SCHLOCK! WEBZINE
Edited by
Gavin Chappell

PUBLISHED BY:
Schlock! Publications
(www.schlock.co.uk)

Schlock! Webzine
Copyright © 2018 by Gavin Chappell, C Priest Brumley, Paul Lubaczewski, Rob Bliss, John C
Adams, Jordan Smith, Gregory KH Bryant, Rex Mundy, Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, A Merritt

SCHLOCK! WEBZINE
Welcome to Schlock! the webzine for science fiction, fantasy, and horror.
Vol. 13, Issue 26
28th October 2018
Schlock! is a weekly webzine dedicated to short stories, flash fiction, serialised novels, and
novellas, within the genres of science fiction, fantasy, and horror. We publish new and old works
of pulp sword and sorcery, urban fantasy, dark fantasy, and gothic horror. If you want to read
quality works of new pulp fantasy, science fiction or horror, Schlock! is the webzine for you!
For details of previous editions, please go to the website.
Schlock! Webzine is always willing to consider new science fiction, fantasy and horror short
stories, serials, graphic novels and comic strips, reviews and art. Submit fiction, articles, art, or
links to your own site to editor@schlock.co.uk. We will also review published and self-published
novels. Please contact the editor at the above email address for further details.
Any other enquiries, including requests to advertise in our quarterly printed magazine, also to
editor@schlock.co.uk The stories, articles and illustrations contained in this webzine are
copyright © to the respective authors and illustrators, unless in the public domain.
Schlock! Webzine and its editor accept no liability for views expressed or statements made by
contributors to the magazine.

This Edition
This week’s cover illustration is A Jack o' Lantern made for the Holywell Manor Halloween celebrations in 2003 by Toby Ord. Graphic design © by Gavin Chappell, logo design © by C Priest
Brumley.
EDITORIAL
IT CAME FROM INSIDE THE INKWELL! Horror Comics and Comic Horror from Vincent
Davis
WEREWOLVES AND MEDUSAS by Rob Bliss— “My client pleads not guilty.” HORROR
PUFFBALL IN THE PUMPKIN CASTLE by Paul Lubaczewski— A summons to the castle…
HORROR
REVIEW by John C Adams—Night Show by Richard Laymon… ARTICLE
SECOND COMING Part Two of Two by Jordan Smith—The incantation… HORROR
INVADERS FROM THE ICE PLANET Part Four of Eight by Rex Mundy—Swamp city…
SCIENCE FANTASY
THE SEARCH FOR ASTRA PALACE Part Thirty-Four by Gregory KH Bryant—Questions...
SPACE OPERA
THE LOST WORLD Chapter Ten: “The most Wonderful Things have Happened…”
JUNGLE ADVENTURE
THE MOON POOL Chapter Thirteen by A. Merritt—The Justice of Lora … SCIENCE
FICTION CLASSIC

EDITORIAL
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IT CAME FROM INSIDE THE INKWELL!

Vincent is an artist who has consistently been on assignment in the art world for over twenty
years. Throughout his career he has acquired a toolbox of diverse skills (from freehand drawing
to digital design, t-shirt designer to muralist). His styles range from the wildly abstract to pulp
style comics.
In 2013, his work in END TIMES won an award in the Best Horror Anthology category for that
year. When Vincent is not at his drawing board he can be found in the classroom teaching
cartooning and illustration to his students at Westchester Community College in Valhalla NY.
He lives in Mamaroneck NY with his wife Jennie and dog Skip.
https://www.freelanced.com/vincentdavis
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WEREWOLVES AND MEDUSAS by Rob Bliss
“My client pleads not guilty.”

In high school, secrets stay at home. Who has parents who fight all of the time, who has a sister
with an incurable disease, who has aunts, uncles and grandparents living with them, whose father
is an alcoholic, who has a mother who lays for days and weeks in a darkened room with the door
shut, all traffic tiptoeing passed, all noise taken outside.
Some teenagers have family lives normal enough to invite friends over. Some teens have no
friends, none reliable. Teddy’s closest friend, Andy, suffered frequently from headaches which
were hard to diagnose, and from which he would likely later die. He missed a lot of school, but
homework was brought to him. Couldn’t call Andy on the phone, the sound of a voice through
telecommunication tin screamed, and he couldn’t text because even the low light of the phone
screen hurt.
Andy liked werewolves and vampires and zombies—all things horror. It was what began the
friendship between him and Teddy. They each had posters and figurines, novels and video
games. To be a vampire was to be immortal, and the undead lived in the darkness. Andy and
Teddy talked about the possible existence of real vampires, and that Andy probably was one. His
migraines were a result of his metaphysical existence clashing with the real, temporal world.
When Andy eventually died, he would probably shed his human form and fly up at night to a full
moon with giant bat wings, and feed on the blood of hot chicks.
“And you gotta bite me,” Teddy added.
“Ew! Gay!” Andy countered, a damp hand cloth laying across his forehead. Bedsheets tangled,
half fallen to the floor, a blue night light forming Teddy’s face into a dark mask as he sat on
Andy’s desk chair.
“It’s not gay if you’re a vampire,” Teddy’s voice rose too loudly—Andy blinking tight eyelids—
so he hushed his words. “Come on, promise. I wanna be a vampire too.”
“I’ll bite your arm or something,” Andy offered. “That will work too. I’m not biting your neck.
I’ll change Amy Graff and she can bite you.”
Teddy chuckled. “Mm, yes please, tasty freeze! I’ll bite her back!”
“My head’s hurting again,” Andy said, pulling a foot back up onto the bed, trying to flick his
toes under a coil of sheet He peeled the cloth off his head. “Can you tell my mom to come up?”
“Okay,” Teddy said sadly. “I’ll see ya later.”

“See ya.”
Teddy left, wishing Andy wasn’t sick. It was lonely leaving his friend’s house without his friend,
especially when it was still daylight, and a Saturday.
There was a party that night, so big that anyone could drop in. Jocks and geeks and stoners and
goths all lined up against free wall space, sipping from beer bottles and cans or plastic cups.
Doing nothing, watching and being watched, waiting for the jocks to fight, the cheerleaders to
accidently show bra or panties, waiting for the cops to bust it up so there was an excuse to leave.
It was the suburbs; there was nothing to do but wait and watch for a chance to escape. Which
came for most once high school was over.

“My client did not premeditate the attack. He is known to have had psychotic episodes in the
past.”

Teddy had transferred to three different schools during his high school years. He took four
different pills every day, and had an extensive medical record. Doctors and nurses and
counsellors knew him well. The school’s staff had been briefed. If he had to leave class, he left.
It was a type of freedom, though the kids who heard it from other kids, who had heard it from
adults, knew the freedom, the privilege, was medical. So it was actually a form of misery.
Weird kid, got to leave class, never around for afterschool sports or clubs, probably won’t go to
the prom, says it’s lame, which it is, but everyone goes. So …
But he’s not like everyone. Saw him with his mom at the grocery store, she’s pretty, he was shy,
pretended not to see me. His last name’s de Groot. I think it means “the Good”, German or
something. Maybe ‘big’.
It’s Dutch. Means ‘big’, ‘tall’, or ‘great’, I looked it up.
Oh, Dutch? Really? That’s cool. I’d love to go there.
Where?
Where the Dutch are … Dutchland, I dunno. I hear pot’s legal. That’s awesome.
Think he’ll come to Mitch’s party?
Who?
The guy. Teddy the Great. Fuck, I’m gonna call him that.

Don’t, I’m serious, don’t be a bitch. Seriously, the guy’s got it bad enough. I feel bad for him.
So, like, what’s his problem anyway? He schizo or something?
I heard he pops, like, shitloads of pills. Marcie’s dad is a pharmacist. His mom’s always going in
getting prescriptions.
Maybe he can sell me some. Teddy the Pusher.
Seriously, shut up, I’m not kidding.
Maybe he’s a psycho killer, hears voices, gonna slip some bitch roofies at the party. It’s gonna
be wild, Mitch’s parents are in Baja for, like, a whole week. Fucking awesome, fuck school, I’ll
be gone for a week, do my homework for me, bitch.
Fuck you, bitch.
Fuck you back, bitch. I need some weed, I’m calling Delly, you coming?
Delly’s a perv.
Yeah but he’s got good shit.

“My client went to the party as an afterthought. There was nothing else to do. Andy was down
for the night. Andy had his own medical record a mile long. Poor Andy. The sick often gravitate
toward the sick. We have heard the testimony of Doctor Weise, Doctor Kippen, Doctor Thaler,
Doctor …”

Windows rattled from the hip-hop base, bodies grinding in the windows, drapes pulled back or
pulled off—the absent owners could afford the damages, their son was still young and needed to
sow his wild oats and learn further the art of being popular, a host, a schmoozer, it would
become an important skill in the corporate world, besides both mom and dad had done it at his
age and look where they are now—a tin tube of beer on ice, funnel and hose tipped up
perpetually, taking all comers, shotguns spilling froth down white or pale pink shirts, wet t-shirt
contests proposed, rejected, played by a girl or two in private, beer nipples and shorts with loose
legs, making out on stained sofas, a porcelain sculpture with its arm snapped off, shoved under a
couch cushion, people who never said two words in biology now tongue-lashed and groping,
ugly boys watching, huddled in giggling groups, black denim boners hidden behind empty beer
bottles, belching contests to determine hierarchy in the pack, girls in the washroom gossiping,
shoving fat girls and other geeks to the back to peer over shoulders and flipped hair to see the
mirror and touch-up a lipstick smear, a girl with Egyptian eyes and a freckle between her breasts

was pulling aside her thong strap to show her angel with devil horns tattoo to another girl who
had no tan lines, a fist crushed a beer can to show a bicep to a younger punk who got a laugh
with his jokes, and the music switched to a female voice orgasming to a beat.
Teddy slipped through the open gate of the backyard, hoping others would think he had been a
wallflower the whole night, only occasionally moving to pee in the backyard and its dark
shadows, avoiding the claustrophobia of the bathrooms. He moved between people, not toward
them, not following them, turning sideways to let them pass, not looking at them, not meeting the
eyes.
It felt strange to be in a room of people, crowded in for no purpose, intentionally putting himself
into such a situation. What did people do it for? Didn’t they prefer space? Was it for warmth,
protection in numbers? Teddy wanted to stoop down behind a side table squeezed between a sofa
and a chair, to stay invisible. He would just listen and see how long he could tolerate being in
such a packed room. But to hide intentionally meant he would stand out.
He would search for other hiding places. Opened a closet but it held bath towels on shelves.
Closed the door and pressed his face to the wood as two people passed arm in arm, the guy’s
hand down the back of the girl’s leather skirt, her drink fizzing yellow out of its colourful can.
She had long black hair that twisted in a thick braid down her neck. As she giggled and passed
Teddy, the braid reared up and hissed at him. Terror struck his eyes and his fingers arched into
claws trying to scratch through the wood of the closet door.
He wished Andy was at the party. Teddy breathed deeply and turned to press his back against the
door, gazing down the short hall to the living room, the bodies moving like bees in smoke.
Reminded himself that he was at a party. A place where his peers were, where they dreamed of
always going. Wasn’t it a teenager’s quest in life to be invited—or to crash, was that the word—
as many parties as possible? Remember the time, that one night when he and Andy drove around
the suburban streets in Andy’s car (his parents bought him a car because he was sick and he was
going to die young, a blood vessel was eventually going to burst in his twenty-fifth year, or could
he make it to thirty, would he even want to with the persistent headaches?) and they looked for a
party. A sign on the lawn, kids spilling from doors, loud noise and music. They drove and
stopped at a Seven-Eleven, then drove some more, a summer night. There were supposed to be
parties and they were supposed to go to them because they were still teenagers and they weren’t
dead yet.
He wished Andy could be in the hallway with him, safety in numbers. Together, perhaps, they
could talk to the other teens. Teddy moved along the wall until he emerged into the living room
and saw that it was alive.
Two guys arm-wrestled for a crowd salivating like wolves until one broke the other’s arm and
both howled—one from pain, one from victory. The arm spat blood off a white split of bone and
showered the audience who tilted up their mouths to drink the red rain. Nearby, two girls twisted

each other’s hair, pulling out thick strands which slapped onto the hardwood floor and slithered
away.

“My client saw what he saw. It was real. He did not overlap fantasy onto reality. He saw only his
reality. Therefore, reality is subjective. We in this courtroom are not here, and any reasoning to
the counter argument is also subjective and must be withdrawn.”

The hallway wasn’t safe. Sounds of growling and hissing—a fuck—grew behind doors. It was no
longer safe to open any doors. And the chances of hiding out in the open were slim. Teddy was
doing a poor job at hiding since more and more eyes moved his way. Some from across the
room—a girl’s glassy blue eyes staring at him over the rim of her plastic cup, smiling from
drugs, a guy whispering into her soft thin neck, his long hair snaking down into the collar of her
shirt—some eyes moving passed him—drunks guiding their swaying walk with a palm flat and
sliding along the wall, feet twisted by the carpet, pausing to judge the bile rising in their chests,
dead gazes falling onto Teddy’s glance.
He left the hall, staring at his feet, weaving a path through bodies, people falling backwards into
him, crashing him into a sofa arm, he fell and rolled with a girl on top of him, who didn’t notice
that she had landed on a man—a boy, a teenager in the prime of his life—rolling off to land on a
beer bottle, she and Teddy rolling hands on bottles to get their feet under them, Teddy
apologizing because that was what he did, especially when girls didn’t know he existed.
Tripping over her, he kicked her thin ribs, and her pretty face turned into a gorgon as she
screamed and the nest of snakes reared off her head to hiss and drip venom off their fangs. The
guy who had pushed the girl, who had witnessed the kick, growled and snarled from the back of
his throat.
Apologies spilled from Teddy’s mouth.
Impossible to tell if the loud voices were pleasure or pain, music or rage, directed at him or at
each other. Any mob eventually consumed itself, a snake eating its own tail, after consuming
whatever passing target it deemed a victim.
Teddy fell into the kitchen.
A trap. All parties congregated in the kitchen, hands close to liquor and ice, the safety of bright
white light, the comfort of food and home. In the kitchen, every child—no matter how hellish the
home—found its mother. The echoing tile an oasis of nurturing. It wasn’t fair that Teddy, too,
could not find solace and sustenance in the bright noisy kitchen, counters stained with spilled
liquid and corks and bottle caps and half-empty cups of beer and vomit in the sink.

