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SCHLOCK! WEBZINE 

Welcome to Schlock! the webzine for science fiction, fantasy, and horror. 

 

Vol. 12, Issue 2 

24th September 2017 

 

Schlock! is a weekly webzine dedicated to short stories, flash fiction, serialised novels, and 

novellas, within the genres of science fiction, fantasy, and horror. We publish new and old 

works of pulp sword and sorcery, urban fantasy, dark fantasy, and gothic horror. If you want 

to read quality works of new pulp fantasy, science fiction or horror, Schlock! is the webzine 

for you! 

 

For details of previous editions, please go to the website. 

 

Schlock! Webzine is always willing to consider new science fiction, fantasy and horror short 

stories, serials, graphic novels and comic strips, reviews and art. Submit fiction, articles, art, 

or links to your own site to editor@schlock.co.uk. We will also review published and self-

published novels. Please contact the editor at the above email address for further details. 

 

Any other enquiries, including requests to advertise in our quarterly printed magazine, also to 

editor@schlock.co.uk The stories, articles and illustrations contained in this webzine are 

copyright © to the respective authors and illustrators, unless in the public domain. 

 

Schlock! Webzine and its editor accept no liability for views expressed or statements made 

by contributors to the magazine.  

http://www.schlock.co.uk/
mailto:editor@schlock.co.uk
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This Edition 

 

This weekôs cover illustration is Mitt  på golvet stod en öppen kista och sutto två förskräckliga 

troll by John Bauer. All images within licensed under Creative Commons Attribution Share 

Alike 3.0 via Wikimedia Commons, unless otherwise indicated. Graphic design © by Gavin 

Chappell, logo design © by C Priest Brumley. 

 

EDITORIAL 

VICTIMS by Dave LudfordðTrapped and vulnerable in her darkest nightmaresé 

HORROR 

THE TRUTH SHALL SET YOU FREE, BUT TRUE KNOWLEDGE KILLS by Jake 

Cosmos AllerðRemember, tell no one about thisé CONSPIRACY HORROR 

HULDER by Mathias JanssonðA shadow sneaking in the forestéPOETRY 

THEY COME IN THE SNOW Part Two by Ellis HastingsðMessages, Splinters, and 

Blood... HORROR 

THE HETTFORD WITCH HUNT Series Three Episode Five by Oafish J RhodesðA short 

morning... OCCULT SITCOM 

THE BATTLE FOR CALLISTO Episode Twenty-Five by Gregory KH BryantðWhat of 

Emily? SCIENCE FICTION 

THE MYSTERIOUS ISLAND Part Three: Chapter Eleven by Jules VerneðJoy approaching 

deliriuméSCIENCE FICTION CLASSIC 

THE WANDERERôS NECKLACE Book Three: Chapter Five by H Rider HaggardðIreneôs 

Prayeré CLASSIC VIKING FANTASY  
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EDITORIAL 

  

This week begins with a powerful tale of Victims, followed by a story of Truth and its 

consequences, and a poem of otherworldly Scandinavian lore. 

 

Ellis Hastings' frontier age horror reaches part two, The Hettford Witch Hunt is at Episode 

Five, and our long running space opera epic, The Battle for Callisto is at episode twenty-five. 

Meanwhile the pirates aiming to make themselves masters of The Mysterious Island, and 

Irene, fallen foul of Byzantine politics, is sent to Olaf to be blinded in the dark conclusion to 

this dark age saga... 

 

ðGavin Chappell 

 

Now Available from Rogue Planet Press: 
 

Hammer of the Gods II: Ragnarok 

 
 

Return to Contents  

http://www.lulu.com/shop/rogue-planet-press/hammer-of-the-gods-ragnarok/paperback/product-23244488.html
http://www.lulu.com/shop/rogue-planet-press/hammer-of-the-gods-ragnarok/paperback/product-23244488.html
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VICTIMS by Dave Ludford 

 

One year, four months and three days. She knows exactly how long it has been since her 

ordeal ended. She hadnôt intended to, but had begun a journal of her life since being free of 

the man she will always refer to as Jack, never being able to bring herself to even think of his 

real name. The journal had been the idea of the trauma counsellor sheôd seenðwas still 

seeingðafter her harrowing experience. Heôd said it would help her come to terms with 

events. She sits now with that journal open in her lap, pen poised, ready to relate the dayôs 

events. It wonôt take long; nothing much has happened. Nothing much ever happens in her 

life these days but she doesnôt mind that. It brings its own strange kind of comfort after her 

trauma. Everything gets noted down; the trivial minutiae of her everyday existence. She 

wonders when, or if, anything exciting or pleasurable will ever happen in her life again, 

whether she will ever know true happiness; is painfully aware that she canôt cut herself off 

from life forever. She knows that only she can make this happen. Then there will be more to 

write about. 

 

 

 

Alan Peter Bailey also keeps a journal and he has plenty to write about. Alan Peter Bailey is 

now more commonly known as Jack, a soubriquet bestowed upon him by the police during 

their hunt to capture him. He is proud of this nickname, it couldnôt be more fitting. For Jack 

was convicted of the murder and disembowelment of five women and the police likened his 

crimes to those of his hero since childhood, Jack the Ripper. It would have been six victims; 

should have been six, but that bitch Ellie Peters got lucky, was rescued just in time when the 

police burst into his house and found him standing over her drugged and inert body, 

preparing himself for that glorious moment of strangulation. Bitch deserved it. They all did. 

 

ñYou still scribbling away in that fucking book, Jack?ò 

 

The voice of the prison guard startles him, brings him back to the here-and-now. He slams the 

journal shut, a guilty thing surprised.  

 

ñPut it away, Jack. Time for some exercise.ò 

 

Alan Peter BaileyðJackðnods his assent and places the journal on his small bed beside him; 

stands up, and holds out his arms ready for his wrists to be cuffed.  

 

 

 

She puts down her glass of red wine and picks up the journal once more; taps her chin with 

her pen for a few moments, then continues writing. 

 

óI saw the little girl in the alleyway again today. She ran away once more but seemed to 

linger a little longer before turning and rushing back in the direction from which sheôd come. 

