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BE-BOOIK TN E

PREFACE

Greetings to all that read our humble little magazine of elicit horror,
darkness, and quasi-demonic tales. It brings us pleasure to announce
that we approach the 2rd month of our latest contest: The Month of the
Dead. For those that wonder why month instead of months as it would

actually seem to be, though the contest runs for a period of three
months, it is the final edition, the follow-up that will bear the importance
of the title. Besides, the months that the contest runs through are all, in
some way or another, associated with death honoring rituals and habits.

This edition includes two introductory poems by Thom Olausson, a
specific treat for the season by Lawrence Barker, and four competing

short stories that wild!/ be at your

We included the second chapter of the Bleeder, and even though it went
against my personal consent, the positive feedback could not go ignored.

[personallyf i nd somet hing unethical of in
into oneds public magazine, but 1 s
than initially thought.

The results from the 1st wave of contest submissions will be available
soon enough, but once announcedi t d omean the¢ end of the road for
the most voted story.

Mr. Deadman




POLTRY

Black Tsunami

By Thom Olausson

We set sail from the port at
dawn and headed north

The sea was calm and the wind
was good

Our journey was peaceful and
we drank our rum

No bad omens; nor sinister

signs appeared on our journey

Then one evening a bloody eye
glared down from the star
strewn sky

We all said our prayers and

whished bad luck away

But in the morning we found

Trapped Soul

By Thom Olausson

Trapped soul, lost hope
No closure in sight
Cold heart, frayed rope
No way out of my plight

Choking darkness, blinding dawn
Alone inside my head
Fading |light, nig

You make me wish I was dead

Fear of love, love of hate
Put my restless mind at ease
Fear of life, live to hate

Give my dying heart some peace




the first mate hanging from the
rigging
His eyes had been removed and

his sunburned neck broken

We all cried and knew that God
had forsaken us
We sent the corpse of our mate

to the depths of the ocean

A feeling of dread and despair

seeped into our minds
The ship seemed to sail

beneath the shadow of Death

At high noon we all heard a
frightened cry -f
nest
0OAhoy! Something
bl ack approaches
We all looked and a ghastly and
eerie sight greeted us

A wall of blackness glided

towards us, the cacophony of

seagulls stopped

The wind died down and the
ocean became dead calm

The wall of blackness grew; we
could see things whirling

around within

Confused inside, endless pain
Numbing terror of denial
Shards of love, falls like rain

Forgive my

Feed me hope, feed me passion

Let me in from the cold

Starve my heart, dry my compassion

Dead feelings my soul will hold

heart o



Many jumped overboard in fear
and the icy waters of the
Atlantic swallowed them
Those of us that stayed awaited

our cursed and dreaded fate

As we slammed into the wall
the world began to glow in eerie
red

A hooded man appeared in our
midst as we stood on the deck
He said nothing but held out
his rotten hands, as if
embracing us

As he slowly curled them into

fists we all became reborn

DEMOCRACY

Lawrence Barker

Vampires
Were aristocrats in crumbling castles
Now with-it dudes and hot chicks
No difference between new and old models though
Both are really really better than boring you

Demons
Are lords of hell torturing damned souls
Guide witches foxy young ones | mean through midnight orgies
Command infernal armies against angelic hosts
While you stumble through a dull-haze day job

Werewolves
Maybe tragic victims of accident or curse




Maybe shape shifting wizards with wild violent schemes
Either way werewolves are deep rough crazy cool
While you sit around watch TV swill cheap beer

Zombies
Aren't vampires aren't demons aren't werewolves
Anyone can be a zombie even you
Come to think of it with the job TV and beer
Maybe you already are

DEMONIC SCRIPTURE

The Stories

THE CUCKOO CLOCK
By Jonathan D. Stiffy

Vote For This Story Now!

Catherine cametoher boyfriendds Victoria
class that autumn afternoon. After two faint knocks at the door, she
decided to try the knob. James left the door open when he knew that
Catherine would be coming to visit. Clarion, Pennsylvania, was one of
those rare towns where more than a
second thought to unlocked doors.

With a firm push, the door creaked open and she entered a living
room filled with Gilded Age furniture and dust-laden artifacts. As she sat
her purse down on a coffee table in the center of the room, the chime of a
clock echoed from down the hall. She knew the order of the chimes of
the many clocks James had around the house. First, the antique Seth
Thomas in the kitchen would chime, then the grandfather clock in the
living room, followed by the Kassell pendulum in the hall. Lastly, the
irritating call of the cuckoo clock on the southern wall of the living room
would chime. James had many clocks, but the cuckoo clockii of
anonymous brandi did not fit with the others.
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Jonathan D. Stiffy is a

previously unpublished ol hate that thing,
author who works as a while remembering the day he bought it at

laboratory manager by day an estate sale months ago. A man who
and is a horror had committed suicide by hanging himself
fiction enthusiast by night. from a chandelier previously owned it, but
He lives with his wife, James di dintbda jcuagte 0 lead
Jessica, and daughter, i to.
Taylor, in Canonsburg,

Pennsylvania. She wandered down a hallway
leading from the living room to the
kitchen. On the kitchen table was a copy

of the Sunday Gazette with a headl:
Uni versitybo. Next to the fr ontectipawas,
removed. An ad for a local auction was circled:

Sligo Psychiatric Hospital Auction A Thursday October 12 t
Wheelchairs, Desks, Chairs, Etc.

Catherine scanned the other headlines, then let the paper flop
back down onto the table. Not knowing what to do with herself, she
remembered that there was an untouched six-pack of Blue Moon in the
refrigerator the night before, so she went to take one. She found only
one left, leaving her to wonder what became of the other five.

OSure, makeatyohuornsee,I6f a voice said
She turned from the refrigerator, bottle in hand.

0OYoulbre | ate, 6 Catherine said wit
counter top bounced off her lipstick as she spoke.

0Stayed after cl ass y ostcthchdntws .t h
write for shit, but heds trying hard
the bottle from Catherine for a swig. She snatched it back playfully.

oTrying hard enough for an A?60 C
interested. She just loved hearing him talk in that cocky fashion of his.

OFor a C maybe. Not everyone <can
replied before exiting the kitchen for the living room. Catherine paused
and thought about that, and aboutcladso
last semester before following him.

She turned the corner to the living room to find James already
sprawled out on the couch with his eyes shut. He was rubbing the




bridge of his nose.

Catherine knew a sure-fire cure for a headache. The curtains were
already drawn, so she started to unzip her pants. By the time that
James recognized the sound of the zi
the floor below her ankles.

oONo, babe. Not now, 6 he said wit
of his wrist.

Catherine did not know what to make of it. He never turned down

Never.

She knew that he had been going through a lot of stress with his
new novel. Perhaps, she thought, he
he were able to get past page ten after thirty-some days of working on it.

0You sure? What 6s wrong?o0 Cat her

ol have a splitting headache. I
James said.

Catherine arrogantly persisted by ripping her shirt off over her
head, her brown hair flying about. James looked upward at her,
bewildered. She walked over to him and straddled his lap. After a
second or two of hesitation he reached around her back, mechanically
massaging her shoulders, and then unlatching her black-lace bra, which
fell to the ground beside the couch.

It was then that she noticed that something was missing. They
had been in this same position many times before, but something was
different this time and the way he held her felt completely wrong.
Suddenly, he pulled away and looked up into her eyes almost as quickly
as she noticed his impotency.

0ls something wrong?06 she asked
embarrassed.

0l dm sorry. I
ols it mhkedt bdak of yours again?o

James | ooked confused, and then




0ls there anythin

oltds writerds bl
take it away. Sometimes I wonder iffi 0

ols that al/l | & m
responded only with confused silence.

oOYou just said 6you can screw me
it away?o. Il s that all | 8 m g dscactollége-gir?
|l ay, then 1 0dm getting the hell out of
pulled up her pants. Again, James did not respond immediately, so she
put on her shirt, but disregarded the bra still on the floor intentionally so
as it might act as a sort of landmine to detonate regret after she had
gone.

ot what I meant , 6 Ja
dnodt have said that.
his newteobeknamgsekl

couch. ol shou
of stress over

oONo, that s n
I
t

OAl right, 6 Catherine said softly,
ground. Then, | ooking up with a
it up to me?6

James smiled in amusement and ask
tomakei t up to you?o

oDinner tonight, 6 Catherine said
go to Chuck E. Cheeseds.

oCandét tonight. | 6ve got a meet.
supposed to be discussing the killings on campus. It would look really
badtomi ss it, 6 James explained.

obamn it, we haveno6ét gone out in t
ever do anymore is fool around. Well, allweeverdid do, | gues:s
Catherine said in disgust.

Catherine, 6 Jameas
caring about it, but

i's me spending another Fri
worry about it. |l dm fine. O She coul
out of the corner of her eye as she retrieved her purse from the coffee
table.




ol ol | make it up to you soon, 6 Ja
continued towards the door.

Catherine paused with her hand on
tomorrow then?6 she asked.

o0Sure, and maybeutwet lceoru.l d Howds t h
sound?90

OFine by me, 06 s hthanrsuwsuallenthuisiabm dbeus s
going to the Captain Loomis Inn, a posh bar and restaurant in downtown
Clarion.

She opened the door and stepped out onto the porch.
oOHave a godadcet imeeetatng, 6 she

0l 6d rather be with you, but
behind the screen door.

Your loss, she thought as she waved and continued back to her
Miata.

When Catherine got back to her apartment, she found that all her
energy was gone. She didndt want to
|l ie on her couch and catch up on tap
of the past few weeks, that was her lifeii not studying, nor dreaming
about a grand future with her professor boyfriend, not even going out
with any friends. She never coul d fii
friends in the first place.

En route to the refrigerator, she noticed that there was a message
on her answering machine. She went to the machine and pressed the
pl ay button, and expected Jamesds vVvoi

oOHi, this is Cathy. | dm not here

A brief silence, then oOoOHey, Cathe
from your Economics class. I was wondering if we could, like, get
together sometime to talk about the exam coming up this Thursday. My
number is uh 555-54 8 6 . Talk to you |l ater. o

Catherine remembered Dave from her
much of a conversationalist, but looked like he worked out all days of the




week. She caught him looking up her skirt when she shifted her legs in
class one day. Ever since, she made an effort to talk to him. To jealous
onlookers she made outright advances on him. One such advance was
to get toget her tofahedlsde exthmOthely wouldda e
encountering in Economics 251 this semester. She thought about the
vodka-slash-Gr ey 0 s vV e r-daglssesDav e

Il n an instant, she was dialing Da

*k*k

When Catherine returned to her apartment it felt like déja vu when
she listened to the only message left on her machine. Instead of a
classmate, this time it was James. As she listened, she looked across the
apartment room at a mirror on the wall. Her hair was disheveled, and
her cheeks were still a faint red huefi the evidence of a sinful evening.

