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Introduction 

 

 

 eadman‘s Tome kicks off the New Year with another 
batch of horror, the second chapter of the Cradle of Ruin, 
some industry news, and a brand new approach to our 
improving online magazine.  

 
 First off, January unfolds with a handful of stories. 

David Whelan‘s Fly suits as our insane opener. Peek into the written rant of a 
deranged, antisocial schizophrenic during a moment of brief serenity before he 
plunges into another gripping and life-ending episode. The Dream, by Mary 
Burger, haunts you with an unfriendly reminder that not even your dreams can 
offer solace. Run as you might, fight as you will, but the nightmare will manifest 
without your consent. Relive a tried and true horror classic in Sam Williams‘ 
Rotted Soil. Doubt as you will but there are some things that just belong in horror, 
and one of those is the ambiguous, gazing, questionable eyes of a scarecrow. 
For a proper introduction we have Alexis Child‘s Corpse Shroud and we want to 
give out a prize for those that participate in this months‘ contest.  
 
 That‘s correct. Deadman‘s Tome is giving out awesome awards and 
prizes for those that participate in our monthly contests. The prizes vary 
depending on level of participation, but winning is not required. So participate 
and reap the benefits. See the rules at the end of the introduction. 
 

As a special bonus, we included editor notes for those that ordered either 
the special edition or the Kindle edition. These editor notes include personal 
reviews and opinions that we expressed during the reading of the submission, as 
well as additional tidbits. Those reading the E-Reader friendly edition will still be 
able to enjoy Deadman‘s Tome without any cost. 
 
Monthly Contest:  
 
Read Corpse Shroud and send us your interpretation via email @ 
legato10@swbell.net and receive an award ranging from discounts on 
Deadman‘s Tome merchandise to free copies of DT original content.  
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Corpse Shroud 

Alexis Child 

 

  

I count and number  
My bare bones 
Staring back at me 
Weak as water 
A holocaust so  
Dark and pure 
Ash of my eye 
What survives, grieves, 
Acid kisses kill 
Blackening the sun 
This virgin's shroud 
A junkyard statue, no savior 
Wingless as a caustic heart 
There is no end  
Crying for the Dawn 
With a backwards look 
I efface myself 
A body of whiteness 
To let the dead sleep 

 

Note from the editor: 

The appeal and, for some the frustration, of poetry lies in interpretation. Unlike narratives 

where the author guides the reader through intended details, a poet simply hints through 

suggestive lines, purposively leaving the reader to ponder its meaning, assuming that 

there is one. Perhaps scholars over think, and while much of modern poetry is simply 

free-form expression without much to the imagination, there are, from time-to-time, 

works that benefit from critical review. Alexis Child’s poem doesn’t require scholarly-

level critique in order to be enjoyed, but it doesn’t hurt either. I want to know what this 

poem means to you. We won’t broadcast it unless you approve, but you could win a free 

copy of The Masterôs Torment.  - Mr. Deadman   



 

The Cradle of Ruin: One Man Army 

Jesse Dedman 

 
 

  

 A line of faded gray lifted from the amber tip as the cigarette burned 

while cradled in a plastic ashtray. As a collection of soft, light particles, the smoke 
couldn‘t resist the manipulating hand of the circulating current produced by a 
battery operated fan; it was one of the few methods in trying to reduce the 
smoldering humidity. An acidic tinge meshed with the odor of burnt rubber and 
exposed garbage, but the scent of tobacco and opened bottles provided a decent 
distraction. Outside these crumbling walls, beyond the scorched remains of this 
once lively establishment, the city cries out in torment. Fires burn through the 
night while survivors fight for the warmth, found rations, and anything else 
deemed valuable. Like starved coyotes, the spare few that survived the toxic 
cleanse have turned on one another, some willing to maim their own ken for few 
days‘ worth of spoiled food. As soft, light a particles our perspectives couldn‘t 
resist the plummet into total savagery. 
 
 I sat alone, waiting for something, perhaps nothing. I arched my back over 
the table, cupping my head between folded arms. The taste of lukewarm rum 
was persistent on my tongue. The electric buzzing of the fan provided a gentle, 
hypnotic sound track. While my reality continues to flush downward, my dreams 
provide only mockery and distain. The image of my wife and kids often surface 
as if exhumed from a watery tomb. The beauty no longer recognized coupled 
with disfigurement, but the message and meaning remains. I failed to 
acknowledge their needs, failing even harder when it came to sacrificing my 
career. I served behind the badge as if I was the walking representation of trust, 
justice, and honor. Now, those things may not exist, and just like my family, they 
may never come back.  
 
 The door closed, even though I didn‘t hear it open. A stunning dame with 
long black hair walked in as if she still retain a bit of class in this shitfest. She 
smiled at me, but the stress she brought in, the trouble that followed her quickly 
changed that into a frown. Scanning her posture--looking beyond the curves, and 
the worried eyes—I could tell she wanted reveal the ghost that shadowed her. 
 
 ―What brings you here,‖ I asked, voice soft and low.  



 
 ―We‘ve got ourselves into a little problem,‖ she said, regretting the words 
as she timidly advanced closer to the table. ―Not all the girls made it out of there.‖ 
 
 ―Is that right,‖ I asked, with a glass of whiskey raised. I stared at her with 
leveled eyes. ―I saved you all once before, and now you‘re asking for me to 
repeat the deed.‖ I chugged the beverage. The warmth increased the burn as it 
slid down my throat. ―How did you find me?‖ 
 A smirk surfaced out from her fearful composure, lightening the mood just 
a bit. ―Michaels, you‘re not that hard to predict. Only a man like yourself would 
make a home out of a bar.‖ 
 
 ―Is that so,‖ I said, refusing to give in to the blunt truth. ―Either way, Chivo‘s 
place is going to be intense right now. I would recommend that we wait this one 
out.‖ 
 
 Sylvia cocked her head to the side as she leaned forward for a glimpse 
into her cleavage. ―What happened to the Detective Michaels I‘ve heard so much 
about? I thought he was a man different from any other, a man that sought out 
justice no matter what the stakes.‖  
 

―I really should refuse your request, but I‘m a fool and it‘s too late to 
change.‖ I grabbed a bottle of amaretto, twisted off the cap, and poured myself 
another glass. ―I‘m a sucker for a pretty face.‖ I took a sip and offered Sylvia a 
swig from the bottle.  
 
 ―Do you mind if I wait here,‖ she said, as she took the bottle from me. 
 
 ―You expect me to do this alone?‖ I pulled out cigarette and placed it 
between my lips. The fire reflected in her troubled eyes, and I could tell she 
wanted a drag. ―If I get all the work, I would expect some reward.‖ 
 
 ―You, a man of the law, expect me to service you?‖ 
 
 ―A man of the law is still a man, isn‘t he? I don‘t need you to do anything 
for me,‖ I said, as I handed her the cigarette. I stopped a falling tear, allowing a 
dab of moisture to dry against my gritty thumb. ―Doll, this mission could kill me.‖ 
 
 She didn‘t say another word, and whimpered quietly. Strong willed, Sylvia 
reacted to her tears the way most men do, but her evasive mannerisms failed to 
hide her flushed face, puffy eyes, and streaked cheeks. I rose from the table, 
loaded my hand-gun and left through the side passage. Splintered wood framed 
by columns of concrete guided my path out to a street boarded by glassed dirt. 
The middle of the road exposed me for all of the curious, hungry savages to see. 
Like a desired treat used as bait, I maneuvered through several blocks with a gun 



raised and ready. I climbed over heaps of junk, avoiding suspicious areas, while 
listening for any approach.  
 
 Nearing Chivo‘s neck of the woods, I pocketed the gun and squeezed 
through an opened window of a ruined office. Glass crunched under my boots as 
I slowly ventured closer to the only door in the room. The handle was melted, the 
paint crusted, and the structure completed undermined. The door refused to 
budge as it was held in place by a crooked foundation and a suffocating grip 
between the walls. The last thing I needed was to draw attention onto myself, so I 
took a safer route by retreating out from the small office area and ducking 
between a wreckage of sheet metal. 
 
