car and immediately wheeled around in horror.
He retched for a second, then vomited in the snow.
The girl looked, too, and turned away. The man inside the car was dead. His head reclined at a
weird angle on the seat’s headrest. His neck had been broken, but not from the impact of the
wreck. Three bloody lacerations rolled beneath the dead man’s chin, laying open his throat. The
man had not been dead long. Wet blood still bubbled from the gaping wound. The dead man’s
face was crushed in. His nose was completely gone. Spattered blood and bits of ragged flesh
hung from the broken windshield glass.
Derek shined the light down the length of the corpse. His intestines lay in a pile beside him in the
seat. The flesh around the man’s chest and right arm showed the tell-tale signs of teeth. They had
gutted him inside the car and had taken as many bites as they could before the car got away from
them. The man was already dead before the wreck. The wolves must have hit him out of
nowhere like an atomic bomb, breaking his body and ripping into his flesh with their razor-sharp
claws.
The man sat in a twisted, awkward position. His right leg was broken and wedged up under the
dash, keeping his foot stuck firmly on the gas pedal. That’s why the car was still running. Derek
reached inside the car and switched off the ignition.
Thinking quickly, Derek reached inside the car and opened the glove compartment. He shined
his light inside and found what he hoped was there. A gun. He took it and checked to see if it
was loaded. “Thank God,” he said. “The poor guy never had a chance to use this. They must
have hit him hard and fast.”
Another howl echoed from deep in the night ahead of them. It was the sound of hunters, excited
and lusting after blood. Earth blood. And it seemed human or animal did not matter.

“What if these things came here to hunt,” Derek mused. A terrible shiver twisted his spine,
almost snapping his back as the words left him. “What if they came here from outer space for
meat?”
“You mean ‘open season’ on us?”
“Yes!”
“That’s too scary to think about!” They moved stealthily down the snow-blanketed highway
towards the diner.
Derek held the girl tight and the gun tighter.
A hot rush of relief came over them when they saw the dimmed neon lights of the diner in the
hazy distance. But their elation faded quickly when they saw the front door. The glass had been
shattered. Pieces of plywood now covered the holes. Part of the large front window was missing
as well. Derek could see a light dusting of snow that had blown in on the window side tables.
Derek called out. There was no answer at first. But after a moment, the familiar voice of the bus
driver greeted their ears, partially muffled by the falling snow. “Is that you guys? God, I am glad
to see you!”
Derek stepped over the broken glass and splintered wood. His boots crunched as he moved. “Is
everybody okay?”
The bus driver frowned and gestured to two bodies covered with blood stained table cloths.
The cook stepped out from behind the counter. Spatters of blood covered his wife beater.
“Goddamned monsters! They hit the front window, bounced off…then they busted through the
front door! We couldn’t stop ‘em!”
The elderly man walked over to Derek. He blew a silent sigh of relief when he saw the old coot.
The man shook his head frantically, as if he did not believe his own words, “Werewolves…that’s
the only way I can describe ‘em! Werewolves in space suits!”
Derek glanced around the room, then back at the sheeted bodies. “Who…?”
The girl moved close to Derek and took him by the arm.
“The young couple,” the bus driver said with a groan. Derek noticed the blood trickling through
the cuff of the driver’s leather jacket. Tiny droplets splattered on the tile floor. “One of the
damned things bit me when I tried to brace the door. Came through on top of me.”
“You alright?”

“I’m fine. Wrapped my arm up with a rag. That kid was a real jackass, but I didn’t wish nothin’
like this on him. Things ripped him and his little wifey to shreds with us beatin’ ‘em with
brooms. The cook even hurled a meat cleaver at ‘em. Didn’t do no good.”
Pools of blood ran together in the centre of the floor. Small bits of raw meat were scattered
amidst the broken glass. Derek spied something shiny and reached to pick it up. He recoiled in
disgust when he realized that it was a human tooth.
The elderly man in the denim jacket pushed the cap back on his head and sighed. “Damn shame,
those two kids!”
The wide-eyed college students in the parkas sat together at the bar, staring off into space. They
were eaten up with fear; it had swallowed them whole and trapped them in its awful belly. They
reeked with it and from the looks etched onto their traumatized faces, they would never escape
this terrible moment, no matter how many years passed them by.
Derek lit up. “Hey…that car!”
The girl moved closer. “What do you mean?”
“The car that crashed into the tree…I can’t believe I didn’t think about it earlier! The car was
running! It came from the direction of…what’s the next town over?”
“Bakersville,” the cook replied.
“The girl smiled. “So there’s a chance that the saucer isn’t controlling all of the machines and
power in Bakersville…which means we can get help!”
“That’s right,” Derek said. “I’ll go…bring back help!”
The driver frowned. He rubbed his wounded arm and shivered. “Kid…don’t you think you’ve
risked enough already tonight? You two were lucky the first time.”
“Somebody’s gotta go for help,” the girl said. “Count me in, too!”
The driver coughed as another savage chill ran up his spine. “God…I think I’m runnin’ a fever.
It’s that damned wolf bite.”
The girl frowned as she lifted his sleeve to examine the wound. “It’s infected. We’ll try to find
some antibiotics in Bakersville.”
“Okay. Find the sheriff, too. Be careful,” the driver said.
Derek handed the pistol to the driver. “Here…you might need this.”
“You need it more,” the driver protested. Derek shook his head and moved towards the door.

“You kids watch out for those damned monsters,” the cook added. “Straight there…straight
back.”
“Tell somebody what’s happening here,” the old man said.
Derek nodded as the door swung open and they vanished into the snowy night once more. They
moved steadily down the frozen highway, over the ridge, and down into Bakersville. Every
dense patch of trees screamed at them and every shadow jumped out with fangs bared. But they
made it into town a couple hours later without incident. Derek was relieved to see the town limits
sign, but the thought of what might have happened if the wolves had found them along the way
made his spine almost snap with a savage icy shudder.
Derek and the girl walked into town only to find it deserted. The snow beat against dimly lit
buildings that betrayed no signs of life inside them. The kids moved, with the grinding sound of
their boots in the snow, under the main traffic light in town, past the old post office, past the
saloon and across Main Street before they stopped.
A howl resonated suddenly from the deep woods that surrounded Bakersville.
The terrified kids pulled close to one another and listened, with the breath frozen in their throats.
Another triumphant howl rang out, echoing across the otherwise silent town. Derek felt his heart
quiver and miss a beat inside his chest. Somewhere out there was a meat-eating horror from
beyond the stars. A space-wolf with a predatorial instinct like its terrestrial brothers and sisters,
but with the intelligence to build a ship and fly it halfway across the galaxy. Derek let the
thought sink in until he couldn’t bear it any longer.
“Come on,” Derek whispered. They moved across the deserted street to the drug store.
The bell rang as they entered. The warmth welcomed them in and wrapped itself around their
frozen bodies. Jazzy elevator music played softly over the speakers. Derek glanced around
frantically. There was no one there.
The girl split off and moved cautiously up one aisle, then another. Derek found something for
wounds and shoved capsules and bandages into his coat pocket. Then he moved past the
toothpaste and mouthwash, past the magazine stand where Alfred E. Newman grinned
mischievously back at him from the cover of Mad Magazine. He moved around the corner of the
next aisle and almost screamed when he bumped into the girl. She blew a sigh of relief and
gestured towards the counter. They inched their way closer and slowly peered over.
The girl gasped and turned away. A wave of nausea overcame Derek once more and he
stumbled, catching himself on the counter before he collapsed. “God!”
Two corpses lay in a heap behind the counter, their throats torn out. One of them, Derek figured
it was the pharmacist, judging from his blood spattered white coat. The dead man was missing
his eyes. The door behind the counter…which probably led outside, had been wrenched off its

hinges and tossed aside like a section of cardboard. The urge to flee hit them and they raced back
outside.
The grocery store was across the street. The automatic doors swung open and they rushed inside.
Derek’s heart sank when he realized that there was no one there. The two kids raced up and
down the deserted aisles. It was as if everyone had just walked away.
The girl grabbed Derek’s arm and motioned for him to stop when they moved past the meat
counter. Bloody paw prints decorated the floor and inside the glass counters were splashes of red
blood from the ripped open packages of raw meat. The wolves had been through there,
devouring all the beef, chicken, and pork. Nothing was left.
The girl hesitated, then peered over the counter. No bodies were there. She motioned towards the
swinging door beside the meats, where the freezers and stock were. Derek had the same thought:
maybe there were survivors hiding back there.
The girl pushed through the swinging door, with Derek right behind her. The back room was
quiet except for their snow-caked footsteps on the concrete floor. A single light bulb hung from
the ceiling on a wire. Each wall was lined with cans and boxes draped in broken shadows. On the
right was the freezer. A thin streak of light emanated from the cracked door.
Derek reached for the handle. A sliver of frost had formed on the door frame. He pulled it free
and peered inside the freezer. The gore-soaked vision of about two dozen bodies assaulted his
senses. Several corpses hung by meat hooks from the ceiling. Several were stashed on shelves,
their dead eyes glazed over with frost and frozen wide with fear. A couple of people were cut
into portions, their meat wrapped like steaks with paper. The girl glanced over Derek’s shoulder
before he could stop her. She wheeled around and fled the freezer. Derek slammed the door shut
and ran after her.
He caught her on the milk aisle. She struggled against him for a moment; her eyes filled with
panic. “Calm down…it’s gonna be alright,” he pleaded until the girl finally relaxed and buried
her head in his coat. Her sobs melded with his sobs and they stood there in the grocery story,
shielding one another against the horror they found themselves mired in.
“That was deliberate,” she said. “Those things know what they’re doing…they are here to hunt
us and take our meat!”
“Too bad they’re not vegetarians, right?”
She laughed and threw her arms around Derek’s neck. Her lips met his and Derek knew that he
was not alone in the night. Someone stood with him.
The snow had ceased falling outside. And the bone-chilling rays of a full moon ripped through
the clouds, illuminating the deserted streets of a doomed town. The moon was so bright that the
kids shielded their eyes from the silver glare as they turned the corner onto Market. The girl saw
it first. Down the street was a police car…parked at the gas station.