Jamesds voice was barely registeri
clamor could be heard in the background. After a brief silence, James
continued in a toneless voice, 0So, i
would be really great. Again, |l am
l ate i
over .o

t is when you get this. Dondt

It was already eleven-t we nt vy . Going over to
mean certain boredom, followed by a sleepover that would most likely
hamper even mediocre performance on that economics test the following
mor ning. But, something about going
edge that James always had was that she felt secure around him, and
regardless,f or some reason she didndot feel
Without debating any longer, she stopped staring at herself in the mirror,
put her jacket back on and left her apartment.

*kk

When she arrived at Jamesd0s house,
Catherine assumed that he had already retired for the night, but decided
to go in anyway. She already thought really hard about a good story to
account for where she was when he called; it would be best to tell the
tale while it was fresh in her mind.

Catherine reached for the doorknob. To her surprise, not only was
the door unlocked, it was open about an inch. Once inside, she left the
door open behind her to use the moonlight to find the light switch on the
wall. She stepped into the living room, and found a new piece of
furniture sitting in the corner. It was a bulky wooden armchair with




metal cuffs on the arms and the two front legs, two leather straps about
the backrest, and a third strap atop the headrest.

The ominous chair resembled an electric chair often seen in old
movies about death row. What it was
beyond her. Normally, the sight of such an object would send someone
second-guessing his or her presence right out the door and back to the
car . C a thbrenonenwer® still running rampant despite the
menacing chair, and no such terror emerged.

oHel l o Catherine, 6 James said
him coming down the stairs.

0l got your message and came rt@ghbt
She coul dndt help but to glance back
her. As she looked, James switched on a Tiffany lamp next to the sofa,
sending shadows upward across his face.

oYes, |l 6m fine. | just want eidtht o
same monotonous tone she heard on the answering machine.

oWhat 6s t hat ?6 Catherine asked,
corner.

o0l wanted to show you that. You
old places. That chair is from the old Sligo Psychiatric Hospital. I picked
it up at an auction yesterday. You

Catherine walked over to it, but she did not desire to sit in it. In
fact, it was killing her mood altogether.

0So, why do you have it? yloumaa nwvai
ght I

watch Monday Ni Foot bal in.o

oWel |, | was hoping that maybe we
lowering his voice and stepping closer.

oWhat ?6 Catherine asked, though
really needed.

OHop in the cbatr éand find
Catherine was not normally so naive, but she did want to do

something different. If strapping her into a chair was what James
needed to get his | ost sexuality back




She sat down in the chair. James smiled in approval.

He bent over her and kissed her as he pulled her wrists into the
steel clasps on the arms of the chair. He stopped kissing her to fasten
the bolts on the clasps and to buckle the leather straps from the back of
the chair, one around her waist, one above her breasts, and the third
around her forehead. Lastly, he bent down and pulled her boots from
her feet and put her ankles into the metal clasps on the legs of the chair.
At this, Catherine giggled.

ONow what ?26 Catherine asked with

James stood, and looked down on her with a smile. Then, the
smile faded as swiftly as it came.

oONow |I ask you, Catherine, where
The blood seemed to instantly freeze in her veins.
oOWhat do you mean?¢dé Catherine atek

sound nonchalant when you no longer have the option of simply running

I only ask you once again.
been this evening. o

With a useless struggle, she tried to squirm in the chair. Her
forehead began to swell against the head strap with the increase in blood
flow, and the arm straps now seemed twice as tight.

oPl ease | et me out of this chai
did, just please let me out of this chair first. This is really
uncomfor t abl e, 6 she said, trying t kee

ol 6m afraid | candt do that. o As
question a third time. Instead, he stood there staring at her for what
seemed to be a minute while Cather.i
accelerated.

Finally, James looked across the room at the grandfather clock,
breaking the stare. He turned on his heels and went out of the room and
down the hallway towards the kitchen. While he was gone, Catherine
again began to squirm, but it was to no avail.

When James returned, he had a cloth in one hand, and a plastic
squirt bottle half filled with clear liquid in the other. James began to




dispense some of the liquid into the cloth. As he did, she could faintly
hear the Seth Thomas in the kitchen begin to chime.

OAlright, |1 was at a friendds hous
our test tomorrow. What s so wrong
out of this damned chair! o Catherine
grandfather clock.

James set the bottle down on the coffee table and walked behind
the sanitarium chair. As he neared, Catherine could smell the liquid
that he soaked the towel with. It reminded her of the smell of the air in a
hospital, but many times stronger. Now the Kassel pendulum in the hall
was beginning its midnight chime.

o0James please ddgmwdét hurt me! I

The cloth was covering her nose and mouth. It was impossible not
to inhale, she found, and eventually breathed in. The room began to
dim, and soon the world turned black around her. The last thing she
heard was the grating OoOcuckooécuckood
dreamlike echoes of James mimickingith 0 Ki I | you. . . ki ||l

*kk

Catherine awoke to a fierce headache, continued restraint, and
darkness. Her eyes began to dart from side to side looking for James,
but she found it impossible to look around the room because something
was not more than one foot directly in front of her eyes blocking most of
the view. There was a tall wooden table set up in front of her over the
sanitarium chair, and on it was situated a large block with a dark
irregular-shaped object bolted to it. A pendulum was hanging from it,
swaying rhythmically back and forth. Level with her forehead was the
face of a clock, which read twelve fifty-eight. Below it, level with her left
eye, was a tiny wooden door.

It was the hideous cuckoo clock that she loathed so much. But,
something was different. The door in the middle of the clock where a
miniature wooden bird would emerge was open and the bird was visible.
It stared at her, and she looked in terror back at it as though it were a
real bird. From so close a distance, the bird appeared huge before her
eyes. A rail that directs t he bchimd
extended from the open doorway to nearly touching her left cheekbone.

Something was different about the bird, too. In its tiny beak, a
metallic objectil a long, thick needlefl pointed straight out and
terminated only mere fractions of an inch from her pupil. It had to have




been five inches long. A thick syrupy liquid dripped from the tip of the
needle.

Then, the pieces of the puzzle fell into place in her mind as the
clock reached twelve fifty nine.

She began to scream. Sweat began to fall from behind the strap
around her forehead, some beads rolling down into her eyes, stinging
them. She blinked, but found she could not keep her eyes closed.
Whether they stayed open or closed, the needle would still be able to
penetrate her brain in less than a minute. She tried her best to force out
the question in her mind as to whether or not it could kill her, or just
render her brain-dead.

To her horror, she remembered the order of the clock chimes
throughout the house. Soon enough they came, just as expected. She
could not control her screams as the faint sound of the antique Seth
Thomas clock echoed down the hallway from the kitchen.

Next, the grandfather clock in the living room began to bellow. Her
breaths were quick and hard between screams as drool dripped from her
lips. Tears rolled down her cheeks, red with blood forced through
capillaries by her pounding heart.

The grandfather clock ceased just as the Kassell pendulum in the
hallway began to sound. As it did, Catherine could hear the gears inside

the cuckoo clock preparing to chime in less than five seconds.

Her screams were long and steady, but came to an abrupt halt as
the cuckoo clock struck one.

THE END

(-"'frnf’:f /r.rrff"f-'
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THE VISION OF SAKTI

By: Anne Carly Abad

[ am currently a senior student of the
Ateneo de Manila University,
studying BS Management, Major in Young Datu

Communications Technology Namwran and his warriors
Management. rushed in unabated, like a
In 2007, my article on Philippine poetry flood brought about by a

was publlShed in Alehouse fierce storm. They faced
Poetry Journal in California. And in the the ambush head-on,

same year, I won fellowship jumping out of the

in the 6th Barl aya Nat darkness before the
Workshop for Young Adult Fiction, enemies could even think
where my novel entitl ¢ toreact. Despite the poor

was considered for light, it did not take long
publication. From 2008 to 2009, I was for him to spot the enemy

the associate editor of the chieftain whose armor
Ateneo Student Business Review (ASBR), was, to some extent’ better
where mv research works were than the rest of his men,

Vote For This Story Now!

and whose long sword was at ready. There was his target!

Seeing Namwran come after him, the adversary mightily
brandished his heavy kampilan, lifting the deadly, three-foot long brand
with both hands and bringing it down with a heave. The wind sang in the
wake of his attack, but he was too slow, Datu Namwran had anticipated
his move and had woven away to flank the enemy, quickly driving a
dagger into the otherds side, just
exposed the skin.

The enemy chieftain gave a pained grunt. The look in his eyes
suggested that he coul dndt believe
planned. Involuntarily, he dropped his long sword and tried to pull out
the dagger that had been driven into his side. He never saw Namwran
take his own kampilan which was strapped to his back, lift it overhead,
and shave off the otherds head.

For a moment, the eyes of the enemy fixed at Namwran from the
grassy earth, stunned and even bewildered. Then they glazed over in cold
death.

Namwran felt no pity for him.

The raiders who had come from the enemy barangay saw
everything, saw their proud chieftain die right before their eyes. It was

O



http://www.demonictome.com/MODSept09.php

not five minutes ago when their plans had begun to fall to pieces like
brittle bones. They had planned nllageyr
but the tables had been turned unexpectedly when Namwran ambushed
them first before their archers could even unsling their bows from their
shoulders.

Now that their datu chieftain was dead, there was no alternative
left but to retreat. Driven by fear, the enemies tried to flee, but
Namwr ands men, cheered on by their
them so that the would-be slave raiders were captured to be made slaves
themselves later on.

Namwran watched his men and felt jubilant. They had won
tonightodos battl e!

*

ol't was as you have Rubd DatinNmmwranvi t
studied the girl who had given him the prophecy. Her small, roundish
face was illumined by the orange light of the torches without. She was
young, although, perhaps not much younger than he. She was a slight
thing garbed in a common vest and skirt attire that revealed her sun-
browned skin. Nothing spectacular indeed, yet, this was the second time
that she had proven herself to him.

0That is good to hear noflserdaa Dgathha d
Namwran, 6 she smiled at him as she Kk
wandered and could not help but notice the fine items scattered all over
his homefl porcelain ware, brass gongs, daggers with carved ivory
handles, there was no end to his treasures.

olt appears that | am heavily ind
saved my |ife, and that of your peop
he, noticing how she had gotten distracted by his possessions.

She shook her head sanpinwltun. Thislgiftavask
h

given me freely by the spirits, thus
slave, one of the
.6 Namwran ignored h

Her eyebrows rose in surprise for he had not listened to her at all.
She |l ooked as though she were about
She must have known that he was a very firm man, firm to the point of
stubbornness. Changing his mind would be like forcing the wind to
change direction.

OThen, express my deepest gratit




Namwran looked at her uneasily, suddenly tense, worry written all
over his face. o0But Lady Sakti, are
no one el se who hides behind guises?§d

Therewas a nervou pause. 0Yes, | a
The man sighe n relief. O0Then t

d
i s as it should be. 6

Sakti nodded absently, averting her gaze, looking very much like
she was indeed hiding things, but he knew that women liked keeping
some things to themselves, so he chose not to pry.

ol should be off now, bef ore |
oVery well. Goodbye, Lady Sakt.