 After examining the area for several minutes, I detected an exploit in 
Chivo‘s patrols: A simple side entrance without any noticeable guards to speak 
of. Passing behind a routine patrol, I placed my back against the steel hull of the 
facility and carefully approached the orifice. Stepping closer, I could hear the 
sounds of laughter, shuffling cards, and bottles being tossed. I withdrew my gun, 
paused for moment, and pulled the door open. With sights raised, I warily 
stepped into a hall bordered with scattered car parts and boxes. The sudden 
quiet brought the awareness of my own breathing, of my own pounding heart as I 
risked going further. It also teased with the occasional shuffle of footsteps, and 
as I pressed against a grated wall for cover, I could hear them taunting me. Why 
would they only suspect me? 
 
 Crawling behind barrels for cover, I sought out for an advantage point. A 
wide circular table held various brands of beer, most of which empty, and a stack 
of chard food. Bottle caps, poker chips, along with various brands of breath mints 
decked the face of the stained furnishing. But, most importantly, Jackson, a 
captain among Chivo‘s goons, sat with a few others. From their expressions I 
could tell they wanted to continue the game, but my intrusion caused too much of 
a distraction. Jackson hid his fear well, looking at his cards as if things were cool, 
but the others were not so lucky.  
 
 I rose to the occasion with gun aimed directly at Jackson‘s face. ―You 
mind if I join this party?‖  
 
 ―Mother Fucker,‖ uttered Jackson, staring at me as if trying to shake off his 
disbelief. ―You‘ve some balls, you know that?‖ 
 
 ―You apparently expected me,‖ I said, glancing at my peripherals. ―I like 
the attention.‖ 
 
 Jackson extended his hand, stopping another from making a stupid 
decision. ―How about we give him a hand,‖ he said, looking at me from an angle. 
‗After all, this will be his last game.‖ 
 



 Shuffling sounded from behind, and everything went dark. 
 
 The churn of a generator eased me into my senses, but Jackson‘s shadow 
brought me out from the haze. Dark haired, pale skinned, and too scrawny for his 
own britches, I didn‘t expect his punches to be so painful. The first one pressed 
into my teeth, squeezing blood out from the gums like some juice filled candy. 
The second smacked against my face, hitting my jaw at an angle that only 
increased the blow, as my teeth tore into the inner flesh of my mouth. 
 
 ―Michaels, you‘re a piece of work, you know that?‖ Jackson smacked his 
fist against his palm.  
 
 ―I would expect more from you,‖ I said, tasting wet blood. ―I mean, I only 
waltzed into your place, freed your slaves, and rescued McKenston‘s niece right 
under your nose.‖ 
 
 ―You don‘t have to remind me, you little shit,‖ he said, as he back up 
towards the door. ―If it was up to me, I would drop your ass with now.‖ 
 
 ―Why can‘t you,‖ I asked, teasing him with a bloody smile. ―Because Chivo 
wants me alive doesn‘t he.‖ 
 
 ―He wants to know why you killed McKenston,‖ he said. 
 
 ―Why don‘t you go back to punching me in the face, that I could tolerate,‖ I 
said. The memory of the assassination played soured my mood. I would‘ve 
tolerated any other question, but the feeling of false accusation boiled within my 
core.  
 
 ―I‘m gonna do a lot more than that,‖ said Jackson, taunting me with 
another teasing punch. He went behind me and sliced through the rope. I rubbed 
my wrists and went to question when Jackson shoved me out from the chair and 
into a metal shelf. The dark haired goon didn‘t hesitate and dove inward with 
busted knuckles for revenge. Blunt force to my face created a pounding 
sensation followed by warm, running stream of crimson. Down as an easy target, 
I fetched for something, anything that I could grab and use; thus, knocking 
Jackson in the head with a tire-iron. The bastard went out like a light. I opened 
the door and struck a blur of a face as it approached with a vengeful smirk. 
Without a fight, the man collapsed and I stood above him. I tossed the tool and 
retrieved my gun out from the man‘s hand. 
 
 My options were low, even lower than before. It would only be a matter of 
time before Chivo‘s gang becomes aware of my escape; much more, it would 
only be a matter of seconds for them to dispatch of me if someone were to raise 
an alarm. Backing out was out of the question, I shed blood for Sylvia so far, I 
might as well make it mean something. Besides, Chivo‘s intent with smuggling 



women, and children at that, angered me, and I wasn‘t about to let that anger go 
to waste. I took the worst of options, praying that my luck would change, and 
waited for the next patrol. I pressed my back against a garage door and listened 
as the steps grew louder. I could hear him whispering to himself, complaining 
about his shift. Flesh-tone appeared before me, and I snapped into action, 
throwing the goon into the garage door.  
 
 ―Where are the girls,‖ I asked, not expecting an answer. His mumbling out 
done by the sudden drop of his weapon. I pressed my gun against his skull, 
muffled his mouth with my hand, and repeated the line. Panic undermined his 
ability to form words, that I expected, but to babble with statements of ignorance 
really irked me. I fired a round into his foot. Like a lame fortune teller contraption 
at a carnival, I put in some metal and received an almost instantaneous reaction; 
however, unlike a lame arcade, this goon actually provided something 
substantial. Not only did he lead me to the shed, he also released the 
combination lock, which revealed a sickening jackpot. Several pre-teen girls 
stuffed into a cramped space with only hardwood to sleep on and a bucket to shit 
in. Their eyes shone like marbles plastered into cakes of dirt, while matted hair 
formed into rope-like tangles. I knocked out the helpful Chivo soldier and gave 
the girls a long look. 
 
 ―You girls better jet,‖ I said, noticing the sounds of an approach. ―Get out 
of here and don‘t stop running.‖  
 
 The girls were locked down by fear with an opportunity for escape staring 
them in the face. Emotion becomes the toughest of chains, so I communicated 
the only way they understood, fear. I shot a few rounds into the air, startling the 
little girls, and with startled nerves came obedience. They ran straight, and didn‘t 
stop so as long as I watched them. I did my part, yet again. But that was all I 
could do. There wasn‘t any way I could shield them personally from all the 
madness they would surely encounter in the cradle of ruin. The only thing I could 
offer was a brief distraction from capture. As long as I could occupy Chivo‘s 
goons, I would act as their shield.  
 
 If I planned on preventing the gang from separating in to search parties, I 
would have to storm in with the power of many. I slid through an unguarded 
orifice and cut off the approach with burst of wild gunfire as I jumped behind 
cover. Sheets of metal formed my corner, providing only one way to get to me. A 
de-assembled car along with a heap of parts barricaded any bold approach, 
while shielding me from their constant gunfire. I loaded a new clip and held there 
focus with blind fire.  
 
 ―Michaels,‖ shouted Jackson, as he huddled behind barrels. ―Give it up. 
You can‘t shoot at us forever.‖ 
 



 ―An army against one, that‘s hardly fair,‖ I said, taunting with three-round 
burst.  
 
 ―When it comes to a sly motherfucker like you, anything is fair.‖ Jackson‘s 
words were followed by a thunderous choir of gunfire. A guy in cameo held a 
rattling AK-47 as he pressed on my position. The bullets whirled past, puncturing 
through the soft parts of my cover, while barely missing me. I huddled in a corner 
while searching for an opportunity through a bullet hole. The sight of Jackson 
reloading caught my attention, and I poked out long enough to deliver a few 
shots, but the sudden rush of a shotgun wielding grunt bore the brunt of a fatal 
shot. I knelt behind a sheet of thick metal, while the man crashed backwards onto 
a pile of rotten wood. His cries would‘ve satisfied, but they dominated the 
firefight, bringing the more important sounds down to that of a whisper.  
 
 ―Don‘t rush him,‖ snapped Jackson. I heard the distinct slid of an unloaded 
magazine. ―He‘ll be out of ammo sooner or later.‖ 
 
  I stuck my hand out from cover and punched through the barrels. A man 
hunched high behind an orifice blindly fired at my direction, and I returned the 
favor before retreating.  
 