They raced down the snow packed sidewalk and stopped short of the car. The wind blew a cloud
of snow their way. Powdery sheets of white rained down from the roof of the station. The lights
were on inside, but there wasn’t a human to be found. Derek moved closer to the patrol car
parked beside the pumps. A ticking bell sound greeted his ears and when he got close enough, he
realized that the snow was melted around the tires. The nozzle lay in a heap on the pavement,
spewing gallons of gasoline onto the ground. It pooled around the car and rolled in a steaming
river towards the station, melting a swath of snow in its wake.
The officer lay slumped over against the steering wheel. His head was missing and in its place
was a bloody stump that oozed freezing gore. Derek reached into the car and took the officer’s
revolver. He checked to make sure it was loaded and shoved it down the front of his pants.
“There’s nobody to help us here,” he said. “We need to go.”
A loud crash made the kids take cover behind a gas pump. Derek’s stomach twisted, and his
heart turned to pure ice when he saw the outlines of two figures rummaging through the empty
gas station. The sound of breaking glass filled the winter air and a severed head came rolling
across the snow, coming to rest in front of the fuel pump the kids cowered behind. The eyes
gazed blankly at Derek and blood pooled slowly around the nose and mouth, dribbling into the
snow. Derek hid his eyes and tried to ignore the horror before him. Another crash came from the
station. The kids glanced up to see the wolf men piling bodies up before the door. One of the
beasts pushed through the door with a limp body strewn across its massive shoulder. It dropped
the dead man atop two others and returned back into the station.
Derek reached into his pocket and found a book of matches that he had picked up from the diner.
He looked at the girl and winked, then rushed past the pumps, amid his companion’s frantic
whispered protests. He thought for a moment, then quickly jammed a metal paper box under the
door handle. A steady flow of gasoline covered the front of the station, enough to cause a
massive explosion. He peered inside. The monsters were so busy investigating the interior of the
station that they did not notice him. Wet, gasoline-soaked pawprints dotted the inside floor. He
took a newspaper from the box and folded it, then he motioned for the girl to run.
Derek raced to a safe spot, lit the newspaper with the matches, and tossed the flame into the
growing pool of gasoline. Great orange and blue fingers of fire appeared and swam the trail of
fuel, right up to the front door of the station. The kids ran away as fast as they could. A massive
explosion rocked the night a second later and knocked them sprawling face down into the snow.
Derek looked back to see an Olympian tower of smoke and flame rise into the sky. The station
was gone…in its place was an inferno, and somewhere in the midst of that destruction were the
two aliens. Derek silently prayed that they were incinerated, but somehow, he knew that it wasn’t
true. A sudden howl of rage and pain came from the burning ruins of the station and a tall figure
engulfed in orange flame bolted from the fire and raced screeching down the road a hundred
yards before collapsing into the snow. Derek paused for a moment, then walked over to the
burning wolf man. He stood defiantly over the creature, watching its fur melt into nothingness
and the flesh underneath bubble and sizzle.

The girl took his arm and stood beside him watching the monster cook. “Where’s the other one?”
Derek glanced back at the station. “It’s dead.”
They waited a moment, to make sure that nothing else emerged from the wreckage, then they
walked around the corner and found a blue pick-up truck on the street with the keys still in it.
The girl climbed into the passenger seat and stared thoughtfully at Derek as he turned the key
and the engine sprang to life. “Why is the power still on here?”
“Maybe the saucer took the power out back at the diner. Bakersville is a few miles away from
the crash site. Maybe the energy from the ship didn’t reach this far. Who knows?”
Something crashed into the side of the truck all of a sudden. The girl screamed and fell into
Derek’s lap. He shoved the gun towards the passenger window and gasped in amazement at the
frightened and very human face staring back at him through the frosty glass.
The man beat frantically on the window and cried out, “For God’s sake…help me!”
Derek reached over and unlocked the door. The man winced as he climbed inside. Derek noticed
the bloody towel wrapped around his arm. “You’re hurt,” he said.
“One of them bit me.” The man coughed violently. He shivered and gritted his teeth as a wave of
fever wracked his body. Derek turned the heat up. The truck pulled away from the curb and
headed out of town. Derek blew a sigh of relief.
The man continued, “They came outta nowhere…took over the town. Killed almost everybody.
Started dressing them out…like deer.” The man massaged his wounded arm and stared out into
the night. “Thank you for picking me up. I’m probably the last living person left in this town.”
“We witnessed the handiwork of those things,” the girl said.
“Where did they come from?”
“Outer space,” Derek said.
The man shook his head in disbelief. “Werewolves? From space?”
“Looks that way.”
“They’re dead now. We blew them up at the gas station.”
The man leaned back in the seat and grinned. “Way to go.”
“Where to now?”

“Little diner the next town over. We got people waiting for us,” Derek said. “We’ve got
something for that arm, too.”
The man lurched forward suddenly and cried out in pain. Derek pulled over to the side of the
road. “Are you okay?”
“Yeah,” he replied, in a half whisper. “Yeah…keep drivin’. I’m fine.”
Something hit the truck suddenly and spun it around in the road. Derek threw the truck into drive
and floored the gas pedal. The truck sailed off into the darkness. Something raced alongside the
truck. Derek recognized the tall, dark figure right away.
It was the other wolf! Rivulets of smoke rose from its charred hide and trailed off into the cold
air. The creature was covered with burns, but it came after them with every ounce of rage and
strength it had. The man screamed from the passenger side as the wolf-thing slammed into the
truck, sending it skidding off into the ditch. Somehow Derek pulled the wheel and handled the
truck back out onto the road. They kept moving. The beast came right at them again. This time
Derek swerved and knocked the monster sprawling. It fell in the road, rolled, and came back at
them.
The wolf slammed into the truck again. The girl glanced over at its horrible face, covered with
hairless blistered flesh, pressed against the window. The hunter from other worlds…the child of
other moons… howled defiantly and fell back. But it possessed otherworldly strength and agility
and sprang over the back of the truck as if the vehicle were standing still. It vaulted over the
hood and planted its feet firmly into the road, bringing the truck to a screeching halt as if it had
crashed into a tree.
Derek pushed the accelerator, but the tires spun helplessly. The beast lifted the truck and howled,
sputtering blood and foam across the hood. The monster growled and barked, gnashing its teeth
at the humans helplessly trapped in the cab.
Derek stared through the cracked windshield in horror. Burning yellow eyes glowed back at him
hatefully from a disfigured face and pools of bubbling saliva formed around yellowed fangs in
anticipation of the kill. Derek knew that they would not die easy.
“Cover your eyes!” He screamed and aimed the gun at the beast’s eyes…those terrible burning
eyes! He pulled the trigger and a storm of breaking glass showered them. The wolf dropped the
truck and fell back into the snow.
The truck bounced as it rolled over the top of the wolf-thing. Derek felt the bones crunch and the
breath gurgle as it was forced from the thing’s body. He stopped, threw the truck in reverse, and
rolled over it again. He pulled away and ran over the monster again and again until it was a pile
of festering, steaming gore.

About a mile out of Bakersville, the wounded man lost consciousness. The girl tried to rouse
him, but to no avail. Derek pushed the truck forward into the night…hoping that somehow the
man’s life could be saved back at the diner.
They pulled up at the diner sometime later, after many miles of darkness fed by fear, with the
cold rays of the winter moon beating down on the truck. Derek threw the truck into park and
hopped out, racing to the passenger side. He froze. The man had regained consciousness and
glared at him through the frosted window.
Derek shivered as he gazed into burning yellow eyes.
Patches of fur sprouted from the man’s face and hands. Fangs jutted from his blackening lips and
claws appeared on his upraised hands…the curse of the astro-wolves’ infectious bite! Derek
screamed at the girl, “Get out of there!” She sprang from the driver’s side of the truck and
scurried across the snow. Derek stepped back and aimed his pistol right at the man’s face. He
pulled the trigger and the wolf vanished amidst an exploding sea of glass and blood. The wolf
man slumped forward and did not move again.
The power was still out. Derek and the girl stepped inside the candle-lit diner. The girl slid her
arm around Derek’s waist. “Where is everybody?”
“I don’t know…maybe in the back?”
“Kate.”
“What?”
“My name is Kate.”
Derek smiled and leaned down to kiss her. Now he knew her name…that soft, beautiful name
that meant he wasn’t all alone in that cold night on planet Earth. “Nice to meet you,” he beamed.
Something came out of the shadows just before their lips met…something covered in dark fur
that ripped the girl out of his arms and sent her decapitated head sailing over the counter and her
body flailing in the opposite direction. Something that tore the life and the warmth from
Kate...destroyed every moment that Derek could have shared with her for the rest of their lives.
Something terrible that sent the woman he could have loved reeling into the next world without
warning. Derek screamed when he recognized the bus driver’s jacket. He emptied his gun into
the wolf man’s eyes.
Silence crept back into the diner.
When his eyes adjusted to the half-light, Derek noticed the splattered blood on the far wall. In
the corner lay the dismembered fragments of the remaining passengers. All of them sliced into
pieces by the monster’s claws. Derek recognized the blood-soaked parkas of the college kids, the

cook’s tattoos, and the old man’s denim jacket. His stomach felt as if it dropped a mile deep all
of a sudden.
He dropped the empty gun and walked outside. He stood there in shock, staring up into the
firmament. It was snowing again. Saucer-like ships with swirling green lights flew over. The sky
was filled with them.
THE END
Available from Rogue Planet Press
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WHEN THERE IS NO MORE ROOM IN HELL by Steven Havelock
“Mr. Jones, there’s a man here to see you.”
Jane’s voice sounds slightly strained.
A few moments ago, Furguson Jones had being sitting in his penthouse office looking down on
the city of New York with pride. I worked my way to the top. There was something not quite
right here. He looked at the calendar on his desk again: August 19.
He felt a twinge of worry in his gut.
Why do I feel so worried? I’m a multibillionaire.
“Jane, I told you I wasn’t to be disturbed.”
“Sorry, sir, but this man won’t take no for an answer. Should I call security?”
“Well, what does he want?”
“He says he’s the devil and he’s come to collect.”
Instantly Ferguson’s demeanour changed.
August 19. Why does that date linger on my mind? “No, Jane, let him through.”
Something tells me I need to see this guy…But why…?
He looked at the calendar again. He felt like he was on the verge of unlocking some hidden
memory and for some reason it had something to do with loon who was in the lobby.
I will humour him.
A bald, middle aged man walked into his office. Before Furguson could say anything he sat
himself down with a heavy sigh into the chair opposite Ferguson’s desk.
“Hello, and what can I do for you today?” said Furguson with a half-smile.
“You know who I am, don’t you?”
“Yes, my secretary told me you said you were the Devil.”
“Yes, I am.”
“Well, what do you want with me?”

“I will come to that in a little while.”
“I’m a God-fearing Christian, I attend church every Sunday!”
“Don’t worry. I’m not going to take you to Hell just yet. I gave up taking people to hell with me
yesterday; I need a break. After millions of years it does get a bit tiring.”
“Well, what would happen if you stopped taking people to hell?”
“Switch on your computer and take a look.’
Furguson switched on his computer which came alive with a low whine. He typed in the national
news channel.
I’m shocked!
He watched footage of zombies walking the streets.
“When there’s no more room in Hell the dead shall walk the Earth,” said the middle-aged man
sat in front of him.”
“If you quit and people’s souls stop going to Hell but stay here instead, it will be Hell on Earth!”
“Don’t worry, I haven’t quit entirely. I ‘m just taking a few hours off.”
“Are you going to take me to Hell? Why else are you here?”
“Ordinarily the answer would be yes, but I’m fed up. I’ve been collecting souls and sending
people to Hell to be tortured for millions of years. I’m weary. So, so weary. All I ever hear is the
screams of the damned.”
“So, I’m not going to hell but heaven instead?”
“Not exactly. You see, even if I wanted to quit, the powers that be wouldn’t look on it lightly.”
“What do you mean? Why me? You know I will say it again, I am a God-fearing Christian!”
“You know, God, the fates, the people upstairs, they just wouldn’t let me quit. I need some time
off. I’m going to go for a walk around New York for a few hours, when I come back I intend to
collect.” The middle-aged man got up and walked out.
Once he had left, Furguson opened the desk draw on his right and pulled out his Bible and
started to read. He was still reading a few hours later when the intercom rang again.
“Mr. Jones, it’s that man who says he’s the Devil here again.”