He fell in and split the bodies crowded inside. They screamed and swelled—the males elongating
their jaws and growing beards up both cheeks and around their eyes, the girl’s skin turning pal
green as vipers thickened on their heads, their skulls alive.
Teddy grabbed a knife from a knife block and defended himself bravely.

“How did your client hold the knife—in an overhand stab or in a sweeping slash? Each stance
holds a different meaning and can be used either for or against his defence.”

The blade slashed the air as all blood drained out of Teddy’s face and a patch of mottled red and
white grew up his neck in a fan.
The gorgons screamed and the werewolves howled as the knife drove them from the kitchen. A
medusa lay on the tile floor clutching her neck which spilled red snakes, her hisses choked by
some kind of liquid, possibly her own poison. A werewolf sat slumped in a corner by the fridge
and combed fingers through the matted hair at his temples, clotted with alcohol, likely. He was
down but alive, so Teddy twitched his sword hand over the werewolf’s head, the silver blade
glittering like moonlight on night water, crisscrossing red lines over the wolf’s forehead and eyes
until the beast was still.
Teddy the Great, brave knight, pushed into the living room, sword cutting through the pulse of
music, knocking its razor edge against werewolves and medusas that rushed passed, hissing and
howling, trying to escape the righteous wrath of the only teenager at the party who knew the
right thing to do. They were afraid of him and he was good, so their fear was good.
All parties implode. Those who attended were looking for a reason to go. They had seen enough,
had been seen—they would all be discussing their adventures on Monday, calling themselves
drunk when they were actually sober, the smoke they smelled, the nipples they saw—and
especially how it all came to an exciting end.
Teddy the Good, the inadvertent hero. He was just trying to save himself, beset on all sides by
demons and horrors, doing what any warrior would do in order to return the realm to peace and
conquer the nightmares.

“The accused killed five people at the party, stabbed—werewolves and gorgons all. The
attorneys for both the plaintiff and the defendant agree that the accused suffered some form of
psychotic episode that night. Add to that his history of schizophrenia, and the court can only find
the accused not criminally responsible for his actions. Case dismissed.”

As they drove him to the psychiatric institution, he wished that Andy was there. Or better yet,
that Andy had transformed into a vampire and would soon free him from his endless mortality. It
could be a long wait, neither tortured life ending soon enough.
THE END

Available from Amazon.
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PUFFBALL IN THE PUMPKIN CASTLE by Paul Lubaczewski
The big man had his head in his hands. Pulling his over-sized noggin up, he looked at the slip of
paper in his fat thick fingers. No, there was no mistaking what it said.
Puffball whimpered a little.
No man who was 6’6”, 350 pounds should be called Puffball. Which, if you stop to think of it for
just a moment, was EXACTLY why he was called Puffball. Giving him a goofy nickname took
some of the edge off his existing at all for people. His nickname was a defence mechanism for
normal sized humans, against being in the room with someone who could crush you if he
wanted.
But there were some things, even bouncers, and defensive linemen feared. Like a summons to
explain himself in the Castle.
He was wringing his sausage fingers against each other now, he wasn’t sure what he should
expect, but you heard rumours you know? Guys didn’t come back from the “Castle” if they had
to go past the front into the “throne room”, and if you did see them again, they were all funny in
the head now.
This was not what Puffball had signed up for when he took this gig. He’d expected to stand
around, look menacing, and say three threatening words at a time, max. Not be a sole survivor of
an ambush expected to explain to the Queen why she suddenly had a hell of a lot less guns then
she had had last week. This was supposed to be a temporary gig until that bouncing job he
wanted, opened up, not a death sentence!
These were not the kind of things he had prepared for, not the kind of things Puffball wanted out
of life. Since he had actually flunked out of the University of Alabama on a football scholarship
with a transcript so awful no amount of electives and tutors could save him from NCAA
scrutiny, he’d had simple goals in life. Most of them involved looming, with the odd clever one
liner of “You’se tink yer funny?”, and if none of that had sufficiently deterred any potential
problem, hitting them with a fist that was the equivalent of a steam hammer, especially with the
big heavy rings on it, fixed most things. That was usually the last word in any conversation,
maybe a groan here or there, but there weren’t any witty rejoinders that he might not understand.
Just how he liked it.
It had all happened so damned fast, he couldn’t even imagine what he could say that would make
sense of it all anyway. One minute they were loading crates, he was complaining, as this was not
what he had expected to be doing with his night, the next thing he knows there are shots. Some,
from up in the cab of the truck and some others all around him. Near as he could figure, the only
reason he wasn’t dead himself was the bullet aimed at him had hit the door, and the shooters
were in a hurry.
He had tried to turn to see what in the hell had just happened when the engine on the truck fired
up, and it had sped off. Leaving a very confused Puffball. A Puffball who, now had to explain it

all to the Queen, which really wasn’t fair, since he wasn’t sure he could explain it to himself.
There it was on the paper, “Report to the Pumpkin Castle, The Queen Awaits”

The Pumpkin Castle and the Queen. It had all started in a commonplace enough manner. Jack
O’Hara had been a higher up in the Irish Mob, which was simple enough, he had bought a huge
building in one of the most rundown sections of the city to serve as a headquarters. It was
hideous orange brick. It often held supplies for his minor army, and served as his personal
headquarters, so, The Pumpkin Castle became its nickname. Showing, just because you’re a
criminal doesn’t mean you can’t try humour at times. Since his name was Jack, and one of his
underlings had seen “The Nightmare before Christmas” with his kids one year, he quickly
became “The Pumpkin King”. All a perfectly reasonable explanation. Well, of course, excusing
the gun running, drug selling, rackets running, mob part of it, but aside from that it was perfectly
harmless.
That’s where it would have stood, if it wasn’t for Jack’s wife, Mary. “The Pumpkin Queen”, who
among other things, was more ruthless than Jack had ever been, schizophrenic, and an avid
reader. Just the person to have in an adjacent position of power. In a shockingly short time, once
her mania really kicked in, she had seized control of the gang, her husband had vanished, and she
had ensconced herself in a series of inner chambers she had built inside the Castle, the Pumpkin
Throne Room.
The Throne Room was where her schizophrenia and literary mind had free reign. She had
designed the whole thing like some kind of fairy-tale royal hall. There, she held court over her
gang. They had called her a Queen, and, in her mind, she was one now, making decrees just like
any other Brothers Grimm wicked potentate. There were weird rumours from the select few who
went in to deliver messages and receive instructions, who knew what the truth of it was. Nobody
totally understood how she managed to keep the whole thing as a thriving criminal enterprise,
but nobody could argue that her absolute ruthlessness hadn’t made the gang richer and more
powerful than ever. Nobody crossed them, since bargaining with them, had a better retirement
plan. It was a stunning shock that someone had stolen a shipment of guns from the Queen. It was
widely assumed that they must be depressed and looking for help with their suicide because
suicide that act surely was.
Something poor Puffball was going to have to explain with the intellect of a ten-year-old.

As his feet took him to the front of the grotesque orange building, he was still considering
running for it. But the thing was, he hadn’t done anything WRONG, well from a moral
standpoint towards the Queen of course, from a legal standpoint he’d already done PLENTY.
The other thing that ruled out fleeing was, his family lived here in the city. If the Queen was
really mad, she was renowned to make Genghis Khan look forgiving and easy-going by
comparison. If he ran, he was fairly sure she would be really mad, he couldn’t let his Ma suffer

for this.
No, sometimes a man has just got to let the truth be his shield and take his lumps.
He just wished the truth deflected bullets.
Now, he stood in front of the massive metal door, the only way into the Throne Room that he
knew of. He was sure there were others, but why would they tell Puffball? It was now or never,
wishing it could be never, Puffball knocked.
A moment later a slot slid open and a pair of suspicious eyes peered out,” Oh, Puffball, it’s you.
You alone?”
Puffball nodded sulkily.
A series of locks slid open with a cacophony of metallic clanks, and then the door swung inward.
Puffball stepped in and blinked a few times, to adjust his eyes from the sunlight of reality to the
crackling neon of the Castle’s outer room.
“What’cha need Puffball?” said the overweight older man who’d opened the door. Puffball
couldn’t remember his name, Puffball wasn’t good with remembering names. He couldn’t make
himself say it, so he just handed the man the piece of paper.
The man read it quickly and handed it back with a sigh, “Tough break there, huh?” Then he saw
Puffball’s face and added quickly, “Hey, it ain’t yer fault you didn’t get shot with the rest of em,
right? I’m sure you’ll be fine.” He gestured for Puffball to follow him through a door that led off
the front room, it opened into a long hallway.
The man pointed down it and said, “You just keep going straight through there and go through
the next set of doors and keep going straight again after you get through it. You’ll be able to
recognize the doors to her Throne Room when you get to ‘em. So, you just keep going straight,
you got that?”
Puffball nodded dumbly.
“Alright, she don’t like bein kept waitin’, but you’ll be fine!” the man said with hopeful, but
forced sincerity clapping Puffball on his enormous shoulder before he turned and went back out
front.
Puffball stood there for a moment staring down the hall, he did not feel alright or fine now, so he
doubted that was going to improve. But his options being what they weren’t he started trudging
his way down the hall past the doors on either side. The first set of doors ahead of him swung
open easily. There was a cross hallway here, going in either direction and straight, his memory
was good enough to remember he had to keep going straight. More office style doors followed
until he reached the doors to the Throne Room.

They were large and impressive. Two doors that looked woefully out of place in what had been
just offices the entire way here. They were arched, and made of thick old wood, he didn’t know
what kind, with huge brass bands across them to strengthen them. The hinges and the arch were
also done in brass, though, to Puffball’s eyes they could have easily been gold, they shined as
such to him.
One of the huge men standing guard turned his face to look at Puffball disdainfully as if Puffball
was disturbing him personally. “You got an appointment der chief?” he demanded.
Puffball just nodded his head again and handed the guard the note. His logic was, at this point,
the less he said, the less it would come out wrong. He figured he was in enough trouble already,
he didn’t need to make it worse by saying anything dumb. Puffball was self-aware enough to
know, most of the things he said were going to be dumb, there was no point in inviting trouble
by talking. More than enough had found him already. The guard looked at it, if anything a note
of sympathy flickered past his face.
“Right this way, what’s yer name?”
“Dey call me Puffball.”
“Right this way...Puffball,” the man said with only a slight smirk on his name. He thudded on the
huge doors twice and then stuck a key into an enormous lock in the middle. The key and lock
looked ancient, no deadbolt here. Puffball wondered to himself where they had gotten it from—
you don’t see things like that for sale at Lowe’s. The key made an ominous click and clank in the
door and the guard swung the one enormous door in.
Puffball walked through and was dumbstruck by the scene. They might call it a Throne Room,
but it looked like a whole entire palace in here. Like something out of some movie by Disney
he’d seen as a kid, a long carpet leading down between massive columns of some stone Puffball
didn’t know. There were no electric lights here, the whole thing lit up by torches, which he had
never seen in his life before. Things lurked in the shadows alive, but Puffball couldn’t see them.
“Enter!” a female voice demanded imperiously.
The guard who was following behind Puffball put his hand on his back and shoved. Puffball was
just too large to move easily, so that had little effect, but he got the idea. Once he had taken a few
steps, he could see, the Queen. A Queen was exactly how she looked. Like something from a
painting from the middle ages, that he had seen during a school trip to a museum as she sat on
her huge ornate throne made of dark woods and more brass. Her dress was bright persimmon in
colour and seemed to envelop the entire front of the throne, at her neck, was some fluffy thing
Puffball couldn’t recognize, but he guessed her throat got cold or something. Then, there was her
face, framed in severely pulled back natural red curls, it was white as a sheet of paper. Bleached
or painted he didn’t know, you could barely see her eyes in there. Over her actual lips, bright red
lip shapes had been painted on, as if a second smaller mouth was hovering over her own and
pursed to blow a kiss. Puffball was stunned that a creature like this could run the whole business,
but, the proof was in the pudding, and Puffball was pretty deep in the pudding right now.

He kept walking, his eyes darting about in his nervousness. What at first had only been dark
shadows on the sides of the hall, now in the gloom, he kept seeing things moving about! Things
he couldn’t be seeing, he told himself! Hairy creatures walking around on two legs, but with
tails! Another thing looked covered in scales! Yet another had a beak instead of a mouth!
It had to be his imagination, and the bad light, that’s what it was! He was all worked up was all,
and it was dark back there. He’d heard about places like this, they drugged the air or some stuff,
and then you started seeing stuff! Best to just ignore the things in the shadows, they couldn’t
possibly be there after all!
At last, he stood before the Queen herself, her intense gaze bored into him, “Well, explain
yourself,” she said in a shrill voice, “Where are my weapons?”
“I dunno, Ma’am,” said Puffball with his hands clasped in front of him.
The Queen considered this for a moment before saying, “Well, what do you know young man?
You must know something about something, after all, you’ve made it this far in life”
“I think your parlour is full of monsters,” Puffball blurted before he could stop himself.
The Queen looked shocked by that, and then actually laughed, “No, no, silly boy, there are no
monsters here, just my friends.” She waved her hand languidly to the back of the throne itself.
What came out, looked almost human, but its eyes were white, its skin covered with tattoos, and,
it had horns on its head! It smiled viciously revealing a mouth full of fangs and a forked tongue!
If that wasn’t a monster Puffball didn’t know what was!
Puffball gaped at the horror in shock, inadvertently taking a step back in his terror. “Oh, don’t be
so pedestrian, Puffball! This is one of my oldest friends, Gyp! He advises me! Now, why don’t
you tell me what happened that night? What did you see when my weapons were stolen, dear
boy!” The Queen looked almost cheerful as she spoke, like Puffball’s behaviour was so childish
and ignorant as to be funny and endearing to her.
“Ummm...OK...Miss Queen,” Puffball stammered. He felt exceedingly small right now, which
was especially frightening for him. Puffball had never really felt small before in his life. This
was alien territory for him, “Der’s not much to say really, I was supposed to be just doin’ my
normal work. You know, stand around and make sure nobody got nosy. But the crew was down
one, a guy, he didn’t show up, so de guy in charge... Tony was his name, dat’s right! He said I
should load boxes. I know you don’t pay me for loadin’ no boxes, but I likes to be helpful. I was
puttin’ a box in, and der was all dis shootin’ it scared me somethin’ bad! When I turned to see
what wuz happenin’ de truck took off and I called in to say what happened.”
This had all come out in a rush like it was all in a hurry to fall out of Puffball. But as soon as he
finished, he fell completely silent again and tried to look at the floor. He figured he had been
made fun of when he mentioned the monsters in the shadows, and he didn’t want to look any
dumber than he already felt. For all he knew, lots of people looked like monsters and nobody had

told him all these years, I mean you did see them in films a lot after all, so obviously it wasn’t
like people just imagined them.
Suddenly, the Queen clapped her hands for attention breaking the silence. “Well, I think I have a
solution to part of our dilemma! Puffball, my dear,” she said smiling at him in an almost
motherly manner, “I can’t let this completely go. You did fail your Queen after all. It was an
awful lot of weaponry you understand?”
There was a tear in Puffball’s eye as he nodded.
“But since you haven’t really transgressed against my kingdom, only failed in your duty to
protect it, it isn’t really fair to have you killed. Don’t you agree?” she asked sweetly her eyes
peering brightly at him.
He nodded again, seeing a light at the end of this tunnel.
Suddenly he felt a jab through his clothes in his hindquarters! He whirled to slug the big man
who had been standing behind him instinctively. As he drew back his fist, though, his vision,
everything warbled! He tried to focus on the three big men in front of him. He knew there should
only be one of them, but his eyes wouldn’t agree!
He swung his fist at the middle one but lost his balance instead. The big man he’d swung at,
caught him as he fell. Rather than giving Puffball a good seeing to which he deserved now, he
lowered the giant gently the rest of the way down to the floor.
Looking up at the distant ceiling he felt like everything was spinning. Like a real bad drunk but
worse! The last thing he heard before he passed out, was the Queen saying, “We’ll teach you
how to be one of my special friends instead!”

