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A word from the Deadman

It is once again time for the arrival of another fluid steam of
malicious stories that feed upon your fear, but a moment of
pause is needed.

Demonic Tome lives within me like a child | never had, and it

thrives, and each thriving moment urges for a reach to another

realm beyond. However, an illusive fo rce constricts the time
around me, tempting me to bring a brief pause to things. Could

| really do that? Could I really think about halting Demonic

Tome in an exchange for time when it is only so young? Truth is

no. | would rather have Kingwood fill in the role then allow
the magazine to collect dust.

With that said, | will not be contributing for a few months,

and will merely act as overseer of the magazine. Honestly,

that is how | wanted to do things in the beginning so that our
readers can read the wor ds of other interesting and talented
writers.

| hope you enjoy the July 2009 edition. One piece in
particular is right at home with Demonic Tome, Suicide Game by
Olivia Berrier.
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Nazism by
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they sleeping through the history lessons? | have seen just about a
documentaries ever made about the Hblocaust, and | have understood one
crucial thing about Nazis. They are nothing but a bunch of weak people tha
AAAT A0 ELAZ OEAUBA EAA A EAOA 1 EE
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are. They tend to blame those that they are jealous at. | used to have a frie

that later turned out to be revisionist, a person who denies that Hitler killed

any Jews or that there even were any deatbamps, and he always blamed hig
own shortcomings on everyone else. As soon as | found out about him bein
A . AUE xEOE (EOIAO EEO OITA 11AAIl

intended for me to know the truth about him, but one evening after he had

downed far too many beers, his tongue spped. He stood up and yelled:
3) %' (%), A 'TA AEA OEA . AUE OAI OO
through my nose in a hurry! | asked him if he was serious. He was, and soo
he had embarked on a long explanation of how Hollywood had recorded al

the movies that showed the deathcamps. He also claimed that there was nd
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evidence of any concentrationcamps ever existing in Germany. It was quitg
upsetting and unnerving. The very next day | emailed him a link from

wikipedia that proved him wrong. He did not take it well. Then again, | have
ITT TAAA &£ O EAEI 00 EI 1TU 1EZA O )
mental. | learned one thing about Nazis though by knowing him. On their
own they are timid and can appear as almost normal, but in packs (or \wen
they have had a little too much to drink) they become brainwashed
ABOOATI EOOO OEAO Ai160 EITTx EIx Ol
matter what religion or politics practiced. Though | find it disheartening

that there are people still embracing pureidiocy. | am at a loss for words,
how can | make you see? How can | make you understand the horror an

OOOPEAEOUe 7AI1 S8
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A HORROR ANTHOLO A BY THOM ULAUSSOR
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You worship the words of a lunatic, dance with the Grim Reaper

Insanity your tools of destruction

In lies you put your trust, and you dig your graves ever deeper

91 6 Al AEi OI EITT x UAO
Denial your one and only way through life

Stand firm in the shadow of the Swastika, your hope is now gone

You salute and embrace stupidity, an army of brainwashed fools
Inbreed the cause of your existence

A platoon of baldheaded gnomes, your belief belongs in a cesspool

You creep on knees before the demented, lost souls that you are
The dead will bring justice in the end

| feel only pity for your parents, for them you are an unhealed scare

| salute the heroes that gave their lives, as one they conquered Death
Hope for mankind they brought as a gift

As one we stand together in battle, we will not tolerateyo© EET A 8




Demonic Scripture

Salvation Road by Sean James Bosman

atthew Hart groaned. Blood oozed from the gash across his forehead, dribbling dow

the steering wheel and patting against his knee.Rubber footrests pressed tightly againshis
shattered ankle, wedged between the brakes and the clutch.

White powder from the deployed airbag hung in a thick, talcum cloud. He could smell
burned toast and the pages of an old book.Rain drummed against the mangled bonnet, sending
fine, cold splashes through the maw of the windshield. It was marbled with fine cracks;some as
gold as a sunrise in the wash from the flickering headlight, others crusting black through the
spattered, starshaped chiffon of blood.

-AOOB O OOT I-fAchoB blidgtedsOGrbnitide safety belt. Alcohol bubbled up his




throat as he tried to swallow back vomit.

His eyes flickered open, and everything seemed to curve towards himThe green LED on
the radio face was flashing, its throbbing light reflecting off the chrome of the gear lever. He felt
like he was leaning over the rail of a lighthouse with a strong wind bellowing.

Matt squeezed his eyes tightly, trying not to concentrate on the spiraling flashes ad red
pulsing behind his eyelids. It was like a mirror-ball in his head. Amirror-AAT 1 AT A8

Bad techno music.

The bass pumped so hectically the cotton of his shirt seemed to be trying to jump clean

off his back.

