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Introduction

The month of love, romance, and postponed breakups approaches like a bitter wrench
dressed appropriate for the occasion but with a mouth ready to strike with sardonic
deceit. Pretentious and utterly ridiculous, Valentine’s Day returns with its facade of
bountiful lovely promises evolved well-beyond complete sadistic mockery. This overly
decorated heap lavished with little hearts, ruby kisses, teddy bears, and flowers attempts
to fool our eyes from seeing the hideous carcass beneath, but the void of complete
darkness underneath it all cannot go ignored. Are these the words of a bitter man? No.
These are the unspoken and poorly collected thoughts of about half of those that know
what it is like to experience the inverse of what that garbage of a holiday is supposed to
be. We don’t need your sympathy. We wouldn’t take it even if you tried to feed it down
our necks. Have your rosy dinners, your guilty one-night stands, and you Chicken Soup
life, but Deadman’s Tome will have nothing of it. Well, we’ll have just enough so that we
can mock it from the sidelines, but nothing more. Well, again, we will have just enough
to include an editorial about this pretentious holiday, but nothing more. Damn it, once
again, we will have only enough for Deadman’s Tome to be a complete dick, because
isn’t that what everyone is looking for on this holiday? No, really? Too far, perhaps, but
even lesbians like to pretend with strap-ons.

Moving forward, and completely ignoring the previous paragraph, we’ve got another
collection of poems, short stories, and editorials for your reading pleasure. Dare to view
life through dark satirical lenses with two postmodern abstract poems by James Houdini,
and Embrace the horror of a cold and torturous
death in F.M. Liff’s , preceded by Alexis Child’s A
vengeful master returns with a dominant haunting presence in Elliot Richard Dorfman’s
A D Dawson’s marks the first story received by
Deadman’s Tome that properly introduces his very successful character, Bert Dalton. Not
to toot my own horn, and a big finger for those that think I am, | exchanged emails with
Mr. Dawson about how | really believe that this issue would work well for the Bone
Crusher seeing how we are running another, and a better, chapter of the
Setting aside the differences, Bert Dalton and Detective Michaels stand as two symbols
of a system that is meant to enforce order and bring some sort of stability. But the
likeness ends there, and the contrast truly defines them as characters, as heroes, and as
people. Check out the editorial for more.

Become a DT volunteer by going here. If you have already filled it out, we will get to you
shortly. If you’ve been picked, you’ll be eligible to receive a free copy of The Bleeder
Collection.



HaArVEST QN0 EXECULE ...ttt et e e e e e e e 5

JAMES HOUAINI ..o 5
O =NV =T O 01U £ 6
JAMES HOUAINI ..o 6
EYES OF the WOTI.........ooeiee s 6
YA (=D O 4 11 [ TR 6
R A TS0 Y AT 1 0 =T- L o 7
[ YR | 1 TR 7
F AN I U 0 o {0 g - W 7
CRIISTOPNEr HIVNET .. 7
The Bone Crusher — featuring Sergeant Bert Dalton .............cccoooieiiiiieniienicic e 8
N D TR 1D - \1L Y250 o 8
THE Cradle OF RUIN ....uueiiiiiiiii bbb aaabssasbasbabsbsssssssssssssssssssnnnes 20
BIOOd fOr WALET ... 20
JESSE DEAMAN ..o 20
HIS FOIMET PTOTEGE ...ttt ettt 30
[ Lo A R ToA aT= U (o L] 1 10T IR 30
Character Clash: Bert Dalton VS Detective Michaels .............ccoovvvviiiiiiiieiiiiiiiiiiiee. 34
JESSE DEAMAN .....coeeiieeeeeeeeeeeee e 34
ASNES IN HEI EYES ...ttt ettt e et e et e e e saa e e nraa e e nnteeesnsaeeanneeeas 38
A Review Dy JeSse DEAMAN........c.ueiiiiieeiie e 38
RNELOMIC OF MAONESS. ... ..o e e e e e e et e e e e e e s e s e bbb b a e e e e e eaeeans 40

JBSSE DBAMAN ..ottt 40



Addicts ruled by the fix

broken homes on the block

a job and uniform that don't pay

but slides

from the pocketbook to the bills

the threads of my clothing are tired

I'm losing weight to put aside

away out

I'll make it

away out

I'll make it with my blood and my sweat
in a hidden jar of hope

it grows as hours go by and wages visit
neighboring skeleton fingers from hands stretched out
with questions like "could ya spare a - "
and "ya got a dollar"

fall silent and do not compute

on the transition from business to bed

| see my vision forming

taking pieces from my head

forming in front of me like the words i said
on the transition from business to bed
some day

| won't wake up

I'll just keep dreaming

today

I'm on my way to work

and tomorrow looks the same

chiseling rocks picking up shifts

on break

| look at a catalog

with people with nice things

| wonder if they are as happy

as the still frame photos show

I'll have to find out to know

the hours and days blow by and by as

| harvest and execute



give me my piece of pie
I'm moving on up

Forever Yours

"Kenny Bernstein"

my name tag looks foreign

like it belongs to a greater force
"Del Rio Taco's"

a deity

capable of bestowing upon me
the currency for the resources
necessary for me to survive
"Del Rio Taco's"

established in 1983

you make my world a reality
please don't ever go away

Eyes of the World

a '.~3 J(‘/‘ivxl - ’tJ&*‘&.)—* L o
Coal-black eyes burn like an inner volcano

as they come alive. From their crumbling

depths are the murky waters of madness,

caught in a relentless tide. An echoing voice

of unpleasantness lingers in the air, laced with

tragedy, and all things the gods despise.

Dark orbs open to immortal worlds, holding the
grief of ages; entire civilizations that fell and rose
again, the misery of mortality, bloody battlefields,
charnel houses, the wrath of forgotten deities,
secrets unlocked, collapsing stars, visions of a
dying world -- all live within those eyes, urns
that contain the ashes of innumerable woes.



In the dark, by myself | see my death

A vision in my mind showing my quest
Dark spirits denying my existence

Telling me lies of God, being persistent

| try to cry for help, all | hear is laughter
Songs being sung, your deaths coming faster
| try to run, paralyzed by fear

The only movement, a single tear

Fire red eyes in the darkness

We are death, the deadliest forces

You have been chosen, worthless being

| tried to plead, no reasoning

They put forth their hands, with razor claws
| seen their faces, bloody jaws

They rip and tear at my flesh, the pain
The torment and anguish I go blind
Darker darkness, everything | can't. Find
Evilest being, in the form of a giant snake
So terrified, | jolt awake

Written on a mirror through steamy breath
This is the vision of your death

Lying under the fiery sun,
believing | am the chosen one
and all the other poor wretches are bleeding.

Time has embraced me,

you must accept me,

poor, sad dying swans.
How cruel you must think the sun,
Ra's holy creation.

When the heat melts the skin from our bones
| will survive.

When the rays blind our pleading eyes
| will survive.



Pathetic souls who look at me with hatred,
| feel nothing for you.

| deserve to be the Sun God's chosen.
Now | lay here upon the ground

accepting your blows and curses

because | know

my blood is meant for better things.

18" March 2007 Sent 10.30

From: Geoffrey
Subject: I'm back safely

Chaz,

Thanks for the lovely time we had in New York & | hope to see you again and very soon
when you come to London for your book launch. In fact I can’t wait!

Love you.

Geoffrey x

**k%k

18™ March 2007 Sent 21.30

From: Geoffrey
Subject: Woe is me

Chaz,

Alas, | find myself not at home presently. No sooner had | got off the plane at Heathrow,
| found myself reluctantly travelling up the Great Northern road in a dreadful rental car
and headed for the East Midlands — Market Town in Nottinghamshire to be exact.
Apparently there are some East European immigrants causing a fuss with the locals and
I’ve been sent along by the university as a consultant to the local police force — my
reputation in these matters has preceded me.

I’m thankful that I have arrived in one piece — | started off my journey in brilliant early
spring sunshine and ended it in a treacherous late winter snowstorm as | drove through



the Shires and into the county of Nottingham. I’ve found myself to be billeted 5 miles to
the north of Market Town in a place called, Edmonton. The hotel is a curious two-storey
building and it is fashioned in an unbelievable mock Tudor design. After | was shown to
my room, which is quite basic but thankfully clean, | went downstairs into the dubious
little eatery for my dinner. | decided upon the Yankee Doodle Dandy — barbeque ribs,
chicken breast, salad and Southern fries — it quite reminded me of our little suppers
together when | stayed with you in New Orleans last summer. It was surprisingly quite a
nice meal and it only cost me £5 — that’s about 7 dollars!

Anyway, here | am now, in my room sipping brandy from a plastic beaker and thinking
of you.

I’ve just received a phone call from a Sergeant Dalton of the Market Town police force.
He is coming to collect me in half an hour — apparently there is something I should see —
I can’t wait — not!

I’ll email you again later

Love you,

Geoffrey x

**k%x

18" March 2007 Sent 23.55

From: Geoffrey
Subject: I’'m back

Chaz,

I’m back in my room again and what a night I’ve just experienced I can tell you. I'm
soaking wet, freezing cold and wondering what the Dickens | am doing in this
godforsaken hole. Despite a few drinks in the hotel bar with Sergeant Bert Dalton to
cheer me up afterwards, my spirits are very low and I want to return home to Oxford. I've
just been to visit my first and hopefully last crime scene — it was bloody gruesome and |
promptly vomited my Yankee Doodle Dandy all over the highly polished shoes of the
aforementioned Sergeant at the sight of it — he wasn’t very impressed to be sure.