I like to think that sheôs a little less shy now. Perhaps one day she wonôt run away and we can 

become friends.ô 

 

She smiles, pleased with what she has written. She has no idea who the little girl is, but 

guesses her age at being no more than four. Hair the colour of wheat, intense blue eyes, and a 

slightly bewildered expression on her face. Must, of course, be a neighbourôs child, surely? 
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But as she rarely ventures out of the houseðhas hardly done so after moving here four 

months agoðshe knows nothing about her neighbours: not their names or anything about 

their children. This saddens her; her smile evaporates. Perhaps her neighbours recognize her 

from the pictures of her in the press and want nothing to do with her. Nobody has been round 

to visit. She believes she is tainted with the stigma of being a victim, as if she were complicit 

somehow in her own ordeal. Even the children run away. Oh shit, she thinks, now Iôm just 

being paranoid. It may well be the case that people feel nervous about approaching me, 

unsure of what to say. What do you say to someone who was abducted, held captive, 

drugged, and nearly murdered? If DI Radcliffe and his team hadnôt arrived when they 

didéshe gives an involuntary shiver and sips more wine.  

 

Beth Hanley enters the kitchen and stands behind her mother, who is sitting at the table 

drinking coffee and reading the local newspaper. Beth points at the fridge.  

 

ñYou want juice, honey?ò her mother says. Beth nods her head vigorously. Karen Hanley 

closes the newspaper, rises, and walks towards the fridge. Beth follows her. 

 

ñOrange or apple?ò Karen asks, holding up two cartons. Beth points at the carton containing 

orange juice. Karen smiles, replaces the apple juice, and ruffles Bethôs hair then searches 

amongst the cupboards for a glass.  

 

Beth takes her drink and walks towards the table, taking a chair opposite to where her mother 

had been seated. Karen looks out of the window and sees the young woman who moved 

round here quite recently walking past. Peters, she thinks. Ellie Peters. Oh that poor girl, what 

she must have gone through. I really must make an effort to pop round and introduce myself. 

It must be whatéfour months now since Ellie arrived. Iôll take Beth with me. And then she 

thinks of her six-year-old daughterôs own ordeal two years previously. An abduction which 

Beth had survived, at the hands of a sick pervert. There had been other young kids that hadnôt 

been so lucky. Four, to be exact. But Bethôs ordeal had left her scarred. She hadnôt spoken 

since.  

 

 

 

Ellie hears the doorbell ringing just as she has pointed the remote at the TV and changed 

channels. Frowning, she turns the set off and moves out of her living room into the hallway. 

Her stomach feels like ice, fear grips her insides. She thinks: who could it possibly be? I 

donôt get visitors. There comes a renewed ringing of the bell and Ellie is beginning to 

imagine all sorts of horrors. This is what her life has been reduced to since her abduction: 

living in fear and isolation. The victim who will always be a victim. Vulnerable, lonely and 

permanently terrified. She gingerly opens the front doorðthe security chain is in place (it 

always is, even during the day) ðand through the gap she sees a pretty blonde woman aged 

somewhere in her late twenties, and holding her hand is a little girl aged four or five who 

looks like a miniature version of whom she reasonably assumes to be her mother. 

Recognition of the little girl comes instantly; the child from the alleyway. Ellie heaves a big 

sigh of relief and unlatches the chain. 

 

 

óThere is someone who will carry on my work. I freely hand over my legacy to him. Heôs 

biding his time, waiting for the right moment to strike. He knows who must be next. This 

time she will not escape; the work will be completed.ô 
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Jack closes his journal, a broad smile spreading across his face. Five minutes to lights out. He 

feels both pleased and proud of todayôs brief entry. 

 

 

 

ñSorry for barging in on you like this. I saw you walking past my house this morning, and I 

felt I must come round and introduce Beth and myself.ò 

 

Karen is seated next to Ellie on the sofa; Beth is playing on the rug in front of the fireplace 

with the doll she has brought with her. She is humming softly. Itôs the closest she comes to 

verbal communication these days. 

 

ñOh thatôs okay, Karen. Itôs lovely to see a friendly face. Well, two friendly faces to be exact. 

I thoughtéI worried that people were deliberately avoiding me. Or whether perhaps that was 

just me being paranoid.ò 

 

ñWell, itôs certainly not true in my case. It may be becauseépeople are unsure what to say to 

you, how to approach you.ò 

 

Ellie smiles at this echo of her own thoughts.  

 

ñThatôs the conclusion I came to when Iôd overcome my paranoia.ò 

 

Both girls laugh. The sound causes Beth to look up, confused momentarily; then she too 

starts to giggle. 

 

ñAnd Iôve seen this beautiful little lady a couple of times in the alleyway a few doors away.ò 

 

ñYes, sheôs as slippery as an eel sometimes. I only have to turn my back for a second and 

sheôs gone. Itôs put me in a right panic. In view of what happened to her, I feel like a really 

bad mother sometimes. But she has never gone very far, or for very long.ò 

 

Ellieôs brow furrows. She can see that Karen is deeply troubled by something; something of 

which she seems urgently to want to unburden herself. Although they have only known each 

other for ten minutes, Ellie feels a bond growing between them. Some past trauma that 

involves little Beth? 

 

Ellie reaches for the wine bottle and pours herself another glass. Karen had declined the offer 

of wine in favour of coffee, which she has hardly touched. She is staring intently at her child, 

agitated but with the unmistakeable look of motherly love on her face. 

 

ñTell me all about it, Karen. But only if you want to.ò 

 

Karen wants to, and does so, the words flowing so fast that Ellie is struggling to keep up at 

first; Karen picks up on this, stops speaking, takes a sip of coffee, and resumes her story. This 

time much more slowly. 
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Jack dreams of his shadowy protégé carrying out his grisly but necessary work. The man is 

known to Jack, of course; has been under Jackôs spell since his arrival at the prison. It had 

been so easy, like hypnosis. The prison guard who smuggles tobacco and other luxury goods 

in for his master. The prison guard who accompanies Jack on his daily exercise routines and 

at meal times. Jack watches him in the dream as he stalks Ellie Peters through the dark city 

streets, ready to strike; itôs almost as if Jack is there with him, guiding himé  

 

 

 

Ellie is still sitting in her living room an hour after Karen and Beth have left, stunned by 

Karenôs recounting of the dreadful events of her daughterôs abduction. Of how only a chance 

sighting of the white transit van the police had been searching for was spotted by a routine 

traffic patrol and little Bethðwho had been found bound and gagged in the backðhad been 

saved. It had eerie echoes of her own experience. Beth had been lucky. She herself had been 

lucky. There had certainly been a bond growing between the two older women, Ellie had felt 

that. The bond of suffering, of being a victim of evil. 

