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EDITORIAL
In this Halloween edition, a young girl meets a fallen angel of the woods, a loner werewolf
considers running with the pack, a man seeks the secret of immortality, and a Viking fights a
savage battle.
HP Lovecraft tells us of the early Gothic novel. Four adventurers witness a witches’ sabbath.
In The Battle for Callisto, Lieutenant Hardy is on his own. And the castaways on Lincoln
Island hear the story of the Nautilus’ captain.
We also have an array of treats in store for all you loyal readers, including the new
Lovecraftiana, the new Schlock Quarterly, and two more anthologies: Schlock! Presents:
Ghostlands, and Schlock! Gorefest 2017.
—Gavin Chappell
PS: Schlock! contributor Douglas J. Ogurek is to edit UNSPLATTERPUNK! 2 anthology.
The call for submissions is at: http://bit.ly/USP2-TQF

Now Available from Rogue Planet Press:

Lovecraftiana Halloween 2017
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DIARY OF A TEEN IN THE WOODS by Steve Laker
My dear life,
That’s what you are, my diary. You’re my life. All of me is contained within your locked
leather cover, which I wear the key to around my neck. Even though your binding is a cover
for my life, that life continues outside, starting with the cover.
The book of my life is a retro-futuristic, mechanical puzzle box, with all the old metal watch
parts I’ve stuck on. If Filofax were to launch a Hellraiser range, Pinhead himself would buy
one of my books. You’re my diary of a cyber punk.
Like the extra-dimensional Cenobites, you contain much pain, my dear life, perhaps you even
possess it. My cyber punk diary is a haunted book, covered with scars, like the ones on my
arms. Other than you, my life is in a piece of old yellow rope, reminding me of a better place
that might be. The rope is also a key.
The cat came back a few days ago. I thought of the old woman who swallowed a fly, and she
swallowed a dog to get rid of the cat. I don’t want to eat a dog, or a cat, or any animal. I never
want to eat much, and I only dined on a Kamikaze fly on the way back from school. So what
I’m about to tell you, I’m only telling you, because it’s really strange.
I wished I had a dog, to stop the cat from scratching me. I wished for my old dog back. And
she came back. All I had to do was call for her. Let me tell you what happened:
I met a man in the woods, about 30 years older than me. If this wasn’t recorded secretly in
this diary, on hearing that, everyone would just assume the worst. But that’s just the way
people’s mind’s work, many because, placed in that situation, they’d probably do what they
might suspect that bloke of. People shouldn’t judge a book by it’s cover, which goes for this
book too, dear life: A weird and wonderful thing on the outside, but full of psychedelia, some
of which even I don’t understand. But what’s in my head goes in the book of my life.
So the guy in the woods was a nice kind of weird too. And the wonderful part is, he was
exactly as I imagined him. Because he said to me, “This is your story, Hannah. I can give you
the stories to tell, and stories only happen to those who can tell them.”
I called him Daniel, because that’s the book in the Christian bible after Ezekiel. Ezekiel
25:17. The path of the righteous man is beset on all sides by the inequalities of the selfish and
the tyranny of evil men. Blessed is he who, in the name of charity and goodwill, shepherds
the weak through the valley of darkness, for he is truly his brother’s (and sisters’) keeper and
the finder of lost children. And I will strike down upon thee, with vengeance and furious
anger, those who attempt to poison and destroy my brothers and sisters. And you will know
my name is the lord, when I lay my vengeance upon you. He’d done all of that. He was the
shepherd, and Daniel came after Ezekiel.
Daniel is a fallen angel. He’s in the woods because his wing’s broken and he can’t get home.
It’s his right wing that’s damaged. He says that’s the right wing which drove all the hate and
fight in him, fuelled by alcohol. With only his left wing, he’s grounded and able to think
more. Instead of fighting or fleeing (he can’t), he prefers to talk, to debate, and to learn from
those with opposing views to his, always trying to look for common ground of co-operation. I
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gather he’s been around for a long time, because he’s obviously done a lot of thinking. And
that’s all I really meant about him being around three times my age. He’s older than me, so he
has wisdom, and I’ve learned from that gift, because I’m not scared of him, the dark angel in
the woods.
He practices what others might call Voodoo magic, but he’s not a witch doctor, just a
scientist. He explained to me, with proven science alone, how I could call my dog back any
time I liked. Daniel explained how what we call ghosts are real, and how I can talk to them.
Firstly, we need to believe that they’re around, and they’re easier to see if we understand
them better. He said to think of it as wanting to be haunted, so that the spirits can hear us.
There are lots of different kinds:
The ‘Crisis Apparition’ is normally a one-time event for those experiencing it. It’s when a
ghost is seen at the time of it’s predecessor’s passing, as a way of saying farewell to family
and friends. It would be like going about your daily business, then suddenly seeing your mum
outside of normal contexts. Minutes later, you receive a call to tell you that she’s passed
away. With practice, the deceased may be able to visit you more than once, to reassure you. If
they do that, you might have a guardian angel. In my case, a fallen one with a broken wing.
‘The reluctant dead’ are ghosts who are unaware they’re deceased. They go about their lives
as if they were still living, oblivious to their passing. This innocence (or denial), can be so
severe that the ghost can’t see the living but can nonetheless feel their presence: A kind of
role reversal. This can be stressful, for both the haunter and the haunted. In films, it’s usually
someone moving into the home of a recently deceased person. Perhaps they lived and died
alone in their twilight years. To them, the living might be invaders. These are not ghosts
which need to be exorcised: Simply talking to them about their death can help them to cross
over and leave your home.
Then there are ghosts who are trapped or lost: They know they’re dead but for one reason or
another, they can’t cross over yet. Cross over into what? Some may fear moving on because
of the person they were in life, or they might fear leaving what’s familiar to them.
There are ghosts with ‘unfinished business’, broadly split into two categories: A father might
return to make sure his children are okay. Or a lover might hang around, making sure their
partner finds happiness and moves on. But there’s also the ‘vengeful ghost’; perhaps a
murder victim, back to haunt their killer.
‘Residual ghosts’ usually live out their final hours over and over again. They often show no
intelligence or self-awareness, and will walk straight by (or through) you. Many think that
these types of ghosts left an imprint or a recording of themselves in our space time.
Finally, the ‘intelligent ghost’: Where the entity interacts with the living and shows a form of
intelligence.
Once Daniel had explained the taxonomy of ghosts, I could imagine which parts of each
made up Molly, my dog. I could picture her as the ghost dog she is now. If you know what
you’re looking for, it’s easier to find.
The nature of the quantum universe in which we now understand we live, is that after we die,
we continue to exist in a different form. What we call ‘life’, is merely a part of an ongoing
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existence, the greatness of which we don’t yet understand. It’s like thinking of a person more
as their soul, and their body is just the vessel which manifests that in our world. Think of the
body as a computer, and the human soul as the operating system and the software. It’s the
latter which brings the former to life. When the computer breaks down, all of the data is still
floating around but we can’t see it. Life carries on, but we suddenly find ourselves in a place
where we neither have nor need a body, a place we are free to explore and with an eternity to
do it, freed of our organic physical form.
While ghosts do exist and it’s easier to see them if you welcome them into our world, there’s
also an open channel to them, which Daniel gave me the keys to. It’s the place where Daniel
himself lives, between the conscious and the unconscious, in the subconscious. It’s the place
we go to in sleep, but which we rarely remember, because we never recall the actual moment
of passing into it. We’re always there in sleep, but unless we’re aware of it, we rarely
remember it when we wake. Daniel is permanently lucid, and it’s possible to exist in a lucid
form in dreams. All you have to do, is make sure you know you’re dreaming when you get
there.
Every night, as you fall asleep, repeat to yourself, in your head, ‘I will speak with the
universe tonight, and I will be aware that I’m dreaming.’
It takes practice. But I knew I’d found the lucid world when I met Daniel. Now he’s my
guide, but not everyone needs one. Even if you don’t find a Daniel, the world of the
subconscious is only locked in your head. The key to unlock it, is the mantra as you fall
asleep. Eventually, the key will fit, when you’re least expecting it.
When you get there the first time, you’ll probably not be there for long. As soon as you
realise you’re in your own dream and able to move and interact freely, you can get a bit
worked up and shock yourself awake. All those times you’re falling asleep and you feel
you’ve suddenly tripped: That’s you being in touch with the dream world (the universe) but
not realising you were there, before jumping awake. Don’t give up. There’s nothing to be
scared of.
“So now,” Daniel said, “you have to call out in your dream, without waking yourself. If you
do, Molly may come, but you’ll be gone. You need to think of Molly as you imagine she is
now. What she once was, in your memory, is still there. But that memory is one recorded in
your mind with your eyes. In the lucid, subconscious universe, you don’t have eyes, and yet
you see. When you first closed your eyes to come here, you’ll have seen ethereal shapes,
most likely a deep purple in colour, and rather like a lava lamp. Those visions are us, trying
to make contact. If you can make it over into this world, by hanging onto that unconscious
step between wakefulness and sleep, so that you are aware you’re here, then you see me as I
am now.”
And I could truly see Daniel for what he was: Not a floating purple shape, perpetually
changing form, but manifested in a woodland necromancer. Maybe it was him or the universe
making it easier for me by appearing as I saw things, in my imagination, but limited by that
usually being in an organic body.
“From now on, you need to remember me, however you imagine me. Then if you suddenly
realise you’re out here, dreaming on your own, you know that you only have to look for me
and I’ll guide you. But Molly is here, just as I am. Just as you no longer have eyes, you don’t
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have a mouth to communicate with. But all of the five physical senses are replaced, contained
and enhanced by the sixth. And we all know it’s the sixth sense which allows you to see dead
people. Bruce Willis isn’t here though: that was just a film.
“So you need to call out, without your physical sleeping self doing the same. You need to
think. And you need to think hard. You have to will it, then wish for it some more. Do that
loudly enough, and your wish will come true. You can’t test the universe, but if you truly
connect lucidly in the subconscious dream scape, you will get an answer. I know it works,
because something brought you here.”
Some things are worth listening to, and that made me think, which was the whole idea. And
last night, I did get my first brief reunion with my Molly moo.
I wished I could talk to animals, or in this case, think with them. And it was when I started
thinking really hard, that I felt the thought become a wish. The best way I can describe it, is
when a cry becomes a laugh, like when you’re really upset because you think something’s
ended, or someone’s gone, then suddenly it’s all made okay and you laugh through the tears.
I heard someone else’s thought, kind of echoed, and I knew it was a dog:
“Moo?”
“Moo,” I repeated.
“Moo, me?” came the voice, not from a specific point, but all around, like being snuggled
with your favourite person, who’s an auntie, a friend, an equal, but protective and craving
love for themselves, when their own is unconditional. Someone you’d die for and who you
know would return the favour.
I realised my eyes were closed. I knew that I was dreaming, and that this was my chance to
hold on to that dream. But I didn’t want to open my eyes, because of the feeling: a love so
great that you never want to leave it. Then I remembered something Daniel had said:
“Don’t be afraid to open your eyes when you realise you’re dreaming. But remember, you
don’t have eyes. Just think of it as sleeping with your eyes open though, and you’ll find it’s
quite simple.”
And it was. And he was right about the five physical senses becoming one in the sixth, and of
the sixth enhancing each of the five. I could see, but I could only describe things in terms a
waking person might understand. I could listen to everything, for miles around, yet there was
no competing to be heard. It was like an organic symphony, where the animals and trees were
singing and playing instruments in harmony. But again, that’s difficult to describe for
someone who’s awake. The instruments weren’t ones I recognised, but they played beautiful
music nonetheless. Imagine trees which sound like pipe organs, grass sounding like harps,
tubular bells for leaves and brass instruments in the wind, and you’re part way there. And the
voices, from soprano to baritone and all carried in the breeze from unseen wildlife. I was
listening to nature. And Molly’s was one of the voices.
I’m an atheist, but the bible says that when we go to heaven, we are made perfect. For
starters, the science disproves this. But what we look like in ethereal form is as others
imagine us. I believe there are three people in each of us anyway: The person we think we
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are; the person other people think we are; and the person we really are. In the afterlife, we’re
the best of all three.
If you can imagine what I felt, try to think of a kind of an ethereal being, but able to move
freely, and in solid form (Daniel explained a form of matter, called ‘supersolid’, which
solidified the science in my mind: The molecules in a supersolid are arranged so that it can
simply pass through other solid objects). And that form isn’t like the organic one which
preceded, it’s a material made of immortality, like a mineral.
Molly was like soft, warm sandstone: As sandy coloured—with darker edges and flecks—as
she was in the last life, but solid and strong, cast in spiritual stone. She still had her frayed old
knotted rope chew, still intact after 11 years of gnawing. Where once she was full of the inner
warmth in her mortal self, now that warmth was the pure spirit of the next life, both in and
around her. Next to me, that protective shield was as warm as her beating heart once was to
my ear. Now that heart surrounded me.
In that subconscious woods, reality turns in on itself. It’s something I can’t explain, nor
which I doubt many would understand. But that’s why I keep a diary. Maybe one day I’ll
look back on these old journals, if I’m ever having an existential crisis and wondering what to
do with my life. Probably something to do with animals, as I find them easier to relate to than
human people. Or perhaps I might do something which helps me to understand the human
condition better, so that I can then explain it to others in a way they might understand.
Perhaps I’ll be a writer, or even meet one I could work with. I wonder what it would be like
to have a writer who could make the animals talk. There are many scientific fields around
such a huge subject, so maybe I’ll find one to excel at. Or maybe I’ll be quite good at a few
things and use that somehow to work with others for some greater good. I could invent
something which allowed me to talk with animals, and use that as a vet. That would benefit
lots of people, animal and human alike.
So after I’d thought all that, I went back to the woods, to see if I could talk to Molly. I’d
thought I had, but then she was one of the weird voices and sounds out there.
“Moo?” And then, as if by magic, but in a place where there is no magic, because it’s real:
“Moo.” And she ran to me, jumping at me and nearly flattening me, like she did before, when
every day I was out at school was an eternity to her, wishing she could learn with me. And
yet here, eternity was no different to a day, all turned inside out.
“I miss you,” I said.
“I miss you, moo.” So she did call me ‘moo’ too.
We talked for as long as I could hold the dream. We talked about all the things we’d done, as
we’d grown up together. I told her what I was doing now, and all the things I had planned,
but how I might change my mind. And the funny thing was, she said she knew. And the even
weirder thing, I know now.
We walked among the trees and I carved our names. Molly said it was better than any cat
could do, however clever they think they are.
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But before we left, she whispered in my ear, and it reminded me of something she’d said
when I was younger, when I used to talk to her, and when my younger mind could hear her. I
can’t remember which of those conversations it was, but I remember it was a question.
“Let’s run,” Molly said.
“Why?” I wondered, when we didn’t have to, with no legs to restrict us.
“Because,” she said, “one day we won’t be able to.”
So we ran all the way back to me waking up, and Molly running off into the woods, calling
‘Moo’ as she went.
I saw Daniel as I woke. He said this is the way it’s always be done. I know where to find him,
and he’ll know when I need him. And I can go back there, any time I like, where time and
distance are irrelevant. All I have to do, is think of my dreams and they’ll be waiting for me.
Molly’s running around in that woods, being a dog, always sniffing the ground above me,
chasing things around, and chewing on the old rope which ties this story. I looked at it,
thought of the connection, then remembered what she’d asked me:
“Can you kill beauty and love?”
That was quite profound for a dead dog, which is why she had to ask a living human.
Dear diary, of my life as a teen.
THE END
© Steve Laker, 2017
Now available from Schlock! Publications:

Schlock! Gorefest 2017
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ALWAYS CRY WOLF by Selena Martens
Brad knew he made a shitty werewolf. He’d been turned in the 1980s, so he wasn’t old
enough to be ancient and powerful, but he wasn’t young enough for naiveté to be an excuse.
On the night of the full moon he was driving down a country road, rough Ontario farmland
interspersed with forest and rock walls whipping past his windows. The car rattled along—
thirty years old, but he wasn’t going to give her up. She didn’t fall apart and she had a tape
deck, which was all he really asked.
He should have been out doing exciting werewolf things, like running naked through the
woods. Instead, he’d gone to the movies with Danica. They lay low on these nights, partly to
avoid the cliché, but mostly to dodge the influx of packs migrating north. Lonely calls rippled
across the lakes at night, shivering the treetops. There were more of their kind every year.
More wolves. More packs. He and Danica ignored it, filling up on popcorn and soda instead
of raw deer meat, watching cartoon monsters splattering blood that didn’t stink.
The moon hung fat and low and tempting over his drive home. The road wound lazily
through the dark, an unwinding ribbon. He was flying low through the air, beneath maple and
pine. The forest was rich in rabbit and deer. He imagined four paws, padding across roots and
soil, and salivated.
Damn it.
She was singing to his blood. Mother Moon. Lowering the window, Brad took a whiff of wet
earth, rotting leaves. Wolf-Brad stirred hungrily beneath his skin. His senses sharpened,
magnified by the moon’s increasing pull. She’d hooked a thread into his human skin and it
wouldn’t be long before he unravelled.
Heightened awareness was the only thing that saved him from flattening the two idiots who
ran out of the woods, darting in front of his car. Brad slammed the brakes and tugged the
wheel, yanking and spinning away from the stumbling stick-figures. The metal frame rattled
and Brad lurched in his seat, the belt digging into his neck. The wolf hummed angrily beneath
every bit of skin, hackles up. Groooooowl. Coarse black fur pushed out of his arms. Brad
gritted his teeth. He swallowed, forcing it back.
Squinting through the beam of the headlights he saw the pair—skinny, blonde twentysomethings. They stared back at his car blankly for a moment, eyes looking too big and
bruised on hollow faces with paper-skin. He took in their stained clothes and greasy, matted
hair. A boy and girl. They shuffled closer, awkwardly, limping and holding each other up.
His chest rumbled and Brad pressed the heels of his hands into his eyes, fighting with his
body to stop the transformation. Deep breaths. Counting. Picturing sheep? No, that was for
trying to go to sleep. Just breathe. Just—
Come on, man, he pleaded with himself. Don’t kill these kids.
He sneezed when he caught the smell wafting off the two. Fear—so bone-deep and thick it
made his head spin. Not the after-effects of their near-collision; no, this was the sort of terror
that been lived in for months. They were marinating in it. He caught himself humming. Drool