And she departed, descending the stairs and going off into the
night like the graceful and mysterious creature that she was.

Namwran looked after her until she was well out of sight, and even
when she had long gone, he remained mystified.

oWho is this girl? How is it that
He wondered aloud. But he took Sakti as a good sign. That the spirits
sent her to save his life like this must have meant that he mattered, that
perhaps, he was not the monster he thought himself to be. He rested a
battle-scarred hand on his muscular chest, wondering if whatever it was
that was inside him was dangerous. It was a magic that his departed
mother had vehemently instructed to keep hidden for as long as he lived.

He exhaled loudly to clear his head.

In silence, he turned his mind over to other matters. He recalled
his encounterswi t h t he seer |, Lady Sakti é

Sakti had come running into his hut insolently, without even
asking his permission. The timawa guards had been too busy frolicking
like children to notice that the slight girl had come all the way inside.
Had she been an assassin, then he would have already been dead that
morning, for even he had been caught unawares.

oWhat is your business here? Who
such a threatening tone that the guards had heard him and come
barging into his hut as well. The girl had shriveled up like a frightened
mouse, eyes full of fear and trepidation.

0 I am called Sakti, the, the twin sister of Angkatan. Forgive me. I
just needed to tell you something important. It cannot wait for it is




your life that is at stake, 6 s he had said it with s
that the chieftain could not help but listen. He had motioned for the
guards to step back.

0Get on with it, 6 he had ordered

0Today, when the sun reaches the
come. He is from another barangay, and he will claim that he is just
passing by to trade for he is hungry,

oWhat does this have to do with m
message. 6 He had been so i r rmptedtoeehd at
her out right then and there.

0The man is not a mere tr ade rbaraddasy
which lies deep in the highland forests. He has been sent by his datu to
determine the number of our able men, the level of our weaponry, our
precious items. You will see it in his very movements, he will be studying
us, although he will act as though

Datu Namwran was about to interrupt her when she continued
heatedly, O0And he is not | ustillasksopy,
speak with you, and when you accept, he will put poison in your food
and drink, the kind of poison that effects slowly and makes the victim

appear sick when in fact, he i1s dying

Namwrands eyes had widened at hear
outrageous, but at the same time, he had also sensed that he could not
simply discount her words. o0But, Lad
all of these things?6

ol have seen them in a vision and
her voice had been edged with iron-hard certainty.
0And i f they are not 2?60

0OThen the spirits have made a mist
so sure of herself that she had appeared bigger than her true size.

oBut what must we do? Does this
visitoraway t he moment that he comes?590

ONo! 6 she had retorted in warning
him come. But we shall be prepared to trick him into thinking that we
are weaker than we truly are. You shall accept him into your home and
pretend you know nothing, but you shall not drink or eat anything from
your stores after his visit. Throw yo

OWhy must we do al l these things?
greater danger ?60




ol foresee a better out c o mas thefspinite
have revealed, driving him away will
declared enigmatically.

He had doubted that anything that she had said would come to
pass. He had thought her crazed and distraught, a poor girl with a too-
wild imagination. Yet, he had found himself instructing all the barangay
dwellers according to what Sakti had specified. Many of the weaponsf
blowguns, spears, axes, and swordsfi had been hidden, save for a few,
and a faction of timawa and datu warriors had been sent to the forest to
hide and perhaps forage while they waited.

Yet despite of Namwrands misgi Vving
exactly the time that Sakti had prophesied, when the sun had reached
the point of noon.

The man had been as unremarkable as Saktifi thin and frail-
lookingfi but he had been hopelessly affable. The villagers had taken
such a liking to him that they could not themselves believe that the man
was an enemy, as their chief datu had warned them. The visitor had
taken an easy stroll around the village, conversing with the people as an
old friend would. Some villagers had even invited him into their homes.
After a few hours of carousing with his new friends and when he had
seen enough, he had asked rather lightheartedly if he could have an
audience with the village chieftain.

ols that so? This is very kind of
saying to the alleged spy who had brought him exquisite gold bells with
draconic patterns as a tributary gift. Apparently, the man had been sent
as an emissary of the chief datu of Mdang, a barangay located
somewhere in the nearby mountains.

olt is a talisman, Datu Namwran. |
yawal, 6 t he emi ssary had explained, | oo

0So this is a charm to war gthie byfthee
entrance so that the demons cannot e
bells which were no bigger than the palms of his hands and had let these
dangle from a peg on the wooden doorframe of his hut.

Now he listened to the tinkle of the bells as they swayed in the
wind, to one side beautiful and fiery in the light of the burning torches,
but to the other hateful and revolting, for they were glaring symbols of
deceit. He thought anew of how Sakti had been right all along, for when
Dat u Ruk a hsarg had haft the village, Namwran had immediately
thrown out all his food and drink, even those that were stored in the
batalan. The dogs had dashed in to devour the wastage, followed by
spotted pigs that must have been wandering close by. They had finished
al most everything, had rested undern
the brim and still amazed at their good fortune. Nothing happened to
them at first, for it had not been until the dawn of the following day that

! General Tagalog-Visayan term for demons and evil spirits like aswang




the dogs and pigs had started to fall ill, shuddering on the ground as
though the chill of night refused to leave them be. Their tongues had
lolled out, begging for water, but there was no help for them.

To wake up to such a sight had been horrifying indeed, yet at the
same time, it had been a great relief, for he knew that if the poor animals
had not eaten his food, then he would have been the one dying from the
poison and convulsing feverishly on the ground. The assassin was well-
trained, for no one had ever spotted him go about his deadly scheme.

Namwran had immediately called for Sakti that afternoon,
convinced of her prowess in divining the spirits. By the time she had
arrived, the dogs and pigs had died, as though stricken by the plague.

0The spirits were not mi st alksthoughh
she could not believe it herself.

She had seemed as frightened of herself as he was.

oBut it is not over, Hi gh Chi ef .

*

From behind the peeling trunk of an aged mango tree, Old Lady
Jaya, the village baylan?, fumed secretly as she watched Sakti descend
the bamboo steps of the chieftainds
of a girl, that poser, that rotten excuse for a soothsayer. She could not
run out of names to call the young Sakti.

In two days and two visions 6 t i me , Sakt. had al
depose her from her throne as village shaman. Whether the girl knew
this or not did not matter. What mattered was that the people were
already talking about the little nuisance as though she were a goddess
comedowntoear t h. Yet, even Jaya could no
prophecies had been seamless.

First, the prophecy about the visitor who was actually a spy and
assassin, and then, Datu Rukahds amb
few hour s back éoetheererylash detai, had come to pass.

Consumed by her own dark thoughts, Jaya did not realize that she
had been staring at nothing for some time now for Sakti had already
gone.

0 T hamito must truly favor our village for they have sent us Lady
Sakti .o

oLady Sakt.i mi ght become our new

olt i s about time! Anyway, Bayl an

The voices of the barangay folk caused a buzzing in her ears that
made her even more furious. Soon, they would be coming to Sakti for
their ritual needs, and Jaya would be thrown out of business; they would
spit her out as surely as they would spit out their nganga3.

Old Lady Jayaods face contorted wit
had begun working on an assortment of hexes that she could use against

2 Ancient office of village shaman/healer/.ritual specialist
® Combination of betel nut, betel leaves, and lime, traditionally chewed on like gum




her nemesis, but she knew that she was not yet ready to stoop to that
level. She was still the village shaman, after all. She still had the last
wordébut for how much | onger ?

olt does not have to be as you im

Jaya froze. She looked everywhere yet saw no one. A number of
villagers were already at home, while the rest were farther off, enjoying
themselves in the small banquet that Datu Namwran had hosted to
cel ebrate their whoddrst twieatedryyp. oW

oPerhaps | can help you, aBagyid, that J
chil ddos voice which appeared to be c

0Show yourself to me, you I|ittle

ol am not a brat. Look up, Ol d La

And Jaya saw the girl. She was seated on a thin branch of the
mango tree, about fifteen feet from the ground, hidden by thick shadows
and surrounded by larger-than-normal black beetles, gnats, spiders, and
other nightmarish insects. Jaya did not need to think twice to know what
the girl was.

OYawa! Get away from me, you vile cre
and she was about to make a run for it when the mysterious girl made a
very enticing offer.

ol am Hi bl a. I know somet hing that
can help you.©6

0You cannot t
when dealing with fiend s | 1|

00Of course th
tremendous. 0

Jaya went silent. Her fear was immense, for this demon appeared
to be a trickster of some sort, unlike the fierce and instinct-driven
weredogs, shapeshifters, and viscera-suckers.

OAre you willing to take the risk?-

Jaya hesitated for a long time. She was old and was passing away
in the hearts of the people. Soon she would become a fossil that they
would sooner forget than weep for. She had nothing else to lose.

OWhat tihsati tyou want me to do?déd she

olt is simpleéebod

ri ck me. I know that
ke you. o
ere i s a price, but

*

Upon | eaving Datu Namwrands hut,

€Are you certain that you see not
behind guises? Na mwr ands question gnawed alt
was not the first time he had asked her that. It was as if he knew that
she was withholding something from him.

Two days ago, when her visions had first manifested, she could
hardly believe what was happening. It was barely sunrise when she had
been roused by nothing in particular while Angkatan, her twin sister,
had remained in the realm of slumber. There had just been this
inexplicable feeling inside her that had exhorted her to come out of her




hut. The moment that she had emerged from the hut was the same
moment that the first light of the sun broke the bleakness of the horizon.

And that was also when the images had come to her in an
inexorable rush.

She had seen the spy-assassin before he ever came, had known
the evil purpose of his visit by virtue of her sharp intuition. The vision
was not a linear progression of events. It was a maze of possibilities,
chaotic to the point of impenetrability. But somehow, she had been able
to divine the images that mattered and made sense the most. In a short
span of time, she had figured out who was going to be in danger, as well
as, who was going to bring about that harm. The former was no other
than Datu Namwran, and the latter, the prophesied visitor from Mdang.

It had been the same process with the second vision that had
di vul ged the possibility of Datu Ruk
whi ch Datu Namwrandés warriors had us
launching a preemptive strike of their own. Sakti had pointed out to
Namwran the enemy chieftain among all the other Mdang datu warriors,
a very difficult task in a nighttime battle.

0The man who wi | |kafm@lanhbeford him,de is the
chieftain, for the others will have theirs strapped to their backs. When
you catch sight of this man, that is when you will attack. Drive your
dagger deep into his unprotected side, and you will win the battle. Do
ot herwise and the tides will turn ag
to Namwran before he and his warriors had headed off to battle.

It was all good, she thought quietly. But the problem was that her
power did not end with her visions, they were only a small part of it. She
had the power to see through all forms of deception and lies. She knew
that Angkatan was lying whenever she said that she would go out into
the forest to gather mushrooms. Sakti knew that her sister was up to
something else entirely, but of what, she had never bothered to find out
for Sakti dared not pry into someone

Though they were twins, and though they loved each other with
their lives, they were both secretivefi mysteries even to each other. They
took comfort in their secrets and felt a closeness to each other that was
rooted in the very things that they concealed.