 ―That bastard got me,‖ cried the man, as he clinched his bleeding arm. He 
fired a few more rounds, but his lazy arm was of little concern. The newcomer 
with an assault rifle, however, required almost all of my attention. A bald headed 
man dressed in dark gray ran in from the bay doors with intent to group up with 
the goon in cameo. His bursts were wild, his grip too relaxed, and I brought him 
down with a shot to his shoulder.  
 
 ―The girls are gone!‖ echoed through the facility, and I knew that my plan 
would need to become much more intense if I was to buy them more time. I 
loaded another clip, took a breath before climbing over the hood of a car. An 
easy target I suddenly became and I felt the jets of wind fly past me. The sound 
of punctured metal acted as the drum solo to a moment of careless sacrifice. Not 
even I would dare call the act one of bravery, but glorious it surely was. My barrel 
smoked as I managed to flank four different locations before setting for a direct 
shot at Jackson. I took the shot, but an intense force knocked my shoulder back. 
I gripped the wound, seethed from the pain, and rolled off underneath a frame of 
a car. Blood gushed from the wound, spilling slick red onto my hand as I 
struggled to retain the grip of my own gun.  
 
 Down to my last three wounds, I fire two at the assault rifle wielding duo, 
but no dice. They rained constant busts of lead at my location. The vibrations of a 
running engine entertained my senses, but it was the sound of a mounted 
machine gun that alerted my nerves. I fooled myself to think I could take on an 
army armed to the teeth with all sorts of weaponry. Stupid it was of me to risk my 
neck for Sylvia, a woman that couldn‘t find satisfaction in a partial loss. Outside 



the facility, tires grind through mud and ruined pavement as jeeps circle about. 
The little girls have not a chance in hell for escape now, and everything I‘ve done 
was for nothing. Justice, honor, and the importance of respecting one‘s word 
burned before my eyes as I watched from my pinned position a terrible fate 
unfolding.  
 
 Led by two incredibly skillful marksmen, the silhouette of a tall, slender 
figure emerged out from the blinding light. Her walk spoke of a type of power only 
obtainable by control, while her one, uncovered eye stayed completely level and 
unexpressive. Platinum blond banes of her flapper-girl hair covered a whole side 
of her face. She approached as her men dispatched the lot of Chivo‘s men. As 
she got closer, something of a distant memory became more persistent. I could 
remember the face, but the name failed to cross my mind. 
 
 Her heels stopped before me. ―What about this one,‖ whispered the 
soldier. 
 
 ―Hold your fire,‖ she said, as she examined me. ―We could use that one.‖ 
 
 Trapped like a cornered rat, I raised my gun and fired my last round. 
 
To be continued… 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Fly  

David Whelan 

 
 

ut I had never been a writer.  That was something I could never 

be. I didn‘t have it in me to create, I could only destroy. 

 

I was Jack Torrace with a nagging little voice inside my head all the time. 

Telling me to hurt, telling me to run, telling me to fly. But, mostly, it would tell me 

to block out everyone else from my life. 

Sometimes it got so bad that I found myself projecting my face onto 

everyone I knew and I hated myself for it. That sneering little rat. Grinning like a 

gawking child, whispering in my ear like a fowl little vermin. I had become so 

desperately alone. 

The voice was like a small black crow that followed me everywhere, that 

slowly grew into a flock until I couldn‘t ignore the batting of wings. A slight 

murmur behind my back, whispers in the wind that picked up slowly then quickly, 

gently and then viciously, wrapping around me until the words hammered into my 

head and I become deaf with rage, fear and depression, murmuring. Hitting me 

over and over and over and over and over: Fly. 

And so I ran. I ran from my parents, my family and everyone who had ever 

been tricked into loving me. Whenever I stayed in the same place, and lived that 

depressingly consistent lifestyle, my inner-me would start to talk and, before I 

knew it, the voice had become me and everything I thought I cared about would 

mean-absolutely-fuck-all when compared to the open road where nothing matters 



but the skin around my bones. Where the wings of the voice would grow from 

back and let me soar away into an unknown. 

When I stop to think about it, after all these years, it was so damn selfish. 

And what‘s worse, what‘s so horrible, is that I never really ever gave a fuck. I was 

more concerned with my own peace of – of – what passed for – my mind. 

Because it wasn‘t my fault to blame: My parents, My daughter, My wife, My 

Doctor, My College Latin tutor, My Reflection, My Dog, Television, Theatre, 

Vegetarians, Novelists, Scientists, Lawyers, Broadband, the Telephone, A rusty 

knife, Some metal wiring, Risks. 

I remember giving my daughter a hug on her eighth – or was it ninth? – 

birthday and telling her I love you but my head was awash with fear, my heart 

started to pump harder and hard and my palms sweated, as I looked into her 

eyes and saw her future shining at me. I couldn‘t stand still; I couldn‘t raise this 

poor girl as my own. She would never be mine. I couldn‘t truly ever love her when 

I could never love myself. I saw inside of her a girl who would surely never know 

the man her father was. I remember looking up at her mother at that moment and 

seeing her drifting away from me. We moved from the same floor to different 

beds, to different lives. I can hardly see her smile anymore, or hear her laugh. 

They‘re confined to the murky darkness inside my skull; they‘re just shallow 

flashes of something-I-canôt-picture or pale echoes of sounds once heard. 

 

But I remember what we said the day I left. 

‗I can‘t help. I – I‘m not FIT to be her father. ―NOT-FIT‖? You know that phrase? It 

means I‘m too damn broken to raise her properly. Get it?‘ 

‗Don‘t talk to me like that. This is how you destroy something.‘ 

Fly. 

óI‘m sorry. I love you. I promise.‘ 

Liar. 

‗You CAN‘T love. You don‘t know the meaning of the word. You‘re empty. 

Hollow.  You kiss me like it‘s a job. You‘re not there anymore. You need to try 



more medication, go somewhere new – the one in Scotland. They said that one 

was good.‘ 

‗I – you, I, don‘t, know – I, I –‗  

- I left.  

Piece by piece I smashed every plate, cup, glass, window, mirror and 

picture frame that I defined myself by. I left myself empty and unfulfilled, with only 

that quiet whisper for company. As I moved on, a shadowy husk of myself, I felt 

like my heart and I were no longer on speaking terms, and I felt relieved.  

As time has gone on, I found myself dreaming that my family was dead 

and in the ground, feeding worms, which in turn feed the crows. As they dream 

went on a dog would eat the crow, which would be eaten by a cow, which would 

be eaten by a man who would be eaten by me. 

My parents had died years ago. Sometimes I cry about that. But I‘ve seen 

death too many times to be preoccupied with the thought that their bodies 

represent another version of me, just thirty years older, and that one day I‘ll be 

rotting in a cemetery and I know, I know, that there will be zero people crying 

about me.  

As if honouring my wife‘s last words, I flew north into the darkness, where 

the blackness of my feathers could shield me away from the world. I hadn‘t run 

from anything for a while, but the shear power of the separation left me shattered 

inside and I could never, even when I looked in the mirror, see myself properly 

again. All I wanted to do was to hide and to never come out of the darkness 

again. But I am just as weak as I am broken and I fell into the house like a stupid 

child. 

I met the others in Scotland and we were the same. They had that same 

dullness behind the eyes, the same drooping face in the mirror, and the same 

quiet torture underneath their skin, the wings behind their back. We lived, for a 

few weeks, as echoes of ourselves and we lived with abandonment. Balnagown 

was our home, our cure. A place where we could just be. I didn‘t feel the nagging 

need to conform or society‘s eye on me. I made love to people and I hurt people 



and I never cared about the consequences. I cried, I laughed and, for the first 

time in my sad life, I danced. 