“Let him through, Jane.”
The middle-aged man walked in and sat himself down again with a heavy sigh.
My mind is racing, there’s something not quite right here.
The middle-aged man stared at him with a sad, contemplative expression.
“Did you enjoy your walk?”
“Yes, it was pleasant. But now I’m back.”
“Why are you back? Well, I ask again, what do you want with me?”
I thought this guy was just a loon, but those news images…What if this guy really is the Devil?
Furguson pulled out his Bible and held it in front of him. “In the name of God, be gone and
disturb me no more!”
The man stared at him with what Furguson thought was a weary expression.
“That won’t help you. It’s too late.”
“Too late for what? What do you mean?”
“You sold me your soul nearly twenty years ago.”
“I don’t know what you are talking about?”
“I know you don’t. That was part of the deal. You wouldn’t remember until I came to collect.”
A memory flashed through Furguson’s mind. He was cold and hungry, and sleeping under a
railway bridge; he saw the man appear out of the autumnal gloom.
A thought flashed through his mind unbidden.
I’ve got the contract in my desk drawer, the one that only I have the key to, which hasn’t being
opened since I first bought this place.
He unlocked the desk drawer on his left, pulled out an aged piece of parchment and ripped it into
small pieces.
“Do you know the number of people that have tried that?” The man waved his hand and the
parchment was suddenly whole again.
“I’ve seen every trick in the book when it comes to people trying to get out of a deal with me.”

“Oh God, no! Please no!”
“I’m sorry we had a deal. I know that you are not a bad person and I’m tempted to look the other
way, very tempted. But that will only buy you a few hours, you know the guy upstairs just
wouldn’t understand…”
The middle-aged man waved his hand in front of Furguson.
I’ve got a banging headache! The pain is unbearable. It’s increasing and increasing….
Furguson saw his body collapse to the floor in front of him.
‘You just had an aneurism.” He sighed wearily, “You are dead.”
The middle-aged man got up put his arm around Furguson. Furguson gave a howl of pain.
“Shhhss…Don’t worry. I will take it easy on you.”
A white door appeared in front them. Furguson heard screams, the like of which he had never
heard before. They both stepped through.
THE END
Cyrus Song
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REVIEW by John C Adams
Ding, Ding, Round One!
In the blue corner, George Gordon, 6th Baron Byron. And in the red corner, an obscure doctor
from Edinburgh who’s never previously had a story published.
The house party on Lake Geneva that led to two stories being published in 1819 under the name
of Lord Byron is already notorious, as is the ensuing bun fight about whether Byron actually
wrote both stories at all.
Byron’s resulting story Fragment of a Novel is fluent and subtle. Augustus Darvell and the
unnamed narrator travel to Greece and Turkey. As they explore the ruins and soak up the local
atmosphere, the narrator becomes concerned:
It was evident that he was a prey to some cureless disquiet; but whether it arose from ambition,
love, remorse, grief, from one or all of these, or merely from a morbid temperament akin to
disease, I could not discover.
There are hints that Darvell is a vampire but no more than that. It’s gentle, not unlike Byron’s
poetry. Perhaps he wanted to distance himself from the hysteria of many earlier vampire poems.
Perhaps he was too intellectual to be seen to write a Penny Dreadful!
By contrast, The Vampyre features the elements that will subsequently characterise the modern
vampire story. The seduction of an innocent girl. The perpetrator rising from the dead. The
physical characteristics of a vampire. They’re all there. And the suave, debonair and
sophisticated man with a secret to hide anticipates much-loved modern vampires such as Chelsea
Quinn Yarbro’s le Comte de Saint-Germain. And it’s all underpinned with a very personal desire
to identify Byron as the inspiration for Aubrey, the bloodsucking fiend:
In spite of the deadly hue of his face, which never gained a warmer tint, either from the blush of
modesty, or from the strong emotion of passion, though its form and outline were beautiful, many
of the female hunters after notoriety attempted to win his attentions.
When The Vampyre was first published, Byron was credited as its author. Polidori complained
that the writing was actually his, and subsequent publications have accepted this.
The final bell rings. Neither has landed a knockout blow but after Byron belatedly admits that the
story was Polidori’s after all, the scrappy little underdog wins on points against a towering figure
of English literature.
Byron’s Fragment and Polidori’s The Vampyre are both included in The Penguin Book of
Vampire Stories edited by Alan Ryan.
Enjoy!

THE END

The Penguin Book of Vampire Stories is available from Amazon.
Schlock! Presents: Ghostlands
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SHERLOCK HOLMES AND THE BEAST MEN OF ATLANTIS by Milly “Mad Dog”
McGuigan
Chapter Seventeen
Gingerly, I felt around in the pitch darkness until I found Holmes’ unmoving form. I checked
him for a pulse. To my relief, it was there, though sluggish.
Miss Marency spoke. ‘Prisoners again.’
I looked up, although I could see nothing of her in the darkness. ‘We’re trapped.’
I heard her move, going to the stone doorway. After a moment, she spoke again. ‘No way out
here.’
I rose and blundered over to join her, finding her in the dark by the scent of her hair. Placing my
hands against the flat, cold stone, I heaved at it, but to no avail. I heard a groan from the darkness
behind me.
‘It’s futile,’ she told me. ‘Go back to your friend. He seems to be recovering.’
I returned to Holmes’ side to find he was stirring. Glaring bitterly over my shoulder in her
direction, I said, ‘If you had not been so precipitate as to go spying on the priests…’
‘If you had not been so foolish as to follow me,’ was Miss Marency’s spirited reply. ‘I am
Amotekun Iyaafin, Leopard Lady. Had I not been hampered by your presence, I would have
easily fought my way out of there.’
‘Would you have saved McAllister?’ Holmes asked weakly. He was conscious! I gripped his
hands in my own.
‘Holmes!’ I said. ‘I feared you…’
I heard Holmes sit up. ‘Please do not embarrass us both,’ he said curtly. ‘I was briefly stunned,
that’s all. And now we are prisoners once more.’
‘Exactly what I was saying,’ said Miss Marency. I heard her come and join us. ‘Why did you
follow me?’
‘Why did you leave us in the night?’ Holmes countered her question with another. ‘It was hardly
polite.’
‘I thought I could achieve more without you to slow me down,’ she said defiantly. ‘But you
followed me, and now look where that has got us.’
‘Do you suppose… they mean to sacrifice us?’ I am ashamed to admit that my voice shook as I

put my fears into words.
‘From what little I saw of their god,’ Holmes said, speaking in authoritative tones that belied his
period of unconsciousness, ‘it seems that the creature is some species of reptile…’
‘But the size of it!’ I complained. ‘No reptiles, even monitor lizards, have ever been discovered
of such a bulk.’
‘Except those dead so long we only know them from their fossils,’ murmured Miss Marency.
‘Indeed,’ said Holmes. ‘Whether the god of the priests is an overgrown lizard or a survivor from
some antediluvian age, it is a reptile. And after eating, it will doubtless spend time in a state of
torpor.’
‘Your conclusion?’ I asked keenly.
‘Unless there is more than one antediluvian reptile in the caverns below the city,’ Holmes said,
‘it will be some time before its appetites requiring satisfying. Ergo, we will not be sacrificed. At
least…’ He paused. ‘Not immediately.’
Miss Marency uttered an oath that I would wince at should it come from a trooper or sailor. ‘So
we’ll be kept in here, in darkness, in the larder,’ she said, ‘until that monster develops sufficient
appetite to devour us?’
‘It seems to be eat only one person at a time,’ I ventured. ‘Does that mean we will be sacrificed
one by one?’
The moment the words were out of my mouth, I wished that I had not spoken. The idea of being
pent up here, perhaps for day, or weeks, with one of us taken whenever the creature felt hungry,
oppressed my own spirits, and from the silence that fell I assume it had the same effect on my
companions.
It was cold in that crypt, that tomb deep in the half derelict Atlantean temple, and I found myself
shivering. We huddled together like the babes in the wood, dependent on each other for warmth.
I told myself it was only the cold that made me shiver. I am no coward, and have seen action
both on the North West Frontier and in Afghanistan, not to mention in association with Mr
Sherlock Holmes. But in that claustrophobic, icy darkness, I felt quite unmanned. The wait—for
food? for death? —seemed eternal.
At last I awoke from a daze to hear a grinding rumble from the stone doorway. A vertical
glimmer of light appeared, growing ever larger. I nudged my companions, but they were already
awake and aware.
‘They’re coming for us,’ said Holmes ominously.
‘We should have listened to the young queen,’ I said in a small voice. ‘We were safe as her

prisoners. At least she fed us. Now… one of us will be fed—to that thing.’
‘Don’t speak to me of that girl,’ Miss Marency muttered bitterly.
A rectangle of light appeared, and a dark figure was silhouetted in it. More figures shambled to
join it, holding crackling torches high to shed a light into our cold stone cell. I gagged again at
the stench that accompanied these priests. The first figure pointed a paw in our direction, then
beckoned.
Miss Marency rose, the torchlight striking ruddy highlights on her bare skin. She spoke then, in
some native tongue I did not recognise. The masked priest shook his head, then turned and
beckoned again, this time to someone out of sight. Then appeared an emaciated old black man
wearing a plumed headdress. I had seen him before. It was Ulu-Oru, the queen’s chamberlain.
Looking frightened, he addressed Miss Marency in the pure form of Nago his people spoke, and
she answered falteringly.
‘Ulu-Oru was brought here by the priests,’ she told us at the end of their colloquy, ‘because the
Archpriest wishes to know why we came to the city.’
‘Tell him that we will discuss that only with the Archpriest himself,’ said Sherlock Holmes.
‘Ulu-Oru can interpret for us.’
Miss Marency bit her lip, then spoke to Ulu-Oru again, and the chamberlain spoke to the masked
priest, who replied with a complicated language of signs. A three way altercation ensued, in as
many languages, but at last Holmes got his own way.
We were marched from the cell by the temple guards, accompanied by the priest and the
chamberlain, and taken out into the temple forecourt, now lit by the light of the jungle sun, and
across the plaza towards the great arch. Like tiny gnomes in some mountain king’s hall we
entered a vast aisled chamber, whose pillars were titanic megalithic columns upholding a stone
ceiling over a hundred feet above.
Down the nave of this Atlantean cathedral we were led by our shuffling, shambling, vile
smelling guards, and through another lower gateway into a smaller room, a throne room this
time, where diamonds glittered in the light of torches. Sitting upon the throne like the Supreme
Pontiff was the Archpriest, flanked by more temple guards.
The masked priest, Ulu-Oru, and the temple guards, all bowed the knee before the Archpriest.
Holmes, Miss Marency, and I, were forced to join them in their genuflections.
The Archpriest signed for us to rise. He beckoned Ulu-Oru to stand beside him, and gesticulated
to him in the same sign language his subordinate had used. The chamberlain turned to speak to
Miss Marency, and she relayed the Archpriest’s words to Holmes and me.
‘The Archpriest says that he wants to know what brought us to the city of Nkume,’ she said.

