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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 no longer review published and self-

published novels directly, although we are willing to accept reviews from other writers.  

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.  
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This week’s cover illustration is A visit to the witch by Edward F Brewtnall. Graphic design 

© by Gavin Chappell, logo design © by C Priest Brumley.  
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IT CAME FROM INSIDE THE INKWELL! Horror Comics and Comic Horror from 
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BROTHER THOMAS’S NIGHT by Francis-Marie Chatillon—Oh, Thomas, you are in 

trouble… HORROR 

THE CASTLE OUROBOROS Part Twenty by Rob Bliss—He, too, called me mad… 

GOTHIC HORROR 

DEAR ZACHARY by Alex Z Salinas—Blood soaked into their hands… HORROR 
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SOLITARY RULES by Chanelle Loftness—Found you… HORROR 

DOMESTIKA Part Nine by GK Murphy—A conniving witch…HORROR 

PLANETOID 127 Chapter Four by Edgar Wallace—“Halt!” he said. “Or I’ll shoot!” 
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EDITORIAL 

 

This week, a monk meets with a terrifying temptation. Kasimir Kohl outlines his sister’s 

future. Zachary’s father finds something to believe in. John C Adams reviews ‘Burnt 

Offerings’ by Robert Marasco. And Jojo makes a mistake.  

 

In Cumbria, George Carpenter sneaks two hookers into his hotel bedroom. The murderer 

opens fire at Tim Lensman. And Polaris of the Snows witnesses death. 

 

—Gavin Chappell 

 

Now available from Rogue Planet Press: Lovecraftiana Lammas Eve 2019 

 

http://www.lulu.com/shop/rogue-planet-press/lovecraftiana-lammas-eve-2019/paperback/product-24191844.html
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IT CAME FROM INSIDE THE INKWELL! 

 

Vincent is an artist who has consistently been on assignment in the art world for over 

twenty years. Throughout his career he has acquired a toolbox of diverse skills (from 

freehand drawing to digital design, t shirt designer to muralist). His styles range from the 

wildly abstract to pulp style comics.  

 

In 2013, his work in END TIMES won an award in the Best Horror Anthology category 

for that year. When Vincent is not at his drawing board he can be found in the classroom 

teaching cartooning and illustration to his students at Westchester Community College in 

Valhalla NY.  

 

He lives in Mamaroneck NY with his wife Jennie and dog Skip.  

 

https://www.freelanced.com/vincentdavis 
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BROTHER THOMAS’S NIGHT by Francis-Marie Chatillon 

 

Anno Domini 1349, and a cold early evening winter’s sleet dashes against the monastery of 

St. Michael and St. Denis, high on the montagne de salut in the mountainous Luberon in 

France. Borne of a bitter wind that buffets the granite building like so many vengeful demons 

trying to flood in, young Br. Thomas stands like a stone at the small glassless window of his 

cell. He stares into the growing darkness with an increasing sense of dread. Dread but not 

despair: no, never despair; for therein lies the way of damnation, the path to the Evil One, he 

“Who roams around like a raging lion seeking whom he may devour.” Thomas mutters this to 

himself, remembering the reading in the Office of Compline. Compline: the Night Office, the 

completion of the day—but the start of the night and its dark processes.  

  

Throwing his head back, oblivious to the harsh gust through the window, he thinks of just a 

few years before and he lets out a slow moan of grief. Was it only just two years ago that she 

died? Time seemed to have passed so slowly. Suddenly, he shivers and pulls his thick white 

Cistercian habit around him and shoves his hands into the opposing sleeves. Br. Thomas 

bows his head and mutters a short prayer for her; after all that’s why he’s here. 

  

The monastery is as bleak as the weather. High on a mountain promontory it seems to brood 

over its surroundings. The only way to it a rocky winding track, it seems more fortress, more 

fastness than religious house. Its tall central tower a keep and its surrounding walls defensive 

ramparts. Stranger still, for a Cistercian house, it has none of the usual agriculture for 

commerce: no pasture surrounds it, no fast-flowing water powers a mill. No animals are 

stocked for fattening and trade, no wine made for sale. It is not so much a place of retreat 

from the world as a place of hiding far from it. The monastery has a distant and rather 

ambiguous relationship with the peasants who live below. Mostly they are suspicious. 

Although alms and food are given freely however, few make the journey up the steep track to 

avail themselves of the charity.  

 

To a casual observer, Br. Thomas is a shattered soul flickering in the dim candlelight of his 

cell. He leaves the window now and walks across his small cell to the straw covered pallet 

that is his bed. He lays upon it and covers his face with his hands remembering. Gone now 

are the days of wealth and warmth at the castle of Bonnieux. Gone is the eating and drinking, 

the dancing and laughter; gone his father, mother and sister—his beloved twin sister 

Ancelma. “Do not despair. Never despair,” he mutters. He had watched the dark swellings 

form in his father’s oxters, and smelt the putridity when the most vicious of these strange 

bodily eruptions burst forth in his groin. He witnessed the agonising death that befell all his 

family over the short weeks. Mercifully, his mother was quick in death, pustules forming at 

Lauds one day and the Pestilence taking her by the following. His beautiful sister, tall and 

strong reduced to.... He couldn’t bear the image and another deep moan escaped him. 

  

Unable to rest, he gets up and sits at his small table. He stares at the skull and the hourglass—

momento mori—positioned either side of the large crucifix. Pasted on the wall under one of 

the horizontals of the cross is a coloured woodcut of the Virgin. Thomas smiles remembering 

how his sister was to join one of the most prestigious nunneries in all France. She had even 

chosen the serving women and maids she would take with her; but that was all gone now and 

it seemed to him like another strange and menacing landscape had suddenly appeared before 

them all. 

  



According to reports, the Great Pestilence had moved quickly across France and had now 

reached England; the danse macabre was moving north quickly. In the Luberon and 

surrounding areas people died in extraordinary numbers; bodies went unburied for days and 

days. No one seemed to be spared and if not taken themselves, then family members were 

almost wholesale. There seemed no exceptions; well, one only. His Holiness Pope Clemens 

VI had succumbed but miraculously recovered, he then granted the remission of sins to all 

who died of the Pestilence. 

  

A bell tolls, its deep tone calling the brothers to Matins just after midnight. Br. Thomas is not 

unaware of the irony of this: Matins, the first office of the day, a thanksgiving, said in the 

dead of night and whilst evil is still stalking its prey. He stands listening to the slow 

controlled shuffle of feet outside his cell; he leaves joining the line of cowled figures in the 

dimness as they file to chapel. 

  

The chapel is large and was built for far more brothers than the fourteen now taking their 

places. Many candles burn, points of light in a dark world of many woes. Br. Thomas feels 

the slight warmth and is gladdened. In front of him, slightly to his right, is the large wooden 

statue of the Virgin and Child adorned in the finest azure and gold; gemstones wink and 

sparkle in her crown and behind it, arcing her head, the twelve stars seen in St. John’s 

apocalyptic vision of her. Surrounded by votive lights their flickering make her seem to 

dance and gyrate. To his left are St. Michael and St. Denis; one standing in military might but 

both to remind the brothers of the ongoing fight against the very realness of evil. ‘O Lord 

thou shalt open my lips and my mouth shall declare thy praise’ the first words of Matins 

begin and the day’s liturgy starts. 

  

After Matins the brothers retire again to their cells until daybreak when Lauds will be chanted 

and the working day will begin. Some will pray a little more and some will sleep again. Br. 

Thomas lays restlessly upon his cot awaiting the beginning of his particular work in the 

scriptorium. The work at the moment is the copying of the great 37 volume Naturalis 

Historia by Pliny; in particular that volume covering the ‘Monstrous Races’. Br. Thomas is 

writing carefully the gloss in tightly compressed Gothic script. It is demanding work. It will 

be accompanied by many illustrations of the ‘Races’: the Hippopodes or horse-footed men; 

Himantopodes or backward-footed men; Blemmyae or headless men with their faces on their 

chests; the Sciapods or one-legged men who hop about at lightning speed and shade 

themselves with their great foot; the frightening Arimaspi that clubbed people to death and 

ate their flesh; the Cynocephali or dog-headed men that communicated by barking. Later, 

each page will be decorated with marginalia: very small images of monkeys shitting on a 

priest’s head or turd bowling or devils menacing high ecclesiastics, or composite animals.  

  

For Br. Thomas, these ‘races’ prompted great theological questions: are these monsters truly 

monstrous at all? He pondered that in the fifth century, Saint Augustine discussed the so-

called ‘Monstrous Races’, such as the dog-headed cynocephali, in book 8 of his City of God. 

The Saint pondered how they might fit into the purposes of God. Are they descendants of 

Adam? If so, they are human beings despite their frightening appearance. They would then 

have souls, and might even be converted to Christianity. Br. Thomas pondered this also; and 

would not ‘wondrous’ be a better adjective as used in The Wonders of the East, an Old 

English document from around AD 1000 that describes many of the same creatures found in 

the classical geographers. 

  



It was while Br. Thomas thought long and hard on these weighty matters that he thought he 

heard a small voice just outside his window; a faint whisper that was there and yet wasn’t. He 

couldn’t make out the words; perhaps it was some small trick of the wind. This small voice-

like sound continued for some time and eventually Br. Thomas was driven to go to the 

window and peer out into the bleak darkness, but he could see nothing and the sound didn’t 

become any clearer.  

  

Walking across to his desk he sat and prayed silently to the Virgin for protection against 

evil—a very real evil—that he now felt about him; that sensation of something coming from 

afar and then watching his every move. Suddenly, the voice became clearer. 

  

“Thomas, Oh, Thomas! It is me, Ancelma. You still remember me, don’t you Thomas?” 

  

Br. Thomas jumped up in a start and stared wide-eyed at the window. He stepped back 

against the cell door in alarm, his body ridged with fear. The voice was insistent and 

continued to ask him if he remembered her still, or had he put all thoughts of her from his 

mind now that he had joined a religious order. Br. Thomas remembered the priest’s warning 

from long ago when he was but a child that a Christian was never to converse with spirits 

unless they were angels sent from God, and so he stared silent and trembling.  

  

“Thomas, I’m so cold out here. So very cold! Please bid me come enter. I’m Ancelma, your 

beloved sister. Oh, Thomas. Oh Thomas!” The voice was soft and familiar. Tempting.  

 

Br. Thomas fearful for his soul but not despairing, whispered the St. Michael’s prayer. He 

prayed fervently over and over, his back pushed hard against the cell door.  

  

“St Michael, Archangel, defend us in battle. Be our protection against the wickedness and 

snares of the Evil One. May God rebuke him we humbly pray and do thou Oh prince of the 

Heavenly Host by the power of God thrust Satan into Hell and all evil spirits who wander the 

world seeking the ruin of souls.”  