13

pooled in the bottom of his mouth. His hands were going to break the wheel if he left them
there.
The two moved closer and the wind shifted. He felt a slap in the face, stronger even than their
rank terror. They were wolves. Eyes shining amber in the headlights. Faces ashen. Skeletal
bodies shaking under the moon’s call. Not transformed, but still, a wolf always knows a wolf.
How had he smelt their fear before he’d smelt that?
Brad shifted in his seat, uncomfortable, trying to get his bearings. This was uncharted
territory. Even Wolf-Brad was spinning in confusion, growls rumbling up from his belly.
Their fear made him hungry, made him want to chase. Sweat poured down the back of his
neck.
He and Danica were loners. They went to movies and ignored the throaty howls that rose on
nights when the moon hung like a polished coin. They weren’t part of it. This wasn’t his
problem.
The sky turned to a black abyss above him, the moon swallowed by clouds. Brad felt like he
was in a dream. Hysterical voices jumbled together. Since Wolf-Brad was waking up, his
hearing shifted. He was worse at separating the squabble of overlapping human tongues.
They were just squawking noise. He got the gist of it, though. Help us, help us, please help us
—
His nose twitched. Claws split through the tips of his fingers. Ignoring the pain, Brad clicked
the lock off and opened the car door. “Hey! What are we running from?”
Raw wolf-song answered. It set his teeth on edge, ringing up through his skull and echoing
through his brain. His skin tightened. He leapt out of the car. The scent of wolves hit him in
waves. Wolf-Brad got angrier the more scared Human-Brad felt.
A snarl curled his lips. The pair cringed. He smelt their young, desperate newness. Brad
didn’t look much older—he’d been thirty when he was turned and still looked that age. He’d
only been a werewolf since 1986. ‘86—Halley’s Comet. Hands Across America. The
Challenger exploding. Survivor and Pet Shop Boys and Blondie on the radio. He wasn’t that
old, not that powerful, nor up on his arcane knowledge. Couldn’t you have run out in front of
someone else? Someone better equipped to deal with this?
“Get in the car,” he moaned, wrestling his human voice out as his jaw stretched. Bones
popped out of place. His blood burned and roared. What remained of Human-Brad dissolved,
washed away in the moonlight. Wolf-Brad took over.
The girl screamed and Brad stumbled. His knees slammed into the ground, chest bursting
with pain. Hard to keep breathing. Red hot knives sliced through his gut. Ribs, breaking, shot
outward. Bone-daggers sliced through meat. Blood swam in his mouth, gagging him.
“You’re one of them?” the girl shouted. She picked a rock off the side of the road, holding it
like she was going to chuck it at him. Bash his brains in. He couldn’t move. He was busy
spitting out his human teeth, while his jaw stretched into a rippling snout and fangs tore
through the roof of his mouth. He had to wrestle out of his jeans and hoodie, kicking sneakers
off blindly, while he fell down to all fours.
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The boy grabbed her wrist, holding her back. “Rose, don’t!” he screamed. “They’ll kill us!”
“You were supposed to help us!” she screamed. Her screams drilled through the soft,
morphing tissue of his brain. “You bastard! You shit-eating son of a bitch!”
Why? He was on four legs and he would have screamed if he could. She was quiet, finally,
falling against the boy, who was barely able to keep himself up. Brad smelt the blood and shit
on them. And fear. Fear fear fear. The smell of their terror was like sitting next to a TV with
the volume turned up to one hundred. It overpowered everything else. He couldn’t think.
Wolves poured from the woods, loping slowly onto the street. They were slippery shapes—
black, pointed shadows crouched in the glare of the headlights. They surrounded them, claws
clacking on asphalt, slaver dripping off jaws. Too many to fight. Behind him, Rose and the
boy collapsed to their knees, curled together.
Yellow eyes glittered. They lunged. Jaws snapped less than an inch from his face. Brad
jumped back, but even as he tried to retreat, a body slammed into him. Claws raked his side
and he let out a yowl of pain as fangs sunk into his right shoulder.
Bucking wildly, he threw his attacker off and scrabbled up, onto the hood of his car. The
metal dipped under his weight and his claws sliced deep scratches accompanied by nails-ona-chalkboard shrieks.
In the glow of the headlights’ he saw the two young ones, still in human form, cowering
against each other. They were near enough to make it to the car. Maybe. Brad saw the other
wolves creeping closer, fangs bared by rippling, dripping lips. Their victims didn’t move,
weren’t even trying to get away. Brad huffed in a breath. His shoulder stung from the bite and
the scratch along his side was bleeding. He should just concentrate on saving himself, but
when Human-Brad and Wolf-Brad swam around inside him, neither managed to be quiet for
long. Human-Brad wanted to save them.
He sucked in a deep breath, felt it rattle around inside his chest, threw back his head and let
out a hair-raising cry. It had the desired effect of giving the enemy wolves pause as they
stared up at him, tensing for possible battle with the non-existent cavalry he was supposedly
summoning. It also snapped Rose and the boy out of their shock. They looked up at him, on
the hood of the car, the vehicle that was still on and running.
Rose scrambled for it, pushing herself off her partner and throwing herself at the driver’s side
door. Her friend let out a despairing moan and tried to follow—only to have one of the
wolves pounce, clamping a maw over his ankle. Brad heard the crunch of bone and smelt
blood before the scream registered.
Brad didn’t think—his wolf-body reacted; he was soaring through the air, and met the
attacker claws-first. His target released the boy and rolled tail-over-ears. Brad sank his teeth
into a fleshy chunk of neck and shook as hard as he could.
The other wolves surrounded them, but those fell back as the air shifted. Dread coiled in the
pit of Brad’s stomach. Alpha. Larger than the rest of them, the alpha wolf stank of age and
power. Brad released his quarry and glanced to the retreating wolves.
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He saw a wolf the size of a bear, with ears like upraised spear-points and eyes like fire. The
rest of him was too dark to see, blacker than the shadows of the trees and the road. This
creature was something ancient, closer to a primordial demon than an animal. Steam rose
from the alpha’s flaring nostrils and lips peeled back from a jaw that couldn’t shut, for the
jutting fangs.
I’m going to die now, Brad thought. But then his shitty car tore past, slamming straight into
the alpha wolf head-on. The metal frame jolted and the wheels spun as she tried backing up.
The boy, hopping and dragging his wounded ankle, made it to Brad’s side. One hand tangled
in his fur. The front of the car was badly dented. The fender popped off, clattering to the
ground as all around them the pack was frozen in stunned silence. The alpha twitched.
“Leon!” the girl cried, throwing the passenger door open. He could barely move, but Brad
shoved him into the car with his head, then scrambled in after, not easy or graceful. He
ignored Rose’s scream of anger and surprise, clamouring over them to flop onto the
backseat—the only place he would fit. He tore chunks of cushion loose with his nails and
Human-Brad would have grimaced. The car shuddered, throwing them into reverse. A second
later, Rose slammed on the gas and they pealed down the highway.
Brad’s stomach heaved. Rose made the old car go faster than Brad would have thought
possible—they seemed to be skimming the ground, the night tearing by—a blur of black and
the distant, mocking moon. This is what I’ve turned you into, he imagined her saying, this
bleeding, slavering, pathetic thing with his fur torn out and his tail between his legs.
At some point, he realized the tape deck had turned on and was blaring Blondie. Debbie
Harry was singing that she wanted to stay alive and his cuts throbbed as the music
reverberated through the speakers. The moon was singing too, over and around the music
from the tape deck, twisting up his brain and the next thing Brad knew, he was sucked down.
Bam. Darkness.

He woke up feeling like all his skin had been torn off in chunks and stitched back on. Which
he guessed wasn’t that far from the truth. His bones ached and his mouth tasted like blood
and vomit and dog hair. At least he was human, though he was naked and smelt like
something that had been dead for a while. The car stank of blood—the gash on his shoulder,
already healed, had left dark stains across the upholstery. Leon’s ankle had left a puddle
beneath the front seats.
Brad forced the door open and tumbled out, sucking in the cold October air. They were pulled
over beside a grassy bit of farmland, at the edge of a hill. In the distance were cows and
beehives. It was daylight and the car was still—was it dead, or just out of gas? He smelled
Rose and Leon, though he couldn’t see them.
Groaning, Brad rolled over in the crinkly autumn grass and blinked up at the sky. After a
minute, the girl came and leaned over him. Long blonde hair dangled limply from her
shoulder. “You’re alive,” she said, without enthusiasm.
He responded to that with another groan, rubbing his face.
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“You saved us,” she said, but he couldn’t miss the suspicion lacing her voice. “But you’re ...”
“Brad,” he grunted.
Rose huffed, glaring down at him. “A monster.”
“Yeah, well. So are you.”
She sucked in her breath, arms curling around herself, and turned away.
Brad sighed before slowly picking himself up. He rooted around under the backseats for a
moment, before pulling out a spare sweatshirt and jeans.
Rose and Leon leaned against the crumpled hood. They were both wearing t-shirts with the
logo of a local camp and he guessed they were probably college students who worked there in
the summer. The pack must have taken them right off the grounds.
“Do you want to tell me about it?” he asked.
“Where’s your pack?” the girl demanded.
Brad shook his head. “Don’t have one.”
Leon looked up at him in surprise. He had slumped to the ground and was holding his ankle
gingerly. The blood on his pants was dried and stiff, the wound healed. Perks of being a
supernatural creature.
“He’s lying,” said Rose.
Rolling his eyes, Brad reached in through the driver’s side window and tried turning the key
in the ignition. Nothing. Looks like we’re walking home. He sighed. “Whatever. You do what
you want,” he straightened, groaning at the ache in his back. “All I know is, I could use a hot
shower and some breakfast.”
He hadn’t gone very far, when Leon scrambled to catch up, limping slightly on an ankle that
had nearly been torn off the night before. Rose followed at a greater distance, arms wrapped
around herself, glaring.
“No one’s making you follow me,” he said.
Leon looked—well, not at him, but at his bare feet, and then off into the fields at the cows,
and this made Brad feel like an asshole. These two had obviously been through something
awful, but he didn’t know how to help them and Rose kept looking at him like she wanted to
rip out his intestines and eat them (which was a real possibility when it came to werewolves,
so.)
“You’re the...alpha, then,” Leon said finally and with understandable confusion because Brad
was far from being alpha of anything.
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“Uh, no. I told you, I don’t have a pack. I’m just a guy. I mean, I’m a werewolf, yeah, but
still, just a guy—and there’s just the one of me. Unless you count Danica, I guess, then
there’s two of us. Still not a pack. Well, and there’s Freddy, but he’s human.”
“Danica. Your mate?” Rose asked, in that way she had of asking that sounded more like an
accusation.
Brad glared back at her. “No...no, she’s just a friend. If anyone is Danica’s ‘mate’ I guess it’s
Freddy—”
“The human?”
“Yeah, well, different strokes.”
They were still following him, shuffling along the edge of the road. It was off the highway,
quiet. No one went to Winder’s Way. Their breath made clouds in the air and he would have
worried about the two wearing t-shirts but, again, werewolves were sturdy. Yet they crowded
closer to him while they walked.
“So what’s the deal with your pack, anyway?” he asked. Rose flinched. Leon was looking at
the ground again. “I just mean—it didn’t seem—” healthy, sane. “Why weren’t you in wolfform last night?”
“He wouldn’t let us,” said Rose, rubbing her arms. “They like to keep us human, they say it’s
more fun. And anyway, you can’t win—with an alpha, when he’s in your head like that, you
don’t even think of fighting back.”
Brad wanted to put an arm around her or something, but he looked away and kept walking.
“What do you mean—”
“I mean we belong to them. They dragged us off that campground and bit us and raped us and
we were their bitches and we were supposed to be forever.” Rose snapped, and he almost
recoiled physically at her voice. “They liked to make us stay human and chase us and catch
us, again and again. We healed, sure we healed, every time, but that just made it worse
because it meant it never stopped. There. That’s our story. Happy?”
No. He felt the cold air more than he had before, it seemed to pool in his gut and turn into a
frozen lake there. Everything he and Danica had thought about packs, and they were even
worse. Maybe it was the newer packs, so many new wolves being made. Or maybe they were
older—he remembered the alpha he’d seen, the ancientness oozing off its lumbering form.
Maybe they were holdovers from some brutal world. For the first time he realized he really,
really didn’t know enough about werewolves.
The only one who might know what to do was Danica. And she wouldn’t mind him showing
up on her doorstep unexpected, though she might object to two new pups. Oh, well. He might
end up paying for their movies for the next forever, but she wouldn’t kill him. At least he
didn’t think so.
“Can we come with you?” Leon asked, and he hadn’t said much, and he still couldn’t look
Brad in the eyes.
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“Yeah,” said Brad, and it wasn’t enough, because how could it be enough? But he didn’t
know what else to say, everything else died in his throat. So he just kept walking and they
kept following. Every step brought them closer to Winder’s Way, and Danica, and what he
wanted most, a shower, and—Moon-willing—some sort of plan.

Brad met Danica in the ‘80s, when she wore satin shoulder pads, purple eyeshadow and
lightning bolt earrings. Was there something predatory in the way she stalked across the club,
heels clicking on the floor? Her face was too serious for dancing. Her eyes shone yellow—
some illusion caused by the flashing, colored lights.
“Hey, my name’s Brad.”
“I don’t care what your name is.”
“Oh, uh—” but she didn’t stop dancing with him. Maybe she’s on something, he thought,
watching the way her eyes glittered in the shadows. Her teeth were white and long. Lines
from old children’s books started floating up in his head and he quashed the thought with
another whiskey sour.
She followed him up to the bar. He felt the tickle of her sharp eyes along his back like the
point of a knife lightly scratching. He wanted to cringe at the rush of goosebumps. What was
wrong with him? He started sweating and gulped at his drink, the whiskey burning in his
throat and stomach.
“My name’s Danica.” She smelt good. Not like perfume. Like outdoors—wild things. Her
nails were long and filed to points. Her hair was huge and red. She put her hand over his.
“Let’s get out of here.”
Brad tossed back the rest of his drink and followed, let her lead him through the throng of
dancing bodies, through the music that was pulsing noise vibrating in his veins. Outside the
air was a shock—cold. She skipped over the frozen sidewalk easily in her purple pumps, not
hesitating, not slipping. Brad skidded unevenly after her, lurching and having to wheel his
arms to catch his balance. He followed her down the street. She didn’t slow or look back to
see if he was following.
“Hey—hey!” he shouted after her, as he saw her crossing the street and heading for the park.
It was pitch black in there—the trees lumbering shadows beyond the reach of the streetlights.
Plenty of spots for muggers to lurk. “Isn’t this a little—I have a car, I can take us—”
Danica didn’t show any sign of having heard him. Brad hurried to catch up to her, and she
glanced at him, amusement in the twist of her lips. Her eyes still looked yellow. He
swallowed, unsure why his heart hammered so damn hard.
She craned her neck back, looking at the sky, a swathe of black cloth above them. “You can’t
see the stars here,” she said, nostrils flaring. “It isn’t natural.”
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“That’s the city for you,” his breath came out in white clouds. A thin layer of snow spotted
the ground. “Are we going somewh—”
“They weren’t always—cities, I mean. Look around you. Lights shining from every window,
but no smell of wood burning in the hearth, no smoke, no stink of bodies, or horses. No
garbage. No stars.”
“Yeah, isn’t that a good thing?” Brad had no idea what she was talking about.
“What am I supposed to do with this?” she raised her arms, gesturing to the office buildings
across the street, the apartments beyond, he didn’t know. She would, of course, be a crazy
person. Just his luck.
“Can’t we talk about this inside? I’ll take you for a cup of coffee—”
“In the old days, people knew the Wild Hunt, and feared it.”
“What?” he stamped his feet in the cold. “People still hunt—”
She turned to him, smiling and her teeth were very long and very white in the dark.

