
Paul Jessup
James Lecky

Martin  Hayes

Fiction by |

Innsmouth Free Press # 5    October 2010 



1

Table of ConTenTs

Editorial 2

The Concierto Of Señor Lorenzo | Kenneth Yu 4

The Night We Burned Our Hearts Out | Paul Jessup 12

The Changeling | Tom Hamilton 14

Beneath The Cold Black Sea | Martin Hayes 20

Borgan’s Deli |Jarrid Deaton 27

The Green World | Julio Toro San Martin 29

The Song of  Tussagaroth | James Lecky  36

Nibbling | Cheryl McCreary 44

Our cover artist  48

In our next issue ... 48

Innsmouth Free Press #5 (October 2010)
Cover art: M.S.Corley 
Publisher: Silvia Moreno-Garcia
Editor-in-Chief: Paula R. Stiles

Contact and submission information available at www.innsmouthfreepress.com

http://www.innsmouthfreepress.com


2

ediTorial

Welcome to our fifth issue. This time, we offer you eight tales of  horror and the 

bizarre, a number of  them connected by the thread of  dark gods. Sword-and-sorcery 

meets horror in “The Song of  Tussagaroth”, while a deity of  the forest haunts a 

widowed man in “The Green World” and a terrible plague must be contained in “The 

Night We Burned Our Hearts Out”. A goddess of  the Egyptian variety might be the 

cause of  a strange infestation in “Nibbling”. A shape-shifting creature seems to haunt 

modern city streets in “The Changeling”. Strange aquatic creatures prey on unwary 

fishermen in “Beneath the Cold Black Sea” and “Borgan’s Deli” is open for business 

but not in a prime location.

This is our third and final issue for 2010, but if  you are hungry for some more 

reading, rest assured, we’ve got you covered! Innsmouth Free Press will be publishing 

its first novel, Fraterfamilias, this December and its first anthology, entitled Historical 

Lovecraft, both in print and ebook format, in 2011.

Fraterfamilias, by Judith Doloughan and Paula R. Stiles, is a reissue of  a novel 

originally published as an ebook several years ago. This SF contemporary thriller  

begins with the suicide-by-cop of  one Paul Farrell, whose body is then stolen from the 



3

morgue by his Russian paleoanthropologist brother. But Paul doesn’t seem quite dead. 

Templar knights, shamanism, Russian mobsters, and immortality are woven together in 

this fast-paced mystery.

As for Historical Lovecraft, we are open to short story submissions until January 3, 

2011. Read the full guidelines here.

Keep your eyes peeled for more exciting stuff  from us, the eldritch folks at Innsmouth 

Free Press.

Many tentacles,

Silvia Moreno-Garcia (Publisher) and Paula R. Stiles (Editor-in-Chief)

http://www.innsmouthfreepress.com/?p=7050
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  By Kenneth Yu 
  The kalesa halted right in front of  my humble boarding house. I folded my newspaper and looked up from 

behind the front desk, just as the sound of  the horse's canter on the cobbled street ceased. The early afternoon 
sunlight, as bright as my lobby was dim, caused me to squint to get a better look at the two people disembarking 
from the upper carriage. All I could see were their silhouettes framed in the doorway. 

The driver hefted the baggage down, a blur of  action. He lifted them through the entrance and, without 
stepping inside, placed them on the lobby floor. He then held his palm out - strangely, at a full arm's length - to 
the other one, the passenger. It struck me then that the driver seemed to be in a rush and that he was crouched 
and breathing heavily from exertion, even if  the bags he had just carried did not seem particularly large or 
heavy. The passenger picked from a purse and delicately placed some coins into the open hand. Perhaps it was a 
trick of  the light on my eyes, but the scene froze and the two silhouettes became shadows, dark and thin, almost 
skeletal, the taller one holding out some benediction to the other, more shriveled one. It lasted but a moment. In 
the next, the horse on the street whinnied nervously and shook its mane, restoring movement. The driver took 
his money and bowed, then quickly clambered onto his box-seat; with a click of  his tongue and a “Hee-ya!”, the 
kalesa clopped away. 

The remaining man approached the front desk slowly, his footsteps echoing hollowly. As my eyes adjusted 
and my vision cleared, allowing the silhouette before me to gain features, I noticed his mouth: wide, two long 
lines of  pinkish lips in a pale face, open in a grin that seemed to show more than the normal amount of  square, 
white teeth. 

“Good afternoon,” he said, his tone friendly but his voice rasping. “I would like to rent a room; may I?” 

I grunted an affirmation, heavily opened the registry between us, and waved lightly at the pen. He took it and 
I noticed how pale his hands were, how long and thin his fingers. He bent over, dipped the pen in the inkwell 
and signed his name. “Edilberto Rosalino Alhambra Lorenzo” his name was, or so he had written, one typical 
in length and the usual pretension of  the upper classes and those trying to be like them. 

The ConCierto of señor lorenzo 

He was gibbering about how he had woken up from a 
poor night’s sleep haunted by terrible dreams and when 
he stepped over to his companion’s bunk to shake him 
awake, discovered him with eyes open but blank. 
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“Señor Lorenzo,” I addressed him, but even so, I was unsure of  his name's claim to any inner kastilaloy 
heritage. There seemed an oddness to his look, not quite mestizo, but not quite indio, either; and in the first 
place, my boarding house was not one for my “betters”. Nevertheless, his manner and bearing were impeccably 
societal and as long as his money was good.... 

“I would like to have a room on the highest floor, away from everyone else. From the outside, I noticed a 
high corner protruding on one side of  your fine establishment. Could that be an attic, perhaps? An upper-level 
mezzanine? If  that is indeed a room, I saw that the window points to the sky, to the stars. That would be perfect 
for my needs.” 

This was the most he had said in one breath and I admit to having been taken aback. The uppercrusts never 
bothered with more than what needed to be said to those like myself. He must have noticed my surprise, but 
instead of  holding back as I expected, as someone of  his stature should've done, he pressed on, still loquacious. 

“I am, ah, an amateur musician, you see, a student in between teachers, if  you will.” He waved his arm 
toward his baggage and I wondered how I could have missed the bruised and faded guitar case between two 
other smaller pieces of  luggage, equally battered. 

“I would not like to be a disturbance to your other guests.” He doffed his hat, revealing a bald, bulbous, 
white pate bulging with purple veins. In doing so, he aged himself  instantly by twenty years before my eyes. For 
a moment, he seemed less human and for the first time, my unease threatened to overwhelm me; I shuddered 
from a cold that came from within. No, he was not young, only seemed to be, properly concealed. 

“You see,” he continued, “I am working on a piece of  music, a short concierto and an even-shorter opera, just 
an amateur's attempt at art, so to speak. I expect to be composing late into the night and I would not like to be a 
disturbance to your guests.” This time, at the sight of  his teeth and his strange smile, I was nearly unnerved. 

“It's our most expensive room.” Business was just so-so and my occupancy was not high, but for some 
reason, I uttered the words as if  to dissuade him. My voice quivered slightly as I spoke and I struggled to regain 
some control of  my illogical nervousness. He asked for the rate and I named one higher than normal, which he 
accepted by re-opening his purse, counting out a wad of  bills and placing them neatly before me. 

I could only cast my eyes downward at the money, mumble a “Yes” and ring the small bell I keep behind the 
reception table. Rosalino - the teenager I employed as an all-around assistant - walked in from the back. 

“Lino,” I said, acutely aware that I was making an effort not to directly address my new guest, “here are the 
keys. Show Señor Lorenzo to the high corner room. It is his for the next four nights. Take his bags.” 

“Be careful with them,” Señor Lorenzo said, turning his smile onto the boy. Lino hesitated and his eyes 
widened, before he hurriedly picked up the bags and trotted up the narrow wooden staircase on his bare feet. 

Señor Lorenzo nodded to me, restored his hat to his head, and followed Lino upstairs. For some reason, to 
my ears, his footsteps echoed more hollowly than the muted thudding of  Lino's own. 
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“Did you hear him last night, Señor Santos?” Lino asked me the next morning. We were both early risers, 
and were sharing a breakfast of  eggs, garlic-rice sinangag, and barako coffee. 

I had heard faint pluckings of  the guitar strings from my quarters on the ground, but only when I strained to 
listen. They were easy to ignore and not loud enough to disturb me. My own room is hidden away behind thick 
walls and a thick door, and I am not in the habit of  sleeping by an open window, even with a kulambo - an old 
but still serviceable mosquito net. When I sleep, I prefer it quiet and utterly dark. 

I remembered then that Lino had chosen a recess at the back of  my boarding house as his place of  rest, 
needing only a makeshift wooden cot, a rattan banig to lie on, and one of  my discarded kulambo for protection 
from insects. That spot was three stories down and directly below the window to our latest guest's room. If  
anyone would have heard Señor Lorenzo's music, it would have been Lino. 

“No, I did not,” I told him. “Did you? Was he any good?” 

“Oh, he sounded like a good guitarist, Señor....” His voice trailed off  and I noticed immediately the way the 
young boy's face scrunched up in perturbation. 

“What is it?” I asked. 

“It's not that he played poorly. I could hear much of  his music. He's certainly a better guitarist than my Tito 
Manuel from Pampanga. Tito Manuel has been playing all his life, but Señor Lorenzo is far more skilled. It's 
just that....” 

“Yes?” 

“Señor, I could not recognize the type of  music he was playing last night. It did not sound like any music I 
had ever heard of. It was different.” 

“Did you enjoy his music?” 

“No, I can't say that I did, yet I couldn't stop listening. Even if  his music made me feel - what is the word? - 
'uncomfortable', I wanted to hear more of  it. But our guest did not play his song through. He would stop, then 
resume again, then stop, change something a bit in the tune, as if  he did not yet know fully the song he was 
playing.” 

“He did say that he was composing a concierto and an opera.” 

“Perhaps that is why.” Lino sighed. “I could not sleep at all, Señor. Strangely, I did not want to sleep, and I 
felt irritated whenever he would pause. I'm sure I did not get more than three or four hours last night.” 
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“Was he up that late?” I asked. It was then that I noticed how bloodshot Lino's eyes were. “Well, this cannot 
be. You cannot do all the work I need you to do if  you are not rested. Maybe we can move you to one of  the 
small closets in the meantime. You can empty one of  them of  whatever they contain and move in temporarily.” 

“No!” Lino surprised me with the passion of  his response, with the way he jerked his head up at me to 
express his dismay at my suggestion. He reacted as if  I had meant some punishment for him, when clearly, I did 
not. 

“No, sir!” he said. “I'll be fine. I can still do my work and more, if  necessary. I am happy where I am!” 

“Well, then...,” I began, when the sound of  someone clearing his throat startled the two of  us out of  our 
conversation. 

Señor Lorenzo stood in the doorway to our small kitchen. We had not heard his approach, not even the 
creak of  the stairs as his weight pressed on the wooden steps. He was, as far as I could tell, wearing the same 
clothes as the day before, and when he said “Good morning” and smiled at us, the same, initial fear renewed 
itself  within me. 

“I hope I am not bothering you,” he said, “but I will be going out today and I will not return till later this 
evening. I have locked the door to my room and I would like to request that it not be disturbed. I am quite 
particular about my belongings.” 

It was a strange request. Did he not want us to sweep the floor, or empty his bedpan, at the least? But I could 
only nod my head at him. 

“Will you be playing again tonight, Señor?” Lino asked with a boyish eagerness that surprised me as much 
as the audacity he displayed in addressing a stranger he should not have been speaking to in the first place. 

“Yes, and for every night,” our guest said. “Could you hear me? I am sorry....” 

“No. It's all right,” Lino cut him off, another breach. “It's all right, Señor.” 

“Well, thank you. Goodbye.” He turned around and disappeared out the main door. 

I would have reprimanded Lino then and there for speaking before being spoken to; I would have reminded 
him that only I am allowed to speak with guests and if  he is ever questioned, he should answer quickly and 
directly without developing any familiarity. But just as Señor Lorenzo left, someone else thundered down the 
stairs. 

Another of  our guests, a Señor Juan Martin Fernandez, one of  two travelers from Cavite, all disheveled and 
wild-eyed, burst in upon us. 

