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Preface

We are a month away from our official

anniversary, and we are planning something
pretty nice. For those a
| can say is that it will be very inviting to the

eyes. For those a fan o f the core content, all |

can say is that we will raise the bar to a higher

level than before to deliver quality

entertainment.

Not to say that this issue lacks any of that; in
fact, this issue has a lot of jazz to it that others

| acked. Set h @segmentgsanuchMe t
louder and more informative regarding bands of the genre, which is
extremely helpful to those interested . As for the stories themselves, you

may find that most dondt even come cl
in the previous issue. T  he pieces in this edition have direction, focus,

and a story to tell that may mean more than what the surface ho Ids. Of
course, all of these stories, to some degree, have a dark quality to it that
compliments the magazine.

Thank you,

Mr. Dedman
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The Dark tower

I have

self -

published No w, I am a huge f:
a

collection )

ofsho rt masterpiecelhe Dark Towerl have read all the
horror

stories books many times, and will probably do so unt
and some _ _

dark die. The concept of the books & stroke of

poetry. Itis caId.Tlhe ) ) )
Dead Will Inherit the Earth genius. | remember when King said that

himself was going to appear in the book, | almost went amok! | remember thiokin
no! That will ruin the whole thingHow i n Godds name <can
believable way? No, that witlin the whole story5till, | bought the book as soon as
was released

THE DARK TOWER

(warning to the gunslinger)
By Thom Olausson 2005

| am the insane lord, | am pain
Bones of the dead paves my road
My throne is be made from skulls



| am the crimson kig

| am powerhungry and insane
Tormented screams my national anthem
| am a corpse with a demonic black heart

Souls feed my eternal hunger

See the Dark Tower rise beyond the heavens
See the bloodoaked field of roses
See the Dark Tower and its blackestohes
See the worlds it binds and holds

| am the demented king of blood
Your life shall be your tribute to me
My lost soul as dark as the Tower
| am the crimson king

Annihilation of the worlds at last!
Breakers! Break the beams that bind!
| am the kingof The Dark Tower
Gunslingers! Run and hide!

It was a brilliant piece of writing and | was so awed that King could write a
himself like he did. | got the sense that there was someone else writing about Kir
not King writing about hmnself. He is a master, and that is that. | have heard so
authors sayingi N o , King has | ost ortn. He sc and

Wesl i, | di dndét ask you. |l snoét
as a bad wter are failed writers themselves? | think it is funny anyway. | was in co
with an author from the states (I sha
was so full of himself that one could have written a book abo8till, not a sngle soul

outside his state knowgho he is.

hen people take themselves really serious they become ridiculous in all a
Another author, age around sixty | believe, depicts himself dressed in a black ho
red glowing eyes. | mean, cenon! That is just moronic! One author wannabe her

Sweden said that my work was not that special and he could do it way better. Tt



three years ago, and he still writes crappy poems in really bad English that no on:
to read. He depicts himéas a man of the people, a working class hero. | used to |
him and let me tell you that he is no such thing.

, heisays herisegoing to crush myohe

with a slegehammer.

O I he doesnodt scare me. Why ? B
posers seriously. | am not a working class hero, nor am | a hooded figure with red
am just a simple, ordinary man with a bum leg that really low&sg. Nothing more,
nothing lessWhat was it that made me simply LOVE horror and writingy@ll, the
reason is a movie callddracula. When | was a kid, my parents had it on video. It wi
version from 1972 with Jack Palance as the bloodthirsty vanipuas in way allowed tc
see it. Yet, | did. The opportunity arrived one day in shape of my grandmother. Sl
going to babysit me and my friend, and | being only seven at the time, took advant:
this. My grandmother was old and she lived out indbentry, she had no concept
videos or horror movies. So | lied to her and said that mum and dad let me watch t
when they were home, so she could start the video for me and | would leave he
She believed me and soon | found myself toaftedr to even move. | had never ev
imagined that there existed such nasty things as vampires and | cried out of fear. '

was over | felt shocked.

