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SEASONõS GREETINGS 

Everyone dies sooner or later.   
 
Human cultures through the ages have developed ways of coping with that, explaining and 
structuring relationships between the living and the dead in meaningful ways.  Halloween 
and the ancient festivals that form its background are, of course, part of that.   
 
But at this quarter-ƓŸŔŰƣШŔŰШƣőĲШΞΝƚƣШĦĲŰƣƨƖǃЯШƽőŔũĲШƣőĲШƽŸƖũĬШĤŸŔũƚШŔŰШőƨůċŰŔƣǃќƚШŊċƚƚĲƚШċŰĬШ
the U.S. spirals to pieces in a frenzy of fear-induced anger, I wonder what purpose 
Halloween serves anymore.  Do we really need a cultural moment when the dead and the 
living gaze at one another through the thinnest of veils?  After all, terror and death seem to 
be our everyday companions.     
 
7ƨƣШƣőĲŰШċŊċŔŰЯШƣőċƣќƚШťŔŰĬШŸŉШƣőĲШƓŸŔŰƣЯШŔƚŰќƣШŔƣеШШcċũũŸƽĲĲŰШĲǂŔƚƣƚШĤĲĦċƨƚĲШƣĲƖƖŸƖШċŰĬШĬĲċƣőШ
have always surrounded us, every step of the way.  Our pre-historic ancestors saw death 
around them all the time as they struggled to stay alive on this brutal planet, beset by the 
elements and disease and wild animals, too.     
 
Imagine, then, the importance of the harvest.   As death steals over the earth, you take 
from the decaying landscape the fruits of summer.  Your survival will depend upon these 
ŊũĲċŰŔŰŊƚШĬƨƖŔŰŊШƣőĲШůŸŰƣőƚШċőĲċĬЮШШfŉШǃŸƨШŉċŔũЯШǃŸƨќũũШĬŔĲШŸŉШƚƣċƖƻċƣŔŸŰЮШШÉŸŸn.  Your kids 
will, too.  Your family  
 
Hell, most of us have it easy by comparison. 
 
Halloween is about containing and channeling fears and concerns about death at an 
especially tense point in the year.  These days, we have our own fears and concerns, even 
though they differ from those of the pastуinstead of starvation, we fret over the next virus 
or the next mass shooting.  World War III.  The day the AI bots finally take over.  That some 
of our fears may be overblown, or even totally imaginary, is not the point.  Dread comes in 
all shapes and sizes.  And it needs to be dealt with.   
 
Anymore, Americans seem to prefer to celebrate Halloween with loud parties and 
gruesome, violent movies.  Past eras which greeted the day with serious rituals or 
whispered concern are long gone; modern America confronts the moment with bravado, 
candy bars, and alcohol.    
 
I think, on the whole, this is pretty much as it should be.  Like I said, we have it easyуthe 
wolf may ĤĲШċƣШƣőĲШĬŸŸƖЯШĤƨƣШƽőŸќƚШƣŸШƚċǃЯШƖĲċũũǃеШШÑőĲШĤŸǃШőċƚШƖċŔƚĲĬШŉċũƚĲШċũċƖůƚШƚŸШůċŰǃШ
ƣŔůĲƚШŔŰШƣőĲШƓċƚƣШƣőċƣШƽĲШĬŸŰќƣШĤĲũŔĲƻĲШőŔůШċŰǃůŸƖĲЮШШ?ĲċƣőШċŰĬШĬŔƚċƚƣĲƖШċƖĲШũƨƖťŔŰŊШċƖŸƨŰĬШ
ƣőĲШĦŸƖŰĲƖеШШEőШЮШЮШЮШǃĲċőШЮШЮШЮƽĲũũШЮШЮШЮШċƖĲŰќƣШƣőĲǃШċũƽċǃƚеШШ 
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ÉŸЯШǃĲċőЯШŸŰĲШĬċǃЯШfќũũШĤĲШĬĲċĬЮШШÉŸШƽŔũũШǃŸƨЮШШÉŸШƽŔũũШĲƻĲƖǃŸŰĲШƽĲШťŰŸƽЮШШfШŊƨĲƚƚШƣőċƣѣƚШċШ
downer if you think about it.   But you don't have to think about it.   
 
Happy Halloween.  
 
           [contents]  
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TIMEõS LAIR  

Mike Adamson  

Mike Adamson holds a Doctoral degree from Flinders University of South Australia. After 
early aspirations in art and writing, Mike returned to study and secured qualifications in 
marine biology and archaeology. Mike was a university educator from 2006 to 2018, is a 
passionate photographer, master-level hobbyist and a journalist for international 
magazines.  