‘Tell him we come in search of justice,’ Holmes cried. ‘Tell him of your father’s murder, and
how we seek his killer.’
He faced the Archpriest down the length of that throne room, and it seemed that there was a
challenge in his eye. I thought it rash of Holmes to antagonise a fellow who held such power in
his clumsy fists. But Miss Marency’s tone as she relayed his words did nothing to reduce the
challenge.
It was evident from his reaction that these defiant words stung him. He half rose from his throne,
and his temple guards tensed as if ready to obey signs to thrust their spears into our flesh. Then
he sat back, gazing sullenly around the throne room, where diamonds shone in the light of
flaming torches. Then he put back his masked head and laughed a great booming laugh.
He reached out a paw and pointed at Miss Marency, then beckoned. All the priests and temple
guards looked askance at this, but none dared question the Archpriest. Miss Marency crossed the
floor to the foot of the throne.
The Archpriest rose, and came down to her side. Suddenly I saw that, while the other priests
walked in a strange shuffle or shamble, as if their legs or feet were deformed, the Archpriest
walked as nimbly as any Englishman. Perhaps he was of purer blood than his degenerate fellows.
Perhaps that was why he was Archpriest.
He stood looking down on Miss Marency for some time. As they faced each other in grim
silence, uncut diamonds sewn into his robes winked like coquettes. Then he beckoned again and
led her to one side of the throne room, away from the guards or priests. And away from Holmes
and me.
They walked together, the Archpriest with his paws behind his back, raising his right hand now
and then seemingly to illustrate a point. Mis Marency was most attentive. I felt uncomfortable, as
if I spied upon two young lovers.
‘What do you suppose they are discussing?’ I asked Holmes, but he shook his head and watched
unashamed.
At last the pair halted. They turned around and gazed in our direction. The Archpriest gestured to
the temple guards. The guards surrounded us, brandishing spears and double headed axes, and
urged us, and a bewildered looking Ulu-Oru, from the throne room.
As we departed, I looked back. The Archpriest had returned to his throne. Sitting on one wide
arm of it was Miss Marency.
At the head of the steps leading towards the chasm and the jungle beyond which was the village
of the blacks the chamberlain was dismissed with blows and snarls. As Holmes and I were taken
back to our cold stone cell, I saw Ulu-Oru stumbling away into the jungle.

The stone door rumbled shut and darkness and cold settled around us. I sat down against the
wall. Holmes spoke, and I could tell from the direction of his voice that he had remained
standing.
‘We seem to be in a pretty pickle, Watson,’ he said. I heard him come to sit beside me. ‘A pretty
pickle indeed. In my haste to follow Miss Marency the other night, I forgot to bring my pipe with
me. And this is most certainly a three pipe problem.’
I laughed harshly. ‘We must be thankful for small mercies,’ I said. ‘Under these conditions your
infernal weed would be deadlier than usual.’
He laughed in reply, but almost at once was sober again. ‘Miss Marency, it seems, knows which
side her bread is buttered,’ he commented.
Holmes spends too much time with the criminal classes, in my opinion, but it is seldom that he
sinks as low as to adopt their argot. Nevertheless, I understood his sentiment.
‘Perhaps now that she has the ear of the Archpriest,’ I ventured hopefully, ‘she will speak up for
us.’
‘Perhaps,’ said Holmes, but he said no more. I could picture him deep in thought. Personally, I
could not bring myself to meditate.
‘Do you think they will feed us?’ I asked. We had not been fed in all the time we had been
imprisoned. I had no way of knowing if it was hours or weeks except by the growling of my
belly.
I think it was less than a day, but it was certainly a long time since I had last eaten. Did they
mean to starve us?
‘They’ll feed us,’ Holmes said suddenly. ‘If they mean to sacrifice us to their reptile god, they’ll
feed us. Now please keep quiet, Watson. I have much to think about.’
It was dark, it was cold, and I was very hungry. ‘Don’t you think we should turn our minds to
escape?’
‘It had occurred to me,’ Holmes said. ‘We have a very palpable problem in that regard,
however.’
‘A stone door?’ I asked.
‘Exactly,’ said Holmes. ‘Neither my brain nor your brawn are equal to it. Let us hope they come
to feed us, as I am sure they will...’
‘Hear, hear!’ said I with feeling.

‘…since that will afford us the only opportunity for escape that occurs to me.’ He completed his
sentence. ‘Unless Miss Marency does indeed put in a kind word with the Archpriest. But they
seemed to be hand in paw, and I fear that we are extraneous to their discussion. One way or
another, I would appreciate your silence…’
I took the hint and said no more.

Chapter Eighteen
Food came at last, beef bones and hunks of coarse bread accompanied by a vegetable stew,
ushered in by several temple guards, one of whom carried the food while the others stood watch
in the doorway, making escape unthinkable. As soon as the tray was placed before us, the temple
guards retreated to the doorway.
As the last bar of light narrowed to blackness, Holmes and I fell to with a will. Under normal
circumstances in Baker Street, Holmes’ attitude to food is as a fuel to be imbibed whenever the
engine of that fearsome brain begins to run down. I had noticed that during our jungle trek, with
short commons to live on, he had grown more enthusiastic about food, and now we both wolfed
down the meat and bread in the dark, risking indigestion.
Fed and comparatively content, we sat back. I wondered as to the source of our repast. We had
seen no fields this close to the temple, so I assumed that the meat and grain was provided as
some kind of tithe or tribute by the queen’s people.
‘Not quite dinner party fare,’ I said, ‘but sustaining. Hardly the nourishment one would expect in
a dungeon such as this. With this diet and no exercise, I fear that I shall grow fat.’
‘That could be their notion, Watson,’ said Holmes quietly. ‘Geese are fattened in time for
Christmas, and sooner or later these people’s god will grow hungry again.’
It was true, indeed obvious when I contemplated it, but I wished Holmes had not been so blunt.
The thought would make the food distinctly less palatable.
‘What of Miss Marency?’ I inquired. ‘Do you suppose she is being fed so well?’
‘No doubt much better,’ said Holmes, ‘since she seems to have gained the ear of the Archpriest.
Of course, she has the advantage of learning the languages of the locality in her childhood. And
yet, I could have sworn…’ He broke off.
‘I could hear nothing of their conversation. I assume the Archpriest speaks Nago. Though most
of the priests converse chiefly in signs and snarls, from what I have heard.’
‘Indeed,’ said Holmes. ‘Their native language seems to be as degenerate as their creed. However,
it seems that the Archpriest has learnt tongues more sophisticated. It could have been Nago, I

suppose. But it seemed to me that Miss Marency, at least, was speaking English.’
This flummoxed me. ‘Perhaps the Archpriest learnt English from Sir Digory,’ I suggested after
some thought. ‘Queen Ayaba speaks fluently.’
‘Perhaps,’ mused Holmes. ‘And of course, I could have been mistaken.’
‘You, Holmes?’ I said innocently. ‘Impossible!’
Our imprisonment continued in similar vein. In that pitch dark gloom it was impossible to gauge
time except by the clock of the belly, but it seemed that days passed. My initial hopes that Miss
Marency would use her influence on the Archpriest to set us free died a slow, bitter death. We
had been abandoned. Left to rot. Or worse, to be fattened up to slake the appetite of that hideous
antediluvian reptile I had glimpsed from the top of the chasm.
Cooped up in that dark, cold hole beneath the ground, Holmes and I quarrelled on more than one
occasion. I counselled that we should make an escape attempt. He scorned this, suggesting that I
had read too many penny bloods.
‘What are we doing here, Holmes?’ I said bitterly. ‘We have followed McAllister’s trail only to
witness his execution. I would have preferred the due process of law, but nevertheless, justice
has been served. We should return to England at the first opportunity.’
‘The first opportunity!’ Holmes laughed. ‘And what of Miss Marency?’
I shrugged. ‘Are you so worried about your fee? Miss Marency can accompany us if she likes.
But it seems she is happy enough here.’
We had seen many sides to that demure English miss who had contacted Holmes in Baker Street
so concerned for her father’s safety. Her early experiences, abandoned in the bush, having to
survive by her wits, had marked her. The veneer of nineteenth century civilisation was thin, and I
had seen a little of what it concealed.
I suppose that we are all barbarians at heart, and indeed I have seen something of the savagery
that lurks within the Englishman in my time, but most of us learn to control ourselves. Miss
Marency was another proposition. But had she no more moral understanding than to desert us,
her companions, and betray us to these heathen priests? Would she stand by and watch smiling
as we were sacrificed to their terrible god?
Or was she a prisoner too? We simply knew nothing, pent up in this lightless, sightless hole.
‘We have to escape, Holmes,’ I pleaded. ‘The next time the guards come, we must attempt to
break out.’
Holmes was silent for a time. ‘They plan to sacrifice us, Holmes,’ I added. ‘You say so yourself!
What kind of man can simply sit by and allow himself to be sacrificed?’

Holmes grunted. ‘You have a point,’ he said. ‘But so do the spears those temple guards carry. I
would hate to see one buried in your ribs, old man. Nevertheless, I agree. We will achieve
nothing by remaining down here. I have thought things over, and now I have decided. It is time
we found the final clue that will lead us to the solution of this mystery.’
What on earth was Holmes talking about? The mystery was a thing of the past, the murderer
dead and gone. Had his time in this cell dulled that incisive mind, even turned his wits? It is a
shocking thing to hear your friend and companion show signs of insanity.
‘When next they come with our food,’ Holmes said in tones of breezy confidence, ‘we shall
strike. You will remain in your place, but I will stand to one side of the door. My savate will be
sufficient to bring down the first guard. You should take his weapon and go for the other.’
‘Then what do we do?’ I no longer felt quite so enthusiastic about the scheme. I knew that
Holmes was a master of the French martial art he had named, but would it be sufficient to
dispose of our savage opponent? I wrestled with the idea so long that it seemed that we had been
left in here to die, although it may have been only a few minutes before the cell resounded with
the grinding of the stone door.
I sat bolt upright. A line of hazy light shot across the floor and up the wall. A lean shadow darted
across it and to one side of the slowly opening gap. Rigid with trepidation, I sat where I was.
Still the stone door rumbled aside. I glimpsed the torchlit figure that was heaving it open. I felt
hope. For some reason, only two temple guards had come with the food this time; the other
would be holding the torch while this one pushed open the stone door. That would put both at a
disadvantage. Did Holmes realise this? His recent words had made me worry about the state of
his mind. I myself did not feel as sharp as I had before this indeterminate period of incarceration.
The stone door grinded to a halt. Ruddy light flowed inside the cell, shadows danced round the
walls, but shadows remained impenetrable just inside the door, where Holmes stood, a silent
shadow among the shadows. A dark figure stood in the arch. A double headed axe hung from its
belt, a flaming torch was held aloft in one hand. With a grunt, it bent down and reached out its
other paw to pick up the wicker tray that lay on the ground at its feet.
I sat against the back wall, gazing in silence at the guard. Behind it was another armoured figure
holding a spear.
The first guard shuffled forwards, the torch lighting up more of the cell as it balanced the tray on
its left paw. A tempting aroma of cooked food entered, and the guard followed. It knelt to place
the tray on the ground and Holmes struck.
Like a hawk swooping from a night sky, he quit the shadows with a high kick that caught the
guard in the chest. The tray fell, its contents splashing across the stone floor. The guard sprawled
in the puddle of stew, and its helmet rolled off. The torch dropped into the steaming stew and
extinguished but for a glimmer. I heard a thunder of feet from the passage. In the dim light of the

