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 Unabridged, Unabashed and Undead  by  Eric S. 
Brown. Reviewed by Jesse C. Dedman  

 

                   What is our fascination with those that are 

deceased? More importantly, what is our obsession with those 
that refuse to stay dead? The things that mirror us in the most 
primitive way, and I beg to argue that relentlessly, but defy 
what we consider to be the laws of life and once again walk 
with purpose. The things that somehow died for their savior 
but--God help them--made a pact with the Lord of Darkness to 
wander again in exchange for inflicting this hellish torment. 
These things walk with rotten compositions and struggle with a 

skeletal form that is doomed to decay, but they strive to do one thing, and that one 
thing they do extremely fucking well: consume your flesh. Zombie is what we label 
them as, but are they really as stupefied as the name suggests, are they not ourselves 
but given another chance to pull those that wronged them into hell? Lost in confusion 
and determined to pull into the abyss any member of humanity if possible, no matter 
the implications.  
  Do I sound convinced? I would say so. I would say that I was talking as if 
Zombies actually walked the Earth, and I dare you to hold opposition to my perspective 
after reading Unabridged, Unabashed and Undead by Eric S. Brown. This tome of 
ÈÏÒÒÏÒ ÉÓ ÃÏÎÃÅÎÔÒÁÔÅÄ ÏÎ ÅÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÒÏÔÔÅÎ ÁÎÄ ×ÁÌËÉÎÇȟ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ 
be, the very things that so frequently haunt our dreams at a level of fascination. As a 
ÃÏÌÌÅÃÔÉÏÎ ÏÆ "ÒÏ×ÎȭÓ ÇÒÅÁÔÅÓÔ ×ÏÒËÓȟ it is short story after short story depicting 
Zombies, and if there were one trait that Brown exhibits well, it would be the fine detail 
to gore and despair.  
 Like a sadistic manipulator of worlds, Brown takes full control of his characters, 
like any good writer should, but unlike some, he is not afraid to wreck the very 
components that make them, to not just kill them, but destroy them layer-by-layer. It is 
common that a character will become slave to the surroundings, fall into an insane 



perspective, while living the last few seconds glancing at what is about to rip him to 
ÐÉÅÃÅÓȢ 4ÁËÅ Ȱ4ÈÅ ,ÁÓÔ -ÁÎȱ ɉÐ ίɊ ÁÓ Á ÆÉÎÅ ÅØÁÍÐÌÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÁÔȠ Á ÍÁÎ ÃÏÍÐÌÅÔÅÌÙ ÁÌÏÎÅ ÏÆ 
anything human with wave after wave of women chasing after him. Sounds like an ideal 
situation for  most men, except for the fact that the women are soaked in blood and 
composed of decaying meat, frail bones, and riddled with scars. 
 Isolation of humanity, despair of shattered dreams, and the madness of survival 
are all important components that Brown pens in every story. He is focused on the 
details and not just the emotional factors; he describes the gore in a way that brings it 
to life better than certain celebrity authors like Stephen King. There were moments, 
ÅÓÐÅÃÉÁÌÌÙ ÉÎ Ȱ! "ÁÄ $ÁÙ !Ô 7ÏÒËȱ ɉÐȢ ΫɊ, where the description of decaying tissue, 
peeling skin and matter, blood soaked hair, and even the birth of a zombie child.  
 It is a great thing the Brown is able to bring out these sorts of talents, because I 
ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÉÍÁÇÉÎÅ Á ÚÏÍÂÉÅ ÍÏÖÉÅ ÏÒ Á ÓÔÏÒÙ without any of these components. In 
addition of keeping the core fundamentals, Eric S. Brown builds on to them various 
angles and psychological elements that only increase the lasting impact of his stories. In 
short, it is an absolute must to dig into this tomb of tales as it is pinned by an author 
who will become a much bigger voice in the horror genre. 
 
Check it out at Amazon.com:  
 
http://www.amazon.com/Unabridged-Unabashed-Undead-Zombie-
Stories/dp/1441420932/ref=sr_1_4?ie=UTF8&s=books&qid=1237126321&sr=1-4 
 

 

Master of the Undead Gives 

The War of the Worlds New Life 

 

Following hot on the heels of Jane Austen and Seth Grahame-Smithôs Pride and Prejudice 

and Zombies, undead short story master Eric S. Brown takes a stab at H.G. Wellsôs The War 

of the Worlds. 

 

In genre circles, science fiction usually carries with it some level of horror. Now zombie short 

story master Eric S. Brown takes sci-fi horror to a whole new level with his amazing additions 

to H.G. Wellsôs famed novel, The War of the Worlds, now titled, The War of the Worlds Plus 

Blood, Guts and Zombies. 

 

What if it wasnôt just aliens that landed that fateful day when ships from Mars appeared in the 

http://www.amazon.com/Unabridged-Unabashed-Undead-Zombie-Stories/dp/1441420932/ref=sr_1_4?ie=UTF8&s=books&qid=1237126321&sr=1-4
http://www.amazon.com/Unabridged-Unabashed-Undead-Zombie-Stories/dp/1441420932/ref=sr_1_4?ie=UTF8&s=books&qid=1237126321&sr=1-4


sky? What if something else happened, something that would change the face of the planet 

even more than an alien invasion? What if the dead began to rise and stalked the living in 

addition to beings from another world? 

 

ñBrown has taken the regular narrative of H.G. Wellsôs book and has blended his own 

thoughts on a zombie apocalypse into it seamlessly,ò says Brownôs publisher A.P. Fuchs of 

Coscom Entertainment. ñI was astonished at how much he was able to mimic Wellsôs voice so 

perfectly when I first received the manuscript. Unless you know the original forwards and 

backwards, you wonôt know where Wells leaves off and Eric Brown begins. Aside from the 

zombie bits, of course.ò 

 

From the bookôs jacket copy: The invasion begins . . . and the dead start to rise. Thereôs panic 

in the streets of London as invaders from Mars wreak havoc on the living, slaying the 

populace with Heat-Rays and poisonous clouds of black smoke. Humanity struggles to 

survive against technology far beyond its own, meeting fear and death at every turn. But thatôs 

not the only struggle mankind must face. The dead are rising from their graves with an 

insatiable hunger for human flesh. Friends, neighbours and loved ones lost to the war of the 

worlds are now the enemy and the Earth is forever changed. Itôs kill or be killed, if you want to 

survive, otherwise you might become one of the walking dead yourself. 

 

The novel is set to be published on April 30, 2009. 

 

For more on The War of the Worlds Plus Blood, Guts and Zombies by H.G. Wells and Eric S. 

Brown, please visit www.coscomentertainment.com 

 

 

 

 

http://www.kurtnewton.com/
http://www.darkgrave.com


0ÏÅÔȭÓ ,ÏÕÎÇÅ 
 

 

 

Horror + poetry = TRUE by Thom Olausson  

 
 

 

                                       Horror  and poetry DOES belong together. I find it a challenge 

to write a poem that gives the reader a mental image. The challenge lies within the 

limited space at ones disposal. When I write a short story I have more time and space to 

hook the reader, not in poetÒÙȢ ) ÊÕÓÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÌÏÏË ÁÔ ÍÙÓÅÌÆ ÔÏ ËÎÏ× ÔÈÉÓȢ )Æ Á ÐÏÅÍ ÈÁÓÎȭÔ 

hooked me after four lines, I stop reading. But why horror-poetry? Well, the main reason 

is that I am a horror-×ÒÉÔÅÒȢ ) ÓÉÍÐÌÙ (!4% ÌÏÖÅ ÐÏÅÍÓȦ ) ÈÁÖÅ ÎÏ ÉÎÔÅÒÅÓÔ ÉÎ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅȭÓ 

lost love or hurt feelings! It bores me. Poems about nature can be good; I myself have 

written a few. Now, if you write a horror -ÐÏÅÍ ÉÎÓÔÅÁÄȟ ÔÈÅÎ )ȭÌÌ ÂÉÔÅ ÁÔ ÏÎÃÅ ÁÎÄ ÒÅÁÄ ÉÔ ÔÏ 

the end. But what is a horror-poem? Well, first off I would have to say that anything 

about darkness would fall under that category. I have written poems about death, 

ÅØÅÃÕÔÉÏÎÓ ɉÂÏÔÈ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÎÄÅÍÎÅÄȭÓ ÖÉÅ× ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÅØÅÃÕÔÉÏÎÅÒȭÓɊȟ ÈÁÕÎÔÅÄ ÈÏÍÅÓȟ 

http://www.deadtales.com


battles, murderers, the list is long and is getting longer by the minute. I think the first 

actual horror-poem that inspired me was The rime of the ancient mariner by Samuel 

Taylor. I remember getting Powerslave by Iron Maiden and reading the lyrics to the track 

Rime f the ancient mariner, it made my skin crawl it was that good. When I read lyrics by 

Tom Araya (singer in Slayer) I feel giddy; he is a master at work! Read the lyrics for Dead 

Skin Mask ÁÎÄ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ) ÍÅÁÎȢ 

 

One editor once asked me: where do you get all these sinister thoughts from? 

Well, for me it is the fact that I have lived for ten long years with sciatica . Pain is with 

me 24/7 and it never takes a break. Some people when faced with the same horror decide 

to either go insane or off themselves. But why? Why not tap into the heart of pain and 

use it? It can be really creative, and writing calms it down. When I am writing I forget 

about everything, even the pain is nothing more than a background drone when I am 

creating. Poetry is a great way for me to let off steam.  

 

I also get a lot of inspiration when I am researching for a book. I am working on a novel 

ÔÈÁÔ ÔÁËÅÓ ÐÌÁÃÅ ÓÏÍÅ×ÈÅÒÅ ÉÎ 3ÃÏÔÌÁÎÄȢ 3ÉÎÃÅ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÖÅÒÙ ÍÕÃÈ ÁÂÏÕÔ 3ÃÏÔÌÁÎÄ ÁÎÄ ÉÔÓ 

history, I read just about any information I could find. One night when my pain was 

worse than usual I had a mental image that flashed in my mind. I got up and sat down 

with a paper and pen; before I knew it I had written my poem Bound for Hell (my first 

poem to appear in Demonic Tome). The picture that had flashed in my mind was that of 

a battle scene in Scotland, the invading Vikings ready to do battle with an otherworldly 

ÅÎÅÍÙȢ ) ÌÏÖÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÐÏÅÍ ÍÙÓÅÌÆȢ )Æ ) ×ÒÉÔÅ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÌÉËÅȟ ÔÈÅÎ ) ÄÅÌÅÔÅ ÉÔ ÁÔ ÏÎÃÅȦ 

)Æ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÓÔÁÎÄ ÉÔȟ ÔÈÅÎ ×ÈÙ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÁÄÅÒȩ  

Well, I have written some of my thoughts down for now. I think I will start creating now 

ÉÎÓÔÅÁÄȟ ) ÃÁÎ ÈÅÁÒ ×ÏÒÄÓ ÃÁÌÌÉÎÇ ÏÕÔ ÔÏ ÍÅ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÁÂÙÓÓȣ 

 

Yours truly 



Thom Olausson 
     

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Demonic Tome by Thom Olausson  
 

Through a veil of flesh the insane Undead whispers 

Alastor smile within the heart of men 
Another name is entered into Satan's Demonic Tome 
 
Within a tomb of darkness the ghost of a killer is imprisoned 
Lilith kisses his long dead lips 
The names of the Beast inked in blood in the Demonic Tome 
 
A thief nailed to the cross wearing a crown of fire 
Colopatiron turn his key and howl 
The history of the damned written down in the Demonic Tome 
 
A dead staring eye upon a blackened sky 
Aesma whisper in the ear of mankind 
Another deed entered into the eternal Demonic Tome 
 
A church of bones are the home of the cursed 
Euronymous feast upon their diseased corpses 
666 authors write their confessions in the Demonic Tome... 

http://www.amazon.com/Dead-Will-Inherit-Earth/dp/1847993478/ref=sr_1_1?ie=UTF8&s=books&qid=1240960025&sr=8-1
http://www.E-booktime.com


 

 

 

 

Bonsai Children  by Brian Rosenberger  

 

 
First published Artspike 10/03  

 
At the museum 
he passed a tour group 
of children 
next stop adolescence 
much too old for his 
particular needs 
 
He keeps them 
in bottles 
custom made 
water and food 
provided 
through a tube 
 
His favourites 
he names after 
Japanese appetizers 
Lesser successes 
are forgotten 
and like snowflakes 
no two are ever alike 
 
The final result 
breathtaking 
due to smaller 
lung capacity 
as a result 
of abdominal 



compression 
 
They are 
very much his children 
shaped by his hand 
birthed by his imagination  
a garden to be nurtured 
and loved 
 
  

 

 

Demonic Scripture  

 
 

 

POPCORN by Wayne Summers  

 

 

Ȱ(Ï× ÌÏÎÇȭÓ ÉÔ ÂÅÅÎ ÔÈÅÒÅȩȱ ÁÓËÅÄ 3ÈÉÒÌÅÙȟ ÈÅÒ ÆÌÁÂÂÙ ÁÒÍÓ ÁËÉÍÂÏȢ 

 Tina, seventeen, scrawny and wearing too much eye make-up, was 

jabbing at the dead creature with a broom handle. Her face was contorted in 

ÄÉÓÇÕÓÔȢ Ȱ7ÅÌÌ ÈÏ× ÁÍ ) ÓÕÐÐÏÓÅÄ ÔÏ ËÎÏ×ȩȱ 

 Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÓÕÐÐÏÓÅÄ ÔÏ ËÎÏ× ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÓÕÐÐÏÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÃÌÅÁÎ ÔÈÁÔ 

ÐÏÐÃÏÒÎ ÍÁÃÈÉÎÅ ÅÖÅÒÙ ÎÉÇÈÔȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 3ÈÉÒÌÅÙȟ ÈÅÒ ÂÒÏ× ÈÅÁÖÙ ÏÖÅÒ ÅÙÅÓ 

narrowed by fat, puffy cheeks. 