“You live in this shitty town?” asked Rose. Every time Brad glanced her way he felt the
anger rolling off her in waves.
She had a right to be angry, and he guessed it was better than Leon, who looked at the ground
and shuffled his feet and didn’t look at anyone. So he ignored her tone. “It’s good for people
like us. The smaller the better.”
They walked off the road and into the woods, where Brad felt some of the tension leave his
shoulders. It was funny, when he was human he’d been a city boy who’d never much liked
the outdoors, now Wolf-Brad lived for the forest and hummed happily inside him. He fought
the urge to jog off down some old deer trails and explore. Rose and Leon needed care.
Playing will have to wait, he told the wolf.
Cutting through the woods, they slipped out into the backlot of a mall. The building was one
long, low box that had been abandoned since the ‘90s. This was why he and Danica had to
drive south for three hours every time they wanted to see a movie, but it was also what made
Winder’s Way (population 600) ideal for werewolves. The village was half a ghost-town—
every other house was empty and the whole thing centered around an impressive asbestosfilled abandoned hospital.
“Creepy,” Leon muttered.
“Atmospheric,” Brad corrected. Plus, it was nice to know that if he ever lost control and
turned into the bloodthirsty beast horror movies promised, there were more ghosts than living
people in his immediate vicinity.
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Danica’s house had cracked siding and was surrounded by the skeletal arms of a dead rose
bush she insisted could be resurrected. Brad only stepped on it a little as they made their way
to her front door. He took a deep breath, then glanced over his shoulder at the two.
“Now, just be cool,” he said. Sometimes it was still the ‘80s in his head.
He raised a hand to knock.
“What? This isn’t your house?” asked Rose. She tugged on Leon’s arm. “I knew he had a
pack.”
Freddy appeared behind the screen door, tall and scruffy but imminently human. Rose visibly
relaxed at the smell. “Brad?” he blinked sleepily, rubbing his beard. “What’s up?” he popped
the door open and it banged against the siding. A large spider flinched, but didn’t relocate.
“Who are they?”
This being the only time in their shared history that Brad had brought anyone else over. “This
is Leon and Rose.”
“They wolves?”
“Yeah.”
He heard Rose’s sharp intake of breath, like she was offended he’d said it. But Freddy only
shrugged. “Huh,” and backed away, gesturing for them to come in while scratching his head.
His hair was sticking up everywhere. “Well, come in,” he yawned. “I’ll wake Danny.”
“Don’t bother,” Brad told him. She would smell the new wolves in her territory and be
waiting for them, no doubt.
Sure enough, when they entered the small house she was already perched at the kitchen table,
eyes flashing. One hand was wrapped around a mug of coffee in a show of nonchalance. “Hi
Brad,” she said. “And who are these?”
“Hey, uh, this is Rose and Leon,” he stood between them and her, just in case.
“They’re...new.”
Her lips quirked in a smile. “Brad, are you protecting them from me?” She raised the mug to
her lips and took a sip.
Freddy walked around the table to the counter. The coffee smelt heavenly. He noticed Brad’s
gaze and offered him a cup, like the air wasn’t full of tension. Maybe it wasn’t for a human.
No, Freddy wasn’t oblivious, Brad noticed him keeping the new wolves in the corner of his
sights while he poured.
Danica laughed softly. Leon visibly shrank. Poor Leon. Brad stood closer to him. “They’re
hurt,” he told her. “And their pack is coming for them—”
“Pack is pack,” she said.

21

“No, you don’t understand—”
“Brad, let’s not fight.”
His mouth was open, but somehow the words died on it. Was he really going to have to fight
Danica over this? He pulled on a little of Wolf-Brad’s strength, just in case, felt Leon and
Rose edge closer to him.
Danica waved her hand. Her nails were trimmed. Her long red hair was pulled back in a loose
ponytail. Her face was pointed and pale. She was a small woman. Sitting there, you wouldn’t
think there was any reason to be afraid of her. “I mean, I think these two would like to use the
shower and get some breakfast, don’t you?”
“Shower?” Rose perked up at that. Her hair was dirty and matted and probably itchy as hell.
It looked like their pack had been keeping them tied up in a hole.
“Be our guest,” Danica smiled.
My what long teeth you have.
Freddy pointed down the short hall. “You can’t miss it.”
There was only a bathroom, bedroom and a living room furnished with a big TV and couch
the three of them like to snuggle on while watching old Hammer horror movies. Rose took
off happily. Leon remained behind, cringing behind Brad. He could probably smell the wolf
pouring off Danica. She was old, and old wolves had a certain scent.
“Come on, it’s alright,” Brad told him, really hoping he wasn’t lying. Really hoping the kid
didn’t pick up on his pulse racing when he put a hand on his shoulder and guided him to a
seat at the kitchen counter. “How about some breakfast?” He ignored the feeling of Danica’s
eyes boring into the back of his skull.
My what large eyes.

A few decades earlier, Brad had almost gone for a walk in the park with a werewolf and left
completely unharmed. But then two men came out of the trees, one grinning, one scowling,
both thinking they were going to have any easy time separating some stupid people from their
wallets.
“Shit!” Brad reached for Danica’s arm. She stepped away from him. The grin was back, all
sharp canines and flashing eyes.
“Hey, we don’t want any trouble,” he said to the guys.
The bigger one laughed. “We’ll just be taking your old lady, then.”
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“Danica, run!” he shouted. Visions of himself holding them back died a painful death as he
was socked in the gut so hard he puked and tumbled to the ground. Ice rubbed against the
side of his face. Eyes watering, he looked up to see Danica reach out and grab one guy’s arm.
What is she doing? he wondered. Then she twisted and the man’s arm dislocated with a pop
and crunch. He shrieked like Brad had never heard a man shriek before. The other tried to
jump on her from behind and she turned, snarling. Her face wasn’t a human face anymore.
Her teeth were long fangs dribbling spit. Her eyes were yellow fire.
Brad felt his insides turn over. Her hands were claws. She brought one up and it looked like
she playfully batted the guy on the nose, but blood sprayed over her face, speckling her
jacket, and the man fell, screaming and holding his hands over his face. She was still
grabbing the other man’s broken arm as he screamed, and she turned back to him, burying her
face in his neck.
She’s not- Brad thought. His heart beat so hard he thought it was going to explode.
Danica ripped the man’s throat out with her teeth and dropped the body to the ground.
Brad got to his feet, not knowing how he managed it. Everything was unreal. Surely he was
tripping, or dreaming, or—
Danica turned to him, the lower half of her face covered thickly in blood. Her mouth became
a rippling, drooling snout. He screamed. “Please! Please—” and held up his hands, uselessly.
She was on top of him, knocking him back to the ground. His head slammed into the solid,
hard earth and she crushed his ribs. He flailed wildly, trying to push her away. Red and black
fur bristled against his hands where he managed to grab her. Too late. His vision swam. He
would have kept screaming if he could.

Leon and Rose were asleep in the bedroom, curled around each other under Danica’s massive
patchwork quilt that had to be at least a hundred years old. Drop in the bucket for her, Brad
thought, rubbing his face tiredly. He wanted to get in there with them, but didn’t want to
freak them out. Freddy came near the door and motioned for him. “Don’t just stand there
staring at them,” he said. “It’s creeping me out.”
Wolves were physical creatures. They needed closeness and contact. Though Brad and
Danica weren’t a pack, he sometimes thought it had worked out well for her, biting him.
They kept each other sane. She sat on the couch in the living room, acting like she wasn’t
watching him. Freddy not-so-subtly herded him towards her.
Leon and Rose had both showered, eaten and promptly passed out. It was approaching noon
and there would probably be a very large, very angry wolf pack after them when night fell.
Still, he couldn’t think of much to say. He was more tired than he’d felt in decades. “Danica,
I ...”
“I get it, Brad. I do,” she told him. “But these kids mean trouble.”
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“Yeah, well...should werewolves be scared of a little trouble?” It sounded lame, even to his
own ears.
“Come here,” she said, patting the sofa beside her.
Freddy rubbed his shoulder. They sat down together, the three of them on the couch where
they’d spent so many nights throwing popcorn at bad movies and snuggling under that
hideous quilt.
She put her arm around him and he glanced at her pale, pointed face. Her dark eyes gazed
into the middle-distance, thinking something. He leaned into her. He wanted this to be alright.
Freddy took his hand a little stiffly. He’d been put off by Brad in the beginning, but seemed
to realize that a placated werewolf was a werewolf that didn’t rip your internal organs out for
chew toys. Brad sighed. This was what he wanted. He didn’t want to think. This was why
other wolves formed packs.
“They can’t stay,” said Danica.
Brad jerked away from her like he’d been stung. “What?”
“They’re spoken for. I know you feel sorry for them, but we don’t interfere with other packs.
That’s—”
“Bullshit. That’s bullshit,” he said, eyes narrowing. He glanced at Freddy, accusingly. “I told
you what they did to them.”
Freddy didn’t meet his gaze, shrugged helplessly. Really, it wasn’t fair to turn it on the
human. Brad got up off the couch. He forced himself to turn and face Danica. She looked tiny
and pretty, almost swallowed by the couch cushions, but she wasn’t, not really. Not on the
inside.
“We agreed no packs,” she said. “No involvement. No trouble.”
“I’ll do it myself.”
“Do what? Protect them?” the laugh died in her throat. She looked at him. She looked tired,
too. “Brad, they’ll kill you.”
He couldn’t say anything. Why was he fighting her on this? She was right, it wasn’t worth it.
Who were they? They were no one to him. He’d just met them last night. It wasn’t his
problem. It wasn’t his business. If he got involved that alpha the size of a bear would murder
him.
“I won’t be able to protect you,” she said.
Freddy also looked at him with concern. The three of them weren’t an official pack, but they
were family, in their own way. He loved them. He didn’t want them to get torn to shreds,
protecting some stupid twenty-year olds he didn’t even know. But. But. He felt like his brain
was a skipping record. He couldn’t finish the thought. He couldn’t let it go. “I need to lie
down for a bit.”
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“Brad,” the warning tone.
“Just go.”
Freddy frowned. “But this our house.”
He saw Danica turn to Freddy out of the corner of his eye, heard her low voice. “He brought
them here. Their scent is all over the place ...”
Brad staggered to the bedroom. He felt like he’d been hit with a sledgehammer. The room
was comfortably dark, the window blanketed by heavy drapes. He fell on the very end of the
bed, as far away from Leon and Rose as he could be, while still being there with them. A
pack, or something. Three wolves curled together in a den.
He was comforted by the sounds of their breathing. It was cold on top of the quilt, but it
didn’t matter. In seconds he was sleeping.

He woke up later and realized Danica and Freddy were gone. He couldn’t smell or hear them,
though of course their scents lingered. It made him feel alone—worse than alone. There
wasn’t a good human word for the feeling of an abandoned wolf.
Rose had gotten up and was moving around the kitchen. Leon was awake but not moving,
looking a bit forlorn by her absence, pawing the empty, warm space where she’d been. Brad
shifted closer to him, curled around him protectively, rubbing his back. Wolves needed
contact with a kind of desperation that went beyond even meat and running under the moon.
He understood that more the older he got. Of course he wasn’t likely to get much older.
“Your friends left,” Leon spoke more to the pillow than to Brad. What could he say about it,
anyway? He rested the side of his face against Leon’s shoulder and wrapped an arm around
his waist. Was it possible to still be tired after sleeping all day? “Rose said you stayed to
protect us.”
“Yeah, well. Probably not gonna do a great job of that, to be honest,” he admitted. “I’m not
going to be able to do too much.” Except die. “So, uh, sorry in advance.”
Leon put a hand over his own. “‘s okay,” he said quietly. “Thanks for trying. It’s more than
anybody else ever did.”
You’re doing the right thing, he told himself. You already got an extension on your life. So
now you go out like a hero. A hero that’s going to get squashed immediately by the bad guys,
but still a hero. Brad wished it made him feel better. He squeezed his eyes shut.
Leon curled into him for a second, before a loud, clattering bang sounded from the kitchen.
“She’s always making a mess.”
Brad sat up. He felt stiff. “Let’s go see how she’s doing.”
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Leon reached for his hand.
Even the life he’d gotten didn’t seem like enough. He wished there was more time.

Night came and the wolves bled out of the shadows, creeping around the edges of Danica’s
property. Brad sensed more than saw them. The pad of their feet, their harsh breaths. Brad
told Leon and Rose to stay in the house. He took a deep gulp of air. It was meant to be
steadying. It wasn’t. His hands shook as he turned the door knob.
Once outside, he walked to the end of the dead rose garden, peeling off his sweatshirt and
jeans as he went. He called up Wolf-Brad, and let out a howl as the change crashed over him.
“You can’t have them!”
There were enemies everywhere. His heart beat so fast he hardly felt the gut-wrenching pain
of the change. Breaking bones, twisting organs. He let out another cry, throat gurgling, and
clawed at the earth with long nails, scraping up frozen dirt.
Wolf-Brad shook himself, shook out his thick, black coat. He looked up, smelt the harsh
whiff of the other wolves, and peeled his lips back from his teeth.
The first crashed into him, knocking them both to the ground. Brad lunged, catching the
wolf’s neck in his jaws. Blood tasted hot and sour against his tongue. He shook and tore
before tossing the body away and diving at the next wolf, jaw dripping.
They surrounded him in a circle. There were too many. Three jumped on his back and Brad
staggered, knees buckling, sharp sparks of pain igniting in his shoulders and back. He refused
to notice, bit and clawed at anything he could reach. Tore open the belly of one. Crunched
through the ankle-bones of another.
Howls formed a ring around the property. As they closed in on him again, two small wolves
darted out of the house. No! He pawed the ground in frustration. He snarled and snapped at
the enemies who came closer. Rose was a small, white wolf, and Leon grey and brown. WolfBrad knew them easily, immediately, and whined as they launched themselves into the fray.
They fought back, small, quick blurs, going for eyes and throats. The pack was surprised, but
quickly recovered from its moment of shock.
He heard Wolf-Rose cry as she was bit. He couldn’t reach them. He couldn’t save them.
Growls rumbled out of his chest like thunder. No matter how many he hurt there were always
more, closing over them like a dark, writhing sea.
Then they parted and the alpha appeared. A creature out of nightmares. He was no longer
close to wolf-like, but a mass of hulking muscle and wiry spikes of fur. Teeth like butcher’s
knives. The stink of him made Brad’s legs tremble. He felt like a human in a pool with a
great white shark. That mouth could bite him clean in half.
Wolf-Brad had an instinctive urge to back down. He didn’t let himself. He forced his paws to
move forwards. Let out a harsh barking snarl. The alpha loomed there, bigger than the night
sky. He raised a claw like a boulder, with nails like scythes.
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Tires screeched, wailing against the pavement. The alpha’s burning eyes glanced to the road,
where an old pickup was careening off the street, straight for him. Brad leapt out of the way,
while a woman with long red hair threw herself from the back of the truck.
She changed as she dove, quicker and more gracefully than Brad could have managed it. One
second she was a petite woman jumping from the back of a pickup, the next a massive red
and black-striped wolf cannon-balled directly into the alpha.
Danica was three times the size of the biggest natural wolf. Her snout was longer, rippled in
rage. Brad barely had a second to shake off his stunned surprise before the other wolves
crowded around, trying to help their leader. He charged at them, keeping them off Danica’s
back.
A loud bang made all the wolves jump. One of them crumpled, bleeding on the frozen
ground. Brad blinked, shaking himself and glanced back at the truck. Freddy had climbed out
of the cab and was hanging off the side, a hunting rifle braced against his shoulder.
Danica pushed the monster-wolf down, biting his head. More shots rang out and their
enemies started to fall back. They growled and paced, but held off. Danica and the alpha
rolled, gnashing teeth and claws. Flashes of fur beneath the dark sky and the stars.
Brad’s sides shook. He began to feel the tug of a dozen bites and scratches. Blood dripped
along his back. He padded over to where Leon and Rose lay, panting. They were wounded,
but alive.
When the other wolves tried to come back again, Brad snarled and Freddy fired the rifle.
They stopped trying. The pack fell back into the shadows. Rose staggered up to lean against
him, licking his muzzle. Leon sat close beside them. They watched Danica fight the alpha.
They rolled and screamed, horrible, human screams. Brad shuddered, before he realized it
was the alpha screaming. Danica had gotten beneath him and ripped out his stomach. She
backed up, growling, rippled snout tugging out cords of intestine. The stink of blood and shit
filled the air. The alpha made a sound so piercing Brad’s bones turned to ice. Beside him,
Leon tried to cover his ears with his paws.
Freddy hopped down from the truck and walked over to them, rifle lowered, but ready in case
any of the other wolves felt like making a last-ditch effort. The human whistled, looking them
over. “Sorry, man. We got out a few miles before we realized we were being terrible people.
Monsters. Whatever. We couldn’t really leave you.” He glanced over to where Danica sat
proudly atop the dead werewolf. Her coat was damp and sticky with her enemy’s blood. Her
eyes burned in the dark.
“That is one badass lady,” he said. “Kept calling the truck a chariot on the way back. You
know how old she is, really?” he glanced at Brad, raising an eyebrow. Brad only huffed,
shaking his head. “Nah, me neither,” Freddy shrugged. “Probably better that way. Anyway,
guess this makes us a pack now, doesn’t it?”
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Rose let out a happy bark, tail flopping against the ground. Leon raised his head, nudging
Brad. He blinked slowly. He supposed it did. Two newbies. A human. Whatever Danica was.
And him. A pack.
THE END
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THE GOLDEN GLOVE by Steven Havelock
I am not a murderer, but something far, far worse.
It would have been better if I had murdered him…I see his face every night before I go to
bed…
Oh God!
Those eyes…his eyes…
If only I could go back in time.
This immortality hangs on me like a curse! My friends and relatives have all aged and died.
I must be free…I will be free… I will be tortured... no more...

