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nter a world where life  

life stands still; where 

is but forgotten relics of the 

past collecting time and 

memories. But not all of 

them pleasant.  

Take a tour into the Haunted 

Woods, distort your child-

hood playing in the Toy Fac-

tory, listen to the somber 

melodies of the Sterling 

Opera House, take the last 

train ride… of your life at the 

WB Train Station and more.  

All of these await you as you 

explore the frozen world 

caught impeccably through 

Jason Baker’s lens.  
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Find more of Jason Baker’s works at these locations: 

|        : FLICKr :  people/jasonbakerphotography 
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freelance Illustrator and comic book artist, has been involved in a variety of works; 
collaborating with Drew Edward in his Halloween Man comic, indie-publishing 
comic, Black Rose Comics, and has been published with Divine Authority; an Indy 
Publisher promoting art from comic artists from all over the world. 
 
Recently, John Sowder has also done book cover art for Rick Powell’s ‘True Na-
ture’ and ‘Patient #151’. 
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http://

latitudezero.deviantart.com/ 
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     I am an alternative model from Western Australia who has been freelancing in 

the industry since 2009. I have had lots of fun collaborating with many other cre-

ative people over the years and really find modelling a creative outlet for me, an-

other way to have fun and create awesome things! I pride myself on being rather 

versatile but holding to the alternative look. 

 

Favorite Cocktail:  

     I’m not a massive drinker but I really enjoy creamy cocktails like Irish dreams 

or mudslides 

 

Favorite Book (& why): 

     I love lots of books and actually read quite a variety of styles so kind of hard 

for me to narrow it down to one particular book, but I really like reading collec-

tions of short stories.. I really enjoy being able to get different stories in really 

quickly. I have a tendency to get bored when things carry on for too long. One 

book that has stuck with me for life would be Lewis Carrol Alice in Wonderland / 

Through the looking class. It's just so whimsical and imaginative and has always 

appealed to me. 

 

Favorite (vintage or horror) film (& why): 

     My favourite horror movie I believe would be Pan's Labyrinth, I am a massive 

fan of Guillermo Del Toro and whilst the idea of it being a horror movie is sort of 

arguable I think that it is the most amazing mix between fantasy and horror in 

film.. so amazing! I love the magic of it all/ 

 

Favorite Creative Thing to do: 

     I'm a qualified graphic designer so I spend alot of time doing creative things 

but I really love all that I do I work with graphics, photography and illustration and 

enjoy all of them! 

 

Words of Wisdom/Advice to the Audience (this can be a quote or 

something from life experience that the readers can benefit from): 

     Always be yourself! No matter how many people don't like you or who you are 

or what you do! So long as you like you, enjoy what you are doing and have fun!  
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PHOTO CREDIT: Jennifer Villalobos    
PHOTO CREDIT: Raw Bones  
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PHOTO CREDIT: Shawn Ferraloro  
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| MODEL MAYHEM find PARANOIR on  29 

https://www.facebook.com/ParanoirModel
http://www.modelmayhem.com/1691077


HAUNTED ORCHARD 

A flavorful cocktail that 
combines those seasonal 
elements — apples and 
cinnamon — and makes a 
perfect accompaniment to 
an evening of ghost stories 
and crackling logs.  Enjoy 
your stroll through the 
Haunted Orchard… 
 
 
To an iced shaker, add: 
 
2 ounces bourbon 

1 ounce Fireball Whisky  

www.fireballwhisky.com 

2 ounces apple cider  

 

 

FIND Cocktail Vultures on | Cocktailvultures.com  
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An Extracurricular Cursing  

by R. Graves 

     I first read The Satanic Bible when I was 13 years old and just completing the 

8th grade.  

That summer I immersed myself in reading the book from front to back, then 
moving on to The Satanic Rituals. As a newly self-realized young Satanist, the 
exotic rituals were pure joy to delve into on a somewhat regular basis. It soon got 
out in school that I was "into" the Devil. Many other kids just assumed I was a 
heavy metal kid, but a few who knew me better, took an interest in my new found 
nocturnal activities, and they wanted a taste.  

While I shunned most requests to "do" a ritual for their entertainment, I had a 

couple of friends who were intelligent and truly had an interest in the philosophy 

of Satanism and the practice of ritual and ceremony. We began studying together 

and practicing rituals in the apple orchard near my home. It was a lot of fun and 

we began to collect props and tools to make our rituals and ceremonies more 

"professional". It helped that we were all in drama class together. We knew thea-

tre.  

My Freshmen year of High School saw our little group of misfits develop into a 
true cabal. We were never open about what we were doing, but some other stu-
dents somehow suspected and would come to us with questions. One such stu-
dent was a very popular girl I will call Melissa. Her parents owned the largest real 
estate company in our town, and her parents had business dealings with my fam-
ily, so naturally, I opened up to her. She immediately read The Satanic Bible and 
began studying with us after school. One day, we had sipped a little too much liq-
uor from my parents bar, and she told me about an incident that occurred at the 
beginning of the school year with a science teacher we both had.  

The Science Club had an out of town trip to attend a statewide science fair audi-
tion event. All the students shared hotel rooms. The teacher had his own. And he 
invited Melissa to come to his room to talk about her project proposal. I do not 
need to go into details, but suffice it to say that she "became a woman" that night.  
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     Being the young, albeit mature for her age, young lady, she had visions of love 

and a future with this handsome teacher. When they returned back from the trip, 

he continued his affair with her until his wife caught wind. She informed Melissa's 

parents, who immediately swept everything under the rug in order to not stain the 

family name. She was deeply hurt. Her parents were angry with her, her lover ig-

nored her, and she felt betrayed and completely alone. But that hurt turned into a 

seething, burning, and understandable anger. She slid into a deep depression.  

One day, she came to me and asked me to help put a curse on the teacher. She 

was smart enough at that point to know that she was the only one who could truly 

curse him but she wanted the help of our small group. We all got together and 

planned a destruction ritual. We decided to hold it in a massive abandoned man-

sion up in the hills, a place where we would have no distractions. She had fash-

ioned a cloth doll and used bits of fabric from a t-shirt he had given her, and 

made a small plastic bag filled with red food coloring to place inside. I did the in-

vocation, called the quarters, and she performed the curse. When her anger and 

fury was at its peak, she stabbed the doll and the blood effect worked like a 

charm. It gave me chills. The energy she had generated was palpable in the air 

around us, like ozone. She then squatted down and urinated into the can she had 

placed the burned remains in, closed it, and we all went home.  

A few days later she came to me and said she had smeared the ashes on the 

windshield of his prized vintage Corvette. It was an object he loved more than an-

ything (especially her), and she was nervous that he would know it was her. I told 

her she could relax because, if he was smart, he would know that he is lucky to 

not be in jail for his lecherous activities with her.  