 Ȱ7Å ÄÏ ÃÌÅÁÎ ÉÔ ÅÖÅÒÙ ÎÉÇÈÔ ÂÕÔ ÎÏÔ ÂÁÃË ÔÈÅÒÅȟȱ ÓÎÁÐÐÅÄ 4ÉÎÁȟ ÃÈÅ×ÉÎÇ 



a piece of gum that had long since lost its flavorȢ Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÊÏÉÎÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÇÌÁÓÓȢ 

%×××× ÉÔ ÍÕÓÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÍÅÌÔÅÄ ÏÎȢȱ  

 She gave the dead creature a few more jabs and succeeded in 

dislodging it.  

 Ȱ9ÏÕȭÖÅ ÌÅÆÔ Á ÂÉÔ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÇÌÁÓÓȟȱ 3ÈÉÒÌÅÙ ÎÏÔÉÃÅÄȟ ÐÏÉÎÔÉÎÇ ÔÏ Á ÓÍÁÌÌ ÒÉÎÇ 

of flesh. 

 Tina sucked her teeth and rolled her eyes. She reached behind the 

popcorn machine with an old rag in her hand and scraped the last traces of the 

dead creature from the back of the popcorn machine. 

 Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÁÔȩȱ 3ÈÉÒÌÅÙ ÁÓËÅÄȟ ÌÅÁÎÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ Á ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÌÏÏËȢ 

 4ÉÎÁ ÊÕÍÐÅÄ ÂÁÃËȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔȩȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÈÒÉÅËÅÄȢ Ȱ)Ó ÔÈÅÒÅ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÏÎÅȩȱ 

 3ÈÉÒÌÅÙ ÆÒÏ×ÎÅÄȢ Ȱ.Ï ÙÏÕ Ô×ÉÔȢ 3ÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÆÅÌÌ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÉÔÓȢȢȢÉÔÓ ÂÕÔÔ ÁÎÄ 

ÌÁÎÄÅÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÐÃÏÒÎȢȱ 

 Both women brought their faces up to the glass and examined the 

inside of the glass cabinet. 

 Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÄÒÉÌÌÅÄ Á ÈÏÌÅ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÅ ÇÌÁÓÓȟȱ 4ÉÎÁ ÏÂÓÅÒÖÅÄȢ  

 Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅ ÉÔ ÉÓȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 3ÈÉÒÌÅÙȟ ÉÇÎÏÒÉÎÇ 4ÉÎÁȭÓ ÓÔÁÔÅÍÅÎÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÏÂÖÉÏÕÓȢ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÉÓ ÉÔȩ )Ô ÌÏÏËÓ ËÉÎÄÁ ÌÉËÅȟ ÌÉËÅ ÁÎ ÅÇÇȢȱ 

 Ȱ,ÏÏË ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÍÏÒÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 4ÉÎÁȢ Ȱ9ÕË 3ÈÉÒÌȦ (Ï× ÌÏÎÇ ÈÁÓ ÔÈÁÔ 

thing bÅÅÎ ÌÁÙÉÎÇ ÅÇÇÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÐÃÏÒÎȩȱ 

 3ÈÉÒÌÅÙȭÓ ÆÁÃÅ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ Á ÐÁÌÅ ÓÈÁÄÅ ÏÆ ×ÈÉÔÅ - not because of any concern 

for the cinema going public but because she been rather fond of picking at the 

popcorn when no-one was watching. Tina wore a matching expression of 

horror. The problem was that there was no way of telling how many eggs each 



of them had ingested since the eggs themselves looked remarkably like pieces 

of popped corn.  

 Shirley tried not to think about what may be lurking in her intestines 

but the harder she tried to push the thought from her mind, the more vivid the 

images became. But as they do, one thought led to another and soon she was 

imagining what might have been growing inside the eggs, growing inside her 

at this very moment! A wave of nausea swept like a tsunami over her, giving 

only the shortest warning of what would happen next. With her mouth 

stretched wide she leant forward and a stream of popcorn vomit sprayed the 

glass cabinet and the floor beneath. Tina, who had a weak stomach at the best 

of times, caught only a whiff of it and started throwing up herself.  

 Even when she arrived home, the stench of vomit still strong in her 

nostrils, Shirley could not get the creature and its eggs out of her mind. She 

hurried into the bathroom, turned on th e bath tap and while she waited for it 

to run she brushed her teeth.    

 The warm water flowed around her bulk as she settled into the bath. 

She rested her head back against the end of the bath and closed her eyes. A 

long sigh slid from her lips. 

 As visions of the dead bug stole into her consciousness she pushed 

them away, replacing them with more mundane thoughts. What did she feel 

like for dinner? Remember to buy some sponges for work. They had used the last 

two cleaning up the vomit. Keep the receipt.    

  While her mind was occupied on blocking out all memory of her 

nightmare discovery at work her fingers were kept busy scratching an itch on 



her leg and then another one on her belly. 

 "ÕÙ ÍÏÒÅ ÍÉÌËȢ $ÉÄ ÓÈÅ ÎÅÅÄ ÃÁÔ ÆÏÏÄȩ 3ÈÅȭÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÃÈÅÃËȢ  

 The itchiness persisted; her thigh this time, and just above her left 

breast. Another itch just above her hip demanded her attention. Only then did 

she realise how itchy her whole body had all of a sudden become. It also 

happened that at that precise moment the itchiness turned into pin pricks of 

burning white heat.  

 Panic radiated from her eyes. Splashes of water jumped the side of the 

bath and flooded the tiled floor as she struggled to alleviate the pain.  

 Then her wide eyes became wider still as a tiny head, all tiny, jagged 

teeth and throat, punctured the flesh of her stomach. She screamed and 

started slapping the worm-like intruder with the palm of her hand. It 

disappeared back below the skin while another of its kind appeared above her 

left breast and another on her thigh. Tears streamed from her eyes as more 

and more of the toothy worms ate their way through her vast stores of flesh. 

Rivulets of blood poured from each wound, staining the water a pale red.  

 She scrambled to her feet nearly slipping but saving herself from falling 

by landing against the wall, pressing her bulk against it as the worms bit back 

into her flesh, tunnelling through it, eating flesh, muscle and nerve, and 

growing at an alarmingly exorbitant rate. Her naked body was streaked red. 

Her vision started to blur. The worms were now tearing meat from her bones, 

attacking each other beneath her skin. By the time Shirley fell, splitting her 

head open on the side of the bath, the largest of the worms were making their 

way up the tiled walls to the cornices.  



 By first light the following morning the worms had cocooned 

themselves in the space where the wall met the ceiling, stuck there by a mesh 

ÏÆ ÔÈÉÃËȟ ÇÒÅÙ ÓÉÌËȢ 3ÈÉÒÌÅÙȭÓ ÂÏÄÙ ×ÁÓ ÃÏÌÄ ÁÎÄ ÐÕÒÐÌÅȟ ÒÉÄÄÌÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÏÌÅÓ 

turned black by congealed blood; her eyes open, staring into forever. 

 7ÉÔÈÉÎ Ô×Ï ÄÁÙÓ 3ÈÉÒÌÅÙȭÓ ÂÏÄÙ ×ÁÓ Ó×ÁÒÍÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÂÌÏ×ÆÌÉÅÓȢ !ÌÒÅÁÄÙ 

maggots wriggled and slithered inside her slowly rotting carcass. Yet the 

ÂÕÚÚÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ ×ÒÉÇÇÌÉÎÇ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÍÏÖÅÍÅÎÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÍÁÌÌ ÒÏÏÍȢ 4ÈÅ 

cocoons were pulsing with new life. Hour after hour the silken sheaths swelled 

and ebbed as the creatures within strengthened themselves, preparing for life 

beyond the bathroom.  

By dusk the flies had deserted the body and the bathroom was filled 

with tearing sounds as tiny teeth bit through the silk casings; then clicking 

sounds of communication as the fledgling creatures stretched their gossamer 

wings and flexed their giant mandibles. The abdomens of the females 

throbbed, a pinkish hue behind pale skin which attracted the attention of the 

males.  

 Weak but driven by an unstoppable urge to breed the males climbed 

onto the females and fertilised them. By instinct or by some other sense the 

females thanked their mates by turning on them and devouring them. As new 

life grew already within them they feasted on the flesh of the males, much 

needed nutrients for the long flight ahead. 

 Night fell. Electric light from the street lamps outside filtered in 

ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÅ ÆÒÏÓÔÅÄ ÇÌÁÓÓ ÏÆ 3ÈÉÒÌÅÙȭÓ ÂÁÔÈÒÏÏÍ ×ÉÎÄÏ×Ȣ 3ÅÎÓÉÎÇ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÔÉÍÅȟ 

one of the creatures flew into the glass, creating a cobweb of cracks. Another 



of the creatures flew into the glass and the cracks grew longer, larger. Then 

another and another flew at the window until the tinkling of glass falling out 

onto the concrete footpath below signalled departure time. 

 The creatures sped into the night sky, their senses honed to detect the 

ÓÌÉÇÈÔÅÓÔ ÔÒÁÃÅÓ ÏÆ ÈÏÔ ÂÕÔÔÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÓÁÌÔȟ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÆÉÎÄ ÔÈÅ 

popcorn that would camouflage their eggs and the popcorn machines that 

would incubate them. As they flew their razor sharp teeth bit into any of their 

number that they encountered. A vicious breed, it was sure that only the 

strongest and most voracious would survive to breed.  

 At The Astor cinema Margaret who was both the owner and manager 

slammed the phone down. 

 Ȱ) ÃÁÎ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÉÔ ÏÆ 4ÉÎÁ ÂÕÔ ÎÏÔ ÏÆ 3ÈÉÒÌÅÙȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÒÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÈÅÒ ÈÕÓÂÁÎÄȢ 

Ȱ) ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÔÈÏÕÇÈ 3ÈÉÒÌÅÙ ×ÁÓ ÄÅÐÅÎÄÁÂÌÅȢ 3ÈÅ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÃÁÌÌÓ ÍÅ ÉÆ ÓÈÅ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÃÏÍÅ 

ÉÎȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÓÈÏÏË ÈÅÒ ÈÅÁÄ ÍÏÕÒÎÆÕÌÌÙȟ ÈÅÒ ÓÉÌÖÅÒ-grey ponytail scraping across 

her back. Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÐÕÌÌ ÙÏÕÒ ÓÌÅÅÖÅÓ ÕÐȟ ÂÁÂÙȢ 7ÅȭÒÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÄÏ ÔÈÉÓ ÓÈÉÆÔȢ 

9ÏÕ ÇÏ ÁÎÄ ÏÐÅÎ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒÓ ÁÎÄ )ȭÌÌ ÁÄÄ ÓÏÍÅ ÍÏÒÅ ÐÏÐÃÏÒÎȢ )Ô ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÌÏÏË ÌÉËÅ 

) ÐÕÔ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÉÎȢȱ  

 Margaret counted the money in the cash register as her husband 

unlocked the double doors of the small cinema, dropping the keys in the 

process. 

 Ȱ$ÁÍÎ ÉÔȦȱ ÈÅ ÃÕÒÓÅÄȟ ÂÅÎÄÉÎÇ ÄÏ×Î ÔÏ ÒÅÔÒÉÅÖÅ ÔÈÅÍ ÁÎÄ ÎÏÔ ÎÏÔÉÃÉÎÇ 

the two insect-like creatures flying into the cinema.  

 Margaret had her head in a cupboard as the two intruders found a 

narrow gap behind the popcorn machine and set to work drilling a small circle 



of glass out of the window. Fuelled with the meat of their mates, the creatures 

made light work of the glass; pushing their ovipositors through and then 

falling into a trance-like state. By the time Margaret had found the bag of 

popping kernels the creatures were already pumping eggs into the popcorn 

that was already there. 

 She had no time to refill the machine. 

 Ȱ#ÁÎ ) ÈÅÌÐ ÙÏÕȩȱ ÓÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄȟ ÂÒÕÓÈÉÎÇ ÈÅÒ ÆÒÉÎÇÅ Á×ÁÙ ÆÒÏÍ Á Ó×ÅÁÔÙ 

forehead. 