Jack Armstrong sat in his huge mansion protected by dozens of security guards. As he studied
the ancient object in front of him he stroked his chin with his hand.
I have never pressed the second button on the glove…What does it do? The not knowing is
killing me!
Jack had an IQ nearing two hundred, but not only was he smart he was also immortal.
Two Hundred Years Earlier
I have spent years searching for the secret of immortality; from the tombs of the pharaohs to
the pyramids of the Aztecs. Now I find myself in this God forsaken Arctic wilderness.
At last! At last I have found it! All the information I have gathered over the years points to
the secret of immortality being in this crashed alien spaceship!
It’s taken us weeks to get through the ice to this location. His ship the Golden Pearl lay some
two hundred metres behind him.
Jack used his pick axe to smash away the ice on the spacecrafts front. Once the ice had been
hacked away, Jack saw the metal door. On the right was a small round hole, he placed in it a
silver pearl he had obtained from the pyramids of the Aztecs.
The door opened slowly; sliding upwards. Jack entered, travelling further and further into the
alien spacecraft.
Eventually…Eventually I have found the alien space pod. Inside lies Eaki, the first alien, -the
one that set us free.
Jack placed another silver pearl into a hole at one end of the pod. There was a slight noise as
the lid slid upwards.
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I’ve done it!
Jack stared at the 3-foot humanoid alien. On the alien’s stomach was an ancient manuscript
written in an alien language.
I’m not interested in that. That just contains the story of how the aliens came to our planet
and created us humans by mixing the native monkey DNA with their own for their own
purposes; mining gold.
Jack picked up the ancient manuscript and threw it to one side.
I have guessed right!
Underneath the manuscript was a golden glove.
The glove of the Gods!

“Girl!” A loud angry whining voice. “Come downstairs and mop the kitchen floor, you good
for nothing!”
Maria crawled out of bed.
The bruise on my arm is still there. I will have to wear a long sleeve shirt to school or a
jumper again today. God, I hate my mum!
Several months later when Maria had turned sixteen she ran away. A few days later Jack’s
goons had picked her up of the street.

Jack remembered the warning on the ancient parchments. It had simply read: ‘This glove
gives immortality but greed takes it away.’
I am immortal. I have wealth beyond measure…But the second button on the glove…I must
know what it does...
I’ve spend decades coming to this final decision and now I have finally made it.
Jack took a deep breath, pressed the intercom switch in his study and said, “Bring in the
lucky person.”
Into the large study two burly men dragged a young girl about sixteen years old who was tied
hand and foot.
Jack looked into her eyes, and saw something that he never saw in his own when he looked in
the mirror.
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Compassion…Humanity…?
He stared at her for the longest time, not speaking just staring. He studied her like a scientist
would study an insect.
“It’s your lucky day. You are going to test something for me.”
The girl uttered something low and inaudible from behind the masking tape on her mouth.
Jack dragged her to the nearest radiator. He got a pair of scissors and cut through the cable
ties binding her wrists.
The girl didn’t react, just gave a low moan.
My security guards have done their job well. The girl is too exhausted to try and fight back or
escape.
Jack then pulled a pair of handcuffs from his pocket and cuffed one of her hands to the
radiator.
She’s exhausted…Too tired to fight back but it is still better to take precautions.
The girl was fading in and out of consciousness.
He slapped her hard; and she came to. He placed the glove on her left hand.
“Now I am going to give you a gift that no one but me deserves.” She was more alert now
and looking at her surroundings and trying to figure out what was going on.
He removed the masking tape from her mouth.
Jack waited several minutes until the screaming died down. The girl knew there would be no
one coming to save her.
“Look at the glove on your left hand.”
She looked down, frightened and alert.
Spying any chance she can to get out of this, thought Jack.
Jack produced a large Magnum .45 gun from his pocket.
“Now I’m am going to shoot you.” The girl swung her head from side to side.
“No! Noooooooooooo!”
“If you want to live, press the right button on the glove.”
Jack squeezed his finger down on the trigger. The girl pressed the button.

31

Jack saw her body shine incandescently bright for a second as if she was on fire. The next
second her body was normal except it had a strange porcelain glow to it.
The bullet rebounded like it had struck solid granite.
She has the same glow as me, now...Now for the real experiment…
“Press the button on the left side.”
The girl looked down confused and angry. Jack saw something in her eyes.
Is that defiance…?
“Press the button, girl!”
The girl looked at him, stone cold. She shook her head.
“No,” she said simply.
Jack’s face turned red.
I’m not used to disobedience.
“What you going to do? Shoot me?” The girl’s voice had a rebellious note.
Jack emptied the entire clip of the gun into her but each bullet bounced of as if it had struck
cold granite.
“Okay…okay…If you won’t play ball we will do this the hard way.”
He went back to his desk and when he returned he was holding an electric stun gun.
“60, 000 volts from this baby will soon have you cooperating”
Jack inched forward…keeping his distance, pressed the button on the gun and touched the
stun gun to her feet. The girl writhed in excruciating pain. He held the gun there for two
seconds.
I can smell cindered flesh.
“Okay…Okay…I will do it…” said a weak feeble voice filled with pain.
A large smile spread across Jack’s face.
This is more like it.
The girl pressed the second button. Jack stared for a long few seconds, but nothing seemed to
happen. Then the girl lay back and fainted.
Jack stared…
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What do I do now? The second button did nothing. The girl is unconscious or dead, that’s for
sure.
Jack put the stun gun back into his pocket and went to retrieve the glove.
In an instant, the girl reached out her hand and grabbed Jack around the throat intending to
choke him to death.
“My name is Maria!” As the glove touched him something magical happened.
His body glowed brilliantly and as incandescently as Maria’s had done a few moments
before, but this time when the light disappeared…she saw…
“Oh my God! He’s turned to solid gold!”
Maria looked at the closed eyes. Suddenly they flashed open.
Those eyes! They moved! He’s locked in but still alive!