But Namwran was an entirely different matter. Before her powers,
she looked to him with eyes of admiration, the type that bordered on
infatuation. But now, it was different. She could not be certain of how
she felt for him now that she knew what he was.

On the day that she had given him her first vision, she had seen
him not as the Namwran she had known from childhood, not an ordinary
man, but something magical, frightening and wonderful all at the same
time.

She had barged into his hut, and for the very first time, saw his
spirit which could not be contained in his body. His spirit was of white
fire and light, rising from his back like the magnificent wings of an eagle.




He was an anito, concealed in that vulnerable human body. It was a
legacy he had inherited from his deceased mother, who had the same
guardian spirit in her.

€Are you certain that you see not
behind guises? Namwr and6s question bothered
aware that he had no idea what he was! He was the one hiding behind
guises, and he must have felt that he was different, seen the signs of the
magic cropping up in him, but he could not understand it.

Sakti knew that it must be awful to live like that, to know that he
was different yet never be given the chance to discover the secret of his
identity. She had wanted to reveal it to him then, to tell him what he
was. You are an angel! She had wanted to cry out.

But she had not. She had done everything to stop herself from
opening her mouth and telling him that. The spirits had warned her and
forbidden her to speak of Na mwr andés secret, for it
if it came out in the open. Both visions had been sent to protect him, for
he was i mportant, the spirits had sai
safe.

Sakti arrived before her hut feeling enervated and weary. Keeping
such a secret drained her in an unexpected way. She looked up,
expecting to see Angkatan inside, but she noticed that someone else was
in the hut. The poor light prevented her from determining who it was, so
she picked up a dry coconut husk from the ground and hastened up the

bamboo steps to find that an old woman had intruded into their home,
rummaging through Angkatandés things,
her sister kept her valuables.

0Oy! You thief, get out of , throwinghle
coconut husk at the old lady.

The old lady slowly stood up from where she was crouched and,
with a frown, turned to face Sakti.

oBayl an Jaya? |1 dm so sorry! | di d

0So we meet, | ittl e gdutyou. Ydubpower bfe a
sight amazes me, 6 said t he -sohgdoide.aBlagk i
beetles, ants and spiders ran away from her as she moved.

Sakti almost choked against her fear, balled fists covering her
gaping mouth. o0You ayalLetrtl;at pod® womah gody J
demon! o

0So it is true, you can see throug
arrow. That al so means that you know

oWhy have you come, demon? I ref us
you. 0 Sakti r ew forlherceyes doeld steitfor what it truly
wasfi a monstrous creature of evil, death and decay. The demon had
intruded Baylan Jayads body, 1impriso
smoke-l i ke strands that | aced and knott
soul.

o doubt that you mean that, |itt/]l




at stake, 6 the demon said simply, hol
ani mal bones, all of which she -had.t d
you know what these are? These are implements used for witchcraft.
Your sister is a sorceress. o

Sakti was in shock. Her eyes told her that the demon was not
l ying. The items were indeed her si st
had been hiding from her all these years!

Old Lady Jayacackled mad |l y. oO0Yes, | speak th
know very well that death is the punishment for witches. Only the village
bayl an may perform the rituals. Al
secret, and the |l l agers will c¢come

Sakti shook her tears streaming
not do this, I of you. o

oDo not [ e girl. There i
to make me a deal. Give me the knowledge that I have come for, and I
will not only release this woman, but al so keep your

oBut what if | do not have what vy

oLet us hope that you do, 6 there
womands dark eyes. o0l have come in s
dangerous to us demons. We can sense this person, he or she is
somewhere in this village, but we ca

The tears fl owed out of Saktids e
where this was leading to.

oTell me now, who among the villag
him? Whoisthe angel 2?6 the possessed woman
terribly that she barely retained any mark of her humanness.

Sakti bit her quivering lips. What was she to do? Why was she
being forced to make a choice?

oTel | me now, | ittl e mditothis wothan dnd wi
your sister! o

olt is Namwran!o6 cried Sakti in

And the demon instantly left Old Lady Jaya, swift as the wind, her
black tendrils snapping, unknotting, and finally freeing her hapless
victimds soul

Jaya had collapsed on the floor in a heap just before Angkatan
arrived from the festivity which had reached its last leg. She stared at the
weeping Sakti, and then at the old woman who was still holding the
witching tools from her safe box.

Sakti watched as Angkatan frantically snatched up all her tools
and stashed them wildly back into the wooden box before Jaya regained
her senses.

o0Sakti, why are you crying? Did t
that she was jealous of you. She must have come tofi 0

0Sister, I have dlothieg! Itidlewhonsawed a wf
Namwranods | ife, but it is also I who
|l amentation chilled Angkatan to the




Bayl an Jayads body, and it threatened
it who the anitowa s . 0
ol cannot understand, Sakti. What
olt is all the fault of my visions
Namwran really is. He is an anito, and the demons feel threatened of
hi m! o6
The twins were startled when a shrill scream suddenly echoed from
the distance. Before long, there was a commotion. More torches were lit,
and the village dwellers were panicking everywhere.
0Our datu has been poisoned! o6 yell
OAn assassin has |l eft a scorpion i
A faction of warriors randomly stormed into various homes in
search of the murderer, while others
Bayl an! Where is our baylan?dé there
the villagers searched for Baylan Jaya who was the sole healer in town.
But the shaman was sprawled on th
impossible to wake from her stupor.
Angkatan began gathering as much of their things as she could.
oDo as | am doing, Sakti! We have t
Sakti refusedtomove. oO0OBut | have commit
the demon who sent that scorpionéTh
Angkatan grabbed her sister by the arm furiously and started
dragging her out of the house. ONone
threatened you and there was nothing you could do. Now, we must leave
before they find Jaya like this and also discover the contents of my safe-
box. The villagers will kill us both if we do not escape now. They will
think we put the scorpion in his hut.
Sakti resisted stubbor nl y. oLet them come!
but | will stay to pay for my cri mes!
oPay for them some other way! Your
And in any case, I have to take you away, where the demon will never
find you. You have made a pact with a creature of darkness, now it will
seek to possess you for that is the way it is with these thingsfi strike a
deal once and you are theirs forever.
Sakti stopped crying at hearing this, icy fear gripping her racing
heart as she held her sisterdos gaze.
0 Do ugee the truth in my eyes? [ am not lying. I know that it will
come back for you for | am trained i
Sakti stood up then, unable to offer any retort.
o0Come! 6 shouted Angkatan, and the
disappearing into the dark mass of trees and shrub as the village behind
them wailed in anguish and misery at the death of their beloved datu.
Sakti heard the wails and screams die out as they ran away, but
something inside her died as well as the distance between them and their
villagegr e weé

o
t

THE END




RETRIBUTION

By Celeste Wilkinson
Vote For This Story Now!

She hunched her shoulders, hating her imperfect body and
praying that it would morph into the svelte, beautiful shape of the
model selling the amazing weight loss product. She hated that model
and herself, but mostly she hated her soon to be ex-husband. If this
pill actually worked she imagined waltzing into the courtroom the day
of her impending divorce and her husband lusting after her luscious
hips as he watched her walk away from him. Let him think about
what he threw away every day for the rest of his stinking miserable
life. She hated him and at that moment she just wanted to wipe his
face off the earth.

She refused to drown herself in alcohol. She had already been
down that road and it just led to a bloated body and a mushy mind.
She wanted a new start and for some reason the ad on TV was

different. Of course it was not available in any stores. The
spokesperson guaranteed results in one week plus a gift certificate of
$500 credit with a prominent high-end department store. The
commer ci al promised, oO0ln one week w
old clothes will fit. We hate to leave you with nothing to wear so we
will provide you $500 credit for a new wardrobe. Once you try our
fabul ous product, you must never st

What did they mean by that? The first 30 days were free, so
why the hell not. For as long as she could remember she had felt fat
and ugly. Her mother told her not to worry about it, that she had a
pretty face and a good personality. Pretty faces and good personalities
were worthless when none of the cute popular boys wanted to date
her in school. She was their best friend, but not pretty enough to be
considered a girlfriend. When she went to college, she met and began
to date a young upcoming business major. He was handsome,
attentive and seemed to be madly in love with her. They dated for
several months and he accompanied her to her home to meet her
parents. Of course they taken in by his confident charm and they
were delighted that their daughter attracted such a fine specimen as a
husband. With her parentsd tot al a
married. Her parents helped the new couple with their connections to
society and her husband became a player in the world of high finance.
A few months after their marriage, her parents died tragically in an
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accident and her husbandds attitude
was a lousy cook, boring conversationalist and even worse he found
her repulsive in bed. He found fault with any attempt by her to please
him. During the first months of their marriage he tried to gained
control of her inheritance from her parents. He promised that he
would invest the money and they would be wealthy beyond her wildest
dreams. She tried to explain to him that the money was tied up in a
trust and she could not acquire the funds he needed. His insults grew
more and more biting. She should have divorced him immediately,
but he would apologize and they would make up.

His career finally began to take off and he was promoted to vice
president of the company. He became even more vindictive and ugly.
He would come home late demanding supper. When she served the
meal, he would dump the food on the dining room floor and storm out
of the house. She would clean up the mess and he would come back
as if nothing had occurred. Sometimes he would apologize and other
times he would bring back flowers or a half-pint of ice cream. She
hated it when he brought back food, because the next day he would
look at her with disgust.

OMy cow, come here. Moo for me.
oPl ease, dondét call me that. I
00Oh would you rather be a pig.

She burst into tears and fled the room. He chased her up the
stairs.

ol never should have married you
your family had connections. Now that my career has taken off, I no
longer need you or your money. I thank God that you never spawned
any children to hold over my head. o
looked upon her with disdain.

oDear girl, you are nothing but
when I married you, but I thought I could help you reach your
potential as a suitable wife for a up and coming businessman like
myself, but you cannot be taught.

She could have curled up into a ball and died at that
moment. After he left, she did not go anywhere for days. She
worked out feverishly and went on a Spartan diet and ended up
losing sleep and her health. She was only about twenty pounds
overweight. However her petite size magnified made those
additional pounds. She had a pretty face with the features of a
fashion model or so her mother told her, but she never saw those
fine features. When she looked in the mirror, all she saw were
creases, lumpy flesh and flab.

She wrote down the toll-free number and punched in the




digits on her phone. The telemarketer took her credit and shipping
information. The friendly voice promised that the MakeOver+ pills
would be in her hands within twenty-four hours.

She disrobed for her shower and regarded herself in the
mirror. The ugly lump of flesh that looked back at her would be
gone in a week. She could not wait to see her soon to be ex-
husband6s f ace when he saw her bodyd
like perfection. Their divorce case was scheduled for next week.
She did not miss him or his constant attacks. She did want him to
miss her though. She could not put a bullet into his smug face.