That Friday he was involved in a head-on collision, which totaled his car. He suf-
fered no injuries himself, but his prized possession was reduced to a heap of 
scrap. She reveled in the victory of her "curse". She had effectively exorcised the 
anger and pain from her life surrounding that incident. And she never looked 
back. I transferred schools, friends moved, and our little group organically dis-
solved. But the memory of that curse night, and the subsequent events, are one 
of my most cherished memories from my youth. And whether or not the accident 
was a direct result of her magical prowess or mere coincidence, the end result 
was the same; a feeling that justice had been served. 
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The Thing in the Window 

by M.R. Stover 

I had gotten up in the middle of the night to use the bathroom and when I stepped back 

into my bedroom I saw the THING. I was petrified by terror, my heartbeat jumped and my body 

flooded with adrenaline. The THING was lanky, and resembled a Gargoyle, and it crouched in 

the window of our third story apartment. Its eyes reflected the light and they shone an eerie yel-

low color. It saw me looking at it and it smiled at me, scraping a clawed finger across the pane 

of glass, eliciting that cringing sound. It tapped its finger on the glass, pointing directly at the 

still figure of my sleeping wife. 

That gesture primed me to action, I rushed to grab my shotgun, racked a round and 

brought the stock to my shoulder to fire…and I was blinded by a white light that flooded the 

room.  The light quickly receded, leaving me blinking away spots, and I, fearing that my be-

loved might suddenly bolt upright in bed in response to the light and that my shell of 12 gauge 

buckshot might tear into her instead of the creature, I did not fire, though later I wished I had 

taken the shot. 

Despite the events that had just transpired, she did not wake. Nor did she when I dragged 

a chair from the kitchen and sat sentinel for the remainder of the night and well into the morn-

ing, my weapon clutched in tired hands. I called out of work that day and took the next week 

off. Needless to say, I did not sleep well, nor did I want too. I eventually did fall asleep, espe-

cially if I was drinking, but even then I would come awake in a near panic and stand, clutching 

my shotgun to my chest until my active, conscious mind caught up to the automation that drove 

my body through fear and paranoia. 

I did go back to work and spent the majority of those hours unwillingly falling in and out 

of sleep. My home life worsened and both my wife and my two children became increasingly 

lethargic. My night terrors worsened and I oftenwaited until everyone in the household was 

asleep and sat on the couch in the liv waited until everyone in the household was asleep and sat 

on the couch in the living room with my shotgun, drinking, and rushing to the windows every 

time I saw  headlights illuminate my curtains. I usually kept my vigil until I saw the first rays of 

dawn. And that’s when I allowed myself to sleep. Needless to say, my work performance de-

creased. When my supervisor found me asleep on the job, I was forced into taking two weeks 

without pay as punishment. It was during that time off that I saw the creature again. 

ing room with my shotgun, drinking, and rushing to the windows every time I saw  headlights 

illuminate my curtains. I usually kept my vigil until I saw the first rays of dawn. And that’s 

when I allowed myself to sleep. Needless to say, my work performance decreased. When my 

supervisor found me asleep on the job, I was forced into taking two weeks without pay as pun-

ishment. It was during that time off that I saw the creature again. 
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I was doing my normal nighttime watch and had been taking caffeine pills to help with my 

alertness and, per usual, I was drinking. I had to get up to use the bathroom and left my shotgun 

sitting by the couch. I did my business and was stepping out when I heard some unusual sounds 

coming out of my children’s room.  My instincts told me to go get my gun, but I foolishly ignored 

them and ventured inside. IT stood there, wings tucked against its back. At full height it was no 

taller than your average fifth grader, and, as scrawny as it was I guaranteed to outweigh it by at 

least two hundred pounds.  This time I did not hesitate to action and rushed it, seizing it in my 

arms and slammed it to the ground. I don’t think that it was prepared for my actions and began 

making startled eep sounds. 

It was quickly apparent that I was bigger, stronger and heavier that the creature as it strug-

gled under my bulk. Its clawed hand snaked towards my face and I bit into its finger, grinding my 

teeth into its rubbery flesh and strained the muscles of my jaw to not let it go. I jabbed my fingers 

into its eyes and they mushed into a bright orange liquid. I ripped the finger off with my teeth and 

snapped the other arm flailing at me, seizing the creature’s head between my hands. I wrenched 

the beast’s head from side to side and slammed my elbows into its feeble mouth, wringing its 

neck until it no longer moved; laying beneath me like a vanquished foe. 

I stood then, shaking and noticed that my children lay still in their beds, and despite my 

struggle, my wife had not come in to check. I began to feel a horror unlike anything that I have 

ever felt before. And before I could put together the pieces of what had transpired in my home I 

was blinded by a white light. 

I woke several hours later, hot and uncomfortable at a bus station on the other side of 

town. Concerned faces peered at me and I was soon visited by EMT’s and the Police. They asked 

me a lot of questions and the EMT’s appeared very concerned by the amount of cuts and bruises 

covering my body and admitted me to the nearest hospital. I lay there for a long time, doped up 

on pain killers with a huge chunk of missing time from my memory. Later, when I was properly 

identified, the police tried to notify my Emergency Contact  of what had happened.  

When they received no answer to their knocking they became concerned and had my landlord 

open the door. It was then that they discovered my family lying dead in their beds. 

At first they interrogated me, clearly upset at my lack of memory. And later, when the au-

topsy results came back as…unusual, it was deemed as one of the most bizarre home invasions 

ever. My family was missing a majority of their internal organs, with no apparent signs of inci-

sion. I was cleared of all charges, but not all suspicions, and I could not force myself to return to 

work or my apartment. Instead,  stayed with my very concerned parents until my termination con-

tract went through, leaving me with a hefty amount of cash. My family was covering the cost of 

renting my apartment until I decided whether or not I was going to clear it out or move back in. 

Not knowing if it was guilt or nostalgia that drove me back home late one night, I began packing 

some stuff that I wanted in a duffel bag; my bottle of rum, my knife and cases of shotgun shells, 

along with several cans of food, instinctively, not knowing why. 

I ventured towards the door and picked up my shotgun. It was still loaded and I was per-

plexed as to the reason why, since the police had been over every inch of this place in their inves-

tigations. That’s when I heard something crawl onto my balcony. I tossed open the curtain and 

saw IT, or rather, another one. Hidden memories flooded my mind and, in a fit of rage as to how 

these THINGS had taken from me my beloved family, I opened the sliding glass door, raking a 

round into the chamber, I fired. The blast took the thing’s head right off its shoulders, splattering 

the patio in orange-glowing blood. 

Panting in anger, I feared two things then; the white light, and attention from discharging 

a firearm. So I snatched up my duffel bag and fled. I got into  my car and drove  it out  of  town.  I  
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never came back, and don’t plan on doing so. I prefer to move from one place to the other, doing 

the odd job here and there to buy food and gas, never settling down in one place long enough for 

people to remember my name. I run because those THINGS are looking for me, and I know that 

they will catch me someday. But I am not afraid, because I know that I can kill them. 