I found it! Eventually I have found the alien spacecraft that this accursed glove came from.
She entered and went deeper and deeper into the ship. Eventually she found the humanoid
alien in his pod. Maria stared for a long time at him.
Those eyes! He’s still alive! I’ve got an idea…what if I touch the alien with the glove with the
second button pressed?
She pressed the button and looked at the alien.
Nothing…it didn’t work…
A voice just entered my head! It’s the alien…he’s talking to me telepathically.
The one word that entered her head was sleep.
He can sense what I’ve wanted for decades.
Maria looked over to the left side of the pod and saw an empty pod.
That must mean there is one alien still alive and roaming the world. I have lived for more
years then a human should live. I am weary…so, so weary.
She climbed into the pod. As she closed her eyes, she felt like she was sinking into a warm
bath.
Sleep…said the alien.
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Bliss…Peace and bliss at last…
THE END
Steven Havelock’s books are available from Amazon.
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THE BATTLE AT THE TROLL TONGUE by Mathias Jansson
Trapped on the tip of the Troll Tongue
with the breathtaking view of the fjords
and the deadly abyss a hundred meters below
his enemies had caught him
at the end of the road
Sweyn raised his double axes
felt the old oak wood in his hands
felt the wind in his long blond hair
and his muscles flexing ready to battle
With a roar the men started to run
raising their swords, spears and axes
Sweyn waited patient
balancing on the edge of the cliff
just a second before
they reached their goal
he made a heroic jump
a somersault over their heads
and landed behind them
Quickly he raised his axes
and with full power
smashed them into the cliff
the rock trembled and cracked
he could hear the terrifying screams
when the warriors fell into the abyss.
THE END
Return to Contents
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SUPERNATURAL HORROR IN LITERATURE by HP Lovecraft
III. The Early Gothic Novel
The shadow-haunted landscapes of “Ossian”, the chaotic visions of William Blake, the
grotesque witch-dances in Burns’s “Tam O’Shanter”, the sinister daemonism of Coleridge’s
Christabel and Ancient Mariner, the ghostly charm of James Hogg’s “Kilmeny”, and the
more restrained approaches to cosmic horror in Lamia and many of Keats’s other poems, are
typical British illustrations of the advent of the weird to formal literature. Our Teutonic
cousins of the Continent were equally receptive to the rising flood, and Bürger’s “Wild
Huntsman” and the even more famous daemon-bridegroom ballad of “Lenore”—both
imitated in English by Scott, whose respect for the supernatural was always great—are only a
taste of the eerie wealth which German song had commenced to provide. Thomas Moore
adapted from such sources the legend of the ghoulish statue-bride (later used by Prosper
Mérimée in “The Venus of Ille”, and traceable back to great antiquity) which echoes so
shiveringly in his ballad of “The Ring”; whilst Goethe’s deathless masterpiece Faust,
crossing from mere balladry into the classic, cosmic tragedy of the ages, may be held as the
ultimate height to which this German poetic impulse arose.
But it remained for a very sprightly and worldly Englishman—none other than Horace
Walpole himself—to give the growing impulse definite shape and become the actual founder
of the literary horror-story as a permanent form. Fond of mediaeval romance and mystery as a
dilettante’s diversion, and with a quaintly imitated Gothic castle as his abode at Strawberry
Hill, Walpole in 1764 published The Castle of Otranto; a tale of the supernatural which,
though thoroughly unconvincing and mediocre in itself, was destined to exert an almost
unparalleled influence on the literature of the weird. First venturing it only as a translation by
one “William Marshal, Gent.” from the Italian of a mythical “Onuphrio Muralto”, the author
later acknowledged his connexion with the book and took pleasure in its wide and
instantaneous popularity—a popularity which extended to many editions, early dramatisation,
and wholesale imitation both in England and in Germany.
The story—tedious, artificial, and melodramatic—is further impaired by a brisk and prosaic
style whose urbane sprightliness nowhere permits the creation of a truly weird atmosphere. It
tells of Manfred, an unscrupulous and usurping prince determined to found a line, who after
the mysterious sudden death of his only son Conrad on the latter’s bridal morn, attempts to
put away his wife Hippolita and wed the lady destined for the unfortunate youth—the lad, by
the way, having been crushed by the preternatural fall of a gigantic helmet in the castle
courtyard. Isabella, the widowed bride, flees from this design; and encounters in subterranean
crypts beneath the castle a noble young preserver, Theodore, who seems to be a peasant yet
strangely resembles the old lord Alfonso who ruled the domain before Manfred’s time.
Shortly thereafter supernatural phenomena assail the castle in divers ways; fragments of
gigantic armour being discovered here and there, a portrait walking out of its frame, a
thunderclap destroying the edifice, and a colossal armoured spectre of Alfonso rising out of
the ruins to ascend through parting clouds to the bosom of St. Nicholas. Theodore, having
wooed Manfred’s daughter Matilda and lost her through death—for she is slain by her father
by mistake—is discovered to be the son of Alfonso and rightful heir to the estate. He
concludes the tale by wedding Isabella and preparing to live happily ever after, whilst
Manfred—whose usurpation was the cause of his son’s supernatural death and his own
supernatural harassings—retires to a monastery for penitence; his saddened wife seeking
asylum in a neighbouring convent.
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Such is the tale; flat, stilted, and altogether devoid of the true cosmic horror which makes
weird literature. Yet such was the thirst of the age for those touches of strangeness and
spectral antiquity which it reflects, that it was seriously received by the soundest readers and
raised in spite of its intrinsic ineptness to a pedestal of lofty importance in literary history.
What it did above all else was to create a novel type of scene, puppet-characters, and
incidents; which, handled to better advantage by writers more naturally adapted to weird
creation, stimulated the growth of an imitative Gothic school which in turn inspired the real
weavers of cosmic terror—the line of actual artists beginning with Poe. This novel dramatic
paraphernalia consisted first of all of the Gothic castle, with its awesome antiquity, vast
distances and ramblings, deserted or ruined wings, damp corridors, unwholesome hidden
catacombs, and galaxy of ghosts and appalling legends, as a nucleus of suspense and
daemoniac fright. In addition, it included the tyrannical and malevolent nobleman as villain;
the saintly, longpersecuted, and generally insipid heroine who undergoes the major terrors
and serves as a point of view and focus for the reader’s sympathies; the valorous and
immaculate hero, always of high birth but often in humble disguise; the convention of highsounding foreign names, mostly Italian, for the characters; and the infinite array of stage
properties which includes strange lights, damp trap-doors, extinguished lamps, mouldy
hidden manuscripts, creaking hinges, shaking arras, and the like. All this paraphernalia
reappears with amusing sameness, yet sometimes with tremendous effect, throughout the
history of the Gothic novel; and is by no means extinct even today, though subtler technique
now forces it to assume a less naive and obvious form. An harmonious milieu for a new
school had been found, and the writing world was not slow to grasp the opportunity.
German romance at once responded to the Walpole influence, and soon became a byword for
the weird and ghastly. In England one of the first imitators was the celebrated Mrs. Barbauld,
then Miss Aikin, who in 1773 published an unfinished fragment called “Sir Bertrand”, in
which the strings of genuine terror were truly touched with no clumsy hand. A nobleman on a
dark and lonely moor, attracted by a tolling bell and distant light, enters a strange and ancient
turreted castle whose doors open and close and whose bluish will-o’-the-wisps lead up
mysterious staircases toward dead hands and animated black statues. A coffin with a dead
lady, whom Sir Bertrand kisses, is finally reached; and upon the kiss the scene dissolves to
give place to a splendid apartment where the lady, restored to life, holds a banquet in honour
of her rescuer. Walpole admired this tale, though he accorded less respect to an even more
prominent offspring of his Otranto—The Old English Baron, by Clara Reeve, published in
1777. Truly enough, this tale lacks the real vibration to the note of outer darkness and
mystery which distinguishes Mrs. Barbauld’s fragment; and though less crude than Walpole’s
novel, and more artistically economical of horror in its possession of only one spectral figure,
it is nevertheless too definitely insipid for greatness. Here again we have the virtuous heir to
the castle disguised as a peasant and restored to his heritage through the ghost of his father;
and here again we have a case of wide popularity leading to many editions, dramatisation,
and ultimate translation into French. Miss Reeve wrote another weird novel, unfortunately
unpublished and lost.
The Gothic novel was now settled as a literary form, and instances multiply bewilderingly as
the eighteenth century draws toward its close. The Recess, written in 1785 by Mrs. Sophia
Lee, has the historic element, revolving round the twin daughters of Mary, Queen of Scots;
and though devoid of the supernatural, employs the Walpole scenery and mechanism with
great dexterity. Five years later, and all existing lamps are paled by the rising of a fresh
luminary of wholly superior order—Mrs. Ann Radcliffe (1764–1823), whose famous novels
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made terror and suspense a fashion, and who set new and higher standards in the domain of
macabre and fear-inspiring atmosphere despite a provoking custom of destroying her own
phantoms at the last through laboured mechanical explanations. To the familiar Gothic
trappings of her predecessors Mrs. Radcliffe added a genuine sense of the unearthly in scene
and incident which closely approached genius; every touch of setting and action contributing
artistically to the impression of illimitable frightfulness which she wished to convey. A few
sinister details like a track of blood on castle stairs, a groan from a distant vault, or a weird
song in a nocturnal forest can with her conjure up the most powerful images of imminent
horror; surpassing by far the extravagant and toilsome elaborations of others. Nor are these
images in themselves any the less potent because they are explained away before the end of
the novel. Mrs. Radcliffe’s visual imagination was very strong, and appears as much in her
delightful landscape touches—always in broad, glamorously pictorial outline, and never in
close detail—as in her weird phantasies. Her prime weaknesses, aside from the habit of
prosaic disillusionment, are a tendency toward erroneous geography and history and a fatal
predilection for bestrewing her novels with insipid little poems, attributed to one or another
of the characters.
Mrs. Radcliffe wrote six novels; The Castles of Athlin and Dunbayne (1789), A Sicilian
Romance (1790), The Romance of the Forest (1791), The Mysteries of Udolpho (1794), The
Italian (1797), and Gaston de Blondeville,composed in 1802 but first published posthumously
in 1826. Of these Udolpho is by far the most famous, and may be taken as a type of the early
Gothic tale at its best. It is the chronicle of Emily, a young Frenchwoman transplanted to an
ancient and portentous castle in the Apennines through the death of her parents and the
marriage of her aunt to the lord of the castle—the scheming nobleman Montoni. Mysterious
sounds, opened doors, frightful legends, and a nameless horror in a niche behind a black veil
all operate in quick succession to unnerve the heroine and her faithful attendant Annette; but
finally, after the death of her aunt, she escapes with the aid of a fellow-prisoner whom she
has discovered. On the way home she stops at a chateau filled with fresh horrors—the
abandoned wing where the departed chatelaine dwelt, and the bed of death with the black
pall—but is finally restored to security and happiness with her lover Valancourt, after the
clearing-up of a secret which seemed for a time to involve her birth in mystery. Clearly, this
is only the familiar material re-worked; but it is so well re-worked that Udolpho will always
be a classic. Mrs. Radcliffe’s characters are puppets, but they are less markedly so than those
of her forerunners. And in atmospheric creation she stands preëminent among those of her
time.
Of Mrs. Radcliffe’s countless imitators, the American novelist Charles Brockden Brown
stands the closest in spirit and method. Like her, he injured his creations by natural
explanations; but also like her, he had an uncanny atmospheric power which gives his horrors
a frightful vitality as long as they remain unexplained. He differed from her in
contemptuously discarding the external Gothic paraphernalia and properties and choosing
modern American scenes for his mysteries; but this repudiation did not extend to the Gothic
spirit and type of incident. Brown’s novels involve some memorably frightful scenes, and
excel even Mrs. Radcliffe’s in describing the operations of the perturbed mind. Edgar Huntly
starts with a sleep-walker digging a grave, but is later impaired by touches of Godwinian
didacticism. Ormond involves a member of a sinister secret brotherhood. That and Arthur
Mervyn both describe the plague of yellow fever, which the author had witnessed in
Philadelphia and New York. But Brown’s most famous book is Wieland; or, The
Transformation (1798), in which a Pennsylvania German, engulfed by a wave of religious
fanaticism, hears voices and slays his wife and children as a sacrifice. His sister Clara, who
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tells the story, narrowly escapes. The scene, laid at the woodland estate of Mittingen on the
Schuylkill’s remote reaches, is drawn with extreme vividness; and the terrors of Clara, beset
by spectral tones, gathering fears, and the sound of strange footsteps in the lonely house, are
all shaped with truly artistic force. In the end a lame ventriloquial explanation is offered, but
the atmosphere is genuine while it lasts. Carwin, the malign ventriloquist, is a typical villain
of the Manfred or Montoni type.
CONTINUES NEXT WEEK
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BLACK SABBATH by Gavin Chappell
‘If we’re going to become witch-hunters,’ Percy said, ‘we’d better go and get our licenses.’
They looked up at the castle that loomed over the town, black against the evening skies. The
arrow-slits still flickered a dark red.
‘Don’t reckon Duke Hexenwald will want us troubling him right now,’ Gerald said. ‘We’d
better find somewhere to bed down for the night.’ He inspected the contents of his money
pouch sadly. ‘I don’t know if we’ve got enough for a room in the inn,’ he added, ‘even if
there are any left, considering it’s market day tomorrow. Not if we’re going to be able to
afford our licenses ...’
‘Don’t forget our official witch hunter gear,’ Percy reminded him sardonically.
‘Yeah, and those catch-poles, too,’ Gerald replied. ‘Fuck, it costs a lot to get started in this
game.’
‘So what are we going to do?’ Norman asked. ‘Sleep in the streets?’
Gerald shook his head. ‘Don’t be daft, Norman,’ he said. ‘If we sleep in the streets the guards
will find us and we’ll get kicked out of town. We’ll sleep in an alley.’
Brian complained about this but he followed the others as they went looking for somewhere
to sleep. It took a long time before they found an alleyway sufficiently dark, dingy and out of
the way for them to bed down without fear of discovery. Shortly afterwards, a bell rang out
from the castle.
‘Curfew! Curfew!’ shouted two halberdiers, marching past. ‘Seek your beds, citizens!
Curfew! Curfew!’
Percy hugged the stinking ground of the alleyway. A big heap of what smelt suspiciously like
human shit was piled between them and the end of the alley. Filth-stained walls were barely
visible in the flickering light of a torch on a wall-bracket by the main road. Apart from this
faint illumination it was pitch black. Percy was sure that the scuttling he could hear from the
shit-heap was rats.
‘Why don’t we just mug someone, then get a room in the inn with their money?’ Brian
demanded.
‘Great idea, Brian,’ said Gerald. ‘Bit late for that though. Who do you suggest we mug?
Those guards?’
‘Yeah!’ said Brian decisively, getting to his feet. It took Gerald, Percy and finally Norman to
drag him back down again.
‘We don’t want any trouble in this town,’ Percy told him. ‘We want to do a bit of witch
hunting, get paid, then get going, right?’
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‘Right,’ said Norman. ‘And we’re going to hunt real witches. We’re not going to grab some
poor old lady who lives with her cats and accuse her of being a witch.’
‘Well, look, Norman...’ Gerald sighed.
Norman shook his head. ‘I won’t stand for it,’ he said determinedly. ‘If you catch an innocent
old woman, I’ll tell the Duke that she’s not a real witch.’
‘You wouldn’t!’ Gerald said, shocked. ‘You’d grass on your mates?’
Percy heard the marching steps of another guard patrol approaching down the lane. ‘We’ll
work this out tomorrow,’ he insisted. ‘Now—shut up and go to sleep.’
More halberdiers marched past. Soon everyone was snoring, except Percy. For some reason,
he lay awake until the rosy dawn-light touched the roofs in the east. Then he fell asleep.
Moments later, it seemed, Brian was shaking him awake. ‘Stop snoring, Percy!’ he
demanded. ‘I’m trying to sleep.’
‘You’re trying to sleep?’ Percy mumbled. ‘What time is it?’
Brian shrugged. ‘Sun’s up,’ he said. Percy looked upwards. It was about noon. Gerald was
still sleeping nearby. There was no sign of Norman.
‘Where is the little shit?’ he demanded.
‘Looking for someone?’
Percy glanced up to see Norman at the alley entrance. He had a pie in one hand, and was
stuffing his face with it. Percy’s belly rumbled.
‘Where did you get that?’ he demanded. ‘Give me some.’
Norman broke off a piece for him, and another for Brian. ‘I got it from a pie-stall in the
market,’ he said as they munched. ‘It’s market day, you know.’
‘Did you steal it?’ Percy asked.
Norman shook his head. ‘No!’ he said. ‘I paid for it.’ He produced a pouch and jingled it.
Gerald woke suddenly and patted at his pockets. ‘Where’s my money?’ he mumbled.
Percy snatched the pouch from Norman’s hand. ‘Here it is,’ he said grimly. ‘Norman picked
your pockets while you were asleep.’
Gerald rose. ‘You fucker,’ he said to Norman. His eyes focussed on what the lad was eating.
‘Thieving bastard. Give me some of that pie before I twat you.’
Norman shrugged, and broke off another piece. ‘We all earned that money,’ he said sulkily.
‘And I was hungry.’
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‘But we need it for the licenses, you idiot!’ Percy told him. ‘We won’t be able to make any
money out of witch hunting otherwise.’
‘It’s all about money, isn’t it?’ Norman said bitterly. ‘What about all those people being
bewitched? You don’t seem worried about them. Who are the real witches, that’s what I want
to know.’
‘Let’s just go to the castle,’ said Gerald irritably. Pausing only to devour the piece of pie and
brush muck off his clothes he led them from the alley.
The town was bustling, and the market square was filled with stalls and people. When the
four adventurers reached the castle, they found the drawbridge down. Two guards stood on
either side of the gate, beneath the raised portcullis, and two familiar figures were leaving.
Percy had seen them from the day before, when both of them had attended the witch hunting
class in the square: the woman with the white streak in her hair, and her lanky male
companion. As they passed Percy and his friends, White Streak’s gaze flickered disdainfully
over their stained and bedraggled clothes.
‘Really,’ she said loudly to her fellow adventurer. ‘Some witch hunters are very low class.’
They strode away towards an inn on the corner where several horses had been hitched. After
unhitching two fine looking beasts and mounting, they rode off down the lane. Scowling,
Gerald led the others into the castle.
‘We want to get ourselves witch hunting licenses,’ Percy told the guards.
‘That so, young shaver?’ said the burlier of the two. ‘Through that door over there.’ He
indicated a low-roofed building to one side of the courtyard. ‘Give your names and your
money to the scrivener and he’ll get you fixed up. He’ll direct you to the shop in town where
you can buy your gear.’
‘His grace!’ the other guard said warningly as several horsemen trotted out of a gatehouse on
the far side of the courtyard.
Did everyone round here have horses apart from them? Percy wondered. The two guards
stiffened to attention, and the first one snapped, ‘Make way! Make way for his grace Duke
Hexenwald!’
The four youths crowded to one side as the rider galloped out of the castle. Percy caught a
glimpse of the first man, recognising that cruel, black bearded face from the previous day. It
was Duke Hexenwald, who they had last seen presiding over the execution of an innocent old
woman.
‘Wonder where he’s going?’ Gerald muttered, watching as the Duke and his companions rode
out of town. They seemed to be heading for the forest.
‘Never mind him,’ said Percy. ‘Let’s get our licenses, get our kit and get on with this.’
They crossed the courtyard and entered the building. It was musty and gloomy and looked as
if it had once been a stable. A counter ran the length of it, and at the counter sat a man in dark
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clothes with a quill pen tucked behind his ear. He was leafing through a ledger, and didn’t
look up when they came in. Behind him the wall was lined with shelves.
‘Licenses?’ he muttered.
Percy gaped at the others. Was he talking to them? Gerald shrugged. Brian looked bored.
Norman folded his arms.
The scrivener looked up irritably. ‘Licenses?’ he snapped.
‘Er,’ said Percy.
‘We’re here for our licenses, yes,’ said Gerald.
‘Kind?’ said the scrivener, returning his attention to the ledger, making a note beside one
entry.
‘Eh?’ said Gerald, bewildered.
The scrivener looked up. ‘I’m a busy man, sir, and I’m sure you are. What kind of license are
you requiring?’
‘What have you got?’ Norman asked.
The scrivener sighed, and indicated the shelves behind him. ‘We have fishing licenses,
hunting licenses, and farming licenses. We have trading licenses, window licenses, chimney
licenses, horse licenses and donkey licenses, burial licenses, fornication licenses...’
‘Hunting, maybe...?’ Percy asked. ‘We want to become witch hunters.’
‘Witch hunters!’ the man exclaimed. He looked them all up and down. ‘I’d have thought you
were too young... You’ll be wanting a witch hunters’ license. You should have said. Well, do
you have the fee?’
Gerald produced his money-bag. ‘How much is it?’ he asked.
‘Ten silver pieces,’ the scrivener said absently, returning his attention to the ledger. ‘It has to
be renewed quarterly but it will be reduced to three silver pieces once you achieve chartermark status...’
‘We know all that,’ Gerald said rudely. He slammed ten silver pieces down on the counter.
The scrivener inspected them snootily, biting each one to check for forgeries before he went
over to the shelves and returned with a parchment scroll.
He scrawled a signature on a dotted line, then handed it over to them. ‘Make your marks,’ he
said.
Percy frowned. ‘I can write, you know,’ he said. ‘And read.’ Then he squinted at the scrawl
of glyphs on the parchment.
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‘How impressive,’ the scrivener replied. ‘Sign it, please.’
Percy looked up. ‘Where?’
The scrivener indicated the bottom of the scroll. ‘Here, where it says “signature”,’ he said. ‘I
thought you could read.’
‘So did I!’ Percy muttered sardonically. He scrawled his signature on the parchment and
passed it round for the others do the same.
The scrivener tutted at their handwriting. ‘What alphabet is this?’ he muttered, puzzled. He
looked as if he was about to remonstrate with them but then said, ‘You’ll want to purchase
your gear now, I expect. Down the high street you’ll find the ducal stores. They’ll sort you
out.’
Half an hour later, four fully-equipped witch hunters strode through the gates of the town and
stared out across the surrounding forest.
‘Where do we start?’ said Gerald.
‘That guy in the stores said there’s a plague of witchcraft out near the border country,’ said
Percy. He had been chatting with the storekeeper while the others got kitted out. ‘They’re to
the north of here, towards the border with the Duchy of Ogres’ Gate.’
‘Then let’s go!’ said Gerald.
The journey to the border country took them over a day. They camped out in the woods that
night, and in the morning they reached the border country, which lay in the northern parts of
Hexenwald; a land of heath and crag where a few hill farms and small villages subsisted.
Entering a roadside inn on the edge of a village, they bought pints from the landlord and sat
at a table nursing them.
‘You’ll be witch hunters, then,’ the landlord said, nodding towards their catch-poles which
they had leant in the corner. It was a quiet morning.
Gerald nodded. ‘We’ve heard there’s a lot of it about in this district.’
‘There was a murrain,’ the landlord said. ‘Crops were ruined. A lot of bad luck. And my hens
keep laying addled eggs.’ He wiped out a tankard thoughtfully. ‘There’s them that reckons
Gill-o’th’hedges is behind it.’
‘Who’s Gill-o’th’hedges?’ Gerald asked.
‘Mad old besom,’ the landlord replied, ‘though I shouldn’t say that o’ my loyalest customer.
Gill’s in ‘ere most nights, for all that she sleeps under a hedge.’
‘Is she homeless?’ asked Norman compassionately.
The landlord shook his head. ‘She’s got a cottage in the village,’ he said. ‘But ever since ‘er
old man died, she’s refused to sleep there. Reckons it’s haunted. Daft old baggage. Drinks too
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much, they say, though my coffers ain’t complainin’. But she got a sharp tongue on ‘er, in ‘er
cups. Allus cursin’ folk, ever since ‘er old man died. And that’s when the witchcraft started. I
told those other witch hunters as much when they were drinkin’ ‘ere last night.’
‘Other witch hunters?’ Percy asked with a sinking feeling, but then they all heard the cry
from the lane outside:
‘Witch! Witch! Scavenger of souls!’
They rushed to the door. In the lane they saw two familiar figures, one dragging a struggling
old crone behind him. It was the tall, thin man who held the catch-pole that had noosed the
witch; walking beside him, taking manly strides, was the woman with the white streak in her
hair. On seeing the landlord, who had joined the youths at the door, she crossed over to the
inn.
‘We found her, my good man,’ she told him. ‘You won’t be troubled by witchcraft again.
Thanks for stabling our horses.’
‘It’s an honour, milady,’ the landlord said. ‘You’ve saved our district. Gill-o’th’hedges will
see justice now.’
Dragging the decrepit old crone through the mud, the tall thin man joined them. The sunlight
glistened on his sweaty pate. He slammed Gill-o’th’hedges down on the flags and mopped his
brow, then placed a foot firmly on the old woman’s chest. His voice was high and oddly
effeminate. ‘This witch struggles like she’s possessed,’ he said to no one in particular.
‘How do you know she’s a witch?’
Percy looked round to see Norman striding forward determinedly, finger raised. Everyone
stared at him in amazement.
‘What in the name of Tesh do you mean?’ White Streak demanded arrogantly. ‘Just look at
the old hag!’
‘That doesn’t mean anything!’ Norman said. ‘You shouldn’t judge people by their
appearance!’
‘I see. In which case, perhaps you’re not a penniless, inconsequential vagabond?’ White
Streak asked.
‘Get moving, lads,’ said her companion tolerantly. ‘I saw you at the lecture the other evening,
and I had you down as no-hopers even then. Lady Candida and I are professional adventurers,
with high standing in the guild back in Kashamash. You—you’re nothing.’
‘What guild? Kashamash?’ said Percy. ‘We left that place burning. The barbarians destroyed
it a few days back. Your guildhall as well. You’ve got no one at your back, any more than we
have.’
White Streak was clearly taken aback by this, but she regained her composure speedily. ‘At
the very least we are trained witch hunters, licensed by Duke Hexenwald himself.’
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‘What a coincidence!’ Percy produced their own license and showed it to her. ‘We went to
the same lecture, too. So there’s no difference between us.’
‘Except that we hunt witches,’ Norman said proudly. ‘We don’t bully poor old ladies.’ He
nodded at the weakly struggling Gill-o’th’hedges. ‘Let her go.’
‘Name of Tesh, why should we?’ Lady Candida demanded. ‘We hunted her down in
accordance with our training. Now we’re going to take her back to the duke and claim our
bounty.’
Norman shook his head. ‘You’ll let her go and hunt the real witches.’
Lady Candida flushed. She turned to her companion. ‘Cormok! Draw your sword and slay the
insolent dog!’
Cormok looked uncertain. ‘There are four of them, milady,’ he pointed out.
Lady Candida snarled. ‘Name of Tesh!’ she accused. ‘Are you afraid of boys?’
Cormok shook his head. ‘Not afraid. But no prudent warrior fights four opponents at a time.
Lads,’ he added, turning to them, ‘we’ve caught this witch fair and square. You’ll have to
catch your own. We’re not going to stop you...’
‘We’ll stop you, though,’ Norman said. Percy really wished he’d shut up. ‘And if you take
this old lady back to the duke, we’ll tell him publicly what you did. Then everyone will know
that you’re cheats.’
Cormok turned away, flinging the catch-pole down. Gill-o’the’hedges lay unmoving. ‘I
thought you said this would be easy money!’ he snapped at Lady Candida. ‘If these boys
expose us, we won’t get the bounty. The duke won’t pay for any old hag.’
‘What are you proposing?’ Lady Candida asked Norman curiously. ‘How do you suggest we
hunt the real witches?’
‘Like we’re going to do,’ said Norman. He paused. ‘You could come with us, if you want,’ he
added generously.
‘Now just a second!’ Gerald exploded.
‘Hang on, Gerald,’ said Percy, eyeing Lady Candida’s mature charms speculatively. ‘Maybe
Norman’s got a point. If we’re going to go hunting the real witches, maybe there’ll be safety
in numbers.’
Gerald stared at him. ‘Maybe...’ he said grudgingly. ‘But has anyone got an idea how we go
about finding them? Norman? It was your idea.’
‘Well,’ said Norman feebly. ‘Like the police do, when they’re looking for criminals. You
know, like detectives. We should look for clues.’
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‘How?’ Lady Candida asked.
‘Well,’ said Norman, turning to the landlord, ‘who in the village has been bewitched?’
‘Me, for starters,’ said the landlord. ‘Let me show you my cock. And my hens, too.’
Percy followed Norman and the landlord, with Gerald and Brian flanking him and Lady
Candida and Cormok in tow, after freeing Gill-o’th’hedges from the catch-pole and letting
her wander away. The landlord took them round the back of the inn into a cluttered, muddy
yard. Chickens pecked at the dirt. The place stank.
The landlord showed them several hens who sat broodily in corners. They hadn’t laid in
weeks. Norman looked at them and then examined the drooping-combed cock who sat
glumly on a nearby dungheap.
Percy leant over to Gerald. ‘Do you think he knows what he’s doing?’
Gerald shook his head. ‘Let him make a prat of himself. He won’t find witches by playing
Columbo... Didn’t Karatheris the Hunter say it was impossible? As soon as he realises he
can’t do it, we can go back to what we were doing earlier. Go after Gill-o’th’hedges.’
‘What about these two?’ Percy added, indicating Lady Candida and Cormok. ‘Do we really
want them hanging round?’ Privately, he thought Lady Candida was hot stuff, but there were
more important considerations.
Gerald shrugged. ‘It would mean splitting the money six ways,’ he said. ‘Anyway, I don’t
trust them. Who are they? Is she really a lady? Why’s she an adventurer? And what’s the bald
guy got to do with it all...’
‘What’s Brian doing now?’ Percy said irritably.
Predictably, Brian had got bored with doing nothing and he had started poking around the
yard. Now he was rushing back from one of the darker corners, carrying a gruesome-looking
object. Norman looked up from his own investigation and his mouth fell open.
‘What’s that?’ Lady Candida demanded.
It was made from crudely carved wood, painted reddy-black, with strange symbols carved
into it. A chicken’s skull poked out from one end, chicken feathers from the other. Closer
inspection by Percy revealed that the ‘paint’ was in fact dried blood.
‘Sick,’ he muttered.
The landlord stared at it in horror. ‘Witchcraft.’
‘So it’s true,’ said Gerald in wonder. ‘There are witches.’
‘But where did it come from?’ Norman demanded.
‘Those symbols,’ said Lady Candida. ‘I’ve seen them somewhere before.’
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‘Aye,’ said the landlord. ‘So have I.’
‘Where?’ asked Percy with a shiver. ‘Don’t keep us in suspense.’
Lady Candida looked at the landlord. ‘I saw them carved into the walls of the ruined ziggurat
of Razu, high in the barbaric hills of Carillia,’ she said. ‘Have you been to Carillia?’
The landlord shook his head. ‘I’ve seen them carved, though,’ he said. ‘On the Stone Altar,
deep in the forest.’
‘The Stone Altar?’ Percy asked. ‘The villagers mentioned it. So did Karatheris. He said that
people had gone there when the witches were supposed to assemble there—during the
waning moon—but they’d never returned.’
‘The moon is waning this week,’ said the landlord ominously.
‘It’s obvious, isn’t it?’ said Norman. ‘We won’t be able to find the witches just wandering
around the place. No one knows who’s a witch. There’s no way of recognising them,
Karatheris said so.’
‘So?’ said Gerald.
To Percy’s horror, Norman said, ‘We’ve got to go to the Stone Altar.’
‘You’ll find witches there, if you go at night,’ said the landlord. ‘If the stories are true.’
‘Yeah!’ said Gerald. ‘And if the stories are true, we’ll never return!’
‘I’m not scared,’ said Brian. ‘I’ll kick their witchy arses to kingdom come!’
‘We could always go after Gill-o’th’hedges again,’ Cormok suggested slyly.
‘No!’ said Norman. ‘What’s wrong with you? Are you all cowards? Have you no sense of...
of honour?’
‘Not particularly,’ said Gerald lazily. ‘Will you shut up, Norman?’
‘If going to the Stone Altar tonight is the way to identify the witches,’ said Norman
determinedly, ‘then that’s what we’ll do!’
Gerald sighed in disgust. He turned to Percy. ‘What are we going to do about the little shit?’
he asked despairingly.
‘He’ll grass us up to the duke if we don’t do what he wants,’ Percy replied.
‘Couldn’t we just knock him out, then grab some old bat and get the money?’ Gerald asked.
‘I have no fear,’ Lady Candida announced haughtily. ‘I am a lady of the House of Lady
Candida. My kindred have served the Order of Tesh for aeons. We were Templars of the
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kings in the days of their might. Even now, since the days of the Great Schism, my family is
still sworn to defend the realm against evil...’
‘Yet you roam the land selling your sword to the highest bidder, without a thought for
anything but loot and preserving your own skin,’ said Cormok mockingly.
‘Silence!’ Lady Candida blazed. ‘My House has been destitute since the days when the kings
went wrong. We have all had to make our living in any way we could. But some semblance
of honour remains to us. Name of Tesh, this lad shames me. I will join him on his quest.’
‘So will I!’ Brian declared. ‘I am Brian the Destroyer!’
Gerald and Percy exchanged resigned expression. ‘You might as well give in,’ Percy told
Cormok.
Cormok shook his shaven head. ‘I won’t go on a fool’s errand,’ he said. ‘This is where I
leave you, milady. I’ll find a better employer elsewhere.’
He strode from the yard, and moments later Percy heard the thunder of hoofs from the road.
Lady Candida faced the four lads calmly. ‘We must go to the Stone Altar, then,’ she said.
‘Where is it, landlord?’
The landlord told them that the Stone Altar lay some leagues from the border country, deep in
the great forest of Hexenwald. The forest itself was almost trackless, but a few hunting paths
led into the depths, although no one travelled them after dark. After listening to his directions,
the adventurers bade him farewell and went out into the road. The hitching post was empty.
Lady Candida cursed, looking up and down it. ‘That thief!’ she raged. ‘Cormok! He’s stolen
my horse! If I see him again...’
‘Looks like we’re all walking, then,’ Percy said. ‘It’s midday. Let’s get moving.’
Lady Candida in their midst, they made their way down the road. After crossing a few hills
and leaving the border country far behind, they found themselves at a vantage point where
much of the duchy lay before them. It was late afternoon and the sun was beginning to
descend.
‘Yonder is the great forest,’ Lady Candida said.
It seemed to take up half the duchy. From the crags where they stood, Percy could see Castle
Hexenwald in the distance, and beyond it he glimpsed the farms that they had seen on first
entering the duchy. Behind them lay the fields of the border country. To the east all was
forest. They had passed it on their journey, but Percy had no idea of the woodlands’ extent.
‘It’ll be midnight before we reach the Stone Altar,’ he predicted gloomily.
Hours later, he was wishing he’d kept his mouth shut. It was pitch black and they had been
blundering through the forest for too long. They were following a little-used path
corresponding with one of those mentioned by the landlord, who’d said that it led to the
49