“Carlito is dead!” he screamed. 
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Lino and I followed him upstairs to their shared room. He was gibbering about how he had woken up from 
a poor night's sleep haunted by terrible dreams and when he stepped over to his companion's bunk to shake him 
awake, discovered him with eyes open but blank, staring at the ceiling, his mouth open and frothing with green 
sputum, his face a ghostly pale and lined with thin, purple veins. 

I sent Lino to call the Guardiya Sibil, and he returned with them and one of  their superior commanders post-
haste. They all reached the same and immediate verdict that I had: one of  our guests had died in his sleep and a 
cart was needed to take his corpse away. 



The worst that could happen to my business is a fire. A fire can destroy everything and leave you with 
nothing. It is said that it is better to be burgled than to have your home and your business go up in smoke 
and flames. But a death! Unlike with a fire, I still had my building, but a death at this moment felt just as 
devastating. 

The doctors came and took the body away. One of  their assistants clicked his tongue as he covered my 
guest's face with a white sheet. They saved me from the indignity of  being questioned, instead turning their 
curiosities upon Señor Fernandez. While he was whisked away, I heard the word “quarantine” uttered more 
than a few times. Memories were still fresh as we were only four years removed from a flu that had ravaged 
Manila. 

My other guests had woken to the commotion. From the corners of  my eyes, I caught them whispering 
among themselves. They saw and heard the same things I had. In a few minutes they were all dressed and lined 
up at the reception. I entreated with them to stay, that nothing had been conclusively proven, that it was all 
speculation, but to no avail. 

“We don't know anything yet,” I pleaded. The more polite guests apologized; the ruder ones claimed that 
their past night was restless and that their dreams were disturbed, as if  that could have been my fault. By eleven, 
they had all packed, paid and left, all covering their mouths with damp handkerchiefs. 

I could only wait for the authorities to return, either with the news that they were closing us down or that my 
boarding house was clear.  

“Señor Santos?” Lino called me from the stairs. The tremor in his voice betrayed his fear. 

“What? What is it?” 

“I think you should see this,” he said and he led me upstairs. 

I thought he would lead me to the room where our guest had died, to show me some frightening piece 
of  evidence that indeed, the flu, or some other plague, had returned. But he turned away at the landing and 
brought me instead to the high corner room. The door stood ajar. 

“Did you unlock it?” I asked. He nodded, and handed me the master key I trusted him with. 
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“I thought to clean his room....” 

“No, you did not!” I said, with all vehemence and he knew I spoke the truth. Chastised, he bowed his head. 

“I wanted to see his things. I wanted to hear Señor Lorenzo's song again.” 

And now, so did I. What could have taken a hold of  this boy, who previously had shown no taste for any 
kind of  art, to make him obsess over this music? 

I faced a choice then. To shut the door and lock it, to keep myself  in blissful ignorance, would have won me 
over, if  not for Lino's plea. 

“You must see!” he said, and he pushed the door wide. He took my arm and pulled me bodily into the room. 
The assault on my senses was immediate. 

My grandfather suffered from vertigo late in his life and he always complained about losing his sense of  
balance, of  dizziness. This was how he died: he fell down while getting up from the sofa in the sala and the 
sudden movement caused him to fall and hit his head on the floor. He never woke up from his coma. The 
doctors couldn't do anything and neither could the albularyos with all their herbs and potions. When I entered 
Señor Lorenzo's room, I knew that this must've been how he felt. 

Tacked on the walls were large, yellowing parchments of  hand-drawn illustrations of  what seemed to be 
buildings, but none of  a kind that I had ever seen. In my youth, before my family fell on difficult times, I had 
been to Europe, to Paris, Bonn, Stuttgart, London, Barcelona, Madrid, Berlin. They were fascinating places 
and I had thought then that I had seen the apex of  human architectural creativity. Upon seeing these drawings, 
I knew then that there was something beyond man's capabilities. Taken together, the drawings presented a city 
designed following some inhuman geometry, one that seemed off  with what the world I knew presented. The 
angles made no sense and neither did the placements of  what I took to be gables, awnings and other fixtures. 
My eyes began to tear, which was fortunate because I knew that if  I stared at the drawings for too long, I would 
surely pass out. And these were simply penciled sketches! I feared for what this might do to me if  they had been 
real. 

“Señor!” 

Lino's voice called me back and I shielded my eyes from the walls so as to focus on him. I reached out and 
held his shoulder for support. “Look,” he said and against my will, I beheld the crumpled paper he thrust in 
my face. My schooling had included some formal lessons in guitar, an instrument which I had no talent for, 
but I recognized the writings as sheet music. The piece was untitled and I noticed in parentheses a German 
name, Erich Zann, but surely our guest was the true composer behind it. Beneath the notes were words, lyrics, 
I presumed, of  his opera, but it was in a language I could not recognize - and based on the formations of  the 
letters - much less pronounce. On the table was an open, leather-bound book, handwritten and not printed, 
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ragged around the edges, with many loose sheets of  music and other notes inserted between the pages. I 
recognized some of  the words from this book as being the same as those on the sheet Lino held up to me. 
Clearly, they were being transcribed to the music. 

As with breakfast earlier that morning, the sound of  a throat clearing made us look up and as before, 
standing in the doorway watching us with unveiled vehemence, stood Edilberto Rosalino Alhambra Lorenzo. 

“I warned you most politely,” he snarled, “not to enter my room!” 

“Señor! It was me! I am sorry!” 

“Wait!” I said, mustering my authority. I was still the proprietor of  the boarding house and I called on those 
rights. Despite my quivering knees, I said, “We have had a death due to illness this morning, sir, and the doctors 
and inspectors may shut us down. I am expecting them to return any moment. We only inspected the room to 
make certain of  its safety. You may have to leave at once. These are unusual circumstances!” 

In his silence, Señor Lorenzo was more menacing than he would have been in passionate anger. He stepped 
inside the room and closed the door behind him. Lino and I were frozen in place and could only watch. He 
stepped slowly to the unused bed where, for the first time, I saw his guitar case lying open. He sat on the bed 
and pulled his guitar out and in the strangest of  reactions to all that had happened, began to play and sing. 

Lino's mouth opened wide in surprise and recognition; the song was surely the same as the one he had 
played the night before. Señor Lorenzo started slow, calling forth mixes of  chords and sounds both weird and 
dreadful. Certainly, the music was not natural to this world, and I could hardly believe the indefinable vibrations 
that he was calling forth from his throat and from his instrument. It filled me with a brooding sense of  wonder 
and frightening mystery. That such a symphony could be brought forth by one man playing one instrument was 
unbelievable. 

The music picked up and Señor Lorenzo's hands and fingers began to move in such a frenzy they became a 
blur to my eyes. He began to shriek his words in time to his playing and as if  in answer, the sky outside clouded 
over and the wind began to howl through the open window. Señor Lorenzo was certainly a genius and also 
clearly insane, as his eyes took on a look of  madness as he turned the full energy of  his work upon us. My heart 
beat rapidly in my breast. 

There came a choking sound beside me and Lino fell, grabbing my shirt as he did so. His eyes had rolled 
up into his forehead and his mouth frothed with saliva and mucus in mimicry of  the dead guest in the room 
below. I am ashamed to say that I could not help myself, but in disgust and repulsion, I stepped back and 
detached myself  from my assistant's clutching hands. Then, in the most unbelievable of  events in a morning 
filled with them, I perceived the sound of  another voice, one that growled in guttural anger, and another kind of  
music akin and in answer to Señor Lorenzo's play, descend from the dark sky outside, growing in volume in its 
seeming approach. I ran out the door, fleeing for my life. 
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I do not remember staggering down the narrow staircase. 
I do not remember rushing outside as fast as I could in an 
attempt to distance myself  from the madness that seemed to 
follow me wherever I went nonetheless. I do not remember 
finding myself  in the middle of  the cobbled calle, the kalesa 
bearing down on me from out of  nowhere, the horse's 
whinny, its rearing forelegs, the screams of  the driver and 
bystanders. 



I came to my senses in the hospital. My legs were 
broken, as was my right forearm. The doctors and nurses 
were kind, if  wary. A young orderly, more patient than the 
rest, explained that I had woken screaming many times 
in the middle of  the night, calling out my assistant's name 
and the name “Lorenzo!” then laughing maniacally before 
falling back into unconsciousness. For three nights, I had 
been this way and they had needed to move me to a separate 
room because of  the disturbance I was creating for the other 
patients. 

I inquired as to my boarding house and Lino, explaining 
who he was to me. I gave my address and the name of  my 
business to the orderly, which puzzled him, but he was 
accommodating enough to agree to send someone to check. He told me later that the messenger he had sent 
reported no such edifice at the site, claiming to have found only a vacant, grassy lot. 

I think now: would that I could do the same for my memory and lose it as I have lost my boarding house, 
because in my dreams, in the darkest of  nights, I can still hear the cacophony of  Señor Lorenzo's music; I can 
still hear his voice scream a babel of  words whose meanings were never meant to be comprehended by man. 
When I am deepest in recollection, the world I know slowly transforms into that city, shaping itself  into its mad 
architecture. In those moments, I know where I need to go to find my home; to find Lino, if  he is still alive, 
which I doubt; and Señor Lorenzo, whom I never hope to see again. 

The end

Kenneth Yu is a writer from the Philippines. His work has seen print in his country’s various publications, including 
the Philippine ezines Usok and Best Of  Philippine Speculative Fiction 2009; in the anthologies Philippine Speculative 

Fiction IV and V; and on the Philippine fiction podcast site Pakinggan Pilipinas. One of  his stories also placed 3rd 
in the Neil Gaiman-sponsored 3rd Philippine Graphic Fiction Awards in early 2010. Elsewhere, his stories have been 
accepted by The Town Drunk, Aurora Wolf and AlienSkin, with another forthcoming in the print anthology D.O.A. 

from Blood Bound Books. He also won Fantasy Magazine’s 2009 Halloween Flash Fiction contest.

I perceived the sound 
of  another voice, 

one that growled in 
guttural anger, and 

another kind of  music 
akin and in answer to 
Señor Lorenzo’s play, 
descend from the dark 
sky outside, growing in 

volume. 
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By Paul Jessup
 Even from back here, I felt the heat rising. Calling to me. Burning the fine hairs on my arm to a crisp. I saw 

the northern tower fall, crumbling, burning. “We’re trouble, through and through.”

Galik opened his eyes. “You’re trouble. Brother, you’re trouble. Me? I’m good as gold. Kind-hearted.”

Galik was good as gold, but only when he was Galik. When he was Mercer, he was different. Shadow-
souled. I didn’t mention that, though. Galik didn’t know about Mercer. “Yeah, I guess so, me brother. Still, your 
kindness is a fault of  its own and it’s brought us our own fair share of  troubles.”

I watched him tremble at the words. Watched the words bite into him, tear into him. I felt the city fire grow, 
expand, try and devour us. Ash fluttered to the ground like grey snow, staining my skin. Another explosion, 
another crumbling tower. Galik stood, his body vibrating. He was two heads taller than me, twice as wide. His 
hands clenched as fists, shaking. “You take that back. Take your words back. Shove them back, back in your 
mouth. Shove them into your throat, back into your devil’s stomach; let them die there, where those words 
belong.”

Mercer was there, under his skin. I felt it. It was like a growing shadow, like a hand over my heart, fingers 
drifting over exposed ventricles. One wrong word and Mercer would squeeze. “Calm down, Gerik, meant 
nothing at all. Meaningless words. Like butterflies on my tongue.”

He sat down, hard. His eyes still clenched. His body still pulled in on itself. Like his heart was this immense 
gravitational weight, and it was sucking in his bones and skin. “Kindness. Kindness. It’s not my fault, not my 
fault at all.”

I nodded. Touched his shoulder. “Of  course it’s not. Right? You were just trying to help out.”

Screams in the city. Someone was crying. I wondered how long it would take before the whole city burned 
and everyone inside was dead. There was no way out. We’d made sure of  that when we’d left, me and Mercer. 
When we’d set the last fires on the doors.

The nighT We burned our hearTs ouT

Mercer was there, under his skin. I felt it. It was like 
a growing shadow, like a hand over my heart, fingers 
drifting over exposed ventricles. One wrong word and 
Mercer would squeeze.
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Had to keep them in. Had to make sure nothing got out. Not after we’d opened the shadow box. Not after 
Mercer had decided that the citizens weren’t worth it, at all. They’d become infected. They were all tainted. 
Food for a dead god.