(ABA CEOAT ObP EE OthiiWain béehaddCadiddantos Bt@o ashs©O

beat? It sounds like someone just rigged a mic next to a wall and clobbered a tennis ball agains

it.

4EA DI AAA OiAI 1T AA 1 EEA AOIi PEOS %OAOUIT 1

move without bumpi ng into some bozo trying to out-bounce the Energizer bunny. The better

part of three beers had ended up on the floor, dousing smoldering cigarette butts.

LT A EA8A Al i AH&SEDhéAhe FEEDIs idd@Bragging Hm for being so

pussywhipped--AT A OEASA EOOO AAAT OAT AEI C EEI

stupid little glowy -thing she hooked around her neck.

(A xAO A OACOI AO yi60 -08 "Al OAAAOASB

Her gagale of friends caught her as she fell back, crowing over her. One of them Hahe

AEAAE Oi DPOOE EEI AOEAA xEAT EA OAEA EAGA
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heating up as his right arm itched to take a swing.
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He tolerated her high-pitched cackle and the insults thrown at him as that pack of rats

enqulfed Kerry, dragging her back onto the dance floor like a riptide.

4AEAO6O xEAT EA OPi OO6AA OEA 0O6i AAOI 00 O

Kerry.

Oh God, Kerry.

- A O O Gedieddeft Aand pushed against the steering wheelHe flopped back. The

deflated airbag slid down his lap. His head lolled back on his throbbing neck as tormented steel
springs creaked. The backrest of the seat rattled him, threatening to topple him ove. Matthew
lifted his right arm, instinctively groping for balance. The shoulder popped loudly and he gasped
for air.

The clamped feeling on his lungs could have been from broken ribs.

Lowering his chin to his chest relieved the rigor in his neck, andhe waited as waves of
nausea ebbed through his head.Slowly, he raised his face.

Yellow bursts from a headlight shot the massive trunk of a tree into grey relief.Each
time, it seemed to be lunging forward for him. It was a kaleidoscope in the mosaic rennants of
windshield.

He tried to say her name. It was little more than a croak. He cleared his throat, the taste
of copper sprinkling over his tongue.

Matthew slowly panned across the windshield.

A giant spider could have spun its web over the cavity Finger-like golden streaks and
the opaque haze of tempered glass hit by a sledgehammer flashed withe tree--a front row seat
to a lightning storm.

Wincing, he turned, noticing the haze thickening towards the passenger side. The gold

flashes. BlondeE A E O 8




They looked like her thick, blonde hair as it writhed slightly above the others.

He weaved towards it. It sparked in the lights, shifting colour as the liquid sky pulsed

down: pink, blue, emerald green-morphing through the spectrum.

It was harderO1 i 1 OAS8 4EEO OEi Ah OEA EI OO6I ElI C
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He spotted Amy. with her halter-top and exposed belly, arms in the air. Stretched out

like that, she looked haf-EOAEAAIT A8 411 AAA EASA OAAlTl EA

about that little tube of baby -fat that seemed to bulge out just below her belly button.

And the whippet girl. The one with the pointed face. He saw her too, lips pouting like

she was sicking a golf ball through a hosepipe. She flicked her head from side to side, like she

was in seizure.

'TA OEAOAn ET OEA AAT OOAS

They squealed with delight, catcalling and whistling.

Matthew froze as he saw some blachaired muff-diver drag open hands dwn the back

£ +AOOUBO 1AcO A6 EA CUOAOAA O EEO EAOT AE

obscured by the fabric of her miniskirt.

He accidentally--but, admittedly, satisfactorily --bowled whippet off her feet as he

pounced on Casanova. TheQU xAO EAAOUh AO6O6 EA Oi bbbl AA 1

knuckles had already cracked open when Kerry grabbed the crook of his arm, stopping his next

swing.

She was pulling him back. Someone had him around the waist and lifted him, dulling

thekick EA DI AT OAA ET Oi OEA Oi Aill 1T &£ OEA AOOEIT I

Kerry was shouting, vanking him through the crowd, saying all sorts of things about
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She was slumped over, pressed against the dooHer blonde hair, sleeked black with
blood that already seemed to be scabbing, twinkled with shards of glassA sharp triangle of
bone jutted peaked through the top of her head. Grey-black sponge had bubbled from it.

Her left arm was pinned across her lap, facing upwards.The ring glinted green in the
radio face strobe. A crimson roadmap was painted over it, dripping over the edges.

Lumps dangled from the dented dashboard. One shimmered as it plopped into the foot

O" AAAed
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He jumped the orange light. It was late (or early). The roads were empty. As she velled, he

reached over and turned up the radio.

The storm was blowing in directly towards them. Seldomrused rubber belched across the

oil-painting barreling towards them.