 

  

 

But what should he do? If this was truly the soul of his sister—and the voice was certainly 

hers—was she not but of God. She was devout in life and surely must be from heaven. 

  

“Oh, Thomas, to reject me now. Now that I have come to find you! What evil has suddenly 

possessed you to reject me, Thomas?”  

  

Br. Thomas let out a long low moan of indecision. His heart was pounding and he felt it 

breaking for love of her. “You came to do me no harm, spirit?” He tried to make this sound 

imposing but failed.  

 

“I’m your sister and would do nothing ever to injure you, my Thomas.” 

  

“Then yes! Yes, for le petit corps du Christ come to me Ancelma! I bid you enter.” 

  

At these words there was a silence of some seconds. Then slowly through the window a light-

grey mist or smoke enters the room. In sparkling wisps it comes, gradually forming into a 

thicker inchoate shape. And then it swirls around the cell at ceiling height faster and faster, a 



frightening tornado of spirit. Br. Thomas watches in stark fascination as it speeds round and 

round, his legs trembling despite his now full belief that this is truly the spirit of his sister. 

The shape suddenly stops and moves gently to the floor. As he looks on the mass starts to 

coalesce like a slowly evolving sculpture, gradually taking the form of a woman. 

  

The mass becomes a form, the form becomes a woman—but the woman was not of his sister! 

  

The spectre before him is of a young beautiful girl of about 18 years or so, long, dark, wavy 

hair framing her wanton face. Voluptuous and full-hipped she stretches out her arms to him 

letting her breasts stand before her in their fullness. Thomas is horrified. Frozen, like some 

statue on a cathedral façade, he stares disbelievingly. 

  

“You said you were my sister. You said you would never harm me!” His speech is shaky, 

unnerved. He notices that the small candles in his cell are flickering madly casting wicked 

looking shadows across the walls. 

  

“I lied,” comes the seductive yet sinister reply.  

  

And as Br. Thomas let out a low moan of despairing fear another voice is at the window—a 

deep unassailable voice of authority, “Where are you now, Thomas?” The disembodied voice 

is strong yet soft in its tone. Almost soothing. Almost. 

 

  

 

Br. Thomas can make no reply, for as he is listening the vision before him is steadily moving 

towards him intent on some hideous purpose. And as it does, so it is changing.  

  

“Oh Thomas, Thomas, you are in trouble. Deep, deep trouble.” The voice again strong yet 

soothing. 

  

Screaming now, Br. Thomas runs to the protection of the crucifix and the pasted woodcut of 

the Virgin. Gradually the form moves on closer to him transforming slowly. Then, “Come 

take me, Thomas. Fuck me. You know you want to.” The voice is harder; gone is the young 

tender tones of before. Older and older she grows, the face turning into a lined and gaunt 

vision of evil; gone is the buxom wanton of before, replaced now by some bony hag. The 

eyes of the creature seem alight with malice and they transfix Br. Thomas as surely as Christ 

is nailed to the cross behind him. Almost on him, Br. Thomas fights to keep her off, but she is 

strong and they struggle furiously like Jacob and the angel. Br. Thomas is thrown hard back 

across the table, the skull sent spinning to the floor with a loud crash; in the action a tooth has 

become dislodged and it bounces across the cell into a corner. The creature has him pinned 

now, her face just inches from his; her eyes are boring into him as if they would drill into his 

brain. A piercing scream, a howl of anguish, “Oh, God, have mercy on me. Save the servant 

who trusts in thee.” Now, with one frighteningly swift motion she is down between his legs, 

his habit torn wide. She grins momentarily. Her mouth—wider than any human mouth—

closes on him, and in one great sucking sound Br. Thomas is shrinking, folding rapidly in on 

himself. Shaking violently, he shrivels, withering so the bones of his once powerful body are 

clearly discernible through his skin. His cheeks so full and rosy are now collapsed against his 

skull. Br. Thomas’s head has fallen back and his mouth is wide open shrieking unsightly in 

silence. Turning yellow, he falls to the floor a crumpled form; an eviscerated paper-dry shell 

resembling something from a Mesoamerican tomb.  



 

“Oh, Thomas, you are in trouble. Deep, deep trouble.” Again soft, reassuring. Almost.  

  

The bell tolls for Lauds in the monastery, the tender first light of dawn showing on the 

horizon. The brothers file slowly to chapel in the dim light. As they shuffle past Br. Thomas’s 

cell they look to the door and cross themselves, but none will go in. 

  

If you entered and were to look from Brother Thomas’s window down into the courtyard 

below you would see dozens of small imp-like devils dancing frantically; look into the 

shadows and there are Hippopodes, Himantopodes, Arimaspi, all manner of Blemmyae. And 

there, slithering down the wall just below you, is a beautiful creature: young, voluptuous and 

best, best-buxom. But do not despair. Never despair. 

 

THE END 
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THE CASTLE OUROBOROS by Rob Bliss 

 

Chapter 20 

 

I first ventured to Cybele’s room to see how much damage Axel had done. Only the 

bedsheets were tangled. She must have still been unconscious, so there would be no struggle 

in her abduction. I then noticed familiar baggage beneath the Louis XIV chair in the room, 

those belonging to my old roommate. I was beside myself that he and my sister had 

formulated plans so quickly—of escape, apparently. The medical man assuredly couldn’t 

wait for his letter to reach his mentor in Vienna. I searched his bags and laughed loudly to 

myself as I found a second letter to Herr Freud denouncing the first. I tucked the letter within 

a side pocket of the bag and left the luggage where Gustav could easily find them. He had 

been instructed to follow in my wake. 

 

Calmly, I stepped through the painting of my dear departed sister, further through the opened 

oak door, and strolled down the wooden steps into the crypt of the castle, the dungeon.  

 

Candelabra in hand, I saw rats and the vermin that was always such a part of castle life. A 

dried brown splatter of blood reminded me of a long-standing member of the Brotherhood 

who would not see the light of my exclusive cabal. Axel dragged him back down the winding 

staircase and returned him to finish his torture, and his life. He was a kind, old gentleman, 

almost my father’s age, so I gave him a wonderful view in a cold, locked room high in the 

west turret. 

 

I left the blood behind me and continued down into the dungeon. I saw what I expected to 

see. My sister and my university cohort were each laid out shackled and stretched on an 

antique, but still functioning, rack. My father had begun the familial collection of medieval 

weapons and instruments of torture (many on the dungeon walls), but merely as a hobby on 

his part. I continued the accumulation and expansion of the collection, and discovered these 

two Inquisition Era torture racks in an estate sale in Madrid. I would have been a fool to pass 

up such prizes. A little grease and they could still stretch a human form beyond its natural 

anatomy, bone separating from cartilage, muscle ripping from within, skin tearing stretched 

gashes until the victim’s hands and feet broke free. 

 

Naturally, Axel kept to his instructions. I commanded that my sister must only be confined, 

not tormented. If my predictions were correct, Friedrich would feel driven to protect her and 

follow the clues of her vanishing from her chamber. Then he, too, must only be held by the 

rack’s shackles—his torture would come as after-dinner entertainment. 

 

It would help the minds and hearts of the cabal roil with blood-lust before they began the rite 

to induct Herr Hitler into its ranks. 

 

“So here we are,” I said, clapping my hands once before folding my fingers across my loins. 

 

My sister’s bosom heaved, either from exhaustion or fury, perhaps both. Her glare was a 

witch’s curse, twice the evil eye, but old curses gave way to new and, thus, became impotent. 

 

“You’ll never get the inheritance now,” she hissed. “Not if you kill me.” 

 



I paced around the racks and their casually stretched victims. They made a lovely pair. 

Unfortunately, if Friedrich had fallen in love with Cybele in such a short time, he would have 

his heart broken. An idea was forming in my mind, which was positively sinister. Thus, it 

delighted me all the more. My sister would be reserved for another lover. … 

 

“I have no intention of killing you, dear sister,” I replied, still mulling through my latest plan. 

I would enjoy returning to the cabal and their feast to offer them a delicious dessert. I’m sure 

they would enjoy it—one of them more than the others. “You will find yourself, in a few 

days’ time, as the patient of a Swiss sanatorium. The cabal members of the Ouroboros 

Brotherhood who have seen my precise reasoning as to what kind of future should be 

constructed for the children of the Teutonic peoples have made inroads in medicine, as well 

as in other fields of human endeavour. They have arrived—as I’m sure Friedrich, your latest 

love, will inform you—and are currently enjoying a hearty meal before they will enjoy this 

evening’s festivities. They have informed me that your tenancy at the sanatorium is assured. 

All they need now is the patient.” 

 

I chuckled as Cybele cursed me, described all that would be done to my body and soul in the 

afterlife, if not before. To what afterlife she was referring, I knew not, since she had read all 

of my occult books and knew of the many new and wonderful theologies that did not 

denounce evil, but praised it. 

 

She claimed that I was mad, and I didn’t deny it. 

 

I turned to Friedrich to offer an aside. “I was very interested in a few of the psychological 

mechanics your Herr Freud has encapsulated. The id I find fascinating, but I think he puts too 

much morality on it. Is it meant to be an evil aspect of the human psyche? Why so? I believe, 

if focused, it could do wonders for both the individual and for his society. I’m sure you’ve 

read of Herr Nietzsche’s Übermensch? Is not a ‘super man’ merely the id made manifest?”  

 

I nodded to the ceiling and its cobwebs, its moist stone—the evaporated sweat of many 

victims congealed, dripping back down slowly, a crust, a mould forming to limn the stones. I 

spoke to Friedrich, but did not expect him to answer as I paced around his rack, ensured of 

the strength of his shackles.  

 

I continued, “Philosophy and psychology, politics and patriotism—all aspects of human 

society which are culminating into the ‘super man’, the id as a master race. One race to rule 

all. One race to give birth to a single racial future, doing away with bastardized peoples. A 

war may be necessary to speed the process, of course, but war is good, it is a natural process 

of selection (as that fellow Darwin has said about humankind’s origins). It is a function of 

history—it creates a better and more glorious future.”  

 

I had strolled back to Cybele’s rack, traced an arrow-point fingernail along a blue vein that 

trailed her inner arm. She wrenched, but could not snap the iron chains that bound her. “And 

you, my precious lamb, shall give birth to the first soldier of the Übermensch.” I stopped at 

her feet, the metal rings surely cutting into her slight ankles, and aimed my gaze up the length 

of her supine form. “I have a lad of eighteen upstairs as we speak whose very existence—not 

to mention the future empire of supremacy he shall forge—was prophesized by none other 

than Michel de Nostredame!” 

 



She reflected the passion present in my eyes and stiffened, her heart assuredly racing, 

pounding to leap from her chest. She, too, knew of all the prophecies of history and watched, 

as did I and the cabal, for portents and signs and wonders. She knew that Nostradamus was 

the master of prophecy, and could not be denied. 