Gerik was crying now. His head hung low. His body shaking in sobs. I sat down next to him, put my arm 
around him. “Come on, come on. How could you have known? You were just trying to make her happy. You 
were just trying to help her out, right?”

I almost jumped. Felt the shadow under his skin move, dance. Like it was in his blood, in his bones. Mercer, 
touching me. Letting me know any moment he could snap, come out and kill me, too. Did he know I was 
tainted? He had to know. I carried the mark on my palm. The dead god would be coming to eat me, soon. No 
amount of  fire would free me from this fate.

He looked back up at me, his eyes red. “Tell me something nice,” he said, rubbing his big meaty hands on 
his face. “Tell me something happy. Give me a happy memory. One were I did something kind and nothing bad 
happened, and I made the world a better place. Please? Could you do that for me?”

I sighed. Another tower, boom. More flames. More screams. I thought I heard someone crying out for help. 
I wanted to run back in. I wanted to run and help them. I wanted to pull them all from the burning flames, but I 
knew I could not. If  I did it, then Mercer would come out. And Mercer would kill me.

Mercer knew what was best.

“Sure,” I said to Galik. “I can tell you a story like that.”

And I did. I told him a story of  the sea, of  a time when we were young and running down the beaches. And 
our parents were there, fishing in the long boats. Their bare backs blazing in the sun. And the surf  rolled in and 
out and in and out. And I told him of  the time he rescued that drowning girl, and of  the time he tried to kill the 
sun with a spear and got the biggest fish in the world, instead.

And I told him how we ate it. Ate it for months. And he smiled. Smiled against my arms. I could almost 
smell the sea. So strong and poignant was that memory. And I felt him lean against me, smiling. We were in 
that memory then. In that memory. So deep we didn’t even hear the thunder of  the dead god, the cries of  the 
devoured. Or the last of  the flames licking our faces.

The end

Paul Jessup is a critically acclaimed writer of  fantastical fiction. He’s been published in many magazines, both 
offline and on, with two books published in 2009 (short novel, Open Your Eyes and the short story collection Glass 
Coffin Girls) and a third to come out in 2010 (the illustrated book Werewolves). You can check out his crazy stuff  at 

http://pauljessup.com.

http://pauljessup.com


14

By Tom Hamilton
If  you look at city blocks from an airplane, there are way more squares then there are rocky diamonds. I 

remember this when I’m on the ground. And I did as I drove around searching for a mark. It’s not as easy as 
just finding the house with the most expensive car. The people who have all the money are smart enough to 
want to keep it. No one could possibly lift each fancy brass knocker or ring every single doorbell. I don’t have 
the strength or perseverance of  the mailman. So, it pays to notice the subtlest of  nuances: like a pick-up truck 
with a Sturgeon on the camper or a carved wooden plaque which says: Grampa and Grandma’s house.

When people think of  con artists, the most elaborate and complex schemes usually come to mind: the 
pigeon drop, three-card Monty, the king in the tower. But it’s nowhere near as complicated as all that. It’s simply 
a matter of  finding someone old and feeble-enough to impose your will upon. Preferably, someone who still has 
access to their banks accounts and doesn’t need a second signature from their son or daughter, nephew or niece. 
Then gaining their confidence while breaking down all resistance with a presumptuous and forward politeness. 
Like a fast, sleek point guard taking the defender off  the dribble. Worming your way into their quilt-covered, 
big-box-TV living rooms and....

My thoughts were interrupted by a streak of  colour off  to my right. A strikingly-attractive young woman, 
who was wearing a tan, polka dotted sundress, was being tugged along by several leashed dogs on the sidewalk. 
She was tall, a little taller than I like them, with auburn hair flowing down past her freckled shoulders and 
complimenting a fair face, her thick and sensual lips, the shade and perhaps the flavour of  caramel. A song on 
the radio told me the colour of  her eyes in an instant of  almost supernatural synchronicity: “...auburn hair and 
tawny eyes, the kind of  eyes which hypnotize me through, hypnotize me through.”

The dogs were a perfect match for their master: an orange-sherbet Irish Setter, a caramel-apple Lhasa Apso 
and a Golden Retriever following a streamlined Doberman Pinscher, which was the subtle colour of  coffee 
infiltrated with cream and just a hint of  sugar-white fur underneath the chin. These animals foraged across the 
silver concrete, straining at their burnt-orange chords as if  they wanted to circle the globe on four feet.

Almost involuntarily, I pumped the truck’s brake, waving my arms in a desperate attempt to get her attention. 
For I felt a need to be seen by her and to be thrilled by her reaction, preferably a clean-and-comely smile. My 
poor, ruined heart had been packed in ice for so long, it felt like a donor organ being transported in a six pack 
cooler. It was like a dead battery that needed to be jolted back to life by jumper cables. It needed to be held in 
tender, soft, svelte, petite female fingers; to be nursed back to health like an injured red bird. But she didn’t seem 
to see me and only kept on walking, as if  senile or impaired somehow. Oblivious to my deep, sexual stare.

The Changeling

I was nearly at the next block. I tried glancing back over 
my shoulder across a vacant lot, which was strewn with 
shards of burnt-brown broken bottles and the bushy 
hairstyles of weeds. But the girl and her dogs could not 
be seen anywhere. 
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Finally, and with much help from the prick who was laying on his horn in the car behind me, I was forced to 
round the corner. By the time I’d completed my turn and shed the road rager, I was nearly at the next block. I 
tried glancing back over my shoulder across a vacant lot, which was strewn with shards of  burnt-brown broken 
bottles and the bushy hairstyles of  weeds. But the girl and her dogs could not be seen anywhere. Of  course I 
made the square in an effort to relocate them, but it was as if  they’d slipped into a doorway or dropped through 
a manhole. Sometime during my third trip around the block, I realized that they were gone.



“Well that seems kind of  high Timothy,” the old woman said.

“’High’ compared to what, ma’am?” I quipped. “Everything’s high, nowadays.”

We were sitting on lawn chairs inside her garage, looking out over a freshly seal-coated driveway. A pitcher 
of  iced tea sat on a wooden ‘Fightin’ Illini’ tray table, along with two transparent plastic cups. She was frowning 
down at the invoice I had just slid across to her. When she didn’t say anything else, or more importantly, when 
she didn’t start writing the check out, I knew that I would have to talk:

“Hey,” I said, “you’re a senior citizen, aren’t you?” It wouldn’t have taken a carnival weight-guesser to make 
this estimation. “Are you over sixty-five?”

She looked up from the bill, pride twinkling in her eyes. “I’m eighty nine,” she said.

“Well that makes you eligible right there.”

“Oh,” She puffed up and purred. “For what?”

“For the senior citizen’s discount.” I tapped the calculator. “And with your 10% discount, that brings your 
total down too...$1475.00.” She didn’t look much happier, but she did start writing the check out. After she’d 
put her John Hancock on the document, however, she seemed to brighten and was soon back to her old affable 
self.

“Would you like some more iced tea, Timothy?” she asked. I despised iced tea. To me, it tasted like dirty 
eggs which had been soaked in tap water. It was all I could do not to retch upon sipping it.

“Yes, Ma’am,” I answered. “That would be wonderful.” I watched the bile-colored liquid cascade down 
through the ice squares.

“Thank you.”

“You’re welcome, Timothy.” Of  course my name wasn’t Timothy. It was obvious that the old woman’s 
weakened mind was confusing me with somebody else, someone from the lost and darkened decades before I 
was born. I was curious, however, and once I had the check in my wallet, I asked her:



16

“Timothy? Is that your son?”

“No,” she said, as her countenance darkened and what had been an unbridled sun was swept behind a cloud 
as huge and gray as a castle.

“But I did have a child once, a long time ago.” Her shrunken, slouching shoulders shrugged. I believe she 
was trying to guess my age. “Maybe...fifty years before you were born.”

“Oh?” I said, before taking another gulp of  the horrid de-freshment.

“Yes,” she said, as her forehead cracked like a bulldog’s and her eyes filled with tinctured water and looked 
as big as buckeyes. Her features blackened and sank until her face looked positively possessed.

“We were trying to make it to the Quad Cities,” she began. “My mother knew a doctor there. Oh, they had 
automobiles then, but no one that we knew could afford one. So, I just lay there big as a house in the back of  the 
wagon, exasperated from the heat. Then my balloon burst and there was water all over the boards. We had to 
get me off  of  the gravel, so my father pulled us into a roadside park. It was in Winslow Illinois, or ‘is’, I should 
say: it’s still there. Has been there since that August, 1915.”

I wasn’t going to ask where the husband/father was, but just as I wondered about this, she volunteered the 
information as if  she’d read my mind:

“Killed in the Great War,” she said. “They never told me how it happened, but I knew: lost my wind in a 
dream one night; he’d choked the gas down just like all the others.”

“In 1915?” I said, confused. I hadn’t thought that the Americans entered the war until 1917. But even 
though the old woman’s mind seemed to dart in and out of  reality, this time, she seemed to get the gist of  my 
puzzlement.

“He was fightin’ for the Kaiser,” she said. “He was a German National,” she nodded along with me.

It was past time to get up and leave. But not only was I obliged to hear the end of  the story, I found that I 
wanted to.

“Anyways, they spread a quilt out over a big picnic table and laid me down on it,” she continued. “The wind 
picked up in the afternoon and the horses spooked. It was all my father could do to keep them rounded up and 
settled. We had a woman traveling with us, some type-a-tramp or gypsy. She said that she knew something 
about birthin’ a child. Anyways, regardless-a-what she knew or didn’t know, I don’t suppose there was much 
choice left at that juncture.” The old woman paused before continuing with a violent demonstration: she thrust 
both hands in front of  her as if  clutching something and her fingers contorted like the branches of  an old 
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knobby tree. “She reached up deep inside of  me and pulled that child out. If  a child’s what it was? If  that’s what 
you could call it.”

I swallowed and almost coughed.

“Well, the blood hit the front of  them long skirts like a pig 
was sloppin’ it out of  a bucket and they must have seen the 
baby before I did, because they stepped back, dropped it on 
the table top, aghast in the presence of  the abomination they 
were witnessing.”

I took a tiny controlled breath and tried not to spit on the 
ground.

“And then I saw it: looked a bit like a bat, you know, a 
vampire bat, only covered in brown oil or some type of  red 
syrup: like STP. But with whiskers like a cat, sort of. But it 
wasn’t innocent; that was what you gathered from lookin’ at 
its eyes; it had the knowledge of  someone or something what 
had lived ten thousand years. Eyes black as the bottom of  a 
coal mine.” The old woman paused again, lost her intensity, 
leaned back in the lawn chair and began to speak quietly:

“Anyways, it fell off  the picnic table onto the grass; they 
never even tried to catch it. The midwife or whatever she was 
took a leak right there in her long gown just from lookin’ at it. I was passed out by that time, but years later 
before my sister died, she told me that it was tryin’ to move around on the ground a little bit, flapping around 
like a bird with one wing. Then Apple Eater - Apple Eater was my dad’s old Cocker Spaniel - well, he scooped it 
up in his jaws and ran off  into the high weeds with it. They never even followed that old pooch, never even tried 
to save what had come out of  me.”

I was at a loss for words. The old woman got up, took the pitcher of  iced tea and poured it down a laundry 
sink. The diluted water dropped straight down from a pipe-less drain into a rusted filter in the concrete and 
swirled until it was gone.

“Dad found Apple Eater the next mornin’,” she said. “He was back in the heavier woods, his body all dried 
out and emancipated, but perfect like a taxidermy trophy. Funny, his brown fur had all turned gray. I knew that 
that could happen to a person, but I didn’t know that it could happen to a dog. Looked like a goddamn snow 
wolf.”

Well, the blood hit the 
front of  them long skirts 
like a pig was sloppin’ it 
out of  a bucket and they 
must have seen the baby 

before I did, because 
they stepped back. 
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I was usually great at thinking of  excuses to leave. But this time, my tongue felt thick and bulky. I tried to get 
up from the lawn chair, but my muscles wouldn’t respond.