  Ȱ4×Ï ÔÉÃËÅÔÓ ÔÏ Ȱ3ÍÁÌÌ -ÅÒÃÉÅÓȱȟ ÐÌÅÁÓÅȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÍÁÎȢ Ȱ/Èȟ ÁÎÄ Á 

ÊÕÍÂÏ ÐÏÐÃÏÒÎȢȱ 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

The Cure to  All Troubles  by Philip  Robert s 

 

 

 

Before the cancer and before the near constant trips to 

http://www.demonictome.com


the doctor, the insomnia set in. During the early nights 

of long hours spent in front of the TV, Roy didnôt know 

anything about what was already growing inside him. 

Whether or not this insomnia had anything to do with his 

future woes was something Roy would never put much 

thought to. By the time the  pain first spoke to him and 

the doctor told him his fate, Roy was so used to the 

endless nights and tired days he didnôt even mind that 

much. The insomnia gave him more time, he thought, not 

that this notion comforted him.  

 He first noticed the teen short ly before his 

diagnosis. Around four in the morning he sat on his 

balcony and stared out across the apartment complex he 

had purchased so many years ago. By four most of the late 

night parties had ended, a few stray drunks sometimes 

wandering around, thoug h on a Tuesday morning the night 

was calm.  

 With his beer nearly completed and his late night 

cigarette smoked, Roy had been intent on turning in for 

the night so he could lie awake in bed, but before he 

turned from the serene parking lot he caught sight o f 

movement. From behind a building the young man emerged, 

nearly hidden by the night. He walked casually, though 

there was something about his calm stride that made Roy 

look closer. While he had no real reason to believe it, 



he almost thought that the teen  faked the casual nature 

of it. There was purpose etched across the indifference 

in his face, hands shoved deep into his pockets as he 

walked along the parking lot and towards the street. He 

didnôt notice Roy, or chose not to acknowledge if he did. 

 There was nothing particularly odd about the teenôs 

appearance. His clothing was what Roy would expect from a 

boy his age. It only took him a minute to cross the 

parking lot to the street, and Roy found himself moving 

through his apartment to look out his front window at the 

street the teen emerged on. He continued his stroll 

beneath the bright streetlights, but as soon as he left 

the light and delved back into the darkness, he was gone. 

He should have come into view near the next streetlight 

just up ahead, but R oy didnôt see him. 

 The next day the police came to Royôs door to ask 

him about the tenant in room C6. The twenty year old had 

killed himself;  they said ðslit his wrists in the bathtub 

and bled out. Roy didnôt know anything about it, he told 

them, and only after the door was closed did Roy remember 

the teen from the night before. The thought didnôt hold. 

By the next morning it was forgotten.  

****  

 Some part of Roy might have laughed at himself, had 

he still been the man he had been on the night he first 



noti ced the teen. So little time had actually passed when 

Roy considered his life as a whole, maybe two months at 

the most, he thought, and yet that time had changed 

everything. He blamed it on the cancer most of all. Life 

reached him through a filter, the rea lity of it warped 

into something Roy didnôt like. And so the position he 

found himself in, deep within the shadow of a building 

with the gun gripped tightly in his hand, held no humor 

or horror of any kind. He did not fear what he was about 

to do for any o f the reasons his sanity might have found 

for him to fear. The self - doubt was nearly gone.  

  As he had on so many nights before, the teen 

walked down the street and into the parking lot. Roy 

watched him and pondered if the teen was even aware of 

Royôs existence. They had seen each other face to face 

before as Roy built up his courage and tried to remove 

any discouraging thoughts. The teen had glanced up at 

Roy, a near bald, overweight man with stained teeth and 

squat legs. He had probably thought nothing of  Roy, and 

that was good. Had the teen known about Roy, or better, 

known what Roy intended to do, death would have certainly 

found Roy all the sooner. He would not be forced to wait 

out the remaining six months, maybe year, they had told 

him he had left.  

 The teenôs path was usually the same. He always 



passed near the building Roy flattened himself against, 

or as flat as Roy could ever hope to go. And when the 

teen drew as near as he needed to be, Roy quelled any 

mental resistance and stepped out into the li ght with his 

gun drawn.  

 Before he ever left the darkness Roy saw the teenôs 

eyes move to where he waited. He had known Roy was 

waiting there, either through sight or sound. But the 

teen hadnôt altered his path. He had allowed himself to 

walk right into th e trap Roy had set without any hint of 

fear. The eyes that stopped upon Roy held only 

indifference; the teenôs skin the pale white of someone 

who had spent too much time hidden away from the sun.  

 ñAnd what do you want?ò the teen asked him with 

that same l ack of interest, his mouth threatening to 

smile.  

 ñI want to know something,ò Roy said. 

 ñAnd what might that be?ò the teen asked, to which 

Roy smiled. He let every yellowed tooth shine, not at the 

question, but at the realization in the teenôs eyes right 

before the gun fired.  

****  

 Three bulbs lit the large cement room. Only one 

window allowed any light into the cellar, and through it, 

a pale yellow glow from the lamps in front of the 



building spilled in. Roy sat on a chair turned around 

backwards, his arm s propped up on the backrest, intently 

watching the show before him. There wasnôt much left to 

see, consciousness already returning to the newly formed 

eyes.  

 Just twenty minutes prior those eyes had been lost 

to the bullet that had ripped through the midd le of the 

teenôs head. The magnum was powerful, and as close as Roy 

had been, it did a thorough job of removing the teenôs 

face along with most of his brain and the back of his 

skull. Roy almost hadnôt done it for fear that the damage 

would be too much, th e myths inaccurate, and while he 

still couldnôt say how accurate they really were, the 

flicker of recognition that marked the teenôs mental 

return assured Roy that the shot hadnôt been fatal. 

 Once the teen was fully aware he began to move, or 

attempt to, from the seat Roy had placed him in. 

Handcuffs held the teenôs wrists along with thick chains 

wrapped around his arms and legs as well as around his 

midsection to keep him in the chair. The bonds were tight 

enough to prevent the teen from really flexing hi s 

muscles. Once again, Roy couldnôt actually tell if the 

teen was as strong as Roy both hoped and feared, but he 

still thought it best to assume the worst.  

 ñWhat the fuck is going on here.ò The words flew 



viciously from the teenôs mouth while his body strained 

to break free. In the sharp lighting, when the teen 

spoke, Roy could see the elongated teeth. The eyes were 

the other oddity, the evidence to suggest what the teen 

really was. Roy had trouble thinking of a proper way to 

explain them;  the best his min d could suggest was that 

the irises swirled with multiple colors, though Roy 

wasnôt entirely sure that that was what he was seeing. 

 Roy still held the gun just in case. He let the 

teen see his smile again. The teen looked so frail and 

small compared to Ro yôs massive form, but he could see 

the metal bend just enough from the pressure the teen 

exerted to understand that the skinny child could easily 

take him.  

 ñWhatôs your name?ò Roy asked him. The teen spat in 

response. The thick wad of phlegm nearly struck  Royôs 

shoe. He saw a hint of red in the slimy wad. ñOkay then, 

why donôt I tell you my name instead. Iôm Roy Swick and I 

own these apartments.ò The teen didnôt answer, those ever 

changing eyes narrowed to such a point as they bore into 

Roy that he felt a flicker in his stomach. Could the teen 

do something to him with his eyes? Roy had heard 

something about hypnotics. He shifted to stare more at 

the teenôs mouth than his eyes. ñIn case you havenôt 

noticed, youôre my prisoner now. If you want to just 



glare a t me, be my guest, but it wonôt get you out of 

here any sooner.ò 

 The teen seemed to understand this fact and loathed 

it all the same. He glowered as he tried desperately to 

break free of his bonds, but the chains held.  

 ñWhat do you want then?ò he asked. 

 ñIôd think thatôd be obvious given that I havenôt 

killed you yet. Iôm dying, and I think Iôd rather not, 

and you seem to be my ticket out of it.ò 

 Roy honestly expected the laugh that followed his 

request. Arrogant, he thought, and who wouldnôt be 

arrogant if they had that kind of power?  

 ñIt doesnôt work that way,ò the teen said. ñBut 

even if I could, Iôd rather let you kill me.ò 

 This time Roy did look him in the eyes. He held the 

boyôs gaze, and saw him grow nervous under it. Whoôs 

hypnotizing wh om, Roy wanted to say to him. ñBe like that 

then,ò Roy said. ñBe the arrogant prick and see if I 

care. Youôll regret it.ò 

 ñAre you going to torture me then?ò he asked, and 

smiled in spite of his tension. ñMake me suffer until I 

give in to your demands?ò 

 Roy stood up and pushed away the chair. His smile 

outdid the teens. ñIôve seen a lot of strange shit in my 

lifetime, kid. Iôve seen a lot more than most men, in 



fact, but before now Iôve never seen one of you. Iôve got 

plans for you, you better believe tha t, unless you give 

me what I want.ò 

 ñI told you I couldnôt do it.ò The smile faltered. 

 ñThen tell me who can. Someone did it to you, so 

tell me who can do it to me.ò 

 The teen didnôt answer. Wouldnôt even look at Roy 

anymore. He pouted like the child he was, probably only 

turned into his current form a few years prior. Roy left 

him just as silently.  

 The sun wasnôt quite up yet when Roy walked out 

onto his balcony. He didnôt even feel tired. Heôd wait 

until the sun was spilling light onto the city, let th e 

teen get a little nervous, and then put up a sheet over 

the window down there. After all, he couldnôt have the 

boy getting killed this soon.  

 The current form of Royôs life was over. That was 

something the teen didnôt understand. Things were going 

to cha nge whether Roy got what he wanted or not, and if 

that ended in his death, well, it was bound to happen 

eventually.  

****  

 The corner was busy with the midnight crowd. Roy 

rarely ventured into the downtown district, especially 

not at night. They simply were nôt his crowd. That night 



he pulled his van to a stop near the corner and surveyed 

them. Plenty of people, he thought. He wanted a big 

audience.  

 He made sure the gun was tucked in his pants before 

he got out. A few people glanced over at him, this middle 

aged man. Once he started shouting, everyone was looking 

at him.  

 ñWho believes in vampires?ò he screamed to the 

crowd. Most of the people stopped. His smiling face 

jumped from person to person. ñWhat if I were to tell you 

they were real?ò 

 A loud bang utt ered from the back of Royôs van. The 

teen was getting nervous. The game had been revealed to 

him now.  

 ñWhat are you getting at?ò someone asked. 

 ñProof,ò Roy exclaimed. ñI have in my van here 

living proof of the famous bloodsuckers of legend. Donôt 

let hi s appearance fool you, for what worthwhile vampire 

wouldnôt be able to pass for human? Canôt survive very 

long if people can pick you out, now can you?ò 

 More and more people now. A crowd of over thirty 

surrounded his van.  

 ñBehold,ò he yelled, and pulled open the van door. 

The teen had managed to knock his chair over, but he 

remained tied to it. Roy climbed in the back and pulled 



the teen out for the crowd to see.  

 Sweat glistened on the teenôs nervous face. Roy had 

hoped the sweat would be blood, as heôd heard in one 

story or another, but it looked normal enough. If he 

hadnôt known better already he would have thought the 

teen was simply a frightened kid. The crowd obviously 

thought it.  

 ñWhat is this?ò someone shouted. 

 ñThatôs just a kid,ò another added. 

 ñOh no,ò Roy yelled. ñThis is far more than a mere 

child you gaze upon. But what proof can I offer to you? 

What would convince you without even the smallest hint of 

doubt in your minds?ò 

 ñDonôt do this,ò the teen whispered to him. His 

hair was matted to  his head with sweat now. His pale skin 

had managed a lighter shade. ñYou donôt know what youôre 

doing.ò 

 The teen recoiled at Royôs smile. Thatôs where it 

hurts, isnôt it, he thought. The boy could take pain; had 

even egged him on into the torture. But th is spectacle, 

to be revealed to the world as Roy was about to do? That 

hurt not just the teen, but every vampire in existence. 

Eventually someone would deal with Roy, either by giving 

him what he wanted or killing him, and either way suited 

Roy just fine.  



 ñI have your proof,ò he said while turning back to 

the crowd, and pulled the gun from the back of his pants. 

Some people shouted in surprise while others simply 

pulled away, but almost none ran completely. This was too 

interesting to run away from.  

 ñSomeone please help me,ò the teen screamed to the 

people.  

 The teenôs hand was Royôs target. He grabbed hold 

and pressed the gun against the back of it. People in the 

crowd were saying things, asking things, shouting things, 

but Roy ignored them and the scream s that followed when 

the gun fired.  

 The crowd broke apart at the teenôs scream of pain. 

Roy ignored them. He stared at the bloody hand and waited 

for it to heal. A siren blared somewhere close by. Feet 

pounded across pavement and the teen wouldnôt stop 

sc reaming. The hand remained the same.  

 For the first time Roy felt his face pale. He 

reached for the mutilated hand and tried to find any hint 

of what heôd seen happen to the teenôs head just last 

night. The healing had begun almost instantly before.  

