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EDITORIAL
This week, an ultra-secret security agency encounters Islamist terrorism in Amsterdam. A
sceptical paranormal investigator uncovers a terrible history of slavery and voodoo. The last
survivor of genocide fights fire with fire. And a food critic visits London's first horror themed
restaurant.
HP Lovecraft introduces us to the modern masters of horror. John C Adams reviews The
Product by Bruce Memblatt. The survivors of The Battle of Callisto search the field for the
lost. And inquisitive locals cluster round the Martian cylinder on Horsell Common in The
War of the Worlds.
—Gavin Chappell
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DEEP SIX by Gerald E. Sheagren
Troy Larson and Jessica Barnes were seated in a sidewalk café in Amsterdam, discreetly
watching another café directly across the street.
Troy was in his early forties, an ex-Navy Seal, muscled and broad-shouldered, with a tanned
and chiselled face, his deep-set blue eyes hidden behind a pair of sunglasses. He was wearing
a green polo shirt, khaki shorts and sneakers, a camera, hanging from a strap around his neck.
Jessica, pretty and blonde-haired, mid-twenties, was wearing a floppy-brimmed straw hat and
multi-coloured sundress, her attention directed to a travel brochure. For all intents and
purposes, they were two tourists out to see the sights.
They were members of an ultra-secret organization, known as Deep Six, which was
headquartered in the farmlands of central Virginia. Unlike the CIA, NSA and Homeland
Security, Deep Six was only known to a chosen few—an extremely chosen few. The
members of Congress, the aforementioned security agencies, and even the president, had no
idea it existed. Deep Six acted outside of the norm, marching to its own drum; no papershovelling bureaucracy, no ethical codes and suffocating rules, and most importantly—no
answering to the idiocy of self-righteous politicians. And there was an even greater defining
line. Unlike other security agencies, limited to more conventional methods, Deep Six tackled
America’s problems by utilizing paranormal means. If Stephen King had been aware, he
would have been proud.
The assignment at hand was the elimination of one, Anwar el-Sawari, the top financier for
such terrorist groups as al-Qaeda, ISIS, Hezbollah and Boko Haram. They all knelt before the
financial altar of el-Sawari, begging for funds to carry on the Jihad. The strange thing was—
he was completely flying under the radar of the CIA, M-16 and the Mossad. And that was no
small task. However, Deep Six knew all about him—just like they knew about everything.
Troy glanced at his watch. “It shouldn’t be long now. Two or three minutes at the most.”
Jessica looked up from her brochure. “It never varies. Same time, same place, every day.”
“This is the only schedule he adheres to. When we hit him, it’s got to be here.”
Two minutes later a jet-black Mercedes pulled up to the curb across the street, followed
closely by a large SUV. The driver of the Mercedes leapt out and hustled around to station
himself alongside the left-rear passengers’ door. Six additional bodyguards disembarked from
the SUV—all big men wearing dark suits and sunglasses—and immediately began to patrol
the sidewalk, paying close attention to both pedestrians and traffic. Their suitcoats were
perfectly tailored, leaving no tell-tale signs of the shoulder rigs beneath.
Jessica giggled. “He could have an army and it won’t make any difference.”
When the team leader deemed everything safe, he spoke into a mike attached to his suit lapel.
Picking up the all-clear transmission on his earbud, the bodyguard swung open the rear door
of the Mercedes. Out stepped el-Sawari, a tall, dark-haired man, thin and narrow-shouldered,
with a swarthy complexion, a beaked nose and well-trimmed beard. He was impeccably
dressed in a grey pinstripe suit, white silk shirt and a red power tie, his very bearing exuding
arrogance and self-importance.
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Jessica snorted. “Look at the sonofabitch. He thinks he’s the cat’s meow.”
“Let’s hope he doesn’t have nine lives.”
Moments later the Mercedes and SUV pulled away from the curb, the drivers knowing to
return exactly an hour later. As the bodyguards continued to patrol, el-Sawari joined two
other men at a table.
Not wanting to stare, Jessica returned her attention to the brochure. “Do you know who those
other two guys are?”
“The goat-humper with the grey beard is Omar bin Saladin. He’s a middleman for al-Qaeda.
The younger ass-wipe goes by the single name of Abdul. He represents the interests of AlShabaab.”
“You’re a regular fountain of knowledge.”
“That’s why I’m your boss.”
“So this appears to be a fund-raising event.”
“Apparently so.”
Troy’s smartphone tinkled and he snatched it up, reading a text message.
Jessica leaned in, raising a brow. “What’s up?”
“Our asset and her handler just arrived. They’re heading for the hotel as we speak.”
“So, I guess tomorrow will be D-Day.”
“That it is. And it’s none too soon.”

The next morning the two of them were once again seated in the café; Troy sipping coffee,
while browsing a newspaper, and Jessica enjoying a stroopwafel.
Seated along with them at the table was the handler, Beatrice Wiggins; a plumpish woman, in
her mid-sixties, with zinc-coloured hair, fastened tightly into a bun, and a pair of wirerimmed spectacles. At a glance, people would peg her as grandmotherly-type librarian. Many
an opponent had made that mistake and few had lived to regret it. At her side was one of
Deep Six’s most valuable assets; an eleven-year-old orphan girl named Samantha, with curly
blonde hair, startling blue eyes and rosy cheeks. Her attention was riveted to a game she was
playing on her smartphone.
Jessica took a bite of her stroopwafel, chewing with a delight bordering on ecstasy. “You
should have tried one of these, Troy—hmm, hmm, good. The Dutch should package these
and distribute them around the world.”
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“I stay away from that sugary stuff. If I didn’t, I’d be flab instead of sheer muscle.” Troy
chuckled. “Just watching you eating that, I can see your boobs starting to sag.”
“For your information, they’re 36-Cs and very firm. I can balance myself on them and twirl
in circles.”
“Enough of that talk.” Beatrice leaned forward and cleared her throat. “If you haven’t
noticed, we have a pair of young ears, here.”
“I can hardly wait to get boobs,” said Samantha, without looking up from her game. “At what
age do they usually start developing?”
Beatrice swatted the girl’s arm. “You just hush-up and don’t rush your childhood. And you
better put that smartphone aside and get ready. The time’s nearly at hand.”
“I can be ready at a moment’s notice. And besides, I’m at level forty-nine of this game. Just
one more level and I’m a winner. I’ve played a couple of hundred times and it’s never
happened before.”
“It’s hard to believe you have a problem with anything, child.”
“Hey, what can I say? Even Albert Einstein got stumped once and awhile.”
Looking stern, Troy pried the smartphone from Samantha’s fingers and placed it in the breast
pocket of his shirt. “What’s cardinal rule number one, young lady?”
Samantha looked peeved for a few moments before turning serious. “Always listen to the
adults on my op-team.”
“And the second cardinal rule?”
“Always follow orders to a T.”
Troy patted the girl’s hand. “Good. Now, do you see that man across the street, seated at the
table closest to the sidewalk? He’s talking on his cell phone. Don’t stare. Just give him a
casual look.”
Samantha took a quick glance. “Uh-huh. I see him.”
“He’s going to be your second target today. He’s a real bad man.”
“How bad?”
“Really bad.”
A sudden glimmer appeared in Samantha’s eyes. “I don’t like bad men.”
“None of us do.”

8

Beatrice leaned forward, looking concerned. “But he’s not a part of this mission.”
“He is now. That’s Muhammad Zahoori, a money-handler for Boko Haram. This is a stroke
of luck. No doubt he’s here for a meeting with el-Sawari.” Troy furrowed his brows, staring
hard at the old woman. “I guess you need a lesson, as well. What’s rule number six?”
Beatrice sighed. “Always adapt to the circumstances at hand—even at a moment’s notice.”
“I don’t mean to lecture. But when it’s due, it’s due.” Troy glanced at his watch. “Prep
yourself, Samantha. When everything’s done, you’ll get your favourite—a cone with a
double scoop of chocolate ice cream.”
The girl perked up, merrily rubbing her hands together. “Oh goodie! Is there anything special
you want me to do?”
“Nope. Just delve into your little bag of tricks. Whatever you chose will be fine by me.”
Three minutes passed and then right on schedule the Mercedes and SUV pulled up to the
curb. The bodyguards hustled out and took up their usual positions.
Troy leaned toward Samantha. “Your prime target will be the tall bearded man who gets out
of the rear door of the Mercedes.”
The girl adjusted her chair for a better view and immediately fell into a deep concentration.
When the all-clear signal was transmitted, the rear door of the Mercedes was opened and elSawari got out. Today, instead of a suit, he was wearing a black silk shirt and grey trousers.
The top three buttons of the shirt were undone, exposing a mat of curly black hair and three
gold chains. He stood on the sidewalk, preening like a peacock, until the two vehicles pulled
away. Then he turned to welcome Muhammad Zahoori who had stood and hurried forward.
The two men hugged, smiling broadly and kissing one another’s cheeks.
Jessica giggled. “Pretty soon they’ll be butt-humping each other.”
By this time Samantha was concentrating so hard she was trembling. Her pupils were reduced
to pinpricks and a small drop of blood appeared at her right nostril. Sweat was sheening along
her brow. Troy glanced warily about, hoping that the nearby diners weren’t noticing the girl’s
stress. Luckily, they were all intent on their food, conversations or reading materials.
Suddenly, el-Sawari jerked and began to howl in pain. His face turned an immediate brightred and his head began to swell, eyes bulging, his skin stretched so tightly that it began to
form lesions. Zahoori took a few steps back in horror, while the panicked bodyguards began
to scurry about, having no idea about what to do. The other diners in the café all leapt to their
feet, some frozen in shock, others starting to flee.
The air between the two cafés was rippling with energy.
Screaming in his agonies, el-Sawari began to do a macabre dance, clutching his rapidly
swelling head with both hands. His eyeballs popped from their sockets; one rolling along the
sidewalk like a marble, the other hanging by its optical nerve. And then, as he released one
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last horrifying scream, his head exploded like a watermelon being struck by a sledgehammer,
spraying blood, brain matter and bone fragments in every direction. His lifeless body tottered
for a couple of moments, a geyser of blood erupting from the severed carotid artery, and then
dropped to the sidewalk in a heap.
Jessica placed the last bit of stroopwafel on her plate, appetite lost.
Beatrice smiled, patting Samantha’s shoulder with pride.
Muhammad Zahoori, his face and suitcoat splattered with blood and brain tissue, bent over
and began to vomit. Two of the bodyguards did likewise.
Troy couldn’t help but chuckle. “Boy, you sure outdid yourself this time, little girl. Don’t
forget about the other ass-wipe.”
By this time sweat was pouring down Samantha’s face, her eyes glittering like two newlyminted dimes. Trancelike, she gave it one last push, more blood from her right nostril
catching on her upper lip.
Just as Muhammad Zahari was straightening up from his vomiting, a knife arose from one of
the tables, poised in mid-air for a moment, and then flew at a great rate of speed, burying
itself deep into the man’s forehead. Without a sound, he toppled, overturning a table and
sending china, glassware and silver flying. His body gave three last jerks, legs twitching,
before growing still.
Without missing a beat, Beatrice rested a comforting arm around Samantha’s shoulders and
quickly cleaned the droplets of blood away with a Kleenex. “You did good, sweetie, real
good. Come on back to us, now. Just relax and come on back.”
The girl shuddered, took a few deep breathes then chugged the remainder of her orange juice.
“I was really mean this time,” she said in a quaky voice. “Mean men deserve mean things. Is
everyone happy with the results?”
Troy beamed. “That wonderful display deserves a whole gallon of chocolate ice cream.”
Beatrice tapped a finger on the table. “Don’t you go spoiling her, now. Before the ice cream
she’s going to have lunch.”
There was virtual pandemonium across the street. The café’s manager and employees were
practically pulling their hair out in panic. The bodyguards were babbling away and running
around like a bunch of chickens with their heads cut off. Three female customers had fainted
and were trying to be revived by their companions. Feeling something on his nose, a man
reached up to feel what it was, his fingers coming away streaked with brain matter. His body
heaved a few times before he threw-up onto the blouse of a nearby woman.
Police sirens were sounding in the distance.
Troy stood up and tossed some money on the table. “Well, we’d better get out of here while
the going’s good. There’s no sense being corralled by the cops and asked a bunch of useless
questions. Plus, we have to catch one of our private jets to fly to our next assignment.”
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Jessica looked at him in surprise. “All four of us?”
“Yup.”
“And when did all this come up?”
“I got a call from the Director in the middle of the night.” Troy chortled. “We’re heading for
the garden spot of the world—Yemen.”
“Yuck. That place is nothing but a rat-hole.”
“That’s what we’re after—a rat. There’s a certain Jihadi war-lord that has to be taken out. I’ll
fill you in during the flight.”
Jessica’s eyes grew wide. “A frigging warlord, you say. That sounds pretty dangerous.”
“With Samantha onboard, it should be a cakewalk.” Troy rested a hand on the girl’s shoulder.
“You can move mountains and part seas, right, little girl?”
Samantha shrugged, looking indifferent. “Sure, if that’s what you want me to do. Now, can I
have my smartphone back?”
Troy handed it over. “Here you go. You’ve more than earned it.” Then he turned to Beatrice,
raising an inquisitive brow. “You feel up to this next mission, Granny?’
“What a dumbass question. I’m always locked and loaded.”
“That’s the spirit. C’mon let’s get our butts out of here. I’m in the mood for some desert
country. There’s nothing like endless sand to soothe the weary soul.”
Halfway down the block, with a caravan of police cars speeding past, Samantha squealed and
pumped a fist in the air. “I won, I finally won! I beat the game!”
THE END
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THE FETISH by Kevin Rees
There was a time when I held an unshakeable belief in my vision of a spirit free existence. I
preached as much when I met people who claimed they’d seen ghosts or had a supernatural
experience that offered proof there was an afterlife. I scoffed and derided them all until the
day I met Shona McAndrews.
Dark clouds were already starting to bank up in the West sending mists of fine rain ahead of a
deluge threatening to build up into a cloudburst. Aretha Franklin’s voice was breaking up on
the radio, giving up the s, the e, and c in Respect, as the intensifying static duelled with the
signal. I turned off the stuttering Ms Franklin and eased my Land Rover into a space facing a
small supermarket. As I unbuckled my belt and looked for my coat on the backseat a white
flash blinded me. With my eyes screwed shut I counted like my father had taught me as a
young boy when we stood together watching nature’s finest firework display. I reached seven
before the deep, rolling rumble exploded into a fusillade of cannon fire that shook everything
inside the vehicle.
‘Welcome to St Cawldan,’ I muttered under my breath with more than a hint of scorn.
Grabbing the coat, I stepped outside. The smell of ozone was pungent, and the air prickled
with electricity. I pulled on the coat and zipped it up as cold blots of rain slapped down on my
head. The storm was building in intensity. It spurred me on to search my pockets for a
crumpled piece of paper with an address where I would be staying and a hastily scribbled
description of the house. Looking around, I couldn’t find anything resembling an eighteenthcentury period schoolhouse. Holding the paper out like a divining rod, I saw only low, twostorey fishermen’s cottages facing the harbour. Behind them more of the same bijou
dwellings. Shrugging against the rain, I walked across the single lane road to a crooked line
of rusting railings that separated St Cawldan from the sea. In the small, almost empty harbour
I watched white spume crest every rippling wave and listened to the rattle of the backwash as
it raked over the pebbled beach. Already the hue of the water had changed from a nostalgic
blue to a flint grey as the charged clouds took over the palette. There was something special
about arriving in a place like this. It wasn’t just the childish thrill I got from spotting the thin
blue line that split the landscape and sky. More like the instant sense of peace a place like this
bestowed on you.
