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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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GODAN: QUEEN OF THE THIRD COAST by Garret Scheulke
Part One
Godan spotted a beach area with a single bench and trash can after he passed through Acme. He
turned into it and skidded to a stop.
Made it, he thought. He took off his backpack, powered down, and removed his mask. He sat on
the bench. He then noticed it.

Why’s my heart beating so fast, he thought. It wasn’t that far of a run.
He looked out at Grand Traverse Bay and closed his eyes, breathing softly. All the painful
memories he had of the area began to surface. He tried to dispel them—but doing so just made
them stronger.
“God, I fucking hate Traverse City,” he said, pulling his hood over his head. He stretched out on
the bench, put his arms underneath his head, and went to sleep.

Gareth dug out his Northwest Michigan College student I.D. His picture was slightly smudged
out. Let’s give this a try, he thought, getting in line.
The cashier swiped his card. “Would you like to pay in cash, or charge it to your student
account?”
“Student account,” Gareth replied.
The cashier rung him up and gave him back his card. “Thank you, enjoy your meal!”
Guess I still had some money left in there, Gareth thought. He took a tray and plate, and
immediately went to the pizza selection. He nabbed three slices, and went over to the salad bar
and filled the other half of his plate with peas and watermelon chunks. He got a glass of milk,
and took a seat.
Gareth dug in, inhaling all of the watermelon. He downed the milk in one chug. He wiped his
mouth and looked around. Okay, chill Grey Wolf, he thought. Act like the legit student you were
back then, not the bum you are now.
Gareth then realized that he was pretty much the same back when he attended NMC as he was
now.

As he began eating his first slice of pizza, Gareth heard the table behind him burst out in
laughter.
One of the students said to her friend, “My little cousin is freaking out over these ‘werewolves’.
And my uncle, being the dick he is, decided it was a good idea to show her some video he found
on YouTube about the Michigan Dogman!”
“That sounds like a healthy thing for her mental state,” he friend replied, causing more laughter.
All right, they could provide me some clues, Gareth thought as he began eating his second slice
of pizza. Now, how do I come off as not a creep?
He looked around the room. At an empty table, he noticed a copy of NMC’s student newspaper,
the White Pine Press, spread open.
Gareth hummed. Give it a shot, he thought. He got up, then stopped himself. He sat back down,
and dug into his backpack. He took out a small composition notebook and a pen. Let’s do this.
He dusted himself off as he walked up to the table. “Hey, guys,” he said, adjusting his notebook.
“I’m Gareth Manion, and I’m a reporter for the White Pine Press.” The four students nodded.
“I’m working on a story about these recent monster sightings, and I overheard you guys talking
about it. May I get some comments from you?”
“Oh, sure!” one of the students said as the others giggled.
“Thanks for talking with me,” Gareth pulled up a chair and sat down, putting one leg over the
other, notebook propped open. “May I have your names and year?”
“I’m the only one here that’s from around this area,” the student who was telling the others her
story said, “I’ve mostly been hearing about it through my dad, who’s been talking to my uncle
about this.”
“Okay, and you are?”
“Heather Traven, freshman.”
“Nice to meet you. I just returned as a sophomore after an extended break myself. You like it
here?”
Heather shrugged. “Classes have been going good so far.”
Gareth nodded. “Okay, like I said, I overheard you a second ago, so you don’t have to repeat the
story to me, but do you know where the sightings are mainly occurring?”
Heather took a sip of her pop. “A lot of it’s been going on around the forests going out on M-37,
past the mall. The farmers around there have been making reports to the DNR about seeing these

really weird wolf-like creatures roaming the boarders of their fields. My uncle lives out that way,
and he’s friends with a lot of them.”
Gareth scribbled in his notebook. “Is that why he showed your cousin that video about the
Michigan Dogman? Does he actually believe they’re real?”
Heather started laughing. “You’re not going to put that in your story, are you?”
Gareth tapped his chin with the pen. “Well, I could leave that part out if you really want me to. I
don’t want to embarrass you nor your uncle.”
“Aren’t you the polite reporter!” one of Heather’s friends said.
“It’s all right,” Heather said. “My uncle doesn’t know if they’re telling the truth or not—he was
just fooling around when he showed her that video.”
Gareth made some more scribbles in his notebook. “What time of the day do these sightings
usually occur?”
“Night. A few farmers have tried to get pictures, but they always come out crappy, so people
think they’re faking them.”
Gareth hummed, and continued to pretend he was jotting the information down in his notebook.
“Has there been much talk about this around campus?”
“Just from some other students I know who live around that area.”
“Do you think there’s a chance of these ‘werewolves’ showing up at NMC?”
Heather and her friends laughed. “That would be a sweet way to get the day off: ‘Class is
cancelled due to werewolf invasion’!”
“Our professors would still send us homework due at midnight,” Heather’s friend said.
Gareth snapped the notebook closed. “That’s all the info I need.” He stood up. “Thanks for
chatting with me.”
“Good luck on your story,” Heather said.
“Don’t get eaten,” one of Heather’s friends said.
“That’s an occupational hazard I’ll have to deal with.” Gareth waved at them. “Later.”
Gareth returned to his table and ate the rest of his lunch. He looked through the previous pages of
his notebook. They were filled with notes from classes he had taken when he attended NMC.

“Can’t believe I actually tried taking that shit seriously,” he mumbled. He got up and tossed the
notebook, along with the rest of his trash, in a bin on his way out.

Godan jumped onto the roof of the Cherryland Centre. He looked around, trying to remember
which way it was to M-37.
“Crap,” he muttered. He crossed his arms. “I remember being over there once.” He shrugged his
shoulders. “Let’s give it a whiff.”
Godan took a baggie out of his leg pocket. It contained fur he clipped off of Callisto, the wolf
girl he met the day before. He shook it, opened it up, and put it to his nose. He breathed deeply
Godan cringed. “Ugh, I should have advised Callisto to bathe more,” he said, closing the baggie
and stuffing it back in his pocket.
He then realized the irony of him telling someone else to “bathe more”.
He composed himself, closed his eyes, and started sniffing. He was instantly hit with a foul
smell.
“Goddamn!” he yelled, pinching his nose shut. “Whatever I just picked up smells like her,” he
relaxed, “but even more foul.”
Godan jumped down into the parking lot. He dashed through it, and crossed South Airport Road.
He passed through some backyards until he made it into the woods.
The scent started to make Godan dizzy. His shoulder bumped into a tree. He covered his nose
with his hand, making the scent more tolerable.
Godan heard screaming. He sped up, running into a soccer field. He looked around and saw two
kids running through an illuminated section of the field. Is that where it’s coming from, he
thought. A figure then appeared, and tackled one of boys.
“Fuck!” Godan yelled, running towards them. The howled and raised his claws, ready to strike.
Godan kicked the figure in the head, sending it flying back into the darkness. He helped the boy
to his feet. “Were you guys really beating him that bad at soccer?”
“We’re sorry!” the boy yelled, backing off. “We won’t graffiti the storage garage again!”
Godan narrowed his eyes. “Yes, don’t EVER do that again—or I may just let the scary wolf man
eat you next time!”

Godan held up a hand and flexed his claws, grinning. The boys screamed and ran away. The
figure reappeared, holding its head, growling. Godan rushed it, stunning it with a right hook. He
watched the boys run across the street as he put it in a headlock. He kept the pressure on until he
felt the creature pass out.
Godan dragged it to the concession stand. He place the creature on top of a picnic table.
“Definitely not Dia,” Godan said, examining the balding, chubby man, covered in patches of fur
and wearing boxers.
He poked the man in the head. The man yelped, and turned onto his side. “Wake up, asshole!”
Godan swiped the man’s back with his claws. The man screamed, and fell off the table.
Godan walked around, grabbed him by his arm, and picked him up. The man attempted to slash
him. Godan grabbed his hand, and smashed him in the mouth. He took him by the throat and
lifted him up.
“I’m looking for someone named Dia,” Godan shook him. “You wouldn’t possibly know a
woman my age, covered in fur, desiring an army of freaks that probably look like you?”
The man growled. He lurched his head forward, trying to bite Godan. Godan slammed him onto
the ground.
“WHERE’S DIA!” Godan stomped the man’s crotch. “Her scent is all over you!”
The man coughed violently. Godan took his foot off him.
“You’re gonna lead me to her. Get up.”
The man staggered to his feet. His coughing turned to growling. Godan ran up behind him, and
slammed his head into the picnic table.
“Do you understand me?” Godan said, lifting the man up by his hair.
The man nodded. Godan let him go. The man started shaking. “Get moving!” he yelled. The man
started walking. Godan kicked him in the ass. The man howled, and ran into the woods. Godan
followed.

“Why do all of you smell like shit?” Godan whispered, looking at the outlines of other
“werewolves” roaming around the field in front of them who, like the man, looked human but
had claws, fangs, and patches of fur. The man, covering himself with his arms, shaking, didn’t
reply. “Hey, you can speak up now.”
“I don’t know,” the man said.

“What’s your name?”
The man started crying. “Jeff.”
“How many are out there, Jeff?”
“I don’t know.”
“How many of you are out hunting tonight?”
Jeff shook his head. “I don’t know.”
Godan grabbed the back of Jeff’s neck. “Think hard, motherfucker.”
Jeff bolted. At the edge of the field, he tripped over some old barbed wire. He started howling.
Godan jumped on his back, lifted his head, and slit his throat with his claws.
Godan heard the “werewolves” barking and heading towards him. He yanked Jeff’s body free,
threw it towards the pack, and dashed back into the forest. He climbed up a tree and waited.
Five werewolves gathered around Jeff. They started sniffing his body. One of them licked Jeff’s
shredded throat.
Godan sprung from the tree, landing behind the pack. One of the werewolves turned to face him.
Godan kicked it in the stomach, sending it into another werewolf. Godan swiftly killed the other
three. He pounced on the other two, grabbed them each by the throat, and crushed them.
Godan stood up, coughing due to their stench. “Disgusting,” he mumbled. He looked off at the
nearby house. He adjusted his belt, stretched, and started walking towards it
Inside, a woman woke up from her nap. She yawned, and rubbed her eyes. She stiffened—a
scent she did not recognize made her open her eyes wide.
“Oh, hello there,” she said, sitting up and sniffing rapidly, “I don’t know who you are, but
you’ve got my attention.”