The body of a known man, an immigrant from Poland in his early twenties, has been
found dead in an unlit alley that runs to the back of a row of derelict terraced houses near
to the football stadium. The crime scene investigator opined that the man had died at
around 9pm of medical shock due to his arm being violently ripped from his torso. And,
furthermore, his limb was nowhere to be seen. After | fought back a further attack of
nausea, I dared myself to look at the body once more. To my horror I saw that the man’s
trousers were around his knees and a used condom had fallen away from his flaccid penis
and lay across his thigh — not very nice!

Let me tell you also about a large dog that leaped out at the Sergeant and me from a back
yard as we began our way down the litter-strewn alley and on our way to the crime scene
yet - that was a shocker too! Dalton beat the slavering brute back from us with his
truncheon and I, to my disgrace, stood and screamed like a girl in the school playground
at the sight of a bully — you know I’m not very brave at the best of times. If Dalton had
not sprayed blinding mace into its slavering face it would have been onto us despite the



pounding it was taking from him. With the mace it turned and flew. But never mind and
be rest assured; I’m sure the sergeant won’t let anything bad happen to me.

I’'m falling off to sleep as I type this so I’'m going to turn in now — sleepy tight and I’ll be
in touch tomorrow.
Love you lots and missing you,

Geoffrey x

Message 1
Geff — pick u up @ 9 2morrow — witness turned up!
From: Bert
3/18/07

*k*k

DATE: 19/3/07

Witness Statement

On my way home from work at 7.30pm, | am a groundsman at the New Market
Town Football stadium, | walked down the alley at the back of Bishop Street. Halfway
down the alley I disturbed a courting couple. They were speaking in a foreign language -
probably Polish because they all live around here. 1 only saw her back and she had long
fair hair. It was dark and I couldn’t see much else. They seemed to be enjoying
themselves though. As | got to the end of the alley I heard the man shout out; he sounded
frightened. I think I heard a dog growling as well. I didn’t go back to check if they were
all right. It was nothing to do with me — fucking immigrants!
G A Spragg
GRAHAM ARTHUR SPRAGG

**k%k

19" March 2007 Sent 17.30

From: Geoffrey
Subject: Are you there?

My Dear, Chaz,

It would be nice if you replied to my emails, I’m really missing you.

I’ve had a bloody livelong day at the police station talking to the bigwigs — wish | were
back in Oxford preparing my lectures for the new semester. However, despite my ennui, |
am becoming quite interested in the Kkilling that occurred last night. It seems that police
officers were called to the old brewery this afternoon to discover what they believe to be



the dead man’s missing arm — or what was left of it! According to Bert all that remained
whole of the arm was half a hand and part of the wrist — the rest was smashed into
smithereens about the floor. The old soak that discovered the arm said that he thought he
disturbed a dog as he went into the brewery warehouse. I wonder if it’s the same dog that
came at Bert and me — that dog looked big enough to rip off someone’s arm to be sure.
I’m going down for something to eat. Maybe I’ll hear from you later.

Geoffrey x

*k*k

19" March 2007 Sent 23.30

From: Geoffrey
Subject: I’'m worried

Chaz,

I’m starting to be worried about you — why are you not replying to my emails? I’ve lost
your mobile number so I can’t ring you. Just let me know you’re safe please.

What a night I’ve had! I’ve got something in my hand that past experience tells me you
will like. Before | reveal all, let me relate to you my nighttime adventures with Bert
Dalton — I’m really growing quite fond of this man — not in the same way I’'m fond of you
| hasten to add! He called me not 2 hours ago to go with him back to the crime scene to
see if we should come across anyone that could help him with his enquiries. As we
approached the mouth of the alley we saw an old wizened crone standing under the light
of a streetlight. When she saw our approach she flew with a rate of knots that belied her
age. She disappeared through a gap in the broken fence and away into the darkness before
we could come over her. However, in her haste she left behind and snagged on a nail a
small leather satchel; | retrieved it and passed it to Bert. Bert was clumsy when he opened
up the satchel and some papers fell out and scattered about in the wind that eddied up the
alley. We scurried about haphazardly in the half darkness collecting up the papers lest
they should blow away and be lost forever (they could be vital evidence!). Before Bert
could regain his wits, | shoved some of the papers into my shirtfront to examine for
myself when | was alone.

Back in my hotel room | could not believe what I pulled from my frontage... an oddly
assortment of documents. Some were yellowed by age but modern by comparison —
others were written on some ancient parchment the like I’d never seen before. I shall
examine them in detail come the morning.

Please, please reply to your honey bunch. I am missing you so much.

TTFN

Geoffrey x

**k*

20" March 2007 Sent 7,30




From: Geoffrey

Subject: What is happening hereabouts?

My Dear, Chaz,

I’m so glad to be here and alive this morning; I’ve been in fear for my very life since the
early hours. | shall tell you for why but you will probably say it is my overactive
imagination... but this, my lover, was no imagery, I can assure you. The papers have
gone from my room before I’ve not had a chance to read them either — I dare not tell Bert
he would have a fit if he knew that | had taken them AND, furthermore, lost them to
boot.

Nevertheless, | have retained one parchment; | took it into the bathroom to read whilst
bathing and left it in there. The thief mustn’t have looked in the bathroom — although I’11
be damned if I know why anyone would want to steal a load of tatty Slovakian papers —
for at a casual inspection that’s what I found them to be. I shall make sure that I keep it
on my person from now on until | have translate it thoroughly... it’s quite a racy piece
from what I make of it!

I’1l speak to you later. I’ve got to go to the station to make a statement.

Geoffrey x

**k%x

DATE: 20/3/07

Witnhess Statement

Around about 2 AM | was rudely awoken from my slumber. I could not tell what
disturbed me but it was with a start and my heart nearly jumped out of my chest it was
beating so rapidly. 1 was petrified but did not know why. | went to my window and
looked out into the night; there was nothing to see save the full moon and a sparkling of
stars in the clear night sky. As | got back into bed I thought that I heard something
outside in the corridor — it could have been light footsteps as a guest was returning to
his/her room after a late night out on the town, | thought. Suddenly the hairs prickled up
on the back of my neck; I can’t be sure but I think I heard a low growl. I jumped out of
bed again and put my ear to the wood to listen but | heard nothing more. | opened the
door and looked out; I could see nothing. | was just about to close my door when | heard
someone; it was a female, singing beautifully from behind the fire door at the end of the
corridor. She sang with a clear soft voice and | could detect a Romanian tilt to the tone —
although she sang in English. The voice must have belonged to a siren for | was obliged
to go to it; nothing on earth would have made me stay away from it. Without even



covering myself with my gown or putting my slippers onto my feet | set off to find the
source — in retrospect | fear that | had been in a trance.

The next thing | knew an elderly lady wearing a cap over her curlers and a
hideous floral dressing gown was stood before me and loudly accusing me of, “trying to
get up her!” as she insisted upon insinuating at the top of her croaky voice. It was at this
point that | realised that | was stark naked. People came running from their rooms and |
had to scarper back to mine before they beat me — their fists were raised and their faces
contorted with anger. They beat heavily at my door until the manager came to save me
from the unfortunate plight that | found myself to be in. | was lucky to escape with my
life.

Further to this, when I looked around my room, some of my personal belongings
had been thrown about and £300 was missing from my purse.

Geoffrey P. Chandler
GEOFFREY P. CHANDLER

*k*k

21% March 2007 Sent 09.00 GMT

From: Geoffrey

Subject: My word!

Ced,

You must not tell a soul what I’m about to tell you. Do you promise? Chez must never
find out or he will be wildly jealous and will react badly I’'m sure. He might even pack
me in and that would be more than terrible. I have been very naughty... You know that
I’ve always had a thing for uniforms... although he wasn’t actually wearing it at the time!
Seems that | have embarrassed the local force because of my behaviour last night and
have been moved to another hotel on the outskirts of Market Town. My room is okay,
better than my former to be quite honest and the food is more cosmopolitan. However,
the best thing is... Bert has the room next door to keep an eye on me all the time I'm
here... he is not to leave my side; and that’s his orders!

Last night I was so bored that Bert took me into town for a drink... I was legless on my
return... not so legless that I can’t remember what happened however. It seems that Bert
has a reputation for having a strong arm. Whichever pub we went into, and we went into
many, people were coming up to him for an arm wrestle... strange I know but it was
good fun and he thrashed everyone — even when he took on two at a time... or so to
speak! When we got back to the hotel I invited Bert, who was quite drunk himself, back
to my room for a nightcap — he is very fond of fine single malts. He made himself
comfortable on my bed and he didn’t mind me being VERY close to him. | asked him for



a wrestle... I meant an arm wrestle but he got confused and pinned me down to the bed
with his knees across my shoulders. | could feel his muscular thighs pushing down
against me and his bits were inches from my face... suddenly he starts coughing and
jumps off me... he excused himself and left my room. He’s not said much today...
maybe he has a hangover!

Speak to you soon and remember, not a word to anyone.

Geoffrey x

*k*k

Facebook

Ced Davis: Can you believe it; Geoffrey has been wrestling, for fun, with a police
officer... a sergeant no less... 35 minutes ago — 1 comment.