There were seven of us in the castle. Me, James, Helen, Catherine, Giles, 

Sarah, Michelle. I think I fucked all six of them. But my brain fails me. Their 

bodies mingle into each other. My memory: it‘s just all flesh, sweat, blood and 

fingers running down backs, cupping breasts. There were drugs too, which 

bended my mind to its limits and probably broke it. Snapped it in two like a brittle 

piece of plastic. Cocaine, ecstasy and some new Thai fusion Michelle brought in 

the bag load warped my reality and silenced the voice inside my head. There 

were more drugs than I had ever seen in my life. More drugs than I thought 

possible to consume. We did it all, every last grain, and then ran into the grounds 

singing and fucking and dancing. 

It wasn‘t long until it caught up with us. Her name was Catherine. She was 

beautiful and young. She would sit up late and talk to us, as her eyes lingered 

just above our heads, and her voice shook with queer nervousness, how much 

she wanted to be do something with her life that was normal. She wanted to be a 

mother and raise children and walk them to school, watch them grow up. Grow 

old and be loved. It was touching and it was sad in equal measure.  

James told me she fell from the first floor balcony. Giles told me she hung 

herself in her bathroom. Michelle swore she drowned. Helen said she fell down 

the stairs. Sarah hadn‘t seen it. The truth is, none of us saw it. We were too 

coked and wrapped up inside our blissful world of release to notice. It seemed to 

me like she was there one morning, smiling sadly in the rose garden, and then – 

she was gone. We never found the body but we all knew she was dead. She 

would never have just run away. 

After Catherine‘s death I stopped the drugs. Something, in the mindless, 

sensational abandonment, had faded. I felt sick and, once again, I felt alone. It 

wasn‘t long after that the voice flew back in and told me to run. It was on one of 

those days, when the others were downstairs shooting up to the stars or fucking 

or running in the garden, that I first saw the house. It was on the front of a 



postcard. It looked like home in so many ways: it was abandoned, it was falling 

apart, and it was lonely. The address was on the other side, in faded pencil. 

I think it was at the point when I realised that the whispers inside my head 

had entirely consumed me. I wasn‘t fighting them anymore; I didn‘t feel like I was 

fighting against it. The thought, fly, had just come into my head by itself. I told the 

others that I was leaving. James and Giles, I recall, looked at me like I had done 

something wrong, that, in my leaving, I would destroy their newfound happiness. 

The girls reacted entirely differently: they wanted to come too. 

From the moment we moved in we knew the house was falling apart. We 

found ourselves stuck amongst the asbestos and the ceiling, unable to move as 

the poison seeped into our flesh and broke our bodies down inch by inch. 

Trapped beneath the floorboards, we scratched into paintwork, as our skin 

rubbed off into the very walls that we had condemned ourselves to hide behind. 

We became prisoners in our own home, strangers on our own pillows. But it 

wasn‘t fear of the outside that kept us in; it was fear of me. The birds gathered 

above the house and flew around it in circles, waiting for their meal.  

My world fast became a darkened room lit up by the faded silhouettes of 

three women, none of whom I could ever have loved. They weren‘t the same 

smiling girls I had loved in Balnagown. When Catherine died, something died in 

them too. Maybe, even, somehow, something had also died in me. 

I would often, when my face was pressed up against one of their bosoms, 

feel the isolation of a lonely man. I would weep, she would coo, and the sounds 

would echo inside my body, until they too faded away into nothingness. 

The first day, we moved in silently and undressed. I made love to Michelle 

until the sunset; our cries of empty pleasure and grunts urging up the stillness 

and hanging in the air long after the act had ended amongst guilty expressions 

and passionless embraces. We tried to speak; we thought that maybe a new 

room would open up ways for us to communicate. We hoped we‘d be able to 

break down those barriers with the sweat of our fornication, the sound of our life 

we had given up.  We were just half-formed phrases, thrown across that gap 

between our eyes. We just couldn‘t. 



‗I‘m sor-‗ 

‗I know, it‘s jus-‗ 

‗Don‘t worry, it‘s not –‗ 

‗My fault?‘ 

‗I –‗ 

That night I dreamt my hands were around her throat. A shovel, mud and 

rain. Tears: there were lots of tears. I woke up drenched. Sarah, who looked and 

seemed so empty, convinced me to buy a dog, so I did. For a brief time, it‘s 

large, dumb eyes lit up our lives. I could always hear its small feet on the weak 

floorboards; its shallow panting as it climbed the stairs. Sarah was particularly 

affected. She loved the young pup, with its broad smile and never-ceasing love. 

Sarah looked like she had rediscovered that fire that I had thought, once, I could 

have loved. The dog filled that void I could never reach and I loved her for it. We 

called her Catherine. 

When Sarah saw the steps give way beneath her, breaking the poor 

bitch‘s neck, we pretended that it hadn‘t happened. We burnt the body that night 

and buried her amongst the weeds in the garden. We cried and then swore we‘d 

forget. We went around the house and removed every picture or mention of her 

we could find. Once Sarah had fallen asleep, curled up on her bed like a 

frightened child, I slipped outside into the night and buried my hands into the 

grave, clutching her small skull through the roots and the mud until exhaustion 

overtook me. She was too fleeting and too precious to be gone. I needed to feel 

her body and her warmth. I wanted to channel what she had, to maybe feel my 

heart again. I fell asleep in the shallow of the grave, amongst the stars and the 

dead. 

Helen quickly started to lose control. The demons she had hidden away in 

Balnagown began to resurface. They rose in arguments that she would start 

again and again. They chiselled away at me; they started to break me down. ‗I 

don‘t remember your name on the welcoming letter. You just showed up. Giles 

was fucking right. You weren‘t meant to be at Balnagown – you just SHOWED. 

Who are you, anyway?‘ 



‗Helen, I don‘t get what you were talking about. I don‘t understand your point. 

Giles was a smog. Who cares about Giles? Where‘s he now, eh?‘ 

‗Sh - You‘re a fraud. There‘s something not right with you. I was a stupid fucking 

idiot to have come here with you – Sarah? Sa-RAH? Where‘s Sarah?‘ 

‗I don‘t know. Out. I don‘t know. Why?‘ 

‗She saw you. SAW you. A few nights ago. Outside. With Michelle. Where‘s 

Michelle?‘ 

‗I – you, I, don‘t, know – I, I -‘ 

Helen had had therapy. She had sat for endless hours talking about 

herself (‗damaged flower‘), her cat (‗just disappeared‘), her mother (‗skinny 

bitch‘), her father (‗lecherous‘), her dead brother (‗sad little boy‘), her terrible teeth 

(‗unique‘). She would complain to us, normally over tea or a bottle of wine, about 

the sterile smell of the offices she would have to sit in as she waited for the latest 

prescription. The magical slip of paper gently, nervously, crushed between 

forefinger and thumb, slowly, coldly, wet with sweat, in her hand as she waited 

for the drugs that would make her normal. You can understand why she was 

blaming me. She had always needed someone to blame. 

Helen stocked behavioural drugs like a pharmacy. She would eat 

anticonvulsant pills out of bowl in the morning (with milk, often full-fat) and follow 

them down with a glass of risperidone. I had, in moments of weakness that 

became more regular as the days in that house grew older, stolen Prozac, 

desyrel, serzone and pamelor. One night I did a concoction of them all and 

walked around the house in a blaze. I dreamt I had Helen‘s dissevered head 

clutched between my fingers. It hung just low enough that, as I walked up the 

stairs, it would collide with a hollow BONK on every step. In the end, I crawled 

into her bed and made love to her, then pecked at her skin like a bird until 

morning. 

With each successive argument, with every strong word or loose hand, 

our humanity drained into the cracks in the ground, until we were left barking at 

each other and squabbling in the scraps of our own muck. We would wander the 

house and the garden with our necks thrown back squawking like birds. 



I swear I saw Helen with a knife before she did it. I swear I told her not to, 

but she did. I remember feeling how inevitable I felt it was: that once she had run 

out of someone to blame, for all the pain she had caused, she would have to, 

eventually, blame herself. 

I saw her slice her white skin like cheese: ‗Balnagown. It wasn‘t a retreat. 

