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EDITORIAL
This week, a man on the edge of death makes a plea, four adventurers find a way to earn
extra cash on their journey, Jane's good turn leads to her downfall, and Sote's apprentice
makes a pear of trousers.
Lovecraft describes the dawn of the horror tale. Saki has another lupine tale. On Callisto,
Turhan Mot's name is mud. And on The Mysterious Island, the castaways meet a man of
mystery in a flooded cavern.
—Gavin Chappell
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A PLEA FROM THE DARKEST PLACE by Joseph J Patchen
I am most grateful to you, dear reader, to have chosen my text. I am most grateful to you and
to God as well, for you to have found this moment in my long and sordid existence for you to
pause and study. I know of your busy life; I once lived in a similar pattern and I realize what
an effort it is for you to take your precious time in order to pay my troubled times and
demented mind attention.
This has nothing to do with my impending execution. It is not my intention to seek shelter in
public opinion from that result. It is inevitable and that is settled. A judgment has been issued
over my corporeal form; my body of flesh and bone which are only temporary chains forged
in time. The Creator always meant for mortality to be temporary and even fleeting.
We are all born with an expiration date and my turn of the calendar has come.
I am at peace with death so long as the dead stay in repose. It is only when the dead shed the
state of serenity that our existence becomes a mutilation.
My only regret is that my attorney wouldn’t address this single issue. My attorney refused to
investigate further into the statement I am about to make. On one level I understand his
misgivings. I understand his reluctance. This is a bold claim and to a jury, a potentially life
altering one. But I must share. I must make my statement.
I awoke that night in the soaking black chilled to the bone. I have continued to shudder and
experience the shakes ever since that exact moment. It is a wet cold, a cloaking cold that
surrounds and envelops; a cold that clings straight from my insides to my outer flesh.
No amount of layers of clothing or the heat of a flame can quench it.
I know what you are thinking. Please wait. Don’t turn away. Please, this is not the folly of a
dying man seeking attention. This is the plea of a man who has discovered what each of us
has only dreamed of glimpsing; have only dreamed without the element of evil.
There is a life after death of sorts, but it is rather a life in death. And to this we all must be
most distressed.
Standing there, at the foot of my bed, smiling and locked in to my gaze, is a woman. I can
clearly hear her whispers, I can clearly hear her screams yet she never displays anything but
that grin. The voice and tone of her voice is almost hypnotic, that of a young girl pleasing to
the eye and addictive to the ear.
But she has no eyes, only sockets that bleed. Slow trickles of crimson can be seen
meandering down her cheeks, one stream after another, as if she were in tears.
Long straggly streams of tears dripping down her cheeks and falling from her face are akin to
her black hair; matted and soaked; tangled and muddy, framing her pale green and peeling
face.
She conveys her pain in life as well as her fear of death.
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My guard begins to lower for a soul in desperation. My heart infuses with compassion for one
trapped from peace.
But as my chest swells, my limbs relax and my face returns from contorting her smile
broadens. I begin to sense I have been played as she gleefully tells me of others like her. She
relishes in the tale of colleagues who too have lived lives of dissipation; revelling in their
debauchery during their terms on this earth, but are now seeking to continue to spread their
depravity from the grave.
Perhaps this was all a waking dream or at least that is how I seek to console myself to keep
from fleeing; to keep from screaming and to keep me from soiling the sheets before I tear out
my eyes.
Perhaps, but the theory dissolves as the punch of that stench betrays the theory; a heavy, a
thick and rotting stench wraps its digits around my throat and lungs while simultaneously
plunges its talons down my gullet closing off my airway.
“What do you want with me?” The words tumble out, running together sounding jumbly and
high pitched as they skirt the blood I now swallow.
“What do you want with me?” My speech is a tad clearer and notably higher but the blood
increases its flow.
Standing perfectly still without floating or hovering, she is just there smiling for what seems
to be an hour. Before I could blurt out my plea again she turns away and walks toward the
wall. She seems to be dragging her right leg across the floor. I could hear the scraping over
the screams.
But I am in error – her gate didn’t naturally suffer; her steps are only inhibited from the
dragging of a body, the lifeless body in the form of a small child, a little girl aged five or six
years.
Rubbing my eyes she pauses. Gulping air I see them slowly and loudly moving again toward
the wall. Before departing and before I could light my entire house up like an airline runway
she turns to me with that same grin of contorted and twisted lips which now move to
laughingly inform me about the girl being her ‘fresh catch’.
“I will leave some for you,” are her exact words before disappearing into the plaster.
“I will leave some for you,” rings out through the room, even after.
“I will leave some for you,” rings throughout the house, for at least ten minutes.
I didn’t recognize the small girl. She seemed to resemble most girls of that age; blonde and
festively dressed. But then again, I don’t believe I am thinking all that clearly.
I am quite disturbed about what happened that night and the being whose presence is in this
house and in my mind. You should understand, dear reader, this is not an isolated nightmare
but a recurrent one I have suffered at irregular intervals ever since I was a child.
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While I have grown and my looks have changed, there is no difference to the phantom’s
appearance or antics save for the description of the child; I have seen boys and I have seen
girls of varied ages from four to fifteen.
There has been no discernible pattern of appearance either, hence I am on edge wondering
and fearing her visitations at any time, any month, any week, any day, any night.
I have had more than forty in all; forty in all with no herald in sight.
That is, until the following morning when the authorities discovered the body, heralding an
investigation that will undoubtedly lead to more.
True the hole was dug in haste; shallow and irregular; as if done in the dark cloaking the fear
of others waking and looking on. True her dress was torn and slashed by a sharp knife;
possibly the same sharp knife that ripped across her throat almost severing her head.
The same sharp knife used to remove her organs that saturated and stained the ground. Dirt
and leaves mix with intestines strewn about her kidneys, pancreas, liver and heart.
Sloppy but thorough and with possession being nine tenths of the law—I know how it looks.
But you have to believe me; I didn’t recognize that small girl. She seemed to resemble most
girls of that age; blonde and festively dressed.
But then again, I don’t believe I am thinking all that clearly.
I am getting older now.
I can’t be expected to remember them all; all save for one.
It was her and her screams. She tipped off the neighbours and then the police. She led them to
the neighbourhood girl who disappeared from her bedroom.
She did it. She did them all and left the scraps for me.
It was her and it always has been her. For each and every one since; it has been her.
This vendetta she has against me for putting her out of her misery all those years ago;
babysitting me and pining for the boyfriend who dumped her and deploring the many men
who took his place and used her like a rag.
She did it.
THE END
NOW AVAILABLE FROM HORRIFIED PRESS:
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THE WITCH HUNTERS by Gavin Chappell
‘Witch! Witch! Scavenger of souls!’ came the cry. Percy saw an old woman running
desperately up the rutted lane, pursued by five men in dark costumes, wearing high boots and
slouch hats, carrying long poles with nooses attached at one end. Passers-by looked on,
troubled, others pretended not to notice, or ducked into hovels.
Percy and his three friends took up most of the narrow lane. As the old woman rounded a
parked dray-wagon, she saw them. A despairing look crossed her face. She halted, looked
about her, turned towards an alleyway between the inn and a small cottage. Then one of the
black-clad men struck.
He whipped his pole down, deftly looping the noose round the old woman’s throat. Grinning
cruelly, he yanked back on it, and the old woman, who was about the same age as Percy’s
Nan, was jerked off her feet. She fell, gasping for breath, in the manure-strewn mud.
The five men gathered around her, grinning. One of them, an obese, bearded fellow, looked
up at Percy and his companions.
‘Move along there, lads,’ he wheezed. ‘Nothing to see here. Nothing to see.’
They dragged the struggling old woman away towards the inn, where several horses had been
tied to a hitching post.
‘Hey, what’s going on?’ Percy shouted. ‘What’s that old woman done?’
The bearded fat man looked over his shoulder. ‘You slow-witted, lad?’ he asked. ‘She’s a
witch! We’re witch-hunters, as any fool can see from our catch-poles.’ He shook the noosed
pole in question, wringing a strangled gasp from the old woman. ‘This witch is worth coin to
us. Duke Hexenwald pays a good bounty for such as her.’
‘Well, you owe us,’ Gerald said as two witch-hunters detached the catch-pole and slung the
witch over the back of a horse. ‘You’d never have caught her if not for our help.’
The witch-hunters bound their catch securely to the horse and mounted their own steeds. The
fat man leered down at the boys. He plucked a small pouch from his belt and flung it at
Gerald. ‘Take it, and welcome, lad,’ he said. ‘Catching this witch means we’re made men.’
They spurred their horses and rode off out of the hamlet like villains in a Western. As they
turned a corner and vanished from sight, Percy caught a last glimpse of the old woman’s
desperate face. She looked terrified.
Gerald tossed the pouch in the air. It landed back in his hand with a jingle. He opened it to
reveal about twenty silver coins.
‘Looks like it’s my round, boys,’ he said, leading them towards the inn.
The bar was far from bustling, but a group of villagers slouched at one trestle table, talking
darkly to each other. They glowered at the four adventurers as Percy and his friends made
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their entrance. Gerald went to the bar while the rest found themselves a table in one corner.
He returned soon after with four pints of beer.
‘Get that down you, lads,’ he said.
‘Nothing like a free pint,’ said Brian, as if he knew what he was talking about.
‘It wasn’t free,’ said Norman, pouting.
‘What’s up with you?’ Gerald asked. ‘We got that money for nothing. And there’s plenty
left.’
‘Not for nothing,’ said Norman.
‘Pretty much!’ said Gerald. ‘I mean, we just got in the way. If we could earn this much gold’
– nonchalantly he tossed the pouch again, and it still jingled – ‘just for being in the way, we’d
have it made.’ He frowned. ‘We wouldn’t have got it if it hadn’t been for my bargaining
skills, of course.’
Percy leaned forward. ‘We wouldn’t have got it if that fat bastard wasn’t loaded,’ he said.
‘And knew he was going to get more money shortly.’
‘All for catching some old bat,’ Gerald agreed. ‘Easy money.’ He and Percy stared at each
other, then nodded in unison.
‘Cool!’ said Gerald.
‘Easy!’ said Percy. They high-fived, then shook hands and grinned smugly.
‘What are you talking about?’ Norman complained.
Percy turned to him impatiently. ‘We need money, right? We want to get to the Duchy of
Ogres’ Gate. The more money we have, the quicker it’ll take: it’ll take forever on foot.’
‘So what?’ Norman demanded.