Charles Seymour at 11.40am
He has what? I’1l kill him.

Ced Davis at 11,45am
Whoopsie

Charles Seymour at 11.46am
Was it that Sergeant Bert Dalton he’s spent so much time with? I’ll kill him too.

Ced Davis at 11,47am
Maybe you should speak to Geoff first; it may have been a misunderstanding, Chaz.

Charles Seymour at 11.48am
Sorry I can’t speak to him right now... I’'m booking a flight for England.

**k*k

21°* March 2007 Sent 11.58 GMT

From: Geoffrey



Subject:

You are a complete bastard, Ced. You know how jealous Chaz gets. | hope you are proud
of yourself. Do you realise how scared | am? Do you remember what he did to that waiter
in Paris?

*k*k

21% March 2007 Sent 12.10 GMT

From: Ced
Subject: Sorry

Geoffrey I’'m so very sorry, I forgot how mean he can be. But don’t worry too much you
have your big brave policeman to protect you.

Ced

**k*

THE DAILY PAPER 22nd March 07

Police Officer in wrestling scandal...

Sergeant Bert Dalton of the N police force... blah, de blah, blah...
**k*
23" March 2007 Nottinghamshire Police Force
Head Quarters
Burnt Stump
Market Town

Sergeant Dalton (1780)
Market Town

Sergeant Bert Dalton you are hereby notified that you are suspended forthwith from your
position prior to an investigation into your alleged lewd conduct. This has arisen from
allegations of you wrestling, for fun, a gay man whilst on duty.

Kenneth Smeg
KENNETH SMEG



Head Constable, Nottinghamshire Police Force

*k*k

Message 4

Bert I dm very sorry the way that things

Carpenters Arms @ 9.00. | may have somet  hing that will be of use to u.

ltds to do with the murder

From: Gay Boy

23/3/07

THE DAILY PAPER 24th March 07
Professor Geoffrey R. Coupe, partner of writer, Charles
Seymour, found dead in back

Police are looking for, Charles Seymour, 36, author of, Mythical Monsters in the
Bedroom, after his partner, Geoffrey Coupe, had been found dead in a back alley
in Market Town, Nottinghamshire. Police suspect foul play. Seymour has recently
threatened Coupe on a social networking site and is at large in Britain.

Recently Coupe, 54, has been allegedly involved in lewd conduct with a local
Police Sergeant who cannot be named.

**k%x

Memo to all Head of Police Stations: 24" March 2007

You must ensure that the manner of Geoffrey Coupe’s death is not made public or leaked
to the press. Any officer doing so will be stiffly disciplined.

I trust you will endeavour to follow the directive set in this memo.

KENNETH SMEG

Head Constable, Nottinghamshire Police Force

**k*k

DATE: 24/3/07

Witness Statement
| saw Geoffrey Coupe leave the pub with Sergeant Dalton at about 10PM (23-3-07). They
were very furtive when they left. They had been sitting together in the corner quietly
talking for about an hour before they went.

a l

hav

ey



Jim Smith

JAMES SMITH

*k*k

DATE: 24/3/07

Witness Statement
Dalton, the fucking daft twat, nearly knocked me over when he came out of the pub with
Geoffrey Coupe round about 10 O’clock — he must have been in a rush. He should have
looked where he was going. They met another man, who looked a bit gay, and all three of
them went down the alley at the back of The Carpenters Arms — it must be true about
Dalton being a bloody puff. I went into the pub.

Melvin Yates

MELVIN YATES

**k*

24" March 2007

Extract From the Forensic Report of Geoffrey Coupe

Name: Geoffrey Coupe, aged 54.

Time and Date of Death: 22.45PM, 23" of March 2007

Cause of Death: Crush injury to throat causing asphyxiation and loss of blood to heart
and vital organs.

Comments: Right leg torn off and missing. Crush injuries to right forearm and left
shoulder with a force of 4000 psi was caused by bone crushing premolars. A carnivorous
mammal inflicted the horrific injuries and DNA suggests the species, Hyaeninae is the

animal responsible.

John Bullock

DR. JOHN BULLOCK



*k*k

THE DAILY PAPER 25th March 07
No news i s bad newseé

Police Officers have no more information regarding the death of Geoffrey Coupe.
Unofficial reports say that Coupe was seen going into an alleyway behind The
Carpenters Arms, Market Town with two other men — one of which was alleged to
be a police officer. Head of police, Kenneth Smeg has promised a press
conference tomorrow at noon.

*k*k

Message 3

Bert delete this message as soon as you read it. Coupe was murdered in

the same way as the Polish i mmigrant.

want to know where youod6re hiding.

From: Alec

26/3/07

*kk

THE DAILY PAPER 26th March 07
Sergeant Bert Daltonisinthe f r ame é

Police Sergeant, Bert Dalton, who is now missing, was one of the last people to
see Geoffrey Coupe alive. Police are also looking for Coupe’s lover, the
American writer, Charles Seymour who has recently flown into Britain. Rumour
has it that Dalton was having an affair with Coupe... blah blah blah...

**k*k

27" March 2007 Sent 21.45 GMT

From: Charles Seymour
Subject: Old Mother

Dalton.

I cannot forgive myself for leaving Geoffrey in that alleyway — I will always regret my
actions that night. Geoffrey told me that nothing had happened between you and him but
I didn’t believe him then — that’s why I stormed off and left him alone. I’m so sorry.

Terri

b



Nevertheless, despite my grief, |1 have translated the paper as best | could, for it was
damaged in places. It is an incantation and is written in Latin and an archaic regional
Slovakian, which is strange in itself. 1 was staggered to discover that the ink and
parchment were from the 12™ Century. Sorry about the Latin | will get a colleague to
translate that and send it to you later — Latin is not my forte. | do hope that this helps to
find my dear Geoffrey’s killer. The translation is as follows:

Old Mother cometh, in form you (ineligible) before noon, to (ineligible) on the day of
(ineligible) Fools.

Do chant the incantation (ineligible) within (ineligible) your hut.

My lover or enemy you can be (ineligible) your bests design be a lover.

Alicuius opem implorare

Alicuius opem implorare

Gratiam alicui bebere (ineligible)

Alicuius opem implorare

Alicuius opem implorare

Old Mother cometh!

**k%x

Official Police Report

Market Town Police Force
Name: Sergeant Bert Dalton

Date: 10" April 2007

| left the Carpenters Arms at 22.00 hours with Geoffrey Coupe to meet Charles Seymour
outside — he had called Coupe earlier on his mobile phone to arrange the meeting. Coupe
had a document (It is attached) that had fallen from the leather satchel (Evidence
#400976) when | discovered it on the night of 19th March 2007. Coupe told me during
our conversation that he had taken more papers from the satchel but they were stolen
from his room during the incident at his hotel on the 19" March 2007 — I was not aware
at the time that he had stolen evidence. Coupe’s friend Charles Seymour is an expert in
East European mythology and Coupe wanted him to translate the document, which he



thought might be evidence in the crime numbered CN657843. We went into the alley at
the back of The Carpenters Arms for privacy to read the document — it came about that
Seymour could not translate the document without his laptop. The couple asked me to
leave as they had plenty to talk about. I left at 22.30 hours and that was the last time that |
saw Charles Seymour or Geoffrey Coupe.

On April 1st 2007, my informant informed me of Geoffrey Coupe’s murderers’
whereabouts — 25 Quarry Lane, Market Town. When | arrived, the house was boarded up
and I hid myself inside to await the murderer’s arrival. When the murderer arrived, with
her brute of a dog, | believe it to be a large crossbreed of some sort; I challenged her — it
was the lady from the night of the 18™ March 2007. She spoke English with a foreign
accent and openly admitted the murder of Coupe and that of the Polish immigrant
(CN657843). When | went to apprehend her she set her dog onto me — hence my injuries.
The dog fell onto a sharpened stake that was lying on the ground during our struggle and
it pierced its heart. The old lady was nowhere to be seen at this point. Just before | passed
out through loss of blood I saw another figure come into the room; he spoke Polish and
he put the boot into me — hence the concussion that | suffered. | was tied up and alone
when | awoke a few moments later — for 1 was only momentarily stunned. The unknown
assailant must have helped the old lady escape and removed the dead dog from the area
before my shouts alerted the police.

When | am released from hospital and given my fitness, | will strive to follow up this
case and apprehend the criminals involved — if I am allowed.

I am very sorry for my wayward actions over the past few days, especially for my hiding
away when | was summoned to report to my superiors at the station. | hope that you will
be lenient with me and take into account my past record — which is largely unblemished.

Bert D. Dalton
SERGEANT BERT DALTON

The End

The Cradle of Ruin

One by one, we lined ourselves behind a line that led upward towards a steep
incline. Pacing with slow but solid steps, we marched forth without any idea where the



path would lead us other than the promise of higher ground; the possibility of a blissful
paradise lured us better than the strongest, most addicting narcotic ever could.

Ideas and beliefs as the cheese placed high atop a strange contraption, we reach
for it one at a time to fall victim to a sudden, spine shattering death. Hundreds of people
smashed and pulverized, staining the ground wet with running streams of blood. The
people before me didn’t even twitch, and the people behind me were not alarmed by the
thunderous noise.