Kerry turned on the water works. Sobbing.

She knew he hated that.

He threw the car around another curve, gunning it as they reachd the foot of the

incline.

O0) Elix Ui O8BOA i AAs8 "O00 EO xAO 11 OEET G

He leered at her. She was holding the armrest so tight her knuckles were bleached.

AEAUGA EOOO 1 AEO OEA AEOU | Thd cErdishtailed Aii he aahagei

to right it, sending jets of rainwater up in its wake.




He stabbed the unlock button. The deadbolts clucked.

031160 1 EEA EOQe 4EAT CAO 1 006hd EA OAEA

Her wide green eyes blinked at him. She unhooked her belt and it hissed over her

shoulder.

(A O0OAOCAA AO EAO A6 OEA Cci AT AAA OEOI OCE

I 60AG

O#6 I - AOOE édneuld A AAE A
hesitating before gently touching her.

His mouth twitched. A thick tendril of snot hung against his toplip. When he blinked,
tears filled his eyes.

+ AOOU A E AShé félt cqdOdvehithdugh her clothes.

091 &6 AARAETI ¢ OAOQET OO0eb

They stared at each other for a long time. Her face was blank with disbelief. She was starting to

cry again.

He glared at her, revved the car.

) O xAO O1 OOAT OEAI SEAGA AAOAE

Her mom would make sure of that.

0* 000 OEOO Obh T EACL T T OEAO xi OA AT A

watching Kerry.

O+AOO0OUeb

Still no groan, even when he shook her this time.
Ignoring the flame that shot to his shoulders, Matthew fumbled with the latch to h is
seatbelt. It shot loose, the metal clip catching against his ear.

He shifted, yelping as his ankle twisted even more, leaning as far as he could. The




gearshift ground against his ribs. The ache seemed to prevent his arm from stretching out to

more than just a hook.

O) 61 1 gobfdst ol In here, okay? / E A UHe dvas sobbing.
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clamped around him so hard he could feel his bones bend.
There was a dry snapmng noise as her head slowly lifted, turning towards him.

Kerry broke the stare first.

She looked ahead and her face twisted in terror as she flung her arms across her face,

screaming his name.

O-144(%7A6

His heart skipped and hot fluid leaked into the crotch of his denim.

4EA OECEO OEAA 1T £ +AO0OUBO AAAA xAOThaIRA O
was a glistening, pulsating raw liver, bejeweled with fountains of puss.The empty eye socket
leered at him. Fragments of bone, dripping sirew, jutted out at him accusingly.

Her jawbone hung lopsided: teeth were cracked.Maggots were already writhing up to
the cavern that gaped at her temple, brain bulging.

Matthew ripped free of her grasp, screaming.

Kerry moved towards him as he fumbled behind himself, hearing his ankle break as it
wrenched free from between the pedals.A banshee cry issued from the Kerrything; reaching for
him.

He ignored the pain as he fumbled for the handle behind him, toppling out backwards.

- AOOEAx xEEDPDAO CEOI
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hips in ecstasy. The quy was heavy, but he toppled ik AAC 1T £ EAIi I A0O8




had already cracked open when Kerry grabbed the crook of his arm, stopping his next swing.

She was pulling him back. Someone had him around the waist and lifted him, dulling

the kick he planted into the small ofthe AOOET I A6 O AAAES

Matthew Hart groaned. Blood oozed from the gash across his forehead, dribbling down
the steering wheel and patting against his knee.Rubber footrests pressed tightly against his
shattered ankle, wedged between the brakes and the clutch.

Kerry was shouting, yanking him through the crowd, saying all sorts of thin
AAET ¢ Oi ooun EA xAOGI 60 1 EEA OEEON UAON
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The sound is

think above my agony.

my skull, boring into the
press my hands to my

the cacophony but it
omnpresent and | can feel

palms....

Worm by Alex Davis

indescribable, | cannot
The pain drives through
depths of my being. |
ears, trying to block out
remains just as

the blood hot upon my

| wake, curled into a ball on the bed. | rise steadily, disoriented, my legs giving way unde

me. | sit upon the edge of the bed for a while, looking around the ruined room. In front of

there is a large mirror, smashed in the middle, broken lines tracing their way to the pane'

The pale carpet is stained in black and red and | cannot recollect how these marks were

As | haul myself carefully to my feet for a second time | hestvaut from the next room.

'‘David? David, are you awake?'

‘Yeah' My own voice is quiet, hoarse. The door to the bedroom swings open and in stridg




young blonde girl, perhaps eighteen or nineteen. She wears only a thin nightgown which
revealing but nogjuite translucent. | do not recognise her. She grasps me by the hips and
me gently back onto the bed, planting herself next to me. 'How are you feeling?' she ask
looking to me with concerned brown eyes. Her expression mesmerises me for a moaren
| reply, 'l don't know.'