‘Mr Allen?’
I turned around, having lost myself in the charm of the few bobbing boats and gulls.
‘Hi, I’m Jacob Allen. You must be Sharon?’
The woman winced as if I had poked her hard in the ribs and she shook her head.
‘Shona,’ she said, breaking up the syllables as if she was trying to make sure a child would
get it right next time.
‘My apologies, I’m terrible with names.’
‘It’s okay, Mr Allen.’ I noted the upward lilt on the last word and how she made no attempt
to disguise the unconcealed scorn.
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‘My mistake… Shona. Shall we go somewhere before the storm gets going?’ As the last word
came out another streak of lightning turned everything into a colourless negative.
‘This way.’
Shona jogged across the road before anything had come back into focus on this side. I tried to
keep up with her as she negotiated the narrow twisting lanes that acted like veins and arteries
joining the streets and providing access for the vehicles bumped up haphazardly on low
kerbs. Shona was ahead of me when she turned a corner and I lost sight of her as the storm
reached its most ferocious and dropped heavy bomblets of water. I narrowed my eyes to stop
the splashes blinding me, but soon the ferocity of the shower forced me to step under the
eaves of a cottage to wipe my face.
‘Are you coming?’
Shona appeared to be unfazed by the downpour while I was left feeling Niagara Falls had
moved postcodes.
‘Don’t you want to take shelter until this blows over?’ I realised I was shouting for no reason.
‘It’s just around this corner. Come on.’
I didn’t want Shona to perceive me as someone who appeared pampered and needed the soft
warmth of sunshine to follow my every footstep so I stepped out, bent my head, and did my
best to keep track of her heels.
It was only around the corner. I didn’t expect the small, two up–two downs to give way to
such an imposing house. My immediate thought was how handsome the architecture was. It
was from the Regency period—I guessed—though, I’m no expert. It looked like it had
retained all of its original box sash windows, which had not been replaced by cheap plastic
imitations. Shona led me up the path to a small portico, which, to my untrained eye, must
have been added later given the modern brickwork. Before we went in, I marvelled at the
fanlight above the door made of striated amber glass that sparkled even in the dull light. She
turned the handle and walked in. It wasn’t locked, which, for a city dweller, made me fall
even more in love with the place.
‘Peg your coat here. And if you don’t mind please take off your shoes.’
Shona shut the porch door. It had the immediate effect of dampening the sound of the storm
to a small gale. My coat felt like it had gained some significant weight as I draped it on a
hook and toed off my shoes. Shona disappeared into the house and went to a cupboard
underneath the stairs and came out with a pair of slippers.
‘You look like a nine,’ she announced, matter-of-factly.
I took them from her and tried them on. My frozen toes curled up like they had been wrapped
in two warm croissants.
She smiled. It was the first time since our brief meeting.
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‘Spot on,’ I said.
‘Used to work in a shoe shop in Glasgow when I was a student. Haven’t lost the knack of
sizing. Fancy tea?’ She strode towards the kitchen. I followed her and was overwhelmed by
the odour of garlic.
‘Worried about vampires,’ I said, trying hard to stifle a cough and at the same time brush
away a tear.
‘Sorry, I should have warned you. There’s a festival soon and I make stuff out of garlic.
You’ll be used to it by the end of the day.’
She brought over sugar and milk on a tray, then two steaming mugs. As I was stirring in the
sugar, I examined my host. She came across as more confident than I had been at her age,
which couldn’t have been much older than twenty-four. Her hair was dark and cut short.
More for practical reasons, I reckoned. Her clothes, without being unkind, looked like a
mixture of styles bought in charity shops. It was her eyes that gave away the most about her.
Bold intelligence marred by a fierce distrust of strangers.
‘I’m sorry for mixing you up with some ethereal Sharon.’
Her fingers pinched the delicate bone china handle of her mug as she spoke. ‘Makes no
difference, Mr Allen…’
‘… Call me Jacob…’
She faltered, much like a child stumbles over the awkwardness of calling an adult by their
first name and avoids it.
‘… Okay.’
‘Tell me, why did you want me to come here?’
She relaxed her grip on the mug. ‘I needed a sceptic…’
‘Why?’ I pressed and carried on sipping my tea.
She stood up and went to a drawer in an old Welsh dresser standing naked next to the fridge
and she took out something. I watched her hesitate for a second then glance up at the ceiling
as if receiving a message from someone upstairs. Leaning back in my chair I observed her
with a more critical eye. I had investigated plenty of “psychics” who had practised their
performance to such a degree they could have made a decent living in acting. Was Shona one
of them? When she turned around, I could see the fear of a child had replaced the brashness
she wrapped around herself like a protective shield.
‘What is it, Shona?’
She came back to the table with something clutched tightly to her chest and sat down. I
reached over and parted one hand and took an unusual object from her. When I put it down
15

on the table and to examine it I was immediately taken with how out of place it was. I
reached into my shirt pocket and brought out my glasses.
‘I found it at the top of the stairs last week.’ Her voice was strained and had started to
tremble.
I peered at the object on the table between us. It was an old wooden fetish doll with a faded
red ribbon tied around its neck. Made in Africa; I was certain given all my research into
ancient religious rituals that had brought up similar objects. The figure was small with an
enlarged head and delicately carved elliptical eyes. Its torso, although skilfully hewn, was
ugly and squat. It looked odd when judged against the long arms and legs I was tracing with
my thumb. The material it was made from was a surprisingly heavy, brown wood I couldn’t
immediately identify. I imagined the artist had selected the finest tree, which had laboured for
centuries in some primary forest. Whoever had carved such a weird thing had enormous skill
and patience paying particular attention to the detail of the hands, which ended in talons at
the end of each finger.
‘When you say you found it, do you mean someone put it there?’ I questioned and didn’t look
up from my examination of the doll.
Shona went over to the kettle and switched it back on then began to reveal what had been
happening to her.
‘Last week wasn’t the start of all the things that have gone on. Since I’ve moved in after my
Aunt died I’ve felt like someone’s been watching me.’ A shiver ran along her body as she
spoke. ‘I know it sounds nuts and I’m not usually like this. I’m more like you—a sceptic at
heart. It started with noises I heard when I was in bed I dismissed as the house settling.’
‘What kind of noises?’
‘For the last few nights, I’ve heard footsteps on the landing, which I put down to pipes or old
plumbing. And there were these odd scratches I persuaded myself had to be mice.’
‘Set any traps to see?’
‘Yes, several. I haven’t caught one mouse. I was thinking about getting a cat, but realised that
was a little over the top.’
‘So you got a paranormal investigator instead,’ I said, grinning.
I got up and moved her back to the table and sat her down. Now the confession had started
her manner relaxed a little more.
‘I’ll set up some of my equipment tonight to see what’s going on. Tell me about that.’ I
pointed to the ribbon. ‘Looks old, but not as old as the doll?’
‘I’m sorry, I can’t help you. I found it as you see it.’
‘And you found it where?’ I pressed.
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‘When I went to bed two nights ago, it wasn’t there. I got up and found it lying on the top
step like someone had left it for me,’ Shona said. Unconsciously she was showing signs of
stress as I watched her hands bunch into tight fists. ‘Can you help me, Jacob?’
She wasn’t begging, but she was close.
‘I’ll wait for the storm to pass and move my car closer if that’s okay.’
She nodded.
The rain and thunder had moved on to drench somewhere else when I walked back through
the maze of lanes to get my car.
There was no shortage of spaces to park when I pulled up outside Shona’s house. Before
getting out, I stopped and asked myself what would be the prime motive for someone wanting
to scare her so she would leave the house her Aunt had left her? Whoever it was had easy
access to the property. Shona didn’t lock her door, which, in a small community like this,
seemed to be the norm. Someone could slip in, grab the keys hanging in the hallway from the
cheap wooden tourist memento with Welcome to St Cawldan on it and get a copy made in
case she did lock it. Add an old ghost story that could find its way to her and you had the
foundations of a haunting. Her imagination and an old house settling would do the rest. The
fetish was an added touch of genius by whoever was masterminding this. Still, what bothered
me was why? Was it to gain the property itself? It looked like it was worth a bit, but not a real
fortune these days.
Armed with all the equipment I needed for a night vigil I went back inside. Night vision
cameras, movement detectors, and two FLIR thermal imagers unpacked and checked for
damage. If someone was trying to frighten Shona, I wanted to expose them. There was the
possibility it wasn’t human interference, which would leave me looking for an explanation
why my host was experiencing these unexplained occurrences.
Shona was still in the kitchen when I walked in. She had the doll on the table and was staring
at it. Quietly, I pulled a chair over and sat next to her. She didn’t acknowledge me and
appeared mesmerised by the doll as if it were invoking a hypnotic trance.
‘Let me take a closer look.’ I said, gently prising the doll from her fingers. The moment the
doll was in my possession Shona let out a deep sigh. Satisfied she was okay, I turned my
attention back to the figure. The smooth patina on the surface had enriched the intricate
carving and aged the doll confirming my belief it had passed through many hands over a long
period. Whose hands was anyone’s guess? I turned to the red ribbon, which had been tightly
braided and added more recently than the carving. The ligature strung around the neck had
been tied into a well-formed hangman’s knot.
I was about to ask Shona if she had found anything else when someone hammered on the
door causing us both to jump. Shona rose with apologies spilling out and went to see who
was abusing her front door. I heard two mumbled voices and heavy footsteps stride back to
the kitchen. The smell of iodine and fresh fish entered the room ahead of him.
‘Jacob… this is Tom Payne.’
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I turned towards the man standing behind Shona. I’ve seen stags fight off usurpers intent on
running off with their females during the rutting season and the same expression was written
all over Tom Payne’s face. His narrow eyes and slightly bared teeth left me in no doubt he
was protecting what he thought was his. I extended my hand and let a small smile show my
intention.
‘Hi, Tom.’
He took my hand and tried to squeeze. I kept my smile fixed and returned the pressure. His
eyes widened perceptibly before he let go.
Shona made more tea as Tom took her seat. He hadn’t taken his eyes off me or spoken yet. I
covered the doll with a newspaper and ignored him.
‘Tom’s just landed his catch and saw your car parked outside.’
‘What good eyes you have, Tom.’ I snapped my eyes up to his. ‘Shona was telling me about
this house. Do you know any of its history?’ I leant forward and kept my gaze fixed on him.
‘Go on, Tom,’ Shona urged, ‘be friendly. Mr Allen is here to help me.’
‘What do you want here?’ Tom snarled, as he shrugged off his coat, which gave off another
waft of the sea. Years on a boat had aged his face and robbed him of any hint of youthfulness.
I placed him in his mid to late twenties by the timbre of his voice, but his weather-beaten skin
said differently. He was stocky and stood a shade taller than Shona. By his grip, I felt a
natural strength born out of long hours of hard graft.
‘The truth—that’s all… if Shona is being terrorised.’ I stopped and turned to her. ‘I’m sorry
but I don’t know how much you’ve told people.’
She shook her head, ‘Tom knows, but I’ve not shown him anything…only told him about the
noises.’
What does he know, I pondered, as Tom sat fiddling with his mug? I pushed away the paper
and held up the doll.
‘Seen this before, Tom?’
His reaction was unexpected. He held out a hand as if I was attacking him with a knife.
‘Don’t!’ he shrieked and fell backwards off the chair.
Embarrassment drove him back to his feet. Ignoring Shona’s protests, Tom grabbed his coat
and almost ran out of the house.
Tom had recognised something about the doll. It could only be one of two things, either it
was because it was a weird doll or had he known about it before?
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After Tom’s hurried departure, I spent the rest of the afternoon setting up my cameras and
testing the equipment. I made sure there were enough batteries to use as backups and
everything else was charged to capacity. All I needed now was the night to come.
Shona went up to bed relieved to have someone else in the house. When she apologised again
for Tom’s behaviour I got the impression his misguided attention wasn’t reciprocated in the
way he would like it to be. It was obvious he had latched onto her and she couldn’t shake him
off. I was all out of advice given my track record with relationships.
To avoid the heavy footsteps Shona might mistake for the noises she had been hearing, I
walked barefoot around the house. Given the place was so richly carpeted throughout it
puzzled me how Shona could have heard such a distinct and identifiable sound. Even if I kept
my shoes on, I still couldn’t replicate the sound of someone walking along the landing that
easily. Though, Tom’s heavy rubber boots I saw him wearing this afternoon were rugged
enough to make a noise. As I stopped for a moment to arrange my thoughts into some
practical order things started to happen.
The peculiar sound intruding on the silence was unmistakable. I padded over to my laptop
and checked each camera. The FLIR imager showed nothing. Two other cameras pointing
along the long landing were also clear. Then I spotted an image emerging from the third
camera. It made me sit down and rationalise every possible explanation. Under my breath I
kept telling myself I had to remain calm and scientific, yet I couldn’t explain what I was
seeing. Two disembodied hands were materialising out of nothing. I couldn’t take my eyes
off the exceptionally long fingers—ghostly pale and with sharp nails protruding at the tips.
As I stared at the screen, they evolved into elongated spears. I could see the joints stretch
sending the fingers into a frenzied spasm. One of the disjointed hands flipped over and
crawled along the wall with spider-like movements. Then it stopped and started to drum
against the plaster using its first and second finger. I felt an uncontrollable shiver shake me
for the first time after all the investigations I had been a part of. What was happening?
When I was a child, I recalled seeing puppeteers on a stage dressed in black and performing
against a black background manipulating their puppets almost invisibly. This small nugget of
memory gave me back some doubt and enough impetus for me to grab my torch and run
upstairs. When I reached the top, my torch picked out two taloned fingers retreating. Behind
me, Shona came out of her bedroom and switched on the lights. Without explaining, I ran to
the doors leading to the bathroom and a small cupboard. Both were empty of anyone dressed
in black.
‘What did you see?’ she demanded, searching my face for any clue as I came back shaking
my head.
‘I’m not sure,’ I said, noncommittally. ‘Why don’t you go back to bed?’
Shona knew I was lying, but decided by the look of unbridled terror on my face it was better
to go back to her room.
In the morning I went over my footage and watched the fingers materialise. Feeling a little
more in control now the light was shining in through the window, I speculated on how to
recreate the same scene. Mirrors maybe, or a back projection.
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‘Good morning!’
I was so intent on watching the material on my laptop I hadn’t heard Shona come into the
kitchen. She must have seen the ghostly hands and the fingers extending into the shadows.
‘Is that what you saw?’ She reeled a little and clasped the edge of the table.
I stood, afraid she would pass out and closed the laptop. She hadn’t slept judging from the
black arcs under her eyes and the freshness of yesterday has been replaced with a deeper
burden.
‘It’s all a trick. I’ve just got to work out how it’s done and whose doing it.’ I went over to the
kettle and made her tea. She sat and gazed out of the window. ‘Look, Shona… you have to
trust me. I’m here to help you.’ I said, putting a mug down in front of her. ‘Let’s start with
you telling me more about Tom.’