clearing deep in the forest where the famous Stone Altar stood. But the adventurers had been
following it for a long time with no sign of anything but more forest. Now it was dark and
Percy was beginning to give up hope they’d ever find the place.
Give up hope? As if he even wanted to find the place! What were they looking for anyway?
So they’d find the witches by the Great Altar: what then? How many witches would there be?
Would the adventurers even be able to catch any of them, let alone the one responsible for the
witchcraft in the border country…?
He realised everyone else had stopped. Gerald was a dim shape ahead of him, peering into the
gloom.
‘What’s up?’ Percy hissed.
‘Didn’t you see it?’ Norman asked from his side.
‘What?’ he asked.
‘A figure, crossing the clearing ahead,’ said Gerald, turning round. ‘Looked like it was
wearing a hooded cloak.’
‘No broomstick?’ Percy joked nervously, but then a cry split through the night.
It came from up ahead, and sounded like someone having their throat cut. ‘Name of Tesh!’
Lady Candida exclaimed.
‘Come on!’ said Norman. Before Percy knew what was happening, they were running
through the dark. Branches whipped at Percy’s face and his catch-pole caught on invisible
undergrowth as he ran with the others. Why were they running towards the sound? This was
crazy.
They burst from the trees to find themselves on the edge of a sandstone cliff. Down below
them several bonfires illuminated a large clearing.
Sinister figures, cloaked and hooded, were visible amongst the fires. A glyph-inscribed
menhir dominated the clearing; the Stone Altar, presumably. Lying on the altar was a shavenheaded figure, naked. Standing behind the altar, its dark skin illuminated fitfully by the
flickering fires, was a large man with the head of a goat.
‘The horned devil,’ said Norman in a low voice.
As the goat-headed man loomed over him, the naked man cried out a second time. ‘This is
insane,’ Percy muttered to the others. ‘What are we going to achieve here?’
‘What do you mean?’ Lady Candida asked, staring suspiciously at the figure upon the altar.
‘Okay, we’ve found the witches,’ Percy said, ‘thanks to Norman. But there are loads of them.
What now?’ He heard a gasp from behind him.
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Percy swung round to see a hooded figure standing at the edge of the trees. Before it could
move, Gerald lashed out with his catch-pole, noosing the figure, which fell backwards and hit
its head on a tree trunk with a loud thump. The figure slid to the ground and did not stir.
Percy reached it first. He loosened the noose as Gerald crouched beside him, and together
they pulled back the hood. Percy started on recognising the face onto which the waning
moonlight fell.
‘Lord Gurak!’ Norman gasped.
Percy remembered how they had met the Hexenwalder nobleman on entering the duchy.
Percy couldn’t understand it. ‘What’s he doing here?’ he asked.
‘He’s out cold,’ Gerald said. There was a livid bruise on his forehead. He shrugged. ‘Must be
one of the witches. I always thought he was weird, living with all those orcs and things...
What are you doing?’
Percy had pulled the noose off Gurak’s neck and was now removing his cloak.
‘Gurak must have been on guard,’ he said. ‘But he’s got to go back there sooner or later.
Lucky all of them wear these things.’ He struggled into the musty robe. ‘I’m going to join our
witch friends, see what I can find out,’ he added.
‘Don’t be an idiot!’ he heard Gerald hiss, but he was already on his way down the path
towards the clearing.
But as he came out into the open space before the Stone Altar, Percy wondered why he was
doing this. What had possessed him? A nasty thought struck him. These were witches, right?
Had something possessed him? The spirit of suicidal bravery? Gerald was right: what he was
doing was stupid, like something from a James Bond movie. But it was too late to go back
now; the gathered witches had seen him. The goat-head turned his way.
‘You return, brother,’ it intoned. ‘Do they approach?’
Percy stood there feeling utterly stupid, not to mention terrified. Sweat poured down his skin
beneath the thick robe. What the fuck was he on about? He decided to shake his head.
‘They will be here soon,’ Goat-Head replied thoughtfully. ‘For they are under our spell,
drawn inexorably to our sabbat. If they heard the cry of the “victim”, they will come running.
Once more!’ it added, addressing the prone, naked figure on the Altar.
The figure lifted its head and opened its mouth to scream. Percy’s eyes widened as he
recognised its face.

‘What’s Percy think he’s doing?’ Gerald was grumbling. ‘He’s going to get himself killed...’
A groan from Gurak made him turn round. Rubbing his head, the lord was trying to get up.
Brian forced him back down with his catch-pole. Gurak stared blearily around him.
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‘What...? Who are you? What happened? Where’s my cloak?’ The questions tumbled from
his lips.
‘You’re the one who’s going to be answering questions,’ said Gerald. ‘Lord Gurak,’ he
added. ‘What are you doing with these witches?’
‘You know me?’ Gurak said. His face showed confusion. ‘Who are you?’
Gerald told him that they were the adventurers he’d found trespassing on his estates, and
Lord Gurak’s face cleared.
‘What are you doing with these witches?’ Norman demanded. ‘You’re the lord of a big
estate, with a park full of basilisks and things. What are you doing getting mixed up in this,
casting spells on innocent people?’
‘I didn’t want to be part of it,’ Gurak said miserably. ‘But when I bought my title, well, I fell
in with a bad crowd. It’s a common thing for parvenus like me; but I didn’t become a
gambler or a spendthrift, rather I joined this coven. Much against my better judgement. But I
had no choice...’
The scream they had heard before rang out again from the clearing. Lady Candida took a step
in that direction.
‘I thought I recognised the victim,’ she murmured. ‘It’s Cormok!’
Gerald tore his attention away from Gurak, and looked at the clearing. The victim on the altar
had lifted its head again, and its face was recognisable even from here. Lady Candida drew
her sword.
‘I’m going to rescue him,’ she said determinedly.
‘That twat?’ Brian asked. ‘Didn’t he steal your horse?’
‘We can’t leave him in the clutches of the witches,’ she told him, and strode towards the
clearing.
Gerald took a wary look at Gurak, who was rubbing his forehead in confusion, then ran after
the woman. Brian and Norman followed

Percy watched in horror from beneath the cowl of his robe as Lady Candida strode into the
clearing, brandishing her sword.
‘Let Cormok go!’ she demanded.
He had no idea how Cormok had wound up being the sacrificial victim of the witches, but as
far as he was concerned it was poetic justice. Why was her ladyship bothering with a onewoman rescue mission? He saw his friends following her and despaired.
52

Goat-Head laughed. ‘You come as we desired,’ he said.
‘We came to hunt you down,’ Lady Candida said determinedly. ‘We decided to hunt the real
witches, not those poor peasants you terrorise, and now we’ve found you. Let Cormok go
free.’
Helplessly Percy saw that while Lady Candida and Goat-Head were wrangling, cowled
figures were creeping up behind her and the other adventurers. He wanted to say something,
but that would give him away. And if he didn’t blow his cover, he might be able to do...
something.
Cormok laughed. He rose from the Altar. ‘Rescue me?’ he sneered. ‘I came here ahead of
you. I knew where you were going; I found the coven and told them your plans. They’ve
been waiting for you!’
‘Shit!’ Gerald shouted. He turned to run, only to see the coven members looming up behind
him. Wildly, he lashed out with his catch-pole but three hooded figures seized him. The
others grabbed Norman and Brian, who struggled futilely. Lady Candida glanced at them,
then ran at Goat-Head, but Cormok threw himself at her and bore her down. In a few seconds,
everyone except Percy had been captured.
But what should he do? He realised he was standing only a few feet away from Goat-Head.
Cormok dragged Lady Candida to throw her at Goat-Head’s feet.
‘You fool,’ he said. ‘I thought if I stayed with you I would prosper. What have I ever got
from our association? The witches will reward me well.’
‘Traitor!’ Lady Candida spat. ‘What will you do now?’
‘We will summon up our Dark Master,’ said Goat-Head. From where Percy was standing, he
could see that the goat head was merely a mask. It must be a man wearing it; a he-witch. But
they were going to summon some kind of demon. He couldn’t let them. ‘To do that,’ GoatHead went on, ‘will require sacrifices.’
‘I don’t suppose you’re talking about personal sacrifice,’ Lady Candida said sardonically.
‘When our master comes, he will wish to feed,’ Goat-Head intoned. ‘Your lives shall feed
him. Besides, it is our law that no unbeliever may look upon our rites.’
At this, Cormok turned and stared in concern at Goat-Head. ‘Not me!’ he said.
‘Yes!’ Goat-Head roared. ‘You shall all die when our Dark Master comes. If we do not offer
sacrifices to him, he will feed upon us. It is meet that you will die and take our secret with
us.’
‘No!’ Cormok bolted and ran. Two cowled figures bore him struggling to the ground, then
dragged him to the Altar.
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‘The Summoning will take an hour,’ Goat-Head said. ‘Lock them in the cage.’
Percy leapt on him, whipping out his sword. Goat-Head, startled by the sudden attack,
lurched backwards and collided heavily with the Stone Altar. As he fell back, the mask
slipped from his face. It revealed the cruel, black-bearded face of Duke Hexenwald.
Cowled figures rushed forward to pinion Percy.