Godan scanned the pictures that lined the hallway. He stopped to examine one that wasn’t a
painting. It was a portrait of a stern-looking man with a buzz cut, wearing a suit and a cape, and a
woman with long, black ponytail, wearing a lab coat, with some sort of metal crown on her head.
He heard rustling come from the room down the hall. He braced himself, but no one emerged. He
relaxed. Please be an easy kill, he thought as he continued down the hall.

The woman was sitting on her futon in a lotus position. Relax and release, she thought, steadying
her breath. Relax and release, just as Varney taught you.
She felt a great pressure. She released it, and opened her eyes. “Wow, what he said actually
worked.”
What worked, Godan thought as he hid next to the doorway. His nose twitched. And what smells
like vanilla?
“Hey, the shows about to start soon,” the woman said, turning on her television. “You can join
me, though you’ll have to sit on the floor since you stink so much.”
Of course she can smell you, Godan thought as he leaned against the wall. He shook his head and
entered the room. “Funny you should bring that up, since one of the things I wanted to ask you
was why those things I killed outside reeked so badly.”
The woman rested her chin on her hand. “You got me.” She pressed a button on her remote that
made the television screen divide into four sections. The section on the top left corner was a
night vision view of the field where Godan killed the ‘werewolves’. “They were ‘flawed’, as
Mysta would say.”
That name sounds familiar, Godan thought. Guess I should ask her twenty questions.
He walked up and stood next to her. The woman looked at him seductively. Godan noticed that,
like him, she had claws, grey hair—though it was styled in a bob fashion—but had no fur.
“What’s your name?” Godan asked.
“Dia,” she presented her hand, ready to shake.
“So you’re Callisto’s sister,” Godan folded his arms. He noticed that his head felt light, and his
body temperature was rising, “and the daughter of Lycaon. Have you heard about what happened
to your dad?”
“No, what did he do? Find a way to mate a cat with one of his freaks?”
Callisto you are not, Godan thought. “I killed him, along with his ‘freaks’. Your sister told me
you were planning a similar takeover of Traverse.”
“Good, I hated him.” Dia explained. “I ditched that plan long ago, anyway. As you can see, my
‘freaks’ wouldn’t have done shit in the long run.” She turned up the volume. “How’s my sister
doing?”
He glared at her. “Fine. One of your freaks almost killed a kid.”
Dia shrugged. “Not all can have potential like her.”

“Who?”
Dia pointed at the bottom right screen, which showed a dancer who just got on stage. She had fur
all over her entire body and claws. She wore high heels and makeup.
“Okay…” Godan said, as the dancer bent down and accepted dollar bills, “why isn’t she trying to
tear them apart?”
Dia enlarged the corner to fit the entire screen. “That’s Sandra. Being the only person that
willingly underwent the transformation and subsequent treatments, she came out perfect.”
“Does she stink too?”
“Only in certain places.”
Godan rolled his eyes. “Ha ha, funny.”
Dia nodded. “When I first moved here, my boyfriend handed over his half of Daydreams
operations to me. The co-owner of the club is visiting tonight.” Dia looked Godan directly in the
eyes. “I ordered Sandra to kill him.”
Godan grabbed the futon and flipped it over. Dia lost her breath when the frame crashed onto the
lower part of her body. Godan went around and grabbed Dia by her hair.
“Where’s the club at?” he yelled, putting his claws to her neck.
“Down the road, turn right at Commerce. There’s a big, flashing sign, if the packed parking lot
isn’t noticeable enough for you.” Dia grinned. “Oh, there’s the other club owner now.”
A business man with glasses, flanked by two body guards, took Sharon by the hand and led her
off stage. Godan dashed out of the house.
Dia lifted the futon off herself. She tussled her hair, and retrieved her cell phone from her
dresser. She selected three numbers, and dialled them. Three different ringtones went off. They
were answered at the same time.
“Check in, ladies,” Dia said.
“Silvia here,” one voice said.
“Josie here,” another voice said.
“This is Elena,” the final voice said. “What’s up, Dia?”
Dia flipped her futon back in place. “How are all your assignments going?”

“Just about to begin mine,” Silvia said.
“Completed,” Josie said.
“Finished in advance,” Elena said.
“Very nice, Elena.” Dia rearranged the pillows and blankets.
“I do my best,” Elena said.
“Kiss ass,” Josie said. “Why are you calling, Dia? Just wanted an update?”
“No, I think I found a new subject, and I wanted to brag about it,” Dia said.
“Really?” Josie sounded excited. “You intend on transforming them, too?”
“No, he’s just like me—claws, grey hair, all of that.”
“So, what’re you gonna do with him then?” Silvia asked.
Dia watched as Godan stopped in front of the entrance, making the bouncer stumble backwards.
“I think I’m going to make him my slave.”
CONTINUES NEXT WEEK
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TAPE by Will Bernadara JR
Q. What is “feral art”?
A. It’s outsider art, only more dangerous.
Q. Meaning what?
A. …

Extract: Part of a movie review by Gil Marina [The Psychotronic Burrow/website/
www.tronicburr.com/March 2015]
Roller Blade
New World VHS
Dir. Donald G. Jackson
There exist films that appear to have been produced in a world similar to ours but… dangerously
skewed. They’re like broadcasts from a dimension of the brain damaged or cable-access fever
dreams: analogue jabberwockies. These products seem to want something from the viewer.
They’re less like movies, more like snares. Visual traps.
Roller Blade is nearly one of these. In this movie, set on the sidewalks of a post-nuked L.A.,
slutty nuns pray to a happy-face light bulb upon a crystal altar… ///
—review never posted

—[Detroit Free Press] May 2015 headline: Movie blogger Gil Marina found dead of suicide
—Some comments posted on social media re Marina suicide: HE BLEW HIS HEAD OFF
WITH A SHOTGUN!!! /// theysaid his head wuz pulverized. unrecunizable. had 2 ID him wif
fingerprints /// ALL bloggers should follow suit /// LOL

Q. Why do you seem afraid?
A. I’m not.
Q. You look spooked.
A. I don’t like where this is headed.
Q. Relax. Headed? It’s an interview, that’s all.
A. Then get on with it.
Q. OK. [pause] Who’s Lyman Alder?

Art gallery ART/IFICE: Ann Arbour, MI:
Janet Zeno’s show is scoffed at. (Behind her back, of course.) The homosexual critics hate it the
most: the hairless aesthete with the bowtie and martini; the metro gadfly/essayist who does
nearly as much coke as Janet.
—Brat. She bought her way into this gallery with daddy’s money.
—She’s probably fucking him.
—Who? Her father?
—Whoever.
—She went to CCS.
—That explains the absence of talent.
—It’s not even shocking. Nothing is anymore. It’s kitsch.
—It’s insalubrious. This show should’ve come with Purell.
All the canvases with their indefinite auburn-reddish streaks and smears look virtually identical.
The hook is the paint is menstrual blood. Janet’s. She named the show The Flow of Months.
Punning, coked out, faux depth—Janet Zeno deserves contempt.
A shifty man in all black—black jeans, crow-black hair, black boots and black coat—with a
bloodless alabaster face of haunted determination (as though he hasn’t slept in weeks) jerks a
few jerky, twitchy looks at the Zeno images and, hands—fists—thrust in his pockets, blurts out,
exclaims really, tourettic: “Shit! This isn’t art; it’s fuck-all!”
Those subtly backstabbing mock-gasp, others giggle. The barely visible DJ doesn’t cease
spinning but his set is so ambient it’s somehow less than sound, like audio cotton.
Janet, flustered and coke-edged, elbows and shoulders all sharp geometries, hands off her
champagne glass like a baton and marches petulantly toward the man in all black. He sees her
coming and seems almost contrite, now, his expression protean.
“Hey!” Stern, Janet is. “If you don’t like my art—”
Is it the word art that snaps some safeguard in him?
It happens fast and slow, stroboscopic almost—the grim man yanks Janet’s head back savagely.
She real-gasps. The man’s other hand comes up—a box-cutter. The retractable razorblade jags a
deep wound in Janet’s long neck. And again and again, hacking now, as though he’s lancing the

trachea in some gruesome spastic mimesis of desperate, wild surgery. A choke-blood erupts
messily. It burbles.
Patrons scream. The bow-tie-wearing critic faints. 911 is dialled by numerous people at once. All
but a few flee.
The madman jerks Janet’s head around by the hair, controlling the head, aiming the arterial
gusher so that its rocketing blood soaks the nearest incandesced canvas: new blood on old blood.
Police officers pour in like blue lava.

Ann Arbour Police Station
Detective Browder
Interview with Phil Marina / 2201 hrs.
DB: You don’t look like such a bad guy. I read the report and expected a monster in that chair.
PM: I’ve seen things, detective. Hells.
DB: Hells? Plural, huh?
PM: Iterations. Fucking abominations.
DB: You see things.
PM: Inadvertent invocation, detective. Accidents. Apocalyptic accidents. And I always thought
our species would knowingly destroy itself. [dry laugh] Not at all. The artists are the killers,
detective.
DB: Miss Zeno, you mean?
PM: The destroyers—they’re of no consequence. Wars? War doesn’t even account for a
significant reduction in population; did you know that, detective? It’s the creators. They’re the
threat. The ones Wren called the little gods.
[pause]
DB: I heard about your brother Gil’s suicide. That must’ve affected you deeply.
PM: Gil. He looked into the abyss and the abyss grinned, detective. The abyss—it had teeth.
[maniacal laughter]
DB: Phil. Why did you kill Janet Zeno? Did you know her?
PM: He showed me the world, unfiltered. It ruined my mind, detective. Wholly.
DB: Who showed you, Phil? Your brother?
[pause]
PM: Lyman Alder.

Hideously deformed infants are God’s art. They’re His sculptures. The Twin Towers:
performance art. A high-school prom-toilet abortion: objet trouvé. A serial killer’s mutilatedthen-dumped prostitute: art installation. War: man’s greatest theatre, with its extremes
Shakespeare couldn’t even dream of. Such a torrential, elemental force, art/war is, so great that,

like grit off a hurricane, smaller artworks of magnitude spiral out from it: novels, films, memoirs,
paintings. War. Art. War.
But no. No. Phil Marina told you already: it isn’t the tanks and armed units that annihilate.
It’s the artists.