 

Screaming was the last thing Dr Jack Hollis, expedition leader to this remote Andean 
precipice, had ever expected to hear, and it chilled him to the marrow. 
 
The awful sound rasped over the speakers from the com tent, and Hollis came at a run, 
swiped back the flap and took in the wide-eyed shock of Maisy, the com officer. He 
grabbed the microphone and keyed tŸШƚĲŰĬЮШљ~ċƖƕƨċŰĬЯШsĲŰŰĲƖЯШĬŸШǃŸƨШƖĲċĬеШÉŸƨŰĬШŸŉŉгњШ
When he unkeyed the line was dead and no repetition could coax a response. He glanced 
down at the girl and she shook her brassy curls. 
 
љòŸƨШŰĲĲĬШƣŸШƚĲĲШƣőŔƚЯњШƚőĲШƽőŔƚƓĲƖĲĬЯШŉŔŰŊĲƖƚШŉũǃŔŰŊШŸƻĲƖШőĲƖШťĲǃĤŸard, to rewind the 
ƖĲĦŸƖĬŔŰŊШƣƖċŰƚůŔƣƣĲĬШŉƖŸůШƣőĲШƣĲċůќƚШĦċůЮШÑőĲШƻċƚƣШĦċƻĲƖŰШƣőĲǃШőċĬШƓĲŰĲƣƖċƣĲĬШƽċƚШŔŰШ
deep gloom as the noon hour left the chasm at their backs, and their lights splashed a 
small area, barely enough to make out detail. But when Maisy played back the last footage 
before the cam had been knocked from its stand, Hollis saw something streak across the 
foot of the frame. A dark shape moved like lightningуtoo fast to register as more than a 
blur no matter how Maisy cleaned up the image. Now the cam showed only darkness, and 
a strange static-like rustling and tapping on its sound channel. 
 
Hollis patted her shoulder and stepped out, passed a hand over his broad, craggy features 
and ran it back through his dark but thinning hair. Then he cupped it to his lips and 
ĤĲũũŸƽĲĬЮШљfќůШŊŸŔŰŊШĬŸƽŰШƣŸШƣőĲШċƕƨŔŉĲƖЯШfШƽċŰƣШċШƻŸũƨŰƣĲĲƖШƣŸШŊŸШƽŔƣőШůĲгњШìŔƣőŸƨƣШ
waiting, he ducked into his tent, in the line of bright shelters that strained and tugged at 
their tie-downs in the sharp mountain wind, and grabbed his climbing harness and gear. 
 
Surveyors in the raw Southern Andes of the Argentine-Chile border region had found the 
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cave system, revealing a mineralogical paradise, and geologic exploration had been 
continuing for some time. Hollis had brought an international expedition from a dozen New 
World universities, and the South American representatives had taken the honor of being 
the first to set foot in a new chain of caves, first located by drone flights through a deep 
cleft in the mountains. Professors Marquand from Santiago and Jenner from Brasilia had 
rappelled the 800 meters into the chasm as late morning flooded it with direct light, and 
reported back a wonder of stalactites and exuberant growth surrounding a waterfall where 
an aquifer poured free into the chasm, cascading on to unknown depths. Now their direct 
radio contact was broken and the circumstances were more than troubling. 
 
Hollis, tough, fifty, a scientist who had worked in Antarctica and the Himalayas, was into 
his harness and helmet in moments, working swiftly but methodically under the burning 
blue Andean sky. The high crag from which they descended seemed lifted into the very 
heavens, surrounded with white slopes, and expedition flags crackled at their masts in the 
stiff breeze. He was swiftly joined by Danielle Chenault, a tall, wiry grad student from Paris, 
and they cross-ĦőĲĦťĲĬШĲċĦőШŸƣőĲƖќƚШƖŔŊШƽŔƣőШƕƨŔĲt professionalism. When they were 
ready, they hooked on to the twin main hoist lines, where a powerful electric winch 
extended over the precipice at a prefab jib. Their eyes met for a moment, and Hollis 
showed his companion a small automatic pistol with silencer, then stuffed it back into his 
ŢċĦťĲƣЮШљìőŸШťŰŸƽƚ what ŔƣШƽċƚШŸŰШƣőĲШƖĲĦŸƖĬŔŰŊењШőĲШƚċŔĬШƚŸŉƣũǃЯШƣőĲŰШƽŔƣőШċШĦőĲĦťШŸŉШƣőĲШ
time, they nodded to the worried faces of the team clustered around them, and kicked off 
into abyssal space. 
 