 

She thinks of the traumatized Beth, that happy but virtually silent child. She had put the little 

girlôs silence down to a natural shyness which many children have, but now knows better, of 

course. Ellie hopes that the legacy of the little girlôs ordeal wonôt afflict her for the rest of her 

life. The fact that it may indeed do so sends waves of hot, seething anger flowing through her 

body; so intense is this anger that she throws the empty wine glass she has been holding 

against the wall. She rejects the notion of óborn victimsô but knows with deep certainty that 

for some the nightmare will never end, that fear and terror will pursue them wherever they 

go.  

 

Outside, the strong wind has sent clouds on a mad race across the gradually darkening sky. 

Ellie draws the curtains, checks that the front door is bolted and the security chain is in place, 

then walks slowly up the stairs to her bedroom. This is the time she fears the most, trapped 

and vulnerable inside her darkest nightmares. 

 

THE END 

 

NOW AVAILABLE FROM ROGUE PLANET PRESS: 

http://www.lulu.com/shop/rogue-planet-press/hammer-of-the-gods/paperback/product-22974027.html
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THE TRUTH SHALL SET YOU FREE, BUT TRUE KNOWLEDGE KILLS by Jake 

Cosmos Aller 

 

Ever since that fateful night when I was indoctrinated into the ñTrue Knowledge,ò I have 

looked at the world in a different light. It all went down so fast. After learning the secret 

history of the last five thousand years, I saw everything in a different, more sinister and dark 

light. The list of people who have been brought into the conspiracy reads like a list of the 

most prominent political and business leaders of world history. Trump was on the list as well 

as Pence and most of the Senate, and most members of the media. It seemed like everyone 

who matters was not whom they seemed to be but were part of this evil cabal. 

 

I work for the government, just one of the army of govbots who float in and out of the Metro 

system every morning commuting to their jobs with the government and back home to their 

suburban townhouses. The day my world came crashing down on me began as I picked up a 

brochure from the ñLyndon LaRouche Groupò at the Foggy Bottom Metro in downtown D.C. 

I commented to my colleagues on the way home that I enjoyed reading it, although I did not 

believe most of his conspiracy theories he had a point, a lot of good points. We laughed it off 

as a big joke.  

 

A few days later I was getting on the train, when a middle age nondescript white man, with 

brownish hair, about 6 feet tall, dressed like any other middle age white suburban federal 

employee in a conservative suit and tieðprobably on his way home to his suburban home in 

Virginia, bumped into me. He apologized and slipped me the following note. I saw the note 

when I got home and connected it with the strange incident at the subway. 

 

The note read, ñLyndon used to work for us. He knows most of the truth. We left him alone 

because we are able to ensure that no one takes his writings seriously. My job is to prevent 

knowledge of the truth; the so-called ñtrue knowledgeò gets out. Anyone who appears to be 

taking his stuff seriously has to be followed and either brought into the game or neutralized. 

Be very careful. Our agents are watching you like a hawk and have your internet connections 

under constant surveillance. Your phone and house are tapped. We have enough already to 

get you into serious trouble with your bosses as we know you are an internal dissenter. And 

we know that you like pornography and we know about several of your affairs and we have 

copies of e-mails you sent to various women with shall we say suggestive comments that 

could be misconstrued. We have even faked a few photos and videotapes of you engaging in 

some of your fantasies. By the way, you are a good writer!  

  

ñNext time we contact you, make sure you come to the meeting spot. I will meet you and 

explain further. Momentous events are about to happen and you can either be on the inside on 

the winning team or on the outside or probably end up dying like most of your fellow human 

beings. It will be your choice, my friend. We believe that you could be an asset, ðyou can 

write and speak persuasively, you have lots of loyal friends and most importantly you are 

probably intelligent enough to know that being on the winning ticket is usually the right 

choice to make for you and your family. Remember, tell no one about thisðnot even your 

wife. Do not try to contact us through the La Roche Groupðthey have been compromised. 

We will be in touch.ò 

 

Agent Spartacus X  
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I said that this could not be happening, must be some sort of vicious joke. In any event, I am 

intrigued enough to get out the Lyndon pamphlet from the trash and read it. 

 

Lyndon posits a grand conspiracy of British and American big bankers working together 

since the 15th century to continue to secretly dominate the world. The roots of the conspiracy 

date back to the Knight Templars of the middle ages which morphed into the Freemasons, 

then the fabled Illuminati. Most recently, they have been associated with the Council on 

Foreign Relations, The Bohemian Club, and The Project for a New American Century. They 

are often now often called the Vulcans or the Neocons. But the Neocons are just a small 

American inner circle of a much broader interrelated international conspiracy.  

 

They had almost succeeded in their plans when the Great Depression came along and laid 

waste to their plans. Lyndon argues that the Great Depression was engineered by themð

others disagree. But all of the paranoid writers I read agreed that in response to the Great 

Depression, they took advantage of the chaos and engineered the rise of Hitler, Mussolini, 

and Tojo and were working to bring Britain and the U.S. into the fold. Their goalða Pan 

Germanic-Anglo dominated world fascist system to fight against the evils of Communism 

and Socialism. The Birchers and others thought that Communism was also part of their 

master plot, others disagree. They thought that the U.S. would fall into place and eventually 

Hitler would unite the Germanic and Anglo worlds into a grand empire that would control the 

world forever. They would run the Empire through charismatic fools like Hitler. They would 

have continual wars which are good for business and they would have periodic depressions to 

ensure that they can continually buy up their competitors. Franklin Roosevelt disrupted their 

plans, as did Truman, Kennedy, Carter, Clinton and Obama. Nixon, Ford and Bush 1, 

Cheney, was part of the Conspiracy as was Hillary Clinton, Bill Clinton was not. Reagan and 

Bush 11 were merely useful puppets. Obama was fighting against them but was constrained 

by the entire deep state which is filled with members of the cabal. Donald Trump and Pence 

were merely their latest puppets, although Pence was part of the inner circle, Trump was not 

trusted to be ñdisciplinedò enough to be let in on the truth. 