 

About the Author 

 Author M. R. Stover lives in Arizona with his wife and children. It is really hot in Arizo-

na, and the heat gets into your brain and makes you a little crazy. M. R. Stover writes what he 

considers Dark Fiction, and usually sticks to the genres of Dark Fantasy, Splatter Porn, and Hor-

ror-Fiction. His current works can be found here: 

Twitter: @Twomrstover 

For links to my published work go here 

https://www.facebook.com/Twomrstover 

 

For more of a blog spot, go here. 

https://www.facebook.com/groups/202532539952045/ 

 

Tumbler: Zezrial666 

 

For more work by M. R. Stover you can visit  

www.satanicstorytime.com  

 

  And check out episodes 12, 13, and 14 which is  M.R. Stover’s three part story titled Phantoms 

it is narrated by the show’s host Aaron Mantle. 

Also, you can go to this LULU link. You can also view more here. 

And check out M. R. Stover’s Jacoby Ash series. 

Please leave a rating and a comment. Other inquiry’s send E-mail to  

Twomrstover@yahoo.com  

Be on the lookout for more work by M. R. Stover in the future. 
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The Duels at Midnight 
by Grigori T. Cross 

She sat sobbing at the edge of the bed for the third night in the past month, just barely 

conscious of the tears slipping through her fingers.  Her face stung, and she didn't know whether 

she had just been crying for that long, or there was a bruise forming where her husband had 

struck her.  Her trembling fingers stroked her throbbing cheek, and she started wondering about 

the future now that she had calmed down a little more.  She thought of the wedding day, just 

half a year ago now, and remembered how happy they were then.  It had been a simple ceremo-

ny out in the woods, but it had meant a lot to both of them.  In fact, they'd experienced only the 

bliss of newlyweds until about a month ago.  He had never been abusive before that night, and 

he had been unable to hide his own shame at what he had done before he retreated into the room 

they had chosen together would be for kids, if they decided to have any.  Her own tears were 

still flowing, but she had quieted down enough to hear him sobbing, too, in his own quiet – yet 

unrestrained – way. 

 

 Arthur and Sophia Saint were not the typical couple, and for one reason alone.  True, 

their personalities and physiques complemented each other and embodied the archetypal dual-

ism present in “soul mates,” but their pleasures were rarely to be seen by the public.  Both their 

social circles noticed a marked shift after they began seeing each other: Arthur and Sophie were 

becoming more reclusive.  The change in dynamic was a curious one to Sophie's friends, espe-

cially, as she was without doubt the more extraverted of the two.  Nevertheless, whenever it was 

that Sophie was able to get together with a friend of hers, word would invariably get back to 

others who asked about her that she was even more relaxed than usual – outgoing, yet calm and 

content, as if she had found something she was looking for after a year-long quest, and was now 

lost in thought about it.  She'd been soul-searching, and she'd begun to really make some pro-

gress.  She was starting to find herself, and wanted to indulge in some of the family life that was 

such a quintessential part of the fantasy that was the American Dream.  No small part of it was 

to be self-indulgent in her own home, surrounded by the trinkets and mementos of colleagues 

and friends that vitalized her so much, but it wouldn't be completely what she wanted if she did-

n't allow for the expression of her rich inner life, too.  Arthur was just the right vessel to fulfill 

such a desire.  In fact, if she was to be perfectly honest with herself, it was a need. 

 

 She was smiling, without a hint of sadness.  Arthur was good for her. 

  Arthur had just begun to feel domestic when he first met Sophie.  He knew from the moment 

he saw her that he'd constantly be attracted to her.  He especially took notice of her hair and 

eyes, the perfect shades of black and blue, respectively, with a fierce shine in both.  They 

matched his, and he was admittedly a bit of a narcissist.  They'd met at a conference for New 

Religious Movements, noticing each other as soon as they walked into the room. Her eyes never 
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strayed too far from him, nor his from her, and they soon discovered they were both journalists 

who wrote their work online.  The questions she asked were of a more interrogative nature, 

whereas he inquired about more introspective matters.  His questions were expansions on ques-

tions she wasn't quite sure how to ask, and she found out the perspective was mutual when they 

met after the press work was done.  They had agreed to go out to dinner just after finishing their 

articles, and so it was that they went out in public together just one time.  They found out they 

were both atheists who had an attraction to some of the theatrics of religion, which is why they 

both were involved not only in journalism, which allowed for the fun they both had with lan-

guage, but in exactly the same field.  He revealed during that meal that he wasn't particularly reli-

gious, but he liked the religions that played with, as he put it, “the darker side of life.”  Sophie 

had blushed, smiling, and admitted that she'd in fact had a casual interest in Satanism for years.  

She took a sip of her red wine, and the conversation ended shortly thereafter. 

 

 The night was punctuated by hurrying back to Sophie's house, the air heavy with the 

chemistry of young lovers eager to get privacy for a rough night ahead. 

 

 Days passed, then weeks, and Sophie met a few of Arthur's friends.  Her outgoing nature 

helped to nullify any otherwise-awkward social situation with his equally inwardly-oriented 

friends.  The dynamic didn't always work in the couple's favor, though.  The rare times he showed 

up to meet her friends, he barely broke out of his shell.  He wasn't to be blamed for it, though; So-

phie knew how her friends liked to talk, and their focus on her, the one with whom they had his-

tory, was understandable.  In spite of this, the lack of connection between Arthur and her friends 

was a source of great discomfort for her.  This was, at least in part, what led to her much more 

isolated living arrangement with Arthur.  The action had surprised her friends, to say the least, but 

Sophie convinced them (with time) that it was time for her to start settling down a bit.  After all, 

she was happy.  No one stood a chance of convincing her otherwise. 

 

The plain fact is that no one had a reason to believe Sophie wasn't happy until a month 

later, when she and Arthur eloped.  They'd performed a ceremony all on their own out in the 

woods, with a mutual agreement that they themselves were the only audience they needed.  It 

wasn't a bond recognized by the state, but neither saw that as especially significant.  The night 

had continued with a feast and a somewhat lycanthropic stroll through their matrimonial woods, 

culminating with sex so animalistic and like a ceremony itself, it might have been misconstrued 

as a mating ritual, had there been any present to witness it. 

 

 The first night they spent alone together as husband and wife was littered with chaos.  The 

sex had been wonderful, as usual, but an argument had begun when Arthur had made a casual re-

mark about the way Sophie had hung the clock on the wall.  Some frustrated words flew back and 

forth, but it wasn't something that could have been considered a fight; Sophie's love for small im-

perfections had always clashed with Arthur's perfectionist streak – it had just never come out 

quite like this.  When they had decided to give up for the night, believing they'd both be in better 

shape to discuss the aesthetics of such a matter the next day, they each noticed wordlessly that the 

argument had lasted exactly one hour. 