 

“You’re lying!” she hissed, a blue vein throbbing at her throat. “Your cabal has deluded you, 

made you into a tool—they toy with you!” 

 

My hands were claws as they latched onto her ankles. The chains rattled and she shrieked as 

my nails dug into her flesh. 

 

“It is I who toy with them—who toys with all who stand in my way!” I glared into her gaze 

and smiled. “I see you found your lover, Anders.” Her faced paled—I could see the skull 

beneath her skin. No longer would the shackles alone be her prison—her terror would keep 

her pinned beneath my gaze. I answered her query before she could ask it—if she was ever 

able to do so. “He would have tried to save you, to marry you and keep you from me. With 

you two betrothed, Anders would have inherited what was rightfully mine.” I released my 

hold on her flesh, licked my fingertips one by one to taste her sweat and fear. “The cabal 

reaches beyond these borders, well into Denmark, as you may well know. Not even a military 

man and his connections to the state can fight us. And we are growing ever more powerful. I 

offered Anders the chance to join us, told him of Nietzsche and Blavatsky—but he refused. 

He, too, called me mad. Many of those who refused induction into my future are still in this 

castle. So many locked doors. …” 

 

I laughed from the chest as Friedrich fought against his manacles and threw his own invective 

at my turned back. 

 

“You’ll never get away with this! I for one am expected back in Vienna, in the salon of 

Doctor Freud! He knows where I am—I informed him of my travel itinerary and of your 

sister’s health before I came to this infernal mad house!” 

 

I listened patiently and reflected back at how positively vacuous Friedrich had always been in 

university. How he managed to graduate in the medical arts was beyond me. No wonder the 

fool would choose to pursue psychology, an almost useless medicine. My reply to him came 

in the form of a raised hand and a finger snap. 

 

Gustav appeared from behind a corner, ever following my lead like a skilled manservant. He, 

as I, knew all of the labyrinthine passages, the tunnels, the false walls, hollow books, eyeless 

portraits with which the castle was filled. He perhaps even knew more than me, being in my 

father’s service since before I was born.  

 

Since he knew the castle well, I feared to take him from beyond these walls, reverting him 

back to becoming as sightless as any other blind man. I wasn’t entirely sure how to fit him 

into the future of the super man. I would soon have to tell him that he would not be welcome, 

and must perish for his deformity. 

 

Gustav brought with him Friedrich’s medical bag, held it up for the captive’s view. I snatched 

the letter from the side pocket, unfolded it, brought it to Friedrich’s eyes. He said nothing, of 

course, but I enjoyed the fear on his visage. I brought the first of Herr Freud’s impotent 

correspondence from my vest pocket, and tore both letters into a rain of paper. 



 

“Difficult to believe,” I informed him, “but Gustav is an expert at doctoring calligraphy. He 

has already composed a letter in your hand telling Herr Freud that you’ve decided to leave 

Vienna behind to open a private practice in Hallstatt, preferring a calm, Alpine setting as 

opposed to the chaos of Vienna.” 

 

I had struck him down every time he attempted to, metaphorically, rise. He was trapped in 

every possible way, and knew it. Did I need to tell him clearly and concisely that he would be 

the latest corpse in my collection? The paleness of his face, the dying light of hope in his eyes 

told me that he knew. 

 

I departed the dungeon with Axel and Gustav in tow, letting the candles in the wall sconces 

die down to a flickering, waning light, the last Friedrich would ever see. Perhaps he and my 

sister would exchange their goodbyes while I was gone. 

 

Although, heading back up the dungeon stairs, I toyed with the idea that perhaps, before his 

sacrifice, Friedrich could stay pinned to the rack and play an attentive audience member as 

my beloved sister was inseminated by the future leader of the master race. 

 

CONTINUES NEXT WEEK 
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DEAR ZACHARY by Alex Z Salinas 

 

Dear Zachary, 

 

Happy New Year to you too, and thank you kindly for your last note. I’m glad to hear your 

mom’s health is improving. She means the world to Lucy and me. Myself, I’m holding up 

OK for an old guy. Can’t say I’m all the wiser though, not that I ever have been. I’m happy to 

hear you and Amber are well. Good luck with your new house and with the beautiful baby on 

the way. The years ahead for you two will be wonderful, I know it. 

 

Now, about your dad. You’re right, enough time has passed, and I intend to keep my word 

because you deserve to know the story. But Zachary, just so you’re aware, revisiting this 

subject isn’t easy for me. It’s especially unpleasant given the fact that the memories never go 

away. I often don’t sleep well. A long time ago, it seems, wasn’t all that long ago. 

 

It was 3 December 1967. We’d set up FOB before we were scheduled to move northbound 

toward Hue. It was that time of year when everyone was anxious. Black, white, oriental, it 

didn’t matter. Christmas has a way of burrowing into your heart. The idea was to hang on 

until Christmas, make it to the New Year.  

 

Your dad had become distant with everyone, myself included, so I’d made it a point to watch 

him more closely. That day, 3 December, around 0400, he snuck out to take a whiz, I 

assumed. He didn’t know I’d heard him. I waited a few seconds before I followed him, 

making sure to remain extra quiet. He walked about half a klick south of base into some trees. 

I stayed behind him. I’m not sure how much time passed, a few minutes maybe, but suddenly 

I heard a shout, then a bang. A shot. 

 

I sprinted to where the shot sounded and found your dad holding something on his lap. In the 

darkness it looked like a shadow, but up close I saw it was a little girl. She was bleeding from 

her chest, dead already. Up to that point, your dad hadn’t killed anyone before. Neither had I. 

He was in total shock. “Catatonic” is the word they used later to describe it in the report.  

 

I’m unsure exactly what happened in his head, but something clicked, of course. How could it 

not? You might have somewhat of an idea of how all of us, an entire generation, arrived 

home with scrambled brains, Zachary. I see the news today and hear nothing but shooting 

after shooting. Mental disturbance, rage, ferocity. We put on disgusted faces, demand fast 

answers. Why, why, why? But look to the past, I say. Look at it. Consider what we’ve 

created. Many of us were raised by fathers with blood soaked into their hands. Many of us 

had no choice but to carry on that tradition. This is who we are.  

 

Awful as it was, I remember telling your dad that the girl had probably been a scout, that the 

Vietcong were savages like that. It was her or us, I said. You did the right thing.  

 

As years go by, your perspective changes, of which I can’t accurately describe the process 

here, but the facts remain, and the fact was your dad had changed inside and out. He 

transformed into someone else entirely.  

 

I didn’t witness him do this, but he’d cut off a few pieces of the dead girl’s hair and attached 

them to the sides of his rifle with dry mud. The strands, I remember, hung like thin black 



ribbons. When a breeze blew by, the strips of hair swayed gently in the wind like bicycle 

streamers.  

 

When I talked with your dad in private, he told me that in order to kill a person with dignity, 

you had to humanize the mechanism through which you committed the act. That that was the 

only way to honour them. If we all thought in this manner, your dad said, there would be no 

more fear, no more shame. He said God had soothed his sins. To be frank, your dad 

frightened me then. It was the look in his eyes, the smile. I knew he was lost, that in that 

moment, he was capable of doing anything in this world.  

 

This will probably sound absurd to you, Zachary, but your dad was convinced that his rifle 

was infused with the soul of that dead girl—that she belonged to him. Or, to put it another 

way, that she was part of him. By she, I also mean the gun. He wrote poems about her, for 

her, in her voice—he called them psalms. He gave a few of them to me, the only friend he 

said he trusted. I burned them. I wanted nothing to do with them.  

 

It took me years to grasp that your dad believed he’d been granted immunity of sorts. Mercy. 

That’s the only explanation I have to justify what happened. Call it wishful thinking, but the 

truth is we needed something to believe in. We were rewarded with heroes’ welcomes, 

families and good limbs. Can you believe that? We, the breathing, had to reconcile our new 

reality.  

 

To be honest, I envied your dad for a long time, the way he carried himself after the war. It 

seemed as if he possessed no demons. But in the end, we know this to be untrue. To be the 

furthest thing from the truth, actually.  

 

I will stop here. Writing this letter has exhausted me. I need some time to think, to be alone. 

You’ll hear more from me soon, to the extent I’m capable of sharing.  

 

I’m eternally proud of you, Zachary. Proud of the man you’ve grown into, the husband you 

are, and the father you’ll become. Let’s celebrate the good things right now. Take care of 

your family, my godson. They are a gift like no other.  

 

Till next time. 

Love,  

Stanley Salazar 

 

THE END 
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REVIEW by John C Adams 

 

 
 

Burnt Offerings by Robert Marasco 

 

Just the title alone made me shiver the first time I came across this book.  

 

Marian Rolfe is a bored housewife in 70s Queens, New York. Her husband Ben is an English 

teacher and she fills up her time looking after their eight-year-old son David and obsessively 

cleaning their tiny apartment. With another swelteringly hot summer arriving, Marian cajoles 

and then pressures Ben into blowing their modest savings on a summer home outside the 

broiling city. His misgivings are partly met when she finds a huge old house on a big, leafy 

estate on Shore Road, Long Island for only a few hundred dollars.  

 

In rushing to suggest that they take the place for two months, Marian quickly loses sight of 

the fact that when something appears to be too good to be true, that’s usually because it isn’t 

true. Ben’s concerns take a bit longer to shift. The size of the place, its remote location, the 

growing certainty that if they stay here, Marian will become more and more focused on 

taking care of the house and gardens—both of which have been badly neglected.  

 

Unfortunately for the family the house is already luring Marian into its dark web: 

 

https://www.amazon.co.uk/Burnt-Offerings-Valancourt-Century-Classics/dp/1941147704


“And maybe the old lady’s words, which seemed to be directly to her, triggered it—the 

strange proprietary feelings that came over her again; the feeling that this house, which she 

had never seen before was somehow reserved for her.” 

 

All that’s required in exchange for the suspiciously low rental is for them to look after the 

Allardyce’s elderly mother, their ‘darling’. Bearing in mind how old the Allardyce siblings 

are, the mind boggles as to how old she is! On 1st July the family, plus Ben’s Aunt Elizabeth 

who is 74, roll up to discover that Roz and Brother have just taken off.  

 

“Marian handed him the letter.” “‘Enjoy the house,’” he read aloud, incredulously. “‘And 

don’t worry about anything. Arnold and Roz Allardyce.’” He looked directly at Marian and 

said, “Jesus Christ!” “I know,” Marian agreed. “It’s crazy!” 

 

As the summer progresses, Ben finds his emotions are even more volatile than he’s used to. 