‘Look, you really should rest some more. Don't try and get up. Did you want me to get yo
anything?'

‘Could | have some water?'

'Sure, I'll be right back.' She rises once more and despite my grogginess | cannot help b
admirethe tanned skin of her thighs as she walks away from me. | lay again, unable to hq
myself up for too long. She returns quickly with a tall glass in her hand, and smiles as sh
me laid flat. 'Look at you!' she says wryly as she leans over me, ptheimgld glass to my
lips. The water tastes slightly stale but | am still grateful for it. She then runs a delicate hg
across my face and says 'Why don't you go back to sleep for a while? I'll take care of yo

words and her soft voice seem to sgzime to slumber, and soon | cannot keep my eyes o

In the first moments | see her, laid upon the bed next to me. She is naked this time and
is shapely, languid as she lays next to me, running a hand across my bare stomach. Slo

leans her head to the sheet and licks with a long tongue at the blood there. | cannot unde

what is going on but before | can say anything she plants her lips upon mine, the taste o

upon her, the embrace arousing my passions. Now her hand toavedsa gentle finger




tracing its way along my growing erection....

4

'David? David?"

Her voice awakens me and | look up to her contentedly. 'Are you alright?' she asks. Onl
do | notice the blood pouring from my nose, its dark red dribbling into my mouth as it tra
downwards. 'Let me get you some tissues.' Desperately | try aediv@pness away but it

simply reddens my hands, leaving a slick trail on my face. Swiftly she comes back again
leans over me, dabbing at my face with a large handful of toilet paper. 'What's going on,

| try to whisper that | don't know, but €éem to have no voice.

The sound pushes its way in through the walls once more, my body is weakened by my
and it invades each part of me. | know there is no use in trying to block it out so instead |
rise but my legs are not strong enodglitarry me. In my pain | manage to find the strength
crawl, shuffling my way out of the bedroom and into the kitchen. There she stands, nake
more, standing with her back to me. 'Make it stop! Make it stop!" | shout to her, barely ab
hear myvoice above the maelstrom. The wooden floor hurts my body as | struggle across

she turns to me with a sickly smile upon her face. 'You're supposed to be in bed, mister!'

says, leaning down to me. In her had she holds the tissues which sloa msecarlier, only

they have dried up since. 'You're not meant to be out here.' | fall upon my back, the noiss




defeating me. As | lay there she kneels down to me, her body lingering seductively over
Gently she places one of her swollen nippheisty mouth, moaning gladly as I instinctively

suck at it. "There, there. Things'll be fine.’

| look down to her as she teasingly runs her tongue around the edge of my penis, flicking
moistened end along my length. Now she expertly places hehramund it, beginning to

work it in and out of her throat, taking almost its entirety in. The pleasure seems to burst
through me in ripples, a wave of sensation that curves and sweeps its way along my torg
looks up to me, a small glimmer of delighther innocent brown eyes as my erection beging
pulse and | feel the orgasm gathering deep at its root, bursting exuberantly into her waiti
mouth. Carefully she removes my member from her mouth, managing a cautious smile a
refuses to spill thaduid. She turns wryly from me and walks away, leaving me there, drai

and satiated...

Now there is only screaming, a screaming in my own tone. Desperately | try to match the
amplitude of the exploding noise that cuts its way through the walls gitroy defences...All

| can do is dryly vomit, a noxious mixture of bile and blood and cry...| scream again, bare

to hear my own words above the taunting cacophony, seeking my own definition in the

maelstrom...




'‘David, you're an angel. You knowat, don't you? You've shown me so much love these las
few years, you've done nothing but give.' | awaken to her whisper, looking to her with ne
seeing eyes. She kneels beside me at the edge of the bed and takes my hand in hers, s
softly. "'The pain that you've been through for me...thank you. | know you understood wh

to be this way, but do you still? Sometimes its hard to know just how much of you is left..
think you're still there, David. | believe you are. | believe that you hogestill... This will all be
over soon. | promise you.' With these words she plants a kiss upon my forehead, a delica
memento of some shadow memory. Now she reaches down to the floor and brings up a

its edge captured in the sparse light of the ra@ims will all be over soon...'

'‘David! David, come through!" Maria's voice awakens me, and | rise steadily. The day is ¢
and | wonder why Maria sounds so overjoyed. '‘Come on!" she shouts. | wander into the
room and see her stood there, loakyounger than ever before, almost pubescent, her bre:
small and pert. She smiles to me with a warmth that exudes from each part of her body.

look stunning.' | say to her. She runs up to me, pulling her body close to me. She kisses

hungrily, her tongue exploring the contours of my own, a moist and desperate animal. | rg

her desire, tracing her newborn curves with my palms, feeling the moisture in her fresh v

as we are consumed by our incessant sexuality...