It was a prison. THIS‘- she moves the knife to the wrist -  ‗Is.‘ – she breaks the 

skin – ‗A.‘- she draws the blade across the artery, blood seeps out, drips – 

‗Prison.‘  

The police still haven‘t come. I‘ve called them fourteen times and it‘s been 

over a week. She‘s lying on her bed right now, drying out like a prune. I saw a 

few birds fly in through her bedroom window and I can hear them scratching at 

her flesh as I sleep, their little talons greedily clawing away. 

After Helen, Sarah never spoke to me again. I found myself retreating to 

the green garden shed staring at a decrepit typewriter, fingers crooked and 

poised. The light would falter by the woodwork and creak in the wind, as Sarah‘s 

wails from across the garden died like whispers against the old, soft wood. 

With nothing else left, I started to write. I felt like fucking Jack Nicholson 

and I loved it. I wrote endless reams of trash: poetry, short stories, novels, movie 

scripts. They all starred ME. At night I would leave them on the doorstep so that 

Sarah could read them. I wanted her to feel me inside of her one last time, to 

have my words become her reality. I didn‘t want her to think that, just because 

we weren‘t speaking, I wasn‘t there. The more I wrote, the more I read my name 

over and over, the more the words became my only reason to live. There was no 

longer anything else but the words in front of my face, the adventures and lives I 

could have lived. I was no longer ME; I was someone else, someone better. 

I am lost, I think. In the words I have written, in the tales I have edited. I 

have faded into the dreams I had always hidden away from myself. I am flying 

with birds that have been chasing me since I can remember. Those dark winged 

vermin, with blood on their beaks. 

‗What are you doing?‘ She asks. 

‗Why are you typing?‘ She asks. 



 

 

Note from the editor: 

Living with your head crowded with voices that dominate like haunting shouts from an 

untraceable abyss is a horror that most could only imagine. To portray the dilemma of a 

sociopath, schizotypal seems easy on the surface as long as you play safely within the 

realm of general thought, but Whelan dived a little deeper, which is good. Personally, the 

writing struck me as odd at first for its opening line about writing, but once I learned that 

the character was indeed very troubled and unbalanced I enjoyed it. - Mr. Deadman   

 

 

 

The Dream 

  Mary Burger 

 
 

Beth scrambled to reach the riverbank.  She lost her balance and slipped 
on a wet rock, landing on her side.  A sharp pain ran up the whole right side or 
her body.  As she slid into a cool pool of water, she groaned. 
 The pain was almost unbearable.  Beth began to lose consciousness.  
The only thing that connected her to reality was the soothing sound of water 
flowing over the park‘s mill dam.  Even the sharpness seemed to ooze away as if 
retreating to join the cool water that she lay in. 
 A faint noise awoke Beth from her from space and brought back the 
forgotten ache.  She snapped alert and forced herself to sit up.  As she did a 
cloud of fog filled her head.  She heard another noise and she knew that she had 
to get up and run.  Her pursuer was drawing near. 
 She jumped up and regretted getting up in such a hurry.  Her side cried in 
pain and her head protested as well.  Her clothes were soaked and she shivered.  
Beth looked around, her vision barely trustworthy, searching her surroundings for 
a sign that he was lurking in the shadows.  She looked past the bank of the river 
formed by the flow of water from the dam into the nature trail.  There was no sign 
of him so far. 
 She swallowed a scream when she noticed a silhouette in the trees.  It 
was him.   



 Beth jumped to the opposite bank, dripping with water, and ran up the hill 
towards more trees.  She knew where she was going at least.  On the other side 
of the vast amount of trees was the parking lot where her parents were waiting 
for her.  If she could only make it!  He would not try to attack her in sight of 
people.  Or so she hoped. 
 Beth glanced back with morbid curiosity as she ran.  She wanted to see if 
he was still chasing her.  She gasped when she saw the dark figure approaching 
her.  He was gaining with little effort.  It was as if he were floating towards her.  
Nothing seemed to be touching him. 
 She looked back towards the trees.  She had to concentrate on her path 
and not panic.  She noticed that the sun was almost down.  The sun seemed to 
be setting awfully fast.  The colors of the setting sun were teasing her as if to say, 
―Youôll never make itò. She was going to have trouble finding her way through the 
trees in the dark.  Great!  She thought.  Time was not on her side. 
 Her pursuer‘s eyes burned into her.  She could feel his gaze on her.  She 
could not help but glance back to see him again.  His skin looked so pale 
contrasted to the darkness around him.   His facial features were not very visible 
from the distance.  He wore a black hooded cloak.  The hood was pulled up and 
covered his head and shaded the top half of his face making him look even more 
mysterious.   
 She focused on the forest ahead.  She braced herself as she entered the 
barricade of trees.  Many branches grabbed at her arms as if they were thin, 
gnarly, brown hands.  She was too much in a hurry to move the limbs from her 
path.  They probably did not even touch him at all. 
 The stinging of the branches scraping her skin added to the pain that she 
forced into the back of her mind.  She had nearly forgotten about it.  It still 
lingered there like a ghost, but she would not let it haunt her.  It would have been 
better if she had worn a long sleeved shirt, but she did not know that she would 
be running through the trees. 
 Beth kept going despite her pain.  She did not know if what he would do to 
her if he caught her.  It could be worse.  Numerous thoughts crossed her mind.  
She wondered why he was chasing her, what her wanted, and more importantly, 
what she should do! 
 She decided to try to throw him off her track though she did not know if it 
would work.  She made an abrupt turn to her left.  Then, she started to sprint.  
She saw a fallen log in her path and estimated the height to take the chance.  It 
was at least a two-foot jump.  She was not really an acrobat, but she had to try. 
 Beth leaped over the log and just barely made it.  She landed on her 
stomach.  Yet another source of pain to add to her collection.  She released a 
grunt as she pushed herself up.  This time, she got up slowly so not to bring on 
the foggy cloud again.  She looked around out of instinct and stood up all the 
way. 
 She knew that she needed to keep going.  He was still close behind her. 
She could feel it.  Apparently, her detour would not through him off.  Every 
direction looked the same to her.  So, she picked one and began fleeing again. 



 Her breathing started to get heavier from both the running and her fright.  
She was getting tired.  Her body wanted to stop.  She assumed that her pursuer 
meant to run her down until she just gave out.  If so, his plan was starting to 
work.   
 She had no choice than to stop and rest.  She looked around, panting, and 
did not see any sign of him.  She then realized that she had no idea where she 
was.  ―Shit!‖ she whispered. 
 Beth leaned forward and rested against a tree.  She held her right side 
and panted, trying to catch her breath.  She shut her eyes.  A slight noise alerted 
her, and she froze. 
 She opened her eyes and looked up.  She let out her breath that she did 
not realize she had been holding in.  She saw him with her peripheral vision.  He 
was approaching just a few feet away.  It was like he materialized out of 
nowhere! 
 He paused a few feet from her.  She had no idea why he just stood there 
instead of taking advantage of her surprise.  Beth looked straight at him.  She 
was terrified, but she wanted to know what he looked like.  Her heart pounded in 
her chest as she looked up at the tall, dark man. 
 She was able to see faint facial features under the shadow of the hood.  
She estimated that he was about six feet tall making Beth feel exceptionally 
intimidated by him because of her petite height.  He looked to Beth like a huge 
shadow. 
 He looked down at her with hurt and a little concern in his pale gray eyes.  
She especially stared into his eyes.  They had the same effect as a black hole, 
trying to pull her in.  She could not help but think that he had beautiful eyes.  She 
also could see the deep desire for her to recognize him in those eyes. 
 She had no idea who he was; however, she did feel a little less afraid of 
him now.  She wanted to see his whole face.  Maybe she really would recognize 
him.  She took a step towards him, but a thought burst free in her mind, What am 
I doing?!?!  
 She gasped and ran away from him without thinking.  She failed to notice 
a huge tree root sticking out of the ground and tripped over it.  She instinctively 
held her hands out to soften the blow, but it did not work.  Her hands slipped on 
the pine straw, and her head hit the ground hard.  A burst of excruciating pain 
nearly made her lose consciousness.  But, unfortunately, she was still aware of 
what was going on. 
 Beth tried to get up but to no avail.  She felt something trickle down her 
cheek.  It felt warm and wet.  She knew that it had to be blood.   
 She was too weak to fight to get up again.  Please, God!  Help me!  She 
prayed as blackness began to engulf her.  She tried to fight the darkness off the 
best that she could. 
 Pale hands reached out and grabbed her gently.  They felt cold on her 
skin and sent a chill up her spine.  He lifted her into his arms.  That was the last 
sensation that she felt.  The blackness she had been fighting finally won. 
 Beth slowly gained consciousness what seemed to be hours later but was 
only minutes.  She realized that she was being carried.  She tried to hide that she 