Puffball woke up slowly, he felt like he was coming from a long, long way away. Until he
realized he couldn’t move his head, that was, then instinct took over and he lunged to get up with
all the speed and power he could muster...and stayed exactly where he had been. This was when
he realized he had been strapped into a chair of some kind.
What...the hell?
There was a TV screen of some kind in front of him. On it a scene was playing he recognized
immediately, it was a Daffy Duck cartoon. Not one of the later ones where he was just a
feathered Sylvester, but one of the early ones when he really was daffy. He liked Daffy cartoons,
just not in these circumstances, now it just seemed weird.
His eyes looked everywhere trying to figure out what was happening to him! He saw there were
shiny trays covered with metal things all around him. All the things on them had one thing in
common, they all looked sharp. Off to his right he saw, what to his eyes, looked like a great big

grill for cooking, there were all kinds of metal things sticking into the charcoals!
“HELP! SOMEBODY HELP ME!” he bellowed. Calling for help was a novelty to him, but he
really, really wanted to get away from whatever this insanity was about.
“Oh hello! You’re up!” said a little man in a white coat who suddenly appeared in his line of
vision.
“Thank god! Help me out buddy!” Puffball cried out.
“Oh, but I am going to help you, Puffball!” the man smiled beatifically. “I am going to help you
to become the exact kind of friend the Pumpkin Queen wants! It will literally save your life.”
The man bustled away and then came back, “I perfected the techniques don’t you know? Well, of
course, you didn’t, but you do now! So, I’m going to save your life, AND I’ve taught you
something new! Isn’t that nice?”
“What are you gonna do?” Puffball asked wild-eyed, sweat now pouring down his face.
The man had gone over to the grill and was reaching towards it for something, “I’m not gonna lie
to you there, big fella, this is gonna hurt like hell.” He turned now holding a glowing metal bar,
“But on the plus side, you won’t remember any of it, and the Queen... well, she is just gonna love
you!”
Puffball screamed.

Puffball was standing around waiting. He liked to stand upright. Sometimes the Queen would
chide him about it, but still, he liked it, it felt natural. Sometimes if he was feeling frisky and
daring, he’d point out that she made him wear tights. So, if he had to wear man pants, she
shouldn’t be surprised if stood up like a man.
To cure the boredom, he polished his horn again. The Queen had said she wanted it to be nice
and shiny today. That meant she loved him, and that she was going to let him gore someone for
her, a special sign of favour. Puffball liked goring bad people who made the Queen sad. The
Queen shouldn’t be sad, so if she was, someone was gonna get gored if he had anything to say
about it.
He was happy here in the Pumpkin Castle. It was his home. The only home he’d ever known,
well, as far as he knew. He’d be the first to admit of course, that as far as he knew, wasn’t very
far at all. But that didn’t matter, the Queen loved him just as he was.
He wished he wasn’t wearing these tights, he had to take a dump, and as he saw on TV other
rhinos didn’t have to pull down their pants to do that. That, and sometimes the pants made his
scars itch, and he had oh so many scars. He couldn’t remember where he got them all, or what he
did before he came to live here.

But that was OK.
Because Puffball never wanted to leave the Pumpkin Castle ever again.
THE END
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REVIEW by John C Adams
Night Show by Richard Laymon
This is a splendid tale of two characters whose lives become deeply entwined for a few short
days without ever realising it! A few pages in, I was hooked.
Dani Larson is Hollywood’s queen of horror makeup effects, at least according to Fangoria
magazine. On a night out with her new boyfriend she is pestered by a pale teenager who then
followed her home driving a hearse. He leaves a fake severed head near her swimming pool as a
calling card to announce that he’d like a job. Dani’s boyfriend finds it:
“This time, he brought it out clenching a fistful of hair. At the end of the hair dangled a human
head. Its face turned, as if by intention, towards Dani. She stared at its bulging eyes, its gaping
mouth and lolling tongue.”
Unbeknown to Dani, Tony Johnson has recently come to LA from the small town where he grew
up. He and his friends amused themselves in the days before High School graduation by
kidnapping school beauty Linda Allison and tying her up in a deserted house reputed to be
haunted. She escapes midway through a prank Tony is playing on her, pretending to be the dead
owner of the house. Linda vows revenge. One by one she eliminates the perpetrators until only
Tony is left.
“She waited. Her heart pounded so hard it made her feel sick. Her tongue felt huge and rough in
the dryness of her mouth. Sweat trickled down her face. She switched Arnold’s knife to her other
hand and wiped her slippery palm on the jacket.
Finally, he came back. The bedroom door latched shut.
Linda peered out at him.”
Linda makes it out to LA in pursuit of Tony just as the teenager is making a real pest of himself
with Dani and her boyfriend:
“Tony stayed beside her. She felt suffocated, but forced herself not to rush. A few more steps. A
few more. Then some of the oppression lifted, dispelled by the brightness and open spaces of the
living room. She felt as if she could breathe again, but Tony’s presence in the house still felt
wrong.”
I loved the fact that this 1984 novel had two feisty and confident central characters. In that sense
it was ahead of its time. Dani is unnerved but not overcome but Tony’s chillingly odd behaviour.
Linda is a villain who’s so likeable that she’s almost a heroine too with her guiltless
determination to avenge herself on her tormenters.
Enjoy!

THE END

Now available from Amazon
Return to Contents

SECOND COMING by Jordan Smith
Part Two
Bartholomew looked around the room in desperation for an idea to get out of this mess. He found
nothing that could help. His eyes then made contact with some of his students that sat on the
floor. He noticed some of them had tears streaming down their faces and everyone looked
frightened. Bartholomew sighed then resigned to Sebastian’s motioning with the gun to go
towards the door.
“After you,” menaced Sebastian.
Bartholomew weaved around some of the coven members that stood around the perimeter of the
room with Sebastian in tow. Saklas followed behind after both of the men passed him. As the exmonk reached the door Sebastian came up from behind and pressed his gun into his backside.
“Don’t try and run. Open the door slowly,” said Sebastian. The ex-monk did as he was told and a
moment later the three men were in the room that led down the hallway and back to the exit.
“You should go first,” motioned Sebastian to Saklas. Saklas nodded then started walking toward
the hallway. Sebastian blindly reached behind him and made sure the door they just passed
through was closed then nudged the ex-monk with his gun to start walking.
“Why are you doing this?” asked Bartholomew. “I was just starting my class for the day. What
do you people want?”
“We need your expertise. And your body,” replied Sebastian. Bartholomew had a confused look
on his face after hearing that.
Saklas met Sebastian and Bartholomew outside once the two men briskly walked down the
hallway to the exit then left the building. After making sure the coast was clear Saklas ran back
to the Wrangler. Sebastian nudged Bartholomew in the back with his gun and then pointed to the
Jeep saying, “That’s the vehicle I want you to get into.”
Bartholomew nodded and started briskly walking toward the Jeep. Sebastian still had his gun
drawn and was close behind. The men darted through the parking lot in front of the building.
Bartholomew looked like he was complying nicely with Sebastian’s request then he briefly
looked back behind his shoulder at Sebastian and his expression changed from terror to anger.
Sebastian thought something was up and was about to tell the ex-monk to stop walking when
Bartholomew reached the sidewalk. But it was too late. The ex-monk started running at
breakneck speed, away from the direction of the Jeep.
Saklas noticed Sebastian raise his pistol in anticipation to shoot. He then ceased when he saw
Saklas raise his left palm to stop him. As Sebastian lowered his gun Saklas raised his then
opened his palm so that the gun’s handle rested in his open hand. Saklas then concentrated on the
gun. The pistol gently levitated an inch or two then Saklas jerked his head to look at a running

Bartholomew. The gun flung itself away from Saklas and tumbled end over end across the road
and over a parked car until it slammed against Bartholomew’s forehead. The ex-monk reeled
from the blow and tumbled face first onto the concrete sidewalk. He laid motionless as Sebastian
ran up to his prone body.
“God dammit,” muttered Sebastian. Bartholomew started to stir as Sebastian pocketed his pistol
in his coat then reached his arms under the ex-monk’s armpits and started to pull him off of the
sidewalk. Saklas noticed Sebastian needed help then ran over.
“I’ll get his legs,” said Saklas. He reached down and grabbed Bartholomew’s legs after crossing
them. The ex-monk’s head was lolling back and forth and he mumbled something unintelligible.
After a quick look up and down the street confirming nobody was watching them both the men
carried Bartholomew the rest of the way across the road to the Jeep. Saklas dropped the legs he
was carrying and opened the rear door closest to him then both the men crammed the ex-monk
into the back seat. Sebastian quickly ran around the vehicle and entered the driver side as Saklas
got back into the passenger seat.
Sebastian started the Jeep and a moment later they were driving away at a brisk pace with
Bartholomew moaning and slightly writhing while slumped over in his seat in the back. Neither
of the men spoke to one another as they careened down 11th Street.
A staticky voice over the walking talkie eventually broke the silence, “You okay? Did you leave
yet?”
Sebastian reached over to grab the two-way radio where he left it on the dash board and spoke
into it saying, “We’re on the way. Keep ‘em there a little longer, then get out.”
“Okay,” was the response. Saklas thought the voice was from Tomas.
Minutes of driving later and the Jeep was halfway to the building the coven used. Both of the
men did pass by a police car as it drove away from them on the other side of the road.
Bartholomew was slumped over on his side so both of the men were sure the driver of the police
car didn’t notice anything unusual. Since the police car didn’t turn around and follow them they
were convinced they were scot free. They drove on in silence for a while with the only thing to
break sound of the vehicle’s engine was a staticky confirmation that the coven was leaving
Bartholomew’s cult building from the walkie-talkie.
Sebastian drove on without speaking a word; he had a look of concentration across his face.
Eventually Saklas broke the silence.
“Maledicti aeternam egerium patiêris omnino in aeternum,” said Saklas to himself.
“What’s that?” said a curious Sebastian.
“I already know the incantation,” said Saklas.

Sebastian looked incredulous. “Then why can’t you cast the spell yourself?” he asked.
Saklas snorted. “You monkeys not only have a lot to learn but you seem to have forgotten
everything about spellcasting.”
“Meaning?”
“Meaning that merely reading instructions out loud or trying to mimic the incantation does not
enable one to cast the spell,” said Saklas. “Spells gather and shape mystical energies that have
been put in place since the beginning of time. The spell formula must be memorized firstly as it
locks in an energy pattern into one’s mind. When the incantation triggers the spell it releases the
energy pattern. The spell is then spent and it’s wiped from one’s mind.”
Sebastian shook his head. “I don’t understand,” he said.
“You have to find a way to get the energy pattern into your mind. It’s the spell formula which
does it. You have to know the formula first and that’s the information I require.”
Sebastian looked taken aback. “That would explain a few things.”
Saklas smiled and thought, All of my powers are intrinsic facets of my divinity and when I revert
to my normal form I will gladly show you. I won’t need magick when I’m back to normal.
As Sebastian drove on, Saklas licked his lips and thought of a wonderfully morbid death for
Sebastian.

Nobody noticed the trio as Sebastian parked outside the coven building and dragged a halfconscious Bartholomew through the front doors. It was relatively easy to haul the ex-monk down
the hallway and into the coven meeting room as a terrified Bartholomew barely made a sound
and didn’t resist being pushed and pulled by the other two. Sebastian held the ex-monk steady
then dropped him to the floor. Saklas released his grip on Bartholomew’s loose arm then walked
deeper into the room and looked around.
“So where we going to put the ex-monk?” asked Saklas.
“Right over there,” said Sebastian as he pointed at the wall with the large black sheet with the
embossed red pentagram on it. He then walked up to it and grabbed part of the sheet that hung
loose towards the floor and pulled it back revealing a door.
Saklas smiled. “So this is his containment room?”