 Cars screeched to a halt next to his van. A cop 

shouted. Roy fell to his knees and grabbed the teenôs 

head. ñPlease donôt shoot me again,ò the teen pleaded, 

but Roy ignored him. He shoved his hands into the teenôs 



mouth and pulled it open to reveal nothing but ordinary 

teeth.  

 ñBack away from him,ò a cop roared. 

 Roy fell back from the boy. The gun dropped from 

his fingers, his eyes never leaving that ragged hole in 

the teenôs hand. He didnôt struggle against the handcuffs 

or them leading him into the cruiser. H e watched them 

remove the chains, free the boy, and get him medical 

attention.  

 And through all of it Roy asked himself what the 

hell had happened.  

****  

 They questioned him after that. Henry Reynolds was 

the teenôs name, and he had gone missing over seven 

months prior from a city almost halfway across the 

country. They asked Roy if he had been keeping Henry in 

the basement all that time. They asked him why Henry and 

what he had been trying to pull with his public display. 

They asked him all kinds of questi ons that Roy didnôt 

bother to answer until he was shoved into his cell and 

left alone for the rest of the night.  

 That is, until his visitor arrived.  

 Roy didnôt know how she got into the cell. Roy had 

managed a light slumber, only to be awoken by a woman 

standing over his bed. She wasnôt a particularly 



attractive woman, he first thought, though there was a 

hint of beauty in her face. She reminded him of the teen, 

he realized, both of them casual and plain in their 

appearance. Nothing about either drew oneôs eye.  

 ñYou wanted to talk to me?ò she asked him. While 

her mouth remained neutral her eyes smiled.  

 ñWhat happened tonight? What happened to Henry?ò 

 ñHe was taken to the hospital, but now he is free. 

You were imaginative. Unfortunately for you, we can 

control whether or not we heal, and the prominence of our 

teeth.ò 

 ñSo what are you doing here?ò 

 ñYou provided me with some entertainment tonight. I 

appreciate that. So few things amuse me these days, but 

that spectacle was certainly appealing. I come to g ive 

you something.ò From her pocket she lifted a small red 

vial. Roy took the offering without hesitation.  

 ñWill this change me into one of you?ò he asked, 

but when he looked up the smile had left her eyes. He saw 

nothing in that face.  

 ñYou stole one of my children and held him hostage. 

Amusement can only repay for so much. I wonôt tell you 

what that will do to you should you drink it. Consider it 

a gift or consider it a punishment, or perhaps simply a 

practical joke to bring a smile to my face. It could be 



anything. Drink it if you will or break it on the ground. 

I leave the decision to you.ò 

 He watched her walk over to the window in his cell. 

The night seemed to reach in and engulf her. Royôs eyes 

couldnôt fully grasp the sight he be held . And then he 

was alone in the cell with the small red vial.  

 What could it do to him, he asked himself. Was 

there a fate worse than the one he now faced? Perhaps.  

 But one thing Roy had never been was a cautious 

man. Even more than that he felt the low pain in his 

chest  and saw the fluorescent lights of one of any 

doctorôs office. What did it really matter? Her eyes 

smiled in his mind. It felt like a good enough sign.  

 ñHereôs to the cure of my troubles, or the 

beginning of something a whole hell of a lot worse,ò he 

said  to the empty cell, and drank the offering.  
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Renfield by D.D. Bell  
 

RENFIELD? WHERE HAVE I HEARD that name before? I hear you 
say. Well I am indeed that infamous man, R M Renfield and I am an 
ÉÎÔÅÇÒÁÌ ÃÈÁÒÁÃÔÅÒ ÉÎ "ÒÁÍ 3ÔÏËÅÒȭÓ ÆÁÍÏÕÓ ÎÏÖÅÌȟ Dracula (1899). I 
have since appeared in countless Vampire movies over the years ɀ 
albeit in many different roles; from a valet to a solicitor I have been. 

Ȱ7ÁÉÔ Á ÍÉÎÕÔÅȟ 3ÉÒȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄ ÈÏ× 2ÅÎÆÉÅÌÄ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ 
×ÒÉÔÉÎÇ ÁÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÔÅØÔȢ $ÉÄÎȭÔ #ÏÕÎÔ $ÒÁÃÕÌÁ ËÉÌÌ ÈÉÍ ÂÙ ÓÎÁÐÐÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ 
back like it was a dry twig when he became bothersomÅȩȱ 
 

Ȱ) ÔÈÉÎËȟ ÓÉÒȟ ÈÉÓ ɏ2ÅÎÆÉÅÌÄȭÓɐ ÂÁÃË ÉÓ ÂÒÏËÅÎȣȱ  ɉ3ÔÏËÅÒ " $ÒÁÃÕÌÁȟ 
Wordsworth Classics, Hertfordshire 2000: Pg 229) 
 

Maybe you are right, Mister Smarty Pants; but that was fiction and 
this is reality. As I was saying, before I was most rudely interrupted, 
one of my favourite representations in a movie was in Frances Ford 
#ÏÐÐÏÌÁȭÓ Ϋγγί ÆÉÌÍȟ Ȱ"ÒÁÍ 3ÔÏËÅÒȭÓ $ÒÁÃÕÌÁȱ ɉΫγγάɊȢ Gary Oldman 
minced through the role of Dr acula and Tom Waits impressed me.  

What concerns me nowadays; and the reason I have put pen to 
paper just now, is my concerns regarding Van Helsing; a role made 
famous by the gentleman of horror, Peter Cushing. Why is it that the 
demented vampire slayer (no offence, Peter) has starred in a movie 
of his very own? Van Helsing (2004)? What is that all about? In it he 
is no longer a decrepit old fool and he is played by the relatively 
ÙÏÕÎÇÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÖÉÒÉÌÅȟ (ÕÇÈ *ÁÃËÍÁÎȢ (Å ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ 
Hammer House of Horror days, to be sure. Sorry, I appear to be 
ÒÁÍÂÌÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ ) ×ÉÌÌ ÃÏÍÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÉÎÔȢ 7ÈÁÔ ÍÙ ÐÏÉÎÔ ÉÓȣ ÉÓȣ ×ÈÙ 
ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÁÎÙÏÎÅ ÍÁËÅ Á ÍÏÖÉÅ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÍÅȟ 2ÅÎÆÉÅÌÄȩ !Í ) ÎÏÔ 
ÉÎÔÅÒÅÓÔÉÎÇȩ .Ï ÍÏÒÅ ÉÎÔÅÒÅÓÔÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÎ -ÉÓÔÅÒȟ ÌÅÔȭÓ ÓÔÉÃË Á ÓÔÁËÅ ÉÎ 
your heart for a change, Van Helsing? I have even been compared to 
John the Baptist in my role to the Count as John was to Jesus. What 
could be more interesting than that? My madness is inspirational 
and my diet legendary. I know what it is; why I do not get a chance 
to appear in my own film, it is because I have been committed to an 
asylum in the past. Well whoopee do, Mister Purist, I have 
documentation to prove my sanity, have you? It is this prejudice 
which forces me live the banal life that I do. Do you know what I 
have to do to survive presently? I work as a car park attendant in the 
Derbyshire town of Matlock, England. That interests you? Are you 

 



ÑÕÉÔÅ ÍÁÄȩ 4ÅÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÍÏÒÅȩ ) ÎÅÅÄ ÎÏ ÆÕÒÔÈÅÒ ÉÎÖÉÔÁÔÉÏÎȣÒÅÁÄ ÏÎȣ  

-Ù ÆÒÉÅÎÄȟ '···ȟ ÏÒ &ÒÁÎËÅÎÓÔÅÉÎȭÓ ÍÏÎÓÔÅÒȟ ÁÓ ÙÏÕ ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ËÎÏ× ÏÆ 
him, recommended Matlock as a place of residence for me. He came 
across it whilst pursuing Doctor Frankenstein across England. 
Doctor Frankenstein described the town as: 

 

 ȰȣÔÈÅ ÓÃÅÎÅÒÙ ÏÆ 3×ÉÔÚÅÒÌÁÎÄȠ ÂÕÔ ÅÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÉÓ ÏÎ Á ÌÏ×ÅÒ ÓÃÁÌÅȟ ÁÎÄ 
the green hills want the crown of distanÔ ×ÈÉÔÅ !ÌÐÓȣȱ ɉ3ÈÅÌÌÅÙȢ -Ȣ 
Frankenstein, Wordsworth Classics, Hertfordshire 1993: Pg115).  

 

Nowadays modern Matlock is much different ɀ although the hills are 
as charming as ever. The erstwhile swish of the horse pulled carriage 
is replaced by the roar of the motorbike come the weekend. Matlock 
is a haven for hordes of leather clad bike enthusiasts who flood into 
the town whenever the weather is fine. They are refreshed from an 
array of fish and chip shops, which stand in a line, like their 
gleaming machines, and face the brown waters of the Derwent.  

!ÌÁÓȟ ×ÈÅÎ ) ÌÅÆÔ ÔÈÅ ÁÓÙÌÕÍȟ ÁÇÅÄ Ϋίγȟ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÎÁÔÉÏÎÁÌ 
insurance voucher to my name and I had to find a job for any 
extension of my existence. After first finding a cheap room in Mrs. 
#ÁÒÐÅÎÔÅÒȭÓ ÐÒÉvate hotel, I set out for the employment exchange; 
where I soon secured my present employ. They, the employers, 
could not resist the charisma that surrounds me like an aura. I pay 
£70 a week rental; for a room, which is both warm and clean. There 
that is all out of the away now ɀ the details, which have to be put 
ÆÏÒ×ÁÒÄȟ )ȭÍ ÁÆÒÁÉÄȢ !ÌÌÏ× ÍÅ ÔÏ ÃÏÎÔÉÎÕÅ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÇÏÒÙ ÔÁÌÅ ɀ which I 
ÈÁÖÅÎȭÔ ÙÅÔ ÍÅÎÔÉÏÎÅÄȟ ) ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅȢ  

HEEEEEEEHAAAAAA!  

)Æ ÔÈÅÙ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÕÒÎ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÎÔÏ Á (ÏÌÌÙ×ÏÏÄ "ÌÏÃËÂÕÓÔÅÒ )ȭÌÌ ÅÁÔ ÍÙ ÈÁÔ ɀ 
among other things!  
 

2ÅÎÆÉÅÌÄȭÓ 4ÁÌÅȡ 

The private hotel where I lodge is no bigger than a large house and it 
sits overlooking the Derwent. Some may say that it is run down. 
However, I like it with its damp ceilings and peeling wallpaper - it 
smells like my olÄ ÃÅÌÌȢ 4ÈÅÒÅ ÁÒÅ ÏÎÌÙ Á ÆÅ× ÇÕÅÓÔÓ ÁÎÄ ) ×ÏÎȭÔ ÎÁÍÅ 
them, for they all generally bore me, apart from one gentleman that 
is. 



HEEEEEEEHAAAAAA!   

His name is Thomas Edward and he had a very strange habit of 
looking at his wristwatch as we spoke our niceties together. It is a 
splendid timepiece with a gold strap and Roman numerals around 
the dial.  

I rarely see the landlady Mrs. Carpenter, to converse with; for she 
flits in and out of all the rooms, duster in hand, like a wren hopping 
about the holly tree. Mrs. Carpenter is at least aged 80 if you go by 
her face; which is both craggy and baggy. But if you go by her 
physique, which is sprightly and lithe, you would put her at no more 
than 45. I am quite fond of her, as you may have gathered by my 
tone.  

One cold ÁÎÄ ÄÒÅÁÒÙ ×ÉÎÔÅÒȭÓ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇ ÊÕÓÔ ÁÓ ) ×ÁÓ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒ 
for my early shift, Mrs. Carpenter stepped out suddenly from the 
shadows and gave me quite a start.  

Ȱ3ÏÒÒÙ ÔÏ ÁÌÁÒÍ ÙÏÕȟ -ÉÓÔÅÒ 2ÅÎÆÉÅÌÄȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÉÎ Á ÃÕÒÉÏÕÓ ÔÏÎÅȟ Ȱ"ÕÔ 
I would like you to join  me in my room for supper at 7.30pm if that is 
ÁÇÒÅÅÁÂÌÅȢȱ  

Ȱ4ÈÁÔ ÉÓ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÈÁÎ ÁÇÒÅÅÁÂÌÅȟ -ÁȭÁÍȢ ) ×ÉÌÌ ÂÅ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÁÔ αȢέΪ ÓÈÁÒÐȟȱ ) 
retorted in glee.  

I left the hotel that morning a new man; I jumped into the air and 
clipped my heels together ɀ much to the dismay of a passer-by who 
bundled his children into his long coat for safety  

The job of car park attendant is not very inspiring in the way of 
things; but it pays well and the fresh Derbyshire air has added quite 
a nice glow to my cheeks. The motorists are often rude - especially if 
they return to their cars later than they should and discover that I 
have given them a parking ticket for their troubles. I have learned 
strategies to deal with such occurrences; I find it very easy to grin 
like a loon as they ÇÏ ÏÆÆ ÉÎÔÏ Á ÒÁÎÔȢ )Æ ÔÈÉÓ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÐÁÃÉÆÙ ÔÈÅÍ ) ÎÏÄ 
my head like a god un as they say hereabouts. 