After making love, | asker, 'How long has it been?' She frowns a little at the question, he
already looking a little older as she does so. 'Nearly three years. Three long years. It was
see you like that.'

'l agreed. | wanted it for you.'

I know. | know.'

Leaving the bedroom and entering the kitchen, | cannot help but notice the tank she has
on the counter. Through its clear sides | see creatures, covered in viscous sludge. The
crawl slowly around the bare surface of their minimal abode, béatiesd meandering. My
arrival excites them and they move towards me as best they are able, reaching out to me

misshapen antennae and mouths that suck at nothingness. They sense somehow that |

father, that they are fed on my spilled bloogdand born from my sperm. | lean close to th

enforced plastic to look at them, placing a hand against it, knowing that it is only these b¢
that keep you alive. | cannot help but wryly grin at these abominations before returning tq

bedroom, to oce again indulge myself in your newly exquisite body...
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Melody knew it would be there. It simply had to be. It had to be
there. It had to be there.
The sounds, which echoed in the house, were as predictable as

they were frightening. They were the same noises that Melody had

endured so many times before, at least 10 by her count, but they still got

under her skin just the same. They were like bloodsuck  ing parasites,
feasting on her mind, draining what was left of her strength.
'TA OEA ET Ax OEA AAOOA 1T &£ OEA 11
Mr. Nightmare.
The man, or whatever it was, was always right behind the sounds,
as if he held them on a string, periodically ~ tossing them out in front of
him like a fisherman casting out a line in search of the perfect fish.
Melody knew what his, or its, technique was. She had lived through it

many times before.

She glanced at the shiny puppy dog clock that hung on the far
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wall in the dining room. The comfort it offered, a trip back to happier
times, appealed to her, despite its empty promises of safety. She loved
that clock even though it was a rather gaudy timepiece that hardly

looked good anywhere in the house. But her pa  rents had given in to

OEAEO 1 EOOI A CEOI 80 AAOCEOA®@sekl A EOI

A trickle of sweat cascaded down her forehead and settled in her
left eye, causing a slight stinging sensation. She was tempted to wipe it
away before it
reached her eye but that would mean deviation from the norm,
something Mr. Nightmare looked for, and attempted to exploit in his
own twisted, evil ways.

The puppy dog clock showed the time as its monotonous ticking
AT OA ETOT -AiTTAU8O. Al OAAAU EOAEI

10:15 p.m.

It was the same every time.

10:15 p.m.

It was the dreaded time when Mr. Nightmare started his ominous
stroll towards her, scraping his oversized talons on the thin walls as he
descended towards her.

10:15 p.m. The beginning of the end, of her end.

The heavy footsteps resonated in her ears, further heightening
the tension in the air. He was coming for her just like before. Just like
all the other times.

Melody briefly entertained the prospect of running up to him, of

T A




facing her fears h ead on and hopefully understanding his origins, his
weaknesses. Perhaps he would back down when confronted with such a
bold and unsuspected move.

But perhaps not.

And then a memory of what he looked like quickly dispelled the
notion Melody was having. An A AAOEAAO OEA AEAT 80
or the second, or the third. The consequences that would probably
occur if she did anything differently were not something she cared to
endure.

Once, she had discovered what could happen if she did anything

di££ZAOAT 601 U8 311 AOEET ¢ 1 EEA OEA 0" 00

change in the past, however small or insignificant, could alter the
future, more often with disastrous results.

In her unique case however it was the present that could alter the
£0 O O @AfduEe, if she even had one.

Once, she had simply wiped away a trickle of sweat from her eyes.
That small seemingly inconsequential action allowed Mr. Nightmare to
nearly overtake her. By taking her eyes off of her surroundings he was
able to slither u p to her, ready to strike, like a Cobra, rapid and
venomous.

Pale moonlight slipped into the house anywhere it could. It was
the only illumination there was, hardly providing enough light to see
where one is walking, much less for someone looking forap  articular

item.




But it did cast enough light directly on the puppy dog clock,
clearly showing the time. Apparently Melody was meant to be aware of
the time.

The footsteps were gradually increasing in speed and volume.
Mr. Nightmare was all too awareoft EA DOUAET 1 1T CEAAT A
AAOAOGS EAA 11 EEO EI OAT ARAA OEAOQEI h
AZOOOEAO xAAEATEI C EEO POAUGO OOOAT ¢
methods, something that practice helped him to achieve. Melody knew
what she had to do next. It was pointless and futile, but she had no
choice. She ran over to the front door and twisted the knob.

Nothing.

She picked up the silver candlestick holder she had given to her
mother as a birthday gift and slammed it into a nearby window.