He was not worth going to jail, but she wanted him to pay. She did
not know how yet, but he would pay. She did not want her
husband back, but she wanted him to eat his words. The
MakeOver+ cure was worth a try. The package arrived within
twenty-four hours as promised. In bold letters, it warned her that
after she takes the first pill, no doses must be skipped and the pills
must be taken daily for the rest of her life. Desperate to see those
unwanted pounds melt away, she threw caution to the wind
swallowed the first pill along with a full glass of water per
instructions.

She felt no change and feeling a little disappointed she got
ready for bed thinking that she had wasted her money as she fell
asleep. An hour later, she was awakened by a myriad of aches and
pains. She writhed in torment as sweat poured from every pore in
her body soaking her bedding and nightgown. Her bedclothes
smelled like rancid grease. She got up and changed her sheets and
gown. The soiled gown and bedding were covered with streaks of
yellow greasy sweat. Frightened she reread the warning about
side affects on the bottleds | abel
discomfort at night during the first week, but this was too gross.

She gathered the box and supply of pills intending to throw
it out.

Passing by the hall mirror she glanced at herself and the reflection
looking back at her was a stranger. The model qualities in her face
that only her mother could see before were suddenly visible to her.
She ran to the bathroom and weighed herself and she was ten
pounds lighter. Her greasy sweaty sheets contained ten pounds of
lost fat. Unable to stand the stench of her sweat soaked sheets,
she stuffed them into the washer along with a large scoop of
detergent and set it on the hot water cycle.

Exhausted she returned to her bed and slept peacefully until
morning.

The next day she noticed that she felt more energetic. She could
not help looking at the mirror several times a day admiring her
new self. She ate a salad for supper and prepared for bed. Once
again she swallowed the MakeOver+ pill. After she had drifted off




to sleep, within the hour she again woke up in pain drenched in
the same foul smelling greasy sweat. She changed the bedclothes
and her pajama and washed another load of clothes.

Exhausted she fell back into bed and slept through the night. The
next day she looked in the mirror stunned by the beautiful angles
in her face. She weighed and the scales showed another ten pound
loss. All the years of diets and exercise programs never fulfilled her
expectations. Now in two nights her longtime goal to drop twenty
pounds was realized. Now that she had lost the pounds and liked
the way she looked, she was afraid of losing too much weight so
she skipped the MakeOver+ pill. She ate small supper and went to
bed.

Shortly after midnight, she woke up panting for air. Her
chest was tight and her heart was hammering against her ribs.
She felt bloated and her arms and legs were swollen. She looked
and felt like she had gained all her weight twice over in one night.
She dragged her puffy body into the kitchen and took the
MakeOver+ pill hoping she was not going to die. In about fifteen
minutes, the pill began to take effect and she spent the remainder
of the night on the toilet drenched in greasy sweat while her
kidneys worked overtime to rid her body of the buildup of fluid. By
morning her body had shed all the excess fluid and she could
breath easily again. Now that she knew the side effects and
warnings were real; she had no choice but to take the pills. She
feared that she would lose so much weight that soon she would be
skin and bones. After three more days of faithfully taking the pills,
her weight loss tapered off and the lose skin tightened and her
muscles firmed without any physical workouts. This was too easy
and she was sure that later on she would have to pay the piper.

Her court date arrived for her divorce. She dressed with
care, making certain that her makeup was perfect and her hair
was styled in a new stylish coiffure. She checked herself in the
mirror and for the first time in her life, she liked what she saw.
Her soon to be ex-husband would live to regret all the cruelties he
had heaped on her during their brief marriage.

His parting words scorched her soul. As she looked in the mirror
and saw the new improved reflection, she wanted only revenge.
Her husband agreed to pay alimony
hot babe who would soon be attracting the attention of men far
superior to him. He was going to eat his words and she hoped he
choked on them.

She arrived at the courthouse, walked to the front and sat
next to her attorney all the while feeling her soon to be ex-
husbandods | ustful eyes staring at
if all parties were in agreement. She nodded her assent to her
lawyer. However her husband interrupted the judge and begged




the courtds pardon. He suddenly wi
telling the judge he had made a terrible mistake. A month ago
those words would have delighted her, now she felt nothing; just a
cold pleasure in the fact that now she had the upper hand. She
smiled at her estranged and agreed to postpone the divorce
proceedings.

The stupid man began to court her. It was as if he was
trying to go back in time to their college days when they first met.
She smiled at him and laughed at his jokes and lured him in with
her new found beauty and grace. She relished his attention and
his devotion to her would make her revenge that much sweeter.

He was so different, so attentive, and it gave her a vicious
delight that now he found her sexy and desirable. She prepared
his favorite meal. The table was set to perfection. He arrived at her
door with a bottle of wine and a bouquet of lovely flowers. She
went into the kitchen to put the wine on ice and find a vase for her
flowers. She was in control and she liked the feeling.

He kept staring at her and telling her how great she looked.
She was almost convinced that maybe she would give him a second
chance. His next remarks nixed that idea.

owWhy the hell didnét you do so
| certainly wouldndt | eave someon
tonight and | would have saved co
he had changed for the better was squashed; all the hurtful
attacks he had made on her in the past played over again like a
broken record and she knew that he was the same old bastard.

She kept her composure and smiled and told him that she
would tell him the secret to her new good looks. She showed him
the MakeOver+ pill, but she neglected to tell him about the side
effects. True to form he told her that if only a week of pills
produced such great results for her, all he really needed was just
one or two pills if she was willing to share. She smiled as he fell
into her trap and handed him the two pills that would make him
her slave forever. She instructed him to take only one pill tonight
and went to get a glass of water. She gave him the water and
before she could stop him, he downed both pills. She should only
have given him one pill. What such a high dosage would do to him
she did not know. It was too late to worry about that now. Her
exquisite dinner was ready. Her sort of ex helped her set the table
and complimented her on the appearance of the meal without any
sarcasm and they had a very nice dinner together. She could tell
that he was confident that he was winning her back. She smiled at
him basking in the fact that soon he would be totally at her mercy.
He was so nice that she had to steel herself against falling for his
brand of love again.

After dinner she beckoned him into the bedroom where the




made mad passionate love. She felt deliciously sexy and aggressive
and he told her that he had never been so satisfied. Her new power
and confidence was

intoxicating. She smiled, waited and watched him breath as he
contentedly fell asleep. It was only a matter of time before his pain
and her pleasure began. She did not plan to share any more pills
with him.

If only she could be a fly on the wall to witness his pain when the
withdrawals began to bloat his body and cut off his airway. That
would not happen for another 24 hours and she would be long
gone by then. Her bags were packed and she would never look
back.

FIGHTING CATS AND DOGS

By Alex Davis

Vote For This Story Now!

ONE
'Get away from her, you stinking mutt!'

Mrs Adelman's screeching voice is not the first thing that I need to
hear in the morning. And the second certainly isn't the hiss and howl of
one of her legion of cats. The third noise that I hear is Lucy's barking,
which I can live with. Normally she's a fairly quiet dog but Adelman's
cats are a constant source of agitation. I lose track of the number of cats
she owns- it seems that I never see the same one twice. The fight
between species goes on for another few seconds before I hear Lucy
bounding down the garden path and up to the back door. I rise from bed,
hastily grabbing and throwing on a pair of pants. It sounds as though
Lucy has at least won the moral victory this time. I let her in the back
door and excitedly she leans herself against me before hastening into the
living room. Obviously Lucy is feeling playful this morning, and it takes a
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good half an hour for her to settle down despite my rather blasé
approach of cooking breakfast and refusing to give her any attention. She
keenly watches me eat, and then is lucky enough to get some leftover
bacon. Still, at least with that she seems reasonably content to settle at
my feet while I watch some television.

Unfortunately our mutual peace is disturbed by a knock at the door,
which is swiftly followed by the inane witterings of Mrs Adelman. 'Fuck.' ]
whisper to myself. Lucy is already at the door but I sorely doubt she'll get
the friendly visitor she's hoping for. I push her aside gently with my leg
and pull the door open to reveal the shambling figure of Mrs Adelman. I
wouldn't care to venture a guess at her age but she looks more and more
decrepit each time I see her. Her wizened form stands at well below five
foot her eyes glare at me with a fury that seem undimmed by her years.
'That dog of yours just killed one of my cats.' She points accusingly at
Lucy, who seems to shy away from her outstretched hand. 'You see, she
knows what she did.'

'Mrs Adelman, with all due respect Lucy is not a vicious dog. She'd sleep
perfectly happily in her doghouse if you could keep your cats under
control.'

'Don't try and tell me about keeping pets under control. That dog of
yours is a monster, and she just broke my Suzie's neck. My husband is
digging her a grave thanks to that damned mutt of yours.'

'Alright, alright. Look, I'll see if I can set Lucy up a bed in the house. That
way perhaps at least we can both get some peace.'

'Won't be a problem for Suzie now, will it?'

'Mrs Adelman, I am very sorry about Suzie, but I can't keep an eye on
Lucy round the clock just as you can't check up on your cats all the
time. I'll do my best from today.' Mrs Adelman spends a moment staring
intently at me before turning away without a word. I don't know quite
what to make of that but I know I am glad to be rid of her.

It's a surprisingly bright Sunday so I decide to head out into the garden
with a book for a while. Lucy follows me enthusiastically and watches me
set up a deckchair before planting herself beside me, lying directly in the
middle of a sunbeam. My attention begins to wane from the book and I
notice Mrs Adelman, standing in her garden, whispering quietly to
herself. It takes me a few minutes to figure out what is in fact going on-
she's praying for the cat that died this morning. A few of her fellow
felines stand around her, forming a semi-circle. They remain still,
seeming to share her bizarre reverie until she heads back to the house.
She hasn't seemed to notice me at all, which I can only take as a
blessing. The scene makes me wonder though- do cats grieve for their
brothers and sisters? I don't know anything about cats- I've always been
a dog person, ever since I was young. Lucy seems not to have noticed
just lays on the warm grass with a contented look on her face.




I try to get back into my book now that my neighbour has gone back
inside, but after a few more pages of struggle I give up and head back
inside.

TWO

Sunday passes in a haze, just the way that a Sunday should. I treat
myself to a take-away during the evening and spend most of the day in
front of the television, catching up on a couple of DVDS that people at
work had leant me. Lucy seems to scarcely leave me alone all day,
trailing around in my wake wherever I go around the house. She tries to
clamber on the settee with me at one point but I have to push her down-
occasionally she will try her luck but dog owners will tell you that you
can't let them get away with anything. Once I notice that the clock has
gone past midnight I decide that it's time to head to bed and say goodbye
to the weekend. 'Come on, Lucy.' I say to her and she gladly follows me.
It's only when I get to the back door that I remember my pledge to Mrs
Adelman earlier that day. 'Sorry, Lucy.' I say to her and she looks up to
me quizzically. It's only then that I notice something odd in the garden,
in fact more than one thing, because Lucy's doghouse is surrounded by
cats. They are gathered around the door to the doghouse and a couple of
them have even clambered onto the roof. Even stranger I'd swear that the
cats are looking in- the whole scene is remarkably sinister, despite the
fact that there's nothing unusual about Adelman's cats invading my
space. I turn to head upstairs to bed, and Lucy follows me to the foot of
the stairs, watching me vanish around the corner into my bedroom.