My friend had hidden behind the sofa from the start, and | was shaking fron
to toe. $ill, as scared as | was, | was still fascinated by the monstrous man with his
teeth. From that day on, | was a horbuff. Even to this day | find the idea of vampir
as really tantalizing. | remember in my teens that | wished that | bedloimea vampire.
Because that is the thing, | have always been intrigued by the darker side. When |
Star Wars with my friends as a kid | always wanted to be Darth Vader. Since my
friends fought about who was going to be Luke Skywalker or Han Salwalys got my

wish to be Vader.

nyway, whenever | write a poem or a short story, there is something thi



inspired me. Something that has touched my imagination. The Dark Tower did jut
which is why | wrote the poemHE DARK TOWER (warng to the gunslinger)l could
have written it from Roland the guns
have been my way. As 1 6ve said, t he

and you will see what | mean. By the way, StepKeng has NOT lost it and he is st

the best author out there wherdamestch or r or é
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The calibers of homicide

at hour eleven
just a pull
of the tiggers

9mms follow the leader
slide through the clip
two
(o) VAR 1" /o]

a ticket to Hell
flying first-class
with a few

eat 'em alive
spinning just

.22'long percussion song
bouncing around

SWAT drilling my
heartinto  goo

It's 3:57 past hour eleven
Forever just started
anew

He has poems published in
Dreams and Nightmares, Poe
Little Thing,& Niteblade.



emonic  ccripture

Dark as Day: a post industrial fairy tale

Once upon a time, after
the great machines had
stopped dead in their

tracks ¢é

t was oppressivelt was as if a gres
weight was pushing down onto the town
The people walked with their hea
hanging low and their sunken eyes looking dc
towards their scuffed shoes. A woman hurried across the busy main road to stum
the oncomingraffic; an irate driver braked hard to avoid her. He waved his ham fis
let go with an unheard stream of expletives as she struggled to right herself. No or
to help her and a passing teenager with greasy hair sniggered behind his han
misfortune. It could have been callddimble Towrtoday; a young boy fell from a lo
wal | upsetting his motherds shoppingt
was 35 minutes late. She took her calloused hand across his grubby face; hecdid
but looked at her as if he wished her dead. Towards the precinct the wind whippe
torn carrier bag that wrapped itself around the foot of a middgésl man as he negotiat
some steps he fell the last few and grazed his hands as he tried ¢olsanself.

JOo nmamagediam!/ald man a
in the newsagents shop. A young miawh o  wo u |l d i @atched astthe asha
faced fellow bent with arthritic knees to retrieve it into gnarled claws. Hatfélis back
as he slowly straightened iipsomeone impatient for their newspaper complained fo
to hear.

There was a strange and pervasive smell lingering about the town streets.
could locate it. They sniffed at their shoes and smelt at tbgesdeof their clothes as the
went. Someone thought they had an ear infection and turned their head towards t
to waft it across their nostrils for confirmation.

The wind suddenly stopped and a great silence issued between the usual st
was Elt to no response rather than to be subliminally heard. The silence was pun
by a clapping sound. It was like the sound of a class of schoolchildren simultan
jumping from their chairs to their wooden hall floor on a given command; a disc
soft baby shoe edged nearer the kerb as the unfelt vibrations easily lifted it
construction.

Al t hough a ¢l oud wasndét to be seer
of the terraced houses that had avoided the bulldozer. Notwithstanawag just after



Bell started writing to fill a void When noon in early summer, the light indicated a |
his position of editor of the local Wi nt er 0s afternoon. |
Bla057 e, was it hot. Some sweated in coats and others
cool in their shirtsleeves such was the pect
climate. A breathless old lady had her ablloosened by paramedics as she took a g
turn in the butchers when she discovered her purse to be missing.

The Raggedy man played his guitar outside the department store; he he
coinage to show fiohe forbed a smiteofromid quapgy dips wre!
anyone neared him. The day went on and on; it seemed like a lifetime had occurt
few hours had unfolded.

;\the last fell at teatime. Everyone lay dead with
one to take them to their graves. A pogirtem would have revealed the cause of de
Shocked coroners would have discovered an alarming reduction of oxygen carry
blood cells in the vital organs ofthedeatdh ey woul dndét have
the cause as they sliced theireiiynhoned scalpels through constricting veins.