“Yes,” replied Sebastian. “We’ll keep him in here. He, like the others, will eventually begin to
get hungry. He’ll starve for a few days then we’ll give him the candy bar like usual. He won’t
resist.”
“What if he does?”
“Then...” Sebastian thought for a moment. “We’ll have to force feed him. One way or another he
will be fed.”
Saklas knew that the ex-monk being force fed wouldn’t be necessary. He could partially
influence the minds of men when he wasn’t possessing a person. He would make Bartholomew
devour him and if the ex-monk was half starving and psychologically beaten down then it would
be easy no matter how much mental fortitude a person had. He had known from much previous
experience in this form.
Sebastian opened the door in the wall. It had a small slit near the bottom where someone could
pull back a rectangular slot presumably to slide in a tray of food. It also had another slot near eye
level. Saklas smiled at the creativity the door presented. Not since the Bronze Age had he seen
such zest for sadism as a means to an end.
Saklas dragged the ex-monk across the floor by his hands bumping into one of the small tables in
the process. Sebastian kept the door held while Saklas pulled the monk inside. What little light
shown into the room revealed a small ten foot long by four foot wide featureless space with walls
of painted cinder blocks. There were no windows and there wasn’t anything for Bartholomew to
sleep on so Saklas just dropped his body to the floor and then exited the room. Sebastian then
closed the door then pulled out his set of keys and locked it.
“Now what?” asked Sebastian.
“We wait,” replied Saklas.
Hour after hour passed and Sebastian could only pace back and forth in the main hallway as he
waited for the inevitable. Saklas found a spot near one of the couches and sat on the floor with
his back to the wall. He didn’t say anything and only stared at the floor. Every now and then
Bartholomew would let out a panicked scream for help that was mostly muffled. Several hours
later and day turned to dusk and then dusk turned to night. The night passed on uneventful until
it was about three in the morning when Sebastian noticed Saklas stirring from where he sat.
Saklas got up from the floor and started grabbing his stomach and bent over. Sebastian’s eyes
widened when he saw this.
“The stomach cramps. It is beginning...” said Saklas between moans of pain.
Saklas started to pull down his pants then grabbed at his dirty briefs and yanked it down with
such force that both his pants and briefs crumpled around his ankles. He then bent over and with
a groan of force a jet of diarrhoea shot out from his rectum and it splatted against the wall and

floor behind him. The feeling of unleashing that painful excrement was incredibly relieving
while at the same time he felt his consciousness fading fast. His red hued eyes rolled into the
back of his head and he fell to the floor with slight convulsions. Then he stopped moving.
All was quiet and Sebastian walked over to Saklas’ body and looked it over. The eyes suddenly
opened up but instead of the radiant red tinge they were normal again.
“I... I didn’ do nuthin’. Why you gonna do this ta me?” said the vagrant. Sebastian smiled then
pulled his gun out of his coat pocket.
“Please,” begged the vagrant. He cowered in a foetal position when he saw the gun. “Please
don’t shoot.”
Sebastian took aim and shot the vagrant in the head. Blood started to pool around the floor once
his head fell limply to the concrete.
Behind the vagrant’s body strands of silver started appearing in the excrement. They moved like
worms and started entwining with each other until a discernible shape began to take form.
Sebastian didn’t bother to notice any of this as he walked into a small closet on the other side of
the room to get a dinner plate that was held in a storage box.

Bartholomew was held for four days before Sebastian came to see him. The ex-monk sat in a
corner of the empty room and sobbed quietly. On the other corner of the room was a pile of
drying faeces and urine. Bartholomew wasn’t allotted the decency of being able to clean himself
with soap and water so he removed his briefs, crumpled it up and used it to wipe himself with.
By this time he hadn’t needed to have a bowel movement in over a day and he urinated only a
little bit several hours prior. He was hungry and thirsty. If he had anyway to gather his urine he
would have happily drank it down without a second thought.
Sebastian slid back the slot in the door at eye level and saw the dark silhouette of Bartholomew
and smiled.
“Here is a little something to wet your whistle and a little bit of food,” said Sebastian. The exmonk looked up and slowly stood.
Sebastian slid back the slat at the bottom of the door and pushed in a small plate. After that he
pushed in a stubby small cup full of water. Bartholomew ran over to the door and sat crosslegged in front of it. He saw that the plate had a small wrapped piece of candy on it and nothing
else. He stared at the cup and plate and wondered if it was some kind of trick. Maybe Sebastian
was trying to poison him? His thirst overtook his fear and he grabbed up the cup and drank the
water down with almost a single gulp. It felt good but it wasn’t enough. He then stared at the
wrapped sweet and wondered if he should eat it.
“Put it in your mouth,” came a whisper.

Bartholomew looked around the room but it was empty save himself. He already heard Sebastian
footsteps shuffle away as he drank the water so the words weren’t from him.
“Eat me,” said the low voice again. Bartholomew then felt this urge boiling up inside him and he
started to reach for the piece of candy on the plate. When he grabbed it he pulled it close and
looked at it in the palm of his hand.
“Put it in your mouth,” said the voice again. Bartholomew got the impression that voice was
from the candy bar in his hand. He then felt an uncontrollable urge to eat it so he went to task
unwrapping it from its silvery wrap noticing that it had no words or corporate logo on it as he did
so.
When the chocolaty morsel was free of the wrapper Bartholomew chucked it into his mouth and
started to chew. The flavour of chocolate quickly abated and gave way to the metallic taste of
blood. It didn’t seem to bother him and a few moments later he swallowed the gooey mass.
He then started to feel funny. He grabbed at his stomach then collapsed to the floor. His eyes
rolled into the back of his head and he started going into epileptic convulsions. For over a minute
he writhed and jerked back and forth in a contorted heap. A moment later and he stopped moving
altogether. The room was silent.
Saklas opened his eyes. The red glow reflected on the ceiling above him and he smiled at this.
He got up off the floor and stood in front of the door. He took a moment and started to recall all
of Bartholomew’s memories. He almost swooned from the sheer amount of information the exmonk had in his head. Rituals, magick formulae, esoteric knowledge and information about other
cults and groups in the area... Bartholomew’s consciousness was a veritable encyclopaedia of
information. Saklas had only to skim it like an Internet search engine for what he was looking
for. For several minutes he kept searching until...
He found it! The spell that would release him and bring him back to his former glory. It was
here, in his mind, in all its recondite elusiveness. Saklas smiled then wrapped on the door two
times.
“Let me out,” said Saklas. A few moments later and he heard footsteps quickly approach the
door.
He could hear a set of keys gently jingle then a key insert into the door knob. The door opened
and Sebastian was revealed behind the door threshold with a huge grin on his face.
“Did he have it? Did Bartholomew know the spell?” asked Sebastian.
“Yes he did. Now I know what to do,” said Saklas.
“How would you like to proceed, master?”

“Gather the coven. There will be a big reveal.”
“Yes master. I will assemble the coven. They should be here within the hour since I sent them all
away until I found out if kidnaping the ex-monk was worth it like we thought.”
How delicious, thought Saklas. I will revel in their destruction and those that survive will have
no choice but to worship me once I reveal myself.
Sebastian pulled out his smart phone and started texting to some of his wayward group. He
looked up once at Saklas and saw only a very faint reflection of himself across the red sheen of
his radiant eyes. Even the small bit of the supernatural enthralled him and he was joyful to be
participating in such a historic event. Before he walked away he thought he saw a twinge of
malice across Saklas’ face while texting to other coven members. He thought nothing of it as he
ruminated that even the Devil has plans far more interesting that what a puny mortal could hope
to participate in.

It only took forty-five minutes for most of the coven to show up. During that time Saklas
instructed Sebastian to get some chains or ropes and then find something that could be put into
two places near the doorframe to the main room the coven used for gatherings. Saklas wanted the
room impossible to leave from and he had an idea about how to go about it.
Eventually Tomas showed up and Sebastian told him what Saklas wanted done. He said he knew
of another storage room in the hallway that was covered over with one of the hanging black
drapes and inside was a lot of stowed away tools. Both of the men rummaged around that room
until they found some hooks that could be nailed into the wall, a length of rope and one ten-foot
chain that ended in a metal frame with a pulley inside it.
They took the findings to Saklas and he took the two men to the door and showed where the
hooks should be nailed into the wall; one near the door knob and the other above the door frame.
As the last of the coven filtered into the main room Sebastian and Tomas managed to hammer
the hooks where they were instructed to and then Saklas showed them how to wrap the door
knob with the rope and chain and form a cat’s cradle of webbing around the knob and two hooks.
He also instructed them to wait to do so.
Saklas walked to one corner of the building to be alone. Sebastian approached him as the final
coven members entered the room.
“Master, I don’t fully understand why you want us to trap us in the room during your return to
glory,” said Sebastian.
“I don’t want any of your group to chicken out now that shits going down,” he lied. “Besides,
this will sift the wheat from the chaff. Those that bear witness to my glory had better be the
mostly ideologically pure. Anyone that shows weakness after this will need to be dealt with.”

Sebastian pondered what Saklas said for a moment then nodded in agreement.
“Have they all arrived?” asked Saklas.
Sebastian turned and took note of which coven members showed up. “All but two are here. It
seems after the raid on Bartholomew’s building a few of them chickened out and never showed
back up. I couldn’t get a hold of them and since no police ever arrived I assumed they fled town
or hid,” he said.
“You see, Sebastian? The wheat from the chaff,” said Saklas menacingly. “You and Tomas
prepare the door like I showed you.” Sebastian nodded and then found Tomas in the crowd of
meandering people and they both got to work on the door.
After Sebastian and Tomas made the door impossible to pull open the entire coven grouped
around the area where the large black sheet with the embossed red pentagram on it hung from the
wall. Saklas stood in front of it and the group’s murmuring ceased when Saklas raised both of his
hands towards the coven.
“You have been loyal to me since the first day I revealed myself to you,” said Saklas. “You have
helped me where only others have sought to take the life of every form I have taken possession
of. Today I will reveal my former glory.”
Sebastian was at the head of the crowd. He turned and nodded to them then looked at Saklas.
Sebastian nodded to Saklas then started to kneel. Others in the crowd saw this and each in turn
did the same until the entire coven was genuflecting.
“You will be my lieutenants in a new age. You will be my right hand in subjugating this
community as the first in a line of conquest since the Bronze Age,” said Saklas.
Saklas closed his eyes and started to concentrate. He began recalling the incantation in the back
of Bartholomew’s mind. The lights in the room flickered and some of the candlestick holders and
candelabras that were scattered about the room started to gently vibrate like there was a small
earthquake occurring. Some of the coven members nervously looked around when they noticed
this.
“Maledicti aeternam egerium patiêris omnino in aeternum,” said Saklas. He felt a swelling inside
himself and a feeling that his body was changing shape. “Maledicti aeternam egerium patiêris
omnino in aeternum,” he said again as he recalled the magick invocation.
The light from the candles in the room were flickering faster now and some of the coven
members stopped kneeling and stood up in confusion. The rest were still on one knee staring at
Saklas. Sebastian smiled at what was happening.
“Maledicti aeternam egerium patiêris omnino in aeternum,” said Saklas. The invocation was said
again and again. His head then started to crack as if minute fissures in concrete were forming

from an earthquake. His entire being was then littered with little clefts that spread over himself
like riles of water. The cracks and fissures started to glow red.
“Maledicti aeternam egerium patiêris omnino in aeternum,” said Saklas one final time. Some of
the candles blew out on their own and most of the drapes and blankets in the room gently swayed
about as if a breeze blew through the room. Some other coven members stood up as this was
happening and a few started walking backwards towards the chained and roped door in obvious
confusion and terror.
Saklas’ body then exploded off in a great red flash which covered everything in the room for the
briefest of moments with a glowing red hue. Chunks of his body splattered on the ceiling, the
walls, the concrete columns and the coven members with gore and bodily organs. Splattered in
gore, most of the coven member were now standing and many of them almost spilled over one
another as they rushed to the door. The ones that got there first started to rend and tear at the
chains and rope that bound the door shut in futility as the network of rope and chain wouldn’t
budge. Some of them started to scream.
Sebastian never turned to join the coven in an attempt to escape; he knew they would never get
out. He could only watch in awe as Saklas performed the invocation. He gently stood and wiped
off some of Saklas’ blood that was on his face. He then rubbed his eyes and looked at the spot
where Saklas previously stood and beheld something so terrifying that he suppressed the urge to
scream in terror. It was his master but it wasn’t like anything he anticipated. It was then that he
remembered what the New Testament said of the devil. “...Satan himself masquerades as an
angel of light.”
Instead of a beautiful angel replete with the wondrous wings of a white bird, a soft angelic halo
crowning the head, white flowing robes and bodily features that would have made the Greek
Gods envious, he looked upon an abomination that seemed to climb out of the pits of hell. Satan
himself masquerades as an angel of light, he thought to himself as he contemplated the
abomination.
Resting in a puddle of gore and some chunks of indiscernible entrails was coiled a fifteen foot
tall amalgamation of worm and beast. Its lower body was segmented like a giant worm and the
end of its body tapered into a sharp pointy tail which flicked back and forth from behind its
mass. It had six arms in total with three on each side of its upper body. Each arm had an
additional joint as if it had two elbows on each limb and the appendages terminated in two
gangly long fingers each with long black talons that reminded Sebastian of a hawk’s. The head
was long and smooth and rested on a short, squat neck. Four glossy black pupilless almond
shaped eyes rested in a rhombus design on each side of its face just behind where the upper and
lower jaws opened. Its mouth was rimmed with hundreds of needle like teeth and saliva dripped
from its maw to the floor. Its entire body was coloured blood red. It was truly a site to behold and
now Sebastian wanted none of it.
“You... you can’t be Satan!” stammered Sebastian.

The abomination surveyed around the room. Many of the coven members were still trying in
vain to pull out the rope and rend the chain from the door. The rest either backed into the walls
or tried to climb into or over the others at the exit. It was like a living wall of people that ebbed
and flowed together coupled with screams and cursing.
“I am not Satan, you fool,” said a deep baritone voice that boomed in Sebastian’s head. “I am
Saklas, an Archon of creation.”
“I don’t understand,” is all Sebastian could think to say.
“Sebastian, here is your reward. Behold my divinity!” said the voice again. Sebastian was now
terrified but didn’t know what to do.
Saklas focused all of his will on Sebastian. Sebastian then started to feel the blood pressure rise
in his body. Blood started to trickle from his nose then from his fingertips. It then started to pour
heavier from every orifice of his body. He felt his pants get moist as blood started to gush from
his rectum and the tip of his penis. He started to scream and clutched his head. The pain was
immense and he felt like his head was bulging. The blood vessels in his head started to swell and
he grabbed at his head like he was fumbling with a hot oven pan. A few moments of desperate
groping passed and he fell to his knees in agony.
Then Sebastian’s head exploded.
Pieces of bloody skull fragments and brain matter splattered across one of the concrete columns
nearest Sebastian and the coven members that were behind him. His body fell to the concrete
floor and blood gushed out of his severed neck as his heart momentarily kept beating. The rest of
the coven members were still busy attempting to yank out the chain that held the door closed.
Much of the rope that was previously tied around the doorframe, making a net of webbing, was
wretched free and dangled loose but people still pulled at it. Some of them stopped scrabbling
over one another and turned to see what happened to Sebastian after hearing his blood curdling
screams. Even Tomas turned around after he heard Sebastian’s head pop like an air filled grocery
bag.
Saklas then focused hill will on the crowd. His body slinked back in on itself like a coiled
serpent about to strike. A red misty substance started spewing out of his form and darted out of
his body. The substance was amorphous and fluid and it broke apart into several javelins of mass
as it hovered about the room. The red ectoplasm seemed insubstantial as it passed through some
of the concrete columns, tables, couches and even many of the people that scattered about trying
to dodge it. Eventually the ectoplasmic goo found their targets and each of seven people were
impaled in the stuff and fell to their knees as the red substance absorbed into their bodies without
leaving a trace.
A few moments later and the victims of the ectoplasm rose and looked around. Each of the seven
that now stood had glowing red pupilless eyes just as Saklas previously had.