fallen torch, I scrabbled for the axe that hung from the gasping guard’s belt. Holmes snatched up
the torch.
‘Get after the other one!’ he barked. ‘Before he raises the alarm.’
But Holmes wasn’t looking at me. He was looking down at the groaning, gasping guard, an
expression of disquiet on his face.
I had no time to wonder what disturbed him so. Gripping the axe I ran out into the corridor. Faroff the light of day filtered down the winding steps. As the fleeing guard raced up it, it broke off
briefly. I ran after him. Up the stairs I chased the fugitive, panting for breath as my lungs
screamed within my ribcage.
I turned a corner and blinked in dazzlement as I saw sunlight for the first time in what seemed an
eternity. I had reached the top of the steps and now I could see the surrounding jungle. I could
see no sign of the fleeing guard, but from above I heard a grunting, desperate voice. More grunts
answered it, and then I heard the thunder of many feet coming my way. I turned and ran back
down the steps.
‘Holmes! Holmes!’ I shouted as I raced up to the torchlit cell. ‘I couldn’t keep up with the guard.
He’s raised the alarm! What are we going to…’
I broke off, seeing the figure sprawled at Holmes’ feet. Still he held the torch high, peering down
in mixed fascination and revulsion.
‘My God, Holmes,’ I gasped. ‘What is it?’
He looked up absently. ‘It’s dead,’ he said. ‘My chassé1 must have ruptured some vital organ. It
died twitching at my feet. Watson, don’t you recognise it?’
I examined the hirsute, animal face again. I could remember no one matching its description in
my circle of acquaintance. It was somewhere between man and beast, with features reminiscent
of an ape or monkey but also similar to those of a human. The glazed eyes that looked blindly up
at me were human. The long straight nose was also human. But the ridged brow and the fanged
jaw were those of something much further down the evolutionary scale.
Then I realised what Holmes was referring to. ‘The creatures who pursued us through the
jungle,’ I exclaimed. ‘The great apes! Or rather, ape-men, beast men. This is one of them. Of
course.’ I struck my brow. ‘That would explain the smell. I knew I had met it before!’
The steps to the outside echoed with the boom of many feet. Holmes looked up.
‘And more are coming,’ he said tersely.

1

Savate kick.

‘Our escape attempt has failed,’ I said. ‘It’s my fault. D—n it, I was too slow. I’ve had little
exercise, and stodgy food. I let the blighter escape and now it’s bringing all its friends and
relations.’
Holmes strode from the cell, the torch roaring as he lofted it high. He looked down the frescoed
passageway where it ended at the steps. Then he turned his head and looked in the opposite
direction.
Hastily I followed his gaze. The passage continued as far as the eye could see into blackness. On
either side, doorways were visible leading who knew where. The far end of the tunnel itself was
equally a mystery. But the fate that was coming down those steps was more certain. And it
would end in death in the jaws of a monster that should have died long geological epochs ago.
Holmes dropped the torch and the tunnel was plunged into darkness.
‘Run,’ he said.
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THE SEARCH FOR ASTRA PALACE by Gregory KH Bryant
Part Fifteen
Lacey, still surprised to find she was staring at Carter Ward, nodded her head. Yes, she would
keep it quiet. They were both in very dangerous straits. Otherwise, she said not a word. Ward lay
down among the stale and damp straw that lined the bottom of the cage. Grabbing her by the
wrist, he jerked Lacey down next to him.
Ward whispered harshly into her ear. “How long you been here?”
Lacey answered, speaking quietly, “I dunno…”
“Any idea how many goons they got on this ship?”
Lacey shook her head.
“They left your cage open. Why?”
“I dunno. They just came and there was a fight. There was four of them, I think. I couldn’t see
them, it was so dark. One of them opened the cage with a key, and then he told another guy to
get in the cage. Then…”
Ward put his hand on Lacey’s mouth. He recognized his fight with Kharl Stoff and his punks. He
didn’t need to hear anymore.
“Okay,” he whispered again, “What about after the fight? What then?”
“One guy ran away, and the others tried to follow him. I don’t think they caught him, though.”
“What about after?
Each time Ward asked her a question, he covered her mouth with his hand. He lifted his hand to
let her answer.
“When they all left?” Lacey asked.
“Yeah. What happened after everybody left?” Ward asked.
“Nothing. Not much. I saw the search lights. They kept searching and searching. And then there
was the crew, all climbing around the cages.”
“They come this way?”
“A lot of times.”

“But they never checked your cage?”
“Yeah, they did,” Lacey answered. “But where was anybody going to go? We’re all on this
derelict. No way off it. The guys doing the searching, they just looked through the bars, flashed
their lights on me. When they saw I wasn’t what they were looking for, they moved on.”
“They still comin’ round?”
“Sometimes. I can usually hear them comin’.”
“Anyone movin’ around now?”
“Not that I can tell. It’s been real quiet out there. Whatever they were looking for, they must
have found it.”
And then, to make a lie of her words even as she spoke them, the beam of a flashlight shined
from behind a corner.
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ACROSS THE ZODIAC by Percy Greg
Chapter XXI—Private Audiences.
I spent my days between mist and mist, according to the Martial saying, not infrequently in
excursions more or less extensive and adventurous, in which I could but seldom ask Eveena’s
company, and did not care for any other. Comparatively courageous as she had learned to be, and
free from all affectation of pretty feminine fear, Eveena could never realise the practical
immunity from ordinary danger which a strength virtually double that I had enjoyed on Earth,
and thorough familiarity with the dangers of travel, of mountaineering, and of the chase, afforded
me. When, therefore, I ventured among the hills alone, followed the fishermen and watched their
operations, sometimes in terribly rough weather, from the little open surface-boat which I could
manage myself, I preferred to give her no definite idea of my intentions. Davilo, however,
protested against my exposure to a peril of which Eveena was happily as yet unaware.
“If your intentions are never known beforehand,” he said, “still your habit of going forth alone in
places to which your steps might easily be dogged, where you might be shot from an ambush or
drowned by a sudden attack from a submarine vessel, will soon be pretty generally understood,
if, as I fear, a regular watch is set upon your life. At least let me know what your intentions are
before starting, and make your absences as irregular and sudden as possible. The less they are
known beforehand, even in your own household, the better.”
“Is it midnight still in the Council Chamber?” I asked.
“Very nearly so. She who has told so much can tell us no more. The clue that placed her in
mental relations with the danger did not extend to its authorship. We have striven hard to find in
every conceivable direction some material key to the plot, some object which, having been in
contact with the persons of those we suspect, probably at the time when their plans were
arranged, might serve as a link between her thoughts and theirs; but as yet unsuccessfully. Either
her vision is darkened, or the connection we have sought to establish is wanting. But you know
who is your unsparing personal enemy; and, after the Sovereign himself, no man in this world is
so powerful; while the Sovereign himself is, owing to the restraints of his position, less active,
less familiar with others, less acquainted with what goes on out of his own sight. Again I say we
can avenge; but against secret murder our powers only avail to deter. If we would save, it must
be by the use of natural precautions.”
What he said made me desirous of some conversation with Eveena before I started on a
meditated visit to the Palace. If I could not tell her the whole truth, she knew something; and I
thought it possible on this occasion so far to enlighten her as to consult with her how the secret
of my intended journeys should in future be kept. But I found no chance of speaking to her until,
shortly before my departure, I was called upon to decide one of the childish disputes which
constantly disturbed my temper and comfort. Mere fleabites they were; but fleas have often kept
me awake a whole night in a Turkish caravanserai, and half-a-dozen mosquitos inside an Indian
tent have broken up the sleep earned on a long day’s march or a sharply contested battlefield. I
need only say that I extorted at last from Eveena a clear statement of the trifle at issue, which
flatly contradicted those of the four participants in the squabble. She began to suggest a means of

proving the truth, and they broke into angry clamour. Silencing them all peremptorily, I drew
Eveena into my own chamber, and, when assured that we were unheard, reproved her for
proposing to support her own word by evidence.
“Do you think,” I said, “that any possible proof would induce me to doubt you, or add anything
to the assurance I derive from your word?”
“But,” she urged, “that cannot be just to others. They must feel it very hard that your love for me
makes you take all I say for truth.” “Not my love, but my knowledge. ‘Be not righteous
overmuch.’ Don’t forget that they know the truth as well as you.”
I would hear no more, and passed to the matter I had at heart….
Earnestly, and in a sense sincerely, as upon my second audience I had thanked the Camptâ for
his munificent gifts, no day passed that I would not thankfully have renounced the wealth he had
bestowed if I could at the same time have renounced what was, in intention and according to
Martial ideas, the most gracious and most remarkable of his favours. On the present occasion I
thought for a moment that such renunciation might have been possible.
The Prince had, after our first interview, observed with regard to every point of my story on
which I had been carefully silent a delicacy of reserve very unusual among Martialists, and quite
unintelligible to his Court and officers. To-day the conversation in public turned again upon my
voyage. Endo and another studiously directed it to the method of steering, and the intentional
diminution of speed in my descent, corresponding to its gradual increase at the commencement
of the journey—points at which they hoped to find some opening to the mystery of the motive
force. The Prince relieved me from some embarrassment by requesting me as usual to attend him
to his private cabinet.
He said: —”I have not, as you must be aware, pressed you to disclose a secret which, for some
reason or other, you are evidently anxious to preserve. Of course the exclusive possession of a
motive power so marvellous as that employed in your voyage is of almost incalculable pecuniary
value, and it is perfectly right that you should use your own discretion with regard to the time
and the terms of its communication.”
“Pardon me,” I interposed, “if I interrupt you, Prince, to prevent any misconception. It is not with
a view to profit that I have carefully avoided giving any clue whatever to my secret. Tour
munificence would render it most ungrateful and unjust in me to haggle over the price of any
service I could render you; and I should be greedy indeed if I desired greater wealth than you
have bestowed. If I may say so without offending, I earnestly wish that you would permit me, by
resigning your gifts, to retain in my own eyes the right to keep my secret without seeming
undutiful or unthankful.”
“I have said,” he replied, “that on that point you misconceive our respective positions. No one
supposes that you are indebted to us for anything more than it was the duty of the Sovereign to
give, as a mark of the universal admiration and respect, to our guest from another world; still less
could any imagine that on such a trifle could be founded any claim to a secret so invaluable. You

will offend me much and only if you ever again speak of yourself as bound by personal
obligation to me or mine. But as we are wishful to buy, so I cannot understand any reluctance on
your part to sell your secret on your own terms.”
“I think, Prince,” I replied, “that I have already asked you what you would think of a subject of
your own, who should put such a power into the hands of enemies as formidable to you as you
would be to the races of the Earth.”
“And I think,” he rejoined with a smile, “that I reminded you how little my judgment would
matter to one possessed of such a power. I have gathered from your conversation how easily we
might conquer a world as far behind us in destructive powers as in general civilisation. But why
should you object? You can make your own terms both for yourself and for any of your race for
whom you feel an especial interest.”
“A traitor is none the less a despicable and loathsome wretch because his Prince cannot punish
him. I am bound by no direct tie of loyalty to any Terrestrial sovereign. I was born the subject of
one of the greatest monarchs of the Earth; I left his country at an early age, and my youth was
passed in the service of less powerful rulers, to one at least of whom I long owed the same
military allegiance that binds your guards and officers to yourself. But that obligation also is at
an end. Nevertheless, I cannot but recognise that I owe a certain fealty to the race to which I
belong, a duty to right and justice. Even if I thought, which I do not think, that the Earth would
be better governed and its inhabitants happier under your rule, I should have no right to give
them up to a conquest I know they would fiercely and righteously resist. If—pardon me for
saying it—you, Prince, would commit no common crime in assailing and slaughtering those who
neither have wronged nor can wrong you, one of themselves would be tenfold more guilty in
sharing your enterprise.”
“You shall ensure,” he replied, “the good government of your own world as you will. You shall
rule it with all the authority possessed by the Regents under me, and by the laws which you think
best suited to races very different from our own. You shall be there as great and absolute as I am
here, paying only an obedience to me and my successors which, at so immense a distance, can be
little more than formal.”
“Is it to acquire a merely formal power that a Prince like yourself would risk the lives of your
own people, and sacrifice those of millions of another race?”
“To tell you the truth,” he replied, “I count on commanding the expedition myself; and perhaps I
care more for the adventure than for its fruits. You will not expect me to be more chary of the
lives of others than of my own?”
“I understand, and as a soldier could share, perhaps, a feeling natural to a great, a capable, and an
ambitious Prince. But alike as soldier and subject it is my duty to resist, not to aid, such an
ambition. My life is at your disposal, but even to save my life I could not betray the lives of
hundreds of millions and the future of a whole world.”
“I fail to understand you fully,” he said, abandoning with a sigh a hope that had evidently been