HEEEEEEEHAAAAAA! 

I was so happy that marvellous morning just before mentioned, that 
I greeted the motorists with nothing more than a smile if they 
returned to their car too late ɀ which, unfortunately sent them off in 
to a rant anyway! Come lunchtime I only ate a light meal in the 
Victorian café  - ) ÍÕÓÔ ÓÁÖÅ ÍÙ ÁÐÐÅÔÉÔÅ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÉÓ ÅÖÅÎÉÎÇȭÓ ÓÕÐ ×ÉÔÈ 
Mrs. Carpenter, I thought. I wondered what it was that she would be 
preparing as my shift came near to finishing. Could it be roasted 
lamb, fish or even my favourite meal of a game pie? It began to get 



dark and the cold chill of the evening crept from the hills and began 
to feel its icy fingers into my standard County Council issue clothing. 
I looked more than a fond fool in a fluorescent green jacket and 
orange ill-fitting and baggy trousers, to be sure. After clocking off at 
the depot, I made my way back to my room. I refreshed myself with 
a basin of cold water, which stood on my dresser. I opened the 
wardrobe to see my only suit sadly hanging there; it was old and in 
desperate need of repair. However, a red neckerchief should see it 
brightened, like the one I kept in my drawer. After fastening the 
neckerchief into a looping bow about my throat, I presented myself 
to the mirror for my inspection. Nice. Wait, what if Mrs. Carpenter 
was to be informally dressed this eve? I thought. Would my formal 
attire make her uncomfortable and dissuade her from any further 
invita tion? I thought. How can I discover such a thing? I had an idea. 
I would sneak down the stairs to her door and knock upon it. When 
she would come to the door, I would conceal myself behind the hat 
stand and observe what attire she had decided upon for the evening 
from a safe distance. If it were informal, then I would rush back 
upstairs and change. An excellent notion, I thought. 

I did just that, or intended to rather. However, as I rapped at her 
door it swung open with a gothic creak. I peered inside but could see 
no one. Her room reminded me of an antique shop with its dark, 
creaky and mismatched furniture. The walls were covered in gaudy 
flock wallpaper, which clashed terribly with the burgundy curtains. 
The dining table, which stood in the middle of the overcrowded 
room, had upon it a large and steaming casserole dish covered with a 
heavy looking lid. I dared myself to lift the lid to see what was for 
our sup. Like a thief, I tippy-toed across the threadbare carpet until 
my fingers were upon the dish. I lifted the lid up in delightful 
anticipation ɀ for the meaty aroma grabbed at my very nasal hairs. I 
drooled as my watery eyeballs met a succulent leg of lamb for our 
laters.  

HEEEEEEEHAAAAAA! 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÁÒÅ ×ÒÏÎÇȟȱ ÃÁÍÅ Á ÆÁÍÉÌÉÁÒ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÔÏ ÍÙ ÒÅÁÒȢ  

I spun around in shock and my heart nearly went into a paroxysm as 
my love stood afore me; she was dressed formally and with her hair 
wound up tightly into a bun.  

Ȱ) ÁÍ ×ÒÏÎÇȩȱ ) ÁÓËÅÄ ÉÎ ÃÏÎÆÕÓÉÏÎȢ  
Ȱ)Ô ÉÓ ÎÏÔ Á ÌÅÇ ÏÆ ÌÁÍÂȩȱ ÓÈÅ ÒÅÔÕÒÎÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ Á Ô×ÉÎËÌÅ ÉÎ ÈÅÒ Åye. 
Ȱ$ÉÄ ) ÕÔÔÅÒ ÏÕÔ ÌÏÕÄ ÍÙ ÏÂÓÅÒÖÁÔÉÏÎÓȟ Mrs. #ÁÒÐÅÎÔÅÒȩȱ  
Ȱ9ÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏȟ -ÒȢ 2ÅÎÆÉÅÌÄȠ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕÒ ÍÉÎÄ ÉÓ ÖÅÒÙ ÅÁÓÙ ÔÏ 
ÒÅÁÄȢȱ 



 

She indicated that I should sit down at the table. I well admired the 
silver service and fine china crockery that was set at our places. 
Without a word, she took a sharp carving knife from the sideboard 
and cut into the meat. She carved it carefully until all that remained 
was the bare bone. She piled up all of the meat high upon my plate 
and leaving none for herself.  

Ȱ)ȭÖÅ Á ÐÒÅÓÅÎÔ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÁÓ ÓÈÅ ÐÁÓÓÅÄ ÍÅ Á ÓÍÁÌÌ ÐÁÃËÁÇÅȢ Ȱ) 
ËÎÏ× ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÁÄÍÉÒÅÄ ÉÔȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÁÄÄÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ Á ×ÉÎË ÏÆ ÈÅÒ 
twinkling eye.  

My hands shook as I tore at the wrapping paper. I opened up 
ÔÈÅ ÂÏØ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ×ÉÔÈÉÎȢ Ȱ7ÈÙ ÔÈÁÎË ÙÏÕȟ Mrs. Carpenter, it is a fine 
×ÁÔÃÈ ÊÕÓÔ ÌÉËÅ 4ÈÏÍÁÓ %Ä×ÁÒÄÓȭȢȱ  ) ÆÁÓÔÅÎÅÄ ÉÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÍÙ ×ÒÉÓÔ ÁÎÄ 
held it up to the light.  

Ȱ(Å ×ÏÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÎÅÅÄÉÎÇ ÉÔȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÍÕÍÂÌÅÄȢ 

Ȱ(Å ×ÏÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÎÅÅÄÉÎÇ ÉÔȩȱ ) ÅÊÁÃÕÌÁÔÅÄ 

HEEEEEEEHAAAAAA! 

She did not go any further in her discourse regarding the 
×ÁÔÃÈ ÁÎÄ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÐÕÓÈ ÈÅÒȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ ÎÏÔ ÓÁÖÅÄ ÁÎÙ ÍÅÁÔ 
for yourself, Mrs. #ÁÒÐÅÎÔÅÒȠ ÈÅÒÅ ÈÁÖÅ ÓÏÍÅ ÏÆ ÍÉÎÅȟȱ ) ÓÁÉÄ ÉÎÓÔÅÁÄȢ 

3ÈÅ ÐÏÌÉÔÅÌÙ ÈÅÌÄ ÕÐ ÈÅÒ ÈÁÎÄ ÔÏ ÄÅÃÌÉÎÅȢ Ȱ0ÌÅÁÓÅ ÔÕÃË ÉÎȟ -ÉÓÔÅÒ 
2ÅÎÆÉÅÌÄȢȱ 

The meat was succulent to the bite and I ate it with relish. 
However, I was very soon to be left open mouthed at what occurred 
next. Mrs. Carpenter lifted the bone up from the dish and bit into it 
ÁÓ ÅÁÓÉÌÙ ÁÓ ÉÆ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ Á ÃÈÉÌÄȭÓ ÃÁÎÄÙ ÂÁÒȢ 3ÐÌÉÎÔÅÒÓ ÏÆ ÂÏÎÅ ÓÐÒÁÙÅÄ ÍÙ 
suit as she crunched down and without a care for etiquette. 

 

Ȱ)Ô ÉÓ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÎÅ ÍÁÒÒÏ× ×ÈÉÃÈ ) ÐÒÅÆÅÒȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÃÒÅÅÃÈÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ 
sudden voice of a Harpy.  
I wrinkled up my face in disgust at her culinary antics.  
Ȱ7ÈÙ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÙÏÕ ÆÒÏ×Îȟ 2ÅÎÆÉÅÌÄȩ $ÉÄÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÏÎÃÅ ÅÁÔ ÂÕÇÓ ÁÎÄ 
the ÌÉËÅȩȱ  
Ȱ/ÎÌÙ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅÁÔÒÉÃÁÌ ÅÆÆÅÃÔȟȱ ×ÁÓ ÁÌÌ ) ÃÏÕÌÄ ÍÁÎÁÇÅ ÉÎ ÒÅÔÏÒÔȢ  

We dined without words after that rather heated exchange. After 
we had eaten, she asked that I should rise and follow her to her 
chamber.   

 NAAAA HAAAA HAAAA  



To my surprise, when we entered we were not alone; someone else 
was there and ready in her bed; it was Thomas Edward ɀ or rather 
what was left of him! He was bound onto the blood-soaked bed at 
nothing more than a torso ɀ he was armless (or is it harmless?) 

HEEEEEEEHAAAAAA! 

Ȱ(ÅÌÐ ÍÅȟ 2ÅÎÆÉÅÌÄȟȱ ÈÅ ÕÔÔÅÒÅÄ ×ÅÁËÌÙȢ  
HEEEEEEEHAAAAAAHEEEEEEEEEEHHHHHHHHA 

I looked to Mrs. Carpenter and she slowly nodded her head. I 
immediately picked up a heavy lamp stand and brought it fiercely 
down onto ɀ or rather into ɀ %Ä×ÁÒÄÓȭ ÓËÕÌÌȢ 

Ȱ) ÔÈÉÎË ÙÏÕ ×ÉÌÌ ÍÁËÅ Á ÇÏÏÄ ÓÅÒÖÁÎÔ ÆÏÒ ÍÅȟ -ÉÓÔÅÒ 2ÅÎÆÉÅÌÄȟȱ ÓÈÅ 
ÓÁÉÄ ËÉÎÄÌÙȢ Ȱ! ÍÕÃÈ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÓÅÒÖÁÎÔ ÔÈÁÎ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÔÅ -ÉÓÔÅÒ #ÏÏÐÅÒȟȱ ÓÈÅ 
added with a little menace that I detected.  

***  

So there you have it, the beginnings of a goodly tale, based on a true 
story too. It also has the Hollywood formula; namely the guy gets the 
girl. How would it look on the silver screen? Rather impressive I 
believe. And what about Val Kilmer as me and Renne Zellweger as 
Mrs. Carpenter? 

 

Post Script:  If you are looking for lodgings near to the Peaks of 
Derbyshire, England, you could worse than Mrs. 2ÅÎÆÉÅÌÄȭÓ ÐÒÉÖÁÔÅ 
hotel. 

Adieu 
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The Charge by M.R.L.  

 

 

 

A young girl was lain ungarnished across the wide, round oak table, 

with her extremities spread and pulled tightly by various ropes to 

prevent any great struggle she might attempt. Her eyes, wild and 

pleading, were ignored by the small congregation of men and women 

benched around her. They chattered excitedly as their dining servants 

filled their cups and cleared their plates and utensils, as this ritual 

traditionally did not require them.  

 A sharply dressed man entered the room and warmly 

acknowledged the applauding guests as he made his way to stand at the 

edge of the table. He smiled and started to mouth a speech in a 

language that the girl did not understand. She felt sickened every time 

he laid his dark eyes on her nude outstretched form. The volume of his 

voice heightened, drawing his speech to a close. The guests applauded 

again and raised their goblets to a toast. Every one of them then stood 

and undressed themselves completely. All eyes were on the girl 

struggling against the restraints that fixed her to the center of that 

table. Their stares showed a bestiality that caused her to cry out 

uncontrollably and try to violently wrench herself free.  

 

 The man who gave the speech stepped onto a bench and then 

onto the table, kneeling down in between her legs. He ran the palms of 

his hands across her face and down to her breasts, cupping them for a 

brief moment. He then continued down to her navel where he lifted his 

hands so that only his two index fingers were left to make their way 

down to her clitoris. He replaced his fingers with his right thumb, 

placing his left hand on his limp cock, squeezing it gently. The man 



shuttered and started to move the thumb on her clit in a circular 

motion and stroke himself. She whined, causing the man to look at her 

face... he smiled. She stared in fear at him as the next couple of minutes 

passed by. He moved onto sliding his index and middle fingers in and 

out of her. Twisting them deeper into her every so often. Still stroking 

his now erect cock. 

 

 He stopped to bend his face down in between her legs, smelling 

her. She felt his tongue gently lick the folds of her pussy and her skin 

and nipples started to prickle. The girl calmed, forgetting about the 

audience that surrounded her and silently began to enjoy her 

molestation. She had heard stories that once they take someone, that 

person never returned back to the stockyards. Of course, there were 

rumors of what happened. Were they killed? Were they released? 

Maybe this was a rite of passage into this world. The world of complete 

luxury... of endless wine and good food. She entertained the thought of 

living their life. She had lived in the stockyards her whole life...Cows; 

they were called... whatever that meant. Their food was given to them in 

wooden troughs as wet, meaty slop and the women were held down by 

their handlers and raped by the male Bulls. Sometimes raped by the 

handlers themselves. They had no buildings in which to live and no 

shade from the sun, save a few dead trunks jutting from the dry and 

desolate earth. Not to mention they were made to work as slaves for the 

higher-ups, or the Charge as they were known. She smiled at the 

thought of change. 