The rest of the coven members started scrambling around the room as the ones with the glowing
red eyes walked over to the small black tables that littered the room. They each grabbed a
candlestick holder or a candelabra that rested on one the tables then proceeded to attack the other
coven members. Some fought back but others fell down as they were bludgeoned to death with
repeated blows to their head. After a coven member fell dead the red eyed coven member would
turn on another with murderous intent. Others were running to and fro and a few teamed up in an
attempt to pull a victim away from being beaten to death or to fight off a red eyed attacker. It
was almost every man for himself.
As the bedlam of chaos continued Saklas focused his will on the coven members one at a time.
They each in turn suffered the same fate as Sebastian had earlier. One by one the remaining
coven members dropped to their knees while clutching at their head. And one by one their head
exploded like a wet paper sack. When the cacophony of screams and yells was over only seven
blood drenched coven members still stood. Each of their eyes glowed with a radiant red hue.
Saklas surveyed the room and was satisfied at the carnage. His spirit was slightly drained and
weakened when he imbued those seven coven members with his essence. But now they would be
able to manipulate matter and have abilities similar to his own. It was worth his own selfsacrifice. Now his spirit dwelled within them and they would be his disciples in this new world.
The seven coven members walked over headless bodies and across a blood drenched floor to
Saklas and formed a semi-circle around his body. Then they awaited further instructions.

Tomas stood in the hallway that led away from the main room and he wasn’t alone. He turned to
the other six survivors that were chosen by Saklas and said, “We have a long way to go but this
is the first step towards renewal.” The others nodded.
A small plastic box rested on a wooden table in the hallway and one of the seven coven
members, a female, walked to it and opened it up. She reached in and brought out seven black
sunglasses, struggling to keep the bunch in her cupped hands. The others all brought their
attention to the woman and each in turn grabbed a pair of the glasses. Tomas did too but he
hesitated to put his on.
Tomas looked behind him. The door to the main room was slightly open. He took a few steps
towards it and peered inside. Saklas was resting. He was coiled up like a snake and Tomas saw
only a brief movement of Saklas’ body before he closed the door. He then noticed the reflective
shine from his red eyes on the door panel then quickly looked back to the others. They were all
staring at him. Tomas realized they were waiting for him so he nodded then put on his
sunglasses.
“Now we are ready,” said Tomas.
Tomas took the lead and each of the six others followed him single file down the hallway and out
of the building.

This is the beginning, thought Tomas. Now we go into the world and make disciples of all
nations. Now we can bring to the masses the glory of Saklas and his word...
THE END
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INVADERS FROM THE ICE PLANET by Rex Mundy
4
The murky swamp waters seethed with life. Tough hided reptiles swam past, their squamous skin
proof against the high acid content of the water, barely visible through the mist that hung above
the surface. Kursaal, astraddle his log canoe, could feel the water gradually eating away at the
skin of his feet, which dangled into the water. He knew that if he stayed long enough in the
liquid, he would receive severe burns and blistering, as if he had walked through fire. How life
could exist in those shallow, murky waters, animal or plant, was beyond him. And yet it existed.
His arms ached again, as he poled his log slowly across the waters. From time to time he had to
pause to negotiate the more overgrown stretches of swamp. On either side, trees grew in long,
gloomy avenues, their high pillars mirrored in the water.
Behind him trailed a long, attenuated line of similar logs, with a dark figure sitting atop it, spear
caster dipping again and again into the water. It was an eerie scene. The Crag Folk were out of
their element. Jivnik trees, caustic water, all this was strange to them.
Coming out into a stretch where the trees were more widely spaced, the warriors ceased poling
and drifted together.
‘We have lost the trail,’ Tolkaan complained. ‘How can we follow the Deathcaps through water?
I have seen no sign of where they have gone.’
Enzi peered about him. ‘It is a forest like any other,’ he asserted. ‘How would one track facehorns through the mushroom forest?’
‘By their spoor,’ Kursaal said.
‘No spoor is left in water,’ growled Tolkaan, and several other warriors nodded their heads
wisely. ‘Fool of a cub.’
‘But Kursaal is right,’ Enzi said. He pointed at a freshly broken branch. ‘Here is a sign that
someone has passed.’
Tolkaan examined it. ‘Someone—or something,’ he said darkly. ‘Who knows what creatures
dwell in so hostile a place?’
‘Remember, they are mounted on riding reptiles,’ Enzi argued.
‘Look!’ said Kursaal. Floating across the pool came a pale object. He waited until it came close,
then scooped it up with his spear. It was a scrap of some fabric woven of vegetable fibres.
‘Only people weave fabric,’ Enzi observed. ‘It came from that way.’ He pointed forwards.
Kursaal followed his pointing figure. More long avenues of flooded woodland stretched into the

gloom.
‘Then that is the way we must go,’ Tolkaan grunted. ‘We carry on. But be watchful, all of you.
Even Enzi’s mate cannot tell us what might be lurking in these waters. The reptiles we have seen
so far have been small fry. But we may meet something worse.’
With these encouraging words, he lifted his spear caster and began punting himself forwards into
the shadow of the trees.
After a while, the trees thinned out, and still waters were visible, stretching towards mist. A wind
stirred the surface of the waters, but otherwise there was no movement. A sky thick with clouds
hung heavy above them, waters curtained with mist spread out on every side. Sandbanks
stretched on either side, vanishing into the mists. Kursaal looked back over his brawny shoulder
to see the flooded forest had also disappeared. Soon the mist closed all around them.
The water was deeper too, too deep for punting. Instead the warriors paddled with their feet, but
Kursaal knew that this was something they could not keep up indefinitely. Already he could feel
his skin beginning to blister.
‘Face up to it,’ Tolkaan called out. ‘We have lost the trail.’ Kursaal turned to look at his father,
sitting back on his log canoe, making no attempt to paddle. Tolkaan spread out his arms, spear in
one, and caster in the other, both downturned. ‘How can we follow them, in all this?’
Kursaal realised that this must be why the Deathcaps had been so powerful in the past. It was
true: they could make their raids on the land dwelling tribes, then escape mounted on their riding
reptiles, to their floating island, and evade any attempt of the shore tribes of the tribes of the
mountains to achieve reparations. He stopped paddling, and drew his sore feet out of the biting
fluid. The older warriors copied him. They drifted together on the waters in silence.
‘Tolkaan is right,’ said Enzi, sighing disappointedly. ‘We must return to the shore.’
‘And let the Deathcaps lord it over us?’ Kursaal cried. ‘Allow them to snatch our women
whenever they wish? It will be said between the mountains and the shore that the Crag Tribe are
weaklings, that any can raid their lands without fear of reprisals. No,’ he shook his head as his
elders looked on pityingly, ‘rather would I leave my tribe and become a wanderer than see that
happen.’
‘Tolkaan,’ said another warrior, ‘your cub is yapping. Quiet him, for he shames us.’
‘Enough, Kursaal,’ Tolkaan said. ‘You have seen that it is futile. We must return home before we
are lost on the waters.’
‘Already the shore is out of sight in the mist,’ said Enzi. ‘I say we paddle back home before
some sea monster catches our scent.’
‘Aye,’ said another of the warriors. ‘Let us return to the shore. When next the Deathcaps come to

our land, there will be a reckoning.’
But Kursaal was not listening. Not to his fellow tribesmen, at least. He had his head cocked,
trying to catch a sound he had heard before they all began speaking. Now he lifted a paw for
silence.
‘Enough of this,’ he snarled. ‘I hear something.’
‘Your cub needs discipline,’ growled one of the warriors to Tolkaan. ‘How dare he speak to his
betters in this way? I…’
But Tolkaan also lifted a paw for silence. They floated on the water, listening. What had Kursaal
heard?
They all heard it then, drifting out from the mist ahead of them. Splashing sounds, voices calling,
muffled by the mist, clanking and clattering, all the sounds of a settlement. And yet here, in the
middle of the waters.
‘Evil spirits…’ muttered Enzi.
‘Aye,’ said Tolkaan. ‘We should return to the shore.’
‘No!’ said Kursaal in a hiss. ‘It is the floating island!’
The elders looked down at him. ‘How do you know this, cub?’ asked Enzi.
‘What else is it?’ Kursaal demanded. ‘I do not believe in evil spirits,’ he added, to a hiss of
horror. ‘I believe only in what I can see and touch.’
‘Can you see this?’ his father demanded. ‘Can you touch it?’
‘Soon I will,’ Kursaal told him defiantly. He began paddling towards the sound. He looked back
over his shoulder. The warriors still clustered together on their logs floating on the unmoving
waters of the lagoon. ‘I will bring back our people from slavery,’ his voice came back, ‘even if
my elders are cowards.’
He vanished into the mist. Tolkaan sighed. ‘We cannot be shamed if my own son will go when
we do not,’ he said, and began paddling after him in the direction of the sound. Glancing warily
around him, the rest of the warriors did the same.
Something appeared out of the mist. At first Kursaal saw only a dark shadow within the swirling
clouds, then it became more distinct, and as it did the noises of a settlement grew louder. At last
he saw it fully, and when he did, he ceased paddling and drifted on the water, clutching his spear
for comfort.
Floating on the water was a large construction of logs, so big it was hard to believe that it floated

at all. It seemed that a whole forest of jivnik trees had been cut down, and tied together to form a
raft so large that its further reaches were still obscured by mist. On top of the raft, which was
several trunks thick as far as Kursaal could see, and that did not include whatever lay beneath the
waterline, on top stood several well-built shelters of wood and leaves, huts in fact.
Between the huts ran lanes and alleyways, down which the dim forms of people were walking,
some riding on riding reptiles. A wooden fence surrounded the whole island as far as Kursaal
could see, and in it stood viewpoints where men stood, skull helmets on their heads, spears in
paws, scanning the waters. None seemed to have sighted him yet. Jetties jutted from the edge of
the floating island too, and canoes were moored here. One had apparently just come ashore, and
fishermen were offloading a catch of fish.
As Kursaal floated there, legs dangling in the caustic water, he heard splashes from behind him
and turned his head to see the others paddling up. His father eyed him concernedly.
‘What is that?’ Enzi murmured.
‘That is the floating island of the Deathcaps,’ said Kursaal. ‘Or one of them at least. This must be
where they took the slaves they captured. We must attack directly.’
They began paddling with their feet, gripping their flint tipped spears in their paws. Almost as
soon as they burst from the mist, the guard on the nearest viewpoint raised the alarm. Kursaal
guided his canoe to the side and scrambled up to the guard, sliding his spear straight into the
man.
His shouts broke off and he fell backwards into the water with a splash. But now the alarm had
been given, and as the rest of the Tribe climbed over the side, they heard a clattering sound from
the winding, misty lanes. Kursaal led the warriors at a run and they saw more guards bursting
into view.
The two lines met in the middle of a space between shelters from which peeked out scared faces.
Kursaal fought lustily, spearing left and right until his shaft was thick with blood. Shouts and
screams rang back from the timbers, Deathcaps fell before them, though three Crag Folk warriors
fell in the first onslaught.
They came out into a small square. On the far side was a large pen where slaves were kept. Some
were gripping the bars of the pen and peering out. A hand seemed to clutch at Kursaal’s heart as
he recognised Aajika amongst them.
Then more Deathcaps appeared, riding on reptiles from the direction of the far side of the
floating island. The Crag Folk rallied against them as they flooded the square between them and
the penned captives, and spears sank bloodily into scaly hides. But the Deathcaps fought back,
and to Kursaal’s horror, he saw Enzi trampled beneath the clawed feet of one reptile. He leapt
forwards, and thrust his spear into the beast’s throat, then as the rider fell forwards, slew him too.
Then the entire island shook. The surrounding waters rocked and waves splashed over the sides.

A roaring sound emanated from the clouds, and into sight burst the monstrosity that Kursaal had
seen twice before.
But this time it was clear to see. It descended from the sky to hover above the island: it was not a
fish, nor anything like one. It was shaped like an egg, and strange beams played beneath its hull,
seemingly holding it up in the air. At the fore part was an opening, what Kursaal had taken to be
a mouth, but it seemed that some kind of crystal covered it. Within it stood a group of pale faced
men, clad in dark costumes. They peered down at the savage scene.
Then more beams were crackling out from the hull of the flying vehicle, crimson tentacles
lashing out. Wherever they struck a warrior, he was pulverised into ash. Kursaal snarled, and
fitted his spear to the caster and flung it at the hovering vehicle, but the flint tipped weapon
bounced off the dark hull and fell back.
His father seized his arm. ‘Don’t be a fool, cub,’ he yelled. ‘This is something we cannot fight.
Some horror the Deathcaps have summoned up from the underworld, or some other place. We
must flee home, and hope it does not pursue us there.’
Tolkaan turned and dragged him for the canoes, and with him went the other warriors. The
vehicle darted after them, firing s it came, and the air filled with the smell of cooking meat as
more warriors were shot down. Kursaal turned back to see, still peering fearfully out of the pen,
Aajika.
But then they were running down the lane, and he could see the square and Aajika and the other
slaves no more.
Deathcaps on reptile back raced after them, brandishing spears, eager to finish what the flying
egg had begun. Two more Crag Folk were ridden down, another fell with a spear in his back.
The rest ran on without stopping to fight back, to Kursaal’s disgust, but even he had stopped
struggling with his father and was running with the others. Reaching the end of the lane they
found themselves on the edge of the floating island, with their canoes tied up alongside the
waterfront.
‘Back into the water,’ shouted Tolkaan. ‘We must strike out for the shore.’
‘We’ll never get back to land,’ Kursaal told him, Aajika’s face clear in his mind. ‘They will
shoot us where we are in the water. We should stand and fight for our people.’
Furious, Tolkaan struck him. ‘We must flee!’ he shouted. ‘Don’t be a fool! Stand and fight and
we will all be killed!’
‘Your father is right, cub,’ shouted another warrior. ‘We should leave before that thing comes
after us!’ As he spoke, the Deathcaps rode round the corner and charged howling at them.
They leapt off the side and seized hold of their canoes, then began paddling as fast as they could
with hands and feet, and the Deathcaps began to urge their reptiles to climb in after them. As