the object of long and eager day-dreams. “But in no case would I try to force from you what you
will not give or sell; and if you speak sincerely—and I suppose you must do so, since I can see
no motive but those you assign that could induce you to refuse my offer—I must believe in the
existence of what I have heard of now and then but deemed incredible—men who are governed
by care for other things than their own interests, who believe in right and wrong, and would
rather suffer injustice than commit it.”
“You may be sure, Prince,” I replied, perhaps imprudently, “that there are such men in your own
world, though they are perhaps among those who are least known and least likely to be seen at
your Court.”
“If you know them,” he said, “you will render me no little service in bringing them to my
knowledge.”
“It is possible,” I ventured to observe, “that their distinguishing excellences are connected with
other distinctions which might render it a disservice to them to indicate their peculiar character, I
will not say to yourself, but to those around you.”
“I hardly understand you,” he rejoined. “Take, however, my assurance that nothing you say here
shall, without your own consent, be used elsewhere. It is no light gratification, no trifling
advantage to me, to find one man who has neither fear nor interest that can induce him to lie to
me; to whom I can speak, not as sovereign to subject, but as man to man, and of whose private
conversation my courtiers and officials are not yet suspicious or jealous. You shall never repent
any confidence you give to me.”
My interest in and respect for the strange character so manifestly suited for, so intensely weary
of, the grandest position that man could fill, increased with each successive interview. I never
envied that greatness which seems to most men so enviable. The servitude of a constitutional
King, so often a puppet in the hands of the worst and meanest of men—those who prostitute their
powers as rulers of a State to their interests as chiefs of a faction—must seem pitiable to any
rational manhood. But even the autocracy of the Sultan or the Czar seems ill to compensate the
utter isolation of the throne; the lonely grandeur of one who can hardly have a friend, since he
can never have an equal, among those around him. I do not wonder that a tinge of melancholomania is so often perceptible in the chiefs of that great House whose Oriental absolutism is only
“tempered by assassination.” But an Earthly sovereign may now and then meet his fellowsovereigns, whether as friends or foes, on terms of frank hatred or loyal openness. His domestic
relations, though never secure and simple as those of other men, may relieve him at times from
the oppressive sense of his sublime solitude; and to his wife, at any rate, he may for a few
minutes or hours be the husband and not the king. But the absolute Ruler of this lesser world had
neither equal friends nor open foes, neither wife nor child. How natural then his weariness of his
own life; how inevitable his impatient scorn of those to whom that life was devoted! A despot
not even accountable to God—a Prince who, till he conversed with me, never knew that the
universe contained his equal or his like—it spoke much, both for the natural strength and
soundness of his intellect and for the excellence of his education, that he was so sane a man, so
earnest, active, and just a ruler. His reign was signalised by a better police, a more even
administration of justice, a greater efficiency, judgment, and energy in the execution of great

works of public utility, than his realm had known for a thousand years; and his duty was done as
diligently and conscientiously as if he had known that conscience was the voice of a supreme
Sovereign, and duty the law of an unerring and unescapable Lawgiver. Alone among a race of
utterly egotistical cowards, he had the courage of a soldier, and the principles, or at least the
instincts, worthy of a Child of the Star. With him alone could I have felt a moment’s security
from savage attempts to extort by terror or by torture the secret I refused to sell; and I believe
that his generous abstinence from such an attempt was as exasperating as it was
incomprehensible to his advisers, and chiefly contributed to involve him in the vengeance which
baffled greed and humbled personal pride had leagued to wreak upon myself, as on those with
whose welfare and safety my own were inextricably intertwined. It was a fortunate, if not a
providential, combination of circumstances that compelled the enemies of the Star, primarily on
my account, to interweave with their scheme of murderous persecution and private revenge an
equally ruthless and atrocious treason against the throne and person of their Monarch.
My audience had detained me longer than I had expected, and the evening mist had fairly closed
in before I returned. Entering, not as usual through the grounds and the peristyle, but by the
vestibule and my own chamber, and hidden by my half-open window, I overheard an
exceedingly characteristic discussion on the incident of the morning.
“Serve her right!” Leenoo was saying. “That she should for once get the worst of it, and be
disbelieved to sharpen the sting!”
“How do you know?” asked Enva. “I don’t feel so sure we have heard the last of it.”
“Eveena did not seem to have liked her half-hour,” answered Leenoo spitefully. “Besides, if he
did not disbelieve her story, he would have let her prove it.”
“Is that your reliance?” broke in Eunané. “Then you are swinging on a rotten branch. I would not
believe my ears if, for all that all of us could invent against her, I heard him so much as ask
Eveena, ‘Are you speaking the truth?’”
“It is very uneven measure,” muttered Enva.
“Uneven!” cried Eunané. “Now, I think I have the best right to be jealous of her place; and it
does sting me that, when he takes me for his companion out of doors, or makes most of me at
home, it is so plain that he is taking trouble, as if he grudged a soft word or a kiss to another as
something stolen from her. But he deals evenly, after all. If he were less tender of her we should
have to draw our zones tighter. But he won’t give us the chance to say, ‘Teach the ambâ with
stick and the esve with sugar.’”
“I do say it. She is never snubbed or silenced; and if she has had worse than what he calls
‘advice’ to-day, I believe it is the first time. She has never ‘had cause to wear the veil before the
household’ [to hide blushes or tears], or found that his ‘lips can give sharper sting than their kiss
can heal,’ like the rest of us.”
“What for? If he wished to find her in fault he would have to watch her dreams. Do you expect

him to be harder to her than to us? He don’t ‘look for stains with a microscope.’ None of us can
say that he ‘drinks tears for taste.’ None of us ever ‘smarted because the sun scorched him.’
Would you have him ‘tie her hands for being white’?” [punish her for perfection].
“She is never at fault because he never believes us against her,” returned Leenoo.
“How often would he have been right? I saw nothing of to-day’s quarrel, but I know beforehand
where the truth lay. I tell you this: he hates the sandal more than the sin, but, strange as it seems,
he hates a falsehood worse still; and a falsehood against Eveena—If you want to feel ‘how the
spear-grass cuts when the sheath bursts,’ let him find you out in an experiment like this! You
congratulate yourself, Leenoo, that you have got her into trouble. Elnerve that you are! —if you
have, you had better have poisoned his cup before his eyes. For every tear he sees her shed he
will reckon with us at twelve years’ usury.”
“You have made her shed some,” retorted Enva.
“Yes,” said Eunané, “and if he knew it, I should like half a year’s penance in the black sash” [as
the black sheep or scapegoat of her Nursery] “better than my next half-hour alone with him.
When I was silly enough to tie the veil over her mouth” [take the lead in sending her to
Coventry] “the day after we came here, I expected to pay for it, and thought the fruit worth the
scratches. But when he came in that evening, nodded and spoke kindly to us, but with his eyes
seeking for her; when he saw her at last sitting yonder with her head down, I saw how his face
darkened at the very idea that she was vexed, and I thought the flash was in the cloud. When she
sprang up as he called her, and forced a smile before he looked into her face, I wished I had been
as ugly as Minn oo, that I might have belonged to the miseries, worst-tempered man living,
rather than have so provoked the giant.”
“But what did he do?”
“Well that he don’t hear you!” returned Eunané. “But I can answer; —nothing. I shivered like a
leveloo in the wind when he came into my room, but I heard nothing about Eveena. I told Eivé
so next day—you remember Eivé would have no part with us? ‘And you were called the
cleverest girl in your Nursery!’ she said; ‘you have just tied your own hands and given your
sandal into Eveena’s. Whenever she tells him, you will drink the cup she chooses to mix for you,
and very salt you will find it’.”
“Crach!” (tush or stuff), said Eiralé contemptuously. “We have ‘filled her robe with pins’ for half
a year since then, and she has never been able to make him count them.”
“Able!” returned Eunané sharply, “do you know no better? Well, I chose to fancy she was
holding this over me to keep me in her power. One day she spoke—choosing her words so
carefully—to warn me how I was sure to anger Clasfempta” (the master of the household) “by
pushing my pranks so often to the verge of safety and no farther. I answered her with a taunt,
and, of course, that evening I was more perverse than ever, till even he could stand it no longer.
When he quoted—

“‘More lightly treat whom haste or heat to headlong trespass urge;
The heaviest sandals fit the feet that ever tread the verge’—
“I was well frightened. I saw that the bough had broken short of the end, and that for once
Clasfempta could mean to hurt. But Eveena kept him awhile, and when he came to me, she had
persuaded him that I was only mischievous, not malicious, teasing rather than trespassing. But
his last words showed that he was not so sure of that. ‘I have treated you this time as a child
whose petulance is half play; but if you would not have your teasing returned with interest, keep
it clipped; and—keep it for me.’ I have often tormented her since then, but I could not for shame
help you to spite her.”
“Crach!” said Enva. “Eveena might think it wise to make friends with you; but would she bear to
be slighted and persecuted a whole summer if she could help herself? You know that—
“Man’s control in woman’s hand
Sorest tries the household band.
Closer favourite’s kisses cling,
Favourite’s fingers sharper sting.’”
“Very likely,” replied Eunané. “I cannot understand any more than you can why Eveena screens
instead of punishing us; why she endures what a word to him would put down under her sandal;
but she does. Does she cast no shadow because it never darkens his presence to us? And after all,
her mind is not a deeper darkness to me than his. He enjoys life as no man here does; but what he
enjoys most is a good chance of losing it; while those who find it so tedious guard it like watchdragons. When the number of accidents made it difficult to fill up the Southern hunt at any price,
the Camptâ’s refusal to let him go so vexed him that Eveena was half afraid to show her sense of
relief. You would think he liked pain—the scars of the kargynda are not his only or his deepest
ones—if he did not catch at every excuse to spare it. And, again, why does he speak to Eveena as
to the Camptâ, and to us as to children—’child’ is his softest word for us? Then, he is patient
where you expect no mercy, and severe where others would laugh. When Enva let the electric
stove overheat the water, so that he was scalded horribly in his bath, we all counted that he
would at least have paid her back the pain twice over. But as soon as Eveena and Eivé had
arranged the bandages, he sent for her. We could scarcely bring you to him, Enva; but he put out
the only hand he could move to stroke your hair as he does Eivé’s, and spoke for once with real
tenderness, as if you were the person to be pitied! Anyone else would have laughed heartily at
the figure her esve made with half her tail pulled out. But not all Eveena’s pleading could obtain
pardon for me.”
“That was caprice, not even dealing,” said Leenoo. “You were not half so bad as Enva.”
“He made me own that I was,” replied Eunané. “It never occurred to him to suppose or say that
she did it on purpose. But I was cruel on purpose to the bird, if I were not spiteful to its mistress.
‘Don’t you feel,’ he said, ‘that intentional cruelty is what no ruler, whether of a household or of a
kingdom, has a right to pass over? If not, you can hardly be fit for a charge that gives animals
into your power.’ I never liked him half so well; and I am sure I deserved a severer lesson. Since
then, I cannot help liking them both; though it is mortifying to feel that one is nothing before