I sleep fitfully, finding myself tossing and turning in the heat of the
summer. I'm scarcely thrilled about going to work in the morning after
such a relaxing day, and on top of that Adelman's cats still seem to be
loitering in my garden. One of them knocks over my dustbin, jolting me
out of my light sleep once more. Thoroughly annoyed, I decide to put a
stop to their annexation of my garden, rushing downstairs with no
particular plan of how to rid myself of their presence. Lucy is asleep at
the foot of the stairs and I almost tumble over her, barely avoiding
treading on her sleeping form. She too wakes with a start, awkwardly
shifting from her sleeping position and looking around confusedly. 'Sorry,
girl.' I stroke her head, calming her a little before heading to the back
door. The hose is just outside the door and I'm fairly sure that ought to
do the trick. Breathing deeply, I push open the door and step outside.
The night air is cold and I'm grateful that I at least slept in my boxers.
The cats seem to be entirely unperturbed by my presence, going about
their business as though they owned the garden. I tread quietly towards
the hose, pulling it a little out of the reel and turning the tap. The water
begins to spray wildly as I let more of the hose free from its reel, aiming
for each of the felines in turn. The water crashes into them, knocking




some of them over, sending others scattering for the relatively safety of
Adelman's garden. The racket is abominable, a mixture of high-pitched
squealing and enraged hissing but within minutes my garden is once
again cat-free. I head back inside, feeling rather proud of my handiwork.
Lucy seems to have dropped back asleep at the foot of the stairs, so I
cautiously step over her dreaming form and back to the warmth of my
bed.

THREE

The next morning I wake up feeling pretty tired but with the necessity of
work calling I rise regardless, setting about the task of getting dressed.
Having got my suit on I head downstairs for breakfast to find Lucy awake
at the bottom of the stairs, looking up to me eagerly. I had expected her
still to be asleep, but she looks bright eyed and her tail wags excitedly.
'Good morning, Lucy.' I say to her, spending a few minutes lavishing
some attention on her before getting myself some cereal. As per usual
she sits watching me eat, wondering if there will be any tasty scraps left
for her. 'You wouldn't even like this, Lucy.' Obviously my words don't
deter her so I try as best I can to ignore her while I empty my bowl.
Unintentionally I catch a glimpse of a few more cats in my garden, in
particular a huge black cat that stares into the house. 'Whose garden is
it, huh, Lucy?"

I'll have to leave it for now, but the hose might just come out again once I
get home from work. I head towards the door and Lucy is getting under
my feet, placing herself quite deliberately in my way. 'Lucy, what is
wrong with you?' I lean down, running my hands around her softly
furred face. T'll be back at five, just like any other Monday. They're just
cats.' I don't know how reassured she is by my words because she looks
sadly after me as I leave, closing the door behind me.

Much of my working day I find myself distracted by the invasion of my
property. I spend a while looking on the internet to see if there is anyone
I can complain to about the incessant stream of cats in my garden.
Perhaps the council can do something- I can only spend so long clearing
my garden with the hose, plus [ won't stand for them keeping me awake
as they did last night. Maybe I can pick up a container of cat repellant,
although who knows whether that sort of thing works. I'm delighted
when four-thirty arrives and I can close my computer down and head
home.

I've always left at four-thirty so that I can miss the worst of the traffic,
although today I seem to have caught some of the tail end of the school
run. It's about five-fifteen when I get to the front door, and push it gently
open, expecting Lucy to be all over me as I come in. However there is no
immediate sign of her, no padding paws through the house. 'Lucy?' |




listen carefully and all I can hear is a faint sound, something like
squelching or slurping emerging from the kitchen. I wander into that
room, wondering if Lucy has been asleep this afternoon and is just
rousing herself. When I enter the kitchen I can see Lucy's prone shape,
though nothing like I had imagined.

Lucy's body is covered in cats, at least twenty or thirty of them, and there
is a pool of blood gathering on the white tiles beneath her. The sound
that | heard from the front room is now all too apparent- the cats are
actually eating Lucy, tearing at her flesh and feasting on the meat
beneath. A couple of them look up to me, mouths stained with crimson,
before returning to their grotesque meal. The wave of disbelief finally
passes over me and I am filled with a deep anger. 'Get away from her! Get
the fuck off of my dog!' I drop my work bag and launch myself at these
most unwelcome visitors, first wading in with an array of kicks, sending
several of them flying across the kitchen. One of them clatters into a
cupboard, its body sliding to the floor, unmoving. 'Leave her alone!' I cry
again, at least a dozen of the awful creatures still feeding on Lucy's
carcass. I reach for a rolling pin, swinging wildly at the gathered cats. I
manage to kill another two, bringing the pin down heavily on their skulls.
With a faint crack they become still, a little pale liquid bubbling out of
their wounds. Finally the kitchen is cleared of the hideous creatures and
I am left to look over Lucy's decimated corpse, massive chunks of flesh
ripped off and scattered around her body. There are places where the
bones are unveiled between the remaining muscles and sinews. Part of
me doesn't even want to look at her face, but morbid curiosity drives me
to look. A few seconds later I wish that I hadn't, as I now see that the
brutal cats have torn her eyes out, one of which hangs limply from its
socket while the other seems to have vanished entirely. Her face is
covered in scratches, and her jaw is sickeningly torn out of place.
Helplessly, I cry over her ruined body, falling into a heap beside her.

FOUR

[ don't know how long it takes for me to pull myself together. In fact I'm
not even sure that [ have really pulled myself together but I know that
my sadness has now been replaced with a boiling rage. I get to my feet,
only now noticing the smashed kitchen window through which the cats
must have came in. Could cats break windows, or was there something
else entirely in operation? My suspicions immediately leap to Adelman
and her bitter rant at me yesterday. She must have done this, broken my
window and invited her legion of cats in. But since when did cats not just
kill but eat dogs? Something very strange was going on, and I was
determined to get to the root of it. Before heading out of my front door, I
decided to throw the three dead cats in the bin. 'I got my share too,
Adelman.' I say to my self, letting a little dark laugh escape me. Lucy |




leave for now, not knowing what to do with her. I grab the largest knife I
can find before heading out, tucking it into my jeans, feeling the cold
blade against the skin of my thigh. Filling myself again with rage, I burst
from my front door, revenge on my mind.

I knock on Adelman's door firmly and much to my surprise it swings
open, completely unlocked. 'Hello?' I shout, this initial gambit garnering
no response. I step into the corridor that presents itself to me, the smell
of cats strong in my nostrils as I do so. The scent is in fact overpowering,
giving away just how many of them Adelman must really own. The walls
are covered in framed images, some pictures and some portraits. But all
of them have the common them of cats, some of them sitting or standing
alone, some portraying collected litters. Adelman herself sits in some of
the photos, surrounded by cats but looking entirely comfortable in their
presence. I tread further into the house, entering a quaint-looking living
room with a real fireplace. Both carpet and wallpaper are overly flowery
and a few cats mill around the room, looking up at me with interest as I
come in. Leave them I think to myself, before exploring this slightly odd
house further. In the kitchen there are two or three cats eating from a
large bowl, all of whom ignore me as I head over for a closer look. The
kitchen itself bears a startling resemblance to mine, the plain white tiles
kept sparkling clean. Amazingly the cats are eating steak, three hefty
strips of beef covered in some kind of sauce. It's better than what I would
put on my own plate most nights.

With downstairs covered, I look carefully up the stairs. Still there seems
to be no sign of Mrs Adelman, her house's only inhabitants a continued
stream of cats. There are some more of them on the stairs, one of them
licking some blood from the fur around its face. The house and
everything in it fills me with a sense of foreboding, but I allow my
irrational anger to drive me on, almost tip-toeing up the stairs past the
uncaring cats gathered there. The landing area is devoid of cats until
another one emerges from behind a door, pushing its way brazenly past
me and heading downstairs. Now that I am at the top of the stairs I can
hear virtually the first noise since entering the house. There seems to be
a loud mewing from behind one of the closed doors upstairs, although
something about this noise seems off-centre, as though perhaps the cats
are ill or short of air. Gathering together both courage and fury, I push
the door open hard, almost sending its swinging from its hinges.

What faces me is a scene direct from one of my nightmares, although I
wonder if my own imagination could ever produce anything as unnatural
as what I see before me. Mrs Adelman sits to the left of the room,
tranquil, apparently swaddling a young kitten in a cotton towel. The floor
of the room is littered with cats but these are like no others I have ever
seen- in fact the word cats does not befit them at all. For these creatures




are monstrosities, somewhere between cat and human, each with a
varying degree of mutation. Some are very cat-like but have human eyes
and lips on their faces, or human ears in place of their usual anatomy.
Their lips open with a mew that is almost human, strangled from human
vocal chords. Others of them walk on short near-human legs, tottering
about on two feet rather than four, thin layers of hair covering off-colour
human flesh. Others have feline legs but move grotesquely on shrunken
human torsos, padding minute hands on the floor as they lurch around.
Mrs Adelman's voice jerks me out of my state of shock, bringing me back
to some semblance of reality. 'You shouldn't just be walking into people's
house, Mr Walton.'

'What...what the hell is this?' I say, reaching in to hold the blade of the
knife in my hand for whatever reassurance it can offer. 'There are a lot of
things that you don't understand. When your dog decided to kill Suzie,
she really disturbed things around here.'

'Where did you get these...things?' Adelman rises from her chair, gently
placing down the bundle within the cotton towel. 'What else would they
be, Mr Walton? These are my children.'

"Children? Your childrené’

'Perhaps it would all make more sense if you met my husband.' She nods
delicately, indicating for me to turn around. I spin around swiftly to see
another monstrosity, even worse than the deviants struggling around the
floor of this room. This things has all the features of a cat but its body is
closer to a human shape, with well defined arms and legs. Its entire body
is covered with a thick black fur and it glares at me with large cat-like
eyes, inky and filled with darkness. With the quickest of motions it
strikes me, its sharp claws striking me across the face. I can feel blood
dripping from gashes it has made there and I drop to the floor,
desperately trying to stop the bleeding there. Mrs Adelman leans over
me, her shrivelled face leering down at me. 'Suzie was like a part of the
family, Walton, and we don't take murder lightly. You've already seen the
children that we could allow beyond these walls, the cats that tore your
precious Lucy limb from limb. They weren't going to let her get away with
what she did.' The blood is beginning to get into my eyes as I lay on the
floor, and I desperately try to clear my reddening vision. 'But now you've
seen our other children, the ones that we could never allow beyond these
walls. Because we know that the world would never understand.' My
vision grows darker and darker with each passing moment and now I can
feel paws and tiny hands upon me, sickening skin covered in fur
clambering over my slashed face. 'But you're not going to be quite as
lucky as Lucy...' I can feel myself fading from consciousness as she
speaks, her voice accompanying me into nothingness...