‘Well, it’s obvious!’ Gerald exploded. ‘Even Brian’s realised it by now, haven’t you, Brian?’
He nudged Brian, who had been watching the rest of the customers over his shoulder.
‘Wha’?’ the boy asked.
‘Well, maybe not,’ said Gerald. ‘Look, it’s simple. We do what those guys were doing.’
‘Yeah,’ said Percy. ‘We become witch-hunters.’
‘What?’ Norman demanded. ‘You’re not happy buying drinks with their blood-money, you
want to do what they’re doing? You want to drag old ladies off to... to god knows what?’
Percy shrugged. ‘Beats fighting orcs, doesn’t it?’
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‘Fighting orcs?’ Brian said suddenly.
‘Go back to sleep,’ Percy told him.
Norman put down his pint and leaned over the trestle table towards Percy and Gerald. ‘Are
you suggesting we go witch-hunting?’
‘We need cash,’ said Gerald. ‘This is easy money.’
‘How do we do it, though?’ Percy asked. Gerald shrugged, and stared into his pint. Norman
and Brian were also silent. The idea had seemed such a good one, but now Percy was having
misgivings. How did they become witch-hunters? Did they need licenses? Those guys had
been wearing uniforms, did they need them?
‘All I’m sayin’ is they didn’t ought to ‘ave done it!’ A loud voice from the gathered villagers
interrupted Percy’s thoughts.
‘Garn! There’s been witchcraft in the area!’ came another voice. ‘A plague of warts. Crops
failing. Monstrous births ‘mongst the livestock. It was reported to the Dook. The witchhunters traced it back to Old Mother Mumbles.’
‘Aye, if she’s been casting spells on us, she deserves everything she gets,’ said another
villager, scratching at his warty face. ‘It’s anti-social, that’s what witchcraft is, anti-social.’
Percy saw that the villagers were arguing passionately. A burly, bearded man in a grey
homespun smock shook with anger. But two smaller villagers baited him like dogs baiting a
bear. The other men at the table looked on phlegmatically.
‘But ‘ow do they know it were Old Mother Mumbles?’ the big man demanded. ‘She were
allus good to me when I were a lad.’
‘You shoulda watched out,’ cackled one of the smaller men. ‘Lucky she didn’t take you off
into the woods to sacrifice you on the Stone Altar!’
‘Aye, right enough,’ said the other man, a rat-like fellow with a thin greying beard. ‘They
sacrifice little childer. Witches! Pah!’ He spat in the sawdust.
‘I just wants to know ‘ow these witch-hunters do it,’ said the big man darkly.
Percy looked at the others ‘Something we all want to know, I think,’ he said.
‘I don’t.’ Norman sulked.
‘Shut up, Norman,’ said Gerald. He led them over to the villagers
‘Couldn’t help overhearing what you guys were saying,’ he said easily. ‘About the witchhunters? We’re strangers to the duchy, and we were wondering what it’s all about. We’ve
never seen witch-hunters before.’
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The rat-like man scowled, and said, ‘Strangers! Pah!’ And he spat again in the sawdust.
The big man was more welcoming. ‘Our ways must seem strange to lads like you, from
foreign lands. Where you from, Wishbone Village? Further?’
‘We’ve come from Wishbone Village,’ said Gerald.
‘Before that we were living in Kashamash,’ added Percy. He decided now was not the time to
explain how they had been mysteriously transported here from Planet Earth.
The big man’s eyes grew round. ‘Kashamash, eh? City boys? Why you travellin’ the
Mountain Duchies?’ He eyed their weapons.
‘We’re going to fight the ogres,’ said Gerald. ‘But we’re interested in the situation here.
Those witch-hunters, they get paid for what they do?’
‘Garn!’ said the rat-man. ‘They wouldn’t do it else! The Dook pays through the nose for
every witch caught in his lands. Hates witches, does the Dook.’
The big man nodded. ‘He pays a bounty for every witch delivered for execution at Castle
Hexenwald.’
‘And can anyone become a witch-hunter?’ asked Percy. ‘Or do you need special training?’
The rat-man spat again. ‘You need training. To learn how to smell out witches. I ‘eard you
need to be able to read, too. Gotta know the law, and that’s writ down in books.’
‘Aye. We’d have become witch-hunters ourselves, else,’ said the other small man.
‘I ‘eard there’s an old witch-hunter as trains folk how to hunt,’ said the big man. ‘In the town
outside the castle.’
‘How far to Castle Hexenwald?’ asked Gerald.
‘Seven leagues,’ the big man told him. ‘We only go there for the executions sometimes,
though.’ He shook his head. ‘Don’t want to see Old Mother Mumbles bein’ done in. Even if
she were a witch...’
Gerald led them back to their table, grinning. ‘Easy!’ he said enthusiastically. ‘We go to
Castle Hexenwald, find this guy, learn how to hunt witches, then we make so much money
we’ll be able to pay people to carry us to the war.’
‘I don’t know about this,’ said Norman.
‘Stop whinging, Norm,’ said Percy. ‘Okay, Gerald, you’ve got the money. Get us some more
drinks, rooms for the night, and we can go to Castle Hexenwald tomorrow.’
‘Why don’t I do that,’ said Gerald. He went over to the bar and spoke with the innkeeper.
‘We’ll kill those dirty witches!’ Brian said.
13

‘I don’t believe in witches,’ Norman announced.
Percy fixed him with a sarcastic look. ‘Yeah, and I don’t believe in fairies, but you hung out
with them.’
‘Those were elves.’
‘I was talking about the travelling theatre company.’
‘Oh.’

They set out the next day on the back of a farm-cart whose driver was going to Castle
Hexenwald for the market. They’d budgeted poorly during their debauched night and the gold
that remained to them after they had bought rounds for the entire village was hardly enough
to hire them a donkey. Luckily, the farmer, a friend of the big guy (whose name was Eggfroth
or something, as far as Percy could remember), offered to take them for free.
Near the end of the day they saw, rising from amongst the pines on the distant horizon, a
gloomy fortress that the farmer identified as Castle Hexenwald. They rounded a corner in the
road and saw a small town clustered at the foot of the mighty edifice.
A palisade surrounded the town, and archers were on guard, staring emotionlessly down at
the travellers who streamed over the town bridge. Market day was tomorrow, the farmer
explained, and he’d be selling the turnips and swedes on which Percy and his friends had
made an uncomfortable journey. For the night, he would take lodgings with a merchant of his
acquaintance
‘Hey, can we come?’ asked Gerald cheekily.
The farmer shook his head. ‘I don’t think there’d be enough room. His town-house gets
crowded on market day.’
‘That’s not fair!’ Norman complained. ‘Where are we going to stay...?’
‘Come on,’ Gerald said, dragging Norman with him. Brian and Percy followed and they
waved farewell to the farmer as his cart rumbled on up the cobbled street.
‘We’ve got enough money to get a room at the inn or whatever,’ Gerald added as they
walked. ‘Anyway, pretty soon we’ll be loaded. Now we’ve just got to find the guy who trains
witch-hunters.’
Percy looked around the town square. A large oak tree dominated it, and several people
lounged in its shade. Roustabouts put up stalls as the sun descended, preparing for
tomorrow’s market. There didn’t seem to be any kind of tourist information centre.
‘Scuse me, mate,’ he said to a passing carpenter. ‘D’you happen to know where we’d find the
man who teaches the witch-hunters?’
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The carpenter nodded laconically, and indicated the oak tree. People had turned up and were
waiting expectantly. ‘That’s where his classes meet, every evening,’ he said, before striding
off.
Percy rubbed his hands together. At last, they were getting somewhere! He led the others
across the square to the shade of the oak tree. The other would-be students ignored them.
Everyone was standing in silence, and it felt like that awkward moment at a party before
someone (usually Brian, in Percy’s experience) cracked the ice by doing something
monumentally stupid.
Percy studied the other students. They were a mixed bag; gap-toothed bumpkins, local
youths, and what looked like a couple of professional adventurers, one of them a full-figured
woman with a white streak in her raven-black hair, the other a tall, thin guy with a shaven
head; both middle aged. Percy was about to say something to the others when he heard an
expectant mutter from the group.
A grey-bearded man in black and silver clothes appeared from a nearby building. He wore the
high boots and slouch hat Percy remembered from the other witch-hunters.
He was followed shortly after by another man, a younger fellow who carried a ledger and a
satchel. The first man seemed quite diffident and spent a while sitting on a bench in the shade
of the oak, leafing through several parchments. Meanwhile, the younger man moved through
the crowd, asking in a soft, almost effeminate voice, ‘Here for the class? That’ll be two gold
pieces.’
When he reached Percy and the others, they looked to Gerald, who peered into the pouch then
upended it. They had three gold pieces and a lot of silver. With the man’s help, they managed
to scrape together the fee.
‘We should have twatted him,’ Brian muttered darkly after he moved on.
Carrying a satchel full of gold and silver, the young man returned to the bench and the older
man looked up, shuffled his parchments, then stepped smartly forwards.
‘May I have your attention?’
At first his voice was quite thin, almost inaudible. But as he went on, his confidence grew,
and he became easier to hear.
‘I assume you’re all here because you want to be witch-hunters.’ There was a rumble of
assent from the gathering. ‘Well, you’ve come to the right place. I am Karatheris the Hunter,
whose name is still remembered in many quarters: by witches, with fear. Those who
survived, that is. In a moment, I’ll be telling you all about how to become a ‘hunter, how to
earn an income as a ‘hunter, how to succeed in a highly competitive market, and how to
obtain a charter from his grace Duke Hexenwald. Although ‘hunters can earn bounty without
the charter-mark, it is a difficult route to pursue. Far better to train hard, master your
profession, and take advantage of the wealth of contacts that will be open to you as chartered
witch-hunters.’
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‘It’s just like the thieves’ guild all over again,’ Gerald muttered. ‘The last thing we want is a
career structure. We just want money.’
‘Before we begin the class,’ Karatheris went on, ‘I’m very pleased to be able to announce that
a group of graduates from the Karatheris School of Chartered Witch-Hunting are here in
Castle Hexenwald, having brought the Duke a witch who they caught in one of the outer
villages. Execution is scheduled for sunset. I suggest we all make our way to the town bridge
and await the execution of the ducal sentence.’
Percy looked at the others. ‘We’re going to get a practical demonstration.’
‘This is just like school.’ Brian sulked.
‘Come on then,’ said Gerald impatiently. The other students were drifting away towards the
town bridge. Percy and his friends followed.