“You want a piece of  pie,” she smiled brightly, as the livid sun reappeared, as if  it were mad from having to 
battle the winter for far too long. “I’ve got pumpkin and lemon meringue, but vinegar is by far my favourite”



The city seemed different to me, somehow. As if  an aura of  trepidation and dread had settled over the 
houses and tenements. The smell of  all the oil and all the petroleum and all the fumes was making my stomach 
feel as if  it were full of  gasoline. The old woman had given me a check on some sort of  credit union and I had 
no idea where it was or how to get there. Most credit unions closed at 4pm and it was already well past three. 
As I scanned the avenues and the street corners and the storefronts in search of  a payphone or for an informed 
Samaritan who could perhaps tell me the way, suddenly, I saw her again.

She was wearing a black leather mini-skirt and tall biker go-go boots all the way up past the knee. Her eyes 
were a swirling black, formed with pressure like the cascading darkness at the bottom of  a hopeless ocean. The 
eye shadow above and the lipstick below had been streaked on carelessly in dreamy shades so black that they 
looked blue. Her long, flowing dark hair was as cruel and beautiful as the mane of  a wild mare.

The dogs were there, too: a fidgety Boston Terrier, black with white patches; a huge Rottweiler with a head 
as big and black as a bucket of  tar; a moody-faced, pristine, and freshly-shaved black Poodle with knobs of  hair 
at the ends of  bare legs and above the grayish black paws. And a Doberman Pinscher: so black that its coat 
shone like vinyl; a fountain of  tan fur bubbling out from underneath the chin then disappearing into whiskers 
near the dangerous teeth.

The girl looked even more stunning than she had earlier and her curves affected my emotions as if  I were 
riding on a tilt-a-whirl. This time, however, I had no desire to look into her eyes. For I no longer wanted to be 
thrilled, as I was already charged with a terrific sense of  fear. I tried to look away and discovered that I could 
not. Because the changeling was now looking at me and her eyes showed me what it was like to be old and 
feeble and helpless and unprotected. I felt the self-scorn, humiliation and foolishness that goes along with 
the experience of  being mulcted by some little prick, just because he has a boy’s face or looks like your son 
or nephew or some nice guy that you knew from the U.S.O. dance during the Big War. And I was suddenly 
paralyzed behind the steering wheel. My arms went dead as if  in a nightmare or like they were tied down with 
underwater weights. The truck veered out of  control and headed for the curb. My strength returned just in time 
to avoid running off  the road, where I would have totaled out a parked El Camino.

I was able to right my Chevy Silverado, but by now, I was past the group. Once I’d gathered myself, I looked 
back and saw that the Doberman was looking at me. They say that dogs are incapable of  smiling, but I must 
disagree. For before the Doberman was pulled along and forced by the constraints to rejoin its party, before it 
turned away and jogged out to lead the evil pack which was headed southwest, it took the time to pause and see 
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how I had made out in my near-mishap. Once it saw that I’d avoided disaster and was once again on the smooth 
asphalt, it raised its small-yet-vicious head and met my gaze. The eyes were tiny yet stern, like black marbles 
sprayed with Windex. And even though I was now too far away to hear a bark or a yelp or even a whimper, too 
far away to decipher what hate or loathing or lack of  quarter those eyes held for me, still, I somehow knew that 
it was laughing.

The end

Tom Hamilton is an Irish Traveler. His short stories, poems, plays, and articles have been widely published - 
recently, in Withersin Magazine, Existere Literary Journal and in the popular Dead Worlds book series. Along with his 
lovely wife Mary Theresa and their three small, adorable daughters, Tiffany, Hope and Catalina, he lives in Loves 
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by Martin Hayes 
It was halfway through the fierce winter of  1942 when the monsters came to Blackwater. They came silently. 

No one in the sleepy fishing town even noticed their presence until the first body washed up on the unforgiving 
beach. Even then, some people said that the fisherman's death was probably just an accident, one of  those 
things. You always get people like that. People who refuse to believe the evidence of  their own eyes. People who 
dismissed the jagged, circular bite marks that covered the poor man's body as the work of  crabs, the missing 
limbs as the work of  hungry Conger eels, the lack of  a tongue as proof  that cod really will eat anything. 

But when a second body and then a third washed up, each of  them with the same kinds of  wounds, each of  
them found flopping, loose and lifeless in the freezing early morning surf, that's when people really started to 
worry. 

The sheriff  of  the town, a soft-spoken giant of  a man named Jim Gilbert, had asked me if  I'd lend him a 
hand trying to figure this thing out. Both his deputies were laid up with a bad bout of  the flu and the only road 
out of  town was snowed under, making it impossible for reinforcements to be drafted in from the next town up 
the coast. Jim knew that I'd worked on the force before moving here from my old stomping ground of  Brooklyn. 
He'd heard the rumours about some of  the weirder cases that I'd dealt with. 

I left the city after my wife died. I just couldn't walk those streets without Marjorie by my side. I offered to 
enlist, but even back then the Army wasn't desperate enough to take on fifty-three-year-old men, so I upped 
sticks and moved to Blackwater. 

It was quiet there, for a time. 

I knocked on the door of  Jim Gilbert's house at just after two o'clock on that cold Thursday afternoon. 
His wife, Nancy, a peach of  a woman if  ever there was one, answered it. Before I'd even had a chance to say 
“Hello,” she had shoved a cup of  coffee into my hand and was asking whether I wanted bearclaws or donuts. 
Jim and I sat and ate and discussed the case. 

Three bodies, all found washed up on the beach. All missing various limbs and covered in the circular bite 
marks that I mentioned earlier, some with tongues missing, some with eyeballs missing, one without testicles. 
All had been eviscerated. Each of  the three had been fishermen, working the icy waters surrounding the small 
harbour and the long pier that ran for several hundred yards into the cold black sea. 

beneaTh The Cold blaCk sea 

Three bodies, all found washed up on the beach. All 
missing various limbs and covered in the circular bite 
marks that I mentioned earlier, some with tongues 
missing, some with eyeballs missing, one without 
testicles. 
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First thing Jim and me did was go down to Doc Clayton's surgery. He brought us out back and showed us 
the bodies, which he'd been keeping on ice 'till the road was cleared. Christ! I hope that those poor bastards 
drowned before those things were done to them. The guy who'd had his tongue bitten out really tore me up. He 
couldn't have been any more than twenty, still a kid, really. I'm glad you weren't there to see the look of  horror 
that was frozen on that young man's face. 

“What was the cause of  death?” I asked as Doc Clayton slid the last body back into the cooler. 

“Hard to say.” He walked over to the metal sink and began to wash his hands. “They all had seawater in 
their lungs, which would indicate drowning, but the loss of  blood would indicate that at least some of  their 
injuries were inflicted before death occurred.” 

“You mean something took those bites out of  them before they died?” asked Jim. 

Doc Clayton dried his hands and said, “Look Jim, you know what it's like: I don't have the proper facilities 
here to do a thorough autopsy, but if  you want my opinion, something tore those poor men apart before they 
drowned.” 

As we left Doc Clayton's place, we saw a young woman sitting in the lobby, crying. I think she was the 
youngest man's wife. 

Jim drove us down to the small harbour with its fleet of  about a dozen fishing boats. The wind had picked 
up again and there was a light shower of  snow falling. I could smell the sickly combination of  salt air and diesel 
as we walked along the stone causeway down to the rickety Harbour Master's office. Out past the meandering 
harbour wall, I could see the black swells of  the sea, and above it, like a living cloud, a flock of  gulls seemed to 
huddle together for warmth. 

“Ever get any trouble down here?” I asked, as I tried to pick my way through a mess of  what looked and 
smelled like fish guts that was smeared all over the ground. 

“Not really,” Jim said. “Why do you ask?” 

“No reason. Just thought you might get a little smuggling in a place like this.” 

“Nahh. Smuggling in Blackwater, we don't get anything that exciting.” 

Jim rattled his knuckle against the sick-looking window of  the Harbour Master's office. A noise came 
through the flaking door, like someone had just kicked a sleeping bear. The glass was too dirty to see much of  
what was inside. I could make out a desk and what looked like a couple of  filing cabinets but not much else. 
The door opened slowly and then Jim broke into a wide smile as he said, “Willy Mason, I heard you were 
dead.” 

“Only from the waist up, Jim. Still got it down below,” said the old man as he ushered us in and closed the 
door behind us. He was small, maybe 5'4”, and his warm face was a crazy maze of  wrinkles. 
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“Willy Mason, this is Jack O'Neill.” 

We shook hands and he smiled at me. Then he turned and walked over to a battered filing cabinet and began 
to rummage in the top drawer. 

“Jack's new in town,” Jim said. “He used to be a cop back in Brooklyn; he's helping me out while my 
Deputies are laid up.” 

Willy turned and I saw that he was holding a bottle of  Jameson Whiskey. “O'Neill...Irish huh?” he said. 
“Well then, you'll be wanting a drop of  this, won't you?” We all smiled. I was beginning to like this guy. 

He pulled a couple of  chairs over to his desk, and we sat and sipped from rusty tin mugs. 

“What do you think happened to them?” asked Willy. 

“To be honest, I don't know yet,” replied Jim. “Could all be coincidence, could be something more.” 

“And what do you think?” He was talking to me this time. 

“Jim's right, could be anything. But those bite marks - there was something weird about them.” 

“What do you mean?” asked Jim, turning towards me. 

“I don't know, they looked...they looked awfully human. I've seen a lot of  cases involving bite marks over the 
years and to me, the marks we saw on those three guys looked human, only sharper, bigger, more carnivorous 
somehow.” 

Jim took a swig from his rusty mug and grimaced as he swallowed it. “Jesus, Jack, are you trying to frighten 
everybody to death? If  word got out that a cop thinks we've got some kind of  monster roaming the town, then 
all hell would break loose.” 

Old Willy said nothing, just polished off  his whiskey and then got up and started rooting around under an 
old work bench at the rear of  the office. 

“I'm not trying to scare anybody Jim; I'm just telling you what I think. That's the reason you asked me to tag 
along, isn't it?” 

“Well yeah, but I wasn't expecting - “ 

He was cut off  in mid-sentence as Willy said, “Did the bite marks look like this?” 

Our eyes widened when we saw what he was holding. 

“Where in the hell did you get that?” asked Jim. 
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“You know where I got it,” he said. He was holding an old piece of  timber, a two-by-four, about four feet 
long, holding it out at arm's length as though the thing was somehow dangerous. “This belonged to Bryan 
Millar,” he said in a half-whisper that let me know that he didn't want just anyone to know about it. 

“Bryan Millar was a goddamn loon,” Jim said. “He's still locked up over in Pentenville Psychiatric Hospital. 
Everyone knows he went crazy.” 

“Maybe, maybe not. All I know is that I found this piece of  timber on the beach two days after he had his...
breakdown.” 

“Who's Bryan Millar?” I asked, taking the timber from the old man, who seemed glad to be rid of  it. 

Jim leaned in for a closer look and said, “Bryan Millar was 
an artist and a writer. He used to live in that big white house 
out on the other side of  the pier, near the dunes. He moved 
here back in '37 with his new wife and they seemed to be really 
nice people for a while. Now, this was all before my time, but 
apparently, a few months later, Norm Thomas, the guy I took 
over from, finds Millar out on the pier, covered in blood, his 
wife's blood to be exact. He starts babbling about monsters 
and all sorts of  crazy stuff, said that they came out of  the sea 
and took his wife. Said that he tried to fight them off  with an 
old piece of  timber that he found, but they were too strong 
and quick for him. All that was ever found of  his wife was two 
fingers off  her right hand and a whole lot of  blood that had 
been spilled all over the rocks.” 

“That's the piece of  timber he was talking about,” said 
Willy, “Look at the bite marks; they're clear as day.” 

I examined the marks. As best I could make out, they were 
a pretty good match to the marks on the fresh victims. 

“Why didn't you report this?” I asked. 

“Christ, I did,” said Willy, as he sat back down and poured himself  another. “Norm Thomas was a good 
sheriff, but he had no imagination. He fobbed me off, told me if  I believed in monsters then I was going to end 
up in Pentenville myself.” 

I handed the piece of  timber to Jim. “They match,” I said. 

Jim's face was white; the shock had leeched all the colour out of  him. “Even if  they do match, what are we 
going to do about it? Do you know what they'll do to me if  I call in a report about goddamn sea monsters?” 