 A hot pain shot through the girl and seared down where the man 

was. She felt very wet suddenly and was horrified by what she saw when 

she lifted her head and looked down at herself. She couldn't see it very 

well, but she could see that she was bleeding near her right thigh. 

Panicked, she started to howl and scream. She could see that the man 

held a piece of pubic flesh between his barred teeth. Realizing the 

source of her pain caused her cries to be caught in her throat. The man 

pushed her flesh into in mouth with a finger and started to chew, 

staring at her face with a look that told her he relished it. Her blood 

trickled at the corner of his mouth and he moved to lap it up with his 

tongue. Then swallowed. She stared at him wide eyes, unbelieving. 

 



 A new pain, this time it was the back of her head as one of the 

spectators had crept up onto the table and grabbed her by the hair, 

wrenching her head back down onto the table. A witch-like woman 

with long, stringy hair that swept of over the victim's face as she bent 

over to take hold her feast's upper lip with her teeth and ripped most of 

it from the face. The girl let out another long howl, the pain numbing 

most of her face and the blood seeping down to the back of her throat. 

The woman smiled at her after devouring her lip. The man said 

something in a seductive tone to the woman, and the woman laid 

herself down on her back onto the table next to the bound and bleeding 

girl. With her legs spread invitingly, the man climbed onto of her and 

began to fuck her hard. They both heaved shamelessly next to the girl. 

After a short while, the man climaxed and drove himself into the witch 

woman, cumming inside of her. The woman turned her head to face the 

girl and let out a cry of pleasure into the girl's face. Disgusted, the girl 

began to vomit. The acid burned her wounded lip and the stuff started 

to come down the sides of her face. 

 

 Both devils got up to kneel beside the girl. They turned to look at 

the rest of the crowd and motioned for them to join. They rest of the 

people climbed up onto the table and took their places kneeling in a 

circle surrounding her. Their faces were excited yet brutal. The girl 

breathed in sharply, holding her breath and awaited what she now knew 

was her fate. Her captors drove themselves down at her and sunk their 

mouths into her, tearing at her body. Devouring and ripping at her with 

nails and teeth. The pain was terrible and she could not look away as 

she watched pieces being eaten from her middle, arms, legs and breasts. 

She felt wet and hot all over. sick from the pain. Most of them focused 

on the main parts of her body, one or two concerned themselves with 

her fingers, gnawing on them as though they were chicken bones. They 

briefly stopped to untie and flip her over to start at her backside. She 

had been partially numb, but fresh pain seared as they ate into her 

unbroken flesh. Her blood started expanding across the table now that 

she was face down. Completely blinded by the pain, the girl was 

unaware of the man plunging his cock in and out of her ass.  

 

 After what seemed like forever, the girl finally died. Her now 



satisfied captors left to rub the stains of her blood from their skin and 

happily go to sleep. Later, the dining servants collected the tattered 

remains of her body and place it into a large grinder. The meat slopped 

down into a vat. It stayed there overnight.  

 

 The next morning, a large man came and retrieved the vat of girl. 

He carried it outside and walked across the dry dirt to a large fenced in 

area. The fences were made of metal poles at least 10 feet in height and 

spaced about 3 inches apart. He walked over to the gated part of the 

fence and waited for another man to unlock and open it. Once he was 

inside the fence, he turned left and made his way over to a line of 

troughs and dumped the slop into an empty one. Most of the others 

were already filled with their slop. A group of scantily clad women 

neared timidly towards the troughs. The man looked at the girl at the 

front of the group and smirked. 

 

 "Eat up, Cow." 

 

 
  
  

 

 

Immaculate by Terry J. Larson  

 

 

 

Susan awoke, her head throbbing and her thoughts 

fuzzy. With effort she turned her clock, which must have 

got knocked askew on the bed stand last night. My God, 

itôs after 8:00.  Iôm going to be late to work.  

She got up and ran towards the bathroom, wonderi ng 

why her robe wasnôt on the back of the chair, but more 



concernedly why all she had on were her panties and bra. 

Before she got there, a few more memories were back in 

focus. She and her fiancé Robert had been partying last 

night. She had him over for a dinner of roast pork and 

scalloped potatoes. With their dinner they drank a 

bottle of Chardonnay.  

Susan shook her head just thinking about the two of 

them drinking a whole bottle of wine. They werenôt 

drinkers, but somehow the idea of a little wine with 

dinner seemed appropriate in celebration of their new 

commitment to each other. Then she remembered that 

Robert had also brought over a fifth of bourbon, not 

knowing that she had purchased the wine. Neither of them 

even had strong liquor before. She remembe red how after 

dinner they sipped their first drinks, made with a 

single shot and lots of ice and water. Before they were 

through, they were laughing and giggling like a couple 

of school kids. She could remember Robert pouring the 

next drink or was it the t hird or fourth? She couldnôt 

remember anything after that, nor  didnôt she want to?  

Looking into the mirror at her drawn face after 

swallowing two aspirin, another memory flashed in her 

still numbed cortex. It was of her pulling Robert into 

the bedroom. He  was laughing and protesting as he was 

weakly resisting her effort.  

While in the shower, she tried to remember what 



happened after she got Robert into the bedroom. Just a 

vague recollection of the two of them lying together in 

bed came to mind, but that w as enough to quicken her 

pulse.  

 

## 

 

 

Susan was sitting at her desk checking the incoming 

mail when her phone rang. It was Robert.  

ñHoney, I just want to apologize for last night. I . 

. . I donôt know what to say.ò 

ñNo need for apology, Robert. It was just as much my 

fault.ò  

ñI just want you to know that nothing happened, 

Susan . . . in case youôre wondering.ò 

She wanted to believe him but if he were as drunk as 

she was, he couldnôt be sure. ñI want to believe you, 

Robert. Knowing you as I do, you wouldnôt lie, but can 

you be certain nothing happened?ò 

There was a pause on the other end of the line. 

Susan looked up just in time to see her boss walk 

through the office door. ñSusan, hate to take you away 

from your call, but I need you to pull those files for 

my meeting Iôm having in less than an hour.ò  

ñGot to run, Robert. Call me tonight and weôll talk 

some more about this.ò 

By the time Susan arrived home that evening, she was 



worn out. A busier afternoon than usual, beginning with 

assembling a variety of fi les that her boss needed for 

the city council  meeting that afternoon and continuing 

with her usual secretarial chores was bad enough. It was 

those in - between times in which her brain would not 

leave her alone thinking about what actually happened 

last nigh t that exhausted her. She had no sooner changed 

into summer lounging clothes, shorts, a beige blouse and 

open - toed sandals, when the doorbell rang.  

Opening it, she was surprised to see Robert smiling 

at her. ñI thought you were going to call first, 

Robert. ò 

ñSorry about that, Susan, but I think what we have 

to talk about is too serious of a matter to do it over 

the phone.ò 

ñYes, youôre right about that. Come on in.ò 

After sitting down in the living room, the two of 

them reviewed their previous evening toget her. Susan 

couldnôt wait to hear what Robert would have to say 

about the bedroom scene. ñI donôt know about you, 

Robert, but I donôt remember anything about what 

happened after you poured us a drink sometime after 

dinner. No, wait, I take that back. I do k ind of 

remember a scant moment where we were both lying on my 

bed together. Do you remember that?ò 

ñYeah, Iôm afraid I do, but we were just lying there 



together holding each other. I donôt think anything 

happened. In fact, Iôm sure I just passed out after that 

from all the booze.ò 

Susan felt a sense of relief. ñBut when did you wake 

up and go home?ò 

ñIt was about 2:30. At first I didnôt know where I 

was. I just stared at the clock wondering why it looked 

so different. Then I knew, and seeing you lying there , 

looking so innocent, I felt ashamed of the fact we were 

in bed together. Especially after our promise to each 

other we would remain chaste until we were married.ò 

ñBut you say youôre sure we didnôt do anything?ò 

ñYes, Iôm positive. I would have remembered,ò Robert 

said, looking at her beautiful and innocent face, his 

love for her feeling boundless.  

ñSo what did you do then?ò 

ñI got up, put on my clothes and went home. I was 

too ashamed to stick around.ò 

ñLook, donôt feel bad about this. As I said before, 

it was just as much my fault as yours. We both should 

have known better than to have been drinking, since 

weôve never had more than a glass of wine before.ò  

 

## 

  

If anything, their experience that night brought 



them even closer together. In less than tw o months 

later, they were married in the little church just three 

blocks from Robertôs rental, which was now to become 

their home.  

In addition, the episode was the final push for him 

to turn his life over to not just Susan, but also to the 

Lord. Susan was  so much in love with Robert that she had 

given little thought to where his commitment might lead. 

Because of their love, they hadnôt spent much time in 

discussing the fact that Susanôs agnostic disposition 

was not going to change overnight. For the time b eing 

she was devoted to one being and that was to Robert. 

Maybe after they were married awhile, she could turn her 

thoughts to religion.  

Robert, on the other hand, had two loves, his 

physical love for his wife and his new spiritual love 

for God, which was  becoming more intense and obvious 

every day. He was so busy studying the Bible and 

communicating with the heavenly father that he hadnôt 

noticed that Susan, although responsive to his every 

need, was talking less every day after about five weeks 

into thei r marriage.  

One late afternoon, Robert came home from work to 

find that Susan was sitting on the couch. That wasnôt 

like her. She always greeted him at the door when he 

arrived. That wasnôt the only anomaly: there was no 



fragrant smell of dinner cooking in  the kitchen.  

ñWhatôs the matter, Susie? Arenôt you feeling well?ò 

She looked in his direction, but her eyes then 

focused on the floor. ñSit down, Robert. Weôve got a 

serious problem to discuss.ò 

He sat down in a chair across from her, his face 

perplexed.  ñNow what is this that is such a problem?ò 

ñOh Robert, I donôt know how to say this,ò she said, 

her voice breaking and tears forming. ñI found out today 

at the doctorôs that Iôm pregnant. I should have said 

something last month when I missed my period. I figure 

that the latest I could have got pregnant was the week 

that we had our drunken party.ò 

He was stunned. ñIs . . . is the doctor certain?ò he 

blurted.  

ñYes, there is no doubt about it.ò 

Robert got up and went over to the couch to sit next 

to Susan and  put his arm around her. ñOkay, okay, if 

youôre pregnant, youôre pregnant. I know we decided to 

be chaste until we tied the knot, but so we made a 

mistake. The mistake was mine, letting us drink all that 

wine and bourbon. But now weôre married and committed to 

each other. Itôll be great having a baby.ò 

ñOh honey, I knew you would feel this way. I just 

hope that . . . you know . . . that you can resolve this 

with your religion. I also know we agreed to have two or 



three children but felt that we had better w ait a couple 

years before beginning to have our first one. Are we 

going to be able to make it on your salary or should I 

find a job like we talked about before having kids?ò 

Robertôs mind was now stunned. After Susanôs 

divulgement, his single thought was s orrow for her. This 

wasnôt the way they had planned it. Now he has responded 

to Susan that it had been his fault but intimated they 

could not change the fact that she was pregnant. With 

the mention of how her unwedded pregnancy might affect 

his relationshi p with his faith and topping it off with 

the very real financial problem of having a baby so soon 

in their marriage, he realized the full magnitude of the 

situation. If he only had a better paying job than he 

has as an employee at the garden nursery. He wo uld have 

to do some serious thinking.  

ñSusan, I think we better take some time to think 

about all of this. I really donôt want you to work while 

you're pregnant. You should be home.ò 

ñI knew you would feel that way. But I could work 

for a few months, maybe  at my old job. Wouldnôt that 

help?ò 

ñIt should, some at least, but first one step at a 

time. Letôs find how much itôs going to cost to have 

this baby and how we might finance it.ò 

ñThere is another way, Robert. I could . . . you 



know . . . I could have an  abortion.ò 

His mind turned from being stunned to being angry. 

ñSusan, abortion, unless done to save the motherôs life, 

is a sin. God would never forgive us.ò  

 

## 

 

Susan took the pie out of the oven and set it on the 

counter. Robert was due home from chur ch in a few 

minutes. This was the least she could do for her 

husband. Pumpkin pie was his favorite. She wished she 

could do more for him. He was giving up all his 

otherwise free time by working long hours. He even was 

doing yard work on the weekends to mak e a little extra 

money so that she would not have to work.  

But it wasnôt just his jobs that were keeping them 

apart. He had recently joined the church that they had 

gotten married in. As the most conservative church in 

their town, Robertôs attendance was changing his 

personality. Before their marriage, he was carefree and 

happy, fun to be with. Since her announcement of her 

pregnancy, he began to change some, becoming more stern, 

less cheerful and worried about their sinful act. Once 

he joined the church, i t became much worse.   

Although he didnôt insist on her joining his church, 

she could tell the time was soon coming that he would. 



She was almost contented that he didnôt have much time 

on his hands for those long conversations she had so 

enjoyed during th eir engagement. Most of his few leisure 

hours during a typical week he spent in silent prayer.  