Nothing.

She kicked the door with all of her might and hit it with the
candlestick holder as hard as she could.

Nothing.

The puppy dog clock showed 10:17 p.m. Mr. Nightmare was

getting closer. It would only be another four minutes until the part

Melody hat AA OEA 17100 EAPDPAT AABEA 1T AAA E

the hall.
She wanted to cry, to give in to the submissive urge. She wanted
to collapse where she stood. She wanted to end it all, regardless of what

would happen to her. But the fact that she held the power to defeat Mr.




Nightmare spurred her on. She knew very well what she had to do. She
only needed to wait for the appropriate time.

The cold moonlight cast its glow on most of the floor and walls of
the hallway. Mr. Nightmare stood near the baseme  nt door at the end of
the hallway. He was safely within the confines of the darkness, wrapping
himself up in it like a toddler in his favorite blanket. It provided him
with safety and comfort. He enjoyed cold and darkness like anyone else
would warmth and sunshine, and he reveled in his distorted views of
things, brandishing them like a weapon.

Melody steadied her nerves. She wanted to look away, to spare
herself from the torture of seeing the creature yet again, but she
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time, she had stared into its face and saw the evil hunger in its

numerous eyes. She saw the nauseating ooze dripping from its oversize
mouth and its clenching talons encrusted with the dirt of a thousand
graves. She witnessed the monstrosity that tormented her soul beyond
comprehension, and yet felt the need to look at it. It completed her in
some twisted way.

Mr. Nightmare leaned forward, barely touching the deadly
moonlight, being cautious to avoid it as much as possible. He knew he
had to reveal some of his features to the human, but only enough to
increase her fear and loathing.

The moonlight singed his pal lid, damp flesh, causing him to

recoil in pain. Small wisps of soot black smoke drifted up from him; it




gave him an even greater visage of terror. The human had seen his
features though; her face confirmed that clearly enough, so he prepared
himself to adv ance regardless of the dangers. His time was running out,
He had to make his move.

Melody felt the same churning feeling in her stomach as she had
all the other times. The creature at the end of the hallway was slowly
moving towards her, defying reality a s it pushed the moonlight away
from itself as if parting a curtain.

She swung a look over at the clock. 10:23 p.m.
It was time!

She dropped the candlestick holder and raced towards the
kitchen, doing her best to avoid looking back. Experience ha d taught
her that would be a mistake.

Mr. Nightmare howled in rage as his intended prey escaped. He
slung a thick tentacle into the wall, easily smashing a large hole in it.

The moonlight hindered his pursuit somewhat, but his hunger drove
him on. He must get to the human this time. He must.

Melody reached the kitchen, and pushing aside a large cabinet,

lifted a loose floorboard up. The wood protested, creaking loudly as the

nails were extracted from their seats. A small clear vessel lay at the

bottom. It w as yellowed with age and speckled with dirt and cobwebs. A
wry smile slid across her face. She knew it would be there, and it was
just what she needed.

It was from her childhood, a small remnant from a time long




gone. Her mother used to collect bottles fr  om all over the world, filling
her house with a wide array of colorful specimens. When Melody began
suffering from bad dreams her mother gave her the bottle. She had said
it was from northern Europe, and used to capture moonlight, which was
thought to be a purifying aspect of nature. Her mother had instructed
her to place the bottle near her window at night when the moon was full
and in the morning to hide it where only she knew the location. Simply
being aware of its existence would give her the strengtha  nd confidence
she needed to face her demons. She would be able to defeat anything
her dreams could throw at her.

And it worked.

Melody used the bottle numerous times to control her
nightmares, each time retrieving it from its hiding spot and splashi ng
the captured moonlight into the faces of her tormentors.

But then he came.

She dubbed him Mr. Nightmare and she soon discovered that he,
or it, was very adept at avoiding the moonlight. He had infested her

dreams continually, each time eventually succum  bing to her secret

weapon only if she made no mistakes. Only

if she acted in the same way as the previous times. Any deviations could
lead to disaster.

Lifting the bottle up out of its hiding spot proved difficult, but
Melody was determined and eventually released it from its dark tomb.

Behind her, nearing the kitchen, was Mr. Nightmare in all his deformed




glory, grunting and snarling in rage. His fetid b reath corrupted the air
all around him, reeking of running sores and putrefaction.

And then, without warning, he stopped dead in his tracks. He
glared with fear at the bright ray of moonlight that was between him
and Melody, pondering ways to get through it without too much
damage. The other times he had suffered severe injuries; often nearly
enough to incapacitate him, but fortunately never enough to actually
kill him.

Still, he did not want to endure it if he did not have to. With
reluctant effort h e swatted the light aside as much as he could, and
grimacing in pain, started to advance into the kitchen.