He starts babbling about 
monsters and all sorts 

of  crazy stuff, said that 
they came out of  the sea 

and took his wife.
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“Well, we know that the Millar incident took place on the pier. Is there any reason the latest victims might 
have had business there?” 

“Sure,” said Willy. “A lot of  the guys run a sideline with lobster pots. They bait them up and throw them in 
off  the pier. There are plenty of  spots where you can get right down to the water's edge.” 

“And is there any way that a man killed on the pier could wash up on the beach?” 

“Absolutely. This time of  year, the current'd take them right that way.” 

Jim was still running his fingertips over the deep bite marks in the piece of  timber. “But the Millar woman 
died over five years ago. What? They didn't get hungry all that time? Not 'till last week?” 

Willy said, “I've spent all my life on and around the sea, Jim. There's strange things that go on. Things you 
wouldn't believe. Maybe these monsters, whatever you want to call them, are migratory. Maybe they only come 
here to breed or something.” 

“Jim,” I said. “I've seen some crazy things in my time, like Willy said, things you'd have trouble believing, 
hell, things I have trouble believing. I know that it can be hard to believe in things that don't seem to make no 
sense, but look at the bite marks. Think about it as if  it was just a piece of  evidence. What does it tell you? What 
do you think?” 

He turned slowly, placing the timber carefully onto Willy Mason's chaotic desk. “I don't know what to think. 
I don't believe in monsters...but, well, I don't believe much in coincidences either. And my eyes are telling me 
that the bite marks match.” He looked like a man whose beliefs have just been given a good hard kick in the 
groin. 

Night wasn't far off  when we left Willy's office and made our way down to the long, doglegging pier. It was 
well below freezing. The snow that had fallen earlier had stuck and frozen, making it a full time job to try not 
to fall on your ass. Old Willy Mason was sitting this one out; his arthritis prevented him from venturing out in 
weather this bad. He was huddled up by the phone, ready to call for help if  we weren't back in thirty-minutes' 
time. 

The pier was only about a hundred yards away. When we came to it, we both stopped walking; neither of  
us really knew why. We turned and gave each other the old here goes nothing look. Jim undid the button on his 
holster; he seemed comforted by the cold touch of  his pistol's wooden handle. I reached into my inside pocket 
and patted my .38, an old friend who had saved my life on too many occasions to remember. 

The beams of  our flashlights cut through the growing darkness, slashing through the mist and snow to reveal 
what lay beyond. From where I stood, I could see the pier stretching away from me, curving slightly to the left 
as it jutted out into the sea. The further we moved along its segmented granite spine, the more the wind picked 
up. The spray was all around us, engulfing us like some malevolent fog. Every fifty feet or so, we passed by a set 
of  steps which led down into the water. Everything seemed quiet. I was turning to Jim, just about to tell him 
that we should head back and come again the next morning, when I heard something. 
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It was faint at first, barely audible over the gusting wind and the waves that crashed below us. And then it 
came again - a noise, a whimper, high-pitched, like the cry of  an injured animal. Jim heard it, too. We were 
about forty feet from the end of  the pier. We walked further on, urging the beams of  our flashlights to penetrate 
the spray. As we walked, the noise grew louder until, there in the mist and darkness, Jim's beam settled on the 
face of  a large, white dog. 

It was some kind of  Husky. Jim moved forward, quicker now. “That's Carrie Jenkins's dog. She must have 
run off.” 

Jim was only about fifteen feet away from the animal. He turned to me and shouted, “Here, hold my 
flashlight while I grab her collar!” But then there was a smear of  green against the blackening sky. It moved so 
fast, I barely registered it. Jim turned just in time to see the spray of  blood gush from the dog as its body was 
torn in two. The bloody spray settled on the lens of  Jim's flashlight. The unconscious twitching of  his hand 
began to paint the hellish scene in great swathes of  red as he backed away from the sight before him.

Even now, I find it hard to describe the creature that squatted, low, above the still-twitching corpse of  the 
Husky. It was humanoid in shape. Its feet were webbed with almost-transparent skin and housed vicious-looking 
claws. The torso was entirely smooth and almost white. Its sallow, flaccid breasts looked sickly in the flashlight's 
dim glow. The creature's face had something feminine about it. I think it was the eyes that gave that impression; 
it could not have been the awful white lips which housed the two-inch-long, razor-like teeth. It paid us no mind 
as it gulped down guts and kidneys and the poor dog's right-front paw. 

Jim was almost beside me when he slipped on the ice and landed heavily on his rear-end. As he fell, his 
flashlight slipped from his grasp. The glass lens smashed on impact. 

The noise alerted the thing to our presence. It looked up, still squatting on its haunches. I could see the blood 
dripping from its mouth, and there, holding fast to its pale underbelly, was a smaller version of  itself. It was the 
creature's child. 

The thing reached out and picked up the dog's hindquarters. It held the carcass up to the mewling mouth of  
the infant which began to gulp and feast on the still-warm canine blood. It was then that my flashlight picked 
out the creature's right hand. There were two fingers missing. Just like the Millar woman who had disappeared 
almost five years before. 

There was a flash of  motion, too quick to be registered fully by the human eye, and then the thing was on 
top of  Jim. I could hear his screams over the angry wind, screams of  terror as the creature sank its evil teeth 
into the firm flesh of  his shoulder. 

A good cop, even a good ex-cop, runs on autopilot in times of  emergency. I do not recall the moment when I 
drew my .38 from my jacket pocket. I have only the faintest memory of  taking aim and loosing off  three rounds 
into the creature's slime-covered back.

I do remember the awful, shrill cries and the thick, viscous blood that spilled onto the granite as it crawled 
towards the edge of  the pier, still clutching its solitary brood to its chest. It disappeared over the edge, and I 
heard a splash and a kind of  cry. 
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Jim sat up, grimacing as he clutched his lacerated shoulder. Blood ran through his fingers and down his arm 
as he clamped his huge hand across the wound. I rushed to the edge and peered down into the black water that 
churned and swelled beneath me, but there was nothing there to see, no trace, no sign, only the ceaseless waves 
and the thickening mist. 

After a short stay in the hospital, Jim recovered quickly from his injuries; he always said that the sea air had 
rejuvenative powers. Maybe he was right. Last I heard, he was still Sheriff  of  Blackwater. Old Willy Mason died 
a short time after the events of  that night. Jim said that he went peacefully in the night, wrapped up nice and 
warm and full of  whiskey, just the way he would have wanted. 

We never told anyone about what happened on the pier that cold winter night. Who would have believed us? 
What scientific theory could explain what had happened to the Millar woman? Who could have postulated on 
what those things must have done to her to turn her into such a creature? When the doctors asked how Jim had 
gotten his wounds, we said that Carrie Jenkins's Husky had attacked us on the pier, that we'd had to shoot it and 
its body had fallen into the sea. It was a lie, but not one that I feel bad about. 

Officially, the deaths of  the three fishermen remain unsolved. I did not stay in Blackwater for long after those 
events. I'm finished with all that, sick and tired of  it. All I want is a quiet life, peaceful...and monster free. 

The end

Martin Hayes lives in Arklow, a small town on the east coast of  Ireland. He has written for places like Nature, Flurb 
and Neon. He’s currently working with artist Roy Huteson Stewart on a graphic novel based around the life of  

Aleister Crowley. Crowley: Wandering the Waste should appear in 2011, with any bloody luck. He blogs  
at http://www.paroneiria.com.

http://www.paroneiria.com
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By Jarrid Deaton
Her hair still shedding dust from the collapse, Carol Borgan speaks with a health department official who 

glances at the remnants of  the small deli that continues to creak and break apart in front of  them.

“I guess you could say I saw this coming,” she says. “My mother said I was crazy for even moving here, let 
alone starting a business. She said it was madness, that nobody would eat in my deli. I told her that there were 
plenty of  mouths to feed. I was right about that.”

The health department official slides his ink pen across the small notebook he’s held since arriving on scene.

“Your comment, Ms. Borgan, doesn’t bode well for insurance purposes,” he says. “However, the community 
is glad that you came. It may be a surprise, but we get a large number of  tourists who end up moving to our 
oh-so-special little area for the peace and quiet. Well, more for the quiet, I suppose. Whole families have found a 
new home here while passing through on their way to Plymouth with their history-seeking vacation plans. Also, 
we need to locate Mr. Thatcher’s body in order to finalize the records.”

“I doubt you’ll find John,” she says. “The shadows took him. It got so dark so quick. I’m not sure what I 
saw.”

Carol goes quiet and looks at the ground. Torn apart menus blow around her feet.

“Ms. Borgan, did it appear that Mr. Thatcher’s death was in accordance with the sacrificial literature that is 
prevalent in our library?”

Carol glances up, grit catching in her eye, more residue from the ruined building.

“I’m not sure I understand,” she says. “You’re speaking like a textbook.”

“You don’t need to understand, Ms. Borgan,” he says. “I just need a little more information about the end 
of  Mr. Thatcher. So many things begin and end in Massachusetts, even for visitors. As you probably know, he 
was from Rhode Island, I think, an adjunct professor of  ancient religions. He came here full of  high ideas and 

 borgan’s deli 

My mother said I was crazy for even moving here, let 
alone starting a business. She said it was madness, that 
nobody would eat in my deli. I told her that there were 
plenty of mouths to feed. I was right about that.
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preconceived notions. I would guess he expected to find us shambling around fearing the wrath of  God, his 
version of  old-time religion. According to our files, he was here to gather research on a book.”

“I didn’t know that,” she says. “All I know is that he really liked my vegetable soup and crackers, and he was 
a good tipper. Lord, this is horrible.”

“Your reaction is understandable,” he says. “You can return to your home. My office will contact you once 
our report has been completed.”

As Carol drives away, the health department official closes his notebook and places it in his coat pocket. His 
skin ripples slightly under his sleeves as he turns back to the street and begins the short walk to the office. Under 
the bright midday sun, he casts no shadow on the cracked sidewalk. His footfalls are light, and a mild breeze 
catches what’s left of  the sound and carries it toward the bay.

The end

Jarrid Deaton lives and writes in eastern Kentucky.  He received his MFA in Writing from Spalding University.  
His work has appeared or is forthcoming in Pear Noir!, Zygote in My Coffee, Six Sentences, and elsewhere.  He can be 

reached at http://www.wrongtreereview.com.

http://www.wrongtreereview.com
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  By Julio Toro San Martin 
  Like warm breath that's exhaled and evaporates in winter was Annie's life. She came and was gone. But 

what an amount of  happiness and eternity was held in that time! How can I describe to someone who hasn't felt 
the intensity of  true, unselfish love, and hasn't met her, how I felt? Like a lightning bolt that flashes across a dark 
sky was Annie's love and mine. Rapid, bright, violent, ominous, and brief. 

We would often escape into the woods, my studies now forgotten, for Annie was a worshipper of  Nature. 
She was also classical and heathen. She would describe to me what she saw of  centaurs and satyrs and other 
magical creatures, and maybe it was the fastness of  our love or the intertwining of  our souls, but in time, I grew 
to see those supernatural things too. 

Ah, those moments of  happiness and of  pleasures! All that was or will ever be of  imagination were our 
private magic kingdoms! We swam with naiads and ran with dryads! All sorts of  fabulous creatures were our 
friends! The reeds made music for us as we passed! A thousand living things were our choirs! All nature and 
fabulous beasts of  myth danced with us at times and Annie led the dance! 

Ah, happiness upon happiness and joys past joys and yet, sadly taken! Those long and sun-lit days gave way 
to dark and horrid winters, lived and living still! The green world was gone. 

Soon, the ugly hold of  death touched my life. I saw its slow ravages as tuberculosis spread throughout her 
body. She grew emaciated and weaker as treatment followed treatment until one day, all hope was gone. Near 
the end, all day and night I sat by her bedside and my Annie rarely moved, numbed with too much pain and 
morphine. I saw her rheumy eyes, blank with the realization her life was over. 

It was a cold evening on a Tuesday, when most of  the leaves had fallen from the trees, that Annie stirred 
from the delirium that engulfed her and feebly whispered, “Nature was my goddess and to her I dedicated my 
succulent hours. She was my world and mistress and something I could understand - but she wasn't good to me. 
Our love was the only precious thing. Promise me, Arthur, that I'll live a little in your memory after I'm gone 
and after the green world's vanished with my passing, and then forget me and go and do those things I couldn't 
hope to do or ever will. Spring follows winter; the green world will be resurrected, as I won't.” 