Just as Susan was wrapping a large piece of pie to 

include in Robertôs lunch, he came bursting through the 

house before stopping at the kitchen entry. ñHoney, 

weôre saved, weôre saved!ò 

ñWhat do you mean by that, Robert?ò 

ñSit down, honey. I just have a few minutes. Iôve 

got some lawns to mow.ò 

Sitting in one of the kitchen chairs, she said, ñNow 

what is this all about?ò 

Robert, continuing to stand, answered, ñWhile in 

church during our silent prayer session I heard from God 

information about our baby.ò 

She couldnôt believe her ears. ñWhat do you mean? 

What kind of information?ò 

ñYou know how we have worried about our possible sin 

of causing your pregnancy befo re wedlock. Well, we donôt 

have to worry anymore.ò 

Susan was incredulous. ñWhat are you talking about? 

We know the approximate time that I got impregnated and 

it was weeks before we got married.ò 

Smiling and wringing his hands, Robert said, ñYes, 

youôre right about that. I know it is hard to believe, 



but I heard God tell me that your pregnancy was by 

immaculate conception.ò 

Susan didnôt know if she should laugh or cry. ñYou 

canôt believe that.ò 

ñI know itôs difficult. Weôve only heard that Jesus 

was born th at way, but why not others? God has infinite 

power.ò  

ñBut why us, why would God do this to us?ò 

Pulling out a chair from the table, Robert sat down. 

ñI know the reason, honey. God told me in my prayer that 

it was a gift to encourage our devotion to Him fo rever. 

That night we got drunk we did sin, but we didnôt commit 

the mortal sin of having sex before marriage. We might 

have intended to but we didnôt because we were not able. 

Not knowing if we did or not commit that sin put both of 

us in the dumps. It mad e me feel so rotten that I joined 

the church. God caused the immaculate conception the 

night of our drunkenness to reward us for his knowing 

that I would see the light and become his worshipper.ò 

Susan was getting more and more frustrated. ñBut 

what about me? I havenôt followed your steps by joining 

a church.ò 

ñNo, at least not yet. But God knows that you will 

because of my experience. And this is part of it, right 

now, honey.ò 

Susan was a good wife. She knew in her own mind that 



she could not change her hu sbandôs mind about his 

delusion. If she were successful at such an endeavor, he 

would think that both of them would be sinners condemned 

to hell. She even convinced herself for his sake that it 

would be best for her to join his church. Maybe, she 

thought, I might even believe he is right.  

 

## 

 

As the expected birth date neared, she wondered if she 

had done the right thing about joining the church. 

Although she objectively tried to believe its teachings, 

she just could not. Maybe it was the result of her 

par entôs teachings. Her father had been a science 

teacher and had taught her that religion was based on 

faith while science was provable, based on postulates 

that were tested by experiments. Her mother, who had 

never been in a church in her life, was one of t he most 

caring and moral persons Susan had ever known.  

It was bad enough that she couldnôt believe in the 

teachings, but keeping her feelings hidden from Robert 

was almost a greater sin, she felt, than having gotten 

pregnant from sex before marriage, which  she had no 

problem in believing. She rationalized that she was 

keeping this a secret for his benefit, to keep him 

contented and believing that the both of them were 



destined to have everlasting lives.  

  

## 

 

Immaculate was born on Christmas day, two weeks before 

his due date. Robert was in seventh heaven. His child 

born on this day was proof that his message from God was 

real. Further, the boy weighed nine pounds and four 

ounces. ñItôs a good thing that he didnôt go full term,ò 

he said as he stood holding S usanôs hand at the 

hospital, grinning from ear to ear.  

Susan grinned back. She was contented. Her son was 

healthy and alert and her husband was at peace with the 

world. She also was relieved that she had been able to 

convince him to keep to himself ñtheirò conviction that 

their baby was the product of an immaculate conception. 

ñEven though it is a miracle, I donôt think it will do 

us or Immaculate any good by advertising it to the 

world,ò she had said. Robert hadnôt agreed at first but 

after much prayer he was convinced that she was right. 

His reasoning was that besides being a hardship on their 

son, telling people would put them in the limelight, 

which could be something they sinfully desired for their 

own egos.  

 

##  



They both were overjoyed during the first four 

months of Immaculate's life. Their pediatrician was 

amazed at his growth and apparent health. What amazed 

them was that the baby seldom cried. Often, when he 

awoke, if no one was in the room, instead of crying , he 

would give a loud grunt to draw attention that he needed 

changing or that he was hungry. When Susan mentioned 

this to Dr. Schmidt, he included a thorough examination 

of his throat in his thorough checkup.  

ñThereôs nothing wrong with this baby. Consider 

yourself lucky to have such a baby boy.ò 

That very afternoon, Susan was visited by Marion 

Selsby, one of her friends she had not seen since high 

school. ñHow nice of you to pay me a visit, Marion. 

Gosh, whatôs it been now, seven years since we graduated 

together?ò 

Marion, who had been the valedictorian of their 

class, pushed up her glasses and frowned. ñMy goodness, 

it has been, hasnôt it? Time does fly. Yes, since this 

is my first trip to Indiana, I had to take a little 

detour to see the one I consider was my best friend.ò  

The two of them talked for half an hour about their 

good times together back in school before they were 

interrupted by Immaculateôs grunting. Susan excused 

herself for a few minutes and returned with her baby. 

ñThis is Immaculateò, she said. ñI hope you donôt mind 



if I breast feed him.ò 

ñOf course not. My, heôs a big and handsome baby.ò 

ñThank you. We feel he is exceptional. Just four 

months old and we swear heôs already trying to talk.ò 

Marion started to laugh but wasnôt certain if her 

friend was joking or not. Instead, she said, ñOne of 

these days Iôd like to get married and have a child. By 

the way, that is an interesting name you picked for your 

baby. Why, if I may ask, did you and Robert choose it?ò 

By now Susan had a pat answer to  what was once an 

embarrassing question. ñWhen he was born we thought, of 

course, that he was perfect and we wanted him to always 

be that way. So we changed the name we had tentatively 

chosen for him and now he is óImmaculate,ôò 

ñIt fits him perfect.ò Marion frowned and started to 

speak, but instead closed her mouth.  

ñYou started to say something?ò  

ñWell, yes, but I thought it wasnôt appropriate.ò 

"You know since we're friends, you don't have to 

worry about what you say."    

ñYes, I do. Okay then, I was going to ask you if you 

had read anything about the rumors about the immaculate 

conceptions going on throughout the world? It just 

flashed in my mind after you said your babyôs name.ò 

Susan was stunned. She had thought that the only 

person in the world that could even conceive of such a 



thing happening in these days was her own husband. 

Taking several deep breaths that she hoped werenôt 

apparent, she answered, ñNo . . . no. Tell me about it.ò 

ñWell, I donôt think itôs been accepted by the major 

media yet. I h ave suspicions that somehow itôs been kept 

from the public. Anyway, you know me, I still read some 

of those far - out magazines like óBelieve Itô and óAngry 

People.ô Iôve read several articles in these magazines 

that all over the world women are reporting th at they 

have been impregnated somehow without sex.ò 

Susan was relieved. ñI bet that has been going on 

forever. Some women would do anything to deny that they 

were having sex out of wedlock.ò 

Nodding, Marion said, ñYouôre right. But let me 

finish. I donôt have the numbers in my head, but the 

counts of women claiming this are impressive. I saw a 

breakdown of some statistics on this. Just about every 

country in the world has had a big jump in the number of 

women experiencing this. Again, I donôt know how 

relia ble these statistics are.ò 

Susan now wasnôt feeling so relieved, fully 

realizing now that she didnôt want anything to do with 

immaculate conception. ñIt could just be that the word 

is getting around and everyone is jumping on it to her 

own advantage. Come on now, how could immaculate 

conception occur? Maybe once, if you are to believe the 



Bible.ò 

Again, Marion nodded. ñExactly, my sentiments, too. 

But the latest issue of óBelieve Itô had an intriguing 

article that agrees immaculate conception is not the 

cul prit. Maybe its explanation is even more far - out.ò 

Susan sat up straighter. ñGo ahead, letôs hear it.ò 

ñWell, it said that there have been a number of 

cases in which so - named immaculately conceived babies 

have had their genes mapped. The results, which hav e 

largely been kept secret, have shown that a significant 

percent of them are foreign to the human genome.ò 

ñWhat are you saying?ò 

ñThe babies are not completely human. They are the 

result of a mixture of both human and alien genes.ò 

ñAlien . . . alien? How, why, what are they talking 

about?ò 

ñIt is not known how this happens, but somehow genes 

from another race of beings, aliens from another world 

supposedly, are being combined with the womenôs genes. 

How this process is done is a mystery. The womanôs egg 

gets impregnated somehow with the alienôs sperm or 

whatever that contains these genes. In none of these 

cases does a woman mention anything about other males 

being evolved. Thatôs why they claim that their babies 

are born by immaculate conception.ò 

Susan  thought about this for a moment before saying, 



ñOkay, but you didnôt answer me why the aliens are doing 

this.ò 

ñThey donôt really know. According to the article, 

one suggestion is that these aliens have a mortal 

genetic defect and are experimenting, mixin g their genes 

with human genes, to try to find a way to overcome it. 

Maybe in the future they will be willing to openly share 

their genes with those of humans.ò  

     

## 

 

A few days later, Susan was ready to have a serious talk 

with Robert in their living room. After her visit with 

Marion she had bought the latest issue of óBelieve Itô. 

After reading the article referred to her by Marion, she 

was a firm believer that, indeed, aliens were 

responsible for the óimmaculate conceptionô pregnancies. 

She started w ith caution: ñRobert, I want to tell 

you something Marion told me that is quite interesting.ò 

She then summarized as best she could the main things 

Marion had told her. All the while, Robertôs face seemed 

calm and relaxed.  

When she finished, he said, ñIs that it? You donôt 

believe any of this rot do you? God would not make 

immaculate conception a common thing.ò 

ñWell, I didnôt know what to believe until I got the 



latest issue of óBelieve Itô. She continued telling him 

about the article she had read.  

ñAliens, aliens. You believe in aliens? God has 

created just one being with superior intellect and that, 

of course, is man. This is all a bunch of baloney.ò 

Just then Immaculate, who was lying in the crib they 

kept in the living room, cleared his voice, grunted and 

said, ñFather, believe me, what Mother is saying is 

true.ò    
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In The Devil They Find Hope by 
Seth 

 
 
Feel free to 
check out my 
webpage to grab 
a few samples of 
what I find to be 
worth a 
listening.  
 
 
Tarantist: 
http://www.tara
ntists.com/audi
os.htm 
http://heavymet
alislam.net/ 
 
 
Sample a song 
from Taghut 
from my 
webpage and 
take note how 
anti-humanity  
these dudes are.  
 

 

In America, Metal comes from the its rock predecessor where most 
bands grouped up to shout a message of freedom that for some reason 
upset the majority of the governing generation of that time. Ironic it is  
that a nation with free speech as its first amendment thought it could 
protest to such a trend. That t rend increased like a fire in a  brewery 
when the music scene increased its message , and it was highly 
noticeable that resistance to such powerful music ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ×ÏÒËÉÎÇȢ 
4ÈÅ ÅÁÒÌÙ βΪȭÓȟ ×ÉÔÈ 6ÉÅÔÎÁÍȟ ÐÏÖÅÒÔÙȟ and diverse social class, was 
probably the most important time of rocks evolution as it transformed 
into a beast that could out grow any other.  
 
A similar trend can be seen in a world that most Americans probably 
care not to look due to biased behavior. A behavior fueled by reality 
crushing events that took place, and the messages that are reported 
through the media, but we should shed those obstructions when 
observing Heavy Metal in Islamic nations. Because, if you really think 
about it, the destructive chaos that the civilians find themselves in is 
never releasing, despite what is preached, there only seems to be more 
and more suffering. A sacrifice of one brings death to a handful, even 
thousands, of infidels, but for what relief, what purpose. I could never 
imagine living in an environment that supports a reality that is often 
shattered by waves of abrupt disaster. There is no peace, and it seems 
that life is only worth the very moment and nothing more.  
 
) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÏÆ Á ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÐÌÁÃÅ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÓÔ ÁÇÇÒÅÓÓÉÖÅ ÁÎÄ ÈÏÎÅÓÔÌÙ 
emotional gripping music to come from, let alone Heavy Metal. Music 
conveys a vision, a message, a series of thoughts through the means of a 
composition that words alone fail to compare to. With the all of the 
strong hateful vibes that tear through the cities like a class 5 tornado, it 
is only a matter of time before the survivors begin to express, and as 
strange as it is, the most wonderful and impressive arts can arrive from 
the most depressing and disastrous of times. 
There is a question though. Is it that contradictory for a Muslim to 
listen to metal or anything that teaches in suggestive and provocative 
ways of other beliefs? Well, that depends on how exact you want to be. 
Take for instance religious members of American society. There are 
preachers today that still condemn Metal as a work of Satan, but then 
there are Christians that not only listen to Metal, but form bands and 

http://www.tarantists.com/audios.htm
http://www.tarantists.com/audios.htm
http://www.tarantists.com/audios.htm
http://heavymetalislam.net/
http://heavymetalislam.net/


get respect from other members of religious communities. So really, the 
answer lies in how exact you want to be, and perhaps that is what will 
become of middle-east in the future. It would be nice to see tolerance, 
not respect, but at least tolerance for those that they were ordered to 
kill by faith.  
 