Elderly Aunt Elizabeth seems to lack the usual spring in her step. David nearly drowns. But 

the old place works its magic on Marian, for whom leaving becomes unthinkable: 

 

“There had been the incident with Ben and David and the transformation, overnight. It was 

absurd, totally unreasonable, to associate the two; as absurd as Ben’s retelling of the incident. 

And to accept it would be to accept the presence of some inexplicable malevolence. And 

what then? Flight? Give up the house? The house?” 

 

All the while as the family implodes ancient Mrs Allardyce is living in seclusion in her 

apartment in the far end of the house. I loved the gentle pace of rhythm of the book and the 

excellent pacing of the build-up—essential in any spooky house novel. Burnt Offerings 

reminded me, even though the plot was very different, very much of The Haunting of Hill 

House. It also felt redolent with the feel of 70s New York I always get from Rosemary’s 

Baby, even though much of this novel is actually located away from New York. 

 

Enjoy! 

 

THE END 
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SOLITARY RULES by Chanelle Loftness 

 

Morgan’s body ached. That full-bodied lazy-ache of too many hours spent in bed. It was a 

true ache. She’d been lying in bed for the last 16 hours, since coming back from Jolene’s 

funeral. She had thought about taking off her button-up blouse, but honestly, taking off her 

long black skirt and conservative heels had been all she had in her when she’d arrived back 

home. The skirt was in a lump on the floor. One heel sat just inside the bedroom door, while 

the other found a home next to her bed. 

 

It was Sunday, she didn’t have anything to do. She didn’t want to eat. She didn’t want to 

binge watch any on Hulu, Netflix, HBOGO, or Amazon Prime. She really just didn’t want. 

And though sleep refused to descend upon her body, she defiantly refused to get out of the 

bed. She was submerged under her heavy covers futilely waiting for them to drown her. 

 

A stream of sunlight had been slowly crossing her ceiling and the longer she looked at it the 

angrier she got. Why couldn’t the world be pitch black when she needed it to be?  

 

Why couldn’t Jolene still be here? 

 

Jolene had been Morgan’s best friend since 4th grade. That was when Morgan’s family had 

been uprooted to Madison Ridge, her father having been promoted to manager at the local 

whiskey distillery. That first day of school, she had sat on a bench settled against the school 

wall, her legs swinging back and forth, the tips of her Mary-Janes scratching against the 

pebbled concrete, as she watched the other children play. Jolene had skipped over, handed 

Morgan a Pixy-Stix and that was the beginning of them. 

 

The sun moved, hitting one of the crystals that hung in front of her window, and a burst of 

rainbows volleyed across her bedroom. Morgan squeezed her eyes shut, fighting the burning 

tears that threatened to fall and focused on her breathing. The pain passed just as her phone 

dinged with an email notification. Morgan pulled an arm free of her covers and let her hand 

pat around her purple-paisley comforter until she found her phone. 

 

_____________________________________________________________________ 

From: Jolene Lotton 

To: Morgan Washington 

Subject: I’m Sorry 

Today at 3:34 PM 

_____________________________________________________________________ 

 

Mo—don’t freak, okay. I autosent this. 

 

It’s been 4 days since I…idk what to say…. 

 

I’m sorry…I’m just so scared. and tired. i’m so tired. 

 

I did the dumbest thing and I can’t get out of it. 

 

I found this thing online. I thought it was fake…like everything else online. I didn’t believe 

that I could actually play hide-n-seek with a doll. not Tabitha.  

 



It worked.  

 

I tried throwing her away. burning her. She always comes back. She always finds me.  

 

She always findsme. 

 

Tonight, she attacked me again, Mo. the. 4 th.time. It’s worse than anything we’ve seen on 

Dead Files. She threw me across my living room. I’ve been trying to stay up. I fell asleep 

yesterday and woke up in so much pain…she carved ;found you” into my thigh.  

 

I can’t do this. 

 

I’m sorry this sounds crazy. I’’m sorry for everything. I’m living, but I can’t breathe Mo. 

This just has to end. 

 

And I’m sorry that I used something that was important to us to start all of this. I wasn’t 

thinking. Please be careful, Mo…i don’t know if ur a part of this now…idk ne thing. 

 

I’m sorry. Please don’t hate me. 

 

love you, 

 

jojo 

 

 

Morgan’s hand, heavy with the weight of the phone, dropped to the bed. She stared at her 

reflection in the full-size mirror affixed to her wall. Her eyes looked almost black against her 

now ashen caramel complexion. A whirlwind of thoughts rushed through her head.  

 

Tabitha? Tabitha was a rag-doll. Soft body. Floppy arms. Her hair was a black nest of matted 

yarn. Her white, flower-spotted sundress dingy with time. Jolene had had her since she was a 

baby. 

 

Questions pummelled Morgan’s mind. Was this a prank email? Was this serious? Why would 

Jolene send something like this? Did someone steal her computer? Hack her email? 

 

There was only one way to find out. 

 

Morgan got up and grabbed the pair of jeans hanging on her desk chair. Pulling them on, she 

made her way out of her room. She yanked her keys and Jolene’s spare set from the key rack, 

stuffed her feet into a pair of slip-on Chuck Taylor’s, and got in her car. She made it Jolene’s 

apartment without any recollection of the drive. 

 

The townhouse appeared innocuous. A sturdy two-story building that looked the same as all 

the others on the block, except for its different, but complimentary browns with hipster names 

like Cocoa Nip, 3 A.M. Latte, Pecan Panache, etc. Morgan slid her key into its lock. It 

opened without a creak as she stepped into the frigid living room. A space she’d spent many 

nights, with wine, a good movie, and her best friend’s company. The thought of those 

moments had her stomach roiling as she headed upstairs. 

 



Entering Jolene’s bedroom, Morgan let out a breath she didn’t know she’d been holding. 

Jolene’s laptop sat, untouched on her desk. She’d been sure that it would have been taken by 

the cops or coroner or even Jolene’s parents’, but maybe her suicide was so obvious no one 

saw the need for it? Jolene had left a written note for her parents. Morgan hadn’t asked what 

it said, but she was guessing it didn’t mention a game of hide-n-seek with a doll. 

 

Morgan scanned the bedroom, before sitting down at Jolene’s MacBook Air. The room 

looked as it always had. Jolene’s large four-poster bed still sat, princess-esque, pink and 

ridiculously frilly for them being in their mid-twenties. That bed was something Morgan 

always made fun of Jolene for. 

 

The keyboard lights flickered as Morgan hit the power button and quickly entered the 

password, BSB4Lyfe!. It was another thing that used to make her laugh at Jolene. She 

quickly opened the Chrome application and set about looking through Jolene’s history. It 

wasn’t hard to find what she was looking for in the history of websites. 

 

HIDE-N-SEEK| NEVER SLEEP 

 

Morgan selected the link and sat back as she slowly reviewed the website. It was a mess. 

Clearly put together hastily and with a multitude of pop-ups that most likely were embedded 

with some kind of virus. She scrolled down through the website until she hit the disclaimer 

and instructions of the game. The white font popping out against the black background. 

 

*IF YOU CAN’T FINISH THIS GAME. DON’T.PLAY. 

**UNDERSTAND YOU COULD BE “PLAYING” WITH ANYTHING. ANYTHING.  

***IF YOU DON’T HAVE FAITH. FIND.SOME.OR.STOP.NOW. 

****NO ONE WILL BE ABLE TO HELP YOU.NO.ONE. 

 

Morgan stared at the disclaimers with a sense of disbelief and nervousness. Why would 

Jolene have been on this site? Neither of them had any sense of faith, really. They didn’t go 

to church and the most they ever prayed for was a good parking spot at the mall. She let her 

eyes wander down to the instructions with a sense of disquiet. None of this could be real. 

 

SOLITARY HIDE-N-SEEK 

 

1. Start game at midnight. If you follow ALL the directions, game will not last past dawn’s 

light. 

2. Find a stuffed doll/animal and create a small hole where its heart should be. 

3. Within the hole stuff the following items, (1) two strands of hair pulled directly from your 

scalp, (2) a small item of import only to you (such as a ring or earring), (3) an ice cube. Then 

sew hole shut. 

4. Fill sink with water. Anoint water with two (2) teaspoons of salt and three (3) teaspoons of 

olive oil. 

5. Turn off ALL lights and light a single candle, preferably white. 

6. Recite the following words while holding the doll/stuffed animal 

 

Viva! Live! 

Es in meo mundo!  

Inveni me, et ego te!  

Vive dum mortem inveniamus!  



 

7. Place doll/stuffed animal in closet. 

8. Find a GOOD hiding place.  

9. Do NOT fall asleep! 

10. Game ends when the sun rises. Collect doll/stuffed animal. If it is not in closet the game is 

NOT over. You MUST seek it out! Once found place doll/stuffed animal in sink filled with 

water. Stab in “heart” with butcher knife and say the following: 

 

Mortem est exitium! 

 

IF you followed all these instructions correctly, the game is complete. You’ve survived. 

Congratulations!  

IF you did NOT finish this game. The game will end itself. You will NOT like how it ends. 

 

Morgan sat back, reading and re-reading the instructions. Why would Jolene have ever done 

this? And how in the world was she ever to believe that something so ridiculous could ever 

actually work? 

 

Morgan reached up to close the cover of the laptop just as the ding of an iMessage rang. She 

pushed the cover back up and clicked on the blue iMessage icon, sucking in a breath when 

she realized the message was coming from her own phone number. 

 

MOJO: LEAVE MOJO! 

 

Morgan’s hands shook as she typed her response in the iMessage platform. 

 

who is this? 

 

MOJO: SHE’S COMING! LEAVE NOW! GO! 

 

Morgan slammed the cover of the Mac down, ripping the plug out of the wall as she quickly 

turned to leave. She stopped abruptly as she saw Tabitha resting against one of the pillows on 

bed. Morgan’s heart beat so quickly, it filled her head, like a carnal scream. She fled the 

room, feet stomping down the stairs as she flew out the front door, not bothering to close it 

behind her. 

 

Jumping into her car, she tried desperately not to think of what she saw peeking out from 

under the top of Tabitha’s sundress. Suture marks, right over were her heart would be. 

 

What the fuck did you get into, Jojo? Morgan thought, as her tires screeched out of the 

apartment’s parking lot. 

 

 

 

Morgan set all the locks on her apartment door before turning to rest her back against its cold 

metal. Her heart still hadn’t calmed from the initial shock of the messages and then seeing 

Tabitha on the bed. Though her head worked fruitlessly to tell herself that Tabitha had always 

been sitting on the bed. That she just hadn’t noticed the doll. She knew that was a lie. Tabitha 

had not been there when she’d entered the bedroom.  

 



Morgan pulled her phone from her back pocket and pulled up the messages. Her phone hadn’t 

sent any. Certainly, none telling her to run. How had those messages appeared? They weren’t 

old messages. She’d never sent messages like that, ever, to anyone…certainly not herself. 