they did so, the flying vehicle rose up from behind the shelters and then hung motionless for a
moment in the air above them. Horrified, Kursaal looked back over his shoulder.
Abruptly the vehicle began firing rays down upon the fleeing warriors, rays that emanated from
jewels that studded the lower parts of its hull. Warrior after warrior flamed and died, others kept
going. Kursaal saw some vanish into the mist. His father was among them.
Kursaal bared his teeth at the flying vehicle. He looked back at the island. The water near him
sizzled and boiled as the rays hit it. Then the vehicle had passed over, in pursuit of the fleeing
warriors. It cut him off from his kind. He was on his own now. With this realisation Kursaal
slithered off his canoe and plunged into the water.
CONTINUES NEXT WEEK
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THE SEARCH FOR ASTRA PALACE by Gregory KH Bryant
Part Thirty-Four
“Astra Palace?” Ward asked. “I been hearin’ about this place. What the hell is it?”
Ward did not know how much time he had before he would have to act. Naked, locked in a cell
that was shrouded in near perfect darkness, Ward had no idea how long it would be before
circumstances would force him to act. He began peppering Lacey with questions.
“I… it’s… well, talking about it is what got me into trouble,” Lacey said.
“Seems to me you can’t get in much more trouble than you’re already in,” Ward said.
“I guess not,” Lacey answered.
“So what is this Astra Palace?” Ward asked. “The more I know, the better our chances to get
outta here.”
“You mean me, too?” Lacey asked. “You’d help me, too?”
Ward shrugged his shoulders in a gesture Lacey could not see. His mind was on Dimara, not
Lacey, when he said `we’. He hadn’t been thinking of Lacey at all. He was as perfectly willing to
leave her to her own resources, as he would a door, or a stairway. But, as Ward had once
remarked to Illara, `I’m a bastard, not an asshole,’. It would be a real asshole move, dumping the
chick now.
“Yeah, sure,” he said. “Why the hell not?”
“So what is it?” Ward asked again. “What is this Astra Palace?”
Lacey’s fingers fumbled across the side of Ward’s head and guided her lips to his ear. She
lowered her voice to a whisper and spoke with great hesitation.
“It’s a whole buncha things,” she said. “It was a hideout first, then more n’ more Scroungers
started showing up, and things got crowded. They came in low on fuel and looking for repairs, so
Astra Palace became a fuelling station, and then they made a repair station out of it. So it got
bigger, and then while the Scroungers were waiting for their ships to get fixed, they got bored
sometimes and they started fights, just to have something to do, so they people running Astra
Palace decided to put some casinos in the place, and some places where the Scroungers could
eat, and sleep…”
Ward had been listening intently, then cut Lacey off, once he got the picture.
“Okay. Got it,” he said. “So how many Scroungers they got living in that rock?” he asked.

“Oh, I dunno,” Lacey said.
“A few hundred?”
“More than that.
“Maybe more than that, too. I’ve never seen them all,” Lacey pointed out.
“Is it Turhan Mot in charge of this place?” Ward asked.
“Oh, no. It’s a guy called Horst Dal. Real mean. A real cold-blooded man. They say he even
executed his own son for killing a hooker.”
“Horst Dal, huh? I’ll remember that. They like their hookers there on Astra Palace, do they?
Lacey smiled, though in the pitch blackness that was the cell they shared Ward could not see it.
“Yeah. The hookers there are real celebrities. They’re treated real good.”
“Yeah?”
“Oh, yeah,” Lacey said.
“So how do you know all of this?”
“I got sent there to work a few shifts. It was fun. At first.”
“Yeah? What happened?” Ward asked.
“They… they… do things…” Lacey answered. “It’s not just party for them… or maybe I should
say that their idea of a party is… it’s just horrible…”
“Horrible?” Ward prompted. “What does that mean? These guys even sicker in private than they
are when we can see them?”
“It’s not all of them. Not even most of them. Just some of them. And we’re not supposed to talk
about it at all. And… I did. I shudna, but I did, and that’s how I got into trouble.”
“What happened that got you so shook up you started blabbing?”
Lacey could not bring herself to speak for many long moments. The silence was so heavy that
except for the touch of Lacey’s hand upon his forehead, he would have had no clue that he was
not alone.
“Ya know, I’ve seen people do a lot of weird stuff,” Lacey finally said. And I try to go along
with most of it… there are some people who like to get spit on, ya know? Men, and women, too.

They have paid me good, just for me to spit in their faces, or their dicks… and the women…”
“Yeah, I’ve heard of some of that stuff,” Ward replied.
“Well, I try to go along with people… I like to have fun, you know? And I guess other people
like to have fun in their own way, so, if they’re paying me, I just wanna give good service, make
them have some fun, and have some fun with them, no matter how weird it can get. We’re all
just, like, animals, doncha know?
“But…”
Again, Lacey stopped speaking for many long moments. When she was finally able to bring
herself to speak, it was only with many tortured pauses and choking fits.
“They… do things. They have secret parties… behind… plush purple curtains. Yellow torches…
and candlelight. Bonfires… on charred marble floors, and the bodies… Horst Dal is always
there… He doesn’t do any of these… sick things. But, he told me… he likes to watch.
“Awrite, I get it,” Ward said. “They torture people…”
“Not just people,” Lacey said. “Animals, too.”
“… and mix it up with their little sex parties?”
“In terrible, terrible ways,” Lacey said. “Terrible, horrible ways…”
“So this Horst Dal guy heard of ya…” Ward said.
“Yes,” Lacey replied.
“Invited you to one of his parties?”
“Yes. Uh. Huh.”
“And you saw this shit go down?”
“Yes… yes, I did… So I left, and I didn’t take any more jobs there.”
“Okay,” Ward said. “Got it. I’m up against some real twisted fuckers. Shit. How big did you say
this place was?
“Uh… I dunno. It is big. Real big… A lotta rooms in it. And there’s more… than one launch
port. I think I heard someone say there were three, and they could do a hundred ships at a
time…”
Ward scowled, thinking hard. A hundred ships? Big or little? Did these ships carry crews of three
or four? Or fifty? Made a big difference, as he tried to put together a picture and calculate his

odds.
As he lay there on the cold metal floor, with Lacey gently stroking his forehead, the door of their
cell jerked open. Light filled the cell, temporarily blinding both Carte Ward and Lacey.
Lacey squeaked with pain and terror.
CONTINUES NEXT ISSUE
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THE LOST WORLD by Sir Arthur Conan Doyle
Chapter X: “The most Wonderful Things have Happened”
The most wonderful things have happened and are continually happening to us. All the paper that
I possess consists of five old note-books and a lot of scraps, and I have only the one stylographic
pencil; but so long as I can move my hand I will continue to set down our experiences and
impressions, for, since we are the only men of the whole human race to see such things, it is of
enormous importance that I should record them whilst they are fresh in my memory and before
that fate which seems to be constantly impending does actually overtake us. Whether Zambo can
at last take these letters to the river, or whether I shall myself in some miraculous way carry them
back with me, or, finally, whether some daring explorer, coming upon our tracks with the
advantage, perhaps, of a perfected monoplane, should find this bundle of manuscript, in any case
I can see that what I am writing is destined to immortality as a classic of true adventure.
On the morning after our being trapped upon the plateau by the villainous Gomez we began a
new stage in our experiences. The first incident in it was not such as to give me a very favourable
opinion of the place to which we had wandered. As I roused myself from a short nap after day
had dawned, my eyes fell upon a most singular appearance upon my own leg. My trouser had
slipped up, exposing a few inches of my skin above my sock. On this there rested a large,
purplish grape. Astonished at the sight, I leaned forward to pick it off, when, to my horror, it
burst between my finger and thumb, squirting blood in every direction. My cry of disgust had
brought the two professors to my side.
“Most interesting,” said Summerlee, bending over my shin. “An enormous blood-tick, as yet, I
believe, unclassified.”
“The first-fruits of our labours,” said Challenger in his booming, pedantic fashion. “We cannot
do less than call it Ixodes Maloni. The very small inconvenience of being bitten, my young
friend, cannot, I am sure, weigh with you as against the glorious privilege of having your name
inscribed in the deathless roll of zoology. Unhappily you have crushed this fine specimen at the
moment of satiation.”
“Filthy vermin!” I cried.
Professor Challenger raised his great eyebrows in protest, and placed a soothing paw upon my
shoulder.
“You should cultivate the scientific eye and the detached scientific mind,” said he. “To a man of
philosophic temperament like myself the blood-tick, with its lancet-like proboscis and its
distending stomach, is as beautiful a work of Nature as the peacock or, for that matter, the aurora
borealis. It pains me to hear you speak of it in so unappreciative a fashion. No doubt, with due
diligence, we can secure some other specimen.”
“There can be no doubt of that,” said Summerlee, grimly, “for one has just disappeared behind
your shirt-collar.”

Challenger sprang into the air bellowing like a bull, and tore frantically at his coat and shirt to
get them off. Summerlee and I laughed so that we could hardly help him. At last we exposed that
monstrous torso (fifty-four inches, by the tailor’s tape). His body was all matted with black hair,
out of which jungle we picked the wandering tick before it had bitten him. But the bushes round
were full of the horrible pests, and it was clear that we must shift our camp.
But first of all it was necessary to make our arrangements with the faithful negro, who appeared
presently on the pinnacle with a number of tins of cocoa and biscuits, which he tossed over to us.
Of the stores which remained below he was ordered to retain as much as would keep him for two
months. The Indians were to have the remainder as a reward for their services and as payment for
taking our letters back to the Amazon. Some hours later we saw them in single file far out upon
the plain, each with a bundle on his head, making their way back along the path we had come.
Zambo occupied our little tent at the base of the pinnacle, and there he remained, our one link
with the world below.
And now we had to decide upon our immediate movements. We shifted our position from among
the tick-laden bushes until we came to a small clearing thickly surrounded by trees upon all
sides. There were some flat slabs of rock in the centre, with an excellent well close by, and there
we sat in cleanly comfort while we made our first plans for the invasion of this new country.
Birds were calling among the foliage—especially one with a peculiar whooping cry which was
new to us—but beyond these sounds there were no signs of life.
Our first care was to make some sort of list of our own stores, so that we might know what we
had to rely upon. What with the things we had ourselves brought up and those which Zambo had
sent across on the rope, we were fairly well supplied. Most important of all, in view of the
dangers which might surround us, we had our four rifles and one thousand three hundred rounds,
also a shot-gun, but not more than a hundred and fifty medium pellet cartridges. In the matter of
provisions we had enough to last for several weeks, with a sufficiency of tobacco and a few
scientific implements, including a large telescope and a good field-glass. All these things we
collected together in the clearing, and as a first precaution, we cut down with our hatchet and
knives a number of thorny bushes, which we piled round in a circle some fifteen yards in
diameter. This was to be our headquarters for the time—our place of refuge against sudden
danger and the guard-house for our stores. Fort Challenger, we called it.
It was midday before we had made ourselves secure, but the heat was not oppressive, and the
general character of the plateau, both in its temperature and in its vegetation, was almost
temperate. The beech, the oak, and even the birch were to be found among the tangle of trees
which girt us in. One huge gingko tree, topping all the others, shot its great limbs and maidenhair
foliage over the fort which we had constructed. In its shade we continued our discussion, while
Lord John, who had quickly taken command in the hour of action, gave us his views.
“So long as neither man nor beast has seen or heard us, we are safe,” said he. “From the time
they know we are here our troubles begin. There are no signs that they have found us out as yet.
So our game surely is to lie low for a time and spy out the land. We want to have a good look at
our neighbours before we get on visitin’ terms.”

“But we must advance,” I ventured to remark.
“By all means, sonny my boy! We will advance. But with common sense. We must never go so
far that we can’t get back to our base. Above all, we must never, unless it is life or death, fire off
our guns.”
“But YOU fired yesterday,” said Summerlee.
“Well, it couldn’t be helped. However, the wind was strong and blew outwards. It is not likely
that the sound could have travelled far into the plateau. By the way, what shall we call this place?
I suppose it is up to us to give it a name?”
There were several suggestions, more or less happy, but Challenger’s was final.
“It can only have one name,” said he. “It is called after the pioneer who discovered it. It is Maple
White Land.”
Maple White Land it became, and so it is named in that chart which has become my special task.
So it will, I trust, appear in the atlas of the future.
The peaceful penetration of Maple White Land was the pressing subject before us. We had the
evidence of our own eyes that the place was inhabited by some unknown creatures, and there
was that of Maple White’s sketch-book to show that more dreadful and more dangerous monsters
might still appear. That there might also prove to be human occupants and that they were of a
malevolent character was suggested by the skeleton impaled upon the bamboos, which could not
have got there had it not been dropped from above. Our situation, stranded without possibility of
escape in such a land, was clearly full of danger, and our reasons endorsed every measure of
caution which Lord John’s experience could suggest. Yet it was surely impossible that we should
halt on the edge of this world of mystery when our very souls were tingling with impatience to
push forward and to pluck the heart from it.
We therefore blocked the entrance to our zareba by filling it up with several thorny bushes, and
left our camp with the stores entirely surrounded by this protecting hedge. We then slowly and
cautiously set forth into the unknown, following the course of the little stream which flowed
from our spring, as it should always serve us as a guide on our return.
Hardly had we started when we came across signs that there were indeed wonders awaiting us.
After a few hundred yards of thick forest, containing many trees which were quite unknown to
me, but which Summerlee, who was the botanist of the party, recognized as forms of conifera
and of cycadaceous plants which have long passed away in the world below, we entered a region
where the stream widened out and formed a considerable bog. High reeds of a peculiar type grew
thickly before us, which were pronounced to be equisetacea, or mare’s-tails, with tree-ferns
scattered amongst them, all of them swaying in a brisk wind. Suddenly Lord John, who was
walking first, halted with uplifted hand.