They loitered by the bridge as the shades of dusk began to fall. When the shadow of the great
oak tree lay long across the town square, they heard the first beating of drums.
It came from the direction of the castle. The drawbridge descended, and out issued
halberdiers in half armour. Behind them came men carrying kettle drums, which they
pounded to a monotonous beat. Then came several horses bearing richly-clad men and
women, the leader a black bearded man dressed in costly ermines and silks. Behind him rode
five black-clad men Percy found familiar. And behind them were more guards on foot. They
dragged between them a pathetic figure.
She was bound hand and foot, though they urged her on with blows and kicks as if she was
dragging her feet deliberately. Her white hair was draggled and in places had been torn out by
the roots. Her face was bruised, and burn marks on her arms showed through the tatters of her
ragged clothes. Her face had been despairing when Percy had last seen it, but now she
seemed to have given up all hope.
Falling and stumbling, crawling on her knees, surrounded by angry-faced guards who beat
her with spear-butts, the witch made her painful way through the square. The roustabouts
watched idly. Percy became aware of faces at the town-house doors, watching the
proceedings. A growing crowd of townsfolk and visitors flooded out to line the street leading
to the bridge. The archers watched from the palisade. In fact, the whole town was watching.
Followed by the other riders, the first mounted man reined his horse at the edge of the bridge.
He turned in his saddle and watched the slow, painful approach of the witch and her guards, a
look of satisfaction on his face. The witch-hunters, who Percy now recognised as those from
the village, gathered nearby. The mounted man was presumably Duke Hexenwald. He had a
thin, cruel, hawk-like face and a curving nose, as well as that black beard.
Finally, the guards dragged the witch to the bridge. They flung her down before the Duke’s
steed. It whinnied and shifted, turning in circles.
‘See how even beasts fear them!’ Duke Hexenwald called out in a ringing voice. Even as the
horse paced nervously in circles the duke kept his venomous eyes on the pathetic heap of
humanity before him. ‘These men,’ he added, with a gesture at the witch-hunters, who
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preened themselves, ‘these men found her, found this witch! Crops have failed, babies have
died, calves have been stillborn: all because of this witch’s malignancy!’
The crowd rumbled angrily. Karatheris and his students watched in silence, Karatheris
himself nodding slowly.
‘Now let justice be seen to be done!’ Duke Hexenwald bellowed.
Two guards came forward with a rope and stone weights. They tied the weights to the
crumpled old woman, then dragged her to her feet. She staggered.
‘Look at them,’ Norman said bitterly.
‘What?’ hissed Percy. Norman indicated the watching townsfolk. On their faces Percy saw
hate, anger... pleasure. Blood-lust. Gloating. Relief.
The two guards took the old woman by her armpits and dragged her to the edge of the bridge.
They let go of her, and she tottered. The crowd fell silent. The sun was setting over the
western forests. Seizing her by her arms the guards flung her over the edge.
Percy heard a dull splash. The silence went on, and all that could be heard was the wind
moaning around the rooftops and the palisade.
Duke Hexenwald sawed at his horse’s reins, turned, and led the procession back to the castle.
Now that the brief ceremony was over, Percy wanted to be sick. He could see Norman was
outraged by the experience. Gerald’s face was blank. Brian was rubbing himself excitedly,
Percy didn’t want to know where.
‘That was cool,’ Brian muttered. ‘That was fucking cool!’
‘Shut up, Brian,’ Norman said.
‘Those guys got paid shitloads of cash for catching the witch,’ said Gerald thoughtfully. ‘All
we have to know is how to hunt them. I wonder what the trick is?’
‘We’ll find out,’ Percy said. He could see Karatheris gesturing to his students.
‘Back to the old oak tree,’ the retired witch-hunter told them, as the crowd dispersed.
They gathered in the tree’s shade. By now, the town square was gloomy. Lanterns burned
outside taverns and inns, but much of the place was dark and shadow-hung. The castle itself
loomed over the town, blacker than night apart from a few slit-like windows which glowed
red with torchlight. They resembled the eyes of a wolf. Percy imagined the Duke feasting in
his great hall with the witch-hunters as honoured guests.
‘Not every lesson begins with such an opportune demonstration,’ Karatheris said. Now he
sounded calm, relaxed, authoritative. ‘Such is the fate of those misguided souls who make
pacts with the diabolic powers in return for the ability to cast curses and avenge themselves
on their enemies... yes?’
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Norman had put his hand up. Everyone looked at him and he flushed nervously. ‘I... I just
wanted to say, maybe if society didn’t treat them so badly, maybe they wouldn’t want to
curse people... I think that’s important... Er.’ He sat down abruptly, his face bright red.
‘No, no, that’s a good point,’ Karatheris said, shaking his head. ‘These poor old women,
alienated from society... Perhaps that’s what turns them to evil. What they are unable to gain
normally they compensate for with the powers that come from congress with demons. And
once they have done that, there is no turning back. They become suffused with evil. They
become scavengers of souls. And they are on the rise. That is why the duchy is beset with
witchcraft.’
‘I heard that all the witches meet at the old Stone Altar deep in the forest,’ said one of the
bumpkins.
Karatheris nodded. ‘That’s what the stories say. They meet under the waning moon. So it is
said.’
The sun had set long ago, and the moon sailed on high. Percy looked up at it. Surely it was
waning now? It had been full a few nights back.
‘If you know so much about witches,’ Gerald called, ‘why are you so unsure?’
Karatheris smiled. ‘People have gone to the Stone Altar to spy on the witches,’ he said, ‘but
none have returned. I have no wish to risk my life for the sake of satisfying curiosity. I’ve
dedicated myself to combating witchcraft. Until I retired, I was responsible for bringing in a
third or more of the witches executed here. Now, even after retiring richly rewarded for my
efforts, I show my successors the way. The secret.’
‘And you’ll tell us that secret, right?’ said the woman with the white streak in her hair.
Karatheris laughed now. ‘Of course! I’ve taken your money; now I’ll teach you the secrets of
the craft. But first you need to understand the legal framework.’
Percy looked at Gerald. ‘There’s laws involved?’ Gerald boggled.
‘Firstly, in order to hunt witches in accordance with the laws of the duchy, it is necessary to
obtain a licence from the Duke. There will be a fee for this, naturally...’
‘What?’ Percy muttered.
‘… and it is a mandatory requirement that this licence be renewed quarterly. However, once
you satisfy the requirements of charter-mark status,’ Karatheris went on, ‘the licence fee will
be reduced to a minimal payment...’
‘So how do you get charter-mark status?’ Percy called. Brian was idly poking the ground
with the tip of his bastard sword, clearly bored. Norman was sitting glumly with his arms
folded. Even Gerald was starting to fidget. When would Karatheris get on with it?
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‘Once the Duke is satisfied that you are of sufficiently high standard as ‘hunters,’ Karatheris
told him. ‘On average, four witch-kills per month.
‘You must also purchase official witch-hunting gear, the boots, the slouch hats, and most
important of all, the catch-poles; which can be obtained from the ducal stores in town for
cash or on hire-purchase...’
‘This is just one big rip-off!’ Brian shouted in anger. ‘The Duke wants to get money off us,
that’s all it’s about!’
‘It does sound larcenous,’ said the woman with the white streak. ‘Do we need all this to catch
witches?’
‘To do so within the law, yes,’ said Karatheris. ‘And if you are not registered, you won’t
receive the rich bounty the duke pays for each witch delivered to his castle.’
‘Okay, okay,’ said Gerald impatiently. ‘But how do we go about hunting witches? How do
we know who’s a witch and who isn’t?’
Karatheris grinned slyly. ‘Now that you know the legal framework, I’m going to let you in on
a secret of the craft. The only secret, in fact. You’ll hear stories about witch-marks, points on
the body that are immune to pain, where a demon pricked the witch in the course of their
filthy rituals. You’ll hear that witches have a third nipple for suckling their familiar, a
demonic servitor in the form of a black cat or other animal...’
‘I’ve heard that,’ said White Streak.
Karatheris shook his head. ‘The secret is; there is no way of knowing. Witches cannot be
recognised. They could be all around us. It’s quite possible that some of you are witches...’
‘Maybe you are!’ said Norman.
Karatheris laughed dismissively. ‘What matters is that people fear witches, and they want to
see justice done. The secret of the craft is to find a place where witchcraft is rife, and find
someone who looks like a witch. An old woman, maybe, who can’t fight back, has no friends
to defend her, lives on her own, perhaps has a black cat. Once you have accused her of
witchcraft, you can take her property, such as it is.
‘Take her back to the castle, give her property over to the duke’s officers, take your bounty,
and you’ll have taken your first step on the road to becoming a fully chartered ‘hunter.’ He
smiled as they began to mutter amongst themselves, and picked up his parchments abruptly.
‘There is very little else to it. Witch-hunting is simple, yet profitable. Here endeth the lesson.
Goodbye and good luck.’
The younger man rose from where he had been sitting and said, ‘Karatheris has spoken. The
teaching is at an end. Disperse, please.’
The students began to do so. Some of them looked puzzled, others angry. All were talking
loudly. White Streak and her lanky friend smiled to themselves as they walked away.
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The four adventurers sat down on a low wall at the edge of the square. It was night by now
and a chill wind was blowing. For quite a while, none of them spoke.
Gerald looked at the others. ‘Is it just me... or is this going to be easy?’
‘Piece of piss!’ said Brian.
Percy nodded. He had been bored at first, then dismayed. But the weight on his heart lifted
when he realised it would be so simple.
‘We just have to find an area where there’s been signs of witchcraft, find someone who fits
the bill, take them back to the castle, take the money and get on our way as soon as we’ve got
enough to travel in style...!’
He broke off in surprise as Norman leapt to his feet and rounded on them all.
‘No!’ he exclaimed. ‘We can’t do this! We can’t just accuse an old lady of witchcraft like
those men did before, have her killed even when she’s innocent...’
Gerald got up. ‘What do you suggest? Don’t go getting squeamish! You know we need the
money if we ‘re going to get to Ogres’ Gate. Here’s an easy way of doing it, once we’ve cut
through all the red tape.’
‘No,’ Norman insisted.
‘What do you want us to do, then?’ Percy asked wearily.
Norman was silent for a moment. Then he said, ‘We’ll do it. But when we hunt, we’ll hunt
for real witches. If there’s witchcraft, we find out who did it, and hunt them down.’
Gerald folded his arms. ‘And how do we do that?’ he demanded. Norman stared back.
He didn’t seem to have an answer.
CONTINUES NEXT WEEK
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OXYGEN by Steven Havelock
Jane was on her way to work. Crap! I’m going to be late again.