her.”
“It is intolerable,” said Enva bitterly; “I detest her.”
“Is it her fault?” asked Eunané with some warmth. “They are so like each other and so unlike us,
that I could fancy she came from his own world. I went to her next day in her own room.”
“Ay,” interjected Leenoo with childish spite, “‘kiss the foot and ‘scape the sandal.’”
“Think so,” returned Eunané quietly, “if you like. I thought I owed her some amends. Well, she
had her bird in her lap, and I think she was crying over it. But as soon as she saw me she put it
out of sight. I began to tell her how sorry I was about it, but she would not let me go on. She
kissed me as no one ever kissed me since my school friend Ernie died three years ago; and she
cried more over the trouble I had brought on myself than over her pet. And since then,” Eunané
went on with a softened voice, “she has showed me how pretty its ways are, how clever it is, how
fond of her, and she tries to make it friends with me…. Sometimes I don’t wonder she is so much
to him and he to her. She was brought up in the home where she was born. Her father is one of
those strange people; and I fancy there is something between her and Clasfempta more than….”
I could not let this go on; and stepping back from the window as if I had but just returned, I
called Eunané by name. She came at once, a little surprised at the summons, but suspecting
nothing. But the first sight of my face startled her; and when, on the impulse of the moment, I
took her hands and looked straight into her eyes, her quick intelligence perceived at once that I
had heard at least part of the conversation.
“Ah,” she said, flushing and hanging her head, “I am caught now, but”—in a tone half of relief—
”I deserve it, and I won’t pretend to think that you are angry only because Eveena is your
favourite. You would not allow any of us to be spited if you could help it, and it is much worse
to have spited her.”
I led her by the hand across the peristyle into her own chamber, and when the window closed
behind us, drew her to my side.
“So you would rather belong to the worst master of your own race than to me?”
“Not now,” she answered. “That was my first thought when I saw how you felt for Eveena, and
knew how angry you would be when you found how we—I mean how I—had used her, and I
remembered how terribly strong you were. I know you better now. It is for women to strike with
five fingers” (in unmeasured passion); “only, don’t tell Eveena. Besides,” she murmured,
colouring, with drooping eyelids, “I had rather be beaten by you than caressed by another.”
“Eunané, child, you might well say you don’t understand me. I could not have listened to your
talk if I had meant to use it against you; and with you I have no cause to be displeased. Nay” (as
she looked up in surprise), “I know you have not used Eveena kindly, but I heard from yourself
that you had repented. That she, who could never be coaxed or compelled to say what made her
unhappy, or even to own that I had guessed it truly, has fully forgiven you, you don’t need to be

told.”
“Indeed, I don’t understand,” the girl sobbed. “Eveena is always so strangely soft and gentle—
she would rather suffer without reason than let us suffer who deserve it. But just because she is
so kind, you must feel the more bitterly for her. Besides,” she went on, “I was so jealous—as if
you could compare me with her—even after I had felt her kindness. No! you cannot forgive for
her, and you ought not.”
“Child,” I answered, sadly enough, for my conscience was as ill at ease as hers, with deeper
cause, “I don’t tell you that your jealousy was not foolish and your petulance culpable; but I do
say that neither Eveena nor I have the heart—perhaps I have not even the right—to blame you. It
is true that I love Eveena as I can love no other in this world or my own. How well she deserves
that love none but I can know. So loving her, I would not willingly have brought any other
woman into a relation which could make her dependent upon or desirous of such love as I cannot
give. You know how this relation to you and the others was forced upon me. When I accepted it,
I thought I could give you as much affection as you would find elsewhere. How far and why I
wronged Eveena is between her and myself. I did not think that I could be wronging you.”
Very little of this was intelligible to Eunané. She felt a tenderness she had never before received;
but she could not understand my doubt, and she replied only to my last words.
“Wrong us! How could you? Did we ask whether you had another wife, or who would be your
favourite? Did you promise to like us, or even to be kind to us? You might have neglected us
altogether, made one girl your sole companion, kept all indulgences, all favours, for her; and
how would you have wronged us? If you had turned on us when she vexed you, humbled us to
gratify her caprice, ill-used us to vent your temper, other men would have done the same. Who
else would have treated us as you have done? Who would have been careful to give each of us
her share in every pleasure, her turn in every holiday, her employment at home, her place in your
company abroad? Who would have inquired into the truth of our complaints and the merits of
our quarrels; would have made so many excuses for our faults, given us so many patient
warnings? … Wronged us! There may be some of us who don’t like you; there is not one who
could bear to be sent away, not one who would exchange this house for the palace of the camptâ
though you pronounce him kingly in nature as in power.”
She spoke as she believed, if she spoke in error. “If so, my child, why have you all been so bitter
against Eveena? Why have you yourself been jealous of one who, as you admit, has been a
favourite only in a love you did not expect?”
“But we saw it, and we envied her so much love, so much respect,” she replied frankly. “And for
myself,”—she coloured, faltered, and was silent. “For yourself, my child?”
“I was a vain fool,” she broke out impetuously. “They told me that I was beautiful, and clever,
and companionable. I fancied I should be your favourite, and hold the first place; and when I saw
her, I would not see her grace and gentleness, or observe her soft sweet voice, and the charms
that put my figure and complexion to shame, and the quiet sense and truth that were worth
twelvefold my quickness, my memory, and my handiness. I was disappointed and mortified that

she should be preferred. Oh, how you must hate me, Clasfempta; for I hate myself while I tell
you what I have been!”
According to European doctrine, my fealty to Eveena must then have been in peril. And yet,
warmly as I felt for Eunané, the element in her passionate confession that touched me most was
her recognition of Eveena’s superiority; and as I soothed and comforted the half-childish
penitent, I thought how much it would please Eveena that I had at last come to an understanding
with the companion she avowedly liked the best.
“But, Eunané,” I said at last, “do you remember what you were saying when I called you—called
you on purpose to stop you? You said that there was something between Eveena and myself
more than—-more than what? What did you mean? Speak frankly, child; I know that this time
you were not going to scald me on purpose.”
“I don’t know quite what I meant,” she replied simply. “But the first time you took me out, I
heard the superintendent say some strange things; and then he checked himself when he found
your companion was not Eveena. Then Eivé—I mean—you use expressions sometimes in
talking to Eveena that we never heard before. I think there is some secret between you.”
“And if there be, Eunané, were you going to betray it—to set Enva and Leenoo on to find it
out?”
“I did not think,” she said. “I never do think before I get into trouble. I don’t say, forgive me this
time; but I will hold my tongue for the future.”
By this time our evening meal was ready. As I led Eunané to her place, Eveena looked up with
some little surprise. It was rarely that, especially on returning from absence, I had sought any
other company than hers. But there was no tinge of jealousy or doubt in her look. On the
contrary, as, with her entire comprehension of every expression of my face, and her quickness to
read the looks of others, she saw in both countenances that we were on better terms than ever
before, her own brightened at the thought. As I placed myself beside her, she stole her hand
unobserved into mine, and pressed it as she whispered—
“You have found her out at last. She is half a child as yet; but she has a heart—and perhaps the
only one among them.”
“The four,” as I called them, looked up as we approached with eager malice: —bitterly
disappointed, when they saw that Eunané had won something more than pardon. Whatever
penance they had dreaded, their own escape ill compensated the loss of their expected pleasure in
the pain and humiliation of a finer nature. Eunané’s look, timidly appealing to her to ratify our
full reconciliation, answered by Eveena’s smile of tender, sisterly sympathy, enhanced and
completed their discomfiture.
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THE WAR OF THE WORLDS by HG Wells
Book Two: The Earth Under the Martians
Chapter Nine: Wreckage
And now comes the strangest thing in my story. Yet, perhaps, it is not altogether strange. I
remember, clearly and coldly and vividly, all that I did that day until the time that I stood
weeping and praising God upon the summit of Primrose Hill. And then I forget.
Of the next three days I know nothing. I have learned since that, so far from my being the first
discoverer of the Martian overthrow, several such wanderers as myself had already discovered
this on the previous night. One man—the first—had gone to St. Martin’s-le-Grand, and, while I
sheltered in the cabmen’s hut, had contrived to telegraph to Paris. Thence the joyful news had
flashed all over the world; a thousand cities, chilled by ghastly apprehensions, suddenly flashed
into frantic illuminations; they knew of it in Dublin, Edinburgh, Manchester, Birmingham, at the
time when I stood upon the verge of the pit. Already men, weeping with joy, as I have heard,
shouting and staying their work to shake hands and shout, were making up trains, even as near as
Crewe, to descend upon London. The church bells that had ceased a fortnight since suddenly
caught the news, until all England was bell-ringing. Men on cycles, lean-faced, unkempt,
scorched along every country lane shouting of unhoped deliverance, shouting to gaunt, staring
figures of despair. And for the food! Across the Channel, across the Irish Sea, across the
Atlantic, corn, bread, and meat were tearing to our relief. All the shipping in the world seemed
going Londonward in those days. But of all this I have no memory. I drifted—a demented man. I
found myself in a house of kindly people, who had found me on the third day wandering,
weeping, and raving through the streets of St. John’s Wood. They have told me since that I was
singing some insane doggerel about “The Last Man Left Alive! Hurrah! The Last Man Left
Alive!” Troubled as they were with their own affairs, these people, whose name, much as I
would like to express my gratitude to them, I may not even give here, nevertheless cumbered
themselves with me, sheltered me, and protected me from myself. Apparently they had learned
something of my story from me during the days of my lapse.
Very gently, when my mind was assured again, did they break to me what they had learned of
the fate of Leatherhead. Two days after I was imprisoned it had been destroyed, with every soul
in it, by a Martian. He had swept it out of existence, as it seemed, without any provocation, as a
boy might crush an ant hill, in the mere wantonness of power.
I was a lonely man, and they were very kind to me. I was a lonely man and a sad one, and they
bore with me. I remained with them four days after my recovery. All that time I felt a vague, a
growing craving to look once more on whatever remained of the little life that seemed so happy
and bright in my past. It was a mere hopeless desire to feast upon my misery. They dissuaded
me. They did all they could to divert me from this morbidity. But at last I could resist the
impulse no longer, and, promising faithfully to return to them, and parting, as I will confess,
from these four-day friends with tears, I went out again into the streets that had lately been so
dark and strange and empty.