Melody thought quickly and ran over to a small window above
the sink which had faded black curtains hanging over it. She promptly
ripped them down to reveal a large full moon hanging in the clear night
sky. Thin beams of pale moonlight flooded in through the glass, settling
on the dusty countertop. She then opened the bottle and scooped as
much of the light into it as she could before securing the ca p back on.

Faint memories of doing the same when she was a child slipped
ET OT EAO T ETA8 (AO i1 OEAO8O ZEAAA AP
reassuring her to use the bottle to defeat her fears.

Mr. Nightmare was almost on her, his slimy bulk shimmying

baAE AT A &£ OOE xEOE ACEOAOAA AQGAEOAI

sensed his location. In one swift motion she thrust the bottle high above

her head, flicked off the cap and waved it around vigorously.




And then the unthinkable happened. The bottle slippe d from her
hand and crashed to the floor, sending tiny shards of dirty glass in all
directions.

Mr. Nightmare slid up behind her, confident in the fact that she
had done something different this time. He relished the freedom he
could now exercise. In a way Melody was actually relieved, her ordeal
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again, still exhorting the importance of the gift she had given to her
daughter.

Melody collapsed to the floor, exhausted and beaten, as a

slender tentacle flowed effortlessly around her neck.

The Suicide Game by oOlivia Berrier
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W hile not the intended

effect, the outcome was

surprisingly satisfying. Lyn gently fingered the dagger,
which was supposed to be lodged in her heart, but instead protruded out of her shoulder just
above the collar bone. Judging by the amount of blood gushig over her hand, she assumed that
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own inability to aim. However, as the blood soaked her auburn hair and licked her ear, Lyn

admitted that bleeding was a rather satisfying way to die.

She closed her jittery eyelids as the todamiliar dizziness washed over her mind. She did
her best to block out the pain, reminding herself that it was only temporary. Colors flashed in
the darkness as her brain shut down. She could feel her heart stubbornly trying to beat. She
pleaded for it to give up. She wanted this to be over. In the last seconds, her soul gave a deep

sigh of relief as it slipped away.

Wistal impatiently bundled her jaw -length blond hair into two even pigtails as she glared
at the setting sun. Her clear blue eyes reflected the pink in the sky, but it was unlikely that she
TT OEAAA OEA Al 11 0O8ed0O#1 1 A TThe OEA CcOOIi Al

Her fingers twitched against her side, brushing the strap of her canvas bag. Frustration
left her lips in a small moan as she gave up and plunged her hand into the bag. The small, glass
vial found her fingers and she pulled it out, opened it, and rai®d the arsenic to her lips.
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between himself and the girl and grabbed her wrist.
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Savis took a step back, fear fluttering in his eyes. Then he shrugged, trying to appear
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poison in one large gulp
She gagged as the substance burned her throat on the way down, dropping the vial. As
her stomach cramped she fell to her knees, feeling sweat bead on her face. She lowered herself

onto her side and drew long shaking breaths which became increasingly latred as her throat

closed.
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body convulsed and her eyes rolled back into her head. Right before her airways closed
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neck and forehead. A yellowish foam dripped from her wideopen, blue lips. Then she stopped
struggling and slumped into the rock.

Savis knelt beside her and gently closed her eyelids with his fingertips. He beed his
head for a moment, and then looked over his shoulder. Squinting at the horizon, he saw clearly

the silhouette of a young woman walking towards him. He shook his head, looked down, and
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Dromah paced the hall, stopping each time she passed the door to the Immortalae
Chamber. She stopped, listened, and continued pacing. She was about to turn around when she
heard the clunk of the door being unbolted. She turned and sprinted down the hall, blackcurls
trailing behind her, coming to a halt just as the door opened.
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Nael had given up on convincing Dromah to call him a more appropriate name; like
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pulling her full, childlike lips into a scowl.

O7Al 1 h GHAWDAAAM OEA AAAE 1 £ EEO 1T AAES

O7TEU xAOAT 60 OEAU OEAOAe $EA Ui O AOEeod

ITTO0 iU bl AAA8S

091 66 0A OEA +ETCA6 $Oi i AE bl 01 AAA-EAO O

O" AAAOOGA OEAU AOA OFEROI)ITUH ODAA ARGA EARED
bl AAAA AT OE EATAO I1 EEO AAOCEOAOBO OET OI AA
ET OAOAOGOAA ET OEA AEEAEOO 1T £ OEA 30AO0AK $O0OI