She couldn’t even fathom how that was possible.  

 

Morgan sat down on the couch and set Jolene’s laptop up on the coffee table, plugging it into 

the same socket as the floor lamp, and opened it. The messages she hadn’t sent still appeared 

on the screen. She set her phone next to the keyboard and made sure the sound was on. 

Morgan’s breath stuttered as she began to type. 

 

Jojo? Is that you. 

 

MOJO: I’m sorry, Mojo. I didn’t mean for her to come after you 2. 

 

Jolene? Is this you? Who’s doing this? Why r u doing this? Please stop. 

 

MOJO: Get ready now.  

 

Morgan blinked at the screen. 

 

MOJO: NOW MORGAN! 

 

 

Morgan sat back quickly as the screen flickered and went black. She tried to turn it back on, 

but all she got was a battery icon with a sideways lightning bolt under it. Morgan’s stomach 

sand as she looked at the plug running from her wall to the computer, before slowly shutting 

the laptop. 

 

She looked at her phone. It was 9:03PM. She had two hours and 57 minutes to get ready.  

 

She couldn’t believe she was doing this. 

 

 

At midnight, when the alarm Morgan had set on her phone went off, she was ready. Her sink 

full of water loaded with two teaspoons of salt and three teaspoons of olive oil. A butcher 

knife lay next to the sink. She’d turned on all the lights in her single-level apartment, there 

was no way she was going to play this game in darkness, and lit a single white candle. 

Morgan pushed her chair back and stood on legs that seemed eager to give out. She decided 

she wasn’t going to be found, she would do the finding. 

 

“Ready or not. Here I come!” Morgan shouted. 

 

She decided to start in the kitchen. She opened every cupboard, the fridge, the freezer, and 

the oven. Nothing. 

 

She went to the living room. She opened the TV console’s cupboards. Looked through the 

bookshelf, under the coffee table, and under the couch. Nothing. 

 

She went to the hallway. She opened the linen closet, pulling out bedding and towels, and her 

Costco bounty of toiletries. Nothing. 



 

She went to the bathroom. She looked in the toilet, under the sink, and stared at the shower 

curtain before pulling it so violently the rod was yanked from the wall and the whole 

contraption landed on the bathroom floor. Nothing. 

 

She went to her bedroom. The last room.  

 

She opened the closet, pulling boxes from the shelving and clothes from the hangers. She 

pulled open the drawers of her desk and file cabinet. She pulled the blankets off her bed, 

before letting her knees sink to the floor. Her breathing came out in quickening puffs as she 

twisted her torso as she bent down. 

 

Morgan shouted, “I found you!” Just before her eyes met two black-button eyes. Even as 

their eyes met, her body began to fly backwards. The momentary weightlessness shocked her, 

but landing violently against the desk kept her grounded as pain shot through her spine. She 

thudded to the ground and with all the strength she could muster threw herself forward. Her 

hand reaching under the bed. 

 

Morgan grabbed the soft fabric that made Tabitha’s body and gripped it tighter even as the 

filling inside began to move like coiled worms. Tabitha’s hair, which had always been made 

of black yarn, felt slimy against Morgan’s skin and she struggled not to look at the doll. Fear 

and panic mixed as she pushed the bile that had risen into her throat down.  

 

She ran out of her bedroom, Tabitha’s legs jostling with the urgency Morgan felt. 

 

 

Fits of giggles bubbled out from the doll’s tiny body, sending tremors through Morgan’s 

arms. By the time she made it to the kitchen, Morgan’s breaths were coming out in panic-

filled pants, as if she were an overheated dog. A stray curl that had slipped out of her hair tie 

caught the wind of her breaths and rose and fell in response. 

 

She almost tripped over her feet as she made her way over to the pre-anointed kitchen sink. 

She plunged the cloth-doll, its tiny body writhing and gyrating under hand, into the water. 

 

Tabitha’s head rose out of the water. Morgan grasped the kitchen knife, but stood immobile 

as the doll’s mouth began to open. Each small threaded stitch stretching, making Tabitha’s 

face contort grotesquely, until the threading of the material that created her face popped. With 

each pop the hole grew wider and wider. Small black worms slide down the dolls face, down 

onto the sundress, staining it black, before falling into the water. 

 

“Don’t hurt me, Mojo,” the voice came from Tabitha, but was Jolene’s. 

 

The sound of it reverberated up Morgan’s spine, and then through her arm, the purest form of 

terror filled adrenaline. And she let the knife fall with all the power she had. 

 

As the tip of the silver butcher knife split the water, it was thrown back and out of Morgan’s 

hand, just as she was flung up into the corner kitchen cabinets, the sound of cracking wood 

too low to be heard over the growl that filled the room. 

 



Morgan landed on her side, with a thump, pain had her curling into a ball, before she lifted 

her head to the commotion of the room. Cupboard doors opened and closed in an almost 

thunderous applause. The tops of wine bottles settled on the wooden wall rack, sprang open 

releasing a mix of red and white liquid that covered the floor in a mix of variant pinks. 

 

Morgan’s eyes gazed up at the ceiling, where the knife was now hung, its tip planted inches 

into the ceiling. Morgan pushed her feet against the linoleum, the soles of her Chuck’s 

making a quick and scared squeak. She let her back touch the wall as she forced her head to 

turn over towards the sink. 

 

Tabitha’s body slithered up over the lip of the kitchen sink. The whirling worms in her body 

giving her the lift she needed to pull herself up. Morgan bit her lip as she watched the doll fall 

to the ground. A wet smacking plop as she hit, mouth opening wider as black worms burst 

forth, and something else. Morgan squinted as she looked at the friendship ring she had 

gotten Jolene on her 15th birthday. The ring was cheap by anyone’s standards, except another 

15-year-old. It was a simple silver ring. A silver rose sat in the centre of it with a small spec 

of some gem that was ruby in colour. Morgan had been so excited when she given it to 

Jolene.  

 

Morgan barely had a moment to think about why Jolene would have used something so 

important to them for the game, before Tabitha began moving. The doll hobbled towards 

Morgan, each step slapped wetly against the floor and a large water mark streaked the 

linoleum behind her. 

 

The worms continued to pour out of Tabitha’s mouth along with words covered in Jolene’s 

voice. “You are both very bad at following rules,” Tabitha said before making a tsk sound 

that sucked a few worms back into her gaping mouth. 

 

Morgan opened her mouth to speak, but only managed to make a low whining sound. 

 

Tabitha’s head lifted as her mouth opened wider, mimicking a smile, before her voice roared 

through the room, “Lights Out!” 

 

The lights flickered and burst scattering tiny shards of glass throughout the kitchen. Morgan’s 

eyes slowly adjusted, focusing on the small white candle on the kitchen table. The body of 

the tiny fire, elongating, before rolling in on itself and slowly going out. 

 

As the silence of darkness embraced the room, something wet slide against Morgan’s left ear, 

dripping onto her shoulder, as whispered words slithered into her ear. “Found you.” 

 

Morgan’s body finally released the scream it had been holding. Her fists clenched as she 

fought to find her voice, but searing pain strangled it and her into silence. 

 

THE END 
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DOMESTIKA 

 

Eight 

 

In a room in the Mortimer Hotel on the outskirts of Whitehaven, George Carpenter ordered 

three bottles of their finest champagne from Reception and told them to make it sharp if they 

expected a tip on its arrival. Now to the fact he was now a bona fide widower due to his wife 

Lillian suddenly pegging it recently (less than 36 hours ago?), it was the opportunity of 

lifetime to start over, almost as if he was a born-again bachelor which technically he was. 

He’d be sixty in just over ten years’ time so he wanted to enjoy life and its excesses to the full 

before his time was up and whilst he was still young enough to. Bah, he was still a spring 

chicken compared to most of his friends and family—that was, if he had family (most had 

passed away), and also, if he had friends (very few). In all honestly, the only reason he 

bagged a babe like Lillian was because Lillian was a gold-digger and just saw in him a life of 

comfort and extravagance. As for friends, he was badly liked in the community and farther 

afield, since he spurned many friend-seeking people, judging them mostly by their wealth and 

social-standing, otherwise he bid them a timely goodbye, not interested, fuck off! 

 

Lillian was George’s life. For one thing, she was one hell of a fantastic fuck in the sack and 

that was for sure. 

 

Now, he lay on top of the King Size bed in a hotel room flanked by two local hookers, Lola 

Grace and Marina, who was part Filipino, short and very dark skinned. Lola was far too 

young for George at 25 years old, yet old enough to solicit and accept cash for favours, 

whereas Marina was a mother of three, skinny yet wise beyond her years. 

 

They’d just arrived back in the room after drinks and cocktails in the bar, the money-man 

citing the drinking and debauchery would not be over until George said it was, where he also 

suggested to the girls if they remained in the room and kept him company until morning, he’d 

pay them a good deal extra—a bonus like two hundred notes extra. Working girls and 

business-like, these two whores were both more than happy to agree on these terms and 

conditions in the contract, yes indeed! 

 

But he demanded he got his money’s worth. They had to be prepared to do exactly what he 

wanted them to do. Obviously, George did not know these ladies that well. What he would 

command tonight had been enacted many, many times before, both with various other 

clients—and boyfriends alike—so there were no worries there. Marina even stated…”if you 

want to stick it up my arse, it will cost one hundred extra!” to which George merely chuckled 

and joked, “Really, what sort of gentleman do you take me for, sweetheart?” when they 

embraced and giggled together. 

 

George suffered with a stomach complaint, worse than IBS sometimes, and a lot of the time 

when he farted it stank really bad. Sometimes, when he wasn’t so cautious, he followed 

through and shit his pants. These things had to be accepted in life, meaning whenever people 

did these things, it was mostly an indicator of age, God’s way of telling sufferers they were 

simply getting older, perhaps more closer to death than they could ever have imagined. 

 

One thing he was sure of tonight, he didn’t want to fart and scare these two women off. 

 



All naked, they played around on the bed. Currently, Lola Grace was sitting on George’s face 

as he licked and ate her moist pussy at the time as she worked his cock, pumping it and 

sucking it like a dedicated professional, expert in her capacity as a high class whore. She 

slurped and seemed to splutter and choke as he raised his hips and poked her harder, getting 

as much of his shaft into her mouth and down her slippery throat as possible. 

 

In the meantime, Marina squatted next to him on the bed with her arse stuck up in the air, 

whilst George had since entered his thumb into her rectum, pressing it against her anal walls 

in a circular motion, every now and then removing his thumb and putting it in his mouth to 

suck and lubricate it with saliva, to then insert it once more and start again. All the while, 

Marina moaned and groaned, which was fake as hell. She’d done worse than this but lover-

boy here thought he was perverting the pair, pathetic bastard…pathetic and naïve bastard, yet 

rich, wealthy naive bastard. 