As she rushed down the street she saw something. Oh my God! A beggar! I don’t think I’ve
ever seen one before.
She stopped her headlong rush to get to work.
“What happened to you?” she said to the old woman on the sidewalk.
“I was going to get my emergency supply of oxygen and my car broke down.”
Jane looked at her watch again. Crap! I’m going to be really, really late!
“Please help me,” said the old woman.”
Something about the woman tugged at Jane’s heart.
“Here, take this,” said Jane handing the old woman her spare oxygen bottle.
“Thank you! Thank you so, so much!”
Jane headed for work.

“Jane, you’re late again.”
“Sorry, Mr Kent.”
“No need to be sorry, Jane. You’re fired!”
“What? No! God, please? Where will I get my oxygen from?”
“Get it from wherever you like. It’s not the 20th Century when oxygen grew on trees, you
know.” He smiled a cold callous smile. “I’m stopping your oxygen as from now.”
“Mr Kent, you can’t! I don’t have enough oxygen to make it home to my emergency supply!”
“You should have thought of that before you were late.”
Jane left the office in tears, carrying her nearly empty bottle of oxygen. I got to call Garry.
She dialled the number on her mobile.
“Hi mum, how are you?”
“Not good, Garry, I been sacked and I don’t have enough oxygen to get to my emergency
supply at home.”
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“What happened to your spare emergency supply?”
“You won’t believe this, but I gave it to a beggar.”
“You did what? Why?”
“I’m sorry, Garry, I made a mistake.”
“A beggar? Not heard of one of them before.” They all died out at the beginning of the new
century when the trees stopped growing.
“I know...It was stupid and I regret it so, so much now.” She took a deep breath and a tear
rolled down her cheek. She paused to wipe away the tear then continued. “It was my spare
emergency supply. I don’t have another with me and I’m running dangerously low.”
“I can meet you at Sue’s diner in forty minutes, if you can get there, I should have a large
bottle of spare oxygen which should be enough to get you home to your emergency supply.”
Jane stared at the small bottle of oxygen she was holding. I should just have enough to make
there.
“Okay, thanks a million! See you there in forty minutes.”
“Okay, see you then.”
Jane walked as fast as she could, trying to hold her breath and only breathe when she had to.
My oxygen is now at 900 millilitres, I’ll pay the bus 500 millilitres and should just have
enough to make it to Sue’s diner.
A few minutes later Sue was at the bus stop. Come on! You stupid blasted bus where are you.
She looked at the small bottle of oxygen in her hands. It’s going down way to fast! My heart’s
pumping like no tomorrow, and I feel so sweaty.
Eventually she saw the bus in the distance. Flipping come on!
A few minutes later the bus pulled up. Jane boarded and attempted to pay, by holding her
oxygen bottle over the ‘oxygen meter’ on the bus.
“Sorry, lady. You need five hundred millilitres of oxygen to catch this bus and you only have
four hundred.”
“What? Oh God no!” Panic gripped her. “It was three hundred yesterday!”
“Price has gone up.”
Jane turned to look at the other occupants on the bus. “Please…Please…somebody help me?”
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No reaction at all. The other passengers just turned their heads away. Then Jane saw the old
lady. “I gave you my emergency supply.”
The old lady looked at Jane as if Jane wasn’t there. Nothing, no note of acknowledgementnot even a whimper…nothing...
Scammer! I’ve been scammed. That old lady never had a car!
“You can’t pay. Get off the bus, lady.”
“Please…”
A stern menacing look.
“Off, lady.”
Jane stepped off the bus.
My oxygen is now at three hundred, I’m never going to make it.
Jane dialled her son. Garry answered. “Garry! I can’t make it to Sue’s, I didn’t have enough
oxygen to pay the driver,”
“Where are you, mum?” She heard the fear and tension in his voice. Jane gave her location.
“Hold tight, mum, I will be there as soon as I can.”
Jane sat down on the sidewalk and stared at the little bottle of oxygen in her hands slowly
depleting.

I feel dizzy, like I’m going to pass out.
The sun was setting. Jane stared at the orangey glow, marvelling at its beauty. She saw a bus
in the distance and knew that Garry was on it.
The bus came nearer and nearer. The bus was now about forty metres away. Jane collapsed.
A few moments later the bus stopped.
“Mum! Mum!” screamed Garry. He pulled her old oxygen bottle of her and in its place put
new full bottle. “Mum! Please…. Please wake up!”
THE END
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NÁBRÓK by Mathias Jansson
On his deathbed
the old magician Sote
gave his permission
to the young servant Sweyn
Two days later Sweyn dug up the corpse
skinned the body
and made a pair of necropants
He painted his forehead with blood
secret runes from Loki’s book
and started his long journey
descending down to Hel
invisible to the dead and immortals
In the kingdom of shadows
he searched for days
until he found
the three Norns sitting in their cave
deciding over life and death
Like a thief Sweyn stole
a thread from Skuld’s bundle
and made himself a bow
The legend still speaks of Sweyn
invisible and immortal warrior
whose arrows seek
for days their enemies
and never miss their targets.
THE END
Return to Contents
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SUPERNATURAL HORROR IN LITERATURE by HP Lovecraft
II. The Dawn of the Horror-Tale
As may naturally be expected of a form so closely connected with primal emotion, the horrortale is as old as human thought and speech themselves.
Cosmic terror appears as an ingredient of the earliest folklore of all races, and is crystallised
in the most archaic ballads, chronicles, and sacred writings. It was, indeed, a prominent
feature of the elaborate ceremonial magic, with its rituals for the evocation of daemons and
spectres, which flourished from prehistoric times, and which reached its highest development
in Egypt and the Semitic nations. Fragments like the Book of Enoch and the Claviculae of
Solomon well illustrate the power of the weird over the ancient Eastern mind, and upon such
things were based enduring systems and traditions whose echoes extend obscurely even to the
present time. Touches of this transcendental fear are seen in classic literature, and there is
evidence of its still greater emphasis in a ballad literature which paralleled the classic stream
but vanished for lack of a written medium. The Middle Ages, steeped in fanciful darkness,
gave it an enormous impulse toward expression; and East and West alike were busy
preserving and amplifying the dark heritage, both of random folklore and of academically
formulated magic and cabbalism, which had descended to them. Witch, werewolf, vampire,
and ghoul brooded ominously on the lips of bard and grandam, and needed but little
encouragement to take the final step across the boundary that divides the chanted tale or song
from the formal literary composition. In the Orient, the weird tale tended to assume a
gorgeous colouring and sprightliness which almost transmuted it into sheer phantasy. In the
West, where the mystical Teuton had come down from his black Boreal forests and the Celt
remembered strange sacrifices in Druidic groves, it assumed a terrible intensity and
convincing seriousness of atmosphere which doubled the force of its half-told, half-hinted
horrors.
Much of the power of Western horror-lore was undoubtedly due to the hidden but often
suspected presence of a hideous cult of nocturnal worshippers whose strange customs—
descended from pre-Aryan and pre-agricultural times when a squat race of Mongoloids roved
over Europe with their flocks and herds—were rooted in the most revolting fertility-rites of
immemorial antiquity. This secret religion, stealthily handed down amongst peasants for
thousands of years despite the outward reign of the Druidic, Graeco-Roman, and Christian
faiths in the regions involved, was marked by wild “Witches’ Sabbaths” in lonely woods and
atop distant hills on Walpurgis-Night and Hallowe’en, the traditional breeding-seasons of the
goats and sheep and cattle; and became the source of vast riches of sorcery-legend, besides
provoking extensive witchcraft- prosecutions of which the Salem affair forms the chief
American example. Akin to it in essence, and perhaps connected with it in fact, was the
frightful secret system of inverted theology or Satan-worship which produced such horrors as
the famous “Black Mass”; whilst operating toward the same end we may note the activities of
those whose aims were somewhat more scientific or philosophical—the astrologers,
cabbalists, and alchemists of the Albertus Magnus or Raymond Lully type, with whom such
rude ages invariably abound. The prevalence and depth of the mediaeval horror-spirit in
Europe, intensified by the dark despair which waves of pestilence brought, may be fairly
gauged by the grotesque carvings slyly introduced into much of the finest later Gothic
ecclesiastical work of the time; the daemoniac gargoyles of Notre Dame and Mont St. Michel
being among the most famous specimens. And throughout the period, it must be remembered,
there existed amongst educated and uneducated alike a most unquestioning faith in every
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form of the supernatural; from the gentlest of Christian doctrines to the most monstrous
morbidities of witchcraft and black magic. It was from no empty background that the
Renaissance magicians and alchemists—Nostradamus, Trithemius, Dr. John Dee, Robert
Fludd, and the like—were born.
In this fertile soil were nourished types and characters of sombre myth and legend which
persist in weird literature to this day, more or less disguised or altered by modern technique.
Many of them were taken from the earliest oral sources, and form part of mankind’s
permanent heritage. The shade which appears and demands the burial of its bones, the
daemon lover who comes to bear away his still living bride, the death-fiend or psychopomp
riding the night-wind, the man-wolf, the sealed chamber, the deathless sorcerer—all these
may be found in that curious body of mediaeval lore which the late Mr. Baring-Gould so
effectively assembled in book form. Wherever the mystic Northern blood was strongest, the
atmosphere of the popular tales became most intense; for in the Latin races there is a touch of
basic rationality which denies to even their strangest superstitions many of the overtones of
glamour so characteristic of our own forest-born and ice-fostered whisperings.