was awake, but he must have sensed her stir because he spoke.  ―Do not be 
afraid, ―he said softly.   
 Her head was throbbing, and her ears were ringing.  She could hardly 
hear herself think, Yeah, right!!  She was able to pull up enough strength to look 
around with dazed eyes.  She was being taken to another part of the park.  She 
could slightly recognize it.  They were in a part of the forest on the opposite side 
of the park! 
 Beth felt panic rise up in her.  She had to do something to make him drop 
her!  She looked up and saw a lock of blond hair hanging out of his hood.  She 
stared at the beautiful lock for a second.  Then, with a burst of energy, she 
grabbed it and yanked as hard as she possibly could manage.  She ended up 
having more strength than she thought because she pulled it out.  He did not 
even flinch.  He did not even seem to notice.  His indifference scared her even 
more. 
 He stopped and laid her gently on a pile of brush.  Beth‘s head throbbed.  
She must have looked like a mess.  Her clothes had mud caked all over them.  
They were damp from her fall into the pool of water at the river.  She had blood 
dried on her forehead and in her hair.  She probably had bruises and scrapes all 
over her arms.  She did not want to look and see for her self.  
 He turned around so that his back was turned to her.  He slowly pulled the 
hood off of his head.  Beth sat up and watched as dark blond hair spilled over his 
broad shoulders.  ―You better rest,‖ he said thoughtfully. 
 Beth thought that she had heard that voice before.  She could not place it.  
If he turned around to face her, maybe she could place his identity.  She tried to 
sit up a little.  Her fear was starting to fade away.  She felt like she should be a lot 
more afraid than she was.  Her mind was only whispering the idea to get up and 
run. 
 A wave of pain suddenly flooded Beth‘s head.  She moaned, shut her 
eyes, and waited for the pain to subside. 
 ―Are you okay?‖ He asked, still refusing to turn around. 
 When the pain faded, Beth opened her eyes and replied, ―Yes… Are you 
going to hurt me?  Who are you?‖ 
 ―I will not hurt you.  You don‘t know who I am...but you will.‖ he said.  Beth 
noticed that he lowered his head a little. 
 ―Your voice seems familiar to me somehow.  I have no idea how or why 
but you seem very familiar to me.‖ She explained, feeling guilty and a little sorry 
for him.  ―Turn around so I can see you.  Maybe I will recognize you?‖ 
 ―You will not recognize me but you will know me.‖ 
 She realized that her hand was still tightened around the lock of hair she 
had pulled out.  She felt silly now about pulling out his hair.  She felt as if she 
knew him and should not have acted so terrified.   She was now glad that he was 
still turned around and could not see her embarrassment.  ―I‘m sorry for pulling 
out your hair,‖ she said. 
 ―No need to be embarrassed.  I understand,‖ he answered as if he could 
read her mind.  Then, he turned around to face her.  It was if it were in slow 
motion. 



 Beth gasped as she saw him.  ―You….you are…‖ She whispered.  He 
kneeled down in front of her and wrapped her in his arms in a protective hug. 
 Beth woke up sweating.  She looked around her in a panic and saw that 
she was in the back seat of her parents‘ car, her head resting against the 
window.   
 She sat up and looked at her clothes.  They were dry and clean.  She 
reached up and touched her head; no blood.  In fact, there were no wounds on 
her at all.  She was fine. 
 It was all a dream, she thought with relief.  She sighed with content and 
relaxed against the seat.  She looked out the window at the passing scenery. 
 Then, Beth realized that she was holding something tightly in her hand.  
She looked down and opened her hand curiously.  She was shocked at what she 
saw. 
 She was holding a lock of blond hair! 
 At first she gasped.  Then…she smiled. 
 ―What‘s the matter?‖  Beth‘s mother asked from the passenger seat. 
 ―Oh, nothing,‖ Beth replied.  She stuffed the lock of hair into her jeans‘ 
pocket and gazed out the window. 
 

Note from the editor: 

Dreams unfold through the brush of our imagination using various images and 

sounds either obtain from an external source or within, but the atmosphere often produces 

a safe, protective place. That is, until everything goes completely wrong. When the 

dreamscape burns with the scorching flames of a demented influence, when all the 

promises and experiences take for a sudden plummet, that is when the nightmare begins. 

We become the slave to our own subconscious as it illustrates a scene of pure horror that 

is not only unique to the individual, but more potent and powerful than anything in the 

media. For sleep is our comfort, a shell of sorts, but when things we can only begin to 

fathom invade where else can we go? Sounds absurd? Then you and I agree, but I believe 

this story shines light on the impact of dreams. Beth, scared out of her mind, ran while 

fighting back the pain until she couldn’t run anymore. She woke into the safety of reality, 

but I wonder just how safe she really feels as the haunt could manifest again for another 

encounter without the slightest warning, and without her command.   - Mr. Deadman   

 

 

 



Rotted soil 
 Sam Williams  

 
Hugging William, his mom told him how she appreciated him coming out 

to his grandpa‘s farm. She had brought him out to stay for the week. ―I wish 
grandpa did.‖ William replied with a tinge of sarcasm. Holding him at arms‘ length 
she looked at William ―He may not show it but I know he does.‖ She said giving 
him a somber smile. 

Letting go of his arms, she turned to walk towards the car. ―I will be back 
to pick you up next Sunday around six.‖ She hollered without turning around. ―If 
you remember.‖ He whispered to himself. She gave William a little wave then 
jumped into the old station wagon. William stood looking marooned as he 
watched his moms taillights disappear in the dust. 

His Grandfather was at ―The Pigs Ear‖ the only bar in town. He was a man 
of routines and days were ended with ―the boys‖ down at ―The Piggy‖ (as locals 
lovingly called it). William‘s mom had given him a key to the old place before they 
left. She kept a spare key in case of emergencies. She had also laid down 
grandpa‘s house rules. This left William less than enthusiastic for the week.  
The outside had looked a bit rundown but somewhat welcoming. Inside of the 
house was a different story. The downstairs living room was dark and shadowy. 
A pungent smell hung in the air. The smell was like dust and what William could 
only accredit to ―old person‖. The stairway wall was filled with picture frames. 
Some pictures were of familiar faces but a lot were much older. The really old 
ones William found creepy. He wondered why no one seemed to smile back 
then.   

Upstairs was brighter; the old curtains covered everything in a soft yellow 
light. William unpacked his things neatly in the guestroom‘s chest of drawers. He 
moped while thinking about his mom‘s instructions. She had repeatedly said that 
grandpa liked things in their place. He picked up an old picture frame. It had sat 
on an antique corn crate that served as the bedside table. It was a picture of him 
standing with his gramps holding a fishing pole. He couldn‘t have been more than 
five and was smiling ear to ear. He put the frame back thinking it had been a long 
time since he smiled like that. 

Sitting on the bed he fell back on to his elbows. It felt good to relax in a 
quiet room, as things at home had been a little tense this past week. His mom 
and John (her boyfriend) had been fighting a lot. William had liked John ok, he 
was nicer then some of her others. His mom had told him on the drive over they 
just needed some alone time to work things out. But she sounded more to be 
reassuring herself. William didn‘t buy it; he had been through this too many times 
before. 