She died and I buried her on a Thursday. 



The green World 

The yell would come at uneven times, with different 
moods, but still I wouldn’t go to the thing. I would stand 
by the windows for hours on end in a panicked trance, 
staring at the woods and listening to that inhuman and 
nightmarish voice.  
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I was without hope. 

One day, I ran outside the mansion, into the cold world of  trees, desperate in my sorrow and my anger, 
and as I sobbed with my head between my elbows to the ground, I looked up and saw a tall being swathed in 
blinding light. It was him now come to me - the God of  the Woods, the son of  our goddess, Nature! Atop his 
head of  short, curly hair grew two grotesque and massive antlers! Behind him were the trees and the world 
grown green again where his light touched. I saw him bend his gaze to my right and stretch his arm and point 
and turn his heavily-antlered head with ease and a slow repose in that direction. In that spot was a vision of  my 
withered Annie, hollowed-cheeked and decomposing in her tomb. Then looking at Annie and pointing, the god 
said, “I will plant thee and will labour to make thee full of  growing.” Then looking at me, he said, “You two 
will love again. Get thee the Book of  Eibon.” 

Then he vanished. 



Oh, how the words spoken by the god haunted me afterwards! What meaning did they convey? 

Long I searched for the meaning in the god's words until one day, high atop a wind-swept, Pyrenean 
mountain, I found the meaning and the book. The deathless Bogomil priest who gave it to me issued this stern 
warning which I've always remembered, “The joys of  the gods are not the joys of  men and how a god thinks 
is not the way a man thinks. Inscrutable are their ways. Often, I have seen them dancing on the clouds, but to 
what music I have not heard. Often, I have also seen them come in thunder. The gods of  Eibon are the green 
gods of  earth as are the gods of  the sky also, as there are other gods you have not known. Fortunate is the man 
the gods have touched when a man's will and a god's will is one.” 

Then he spoke no more. 



One day, I stood before her mausoleum outside my ancestral mansion and began the incantations that would 
bring my Annie back to me. I chanted in the language of  Occitania, the langue d'oc. My copy of  the Book of  
Eibon was a translation into this language from another language now lost to time, as ancient as Hyperborea 
and the dead Lemuria. I chanted to wild, savage, unholy, forgotten elder gods, gods older than Jupiter or 
Quetzalcoatl. 

The Horned God of  the woods appeared to me as I chanted and by night-fall, he disappeared only to be 
replaced by sinister shapes far in the trees. These shapes I knew were the soul-stuff  of  the trees emerging from 
their ancient shells. These shapes disappeared into the open mausoleum and by daybreak, now totally exhausted 
though I was, I noticed something begin to emerge from within the dark recesses of  the idyllic tomb. 

A horror I felt when I first saw it - that thing that once was her, my loved Annie! And still I feel it! It's an 
abomination! That thing that shouldn't live! 
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How quickly my love had turned to hatred and fear! I 
also felt from deep within me resurface my long-repressed 
Christian sympathies which made war against this demonic 
aberration. That the dead should live before their appointed 
time is unnatural, a blasphemy and a sin against God and 
Nature! 

Out of  the tomb emerged a shambling, upright thing 
neither complete woman nor tree, but an unfinished fusion 
of  the two! It was as if  some deranged mind had smashed 
together in chaos a decomposed human and a tree and the 
resultant malformation lived! In one eye that I could discern 
on it, I read either agony, shock or terror! It was unholy, I 
yelled! It moved awkwardly towards me and its unpleasant 
gait aroused in me feelings of  revulsion to behold its mockery 
of  the human form. I felt like retching! A branch which I 
took to be an arm, perhaps, it strenuously moved to point 
towards me and, as it did this, I ran. From behind, I heard a 
word spoken in an inhuman lisp, and it was my name, it was, 
“Arthur.” 



The thing didn't go away. I convinced myself  it wasn't really Annie. I couldn't bear to look upon it. 

Day and night I heard it in the woods walking alone and hidden, yelling my name, “Arthur!” 

The yell would come at uneven times, with different moods, but still I wouldn't go to the thing. I would stand 
by the windows for hours on end in a panicked trance, staring at the woods and listening to that inhuman and 
nightmarish voice. 

By the sixth day, my servants became sufficiently unnerved that they begged to be discharged. I couldn't do 
anything but acquiesce to their demands. I would have gone, too, and left this horror-stricken place, if  not for 
the fear that I might lose my ancestral mansion forever if  I left this place alone to the ghoul and the unhallowed 
hells from whence it came. I was also responsible for the thing since I'd summoned it. 

I was now alone with it. 



Days and weeks passed and the creature became bolder in its cries from the dark. No minute passed that I 
didn't hear its squeamish cries that echoed terribly in the barren countryside. 

Out of  the tomb 
emerged a shambling, 
upright thing neither 
complete woman nor 
tree, but an unfinished 

fusion of  the two!
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“Arthur! Arthur! Why don't you come to me?” 

Hysteria engulfed my world and I wished for nothing more but that the hellish thing would stop its blasted 
screams from the dark. 

“Arthur! It's because of  you that I am here! You owe me your help!” 

I didn't sleep. My days were an icy terror. Sickness engulfed me like a blanket of  night. Still, the monstrosity 
cried to me. 

“Arthur! Can't you remember our love? Help me!” 

I cursed the time that she and I spent together. I cursed the Green God of  the Woods for bringing this 
malady upon me. I cursed the dark gods of  Eibon and the diseased book of  their creeds. But most of  all, I 
feared. I feared so much that I marvel that my body didn't collapse in a monstrous breakdown. I feared even 
more when I began to suspect that she wasn't alone in the woods. I began to develop sense impressions, which I 
can't describe now, that with her in those blasphemous woods was a thing more hideous and inhuman than she 
was. And still, her cries persisted. 

“Arthur! By all that's good in Man, help me!” 

And then one day the screaming ceased. I don't know what was more terrible, the screams or the unnatural 
silence which now surrounded the countryside. Days, days passed and the silence remained so that I began to 
think the thing was gone. 

Then, one terrible night as I lay in one of  my disturbed slumbers on my bed, I heard a voice whisper in my 
ear and say, “Arthur.” 

It was the voice of  the thing in my home! Beside my bed! I convulsed to know my walls now were no 
protection or barrier between the evil and me! I summoned my strength and sat up to confront the thing - but it 
was gone! It was then that I could hear a fumbling thing walking down the steps to my room and traversing my 
ground floor and exiting through my main door. I fainted from horror for the first time in my life. 



Through the next few days, I witnessed a dismal transmutation in the woods which would begin at sundown 
and last till sunrise. A light shone in the darkness from deep within the forest. I sensed that the trees were 
moving. Every morning, I noticed that the woods did not look the same. The horror when I realized also that 
every morning the woods were closer to the mansion! 

I resolved then and there to end this madness forever. Fear or no fear, I would confront the thing. If  in the 
maelstrom I was destroyed, so be it. Better to die in a confrontation soon, I thought, than to let this monster 
reach my mansion with its haunted trees and die anyway. 
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One afternoon, I entered the woods and passed the trees which were my besiegers. I quieted my fears, for I 
was resolved. I fancied the trees were giant sentinels which could move at any moment. With me I carried my 
knives and a rifle. Poor weapons with which to combat the unnatural, but I was a desperate man and near the 
end of  my wits. The hounds I owned wouldn't follow me into the woods and my best hunting horse foamed at 
the mouth every time I brought it near the border of  the two worlds. 

I walked deep into the forest of  dead silence and bunched -branches and leaves. If  silence has a sound, it is 
the sound of  horror. 

I looked warily upon those faerie-haunted trees, which I imagined looked upon me with eyes of  malice and 
thoughts of  hurt. 

My direction took me where I supposed the strange lights I saw at night originated. Soon, I came upon an 
almost insurmountable wall of  trees. This obstacle looked to me like a defensive wall, no doubt housing the 
aberrant command of  my besiegers. I was near the source. There wasn't need, however, to scale the wall and 
find out. At that moment, a voice both familiar and unfamiliar began to address me from the other side of  the 
wall of  gathered trees. 



“Arthur, so finally, you have come.” 

It was her voice, but now with a tone of  calmness and strength which unsettled my nerves. 

“I know, Arthur, that you don't love me anymore, but I still love you, and if  to have you by my side though 
without love is to be my fate, so be it. I can weather eternity. Can you, Arthur? I was afraid once but not 
anymore. It has granted my revenge. 

You never stayed by the tomb long enough, my love. You ran away and never looked back. You never stayed 
long enough to see the thing that emerged from the tomb behind me. 

And it wants you.” 



With her words ended, the trees opened up and made a gateway to what I can only surmise was another 
world, a world of  infernal chaos and darkness and light that stings, and coming from it towards the gateway, I 
knew, was the lord of  it. 

I ran from the aperture and fled into the safety of  the trees. I didn't look back. I could hear the thing behind 
me and, through the din of  its advance, the laughter of  my Annie. 

In terror, I fled through branches and undergrowth. The trees seemed to close around me, but somehow, 
I managed to make my way through them. I took no set path, yet always made my way towards where I 
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thought my home was. My instincts were correct. Soon, I saw the blessed paradise of  my mansion. I passed the 
threshold of  the trees into the clearing of  my grounds. I was safe from the threat of  trees. 

Then root-like tendrils grasped my legs. They flung like projectiles from the ground. From behind me, these 
root-like tendrils grasped my arms. In all directions I looked, I saw octopod arms like roots sway before me. 
They all converged on me. They immobilized me and picked me up. They turned me around. I was held as a 
puppet on a string. They turned me around and made me look on it! 

I could not close my eyes. I stared in fascination and horror. The bulk of  it! The insanity of  it! Nothing 
compared to it! No animal or twisted imagining I knew had ever conceived of  it! 

The tendrils were an outgrowth of  it. And the tendrils were the only sane things on it. 

I passed before it as the tendrils took me. It was then that I saw Annie sway towards me, held by one of  those 
demonic arms. She was still laughing. 

I called her name as we swayed side-to-side and past each other. 

“Kiss me,” she said. 

I saw her clearly, now. She was my Annie. Only her flesh was different. It was a flesh of  bark. 

The tendrils made us face each other and then I kissed her. The harsh lips eviscerated my lips. 

She laughed and said, “Don't worry my love; soon, you will not bleed.” 

I noticed a trembling in this dark god of  Eibon. Its being shook. It came together and elongated. I yelled at 
my Annie that I was sorry. The process continued. 

The thing stretched itself  high into the sky. It set itself  firmly on the ground. Its shape took on the form of  a 
tree. Then bark appeared on it. 

In panic, I realized what was happening. I tried to break free! The tendrils that held me forced my head 
towards Annie's. I was pushed to kiss her! They held me tight in that position so that my lips bled even more 
profusely. With my eyes I could see clearly into my Annie's eyes. They were ecstatic! 

I felt my flesh harden and crack. We were both pushed towards the body of  the thing. We three became one. 
The last sight I had was of  staring into Annie's wide, monstrous eyes, until bark covered the white-and-blue yolk 
of  my own. 
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Since then, I've known what eternity is. Love eludes me. I am forever in bondage and attached to these 
creatures. 

If  you should ever find yourself  on a dark path and you come across a tree which has on its trunk the 
haggard outline of  two lovers in a kiss, don't be deceived by the outward show and beauty of  the thing. Inside is 
Hell. Walk past. 

The end

Julio Toro San Martin was born in Chile and grew up in Toronto, Canada. He spends most of  his days working 
and nights reading almost anything from history and weird/fantasy fiction to Elizabethan drama, to the latest 

bestselling novels. He writes because he is driven to and can’t imagine doing anything else. “The Green World” is 
his first published story.
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By James Lecky 
  

In my life, I have fought with both sword and pen. With the former, I helped storm the last citadels of  the 
Onyx Empire and brought to an end the wars that had plagued the continent of  Jendia for too many centuries. 
With the latter, I have sought to shine light into the dark places of  mankind's knowledge and to seek answers as 
to the nature of  this world upon which we spin. 