DD Bell 6s first

They had looked publication: down on them in the
same way that a young boy looks at a recentl
di scovered a@ntos nest. AT first they were

fascinated by their simplicity and watched thoughtfully. However, they weremnsoweed
to ennui by their dull and dreary desperation as they watched them swarm see
pointlessly hither thither about their rapacious environment. Whereas a naughty
alleviate his boredom, would have poured boiling water down over the anits,
destructiveness was biological and much more sophisticated. Nevertheless they
have stayed until after dark to successfully complete their migsionno creature hau
come from their underground to be killed in the dayligheir veins are usedo
constriction and they are forced, because of the lack of oxygen, to move awkwar¢
slowly in the night to replenish their own lack of red blood cells the best way they c

Saint Pauls and Saint Peters stood at the eastern corner of the ttowmall
shadowy churchyard was fit to burst inside the low walls that surrounded it. After d:
one would go near the churchyard because, under the cover of darkness, clawe
would slowly open the creaking crypt door to release the undead intagiie

Historically, the ashefaced creatures would gambol happily between
Victorian gravestones in their shrouds playing with each other likdreh from dusk to
dawn; hoping an errant drunk should take a shortcut across the yard so they cou
out and scare him half to death. However, that was a long time ago. Nowadays the
shabby as their worreaten attire and any caper that waghem is long goné they sit
idly in the shadows sucking on dead pigeons waiting for the welcome dawn ret
their crypt for to rest.

As the years went by they took advantage of the genocide which had occu
the Town and slowly moved back into teepty streets, from whence they came, to
in the vacant terraced houses they used to dwell in during their lifetimes. The hou
in disrepair and mutant rats nibbl ed
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they felt safe and stayed metheir own. There was no leader to the undead; «
followed a common path that was set by hopelessness. However, things started tc
that brought them togetheré an unseer
the unbeating heartsofdh r t ri beé they named t hat
*k*k

and no one dared mention his name hereabouts le
should hear and step out of the shadows to wreak revenge upon them for their
utterance. Those that had claimed to Bem, described him as lean with muscle ¢
nearly six feet tall. He wore black to conceal himself in the darkness when he wen
his foul employ.

Some said that he was an alien who was accidentally left behind in the tow
the apocalypsé his caft never to return to find him. Others said that during
apocalypse he was laid on his back in a hospital bed with his blood being out
whilst being cleansed. He finally awoke from his coma to find the doctors and 1
rotting at the foot of Is bed. He staggered weakly from under his covers and four
blood safe and fresh in @uminumthermos. He set up a line and transfused his clea
blood back into his waiting veins. Refreshed by his transfusion and given super
strength becaus# its potency, he set out to destroy the undead who, in his ignoran
blamed for the slaughter of the townspeople.

It was said that one of the undead was his woman; an East European imt
named, Beekay or Bikey as she liked to be called. Sheswmt like the other undea
she was fit and st ur dy J whickHelookrfoo themifrenhtle
same hospital where his resurrection had occurred. She was accused of lead
Townsman to the hidden covens, which were set in thetskasements and attics tf
stood off the dark back alleys of the town, to ply his deadly trade. According to the
The Townsman was very well endowed and knew how to please a woorae taker
by his spell a soul was lost to his warm pleasures.i&ms not the only one that he h
seduced; sometimes it was what he was at upon finding unguarded prey in the sh
whether maid or pale youthinstead of going for the kill. Nevertheless, it was said th
was always her that he would return tdiluone dawn they captured her. She had b
uncharacteristically careless and hact
ilk did reside nearby. They bound her to an old dining chair with chains and v
behind the blackout curtains for hilm come to her rescuetwo canine beasts slavered
the ends of their chains. They waited

€eShe neared demise as the days anc
of human blood running through her veins. She watched jealously as theyreeatd
small rodents with their jagged teeth whilst she sat in advanced blood starvation.
iHe canét be missing you very muct
found another and forgotten you altog
shevhmeplyioed mnweakloy . A W
They laughed maniacally at her apparently defiant denial. She shook her I
hair and tossed it so that it fell over her eyesfie had shut them out undkee locks.
Then one still and moonlitnigheh came t o find heré
An alarm had gone off on one of the nearby safe houses; no intruder was tl
the time they arriveen blocto investigate. In the house they were warned and




















































