 

Lola eased off and muttered, “Oh, your cock is so huge, George…I want you to spunk all 

down my throat so I can swallow it and taste you!” 

 

George slapped her left buttock and made her yelp. He said, “Keep sucking, I’ll tell you when 

to stop. I’m not paying you for small talk. If I want deep and meaningful conversation, I’ll 

phone the fucking Samaritan hotline!” 

 

Marina said, “Do you want to suck on my nipples, George?” 

 

“I want to fuck your ring-piece, baby. I want to make you scream with pleasure!” George 

gushed, and pushed Lola aside. 

 

“Oh, George, so sexy…” the Filipino said, and giggled as she assumed the position for him to 

penetrate her from behind. “I love you, big man!” 

 

Dejected, Lola clambered off the bed and headed for the drinks bar in the corner of the hotel 

room. “I’ll get us some champagne, shall I?” 

 

Suddenly, George was inside Marina and stretching her ring to the max with his erect cock, 

pumping it like a bastard. She groaned and yelped with sweet pain as the cock worked her for 

all she was worth—a hundred pounds worth, to be exact. 

 

Yet, George was no spring chicken, as aforementioned. After a while, the physicality took its 

toll and he stopped to catch his breath. He pulled out of Marina’s tight hole and told her to 

turn around on the bed—so, as he demanded—to “lick your oily Asian muck off my dick, 

bitch!” which she gladly shifted on the bed and gladly started doing. She seemed to relish the 

job of committing this act, and in all fairness, was one of her specialities. 

 

Again, as with Lola, he thrust his hips forwards, getting some perverse thrill or kick out of 

making Marina choke and splutter, like he wanted as much of his cock in her throat that 

would fit. 

 

“Your cock is so big,” Marina gushed. It was something George was tiring of hearing. It was 

all these dumb fucking prostitutes ever said. Was it part of the whoring manual…the 

screenplay? Was this one of the lines of dialogue they had to memorize and practise saying 

for when they entered the studio to film their fucking role in the movie? 



 

“I want to lick your Asian pussy,” he said, “Lie on the bed and part your legs.” 

 

“Sure thing…” Marina replied and did as she was asked. 

 

George could smell the scent of her fanny and the earthy aroma of her anus. It was the scent 

of ocean yet not fishy, just the smell of pure sex, pungent and aromatic. He placed his face 

between her legs and his mouth eased down onto her dark gash, sucking on her vaginal lips, 

when he flicked and teased them with his tongue. This was followed by hearty thrusts of his 

probing tongue as it explored beyond the dark purple lips and deep into the oily gap. 

 

Lola called over cockily, “Tell me, do you want champagne, George? Or do you want 

something a little stronger like brandy or whiskey?” 

 

At a guess, Lola Grace was either Czech or Polish. She had the Eastern European features 

and a resoundingly sexual, husky voice. Her hair was a peculiar dirty, ash-blond and didn’t 

quite correspond with her big brown eyes, so it was obviously dyed this hue. One thing about 

Lola Grace was that in her spare time and as a means of making extra cash to feed her three 

year old daughter, she accepted jobs in porn and often featured in many online extravaganzas 

enacting a whole range of perverted extremities. But apart from this, she’d also featured in 

fashion magazines and posed for pictures on clothing websites, so it wasn’t all entirely 

debauched. 

 

“Pour me a malt whiskey, Lola,” George said, as Marina pumped him. 

 

Lola said, “Do you mind if I try a whiskey?” The question seemed pointless. The drinks 

cabinet commodities were free to those hiring the hotel room, so why the fuck would he mind 

if she poured a whiskey to drink? 

 

“Of course, help yourself…” George snapped, and when he said this, he pushed Marina away 

from him, breathing heavily like him. He needed a much-deserved rest before he commenced 

any further. “Marina, give me a five minute break. Let’s all enjoy a few drinks. I’m supposed 

to be mourning, because my bloody wife croaked it today…” he said, then with a distant look 

in his eyes, added, “…my beautiful Lillian.” 

 

Lola handed him his glass of booze. She commented, “Lillian is a lovely name. I wish I was 

called Lillian.” 

 

“She was a lovely lady,” he said morosely, “I’m going to miss her…” and acknowledged the 

young prostitute with a generous yet saddened smile, adding, “…yes, Lillian was a name 

befitting the angel from Heaven that she was. On a good night, she could suck a golf ball 

through a garden hose.” 

 

The whore gulped down her whiskey and belched. She said, “I can do that as well.” 

 

“But she was a pro—an expert sucker.” 

 

“So am I…I’ve been doing this job from when I was just fourteen years of age, when I first 

sprouted pubes on my vagina, since my time in my original country. I learned from the very, 



very best. That’s why people pay me…because I am good at sucking penises, otherwise 

nobody would hire my special services. I’d be unemployed.” 

 

“Lillian was different, though. She was my wife. She wasn’t a two-a-penny hooker like you 

or this sour-faced Asian donkey here.” 

 

Marina addressed him curtly. “Please, George, don’t speak of me like that.” 

 

“Oh…? Or else…?” 

 

Lola laughed and shoved her colleague playfully. “Yes,” he said jovially, “Or what…?” 

 

All three of them laughed together at this point in time. It was like the joke—if there was a 

joke, indeed—was truly hilarious, which in a way it was for all three of them rolled around 

on the King Size bed in stitches, laughing hysterically. Yes, just what the doctor ordered, 

thanks to whores Marina and Lola Grace. 

 

But suddenly the laughter ceased as Marina noticed she was sitting in a pool of blood. 

Alerting the others, they observed in dismay as the Asian hooker reached down her hand to 

feel her anus and discovered a lot of blood emerged from it. She looked at the others, and 

then at her hand soaked in blood, then back at the others, particularly George Carpenter. 

“Look at what you have done to me,” she accused, “I’m bleeding…you went too hard and 

now I’m bleeding. Look at the blood!” 

 

Lola wanted to scream at the sight of blood. After all, who was to say this could not have 

happened to her? “My God, Marina…” she spluttered, “…you must go to the hospital!” 

 

George was at a loss for words. He stammered, “It’s not…my fault…really…I’m sorry!” 

 

He watched in horror as the two prostitutes gathered their bits and bobs, dressed and suddenly 

left by the door, leaving him alone looking at a bloodied sheet on the bed, and the speckles of 

blood leading across the carpet to the hotel room door. 

 

In a way, he was relieved they never made a bigger fuss, as if it got out it would not have 

done his reputation much good, plus it might have damaged his social standing amongst the 

Whitehaven community as a whole, if phantom news like this got splattered all across the 

local newspapers, radio and TV. Yes, he was bloody grateful for at least that—thank God for 

small mercies. 

 

Immediately, he pulled on a fresh set of pyjamas, when he then took the soiled sheet into the 

bathroom where there was a wicker washing basket, where he deposited it before pouring 

himself a brandy and deciding to call it a night. He clambered under a fresh sheet and nestled 

his head in the soft pillow, closing his eyes as best as he could. This was a very difficult task 

going by what had just occurred. George recognized with great dismay that his own eight-

inch cock was responsible for the possible rupture of the Asian’s back-passage, something 

that would require expert treatment by a specialist at the hospital. Who was to say the 

conniving yellow bitch wouldn’t grass him up to the law? 

 

It was certainly a worry to him. 

 



He mumbled into the goose-feather pillow, “It wasn’t my fault. Just because I have this 

fucking big pork roll in my pants…” 

 

Licking his lips as he thought of how juicy Lola Grace’s pussy was when she sat on his face, 

he wished she’d stayed behind and kept him company, since that was one whore with the 

right attitude, and she certainly knew how to treat a client. He lay there, before falling asleep 

with the bedside lamp still on, an hour or so later. Circumstances had it that tonight might 

have been an uncomfortable one for all… 

 

It was here, upon the hour, there was a noise in the hotel room. 

 

George jerked awake and sat bolt upright on the bed. 

 

Standing in the middle of the room at the foot of the bed was a naked Lillian Carpenter. She 

looked as ravishing and alluring as she’d ever looked in life. Yes, his wife was an angel, and 

she’d come to take him away, take her husband with her to a higher place. George didn’t 

want to die, oh no, but to see her, behold her beauty once more, was indeed a real blessing 

and he suddenly felt quite gifted to be awarded the opportunity by whatever strange force 

granted him the honour. 

 

“Lillian, is that you, dear?” 

 

Her face was serene and expressionless. Her eyes were closed George observed, as he 

gestured for her to come closer to him, and wishing his angel would at least open her mouth 

and grant him the joy of hearing her dulcet tones again—if she would (or could) only say 

something, just one or two words…anything…just if she said…something! 

 

“Lillian, please say something. I missed you, dear. I’m so sorry for sending you into that silly 

kitchen to face those intruders all on your own, but well…” He shrugged and smiled weakly, 

“…you know me…I’m a born coward. And now you’re dead yet you’re here and you’re 

alive!” He sounded elated with the uncompromising notion of life after death and the 

prospect he might be communicating with a ghost. “I’ll get those thugs that invaded our home 

and snatched away your life. Tell me, my love, were you accosted by a gang of niggers?” 

 

Ever the lousy racist to the very end, George saw no harm in his delivery. He was from the 

old school of thought, where white guys were automatically bigger than black guys, and if 

anyone was responsible for the world’s wrongs, indeed, the black guys were the prime 

suspects and should always have been held accountable. 

 

Lillian finally opened her eyes. As they emanated a bright neon and Supernatural yellow, she 

lifted her right arm and pointed an accusing finger directly towards George. It was like his 

racist attitude had caught up with him—even if this was not, in fact, the main reason. 

 

In the room, the bed and other furnishings began to shake and tremble like they were subject 

to a minor earthquake in Whitehaven, as ornaments and fittings rattled on shelves and tables, 

whilst the bottles of booze threatened to break or smash as they rattled and tinkled in the 

drinks cabinet in the yonder corner. 

 

George looked around in petrified dismay as this variation of ghostly activity occurred before 

him in the room. 



 

He begged and reached out to his deceased wife in bewildered supplication. “Please, Lillian, 

come to me, my darling…I’m so sorry you had to go, and I realize I am to blame, but if you 

can, my love, please find it in your heart to forgive me!” 

 

She broke her silence. Still pointing, she hissed, “You don’t deserve forgiveness, you leech!” 

 

Here, George held his skull as it began to pulsate and tremor. Intense pain stole his vision and 

he felt his brain swell bigger in his cranium, whilst his eyes—his fucking eyes—brimmed 

with yellow bile raised from his throat to submerge them in pus, whilst they throbbed and 

threatened to pop from their sockets. 