It was one o'clock. 

 

 The only reason they really knew the time it had all started was what had begun the com-

motion: Arthur had noticed the gentle point to the right both hands had made when midnight was 

struck.  They both fell asleep that night almost instantly, their fatigue manifesting only seconds 

after it had been noticed. 

 

 The arguments between Arthur and Sophie did not occur every night.  Instead, they were 

the couple's weekly de facto ritual.  On all but that night of the week – whichever one it happened  
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to be for that week – they were the absolute portrait of a happily married couple.  What nights 

they weren't indulging in each other's bodies, they were happily feeling what it was like to hold a 

loved one's body so close.  Nevertheless, once a week without fail, tensions would give way to 

more and more arguments.  A headache would steadily raise the levels of irritability, and soon the 

way Arthur typed would make Sophie snap, or perhaps Sophie's beverage of choice would leave a 

ring on one of Arthur's favorite books.  For the first few months, things went on like this, always 

beginning at midnight, always ending with exhaustion at one in the morning.  Unlike the first 

night, neither of them were acutely aware of the time these verbal battles occurred.  That aware-

ness would not come until the fifth month began.  The arguments got slightly worse each time, 

always with an additional cruel phrase to end it all.  The mornings after were filled with apolo-

gies, and though it was progressively more difficult to let things go, they always did, despite res-

ervations that were beginning to pile higher. 

 

 The human eye evolved to see things that aren't there, especially in the darkness.  A bad 

mood only makes things worse. 

 

 That fifth month began with trepidation; Arthur and Sophie didn't yet know what had been 

eating at them.  The couple had sometimes stayed up long after the sun had gone down on nights 

they weren't fighting, speaking to each other in voices barely above a whisper, holding each other 

in bed.  They were both afraid of losing the other, and neither understood why the intensity of the 

arguments had raised in each successive time they occurred.  The fights, almost counter-

intuitively, weren't always fruitless; they'd be petty at times, but they both had raised points about 

the other that had resulted in some form of psychological health. She was now a little less neurot-

ic, he a little less reckless – the changes even showed in their work.  They both understood grow-

ing pains, and they appreciated the improvements to their lives that these battles had wrought, but 

they were also beginning to feel a sort of desperation. Neither could believe that such a refine-

ment of character needed to come with all this frustration.  It was coming more and more to be as 

if they were haunting themselves. 

 

 As the month's first week ended, the atmosphere at the house was calm.  Roughly a week 

and a half had passed since the last fight, and Sophie was smiling.  The couple had finished their 

work, and she was about to rest her head on Arthur's shoulder as they leaned back into the bed-

like sofa and let the television pour depictions of werewolves throughout cinematic history into 

their dwelling.  With her right hand on his chest, she looked up at him, that soft smile still on her 

face, and remembered what his eyes looked like with the full moon reflected in them.  For a mo-

ment, she drifted back to all those cherished memories of the days just after they'd gotten married. 

That was when it happened. 

 She froze, when she'd been relaxed just a second ago.  A feeling of utter terror had come 

over her, and she felt paralyzed.  Sophie was as much a skeptic as the next free-thinker, but she 

had seen it.  Her jaw clenched; it wasn't her human eye making an error with a shadow, and it 

wasn't a split-second optical hallucination seen out of the corner of her eye.  It had faded out of 

her sight almost quickly enough for her to dismiss it, and yet it had left such a strong impression 

that it seemed to have taken all of an hour.  Sophie was certain – she had seen it!  But what was 

there to be made of it? 

 

 At that moment, she didn't have an answer; it took all of her power not to move in such a 

way that would make him suspicious.  She had glanced up into that face, and the only thought in 

her head was that it hadn't been Arthur, those moments ago.  It hadn't been a man, nor perhaps 

had it even been human.  She had seen some sort of beast; a monster in the shape of a man.  In 

spite of her efforts, her fear got the best of her for a moment, and her nails dug too deeply into 

Arthur's  skin.  When  Arthur's slightly-pained voice brought  her  back  out  of  her  head, and  he  
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asked sincerely – even if he did chuckle – whether or not she was all right, it wasn't the sudden 

rigidity of her arm on his chest that had surprised him, nor was it the way her nails had nearly 

pierced his skin. (He knew Sophie's tendency to clench up in times of distress, rather than  let it 

all out.)  It was the look in her eyes, fluttering away to avoid eye contact, that surprised him.  He 

didn't know how to respond to her trying to assure him with tears welling up in her eyes, visible 

even in the darkness.  It haunted him as he slipped quietly into uneasy dreams. 

 

 For Sophie, whose cheeks were now marked with the streams of tears, the cause of her 

distress was simple: as she lay awake in the earliest hours of the morning, she realized she had 

experienced something about which she could not speak to her beloved Arthur.  She was scared.  

The thought made her heart sink into her stomach as her tears dried, and she finally found sleep. 

 

 The two weeks which followed the incident was filled with palpable distance between Ar-

thur and Sophie.  Talking between the two still filled the house, yet she'd never felt such a de-

manding need for quiet.  It was as if her thoughts were being filled with a thick emptiness when-

ever a conversation was drawn out too long.  Arthur had not since looked like anything but Ar-

thur, and Sophie was beginning to think that her eyes really had played tricks on her in the dead 

of night.  She wanted to ascribe her lack of ability to concentrate to some external effect the event 

had had on her, but she knew in her gut that the psychic action would be full of doubt. She didn't 

know what she would say if she could say it, and none of her tensions whatsoever was allayed by 

feeling as if she were an animal willingly trapped in a cage.  Fortunately, Arthur was a man very 

understanding of inner turmoil, and he knew how independent Sophie was, in spite of her nature.  

He knew Sophie had something on her mind, but he wanted her to come to him.  Her tongue nev-

er found the degree of clarity her brain sought, so she had no choice but to communicate all her 

gratitude through her eyes.  Every once in a while, when their eyes would meet, their body lan-

guage would say everything – he always smiled very softly, doing his best to give her time. 

 

That night, despite the distance that had been between them, Sophie laid down with Arthur 

to talk very quietly with him, the way they'd spoken intimately in the past.  It was then that So-

phie gave voice – as best she could – to what had been haunting her.  She admitted that she'd been 

letting the film they'd watched the other night get the best of her, and that she'd been trying to 

help herself understand the deeper psychological issues it had stirred in her.  None of this was a 

lie, and she wasn't about to start lying in this marriage.  What she hadn't mentioned was what she 

didn't understand herself, just yet.  Sophie saw in Arthur's eyes that he knew she was still holding 

back, but he would at least be able to sleep a little more soundly than he had been.  He wished 

she'd let him help her in what ways he could, but he couldn't help loving how resilient she was. 