  

One day I see Agent Spartacus on the subway. I go up to him and ask him how is doing, 

acting as if he is a fellow employee that I have not seen in a while. He responds, ñJust fine.ò 

He then whispers, ñCheck your phone for a message in 10 minutes.ò He jumps on the Orange 

train and I wait for the Blue train. At King Street station, my phone beeps with a message.  

 

ñMeet me Friday night at ñCoyote Uglyò at 6 pm. Be on time. We will have a drink there and 

then find someplace we can talk quietly. Be prepared to spend a couple of hours. Your wife 

will be out of town on business. Remember we are watching you and monitoring you. 

Spartacus.ò 

  

I was freaked out after reading the message. My wife had not mentioned any business trip. I 

go home and she tells me she has to go out of town on Friday for a weeklong trip to Ft Hood 

on TDY. My wife was in the military, I was used to her constant TDYôs on short notice, and I 

knew that sometimes she could not tell me what she was really up to as her clearances 

outranked mine by an order of magnitude. But how Spartacus knew bothered me. Was my 

wife part of the conspiracy? I knew that I had to meet him. What he was hinting was 

monstrous. And the possibility that my wife was involved even more horrible. I knew if I told 

her my suspicions, she would laugh it off and tell me to lay off the Science Fiction novels for 

a while. The possibility that she could be working with them also entered my mind and 

stayed there like a stubborn weed that would not die.  
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And if she were part of this conspiracy would she tell me or them? I thought that I could not 

go to the authorities because it seemed clear that many of the senior officers were part of this 

dark conspiracy and no one would believe me. I would be dismissed as a nut case, possibly 

hauled to a psychiatric hospital, or just made to disappear, at the very least, my security 

clearance would be yanked, and I would be unemployed if not unemployable. And since they 

have also strongly warned me to be quiet I knew the risks would be pretty high so, despite my 

burning desire to talk things over with my wife, I kept quiet.  

 

Friday night I go to Coyote Ugly. I sit down. Spartacus is not there. A beautiful Korean 

woman wearing skin-tight blue jeans, showing off her great ass, a tank top with long black 

hair running down her back and lovely almond-shaped eyes, and a cute face sits down 

unasked and tells me that Spartacus sent his regards but could not make it. She would go to 

dinner with me instead. I am suspicious that some sort of honey trap was being set up against 

me. I looked around for cameras and surveillance but realized that they would probably be 

hidden. I resolve to keep my wits about me, not drink and not give into temptation, although 

when she went off to the restroom her luscious ass tempted me. The old blues standard by 

Junior Wells, ñEveryone Getting Some But Meò starts playing on the jukebox. I listen to my 

favourite line, ñA girl in skin-tight pants walk on by, with an ass so fine my eyeballs hurtò 

and I said to myself. ñDamn. They are good. They even know that I am an ass man, love the 

blues and this song in particular, and I love Asian women. Damn.ò  

 

I pay my bill and we enter a nearby sushi place. She seems to be a regular. We order some 

sushi and soju to drink. A message pops up  

 

ñJake. Could not make it. Miss Lee works for me. She will give you a letter. Read it and 

leave or stay and have fun with her. She will do anything and everything you ever wanted 

from a woman sexually. She has been instructed to seduce you as a honeypot approach. Not 

my idea, but my superiors. I would rather play you straight up with the facts. But if you do go 

with her know that it will be recorded and used against you if you step out of line. But on the 

other hand, she is good and we know what you like as we have read your sex fantasies. You 

are a good writer, my friend. So if you do it, enjoy. We will meet next week after you read 

the letter and survive this first test. Spartacusò  

 

I ask Miss Lee in Korean if she knew what was going on. She laughs and said that she was 

told to give me a letter, and then to show me a good time. She also said that she was told 

what I liked and wanted me to have her any way I wanted her, ñIncluding my ass as I know 

you are an Assman. I loved your Assman stories.ò I thanked her and asked her for the letter.  

 

I take the letter and decide to read it on the train home. I decided to not go forward with the 

rest of the planned events as I thought showing a little independence might be a good 

insurance policy. I apologize to Miss Lee. She asked me why I did not want her. I told her 

that I felt guilty being with her and had to go home. She told me to take her home. I ended up 

kissing her and taking her phone number and e-mail address. She told me she knew that she 

would succeed in seducing me as no one has ever turned her down before. She laughed and 

said, ñYouôll see. No one has ever resisted my charms. Read the letter and then decide.ò 

 

I leave the restaurant and read the letter on the yellow line subway home:  
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ñBy now you should be aware of our power and reach. Your wife is not yet a member of the 

inner circle but we will approach her if you decide to join. We think she would be also an 

excellent choice. But each approach is different as you can well imagine. By now, you either 

have decided to have a good time with Miss Lee or have decided to decline in a mistaken 

impression that showing a little independence would be a good move. Either way would 

result in the same thingðeither you will have some great sex which we will film or we will 

take pictures of you and Miss Lee and morph them into a nice porn movie which we will send 

to your wife, your boss, and your security folks one week from today unless you agree to the 

following: 

 

ñMeet me Sunday night at the sushi place. Bring flowers for Miss Lee. If you turn her down, 

she will be miffed, as she does not take rejection lightly. She is determined to seduce you, 

you know. You were the first to turn her down. Took a lot of guts to do that. Oh well. When 

we meet, I will then tell you the whole story. You can then go with Miss Lee or not. Your 

choice but remember the video is already being produced so you might as well enjoy her 

while you can. We have lots of work to do soon so I have to bring you in sooner than we 

usually do. Consider Miss Lee as a reward for joining. First of many as the members of the 

inner circle can have anything they want and will after D-day. Join us in being masters of the 

universe. D day is coming soon.ò  

 

Spartacus 

 

I get off the subway, take a taxi home. I call my wife and resist the impulse to tell her 

everything and wonder if she has already been approached. And what would be the approach 

they would use on her? 