 

He could say no more as his deceased wife cackled demonically from across the vibrating 

room. 

 

George was forever blind once his eyeballs exploded sending esoteric white and yellow pus 

across the room as they emerged, spattering the bed covers and festooning so far the goo even 

reached as far as his ghastly wife, once it projected through the air, when the vile, dirty grey 

and yellowed snot-like pus sprayed her ethereal frame. 

 

Still, she laughed maddeningly. She was reminiscent of a conniving witch. 

 

Here, the body of George Carpenter ignited into rising flame, as plumes of thick billowing 

smoke filled the room. Other furnishings and decorative objects captured the deadly heat and 

also caught fire. Instantly, the fire alarms sounded throughout the building yet there were no 

such things as sprinkler systems here, since the Mortimer Hotel was ancient regarding its 

health and safety measures and, although a Five Star establishment with a Michelin Graded 

eatery, mostly still nestled firmly in the Dark Ages. It would be sorry for this later because 

tonight every guest would be evacuated as the hotel burnt to the ground, whereas rather 

shockingly for Whitehaven and its local population, in the morning and following afternoon 

the whole landmark establishment would be rendered a smouldering shell of a building. 

 

Nobody would witness the Carpenter couple again, dead or alive. 
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PLANETOID 127 by Edgar Wallace 

 

Chapter IV 

 

COLSON was dead! 

 

He had been shot at close quarters, for the hair about the wound was black and singed. Tim 

looked over his shoulder to the shivering butler who stood in the doorway. 

 

“Get on the telephone to the police,” he said; and, when the man had gone, he made a brief 

examination of the apartment. 

 

The destruction which the unknown murderer had wrought was hurried but thorough. Half a 

dozen delicate pieces of apparatus, the value and use of which Tim had no idea, had been 

smashed; two main wires leading from the room had been cut; but the safe had obviously 

been opened without violence, for the key was still in the lock. It was the shot which had 

wakened the boy, and he realised that the safe must have been opened subsequent to the 

murder. 

 

There was no need to make an elaborate search to discover the manner in which the intruder 

had effected his entry: one of the heavy shutters which covered the windows had been forced 

open, and the casement window was ajar. Without hesitation, lightly clad as he was, Tim 

jumped through the window on to a garden bed. Which way had the murderer gone? Not to 

the high road, that was certain. There could only be one avenue of escape, and that was the 

path which led down to the backwater. 

 

He considered the situation rapidly: he was unarmed, and, even if the assassin was in no 

better shape (which he obviously was not) he would not be a match for a powerfully built 

man. He vaulted up to the window-sill as the shivering butler made his reappearance. 

 

“I’ve telephoned the police: they’re coming up at once,” he said. 

 

“Is there a gun in the house—any kind?” said Lensman quickly. 

 

“There’s one in the hall cupboard, sir,” replied the man, and Tim flew along the corridor, 

wrenched open the door, found the shot-gun and, providentially, a box of cartridges. Stopping 

only to snatch an electric hand-lamp from the hall-stand, he sped into the grounds and made 

his way down the precipitous path which led to the river. His progress was painful, for he felt 

every stone and pebble through the thin soles of his slippers. 

 

He had switched on the light of the hand-lamp the moment he had left the house, and here he 

was at an advantage over the man he followed, who was working in the dark and dared not 

show a light for fear of detection. That he was on the right track was not left long in doubt. 

Presently the boy saw something in his path, and, stooping, picked up a leather pocket-case, 

which, by its feel, he guessed contained money. Evidently in his hurry the murderer had 

dropped this. 

 

Nearer and nearer to the river he came, and presently he heard ahead of him the sound of 

stumbling footsteps, and challenged his quarry. 

 



“Halt!” he said. “Or I’ll shoot!” 

 

The words were hardly out of his mouth when a pencil of flame quivered ahead in the 

darkness, something “wanged” past his head and struck the bole of a tree with a thud. 

Instantly Tim extinguished his lamp. The muzzle of his gun advanced, his finger on the 

trigger, he moved very cautiously in pursuit. 

 

The man must be somewhere near the river now: the ground was falling more steeply. There 

was no sound ahead until he heard a splash of water, the hollow sound of feet striking the 

bottom of a boat, and a faint “chug-chug” of engines. A motor-launch! Even as he reached 

the riverside he saw the dark shape slipping out towards the river under cover of the trees. 

Raising his gun, he fired. Instantly another shot came back at him. He fired again; he might 

not hit the assassin, but he would at any rate alarm the lock-keeper. Then, as the little launch 

reached the opening which brought it to the river, he saw it slow and come almost to a 

standstill. For a second he thought the man was returning, and then the explanation flashed 

upon him. The backwater was choked with weeds and the little propeller of the launch must 

have caught them. If he could only find a boat! He flashed his lamp vainly up and down the 

bank. 

 

“Plop!” 

 

The bullet was so near this time that it stirred the hair of his head. Hastily extinguishing the 

light, he waited. Somebody was working frantically at the launch’s propeller, and again 

raising his gun, he fired. This time his shot struck home, for he heard a howl of fury and pain. 

But in another few seconds the launch was moving again, and had disappeared into the open 

river. There was nothing for Tim to do now but to retrace his steps to the house. He came into 

the room of death, hot, dishevelled, his pyjamas torn to ribbons by the brambles through 

which he had struggled, to find two police officers in the room. One was kneeling by the side 

of the dead man; the other was surveying the damaged apparatus. 

 

“This is the young gentleman, sir,” said the shivering butler, and the officers turned their 

attention to Tim. 

 

In a few words he described what he had seen, and whilst one of the policemen went to 

telephone a warning along to the lock-keepers, he gave an account to the other of the events 

of that night so far as he knew them. 

 

“There have been several burglaries here,” said the sergeant. “I shouldn’t be surprised if this 

is the same fellow that tried to do the other jobs. Do you know anything about this?” 

 

He held a sheet of paper to the boy, and Tim took it. It was covered with Colson’s fine 

writing. 

 

“It looks almost as though it were a message he’d been writing down. He’d been listening-

in—the receivers are still on his ears,” said the officer. “But who could tell him stuff like 

that?” 

 

Tim read the message: 

 



“Colson was killed by robbers in the third part of the first division of the day. Nobody knows 

who did this, but the correctors are searching. Colson said there was a great earthquake in the 

island beyond the yellow sea. This happened in the sixth division of the day and many were 

killed. This place corresponds to Japan, but we call it the Island of the Yellow Sea. The great 

oilfields of the Inland Sea have become very rich, and those who own the fields have made 

millions in the past few days. There will be—” 

 

Here the writing ended. 

 

“What does he mean by ‘Colson was killed in the third division’ or whatever it is?” said the 

dumbfounded policeman. “He must have known he was going to be killed... it beats me.” 

 

“It beats me, too,” said Tim sadly. “Poor old friend!” 

 

At eleven o’clock came simultaneously Inspector Bennett, from Scotland Yard, and Mr. 

Colson’s lawyer: a stout, middle-aged man, who had some information to give. 

 

“Poor Colson always expected such a death. He had made an enemy, a powerful enemy, and 

he told me only two days ago that this man would stop at nothing.” 

 

“Did he give his name?” asked the detective. 

 

Tim waited breathlessly, expecting to hear Hildreth’s name mentioned, but the lawyer shook 

his head. 

 

“Why did you see him two days ago? On any particular business?” 

 

“Yes,” said Mr. Stamford, the lawyer. “I came here to make a will, by which this young 

gentleman was named as sole heir!” 

 

“I?” said Tim incredulously. “Surely you’re mistaken?” 

 

“No, Mr. Lensman. I don’t mind admitting that, when he told me how he wished to dispose 

of his property, I urged him against leaving his money to one who, I understand, is a 

comparative stranger. But Mr. Colson had great faith in you, and said that he had made a 

study of your character and was satisfied that you could carry on his work. That was the one 

thing which worried him, the possibility of his life’s work being broken off with no successor 

to take it up when he put it down. There is a clause in the will which makes it possible for 

you to operate his property immediately.” 

 

Tim smiled sadly. “I don’t know what ‘operating his property’ means,” he said. And then, as 

a thought struck him: “Unless he refers to his speculations. The Stock Exchange is an 

unknown country to me. Has any discovery been made about the man in the motor-launch?” 

 

Inspector Bennett nodded. 

 

“The launch was found abandoned in a local reach of the Thames,” he said. “The murderer 

must have landed and made his way on foot. By the way, do you know he is wounded? We 

found traces of blood on the launch.” 

 



Tim nodded. “I had an idea I winged him,” he said. “The brute!” 

 

Late that afternoon there was a sensational discovery: the body of a man was found, lying 

amidst the weeds three miles down the river. He had been shot with a revolver. 

 

“He is our man undoubtedly,” said the inspector, who brought the news. “There is a shot 

wound in his shoulder.” 

 

“But I did not use a rifle or a revolver,” said Tim, puzzled. 

 

“Somebody else did,” said the inspector grimly. “Dead men tell no tales.” 

 

“Where was he found?” 

 

“Near Mr. Hildreth’s private landing stage—” began the inspector. 

 

“Hildreth?” Tim stared at him open-mouthed. “Has Hildreth got a property near here?” 

 

“Oh, yes; he has a big estate about three miles down the river.” The detective was eyeing the 

boy keenly. “What do you know about Mr. Hildreth?” 

 

In a few words Tim told of the interview which he had witnessed, and the detective frowned. 

 

“It can only be a coincidence that the man was found on his estate,” he said. “Mr. Hildreth is 

a very rich man and a Justice of the Peace.” 

 

Nevertheless, he did not speak with any great conviction, and Tim had the impression that 

Bennett’s view of Hildreth was not such an exalted one as he made out. 

 

Borrowing the old motor-bicycle of the science master, he rode over to Bisham and broke the 

news to Chap West and his sister. The girl was horrified. 

 

“But, Tim, it doesn’t seem possible!” she said. “Why should they do it? The poor old man!” 

 

When Chap had recovered from the shock of the news, he advanced a dozen theories in rapid 

succession, each more wildly improbable than the last; but all his theorising was silenced 

when Tim told him of Colson’s will. 

 

“I’m only a kid, and absolutely unfitted for the task he has set me,” Tim said quietly; “but I 

am determined to go on with his work, and shall secure the best technical help I can to 

reconstitute the apparatus which has been destroyed.” 

 

“What do you think is behind it?” asked Chap. 

 

Tim shook his head. “Something beyond my understanding,” he replied. “Mr. Colson made a 

discovery, but what that discovery was we have to learn. One of the last things he told me 

was that he had written out a full account of his investigations, and I am starting an 

immediate search for that manuscript. And then there is the stone in the grounds, with all 

those queer figures and letters which have to be deciphered.” 