It wasn’t until | stepped out of line that they noticed anything. My deviation
brought out their frowns, but they continued onward as if their fate would be different.
The scorched horizon, the desecrated landscape, and glassed dirt mounds told of how far
perseverance could last. The screams and earth-rippling smash of the rusted metallic
contraption sounded the drums as the thousands marched onward into hell. I couldn’t stop
them, their willingness to listen, their capacity for change paled to their previous
obsession.

| fell onto my knees and listened as the stream of blood poured over the walls of
the device, dripping onto the chard soil like little drops from a faucet.

The particles stretched from the heavy weight brought on by a bulge of moisture
that only acted to the hand of gravity. Stretched too thin, the bead was free, but only until
impact shattered it into several insignificant fragments. The sound eased me out from a
dreamscape, assisting me as my eyes adjusted on a woman that stood with her back
before me. The light from the window beamed around her figure while she looked
outside. I went to move, but a sudden throb of pain ached in my shoulder, causing me to
drop back against an unforgiving wall.

“After you shot my soldier, it was really hard to convince them not to kill you,”
she said, pivoting her head just slightly enough to see me with her peripherals.

“The way I feel now, I think I would rather be dead,” I said, gritting through my
teeth as I shuffled towards a trough of dirty water.

“Would you believe that there are people that would refuse my help,” she said,
remaining cold and distant.

I splashed water on my face, and thought about her statement. “Woman, I have no
clue what you’re talking about.”

“Then you don’t remember me at all, do you,” she said, under her breath. She
turned around and stood with crossed arms. “I am probably the only person with the
resources to renew this world. My family once owned the largest artificial water
operation in the world. Ring any bells, yet?”



“Miss Voltine,” I muttered. I cupped some water in my hands and moved it to my
lips. | paused, thinking about her reputation, her family name, and chugged the horrid
drink. “T know exactly who you are, and I’ve had several unfortunate run-ins with people
like you in the past.”

“All in the past, I would hope. Since you were found in Chivo’s place,” she said
as she watched with amusement. She instantly noticed another at the door and snapped at
his approach. A slender, darkly clothed man entered with a few bottles of water. He
placed them on the counter next to Voltine and took post by the door.

“I would imagine people would be highly suspicious of other motives,” I said,
rethinking about her question. I rubbed my nose and dried my lips. “You can’t just
promise people steak for the exchange of nothing without some sort of doubt.”

“On the contrary,” she said as she raised an unlabeled plastic bottle. “The people
are willing to believe and willing to do whatever I request for a just one bottle. There are
exceptions, however, and one of them has been a real pain as of late.”

“Don’t fool yourself, woman.” I relaxed my arms, stretching them across my
raised knees. “Last time I did anyone a favor it nearly killed me.”

“You read between the lines real good, don’t you,” she said as she placed the
bottle on the windowsill. “The world is in a terrible state, Detective. The earth cries while
gangs shed blood in all out urban warfare. The scorched sky beats down as if to seek
vengeance. And | know you feel the hopelessness.”

“And you have the solution,” I said, as I squinted lazily at her.

“T do, detective. I most certainly have the key element in re-establishing order,
justice, and peace. | can offer the people stability in an unstable world. I can offer them
the promise of a warm meal, the serving of clean, uncontaminated water.” She glanced
out the window, watching as a malnourished crow perched onto the roof of a nearby
building. Drilling with a sharp beak, the near-death bird pierced though a carcass of a
distant cousin. “All I ask is for their loyalty.”

“The seeds of an empire are in your hands, that much is certain,” I said as |
ignored the pain that pulled on me as | stood. | adjusted my suit collar, and took a peek at
the makeshift bandage. “I see your men had their hands on me while I was out.”

“If only I could trust men that much. If it wasn’t for their dedication to the
mission, I would’ve dropped every single one of them.” She spoke as if distracted. “All
men are pigs.” She mumbled.

“What about me,” I asked, pocketing my hands. “Am I a pig?”
She turned to look at me and returned for the window. “I need you to convince
Mr. Wallace to take my offer.”



“And why would I do that,” I asked, peering for a view of her uncovered eye. “I
don’t even know this man, and I don’t know what else you could be keeping from me.”

“You trusted woman of a much lower class, I think you can count on me.”

“Even so, your position makes the wolves among sheep anxious, and that isn’t
good for anyone,” I said, stepping to face her. The man by the door became suddenly
attentive, but my eyes were already staring down into hers. “Why should I do this for
you?”

“How about because I saved you,” she said, maintaining a solid face. “If it wasn’t
for my decision, if it wasn’t for my hands, you would be dead right now.”

“That’s a much better reason,” I said, backing away while rubbing my brow. “I
get it, I owe you. But, I don’t know this man, and I doubt I would be able to convince
him.”

“Your history says otherwise. You’ve talked much tougher individuals out of a lot
more.” She twisted off the cap of the water bottle and took a drink. “Mr. Wallace is man
much similar to Chivo. He’s a man of status, of power, and can be found in an old mega
plaza shopping center a few miles from here.”

“Is he kind to his messengers,” I asked, feeling for my gun.

“You’ll want to take your gun,” she said, snapping at the doorman. The man
opened a case that contained my gun and a bundle of clips. “Try to keep it peaceful. I
don’t need more bloodshed between us.”

I loaded the handgun and tucked it into my coat. “I’ll be back before supper.” I
grabbed the rest of the ammo and stuffed them deep into my pockets, while catching
Voltine’s chastised stare. I glanced at the man’s reflective visor with a sly lip and stepped
through the opened doorway. The window in the poorly lit industrialized chamber
provided little warning for my eyes. | groaned as the blinding light pierced through my
retinas, but the shade of a free hand eased it just enough for my sight to return.

The building was nothing more than a small workshop placed in an old
construction yard. The vehicles and equipment were all destroyed, scattered across the
aching soil in crooked fragments. A chain-linked fence stood lazily, pressing its weight
against the towering power-lines. The structures stood, some of which appeared just a
little singed, but their intended purpose would require months of work and rebuilding.

A wide path directed me to an open highway that extended over a deep, toxic
gorge. Busted railings, coiling backwards, gave evidence of sudden panic, and the SUVs
and other vehicles spoke with honest words, telling of a series of horrid fates that took the
lives of many. A stray dog crawled out from underneath a pile of smashed and ruined
cars with a sickening growl. Strings of saliva ran fluidly from his mouth, foaming
between his hungry teeth. I watched the pup as I walked on by. It barked as if it didn’t



care about the risk, and charged me with a snapping jaw. | crouched lower than it jumped
and managed to flip it over so that it would land on its back. The dog yelped and scurried
away for the shade. | adjusted my collar and continued on my long hike. The busted face
of a road sign remained in place by a simple bolt marked with the name of the mega plaza
Voltine spoke of.

A passing hour placed me in the thick of several colossal buildings, and without
an encounter of another desperate soul. A deep, black stained trench carved the walls of
an office complex as it stood narrowing towards the top. All the glass was blown and
scattered, while portions of the upper-floors were completely removed. Plazas and patios
once decorated with trees and patches of green were stained with irradiated fluids, blood,
and littered with mounds of trash. Bodies of the unfortunate many were plenty; a family,
burned to the bone, held one another between a heap of metal; torn clothes flap in the
wind, held down by severed limbs.

In the midst of the scattered departed were fresh bodies that led like a trail of
breadcrumbs to the grounds of the mega plaza. Groups of militia patrolled the area with
too much movement for me to exploit without careful planning. I crouched behind the
burnt chassis of an Oldsmobile, and watched for any holes.

“State your business.” Glass crunched under heavy boots as he crept closer to me.
I raised my hands into the air and turned around. “You don’t look like one of hers,” said
the soldier. A dirty, sweat-stained shirt, tied around his head, draped over the back of his
neck.

“I’m not one of hers,” I said, sneering slightly. “I just came with a message for a
Mr. Wallace, do you know him?”

“Get on the ground,” he barked, motioning for others to join him as he poked me
with an AK. “Who sent you here?”

“I think that spoils the fun,” I said, spitting out dirt.

“No one asks for Wallace,” he shouted, kicking me in the side. “I’ll ask you one
more time, and that’s it.”

“No need,” I said, hoping that the goon will talk before shooting. “I was sent by
Miss Voltine.”

The militia jabbed the barrel in my face, but | grabbed it and pushed it away
before he fired. “Fucking listen to me,” I shouted. I released my palm, rubbing the burnt
flesh. “I don’t intend to do anything more than talk to him. I’m not one of her guys or
anything like that.”

“Talk,” he said with a chuckle. “What the fuck do you intend to talk about?”



“She wants a truce,” I said, hoping that the notion of peace would pacify his
anger. “She sent me here because you would’ve killed anyone else upon sight. Trust me;
I really don’t want to piss you or your boss off, if that means anything.”

The man stopped his peers from pumping rounds into me, and demanded them to
pick me up from off the ground. “You better be telling the truth,” he said, turning his
back. Several pairs of hands patted me down in a hurry and paused after feeling my
stashed weapon and ammo. The little shits reacted faster than I could register, and
removed the weapon, tossing it at their pack leader.