‘So what’s going on?’ Gerald demanded, gripping the wooden bars of the roughly made cage
in which the witches had locked them. On the other side of the clearing, before the Stone
Altar, their cowled captors were chanting, as they had been doing for some time.
‘What do you mean?’ Percy asked. ‘The fact that we’ve been imprisoned by witches who are
about to sacrifice us to the devil they worship?’
‘That,’ Gerald conceded, ‘and the fact that their leader is Duke Hexenwald. The very man
who is paying witch hunters to harass innocent people, claiming that they’re witches.’
Norman shook his head. ‘I don’t understand it,’ he muttered.
‘Can’t we just break out of here and fight them?’ Brian asked.
‘What with?’ Percy asked. ‘They’ve taken our weapons.’ He nodded towards the heap of kit
lying in the lea of a nearby rock. Near, but out of reach.
‘You were fools to try to track down the real witches,’ Cormok said from the corner where he
had been crouching. ‘It would have been better to accept reality and hunt the innocent. You
would be rich by now.’
‘Shut up!’ Norman blazed. ‘Shut up! We did the right thing, not like you.’
‘And look where doing the right thing has got us,’ Percy pointed out. ‘There’s a moral in
there, if you look for it.’
‘Name of Tesh, we weren’t to know that Cormok would betray us,’ Lady Candida said. ‘You
swine,’ she told him.
‘You fool,’ Cormok replied evenly.
‘We weren’t to know that Duke Hexenwald was the leader of the witches, either,’ Lady
Candida added. ‘He must be behind all the witchings in this duchy.’
‘Why?’ Percy asked, confused. ‘And why pay people to hunt down old women?’
Lady Candida shrugged. ‘He’s not the only leader to rule by terror. He’s a witch; he
bewitches his people; he terrifies them further by encouraging witch hunters to rampage
through the land, terrorising innocent folk. And then he poses as their saviour... It all makes a
malign kind of sense.’
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‘What about Gurak?’ Norman asked.
‘He bought his title from Duke Hexenwald,’ said Gerald. ‘He said he had to join the witches.
It seems like all the aristos in this duchy are secretly witches...’
‘It seems you’re right,’ said a voice from outside the cage. Percy turned round to see Gurak
crouching there. The retired adventurer glanced hurriedly towards the Stone Altar, where the
chanting was reaching a crescendo.
‘Come to gloat?’ Gerald asked. ‘You’ll enjoy seeing us sacrificed.’
‘I won’t,’ said Gurak fiercely. ‘I hate this life. In the end I was glad to retire from the
adventuring life; nothing but donjons and dragons, taverns and trulls. But when I bought my
title I found that I had to join the coven—otherwise they would lay a death-curse upon me.
It’s how the duke keeps control of his retinue. Now I see you in trouble. I want to help you.
In moments, they’ll summon the fiend Orgulus and he will devour you.’ Then he produced a
key and unlocked the cage door. ‘Unless you come with me.’
‘It’s a trap,’ Gerald said.
‘Let’s risk it,’ said Percy nervously.
‘What are you doing with the prisoners?’ A hooded figure loomed up out of the darkness.
Gurak turned to glare at him.
‘Freeing them,’ he said defiantly.
‘You fool!’ the hooded figure said, ‘if we have no victims to give to the fiend, it’ll take us!’
‘Let it,’ said Percy, springing past to grab a sword from beside the rock. ‘That’s what you get
if you mess with devils.’
The hooded figure turned to run. Percy cut him down with a single slash.
‘Quick, run!’ he said to the others, as they grabbed their own equipment.
‘I won’t be running,’ Cormok said with a laugh. He raced towards a stand of trees where
several horses had been hitched.
‘After him!’ said Gerald.
When they reached the stand of trees, Cormok was swinging his leg over the largest of the
horses. Without thinking, Percy grabbed his foot and pitched him back over it.
‘Let’s ride out of here!’ he said.
As they mounted, and Cormok tried to struggle to his feet, there was a dark flash from the
Stone Altar. Percy turned in the saddle of his nervous horse. Towering over the witches by
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the Altar was a horned figure, twenty feet high and blacker than midnight at the bottom of a
well.
‘Feed me!’ it roared distantly. It began randomly striking out at the terrified witches, who
began to run for the edges of the clearing. In the first few seconds the fiend had torn three of
them to pieces.
Cormok reached his feet. He stared in horror at the enormous demonic figure. He turned, and
grinned in relief to see that one horse remained riderless. He ran towards it and started to
mount.
A dark figure wearing a goat head mask burst out of the darkness and hauled Cormok from
the horse. As the adventurer sprawled on the ground a second time, Goat-Head—Duke
Hexenwald, Percy realised—mounted the horse, spurred it cruelly, and rode into the night.
‘He’s got the right idea,’ Percy cried, urging his horse onwards.
Cormok sprinted desperately after them as they rode off. Looking over his shoulder, Percy
saw him still following. The gap between them grew wider. The fiend swooped down and
Cormok was borne up into the darkness.
Percy turned and rode on.

They reached the edge of the forest at dawn. They had left the Stone Altar far behind, and the
sound of the demon feasting upon its worshippers had been inaudible for a long time. It
seemed that it had been satisfied with the witches—and Cormok. But what about Duke
Hexenwald? It seemed unjust that he had escaped. He had been the real ringleader.
Lady Candida got down from her horse with the assistance of Gurak. The two had become
quite friendly during the terrifying journey through the dark forest.
‘We’ve escaped, it seems,’ she said. ‘Even if that demon had been following us, it will have
returned to the infernal regions before dawn.’
‘We’ve escaped,’ said Gurak. ‘But what now?’
‘I don’t wish to remain in this duchy any longer,’ said Lady Candida. ‘Now Cormok is gone,
I will want other adventurers to accompany me.’
‘You can come with us if you want,’ said Percy generously. Lady Candida smiled graciously
but made no comment.
‘I must return to my estates, I suppose,’ said Gurak. ‘I don’t know what will happen to the
duchy now.’
‘Duke Hexenwald escaped,’ Norman said darkly. ‘He still rules here.’
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After a rest, they mounted their horses and rode to the nearest village. Here they bought food
and drink in the inn.
A man rode into the village. He carried a bell, and a parchment handbill under his arm. After
he had dismounted and hitched his horse, he rang the bell loudly.
‘Hear ye, hear ye,’ he called to the villagers. ‘Know that last night witches struck once again.
The retinue of Duke Hexenwald himself was slaughtered by black magic. Only the duke
escaped. He wishes the culprits to be hunted down and killed, and offers nine hundred gold
pieces to the hunter or villager who brings them to justice. Their likenesses are inscribed
upon this handbill.’
The crier proceeded to paste up the handbill on the wall of the inn. The landlord went to
inspect it. Percy followed him, feeling worried.
After examining it, he returned hurriedly to the others.
‘I think we’d better get out of this duchy,’ he said. ‘Duke Hexenwald has had the last laugh.
Those pictures are of us!’
CONTINUES NEXT WEEK
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THE BATTLE FOR CALLISTO by Gregory KH Bryant
Episode Thirty
Lieutenant Hardy saw the “Bellerophon” leave the battle to pursue Yamir's ship. He hazarded
a single subspace communication to Colonel Westland, but he received no answer.
Hardy was on his own.
In the thick of it all, and his own small, fleet fighter craft heavily battle-damaged, Hardy had
no overview of the raging battle. But he could see that with the destruction of the “Grand
Marquis” and the flight of the “Reliant”, the Scroungers had been routed. The battle in the
sky over Callisto was effectively over.
But, though the battle in the sky was over, there was yet much hard fighting to be done.
Hardy understood that without their transport ships to carry their small fighters, the
Scroungers were desperate. Either they conquer Callisto, or allow themselves to be captured
by Earth Space Forces. Which, of course, no Scrounger would do. All of them lacking
transport would fight to the death, killing as many of their enemies as they could, and
glorying in every bloody moment of it.
Flying over the base, Hardy saw that hundreds of Scroungers were pouring into Callisto Base
1, while at the same time his communications systems were being overwhelmed by frantic
emergency calls from the bases on Ganymede and Callisto. And yet, dozens of craft were still
approaching, Scrounger ships that had removed themselves from those bases to join in the
sack of Callisto Base 1, their guns firing at everything in sight.
Though the battle in the sky had ended in a rout, yet still the siege of Callisto Base 1 was only
beginning. Scroungers stormed at the city through its long rail tunnel. Captain Waverly had
wisely blown the tracks, making them impassible for the trains. The Scroungers were forced
to march on foot.
And the domes that covered Callisto Base 1 had been dangerously weakened by the shocks of
the battle. Several domes were near collapse. Emergency crews worked urgently throughout
the city. Civilians were hurriedly pressed into service. Colonel Bridgemont ordered all his
security personnel to work with the emergency crews, and to prepare for the oncoming attack
from the Scroungers.
The fall of Callisto Base 1, hardest hit in all the Scroungers' attacks, it seemed, was both
inevitable and imminent.
Hardy's decision was instantaneous. He would cut off the seemingly endless lines of
attackers.
“Gather round, boys and girls,” he commanded his squadron. “Hit the incoming.”
And his squadron, what was left of it, regrouped.
These ships, several dozen in number, approached in long lines stretching from Europa and
Ganymede to Callisto, were a heterogeneous and rather motley collection of ships stolen or
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cobbled together from smaller, miscellaneous ships. These were interplanetary transport
ships, for the most part, but others, tankers, scientific ships, survey ships, and others the
Scroungers were always happy to impress into their service.
Hardy's squadron was composed of sleek ships, gleaming a silvery white against the sable
sky. But Hardy's fighters were all bearing the scars of long battle. Fuselages scorched and
dented. Dangerous scars cutting through the armor of the ship.
Joining Hardy's original squadron were the fighter ships that followed his fighters from the
“Bellerophon”. Of his original squadron of five ships, his own making for a total of six, three
had survived thus far.
That was three, including himself.
The other survivors included a Junior Lieutenant Maria Sanchez. She had joined Hardy's task
force for the first time on this mission. A robust woman with a shining smile and who loved
to laugh, Maria proved herself deadly with her guns.
With her, was Lieutenant Harold Blanche, or `Harry', a generally easygoing young fellow
who always affected a day's growth of beard, `for that rugged look,'. He'd served with
Lieutenant Hardy through several short campaigns.
And `Misfit' as everyone called him. `Misfit' because in his original issue, his jumpsuit did
not fit, being several sizes too small. Being of rather humorless nature, he took the
inconvenience with ill grace, only but further enhancing the humor of the situation for his
colleagues. But, though quiet and saturnine, Lieutenant Samuel Sanders, aka, `Misfit' was a
deadly fighter and as loyal a man who ever lived. Though other pilots often poked fun at his
expense, he bore them no grudge for it, but let the jokes fall off his back.
Eighteen other fighter ships from nearly as many other squadrons grouped into a well
disciplined, though very battered, battle formation.
“Ladies and gentlemen,” Hardy said to his new task force, “You may fire at your pleasure.”

Colonel Bridgemont, studied the monitors from his command post. Helplessly he watched
when the Scroungers overran the Space Port. Helplessly again, when Captain Waverly and
his platoon of conscripts was cut down.
Now the Scroungers were marching down the long transparent tunnel from the Space Port to
Callisto Base 1 itself.
“Shut `er down here,” Bridgemont said to the crew standing with him. “We're moving
Command Center to the railway.
And Bridgemont did just that. Twenty minutes later he had set up his Command Center at the
mouth of the tunnel, with fifty armed personnel standing with him. He ordered the erection of
a barricade, to completely shut off the tunnel, knowing well that in the short time afforded
them, only the most tentative of barricades could possibly be built.
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They moved several of the trams along the tracks, then pushed them over to block the tunnel,
even as the distant rumble in the tunnel resolved itself into a series of warlike chants, as the
Scroungers whipped themselves into a fury and a murderous frenzy.

“We come! We kill!
We come! We kill!
We kill your mother, we kill your father
We butcher your brother, we slaughter your daughter
We come! We kill!
We come! We kill!
And then again. And again.
The chant grew louder, and louder as the Scroungers marched nearer, and nearer.

Bridgemont knew that he and his security teams were vastly outgunned.
Crime on the colonies of the moons of Jupiter was almost nonexistent, amounting to little
more than occasional acts of graffiti, or minor pilferage carried out by restless teenagers.
Assaults, arising from the occasional argument, did happen, so very infrequently that none of
the colonies had yet had the need to create any jails.
Crimes of a more egregious nature, such as embezzlement or robbery were almost
impossible, as money was not used in the colonies. Otherwise, surveillance cameras were
ubiquitous, recording every instant of every public cubic foot within the colony, and every
individual was well known in every colony and clearly identified with their names
permanently emblazoned upon their jumpsuits, worn by everyone.
The security forces that did patrol the colonies of Callisto and the other Jovian moons grew
largely out of the possible attack of the Scroungers, who operated mainly in the wide spaces
and well-trafficked regions of the asteroid belt.
Being so very distant from any succor possible from Mars and Earth, the goal of what
security did exist was to present a force sufficient to discourage the Scroungers from even
trying an assault.
Bridgemont knew all this. His own security forces were armed with little more than
truncheons, stun guns and laser pistols. Aside from, and a few explosive grenades, of the sort
Captain Waverly had used to such good effect at the Space Port.
Indeed, Bridgemont, like many of his security personnel, hadn't even had a weapon issued to
him.
“Corporal,” he said, to one standing near. “See if you can scare me up a pistol.”
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“Yes, sir,” the corporal answered, with a salute.
“Make that a couple. We got those grenades out of the armory yet?”
“Sir, they are emptying out the armory now.”
“Good. Good.”
The chanting from the Scroungers grew louder, and echoed down the long tunnel.
“... We kill your mother, we kill your father
We butcher your brother, we slaughter your daughter...”
The security officers who stood near cast nervous glances, each to the others.
“Keep working on that barricade, dammit!” Bridgemont shouted.
Everyone near was first startled by the sound of his shouted command, but then all quickly
pulled themselves together.
“Sir!” came the united response.
“You and you,” Bridgemont said to two sergeants standing near, a man and a woman.
“Sir?
“Where are those grenades? “
“The have left the armory, sir, and should be here within five minutes.”
“The instant they are here, wire them to that barricade. I want those bastards to blow
themselves straight to hell when they take it down.”
“Sir! Yes, sir!”
(“Damn, I hope those things work,” he muttered silently to himself. Never used, the grenades
had languished in storage since they had been shipped from Earth, several Earth years
before.)
“Now where's my gawdamned pistol?”
“Sir,” answered the corporal, who had just returned with two laser pistols and a holster to
carry them. “Here they are sir.”
“Good work, Bradley.”
“We come! we kill...” came the chant, louder still.
“We kill your mother, we kill your father...”
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As all this happened, Bridgemont's forces had completed his hastily assembled command
center. Communications came pouring in from all corners of Callisto as well as the colonies
on Europa and Ganymede. The news from all quarters could hardly be any more
discouraging.
“We are evacuating pod 16. The dome is near collapsing.”
“Callisto Base 3,” came the urgent plea, in violation of the ordered communications blackout.
“We are fighting in the streets. Any assistance... please.”
“Power out in pod 4. We have no light. Air circulation is dead.”
“The west wing of Callisto Base 1 Urgent Care has collapsed. We need emergency crews.”