 

Sunday evening I meet Miss Lee at the restaurant. I give her flowers and we have dinner. She 

is flirting up a storm and I find my resistance melting. I figure that was part of the plan and 

have decided to go with the flow. I think, ñwhy not fool around? After all the video has 

already been made? Right? ñ 

 

Spartacus shows up and the mood turns serious. Miss Lee is now totally professional and 

serious. Spartacus looks tired. He takes me into the back room and begins his tale of woe. I 

listen and donôt want to believe any of it. It was so monstrous and evil but I knew he was 

telling the truth. And boy the truth did not set me free let me tell ya. 

 

Spartacus starts off, 

 

ñLyndon was one of our human operatives. He was a rising star, but had an attack of guilt and 

left us. We debated whether to kill him or not. I suggested that we let him go, discredit him 

but use him as bait. Anyone who reads his stuff can be identified and those who show signs 

that they believe it and might be persuaded to join us we could recruit. The others can be 

eliminated. So we persecuted Lyndon, made him look like a paranoid idiot and we kept 

feeding him disinformation which he would disseminate. 

 

What he writes about is only part of the truth and is the most visible, most documented part 

of the story and mostly true with some disinformation in it. For example, Lyndon 

misunderstood Hitlerôs rise to power. Hitler was a stooge, a ñuseful foolò in Leninôs phrase 

and Lenin and Stalin were part of our inner circle as was Mussolini and Tojo. Roosevelt was 

our enemy as has been most of the Democratic leadership. Thatôs why we are hard at work to 
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destroy the Democratic Party and install a right-wing republican one party state under our 

control but with ñuseful foolsò like Trump as figureheads. Donald was not one of us, but we 

control him because the Neocon cabal is all part of our inner circle. Most are human, but 

some are fellow Sirians. Cheney, Pence, Mattias and Wolfowitz are Sirian as well, most of 

the rest of the Neocons are humans. Putin and Xi are Sirians.  

 

The aim of our plot? Total domination of the world, then a planned destruction of the world-

wide civilization through nuclear, and biological warfare where 90 percent of humanity will 

be destroyed. We will clean up the pieces and establish a worldwide dictatorship. Then the 

invasion begins and humanity is enslaved forever to the power of the master race, the Sirians.  

 

Most of the people who work with us do not know that they are working for the Sirians. But 

it does not matter. If you are with us, you will be rewarded with power, wealth, and access to 

Sirian medical technological wonders, allowing you to live to 20,000 years or more like us 

Sirians. If you oppose us, you will be thrown out into the world to be destroyed along with 

most of the rest of your dismal race. 

 

I am a Sirian. We came to your planet five thousand years ago. We set up a colony, which 

you know as Atlantis. It was destroyed in a nuclear war between two factions of our raceð

the progressives who wanted to establish their version of democracy and what you might 

consider fascists or realists, as we like to think of ourselves. When you see the real me you 

will see that the progressive and fascist groups are actually different races of Sirians. We are 

red in colour and much more muscular and frankly more intelligent and realistic. They are 

green in colour and smaller and filled with useless compassion. They still exist and 

occasionally cause us trouble. We are always watching to make sure that they do not try to 

approach our human agents and corrupt them with pernicious ñliberal or progressiveò ideasð

to use the current phrasesðnonsense. 

 

But I digress. The Fascists won the war but Atlantis was destroyed. Most of the Sirian race on 

earth was killed in the war. Those of us Fascists left formed a tight little group and decided 

that we would bid our time, build out forces, take over the planet, and when the earth had 

achieved sufficient levels of technology contact our home world, and await instructions.  

 

The progressives formed their own group and disappeared spending their time trying to 

enlighten humankind. What a load of crap. They just were misunderstood and killed for their 

troubles. Jesus, Buddha, Mohamed, Confucius, Sai Babaðall Sirian democratic losers every 

one of them.  

 

Some of the progressive Sirians disappeared into the wilderness and their descendants 

gradually intermarried with the natives and their descendants became the Cherokee and other 

civilized tribes. None of the Cherokees knew that they were actually descended from aliens 

from Sirius and native people. Although the Cherokee and Hopi have legends that their 

ancestors came from the Stars. Thus in a way you are part Sirian as we know your mother is 

half Cherokee. We actually tested your DNA and yes, you have traces of Sirian DNA in you.  

 

The question of what to do about humans became the key issue dividing the Sirian raceð

then and now. Our red group thought that you earth people were hopelessly backward, 

superstitious, and barely capable of intelligence. We felt that we should kill most of you off, 

then enslave the rest. That is still our plan. Besides, on our home world, we rose to power by 

killing off a rival species that were humanoid looking. Ever since then Sirians have had it in 
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for humanoids and primate species. All part of the master plan for total domination of the 

galaxy. 

  

Well, as you can imagine, it was very difficult hiding amongst your people for all of these 

thousands of years. Most of us are now what you would consider early middle age.  

 

Until very recently, we were limited by your technology as our spaceships and most of our 

technology had all been destroyed in Atlantis. Only 100 of our race survived, most of the 

Fascist side. We lost track of the progressives who have gone deep underground. We have 

managed to reproduce and now there are about 10,000 of us scattered around the world, most 

in senior levels of government and business. And we estimate that there are several thousand 

Progressives mostly working in religious or academic institutions.  

 

Among other difficulties, we are hidden within human bodies that are artificially created 

skins. Our real appearance is not human at all. We look like birds or reptiles in our real 

selves. Few humans have ever seen us as we really look. We have the ability to manipulate 

thoughts and thus few are able to see us as we really look, even when we are out of the suits. 

 

We wear the suits whenever we are around humans as maintaining thought control is very 

tiresome. HP Lovecraft saw us and he went mad and wrote his ñCthulhuò stories about us. 

Others have seen us on our retreats in the woods and we have been called many names 

through the years, óñwerewolves, vampires, ghouls, ghosts, demons, goblins, trolls, Satan, the 

devil, witchesðyou name it weôve been called it. Bad for our self-esteem donôt ya think. 

ñThe damn progressives get better press and are often seen as ñangelsò. 

 

We have tried intermarriage with your race and have found for the most part it does not work 

too well as our two DNA structures are incompatible. But, nonetheless, there have been 

successful offspring of such interspecies sex. Thus, there are thousands of part-Sirian people 

as some of our people intermarried with your species. Interspecies sex is highly discouraged 

at least among the realist faction; although sex with part Sirians is the norm, and we have 

been influenced by the fact that you humans are a very randy species, much more that is the 

norm among civilizes species. The progressive faction has largely assimilated into your race. 