I have ever been known as Ekarius the Scholar - sometimes mockingly, sometimes with admiration - and my 
services have been sought by warlords and philosophers alike. 

It was in the 45th year of  my life - when I made my home in the northern metropolis of  Salmu Alu, the 
Black City - that Dar Sinnamon came to me. 

That morning, I sat in my garden in comfortable solitude, as was my wont in those days, contemplating the 
branches and leaves of  my Janifa tree, a book of  arcane lore sitting unopened upon my lap. 

The north suited my temperament and body: the weather was hot in summer and harsh in winter, the people 
amiable but not overly curious and, perhaps most importantly, my right to isolation was observed by one and 
all. 

It was therefore with some slight annoyance that I was interrupted by my majordomo with the words: 

“There is a gentleman to see you, sir.” 

“I have no appointments today, Callast,” I told him. 

“I am fully aware of  that, sir, but the gentleman in question is most insistent and claims that you know him.” 

“His name?” 

The song of TussagaroTh 

I opened it; the pages were old and brittle, not made from 
paper but rather a rough parchment that was somehow 
unpleasant to the touch. The words upon them were in 
no language I understood .
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“Dar Sinnamon.” 

Of  course I knew him, for we had marched together under Prince Desyn's banner. Like me, he was a man 
of  two paths - but where I studied the world, he studied music. I remembered his compositions, the magnificent 
victory march he had composed for Prince Desyn when the City of  Sundered Princes had finally fallen. I, no 
less than thousands of  others, had wept with pride at its sweeping chords and melodies: I had proudly sung its 
refrain as we marched against the last citadel. 

It was unthinkable that I should refuse to see him. 

“Very well, Callast, bid the gentleman enter.” 

Many years had passed since we had last seen each other, but I was still ill-prepared for the scarecrow-thin 
figure that made his way towards me down the garden path to the Janifa tree. 

The years had not been kind to Dar Sinnamon. Where once he had been pale, he was now bronzed by the 
sun and his skin had the appearance of  old leather. His hair was grey with only a few strands of  its former 
chestnut colour visible here and there. And where once had had been the dandiest member of  Desyn's court, 
Sinnamon now wore the plain robes of  an eastern nomad. 

Yet, he smiled as he approached and his embrace was strong. 

“Ekarius, my old comrade, it is good to see you.” 

“And you,” I replied. 

He touched his fingers to his mouth and eyes in the fashion of  the desert peoples. “May Chaugnar Faugn 
never see you,” he said. 

I motioned him to sit. 

“A strange greeting, my friend.” 

“Is it?” He shook his head a little. “I have used it for so many years, it no longer seems so to me.” 

I ordered my majordomo to bring wine and we sat in silence for a while as Sinnamon refreshed himself. 

Finally, he said, “I have travelled far to find you and ask for your help, Ekarius. From the deserts of  Tsing to 
the towers of  Ur Baltha, The Splendid City, and across the Flint Wastes.” 

“Then your needs must be pressing.” 

He laughed, a short bark that was utterly without joy. “More than you could ever imagine, my friend.” 
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“Tell me.” 

“I have lost my muse,” he said. “Where once music flowed from me like water from a fountain, it no longer 
even trickles.” He reached into his robes and produced a small silver flute. Raising it to his lips, he played a 
short refrain. 

It was terrible, lacking in inspiration, the notes shrill and wrong. 

“You see. Where once I could pluck music from the very air around me, now there is nothing. 

“When my muse failed, I fell out of  favour at court. Even Prince Desyn turned his back on me.” He smiled 
wanly. “How fickle are the ways of  men, even those of  royal blood. My past service to him was forgotten and I 
was left with no choice but to leave his palace. 

“For years, I simply wandered, seeking music where I could, hoping against hope that my inspiration would 
be restored - for it had left without reason and might as easily return. But it was not to be; even the most delicate 
melodies and stirring symphonies left me indifferent. At length, I found myself  in the kingdoms of  Tsing and 
dwelled there among the nomads, taking one of  their women for my wife. 

“And it was there that I found this.” 

He produced a book from the folds of  his robes and held it out to me. 

It was an ancient tome; that much was apparent from first glance, bound in cracked white leather. 

“Liber Atros Dies,” Sinnamon said and his voice was barely more than a whisper. “The Book of  Dark Days.” 

I took it from him with a mixture of  disbelief  and wonder. 

There are few scholars who do not know of  the Liber Atros Dies, but its existence had always been hotly 
debated, with some dismissing it as no more than mere fancy. Its contents - a history of  the time before 
mankind walked the earth and the Old Gods held sway - were said to hold the deepest and blackest knowledge. 

“Is this truly the Book?” I asked. 

“The man I...the man who gave it to me claimed that it was.” 

I opened it; the pages were old and brittle, not made from paper but rather a rough parchment that was 
somehow unpleasant to the touch. The words upon them were in no language I understood - a series of  
seemingly-random hieroglyphs and convoluted symbols that had been etched rather than drawn upon the page. 

On the frontispiece there was a single illustration, rendered in thick black lines, depicting a desolate 
landscape over which two black suns cast their mordant light. 



39

“During my time with the nomads of  Tsing,” Sinnamon said, breaking into my reverie, “I heard one of  their 
shamans play a refrain and the music stirred my senses in a way that had not happened for many, many years. 

“When I questioned him, he told me that it was part of  the Song of  Tussagaroth, a god of  the Elder Lands, 
older than the universe itself. He knew no more than those few notes, but I reasoned that if  a mere fragment 
could begin to restore my passion for music, what might the whole song not do?” 

“And the Book?” 

“If  I could understand what was written there, it may hold a key - a path, perhaps, to Tussagaroth itself.” 

“So, you would have me translate it for you?” 

He nodded. 

The sun had begun to set and night was rapidly approaching. Somewhere in the city, sweet notes rang out 
among the towers and temples of  Salmu Alu as priests summoned the faithful to prayer. I looked down at the 
book in my hand. What dark knowledge, what forbidden lore lay within its pages? My heart urged me to throw 
the book away, but my head told me otherwise and I have ever been a man who followed the head above the 
heart. 

“I will begin in the morning,” I said. 



My task was not simple, nor did I expect it to be. The writing in the Liber Atros Dies bore little resemblance to 
any human language: the meaning of  the symbols themselves constantly changed so that their position on the 
page dictated their significance and even the colour of  the ink, ranging from grey to stark black, gave new aspect 
to the glyphs. 

When I slept, which was seldom, my slumber was plagued with awful visions of  eldritch things and places - 
Nyogtha, Yhoundeh, Sodagui, Tawil At-U'mr, R'lyeh, Sarnath, Kadath - nightmares so vivid that they woke me 
screaming, only for their substance to vanish from my mind. 

Yet, in the end, after weeks of  toil that stretched my abilities and even my sanity to breaking point, I 
conquered the Book. 

Of  what it contained, I may not speak overmuch, other than to say that it was part history, part grimoire. 
The history it outlined was not that of  mankind, but of  older races that walked the earth in the time before 
humanity raised itself  from the mire. It spoke of  dark gods who bestrode both the earth and the stars; of  walkers 
in the void; of  the creatures that dwelled in the heart of  darkened suns; and, in the end, of  the terrible and 
destructive wars that were fought to banish them from this world. 

More than that, it contained passages of  the blackest magic, the Terrible and Beautiful Words that were 
capable of  cracking the very fabric of  reality itself  and of  pulling aside the Veil that separated worlds. 
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While I worked, Dar Sinnamon waited as patiently as he was able, trusting that I would succeed. When 
the translation was complete, I took to my chambers and slept for a week, my sleep assured by liberal doses of  
darkseed wine. And when I had recovered my strength, we made our plans. 

I dismissed my servants for the night and, following the instructions in the Book, Sinnamon and I created a 
circle in the garden beneath the Janifa tree, marking it with the appropriate arcane symbols. 

We drew on our cloaks and swords and stepped into the circle. 

It felt strange to carry a blade again. I had not held a sword since the fall of  the City of  Sundered Princes 
and the weight of  it was alien against my hip. Yet, at the same time, I felt elated - we were preparing to take a 
step beyond our own world, into the unknown, to see things that no man had ever seen. What scholar worth his 
salt would not savour such a moment? 

Dar Sinnamon said. “Thank you for this, Ekarius.” 

“I hope you find what you seek.” 

“As do I.” 

I spoke a word, a word so ancient and so terrible that it all but tore the tongue from my mouth, the pain 
excruciating but momentary. 

The night changed around us. The stars above Salmu Alu vanished. The moon, which had been waxing 
full, was replaced by twin black suns that gave a scathing light but no heat. A fetid wind blew across an empty 
landscape - mile after mile of  dark sand and jagged boulders, here and there the stump of  a blasted tree. The 
selfsame place I had seen in the Liber Atros Dies. 

A dead world, void of  all features and landmarks. 

Save one. 

Before us, impossibly distant yet impossibly near, stood a temple, its angles somehow wrong as if  they 
obeyed a law of  their own making rather than of  my own world. A long flight of  stone steps led through the 
centre of  the building, flanked on either side by sheer walls that appeared to be on the verge of  collapse. A 
twisted dome topped the structure, its uppermost portion disappearing into the starless sky. 

And I knew, more through instinct than through reason, that this was the temple of  Tussagaroth. 

Neither Sinnamon nor I spoke, but by mutual assent, we started forward. 

It was a world bleached of  colour through which we moved; flat black shadows lay against sterile earth. 
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Even the scarlet hues of  my cloak were muted here, as if  colour were a dim memory, overwhelmed by the drab 
scenery. 

At length - whether in moments or in days - we reached our destination and mounted the temple steps. 

They twisted into the gloom, so far before us that we could not see their end; as we traversed them, the 
toppling walls drew in upon us and the air grew thick and putrid. 

Farther and farther we walked, the only sounds that of  our boot heels tapping upon the marble steps and the 
dissonant howling of  the wind through the temple's stones. 

“Ekarius! Look!” I barely recognised Sinnamon's voice, 
even though I saw his lips move and knew that it was he 
that spoke. Like the light that illuminated our path, the 
sound was flat, without variant or timbre, for this was a 
world with no requirement for nuance. 

We had come to the end of  the steps at last and the 
temple floor lay before us - a vast plateau rendered in grey-
and-black mosaic. The gloom reached out to meet us, not so 
much a darkness as an absence of  light through which we 
could see no more than a dozen feet in any direction. 

I placed my hand upon Dar Sinnamon's shoulder. 

“Do we dare?” I said. 

“We have come this far,” he replied. “What other choice 
is there?” 

And so, we continued on, our hands upon the hilts 
of  our swords, our senses straining to find some point of  
reference in this timeless place. 

Then, a shape, but unlike anything I have seen before or 
since. 

An abomination it was, rendered in granite and basalt, with a swollen, bulbous torso, long tentacles radiating 
outward and a single baleful eye set at its exact centre. Below that, a sensual mouth, made obscene by its very 
resemblance to the human equivalent, lips parted as if  to speak. Or sing. 

The image of  Tussagaroth itself. 

An abomination it was, 
rendered in granite and 
basalt, with a swollen, 

bulbous torso, long 
tentacles radiating 

outward and a single 
baleful eye set at its 

exact centre. Below that, 
a sensual mouth.
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Sinnamon took his flute and played a short series of  notes. They were hard and trilling, more like the cry of  
an animal in pain than music, yet somehow utterly fitting for this place. 

From the gloom, some Thing sang back in reply. 

I am a man who has conquered fear many times. In the City of  Sundered Princes, I willingly charged into 
a maelstrom of  fire and steel; at the battle of  Amoleth, I stood with spear and sword against the Dragon-Blood 
Warriors of  the Onyx Empire and routed them; at Escardy Gap, I looked Death himself  in the face and spat in 
his eye. 

But there in that place, listening to the song of  Tussagaroth, I knew terror and despair. 

The first few notes were enough to make me clap my hands over my ears and I screamed as loud as I was 
able to counteract the sound. 

I looked to Dar Sinnamon. He still had the flute to his lips, his fingers moving along the length of  the 
instrument, a look of  both bliss and dread on his face. Out of  the darkness of  the temple, a vast bulk began to 
stir, a creature that had waited for untold millennia for this moment. 