“You were sent to us armed with this,” he joked. “If you’re not telling the truth
then she just royally fucked you.”

| followed them with little choice, but at least they were kind enough to allow me
to free my hands from behind my head. They even allowed me access to my cigarettes,
followed by a friendly lit. Deep steps gradually ascended to what would normally be a
crisp, clean, and beautiful patio designed by careful planning and a period of dirt-cheap
labor. Massive stone columns provided support to a series of glassless overhanging
frames of a Pablo design. The water fountain stood as useless as ever; dried to a gunk-
covered bottom, streams of bubbling yellow slowly fed into the mouth of a puddle. A
mound of wet shit rose from the center of the piss filled pond, while a few grungy men
circled around it.

The group paced through the courtyard as if nothing was wrong, completely
habituated to the dominant odors. Their leader stepped through a busted sliding door,
where he personally took me by the back of my coat. “Welcome to our humble abode,”
he muttered. He directed me dead center, up a series of steps, and into a much smaller
commons. A man of solid build and attentive posture sat on a lone bench at the end of the
hall. Brown, brazen skin, aged by years of stress and conflict stretched long across his
face. His back towards the wall, the man spotted us the moment we landed on the floor.

“I wasn’t expecting any visitors,” said the man. He spoke as if he woke from a
pleasant dream. “I suspect she sent him.”

“We found him lurking around outside,” said my escort. He pushed me forward
and placed me before the bench.

“Of course,” he said.
“He wants to talk to you, claims to have a message from her.”
“Is that so,” said Mr. Wallace. He motioned for me to take a seat before him. |

took the offer, but not without glancing behind me to ensure that his lapdog was on its
leash. “Don’t worry about him. Come, have a seat. Please, tell me this message.”



I took another drag with my elbows relaxed on the table. “Certainly, the faster |
do this, the sooner I can be on my own way.” I paused, rubbing the scruff on my face.
“You’ve all shed blood, and lots of it. And from what I can tell, both sides would benefit
from a break from the increasing tension. Regardless of who shot first, the cost of
continuing this feud would seem like a regression into further chaos.”

“If she is asking for us to surrender, then I’ll be forced to send her a message,”
said Mr. Wallace, calm as if conducting routine business.

“She’s the one surrendering,” I said, leaning closer. “She might have incredible
resources, but you have the army. Together, you both could provide this place protection
and nourishment. She isn’t asking for you to surrender. She is asking for you to accept
her peace offering.”

“You expect me to trust a two-faced broad like her,” he asked, as if I was simply
joking.

“I know she has the personality of a five-dollar whore masquerading as an
overpriced exotic escort, but how is your water as of late?” I relaxed my posture.

“Horrible,” he said, tapping against a glass. “Vodka. I’'m no stinking Russian, but
I wouldn’t touch the water for anything.”

“She could supply you with all the water you would like,” I said.

“But for what,” he asked, suggesting doubt with an open hand gesture. “She is the
one sending people to us. All she needs to do is just stop sending men this way.”

“She wants the same thing you want: to survive and rebuild this world. Yes, this
would mean you would have to collaborate with her about certain matters, but you would
find that you could do more together than not.” The puff of tobacco circulated lazily as it
lingered around my nostrils.

“How did she get you to agree to this mission,” he asked, as if hunting for
something beyond the thick of grass and trees. “You said it yourself that the sooner you
get done with this the sooner you could go. That implies something, does it not?”

“I’m not one of her guys is what it implies. She saved me from death, so I owe it
to her to come down here, which was a hike I wouldn’t want to do again, and talk to you
about her intent.” The stress lines around his eyes touched with a slight disco loration
twitched as his lips soured. “I would understand if her motives sound fishy, but I’'m not
asking you to give her power you don’t want to give. If you two were to work together it
would offer all sorts of promises.”

“It wouldn’t work, not unless one of us dies. Two pack leaders would divide the
herd,” he said, before taking a sip. He swallowed and remained silent. His raised finger



called for silence, and | could tell he was thinking of something. The chatter outside
eased inward, creeping as if had never left.

“I"11 consider the offer.” He signaled for the militant to take me away, an, without
a moment wasted, he did. Pulled from the bench by my coat, | had to struggle with the
man to regain my composure. “I can walk, you know,” I said, as I tossed away the
cigarette. “How long do you intend to hold me,” I said, peering over my shoulder at
Wallace.

“Until a decision is made,” he said, folding his weathered lips into wicked smile.

“You two could make a difference. I’'m sure you could work together as allies,” I
spoke, increasing my voice as | was escorted away. Down several flights of stairs, around
a few corners, and | was thrown into an iron barred cell. With a rough stone wall without
the slightest crack for light to seep in at my back, and a narrow enclosing of rusted metal
around me, the cage seemed worse than a Mexican prison. The only furnishing, a bucket
containing shit, sat in the far corner.

| leaned my arms out from the cage, pressing my body against the bars, and
looked for any movement. “I really don’t need to be treated like this,” I said. Rubbing my
nose as a reaction of the stagnate stench. | examined the dark around me, and pummeled
my own self for my stubborn stupidity. Miss Voltine wouldn’t rescue me, not even if |
somehow managed to convince the Mafioso of a boss to accept her offer. She used me as
a pawn, and | fell for it like a damn fool. | harbored the idea that | stood out amongst the
many as a shining example of honor and justice, but my efforts to retain the badge and
respect of one’s word led me like a lamb to the slaughter. I gripped the bars and rattled
the cage.

Time continued to pass—that I knew, but for how long I couldn’t tell. In the depth
of darkness, nothing at all seemed to change. My senses became keen to the slightest of
sounds. My eyes searched through the darkness, following subtle changes in shade and
shape. The rank odor seemed to have passed, and my mouth continued to dry. | pressed
my forehead against the cold steel and never felt my breathing so attentively before.

A door opened, but it brought no change to the darkness. A sound occurred, did it
not? The scraping of metal as it slid across a paved floor was something very distinct, but
no other sounds followed. My ears intended to fool me.

| disregarded the sound and adjusted my posture for another long passing of
complete nothingness. A shuffle of feet, the light of a match, and the faint scent of
cooked tobacco wafted gradually towards my cell. | dismissed the sensations, but the
smell became more and more apparent as someone approached. An almost identical
image of Wallace emerged from the shroud with a fat cigar held between two fingers. His
heels kicked against the floor as he slowed his pace, taking another puff.

“Did Wallace make a decision,” I asked, desperation was something new to me.



“Something like that,” he said, parking his fat joint between his busted lips. “My
brother thanks he knows what he’s doing, but he don’t know shit.”

I backed away from the bars with raised hands. “Look, I don’t mean you guys any
harm. I’m simply a messenger, and if you don’t want her help, then fine. Continue
drinking contaminated water and see how well that turns out.”

“I don’t give a shit what she claims to have,” he said, pointing two chubby fingers
at me. “She’s a lying whore; no woman should be trusted, period.”

“How long have I been in here,” | asked, setting aside his narrow-minded
argument.

“You’ve been sentenced, so far, to three days of our grace and hospitality. I hope
you have nothing to complain about,” he joked as he slid a key into the lock. He watched
me, studying me like some sick specimen. “I know you’re thinking of doing something
smooth,” he said, as he turned the key. “But, the only thing you will do is obey.”

He released the lock completely. I slammed into the unlocked gate with hands that
gripped for freedom, but Wallace’s brother countered my attempt. His solid grip
prevented the slightest budge, and a quick kick threw me against the back wall. With a
closed fist, the cigar smoking, suit wearing, bullish man jumped me. He knocked me real
good, drawing blood from my nose, but I slid through his grip before another could land.
His knuckles smashed against the wall, and though he rubbed them with an utterance of
pain, he charged me before I could get the advantage. He grabbed me by my coat and
whirled me against the bars, where he intended to deliver a series of fatal jabs, but the
thunderous clap of gunfire stopped him in his tracks.

“Not now,” he shouted, cursing at the walls as if his voice could travel through.
“A bunch of undependable, trigger happy fuck-ups.”

Blood leaked out from my busted lip as I spoke, “You really didn’t like your
brother, did you?”

“Shut the fuck up,” he said, not even looking at me. He gripped the back of my
neck and forced me out from the cell.

“You’ve been talking too much trash about your brother,” I said, spitting out
blood. “You’ve planted the seed of a little coup.”

He slammed a hard fist into my gut. “This doesn’t concern you.”

“Are you so sure about that,” I said, as I heard hardened voices shout out
commands of war. “It appears as if you were right all along.”



He forced me up a stairwell, and dragged me as he ducked behind cover. Bullets
pounded against the concrete barrier with punching force, stopping only to have their
vibrations linger. He drew a large magnum out from beneath his coat.

“I hope my brother thought smart about you being a bargaining chip,” he said,
pressing the barrel against my head. He led me out from cover while shouting for
attention. His cries robbed the focus of some, but the building silence lured the rest.

“Those sent by Voltine, drop your fucking weapons.” He pushed me as he took a
step closer to the railing. “I believe your bitch of a boss has placed a significant amount
of stock into this man. If you want him to live, you will do exactly what I say.”

A tall, fair skinned man, with his back pressed against a column, rose from
squatting. “Mr. Wallace said we could enter. He said we could disperse our water to your
people. Backstabbing fuckers!”

“Lying bastard,” shouted another from behind cover, As if to get the last word.
The commons busted into a profane commotion.

Wallace’s brother shot at the ceiling and received the focus he demanded. “I don’t
give two shits who fired first. [ also don’t give a fuck what my brother said, because he
was obviously wrong to trust her people.” He knocked the gun against my head. “I will
kill him if you refuse.”