Just as all fiction first found extensive embodiment in poetry, so is it in poetry that we first
encounter the permanent entry of the weird into standard literature. Most of the ancient
instances, curiously enough, are in prose; as the werewolf incident in Petronius, the gruesome
passages in Apuleius, the brief but celebrated letter of Pliny the Younger to Sura, and the odd
compilation On Wonderful Events by the Emperor Hadrian’s Greek freedman, Phlegon. It is
in Phlegon that we first find that hideous tale of the corpse-bride, “Philinnion and Machates”,
later related by Proclus and in modern times forming the inspiration of Goethe’s “Bride of
Corinth” and Washington Irving’s “German Student”. But by the time the old Northern myths
take literary form, and in that later time when the weird appears as a steady element in the
literature of the day, we find it mostly in metrical dress; as indeed we find the greater part of
the strictly imaginative writing of the Middle Ages and Renaissance. The Scandinavian
Eddas and Sagas thunder with cosmic horror, and shake with the stark fear of Ymir and his
shapeless spawn; whilst our own Anglo-Saxon Beowulf and the later Continental Nibelung
tales are full of eldritch weirdness. Dante is a pioneer in the classic capture of macabre
atmosphere, and in Spenser’s stately stanzas will be seen more than a few touches of fantastic
terror in landscape, incident, and character. Prose literature gives us Malory’s Morte
d’Arthur, in which are presented many ghastly situations taken from early ballad sources—
the theft of the sword and silk from the corpse in Chapel Perilous by Sir Launcelot, the ghost
of Sir Gawaine, and the tomb-fiend seen by Sir Galahad—whilst other and cruder specimens
were doubtless set forth in the cheap and sensational “chapbooks” vulgarly hawked about and
devoured by the ignorant. In Elizabethan drama, with its Dr. Faustus, the witches in Macbeth,
the ghost in Hamlet, and the horrible gruesomeness of Webster, we may easily discern the
strong hold of the daemoniac on the public mind; a hold intensified by the very real fear of
living witchcraft, whose terrors, first wildest on the Continent, begin to echo loudly in
English ears as the witch-hunting crusades of James the First gain headway. To the lurking
mystical prose of the ages is added a long line of treatises on witchcraft and daemonology
which aid in exciting the imagination of the reading world.
Through the seventeenth and into the eighteenth century we behold a growing mass of
fugitive legendry and balladry of darksome cast; still, however, held down beneath the
surface of polite and accepted literature. Chapbooks of horror and weirdness multiplied, and
we glimpse the eager interest of the people through fragments like Defoe’s “Apparition of
Mrs. Veal”, a homely tale of a dead woman’s spectral visit to a distant friend, written to
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advertise covertly a badly selling theological disquisition on death. The upper orders of
society were now losing faith in the supernatural, and indulging in a period of classic
rationalism. Then, beginning with the translations of Eastern tales in Queen Anne’s reign and
taking definite form toward the middle of the century, comes the revival of romantic
feeling—the era of new joy in Nature, and in the radiance of past times, strange scenes, bold
deeds, and incredible marvels. We feel it first in the poets, whose utterances take on new
qualities of wonder, strangeness, and shuddering. And finally, after the timid appearance of a
few weird scenes in the novels of the day—such as Smollett’s Adventures of Ferdinand,
Count Fathom—the released instinct precipitates itself in the birth of a new school of writing;
the “Gothic” school of horrible and fantastic prose fiction, long and short, whose literary
posterity is destined to become so numerous, and in many cases so resplendent in artistic
merit. It is, when one reflects upon it, genuinely remarkable that weird narration as a fixed
and academically recognised literary form should have been so late of final birth. The
impulse and atmosphere are as old as man, but the typical weird tale of standard literature is a
child of the eighteenth century.
CONTINUES NEXT WEEK
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THE WOLVES OF CERNOGRATZ by Saki
“Are they any old legends attached to the castle?” asked Conrad of his sister. Conrad was a
prosperous Hamburg merchant, but he was the one poetically-dispositioned member of an
eminently practical family.
The Baroness Gruebel shrugged her plump shoulders.
“There are always legends hanging about these old places. They are not difficult to invent and
they cost nothing. In this case there is a story that when any one dies in the castle all the dogs
in the village and the wild beasts in forest howl the night long. It would not be pleasant to
listen to, would it?”
“It would be weird and romantic,” said the Hamburg merchant.
“Anyhow, it isn’t true,” said the Baroness complacently; “since we bought the place we have
had proof that nothing of the sort happens. When the old mother-in-law died last springtime
we all listened, but there was no howling. It is just a story that lends dignity to the place
without costing anything.”
“The story is not as you have told it,” said Amalie, the grey old governess. Everyone turned
and looked at her in astonishment. She was wont to sit silent and prim and faded in her place
at table, never speaking unless someone spoke to her, and there were few who troubled
themselves to make conversation with her. To-day a sudden volubility had descended on her;
she continued to talk, rapidly and nervously, looking straight in front of her and seeming to
address no one in particular.
“It is not when any one dies in the castle that the howling is heard. It was when one of the
Cernogratz family died here that the wolves came from far and near and howled at the edge
of the forest just before the death hour. There were only a few couple of wolves that had their
lairs in this part of the forest, but at such a time the keepers say there would be scores of
them, gliding about in the shadows and howling in chorus, and the dogs of the castle and the
village and all the farms round would bay and howl in fear and anger at the wolf chorus, and
as the soul of the dying one left its body a tree would crash down in the park. That is what
happened when a Cernogratz died in his family castle. But for a stranger dying here, of
course no wolf would howl and no tree would fall. Oh, no.”
There was a note of defiance, almost of contempt, in her voice as she said the last words. The
well-fed, much-too-well-dressed Baroness stared angrily at the dowdy old woman who had
come forth from her usual and seemly position of effacement to speak so disrespectfully.
“You seem to know quite a lot about the von Cernogratz legends, Fraulein Schmidt,” she said
sharply; “I did not know that family histories were among the subjects you are supposed to be
proficient in.”
The answer to her taunt was even more unexpected and astonishing than the conversational
outbreak which had provoked it.
“I am a von Cernogratz myself,” said the old woman, “that is why I know the family history.”
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“You a von Cernogratz? You!” came in an incredulous chorus.
“When we became very poor,” she explained, “and I had to go out and give teaching lessons,
I took another name; I thought it would be more in keeping. But my grandfather spent much
of his time as a boy in this castle, and my father used to tell me many stories about it, and, of
course, I knew all the family legends and stories. When one has nothing left to one but
memories, one guards and dusts them with especial care. I little thought when I took service
with you that I should one day come with you to the old home of my family. I could wish it
had been anywhere else.”
There was silence when she finished speaking, and then the Baroness turned the conversation
to a less embarrassing topic than family histories. But afterwards, when the old governess had
slipped away quietly to her duties, there arose a clamour of derision and disbelief.
“It was an impertinence,” snapped out the Baron, his protruding eyes taking on a scandalised
expression; “fancy the woman talking like that at our table. She almost told us we were
nobodies, and I don’t believe a word of it. She is just Schmidt and nothing more. She has
been talking to some of the peasants about the old Cernogratz family, and raked up their
history and their stories.”
“She wants to make herself out of some consequence,” said the Baroness; “she knows she
will soon be past work and she wants to appeal to our sympathies. Her grandfather, indeed!”
The Baroness had the usual number of grandfathers, but she never, never boasted about them.
“I dare say her grandfather was a pantry boy or something of the sort in the castle,” sniggered
the Baron; “that part of the story may be true.”
The merchant from Hamburg said nothing; he had seen tears in the old woman’s eyes when
she spoke of guarding her memories--or, being of an imaginative disposition, he thought he
had.
“I shall give her notice to go as soon as the New Year festivities are over,” said the Baroness;
“till then I shall be too busy to manage without her.”
But she had to manage without her all the same, for in the cold biting weather after
Christmas, the old governess fell ill and kept to her room.
“It is most provoking,” said the Baroness, as her guests sat round the fire on one of the last
evenings of the dying year; “all the time that she has been with us I cannot remember that she
was ever seriously ill, too ill to go about and do her work, I mean. And now, when I have the
house full, and she could be useful in so many ways, she goes and breaks down. One is sorry
for her, of course, she looks so withered and shrunken, but it is intensely annoying all the
same.”
“Most annoying,” agreed the banker’s wife, sympathetically; “it is the intense cold, I expect,
it breaks the old people up. It has been unusually cold this year.”
“The frost is the sharpest that has been known in December for many years,” said the Baron.
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“And, of course, she is quite old,” said the Baroness; “I wish I had given her notice some
weeks ago, then she would have left before this happened to her. Why, Wappi, what is the
matter with you?”
The small, woolly lapdog had leapt suddenly down from its cushion and crept shivering
under the sofa. At the same moment an outburst of angry barking came from the dogs in the
castle-yard, and other dogs could be heard yapping and barking in the distance.
“What is disturbing the animals?” asked the Baron.
And then the humans, listening intently, heard the sound that had roused the dogs to their
demonstrations of fear and rage; heard a long-drawn whining howl, rising and falling,
seeming at one moment leagues away, at others sweeping across the snow until it appeared to
come from the foot of the castle walls. All the starved, cold misery of a frozen world, all the
relentless hunger-fury of the wild, blended with other forlorn and haunting melodies to which
one could give no name, seemed concentrated in that wailing cry.
“Wolves!” cried the Baron.
Their music broke forth in one raging burst, seeming to come from everywhere.
“Hundreds of wolves,” said the Hamburg merchant, who was a man of strong imagination.
Moved by some impulse which she could not have explained, the Baroness left her guests and
made her way to the narrow, cheerless room where the old governess lay watching the hours
of the drying year slip by. In spite of the biting cold of the winter night, the window stood
open. With a scandalised exclamation on her lips, the Baroness rushed forward to close it.
“Leave it open,” said the old woman in a voice that for all its weakness carried an air of
command such as the Baroness had never heard before from her lips.
“But you will die of cold!” she expostulated.
“I am dying in any case,” said the voice, “and I want to hear their music. They have come
from far and wide to sing the death-music of my family. It is beautiful that they have come; I
am the last von Cernogratz that will die in our old castle, and they have come to sing to me.
Hark, how loud they are calling!”
The cry of the wolves rose on the still winter air and floated round the castle walls in longdrawn piercing wails; the old woman lay back on her couch with a look of long-delayed
happiness on her face.
“Go away,” she said to the Baroness; “I am not lonely any more. I am one of a great old
family . . . “
“I think she is dying,” said the Baroness when she had rejoined her guests; “I suppose we
must send for a doctor. And that terrible howling! Not for much money would I have such
death-music.”
“That music is not to be bought for any amount of money,” said Conrad.
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“Hark! What is that other sound?” asked the Baron, as a noise of splitting and crashing was
heard.
It was a tree falling in the park.
There was a moment of constrained silence, and then the banker’s wife spoke.
“It is the intense cold that is splitting the trees. It is also the cold that has brought the wolves
out in such numbers. It is many years since we have had such a cold winter.”
The Baroness eagerly agreed that the cold was responsible for these things. It was the cold of
the open window, too, which caused the heart failure that made the doctor’s ministrations
unnecessary for the old Fraulein. But the notice in the newspapers looked very well-“On December 29th, at Schloss Cernogratz, Amalie von Cernogratz, for many years the
valued friend of Baron and Baroness Gruebel.”