What follows is a possibly apocryphal biographical sketch of Lyman Alder:
Lyman Alder’s house is a bench in Palmer Park
Lyman Alder’s mother died in a fire at Eloise, a psychiatric hospital where she was a resident
Lyman Alder wrote a “novel” called Trash Fish Automat, a roman à clef penned in illegible
scrawls on bar napkins, food wrappers, leaves, fruit rind, religious pamphlets, newspaper
margins, and other detritus the streets of Detroit provided
Lyman Alder lost 98-percent of the novel; the wind “stole” it
Lyman Alder somehow got a hold of a 1993 camcorder around 2014
Lyman Alder made an incomplete written list of works that aren’t true feral art but show
glimpses of feral artiness [randomly selected sampling from the list: Wishman’s A Night to
Dismember, Wintergate’s Boardinghouse, Things (1989), Roller Blade, Dialling for Dingbats,
Nathan Schiff’s Vermillion Eyes, Zelda Fitzgerald’s unpublished novel, YouTube’s Alan
Tutorial… (numerous dark web videos cited/REDACTED)]

A list of true feral artworks:
The morning star’s Hades architecture
Paul Bernardo and Karla Homolka’s home movies
Any suicide note
Birth defects
War
Disease
Chiaki Takashita’s diary [teenage years: 1989-1992]

Orlando, Florida’s Mystery Fun House [closed]
Lyman Alder’s untitled video

I know Lyman Alder better than anyone. Which is to say not that well at all really, but still. The
thing is is you’ve got crackpots and then you got reasonable people. Between them you got
interpretation. It’s like the old chicken-or-the-egg quandary, maybe. I mean, reasonable people
think Chapman was a loon who shot a Beatle and fixated on that Salinger book. Then you got
some crackpots, see, and they believe that that book made Chapman pull the trigger.

Q: Your brother Phil, where’s he?
A: We’re estranged.
Q: He torched a video store in Clawson. Two days after you wrote about the same store on your
blog.
A: …
Q: Some hipster place. Thompson Video?
A: OK.
Q: OK? You write about Thompson Video for your blog and—
A: It’s not my blog. It’s a site. I’m a freelancer.
Q:—and less than 48 hours later the store’s burned down by your brother. We got him on
surveillance lugging a fucking can of gas right up to the front door. In the parking lot your
brother leaves behind a VHS tape, some kind of homemade movie—
A: I don’t want to know.
Q:—a movie, Gil. That’s a little, you know, odd. The two detectives who viewed it have been
behaving so goddamn strange we had to refer them to—
A: Yeah yeah. Infinite Jest. The Ring. I know this story. Whatever.
Q: Whazzat?
A: Artworks that kill. This one makes you kill, that one makes you rape or suicide or arson. It’s
like Remote Control. The Lieberman movie. Only that’s not it. It’s not the movie.
Q: Intimate Jest and what? Ring Libra?
A: It’s not the work, you fucking idiot. [pause] It’s Lyman Alder.

Ghost in the magnetic tape?

Blow-by-blow description of the content of the Lyman Alder video. Pulled from the site Reports
From the Deep Web. [NOTE: The legitimacy of this description has been called into question.]

No credits or prefatory material. Static for a few seconds then footage cuts in abruptly. No fadein or transition effect.
Crappy ‘90s video. AFV quality.
Camera pans across city park. Day. Sun-shocked. Handheld technique is amateurish, shaky. Offscreen, the videographer, presumably Lyman Alder, announces: “This here… is… is uh… a
Lyman Alder production.” Shot lasts nearly seven minutes. This should be agonizingly boring,
but as Lyman begins playing with the camcorder’s zoom feature (around the two-minute mark)
something imperceptible but incontestable happens. Change in the lighting? Camera speed?
Whatever it is, this uneventful footage grows unbearably tense.
Mesmerizing even.
Viewers at this point report feeling an overwhelming premonition of “shrieking horror.”
Something unspeakable is close to occurring. What, though, no viewer can really say.
Camera, hideously, begins zooming in, sniperlike, on single women: joggers, professionals on
lunch breaks, et al. Worse, families. With children.
There is a nauseating sense of leering, as though the viewer is complicit in what’s become a
“gruesome selection process” by the videographer. It is as though what is happening is now in
real time. A feed. A live stream.
Jarringly, the footage cuts to LOUD static, which causes the viewer to flinch.
Static cuts in to a brownish-black. Lens cap is on. We hear a woman’s muffled gagging and what
sounds, horrifyingly, like a child’s broken sobbing. Viewers report, without exception, that this is
the tape’s most disturbing moment. Which is difficult to believe (if you haven’t seen it, that is),
considering what follows:
Lens cap’s torn from the camera. Sudden brightness blinds the frame. Cam swings wildly. We’re
shown a city alley. See an abandoned shopping cart. On the asphalt is a small white and blue
shoe. For a baby’s foot. It is spattered in wet blood. Fresh blood. A woman off-screen screams:
“My baby!” The sound of this scream is clearly not acting.
The footage once again cuts out.
For nearly three minutes the screen is black. We hear a man breathing. It’s either lascivious or
laboured, depending.
Footage resumes. For the first time, the camera is stationary, not handheld. (This writer believes
Lyman Alder set the camera on a dumpster lid or garbage can, as we are again in a city alley and
the shot is medium.)
Alley’s dead end.

Lyman Alder, a fortysomething black man, heavyset, garbed in what look like cast-off rags,
staggers into frame.
His hands, chest, chin and mouth are painted in wet blood. Blood not his. He appears exhausted.
He stumbles, drags his feet.
Lyman has a brown bottle of beer in his right hand. He strikes the brick wall with the bottle,
shattering its bottom into a jagged cavity.
He braces himself, planting a wetly red left palm on the wall. Without preamble or hint of any
kind, he begins mechanically, almost drunkenly, stabbing himself in the throat with the busted
bottle. His tongue protrudes grotesquely. His eyes bug out. His throat becomes a ragged,
dripping wound. On stab #5 the bottle gets stuck and the bottle’s opening acts as a spigot,
assisting the blood on its way out.
Lyman Alder collapses out of frame, where he certainly bleeds to death.
And now comes the tape’s most enigmatic and talked-about moment: someone turns the camera
off.

Ann Arbour Police Station
Detective Browder
Interview with Phil Marina / 2207 hrs.
DB: I interviewed your brother a couple days before he pulled the Cobain.
PM: …
DB: He blamed this Lyman Alder video for your arson schtick. And the video you left—
PM: I didn’t leave any video.
DB: …
PM: I burnt the store. I slashed that dumb cunt’s throat. I tell you all this and you think I’d lie
about leaving a fucking videotape at the scene. Gimme a break.
DB: I’m a cop, Phil. In copworld, in life, things add up, and this, this—
PM: In life things add up? What life are you living, detective?
DB: This Lyman Alder was a homeless Detroiter who killed himself in September 2014. Some
drunk crack addict. Mental case. He had two arrests for indecent exposure. No Charlie Manson,
this guy, but you’re tellin’ me—
PM: Where’s the tape, detective?
DB: Evidence locker. Why?
[pause]
PM: He’s in the tape. You don’t have to watch it to be affected by it. It’s radioactive. He or it
will haunt this entire fucking goddamn jail. Infect it.
DB: [sighs] I’m just going to turn you over to the psych, OK Phil?
PM: I don’t care.

DB: Neither do I. I get my paycheck either way.

The Ann Arbour station where Phil Marina is being held is a small, quiet place. It’s not a jail
proper, just two holding cells, primarily for drunk and disorderly U of M students. The holding
cell Phil’s in is white and the harsh overheads remain on 24/7.
Phil stares at the white wall. It’s not unlike a drive-in screen. On the wall, over and over like a
loop, plays clips and bits from the Alder tape. Over and over. And Phil thinks about putting an
end to himself just to stop the images.

It’s 3:22 AM and the police station’s quieter than a morgue. The one sound, the only sound apart
from the faint buzz of the lights, is coming from the black VHS tape shut up in the green
evidence locker.
No one can hear it though.
Emanating from the plastic tape, muted by its plastic case, is the video’s audio—sans VCR or
speakers of any kind. The tape is whispering its horrible audio track, its wind noise and woman
screaming and baby crying and awful choking suicide.
The VHS tape isn’t alive. No. There’s something dead on the tape’s thin ribbon. Spectral
information has been stored on the magnetic coating.
THE END
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THE LEPRECHAUN’S RAINBOW by Aaron Pfau
Part III.
That afternoon, it rained. Hard.
“You’ve been quiet today,” my mom said, scooping a spoonful of mashed potatoes onto my
plate. “You’re worried about Barry, aren’t you? Don’t worry, he’ll show up.”
“I’ve always said that he was part Border Collie,” dad added, passing a bowl of rice across the
table. “He’s probably exploring the woods and having the time of his life. When he gets hungry
enough, he’ll be back.”
I was worried about Barry, that much was true. But what really troubled me was Charlie’s
ultimatum. I didn’t know what he had planned for me at the other side of the woods, but it
chilled every fibre of my body just thinking about it. We can all play together, he had said. What
if he never let me go again? What if he wanted me to be his friend forever and ever? And what
choice did I have? I could either follow the leprechaun into the woods or watch as all of my
family’s good luck crumbled right before my eyes. Watch my dad return to the bottle, watch my
mom become a miserable wreck. But the worst part would be that we’d never be able to move
out of this house, or away from Charlie.
Sure enough, later that day, a rainbow appeared in the sky.
As I was placing my dirty dishes into the kitchen sink, I looked up at the shelf where mom had
placed the leprechaun’s four-leaf clover. With astonishment, I noticed that it wasn’t there.
“Mom,” I called out from the kitchen. “Where’s my lucky clover?”
“Huh?” She was sealing up leftovers into plastic Tupperware containers.
“My lucky clover. The four-leaf clover that you put on the shelf above the sink.”
“Oh, I’m sorry, sweetie. I threw that out yesterday. I didn’t know that you were saving it.”
So, my family’s good luck had nothing to do with the four-leaf clover after all! Nothing to do
with Charlie! I felt a wave of relief wash over me. Relief, and anger. All this time the leprechaun
had been lying to me. Well, I thought bitterly, two can play at that game.
I ran upstairs and grabbed a book off my shelf, spreading it out on the desk in front of me. How
to Catch a Leprechaun. Charlie wants to play? We’ll play.
I was waiting when Charlie emerged from the woods. He held his axe. Even from a distance
away, I could tell that the blade was sharp. However, I now observed that it was splashed with
red stuff. Blood, I thought! Whose blood? Barry’s?