One powerful band, and by itself an extreme example of how dangerous 
the chance these musicians take is TAGHUT.  The heavy metal group 
4ÁÇÈÕÔȟ ÁÎ !ÒÁÂÉÃ ÔÅÒÍ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÓ ÓÏÍÅÔÉÍÅÓ ÔÁËÅÎ ÔÏ ÍÅÁÎ ȰÉÄÏÌÁÔÒÙȱȢ 
They released a CD in May, 2008, entitled Ȱ%ÊÁÃÕÌÁÔÅ 5ÐÏÎ ÔÈÅ (ÏÌÙ 
1ÕÒÁÎȢȱ With influences like Morbid Angel and Slayer you know right 
away what you will be getting into.  
 
I will have these songs posted on my site.  
 
Check out these links:  
 
Tarantist: http://www.tarantists.com/audios.htm  
 
http://heavymetalislam.net/  
 

 
  

 

 

 

 

 

What The Fuck:  Jesse Dedman 

 
 
Religion is a 
very sensitive 
issue so if you 

 

When you really think about human needs and what it means to be 

happy, you may find that the attributes number to a sum to difficult to 
handle with simplicity. That is if you fail to categorize them into 
subgroups so that only a handful of traits are formed; traits that house a 

http://www.tarantists.com/audios.htm
http://heavymetalislam.net/


list of conceptual ideas that seem true and seem related. What you 
might end up with is something similar to attributes like power, 
freedom, fun, love and belonging. Taking consideration to William 
'ÌÁÓÓÅÒȭÓ #ÈÏÉÃÅ 4ÈÅÏÒÙ ÉÔ ÉÓ ÂÅÌÉÅÖed people strongly behave in 
accordance with their variation of mentioned attributes. A person of 
power will find controlling those makes him happy, at least it is the path 
of satisfaction, but when control goes too far it infringes on the power of 
other power players. In such an example you can see how related these 
attributes really are as they are not bound by strict guidelines.  
 
 
What I plan to do is bring to question as to why we do the things we do. 
Mankind behaves in ways that many may deem odd, strange, inhuman, 
and so forth. I am not going to be the hand of judgment, nor the voice, 
as there is enough of that already. What I will do is open our eyes to 
what some may consider to be the darker pockets of our world, secrets 
that were buried by silence with our mere ignorance being the soil that 
covers. This purpose of this column to show how complicated, 
intertwined, chaotic, and unordered our questionable reality is. What 
we believe is biased to what we do not know, and what we will find here 
may just be the final straw that breaks the camelȭs back.  
 
Keep in mind; I am not going to place personal judgment. The most I 
will do is question as to why just how a child questions his parents 
ÁÂÏÕÔ ÌÉÆÅȭÓ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÍÙÓÔÅÒÉÅÓȢ ) ÒÅÁÌÉÚÅ ÔÈÅ ÁÂÏÖÅ ÐÁÒÁÇÒÁÐÈ ÍÉÇÈÔ Óuggest, 
but in truth it is a warning for those that might find the material here 
distasteful. 

 
!Î ÉÍÐÏÒÔÁÎÔ ÁÓÐÅÃÔ ÏÆ ÁÎÙÏÎÅȭÓ ÌÉÆÅ seems to be religion, and no matter 
what you hold as your belief it seems to carry a great weight upon the 
decisions and actions throughout your life. Even with that said there is a 
deviation in the faithfulness and/or dedication (for those that find the 
word faith appalling) that can be seen in every belief, regardless of 
structure, legality, and presence. Place Atheists in a group and a few 
ÍÉÇÈÔ ÓÁÙ ÔÈÅ ÎÁÍÅ Ȱ'ÏÄȱ ÁÓ ÈÅÒ Ï ÓÈÅ ÎÏÒÍÁÌÌÙ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÉÎ ÒÅÓÐÏÎÓÅ ÔÏ 
certain situations, while some may very well treat the very acceptance of 
the name as futile. Furthermore, some Christians favor the scripture as a 
loose guideline, while others are strict to the letter and consider any 
other practice heresy. Now, consider Buddhism, some may practice 
meditation and harmonizing of spirit, while others may take it much, 
much further.  
 
Japanese Buddhist monks found salvation in the practice of 

have any 
problems with 
this piece feel 
free to stop 
reading it. If you 
are driven to 
send me hate 
mail then go 
ahead; it might 
be something 
worth placing in 
the next edition 
of Demonic 
Tome. 



Sokushinbutsu, an ancient practice where for 1000 days the monks 
would willingly starve themselves with a special diet of only nuts and 
seeds, while drinking a tea that that caused a rapid loss of bodily fluids 
and the poison of the drink would free the body from maggots. 
 
To further traverse into the world of self-mummification, we should 
take note that these participants are willingly doing this, and I do not 
mean that in any loosely implied way. No, they are willing to consume 
the diet and only it; they are accepting of the tea and drink it even 
though it causes vomiting and other unpleasant situations; they choose 
for themselves this fate and even seal themselves in a stone tomb.  
 
For a human being to willing practice such an a thing may appear off at 
first and questionably suicidal; however, if we take into account the 
sheer dedication they gave to their beliefs it would be similar to those 
that die for them, only difference being that the monks mummification 
was self inflicted. That statement might have agreeable elements to it, 
ÂÕÔ ÉÔ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÔÈÅ ×ÈÏÌÅ ÃÏÎÃÅÐÔȟ ÂÕÔ ÒÁÔÈÅÒ Á ÖÁÒÉÁÎÔ ÏÆ ÐÅÒÓÐÅÃÔÉÖÅȢ  
 
What we should think about is how they convinced themselves of being 
trapped in an earthly body.  They gave up freedom, fun, love and 
belonging for power in an exercise of complete self-denial, but at the 
same time they believed that there would in return be endless of all 
attributes with power not being needed. That sort of concept is difficult 
to argue as what you would be arguing about are abstract ideas and 
theologies, but even then we know personally how true it feels to live by 
your own values; your own religion.  
 
So it would be useless to throw away the questions simply because they 
do not agree with you, because what we are really questioning is what 
would cause someone to do something like this and why. A question 
like this, as it has to do with a belief is simple on the surface: theology. 
Man has a creative mind when it comes to formulating and designing 
abstract concepts; concepts that can reshape the world or even reshape 
ÏÎÅȭÓ ÐÅÒÓÐÅÃÔÉÖÅ ÏÆ ÓÅÌÆȢ )Î ÔÈÉÓ ÃÁÓÅ ×Å ÓÅÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÍÁÎËÉÎÄ ÈÉÇÈÌÉÇÈÔÉÎÇ 
such noble qualities. These monks took on the Buddhist theologies and 
expanded it with a more extreme and painful way to reach a status 
similar, if not equal of that of Buddha.   
 
When a human creates such powerful ideologies it becomes intoxicating 
to those that are closest to the origin and then concepts of fun, freedom, 
power, love and belonging can often find themselves questioned. In this 
case the power the monk exercised was the control of his body; 
managing what he eats, forcing the endurance while the pain increase. 



Denying any once of freedom of self through relentless pain. Taking 
away any concept of fun with pure dedication taking place. These are 
concepts that seem ideal for someone that volunteers for misery, but for 
the monks it was worth the sacrifice. 
 
I am interested in what you, the readers, have to say about this practice, 
and if anyone knows if it is still currently practiced let me know. 
 
Some additional material:  
 
http://www.thethinkingblog.com/2007/07/self -mummified -monks-of-
japan.html 
 
http://w ww.sonic.net/~anomaly/japan/dbuddha.htm  
 
 
 
  
 
 

7ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÔÈe Justice in this World?  by Jenn 

 

 

 
 Imagine:  You are working at your less than minimum-wage-paying 

job. Minding your own business. Hell, your just trying to support your two  kids 

right? Who else will? Then some cops come in and take you in for only they 

know what. Come to find out, they are charging you for drug possession!! 

WHAT THE FUCK?! Where the hell is the evidence to prove that? 

             Where in the hell is the justice in this? Tell me. 

 In my government class (I hate this class by the way), we were shown a 

video about the injustices in the crooked ass judicial system we have in this 

ÇÒÅÁÔ ÎÁÔÉÏÎ ÏÆ ÏÕÒÓȢ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÓÁÙÉÎÇ !ÍÅÒÉÃÁ ÓÕÃËÓ ÏÒ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ 

damn patriots!  

 &ÏÒ ÍÁÎÙȟ ÓÕÒÅȟ ÔÈÅ ÊÕÄÉÃÉÁÌ ÓÙÓÔÅÍ ÍÁÙ ×ÏÒË ÁÎÄ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÇÒÅÁÔȢ But for 

some, they get screwed, up, down, and all over. The little scenario above for 

instance: police arrested several lower class citizens who lived in housing 

http://www.thethinkingblog.com/2007/07/self-mummified-monks-of-japan.html
http://www.thethinkingblog.com/2007/07/self-mummified-monks-of-japan.html
http://www.sonic.net/~anomaly/japan/dbuddha.htm


projects in the same area for drug possession. Why? BECAUSE THEY CAN! 

These people knew they ×ÅÒÅ ÉÎÎÏÃÅÎÔȢ 4ÈÅÙ ËÎÏ× ÔÈÅÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÄÏ ÉÔȟ ÙÅÔȟ ×ÈÏ 

ÄÏ ÔÈÅÙ ÈÁÖÅ ÏÎ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÓÉÄÅ ÔÏ ÐÒÏÖÅ ÉÔȩ 7ÅÌÌȣȢ×ÁÉÔ Á ÓÅÃȣȢI thought that in this 

country, according to our constitution, you are innocent until proven guilty?  

So then why do they have to prove their innocence? It seems that the judges 

and attorneys and cops and whoever else involved already have in mind that 

they are guilty. Why so twisted?  

 So then these people are given the choice to plead guilty. But they 

ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÄÏ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇȢ 3Ï ×ÈÙ ÐÌÅÁÄ ÇÕÉÌÔÙȩ Well if they plead guilty, they can get 

a shorter sentenceȢ "ÕÔ ÔÈÅÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÄÏ !.94().'Ȧ  

 )Î ÔÈÅ ÅÎÄȟ ÓÏÍÅ ÈÅÌÄ ÏÕÔȢ 3ÏÍÅ ÇÏÔ ÓÏ ÓÃÁÒÅÄ ÏÒ ×ÅÒÅÎȭÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÅÄÕÃÁÔÅÄ 

that they took the guilty plea. But when the cases were dismissed, those that 

held out went home with nothing and their record and time wasted form that 

whole debacle. The others however, even though the cases were dismissed, still 

pleaded guilty. That is permanent on their records. How are they supposed to 

get a job? Get any kind of government help? What are they supposed to do 

now? They are left with wasted time and their lives lost.  

 9ÅÔ ÉÔ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÓÔÏÐ ÔÈÅÒÅȢ )ÔȭÓ ÁÌÓÏ ÔÈÅ ÓÍÁÌÌ ÔÈÉÎÇÓȢ 'ÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÐÕÌÌÅÄ ÏÖÅÒ 

because one of your license plate lights are out and you are driving a crappy 

ÃÁÒȢ ɉ)ȭÍ sorry but not all of us can afford a BMW or have our daddy buy us a 

-ÅÒÃÅÄÅÓȦɊȢ 4ÈÅ ÃÏÐÓ ÐÕÌÌÅÄ ÙÏÕ ÏÖÅÒ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÏÆ ÙÏÕÒ ÃÒÁÐÐÙ ÁÓÓ ÃÁÒ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ 

×ÈÙȢ "ÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÙÏÕ ÁÒÅ ȰÁ ÓÕÓÐÉÃÉÏÕÓ ÃÈÁÒÁÃÔÅÒȱȢ 7(!4 4(% &5#+ %6%2ȦȦȦ  

 And then the big things. People sitting in jail because someone 

THINKS they saw you there even when you have a SOLID alibi  and there is NO 

OTHER EVIDENCE beside the fact someone THINKS they saw you at the 

scene.  

 Point is: THE JUDICIAL SYSTEM, (as well as all the other systems in 

the U.S.) IS A CROOKED SYSTEMȢ 7Å ÃÁÎȭÔ ÆÉÇÈÔ ȬÅÍȢ %ÖÅÎ ×ÈÅÎ ×Å ÔÒÙ ×Å 

will lose. There is a major chance we will lose.  

 Tell me your story. Have you been cheated by the system? Share it!   

 
  



 
 

 

Next Month ȣ 
We have several things lined up fo r you in our June  2009 
edition.  
 
 

Sex Slaves 
Jesse takes underground into  

A world that is ripe with controversial 
Morality.  

 
Pagan Metal  

Seth takes us into a scene that  
Is more true to historical roots 

Than most. 
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