THE END
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THE BATTLE FOR CALLISTO by Gregory KH Bryant
Episode Twenty-Nine
Yamir was vastly relieved to see the “Bellerophon” pull away, and leave his ship in peace.
“This battle is over,” he said to those who accompanied him on the bridge of the “Reliant”.
“That idiot Turhan Mot bungled it all.”
The bridge of the “Reliant” was a small space, permitting only, at most, a half dozen people
to occupy it at a time. Two hatches allowed entry or egress. The space was masterful in its
efficiency. The deck was clear of everything not strictly devoted to the command of the ship
and its operations. Bulkheads were uncluttered. Only but scanners, visiscreens and equipment
necessary for instant communications to the rest of the ship
He paused, studying the ruins of the “Grand Marquis” that his ship was still towing. There
was the nose, the bridge, and the fore of the ship, amounting to nearly a third of the hull
barely preserved from the battle. The Landing Bay, and all parts of the ship behind it were
gone, smouldering yet upon the deserts of Callisto.
“Let us see if that fool is still cowering on the bridge of his ship,” Yamir said. The
communications officer tried for several long minutes to raise a signal from the “Grand
Marquis”. No response.
“Scan those ruins,” Yamir ordered. “Let us see if anything lives within.”
The scan, completed in seconds, revealed a single energy source within the ruined hull of the
“Grand Marquis” of the kind that was associated with a living form.
Yamir raised his eyebrows in surprise, as did his lieutenants on the bridge of the “Reliant”.
“Only but a single survivor?” he asked, generally. There was no response from his crew.
Yamir ordered a squad of three into their EVA suits.
“Bring that one back to us,” he said. “That one who lives. Whether it is Turhan Mot, or only
but the ship’s cat, if, indeed, the coward Turhan Mot ever permitted himself the indulgence of
one. We shall learn from whomever it is, how and why Turhan Mot led us to this trap, and
then abandoned us.”
“Aye, my captain,” came the response.
Two men and one woman donned their EVA suits. Once outside the airlock of the “Reliant”,
they tethered themselves to the ship, and with the assistance of small jets mounted in their
suits, they manoeuvred their way toward the darkened hulk of the ruined “Grand Marquis”.
Finding their way into the ship was a matter of little trouble, as the wall separating the
Landing Bay from the fore of the ship was gone. Beyond it, emergency doors had
immediately closed off the passageway leading to the bridge of the ruined ship.
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Working their way through the airlocks in the doors, they came at last to the ruined bridge of
the “Grand Marquis”.
There they found Tu Hit, pilot of the “Grand Marquis” still at his station. The controls of the
ship were long dead. He had been abandoned by his commander, Turhan Mot, and by all his
fellows, those who were not killed in battle. Yet still, Tu Hit refused to leave his post.
His loyalty, after all, was not to Turhan Mot, nor Mokem Bet, nor the crew that manned the
“Grand Marquis”, nor even to the quasi-nation, the culture of the Scroungers. No, his loyalty,
all of it, was devoted to the “Grand Marquis” herself. It was the ship that he loved, and the
“Grand Marquis” was the only thing he had ever loved.
He kept his post, at the wheel of the “Grand Marquis”, holding on to it so he would not drift
weightlessly, as Yamir’s squad, still in the EVA suits, approached. He did not recognize
Yamir’s crew. Did their approach herald Tu Hit’s death, or his succour? He knew only that
the ruins of the “Grand Marquis” had been towed away from the battle. And though he
guessed that only Yamir would have had any interest in preserving the wreckage, or any
survivors within, he could not know it.
He stood slightly over six feet tall, a man of stocky build, one who sweated freely. His bald
head was decorated with a series of tiger stripes, running parallel from the back of his neck,
and taper off, just above the heavy ridge of his eyebrows.
That is how Yamir’s squad saw him, as he kept his position by the wheel of the “Grand
Marquis”. The leader of the squad removed the helmet from his EVA suit, so Tu Hit could
see his face. Tu Hit instantly recognized the squad leader as one of Yamir’s people. The
tattoos on his cheeks and forehead instantly confirmed his status among the Scroungers.
“Who are you?” the squad leader asked.
“I am Tu Hit,” he said. “Pilot of the “Grand Marquis”.”
“Is there anyone else alive on this ship?”
Tu Hit shook his head.
“I do not know.”
“Where is Turhan Mot?”
Tu Hit hesitated for the briefest moment.
The man standing next to the squad commander spoke up.
“Perhaps Yamir would prefer to interrogate this man in his own manner.”
“Yeah, you’re right,” the squad commander admitted. Turning back to Tu Hit, he asked, “We
gotta get ya back to the “Reliant”. What about your escape pods?”
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“All destroyed in battle,” Tu Hit answered.
“Okay,” the squad commander said. “We got ya covered.”
He opened a pocket on his belt, and from it he pulled a small packet that fit neatly in the palm
of his hand. Then he peeled away a portion from the corner of the packet. Pinching it between
his thumb and forefinger, he waved the packet in the air. With but one shake, the packet
expanded into an eight-foot long thermal blanket. Aluminium in colour, it gleamed in the
darkness of the ruined bridge.
With another swift gesture, the squad commander opened the blanket into a pouch.
“Step on in,” he said to Tu Hit. “We’ll carry you over.”
Tu Hit hesitated. He cast one swift glance over his beloved bridge.
“My ship...” he said.
“We’re not taking you away from your ship,” the squad leader answered, his annoyance
plain. It was only because he was himself a Scrounger that Tu Hit was afforded this much
patience from his fellows. Had he not been a Scrounger, the act of defiance implicit in that
moment’s hesitation would have meant Tu Hit’s instant death.
“Yamir wants to ask you some questions. Over there, you can get a good look at your ship.
It’s been beat up bad. Nothing but the nose left of it. Everything sternwise of this right here
(and he tapped on the bulkhead to make his point) is busted up and smouldering away on
Callisto. “
Tu Hit was stunned. He had guessed that the “Grand Marquis” had been very seriously
damaged in battle, but even his worst fears paled against the reality.
“... gone?’ he only managed to whisper to himself, as he compliantly stepped into the thermal
pouch the squad commander proffered to him.
After securing the thermal pouch, the squad leader grasped a handle on one side of it, while
the second crewman picked up a handle on the opposite side of the pouch. Between the two
of them, and with the third squad leading them through the darkened wreckage, they were
able to bundle Tu Hit out of the “Grand Marquis”, and into the “Reliant” Nearly transparent,
the thermal pouch allowed Tu Hit a gauzy, aluminium-tinted view of the wreckage he was
leaving behind.
And though he had been stunned before, when the squad leader told him of the extent of the
damage done to the “Grand Marquis”, even having that foreknowledge could not prepare him
from the reality that met his eyes.
Yes. Gone. Three quarters of the ship was gone.
Tu Hit’s mind was numb. He could think of no words, but only stared, dumb and speechless
at the smouldering remnants of what had been, only hours before, one of the most beautiful
ships plying the skies between Mars and Jupiter.
37

Turning his head away from the sight, Tu Hit saw the “Reliant”, as they approached it. A
series of metal spheres arranged in the shape of a pyramid, the “Reliant” was a trading ship.
Yamir, the commander, often carried legitimate cargoes between Earth, Mars and the
asteroids. Nor did he consider himself a Scrounger. In his mind, he was an independent and
quite legitimate business man, one who was willing to do trade with sometimes dangerous
people that others in his trade avoided.
Moments later, Tu Hit, escorted by Yamir’s squad arrived at one of the outer airlocks of the
“Reliant”. And twenty minutes after that, they were inside the ship. Once they were all out of
their EVA sits, the squad commander simply barked “This way” to Tu Hit, then he spun on
his heel and strode briskly through a set of doors and down a narrow, brightly lit hallway.
Tu Hit followed. Behind him came the other two members of the squad. After marching
through various curved and bewildering hallways, and up a series of moving ladders that
carried them through several decks, they came at last to a single doorway.
The squad leader announced himself through an intercom mounted next to the door, below a
small visiscreen. An adjutant peered through a surveillance camera at the group assembled
outside the door. He recognized everyone but Tu Hit.
“Whozat?” he demanded.
“Yamir himself commanded us to bring this person back from the “Grand Marquis”. We are
carrying out his command.”
“Awrite,” the adjutant answered. “I’ll talk to the boss.”
The visiscreen went blue.
A moment passed, and then the visiscreen lit up again.
The adjutant.
“Yeah, bring ‘im in.”
“All right.”
The squad leader hissed in Tu Hit’s ear.
“You are about to be ushered into the presence of Yamir. Yamir is a great man. This is a
great honour to you. Know your place. Do not speak, except to answer any question the great
Yamir may put to you. When you answer him, answer him completely and briefly. Do not
offer him your views or opinions or beliefs. Tell him only that which is factual and true. And
nothing else. Beware, and be aware that you are not of his class, and anything that you may
presume to say to him unbidden he will take, only as an impertinence. Or an insult. And that
will mean your head. Do you understand?”
“Yes,” Tu Hit said. “I do.” He was untroubled by the squad leader’s warnings. They were
much less onerous than the restraints put on him by the faithless Turhan Mot. Indeed,
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Yamir’s demands were even negligible, especially coming after the absurd and always
vindictive commands of his missing commander.
The door to the bridge opened. Beyond it, in a brightly lit cabin, Tu Hit could clearly see the
forms of half a dozen men and women, all of them staring at him baldly and frankly.
The squad leader placed a hand at the small of Tu Hit’s back and pushed him forward.
“This is Yamir, our commander,” he said. “Answer his questions and mind your manners.”
CONTINUES NEXT WEEK
Carter Ward’s earlier adventures, along with those of other interplanetary rogues, are
chronicled in Warlords of the Asteroid Belt and Deep Space Dogfights.
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THE MYSTERIOUS ISLAND by Jules Verne
Part 3. The Secret of the Island
Chapter 15
The colonists, warned by the engineer, left their work and gazed in silence at the summit of
Mount Franklin.
The volcano had awoke, and the vapor had penetrated the mineral layer heaped at the bottom
of the crater. But would the subterranean fires provoke any violent eruption? This was an
event which could not be foreseen. However, even while admitting the possibility of an
eruption, it was not probable that the whole of Lincoln Island would suffer from it. The flow
of volcanic matter is not always disastrous, and the island had already undergone this trial, as
was shown by the streams of lava hardened on the northern slopes of the mountain. Besides,
from the shape of the crater—the opening broken in the upper edge—the matter would be
thrown to the side opposite the fertile regions of the island.