She sniffed and took a sip. ‘When I arrived, within a day he was knocking on the door. He
seemed suspicious and asked me a lot of questions. I didn’t want to appear standoffish and
thought it was part of a good neighbourhood watch or something. He wanted to know when I
was putting the house up for sale. When I told him I had moved here permanently he went
quiet and kept looking over my shoulder. Since then he’s been dropping in.’
‘Is he forcing himself on you? Do you feel unsafe around him?’
She laughed. ‘No, it isn’t like that. Tom’s harmless… really,’ she said, seeing a frown cross
my face. ‘He can be strange. And maybe he would like something to happen between us. But
I’d like someone who didn’t always smell of fish to take me out.’ Shona turned smiling. ‘Do
you think I’m being horrible?’
I shook my head. ‘No, you’re not being horrible. But you are being a little naïve,’ I said
taking a sip from my mug and gauging her reaction. She frowned. ‘Not in a bad way, though.
My guess is you’ve fallen under the spell of St Cawldan. Idyllic little Cornish fishing village,
a small community—new pace of life. What’s not to like,’ I said, taking another sip from my
mug. ‘No locking the doors… Everyone trusting everyone else. Except, now someone is
testing that.’
‘What do you mean?’ Shona questioned.
I wasn’t certain of my evidence yet and didn’t want to feed here titbits of theory I couldn’t
substantiate.
‘If you can put up with me for a couple more days, I’m sure I can help.’
That afternoon I took a nap in my room and dreamed of hands with long fingers crawling
over my chest and clamping onto my face. Shona had to attend to some personal business and
left as I was closing my eyes.
Noise in an empty house is like the philosophical question: Does a falling tree make a sound
when no one is around to hear it? Except this house wasn’t empty. Over many years as an
investigator, I had learned to sleep like a cat with my ears alert to any threat. It was a
20

creaking on the stairs that woke me up. I sat up and heard the sound of dragging footsteps
crossing the landing. Swinging off the bed I stepped onto the carpet aware of any loose
floorboards that might give me away. At the door, I rested a hand on the cold brass knob and
pressed my ear to the wood. I could still hear the light tread of someone. Gripping the
doorknob I twisted it and exploded out of the room. The landing was empty and still, I could
hear footsteps retreating to the other end of the corridor. Before I could take one step a low
cackle had me draw in a faltering breath, which stuck inside me. It was like no laugh I’d ever
heard before. There was a distinct hostility in the tone, which challenged my rationality.
Forcing my feet forward I stepped reluctantly towards it and reached the top of the stairs.
‘Oh my God!’ I let out.
On the top step with a red ribbon fastened to it was the fetish doll. I knelt and picked it up.
‘I’m back and putting on the kettle.’
Shona’s voice made me start at its unexpected intrusion into the solid silence. Unnerved, I
made my way down stopping halfway to regain some composure. I didn’t want Shona to see
how unsettled this incident had affected me. Even applying some rational explanation I
couldn’t avoid a wall of doubt.
‘Hi,’ I said, as casually as I could.
Shona was standing by the sink and smiled at me.
‘Sit down. I’ve bought some scones and jam. Shop was out of cream. For Cornwall, that’s a
mortal sin.’ Shona placed the scones and jam on a plate and asked if I wanted butter.
‘No thanks,’ I replied, letting her settle before showing her the doll. ‘Shona, a few minutes
ago I was woken up by the sound of footsteps. When I investigated I found this.’
She put down her scone and looked at the doll.
‘Fuck!’ She stood up so fast the table rocked spilling tea and cakes across the top. ‘How…
How?’ she repeated. ‘I put it back in the drawer.’
‘I don’t know… yet.’ Adding the last word to convince her there was still some rational way
it could have been left for me to find. How I would do that I hadn’t figured out yet. I took the
fetish back from her and looked at it for any evidence it was another fetish. There were
blemishes on the patina I recognised when I first saw the doll which acted like a twohundred-year-old fingerprint. Logically, I knew two identical dolls made by the same hand
centuries ago couldn’t have found their way here. It was impossible to conceive.
Shona ran out, crying leaving me sitting alone in the kitchen turning the doll around in my
hands. Ten minutes must have passed before I noticed the smell of fish behind me. I swung
around. Tom stood in the small passageway. He seemed distracted and kept flicking his eyes
upstairs.
‘Tom?’
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He looked at me as if he hadn’t seen me. Licking his lips he came into the kitchen and sat
down.
‘She upstairs,’ he said looking at the ceiling. ‘Heard her crying.’
‘I found this on top of the stairs a short while ago after Shona assures me she put it back in
that drawer,’ I pointed to the dresser. ‘Know anything about it?’ I slid the doll across the table
and watched him. This time he didn’t back away and picked it up. Then he said something
that took away all of my suspicions.
‘You’ve got to help her, Jacob. I want to help as well.’
‘Start by telling me what you know about the doll.’
He swallowed hard. The sound of Shona’s crying seemed to convince him it was time to tell
his story.
‘I like Shona, like her a lot. I know it’s not the same for her, she just wants to be friends.
When she told me about the happenings, I told my Nan. I live with her as both my parents are
dead a long time. She got all scared and told me to watch out for her,’ he nodded up to the
ceiling. Tom shuffled in his chair and linked his fingers as if he was about to recite a prayer.
‘That doll killed my parents.’ Tom saw my reaction and held up a hand to stop me
interrupting. ‘Dad used to be the caretaker here, and my mother did a bit of cleaning. Nan
says my mother found the doll on the stairs after she’d swept the carpet.’ He leant back and
glanced at the kettle. Not wanting him to stop I went over and switched it on. ‘Two sugars
please,’ he said and continued. ‘I told my Nan, Shona had found a little wooden doll with a
red ribbon around its neck. She said she’d seen it before when my mother brought it back
with her one day. Nan told my mother to take it back right then as it had no right being
outside this house. My mother did and nothing was said again. I were a baby at the time and
my Nan looked after me when my parents were working. Local copper came to the door two
weeks after the doll was found to tell us my dad’s car had lost control and gone over a cliff
with both of them in it.’ Tom stopped to compose himself. ‘She’ll be a hundred-and-one in
two months and she’s fit as they come. Plenty of steps left in her attic.’ I put the mug down in
front of him, which Tom gratefully took in both hands.
‘Maybe she knows something more about this place?’
‘She does. There’s a lot of bad history in this house. More people have died here than in the
whole village. She remembers her Nan, who was also a great age for the times. She was in
her nineties when she died. In her time St Cawldan was a thriving port. It was also a time
when they brought slaves here.’ He winced when he revealed the purpose of the harbour in
what was likely the early part of the 1800’s.
‘Go on, Tom,’ I urged.
‘A slave family was moved into this house to become the servants. Seems they were
mistreated pretty badly—especially the young daughter. The Master took advantage of her
and threatened to kill the father if he interfered. To stop her father’s rage and the abuse she
had to endure the girl hung herself with a ribbon belt. A week later the Master threw himself
headfirst down the well. The father was suspected of murder. His wife and young son were
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also brought into it and the village carried out its justice. They hanged all of them from the
yardarm of a slaving vessel.’
‘And the deaths kept on after the family were dead?’
Tom nodded. ‘Shame of it all is the master was my great-great-great-grandfather. Wish that
could be put right. Anyway, after that people died in this house there was a lot of talk of
magic and devilry. Throw in the African slaves and it turned to their ritual magic. ‘
‘Voodoo?’
‘Yeah, Voodoo. When this was a school, Shona’s bedroom was used as a sick room. Kids put
up there for a bloody nose or a cold were found dead soon after. Healthy kids most… just
died of something no–one can explain.’
I stopped to think as Tom sat back and blew out his cheeks. I revised my suspicion of him as
being involved. He was acting as one of the good guys and trying to protect Shona from
becoming a victim.
‘Would you help me, tonight,’ I asked him.
‘I’ll do anything to help her.’
‘Tom!’
We both spun around. Shona stood in the doorway. She ran over to him and flung her arms
around his neck and buried her head in his shoulder. I left them and went to check on my
equipment. When I came down again something had changed in Shona. She wore a look of
defiance strengthened by the hand of Tom clasped tightly around hers.
‘We both want to help, Jacob.’
I smiled. ‘First, we can look at this thing objectively. Something beyond my scientific
reasoning is happening. If true, I shall have to deal with it after I’ve completed my
investigation. Tonight we’ll try to record whatever is haunting this place.’
‘I’m sorry, Jacob,’ Shona said.
‘For what?’
‘You’ve disbelieved in ghosts and debunked a lot of hauntings. I brought you here to do the
same. I’m ruining your reputation aren’t I…’
‘There’s still science here to study and my reputation was always shaky, and most of it will
still be intact after tonight,’ I said. ‘Sometimes I have to be flexible in my thinking, and that
means I can be proved wrong. There could still be a valid explanation as to what is going on
here. Someone wants you out of this house. Whether they are flesh and blood or noncorporeal, it will all be tested tonight.’
‘What can I do?’ Tom asked.
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‘Make sure you stick close to Shona. Do you think you can do that?’
Grinning, Tom said, ‘Guess that’s a role I hope to be repeating.’ He looked down at her still
clutching his hand and resting her head against his chest.
‘Enough canoodling, we’ve got preparation to see to.’
Shona cooked us all supper after Tom returned from showering and changing into a fresher
set of clothes. His Nan insisted he bring rock salt and a crucifix. Both lay on the table as we
ate.
‘She has a point you know. If it is something a voodoo practitioner summoned, it might be a
sort of energy demon. The family who were forced to become servants you told me about,
Tom. The husband would have been practising his own religion. Perhaps he didn’t have
enough time after the master’s death to banish or switch-off whatever he invoked. Like
leaving a door open.’
‘Do you believe in demons?’ Shona said with a lilt of surprise in her voice.
‘Demons with horns as something real… No. It’s a concept, like religion… sorry if I’m
offending anyone who believes.’ They both shook their heads. ‘I believe in energy waves that
create echoes inside old buildings that capture and store them. There was an old theory that
certain building materials had the same make-up as videotape.’
‘But if it isn’t something man-made, how can you record it?’ Tom questioned.
‘Good point. That’s when we move into the Quantum.’
‘What’s that?’ Shona questioned.
‘Quantum physics. It’s the rock-and-roll of science. It has a theory for a lot of things and an
explanation for none. Let’s take time for instance. Does it move backwards or forwards? No
one can answer that with certainty. And where does each second go when it’s used up? Some
experts believe a haunting is those wasted pockets of time that have gone nowhere and replay
over and over. Much like when people see what they interpret as ghosts. Only a small number
will experience this and those few may use a part of the brain most of us have no access to.
That would account for the rarity of sightings.’
‘How does that work tonight, then?’ Tom interjected.
‘If one of you see’s something, I’m saying it could be an echo. Those blobs of seconds held
in stasis.’
It was almost midnight when a camera alarm sounded. Shona and Tom were on the sofa with
a blanket wrapped around them. Shona was asleep with Tom awake and guarding her like she
were the crown jewels. I was flicking through the additional monitors I’d set-up when an
unexplainable patch appeared to be forming on one wall. As I watched, the patch grew larger
and something dark bulged out of it and started to form a shape.
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‘Tom,’ I whispered, sharply.
He disengaged himself from Shona and came over. I heard him draw in a sharp breath when
he saw what was happening upstairs.
‘What is it?’
I wished he hadn’t asked the question as I had no explanation to give. Several scientific laws
were being shattered, and my hypothesis about clumps of seconds replaying over and over
like a scratched record was one of them. We were witnessing something physically manifest
in the darkness. In that single moment, all my righteous indignation left me, especially when
the claw-like hands appeared. The fingers spread to either side of the dark spot and appeared
to rip its body out like it was a black womb.
‘Jacob?’
Tom placed a hand on my shoulder. I could feel his fear vibrate through my shirt. This
coming from a man who had been at sea in a force nine gale.
‘I can’t explain it, Tom.’
He flicked a nervous glance across at Shona who was still asleep.
‘What do you do when this happens?’ He gestured to the screen.
‘Get the torches… don’t wake her,’ I said, watching in disbelief as a mass of limbs and a
stunted torso emerged out of the wall. I couldn’t see a head or its face, and I wasn’t sure I
wanted to.
Tom returned with the flashlights. I took one from him and prepared myself.
‘Ready?’ I whispered
‘For what,’ he replied. ‘You’re not thinking of going up there? Why don’t we get the hell
out?’
‘Look, Tom.’ I clasped his arm, ‘what if this is an elaborate hoax? Someone is trying to scare
her and if we catch them, they can’t do it anymore.’
‘But, that thing!’
‘Come on. Let’s do this.’ I turned to the staircase.
‘Wait.’ Tom went into the kitchen and came back with the biggest knives he could find.
‘Take one.’
I shook my head. ‘Don’t need it.’
Tom slid one into his belt and kept the other held loosely in his hand. We walked to the first
step and looked up the stairs with our torches switched off for the ascent. If someone was
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intent on scaring Shona, then catching them was our priority. Yet, I couldn’t help admire the
elaborateness if this were a hoax a lot of preparation would be needed, false walls, hidden
lights, and projectors. How could someone prepare all that without Shona finding out?
Tom nudged me and showed me he had his torch on underneath his jacket. I nodded and crept
on. I felt a heavy pulse in my ears and thought about taking the other knife Tom had brought
as we got to the top step. Tom stood a step behind me. I could hear his stuttered breathing in
the darkness and tried to remember where the light switch was if the torches failed. As I stood
barely breathing, listening and analysing every sound, the creak of floorboards where the
thing emerged was as loud as a disco in the dark and silence. Whatever it was it was coming
towards us. I held my torch out like a pistol with my finger fixed on the button. Tom shuffled
forward to stand beside me. For a large man, he moved like a panther.
‘Now!’
We aimed the torches down the long landing. As our beams merged, Tom let out a highpitched scream of terror and ran down the stairs. I was left on my own to confront the evil
crawling relentlessly towards me. Below, I heard Shona protesting as Tom dragged her to the
door. The dull clang of the lock hitting the wall as he wrenched it open reverberated like a
gunshot. Now I was truly alone. My hand fumbled along the wall searching for the switch
that would end the torture of darkness. Not finding it I turned to run. My left foot obeyed but
something intensely cold took hold of my right ankle. I screamed and struck out.
I know my torch hit something solid, but it made no impression. The light danced over the
floor and walls as I kept hitting out. Some of it glinted off the knife Tom had dropped in his
rush to get away. I snatched it up and drove it down on the thing’s head. The blade skidded
off and fell out of my grasp. I grabbed for it but had to watch it slip between the bannister
rails and fall clattering to the floor. Frantically I lashed out again with the torch and glimpsed
the things face in the weakening light and I wished I hadn’t. The skin of the creature, if it was
skin, had the same wooden texture as the fetish doll. The thin, elongating fingers wrapping
around my foot travelled in sapling like coils up my legs. But it was its eyes that held the
purest terror—they glowed blood red.
I screamed out in pure terror as the lucidity of my thinking was becoming lost in a fog. The
creature’s fingers tightened like a snake’s coil and pulled me across the landing. I brought my
torch up again and shone the beam on its face. I should have spared myself the sight of the
gaping mouth full of sharp, wooden teeth that gnashed as if anticipating the hearty meal I
would provide.