“Look at this!” said he. “By George, this must be the trail of the father of all birds!”
An enormous three-toed track was imprinted in the soft mud before us. The creature, whatever it
was, had crossed the swamp and had passed on into the forest. We all stopped to examine that
monstrous spoor. If it were indeed a bird—and what animal could leave such a mark?—its foot
was so much larger than an ostrich’s that its height upon the same scale must be enormous. Lord
John looked eagerly round him and slipped two cartridges into his elephant-gun.
“I’ll stake my good name as a shikarree,” said he, “that the track is a fresh one. The creature has
not passed ten minutes. Look how the water is still oozing into that deeper print! By Jove! See,
here is the mark of a little one!”
Sure enough, smaller tracks of the same general form were running parallel to the large ones.
“But what do you make of this?” cried Professor Summerlee, triumphantly, pointing to what
looked like the huge print of a five-fingered human hand appearing among the three-toed marks.
“Wealden!” cried Challenger, in an ecstasy. “I’ve seen them in the Wealden clay. It is a creature
walking erect upon three-toed feet, and occasionally putting one of its five-fingered forepaws
upon the ground. Not a bird, my dear Roxton—not a bird.”
“A beast?”
“No; a reptile—a dinosaur. Nothing else could have left such a track. They puzzled a worthy
Sussex doctor some ninety years ago; but who in the world could have hoped—hoped—to have
seen a sight like that?”
His words died away into a whisper, and we all stood in motionless amazement. Following the
tracks, we had left the morass and passed through a screen of brushwood and trees. Beyond was
an open glade, and in this were five of the most extraordinary creatures that I have ever seen.
Crouching down among the bushes, we observed them at our leisure.
There were, as I say, five of them, two being adults and three young ones. In size they were
enormous. Even the babies were as big as elephants, while the two large ones were far beyond all
creatures I have ever seen. They had slate-coloured skin, which was scaled like a lizard’s and
shimmered where the sun shone upon it. All five were sitting up, balancing themselves upon
their broad, powerful tails and their huge three-toed hind-feet, while with their small fivefingered front-feet they pulled down the branches upon which they browsed. I do not know that I
can bring their appearance home to you better than by saying that they looked like monstrous
kangaroos, twenty feet in length, and with skins like black crocodiles.
I do not know how long we stayed motionless gazing at this marvellous spectacle. A strong wind
blew towards us and we were well concealed, so there was no chance of discovery. From time to
time the little ones played round their parents in unwieldy gambols, the great beasts bounding
into the air and falling with dull thuds upon the earth. The strength of the parents seemed to be
limitless, for one of them, having some difficulty in reaching a bunch of foliage which grew

upon a considerable-sized tree, put his fore-legs round the trunk and tore it down as if it had been
a sapling. The action seemed, as I thought, to show not only the great development of its
muscles, but also the small one of its brain, for the whole weight came crashing down upon the
top of it, and it uttered a series of shrill yelps to show that, big as it was, there was a limit to what
it could endure. The incident made it think, apparently, that the neighbourhood was dangerous,
for it slowly lurched off through the wood, followed by its mate and its three enormous infants.
We saw the shimmering slaty gleam of their skins between the tree-trunks, and their heads
undulating high above the brush-wood. Then they vanished from our sight.
I looked at my comrades. Lord John was standing at gaze with his finger on the trigger of his
elephant-gun, his eager hunter’s soul shining from his fierce eyes. What would he not give for
one such head to place between the two crossed oars above the mantelpiece in his snuggery at
the Albany! And yet his reason held him in, for all our exploration of the wonders of this
unknown land depended upon our presence being concealed from its inhabitants. The two
professors were in silent ecstasy. In their excitement they had unconsciously seized each other by
the hand, and stood like two little children in the presence of a marvel, Challenger’s cheeks
bunched up into a seraphic smile, and Summerlee’s sardonic face softening for the moment into
wonder and reverence.
“Nunc dimittis!” he cried at last. “What will they say in England of this?”
“My dear Summerlee, I will tell you with great confidence exactly what they will say in
England,” said Challenger. “They will say that you are an infernal liar and a scientific charlatan,
exactly as you and others said of me.”
“In the face of photographs?”
“Faked, Summerlee! Clumsily faked!”
“In the face of specimens?”
“Ah, there we may have them! Malone and his filthy Fleet Street crew may be all yelping our
praises yet. August the twenty-eighth—the day we saw five live iguanodons in a glade of Maple
White Land. Put it down in your diary, my young friend, and send it to your rag.”
“And be ready to get the toe-end of the editorial boot in return,” said Lord John. “Things look a
bit different from the latitude of London, young fellah my lad. There’s many a man who never
tells his adventures, for he can’t hope to be believed. Who’s to blame them? For this will seem a
bit of a dream to ourselves in a month or two. WHAT did you say they were?”
“Iguanodons,” said Summerlee. “You’ll find their footmarks all over the Hastings sands, in Kent,
and in Sussex. The South of England was alive with them when there was plenty of good lush
green-stuff to keep them going. Conditions have changed, and the beasts died. Here it seems that
the conditions have not changed, and the beasts have lived.”
“If ever we get out of this alive, I must have a head with me,” said Lord John. “Lord, how some

of that Somaliland-Uganda crowd would turn a beautiful pea-green if they saw it! I don’t know
what you chaps think, but it strikes me that we are on mighty thin ice all this time.”
I had the same feeling of mystery and danger around us. In the gloom of the trees there seemed a
constant menace and as we looked up into their shadowy foliage vague terrors crept into one’s
heart. It is true that these monstrous creatures which we had seen were lumbering, inoffensive
brutes which were unlikely to hurt anyone, but in this world of wonders what other survivals
might there not be—what fierce, active horrors ready to pounce upon us from their lair among
the rocks or brushwood? I knew little of prehistoric life, but I had a clear remembrance of one
book which I had read in which it spoke of creatures who would live upon our lions and tigers as
a cat lives upon mice. What if these also were to be found in the woods of Maple White Land!
It was destined that on this very morning—our first in the new country—we were to find out
what strange hazards lay around us. It was a loathsome adventure, and one of which I hate to
think. If, as Lord John said, the glade of the iguanodons will remain with us as a dream, then
surely the swamp of the pterodactyls will forever be our nightmare. Let me set down exactly
what occurred.
We passed very slowly through the woods, partly because Lord Roxton acted as scout before he
would let us advance, and partly because at every second step one or other of our professors
would fall, with a cry of wonder, before some flower or insect which presented him with a new
type. We may have travelled two or three miles in all, keeping to the right of the line of the
stream, when we came upon a considerable opening in the trees. A belt of brushwood led up to a
tangle of rocks—the whole plateau was strewn with boulders. We were walking slowly towards
these rocks, among bushes which reached over our waists, when we became aware of a strange
low gabbling and whistling sound, which filled the air with a constant clamour and appeared to
come from some spot immediately before us. Lord John held up his hand as a signal for us to
stop, and he made his way swiftly, stooping and running, to the line of rocks. We saw him peep
over them and give a gesture of amazement. Then he stood staring as if forgetting us, so utterly
entranced was he by what he saw. Finally he waved us to come on, holding up his hand as a
signal for caution. His whole bearing made me feel that something wonderful but dangerous lay
before us.
Creeping to his side, we looked over the rocks. The place into which we gazed was a pit, and
may, in the early days, have been one of the smaller volcanic blow-holes of the plateau. It was
bowl-shaped and at the bottom, some hundreds of yards from where we lay, were pools of greenscummed, stagnant water, fringed with bullrushes. It was a weird place in itself, but its occupants
made it seem like a scene from the Seven Circles of Dante. The place was a rookery of
pterodactyls. There were hundreds of them congregated within view. All the bottom area round
the water-edge was alive with their young ones, and with hideous mothers brooding upon their
leathery, yellowish eggs. From this crawling flapping mass of obscene reptilian life came the
shocking clamour which filled the air and the mephitic, horrible, musty odour which turned us
sick. But above, perched each upon its own stone, tall, grey, and withered, more like dead and
dried specimens than actual living creatures, sat the horrible males, absolutely motionless save
for the rolling of their red eyes or an occasional snap of their rat-trap beaks as a dragon-fly went
past them. Their huge, membranous wings were closed by folding their fore-arms, so that they

sat like gigantic old women, wrapped in hideous web-coloured shawls, and with their ferocious
heads protruding above them. Large and small, not less than a thousand of these filthy creatures
lay in the hollow before us.
Our professors would gladly have stayed there all day, so entranced were they by this
opportunity of studying the life of a prehistoric age. They pointed out the fish and dead birds
lying about among the rocks as proving the nature of the food of these creatures, and I heard
them congratulating each other on having cleared up the point why the bones of this flying
dragon are found in such great numbers in certain well-defined areas, as in the Cambridge
Green-sand, since it was now seen that, like penguins, they lived in gregarious fashion.
Finally, however, Challenger, bent upon proving some point which Summerlee had contested,
thrust his head over the rock and nearly brought destruction upon us all. In an instant the nearest
male gave a shrill, whistling cry, and flapped its twenty-foot span of leathery wings as it soared
up into the air. The females and young ones huddled together beside the water, while the whole
circle of sentinels rose one after the other and sailed off into the sky. It was a wonderful sight to
see at least a hundred creatures of such enormous size and hideous appearance all swooping like
swallows with swift, shearing wing-strokes above us; but soon we realized that it was not one on
which we could afford to linger. At first the great brutes flew round in a huge ring, as if to make
sure what the exact extent of the danger might be. Then, the flight grew lower and the circle
narrower, until they were whizzing round and round us, the dry, rustling flap of their huge slatecoloured wings filling the air with a volume of sound that made me think of Hendon aerodrome
upon a race day.
“Make for the wood and keep together,” cried Lord John, clubbing his rifle. “The brutes mean
mischief.”
The moment we attempted to retreat the circle closed in upon us, until the tips of the wings of
those nearest to us nearly touched our faces. We beat at them with the stocks of our guns, but
there was nothing solid or vulnerable to strike. Then suddenly out of the whizzing, slate-coloured
circle a long neck shot out, and a fierce beak made a thrust at us. Another and another followed.
Summerlee gave a cry and put his hand to his face, from which the blood was streaming. I felt a
prod at the back of my neck, and turned dizzy with the shock. Challenger fell, and as I stooped to
pick him up I was again struck from behind and dropped on the top of him. At the same instant I
heard the crash of Lord John’s elephant-gun, and, looking up, saw one of the creatures with a
broken wing struggling upon the ground, spitting and gurgling at us with a wide-opened beak
and blood-shot, goggled eyes, like some devil in a medieval picture. Its comrades had flown
higher at the sudden sound, and were circling above our heads.
“Now,” cried Lord John, “now for our lives!”
We staggered through the brushwood, and even as we reached the trees the harpies were on us
again. Summerlee was knocked down, but we tore him up and rushed among the trunks. Once
there we were safe, for those huge wings had no space for their sweep beneath the branches. As
we limped homewards, sadly mauled and discomfited, we saw them for a long time flying at a
great height against the deep blue sky above our heads, soaring round and round, no bigger than

wood-pigeons, with their eyes no doubt still following our progress. At last, however, as we
reached the thicker woods they gave up the chase, and we saw them no more.
“A most interesting and convincing experience,” said Challenger, as we halted beside the brook
and he bathed a swollen knee. “We are exceptionally well informed, Summerlee, as to the habits
of the enraged pterodactyl.”
Summerlee was wiping the blood from a cut in his forehead, while I was tying up a nasty stab in
the muscle of the neck. Lord John had the shoulder of his coat torn away, but the creature’s teeth
had only grazed the flesh.
“It is worth noting,” Challenger continued, “that our young friend has received an undoubted
stab, while Lord John’s coat could only have been torn by a bite. In my own case, I was beaten
about the head by their wings, so we have had a remarkable exhibition of their various methods
of offence.”
“It has been touch and go for our lives,” said Lord John, gravely, “and I could not think of a
more rotten sort of death than to be outed by such filthy vermin. I was sorry to fire my rifle, but,
by Jove! there was no great choice.”
“We should not be here if you hadn’t,” said I, with conviction.
“It may do no harm,” said he. “Among these woods there must be many loud cracks from
splitting or falling trees which would be just like the sound of a gun. But now, if you are of my
opinion, we have had thrills enough for one day, and had best get back to the surgical box at the
camp for some carbolic. Who knows what venom these beasts may have in their hideous jaws?”
But surely no men ever had just such a day since the world began. Some fresh surprise was ever
in store for us. When, following the course of our brook, we at last reached our glade and saw the
thorny barricade of our camp, we thought that our adventures were at an end. But we had
something more to think of before we could rest. The gate of Fort Challenger had been
untouched, the walls were unbroken, and yet it had been visited by some strange and powerful
creature in our absence. No foot-mark showed a trace of its nature, and only the overhanging
branch of the enormous gingko tree suggested how it might have come and gone; but of its
malevolent strength there was ample evidence in the condition of our stores. They were strewn at
random all over the ground, and one tin of meat had been crushed into pieces so as to extract the
contents. A case of cartridges had been shattered into matchwood, and one of the brass shells lay
shredded into pieces beside it. Again the feeling of vague horror came upon our souls, and we
gazed round with frightened eyes at the dark shadows which lay around us, in all of which some
fearsome shape might be lurking. How good it was when we were hailed by the voice of Zambo,
and, going to the edge of the plateau, saw him sitting grinning at us upon the top of the opposite
pinnacle.
“All well, Massa Challenger, all well!” he cried. “Me stay here. No fear. You always find me
when you want.”