 

Those stories of alien abductions etc. are true for the most part as are stories of UFOôs. We 

have been able to rebuild spaceships but they are not interplanetary, as we do not have 

technological resources to do so since most of our technology had been destroyed and those 

technicians who knew how to maintain the ships and build them all died in the war anyway. 

Besides our Sirian, leaders back home do not trust us. They want us to stay here and do their 

bidding whether than return home.  

 

We communicate with each other in Sirian through secure communications and now through 

the internet. The NSA and other government snoops keep picking up strange language chatter 

on the internet but since we control the spooks, they never follow up.  

 

We have been in touch with Mother Planet. Our instructions are to set off Armageddon and 

destroy the planet. The invasion begins after the nuclear war is over and most people have 

been killed and your technological infrastructure destroyed. We will then take over and 

enslave humanity. Those humans who helped us will be given top jobs in the Sirian 

administration and eventually given full citizenship rights for them and their families. Most 

people will be killed or enslaved. Think what happened to the Indians? That was a Sirian plot 
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from the beginning. We wanted to kill off all the Indians but particularly wanted to destroy 

the so-called civilized tribes, as we knew that the Progressive faction had intermarried with 

the Indians.  

 

Most of human history has been the result of Sirian plots. The problem we have is that you 

humans are so hard to predict, rule, control etc. And our biggest problem is with intellectuals. 

Once they know the full story either they go mad, or they try to warn their fellow humans, or 

they kill themselves. The 10 percent who survive after hearing the true story usually join our 

movement. And on course the damn progressives are always watching us, trying to warn 

humankind of the impending danger. But as you know few will ever believe the truth. So 

your choice today:  

 

Join us, or resist us and die. We are launching WW111 very soon. Once the war has been 

launched, nuclear winter will ensure and most of the earth will enter an ice age. We will then 

invade and take over the habitable areas and use slave labour to mine for minerals etc under 

the ice. Sirians like cold icy planets as that is like our home planet. Your planet is too hot for 

our liking anyway.ò 

 

I stopped him and asked a series of follow-up questions. Finally, I tell them the only way they 

could prove they were telling the truth was to reveal themselves as they really were. 

 

Agent Spartacus said,  

 

ñVery well. Agent Lee is only part human. She is one of the few successful hybrids. She 

looks human but a blood test would reveal alien DNA. I am pure Syrian and have long 

opposed the inter-species experiments as being anti-natural and degrading to the Sirian race. I 

really donôt give a ratôs ass about you humans. Follow me and you will see. But you do take a 

risk that you will freak out and become a madman.ò 

 

We walk into the back room. Agent Spartacus removes his skin-tight clothing. Underneath it 

laid a hideous, repulsive ugly reptile like biped creature minus a tail. Dark red with black 

strips on both sides. His face looked like a birdôs face with sharp beaks, beady red eyes, and a 

mouth full of sharp teeth. The top of his head had horns on it. He laughs, and said,  

 

ñSee why most humans believe in a real devil?ò  

  

I could see why most people would freak out at the sight. He was just hideous to look at. 

Must be something inbred in humans to instantly fear and loathe their real appearance. I am 

having a hard time coping and want to throw up. Agent Lee had also stripped revealing an 

even more alluringly beautiful woman that I had imagined. I was tempted but knowing that 

she was half-alien and in league with these evil creatures turned my stomach.  

 

I tell agent Spartacus and Agent Lee that I had to think about it and went home. I wrote this 

all down and sent it off to my best friends and of course my wife. I hope that this does not 

result in a death sentence for me, but so be it. I have to do the right thing. I have resolved to 

search out and join the resistance led by the progressive Syrians. I hope there is still time to 

derail ñArmageddonò but I fear that time is running out. 

 

Jake Lee 
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THE END 

 

Now available from Schlock! Publications: 
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HULDER by Mathias Jansson  

 

A shadow sneaking in the forest 

with long blonde hair 

and tempting blue eyes 

a shy creature only dressed 

in moonlight and mist 

A fool he was 

when he followed her 

into the dark woods 

and finally caught her 

leaning her back 

against an old oak 

With desire he embraced 

her nude firm body 

and found a rotten tree 

filled with crawling bugs 

spiders and millipedes 

Root and branches entangled him 

ivory stretched its green fingers 

deep down his throat 

into his eyes and ears 

paving the way 

for thousands of insects 

to invade his defenceless body 

Years later they found his skeleton 

pierced by a tree 

in a great circle of oaks 

a macabre graveyard 

filled with her victims. 

 

THE END 

 

NOW AVAILABLE F ROM ROGUE PLANET PRESS: 

Sword and Planet 
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http://www.lulu.com/shop/rogue-planet-press/sword-planet/paperback/product-23093665.html
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THEY COME IN THE SNOW by Ellis Hastings 

 

Act IIðMessages, Splinters, and Blood 

 

Recap of Act I: In the first act, we were brought to a cold day in February 1855, somewhere 

in the Utah territories, where we found four men who had been snowed into a lodge. Joe 

Edmondsða gambler and borderline alcoholic owns the lodge, offering shelter to an elderly 

chicken farmer named Whitey Douglass, a cowboy named Corey Baggett, and an unnamed 

Sheriff. During a snowstorm, Whitey discovers a loose tree outside. After losing a bet, Corey 

is sent out to chop it down. A snow flurry picks up, hiding him from view. When it subsides, 

the cowboy and tree are nowhere to be found. Instead, there is a strange, deformed creature 

lurking on the outskirts of the property. Concern begins to settle over the men, when Joeð

slightly drunk off whiskey and irrationally confidentðtakes the Sheriffôs gun and heads 

outside to confront the person or creature. As soon as Joe steps out, another snow flurry, like 

the one that started when the Cowboy exited the lodge, begins. Panicked screams followed by 

several gun shots are heard outside. When the flurry subsides, Joe and the figure are both 

gone, leaving Whitey and the Sheriff alone in the lodge. Act II picks up with the men sitting by 

the door, trying to process what had just happened.  

 

1. 