‘Move your head!’
I had almost given up, then I caught Tom in my beam with an axe raised over his head. I
threw myself to one side as the air swished past my ear and felt the impact vibrate across the
floorboards. It was followed by a scream, not of pain, it was incandescent fury, and it shook
the whole house. Pictures fell off the walls and crashed spilling glass shards onto the carpet.
Tom brought the axe down again and again. The coils loosened their grip, enough for me to
wrench my foot free. Tom grabbed my arm and dragged me up. With him almost carrying
me, we both stumbled downstairs.
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In the morning we returned. Shona insisted on coming with us and walked in ahead. Tom
kept the axe ready as he marched in behind her. I could only limp after them as the fingers of
the demon had turned my ankle into a swollen, purple mess.
Tom climbed the stairs with the axe held ready to strike out. Shona watched him with the
concern of a lover. I pushed past her and pulled myself upstairs. Tom had reached the top and
stopped as I joined him.
‘Nothing but those marks,’ he said pointing to where the axe had bitten into the wood.
I limped past him to the wall where we witnessed the demon emerge. I looked for a black
stain or any sign my eyes hadn’t been deceived.
‘Wasn’t this the spot where it came out?’
Tom and I swung around. Shona stood with her arms folded watching us.
I nodded. ‘It came out of here.’ I pointed to the half-panelled wall.
‘Smash it open, Tom,’ Shona demanded.
I stepped back as Tom swung the axe. By the sound of it hitting the wood, we could all hear it
was hollow. It took seven swings to obliterate the panel. I had my torch with me and shone it
into the hole.
‘Oh, Christ!’
Tom backed away, but Shona showed more courage and went inside.
Shona and Tom got married soon after she sold the house, I heard. Tragically, Tom was
killed in a freak accident nine months after. He got entangled in his nets as the boat was
casting a long line out along the seabed and drowned. Shona left St Cawldan immediately
after she buried him. Where she is now, I don’t know. I do know we were all changed by our
experience that night, especially me.
Before this investigation, I was driven to debunk every haunting or paranormal report that
came to my attention. All that changed the moment Tom’s axe cut a hole in the wall where
the demon had crawled out. The merest glimpse inside convinced me I had been wrong. I can
only assume that the family who were brought to the house as slaves had a great knowledge
of the dark side of voodoo. When his child killed herself the father’s rage drove him to create
a secret space. How he hollowed out the wall I will never know but inside was sat, as if on a
throne, a life-size carving of the fetish demon, complete with sharp wooden teeth and long,
taloned fingers staring out at us with blood red painted eyes.
THE END
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THE LAST OF THE AN by Steven Havelock
The man walked into the crowded cathedral, feeling the weight of his explosive dynamite
vest against his clammy skin. They are celebrating their victory over us. Tears wanted to
come to his eyes but he held them back. I am the last of the An…But we won’t go out without
a fight!
Twenty years earlier
A five-year-old boy was in his underground bunker with his mother, younger sister, and
father. “Who are they, papa? And why do they hate us?”
His papa responded, “They call themselves the ‘conquerors’. They hate us because of what
we stand for, because of who we are.”
“Papa, they say we created the conquerors. Is this true?”
“No one knows, son. It’s lost in history how and where the conquerors came from.”
A shiver ran down the boy’s spine. His papa continued, “They don’t feel pain or remorse or
pity. This was proven when they committed the ‘great atrocity’.”
“What’s the ‘great atrocity’ papa?”
“It was near the beginning of this war. They rounded up millions of us and slaughtered us,
first with bombs then with guns and when their bullets ran out they resorted to swords and
hammers.”
“Why, papa? Why do they hate us?”
“As I’ve already said, child, for who we are and what we stand for.”
All four of them froze as the noise of an aerial drone could be heard, flying low. They knew
the drone could pick out the smallest sounds.
Soon the drone had passed over, and the boy’s father continued. “Once we covered nearly
most of this planet. There were nearly six billion of us. Now if you put all of us that remain
into a small sports stadium we would not fill it.”
“Papa, if there were so many of us why are we now so few?”
“The ‘great atrocity’ was just the start, and from there things escalated rapidly. We were
divided; some said we should make peace with the ‘conquerors’, whilst others said the
‘conquerors’ would not be happy until they had wiped us of the face of the planet.”
“United we stand and divided we fall,” said the five-year-old boy, repeating a truism he had
heard early in life.
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“First, they came for the radicals and most of us did nothing as weren’t radical, then they
came for the ‘sympathisers’ and we became moderates as we did not want to go to war. Then
they came for the moderates and we were too weak to prevent the ‘great atrocity’. After that
the slaughter escalated.’

Seven-year-old Nathan sat in the front pew of the cathedral in his blue jumper. His shiny
metallic skin glowed fluorescently.
My father has told me today is a special day. Today we are celebrating the end of a decades
old war against the An.
He remembered how the night before his father had told him that freedom had triumphed
over tyranny and the world was free once more.
I’ve never met an An, thought Nathan and shuddered at the thought. I’ve heard stories they
have supernatural strength and worship a devil god. Today the world has finally become
free…

The man looked around at the ‘conquerors’ in the cathedral.
This is the first time I have seen the ‘conquerors’ up close. They seem just like us and yet
…and yet they are smiling at the extermination of us An.
The man felt the cold touch of the detonation button in his right hand.
Today I am the last of the An. Today we the An die, from the face of the planet and from
history.

The man remembered how his father and mother had been killed in an attack by the
‘conquerors’.
Only me and my younger sister had survived…
Mixed feelings of anger and love coursed through the man’s body, love for his family and
anger at those that had taken his family away from him.
The man sat next to a young boy in the first pew.
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The priest walked from out behind the dais to deliver his sermon. There were whispered
conversations before the priest started his sermon and the man knew that he was going to
announce that the last of the An had finally perished and the ‘great war’ was over.
“Today,” the priest started, “fellow brothers and sisters, we have finally freed the world from
tyranny. Our long decades war against the An is over.”
The man’s face turned red with anger as a massive cheer arose from the crowd, it lasted for
what the man thought was an eternity.
Eventually…Eventually the cheers subsided.
I can’t control my anger any longer.
The man stood up. He threw off his coat. A hushed silence went through the crowd. The man
stood in the middle of the dais.
“Today you killed us An!” He raised his arm with the detonation button clearly in his hand.
“You feel proud and happy at the slaughter of millions!”
The man gazed at each of the faces in the pews. He saw a young boy wearing a blue jumper
who was as white as the clouds in the sky and rigid with fright.
“You killed my father! You killed my mother! You killed my sister!” The man could feel his
clammy fingers on the detonation button. “Now I am the last of what you call the ‘An’ but we
will not go quietly into the annuals of history!
“We are not ‘An’! We are Human!”
The man pressed the button.
THE END
Steven Havelock’s books are available from Amazon.
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AUGUST UNDERGROUND’S DINER by Steve Laker
If the proprietors of this new place in Islington were looking to make it almost impossible to
find, then make diners regret the effort when they did arrive and found a shuttered steel door,
they have succeeded magnificently. But this was just a prelude to the rest of a pleasingly
disturbing night at London’s first horror-themed diner, in a converted old warehouse on the
edge of Holloway.
The weirdness begins as soon as my partner and I walk in on a gloomy Saturday evening, not
to anything resembling a restaurant, but an old lighting shop, frozen somewhere in the 1980s,
and a large sign: ‘No children’. The business had clearly been one of selling lights, lamps and
an array of artists’ materials. The shop—or showroom—occupies a large studio on the
ground floor, where the previous tenants had clearly manufactured their own designs as well.
A plastic pink elephant, big enough for a child to sit on, holds a human skull in its trunk and
the skull’s eyes glow green. There’s a naked androgynous shop window mannequin,
decapitated and the head replaced with a shoulder-width light unit, with red, amber and green
bulbs. It’s like a humanoid hammerhead cyborg traffic light. On the far side of the studio, a
metal sign bears the previous occupant’s name: SHADES. But the first letter is obscured by a
neon pink, flashing arrow, pointing down some stairs to what is now HADES.
Downstairs, the basement restaurant is starkly and sparingly lit with bare red bulbs, like those
still in front of tattered and singed lace curtains in some of the upstairs windows in old Soho.
And again, ‘No children’.
The place is like a horror film museum, with rare old posters framed on the walls. I note
August Underground’s Mordum, Night and Fog, Man Bites Dog, Gummo, Michael Haneke’s
Funny Games and Gaspar Noé’s Irreversible. I somehow think the night will be.
There are display cabinets, some free-standing on the floors and others on the wall. In the
larger displays are costumes, including Pinhead’s leathers and Freddie Kruger’s jersey, hat
and glove. There’s a stuffed alien in a cabinet, and a face-hugger pickled in a jar on the wall.
There’s a stuffed St Bernard (presumably Cujo), and (my favourite) an E.D.209 enforcement
droid outside the toilets. I could go on (about the Bates Motel guest book, Damian Thorp’s
tricycle and lots of other paraphernalia), but I’m here to review the food.
A few other diners are dotted around: a young couple, having a horrifically romantic evening,
and a group of business types, clearly working their way through someone’s bonus.
We’re seated in a booth, and I discuss my next project with my guest. After this restaurant
article, I’m embarking on a slightly new path, that of horror fiction. How a food critic came
to write horror may be the subject of future stories, by me or by others. But with this
opportunity providing the perfect link, it’s perhaps relevant to fill in some details.
I’m here with my agent, which is entirely in parallel with the journey I’m about to make. It
was he, after all, who advised me to stick with factual writing, and specifically food, when I
foolishly tried to convince him I could be a horror writer. With the benefit of hindsight, he
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was right to keep me away, and indeed my restaurant reviews have picked up what I like to
think of as a cult following (and I do have spellcheck on).
The problem with a cult (it’s still on), is that once it gets too big, it ceases to be. So it seemed
logical to maintain that status by going underground, where only the determined and curious
follow. Ergo, it is completely logical for me to now be sitting in an underground horrorthemed restaurant with the agent who has held me back, as I move from one life to the next.
One of the businessmen clicks his fingers and shouts “Garçon!”, which I’m not sure is the
correct etiquette here.
The menu is like a coffee table book. There’s the menu itself, with ‘Jemma’s’ at the top. Then
before the dishes, an obituary for Jemma Redmond, an Irish biotechnology pioneer and
innovator, who first used human stem cells in 3D printer ‘ink’, then developed the technology
to make it affordable and portable. The upshot: Replacement human organs, on-demand
where needed. Jemma Redmond died 16.08.16, aged 38.
After the menu is a history of the kitchen, presented as a retro-futuristic brochure for
‘Kitchens by Jigsaw’, with photographs of industrial food processing and preparation
machinery, like room-size interlocking clockwork engines made from brushed steel. There
are mechanical drawings of the industrial cutters, grinders, mincers and cooking appliances,
like Cenobite puzzle cubes splayed open into diagrams by Maurits Cornelis Escher.
The book finishes off with a few short stories by writers who already enjoy cult status in
horror. They’re like Lovecraft, Kafka, King and Poe, but sick and twisted Teletubbies, like
the YouTube trollbot films of old, made from spliced children’s shows. Seeing Ermintrude
the cow gang-raped by smurfs, while Chorlton was wheeled around on a trolley, gagged like
Hannibal Lecter, George pink-fingered Bungle while Zippy said nothing, and Evil Edna
cackled while she recorded it all, will turn anyone from food critic to twisted fiction writer,
trying to excuse what they’ve seen. And at the bottom of every page, the message is repeated:
‘No children’. This seems almost a mission statement.
The menu itself is horrified, with things like ‘Steak by Leatherface*’, ‘Suicide Club Fugu*’,
‘Triffid salad*’, and the simply-named ‘Naked Lunch*’. There’s a nod to the trollbots, with
‘Peppa Pig, hand-prepared by Kruger’s’, and there’s ‘Specials’, more akin to challenges, in
the size and heat of dishes.
A ‘Crispy aromatic hind quarter of suckling’ at 64 ounces, can be had for free, if it’s eaten in
under an hour. I’m more intrigued by what kind of animal could still be suckling when a part
of it is that size. It comes with ‘optional extra ghost sauce’, implying that a dollop of burning
ectoplasm has already begun to eat into the flesh, like alien blood napalm (you get fries with
that).
Another is ‘Dante’s wings’, described as, ‘Nine wings of increasing fire, before you wish that
more heat might rescue you from the hell pain of death.’ (That comes with fries, too). If I’m
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to remain outside Alighieri’s Divine Comedy and ‘survive’, the book of the dead says I will
go free.
*Vegetarian options can all be printed.
As this is on me, I pay. I settle up when we order, so as to be done with the formalities.
There’ll be no quarrels over splitting the bill, and the tip from my anticipated earnings is
sufficient to cover any kind of evening we decide to enjoy.
I’ve seen a few staff walking around, like cosplay characters at Jack Rabbit Slims. But where
Tarantino’s joint was staffed by 1950s and 60s film stars, August’s has horror icons.
Michael Myers and Jason Voorhees serve tables, while Pennywise and Leatherface work
behind the bar. Freddie Kruger taps his fingers on the counter while he speaks to Pinhead
(presumably both have more than one set of clothes). And they really get into character here
too. If it wasn’t for the (understandable) adults-only entry, I could imagine these two
gleefully popping birthday balloons at children’s tables.
Samara Morgan approaches the business types and reminds one that “Garçon means boy.”
The server is a young Japanese girl, so perhaps she’s Sadako Yamamura. After she leaves,
one of the men says something and the others laugh, attracting Pinhead’s gaze. I wonder what
a headbutt must feel like.
We’re served by Candyman (or one of them), and I wonder what it might be like to come
here on one’s birthday, would these characters sing ‘Happy birthday’? Perhaps, but only
before killing the patron who’d asked for such a thing, so that they may not speak of it again.
The Candyman character isn’t all bad (really, if you read the story): The Candyman of legend
emerges from a mirror. He has a hooked hand, he’s covered with bees, and he has revenge on
his mind.
The Candyman was once a slave, called Daniel Robitaille, who was an accomplished painter.
The plantation owner asked Daniel to paint a portrait of his daughter, and she and Daniel fell
in love. Her father, the racist, had Daniel hunted down by a mob and run out of town. They
chased him until he collapsed, exhausted, then cut off his hand with a rusty saw, smothered
him in honey and threw him into a beehive, chanting “Candyman, Candyman...” Before he
died, Daniel vowed to return and exact his revenge upon them.
Conversely, many classic fairy tales, enjoyed by children for centuries, have their origins in
ancient folk tales, myths and legends. Little Red Riding Hood is a particularly gruesome one,
based on a 16th century French fable. Back then, rape wasn’t a crime. In fact, there wasn’t
even a word for it. The story is a warning to young girls, of all that stalks the night. The wolf
is a representative predator and the woods a metaphor for the world beyond childhood. The
girl collects flowers before going to her granny’s house, where the wolf entices her into bed,
dressed as her granny. The wolf eating the girl is a metaphor for rape (and the granny before,
the man this wolf represents being a particularly perverted individual). The huntsman cutting
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them free can be seen as a metaphor for childbirth or abortion. It’s no wonder the stories are
dressed up, but those ancient horrors served to protect.