“What did you do to my dog?” I demanded.
“Unlike you, he was not a true friend,” the leprechaun said. “I know that you will not try to run
away like that mutt did. You will be my best friend. Forever!”
Tears streaked down my cheeks. Anger raged all throughout my body. My hands were clenched.
My heart beating sounded like crashing waves in my ears.
“Let us go,” Charlie said, offering me his hand. “We are going to have some fun together, you
and I.”
“We’re not friends anymore,” I said quietly.
Charlie the leprechaun’s face grew dark and angry, like the storm clouds that still lingered
overhead. He tightened his hand around the shaft of the axe. “What did you say, you little brat?”
he said, seething with rage. His voice was no longer light and child-like, but deep and growling.
My heart now felt as if it would beat right out of my chest. I took a step back. As I did, Charlie
stepped forward.
His entire face began to change. Not just the features on it, but everything. It rippled, like a TV
station flickering briefly through broken static. I could see bottomless dark eyes, like two vacant
portals. A wide grin. Rows of sharp teeth. Then, just as quickly as I had seen it, it was gone
again, and Charlie the leprechaun’s smiling face was back.
“All I wanted was for us to be friends,” the thing said, slithering closer. “Stupid little runt! Child!
Little girl!”
I thought that I was going to faint. Suddenly, I jammed my hand into the pocket of my jeans. My
fingers closed around a fist-sized rock with jagged edges. My other hand reached around my hip
and clasped the sling-shot sticking out of my back pocket.
I waited until the thing took three more steps. Each one brought the leprechaun agonizingly
closer. Then, as quickly as a flame is drawn from a lighter, I sprang into action. I loaded the rock
in the elastic strap of the sling-shot and pulled it back. ALL the way back. I could feel the elastic
band stretching, almost snapping. When I released my hand, I heard a loud ZIP noise. Then a
sickening CRACK.
The creature doubled over beneath a large birch tree. As it convalesced in pain, I dropped the
sling-shot to the ground and bolted over to the thick trunk of the tree. A rope zigzagged down the
length of the trunk in a makeshift pulley, the end tied to a root protruding up from the ground. I
grabbed the loose end of the knot and gave it a yank, and then let it go. The tail of the rope
zipped into the air. The other end came crashing down. My trap worked perfectly. The metal
crate that I had dangled from up in the tree landed around the creature, trapping it underneath.

It tried pushing the crate off, but I was too fast. At first, I leaped onto the crate, using my strength
to push it down. But, after I had managed to drive the spike hitching Barry’s leash to the ground
into one of the handle openings, it was fastened securely.
I could no longer see the thing inside, but I could hear it. There sounded like two separate entities
underneath, both talking in unison.
“Is this how you treat a friend?” a voice said. It was the child-like voice that I had grown used to.
Charlie’s voice. It sounded like he was sobbing.
(“STUPID CHILD!”) The deep, darker voice. Angry, evil, monstrous.
“After all that I’ve done for you,” Charlie said, sniffling.
“I don’t need you or your stupid clover,” I replied hoarsely. “My family can make our own luck.
But I will take my three wishes.”
A bright, illuminating green light shined out from the cracks where the sides of the crate met the
ground. Inside, Charlie screamed agonizingly, as if in pain.
“Wish one: I want my dog back! Wish two: I want my old life back! And wish three: I want you
to LEAVE ME ALONE!”
A loud scream issued from underneath the crate. Then, the entire thing vibrated and rose off the
ground. It floated in mid-air for a second, spun around, and then disappeared into nothing. That
was the last that I saw of Charlie the leprechaun.
After that, things returned to normal, and my family put that whole ugly chapter of our life
behind us. Dad got his old job back at the public-school building. We moved back to our old
house in the city, far away from Harald Falls. On the day of the move, just as we had finished
packing the last of our suitcases into our SUV, I heard three happy yips. Barry came padding out
of the woods, his ears perked, happy to see me. I thought that I would never stop hugging him.
As we pulled away, I looked out the back window into the woods that grew smaller and smaller.
I thought, just for a moment, a horrible moment, that I could see Charlie standing at the edge of
the woods, waving to me.
That’s where the story ends. At least, for me. I wish that I could say that’s where the story of
Charlie the leprechaun ended for good.
You see, years later, when I was a grown woman, I was passing through Harald Falls on a
business trip. Age has a funny way of distorting things, and I had almost all but convinced
myself that the months that I had spent in Harald Falls as a child of eight was all just a big
nightmare. Almost with amusement, I decided to swing past my old house. It still stood on the
edge of the woods. I could see a Ford parked in the driveway, so I knew that people were living
there. In the backyard, children’s play equipment lay scattered on the lawn.

After that, I decided to drive around the woods, and see what existed on the other end of them. It
was a short drive.
But what I saw chilled me to the bone. When I think about it, it still maddens me with terror and
helplessness. Even as I write this now, I am struck with a sense of doom. Unending doom.
On the other end of the woods lay a cemetery. I wandered through that cemetery. Most of the
grave-markers, I noticed, were of children under the age of ten.
But what can I do? What maddens me the most is that I had the possibility to end it all, and I
didn’t. I had three wishes at my disposal. I could have wished for Charlie to die forever. To
disappear from this world and to never come back. But I didn’t. I had simply wished that he
leaved me alone. On record, there have been five missing children this year, and I suspect that
there will be even more next year, and the year after that. It is impossible to tell how many
children, like myself, have evaded the leprechaun’s trick. But the statistics reveal how many
have not. They continue to grow. I can do nothing but watch in horror. I am one of the few. One
of the few who know that Charlie still exists. He is out there.
THE END
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HARRY by Red Jackson
He was a cat called Harry.
Early that morning, he’d entered through the cat-flap in the kitchen door after a night on the
prowl with several mice consumed, yet as ever he was forever hungry for as much grub as he
could coax out of his master. But as has been stated many a time, cats don’t have masters, but
instead settle for servants. This might be construed as blunt arrogance and rudeness on the cat’s
behalf, yet all felines were the same at the end of the day.
Earl Fleming, who provided for Harry, groaned in bed as he felt him creep onto the bed and
climb across the cotton duvet on its sole mission to disrupt and disturb, because yes, this was
feeding time and it was long overdue, and besides, this human buffoon had to be awake soon to
get ready to go to work—if he wanted to keep his job.
Right this moment, impatient Harry wanted his dose of Felix meat whilst secretly wishing for the
truly sublime tuna variety. This and a freshly-filled bowl of Full Fat milk to wash the saltiness
away.
Of course, he got what he wanted as ever, then strolled into the living room, climbed up onto the
sofa, and settled there to sleep until Earl returned later that evening, to feed Harry again, and see
him off into the night for another nocturnal adventure.
As ever, Harry looked for Jaffa Cake—his chick.
She was a cat smaller than black and white Harry, with an orangey-brown streaked coat, hence
the name given to her by the young couple that lived at the bottom of the road.
Harry timed it well because the stunning little minx was waiting at the foot of the garden for him.
After a sniff around, mainly focused on her hind quarters, they nipped over the fence to embark
upon their nightly prowl around the neighbourhood.
They usually wandered around the playing field and the woods next to it. This was where mice
and small birds could be found. Whenever mice or birds were captured, their fate was sealed—
they were doomed—usually losing their heads first as the cats chewed their skulls and extracted
their brain tissue.
Jaffa loved brains just as much, if not more, than Harry. It was something they took great
pleasure in sharing on cool nights like this.
However, tonight took an interesting turn, one that shocked the pair.
In the playing park, the pair observed a middle-aged man walking his two dogs, vicious looking
creatures, as they carried out their ablutions. Although not fully understanding the effects of

alcohol consumption, the cats watched as the man fell to his knees and spewed violently, having
indulged over the legal limit this evening.
They watched as the man punched one of the dogs in the face and shouted obscenities at the poor
animal. The other animal stepped back in alarm, as its fellow brother yelped in pain as the fist
made contact with its snout, bloodying it. Bad sign…the taste of blood in its mouth, a taste that
warped the animal’s thinking. Silently, as their master puked, the dogs considered the situation,
weighing matters up. Until they made their move, finally, and all hell broke loose in the field.
The wounded dog was the first to strike; its teeth clasped the man’s jugular and began to choke
him, ripping away the tender flesh. Blood issued in wide arcs, spraying the attacker’s face and
upper-body and neck. The animal never let go of its grip. Its teeth ripped away more skin,
opening arteries in its master’s throat you wouldn’t have imagined existed.
Harry and Jaffa Cake stared in disbelief.
The pair were in two minds as they watched in stunned horror. Both wondered if right here, this
evening, watching this blood-soaked spectacle of violence and depravity, was a wise decision, as
the couple asked themselves, if there was somewhere they would rather be tonight than observe
this display of carnage.
Jaffa Cake looked at Harry and pleaded with him to move away from here with her. However,
Harry was transfixed.
The dogs were working on the man’s face now, ripping tender flesh from his skull, as eyeballs
were penetrated and nose and lips torn from their places on the face. It had become a bloodied,
obscene death mask, a scarlet mass, shredded of skin, which only served to expose the
underlying bone. The dogs had descended into a crazed frenzy of vicious hunger and craved
more blood. Their one and only present ridiculous desire was to inflict as much physical damage
as was literally possible upon this once cool, quiet night.
The man was well and truly dead and the dogs off their leashes.
Both cats alerted quickly once the dogs began to saunter in their direction. Harry gestured for
Jaffa to make haste and follow him away from this place at great speed. The dogs gave chase and
followed them out of the field onto the main road, onto the street where Harry roamed freely, yet
for how much longer? For if these vicious bloodthirsty brutes cornered Jaffa and him, life would
draw to a halt immediately and they would no longer possess the freedoms they had currently.
Yet, the two dogs were as fast on their feet as they were cunning as foxes. They had Harry and
Jaffa cornered in the alleyway.
Close to tears, Jaffa began to whine as Harry leant over to lick her face, or lick her frightened
tears away, to assure her she was safe with him around, and that nothing would come of this. Yet
they recognised that dogs hated nothing more than cats.