 

 The fact of the matter was, she knew he'd never be able to understand; she knew she didn't 

– possibly couldn't.  She'd seen her eyes play tricks on her before.  She loved to watch horror 

films all the time, in part because she knew they didn't affect her like this.  She didn't know what 

it was, but she'd seen it.  Dark, coarse fur covering every place where there should have been 

skin, eyes yellow with a tint of red, jaws like a predator's, with the kind of jagged teeth that 

looked like they were always ready to rip the throat out of a fresh kill.  It was him – or he was it.  

The worst part of it was how she'd experienced her terror.  Nothing at all had felt different, even 

as she had looked up at him the night she saw it.  It had been as if some ghost-like residue had 

superimposed itself on Arthur's face.  Her rational mind, which reminded her that Arthur could 

not have transformed into something so grotesquely intimidating without her physically noticing 

it, had kept her from screaming, even as her amygdala nearly overpowered her. 

 

 These were the thoughts with which Sophie washed herself as the water in the cloth ran 

over her face.  She needed a good way to cleanse herself of the tension of the conversation, and 

water had always helped.  She closed her eyes, looked up with a deep breath, and shakily let it out  
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in partial relief, before smiling softly to herself in the mirror and returning to her beloved. 

 

 “No,” she whispered with despair, her knees buckling as she stood in the doorway.  Arthur 

hadn't heard her – he wasn't there.  It was the dead of night, just as it was the last time, but it was 

standing now, perfectly stoic, off to the side of the bed.  It was no longer a ghost-like residue.  

What stood before her was a fully-formed creature whose fur looked like it would regularly be 

coated in blood. 

 

 “No, no, no,” she insisted more loudly, tears now flowing freely from her eyes.  Its eyes, 

startling as they were, never moved from her figure now.  Its mouth opened, and a low-pitched 

language, similar to what it must sound like if a machine could die, came out.  In the second be-

fore she turned to run out the door, she swore she heard Arthur's voice under the horrid noise the 

beast was making, as if she were hearing subtitles.  He was asking if she was all right.  Out of in-

stinct, she shouted as best she could in her panicked voice that she'd be back in an hour. 

 Sophie didn't stop running until she was on her knees, surrounded by the same trees which 

had been the witnesses to her marriage.  She was panting as she let herself fall over, hands buried 

in the dirt as she sobbed and trembled. 

 

 “No,” Sophie croaked out as she started to catch her breath.  She was dizzy with emotion-

al exhaustion and terror.  She needed her beloved Arthur so badly.  Desperately, she wondered if 

it really could have been him under such a monstrous guise.  The first time, the ghost-like residue 

was of a beastly face she would never be able to forget.  This time, the residue had been Arthur's 

voice, buried underneath those awful mechanical sounds.  This time, it really had faded in an in-

stant, but it had been burned just as deeply into her memory. 

 

 Sophie had collapsed forward, her head held somewhat forcefully by her arms as she wept 

into the dirt without the slightest clue as to what she was going to do.  She wondered silently 

whether she was losing her mind, but any inquiries into the matter were interrupted when, in all 

her sensitivity, she felt the wind blow across the hair on her hands. 

 She did not have hair on her hands. 

 

As Sophie looked up, her trembling hands defying her memory of her own body, she 

blinked – once, twice, three times – desperately trying to make evident that she was hallucinating.  

Had anyone been there to witness it, they would have attempted to restrain her, for she was clear-

ly acting as if she were succumbing to a bout of hysteria.  It was fortunate for her that she was 

alone, however, because her brain was busy at work, trying to make as much sense as it could out 

of what her senses were telling her.  The anguish of not knowing what Arthur had become, the 

confusion of the condition spreading to her, she came to a valid, if not desperate, conclusion: she 

either really was going mad, or her perception of the human form had been severely distorted.  

Either way, she reasoned – with hands growing hairier by the moment covering her mouth, ex-

pressing her surprise to no one but herself – Arthur was safe.  She was safe with him, no matter 

what he appeared to be. 

 Arthur. 

 

 Sophie looked up to see where the moon was.  She wasn't very good at telling time by the 

position of the sun, let alone the moon, but she knew it couldn't be too much later than it had been 

when she ran out of the house.  She let the wind dry what was left of her tears as she ran back to 

her beloved.  She was trembling even as she ran, but she was at least no longer afraid for her life.  

She decided then that she had to tell Arthur what had been plaguing her; she had  to see whether 

or not he – even that mysteriously bestial version of him – could see this newfound fur on her 

hands, to confirm that whatever was happening, it was happening to her, too. 
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As she came up to the fence that was around their house, Sophie's trembling grew worse.  

She had deduced that the creature she'd seen must have been Arthur now, but she didn't know if 

she could take a vision like that again; accepting something intellectually is an experience entirely 

different from accepting it emotionally.  Still, she looked nervously around the corner.  Sophie 

saw the man with whom she'd fallen in love, sitting in the doorway, his head held by his hands, 

with a face that betrayed something between deep thought and deep worry.  She ran up to him 

and filled his arms with a shaky embrace that squeezed out all the tears she had left in her, in a 

wailing release of relieved sobbing.  So lost was she in the feeling of being safe that she did not 

notice Arthur shaking her, even as he hugged her.  He, too, was sobbing, but he was frantically 

asking her what had happened, how she'd gotten so dirty, and, just as he'd asked before she'd run 

out, if she was all right. 

 

 Hearing the same question she'd heard so faintly as she ran out the door jolted Sophie 

back from cherishing the warm body she had in her arms to the reality of what she'd been experi-

encing.  She looked at her hands and found them completely human – she was exasperated, but 

not surprised.  Fresh tears silently came from her eyes as she looked into Arthur's, and understood 

the worry as she stroked his cheek and led him back into the bedroom.  What followed was the 

most uncomfortable conversation of Sophie's life, as she did the best she could to articulate the 

personal terror and bewilderment that had chased her ever since she had seen the residue on his 

face that night.  Arthur was very patient by nature, and he was especially so with her.  She had 

come to him when she was ready, and he had known it was what she needed to do. Sophie 

watched his face as he listened to her struggle to get out just the right words.  It all came out: 

beastly apparitions, animalistic incarnations, the creeping fear for her life that she'd kept under 

control, the knowledge – deep down – that what she was looking at had been him the whole time, 

what she'd just experienced in the woods, and how much she hated to come to him with some-

thing she didn't understand herself. 

 

 Arthur listened carefully to every word.  Sophie was the strongest person he'd ever known.  