 

The Sheriff and Whitey sat silently across from each other in the chairs by the window. The 

Chicken Farmer occasionally peered towards the forest. Goose pimples spread across his 

arms like a bad rash while the hairs on the back of his neck grew warm and stood up. 

Something was watching him; he was sure of it. But what and where the Hell could it be? 

The stables caught his eye. He wondered how his stallion was doing out there. He had 

covered it with a blanket to keep it warm in the snow and gave it plenty of food and water, 

but the stables werenôt heated. 

 

Out of the blue, his intuition began telling him he needed to get far away from the lodge. The 

ever-so-familiar feeling of dread rumbled in the Chicken Farmerôs gut as he found himself 

irrationally wondering if he would be better off trying for home now, instead of waiting out 

the storm. It had come on suddenly, but it could be gone by the morning. However, it could 

also stretch on for days. With each passing hour, Whitey felt the thing hunting him and the 

Sheriff growing closer. They wouldnôt last another several days. Hell, they may not even 

make it to dawn. 

  

ñWhatôs got your tongue?ò The Sheriff croaked. For a split second, Whitey wondered if it 

would be possible for the man to read his mind.  

 

Thatôs crazy.  

 

ñWhatôs crazy?ò  

 

Whiteyôs heart skipped a beat until he realized he had accidentally said what he was thinking 

aloud.  

  

ñUméò he paused, eyes wandering to the window.  
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The Sheriff took note of the peculiar way the man was acting and began to grow weary of 

him. 

 

Finally, Whitey found the words, ñI was just thinking of how those two seemed to have 

vanished without a trace. Crazy, ainôt it?ò  

 

The Sheriff nodded silently; trying to maintain eye contact with the strange man. Whiteyôs 

eyes continued diverting back to the forest.  

  

ñWhiteyôs your name, isnôt it?ò  

  

The Chicken Farmer nodded; never breaking his thousand-mile-stare with the white sea of 

trees, ñWell, itôs William, but I go by Whitey.ò  

  

ñHowôd you end up in this lodge, Whitey?ò  

  

ñWas heading West to California. I was going to visit my sister when the snow hit,ò  

 

A pause, then, ñWhat brings you here, Sheriff?ò  

  

ñWifeôs got me on the hot seat. You a married man?ò  

  

ñI canôt say that I am. Well, I was but my lady fell ill with some real bad stomach illness 

and,ò The Chicken Farmer sighed, ñshe never recovered.ò  

  

ñHow long did the marriage last?ò  

 

For the entire duration of the conversation, the Chicken Farmer continued peering through the 

blurry glass; refusing to make eye contact with his interrogator. 

  

ñWe had just recently celebrated our twentieth year when the sickness took hold.ò  

  

Sensing he was on to something, the Sheriff pressed deeper, ñAlthough my wifeôs been 

giving me the cold shoulder as of late, I canôt imagine the sorrow of losing her like that. That 

pain must be enough to drive any sane man mad.ò 

  

Finally, the Chicken Farmer broke sight of the woods. He turned his head back to the Sheriff; 

a distrustful look on his face, when a steady series of three knocks rapped on the door. Then, 

Whitey forgot that the lawman had been subtly interrogating him as fear swelled inside his 

stomach. He jumped from his chair and rushed to the window then peered out. However, the 

awkward positioning of the window made it impossible to see who was outside. 

  

Slowly, the Sheriff stood up and walked to the door before stopping.  

  

ñWhoôs there?ò He asked in a commanding tone.  

  

ñThe Hell you mean whoôs there? Itôs me, dammit. Who else would it be?ò The voice of Joe 

said from the other side.  

  

ñWhere the Hellôd you go?ò  
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ñI went to take a piss. Now let me in, itôs cold as the bottom level of Hell out here!ò  

  

ñYou find Corey?ò  

  

ñThe Cowboy?ò 

 

This struck the Sheriff as odd. Joe must have a bad memory forgetting his new friendôs name.  

  

ñYes. You know, the one who you were gambling with for nearly an hour.ò 

  

ñYeah, heôs dropping trou out in the woods, like I told you.ò  

 

The Chicken Farmer shuddered upon hearing this phrase. It was as if the creature outside had 

been listening in on them. That, or it really was the Gambler standing outside.  

 

ñOpen the damn door, Sheriff.ò  

  

ñJust a few more questions,ò the Sheriff said.  

  

ñItôs cold as Hell out here!ò The voice suddenly changed in tone slightly before quickly 

reverting to the voice of the Gambler. ñLet us in,ò accidentally slipped out. 

  

The Sheriff paused and looked back to the Chicken Farmer whose eyes were fixed on 

something on the ground.  

  

ñUs?ò The Sheriff said, ñI thought you said Coreyôs out emptying his bowels. Who else is 

with you, Joe?ò  

  

ñNo one, itôs just that,ò a tense pause, ñI think there was something following me when I was 

out in the woods and I really donôt care for standing out here any longer.ò  

  

ñWhat was following you?ò  

  

ñSome odd-looking fellow.ò  

  

ñDescribe this man.ò 

  

Joe paused, then replied with a hint of a snicker in his voice, ñYou know, like that creature 

we saw standing outside before I ran into the woods. Long arms, crooked neck, and an old 

jacket on. I think I saw its face out by the trees which is what startled me. Call me a loon, but 

I couldôve sworn that thing had no eyes, just two slits for a nose and a giant hole where its 

mouth should have been.ò 

  

Now, with multiple red flags raised, the Sheriff turned back to the Chicken Farmer with a 

doubtful look on his face. Whiteyôs eyes were still fixated on the bottom of the door. 

Suddenly, the old man lifted his gaze to the Sheriff and extended one long arm towards the 

floor. 

  

ñDonôt let him in, Sheriff,ò Whitey said, Adamôs apple bobbing frivolously.  
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ñAre you shittinô me?ò Joe shouted from behind the door with a hard bang of his fist against 

the wood. It slightly sounded like Joe had plunged a blade into the old maple.  

ñIôm freezing my sack off out here, let me in!ò  

  

The Sheriff ignored him and instead focused on the frightened man behind him, ñWhy do you 

say that, Whitey?ò 

  

The Chicken Farmer swallowed his courage, ñL-l-look at the bottom of the door.ò  

 

The Sheriff did as instructed, and turned his attention to the crack at the bottom. 