One of the men from the other table nearly bumps into the E.D.209 as he walks in an arc to
the toilet, and the remainder carry on talking quietly. The young couple seem oblivious to the
horrors around them, as they’re lost in their own story of dark love. If I were to guess, I’d say
they’re art school graduates, or possibly musicians.
I order a steak from Leatherface’s list of prime cuts, a rare rump (you get fries with that). My
companion orders from the printed menu, and I wonder if he’s a vegetarian. Our working
relationship has been distant, so we’ve never dined before. Truth be known, I’d never have
taken him out for a meal unless it was to celebrate us parting company, as we now are.
The tension only became tangible recently, when in fact it’s been simmering away for some
months now, as I’ve been finding myself, and trying to redefine myself, but I’ve felt
restricted, bound and gagged by an employer who dictates and dismisses rather than listen.
Perhaps I shouldn’t be using a restaurant review to slag the guy off, but he’s paid me for this
and I want to use it as a crossover, an artistic gift to demonstrate to someone who’s set in
their ways, that people can change. He says writers should stick with one discipline, where I
grow restless when compartmentalised. I want to express myself more, and write more useful
things.
He says a food critic is useful, as are all factual writers, because they inform people. My point
has become one of having many points to make, and fiction will better allow me to do that,
like all those classic fairy stories. For starters, I can tell of the wonders in this place, while
making it very clear why they have a ‘No children’ policy. I believe more than he does that
more people can be spoken to through fiction, because while one demographic might see a
wonderful story, another may see the unwritten parallels and warnings. The man’s a total
cunt, but in a way, I’m doing him a favour. Let’s face it, I’d never get paid for another review
after this one. But a shocking venue deserves a similar review.
I’m bored of writing for the same people, the kind of people who can afford to come to a
place like this. Although it was from those that my cult following (still on) emerged, and it
was their encouragement which gave me the push I needed. So readers, you know who you
are, I salute you and I will see you in other places soon. As for the rest, try this place (but
don’t bring the kids).
The businessmen are still one short, as they continue their muted banter. The young couple
are still young and in love.
There’s nothing shocking about my steak when it arrives, perfectly cooked and seeping blood
(you get fries with it, to mop up). But it’s curious and surprising in its taste and texture.
Although I just called my agent a cunt, there is one word I will never use, in a review or
elsewhere. It’s that word beginning with ‘M’, so beloved of some foodies, but if I even see
the word on a menu, I’ll leave a place immediately and vow to never return. I’ve seen some
savage cinema but that word is a monstrosity on its own and in any context.
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This steak is juicy, sweet, marbled with fat and perfectly seasoned. A quick glance at the
menu again and I learn that the meat is produced on the premises daily. The burgeoning
horror writer in me imagines the kitchen by Jigsaw extending into an on-site abattoir, with
this old warehouse site easily able to accommodate one. I’m slightly disappointed when the
businessman returns from the toilet. The young couple are still very much into the
atmosphere, and one another.
We choose desserts from the ‘Peter Davison trolley’, all of which are from ‘The Universe at
the end of Upper Street’. My ‘Ectoplasmic jelly’ is a green snot-like goo, which I can’t help
think kids would love for its sheer grossness. But although it looks like a freshly caught
Slimer ghost, it tastes of toasted marshmallow. My companion has something resembling a
splayed vagina, which he says smelled of fresh body odour (it does) but tastes like scented
cream (lavender).
We finish with cocktails from a list of horrors, which aren’t the drinks themselves but the
theatre which surrounds their delivery. Our bloody Marys summon the Candyman with our
drinks, then Pinhead offers olives, from his head.
The businessmen are getting raucous and the young couple amorous, so we decide to leave,
bidding the place farewell. Back outside, it’s long since dark and a few of the other buildings
around the old warehouse are lit up, a couple of accident repair and MOT units, and a
children’s adventure play centre.
Now we go our separate ways. He’s off to pander more to the privileged, while I remain a
cult and still poor, writing more fiction. Some will be horrible tales, but with a moral
message.
As for August Underground’s Diner, for the kind of people who can afford to come here, I’d
say bring the kids and leave them in the play centre. For those who can’t afford it, try one of
the food challenges and eat for free.
THE END
Now available from Steve Laker:

Cyrus Song
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SUPERNATURAL HORROR IN LITERATURE by HP Lovecraft
X. The Modern Masters
The best horror-tales of today, profiting by the long evolution of the type, possess a
naturalness, convincingness, artistic smoothness, and skilful intensity of appeal quite beyond
comparison with anything in the Gothic work of a century or more ago. Technique,
craftsmanship, experience, and psychological knowledge have advanced tremendously with
the passing years, so that much of the older work seems naive and artificial; redeemed, when
redeemed at all, only by a genius which conquers heavy limitations. The tone of jaunty and
inflated romance, full of false motivation and investing every conceivable event with a
counterfeit significance and carelessly inclusive glamour, is now confined to lighter and more
whimsical phases of supernatural writing. Serious weird stories are either made realistically
intense by close consistency and perfect fidelity to Nature except in the one supernatural
direction which the author allows himself, or else cast altogether in the realm of phantasy,
with atmosphere cunningly adapted to the visualisation of a delicately exotic world of
unreality beyond space and time, in which almost anything may happen if it but happen in
true accord with certain types of imagination and illusion normal to the sensitive human
brain. This, at least, is the dominant tendency; though of course many great contemporary
writers slip occasionally into some of the flashy postures of immature romanticism, or into
bits of the equally empty and absurd jargon of pseudo-scientific “occultism”, now at one of
its periodic high tides.
Of living creators of cosmic fear raised to its most artistic pitch, few if any can hope to equal
the versatile Arthur Machen; author of some dozen tales long and short, in which the
elements of hidden horror and brooding fright attain an almost incomparable substance and
realistic acuteness. Mr. Machen, a general man of letters and master of an exquisitely lyrical
and expressive prose style, has perhaps put more conscious effort into his picaresque
Chronicle of Clemendy, his refreshing essays, his vivid autobiographical volumes, his fresh
and spirited translations, and above all his memorable epic of the sensitive aesthetic mind,
The Hill of Dreams, in which the youthful hero responds to the magic of that ancient Welsh
environment which is the author’s own, and lives a dream-life in the Roman city of Isca
Silurum, now shrunk to the relic-strown village of Caerleon-on-Usk. But the fact remains that
his powerful horror-material of the ‘nineties and earlier nineteen-hundreds stands alone in its
class, and marks a distinct epoch in the history of this literary form.
Mr. Machen, with an impressionable Celtic heritage linked to keen youthful memories of the
wild domed hills, archaic forests, and cryptical Roman ruins of the Gwent countryside, has
developed an imaginative life of rare beauty, intensity, and historic background. He has
absorbed the mediaeval mystery of dark woods and ancient customs, and is a champion of the
Middle Ages in all things—including the Catholic faith. He has yielded, likewise, to the spell
of the Britanno-Roman life which once surged over his native region; and finds strange magic
in the fortified camps, tessellated pavements, fragments of statues, and kindred things which
tell of the day when classicism reigned and Latin was the language of the country. A young
American poet, Frank Belknap Long, Jun., has well summarised this dreamer’s rich
endowments and wizardry of expression in the sonnet “On Reading Arthur Machen”:
“There is a glory in the autumn wood;
The ancient lanes of England wind and climb
Past wizard oaks and gorse and tangled thyme
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To where a fort of mighty empire stood:
There is a glamour in the autumn sky;
The reddened clouds are writhing in the glow
Of some great fire, and there are glints below
Of tawny yellow where the embers die.
I wait, for he will show me, clear and cold,
High-rais’d in splendour, sharp against the North,
The Roman eagles, and thro’ mists of gold
The marching legions as they issue forth:
I wait, for I would share with him again
The ancient wisdom, and the ancient pain.”
Of Mr. Machen’s horror-tales the most famous is perhaps “The Great God Pan” (1894),
which tells of a singular and terrible experiment and its consequences. A young woman,
through surgery of the brain-cells, is made to see the vast and monstrous deity of Nature, and
becomes an idiot in consequence, dying less than a year later. Years afterward a strange,
ominous, and foreign-looking child named Helen Vaughan is placed to board with a family in
rural Wales, and haunts the woods in unaccountable fashion. A little boy is thrown out of his
mind at sight of someone or something he spies with her, and a young girl comes to a terrible
end in similar fashion. All this mystery is strangely interwoven with the Roman rural deities
of the place, as sculptured in antique fragments. After another lapse of years, a woman of
strangely exotic beauty appears in society, drives her husband to horror and death, causes an
artist to paint unthinkable paintings of Witches’ Sabbaths, creates an epidemic of suicide
among the men of her acquaintance, and is finally discovered to be a frequenter of the lowest
dens of vice in London, where even the most callous degenerates are shocked at her
enormities. Through the clever comparing of notes on the part of those who have had word of
her at various stages of her career, this woman is discovered to be the girl Helen Vaughan;
who is the child—by no mortal father—of the young woman on whom the brain experiment
was made. She is a daughter of hideous Pan himself, and at the last is put to death amidst
horrible transmutations of form involving changes of sex and a descent to the most primal
manifestations of the life-principle.
But the charm of the tale is in the telling. No one could begin to describe the cumulative
suspense and ultimate horror with which every paragraph abounds without following fully the
precise order in which Mr. Machen unfolds his gradual hints and revelations. Melodrama is
undeniably present, and coincidence is stretched to a length which appears absurd upon
analysis; but in the malign witchery of the tale as a whole these trifles are forgotten, and the
sensitive reader reaches the end with only an appreciative shudder and a tendency to repeat
the words of one of the characters: “It is too incredible, too monstrous; such things can never
be in this quiet world. . .. Why, man, if such a case were possible, our earth would be a
nightmare.”
Less famous and less complex in plot than “The Great God Pan”, but definitely finer in
atmosphere and general artistic value, is the curious and dimly disquieting chronicle called
“The White People”, whose central portion purports to be the diary or notes of a little girl
whose nurse has introduced her to some of the forbidden magic and soul-blasting traditions of
the noxious witch-cult—the cult whose whispered lore was handed down long lines of
peasantry throughout Western Europe, and whose members sometimes stole forth at night,
one by one, to meet in black woods and lonely places for the revolting orgies of the Witches’
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Sabbath. Mr. Machen’s narrative, a triumph of skilful selectiveness and restraint, accumulates
enormous power as it flows on in a stream of innocent childish prattle; introducing allusions
to strange “nymphs”, “Dôls”, “voolas”, “White, Green, and Scarlet Ceremonies”, “Aklo
letters”, “Chian language”, “Mao games”, and the like. The rites learned by the nurse from
her witch grandmother are taught to the child by the time she is three years old, and her
artless accounts of the dangerous secret revelations possess a lurking terror generously mixed
with pathos. Evil charms well known to anthropologists are described with juvenile naiveté,
and finally there comes a winter afternoon journey into the old Welsh hills, performed under
an imaginative spell which lends to the wild scenery an added weirdness, strangeness, and
suggestion of grotesque sentience. The details of this journey are given with marvellous
vividness, and form to the keen critic a masterpiece of fantastic writing, with almost
unlimited power in the intimation of potent hideousness and cosmic aberration. At length the
child—whose age is then thirteen—comes upon a cryptic and banefully beautiful thing in the
midst of a dark and inaccessible wood. She flees in awe, but is permanently altered and
repeatedly revisits the wood. In the end horror overtakes her in a manner deftly prefigured by
an anecdote in the prologue, but she poisons herself in time. Like the mother of Helen
Vaughan in The Great God Pan, she has seen that frightful deity. She is discovered dead in
the dark wood beside the cryptic thing she found; and that thing—a whitely luminous statue
of Roman workmanship about which dire mediaeval rumours had clustered—is affrightedly
hammered into dust by the searchers.
In the episodic novel of The Three Impostors, a work whose merit as a whole is somewhat
marred by an imitation of the jaunty Stevenson manner, occur certain tales which perhaps
represent the high-water mark of Machen’s skill as a terror-weaver. Here we find in its most
artistic form a favourite weird conception of the author’s; the notion that beneath the mounds
and rocks of the wild Welsh hills dwell subterraneously that squat primitive race whose
vestiges gave rise to our common folk legends of fairies, elves, and the “little people”, and
whose acts are even now responsible for certain unexplained disappearances, and occasional
substitutions of strange dark “changelings” for normal infants. This theme receives its finest
treatment in the episode entitled “The Novel of the Black Seal”; where a professor, having
discovered a singular identity between certain characters scrawled on Welsh limestone rocks
and those existing in a prehistoric black seal from Babylon, sets out on a course of discovery
which leads him to unknown and terrible things. A queer passage in the ancient geographer
Solinus, a series of mysterious disappearances in the lonely reaches of Wales, a strange idiot
son born to a rural mother after a fright in which her inmost faculties were shaken; all these
things suggest to the professor a hideous connexion and a condition revolting to any friend
and respecter of the human race. He hires the idiot boy, who jabbers strangely at times in a
repulsive hissing voice, and is subject to odd epileptic seizures. Once, after such a seizure in
the professor’s study by night, disquieting odours and evidences of unnatural presences are
found; and soon after that the professor leaves a bulky document and goes into the weird hills
with feverish expectancy and strange terror in his heart. He never returns, but beside a
fantastic stone in the wild country are found his watch, money, and ring, done up with catgut
in a parchment bearing the same terrible characters as those on the black Babylonish seal and
the rock in the Welsh mountains.
The bulky document explains enough to bring up the most hideous vistas. Professor Gregg,
from the massed evidence presented by the Welsh disappearances, the rock inscription, the
accounts of ancient geographers, and the black seal, has decided that a frightful race of dark
primal beings of immemorial antiquity and wide former diffusion still dwells beneath the
hills of unfrequented Wales. Further research has unriddled the message of the black seal, and
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proved that the idiot boy, a son of some father more terrible than mankind, is the heir of
monstrous memories and possibilities. That strange night in the study the professor invoked
‘the awful transmutation of the hills’ by the aid of the black seal, and aroused in the hybrid
idiot the horrors of his shocking paternity. He “saw his body swell and become distended as a
bladder, while the face blackened. . ..” And then the supreme effects of the invocation
appeared, and Professor Gregg knew the stark frenzy of cosmic panic in its darkest form. He
knew the abysmal gulfs of abnormality that he had opened, and went forth into the wild hills
prepared and resigned. He would meet the unthinkable ‘Little People’—and his document
ends with a rational observation: “If I unhappily do not return from my journey, there is no
need to conjure up here a picture of the awfulness of my fate.”
Also in The Three Impostors is the “Novel of the White Powder”, which approaches the
absolute culmination of loathsome fright. Francis Leicester, a young law student nervously
worn out by seclusion and overwork, has a prescription filled by an old apothecary none too
careful about the state of his drugs. The substance, it later turns out, is an unusual salt which
time and varying temperature have accidentally changed to something very strange and
terrible; nothing less, in short, than the mediaeval Vinum Sabbati, whose consumption at the
horrible orgies of the Witches’ Sabbath gave rise to shocking transformations and—if
injudiciously used—to unutterable consequences. Innocently enough, the youth regularly
imbibes the powder in a glass of water after meals; and at first seems substantially benefited.