That trait had made it so easy for him to fall in love with her.  This fact had made it even more 

difficult for him to watch her act as if she were on the edge of a complete mental breakdown.  He 

watched her face contort when she was frustrated, the appropriate phrases sometimes eluding her, 

and smiled softly enough that she didn't notice when her eyes darted all around as she tried to 

frame something she was trying to get across – it was another quirk of hers that had made him fall 

for her.  Sophie had always wanted to be very clear in conversation, and she was finding it excru-

ciatingly difficult for the first time.  Her hands quaked softly in his, and she gazed hopefully at 

him after she had done her best to explain, watching his face as it showed understanding, confu-

sion, and even fear. 

 

The conversation, which had taken an hour, had begun at midnight, unbeknownst to the couple.  

What had begun two weeks before, when Sophie first saw the residue, was the culmination of all 

the fights and arguments she and Arthur had endured for the months beforehand.  The paranoia, 

insecurity, and doubt that had plagued her and kept her from her beloved was over, to some ex-

tent.  The second half of the month, having begun with Sophie's seeing the bestial incarnation, 

was instead riddled with small talks as to the nature of the beast, which took place after they'd 

finished work every few days.  If they were able to understand just what she had seen, they rea-

soned, they might be able to understand why she'd seen it. 

 She didn't mention that she'd see him as the creature every once in a while, or that she'd 

just barely be able to hear him under that awful voice it had.  Neither did she mention that she 

noticed her body giving way to the condition, too.  Each sighting of Arthur in that form seemed to 

add  more fur to her own skin.  Where the paranoia ended, despair began to set in.  She noticed 

her voice becoming more and more like the creature's, and  she was beginning to understand the 

creature's language as if it were her mother tongue.  The sightings were more and  more  frequent,  
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and she was being swallowed up. 

 

 At least the frequency with which she saw it made the fiendish sight easier to describe. 

 Arthur was unaware of what Sophie was going through.  After two weeks had gone by, 

Sophie had more or less accepted that it would be through this creature's eyes that she would see 

the world now.  Arthur, despite his talent for seeing subtleties, never saw those moments when 

Sophie would jump, startled by his bestial appearance.  Eager as he was to help her, her despair 

had begun to dampen her ferocious curiosity, and he noticed it.  The sense of despair she'd come 

to accept, which was growing in the pit of her stomach as both their conditions continued, was 

coming across as apathy to Arthur. 

 

 It was midnight.  The sixth month of their marriage had officially begun. 

 Arthur's outburst shocked Sophie.  It wasn't like him to be shouting so, to be so angry with 

her, especially when they had both been quiet for so many hours before.  He demanded help from  

her.  He didn't want to lose her, and he didn't see how she could be so calm about this after two 

weeks of no progress – it was frustrating, not soothing.  As the futility of her condition sank in, 

distorted by that awful mechanical voice shouting at her, Sophie clutched her face in what she 

now considered her paws and began to sob uncontrollably.  She was losing herself – losing what 

she'd always thought it meant to be human – and there didn't seem to be anything she could do.  

Her feigned apathy had only been a defense mechanism to guard against the breakdown Arthur 

was so afraid she was going to have, just two weeks ago.  His voice was getting louder, but he 

was sobbing now, too.  Seeing Sophie so distraught pained him deep in his psyche, but that damn 

mechanical voice (which was what Sophie heard)  made his apologetic sobbing nothing but in-

comprehensible noise to her.  The wreckage of Sophie's emotional landscape, coupled with the 

disappointment she felt for having given up on herself as easily as she did, would have been 

enough, but it was her husband's monstrous wailing that finally broke her. 

 

 At first, Sophie was completely quiet again, as if relaxing into a waking coma.  She 

opened her eyes wide, and the sound seemed to rush out of the room, inviting her to break the si-

lence. 

 She started screaming. 

 The screams that came from Sophie filled Arthur with dread.  They were blood-curdling 

screams. The sort of screams which tear one's throat apart. 

 

 Arthur's wife was internally still in a waking coma.  Her body was refusing to hold in all 

the distress, and it just kept coming.  Sophie was screaming with such force that it had begun to 

resemble what he'd imagined those mechanical voices she'd been describing would sound like, 

and it chilled him to the bone.  Arthur tried to shake her, but her body was stiff with all the physi-

cal effort it took to scream so viscerally.  He hugged and kissed her tenderly, tears now streaming 

down his cheeks, and somewhere deep in her psyche, part of her heard him scream-sobbing an 

apology. 

 

 The sound of his hand across her face was so loud that the room echoed with it. 

 Sophie stopped screaming, and felt the effort that it had taken  her body to do so.  She was 

aware only that the mechanical voice had stopped, and that Arthur had struck her. 

 Arthur had struck her. 

 

The feeling of a heart breaking is a unique experience, and Sophie couldn't yet bear to ad-

mit it was a possibility right then.  Her hands tenderly caressed the tender skin as the idea of be-

ing struck by her beloved confounded her.  Several minutes of sustained silence passed in So-

phie's mind as tears rolled down her cheeks again while she tried to make any sense she could of 

what she remembered.  It wasn't until she'd gathered more of  her wits  that she  realized  she  was  
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feeling skin on her skin. 

 

 The fur was gone.  Sophie had regained her humanity, and she faintly heard Arthur sob-

bing in the other room.  She cautiously crept closer to the door that stood between her and her 

husband.  The sounds of his sobbing seemed to diminish with each step, and she began to feel 

more and more whole, the closer she got. 

 She opened the door. 

 

 Arthur was nowhere to be found.  The house was empty.  Sophie's heartbeat pounded  in 

her ears as she regained her composure, her right hand moving up and  resting gently on the 

frame of the open door.  Her trembling had all but stopped.  With her mental clarity returning, her 

eyes roamed over the domestic atmosphere she'd been building for herself.  The greens and blues 

of the paint and cloth, and the deep browns of the furniture, it all looked supremely mundane 

now.  Sophie saw something valuable in that, though, and she smiled somewhere deep inside for 

the first time she could remember. 

 

 Considering the circumstances, it was her lack of surprise that surprised her most.  She 

was exhausted, and she still didn't understand just what she (and Arthur, she reminded herself) 

had experienced, and  now the only person who understood her well enough to take hold and  

make sense of it all was – it hurt to think the word – gone.  It was when Sophie's eyes flitted to a 

picture of her and Arthur that she found the missing piece of her heart in the pit of her stomach.  

Arthur wasn't in the picture.  He wasn't in any of the pictures.  As Sophie's eyes scanned the 

room, she saw no belongings of his that she didn't have a hand  in choosing.  Unconsciously, her 

hand went to her necklace.  As she touched it, the memories of helping Arthur decide which one 

looked best on her, even helping him put it on her, all came flooding back, nearly making her diz-

zy; she knew why she'd not been surprised by Arthur's sudden disappearance. 