“We’re going to die, Harry,” Jaffa said, sniffling.
“I’ll defend you to the end, even if it kills me doing so,” Harry promised, and hissed at the two
approaching blood-spattered animals. By now, they were just a few feet away and drawing
nearer and nearer to corner and ensnare their potential kills for the evening. They had acquired
the taste for fresh blood and fine meat—as well as a taste for death and all its perks.
But, just then, the policeman stepped out of the shadows, and as the two gunshots echoed
throughout the town, Harry and Jaffa Cake made haste and scarpered at speed, both leaping over
a fence, scampering through two or three housing estate front gardens, and into the closest field
where some cows silently grazed in the dark.
Catching their breath, Harry blurted, “We made it, Jaffa Cake. The beasts have been slain and
our futures are safe and secure.”
“I really thought I was going to die tonight. I’m sorry for proving such a pathetic weakling but I
was scared.”
“I understand…” Harry said, and reached across to place a paw on Jaffa’s shoulders. Then,
grinning broadly, Harry lay down in front of her. He said wispily, “Let’s spend the rest of the
evening in each other’s arms, just you and me and the stars above!”
It was the perfect recipe. Jaffa leant across and kissed Harry on the cheek. She said, “Tomorrow
night we’ll go to the lake.”
But she noticed something odd…
Harry had his eyes closed and he was snoring.
THE END
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REVIEW by John C Adams
My Soul to Keep by Tananarive Due

I originally found this book when I was researching an essay on recent developments in the vampire novel.
The vivid characterisation and location amply demonstrate the enduring truth of the adage ‘write
what you know’. I often feel that should be expanded to include ‘and show the reader a glimpse
of a world they don’t’. Due does both so well that I was quickly hooked.
Jessica Wolde is a recent graduate who’s also adjusting to being a young wife and mother, trying
to balance the urge to pursue her promising career as well as doing right by her little daughter
Kira. She doesn’t always get the support she deserves from her older husband David, her former
Spanish professor in college. The couple are happy but David harbours a terrible secret that is
breaking through into their lives, and Jessica has doubts about his often controlling and stifling
behaviour.

David’s real name is Dawit. He has lived for centuries, first in Ethiopia where he was turned, and
more recently in the US where he experienced slavery in civil war America and fought as a soldier before settling down and starting a family in Twenties Chicago as a jazz musician. His lifetime spans the pre-slavery history of Ethiopia and the ways in which slavery took black men and
women over to the New World and abused them there. It’s very powerful to see all of that suffering over so many centuries presented in the life of just one person and a vampire, with their longevity, is the perfect way to do that. Here in the present day Dawit finds the strength of his devotion to Jessica and Kira taking him unawares.
Dawit’s vampire heritage has provided the expected longevity but it means that he’s in perpetual
danger of being accidentally recognised by the few elderly people still alive who remember his
jazz fame almost a hundred years ago. And he’s being chased down by his old friend turned enemy Mahmoud. Dawit’s past, his connection to the Ethiopian vampires who turned him, reaches
out to claim him and Mahmoud is sent to track him down and return him to Khaldun, their leader, back in Lalibela. One way or another, Dawit feels perpetually hunted and despite his bloodthirsty behaviour that makes him very sympathetic.
This was such a well written book too. Taut. Dynamic. Tense. Showcasing superb writing technique. And against the odds both evil, murderous Dawit and increasingly empowered and impressive Jessica were likeable and relatable characters. I always appreciate genre fiction that
doesn’t objectify the vampire, no matter how dark their bloody deeds and this book is a fine example of that tradition.
Enjoy!
THE END
Coming soon from Necro Publications:
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THE SEARCH FOR ASTRA PALACE by Gregory KH Bryant
Part Fifty-Two
“Tell me what you think of Howe.”
It was Secretary Benson speaking. He had no particular grudge against Howe.
Howe was clean. Too clean. Benson didn’t like that. He liked people with dirt. People he could
extort. But there was nothing he could use against Howe. Nothing in his past, nothing in his
present. No particular vices, except for those two or three cigarettes a day, an occasional beer or
a glass of wine to accompany lunch or dinner. The odd shot of bourbon or gin. He had no
mistresses, did not gamble. Nothing.
He belonged to no professional organizations, spent all his free time alone in his home,
presumably reading, studying, or engaging in any of the solitary, silent activities that might
occupy the mind of a widower, content to live quietly, his days of youthful ambition behind him.
At least, this all was as much as the cameras Benson had planted at Howe’s residence could tell
him. Either Howe was every bit as squeaky clean as he appeared to be, or he knew where the
cameras were, and made it a point to keep whatever clandestine activities he might be involved
with out of range of those cameras.
General Howe, Commander of the Western Alliance, Earth Space Forces, had done nothing to
earn Benson’s censure. And that caused Benson huge aggravation.
And there was that thing about Sherman. That damned Sherman bastard. He had been Howe’s
civilian liaison before he disappeared. Disloyal, traitorous prick that old bastard was. Benson had
ordered his arrest, at last. At long last. From the beginning, Sherman—Frederick Jervis Sherman,
III—had been throwing stumbling blocks in Benson’s way. And, god damn it, Sherman, and that
cabal of cronies of his, had been very successful in slowing him—perhaps even foiling his plans
completely.
For Secretary Benson had made it clear to everyone who heard him that from the moment he
took office as the Chief Executive Officer, CEO and COO of the Alliance of Western States he
had every intention of retaking Mars.
And this, regardless of however bloody the conflict may prove to be.
“Mars is Ours” was the rallying cry, the chant, the slogan. Most who heard Benson’s appeals to
war were unmoved. As is usually the case, well over half who heard the appeals ignored them as
the squeals of an immature and untested character.
Unfortunately, there was also a large minority every bit as immature and untested as Benson,
who heard the war cries, and who were precisely of the age and temperament to be swayed by
these call for theatrics and heroics.

And it was that last group that Frederick Sherman himself worked so hard to dissuade from the
mass murder that Secretary Benson was proposing.
Benson had first gone after Sherman’s allies. Three of them, long with Sherman, who made four.
All highly placed men, all who had been working in all levels of government for thirty, forty
and—in Sherman’s case fifty years. Methodically he had exterminated them, one by one, until
Sherman, of that damnable `Gang of Four’, as Benson had come to call them in his own mind.
Sherman was the most well-known of the four, and the most renowned. And, therefore, the most
god-damnably difficult to get rid of. It wasn’t until Benson had rid himself of the first three that
he was finally able to address himself to the project of—not to put too fine a point on it—killing
Sherman.
But somehow, between the moment that Benson signed the arrest warrant and the time his patrol
had kicked in the doors and shattered the windows of Sherman’s stately home, Sherman had
disappeared. He and his entire family.
Gone. Vanished. The house was empty. Not even a pet, a dog, a cat, nor even so much as a single
goddamn goldfish. Nothing he could use to coax Sherman out of hiding. So Secretary Benson
had Sharman’s home bulldozed. And then, just to make sure that the point had been surely made,
Benson had Sharman’s entire neighbourhood ploughed under.
Benson was a squat man, with his chin no further from the floor than it absolutely needed to be.
Black hair gone balding, and leaving a ring about the back of his head. He hid his weak eyes
behind a pair of glasses that were unnecessarily thick, with heavy plastic frames. His sartorial
choices were particularly undistinguished, reflecting a lack of taste entirely, instead of an active
disinterest in fashion.
“He does seem to have gone rather soft, since his wife died,” remarked Hiram Tyler, his
administrator.
Benson shook his head.
“… not what I mean!!” Benson insisted. “Can I trust him? So far, he has done nothing…”
“A completely unblemished career, sir. A man with a reputation that, well, sparkles. He served
well at the Pacific tests, and in the European…”
“Of course, I know all that,” Benson, never a very patient man, interrupted, again. “And
everything you tell me now only makes me distrust him more than I already do. Nobody is that
clean, dammit! There’s not a damn thing I can use against him, and goddammit, I want to get rid
of that man.’
“Not wise, sir. He is too popular with the staff.”
“I know that!” Benson nearly shouted.

Benson paced a harsh circle around his desk. He had called Tyler, his only confidante, in for this
discussion. General Howe had been on his mind for too long. It was time to rid himself of that
tick.
“I’m still sure that Howe had something to do with Sherman’s disappearance…”
“But sadly you have neither proof nor even evidence,” Tyler finished for Benson, having heard
the same complaint from the man, daily, for many, many tedious months.
“Those two were too damn close,” Benson said. “From the beginning, that damned Sherman
bastard was standing in my way. We would have had Mars by now, if it weren’t for him stalling
us. Now we have these goddamned Scroungers to deal with! And I am sure that Howe was
helping Sherman. He…”
“We have had Howe under surveillance ever since the disappearance of Frederick Sherman, sir.
He has not taken a single step that…”
“Enough! Enough is enough.” Benson slammed his fist on his desk.
“I want Howe arrested…” Benson demanded.
“For what, sir?”
“I don’t give a good goddamn, `for what?’ Anything, dammit. Find something we can pin on the
man, then get it done. It has been too long.
“And how soon would you like to see this done, sir?
Benson sat down at his desk, then looked up at Tyler.
“You’ll need to make it plausible…”
“The grounds for arrest? Yes. That could take some time. We shall also need to do something
about his reputation first. As I have suggested, sir, he is very well-liked by staff, and he has a
good reputation among the civilian classes.”
“And how long will you require to erode his reputation to the point that we might have him
safely out of the way?
“That’s very difficult for me to say now, sir. Rushing such a project would be worse than doing
nothing at all. I should think that attempting to turn staff and public against him, or, at least, to
sew sufficient doubt about the man that we could then safely arrest him, would require no less
than six months.
“We must work with subtleties. We must first insinuate that all is not right with Howe, but we
must not say outright what it is about the man that we have found questionable. And then we