“Another wasted body doesn’t mean anything at this point,” said another one of
Voltine’s goons.

Wallace’s brother wiped the sweat off his face with a blood stained cloth. “We
out number you three to one, so it would be best if you all just drop your weapons and
leave.”

“Your sleeves are wet with blood,” I muttered, as he squeezed his grip. He
glanced at me and fired another round. “Where is your brother anyway?”

“Shut the fuck up,” he snapped, pushing me away. I refused to budge so much,
grabbing a hold of his sleeve. “That wouldn’t be smart of you,” I whispered. “Once I’'m
not beside you, Voltine’s men will kill you. Listen to me carefully. If you release me,
they will kill you. If I announce that you killed your brother, which I’'m pretty fucking
sure you did, your men will join Miss Voltine’s. The best solution would be to forgive
and forget.”

“You don’t fucking tell me what to do,” he yelled into my ear, spitting in my face.
“I call the fucking shots.”

“You do, which is why you have a choice here. You can prevent further blood-
shed, as this situation will almost certainly end everything you and your brother had
accomplished.”

“Get the fuck out of here,” he said, forcing me away from him. He pointed at me
with his magnum. “Suck on this, you peace talking bitch.” His oily finger pulled the



trigger, setting off a bright explosion that launched a bullet from the chamber. Dedicated
to direction, the projectile followed its pre-determined path but with a sudden shift in
destination. A shot to the head threw his controller’s aim, sending the bullet to a one-way
trip into a wall. Wallace’s brother collapsed onto his side, and an intense firefight roared
throughout the plaza. | took cover, but the militants were too absorbed with the tools of
destruction to even bother with me. Cries echoed off of the walls. Bullets sprayed fluidly
like water, while war chants attempted to form order out of chaos.

The sounds of war drew quiet, but the cries of torment remained. Wallace’s
soldiers, scattered and few, were organized into clusters by the gunpoint of Miss
Voltine’s army. Words of resentment whispered under their breath, the clusters were
forced to march away from the mega plaza.

“Michaels,” said a man dressed from head to toe in black. He held a helmet in one
hand, while extending the other as if to help me up. “Thanks to your efforts, Miss Voltine
can now expand her empire. The people will be better off under her command than the
command of low-life criminals.”

I stood with his help, and received a water bottle. “You got plenty more where
that came from,” he said, as he guided me down the steps.

“It didn’t have to end this way,” I said, pausing to take another gulp. I followed
the man as he left the plaza thinking about how effective Miss Voltine’s expansion would
be compared to the cost.

David Sanderson sat at his piano early in the morning doing a few warm-ups to keep his
vocal voice in shape. This week he was taking a badly needed winter break from his
hectic concert schedule. Recently he had been acclaimed by many musical critics to be
one of the best American tenors of the twenty-first century and he planned to keep it that
way for a long time.

Despite the fact that all the windows in his living room were tightly closed, he felt a
sudden gust of wind hit him in the back as someone began speaking to him

“ Why did you callously drop the person who discovered and neutered your talent when
you were just on the brink of success? That was mean”

David jumped up. No one was supposed to be in the house but him.



“Who’s here?” he shouted, his voice echoing through the fancy Adirondack Mountain
chalet. Carefully, the singer went and checked every room, including the outside
grounds. No one was there.

“I am not prone to imagining things,” David angrily said to himself. I distinctly heard
someone talking to me. ”

Chilled from having gone out in the cold without a coat, he went into the kitchen and
drank a cup of hot chocolate. Suddenly somebody began playing the piano. It was a song
he had sung many times before. Taking a knife from a draw, he rushed into the living
room. There at the piano sat his former mentor and vocal coach, Vincent Chandler.

The old man looked gaunt, and pale. His thick, bushy white hair needed a haircut, and
his black double-breasted suit had seen much better days. Seeing David, he stopped
playing and looked at his former protégé with disdain.

“I’11 bet you never thought that you’d see me again, did you, David?”
The singer stood frozen at the entrance. Vincent was transparent like a ghost.

“No, you’re not imagining me. I am here and I did die after hanging myself the other
day,” the spirit said - able to read his former student’s mind.

The phantom began nervously pacing the room. “ When you gave me up as your vocal
coach, I no longer had the heart to take on any new students. Teaching was my whole
life. Without it, life wasn't worth living. ”

David felt a pang of sympathy for him, but he wasn’t going to let Vincent make him take
the blame for his suicide. True, the man had given him a good musical foundation and
inspired him toward a professional career, but on the other hand, Vincent had caused the
only woman David ever love to break up with him. That had almost destroyed him, and
even now, he had to fight off depression when he thought about her.

“You’re not going to make me feel guilty, Vincent. Why don't you disappear and return
to where you came from?”

Vincent rose from the piano and pointed his index finger at him. “I am not leaving here
until you do exactly what | want. Like it or not, | am going to take charge of your career
again.”

David laughed. “Don’t be ridiculous. You’re just a silly ghost who has no physical
substance. What can you do to make me comply?”

Suddenly, an immense pain shot through his body like some strong electrical current. He
fell to the floor in agony.



Now it was the spirit’s turn to laugh. “That’s just a little sample of what I can do. I
advise you to co-operate with me.”

David staggered as he got up. “ I guess I don’t really have a choice.”
The phantom shook his head. “No, you don’t, so let’s begin immediately.”
“Begin what?”

“Rehearsing. Tonight you are going to give a special vocal recital with me
accompanying.”

David was puzzled. “A recital? I don’t understand. How can that be so quickly
arranged?”

“I have my ways, so don’t question it.”

The phantom looked at his watch. “Let’s not waste time. Here is the list of songs that |
want you to do. You sang them before. All you need is to review them with me.”

The tenor looked at the list. They were songs that Vincent had once taught him.
Selections varied: Mozart, Schubert, Verdi, Puccini, Romberg, Rodgers & Hammerstein
and Sondheim. It was quite a diverse program, showing off the artist’s technique and
talent.

“This recital will demonstrate how well I taught you,” the vocal couch bragged. “Come,
let 's start.”

Never had David worked so hard. Every note, every phrase and intonation was
scrutinized. They worked continuously for the entire afternoon. Finally, when the sun
began setting in the western sky, the teacher ended the session.

“That’s enough,” he said, rising. “You are ready for the recital tonight. Go get washed
and put on your finest tuxedo. | want you to look your best for my guest. The recital is
going to be held right here in this living room.”

David was utterly puzzled. “This recital is being done for only one person?”

Vincent’s smile gave him the chills. “Ah, but my guest is very special as you will find
out.”

When the grandfather clock in the hall struck the hour of eight, a grayish phosphorescent
fog filled the room. When it lifted, a tall, handsome man sat in the settee placed in front

of the piano. His hair was white, but there wasn’t a wrinkle on his face.

“Begin” he said in a deep resonant voice. [ am very anxious to hear your voice. If you are



as good as Vincent says, both of you can musically create a spell and inspire many people
to work for me.

David was puzzled. “I don’t understand. What kind of work are you talking about?”
The stranger laughed as a strong odor of sulphur filled the room.

“Oh, my God, David shouted, you’re the devil!”

“Let’s not mention God right now,” the devil snarled. * Start singing.”

Just as David was about to begin, someone knocked at the door. Excusing himself, he
went to the door. Perhaps he could somehow manage to escape.

“Don’t try any funny business,” Satan shouted after him.
At the threshold stood Florence, a pretty brunette and Vincent’s daughter!

“Hello David. I was visiting some friends in this area and was told you were taking a
break up here. I decided it was time we should get together and talk things over. “

Obviously, she was not aware of her father’s recent suicide. Ordinarily, David would
have been happy to see his former girl friend, but right now he knew it was too dangerous
for her to be with him.

“Perhaps we can meet tomorrow. I’m rather busy tonight.”

“It can't wait until tomorrow,” she replied. “I’ve had enough time to think and realize we

never should have broken up in the first place. Actually, it was my father’s fault. He told

me all kinds of lies to get me to distrust you. He was afraid our love would interfere with
the musical career he had planned for you.”

Unsuccessfully trying to block her, Florence pushed past him and walked into the living
room. Upon seeing her father’s transparent figure, she froze.

“Father! What’s happened to you?”

The spirit of her father sighed. “I’ve come back as a ghost after committing suicide last
night, but there's not enough time to explain. Listen to David and get out of here while
you still have a chance!”

Swiftly, the devil grabbed her by the hand and made her sit next to him.

“Let’s not be so hasty, Vincent. She’s such a fine young thing. You never told me how

beautiful your daughter was. Perhaps she can be of service to me, too. | want her stay for
the recital. Afterward, we can all talk it over. ”



David moved to the Master of the Underworld. “Let her go, Fiend!”

The guest laughed and pushed him away. “Since when do you, an insignificant mortal,
tell me what to do? Shut up and start singing. My time grows short.”

Vincent began playing the introduction to the first selection, but David signaled for him
to stop.

“There’s a change of selections. I have decided to sing a few of my personal favorites -
a capella, if you don’t mind.”

Satan shrugged. “As you wish. Just get on with it. I’'m growing weary.”
Sounding like a heavenly angel, David began singing a psalm from the bible.
The devil quickly put his hands to his ears.

“Stop!” he screamed out.