 

 Sophie sank to her knees and began to grieve.   She finally remembered  what she had 

been doing all this time.  Her fantasy had gone too far, and she had fallen so deeply into it that 

she'd been compelled to rip herself out of it.  She looked at the clock, no longer ticking.  There 

was no telling what time it was, but the clock read as just past midnight.  It was time for some-

thing new.  Coming to terms with the animal inside her had been the most difficult trial of her 

life.  Sophie had gotten what she wanted: she had found herself completely, but she'd gotten more 

than she'd bargained for – she had been alone all this time.  That was what she had wanted from 

the start, and she had few qualms about it.  It was not emptiness, but the sting of lament she felt.  

Such an intense expression of her inner life had come at a cost.  He was more a part of her than 

she'd realized, and despite the fact that they'd never truly be apart again, the longing was still 

there.  It was a "phantom  limb" pain.  Her beloved, the phantom  in question, was gone, and she'd 

never gotten to say goodbye. 
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Author Interview 
with Rick Powell 

1) What first got you interested in writ-

ing? 
 I was toying around with the idea for years. A few 

years ago, I went through some drastic changes in 

my life. I went through an extremely dark time. I 

was at the edge of the abyss when I started writing 

poetry after reading a lot of Poe. I wrote my first 

poem titled “In The Days Between” which was in-

spired by Poe's Annabelle Lee and a song by Uncle 

Acid and the Deadbeats called Down to the Fire. I 

read it a few times and then wrote another...then  

another...then another and before I knew it, I had a dozen poems. I found writing to be very ca-

thartic and therapeutic. It is a form of a personal exorcism for me.  

 

2) How long have you been writing for? 
 I started writing on December 20th, 2012. I have not stopped since.  

 

3) A lot of your work seems to have a focus in the horror genre. Can you elab 

orate on why this subject is so appealing?  
Horror has always appealed to me, even when I was a small child. I remember watching “The 
Night Gallery” and “Creature Features” on our couch in our family home late at night. It has al-
ways been a part of me. Just the thought of what is in the dark sparks more imagination and terror 
that cannot be equaled in any other genre. The horror genre has a way of taking the familiar and 
making it terrifying. Horror has a way of not just showing the monsters that could kill or haunt 
us, but also the monsters that dwell within ourselves. 
 

Also, is there another genre you favor? If so, what is it? 
Yes,True Crime Genre (if you could call it that). Reading about individuals like Ed Gein, Albert 
Fish, and the like. To think things like this have happened in the past is terrifying to say the least. 
I remember managing a fast food restaurant in the early 1990's. One of my employees went home 
crying because she got the call that one of her friends got identified as one of the victims of Jef-
frey Dahmer. I remember it to this day. It was Oliver Lacy, the first victim (I believe) to have got-
ten identified. Something like that hits you close to home.  
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4) What inspires the themes/subjects of your stories?  
It is either stories or books I have read or music or songs I have heard. Most times, it is just some-

thing that pops into my head when I am either working or driving. I start out thinking of the end-

ing of the story or poem and start from there.  

 

5) Have you ever had an instance where you were stuck on a story (writer's 
block)? How did you overcome it?  
Shit, haven't we all.  
 
I just write through it. Sometimes, I have to put it aside and work on something else, either a po-
em or the beginning of another story. I read from the beginning and see what “bleeds through”. I 
may end up writing 2 sentences a week but in the end it comes together. It is similar to passing 
one of the world's largest kidney stones. It is as painful as a motherfucker but when it passes, eve-
rything starts to flow. 
 

What advice could you give to others who face the same challenges?  
Keep writing and don't give up. Sometimes the muse will take a break and see what you could do 
on your own; like a parent teaching a child to ride a bike. You may fall and it will hurt like a bitch 
but you get back on that fucker and ride and each time you get a little farther and farther.  
 

 
6) What has been some of your most well-received pieces?  
My stories True Nature and Patient #151. 
 

Why do you think that is? 
I think because the both deal with the monster inside of us, either supernatural or psychological. 
Each on of us has a beast that dwells deep inside soul and psyche. Reading stories like this have 
us release that beast, if only in our minds for a short period of time. It is a way of having the de-
mon come out to play.  

 
7) What kinds of books do you enjoy reading? Any specific titles?  
Horror or anything that pertains to the downward spiral of the human spirit. 
Teatro Grottesco by Thomas Ligotti. The King in Yellow by Robert W. Chambers. Tales of Horror 
and the Supernatural by Arthur Machen. The Dunwich Horror and Others by H.P. Lovecraft. The 
Woodwitch by Stephen Gregory and so many more to mention. 
 
 8) In regards to the publishing process of your stories, what good experiences have you 
had? What bad experiences have you had?  
The good: Wor king and learning from people that have been in the business way longer  
than me that have given me a chance. These people have taught me that writers and artists can 
have their own sort of “family” that cannot be matched in any sort of art form. I recently worked 
with Jennifer Miller when she accepted my story, Friends Like These, for The Ladies and Gentle-
men of Horror 2014. She worked with me numerous times polishing and editing my story and the 
communication was paramount. Vicious honesty and feedback is the key if an artist or writer is to 
grow, both personally and professionally.  
 
The Bad: I wor ked with an upcoming publication ear ly on in my wr iting (I will not disclose 
the name because I am not one to “mudsling”, if that is the right term), and this editor promised 
payment and professional editing. After everything was finished and published, I never received 
payment and my story was published with little or no editing. The communication was minimal at 
best and I found out later from other writers that this person had a bad habit of this. I just moved 
on and took it as one of the many lessons I learned from jumping on this writing bandwagon.  
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9) What advice could you give to others who are interested in writing?  
Read, read, read. Even if you think your writing is shit, keep writing. Get a good editor and learn 
how to edit yourself. If you are in it for the money, you are fooling yourself. Accept criticism. If 
you think that “Hell, they don't like my stuff or I am not making money on this, so I might as well 
quit”, then you are not cut out for being a writer. Write for yourself, fuck everyone else. Every 
one of us has a story, tell it. Someone told me a long time ago, fuck “word count”. A story does 
not have to be a specific length to tell a story. Be patient (this is my worst weakness). Don't jump 
the gun on submitting or editing.  

 
10) Is there anyone you'd like to thank for being where you are today?  
Hydra M. Star. If it was not for her accepting the first story I ever wrote (for Infernal Ink Maga-
zine), I would not be answering these questions here today. Her brutal honesty and feedback has 
taught me more that I can ever repay her and I am learning more each day.  
 
 

The Tarn 
by Rick Powell 

 

 
Rick Powell | 5/5/2014 | MORE from author Rick Powell 
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I came across this large lake of woes, 
In this lone valley, moments before dusk, 
The moon above, stifled in heavy clouds, 
The dank air all around, a swirling gust. 
 
I traveled from far, for a place to atone, 
My limbs are aflame, my stature all bent, 
This is not to be a simple sojourn, 
I know not how long I must stay to repent. 
 