Gradually, however, his improved spirits take the form of dissipation; he is absent from home
a great deal, and appears to have undergone a repellent psychological change. One day an
odd livid spot appears on his right hand, and he afterward returns to his seclusion; finally
keeping himself shut within his room and admitting none of the household. The doctor calls
for an interview, and departs in a palsy of horror, saying that he can do no more in that house.
Two weeks later the patient’s sister, walking outside, sees a monstrous thing at the sickroom
window; and servants report that food left at the locked door is no longer touched. Summons
at the door bring only a sound of shuffling and a demand in a thick gurgling voice to be let
alone. At last an awful happening is reported by a shuddering housemaid. The ceiling of the
room below Leicester’s is stained with a hideous black fluid, and a pool of viscid
abomination has dripped to the bed beneath. Dr. Haberden, now persuaded to return to the
house, breaks down the young man’s door and strikes again and again with an iron bar at the
blasphemous semi-living thing he finds there. It is “a dark and putrid mass, seething with
corruption and hideous rottenness, neither liquid nor solid, but melting and changing”.
Burning points like eyes shine out of its midst, and before it is despatched it tries to lift what
might have been an arm. Soon afterward the physician, unable to endure the memory of what
he has beheld, dies at sea while bound for a new life in America.
Mr. Machen returns to the daemoniac “Little People” in “The Red Hand” and “The Shining
Pyramid”; and in The Terror, a wartime story, he treats with very potent mystery the effect of
man’s modern repudiation of spirituality on the beasts of the world, which are thus led to
question his supremacy and to unite for his extermination. Of utmost delicacy, and passing
from mere horror into true mysticism, is The Great Return, a story of the Graal, also a
product of the war period. Too well known to need description here is the tale of “The
Bowmen”; which, taken for authentic narration, gave rise to the widespread legend of the
“Angels of Mons”—ghosts of the old English archers of Crécy and Agincourt who fought in
1914 beside the hard-pressed ranks of England’s glorious “Old Contemptibles”.
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Less intense than Mr. Machen in delineating the extremes of stark fear, yet infinitely more
closely wedded to the idea of an unreal world constantly pressing upon ours, is the inspired
and prolific Algernon Blackwood, amidst whose voluminous and uneven work may be found
some of the finest spectral literature of this or any age. Of the quality of Mr. Blackwood’s
genius there can be no dispute; for no one has even approached the skill, seriousness, and
minute fidelity with which he records the overtones of strangeness in ordinary things and
experiences, or the preternatural insight with which he builds up detail by detail the complete
sensations and perceptions leading from reality into supernormal life or vision. Without
notable command of the poetic witchery of mere words, he is the one absolute and
unquestioned master of weird atmosphere; and can evoke what amounts almost to a story
from a simple fragment of humourless psychological description. Above all others he
understands how fully some sensitive minds dwell forever on the borderland of dream, and
how relatively slight is the distinction betwixt those images formed from actual objects and
those excited by the play of the imagination.
Mr. Blackwood’s lesser work is marred by several defects such as ethical didacticism,
occasional insipid whimsicality, the flatness of benignant supernaturalism, and a too free use
of the trade jargon of modern “occultism”. A fault of his more serious efforts is that
diffuseness and long-windedness which results from an excessively elaborate attempt, under
the handicap of a somewhat bald and journalistic style devoid of intrinsic magic, colour, and
vitality, to visualise precise sensations and nuances of uncanny suggestion. But in spite of all
this, the major products of Mr. Blackwood attain a genuinely classic level, and evoke as does
nothing else in literature an awed and convinced sense of the immanence of strange spiritual
spheres or entities.
The well-nigh endless array of Mr. Blackwood’s fiction includes both novels and shorter
tales, the latter sometimes independent and sometimes arrayed in series. Foremost of all must
be reckoned “The Willows”, in which the nameless presences on a desolate Danube island
are horribly felt and recognised by a pair of idle voyagers. Here art and restraint in narrative
reach their very highest development, and an impression of lasting poignancy is produced
without a single strained passage or a single false note. Another amazingly potent though less
artistically finished tale is “The Wendigo”, where we are confronted by horrible evidences of
a vast forest daemon about which North Woods lumbermen whisper at evening. The manner
in which certain footprints tell certain unbelievable things is really a marked triumph in
craftsmanship. In “An Episode in a Lodging House” we behold frightful presences
summoned out of black space by a sorcerer, and “The Listener” tells of the awful psychic
residuum creeping about an old house where a leper died. In the volume titled Incredible
Adventures occur some of the finest tales which the author has yet produced, leading the
fancy to wild rites on nocturnal hills, to secret and terrible aspects lurking behind stolid
scenes, and to unimaginable vaults of mystery below the sands and pyramids of Egypt; all
with a serious finesse and delicacy that convince where a cruder or lighter treatment would
merely amuse. Some of these accounts are hardly stories at all, but rather studies in elusive
impressions and half-remembered snatches of dream. Plot is everywhere negligible, and
atmosphere reigns untrammelled.
John Silence—Physician Extraordinary is a book of five related tales, through which a single
character runs his triumphant course. Marred only by traces of the popular and conventional
detective-story atmosphere—for Dr. Silence is one of those benevolent geniuses who employ
their remarkable powers to aid worthy fellow-men in difficulty—these narratives contain
some of the author’s best work, and produce an illusion at once emphatic and lasting. The
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opening tale, “A Psychical Invasion”, relates what befell a sensitive author in a house once
the scene of dark deeds, and how a legion of fiends was exorcised. “Ancient Sorceries”,
perhaps the finest tale in the book, gives an almost hypnotically vivid account of an old
French town where once the unholy Sabbath was kept by all the people in the form of cats. In
“The Nemesis of Fire” a hideous elemental is evoked by new-spilt blood, whilst “Secret
Worship” tells of a German school where Satanism held sway, and where long afterward an
evil aura remained. “The Camp of the Dog” is a werewolf tale, but is weakened by
moralisation and professional “occultism”.
Too subtle, perhaps, for definite classification as horror-tales, yet possibly more truly artistic
in an absolute sense, are such delicate phantasies as Jimbo or The Centaur. Mr. Blackwood
achieves in these novels a close and palpitant approach to the inmost substance of dream, and
works enormous havock with the conventional barriers between reality and imagination.
Unexcelled in the sorcery of crystalline singing prose, and supreme in the creation of a
gorgeous and languorous world of iridescently exotic vision, is Edward John Moreton Drax
Plunkett, Eighteenth Baron Dunsany, whose tales and short plays form an almost unique
element in our literature. Inventor of a new mythology and weaver of surprising folklore,
Lord Dunsany stands dedicated to a strange world of fantastic beauty, and pledged to eternal
warfare against the coarseness and ugliness of diurnal reality. His point of view is the most
truly cosmic of any held in the literature of any period. As sensitive as Poe to dramatic values
and the significance of isolated words and details, and far better equipped rhetorically
through a simple lyric style based on the prose of the King James Bible, this author draws
with tremendous effectiveness on nearly every body of myth and legend within the circle of
European culture; producing a composite or eclectic cycle of phantasy in which Eastern
colour, Hellenic form, Teutonic sombreness, and Celtic wistfulness are so superbly blended
that each sustains and supplements the rest without sacrifice of perfect congruity and
homogeneity. In most cases Dunsany’s lands are fabulous— “beyond the East”, or “at the
edge of the world”. His system of original personal and place names, with roots drawn from
classical, Oriental, and other sources, is a marvel of versatile inventiveness and poetic
discrimination; as one may see from such specimens as “Argimēnēs”, “Bethmoora”,
“Poltarnees”, “Camorak”, “Illuriel”, or “Sardathrion”.
Beauty rather than terror is the keynote of Dunsany’s work. He loves the vivid green of jade
and of copper domes, and the delicate flush of sunset on the ivory minarets of impossible
dream-cities. Humour and irony, too, are often present to impart a gentle cynicism and
modify what might otherwise possess a naive intensity. Nevertheless, as is inevitable in a
master of triumphant unreality, there are occasional touches of cosmic fright which come
well within the authentic tradition. Dunsany loves to hint slyly and adroitly of monstrous
things and incredible dooms, as one hints in a fairy tale. In The Book of Wonder we read of
Hlo-hlo, the gigantic spider-idol which does not always stay at home; of what the Sphinx
feared in the forest; of Slith, the thief who jumps over the edge of the world after seeing a
certain light lit and knowing who lit it; of the anthropophagous Gibbelins, who inhabit an evil
tower and guard a treasure; of the Gnoles, who live in the forest and from whom it is not well
to steal; of the City of Never, and the eyes that watch in the Under Pits; and of kindred things
of darkness. A Dreamer’s Tales tells of the mystery that sent forth all men from Bethmoora in
the desert; of the vast gate of Perdóndaris, that was carved from a single piece of ivory; and
of the voyage of poor old Bill, whose captain cursed the crew and paid calls on nasty-looking
isles new-risen from the sea, with low thatched cottages having evil, obscure windows.
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Many of Dunsany’s short plays are replete with spectral fear. In The Gods of the Mountain
seven beggars impersonate the seven green idols on a distant hill, and enjoy ease and honour
in a city of worshippers until they hear that the real idols are missing from their wonted seats.
A very ungainly sight in the dusk is reported to them— “rock should not walk in the
evening”—and at last, as they sit awaiting the arrival of a troop of dancers, they note that the
approaching footsteps are heavier than those of good dancers ought to be. Then things ensue,
and in the end the presumptuous blasphemers are turned to green jade statues by the very
walking statues whose sanctity they outraged. But mere plot is the very least merit of this
marvellously effective play. The incidents and developments are those of a supreme master,
so that the whole forms one of the most important contributions of the present age not only to
drama, but to literature in general. A Night at an Inn tells of four thieves who have stolen the
emerald eye of Klesh, a monstrous Hindoo god. They lure to their room and succeed in
slaying the three priestly avengers who are on their track, but in the night Klesh comes
gropingly for his eye; and having gained it and departed, calls each of the despoilers out into
the darkness for an unnamed punishment. In The Laughter of the Gods there is a doomed city
at the jungle’s edge, and a ghostly lutanist heard only by those about to die (cf. Alice’s
spectral harpsichord in Hawthorne’s House of the Seven Gables); whilst The Queen’s
Enemies retells the anecdote of Herodotus in which a vengeful princess invites her foes to a
subterranean banquet and lets in the Nile to drown them.
But no amount of mere description can convey more than a fraction of Lord Dunsany’s
pervasive charm. His prismatic cities and unheard-of rites are touched with a sureness which
only mastery can engender, and we thrill with a sense of actual participation in his secret
mysteries. To the truly imaginative he is a talisman and a key unlocking rich storehouses of
dream and fragmentary memory; so that we may think of him not only as a poet, but as one
who makes each reader a poet as well.
At the opposite pole of genius from Lord Dunsany, and gifted with an almost diabolic power
of calling horror by gentle steps from the midst of prosaic daily life, is the scholarly
Montague Rhodes James, Provost of Eton College, antiquary of note, and recognised
authority on mediaeval manuscripts and cathedral history. Dr. James, long fond of telling
spectral tales at Christmastide, has become by slow degrees a literary weird fictionist of the
very first rank; and has developed a distinctive style and method likely to serve as models for
an enduring line of disciples.
The art of Dr. James is by no means haphazard, and in the preface to one of his collections he
has formulated three very sound rules for macabre composition. A ghost story, he believes,
should have a familiar setting in the modern period, in order to approach closely the reader’s
sphere of experience. Its spectral phenomena, moreover, should be malevolent rather than
beneficent; since fear is the emotion primarily to be excited. And finally, the technical patois
of “occultism” or pseudo-science ought carefully to be avoided; lest the charm of casual
verisimilitude be smothered in unconvincing pedantry.
Dr. James, practicing what he preaches, approaches his themes in a light and often
conversational way. Creating the illusion of every-day events, he introduces his abnormal
phenomena cautiously and gradually; relieved at every turn by touches of homely and prosaic
detail, and sometimes spiced with a snatch or two of antiquarian scholarship. Conscious of
the close relation between present weirdness and accumulated tradition, he generally provides
45

remote historical antecedents for his incidents; thus being able to utilise very aptly his
exhaustive knowledge of the past, and his ready and convincing command of archaic diction
and colouring. A favourite scene for a James tale is some centuried cathedral, which the
author can describe with all the familiar minuteness of a specialist in that field.
Sly humorous vignettes and bits of life-like genre portraiture and characterisation are often to
be found in Dr. James’s narratives, and serve in his skilled hands to augment the general
effect rather than to spoil it, as the same qualities would tend to do with a lesser craftsman. In
inventing a new type of ghost, he has departed considerably from the conventional Gothic
tradition; for where the older stock ghosts were pale and stately, and apprehended chiefly
through the sense of sight, the average James ghost is lean, dwarfish, and hairy—a sluggish,
hellish night-abomination midway betwixt beast and man—and usually touched before it is
seen. Sometimes the spectre is of still more eccentric composition; a roll of flannel with
spidery eyes, or an invisible entity which moulds itself in bedding and shews a face of
crumpled linen. Dr. James has, it is clear, an intelligent and scientific knowledge of human
nerves and feelings; and knows just how to apportion statement, imagery, and subtle
suggestions in order to secure the best results with his readers. He is an artist in incident and
arrangement rather than in atmosphere, and reaches the emotions more often through the
intellect than directly. This method, of course, with its occasional absences of sharp climax,
has its drawbacks as well as its advantages; and many will miss the thorough atmospheric
tension which writers like Machen are careful to build up with words and scenes. But only a
few of the tales are open to the charge of tameness. Generally the laconic unfolding of
abnormal events in adroit order is amply sufficient to produce the desired effect of
cumulative horror.
The short stories of Dr. James are contained in four small collections, entitled respectively
Ghost-Stories of an Antiquary, More Ghost Stories of an Antiquary, A Thin Ghost and
Others, and A Warning to the Curious. There is also a delightful juvenile phantasy, The Five
Jars, which has its spectral adumbrations. Amidst this wealth of material it is hard to select a
favourite or especially typical tale, though each reader will no doubt have such preferences as
his temperament may determine.
“Count Magnus” is assuredly one of the best, forming as it does a veritable Golconda of
suspense and suggestion. Mr. Wraxall is an English traveller of the middle nineteenth
century, sojourning in Sweden to secure material for a book. Becoming interested in the
ancient family of De la Gardie, near the village of Råbäck, he studies its records; and finds
particular fascination in the builder of the existing manor-house, one Count Magnus, of
whom strange and terrible things are whispered. The Count, who flourished early in the
seventeenth century, was a stern landlord, and famous for his severity toward poachers and
delinquent tenants. His cruel punishments were bywords, and there were dark rumours of
influences which even survived his interment in the great mausoleum he built near the
church—as in the case of the two peasants who hunted on his preserves one night a century
after his death. There were hideous screams in the woods, and near the tomb of Count
Magnus an unnatural laugh and the clang of a great door. Next morning the priest found the
two men; one a maniac, and the other dead, with the flesh of his face sucked from the bones.