His honest black face, and the immense view before us, which carried us half-way back to the
affluent of the Amazon, helped us to remember that we really were upon this earth in the
twentieth century, and had not by some magic been conveyed to some raw planet in its earliest
and wildest state. How difficult it was to realize that the violet line upon the far horizon was well
advanced to that great river upon which huge steamers ran, and folk talked of the small affairs of
life, while we, marooned among the creatures of a bygone age, could but gaze towards it and
yearn for all that it meant!
One other memory remains with me of this wonderful day, and with it I will close this letter. The
two professors, their tempers aggravated no doubt by their injuries, had fallen out as to whether
our assailants were of the genus pterodactylus or dimorphodon, and high words had ensued. To
avoid their wrangling I moved some little way apart, and was seated smoking upon the trunk of a
fallen tree, when Lord John strolled over in my direction.
“I say, Malone,” said he, “do you remember that place where those beasts were?”
“Very clearly.”
“A sort of volcanic pit, was it not?”
“Exactly,” said I.
“Did you notice the soil?”
“Rocks.”
“But round the water—where the reeds were?”
“It was a bluish soil. It looked like clay.”
“Exactly. A volcanic tube full of blue clay.”
“What of that?” I asked.
“Oh, nothing, nothing,” said he, and strolled back to where the voices of the contending men of
science rose in a prolonged duet, the high, strident note of Summerlee rising and falling to the
sonorous bass of Challenger. I should have thought no more of Lord John’s remark were it not
that once again that night I heard him mutter to himself: “Blue clay—clay in a volcanic tube!”
They were the last words I heard before I dropped into an exhausted sleep.
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THE MOON POOL by A Merritt
Chapter XIV: The Justice of Lora
As I looked at her the man arose and made his way round the table toward us. For the first time
my eyes took in Lugur. A few inches taller than the green dwarf, he was far broader, more filled
with the suggestion of appalling strength.
The tremendous shoulders were four feet wide if an inch, tapering down to mighty thewed
thighs. The muscles of his chest stood out beneath his tunic of red. Around his forehead shone a
chaplet of bright-blue stones, sparkling among the thick curls of his silver-ash hair.
Upon his face pride and ambition were written large—and power still larger. All the mockery,
the malice, the hint of callous indifference that I had noted in the other dwarfish men were there,
too—but intensified, touched with the satanic.
The woman spoke again.
“Who are you strangers, and how came you here?” She turned to Rador. “Or is it that they do not
understand our tongue?”
“One understands and speaks it—but very badly, O Yolara,” answered the green dwarf.
“Speak, then, that one of you,” she commanded.
But it was Marakinoff who found his voice first, and I marvelled at the fluency, so much greater
than mine, with which he spoke.
“We came for different purposes. I to seek knowledge of a kind; he”—pointing to me “of
another. This man”—he looked at Olaf— “to find a wife and child.”
The grey-blue eyes had been regarding O’Keefe steadily and with plainly increasing interest.
“And why did you come?” she asked him. “Nay—I would have him speak for himself, if he
can,” she stilled Marakinoff peremptorily.
When Larry spoke it was haltingly, in the tongue that was strange to him, searching for the
proper words.
“I came to help these men—and because something I could not then understand called me, O
lady, whose eyes are like forest pools at dawn,” he answered; and even in the unfamiliar words
there was a touch of the Irish brogue, and little merry lights danced in the eyes Larry had so
apostrophized.
“I could find fault with your speech, but none with its burden,” she said. “What forest pools are I

know not, and the dawn has not shone upon the people of Lora these many sais of laya. [1] But I
sense what you mean!”
The eyes deepened to blue as she regarded him. She smiled.
“Are there many like you in the world from which you come?” she asked softly. “Well, we soon
shall—”
Lugur interrupted her almost rudely and glowering.
“Best we should know how they came hence,” he growled.
She darted a quick look at him, and again the little devils danced in her wondrous eyes.

[Unquestionably there is a subtle difference between time as we know it and time in this
subterranean land—its progress there being slower. This, however, is only in accord with the
well-known doctrine of relativity, which predicates both space and time as necessary inventions
of the human mind to orient itself to the conditions under which it finds itself. I tried often to
measure this difference, but could never do so to my entire satisfaction. The closest I can come to
it is to say that an hour of our time is the equivalent of an hour and five-eighths in Muria. For
further information upon this matter of relativity the reader may consult any of the numerous
books upon the subject.—W. T. G.]
“Yes, that is true,” she said. “How came you here?”
Again it was Marakinoff who answered—slowly, considering every word.
“In the world above,” he said, “there are ruins of cities not built by any of those who now dwell
there. To us these places called, and we sought for knowledge of the wise ones who made them.
We found a passageway. The way led us downward to a door in yonder cliff, and through it we
came here.”
“Then have you found what you sought?” spoke she. “For we are of those who built the cities.
1

Later I was to find that Murian reckoning rested upon the extraordinary increased luminosity of the cliffs at the time
of full moon on earth—this action, to my mind, being linked either with the effect of the light streaming globes upon
the Moon Pool, whose source was in the shining cliffs, or else upon some mysterious affinity of their radiant
element with the flood of moonlight on earth—the latter, most probably, because even when the moon must have
been clouded above, it made no difference in the phenomenon. Thirteen of these shinings forth constituted a laya,
one of them a lat. Ten was sa; ten times ten times ten a said, or thousand; ten times a thousand was a sais. A sais of
laya was then literally ten thousand years. What we would call an hour was by them called a va. The whole time
system was, of course, a mingling of time as it had been known to their remote, surface-dwelling ancestors, and the
peculiar determining factors in the vast cavern.

But this gateway in the rock—where is it?”
“After we passed, it closed upon us; nor could we after find trace of it,” answered Marakinoff.
The incredulity that had shown upon the face of the green dwarf fell upon theirs; on Lugur’s it
was clouded with furious anger.
He turned to Rador.
“I could find no opening, lord,” said the green dwarf quickly.
And there was so fierce a fire in the eyes of Lugur as he swung back upon us that O’Keefe’s
hand slipped stealthily down toward his pistol.
“Best it is to speak truth to Yolara, priestess of the Shining One, and to Lugur, the Voice,” he
cried menacingly.
“It is the truth,” I interposed. “We came down the passage. At its end was a carved vine, a vine
of five flowers”—the fire died from the red dwarf’s eyes, and I could have sworn to a swift
pallor. “I rested a hand upon these flowers, and a door opened. But when we had gone through it
and turned, behind us was nothing but unbroken cliff. The door had vanished.”
I had taken my cue from Marakinoff. If he had eliminated the episode of car and Moon Pool, he
had good reason, I had no doubt; and I would be as cautious. And deep within me something
cautioned me to say nothing of my quest; to stifle all thought of Throckmartin—something that
warned, peremptorily, finally, as though it were a message from Throckmartin himself!
“A vine with five flowers!” exclaimed the red dwarf. “Was it like this, say?”
He thrust forward a long arm. Upon the thumb of the hand was an immense ring, set with a dullblue stone. Graven on the face of the jewel was the symbol of the rosy walls of the Moon
Chamber that had opened to us their two portals. But cut over the vine were seven circles, one
about each of the flowers and two larger ones covering, intersecting them.
“This is the same,” I said; “but these were not there”—I indicated the circles.
The woman drew a deep breath and looked deep into Lugur’s eyes.
“The sign of the Silent Ones!” he half whispered.
It was the woman who first recovered herself.
“The strangers are weary, Lugur,” she said. “When they are rested they shall show where the
rocks opened.”
I sensed a subtle change in their attitude toward us; a new intentness; a doubt plainly tinged with

apprehension. What was it they feared? Why had the symbol of the vine wrought the change?
And who or what were the Silent Ones?
Yolara’s eyes turned to Olaf, hardened, and grew cold grey. Subconsciously I had noticed that
from the first the Norseman had been absorbed in his regard of the pair; had, indeed, never taken
his gaze from them; had noticed, too, the priestess dart swift glances toward him.
He returned her scrutiny fearlessly, a touch of contempt in the clear eyes—like a child watching
a snake which he did not dread, but whose danger be well knew.
Under that look Yolara stirred impatiently, sensing, I know, its meaning.
“Why do you look at me so?” she cried.
An expression of bewilderment passed over Olaf’s face.
“I do not understand,” he said in English.
I caught a quickly repressed gleam in O’Keefe’s eyes. He knew, as I knew, that Olaf must have
understood. But did Marakinoff?
Apparently he did not. But why was Olaf feigning ignorance?
“This man is a sailor from what we call the North,” thus Larry haltingly. “He is crazed, I think.
He tells a strange tale of a something of cold fire that took his wife and babe. We found him
wandering where we were. And because he is strong we brought him with us. That is all, O lady,
whose voice is sweeter than the honey of the wild bees!”
“A shape of cold fire?” she repeated.
“A shape of cold fire that whirled beneath the moon, with the sound of little bells,” answered
Larry, watching her intently.
She looked at Lugur and laughed.
“Then he, too, is fortunate,” she said. “For he has come to the place of his something of cold
fire—and tell him that he shall join his wife and child, in time; that I promise him.”
Upon the Norseman’s face there was no hint of comprehension, and at that moment I formed an
entirely new opinion of Olaf’s intelligence; for certainly it must have been a prodigious effort of
the will, indeed, that enabled him, understanding, to control himself.
“What does she say?” he asked.
Larry repeated.

“Good!” said Olaf. “Good!”
He looked at Yolara with well-assumed gratitude. Lugur, who had been scanning his bulk, drew
close. He felt the giant muscles which Huldricksson accommodatingly flexed for him.
“But he shall meet Valdor and Tahola before he sees those kin of his,” he laughed mockingly.
“And if he bests them—for reward—his wife and babe!”
A shudder, quickly repressed, shook the seaman’s frame. The woman bent her supremely
beautiful head.
“These two,” she said, pointing to the Russian and to me, “seem to be men of learning. They may
be useful. As for this man,”—she smiled at Larry—”I would have him explain to me some
things.” She hesitated. “What ‘hon-ey of ‘e wild bees-s’ is.” Larry had spoken the words in
English, and she was trying to repeat them. “As for this man, the sailor, do as you please with
him, Lugur; always remembering that I have given my word that he shall join that wife and babe
of his!” She laughed sweetly, sinisterly. “And now—take them, Rador—give them food and
drink and let them rest till we shall call them again.”
She stretched out a hand toward O’Keefe. The Irishman bowed low over it, raised it softly to his
lips. There was a vicious hiss from Lugur; but Yolara regarded Larry with eyes now all tender
blue.
“You please me,” she whispered.
And the face of Lugur grew darker.
We turned to go. The rosy, azure-shot globe at her side suddenly dulled. From it came a faint bell
sound as of chimes far away. She bent over it. It vibrated, and then its surface ran with little
waves of dull colour; from it came a whispering so low that I could not distinguish the words—if
words they were.
She spoke to the red dwarf.
“They have brought the three who blasphemed the Shining One,” she said slowly. “Now it is in
my mind to show these strangers the justice of Lora. What say you, Lugur?”
The red dwarf nodded, his eyes sparkling with a malicious anticipation.
The woman spoke again to the globe. “Bring them here!”
And again it ran swiftly with its film of colours, darkened, and shone rosy once more. From
without there came a rustle of many feet upon the rugs. Yolara pressed a slender hand upon the
base of the pedestal of the globe beside her. Abruptly the light faded from all, and on the same
instant the four walls of blackness vanished, revealing on two sides the lovely, unfamiliar garden
through the guarding rows of pillars; at our backs soft draperies hid what lay beyond; before us,

flanked by flowered screens, was the corridor through which we had entered, crowded now by
the green dwarfs of the great hall.
The dwarfs advanced. Each, I now noted, had the same clustering black hair of Rador. They
separated, and from them stepped three figures—a youth of not more than twenty, short, but with
the great shoulders of all the males we had seen of this race; a girl of seventeen, I judged, whitefaced, a head taller than the boy, her long, black hair dishevelled; and behind these two a stunted,
gnarled shape whose head was sunk deep between the enormous shoulders, whose white beard
fell like that of some ancient gnome down to his waist, and whose eyes were a white flame of
hate. The girl cast herself weeping at the feet of the priestess; the youth regarded her curiously.
“You are Songar of the Lower Waters?” murmured Yolara almost caressingly. “And this is your
daughter and her lover?”
The gnome nodded, the flame in his eyes leaping higher.
“It has come to me that you three have dared blaspheme the Shining One, its priestess, and its
Voice,” went on Yolara smoothly. “Also that you have called out to the three Silent Ones. Is it
true?”
“Your spies have spoken—and have you not already judged us?” The voice of the old dwarf was
bitter.
A flicker shot through the eyes of Yolara, again cold grey. The girl reached a trembling hand out
to the hem of the priestess’s veils.
“Tell us why you did these things, Songar,” she said. “Why you did them, knowing full well
what your—reward—would be.”
The dwarf stiffened; he raised his withered arms, and his eyes blazed.
“Because evil are your thoughts and evil are your deeds,” he cried. “Yours and your lover’s,
there”—he levelled a finger at Lugur. “Because of the Shining One you have made evil, too, and
the greater wickedness you contemplate—you and he with the Shining One. But I tell you that
your measure of iniquity is full; the tale of your sin near ended! Yea—the Silent Ones have been
patient, but soon they will speak.” He pointed at us. “A sign are they—a warning—harlot!” He
spat the word.
In Yolara’s eyes, grown black, the devils leaped unrestrained.
“Is it even so, Songar?” her voice caressed. “Now ask the Silent Ones to help you! They sit
afar—but surely they will hear you.” The sweet voice was mocking. “As for these two, they shall
pray to the Shining One for forgiveness—and surely the Shining One will take them to its
bosom! As for you—you have lived long enough, Songar! Pray to the Silent Ones, Songar, and
pass out into the nothingness—you!”

She dipped down into her bosom and drew forth something that resembled a small cone of
tarnished silver. She levelled it, a covering clicked from its base, and out of it darted a slender
ray of intense green light.
It struck the old dwarf squarely over the heart, and spread swift as light itself, covering him with
a gleaming, pale film. She clenched her hand upon the cone, and the ray disappeared. She thrust
the cone back into her breast and leaned forward expectantly; so Lugur and so the other dwarfs.
From the girl came a low wail of anguish; the boy dropped upon his knees, covering his face.
For the moment the white beard stood rigid; then the robe that had covered him seemed to melt
away, revealing all the knotted, monstrous body. And in that body a vibration began, increasing
to incredible rapidity. It wavered before us like a reflection in a still pond stirred by a sudden
wind. It grew and grew—to a rhythm whose rapidity was intolerable to watch and that still
chained the eyes.
The figure grew indistinct, misty. Tiny sparks in infinite numbers leaped from it—like, I thought,
the radiant shower of particles hurled out by radium when seen under the microscope. Mistier
still it grew—there trembled before us for a moment a faintly luminous shadow which held, here
and there, tiny sparkling atoms like those that pulsed in the light about us! The glowing shadow
vanished, the sparkling atoms were still for a moment—and shot away, joining those dancing
others.
Where the gnomelike form had been but a few seconds before—there was nothing!
O’Keefe drew a long breath, and I was sensible of a prickling along my scalp.
Yolara leaned toward us.
“You have seen,” she said. Her eyes lingered tigerishly upon Olaf’s pallid face. “Heed!” she
whispered. She turned to the men in green, who were laughing softly among themselves.
“Take these two, and go!” she commanded.
“The justice of Lora,” said the red dwarf. “The justice of Lora and the Shining One under
Thanaroa!”
Upon the utterance of the last word I saw Marakinoff start violently. The hand at his side made a
swift, surreptitious gesture, so fleeting that I hardly caught it. The red dwarf stared at the
Russian, and there was amazement upon his face.
Swiftly as Marakinoff, he returned it.
“Yolara,” the red dwarf spoke, “it would please me to take this man of wisdom to my own place
for a time. The giant I would have, too.”
The woman awoke from her brooding; nodded.

“As you will, Lugur,” she said.
And as, shaken to the core, we passed out into the garden into the full throbbing of the light, I
wondered if all the tiny sparkling diamond points that shook about us had once been men like
Songar of the Lower Waters—and felt my very soul grow sick!
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