Rushing over to David, he picked the singer up and threw him across the room. Returning
to Vincent, he gave him a hard slap across the face. “And you assured me this was going
to be such an enjoyable, relaxing evening. I don’t like being disappointed - as you are
about to soon find out.”

The fallen angel smiled at Florence who was helping the dazed David stand up. “I
apologize for losing my temper, but I’'m not often use to being foiled. Don’t lose this
man; he has more courage then most that I’ve met.”

There was a flash of red light, and the devil and Vincent was gone. For an instant David
and Florence heard a blood-curdling scream, which mercifully faded away.

, A D Dawson’s creation, stepped into the scene in April 2009 in You Should
Have Closed the Door, featured in an India webzine called Freedom Fiction Literary
Journal. The trustworthy sergeant arrives during a time when heroes are needed; a time
when criminals took the streets of Market Town, Nottinghamshire, spreading corruption
through the masses like a newly popular trendy drug. His rigid straight perspective
towards crime separates him from his peers as a dependable guy. Even the criminals



know he is man that lives for what the badge stands for, securing justice and order with
his hawk approach towards even the most protected of thugs.

--an overgrowth of cliché and darkness sprouted from a sick seed--
emerged on December 2010. Featured in An Old Fossil, a crime-noir set in a bleak
nuclear aftermath, Detective Michaels revealed more than his ability to wield a gun. His
fading sanity, schizophrenic episodes, and weariless dedication to uphold justice and
honor render him a creature cursed with extinction in a world where the survivors have
already achieved a new level of degradation.

These two symbols of order and justice could never actually enter into a ring, and even if
they could, they probably would just have a drink instead. But this month we will force a
clash between the two, comparing them in method and character.

Who will win? In one corner, we have Bert Dalton, a man of temperance. In the other, we
have Detective Michaels, a man of flawed reasoning.

Method:

First off, Bert and Michaels know how to handle a difficult situation. That much is
certain, but how they handle it speaks more about their ability. To properly illustrate the
difference, each of these examples would take place in their respected environments, but
with the targets being about the same.

If there was a robbery of some sort, and assuming back up has been called and all that,
what would the two do to ensure that the robbers didn’t get away?

Bert Dalton, a smooth operator, wouldn’t just stand there as the criminals try to escape,
he would follow them in a heated pursuit while feeding dispatch updates in a collected
voice. Some might be fooled by his calm, but Bert is a man one with his environment,
and isn’t about to let the actions of some punks rattle his nerves. Sure he will get them, or
at least enough information to for a later capture, Bert follows as back up joins in.

Detective Michaels would chase the culprit down, closing in like a hawk to its prey. With
only a few scraps of expired chips and a glass of scotch in his stomach, Michaels would
be forced to maim the bastard with a well-aimed shot. He would then tower over the
crippled thugs as he sat in his own pool of blood. Oops, a gut shot. It is also hard to aim
in the dark. The detective would bark some cliché remark, take a puff on a cigarette, and
leave the guy to be with a few word of advice. He would then deliver the stolen goods
back to the person, regardless the distance and the amount of dangers he may find along
the way.



As in the Bone Crusher, Bert Dalton was falsely accused for a crime, and the authorities
were not afraid to throw him to the wolves. Despite the resistance, Bert handled himself
well, got his name removed from the papers, and continues to serve the badge.

Detective Michaels, however, would only have enough temperance to tolerate the blame
game for only a few minutes. After that, he would take it upon himself to set the record
straight with his gun as a motivator.

Winner: Tie

Detective Michaels, in the first story, came across something completely unexpected, a
sex slave operation. He freed them, but then let them go off on their own, even though he
knew that Sylvia would need the help, despite what she said.

Bert Dalton, if ever in a situation such as this, would do what he could to remove the
mistreated, abused, and neglected hostages from captivity. Back up would be called in an
instant, and the search for other bodies, suspects, and victims would go on for hours. But,
even after the search, Bert Dalton, feeling bad about the girls, would try to make their
stay at the department as comfortable as possible. He would even try to get information
himself, in case his department ever wanted to brush the story under the rug.

Winner: Tie*

*Michaels might have left Sylvia and the others to fend for themselves, but he made up
for that wrong by risking his ass, again, to rescue the ones that didn’t make it out. A
decent thief would know not to return to the scene for another bite, but Michaels did

anyway.

Both have a lot of personality, that is for sure, but how would they act to daily and
routine things such as conversation, helping an old lady, and other aspects that don’t
speak of method, but speak more about their character.

What would happen if you went to talk to one of these guys?

Bert Dalton would greet you upon approach, and wouldn’t be shy to having a pint with
you. The two of you would talk for a while, but if you’re bored of chitchat then feel free



to dare him to arm wrestle, just be careful. Sometimes Bert doesn’t know his own
strength.

Unless you are an attractive woman, Michaels won’t welcome you with more than a
simple nod. If you start a conversation with him, then you must have thick skin, as he
isn’t one for simple, idle bullshit. Trying to find topics of interest wouldn’t be too
different than pulling teeth, and politics and corruption is a fucking land mind. Besides,
even if he paid you attention, it wouldn’t be without distraction as he is constantly
searching the crowd for someone.

Winner: Bert

A marriage with Michaels would be a very lonely world. Prisoners in high security prison
get more attention from their others than Michaels’ wife. Not because he doesn’t love
her, but because he was already married to another woman: his work. He worked the
streets like a junky looking for the next fix. He runs through the cases, handling several at
a time with a backbone willing to venture into the most dangerous areas.

That was his former life. Now, roughly two years since the bombs fell, the detective is a
lone wolf, womanizing, nomad. The man lives to his word no matter the cost, and that
never changed.

Bert Dalton, on the other hand, welcomes the ladies, and stands as a very dependable
gentleman. If these two were placed side-by-side for auction, Michaels may win for his
rugged good looks, but Bert would win for his better and more approachable personality.
Being a man straight to his word, he will keep loyal to his obligations, even for family
and friends.

Winner: Bert

Detective Michaels earned a reputation in his former life for being a man that operated on
favors. Like a dog’s bit on a precious bone, Michaels will not let anything go, and if he
ever did, it never comes up unless lots of drinks have been offered. Even now, as he
walks around the remains, he continues the practice. You send Detective Michaels on a
mission; you can rest assured that he will get it done, or die trying. The only real
testament to his flawed marriage and terrible fatherhood is that he served others with
absolutely loyalty.

Bert Dalton’s weariless focus on removing the filth from the town, even the ones that are
so entrenched into the woodwork that they seem permanent, makes him a formidable
opponent for his adversaries. When he isn’t walking the streets, he eats at greasy spoons
for possible leads from the chatter and gossip. With an ear low to the ground, it wouldn’t



be too much of a stretch to say that Bert always has a hunch to where his target is hiding.
Sergeant helps Market town, reducing the distress, and creating a better, safer
community.

Winner: Tie

In the end, when the dust finally settles, it is clear that these two titans of order represent
different halves of a very similar coin. They both keep a cool colleted mindset, while one
has more tolerance then the other. They both serve the badge above and beyond
expectation, though one seems a bit too dedicated and too worried about the importance
of honor. They both wouldn’t mind a drink, but Michaels should really put the bottle
down.

Their differences, however, like that of halves of two mismatched coins of the same size,
set them too a part for any sort of likeness to really stick. Bert is an all-around good guy
that won’t let you down, which is partly why he won in this battle. Second reason, he
operates according to the law and won’t shoot you if you tried your luck. Granted,
Michaels lives in an environment not too different from a very desolate old west, where
everyone is fending for themselves. But to kill a person from an accidental shot during
pursuit and not even feel anything, that is just cold. That combined with Michaels brash
personality is what cost him the winning spot. But, truly, they are both great characters.

Congratulations Bert, you’ve won the battle, now go back to making the streets of Market
Town safe.

The dramatic suffering that unfolds during a bodily abduction has been explored,
described and told a number of times in the past. However, it wouldn’t sound absurd to
add that the horrid transformation still hosts a number of variations that warrants future
prospects. In that regard, Ashes in Her Eyes works wonderfully at not just merely
revisiting a tried and true area of horror and sci-fi; the novel boldly unfolds with an
experience worthy of being told. As a result of extreme misfortune caused by greater
things beyond her control, Stephanie, our easy to like protagonist/antagonist, becomes a
slave to an unknown master. With eyes soaked with blood to the point of spilling over
and leaking down her cheeks like thick paint, she navigates through a series of killings as
a mere passenger, completely unaware of why everything she holds dear is crumbling



around her. Her truthful pleas transform into deceit as old lies resurface like that of the
remains of a lost civilization; one piece emerges, and that suddenly leads to many more
secrets to be unearthed.

What | really enjoyed about Spencer’s book is the amount of time spent in really
grabbing the torment of Stephanie’s infliction. The agonizing migraines, the digging
sensation in her brain, the rattling of
her skull were lavished with detail.
And while her tormenting headaches
are clearly vivid, they are nowhere as
disturbing as the sickening condition
of her eyes. | really get the sensation
that Spencer really enjoyed those
particular scenes, and fortunately they
are frequent throughout the book.

‘When you see her eyes bleed
—you will die!