I am awoken with a burst of pain, claws raking across my flesh. I look
down to see a host of cats, each of them in turn scratching viciously at
my legs. I try to move but find my hands tied above me, my ankles tied




tightly to the floor. But not only that, not a single muscle in my body
responds to my actions, and my mental exertions yield no physical
response. All I can feel is the tearing of claws that the bevy of felines
inflict upon me, unable to resist their actions. Now I can see Mrs
Adelman emerge from a distant doorway, leering at me repulsively. 'It's
all worked out fine, hasn't it now?' She walks towards me and the cats
step away from me, giving me some relief from their furious incisions. 'A
few ...alterations...here and there is all it takes, Walton. My husband has
certain knowledge of these things, and he certainly has the equipment.'
She lets out a dry laugh before continuing. 'We've been looking for a new
scratching post for a while, haven't we, girls?' As she says this the cats
approach me again, clambering up my legs, reaching towards my torso,
my face, unrelenting in their attacks.

[ want to scream, but my lips do not move.

THE BLEEDER I

By: Jesse Dedman

Engulfed in a never - ending whirl of incredible
numbness, his thoughts were carried into a depth much
deeper than any human could ever imagine. In more ways than
one, he was already dead and found comfort in this
emotional isolation, where not even his loathsome, blood
soaked tears, could be f elt. Even from the number of fou
deeds, and the time that each consumed, he was not any
closer to the reason for this torment, and he wanted
salvation, redemption, but above all else, release from the
metallic instruments that gave him life.

He lumbered in the shadows, but when light of blue and




red hues invaded his solitude, he was quick to panic. It

was n6t so much t hawrondl e nofthal would be too
human for him; it was the element of fear, fear of what he

didndét wunderstand. Fortunately f
his fear that saved him from the discovery of the ever

curious law enforcement.

Only seconds were given f rom the moment the light made
the slightest touch in to the interior before they busted
down door. It was unusual protocol, but from the reports
that been gathered this was not a time for bureaucratic
hindrances. The young recruit went in first, carried by
feeling that he had something to prove, while an older man
wearing a long coat followed.

APolice, 0 shouted the young man,
so that we may see you.o0 His fingers
both the flashlight and the handgun . Hewaste nse, which
was evident from his weary sense of aim.

ASteven, 0 said the older gentl ema
consider using the | ights when avail
switch light poured out from the kitchen with such radiance
that it had no problem wre stling the wavering shadows. It

was what the light revealed that triggered the sudden

silence, in which not even the captain made so much as a

sigh. What was once a family of three had been brutally

slain and left out to drown in a pool of blood; There was
not an inch spared among the carpeted floor, and the

counter and stools dripped as if the blood had rained from

the heavens.

AUgh, what the fuck happened here,

The Captain didndét answer, which
another officer to speak his mind, and even though what was
shared sounded more like it was taken directly from urban
|l egend; it didnét prevent him from e
drag from a cigarette.

AThis wasndt no banger operat
wanted this family to ble ed. these wounds,
|l ook I i ke anything ever seen
dondédt think it was i do you?o0

ALet me guess, 0 said the Captain,
with a ring of exposed tissue, massive swelling, and then a




strange imprint. Th e type of mark that a haw
make. O

ASomething |ike that, yes, o0 said

ACheck the eyes. o A wave of smoke
Captainds mouth as he spoke. Al bet
mean anything, that they are gone. And not just gone, I
mean ripped out cl ean. o

ACaptainé | dondét know what t
seen this before. | mean, there is no way that he could be
real , 0 said Steven. The fear i n hi
to the Captain, not when it came to that subject, but he
allowed his silent puff to bear the message he did not want
to say.

nilf t hat i's true, t hen all this b
muttered Steven.

ANo, not hardly, o0 said the Captai
grinding his boot into the chard cig
very good . Sort of green, perhaps you might want to
reconsider your position. | want you to help with the

investigation, but on a more behind
The Captain was about to walk right pass Steven, but he

paused when shoul der | engt hulketheset , N
conditions, because | can guarantee

The Captain walked away, leaving Steven to mutter
under his breath all sorts of loathing statements. It was a
|l esson, and he didndét even try to fa
pity. The offi cers dispersed throughout the room like
normal, but afew sawwhat just happen ed, and such sight
without knowing the important details was a recipe for
silent, corruptible whispering.

The team had spread out in units of t wo, searching the
place for any thi ng that could be remotely useful, while the
Captain took a steady stroll through the backdoor. A cool
breeze brushed thro ugh his hair. It was calming, peaceful
and the shuffling leaves of the surrounding plants produced
a tranquil choir. The smoke of a fre sh - lit cigarette
brushed against his skin, engulfing the nostrils with a
scent that he found enjoyable. He glan ced around, while
walk ing along the sidewalk, pondering about the recent
brutal murder and the others before it.




His thoughts ran deep and wit hout direction. It just
di dndét mmyksenseto evenremotely believe in the
rumors. It was plausible that the infectious nature of the
absorbing crime scene had become something greater, but
never something un - human. To believe full heartedly that
some monster had all of a sudden started to ravage the
bowels of the city. It was out of reluctance and disbelief
that he handled the case the way he had , t here wasnbo
he could do about the staggerin g body count because the
deadcould nét speak. Andthiboase wassoe
speculative, no one, no matte r what, was willing to take
the assignment.

He thought about the phone calls he received from
upset mothers and angry fathers, but they were just another
element of his career, a sound track that he had to a djust
to. Being so disconnected didnodot mak
fact, it bothered him that the body count continued to pile
on his watch  , but his willingness to give in to such futile
emotions was absent.

During his moment of solitude, it became apparent
the bushes that bordered his path were disturbed, with

leaves tainted with blood. The Captain knelt to get a

better view, and studied the specimen with great detail.
The smell of blood circulated heavy in the air , wet as the
morning dew. Following th e flow of red, He radioed for the
others upon sight of a trail that disappeared into the
distant blackness of the alley.

He didndét wait for them, because
he didndédt possess on his watch it
had enough with ¢ hasing shadows. If he could finally see
for himself what the darkness woul dn
then perhaps his full attention would be earned;
furthermore, uplifting his comatose state of being where he
longed for some sort of excitement.

He walked in  to the alleyway, entering a cavernous
creation of man, brought to existence by a combination of
metal, brick, and wood. The blackness crept along the wall
like slick tar, sinuously gleaming to the ambience of the
scattered windows, but 1t preventmbdt eno
came so natural. The emptiness engulfed him, placing him on
the opposite side of the light, where the badge was seen
with hysteria.




It seemed like nothing could faze him, not the stench
of open garbage, not the hopeless sight of the homeles S
that staggered against the walls, not even the sound of a
womanodés struggl e. It was al l mer e di
nothing in comparison to what he was searching for. When
the turns began to number , his power of presence began to
dwindle further, and the progression seemed too long, as
his eyes had long since adapted to the darkness, where even
his humanity seemed infringed, but finally he found
something that stood out amongst the rest.

The details were draped in shadow, but the glowing
radiance render ed his height a towering sight , and the
Captain felt not the slightest sting of panic, but because
the very t hing he chased defied all logic; he coul dnodt
prevent himself from being flabbergasted.
Alt i s you, isnb6t iit,o said t
his sl ow burning cigarette hanging
realize how much pain you have

Silence was his response and
Captain was willing to tolerate,

thinks of you as a monster, as a being that will kill
endlessly. But, here | am before you and you do nothing but
stand there |Ii ke a bleeding idiot.

He moved out from the veil of darkness and exposed
what the Captain didnét 1 magine to
height was not a magi c trick produced by light. T he man he
hunted was indeed a monster like the rumors that infested
his department, but none of them touched the surface. A
mask of metal, touched wi th rust, and smeared with blood
covered his face, while a narrow visor acted as a portal to
the unknown. A | ong, thick, trench coa t, stained with blood
and filth covered his build, which was big and cumbersome.
The coat was opened and exposed a crude reconstruction of a
torso, in which, flesh, metal, and machine were intertwined
to grant structure to such a horr or. And the hands, they
were the source of the blood trail, for they poured out in
droplets, as if his body coul dnot
for life.

The Captain raised his gun, but was thrown off by the
Bl eederds passive response, i ngentlyi ch
pushed the Captain aside and continued on his path.




Nevertheless, the slug of his .45 was launched from the
barrel, but it had no noticeable impact.

AWhat, did you not feel that, o ro
hope you woul dnoét, | coul ding@peérsomwha gi n
was capable of doing what you have done. And | am not new
to this game. | have seen some horrors, but nothing,
nothing |ike you. o

The Bleeder paused. He could hear and he could think,
but it was right that he didnoét sheti
lived a life wrapped in a sense of numbness so powerful
that it blinded him from the very thought of feeling. When
he walked, it felt like tiny ticks picking at his legs,
when he breathed he felt the pressure of his lungs, but
never anything more.

ASo | got your attention now.
consider this your |l ast night
another command on his radio.
spot | ight, because 1itdés your
light poured into the dark narr ow abyss, causing the
Bleeder to squirm with irritation; his eyes could never

readjust, not after the chemical and electrical stress they

have been put through. The mask he wore was a crude and
intelligent design that injected bio - chemicals and
hormones, w hile sending jolts to increase neuron activity,

so that vision could be increased by a substantial degree

with an added ability of night - vision.

A wire with the end of a clamp and syringe burst
through the coat, further tearing the fabric, exposing a
rat her large mechanical cube that clung to his backside.
With reaction as quick as lightning, the broad side of the
wire bashed against the Captainds
Bleeder made his escape. The Captain felt the bruise, but
his thoughts about the end ga me were too deman  ding to give
into the pain, willingly.

't didndét take |l ong for his team t
scene, they answered his call with such clarity and loyalty
that it made the possibility of rumors and gossip to be
imaginary, but even when he was there talking to them, some
of them were not without distraction, thinking of things
that contradicted the Captainds agendo

AWhat 6s going on Captain, o0 asked t




found somet hing. 0O

AYou boys better be ready for a h
we found our monster, o0 said the Capta
firearm to wipe off the nozzle with a small cloth to show
emphasis to action. Al dondt have ti
we spread out |1 6m sure you can fi naf-
a- bitch. A lumbering clumsy tower of rot. o

The Captain began targeting random officers in groups
of two and designating the direction in which to pursue.
His intent was not to follow blindly, but instead to
surround the perimeter and perhaps trap the monster again.
Hewassurehew asndét going to | et
feeling pouring into his void of devotion, he was sure not
to think light of the horror stories. He thought about
them, and even though the rumors were dramatic, the Captain
was more curious than he was fearful.