Other sixteen year olds would have run away before wasting a summer 
week at a farm. But William figured his mom would owe him one. There was 
opportunity as well, he could do some chores and earn money for his car fund. 



Hanging out with his grandpa wasn‘t so bad either, he did admire him.  The man 
may be cold but he was the only real male role model William had.  

William‘s Grandpa was a Veteran and well respected in town. He was 
what William‘s mom called ―a man‘s man‖. That was a phrase she never used to 
describe any of her boyfriends. William knew spending time with him was also a 
part of sending him out here.  The work was easy and the week flew by. The only 
thing that bothered William was afternoons just after three or so. About that time 
the work would be done. His grandpa would go to town to have a drink with his 
veteran buddies. William would be stuck at the farm which had no TV or anything 
for him to do until bed.  

His grandpa didn't usually get back until eight or so which was bedtime in 
the house. William would pass the time before he made his dinner by exploring 
the surrounding foothills. He also liked checking out the ancient rusted equipment 
collection his grandpa had amassed in the barn. There wasn't much out by the 
farm but there was one place that he was told not to go. That place was a fenced 
off field at the end of the south property line. It was part of the old Wilson farm 
which had been unoccupied well before his gramps got the land thirty years ago. 
All the buildings had burnt or had fallen down. The only thing that was left was 
this huge field with an old dilapidated fence around it. Towards the middle of the 
field was a little hill. On that hill in the only spot not covered in weeds as high as 
full grown corn stalks was a scarecrow on a poll. William had asked why the land 
stayed vacant so long; his grandpa just said the soil was bad. It didn‘t seem true 
for the weeds William thought. 

The scarecrow always caught William‘s eye. It was far from the fence and 
when William got out that way the sun was usually hazy. Because of this he 
never could make it out very well. It stood like a faraway sentinel and had 
inspired his curiosity since youth. One Saturday when coming back from a hike 
he approached the fence and saw an animal trail through the weeds. He figured 
it must have been made by deer and when he stood on the fence it looked to go 
all the way up to the little hill. It was only four thirty and a good two hours before it 
would start getting dark so the idea of a little adventure was too much. William 
hopped the fence without a second thought and landed right in the middle of the 
trail.  

William started down the path, having to duck a lot in the beginning. The 
path was more of a cave through the brush at first. For the most part he could 
stand up straight as he walked just fine. The summer's heat and all the 
vegetation had made the air humid and heavy. He thought to himself how glad he 
hadn't had allergies like his cousin. As he continued the undergrowth got lower 
and started to lighten up. He started to see glimpses of the hill as he moved 
along. He didn't know why but the closer he got an anxiety began to build within 
him. There was a bad feeling to this place and little by little it was getting worse. 
As he got closer to the hill the ground became stony and there were fewer 
weeds.  He could tell he was on a grade now and walking part of the hill you 
couldn't see.  Ahead the open clearing on top was approaching fast. 
He made it not more than a few feet out of the weeds and was standing maybe 
not thirty feet from the Scarecrow which stopped him in his tracks. It wore old 



work boots the color of dust. Its jeans were tattered which, like the shirt, were 
almost tissue thin where there weren't holes. They flapped against a stick frame 
that gave the appearance of bones. Arms stretched out over a cross poll in a 
crucifixion like pose. Heavy rawhide work gloves hung at each arms end. He 
couldn't see more of the face than that it was stitched leather. The leather was 
the color of over tanned skin. Its head hung down, he could only see the side 
which consisted of one black socket and a sharp end of a twisted smile cut into 
the leather.  

But it wasn't its forbidding appearance that stopped him in his tracks, 
something was wrong. At first he thought it was just the wind. But then as much 
as it didn't make sense as incomprehensible as it was: William understood why 
he wasn't supposed to come here. The scarecrow was moving.  He was frozen 
with fear as he watched one arm unhook itself then untie the other, all the while 
its head remained down. The one black socket he could see seemed to be 
focused on William. Its limbs moved disjointed and inhuman, the elbows and 
knees bent both directions.  It bent holding the poll with one arm and began 
untying its legs.  

William broke through the paralysis and turned around. He bolted down 
the path almost tripping on stones. He had had a long day and his muscles were 
weak and breath short but he ran as fast as he could. He didn't know how fast 
that thing could move but he knew he had a good head start.  As he approached 
the fence he had a feeling of relief. Until he passed the last low hanging bows of 
the tree-like weeds. Sitting on the fence just ahead was the scarecrow. Its head 
lying to one side like a creature with its neck broken, its hands were grasping the 
fence. Because of its overly long arms, its elbows were bent sharp and high 
looking like those of a marionette. William stopped, not sure what to do. He 
looked on in horror as the creature raised its head from its shoulder, both of its 
sockets affixed on William. The scarecrow‘s mouth opened wide with thick strings 
of saliva, it let out a horrible screech. 

William paused, there was no place to run but back the way he came. Mid 
turn he heard something like a flag flapping in the wind. At the same time, a 
shadow swiftly moved over his head.   William ran with the dread of knowing 
what was going to be waiting for him around the next corner. Seeing an opening 
in the brush he dived into it. Thorns and nettles scraped and stung his face and 
hands as he crawled. Unable to move very far William pulled his legs up and 
went into a fetal position. He laid there wondering how long he should wait before 
making another run. His thoughts disappeared when something touched his leg. 
Looking down he watched the old dusty work glove tighten its grip around his 
ankle.  It pulled his ankle with tremendous force. William flopped out of the 
bushes like a rag doll being flung around by a child. Under the creatures grip 
bone began to crack, William screamed out in pain. The trail tore at William‘s 
back while the creature pulled him at unnatural speed.  

At the hill clearing they stopped, the creature dropped William‘s mangled 
ankle. William put his hand to his face.  His face was wet with blood, covered in 
gashes and flaps of torn skin.  Whimpering and unable to rise William looked up 
to see the scarecrow standing over him. Its arms to its side and head cocked like 



a confused dog. It lifted its arms and removed its gloves. The scarecrows hands 
were made out of twigs but looked skeletal. It slowly lowered itself towards 
William. Closing his eyes out of pure fear, William quietly began saying a prayer. 
The prayer was one his mom had taught him for bedtime as a child. William felt a 
boney grasp as one hand wrapped around his throat. With his eyes tightly shut. 
He shuddered when the pointed fingertips of the other hand brushed his 
stomach. William convulsed as the scarecrow‘s fingers penetrated his stomach 
slowly.  Then like a frenzied animal the scarecrow began disemboweling him.     
William's Grandpa had gotten home later than usual and went straight to bed. In 
the morning when he didn't find William in the guest room he figured he got an 
early start.  After finding no trace of him at any of the normal jobs he became 
worried and jumped into his pickup. He drove all the field service roads but when 
he got to the end of the south field by the old fence something caught his eye. 
Looking up on the hill it was the old scarecrow. Even though he couldn't see it 
very well he had been looking at it for thirty years. In that time it always looked 
one breeze away from dust. This morning however it seemed as if someone had 
just put it up there. The scarecrow‘s shirt wasn't flapping in the wind any more. 
Now it had the appearance of a belly, like it had just been stuffed. 

William‘s grandpa got in his truck and headed back to the farm house. 
Inside he went to the kitchen and grabbed a beer. He took a seat at a little 
kitchen table beside the window. Maybe he went hiking or to town he thought. 
Sipping his beer he contemplated how long to wait before calling the boys mom. 
Looking out the window his thoughts changed for moment. His focus was on the 
plants and trees. The leaves were starting to change, autumn was coming. The 
year had gone by too fast and it hadn‘t been a good one. He was losing hope for 
the farm. Largely because of this feeling he had that had grown stronger today. It 
was a fear that like the old Wilson place, his soil was going bad.  
 