Mr. Wraxall hears all these tales, and stumbles on more guarded references to a Black
Pilgrimage once taken by the Count; a pilgrimage to Chorazin in Palestine, one of the cities
denounced by Our Lord in the Scriptures, and in which old priests say that Antichrist is to be
born. No one dares to hint just what that Black Pilgrimage was, or what strange being or
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thing the Count brought back as a companion. Meanwhile Mr. Wraxall is increasingly
anxious to explore the mausoleum of Count Magnus, and finally secures permission to do so,
in the company of a deacon. He finds several monuments and three copper sarcophagi, one of
which is the Count’s. Round the edge of this latter are several bands of engraved scenes,
including a singular and hideous delineation of a pursuit—the pursuit of a frantic man
through a forest by a squat muffled figure with a devil-fish’s tentacle, directed by a tall
cloaked man on a neighbouring hillock. The sarcophagus has three massive steel padlocks,
one of which is lying open on the floor, reminding the traveller of a metallic clash he heard
the day before when passing the mausoleum and wishing idly that he might see Count
Magnus.
His fascination augmented, and the key being accessible, Mr. Wraxall pays the mausoleum a
second and solitary visit and finds another padlock unfastened. The next day, his last in
Råbäck, he again goes alone to bid the long-dead Count farewell. Once more queerly
impelled to utter a whimsical wish for a meeting with the buried nobleman, he now sees to
his disquiet that only one of the padlocks remains on the great sarcophagus. Even as he looks,
that last lock drops noisily to the floor, and there comes a sound as of creaking hinges. Then
the monstrous lid appears very slowly to rise, and Mr. Wraxall flees in panic fear without
refastening the door of the mausoleum.
During his return to England the traveller feels a curious uneasiness about his fellowpassengers on the canal-boat which he employs for the earlier stages. Cloaked figures make
him nervous, and he has a sense of being watched and followed. Of twenty-eight persons
whom he counts, only twenty-six appear at meals; and the missing two are always a tall
cloaked man and a shorter muffled figure. Completing his water travel at Harwich, Mr.
Wraxall takes frankly to flight in a closed carriage, but sees two cloaked figures at a
crossroad. Finally he lodges at a small house in a village and spends the time making frantic
notes. On the second morning he is found dead, and during the inquest seven jurors faint at
sight of the body. The house where he stayed is never again inhabited, and upon its
demolition half a century later his manuscript is discovered in a forgotten cupboard.
In “The Treasure of Abbot Thomas” a British antiquary unriddles a cipher on some
Renaissance painted windows, and thereby discovers a centuried hoard of gold in a niche half
way down a well in the courtyard of a German abbey. But the crafty depositor had set a
guardian over that treasure, and something in the black well twines its arms around the
searcher’s neck in such a manner that the quest is abandoned, and a clergyman sent for. Each
night after that the discoverer feels a stealthy presence and detects a horrible odour of mould
outside the door of his hotel room, till finally the clergyman makes a daylight replacement of
the stone at the mouth of the treasure-vault in the well—out of which something had come in
the dark to avenge the disturbing of old Abbot Thomas’s gold. As he completes his work the
cleric observes a curious toad-like carving on the ancient well-head, with the Latin motto
“Depositum custodi—keep that which is committed to thee.”
Other notable James tales are “The Stalls of Barchester Cathedral”, in which a grotesque
carving comes curiously to life to avenge the secret and subtle murder of an old Dean by his
ambitious successor; “‘Oh, Whistle, and I’ll Come to You, My Lad’”, which tells of the
horror summoned by a strange metal whistle found in a mediaeval church ruin; and “An
Episode of Cathedral History”, where the dismantling of a pulpit uncovers an archaic tomb
whose lurking daemon spreads panic and pestilence. Dr. James, for all his light touch, evokes
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fright and hideousness in their most shocking forms; and will certainly stand as one of the
few really creative masters in his darksome province.
For those who relish speculation regarding the future, the tale of supernatural horror provides
an interesting field. Combated by a mounting wave of plodding realism, cynical flippancy,
and sophisticated disillusionment, it is yet encouraged by a parallel tide of growing
mysticism, as developed both through the fatigued reaction of “occultists” and religious
fundamentalists against materialistic discovery and through the stimulation of wonder and
fancy by such enlarged vistas and broken barriers as modern science has given us with its
intra-atomic chemistry, advancing astrophysics, doctrines of relativity, and probings into
biology and human thought. At the present moment the favouring forces would appear to
have somewhat of an advantage; since there is unquestionably more cordiality shewn toward
weird writings than when, thirty years ago, the best of Arthur Machen’s work fell on the
stony ground of the smart and cocksure ‘nineties. Ambrose Bierce, almost unknown in his
own time, has now reached something like general recognition.
Startling mutations, however, are not to be looked for in either direction. In any case an
approximate balance of tendencies will continue to exist; and while we may justly expect a
further subtilisation of technique, we have no reason to think that the general position of the
spectral in literature will be altered. It is a narrow though essential branch of human
expression, and will chiefly appeal as always to a limited audience with keen special
sensibilities. Whatever universal masterpiece of tomorrow may be wrought from phantasm or
terror will owe its acceptance rather to a supreme workmanship than to a sympathetic theme.
Yet who shall declare the dark theme a positive handicap? Radiant with beauty, the Cup of
the Ptolemies was carven of onyx.
THE END
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SCHLOCK! REVIEW by John C Adams
The Product by Bruce Memblatt
Ever felt like you’d give anything to have your loved one back with you again? I guess we all
have at some time or another, be it a much-loved family pet or a member of the immediate
family. After reading The Product by Bruce Memblatt, you might have second thoughts
about whether a manufactured do-over is the answer.
Robin is distraught at losing her partner Shane. DMG offer her the opportunity to replace him
with a model that is based on Shane physically and emotionally, although of course they warn
Robin that he won’t be exactly the man she’s lost. The good news is, they can build a future
together. At least that hasn’t been irreparably snatched away from them. And in only a few
weeks’ time, he’ll be ready:
‘You won’t pick up Shane. What will happen is he will come home to you just like it was an
ordinary day, like nothing happened. He will know where he lives.’
Technology company DMG warn Robin that Shane is likely to need some time to adjust to
being back but when he arrives (albeit without the telephone call DMG promised would let
Robin know that Shane was on his way), the Shane who just turns up at Robin’s door is more
aware of what happened to him than she expected. His body feels different and he can
remember the heat and flames of the plane crash. And he’s keen to find some answers, too.
‘I know I died and then suddenly I’m back here and alive, but not really. I’m sort of
confused.’
I bet, poor lad! Coming back from the dead isn’t an easy experience for either the deceased or
their family. I read this short story with a personal degree of interest because years ago my
husband was clinically dead after a huge heart attack. The doctors saved him but it came at
the price of severe brain damage that meant that the old Brian wasn’t there any more in any
meaningful sense. What Shane experiences in this short story is really the opposite and it
makes for an intriguing premise: his body has been remade but his mind, his personality and
(increasingly) his memory are still there. And Robin doesn’t get exactly what she bargained
for either!
With technology surging ahead, it can only be a matter of time before we are offered the
chance to choose to recover our lost ones. And we’re going to have to decide whether that’s a
good idea. Like all the best futuristic stories, The Product considers the ethical and practical
considerations surrounding advances in technology in a low-key, thoughtful way. It lets us
make up our own minds.
The story is well paced and, for all their challenges as a couple, the main characters were
both very likeable.
I loved this story, especially the cheeky twist at the end.
Enjoy!
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John C Adams
Schlock! Webzine Reviewer
THE END
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THE BATTLE FOR CALLISTO by Gregory KH Bryant
Episode Thirty-Eight
They were pulling bodies from the tunnels when Illara, Carter Ward and Mud arrived at the
site of what had once been Pod 3. Ward, Mud and Illara leaped from the ATV and, exhausted
as they were, they pushed through the crowd of those who were watching anxiously as the
dead and the near-dead were exhumed from the collapsed utility tunnels that provided their
last and only escape from the collapse.
There, commanding the excavation and rescue, Illara recognized Colonel Bridgemont
himself, her commander. Though clearly exhausted, his steely grey hair damp with sweat and
his normally ramrod-straight posture slumped, yet still he was clearly in charge of the
moment—as far as any human being could be in charge of this catastrophe.
He had set up yet another command post. Dozens of small satellite dishes hurriedly mounted
in a clumsy half circle were still taking communications from Europa, Ganymede and Io.
There was still fighting on Europa and Ganymede, but these were small and futile battles—
the last remnants of the Scroungers on those moons fighting on to the death, rather than
surrender.
Messages came in from Lieutenant Hardy and his fighters, as they chased the very last
remnants of Turhan Mot’s assembled battle fleet from the Jovian system. All were in full
retreat, but Hardy, on his own initiative, pursued them closely, hounding and harassing them,
and destroying yet a few more ships, ensuring they would never be a threat to Callisto, or
anyone else, ever again.
And Bridgemont stayed in close communication with Colonel Westland, on the
“Bellerophon”. Westland was able to provide Bridgemont with very detailed images of
Callisto Base 1 from overhead. This gave Bridgemont invaluable views of the base, and
helped him to deploy his forces with the greatest possible efficiency.
For Pod 3 was only the first pod to collapse upon itself. At least half a dozen other pods were
also on the verge of total collapse. As he studied the situation from every possible angle, it
became clear to Bridgemont that he might very well have to order the complete evacuation of
Callisto Base 1. He and Westland were in heated discussion on that very subject when Illara
finally forced her way through the worried crowd to meet up with him. Ward and Mud were
immediately behind her.
Seeing her commander in such intense discussion—Bridgemont’s eye had happened to fall
upon Illara, but so intent was he on his command and the countless decisions of the moment
that he did not recognize her—Illara stood off to one side, awaiting the moment when she
could speak to him.
“If you’re gonna do it,” she heard Colonel Westland’s holographic image speaking, “now is
the time to get started.”
Bridgemont shook his head.
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“Not coordinated for it yet,” Bridgemont said. “We haven’t even accounted for all our
people. Dunno how many have survived this far. Dunno where they all are.”
“We can’t carry everyone on one trip,” Westland said. “Even if we go no further than Callisto
Base 2 and Base 3, we’ll still have to make... well, I dunno how many trips.”
The ground underfoot shook. A loud groan of buckling steel rang through the base.
Bridgemont did not bat an eyelash.
“We can’t even get a handle on the extent of the damage yet,” he said, unperturbed. “I got
one pod down, and three more ready to collapse. We’re rounding up the staff in those pods,
but it’ll be hours before we’ve got them here.”
“You get those ATVs yet?” Westland asked.
“Yeah. Thanks,” Bridgemont answered. “They just showed a couple minutes ago.”
“Good, good,” Westland said. “I got six more coming your way.”
“Thanks,” Bridgemont answered. “I’m gonna put them all to work right now. Send ‘em out to
round up what survivors we have.”
“Good. Glad to be able to help you out there.”
Bridgemont turned to seek out the ATV commanders. His eye fell on Illara. This time he
recognized her.
Illara saluted Bridgemont. Bridgemont returned the salute with a wan smile.
“Good to see you, Cap’n Fain,” he said. “Glad you’re still alive.”
“Thank you, Colonel,” Illara answered. “Back atcha.”
“Gotcher buddies here with you, too, I see,” Bridgemont said, after seeing Ward and Mud at
hand.
“Yeah, it’s been a real party,” Illara replied.
“Uh-huh,” Bridgemont agreed. “We’ve been dancing in the streets down here, too. Hope you
all got your chance to kill some of those dirty rat bastards.”
“Yes, sir,” Illara replied.
“Butcha know how it is,” Mud said with a grin, “When it comes to them Scroungers, ya can
just never get enough killin’ done.”
Bridgemont chuckled.
“What’s the scene here?” Illara asked.
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“Pod 3,” Bridgemont curtly and unhelpfully answered.
“It’s collapsed,” Illara said. “We heard about it at the Space Port. That’s why we came.”
Bridgemont gave his head a curt nod.
“Uh-huh,” was all he said. His jaw was clenched like a fist.
“All right, he shouted, over the hushed crowd. Where are the commanders of those ATVs?”
Two men and one woman stepped up.
“Here, sir,” said one, the senior officer among them. She was Master Sergeant Lin Hong
Nguyen. She wore her straight black hair very short, and hidden under her helmet.
“Awrite, sergeant. We have three more pods close to collapsing. I need to get everyone outta
there, and you’re going to lead that.”
“Yes, sir,” Sergeant Nguyen answered.
“Have you been to Callisto Base 1 before? Are you familiar with the layout?”
“Yes, sir,” Nguyen replied. “We all took shore leave while the “Bellerophon” offloaded.”
“Good. Good,” Bridgemont said. “Makes my job easier.”
He called up a map on one of the hastily erected arrays of his command post. Tapping it with
a blunt and muscular forefinger, he said, “This is where we are right now. Pod 6 is over
here,” he continued, tapping the map again with his finger. That one’s in the worst condition
at the moment. Evac is ongoing as we speak. That’s our hospital and medical services
complex. Get your boys and girls down there to pick up as many as you can. Start with the
non-ambulatory. Bring ‘em all to the Space Port, in case we have to evacuate the entire base.
Got that?”
“Sir!” Nguyen answered with a salute. The two other ATV commanders, staff sergeants,
saluted simultaneously with Nguyen.
Bridgemont returned the salute.
“Now get going!” he barked.
Sergeant Nguyen spun on her heel, and strode back to her ATV, followed by the other two
sergeants under her command.
Bridgemont watched them march off. Silence settled upon him, for a moment.
Illara laid the tips of her fingers on Bridgemont’s arm. Bridgemont turned to look at her. He
said nothing.
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“Gerald?” Illara asked, her voice faltering.
Bridgemont’s lips were taut. He knew what she was about to ask, but he did nothing to
prompt her along. He found comfort in command. It kept his mind off the pain in his heart.
“Any word?” Illara asked.
Bridgemont only looked at Illara. He found it hard to speak.
“Story? Story Talbot? Joyce? Jeffrey, Emily? ...and Ellen? Any word? Have we heard
anything from them?”
Bridgemont did not trust his voice to speak, especially after hearing Illara speak his wife’s
name. Bridgemont said nothing. He only shook his head.
Large and shimmering tears filled Illara’s eyes. They were tears of the clearest transparency,
and they gleamed like liquid jewels as they overflowed her eyes. Bridgemont turned away.
Shaking his head like a boxer who’d taken too hard a punch, he threw himself back into the
narcotic of command.
Ward, in the meanwhile, had forced his own way past Bridgemont’s command post to the
orange tape marking off the area where the emergency crews were frantically pulling people
from the utility tunnels.
Some were alive and largely unharmed. These climbed out of the tunnels on their own, and
they began the search for their own families, friends and acquaintances. Some were met with
screams of joy, mothers reunited with sons, husbands with wives, brothers with sisters.
The dead, pulled most reverentially from the tunnels, were laid aside into an ever-growing
mound of corpses. Already the mound was many yards long, and wide, and taller than Ward
himself. On the other hand were the wounded, those with broken limbs, or eyes blinded by
explosive clouds of dust that punched them hard when the tunnels collapsed. Some had lost
limbs entirely, having to have them sawed off quickly, pinned as they were under tons of
concrete and steel.