must make sure that the insinuations do not come from your office, sir, but from elsewhere. For
your distrust of Howe is well-known, sir, and any calumny against him from this office will, of
course, be instantly dismissed.”
Benson stared at the papers on his desk. When he looked up again at Tyler, he said, “Get it done,
then. Find something, anything, for which we can arrest him.”
“Yes, sir.”
“I give you six months, with a two month extension after that, if needed.
“Yes, sir.”
“And Tyler…”
“Sir?”
“Make it a capital crime, if you can.”
“Of course sir.”
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ERIC BRIGHTEYES by H Rider Haggard
XII: How Eric Was Outlawed and Sailed A-Viking
Now the marriage-feast went on, and Swanhild, draped in white and girt about with gold, sat by
Atli’s side upon the high seat. He was fain of her and drew her to him, but she looked at him
with cold calm eyes in which hate lurked. The feast was done, and all the company rode to the
sea strand, where the Earl’s ship lay at anchor. They came there, and Swanhild kissed Asmund,
and talked a while with Groa, her mother, and bade farewell to all men. But she bade no farewell
to Eric and to Gudruda.
“Why sayest thou no word to these two?” asked Atli, her husband.
“For this reason, Earl,” she answered, “because ere long we three shall meet again; but I shall see
Asmund, my father, and Groa, my mother, no more.”
“That is an ill saying, wife,” said Atli. “Methinks thou dost foretell their doom.”
“Mayhap! And now I will add to my redes, for I foretell thy doom also: it is not yet, but it draws
on.”
Then Atli bethought him of many wise saws, but spoke no more, for it seemed to him this was a
strange bride that he had wed.
They hauled the anchor home, shook out the great sail, and passed away into the evening night.
But while land could still be seen, Swanhild stood near the helm, gazing with her blue eyes upon
the lessening coast. Then she passed to the hold, and shut herself in alone, and there she stayed,
saying that she was sick, till at length, after a fair voyage of twenty days, they made the Orkney
Islands.
But all this pleased Atli wondrous ill, yet he dared not cross her mood.
Now, in Iceland the time drew on when men must ride to the Althing, and notice was given to
Eric Brighteyes of many suits that were laid against him, in that he had brought Mord, Ospakar’s
son, to his death, dealing him a brain or a body or a marrow wound, and others of that company.
But no suits were laid against Skallagrim, for he was already outlaw. Therefore he must go in
hiding, for men were out to slay him, and this he did unwillingly, at Eric’s bidding. Asmund took
up Eric’s case, for he was the most famous of all lawmen in that day, and when thirteen full
weeks of summer were done, they two rode to the Thing, and with them a great company of men
of their quarter.
Now, men go up to the Lögberg, and there came Ospakar, though he was not yet healed of his
wound, and all his company, and laid their suits against Eric by the mouth of Gizur the Lawman,
Ospakar’s son. The pleadings were long and cunning on either side; but the end of it was that
Ospakar brought it about, by the help of his friends—and of these had many—that Eric must go
into outlawry for three years. But no weregild was to be paid to Ospakar and his men for those

who had been killed, and no atonement for the great wound that Skallagrim Lambstail gave him,
or for the death of Mord, his son, inasmuch as Eric fought for his own hand to save his life.
The party of Ospakar were ill pleased at this finding, and Eric was not over glad, for it was little
to his mind that he should sail a-warring across the seas, while Gudruda sat at home in Iceland.
Still, there was no help for the matter.
Now Ospakar spoke with his company, and the end of it was that he called on them to take their
weapons and avenge themselves by their own might. Asmund and Eric, seeing this, mustered
their army of freemen and thralls. There were one hundred and five of them, all stout men; but
Ospakar Blacktooth’s band numbered a hundred and thirty-three, and they stood with their backs
to the Raven’s Rift.
“Now I would that Skallagrim was here to guard my back,” said Eric, “for before this fight is
done few will left standing to tell its tale.”
“It is a sad thing,” said Asmund, “that so many men must die because some men are now dead.”
“A very sad thing,” said Eric, and took this counsel. He stalked alone towards the ranks of
Ospakar and called in a loud voice, saying:
“It would be grievous that so many warriors should fall in such a matter. Now hearken, you
company of Ospakar Blacktooth! If there be any two among you who will dare to match their
might against my single sword in holmgang, here I, Eric Brighteyes, stand and wait them. It is
better that one man, or perchance three men, should fall, than that anon so many should roll in
the dust. What say ye?”
Now all those who watched called out that this was a good offer and a manly one, though it
might turn out ill for Eric; but Ospakar answered:
“Were I but well of my wound I alone would cut that golden comb of thine, thou braggart; as it
is, be sure that two shall be found.”
“Who is the braggart?” answered Eric. “He who twice has learned the weight of this arm and yet
boasts his strength, or I who stand craving that two should come against me? Get thee hence,
Ospakar; get thee home and bid Thorunna, thy leman, whom thou didst beguile from that
Ounound who now is named Skallagrim Lambstail the Baresark, nurse thee whole of the wound
her husband gave thee. Be sure we shall yet stand face to face, and that combs shall be cut then,
combs black or golden. Nurse thee! nurse thee! cease thy prating—get thee home, and bid
Thorunna nurse thee; but first name thou the two who shall stand against me in holmgang in
Oxarà’s stream.”
Folk laughed aloud while Eric mocked, but Ospakar gnashed his teeth with rage. Still, he named
the two mightiest men in his company, bidding them take up their swords against Brighteyes.
This, indeed, they were loth to do; still, because of the shame that they must get if they hung
back, and for fear of the wrath of Ospakar, they made ready to obey his bidding.

Then all men passed down to the bank of Oxarà, and, on the other side, people came from their
booths and sat upon the slope of All Man’s Raft, for it was a new thing that one man should fight
two in holmgang.
Now Eric crossed to the island where holmgangs are fought to this day, and after him came the
two chosen, flourishing their swords bravely, and taking counsel how one should rush at his face,
while the other passed behind his back and spitted him, as woodfolk spit a lamb. Eric drew
Whitefire and leaned on it, waiting for the word, and all the women held him to be wondrous fair
as, clad in his byrnie and his golden helm, he leaned thus on Whitefire. Presently the word was
given, and Eric, standing not to defend himself as they deemed he surely would, whirled
Whitefire round his helm and rushed headlong on his foes, shield aloft.
The great carles saw the light that played on Whitefire’s edge and the other light that burned in
Eric’s eyes, and terror got hold of them. Now he was almost come, and Whitefire sprang aloft
like a tongue of flame. Then they stayed no more, but, running one this way and one that, cast
themselves into the flood and swam for the river-edge. Now from either bank rose up a roar of
laughter, that grew and grew, till it echoed against the lava rifts and scared the ravens from their
nests.
Eric, too, stopped his charge and laughed aloud; then walked back to where Asmund stood,
unarmed, to second him in the holmgang.
“I can get little honour from such champions as these,” he said.
“Nay,” answered Asmund, “thou hast got the greatest honour, and they, and Ospakar, such
shame as may not be wiped out.”
Now when Blacktooth saw what had come to pass, he well-nigh choked, and fell from his horse
in fury. Still, he could find no stomach for fighting, but, mustering his company, rode
straightway from the Thing home again to Swinefell. But he caused those two whom he had put
up to do battle with Eric to be set upon with staves and driven from his following, and the end of
it was that they might stay no more in Iceland, but took ship and sailed south, and now they are
out of the story.
On the next day, Asmund, and with him Eric and all their men, rode back to Middalhof. Gudruda
greeted Eric well, and for the first time since Swanhild went away she kissed him. Moreover, she
wept bitterly when she learned that he must go into outlawry, while she must bide at home.
“How shall the days pass by, Eric?” she said, “when thou art far, and I know not where thou art,
nor how it goes with thee, nor if thou livest or art already dead?”
“In sooth I cannot say, sweet,” he answered; “but of this I am sure that, wheresoever I am, yet
more weary shall be my hours.”
“Three years,” she went on—”three long, cold years, and no sight of thee, and perchance no

tidings from thee, till mayhap I learn that thou art in that land whence tidings cannot come. Oh, it
would be better to die than to part thus.”
“Well I wot that it is better to die than to live, and better never to have been born than to live and
die,” answered Eric sadly. “Here, it would seem, is nothing but hate and strife, weariness and
bitter envy to fret away our strength, and at last, if we come so far, sorrowful age and death, and
thereafter we know not what. Little of good do we find to our hands, and much of evil; nor know
I for what ill-doing these burdens are laid upon us. Yet must we needs breathe such an air as is
blown about us, Gudruda, clasping at this happiness which is given, though we may not hold it.
At the worst, the game will soon be played, and others will stand where we have stood, and
strive as we have striven, and fail as we have failed, and so on, till man has worked out his doom,
and the Gods cease from their wrath, or Ragnarök come upon them, and they too are lost in the
jaws of grey wolf Fenrir.”
“Men may win one good thing, and that is fame, Eric.”
“Nay, Gudruda, what is it to win fame? Is it not to raise up foes, as it were, from the very soil,
who, made with secret hate, seek to stab us in the back? Is it not to lose peace, and toil on from
height to height only to be hurled down at last? Happy, then, is the man whom fame flies from,
for hers is a deadly gift.”
“Yet there is one thing left that thou hast not numbered, Eric, and it is love—for love is to our
life what the sun is to the world, and, though it seems to set in death, yet it may rise again. We
are happy, then, in our love, for there are many who live their lives and do not find it.”
So these two, Eric Brighteyes and Gudruda the Fair, talked sadly, for their hearts were heavy,
and on them lay the shadow of sorrows that were to come.
“Say, sweet,” said Eric at length, “wilt thou that I go not into banishment? Then I must fall into
outlawry, and my life will be in the hands of him who may take it; yet I think that my foes will
find it hard to come by while my strength remains, and at the worst I do but turn to meet the fate
that dogs me.”
“Nay, that I will not suffer, Brighteyes. Now we will go to my father, and he shall give thee his
dragon of war—she is a good vessel—and thou shalt man her with the briskest men of our
quarter: for there are many who will be glad to fare abroad with thee, Eric. Soon she shall be
bound and thou shalt sail at once, Eric: for the sooner thou art gone the sooner the three years
will be sped, and thou shalt come back to me. But, oh! that I might go with thee.”
Now Gudruda and Eric went to Asmund and spoke of this matter.
“I desired,” he answered, “that thou, Eric, shouldst bide here in Iceland till after harvest, for it is
then that I would take Unna, Thorod’s daughter, to wife, and it was meet that thou shouldst sit at
the wedding-feast and give her to me.”
“Nay, father, let Eric go,” said Gudruda, “for well begun is, surely, half done. He must remain