However, the past did not necessarily answer for the future. Often, at the summit of
volcanoes, the old craters close and new ones open. This had occurred in the two
hemispheres—at Etna, Popocatepetl, at Orizabaand on the eve of an eruption there is
everything to be feared. In fact, an earthquake—a phenomenon which often accompanies
volcanic eruption—is enough to change the interior arrangement of a mountain, and to open
new outlets for the burning lava.
Cyrus Harding explained these things to his companions, and, without exaggerating the state
of things, he told them all the pros and cons. After all, they could not prevent it. It did not
appear likely that Granite House would be threatened unless the ground was shaken by an
earthquake. But the corral would be in great danger should a new crater open in the southern
side of Mount Franklin.
From that day the smoke never disappeared from the top of the mountain, and it could even
be perceived that it increased in height and thickness, without any flame mingling in its heavy
volumes. The phenomenon was still concentrated in the lower part of the central crater.
However, with the fine days work had been continued. The building of the vessel was
hastened as much as possible, and, by means of the waterfall on the shore, Cyrus Harding
managed to establish an hydraulic sawmill, which rapidly cut up the trunks of trees into
planks and joists. The mechanism of this apparatus was as simple as those used in the rustic
sawmills of Norway. A first horizontal movement to move the piece of wood, a second
vertical movement to move the saw—this was all that was wanted; and the engineer
succeeded by means of a wheel, two cylinders, and pulleys properly arranged. Towards the
end of the month of September the skeleton of the vessel, which was to be rigged as a
schooner, lay in the dockyard. The ribs were almost entirely completed, and, all the timbers
having been sustained by a provisional band, the shape of the vessel could already be seen.
The schooner, sharp in the bows, very slender in the after-part, would evidently be suitable
for a long voyage, if wanted; but laying the planking would still take a considerable time.
Very fortunately, the iron work of the pirate brig had been saved after the explosion. From
the planks and injured ribs Pencroft and Ayrton had extracted the bolts and a large quantity of
copper nails. It was so much work saved for the smiths, but the carpenters had much to do.
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Shipbuilding was interrupted for a week for the harvest, the haymaking, and the gathering in
of the different crops on the plateau. This work finished, every moment was devoted to
finishing the schooner. When night came the workmen were really quite exhausted. So as not
to lose any time they had changed the hours for their meals; they dined at twelve o’clock, and
only had their supper when daylight failed them. They then ascended to Granite House, when
they were always ready to go to bed.
Sometimes, however, when the conversation bore on some interesting subject the hour for
sleep was delayed for a time. The colonists then spoke of the future, and talked willingly of
the changes which a voyage in the schooner to inhabited lands would make in their situation.
But always, in the midst of these plans, prevailed the thought of a subsequent return to
Lincoln Island. Never would they abandon this colony, founded with so much labour and
with such success, and to which a communication with America would afford a fresh
impetus. Pencroft and Neb especially hoped to end their days there.
“Herbert,” said the sailor, “you will never abandon Lincoln Island?”
“Never, Pencroft, and especially if you make up your mind to stay there.”
“That was made up long ago, my boy,” answered Pencroft. “I shall expect you. You will
bring me your wife and children, and I shall make jolly chaps of your youngsters!”
“That’s agreed,” replied Herbert, laughing and blushing at the same time.
“And you, Captain Harding,” resumed Pencroft enthusiastically, “you will be still the
governor of the island! Ah, how many inhabitants could it support? Ten thousand at least!”
They talked in this way, allowing Pencroft to run on, and at last the reporter actually started a
newspaper—the New Lincoln Herald!
So is man’s heart. The desire to perform a work which will endure, which will survive him, is
the origin of his superiority over all other living creatures here below. It is this which has
established his dominion, and this it is which justifies it, over all the world.
After that, who knows if Jup and Top had not themselves their little dream of the future.
Ayrton silently said to himself that he would like to see Lord Glenarvan again and show
himself to all restored.
One evening, on the 15th of October, the conversation was prolonged later than usual. It was
nine o’clock. Already, long badly concealed yawns gave warning of the hour of rest, and
Pencroft was proceeding towards his bed, when the electric bell, placed in the dining-room,
suddenly rang.
All were there, Cyrus Harding, Gideon Spilett, Herbert, Ayrton, Pencroft, Neb. Therefore
none of the colonists were at the corral.
Cyrus Harding rose. His companions stared at each other, scarcely believing their ears.

41

“What does that mean?” cried Neb. “Was it the devil who rang it?”
No one answered.
“The weather is stormy,” observed Herbert. “Might not its influence of electricity—”
Herbert did not finish his phrase. The engineer, towards whom all eyes were turned, shook
his head negatively.
“We must wait,” said Gideon Spilett. “If it is a signal, whoever it may be who has made it, he
will renew it.”
“But who do you think it is?” cried Neb.
“Who?” answered Pencroft, “but he—”
The sailor’s sentence was cut short by a new tinkle of the bell.
Harding went to the apparatus, and sent this question to the corral: —
“What do you want?”
A few moments later the needle, moving on the alphabetic dial, gave this reply to the tenants
of Granite House: —
“Come to the corral immediately.”
“At last!” exclaimed Harding.
Yes! At last! The mystery was about to be unveiled. The colonists’ fatigue had disappeared
before the tremendous interest which was about to urge them to the corral, and all wish for
rest had ceased. Without having uttered a word, in a few moments they had left Granite
House, and were standing on the beach. Jup and Top alone were left behind. They could do
without them.
The night was black. The new moon had disappeared at the same time as the sun. As Herbert
had observed, great stormy clouds formed a lowering and heavy vault, preventing any star
rays. A few lightning flashes, reflections from a distant storm, illuminated the horizon.
It was possible that a few hours later the thunder would roll over the island itself. The night
was very threatening.
But however deep the darkness was, it would not prevent them from finding the familiar road
to the corral.
They ascended the left bank of the Mercy, reached the plateau, passed the bridge over Creek
Glycerine, and advanced through the forest.
They walked at a good pace, a prey to the liveliest emotions. There was no doubt but that
they were now going to learn the long-searched-for answer to the enigma, the name of that
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mysterious being, so deeply concerned in their life, so generous in his influence, so powerful
in his action! Must not this stranger have indeed mingled with their existence, have known
the smallest details, have heard all that was said in Granite House, to have been able always
to act in the very nick of time?
Everyone, wrapped up in his own reflections, pressed forward. Under the arch of trees the
darkness was such that even the edge of the road could not be seen. Not a sound in the forest.
Both animals and birds, influenced by the heaviness of the atmosphere, remained motionless
and silent. Not a breath disturbed the leaves. The footsteps of the colonists alone resounded
on the hardened ground.
During the first quarter of an hour the silence was only interrupted by this remark from
Pencroft: —
“We ought to have brought a torch.”
And by this reply from the engineer: —
“We shall find one at the corral.”
Harding and his companions had left Granite House at twelve minutes past nine. At fortyseven minutes past nine they had traversed three out of the five miles which separated the
mouth of the Mercy from the corral.
At that moment sheets of lightning spread over the island and illumined the dark trees. The
flashes dazzled and almost blinded them. Evidently the storm would not be long in bursting
forth.
The flashes gradually became brighter and more rapid. Distant thunder growled in the sky.
The atmosphere was stifling.
The colonists proceeded as if they were urged onwards by some irresistible force.
At ten o’clock a vivid flash showed them the palisade, and as they reached the gate the storm
burst forth with tremendous fury.
In a minute the corral was crossed, and Harding stood before the hut.
Probably the house was occupied by the stranger, since it was from thence that the telegram
had been sent. However, no light shone through the window.
The engineer knocked at the door.
No answer.
Cyrus Harding opened the door, and the settlers entered the room, which was perfectly dark.
A light was struck by Neb, and in a few moments the lantern was lighted and the light thrown
into every corner of the room.
There was no one there. Everything was in the state in which it had been left.
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“Have we been deceived by an illusion?” murmured Cyrus Harding.
No! that was not possible! The telegram had clearly said, —
“Come to the corral immediately.”
They approached the table specially devoted to the use of the wire. Everything was in order—
the pile on the box containing it, as well as all the apparatus.
“Who came here the last time?” asked the engineer.
“I did, captain,” answered Ayrton.
“And that was—”
“Four days ago.”
“Ah! a note!” cried Herbert, pointing to a paper lying on the table.
On this paper were written these words in English: —
“Follow the new wire.”
“Forward!” cried Harding, who understood that the despatch had not been sent from the
corral, but from the mysterious retreat, communicating directly with Granite House by means
of a supplementary wire joined to the old one.
Neb took the lighted lantern, and all left the corral. The storm then burst forth with
tremendous violence. The interval between each lightning-flash and each thunder-clap
diminished rapidly. The summit of the volcano, with its plume of vapor, could be seen by
occasional flashes.
There was no telegraphic communication in any part of the corral between the house and the
palisade; but the engineer, running straight to the first post, saw by the light of a flash a new
wire hanging from the isolator to the ground.
“There it is!” said he.
This wire lay along the ground, and was surrounded with an isolating substance like a
submarine cable, so as to assure the free transmission of the current. It appeared to pass
through the wood and the southern spurs of the mountain, and consequently it ran towards the
west.
“Follow it!” said Cyrus Harding.
And the settlers immediately pressed forward, guided by the wire.
The thunder continued to roar with such violence that not a word could be heard. However,
there was no occasion for speaking, but to get forward as fast as possible.
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Cyrus Harding and his companions then climbed the spur rising between the corral valley and
that of Falls River, which they crossed at its narrowest part. The wire, sometimes stretched
over the lower branches of the trees, sometimes lying on the ground, guided them surely. The
engineer had supposed that the wire would perhaps stop at the bottom of the valley, and that
the stranger’s retreat would be there.
Nothing of the sort. They were obliged to ascend the south-western spur, and re-descend on
that arid plateau terminated by the strangely-wild basalt cliff. From time to time one of the
colonists stooped down and felt for the wire with his hands; but there was now no doubt that
the wire was running directly towards the sea. There, to a certainty, in the depths of those
rocks, was the dwelling so long sought for in vain.
The sky was literally on fire. Flash succeeded flash. Several struck the summit of the volcano
in the midst of the thick smoke. It appeared there as if the mountain was vomiting flame. At a
few minutes to eleven the colonists arrived on the high cliff overlooking the ocean to the
west. The wind had risen. The surf roared 500 feet below.
Harding calculated that they had gone a mile and a half from the corral.
At this point the wire entered among the rocks, following the steep side of a narrow ravine.