 



“Have you any idea what the nature of the discovery was?” asked Chap. 

 

Tim hesitated. 

 

“Yes, I think I have,” he said. “Mr. Colson was undoubtedly in communication with another 

planet!” 
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POLARIS OF THE SNOWS by Charles B Stilson 

 

1. Polaris of the Snows  

 

“North! North! To the north, Polaris. Tell the world—ah, tell them—boy—The north! The 

north! You must go, Polaris!” 

 

Throwing the covers from his low couch, the old man arose and stood, a giant, tottering 

figure. Higher and higher he towered. He tossed his arms high, his features became 

convulsed; his eyes glazed. In his throat the rising tide of dissolution choked his voice to a 

hoarse rattle. He swayed. 

 

With a last desperate rallying of his failing powers he extended his right arm and pointed to 

the north. Then he fell, as a tree falls, quivered, and was still. 

 

His companion bent over the pallet, and with light, sure fingers closed his eyes. In all the 

world he knew, Polaris never had seen a human being die. In all the world he now was utterly 

alone! 

 

He sat down at the foot of the cot, and for many minutes gazed steadily at the wall with fixed, 

unseeing eyes. A sputtering little lamp, which stood on a table in the centre of the room, 

flickered and went out. The flames of the fireplace played strange tricks in the strange room. 

In their uncertain glare, the features of the dead man seemed to writhe uncannily. 

 

Garments and hangings of the skins of beasts stirred in the wavering shadows, as though the 

ghosts of their one-time tenants were struggling to reassert their dominion. At the one door 

and the lone window the wind whispered, fretted, and shrieked. Snow as fine and hard as the 

sands of the sea rasped across the panes. Somewhere without a dog howled—the long, 

throaty ululation of the wolf breed. Another joined in, and another, until a full score of canine 

voices wailed a weird requiem. 

 

Unheeding, the living man sat as still as the dead. 

 

Once, twice, thrice, a little clock struck a halting, uncertain stroke. When the fourth hour was 

passed it rattled crazily and stopped. The fire died away to embers; the embers paled to ashes. 

As though they were aware that something had gone awry, the dogs never ceased their 

baying. The wind rose higher and higher, and assailed the house with repeated shocks. Pale-

grey and changeless day that lay across a sea of snows peered furtively through the windows. 

 

At length the watcher relaxed his silent vigil. He arose, cast off his coat of white furs, stepped 

to the wall of the room opposite to the door, and shoved back a heavy wooden panel. A dark 

aperture was disclosed. He disappeared and came forth presently, carrying several large 

chunks of what appeared to be crumbling black rock. 

 

He threw them on the dying fire, where they snapped briskly, caught fire, and flamed 

brightly. They were coal. 

 

From a platform above the fireplace he dragged down a portion of the skinned carcass of a 

walrus. With the long, heavy-bladed knife from his belt he cut it into strips. Laden with the 

meat, he opened the door and went out into the dim day. 



 

The house was set against the side of a cliff of solid, black, lustreless coal. A compact 

stockade of great boulders enclosed the front of the dwelling. From the back of the building, 

along the base of the cliff, ran a low shed of timber slabs, from which sounded the howling 

and worrying of the dogs. 

 

As Polaris entered the stockade the clamour was redoubled. The rude plank at the front of the 

shed, which was its door, was shaken repeatedly as heavy bodies were hurled against it. 

 

Kicking an accumulation of loose snow away from the door, the man took from its racks the 

bar which made it fast and let it drop forward. A reek of steam floated from its opening. A 

shaggy head was thrust forth, followed immediately by a great, grey body, which shot out as 

if propelled from a catapult. 

 

Catching in its jaws the strip of flesh which the man dangled in front of the doorway, the 

brute dashed across the stockade and crouched against the wall, tearing at the meat. Dog after 

dog piled pell-mell through the doorway, until at least twenty-five grizzled animals were 

distributed about the enclosure, bolting their meal of walrus-flesh. 

 

For a few moments the man sat on the roof of the shed and watched the animals. Although 

the raw flesh stiffened in the frigid air before even the jaws of the dogs could devour it and 

the wind cut like the lash of a whip, the man, coatless and with head and arms bared, seemed 

to mind neither the cold nor the blast. 

 

He had not the ruggedness of figure or the great height of the man who lay dead within the 

house. He was of considerably more than medium height, but so broad of shoulder and deep 

of chest that he seemed short. Every line of his compact figure bespoke unusual strength—the 

wiry, swift strength of an animal. 

 

His arms, white and shapely, rippled with muscles at the least movement of his fingers. His 

hand were small, but powerfully shaped. His neck was straight and not long. The thews 

spread from it to his wide shoulders like those of a splendid athlete. The ears were set close 

above the angle of a firm jaw, and were nearly hidden in a mass of tawny, yellow hair, as fine 

as a woman’s, which swept over his shoulders. 

 

Above a square chin were full lips and a thin, aquiline nose. Deep, brown eyes, fringed with 

black lashes, made a marked contrast with the fairness of his complexion and his yellow hair 

and brows. He was not more than twenty-four years old. 

 

Presently he re-entered the house. The dogs flocked after him to the door, whining and 

rubbing against his legs, but he allowed none of them to enter with him. He stood before the 

dead man and, for the first time in many hours, he spoke: 

 

“For this day, my father, you have waited many years. I shall not delay. I will not fail you.” 

 

From a skin sack he filled the small lamp with oil and lighted its wick with a splinter of 

blazing coal. He set it where its feeble light shone on the face of the dead. Lifting the corpse, 

he composed its limbs and wrapped it in the great white pelt of a polar bear, tying it with 

many thongs. Before he hid from view the quiet features he stood back with folded arms and 

bowed head. 



 

“I think he would have wished this,” he whispered, and he sang softly that grand old hymn 

which has sped so many Christian soldiers from their battlefield. “Nearer, My God, to Thee,” 

he sang in a subdued, melodious baritone. From a shelf of books which hung on the wall he 

reached a leather-covered volume. “It was his religion,” he muttered: “It may be mine,” and 

he read from the book: “I am the resurrection and the life, whoso believeth in Me, even 

though he died—” and on through the sonorous burial service. 

 

He dropped the book within the folds of the bearskin, covered the dead face, and made fast 

the robe. Although the body was of great weight, he shouldered it without apparent effort, 

took the lamp in one hand, and passed through the panel in the wall. 

 

Within the bowels of the cliff a large cavern had been hollowed in the coal. In a far corner a 

grey boulder had been hewn into the shape of a tombstone. On its face were carved side by 

side two words: “Anne” and “Stephen.” At the foot of the stone were a mound and an open 

grave. He laid the body in the grave and covered it with earth and loose coal. 

 

Again he paused, while the lamplight shone on the tomb. 

 

“May you rest in peace, O Anne, my mother, and Stephen, my father. I never knew you, my 

mother, and, my father, I knew not who you were nor who I am. I go to carry your message.” 

 

He rolled boulders onto the two mounds. The opening to the cave he walled up with other 

boulders, piling a heap of them and of large pieces of coal until it filled the low arch of the 

entrance. 

 

In the cabin he made preparations for a journey. 

 

One by one he threw on the fire books and other articles within the room, until little was left 

but skins and garments of fur and an assortment of barbaric weapons of the chase. 

 

Last he dragged from under the cot a long, oaken chest. 

 

Failing to find its key, he tore the lid from it with his strong hands. 

 

Some articles of feminine wearing apparel which were within it he handled reverently, and at 

the same time curiously; for they were of cloth. Wonderingly he ran his fingers over silk and 

fine laces. Those he also burned. 

 

From the bottom of the chest he took a short, brown rifle and a brace of heavy revolvers of a 

pattern and calibre famous in the annals of the plainsmen. With them were belt and holsters. 

 

He counted the cartridges in the belt. Forty there were, and in the chambers of the revolvers 

and the magazine of the rifle, eighteen more. Fifty-eight shots with which to meet the perils 

that lay between himself and that world of men to the north—if, indeed, the passing years had 

not spoiled the ammunition. 

 

He divested himself of his clothing, bathed with melted snow-water, and dressed himself 

anew in white furs. An omelette of eggs of wild birds and a cutlet of walrus-flesh sufficed to 

stay his hunger, and he was ready to face the unknown. 



 

In the stockade was a strongly build sledge. Polaris packed it with quantities of meat both 

fresh and dried, of which there was a large store in the cabin. What he did not pack on the 

sledge he threw to the eager dogs. 

 

He laid his harness out on the snow, cracked his long whip, and called up his team. 

“Octavius, Nero, Julius.” Three powerful brutes bounded to him and took their places in the 

string. “Juno, Hector, Pallas.” Three more grizzled snow-runners sprang into line. “Marcus.” 

The great, grey leader trotted sedately to the place at the head of the team. A seven-dog team 

it was, all of them bearing the names before which Rome and Greece had bowed. 

 

Polaris added to the burden of the sledge the brown rifle, several spears, carved from oaken 

beams and tipped with steel, and a sealskin filled with boiled snow-water. On his last trip into 

the cabin he took from a drawer in the table a small, flat packet, sewn in membranous 

parchment. 

 

“This is to tell the world my father’s message and to tell who I am,” he said, and hid it in an 

inner pocket of his vest of furs. He buckled on the revolver-belt, took whip and staff from the 

fireside, and drove his dog-team out of the stockade onto the prairie of snow, closing the gate 

on the howling chorus left behind. 

 

He proceeded several hundred yards, then tethered his dogs with a word of admonition, and 

retraced his steps. 

 

In the stockade he did a strange and terrible thing. Long used to seeing him depart from his 

team, the dogs had scattered and were mumbling their bones in various corners. “If I leave 

these behind me, they will perish miserably, or they will break out and follow, and I may not 

take them with me,” he muttered. 

 

From dog to dog he passed. To each he spoke a word of farewell. Each he caressed with a pat 

on the head. Each he killed with a single grip of his muscular hands, gripping them at the 

nape of the neck, where the bones parted in his powerful fingers. Silently and swiftly he 

proceeded until only one dog remained alive, old Paulus, the patriarch of the pack. 

 

He bent over the animal, which raised its dim eyes to his and licked at his hands. 

 

“Paulus, dear old friend that I have grown up with; farewell, Paulus,” he said. He pressed his 

face against the noble head of the dog. When he raised it tears were coursing down his 

cheeks. Then Paulus’s spirit sped. 

 

Two by two he dragged the bodies into the cabin. 

 

“Of old a great general in that far world of men burned his ships that he might not turn back. I 

will not turn back,” he murmured. With a splinter of blazing coal he fired the house and the 

dog-shed. He tore the gate of the stockade from its hinges and cast it into the ruins. With his 

great strength he toppled over the capping-stones of the wall, and left it a ruin also. 
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