three years in outlawry: add thou no day to them, for, if he stays here for long, I know this: that I
shall find no heart to let him go, and, if go he must, then I shall go with him.”
“That may never be,” said Asmund; “thou art too young and fair to sail a-viking down the seapath. Hearken, Eric: I give thee the good ship, and now we will go about to find stout men to
man her.”
“That is a good gift,” said Eric; and afterwards they rode to the seashore and overhauled the
vessel as she lay in her shed. She was a great dragon of war, long and slender, and standing high
at stem and prow. She was fashioned of oak, all bolted together with iron, and at her prow was a
gilded dragon most wonderfully carved.
Eric looked on her and his eyes brightened.
“Here rests a wave-horse that shall bear a viking well,” he said.
“Ay,” answered Asmund, “of all the things I own this ship is the very best. She is so swift that
none may catch her, and she can almost go about in her own length. That gale must be heavy that
shall fill her, with thee to steer; yet I give her to thee freely, Eric, and thou shalt do great deeds
with this my gift, and, if things go well, she shall come back to this shore at last, and thou in
her.”
“Now I will name this war-gift with a new name,” said Eric. “‘Gudruda,’ I name her: for, as
Gudruda here is the fairest of all women, so is this the fairest of all war-dragons.”
“So be it,” said Asmund.
Then they rode back to Middalhof, and now Eric Brighteyes let it be known that he needed men
to sail the seas with him. Nor did he ask in vain, for, when it was told that Eric went a-viking, so
great was his fame grown, that many a stout yeoman and many a great-limbed carle reached
down sword and shield and came up to Middalhof to put their hands in his. For mate, he took a
certain man named Hall of Lithdale, and this because Björn asked it, for Hall was a friend to
Björn, and he had, moreover, great skill in all manner of seamanship, and had often sailed the
Northern Seas—ay, and round England to the coast of France.
But when Gudruda saw this man, she did not like him, because of his sharp face, uncanny eyes,
and smooth tongue, and she prayed Eric to have nothing to do with him.
“It is too late now to talk of that,” said Eric. “Hall is a well-skilled man, and, for the rest, fear
not: I will watch him.”
“Then evil will come of it,” said Gudruda.
Skallagrim also liked Hall little, nor did Hall love Skallagrim and his great axe.
At length all were gathered; they were fifty in number and it is said that no such band of men

ever took ship from Iceland.
Now the great dragon was bound and her faring goods were aboard of her, for Eric must sail on
the morrow, if the wind should be fair. All day long he stalked to and fro among his men; he
would trust nothing to others, and there was no sword or shield in his company but he himself
had proved it. All day long he stalked, and at his back went Skallagrim Lambstail, axe on
shoulder, for he would never leave Eric if he had his will, and they were a mighty pair.
At length all was ready and men sat down to the faring-feast in the hall at Middalhof, and that
was a great feast. Eric’s folk were gathered on the side-benches, and by the high seat at
Asmund’s side sat Brighteyes, and near to him where Björn, Asmund’s son, Gudruda, Unna,
Asmund’s betrothed, and Saevuna, Eric’s mother. For this had been settled between Asmund and
Eric, that his mother Saevuna, who was some somewhat sunk in age, should flit from Coldback
and come with Unna to dwell at Middalhof. But Eric set a trusty grieve to dwell at Coldback and
mind the farm.
When the faring-toasts had been drunk, Eric spoke to Asmund and said: “I fear one thing, lord,
and it is that when I am gone Ospakar will trouble thee. Now, I pray you all to beware of
Blacktooth, for, though the hound is whipped, he can still bite, and it seems that he has not yet
put Gudruda from his mind.”
Now Björn had sat silently, thinking much and drinking more, for he loved Eric less than ever on
this day when he saw how all men did him honour and mourned his going, and his father not the
least of them.
“Methinks it is thou, Eric,” he said, “whom Ospakar hates, and thee on whom he would work his
vengeance, and that for no light cause.”
“When bad fortune sits in thy neighbour’s house, she knocks upon thy door, Björn. Gudruda, thy
sister, is my betrothed, and thou art a party to this feud,” said Eric. “Therefore it becomes thee
better to hold her honour and thy own against this Northlander, than to gird at me for that in
which I have no blame.”
Björn grew wroth at these words. “Prate not to me,” he said. “Thou art an upstart who wouldst
teach their duty to thy betters—ay, puffed up with light-won fame, like a feather on the breeze.
But I say this: the breeze shall fail, and thou shalt fall upon the goose’s back once more. And I
say this also, that, had I my will, Gudruda should wed Ospakar: for he is a mighty chief, and not
a long-legged carle, outlawed for man-slaying.”
Now Eric sprang from his seat and laid hand upon the hilt of Whitefire, while men murmured in
the hall, for they held this an ill speech of Björn’s.
“In thee, it seems, I have no friend,” said Eric, “and hadst thou been any other man than
Gudruda’s brother, forsooth thou shouldst answer for thy mocking words. This I tell thee, Björn,
that, wert thou twice her brother, if thou plottest with Ospakar when I am gone, thou shalt pay
dearly for it when I come back again. I know thy heart well: it is cunning and greedy of gain, and

filled with envy as a cask with ale; yet, if thou lovest to feel it beating in thy breast, strive not to
work me mischief and to put Gudruda from me.”
Now Björn sprang up also and drew his sword, for he was white with rage; but Asmund his
father cried, “Peace!” in a great voice.
“Peace!” he said. “Be seated, Eric, and take no heed of this foolish talk. And for thee, Björn, art
thou the Priest of Middalhof, and Gudruda’s father, or am I? It has pleased me to betroth
Brighteyes to Gudruda, and it pleased me not to betroth her to Ospakar, and that is enough for
thee. For the rest, Ospakar would have slain Eric, not he Ospakar, therefore Eric’s hands are
clean. Though thou art my son, I say this, that, if thou workest ill to Eric when he is over sea,
thou shalt rightly learn the weight of Whitefire: it is a niddering deed to plot against an absent
man.”
Eric sat down, but Björn strode scowling from the hall, and, taking horse, rode south; nor did he
and Eric meet again till three years had come and gone, and then they met but once.
“Maggots shall be bred of that fly, nor shall they lack flesh to feed on,” said Skallagrim in Eric’s
ears as he watched Björn pass. But Eric bade him be silent, and turned to Gudruda.
“Look not so sad, sweet,” he said, “for hasty words rise like the foam on mead and pass as soon.
It vexes Björn that thy father has given me the good ship: but his anger will soon pass, or, at the
very worst, I fear him not while thou art true to me.”
“Then thou hast little to fear, Eric,” she answered. “Look now on thy hair: it grows long as a
woman’s, and that is ill, for at sea the salt will hang to it. Say, shall I cut it for thee?”
“Yes, Gudruda.”
So she cut his yellow locks, and one of them lay upon her heart for many a day.
“Now thou shalt swear to me,” she whispered in his ear, “that no other man or woman shall cut
thy hair till thou comest back to me and I clip it again.”
“That I swear, and readily,” he answered. “I will go long-haired like a girl for thy sake,
Gudruda.”
He spoke low, but Koll the Half-witted, Groa’s thrall, heard this oath and kept it in his mind.
Very early on the morrow all men rose, and, taking horse, rode once more to the seaside, till they
came to that shed where the Gudruda lay.
Then, when the tide was high, Eric’s company took hold of the black ship’s thwarts, and at his
word dragged her with might and main. She ran down the greased blocks and sped on quivering
to the sea, and as her dragon-prow dipped in the water people cheered aloud.

Now Eric must bid farewell to all, and this he did with a brave heart till at the last he came to
Saevuna, his mother, and Gudruda, his dear love.
“Farewell, son,” said the old dame; “I have little hope that these eyes shall look again upon that
bonny face of thine, yet I am well paid for my birth-pains, for few have borne such a man as
thou. Think of me at times, for without me thou hadst never been. Be not led astray of women,
nor lead them astray, or ill shall overtake thee. Be not quarrelsome because of thy great might,
for there is a stronger than the strongest. Spare a fallen foe, and take not a poor man’s goods or a
brave man’s sword; but, when thou smitest, smite home. So shalt thou win honour, and, at the
last, peace, that is more than honour.”
Eric thanked her for her counsel, and kissed her, then turned to Gudruda, who stood, white and
still, plucking at her golden girdle.
“What can I say to thee?” he asked.
“Say nothing, but go,” she answered: “go before I weep.”
“Weep not, Gudruda, or thou wilt unman me. Say, thou wilt think on me?”
“Ay, Eric, by day and by night.”
“And thou wilt be true to me?”
“Ay, till death and after, for so long as thou cleavest to me I will cleave to thee. I will first die
rather than betray thee. But of thee I am not so sure. Perchance thou mayest find Swanhild in thy
journeyings and crave more kisses of her?”
“Anger me not, Gudruda! thou knowest well that I hate Swanhild more than any other woman.
When I kiss her again, then thou mayst wed Ospakar.”
“Speak not so rashly, Eric,” she said, and as she spoke Skallagrim drew near.
“If thou lingerest here, lord, the tide will serve us little round Westmans,” he said, eyeing
Gudruda as it were with jealousy.
“I come,” said Eric. “Gudruda, fare thee well!”
She kissed him and clung to him, but did not answer, for she could not speak.
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THE MOON POOL by A Merritt
Chapter XXXII: “Your Love; Your Lives; Your Souls!”
Lakla had taken no part in the talk since we had reached her bower. She had seated herself close
to the O’Keefe. Glancing at her I had seen steal over her face that brooding, listening look that
was hers whenever in that mysterious communion with the Three. It vanished; swiftly she arose;
interrupted the Irishman without ceremony.
“Larry darlin’,” said the handmaiden. “The Silent Ones summon us!”
“When do we go?” I asked; Larry’s face grew bright with interest.
“The time is now,” she said—and hesitated. “Larry dear, put your arms about me,” she faltered,
“for there is something cold that catches at my heart—and I am afraid.”
At his exclamation she gathered herself together; gave a shaky little laugh.
“It’s because I love you so that fear has power to plague me,” she told him.
Without another word he bent and kissed her; in silence we passed on, his arm still about her
girdled waist, golden head and black close together. Soon we stood before the crimson slab that
was the door to the sanctuary of the Silent Ones. She poised uncertainly before it; then with a
defiant arching of the proud little head that sent all the bronze-flecked curls flying, she pressed. It
slipped aside and once more the opalescence gushed out, flooding all about us.
Dazzled as before, I followed through the lambent cascades pouring from the high, carved walls;
paused, and my eyes clearing, looked up—straight into the faces of the Three. The angled orbs
centred upon the handmaiden; softened as I had seen them do when first we had faced them. She
smiled up; seemed to listen.
“Come closer,” she commanded, “close to the feet of the Silent Ones.”
We moved, pausing at the very base of the dais. The sparkling mists thinned; the great heads
bent slightly over us; through the veils I caught a glimpse of huge columnar necks, enormous
shoulders covered with draperies as of pale-blue fire.
I came back to attention with a start, for Lakla was answering a question only heard by her, and,
answering it aloud, I perceived for our benefit; for whatever was the mode of communication
between those whose handmaiden she was, and her, it was clearly independent of speech.
“He has been told,” she said, “even as you commanded.”
Did I see a shadow of pain flit across the flickering eyes? Wondering, I glanced at Lakla’s face
and there was a dawn of foreboding and bewilderment. For a little she held her listening attitude;
then the gaze of the Three left her; focused upon the O’Keefe.