I ran, heedless of  direction, only certain that I needed to escape from that place, that temple, and from that 
hideous, otherworldly song. Through luck more than design, I found the steps once more and fled down them, 
only stopping when the temple was a distant - yet terrifyingly close - silhouette behind me. 

For long hours I waited, huddled in the lee of  a grey boulder, until at last, I saw Dar Sinnamon emerge from 
the temple. His face was drawn and haggard, pale even beneath his bronzed skin, and he clutched the silver flute 
to his chest protectively. 

“It is done,” he said. 

“Then let us leave this place.” 

I spoke another of  the Terrible Words and the grey of  Tussagaroth's world was replaced with the bright 
colours of  our own. 

Immediately, I staggered to the house and broke open a bottle of  darkseed wine, drinking heavily from it - 
eager to erase the memory of  the elder god and his music from my mind. Dar Sinnamon stood silently by my 
side. 

“It was beautiful,” he said at last. “Beautiful and dreadful, all at once. The howl of  an anguished god 
banished from his realm, struggling to return, filled with such pain and love and hatred.” 

“And what of  your muse?” I said. “Has it been restored?” 
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“We shall see.” 

He raised the flute to his lips and began to play; ethereal and languid, the notes seemed plucked from the 
night air, sparkling like the stars themselves. 

But as he played, I saw the change in him, heard it in the music he played. The tempo grew faster, frenzied, 
the notes barely controlled. His face warped and flowed like melting wax, bones cracking and shifting beneath 
the skin as the melody floated between one world and another, calling, calling. And from somewhere beyond 
the night, a countermelody began, drawing closer with every heartbeat. 

I drew my sword and put it through his throat. 

For I saw what he was becoming, had seen it in the temple in that grey, featureless world and heard its 
plaintive, famished cry. 

The creature that fell to the floor was no longer the man named Dar Sinnamon, no longer human but a 
twisted parody of  humanity: the torso swollen, the limbs elongating, features fusing together into a single mass. 
Only the mouth, full-lipped and sensual, remained recognisable. 

The very image of  Tussagaroth, Lord of  the Frozen Dark. 



I left him where he fell and put a torch to the house. I rode from Salmu Alu that very night, heading for the 
populous south and the Splendid City of  Ur Baltha. 

And there, I have lived in the decades since, my need for solitude a thing of  the past. The crowds flow past 
my door, calling to each other in many languages, and their babble calms and soothes me. Only in the deepest 
part of  the night, when Ur Baltha sleeps, does my fear return. 

For it is then, faintly but distinctly, that I still hear the song of  Tussagaroth. 

The end 

James Lecky is a writer and actor from Derry, North Ireland, where he continues to make his home. His short 
fiction has appeared or is forthcoming in various publications both online and in print including, including Beneath 

Ceaseless Skies, Heroic Fantasy Quarterly, Sorcerous Signals, Jupiter and the anthologies Emerald Eye: The Best Irish 
Imaginative Fiction, The Phantom Queen Awakes, Arcane Whispers 2 and Through Blood and Iron. He lives with his wife 

and cat and has a fondness for Irish whiskey.
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By Cheryl McCreary

Crouched down and hidden beneath layers of  metal and concrete, I hear them approach. The slow rumble 
of  a writhing mass of  worms eats away at the rock and steal of  the bunker. My heart beats a steady rhythm in 
time to their nibbling. Even if  I survive, I fear the man I was will not.



The heat of  summer settled into the hills of  Appalachia, the campus empty save for true academia. A 
scattering of  nibbled leaves, a handful of  black worms, an isolated insect manifestation grew into bare branches 
and stray worms among every bit of  greenery. Spraying was futile, and experts provided no help. But, having 
just received a shipment of  newly-unearthed artifacts about Heptet from a dig in Egypt, I paid little heed to 
anything outside my office, busy discovering more about the role the snake goddess may have played in Osiris’ 
resurrection.

It was two weeks later that I noticed the emptiness, even more so than the laziness of  a college town in 
off-session. The worms had eaten through the leaves of  tree, shrub and grass, and proceeded to eat away at the 
leftover wood, the cobbled walkways, perhaps the very ground. The buildings had been wiped clean of  vines 
and moss. There was talk of  evacuating, of  calling in the National Guard.

I should have left then, with the last trickling fleers. But there were things to collect, those newly arrived 
artifacts, countless volumes on Egyptian mythology which could never be recollected or replaced. Boxes in 
hand and my old Honda standing ready, I began the difficult task of  packing.

I thought I could actually hear them, the mass of  worms, nibbling, nibbling. I shrugged it off, nothing but my 
imagination brought on by silence surrounding what usually bustled with energy. However, it rushed me along.

By the third trip to load my car, I feared it wasn’t just my imagination getting the best of  me. The ground was 
a crawling black mass that crunched beneath my shoes, sending a chill up my spine. In the late evening light, the 
buildings seemed to shiver dimly, their aged red brick covered with worms, slowly being etched away.

  nibbling

The worms had eaten through the leaves of tree, shrub 
and grass, and proceeded to eat away at the leftover 
wood, the cobbled walkways, perhaps the very ground. 
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A ghostly image glimmered in the distance, up the hill on the central green of  campus. A figure stood tall, 
thin, knives in each hand. I squinted to make out the features better. Long, thick black hair fell down slender 
shoulders, but the head was that of  a snake’s with a thin black beard on the long chin.

I shook my head, closed my eyes. When I looked again, the figure, one remarkably similar to Heptet, 
had disappeared. Only my imagination, and too much time with my research, only that, I told myself. Yet, 
something gnawed away at the back of  my mind, as if  I should know what was happening.

Forgetting the rest of  my precious items, I entered the safety of  the car and cranked the engine, only to find it 
dead. I tried again, pumped the gas petal, felt like cursing its previously reliable service. Finally, heart pounding, 
I popped the hood and got out to check, knowing my lack of  technical knowledge would provide me with no 
insight, but feeling I must do something.

A fetid odor hung in the humid air. The almost twilight landscape seemed alive, the black mass of  worms 
reaching in a sliver closer to me. The sight that I encountered under the hood astounded me. There, where the 
mechanical machinery of  a car should be, nothing but a huge clump of  shimmering worms existed. It lunged at 
me and I backed away, heart stopped.

Nothing but terror filled me as I turned and ran, crushing worms beneath me, swerving to dive away from 
outreaching masses on empty tree branches and building walls. The image of  Heptet flashed in my mind. I 
stumbled along, the ground of  worms trying to trip me. I tried not to think of  what would happen were they to 
do so, were I to find myself  face down in the writhing mass.

I couldn’t outrun them. I hadn’t the energy, and no knowledge of  how far they must reach. My mind struck 
upon the idea of  the fallout shelter, a lingering item of  the distant Cold War. The newly-conceived plan kept my 
feet pumping, up hills and more hills to a distant stop I’d only visited once before. I wondered how I’d recognize 
it, only to surprisingly find it uncovered. I glanced further up the hill. Heptet stood, knives in hand and a curved 
smile on her snake head. I frowned and heaved open the heavy door. The worms suddenly circled tightly. They 
wiggled up my pants leg and began trickling into the shelter. Shocked, I jumped down and inside, slammed the 
iron door and wrenched it closed, watching worms flatten as darkness fell.

Choking back a scream, and wondering who would hear it, I shook the worms out of  my pants. I felt as if  I 
could hear them, nibbling and crawling about the floor. I proceeded to stomp around, hoping to squish them all, 
carrying on until I was satisfied.

That panic done, a new one began. I’d just closed myself  in a fallout shelter. Darkness surrounded me. I 
groped the walls - cold, rough concrete - for a light switch until my sweaty fingers slipped on the metal of  one. I 
tugged it down, waited. One bulb, dangling from the ceiling, flickered on. Its thin, worn filament glowed a faint 
orange in the darkness.
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My eyes grew used to the dim light. I gazed around the small bunker. Four concrete walls surrounded me, 
rough and crumbling with age. Dirt, grey and fine, filled the corners.

Banging sounded on the door above. I stepped away from it, further into the darkness. I could hear them, the 
worms, eating away at the metal. Screeching sounded beside me, the worms eating through dirt and stone. Then 
I spotted the phone, hidden in the shadows, and darted to it.

The phone was mounted into the concrete wall. Once bright red, the colour had faded to a dirty rust. I 
picked up the receiver, and the twisted cord thumped against the concrete wall. I listened for a dial tone; only 
silence echoed. The phone contained no numbers, only one button and a light, now dead, on the top. I pushed 
the only button, listened again.

Crackling filled the line. “Hello,” my voice sounded far away as it echoed off  the concrete walls. “I need 
help,” I continued. Only crackling responded. “I’m in the fallout shelter, on the hill above campus. The worms 
are everywhere. I’m trapped inside. Can you hear me?”

The last words faded into the crackling, and the 
crackling grew to a full silence over the phone. I frowned 
and hung up the receiver. How long would the worms last? 
Had anyone heard me? How long before someone stopped 
the worms or killed them? How would I know when it was 
safe to come out? Until then, I was trapped, I realized, as I 
glanced around the small bunker.

Pounding sounded on the door above; the walls 
creaked and groaned. The light flickered, and snapped out. 
Darkness filled the bunker. I felt the cold concrete behind 
me and crouched down with my back to it.

The image of  Heptet seemed locked in my head now, 
she who resurrected Osiris from the dead and brought 
about his rebirth. The image morphed into a writhing 
snake and then a mass of  black worms. A shiver ran up my 
spine. I hugged my knees and closed my eyes tight, wishing 
the image gone.

I’m not sure how long I waited, terrified in the dark. Hours, days, I lost track of  time. I must have dozed off  
more than once. I could hear them above me, nibbling, nibbling. Slowly, they were making their way to me. I’d 
only postponed my doom.

Somewhere in that odd sense of  nothing around me, time flowed by until I could make no sense of  
anything. This was only an infestation of  worms, I told myself, nothing more. My mind and research on Heptet 
was playing tricks on me.

The crackling grew to 
a full silence over the 
phone. I frowned and 
hung up the receiver. 
How long would the 

worms last? Had anyone 
heard me? 
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Nibbling, nibbling at the concrete. The groan of  metal giving. A sprinkling of  ceiling falls next to me, and I 
hurry to huddle in a corner. I can hear them plopping to the floor, slithering nearer. Moonlight filters brighter 
and brighter as more of  the shelter falls about me, as they flow into what has been my safety.

My heart pounds harder and harder. Images of  Heptet drift through my head. I can feel the worms on me 
now, crawling, nibbling away at flesh. I scream, distantly hearing it echo back from the crumbling walls, the 
surrounding hills. I’m frozen stiff, unable to brush them off. They eat away at me, tiny bite by tiny bite.

I feel myself  dissolving away, becoming a part of  them and her, part of  the writhing mass as the trees and 
walkways and buildings did before. They sing a song of  resurrection, of  rebirth of  this land and of  me. But I 
know, deep inside, I will become nothing but a part of  them. I try to struggle, more mentally than physically. 
This will not be my fate.

I drift farther and farther away, until the last bit of  me is gone. For a fleeting moment, I am trapped inside 
something dark and ancient. Then a feeling of  comfort and belonging sweeps over me. This was always to be 
my fate; why else would my work have surrounded and searched down Heptet? I have not given in, or been 
brainwashed into submission, I have found my place in the universe, with her.

I am home, not to the hills of  Appalachia, my cluttered office or cozy cottage, but to where I came from, 
something I should have known so long ago. I am them, and she has always been calling me. I had forgotten, 
but am finally found again. Were I to still have a face, I would smile.

The end

Cheryl McCreary is a scientist by training and science educator by day. She’s lived in assorted locales, including the 
hilly college town of  Athens, Ohio. She currently resides in South Carolina with her husband, a loyal Lab and an 

adventurous cat. Her work has appeared in Ruins Extraterrestrial Anthology, Fictitious Force and Space Westerns, as well 
as other places.



48

 
M.S. Corley is a freelance illustrator and graphic artist whose work reflects his determination to showcase 
seemingly normal ideas in completely new and striking ways. Corley graduated with a degree in animation, 
but as he started making art full time, he found a calling in illustration. Raised in Northern Florida, Corley 
now lives in Kirkland, Washington. Visit him at http://mscorley.blogspot.com/ 
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