And louder yet came the hellish chant of the Scroungers as they massed nearer and nearer to
the barricade Bridgemont's security forces had quickly thrown together.
“We come! We kill!
We kill your mother, we kill your father
We butcher your brother, we slaughter your daughter...”
Followed by the sounds of loud and raucous laughter.
Bridgemont checked his two laser pistols.
They were in good working order.
CONTINUES NEXT WEEK
Carter Ward’s earlier adventures, along with those of other interplanetary rogues, are
chronicled in Warlords of the Asteroid Belt and Deep Space Dogfights.
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THE MYSTERIOUS ISLAND by Jules Verne
Part 3. The Secret of the Island
Chapter 16
At these words the reclining figure rose, and the electric light fell upon his countenance; a
magnificent head, the forehead high, the glance commanding, beard white, hair abundant and
falling over the shoulders.
His hand rested upon the cushion of the divan from which he had just risen. He appeared
perfectly calm. It was evident that his strength had been gradually undermined by illness, but
his voice seemed yet powerful, as he said in English, and in a tone which evinced extreme
surprise,—
“Sir, I have no name.”
“Nevertheless, I know you!” replied Cyrus Harding.
Captain Nemo fixed his penetrating gaze upon the engineer, as though he were about to
annihilate him.
Then, falling back amid the pillows of the divan,—
“After all, what matters now?” he murmured; “I am dying!”
Cyrus Harding drew near the captain, and Gideon Spilett took his hand—it was of a feverish
heat. Ayrton, Pencroft, Herbert, and Neb stood respectfully apart in an angle of the
magnificent saloon, whose atmosphere was saturated with the electric fluid.
Meanwhile Captain Nemo withdrew his hand, and motioned the engineer and the reporter to
be seated.
All regarded him with profound emotion. Before them they beheld that being whom they had
styled the “genius of the island,” the powerful protector whose intervention, in so many
circumstances, had been so efficacious, the benefactor to whom they owed such a debt of
gratitude! Their eyes beheld a man only, and a man at the point of death, where Pencroft and
Neb had expected to find an almost supernatural being!
But how happened it that Cyrus Harding had recognized Captain Nemo? why had the latter
so suddenly risen on hearing this name uttered, a name which he had believed known to
none?—
The captain had resumed his position on the divan, and leaning on his arm, he regarded the
engineer, seated near him.
“You know the name I formerly bore, sir?” he asked.
“I do,” answered Cyrus Harding, “and also that of this wonderful submarine vessel—”
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“The ‘Nautilus’?” said the captain, with a faint smile.
“The ‘Nautilus.’”
“But do you—do you know who I am?”
“I do.”
“It is nevertheless many years since I have held any communication with the inhabited world;
three long years have I passed in the depth of the sea, the only place where I have found
liberty! Who then can have betrayed my secret?”
“A man who was bound to you by no tie, Captain Nemo, and who, consequently, cannot be
accused of treachery.”
“The Frenchman who was cast on board my vessel by chance sixteen years since?”
“The same.”
“He and his two companions did not then perish in the maelstrom, in the midst of which the
‘Nautilus’ was struggling?”
“They escaped, and a book has appeared under the title of ‘Twenty Thousand Leagues Under
the Sea,’ which contains your history.”
“The history of a few months only of my life!” interrupted the captain impetuously.
“It is true,” answered Cyrus Harding, “but a few months of that strange life have sufficed to
make you known.”
“As a great criminal, doubtless!” said Captain Nemo, a haughty smile curling his lips. “Yes, a
rebel, perhaps an outlaw against humanity!”
The engineer was silent.
“Well, sir?”
“It is not for me to judge you, Captain Nemo,” answered Cyrus Harding, “at any rate as
regards your past life. I am, with the rest of the world, ignorant of the motives which induced
you to adopt this strange mode of existence, and I cannot judge of effects without knowing
their causes; but what I do know is, that a beneficent hand has constantly protected us since
our arrival on Lincoln Island, that we all owe our lives to a good, generous, and powerful
being, and that this being so powerful, good and generous, Captain Nemo, is yourself!”
“It is I,” answered the captain simply.
The engineer and the reporter rose. Their companions had drawn near, and the gratitude with
which their hearts were charged was about to express itself in their gestures and words.
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Captain Nemo stopped them by a sign, and in a voice which betrayed more emotion than he
doubtless intended to show.
“Wait till you have heard all,” he said.
And the captain, in a few concise sentences, ran over the events of his life.
His narrative was short, yet he was obliged to summon up his whole remaining energy to
arrive at the end. He was evidently contending against extreme weakness. Several times
Cyrus Harding entreated him to repose for a while, but he shook his head as a man to whom
the morrow may never come, and when the reporter offered his assistance,—
“It is useless,” he said; “my hours are numbered.”
Captain Nemo was an Indian, the Prince Dakkar, son of a rajah of the then independent
territory of Bundelkund. His father sent him, when ten years of age, to Europe, in order that
he might receive an education in all respects complete, and in the hopes that by his talents
and knowledge he might one day take a leading part in raising his long degraded and heathen
country to a level with the nations of Europe.
From the age of ten years to that of thirty Prince Dakkar, endowed by Nature with her richest
gifts of intellect, accumulated knowledge of every kind, and in science, literature, and art his
researches were extensive and profound.
He traveled over the whole of Europe. His rank and fortune caused him to be everywhere
sought after; but the pleasures of the world had for him no attractions. Though young and
possessed of every personal advantage, he was ever grave—somber even—devoured by an
unquenchable thirst for knowledge, and cherishing in the recesses of his heart the hope that
he might become a great and powerful ruler of a free and enlightened people.
Still, for long the love of science triumphed over all other feelings. He became an artist
deeply impressed by the marvels of art, a philosopher to whom no one of the higher sciences
was unknown, a statesman versed in the policy of European courts. To the eyes of those who
observed him superficially he might have passed for one of those cosmopolitans, curious of
knowledge, but disdaining action; one of those opulent travelers, haughty and cynical, who
move incessantly from place to place, and are of no country.
The history of Captain Nemo has, in fact, been published under the title of “Twenty
Thousand Leagues Under the Sea.” Here, therefore, will apply the observation already made
as to the adventures of Ayrton with regard to the discrepancy of dates. Readers should
therefore refer to the note already published on this point.
This artist, this philosopher, this man was, however, still cherishing the hope instilled into
him from his earliest days.
Prince Dakkar returned to Bundelkund in the year 1849. He married a noble Indian lady, who
was imbued with an ambition not less ardent than that by which he was inspired. Two
children were born to them, whom they tenderly loved. But domestic happiness did not
prevent him from seeking to carry out the object at which he aimed. He waited an
opportunity. At length, as he vainly fancied, it presented itself.
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Instigated by princes equally ambitious and less sagacious and more unscrupulous than he
was, the people of India were persuaded that they might successfully rise against their
English rulers, who had brought them out of a state of anarchy and constant warfare and
misery, and had established peace and prosperity in their country. Their ignorance and gross
superstition made them the facile tools of their designing chiefs.
In 1857 the great sepoy revolt broke out. Prince Dakkar, under the belief that he should
thereby have the opportunity of attaining the object of his long-cherished ambition, was
easily drawn into it. He forthwith devoted his talents and wealth to the service of this cause.
He aided it in person; he fought in the front ranks; he risked his life equally with the humblest
of the wretched and misguided fanatics; he was ten times wounded in twenty engagements,
seeking death but finding it not, but at length the sanguinary rebels were utterly defeated, and
the atrocious mutiny was brought to an end.
Never before had the British power in India been exposed to such danger, and if, as they had
hoped, the sepoys had received assistance from without, the influence and supremacy in Asia
of the United Kingdom would have been a thing of the past.
The name of Prince Dakkar was at that time well known. He had fought openly and without
concealment. A price was set upon his head, but he managed to escape from his pursuers.
Civilization never recedes; the law of necessity ever forces it onwards. The sepoys were
vanquished, and the land of the rajahs of old fell again under the rule of England.
Prince Dakkar, unable to find that death he courted, returned to the mountain fastnesses of
Bundelkund. There, alone in the world, overcome by disappointment at the destruction of all
his vain hopes, a prey to profound disgust for all human beings, filled with hatred of the
civilized world, he realized the wreck of his fortune, assembled some score of his most
faithful companions, and one day disappeared, leaving no trace behind.
Where, then, did he seek that liberty denied him upon the inhabited earth? Under the waves,
in the depths of the ocean, where none could follow.
The warrior became the man of science. Upon a deserted island of the Pacific he established
his dockyard, and there a submarine vessel was constructed from his designs. By methods
which will at some future day be revealed he had rendered subservient the illimitable forces
of electricity, which, extracted from inexhaustible sources, was employed for all the
requirements of his floating equipage, as a moving, lighting, and heating agent. The sea, with
its countless treasures, its myriads of fish, its numberless wrecks, its enormous mammalia,
and not only all that nature supplied, but also all that man had lost in its depths, sufficed for
every want of the prince and his crew—and thus was his most ardent desire accomplished,
never again to hold communication with the earth. He named his submarine vessel the
“Nautilus,” called himself simply Captain Nemo, and disappeared beneath the seas.
During many years this strange being visited every ocean, from pole to pole. Outcast of the
inhabited earth in these unknown worlds he gathered incalculable treasures. The millions lost
in the Bay of Vigo, in 1702, by the galleons of Spain, furnished him with a mine of
inexhaustible riches which he devoted always, anonymously, in favor of those nations who
fought for the independence of their country.
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For long, however, he had held no communication with his fellow-creatures, when, during
the night of the 6th of November, 1866, three men were cast on board his vessel. They were a
French professor, his servant, and a Canadian fisherman. These three men had been hurled
overboard by a collision which had taken place between the “Nautilus” and the United States
frigate “Abraham Lincoln,” which had chased her.
Captain Nemo learned from this professor that the “Nautilus,” taken now for a gigantic
mammal of the whale species, now for a submarine vessel carrying a crew of pirates, was
sought for in every sea.
He might have returned these three men to the ocean, from whence chance had brought them
in contact with his mysterious existence. Instead of doing this he kept them prisoners, and
during seven months they were enabled to behold all the wonders of a voyage of twenty
thousand leagues under the sea.
One day, the 22nd of June, 1867, these three men, who knew nothing of the past history of
Captain Nemo, succeeded in escaping in one of the “Nautilus’s” boats. But as at this time the
“Nautilus” was drawn into the vortex of the maelstrom, off the coast of Norway, the captain
naturally believed that the fugitives, engulfed in that frightful whirlpool, found their death at
the bottom of the abyss. He was unaware that the Frenchman and his two companions had
been miraculously cast on shore, that the fishermen of the Lofoten Islands had rendered them
assistance, and that the professor, on his return to France, had published that work in which
seven months of the strange and eventful navigation of the “Nautilus” were narrated and
exposed to the curiosity of the public.
For a long time after this, Captain Nemo continued to live thus, traversing every sea. But one
by one his companions died, and found their last resting-place in their cemetery of coral, in
the bed of the Pacific. At last Captain Nemo remained the solitary survivor of all those who
had taken refuge with him in the depths of the ocean.
He was now sixty years of age. Although alone, he succeeded in navigating the “Nautilus”
towards one of those submarine caverns which had sometimes served him as a harbor.
One of these ports was hollowed beneath Lincoln Island, and at this moment furnished an
asylum to the “Nautilus.”
The captain had now remained there six years, navigating the ocean no longer, but awaiting
death, and that moment when he should rejoin his former companions, when by chance he
observed the descent of the balloon which carried the prisoners of the Confederates. Clad in
his diving dress he was walking beneath the water at a few cables’ length from the shore of
the island, when the engineer had been thrown into the sea. Moved by a feeling of
compassion the captain saved Cyrus Harding.
His first impulse was to fly from the vicinity of the five castaways; but his harbor refuge was
closed, for in consequence of an elevation of the basalt, produced by the influence of volcanic
action, he could no longer pass through the entrance of the vault. Though there was sufficient
depth of water to allow a light craft to pass the bar, there was not enough for the “Nautilus,”
whose draught of water was considerable.
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Captain Nemo was compelled, therefore, to remain. He observed these men thrown without
resources upon a desert island, but had no wish to be himself discovered by them. By degrees
he became interested in their efforts when he saw them honest, energetic, and bound to each
other by the ties of friendship. As if despite his wishes, he penetrated all the secrets of their
existence. By means of the diving dress he could easily reach the well in the interior of
Granite House, and climbing by the projections of rock to its upper orifice he heard the
colonists as they recounted the past, and studied the present and future. He learned from them
the tremendous conflict of America with America itself, for the abolition of slavery. Yes,
these men were worthy to reconcile Captain Nemo with that humanity which they
represented so nobly in the island.
Captain Nemo had saved Cyrus Harding. It was he also who had brought back the dog to the
Chimneys, who rescued Top from the waters of the lake, who caused to fall at Flotsam Point
the case containing so many things useful to the colonists, who conveyed the canoe back into
the stream of the Mercy, who cast the cord from the top of Granite House at the time of the
attack by the baboons, who made known the presence of Ayrton upon Tabor Island, by means
of the document enclosed in the bottle, who caused the explosion of the brig by the shock of a
torpedo placed at the bottom of the canal, who saved Herbert from certain death by bringing
the sulphate of quinine; and finally, it was he who had killed the convicts with the electric
balls, of which he possessed the secret, and which he employed in the chase of submarine
creatures. Thus were explained so many apparently supernatural occurrences, and which all
proved the generosity and power of the captain.
Nevertheless, this noble misanthrope longed to benefit his proteges still further. There yet
remained much useful advice to give them, and, his heart being softened by the approach of
death, he invited, as we are aware, the colonists of Granite House to visit the “Nautilus,” by
means of a wire which connected it with the corral. Possibly he would not have done this had
he been aware that Cyrus Harding was sufficiently acquainted with his history to address him
by the name of Nemo.
The captain concluded the narrative of his life. Cyrus Harding then spoke; he recalled all the
incidents which had exercised so beneficent an influence upon the colony, and in the names
of his companions and himself thanked the generous being to whom they owed so much.
But Captain Nemo paid little attention; his mind appeared to be absorbed by one idea, and
without taking the proffered hand of the engineer,—
“Now, sir,” said he, “now that you know my history, your judgment!”
In saying this, the captain evidently alluded to an important incident witnessed by the three
strangers thrown on board his vessel, and which the French professor had related in his work,
causing a profound and terrible sensation. Some days previous to the flight of the professor
and his two companions, the “Nautilus,” being chased by a frigate in the north of the Atlantic
had hurled herself as a ram upon this frigate, and sunk her without mercy.
Cyrus Harding understood the captain’s allusion, and was silent.
“It was an enemy’s frigate,” exclaimed Captain Nemo, transformed for an instant into the
Prince Dakkar, “an enemy’s frigate! It was she who attacked me—I was in a narrow and
shallow bay—the frigate barred my way—and I sank her!”
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A few moments of silence ensued; then the captain demanded,—
“What think you of my life, gentlemen?”
Cyrus Harding extended his hand to the ci-devant prince and replied gravely, “Sir, your error
was in supposing that the past can be resuscitated, and in contending against inevitable
progress. It is one of those errors which some admire, others blame; which God alone can
judge. He who is mistaken in an action which he sincerely believes to be right may be an
enemy, but retains our esteem. Your error is one that we may admire, and your name has
nothing to fear from the judgment of history, which does not condemn heroic folly, but its
results.”
The old man’s breast swelled with emotion, and raising his hand to heaven,—
“Was I wrong, or in the right?” he murmured.
Cyrus Harding replied, “All great actions return to God, from whom they are derived.
Captain Nemo, we, whom you have succored, shall ever mourn your loss.”
Herbert, who had drawn near the captain, fell on his knees and kissed his hand.
A tear glistened in the eyes of the dying man. “My child,” he said, “may God bless you!”
CONTINUES NEXT WEEK
Return to Contents
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SUBMISSIONS CALL SUBMISSIONS CALL SUBMISSIONS CALL
SUBMISSIONS CALL SUBMISSIONS CALL SUBMISSIONS CALL
Lovecraftiana—the Magazine of Eldritch Horror
Lovecraftiana is a quarterly publication from Rogue Planet Press, with issues coming out
April 30th, July 31st, October 31st, and January 31st, featuring stories, articles, poetry or
artwork on Cthulhu Mythos / Lovecraftian themes.
Submissions can be sent to editor@schlock.co.uk
the current edition is available from www.lulu.com
Swords against Cthulhu III: A New Dark Age
Deadline: Until full
Payment: Exposure and Royalties
Flash fiction, Poetry, Short Stories (2,000 6,000 words)
Reprints will also be considered.
Sword and sorcery in the aeon of Cthulhu Rising!
‘The sciences, each straining in its own direction, have hitherto harmed us little; but some
day the piecing together of dissociated knowledge will open up such terrifying vistas of
reality, and of our frightful position therein, that we shall either go mad from the revelation
or flee from the light into the peace and safety of a new dark age.’
So saith Lovecraft.
Picture a future Earth, a savage world where science is jettisoned in favour of primitive
superstition, where technology has become the idol of a new religion. A world where the
truth of Cthulhu has been revealed, where a lunatic humanity has discovered its true
insignificance—the punchline in a cosmic joke. A new dark age has descended upon a species
that has learnt too much. Science and superstition and the sorcery of the Mad Arab create a
world where only the strong survive, and barbarian warriors battle for existence in a bleak
and pitiless universe...
Science fantasy tales of dying earths, of low tech dystopias, of medieval post-apocalyptic
worlds—all with a Cthulhu Mythos slant—will be welcome in this anthology.
Submission guidelines:
Please submit your manuscript as a .rtf, .doc or .docx file (all other formats will automatically
be rejected. Contact me prior to submitting if this presents an issue for you.)
Font and formatting: Please submit in Times New Roman, 12-point font; single line spacing.
Please format the document to 1st line indentation of 1″. The page margin should be set to.1″
on all sides.
72

No headers, footers, or page numbers.
Please check grammar.
Upon acceptance into the anthology, you agree that Horrified Press holds exclusive
publishing rights for six months from the date of publication. All intellectual property rights
over the author’s work remain with the author, with the proviso that Horrified Press retains
distribution rights in the format of the contracted anthology.
This title will be available as an e book and trade quality paperback.
Gavin Chappell will be presiding over this anthology.
Email your submission as an attachment to: editor@schlock.co.uk
The email subject line must read ‘SUBMISSION SAC: Dark Age—your story title’ or your
submission will not be considered for this anthology.
Successful applicants will be notified before the deadline has expired.
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