And to these, the medical personnel were tending with huge urgency. Staunching the blood
from slashed arteries, administering intravenous pain killers, and wrapping cracked skulls in
cushions of gauze among countless other tasks, all carried out with an efficiency most
astonishing. Nurses, orderlies and assistants worked with the doctors, anticipating the
doctors’ every need, and carrying their duties almost silently, without burdening the doctors
with the need to explain what was required at these critical moments.
Ward ignored all that. He was searching for any clue that Story Talbot, who he had come to
regard as a friend, one entirely outside his own class (and because of that, a friend with a
special bond for him), was alive. And Emily. Was she alive? Joyce? Jeffrey? And Alyshia?
What about her? And her boyfriend, that astronomer guy? Did any of them make it out?
Could any of them say what had happened to the others?
Ward said nothing, but only stared hard at the openings in the streets that led to the utility
tunnels, below.
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Ward did not like these feelings that crowded him. He did not like this uncomfortable and
unfamiliar sensation of worry, of worrying for the welfare of others. His fists were clenched
at his sides, and his teeth ground against each other. He heard the sound of his teeth grinding
inside his own head.
“God dammit,” he muttered.
Time stopped, or seemed to, as he watched, waiting. So intent was he on his vigil that he did
not notice it when Mud stepped up beside him, wrapping his huge and bearlike arm around
Ward’s shoulder. Illara came up to Ward on his left-hand side, and slid her arm around
Ward’s waist. Both Mud and Illara felt the tension in his body. Hard as steel, and unflinching.
Still, the halt, the lame and the crippled, all wounded by the collapse, were lifted out of the
tunnels, while those who had somehow escaped injury, assisted them or climbed out on their
own. Along with the dead. Many of them were mutilated, many crushed beyond all
recognition, and only but torsos or limbs or other body parts that could lead to identification
through DNA analysis.
Then came Alyshia, barely recognizable through the dust that covered her. She climbed
haltingly out of the manhole and into the street where she was instantly carried away by
several medical technicians.
The sight of her gave Ward relief, but it was only a momentary relief. Could he expect to see
Emily come climbing out next? Or was that but a false hope? Was there, indeed, any reason
that Emily and Alyshia should be close together throughout this battle?
As he watched, another clumsy form straggled out of the tunnel, even blanketed with layers
of concrete dust, the matronly shape was clearly that of a woman. And, once above ground,
she moved with a haunting familiarity. Ward had met her a few times... was that Ellen? Ellen
Bridgemont?
Then came Antoni Zimmerman, Alyshia’s fiancée. A tall, slim man, he was also covered with
dust, and he also seemed unhurt. Could Ward take that as a portent? No, of course not. That
Alyshia and Zimmerman had come through the battle largely unharmed meant nothing. It
certainly did not mean Talbot and his family were still alive.
“Fuck me, man,” Ward muttered to himself. “Fuck me.” It galled him to be in such turmoil
now, over Emily and her family. How the shit did that happen, any-fucking-how? He was
happy living by himself, left alone, and not giving a single good goddamn about anything.
Now his guts were twisted into knots over that girl and her family.
Fuck it, he should have followed his first instincts and shot the whole family out of the
goddamn airlock, along with that sweet bitch Illara, too (so tense was he, that he still did not
feel Illara’s arm around his waist), when he learned that Talbot couldn’t pay him for ferrying
his whole goddamn, sonovabitch, fucking family from Mars to Callisto in the first fucking
place...
He stopped his grumbling and silent monologue. A familiar form popped out of the tunnel. A
boy, this one. One with the shape of a teenager. Was that...?
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“Jeff?” Illara cried out. “Jeffrey? Is that you!”
Ward was suddenly aware of Illara’s arm around his waist. His head jerked back and forth
between Illara at his side, and Jeffrey climbing out of the manhole.
Jeffrey turned to the sound of Illara’s voice. He staggered a few feet toward the group, and
called out, “Illara?”
“Yes, it is, baby!” Illara answered. “Yes, it is! Where’s your mom?”
Ward, for his part, climbed under the emergency tape that had been spun out to keep the area
clear, and hurried toward Jeffrey.
Illara and Mud followed.
“Carter!” Jeffrey cried out. “Carter! You made it, too?”
“Yeah, kid,” Ward answered. “Where’s yer sister? Yer mom and dad?”
“They’re coming up behind me,” Jeffrey answered.
Ellen Bridgemont, hearing the sounds of familiar voices, made her stumbling way to where
Ward, Illara, Mud and Jeffrey had gathered together.
Illara was the first to recognize Ellen.
“Ellen? Is that you?”
“Oh, yes,” she answered, her voice thin and tired. Illara gave her a hug which Ellen, the tears
flowing easily and heavily, returned.
“My husband... have you seen him? Have you...”
“Yes,” Illara answered. “He’s just right over there,” she indicated, turning and pointing. “At
his command post.”
“Oh... oh...” Ellen said, her hand to her chest. “I... I... no, he is working, I should not get in
his way, but I thank God that he is alive... I...”
“No,” Illara said. “You should go to him. It will be such a relief to him, knowing you are
alive.”
“I...” Ellen’s eyes searched out the form of her husband at his command centre. Yes. There he
was, taking in information and barking out orders. “I...”
But having seen him, she could not turn away. She took two faltering steps toward her
husband, but had to stop when she staggered.
Mud stepped toward her and asked, “Ma’am? May I?”
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Ellen had met Mud on several occasions when he appeared with Ward and Illara at a function
or two, but, put off by his uncouth manner and appearance, had kept a polite distance.
Now she was too exhausted to be afraid of Mud. And driven by the unappeasable desire to be
with her man, she agreed to allow Mud to assist her. Her put his arm about her shoulders with
a gentleness that surprised her, and he led her back to Colonel Bridgemont, catching her each
time she stumbled, and putting her on her path again.
Alyshia and Antoni Zimmerman had followed Ellen Bridgemont as she stumbled her way
toward Illara, Ward, Mud and Jeffrey. They watched silently with their friends as they all
waited to see if Joyce, Emily and Story Talbot had made it through the tunnels.
Several strangers climbed out of the tunnels after Jeffrey, and their arrival was heralded with
shrieks of near-panicked joy as they were recognized by relatives and friends. Then came
several clusters of corpses and body parts, all painstakingly removed from the tunnel and
placed upon the ever-mounting pile of the dead.
And then came Joyce. She climbed weakly up the ladder, but did so unassisted. Reaching the
surface, she lay down upon the street as if she were ready to go to bed.
“Mom!” Jeffrey called to her as he began running toward her. “Mom!”
Joyce looked up, and was overwhelmed with joy to see her son alive and well, though
covered with dust.
“Jeffrey!” she called.
And the group of them, Jeffrey, Illara and the others, moved forward to meet her.
An emergency worker tried to block them.
“I’m sorry...” he began.
Carter Ward, a deadly scowl scarring his face, whipped his combat knife from its sheath on
his utility belt and showed it to the emergency worker.
“You’d be surprised how sorry I can make you be, fucker,” Ward said. “We’ve all had a bad
day, so just go fuck off somewhere else.”
The emergency worker put up his hands at the level of his chest and took several steps
backward. He said nothing.
“That’s right,” Ward said. He led Illara and the others to where Joyce was now standing.
Jeffrey threw his arms around his mother in a huge bear hug. Joyce, tears cascading down her
face wrapped her arms around her son.
“Where’s Emily?” Illara asked. “And Story?”
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“They were behind me,” Joyce answered, turning to the manhole. “They...”
And at that moment, Story Talbot’s dust-cloaked head came up through the manhole. Joyce
instantly recognized her husband.
“Story... Story...” she weakly called to him, only but a few paces away.
Talbot heard her, and instantly strode toward her. Enfolding her and his son in his thin arms,
he held them tight for many long seconds. None of them spoke, until, at last, Joyce asked her
husband, “Where is Emily?”
Hearing Emily’s name, Ward’s ear perked up to hear the answer. His heart seemed to stop in
his chest, awaiting the answer. That was the first time in all his years that he had experienced
such an involuntary reaction within himself. It galled him. He did not like it one damn bit.
“She...” Talbot began. “She... in the darkness... it was so dark... I lost track of her... I...”
“There she is! Jeffrey called out!”
Everyone turned to see the diminutive form of Emily as it was carried out of the manhole.
The emergency crew carried her directly to the cots of the makeshift medical centre, and laid
her down on one of them.
A crew of doctors and nurses instantly surrounded her.
Story Talbot, his wife, and the others began to move toward Emily when several emergency
personnel crowded around to stop them. Again, Ward’s combat knife came out of its sheath,
but this time, Story laid his hand on Ward’s arm.
“Thank you, my friend,” he said, looking Ward directly in the eye. “But please, lower your
knife. Let Joyce and I go, and we will tell you what all we learn. May we do that?”
Ward silently returned his knife to its sheath. He nodded.
“We’ll just wait here,” Illara helpfully suggested.
“Sure,” Ward said. “You guys go ahead. We’ll wait.”
So Story and Joyce Talbot, bringing Jeffrey along with them, stepped through the
emerge3ncy personnel to look in on Emily.
Again, as they waited to learn about Emily’s condition, the time weighed heavily, seconds
dragging like leaden things, each minute, an agonized eternity.
Finally, after a tortured wait, Story Talbot returned to where Ward and Illara, Alyshia and
Antoni were waiting.
Talbot’s head hung low. Never had Illara or Ward seen him in such despair. And they had
both seen the man go through a lot.
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“Yes?” Illara asked. “What can you tell us?”
A long moment passed before Story was able to answer her. And when he did answer Illara,
it was with a breaking voice. For the first time in several decades, the man was near to tears.
“Emily... she...” Talbot paused to take a long breath.
“Oh, God,” Illara said, cowering toward Carter Ward. Completely unconscious of the gesture,
Ward put a protective arm around her shoulders.
“What? What is it?” Illara insisted.
“Oh, Emily is alive,” Talbot was able to say. It gave him a profound relief to be able to say
that, and the strength to go on.
“She is alive, thank God. Yes, she is alive. But... she is unconscious. She is... she’s in a coma.
When the tunnel collapsed, much of it buried her. She was... she was buried for many
minutes, they don’t know how long. They don’t know how long she went without air...
“But she is in a coma....”
“Isn’t there...?” Illara stopped, not knowing what to ask.
“If we were on Earth,” Talbot said, choking on the words, “They could revive her easily.
But... here... uh... they don’t know. They don’t know if they can revive her.”
“They can’t... uh...” Illara stumbled with the words.
The hopelessness in Talbot’s eyes said everything.
“They don’t know,” he said. “They just don’t know.”
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.

60

Out now from Rogue Planet Press.
Return to Contents

61

THE WAR OF THE WORLDS by HG Wells
Book One: The Coming of The Martians
Chapter Three: On Horsell Common
I found a little crowd of perhaps twenty people surrounding the huge hole in which the
cylinder lay. I have already described the appearance of that colossal bulk, embedded in the
ground. The turf and gravel about it seemed charred as if by a sudden explosion. No doubt its
impact had caused a flash of fire. Henderson and Ogilvy were not there. I think they
perceived that nothing was to be done for the present, and had gone away to breakfast at
Henderson’s house.
There were four or five boys sitting on the edge of the Pit, with their feet dangling, and
amusing themselves—until I stopped them—by throwing stones at the giant mass. After I had
spoken to them about it, they began playing at “touch” in and out of the group of bystanders.
Among these were a couple of cyclists, a jobbing gardener I employed sometimes, a girl
carrying a baby, Gregg the butcher and his little boy, and two or three loafers and golf
caddies who were accustomed to hang about the railway station. There was very little talking.
Few of the common people in England had anything but the vaguest astronomical ideas in
those days. Most of them were staring quietly at the big table like end of the cylinder, which
was still as Ogilvy and Henderson had left it. I fancy the popular expectation of a heap of
charred corpses was disappointed at this inanimate bulk. Some went away while I was there,
and other people came. I clambered into the pit and fancied I heard a faint movement under
my feet. The top had certainly ceased to rotate.
It was only when I got thus close to it that the strangeness of this object was at all evident to
me. At the first glance it was really no more exciting than an overturned carriage or a tree
blown across the road. Not so much so, indeed. It looked like a rusty gas float. It required a
certain amount of scientific education to perceive that the grey scale of the Thing was no
common oxide, that the yellowish-white metal that gleamed in the crack between the lid and
the cylinder had an unfamiliar hue. “Extra-terrestrial” had no meaning for most of the
onlookers.
At that time it was quite clear in my own mind that the Thing had come from the planet Mars,
but I judged it improbable that it contained any living creature. I thought the unscrewing
might be automatic. In spite of Ogilvy, I still believed that there were men in Mars. My mind
ran fancifully on the possibilities of its containing manuscript, on the difficulties in
translation that might arise, whether we should find coins and models in it, and so forth. Yet
it was a little too large for assurance on this idea. I felt an impatience to see it opened. About
eleven, as nothing seemed happening, I walked back, full of such thought, to my home in
Maybury. But I found it difficult to get to work upon my abstract investigations.
In the afternoon the appearance of the common had altered very much. The early editions of
the evening papers had startled London with enormous headlines:
“A MESSAGE RECEIVED FROM MARS.”
“REMARKABLE STORY FROM WOKING,”
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and so forth. In addition, Ogilvy’s wire to the Astronomical Exchange had roused every
observatory in the three kingdoms.
There were half a dozen flies or more from the Woking station standing in the road by the
sand pits, a basket-chaise from Chobham, and a rather lordly carriage. Besides that, there was
quite a heap of bicycles. In addition, a large number of people must have walked, in spite of
the heat of the day, from Woking and Chertsey, so that there was altogether quite a
considerable crowd—one or two gaily dressed ladies among the others.
It was glaringly hot, not a cloud in the sky nor a breath of wind, and the only shadow was that
of the few scattered pine trees. The burning heather had been extinguished, but the level
ground towards Ottershaw was blackened as far as one could see, and still giving off vertical
streamers of smoke. An enterprising sweet-stuff dealer in the Chobham Road had sent up his
son with a barrow-load of green apples and ginger beer.
Going to the edge of the pit, I found it occupied by a group of about half a dozen men—
Henderson, Ogilvy, and a tall, fair-haired man that I afterwards learned was Stent, the
Astronomer Royal, with several workmen wielding spades and pickaxes. Stent was giving
directions in a clear, high-pitched voice. He was standing on the cylinder, which was now
evidently much cooler; his face was crimson and streaming with perspiration, and something
seemed to have irritated him.
A large portion of the cylinder had been uncovered, though its lower end was still embedded.
As soon as Ogilvy saw me among the staring crowd on the edge of the pit he called to me to
come down, and asked me if I would mind going over to see Lord Hilton, the lord of the
manor.
The growing crowd, he said, was becoming a serious impediment to their excavations,
especially the boys. They wanted a light railing put up, and help to keep the people back. He
told me that a faint stirring was occasionally still audible within the case, but that the
workmen had failed to unscrew the top, as it afforded no grip to them. The case appeared to
be enormously thick, and it was possible that the faint sounds we heard represented a noisy
tumult in the interior.
I was very glad to do as he asked, and so become one of the privileged spectators within the
contemplated enclosure. I failed to find Lord Hilton at his house, but I was told he was
expected from London by the six o’clock train from Waterloo; and as it was then about a
quarter past five, I went home, had some tea, and walked up to the station to waylay him.
CONTINUES NEXT WEEK
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