Note from the editor: 

Scarecrows possess a chilling presence, and though they are designed to keep 

unwanted pest and animals away their influence doesn’t escape the human mind. These 

superficial, makeshift dolls of straw and wood entered into the realm of horror as if 

tailored for it. The famous glorification of fear that horror wields requires little change 

and modification to this tried and true classic, but modifications and new variations are 

surely welcomed. But what exactly gives the scarecrow its power? Is it the eyes, the 

mouth, or even the humanoid form? Whatever the case, I’m positive that this story served 

its purpose in reliving an old-school theme. - Mr. Deadman   

 



Ghost Hunter: A Raw ViDoc 

Jesse Dedman 

 

 

For those primarily interested in what we captured, here are the most notable 
timestamps.  
 
Time Stamps  
2:20-2:28: Moving orb of light 
5:11-5:15: A distinct tapping-first occurrence 
6:10-6:15: High pitched scream 
6:55-6:58: A distinct tapping-second occurrence 
7:12 The freak out.  
8:12: Another faint scream 
9:20-9:26: A faint ghostly aura at the boarded window. 
9:45: A faint image of a head.  
 

For those that are interested in understanding what I felt and what I 
experienced while there, please read on. The captured video offers a lot of 
information and delivers some very luring finds. Are these discoveries the sign of 
a ghostly presence? Perhaps, but maybe we ought to investigate further to rule 
out any foul play and coincidental evidence. That, I assure you, will be done very 
soon, but it is important to discuss something that the video could never capture: 
the feeling.  
 

The video shows the creepy vibe of the location, but not the feelings felt 
and the weird sounds I‘ve heard while there. I will start from the opening and 
work my way towards the closing. I started filming after scanning the area for any 
signs of people as I didn‘t want to get caught trespassing. I circled the area 
several times, which was surrounded by dense woods and overgrowth, and 
found nothing but trash and inspiration for future DT films. After sweeping the 
interior during a voice recording, I started up the camcorder and captured what 
you just witnessed. The strange orbs and shadows I didn‘t notice until after 
viewing the film, but the sounds are another story. But before I begin describing 
the sounds, I honestly felt something in that place. Could it be my imagination 
running amok? Possibly, I considered how the appearance of the place could 
suggest certain thoughts and feelings, but the only fear I had while there was 
getting caught by the owner of the place. I didn‘t exactly fear the presence in the 
house. It was there but it wasn‘t anything to dread, with the one exception being 
the room that I didn‘t enter all the way. The back room by the bathroom provoked 
a very strong cautionary feeling, and I swear as the video as my witness there 
was something in there.  
 

Remember, I started this project as a complete skeptic. But even I couldn‘t 
disregard the feeling of the place. When I started the Ouija session, my back was 
towards the front wall, and during the session you can hear a very strange tap 



behind me. Like the sound of a pebble hitting a glass window, but all the windows 
were boarded up, and I was the only person there. While you heard the same 
sounds as I did, what I felt was as if something lurked in the distant corner. 
Though when I peeked over my shoulder, all I found was my shadow upon the 
wall.  
 
 In regards to the strange sounds, I heard that tapping once again during 
my Ouija session, and even though that caught my attention, the sounds of grass 
and twigs crunching outside caused me to throw down everything and race for 
the backdoor. The camera never caught the sounds, which is odd since it caught 
the distant screams that I associated with children playing a few acres away. But 
I heard grass crunch under something, and that is a distinct sound. I bolted for 
the door, paranoid that someone was coming, but the sound stopped. I scanned 
the area again after wrapping up my investigation and found nothing. 
 
 After the Ouija session, I scanned the area again while trying my luck at 
provoking the entity. Though my eye didn‘t see much of anything, the camera 
caught two things that really stood out. In the backroom, at the window, a faint 
shade of grey appears and it couldn‘t have been a glare as it only appeared once 
during my back and forth scan of the area, during which nothing changed other 
than the camera‘s direction. If you don‘t believe that, then perhaps you could 
explain for what appears to be a head and shoulders in the bathroom when I exit 
the hall. Not a light glare, as it only appears once and very briefly without any 
relation to the angle of the camera. It also didn‘t appear during the first sweep of 
the house. 
 
 My friends have noticed a few other mysterious signs. For instance, 
apparently there is a face that appears near the backdoor when I set the camera 
down. I‘m not so sure about this discovery as even the high quality video yields 
confounding evidence. The back wall was stained and rotted by water damage 
and years of neglect. Comments of other sounds flooded my posting, with each 
person throwing timestamps of possible moans, whispers, and other sounds. 
Though these sounds are abundant through the video, I will re-enter the house to 
place a camera and a digital recorder overnight to see if I can rule out this 
suggestion. 
 
 This wraps up my log of this months‘ Ghost Hunter: A Raw ViDoc, but I 
will continue to explore the unknown, and find more supportive evidence until I 
have a solid case that something does exist beyond the grave, whether a sign of 
an afterlife or just a sign of an electromagnetic impression that refuses to go 
away. 
 
    
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

Insider News 

Jesse Dedman 

 

Hellôs Asylum 

 
Thom Olausson‘s Poetry from Hell‘s Asylum drops early this year. Published by 
Panic Press, this collection of dark poetry will ensnare you with its powerful 
imagery of the macabre. Followers of Thom Olausson‘s work need not to hesitate 
as the book delivers beyond expectations. For those new to his name, feel free to 
smother your doubt by reading previous editions of Deadman‘s Tome. We‘ve 
featured this poet in a number of issues, and are proud to have the opportunity to 
announce the release of his new book.  
 
 
For more information check out this link.  
 

 

http://panicpress.org/2010/12/08/fifth - book - from - panic - press - poetry -

from - hells - asylum - by - thom - olausson/  

 

 

 

 

The War of the Worlds  Plus Blood, Guts and Zombies 

The Coscom Entertainment/Gallery Books reissue of The War of the Worlds  
Plus Blood, Guts and Zombies  by H.G. Wells and Eric S. Brown is now 

available in bookstores nationwide. 
 
―A clever spin on one of the greatest pieces of end-of-the-world fiction ever 
written, The War of the Worlds Plus Blood, Guts and Zombies actually manages 
to add another level to Wells‘ classic tale of alien invasion. The living dead – an 
unexpected by-product of the arrival of the aliens – provides a constant threat to 
human and Martian alike. It‘s hard to tell where Wells‘ thoughtful prose stops and 
Brown‘s twisted madness begins. The curse of ‗the Dead‘ is so cleverly 
interwoven into the original story that you‘ll be checking old copies, convinced the 
zombies were always there! A mash-up book that‘s actually worth reading!" 
- David Moody, author of Hater and Dogblood 
 
"Like the undead, Eric S. Brown is an unstoppable force in the genre. His fiction 

http://panicpress.org/2010/12/08/fifth-book-from-panic-press-poetry-from-hells-asylum-by-thom-olausson/
http://panicpress.org/2010/12/08/fifth-book-from-panic-press-poetry-from-hells-asylum-by-thom-olausson/


consistently delivers jolts to the heart and mind." 
- David Dunwoody, author of Empire and Dark Entities 
 
 
The story:  
 
The invasion begins . . . and the dead start to rise. 
 
There‘s panic in the streets of London as invaders from Mars wreak havoc on the 
living, slaying the populace with Heat-Rays and poisonous clouds of black 
smoke. Humanity struggles to survive against technology far beyond its own, 
meeting fear and death at every turn. 
 
But that‘s not the only struggle mankind must face. The dead are rising from their 
graves with an insatiable hunger for human flesh. Friends, neighbours and loved 
ones lost to the war of the worlds are now the enemy and the Earth is forever 
changed. 
 
It‘s kill or be killed, if you want to survive, otherwise you might become one of the 
walking dead yourself. 
 
 

Next Month 

 

For a sneak peek for what the next issue has in store stay connected with us 
over at Facebook via Deadman‘s Tome fan club page. Jesse Dedman and others 
will drop hints of future developments as they unfold, and you don‘t want to miss 
out. 
 

Credits: 

All of the stories, poems, and other works of fiction are the property of their 
respected owner(s) and author(s).  
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