$O01 T AE TTAAAAR 110 MAAITAAN O EGOAGIET ACISA OFH

. AAl I OCeEO O1 EAADP OEA Al AOi 100 1T &£ EE(

)y6i Yo T1Tx8 )o6i Al AAOI O ET O

) I 17T OGMEAA OEDAVOA EDERAUATAIT DI A EAT A




O7TEEAE EO AGAAOI U xEU OEEO OEI OI A AA
OET O1 AAOOR O$1 Ui 6 OAAIT 1 UoutwAribeoredlight* TheRilon€bi
O0.18 ) 1 AAT 80 AOEAIC PEAOEGAANK ARET AOO Ol
ET DAABS

O'EOI O U AcA ETET ET AAOGOI AOG Ai1l OEA O

. AAl AOEAZEOAA ET O A OAA OIEI A8 O4EADGBEO
EEO CAUA O1 OEA xAll AT A xEEADEDAAH O$O01 1 AH

$0i i AE A1 O AT O1 I AAGAT &6 OOOCA 1T £ PEOU;
stairs to her bedroom.
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argument that easily. The fact that she agreed with hin was almost troubling.

Allad stared pensively at the four ornate daggers lying on the desk before him. They werd
so small that they could be hidden in a glove, so polished that he could see his reflection in the
blade, and so sharp that he felt like bleding just by looking at them. He heard the sound of the
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showed up 30 seconds afted
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The four Immortals brought the daggers up to their throats and simultaneously sliced a

quick, deep gash straight across. There was a moment of strangled gurgling, followed by the

thudding of four twitching bodies hitting the already blood -stained floor.
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The large-eared and blackeyed creatures were never really a problem unless they came in large




numbers.
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Lyn rolled her eyes and neatly sidestepped the Plion that was charging at her. It fell over
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beside her until it had raised an axe over its head with a wicked smile. Realizing that she
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aim would be correct.

The Plion raised an eyebrow in confusion a Lyn fell, the dagger lodged firmly in her
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body was absorbed in a flash of white light as she returned to the world. Wistal squinted through
the fight and saw that Lyn was standing closer to Allad.
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for this, she sheathed her sword and threw herself over the cliff.
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ready.
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moving too fast. She was heading toward the edge of the cliff. He suddenly noticed that
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She was vaguely aware of the commotion behind her, and of the spear being yanked out. She
not aware of falling, but she found herself on the gound. The Immortal was stroking her hair.
He seemed so far away.

Allad felt tears of frustration burning his cheeks. A Plion took advantage of the moment
and shoved Allad over the cliff. As he fell, Allad felt a brief moment of panic as he fumbled for
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His fingers found the carved handle and he drove it into his heart just before he landed.
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It took Dromah a minute to realize that All ad was not talking to her.
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be happy in the OtherWorld either. So, we suicidal types are given a gift and a curse. We are not
bound to the OtherWorld. Suicide is the portal. All we need to do is Kill ourselves and we can
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Wistal shrugged.
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was deep serenity in her small voice.
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She nodded.
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Suicidal people can never be peaceful, even if we let ourselves die in the real world and we are
stuck here forever. We will always feel lostThatEO OEA AOOOA86 (A
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Without a word, the Immortalae pulled out their daggers.
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had never gotten to her before, not until Allad agreed with her. If Allad classified this as just
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her neck. Then she hesitated. She sunk to the ground. Whatvasthe point?
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She clapped her hands over her face, rocking back and forth; cursing Lyn, cursing the
world, cursing herself for caring.
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Lyn nodded, sitting down on a white couch.
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Lyn sent a heartbroken glare over her shoulder.
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Before Lyn could answer, there was a quick flair of light, and Nael stood in the room with
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Women of Metal by Seth

he metal industry is one of those areas that seems to harbor certain biases;
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any fan for metal z the slightest to the hardcore z you may find a mix of
answers ranging from positive to negative. Some would be appalled by the idea
but those people might actually give in just enough to consider, some may even
actually try it out and come back with criticism that lacks the heavy sexist
overtones. Metal--being the evolution of rock--E AO Al Al AT OO 1 A
OAATUET ¢ T £# AODOET OEOU6h AT A OOPAOEEI
towards women in metal just be an inversion of those pmciples.
So without further delay, | bring you the Women of Metal:

Simone Simon of Epica
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skill can be heard throughout her performance with Epica Her voice features
a melodic range that mirrors that of a mezzo-soprano, and is very passionate
about what she does.

Maria Brink of In This Moment




As a singer and songwriter, this American born intoxicating hottie established
her mark in the band In This Moment. Her lyrics are as creative and other
world inspired as the image she so carefully projects.

Cristina Scabbia of Lacuna Coil

SAAAAEAGBO 1 0011 1T E Offl@Aial AdEsbndf herAnust® O .
blends almost perfectly with that of someone who enjoys being leveheaded.
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of them, you probably have heard her majestic contralto vocals. Evewith

her modest view on seltappraisal, she is remarkably beautiful and cares
deeply about the level of performance she brings to the band.