Ryan Garris is frantic after his wife
becomes a suspect in the brutal killings
of numercus people. He pleads
Stophamic’s innocence to the police, but
things haven been the same since her
accident at her job, working at the
crematorium, when an urn of ashes
accidentally blew into her eves.
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Cursed from the accident to serve as a
blind host for a troubled, disturbed spirit bent on killing the one responsible for his death,
Stephanie wanders through the shocking aftermath completely oblivious. The sides
within engage in a personal blood-feud that tears through her body like an all out
battlefield, and her fight with this invasive intruder knows no bounds. In each sober
wake, a wave of confusion greets her, unmasking slowly to reveal destruction that her
own hand had dealt, but without a clear consciousness that can own up to it.

The plot brought forth remnants of two films, one of which may arguably be more
popular, The Eye and | Know What You Did Last Summer. For those that hated either one
of those films, then I sincerely ask you to at least drop your doubts for long enough to
give Spencer’s book a proper and unbiased preview. Those that love the two films, please
note, it isn’t an exact replication, as Spencer’s own creativity adds plenty of originality to
the mix.

In more detail, Becky is introduced early in the story with a message that boils
down to a raw, potent desire for revenge over an incident that occurred years ago. Being
our woman in distress, Becky goes through the motions expected in the situation if
looked at through this comparison; she tells her boyfriend a fraction of the truth but will
eventually cave and reveal the rest. She feels a heavy burden of guilt, and believes that
she is cursed to take responsibility. This is not to belittle her as a character, as she plays a
vital role, and is just as important to the framework of the story as her vengeful stalker.

Stephanie, on the other hand, receives an eyeful of cremated ash and then suffers
a damning fate to endure a rampant wave of violent robbery and bloody murder with only
fragments remembered, if any. Spencer explains the connection between Stephanie and
the spirit pretty well in the book, describing during a very gripping transformation scene



a desolate land of loss where this wandering spirit dwells. The ash from the broken urn
acts as an anchor for the spirit, if you will. Thus, the gush of ash to the eye provided a
way for the spirit to claim Stephanie’s body as its own, which, without her consent,
bestows upon her a curse that will forever change her entire life.

Before I conclude, I will add some lines of criticism. | firmly believe that unless |
were to include a dash of complaint this review would be nothing more than a circle-jerk,
and that’s not an event that anyone in the right mind should want to attend. My main
complaint of the novel resides in the occasional re-telling of information that has already
been told. | know that as a writer balancing telling and showing can be something tricky,
but the end result prevents these strange road stops to occur. For a very general example,
the point in any chapter where it literally feels like the author is feeding the reader
preliminary information as to not risk losing said reader. It is a practice seen in various
levels of writing as it can slip though so easily.

However, even with that complaint said, Ashes in Her Eyes still stands as an
enjoyable read. The dilemma with the characters often crosses through the fictional
boundaries, bringing you closer to them in ways you may or may not enjoy. The three
most central characters obviously have their roles to fill, but their reasoning and passion
make them accessible to different readers. I, for one, really enjoyed Stephanie’s story the
most and strongly feel that Spencer did a wonderful job showing us her agonizing fate.

In conclusion, Spencer’s Ashes in Her Eyes stands as a bold and engaging thriller
of revenge about an innocent woman that struggles to defy an invasive inner demon. Like
a blind puppet on a string, Stephanie forcefully follows her master’s sinister hand and
receives all the blame. Of course, the question remains, can she regain control and stop
it? Or, will she be completely and utterly powerless until the law puts her down?

Trouble with faith, a personal message.

I’ve never been much for spirituality and for the most part that hardly bothered me, at
least not until lately. It sort of felt like something within me had changed. Something of a
calling, as if | reached out for what I felt was lost in the attempt to repair what | thought
was broken. For the lot of my life, | traversed through with a very begrudging outlook
towards everything that remotely resembled organized religion, even Protestants
appeared as hypocritical followers of a faith riddled with holes and supported by muddled
logic. | swore | would have no part of it other than to observe as their wrongs went



ignored and their faith became more ridiculous, but | eventually learned how jaded my
lenses were and tossed them aside. | grew to respect them for their devotion, and as long
as they didn’t encroach my space, I was tolerant of them.

Perhaps the passing of time fashioned this respect into what has become a feeling of loss.
Is it faith that I lack? Faith in humanity, perhaps, as “good” people appear overshadowed
by the evils of others. And good is a subjective term just as much as evil is. Many people
believe that they know what is right and wrong, but by whose standards is anything right
and wrong? There surely doesn’t exist a right and wrong mentality in nature, as animals
fend for themselves and orchestrate brutality towards one another with any observable
intervention. But we’re humans, we’re held to a higher standard, operate on a different
plane altogether, is that right? I won’t pretend to know the answer but it sounds like a
bowl of steaming shit. My faith in humanity plummeted once I learned that wrongs can
and do go unpunished, and by wrongs | mean the stealing, extortion, and exploitation of
others that happens every goddamn day. A lot of people worry about the hungry, but only
a few go down into the slums and feed them directly; while, some often state that helping
may actually be enabling, thus removing the little motivation they had by applying
sustenance. Lots of people think corporate greed is wrong, yet there is hardly a for-profit
business out there that doesn’t think about increasing their earnings. Some people think
workplace practices are bad, but it isn’t like the mom and pa stores weren’t charging for
profit while paying their employees next to nothing. I could go on, but I think I
established my case here, and it is this steaming circle-jerking bullshit that gets flung
everywhere.

I’ve tried a number of times to throw away my resentment and grasp onto this thing
called faith, but perhaps it isn’t my lenses that were jaded, perhaps it is me. But it isn’t
like these examples hold not a single shred of truth to them, and you could try to calculate
it and refute them, but it would only end up in a pissing match. In regards to my faith and
the lack thereof, I’ve tried a number of ways to discover why I felt so hollow. I spent
months contemplating this dilemma and found nothing that I can firmly grasp other than
the fact that I guard myself with such hardened pessimism. I could say that my doubts
had progressed into a higher form that lingered with a dominating presence.

I will intervene to state the following to those that may think they know how this segment
will end. Those of Christian based faiths, I don’t hold a grudge against you. I don’t find
enjoyment in ridiculing your belief. I don’t even find pleasure in defending my own
eccentric and eclectic beliefs. I don’t want you to think that this piece will hold a hopeful
Jesus loving end, because it won’t.

Moving onwards, I reached a dead end, and felt the lowest I’ve felt in years. During this
time I attempted meditating and other calming, centering exercises. I’ve never had much
luck with these things, and found my attempts lacking of substance with the exception of
the latest one. With earphones plugged into my ears for no other reason than to gain
silence, | was able to clearly concentrate and allow my thoughts to fade away before
revisiting them. Thirty minutes of this and a stream of bizarre introspections regarding
life poured in from depths formerly unknown to me. Some of the things are too deep to



go into at the moment, but faith, in a way, has been restored. Correction, not restored, as
that word implies it was once present and has returned as the same or similar. My faith in
humanity is still as poor as ever. Do I think we aren’t capable of good? Of course we are,
but being human we are capable of just about anything as our existence precedes our
essence. There for, we could do just as much “good” as we could “evil” without even
paying any mind to it. Simply trying to live fulfilling our needs can create a chain of
consequences not obvious at the time, and who here really likes to own up to their
mistakes?

Moving along, my newfound faith isn’t placed into any figure that chooses to hide away
from clear sight. While 1 still believe in a higher power of some sort, | regard it as
something not to far off from a Lovecraft mythos, perhaps not as evil and diabolical.
Whatever the case, my faith lays within me, and the goal to waken myself into higher
levels of consciousness. I don’t state this to for response, nor do I state this in vain. One, |
don’t give a shit about your response on this. Two, I will reveal what I think about the
“self” later on. Three, this process is for me, for my personal development.

Hypothesized by many, examined by some, and properly understood by few are the seven
levels of consciousness. | mean no insult to those that have chosen to follow a similar
path, I don’t doubt your ability to understand it, but to understand it and practice it one
hundred percent is not something that can easily be done. Regardless, though, what this
means for me in relation to my “faith” is that I’ve reached a conclusion that the most
important thing is the development and enrichment of the self while in pursuit of reaching
a higher state of being. A mind that is clean of dread would be a wonderful thing.
Freedom from the little fears we create out from not knowing would be like shedding a
skin so familiar and so close that even it seems scary.

This rant wasn’t meant to gloat about my self-development, because to be honest no one
should really care. Not because it is me, but because it isn’t you. Reading this could be
about the same as being forced to taste some very bittersweet chocolate. This is merely an
outlook that I hold and I don’t mean to tell anyone what to do or how to live. I’'m
certainly no saint, and neither are the saints. Maybe it is very post-modernistic of me to
want to tear down everything and explain through bleak rumination.

But even with just a theoretical perspective, it is difficult to really imagine how such a
path would change anyone and how that change would appear. As described I literature,
one would become less worried on survival needs and more focused on world around, but
too be honest I can’t see my pessimistic view would grant allowance for such a selfless
act for long. But, what if this thing, this construct is nothing more then a superficial cover
for what is essentially self-betterment. For me, these sorts of questions linger and rarely
does a solid, favorable answer come about.

But | wonder what you all think. What is your opinion regarding this matter. Email me at
Legatol0@swhbell.net



mailto:Legato10@swbell.net

Besides another assortment of short stories and poem, we will feature another chapter of
the Cradle of Ruin, the additional installments of the Dark Fiend, a review of The Man of

Shadows, along with a film review.

Next edition promises to deliver more content than we’ve had in the past.

Until next time,