The policemen did as ordered without question. The
teams of two spread out into the bowels of darkness with
precision and acute awareness; their shield was the in the
Captaindbs expression, it reeked with
Lieutenant was brave enough to p ause upon selection, but
t he Captain wasndt concerned with
towards him.

fiYou can
t you fo
s?0

iDo you eal ly thi i S moound fore r

hav a point.o The 1| i euheantant
Wi h an air of arrogance. fi
or wo about waiting. o

suggest you grobwddyo you

I dondt need no babysitter, not
sha pped the lieutenant. He walked away but paused with a
bit e he coul dnét resist, fiThat was awf
did to Steven. You know itaoll come ar
didndét wait for a response, but was
a savored reaction before pa rting ways.




They searched for minuets that dragged into hours,
placing the scattered groups even further out than what was
practical. They were scoping the congested, narrow, and
entwining alleyways of one of the filthiest regions in the
city. Territory where the law rarely surface, and if they
did it wasnot f or |imgrlgse ta hodoringthé h
badge; for the small few that visited this place during the
day, where details could be remembere d, even they found
difficulty navigating as everything was b uried beneath a
mask of a thick looming fog.

The Lieutenant found the isolation to be comforting in
his moment of glory, and he ran down with such
determination that it startled the slumbering homeless.
With his gun held firmly with arm extended, he fre quently
had to use it to place fear into the fiends that dared to
test him; however, the few grew in numbers a nd the power of
the gun became like that of a childdos toy.
for a way to escape the enclosing hands and in desperation
he climbed  the bordering fence.

He made an escape, but not without losing his cool,
and when he set sight on their effort
another second. The ragged homeless followed him, knowing

that they could engulf him into their nothingness. He

turned to ru n, but was shocked by the spectacle before him.

It was the Bleeder, posed as if he was ready to attack. The

monster 6s hand motioned for the lieutenant to go down

before several chords whipped out from his backside. They

swayed with moves like that of a snake, striking at the
swarm, making it impossible for them  to climb without harm.

The Lieutenant might as well have not seen the chords
do what they were intended for, and even though nothing
more of a minor injury was inflicted upon him, the man di
what he thought was right. He opened fire and watched as
the monster he had been chasing for months continued
without much concern.

He fired round after round, and even though it was
clear that it wasnét working, he was
frustration g rew into anger, which made him more
confrontational than what was safe.
Al dondt know what the fuck you ar
Li eutenant . Al dondt believe in ghost
monsters, and something like you should not be in front of




me right now. What the fuck are you?o

The chords retracted, but not for mercy. Instead the
Bleeder took the policeman by the neck and used height as a
weapon. AYou c o waavaydrdmythem,dut stand to me
with such boldness, 0 growled the BI

APut me daown rnow. | 6m seri ouslacey o
me on the ground right now; otherwise things will get much
wor se. o0

AYou people act in such odd ways.
matter. o0 The Bl eeder hurled the huma
leaving him to flail in the dumpster. The Bleeder discarded
the |l ieutenantos threats. He | eft wit
like that of a thick fog layering over a bog, but the
repeating sound of gunfire lasted long enough to win his
attention. The officer was just as shocked and was still in
his hinder  ed state.

The sound continued in the distance and was followed
by more and more out bursts, and while that was distracting
enough, it was the wave of people that approached from the
fence that demanded immediate attention. The mob of the
poor, hungry, ju nkies, and desperate moved with such
uncoordinated formation and with such closeness to
another that it made distinction impossible, except for the
one in the middle. He walked with a surge of confidence in
his step, and projected a grin that seemed ir onic to his
unspoken intent and the curious triangular mark singed into
his forehead.

AYou been on the move S
bald man. Alt has been di i cu
we have established ourselves with those you prey on, |
think things wild/l be so much easi er

0o me
It

ti
ra

t

AWhy do you bother me, 0 growled t

AA just creator would never besto
you, 0 barked the approaching human.
gave you what you needed, what any man would long fo r.
Respect in obedience, respect in worship and respect that
you were to have your sacrifice del]

AThe origin of your thoughts seemg
said the Bleeder. He shrugged off the nuisance and turned




away, finding reason impossi ble. ACandt you just
be. 0

AAl'l we want is to be given what
said. The bald man removed a handgun from his long coat
and, without hesitation in his aim, fired at the
lieutenant. The attack was nothing but a taunt and the
poli ce of ficer made sure as hell
you and only you. All these people mean nothing if we falil
to earn your presence. Think back to the moments of praise
we gave you. The throne we built for you. You can have it
back, all of it. No one c ould ever hurt you. o

k of me as a God and yet
Your reason | acks wunder st
of f | eaving. o

will show you what we are wil/
Please, understand our ways and that we are frail, unlike
you. Take notice of our gift to you.
round into the air and the giant blob of people behind him
dispersed like a den of encaged lions released after
intense captivity. The Lieutenant tried to warn them and
bring sense i nto disorder , butit had escalated past the

point of bloodless pe ace, and thus gun fire sliced through
the chaotic screams, but like blood - crazed zombies fear was
non - existent.

Though he was physically incapable of feeling
anything, and conflicted with a mind that was plagued
a vast emptiness that out weighed anything human misery
could withstand, he felt pulled to the scene, much like how
he was before with the little girl in the white dress. His
thoughts produced no response and left his actions
undirected, but with such monstrous reputation, he found
his instinctual guide to be uniquely different, as if he
was guided by an invisible hand that had chose a fate that
deviated from the norm.

The lieutenant was saved with only minimal damage
suffered, and even though he found disgrace in the hand
thatres cued him, he was later relieved; the fiends were
very resourceful and were about to use a variety of
weapons. The Bleeder spared not a second in hesitation, and
utilized his tentacle - like chords to imp ale his worshiper
in six different directions, and with the needle - end of
each embedded into flesh , the Bleeder grew hungry. Like a




morality deprived contraption built for the sake of killing
and staying alive, he made short work of the other daring
junkie s. Those that remained scurried into the darkness
like wounded animals.

AYou dondot play around do you,
it was a rhetorical guestion.
you go. o0

The burst of a .45 shattered their focus; the
Lieutenan t stared blankly into the nothingness with dread
washing over him. He radioed for backup, while the monster
that saved him charged towards the scene. Although the
Bleeder was hulky in design and spent most of his time
lumbering around, his body bore the po tential to do more
and the oddity of such flux could find clarity if one were
abl e to capture and cut through his disgusting shell;
furthermore, opening a cryptic paradox that would both
benefit medical science and further damn it to hell.

The sound tha t pulled him closer went silent for too
long to be much of use, but he followed the trails of blood
and the whispering shadows that linger ed throughout; the
scattered few that would rather laugh in madness than flee

the scene. By luck he found the building where they held

the Captain, but by skill he shattered the metal door and

made a bold entrance into a place th
Fear was rightfully placed into the hearts of even the most

hard - boiled, and drug crazed fiends, but for those that

choseto  stand in place, they merely volunteered to have

their blood painted on the walls.

After his vicious rampage, the ground was littered
with piles of dead, which were arranged in such oddly place
arrangements, left with expressions that cried with
unimag inable pain. The bleeder had gone as far as he would
have to. A faint luminescence feathered through the dark
abyss of the chamber, but it was clear that it was the
Captain who was hung in the center by two giant hooks. He
wasnodét dead, t he ki cingwagevidn dentoiata
but he was in pain bruises, cuts, and gashes peeked out
from beneath the ravaged clothing. He was talking to
another man, a tall skinny man with a posture that made him
seem very sure of himself. The cocky
listen ing, not enough to care, but he was looking directly
at the Bleeder with eyes like that of an attention - starved
child.




AYou, finally arrived, 0 he said.
would be here | couldndét I magine a m
someone like you. Here, here you are, this odd and question

provoking creation. | do not know you r exact location of

origin, so | assume the only possible explanation. And it

is because of that why we are here. We can not let our

guardian wander the alleyways of this piss - poor, b ankrupt
town. We have higher hopes then that, and | know you do not

need this. o

do not believe in your cause, 0

ASo you doubt me and my fellow bel
very strange coming from someone who was held to the
highest level of fame possible. You were worshiped in a way
most people would risk death for. Why doubt what we are
handing you?o

The construct of terror, with blood dripping hands,
drew closer to his faithful follower, whil e a mirrored pane
offered a tilted reflectio n, AWhat am roétoall ho
see, and | Hissmedkigg shroud of doubt is so
intoxic  ating like heavy liquor, and the more | drink from
its corrupted pool ,leatitisdo nmathate é c
something isndét right.o

AOf course, because yraction. Aguardianno di
without anyone to guard is lost, but not you. We are
obedient to you ; we just ask to not abandon

hJust because | do not guard
a guardian, i f that is what

Awhat, that | ittle girl 2?0

AY e s, much | i ke the |ittle girl

The Captain remembered handling a case that involved a
slain paren  t. The father was long dead by the time his team
arrived, but the girl sat while fascinated by a book . Her
inhuman disconnection from the murder, much less the sight
of a dead body, stayed with him, eating at his initial
perspective of innocence.

AShe was an of $napped ithagfollawer.




AANd so is this time | nawmogttengl
reached for the man, but he was quick to evaded and
intende d on striking back; a long small blade sliced across
the monsteros arm, |l eaving behind a t
exposing a bit of the tissue mesh that layered over various
mechanical components. The arrogant speaker learned
firsthand how deceptive the Bleede ros size was whe
series of chords pierced into his neck, tearing the flesh,
ripping the head from the body with such speed and
roughness that part of the spine went with it.

fYou could have been a bit mor e
asked the Captain.

Alt would be best to never foll ow
you should spend time dealing with what you can
understand. 0o The Bl eeder was quick t
waving aura, allowing the shadows to blanket over his form,
masking him as one with the scene, maki ngit him impossible
to detect with a human eye . Without any sight of the
monster the Captain was determined to front the odds,
because the end for his case was just in front of him, at
least the moment of clarity, but it vanished before
anything remote of proof could be obtained. He gazed into

the shadows forcing his mind to find images where none were
present, straining for clarity only produced the opposite.

The remaining members of his team gathered around him
with the utmost professionalism; they sco ped the
surroundings with attention at full focus; with precise
beams of light they dissect the empty shadows, cutting into
the darkest of pockets. Their caution was above what was
typical for the situation, and led them to believe all was
clear, but in th e end they left the area with nothing more
than gossip and professional opinion.

The Captain was taken down and spoke only little of
what happened. He was shy of alienating the monster he
hunted, as the moment of isolation gave him deeper insight
onthe matt er. When he was pressured to make an official
announcement he made sure that the Bleeder stayed a myth
until further notice, while revealing everything his
department had learned about a secretive underground cult
that corrupted the most vulnerable of minds.




What to look forward to next month:

The final run of the contest submissions!

Credits:

First and foremost , Demonic Tome is owned by Jesse Dedman. All images
are the property of their respected copyright holders. Poems, stories,

and columns are property of the author(s) unless otherwise noted, which

may not always be presented in the magazine.

Jesse C. Dedman: Owner and Manager

Greg : Submission coordinator

Cover artwork: La Charogne - Les fleurs du mal by Jan Frans de Boever

Sponsors: E-Booktime, Dark Graves, Anime City, The Pen.