Already they were busy with returning people; in places even there were shops open, and I saw a
drinking fountain running water.
I remember how mockingly bright the day seemed as I went back on my melancholy pilgrimage
to the little house at Woking, how busy the streets and vivid the moving life about me. So many
people were abroad everywhere, busied in a thousand activities, that it seemed incredible that
any great proportion of the population could have been slain. But then I noticed how yellow were
the skins of the people I met, how shaggy the hair of the men, how large and bright their eyes,
and that every other man still wore his dirty rags. Their faces seemed all with one of two
expressions—a leaping exultation and energy or a grim resolution. Save for the expression of the
faces, London seemed a city of tramps. The vestries were indiscriminately distributing bread sent
us by the French government. The ribs of the few horses showed dismally. Haggard special
constables with white badges stood at the corners of every street. I saw little of the mischief
wrought by the Martians until I reached Wellington Street, and there I saw the red weed
clambering over the buttresses of Waterloo Bridge.
At the corner of the bridge, too, I saw one of the common contrasts of that grotesque time—a
sheet of paper flaunting against a thicket of the red weed, transfixed by a stick that kept it in
place. It was the placard of the first newspaper to resume publication—the Daily Mail. I bought a
copy for a blackened shilling I found in my pocket. Most of it was in blank, but the solitary
compositor who did the thing had amused himself by making a grotesque scheme of
advertisement stereo on the back page. The matter he printed was emotional; the news
organisation had not as yet found its way back. I learned nothing fresh except that already in one
week the examination of the Martian mechanisms had yielded astonishing results. Among other
things, the article assured me what I did not believe at the time, that the “Secret of Flying,” was
discovered. At Waterloo I found the free trains that were taking people to their homes. The first
rush was already over. There were few people in the train, and I was in no mood for casual
conversation. I got a compartment to myself, and sat with folded arms, looking greyly at the
sunlit devastation that flowed past the windows. And just outside the terminus the train jolted
over temporary rails, and on either side of the railway the houses were blackened ruins. To
Clapham Junction the face of London was grimy with powder of the Black Smoke, in spite of
two days of thunderstorms and rain, and at Clapham Junction the line had been wrecked again;
there were hundreds of out-of-work clerks and shopmen working side by side with the customary
navvies, and we were jolted over a hasty relaying.
All down the line from there the aspect of the country was gaunt and unfamiliar; Wimbledon
particularly had suffered. Walton, by virtue of its unburned pine woods, seemed the least hurt of
any place along the line. The Wandle, the Mole, every little stream, was a heaped mass of red
weed, in appearance between butcher’s meat and pickled cabbage. The Surrey pine woods were
too dry, however, for the festoons of the red climber. Beyond Wimbledon, within sight of the
line, in certain nursery grounds, were the heaped masses of earth about the sixth cylinder. A
number of people were standing about it, and some sappers were busy in the midst of it. Over it
flaunted a Union Jack, flapping cheerfully in the morning breeze. The nursery grounds were
everywhere crimson with the weed, a wide expanse of livid colour cut with purple shadows, and
very painful to the eye. One’s gaze went with infinite relief from the scorched greys and sullen
reds of the foreground to the blue-green softness of the eastward hills.

The line on the London side of Woking station was still undergoing repair, so I descended at
Byfleet station and took the road to Maybury, past the place where I and the artilleryman had
talked to the hussars, and on by the spot where the Martian had appeared to me in the
thunderstorm. Here, moved by curiosity, I turned aside to find, among a tangle of red fronds, the
warped and broken dog cart with the whitened bones of the horse scattered and gnawed. For a
time I stood regarding these vestiges....
Then I returned through the pine wood, neck-high with red weed here and there, to find the
landlord of the Spotted Dog had already found burial, and so came home past the College Arms.
A man standing at an open cottage door greeted me by name as I passed.
I looked at my house with a quick flash of hope that faded immediately. The door had been
forced; it was unfast and was opening slowly as I approached.
It slammed again. The curtains of my study fluttered out of the open window from which I and
the artilleryman had watched the dawn. No one had closed it since. The smashed bushes were
just as I had left them nearly four weeks ago. I stumbled into the hall, and the house felt empty.
The stair carpet was ruffled and discoloured where I had crouched, soaked to the skin from the
thunderstorm the night of the catastrophe. Our muddy footsteps I saw still went up the stairs.
I followed them to my study, and found lying on my writing-table still, with the selenite paper
weight upon it, the sheet of work I had left on the afternoon of the opening of the cylinder. For a
space I stood reading over my abandoned arguments. It was a paper on the probable development
of Moral Ideas with the development of the civilising process; and the last sentence was the
opening of a prophecy: “In about two hundred years,” I had written, “we may expect——” The
sentence ended abruptly. I remembered my inability to fix my mind that morning, scarcely a
month gone by, and how I had broken off to get my Daily Chronicle from the newsboy. I
remembered how I went down to the garden gate as he came along, and how I had listened to his
odd story of “Men from Mars.”
I came down and went into the dining room. There were the mutton and the bread, both far gone
now in decay, and a beer bottle overturned, just as I and the artilleryman had left them. My home
was desolate. I perceived the folly of the faint hope I had cherished so long. And then a strange
thing occurred. “It is no use,” said a voice. “The house is deserted. No one has been here these
ten days. Do not stay here to torment yourself. No one escaped but you.”
I was startled. Had I spoken my thought aloud? I turned, and the French window was open
behind me. I made a step to it, and stood looking out.
And there, amazed and afraid, even as I stood amazed and afraid, were my cousin and my wife—
my wife white and tearless. She gave a faint cry.
“I came,” she said. “I knew—knew——”
She put her hand to her throat—swayed. I made a step forward, and caught her in my arms.

Chapter Ten: The Epilogue
I cannot but regret, now that I am concluding my story, how little I am able to contribute to the
discussion of the many debatable questions which are still unsettled. In one respect I shall
certainly provoke criticism. My particular province is speculative philosophy. My knowledge of
comparative physiology is confined to a book or two, but it seems to me that Carver’s
suggestions as to the reason of the rapid death of the Martians is so probable as to be regarded
almost as a proven conclusion. I have assumed that in the body of my narrative.
At any rate, in all the bodies of the Martians that were examined after the war, no bacteria except
those already known as terrestrial species were found. That they did not bury any of their dead,
and the reckless slaughter they perpetrated, point also to an entire ignorance of the putrefactive
process. But probable as this seems, it is by no means a proven conclusion.
Neither is the composition of the Black Smoke known, which the Martians used with such
deadly effect, and the generator of the Heat-Rays remains a puzzle. The terrible disasters at the
Ealing and South Kensington laboratories have disinclined analysts for further investigations
upon the latter. Spectrum analysis of the black powder points unmistakably to the presence of an
unknown element with a brilliant group of three lines in the green, and it is possible that it
combines with argon to form a compound which acts at once with deadly effect upon some
constituent in the blood. But such unproven speculations will scarcely be of interest to the
general reader, to whom this story is addressed. None of the brown scum that drifted down the
Thames after the destruction of Shepperton was examined at the time, and now none is
forthcoming.
The results of an anatomical examination of the Martians, so far as the prowling dogs had left
such an examination possible, I have already given. But everyone is familiar with the
magnificent and almost complete specimen in spirits at the Natural History Museum, and the
countless drawings that have been made from it; and beyond that the interest of their physiology
and structure is purely scientific.
A question of graver and universal interest is the possibility of another attack from the Martians.
I do not think that nearly enough attention is being given to this aspect of the matter. At present
the planet Mars is in conjunction, but with every return to opposition I, for one, anticipate a
renewal of their adventure. In any case, we should be prepared. It seems to me that it should be
possible to define the position of the gun from which the shots are discharged, to keep a
sustained watch upon this part of the planet, and to anticipate the arrival of the next attack.
In that case the cylinder might be destroyed with dynamite or artillery before it was sufficiently
cool for the Martians to emerge, or they might be butchered by means of guns so soon as the
screw opened. It seems to me that they have lost a vast advantage in the failure of their first
surprise. Possibly they see it in the same light.
Lessing has advanced excellent reasons for supposing that the Martians have actually succeeded
in effecting a landing on the planet Venus. Seven months ago now, Venus and Mars were in

alignment with the sun; that is to say, Mars was in opposition from the point of view of an
observer on Venus. Subsequently a peculiar luminous and sinuous marking appeared on the
unillumined half of the inner planet, and almost simultaneously a faint dark mark of a similar
sinuous character was detected upon a photograph of the Martian disk. One needs to see the
drawings of these appearances in order to appreciate fully their remarkable resemblance in
character.
At any rate, whether we expect another invasion or not, our views of the human future must be
greatly modified by these events. We have learned now that we cannot regard this planet as
being fenced in and a secure abiding place for Man; we can never anticipate the unseen good or
evil that may come upon us suddenly out of space. It may be that in the larger design of the
universe this invasion from Mars is not without its ultimate benefit for men; it has robbed us of
that serene confidence in the future which is the most fruitful source of decadence, the gifts to
human science it has brought are enormous, and it has done much to promote the conception of
the commonweal of mankind. It may be that across the immensity of space the Martians have
watched the fate of these pioneers of theirs and learned their lesson, and that on the planet Venus
they have found a securer settlement. Be that as it may, for many years yet there will certainly be
no relaxation of the eager scrutiny of the Martian disk, and those fiery darts of the sky, the
shooting stars, will bring with them as they fall an unavoidable apprehension to all the sons of
men.
The broadening of men’s views that has resulted can scarcely be exaggerated. Before the
cylinder fell there was a general persuasion that through all the deep of space no life existed
beyond the petty surface of our minute sphere. Now we see further. If the Martians can reach
Venus, there is no reason to suppose that the thing is impossible for men, and when the slow
cooling of the sun makes this earth uninhabitable, as at last it must do, it may be that the thread
of life that has begun here will have streamed out and caught our sister planet within its toils.
Dim and wonderful is the vision I have conjured up in my mind of life spreading slowly from
this little seed bed of the solar system throughout the inanimate vastness of sidereal space. But
that is a remote dream. It may be, on the other hand, that the destruction of the Martians is only a
reprieve. To them, and not to us, perhaps, is the future ordained.
I must confess the stress and danger of the time have left an abiding sense of doubt and
insecurity in my mind. I sit in my study writing by lamplight, and suddenly I see again the
healing valley below set with writhing flames, and feel the house behind and about me empty
and desolate. I go out into the Byfleet Road, and vehicles pass me, a butcher boy in a cart, a
cabful of visitors, a workman on a bicycle, children going to school, and suddenly they become
vague and unreal, and I hurry again with the artilleryman through the hot, brooding silence. Of a
night I see the black powder darkening the silent streets, and the contorted bodies shrouded in
that layer; they rise upon me tattered and dog-bitten. They gibber and grow fiercer, paler, uglier,
mad distortions of humanity at last, and I wake, cold and wretched, in the darkness of the night.
I go to London and see the busy multitudes in Fleet Street and the Strand, and it comes across my
mind that they are but the ghosts of the past, haunting the streets that I have seen silent and
wretched, going to and fro, phantasms in a dead city, the mockery of life in a galvanised body.

And strange, too, it is to stand on Primrose Hill, as I did but a day before writing this last chapter,
to see the great province of houses, dim and blue through the haze of the smoke and mist,
vanishing at last into the vague lower sky, to see the people walking to and fro among the flower
beds on the hill, to see the sight-seers about the Martian machine that stands there still, to hear
the tumult of playing children, and to recall the time when I saw it all bright and clear-cut, hard
and silent, under the dawn of that last great day. . . .
And strangest of all is it to hold my wife’s hand again, and to think that I have counted her, and
that she has counted me, among the dead.
THE END
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