The settlers followed it at the risk of occasioning a fall of the slightly-balanced rocks, and
being dashed into the sea. The descent was extremely perilous, but they did not think of the
danger; they were no longer masters of themselves, and an irresistible attraction drew them
towards this mysterious place as the magnet draws iron.
Thus they almost unconsciously descended this ravine, which even in broad daylight would
have been considered impracticable.
The stones rolled and sparkled like fiery balls when they crossed through the gleams of light.
Harding was first—Ayrton last. On they went, step by step. Now they slid over the slippery
rock; then they struggled to their feet and scrambled on.
At last the wire touched the rocks on the beach. The colonists had reached the bottom of the
basalt cliff.
There appeared a narrow ridge, running horizontally and parallel with the sea. The settlers
followed the wire along it. They had not gone a hundred paces when the ridge by a moderate
incline sloped down to the level of the sea.
The engineer seized the wire and found that it disappeared beneath the waves.
His companions were stupefied.
A cry of disappointment, almost a cry of despair, escaped them! Must they then plunge
beneath the water and seek there for some submarine cavern? In their excited state they
would not have hesitated to do it.
The engineer stopped them.
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He led his companions to a hollow in the rocks, and there—
“We must wait,” said he. “The tide is high. At low water the way will be open.”
“But what can make you think-” asked Pencroft.
“He would not have called us if the means had been wanting to enable us to reach him!”
Cyrus Harding spoke in a tone of such thorough conviction that no objection was raised. His
remark, besides, was logical. It was quite possible that an opening, practicable at low water,
though hidden now by the high tide, opened at the foot of the cliff.
There was some time to wait. The colonists remained silently crouching in a deep hollow.
Rain now began to fall in torrents. The thunder was re-echoed among the rocks with a grand
sonorousness.
The colonists’ emotion was great. A thousand strange and extraordinary ideas crossed their
brains, and they expected some grand and superhuman apparition, which alone could come
up to the notion they had formed of the mysterious genius of the island.
At midnight, Harding carrying the lantern, descended to the beach to reconnoitre.
The engineer was not mistaken. The beginning of an immense excavation could be seen
under the water. There the wire, bending at a right angle, entered the yawning gulf.
Cyrus Harding returned to his companions, and said simply, —
“In an hour the opening will be practicable.”
“It is there, then?” said Pencroft.
“Did you doubt it?” returned Harding.
“But this cavern must be filled with water to a certain height,” observed Herbert.
“Either the cavern will be completely dry,” replied Harding, “and in that case we can traverse
it on foot, or it will not be dry, and some means of transport will be put at our disposal.”
An hour passed. All climbed down through the rain to the level of the sea. There was now
eight feet of the opening above the water. It was like the arch of a bridge, under which rushed
the foaming water.
Leaning forward, the engineer saw a black object floating on the water. He drew it towards
him. It was a boat, moored to some interior projection of the cave. This boat was iron-plated.
Two oars lay at the bottom.
“Jump in!” said Harding.
In a moment the settlers were in the boat. Neb and Ayrton took the oars, Pencroft the rudder.
Cyrus Harding in the bows, with the lantern, lighted the way.
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The elliptical roof, under which the boat at first passed, suddenly rose; but the darkness was
too deep, and the light of the lantern too slight, for either the extent, length, height, or depth
of the cave to be ascertained. Solemn silence reigned in this basaltic cavern. Not a sound
could penetrate into it, even the thunder peals could not pierce its thick sides.
Such immense caves exist in various parts of the world, natural crypts dating from the
geological epoch of the globe. Some are filled by the sea; others contain entire lakes in their
sides. Such is Fingal’s Cave, in the island of Staffa, one of the Hebrides; such are the caves of
Morgat, in the bay of Douarnenez, in Brittany, the caves of Bonifacio, in Corsica, those of
Lyse-Fjord, in Norway; such are the immense Mammoth caverns in Kentucky, 500 feet in
height, and more than twenty miles in length! In many parts of the globe, nature has
excavated these caverns, and preserved them for the admiration of man.
Did the cavern which the settlers were now exploring extend to the centre of the island? For a
quarter of an hour the boat had been advancing, making detours, indicated to Pencroft by the
engineer in short sentences, when all at once, —
“More to the right!” he commanded.
The boat, altering its course, came up alongside the right wall. The engineer wished to see if
the wire still ran along the side.
The wire was there fastened to the rock.
“Forward!” said Harding.
And the two oars, plunging into the dark waters, urged the boat onwards.
On they went for another quarter of an hour, and a distance of half-a-mile must have been
cleared from the mouth of the cave, when Harding’s voice was again heard.
“Stop!” said he.
The boat stopped, and the colonists perceived a bright light illuminating the vast cavern, so
deeply excavated in the bowels of the island, of which nothing had ever led them to suspect
the existence.
At a height of a hundred feet rose the vaulted roof, supported on basalt shafts. Irregular
arches, strange mouldings, appeared on the columns erected by nature in thousands from the
first epochs of the formation of the globe. The basalt pillars, fitted one into the other,
measured from forty to fifty feet in height, and the water, calm in spite of the tumult outside,
washed their base. The brilliant focus of light, pointed out by the engineer, touched every
point of rocks, and flooded the walls with light.
By reflection the water reproduced the brilliant sparkles, so that the boat appeared to be
floating between two glittering zones. They could not be mistaken in the nature of the
irradiation thrown from the glowing nucleus, whose clear rays were shattered by all the
angles, all the projections of the cavern. This light proceeded from an electric source, and its
white colour betrayed its origin. It was the sun of this cave, and it filled it entirely.
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At a sign from Cyrus Harding the oars again plunged into the water, causing a regular shower
of gems, and the boat was urged forward towards the light, which was now not more than
half a cable’s length distant.
At this place the breadth of the sheet of water measured nearly 350 feet, and beyond the
dazzling centre could be seen an enormous basaltic wall, blocking up any issue on that side.
The cavern widened here considerably, the sea forming a little lake. But the roof, the side
walls, the end cliff, all the prisms, all the peaks, were flooded with the electric fluid, so that
the brilliancy belonged to them, and as if the light issued from them.
In the centre of the lake a long cigar-shaped object floated on the surface of the water, silent,
motionless. The brilliancy which issued from it escaped from its sides as from two kilns
heated to a white heat. This apparatus, similar in shape to an enormous whale, was about 250
feet long, and rose about ten or twelve above the water.
The boat slowly approached it, Cyrus Harding stood up in the bows. He gazed, a prey to
violent excitement. Then, all at once, seizing the reporter’s arm, —
“It is he! It can only be he!” he cried, “he! —”
Then, falling back on the seat, he murmured a name which Gideon Spilett alone could hear.
The reporter evidently knew this name, for it had a wonderful effect upon him, and he
answered in a hoarse voice, —
“He! an outlawed man!”
“He!” said Harding.
At the engineer’s command the boat approached this singular floating apparatus. The boat
touched the left side, from which escaped a ray of light through a thick glass.
Harding and his companions mounted on the platform. An open hatchway was there. All
darted down the opening.
At the bottom of the ladder was a deck, lighted by electricity. At the end of this deck was a
door, which Harding opened.
A richly-ornamented room, quickly traversed by the colonists, was joined to a library, over
which a luminous ceiling shed a flood of light.
At the end of the library a large door, also shut, was opened by the engineer.
An immense saloon—a sort of museum, in which were heaped up, with all the treasures of
the mineral world, works of art, marvels of industry—appeared before the eyes of the
colonists, who almost thought themselves suddenly transported into a land of enchantment.
Stretched on a rich sofa they saw a man, who did not appear to notice their presence.
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Then Harding raised his voice, and to the extreme surprise of his companions, he uttered
these words, —
“Captain Nemo, you asked for us! We are here. —”
CONTINUES NEXT WEEK
Return to Contents

49

SUBMISSIONS CALL SUBMISSIONS CALL SUBMISSIONS CALL
SUBMISSIONS CALL SUBMISSIONS CALL SUBMISSIONS CALL
Lovecraftiana—the Magazine of Eldritch Horror
Lovecraftiana is a quarterly publication from Rogue Planet Press, with issues coming out
April 30th, July 31st, October 31st, and January 31st, featuring stories, articles, poetry or
artwork on Cthulhu Mythos / Lovecraftian themes.
Submissions can be sent to editor@schlock.co.uk
the current edition is available from www.lulu.com
Swords against Cthulhu III: A New Dark Age
Deadline: Until full
Payment: Exposure and Royalties
Flash fiction, Poetry, Short Stories (2,000 6,000 words)
Reprints will also be considered.
Sword and sorcery in the aeon of Cthulhu Rising!
‘The sciences, each straining in its own direction, have hitherto harmed us little; but some
day the piecing together of dissociated knowledge will open up such terrifying vistas of
reality, and of our frightful position therein, that we shall either go mad from the revelation
or flee from the light into the peace and safety of a new dark age.’
So saith Lovecraft.
Picture a future Earth, a savage world where science is jettisoned in favour of primitive
superstition, where technology has become the idol of a new religion. A world where the
truth of Cthulhu has been revealed, where a lunatic humanity has discovered its true
insignificance—the punchline in a cosmic joke. A new dark age has descended upon a species
that has learnt too much. Science and superstition and the sorcery of the Mad Arab create a
world where only the strong survive, and barbarian warriors battle for existence in a bleak
and pitiless universe...
Science fantasy tales of dying earths, of low tech dystopias, of medieval post-apocalyptic
worlds—all with a Cthulhu Mythos slant—will be welcome in this anthology.
Submission guidelines:
Please submit your manuscript as a .rtf, .doc or .docx file (all other formats will automatically
be rejected. Contact me prior to submitting if this presents an issue for you.)
Font and formatting: Please submit in Times New Roman, 12-point font; single line spacing.
Please format the document to 1st line indentation of 1″. The page margin should be set to.1″
on all sides.
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No headers, footers, or page numbers.
Please check grammar.
Upon acceptance into the anthology, you agree that Horrified Press holds exclusive
publishing rights for six months from the date of publication. All intellectual property rights
over the author’s work remain with the author, with the proviso that Horrified Press retains
distribution rights in the format of the contracted anthology.
This title will be available as an e book and trade quality paperback.
Gavin Chappell will be presiding over this anthology.
Email your submission as an attachment to: editor@schlock.co.uk
The email subject line must read ‘SUBMISSION SAC: Dark Age—your story title’ or your
submission will not be considered for this anthology.
Successful applicants will be notified before the deadline has expired.
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