“Thus speak the Silent Ones—through Lakla, their handmaiden,” the golden voice was like low
trumpet notes. “At the threshold of doom is that world of yours above. Yea, even the doom,
Goodwin, that ye dreamed and the shadow of which, looking into your mind they see, say the
Three. For not upon earth and never upon earth can man find means to destroy the Shining One.”
She listened again—and the foreboding deepened to an amazed fear.
“They say, the Silent Ones,” she went on, “that they know not whether even they have power to
destroy. Energies we know nothing of entered into its shaping and are part of it; and still other
energies it has gathered to itself”—she paused; a shadow of puzzlement crept into her voice “and
other energies still, forces that ye do know and symbolize by certain names—hatred and pride
and lust and many others which are forces real as that hidden in the Keth; and among them—
fear, which weakens all those others—” Again she paused.
“But within it is nothing of that greatest of all, that which can make powerless all the evil others,
that which we call—love,” she ended softly.
“I’d like to be the one to put a little more fear in the beast,” whispered Larry to me, grimly in our
own English. The three weird heads bent, ever so slightly—and I gasped, and Larry grew a little
white as Lakla nodded—
“They say, Larry,” she said, “that there you touch one side of the heart of the matter—for it is
through the way of fear the Silent Ones hope to strike at the very life of the Shining One!”
The visage Larry turned to me was eloquent of wonder; and mine reflected it—for what really
were this Three to whom our minds were but open pages, so easily read? Not long could we
conjecture; Lakla broke the little silence.
“This, they say, is what is to happen. First will come upon us Lugur and Yolara with all their
host. Because of fear the Shining One will lurk behind within its lair; for despite all, the Dweller
does dread the Three, and only them. With this host the Voice and the priestess will strive to
conquer. And if they do, then will they be strong enough, too, to destroy us all. For if they take
the abode they banish from the Dweller all fear and sound the end of the Three.
“Then will the Shining One be all free indeed; free to go out into the world, free to do there as it
wills!
“But if they do not conquer—and the Shining One comes not to their aid, abandoning them even
as it abandoned its own Taithu—then will the Three be loosed from a part of their doom, and
they will go through the Portal, seek the Shining One beyond the Veil, and, piercing it through
fear’s opening, destroy it.”
“That’s quite clear,” murmured the O’Keefe in my ear. “Weaken the morale—then smash. I’ve
seen it happen a dozen times in Europe. While they’ve got their nerve there’s not a thing you can
do; get their nerve—and not a thing can they do. And yet in both cases they’re the same men.”

Lakla had been listening again. She turned, thrust out hands to Larry, a wild hope in her eyes—
and yet a hope half shamed.
“They say,” she cried, “that they give us choice. Remembering that your world doom hangs in
the balance, we have choice—choice to stay and help fight Yolara’s armies—and they say they
look not lightly on that help. Or choice to go—and if so be you choose the latter, then will they
show another way that leads into your world!”
A flush had crept over the O’Keefe’s face as she was speaking. He took her hands and looked
long into the golden eyes; glancing up I saw the Trinity were watching them intently—
imperturbably.
“What do you say, mavourneen?” asked Larry gently. The handmaiden hung her head; trembled.
“Your words shall be mine, O one I love,” she whispered. “So going or staying, I am beside
you.”
“And you, Goodwin?” he turned to me. I shrugged my shoulders—after all I had no one to care.
“It’s up to you, Larry,” I remarked, deliberately choosing his own phraseology.
The O’Keefe straightened, squared his shoulders, gazed straight into the flame-flickering eyes.
“We stick!” he said briefly.
Shamefacedly I recall now that at the time I thought this colloquialism not only irreverent, but in
somewhat bad taste. I am glad to say I was alone in that bit of weakness. The face that Lakla
turned to Larry was radiant with love, and although the shamed hope had vanished from the
sweet eyes, they were shining with adoring pride. And the marble visages of the Three softened,
and the little flames died down.
“Wait,” said Lakla, “there is one other thing they say we must answer before they will hold us to
that promise—wait—”
She listened, and then her face grew white—white as those of the Three themselves; the glorious
eyes widened, stark terror filling them; the whole lithe body of her shook like a reed in the wind.
“Not that!” she cried out to the Three. “Oh, not that! Not Larry—let me go even as you will—but
not him!” She threw up frantic hands to the woman-being of the Trinity. “Let me bear it alone,”
she wailed. “Alone—mother! Mother!”
The Three bent their heads toward her, their faces pitiful, and from the eyes of the woman One
rolled—tears! Larry leaped to Lakla’s side.
“Mavourneen!” he cried. “Sweetheart, what have they said to you?”

He glared up at the Silent Ones, his hand twitching toward the high-hung pistol holster.
The handmaiden swung to him; threw white arms around his neck; held her head upon his heart
until her sobbing ceased.
“This they—say—the Silent Ones,” she gasped and then all the courage of her came back. “O
heart of mine!” she whispered to Larry, gazing deep into his eyes, his anxious face cupped
between her white palms. “This they say—that should the Shining One come to succour Yolara
and Lugur, should it conquer its fear—and—do this—then is there but one way left to destroy
it—and to save your world.”
She swayed; he gripped her tightly.
“But one way—you and I must go—together—into its embrace! Yea, we must pass within it—
loving each other, loving the world, realizing to the full all that we sacrifice and sacrificing all,
our love, our lives, perhaps even that you call soul, O loved one; must give ourselves all to the
Shining One—gladly, freely, our love for each other flaming high within us—that this curse shall
pass away! For if we do this, pledge the Three, then shall that power of love we carry into it
weaken for a time all that evil which the Shining One has become—and in that time the Three
can strike and slay!”
The blood rushed from my heart; scientist that I am, essentially, my reason rejected any such
solution as this of the activities of the Dweller. Was it not, the thought flashed, a propitiation by
the Three out of their own weakness—and as it flashed I looked up to see their eyes, full of
sorrow, on mine—and knew they read the thought. Then into the whirling vortex of my mind
came steadying reflections—of history changed by the power of hate, of passion, of ambition,
and most of all, by love. Was there not actual dynamic energy in these things—was there not a
Son of Man who hung upon a cross on Calvary?
“Dear love o’ mine,” said the O’Keefe quietly, “is it in your heart to say yes to this?”
“Larry,” she spoke low, “what is in your heart is in mine; but I did so want to go with you, to live
with you—to—to bear you children, Larry—and to see the sun.”
My eyes were wet; dimly through them I saw his gaze on me.
“If the world is at stake,” he whispered, “why of course there’s only one thing to do. God knows
I never was afraid when I was fighting up there—and many a better man than me has gone West
with shell and bullet for the same idea; but these things aren’t shell and bullet—but I hadn’t
Lakla then—and it’s the damned doubt I have behind it all.”
He turned to the Three—and did I in their poise sense a rigidity, an anxiety that sat upon them as
alienly as would divinity upon men?
“Tell me this, Silent Ones,” he cried. “If we do this, Lakla and I, is it sure you are that you can

slay the—Thing, and save my world? Is it sure you are?”
For the first and the last time, I heard the voice of the Silent Ones. It was the man-being at the
right who spoke.
“We are sure,” the tones rolled out like deepest organ notes, shaking, vibrating, assailing the ears
as strangely as their appearance struck the eyes. Another moment the O’Keefe stared at them.
Once more he squared his shoulders; lifted Lakla’s chin and smiled into her eyes.
“We stick!” he said again, nodding to the Three.
Over the visages of the Trinity fell benignity that was—awesome; the tiny flames in the jet orbs
vanished, leaving them wells in which brimmed serenity, hope—an extraordinary joyfulness.
The woman sat upright, tender gaze fixed upon the man and girl. Her great shoulders raised as
though she had lifted her arms and had drawn to her those others. The three faces pressed
together for a fleeting moment; raised again. The woman bent forward—and as she did so, Lakla
and Larry, as though drawn by some outer force, were swept upon the dais.
Out from the sparkling mist stretched two hands, enormously long, six-fingered, thumbless, a
faint tracery of golden scales upon their white backs, utterly unhuman and still in some strange
way beautiful, radiating power and—all womanly!
They stretched forth; they touched the bent heads of Lakla and the O’Keefe; caressed them, drew
them together, softly stroked them—lovingly, with more than a touch of benediction. And
withdrew!
The sparkling mists rolled up once more, hiding the Silent Ones. As silently as once before we
had gone we passed out of the place of light, beyond the crimson stone, back to the
handmaiden’s chamber.
Only once on our way did Larry speak.
“Cheer up, darlin’,” he said to her, “it’s a long way yet before the finish. An’ are you thinking
that Lugur and Yolara are going to pull this thing off? Are you?”
The handmaiden only looked at him, eyes love and sorrow filled.
“They are!” said Larry. “They are! Like HELL they are!”
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