I heard many tales of this desolate place, 
The trees never flourish, lilies never bloom, 
No birds of spring ever circle overhead, 
Everywhere you see, shadows and gloom. 
 
Travelers come here to lay their myriad of 
sins, 
To cast them off like a cicada’s thin shell, 
Some say this is their last hope of Heaven, 
Others say this is the trappings of Hell. 
 
I care not for all the whispered rumors, 
I care even not if my consequences are dire, 
My only purpose is to cast out this sin, 
To have it sink deep into this filthy cold mire. 
 
I start to claw and tear at my thin form, 
To rip out my burden, with no one to assist, 
When I sensed that I was not there alone, 
I opened my tired eyes, to gaze out in the 
mist. 

Something was floating, way out in the water, 
I tried to perceive it, for reasons unknown, 
I then heard a sound, in that desolate valley, 
A death-like rattle of a tormented soul’s moan. 
 
I paused in my actions, they were quickly forgot-
ten, 
I ran along the edge of the water, to see if it 
passed, 
When it got closer, I was horrified to discover, 
As it tumbled and turned, my face became aghast. 
 
It was my own form, decomposed and bloated, 
Moved by the river’s churning, hastily down-
stream, 
I covered my eyes from the vision that was re-
vealed, 
I opened my mouth as if to let out a scream. 
 
I hastened when I heard, the form started to speak, 
It muttered two words, then I collapsed on the 
slope, 
I awakened hours later, nothing floating in the tarn, 
I am trapped here forever, forever hearing “No 
Hope”. 

http://www.amazon.com/Rick-Powell/e/B00PHGOOFO/ref=sr_ntt_srch_lnk_1?qid=1428723474&sr=8-1
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taboos in human history. 

In ‘The Grove’, horror and intrigue is delivered as a 
documentation of the strange and vivid encounters 
contained therein a notorious haunt. 

In ‘Black Aggie’, a fraternal initiation ends in a terrify-
ing encounter with a legend whose presence, nested 
in the minds of the unfortunate, hatches to wreak 
havoc once more.  

‘Don’t Look Back’, edited by David Lingbloom and re-

leased by Dark Moon Press, contains 9 more tales fo-

cused on popular and obscure urban legends PLUS ac-

companying illustrations, historical references and 

more!  

DARKMOONPRESS.COM/product/dont-look-back/ 

CARNAGE of the DEVILS | John Craig 

The text "In the beginning God" is synonymous with 
truth for many mortals on earth; however, this is a fairy 
tale. An ancient superior race, from another galaxy 
wages war against a rival Ares tribe forced to live on 
earth, which threatens to destroy humankind; this 
tribe is known as Gods, and their rivals Devils. As the 
overwhelming threat looms over humankind, only few 
courageous humans stand between these ancient be-
ings as a beacon of hope or despair for humanity.  

http://www.darkmoonpress.com/product/dont-look-back/
http://www.darkmoonpress.com/product/dont-look-back


Hearse-Say Magazine’s  

REEL Recommendation 

Directed by Jim Wynorski (Sorority House 

Massacre 2, The Return of Swamp Thing, 

Ghoulies IV) and starring Kelli Maroney 

(Fast Times at Ridgemont High, The Zero 

Boys), Tony O’Dell (The Karate Kid) and 

Russell Todd (Friday the 13th-Part II), 

among others,  this 1986 horror classic 

(originally titled ‘Killbots’) is discounted 

on high priced luxuries, but doesn’t short

-change you, the viewer, on cheese, 

sleaze, and classic kills.  

The Park Plaza Mall has implemented a 

new state-of-the-art security team of 

robot law enforcers that would embar-

rass Robocop. They are fully programmed 

to serve and protect its shops and em-

ployees. That is, until something goes 

wrong, terribly wrong— reprogramming 

them to track and kill the eight teenagers 

that have decided to throw an all-nighter 

of partying sex.  

Now the unsuspecting adolescents must 

try  to  make  it  through  the  night  alive, 

biding their time until the security doors of the mall open. With what’s contained in the mall’s shops available 

at their disposal, they must try to outsmart their metal adversaries while preparing for the many number of 

crime-fighting surprises these advanced assailants can throw at them.  

Add to this unpolished gore effects, one-liners and corny 80’s synth and you’ve got this entertaining slice of 

cinema in the bag! 
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http://www.facebook.com/hellbenderflesh


Join Corvis Nocturnum, Rebecca Kirschbaum and Kevin Eads  

as they travel the United States in search of the many sites hosting 

the haunted, the odd and the obscure. 

From bed and breakfasts and historical/heritage museums to occult 

and oddity shops and cemeteries, Eerie America will take you to the 

borders of the continent and to the depths where the dark and ma-

cabre dwells. 

This new and exciting series delivers a unique perspective on the 

many elements of what has been dubbed ‘Dark Tourism.’  

So give in to your curiosity, tune in and enjoy the attractions of this 

up-and-coming television series.  

 

Show your support: 

Eerie America Supporters and Fans  Group 

Eerie America Like Page 
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https://www.facebook.com/groups/481668865304277/
https://www.facebook.com/EerieAmerica


Eerie America Supporters and Fans  Group 

Eerie America Like Page 
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https://www.facebook.com/groups/481668865304277/
https://www.facebook.com/EerieAmerica
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=G62vtbiEEyo
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=G62vtbiEEyo


Marc Clancy’s  INFECTION RENDITION 
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Technique:  Pull some red wool apart so you see the individual fibres. Stick 

them down to your skin with prosaide or latex. Use a needle to adjust the 

shape while the glue is still wet.  

TECHNIQUE VIDEO TUTORIAL 

 

ARTIST INTERVIEW:   

1. How long did this take you to make? This effect took about 1.5 hours to cre-
ate. The bulk of the work is undoing the yarn. 

2. What is the average cost for the supplies to make something like this and 
where can you find them? It depends on what level you'd like to finish it. I 
think you could create this effect for under $20 with basic supplies and have 
enough to cover quite a large area. 

3. What influenced this creation? I'd seen several videos on youtube of peo-
ple using this technique on other objects like masks and eyes so I decided to 
try and apply it directly to my skin. 

4. What was the most difficult part of this design and what kinds of tricks/
solutions could one use to overcome these issue? The most difficult part 
would be gluing the fibres down in a way that they look like real veins and ca-
pillaries. You could use reference photos to make sure your placement, sizing 
and colours match real veins. 
5. Name one of your favorite sci-fi/horror film special effects scenes. I love 

this scene but the movie is so cheesy. It's a horror movie called Deadly Friend 

from the mid 80s. There's a scene in it where the main character, BB a cyborg 

woman, throws a basketball at an evil woman's head and it explodes.   

WATCH THE SCENE 
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https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=YTsCSh4DgUY&feature=youtu.be
http://youtu.be/lSW2pPlZF-M
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