 

ñIf there was someone standing out there, then thereôd be a shadow.ò 

 

Although it seemed impossible, Whitey was right, the voice of Joe was coming from 

immediately behind the door but there was no shadow of anyone standing behind it. 

  

Finally, the act was dropped. The voice changed so that it was no longer Joeôs, but was 

instead a low, indistinct growl.  

  

ñLet us in.ò 

 

Finding himself at a loss for words, but with a crazy idea to swing the door open and ambush 

whatever waited outside, the Sheriff grasped the cold handle and looked back to Whitey with 

a shrug. 

  

ñDonôt do it!ò the old man shouted. 

  

ñSheriff, we could hear you all talking in there. Our ears are already with you. Itôs only a 

matter of time until we get ourselves the rest of the way in.ò  

  

ñWhat the Hell are you?ò The Sheriff said. He refused to budge until he got an answer. He 

wasnôt so much afraid as he was dumbfounded. Superstitious was one thing the Sheriff never 

considered himself, but this strange turn of events was peculiar, to say the least.  

  

ñLet us in,ò the voice repeated, ignoring his previous inquiry.  

  

ñDonôt!ò The Chicken Farmer echoed, halfway cowering behind a chair.  

  

ñSuit yourself,ò the voice said with a harsh laugh sounding like gravel being dragged across 

the dirt. The voice went quiet as the Sheriff and Chicken Farmer looked back and forth from 

each other to the door.  

  

ñWhat the Hellôs that mean?ò Whitey whispered, trying to keep his voice low enough in case 

the eavesdroppers were listening in.  

 

ñThey can hear us?ò The old man sounded exasperated, ñIé I donôté understand. How? 

Why? Who? Who are they?ò  

  

ñWhitey, youôve got to get a hold of yourself,ò The Sheriff said in a stern yet calm tone.  
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ñGet a hold of myself?ò Whiteyôs eyes darted from the door to the window then to the Sheriff 

and back again.  

  

ñYouôve got a look in your eyes.ò 

 

Finally, the old manôs rapidly scanning orbits fell on the Sheriff. Velvet bruises sagged along 

the bottom of the sockets. Bloody red strings of yarn sat practically bulging in the whites. The 

Chicken Farmer seemed to have aged twenty years in the last ten minutes.  

  

ñWhat do you mean, Sheriff?ò  

  

The Sheriff sucked at his teeth, then said, ñWhen youôve been a Sheriff for as long as I have, 

even in a small town such as Carverôs Creek, you learn over time to read a personôs intentions 

based on the expression and mannerisms painted on their face.ò  

 

Whiteyôs lower lip twitched and he bit nervously at it until a thin line of blood rolled down 

the skin, making a turn along the curve of his chin and dropped between the cracks in the 

floorboards.  

 

ñWhitey,ò The Sheriff said, ñYouôve got madness in your eyes.ò  

  

Whiteyôs head began twitching slightly in what must have been an attempt to shake it in 

denial, ñWhat do you think Iôm going to do, Sheriff? Ié Iôm not mad. Iôm justé terrified.ò  

  

The Sheriff sighed, but before he could say anything further, the rattling of tin cans being 

shaken came from the door. When the two men fixed their eyes upon the bottom of the door, 

they both froze in morbid curiosity and fear. A slim, almost-skeleton hand had slid beneath 

the crack. Pale, ghostlike skin strained tightly against the disfigured bones of the hand, 

highlighting every crooked tendon and vein. Lacerated fingers dug into the wood; nails 

chipping and tearing from the bedding as the long fingers pulled the palm of the hand and 

wrist further and further into the room until the pale hand grew into a pale arm that seemed to 

reach out an inhuman four-feet before being stopped at the elbow.  

  

Slowly, the Sheriff turned his attention to his blade which sat wedged in the floorboard just 

inches to the right of the hand.  

  

ñOf course,ò he muttered under his breath as he scratched that option from the list. He turned 

his attention back to the Chicken Farmer who stood frozen with his arms raised as if trying to 

defend himself from an attacker. Whiteyôs face had completely drained of blood and his eyes 

bulged from the already swollen sockets. The expression of pure unadulterated terror in the 

old manôs face would be amusing in another situation. Deciding that Whitey would also have 

no idea of what to do, the Sheriff simply took another step away from the hand. 

  

A floorboard squealed under the weight of the lawman. When this happened, the hand moved 

quickly as if awoken from a slumber. The fingers rose and the tendons along the wrist 

tightened as the hand revealed its palm to the men. Encrypted in the centre of the flesh was an 

eye. At first, both men assumed the eye was a very detailed drawing until it began to move. 
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Rolling hauntingly, the shrivelled orbit scanned the room. It first looked at the Sheriff who 

regarded it with disgust, then panned over to the Chicken Farmer who remained frozen in the 

same position. The eye watched Whitey for a good deal longer than the Sheriffðit was as if 

it knew or wanted something from him. The Sheriff turned his attention to the old man who 

was literally quivering in his boots, then grabbed him by the shoulders and guided him to a 

chair across the room. When he looked back, the Sheriff saw that, to no surprise, the eye had 

followed his every movement. Whitey let out a whining squeal as he exhaled. Suddenly, a 

long grating sound called out to them as the hand quickly removed itself from the lodge. The 

Sheriff rushed to the spot the hand had just been and tore his blade free from the floor, then 

sprinted to the door and undid the latch. 

 

ñSheriff, donôt,ò Whitey begged. 

 

Ignoring the Chicken Farmerôs plea, the Sheriff threw the door open; knife held in a striking 

position. Neither the hand nor whomeverðor whateverðit belonged to was in sight. Instead, 

he was greeted by the hatchet that Corey had taken with him outside. The blade was wedged 

into the snow and was surrounded by tiny brown particles that looked to the Sheriff like 

oddly coloured ants. Scooping up a handful of snow, he saw that these tiny objects were 

pieces of wood. The Sheriffôs eyes went wide as he jumped to his feet and spun around. The 

broken splinters had come from the door to the lodge. And upon that door from which they 

came was a name carved into the oak.  

 

Corey the cowboy. 

 

TO BE CONTINUED 
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