The chasm was an ax-stroke through the endless volcanic peaks, a split in the Earth thrown 
up by quakes long ago, but now stable over millions of years. The cave systems were likely 
extinct magma ducts, but provided a strange new habitat for all forms of life that could find 
a way in. Fresh water, safety from predatorsуwind-blown seeds had launched an 
ecosystem and birdlife was exuberant, gathering in wheeling flocks in the chasm at some 
times of day. 
 
What could possibly have taken two alert explorers unawares? 
 
As they went rapidly down the cable, the rock walls blurred by, changing in character the 
deeper they went. After four long jumps they were moving in cool blue shade down sheer, 
ice-fractured rock, worn by water over long ages. Deeper, deeper, they left behind the 
world they had always known, entering a place where nature ruled supreme, inscrutable 
and ominous, and still they plunged on further and further. Red marker flags fluttered 
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below in the ephemeral winds that swirled in the chasm, and they made out the cry of birds 
objecting to human intrusion. 
 
Soon they passed by flocks of Chilean gulls that had found a home far from the sea, fishing 
in the long, narrow, sky-blue and ice-cold lake below, created by the cataract that poured 
from the open fissure of the caves where the aquifer gave forth. The explorers slowed their 
descent, lines burred through their tough gloves more slowly and they shortened their 
jumps as the flags came racing up in the shadows. In moments they held fast, hanging off 
the mouth of a tremendous horizontal fracture in the roots of the mountains, like a gaping 
maw from which the waters hurled. 
 
љ ƣШƣőĲШĲŰƣƖċŰĦĲЯњШcŸũũŔƚШƖĲƓŸƖƣĲĬШŸŰШƣőĲШŸƓĲŰШĦőċŰŰĲũЮШљ]ŸŔŰŊШŔŰШŰŸƽЮњ 
 
They set the lines in motion, swung a wide arc and dropped the last meter to the rock floor 
of the cavern, then unhitched the karabiners from the lines. They eyed each other with 
ċƓƓƖĲőĲŰƚŔŸŰШċŰĬШcŸũũŔƚШƣċƓƓĲĬШƣőĲШůŔĦШĤǃШőŔƚШũŔƓƚЮШљfŰШċŰĬШƚċŉĲЮШ[ŸũũŸƽŔŰŊШƣőĲШŊƨŔĬĲũŔŰĲЮњ 
 
The missing professors had left a relay transponder to bounce their signals back to camp, 
and a yellow nylon line reached into the gloom, looped to pitons hammered into the rock. 
Hollis and Chenault, following the guide, were in awe of the mineralogical fantasia before 
them as they crept between organically developed stalactites and stalagmites that 
betrayed this as porous rock whose waters filtered through a bed of uplifted sedimentary 
rock, a captured folding of the South American plate. These were volcanic mountains, the 
Andes were the back-arc volcanoes of the Peru-Chile Trench, a zone of active subduction, 
and the sedimentary wedge was captured amongst the igneous andesite which formed the 
core of the mountains. 
 
But the life that bloomed here, in the fresh water and transient light of the chasm, they 
realized, was nothing short of remarkable. Ferns and other forest floor low-light vegetation 
proliferated in a thin soil created from the rotted fronds of a million generations, algae 
coated rocks black and slimy, and white fish moved in the deep pools of the outflow. Bird 
and bat guano made white domes on shoulders of rock and in the outer part of the cave old 
nesting materials were ankle-deep in places. 
 
Abruptly Hollis paused, knelt and brought out a phone to take flash-ƚőŸƣƚЮШљfШĬŸŰќƣШĤĲũŔĲƻĲШ
ŔƣЯњШőĲШůƨƖůƨƖĲĬЯШŉŸĦƨƚŔŰŊШŸŰШċШƚůċũũШƓũċŰƣШƽŔƣőШŸĤũċƣĲЯШƚőŔĲũĬ-ũŔťĲШũĲċƻĲƚЮШљÑőŔƚШŔƚШ
ancient Gondwana vegetation--GlossopterisуĤƨƣШŔƣќƚШċũŔƻĲгШÑőŔƚШƚƓĲĦŔĲƚШŔƚШŸŰũǃШťŰŸƽŰШ
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ŉƖŸůШŉŸƚƚŔũƚЯШċŰĬШƓƖĲƣƣǃШŸũĬШŸŰĲƚШċƣШƣőċƣЮњШìŔƣőШőĲċƖƣƚШŔŰШƣőĲŔƖШůŸƨƣőƚШƣőĲǃШĦƖĲƓƣШŸŰШƣőƖŸƨŊőШ
the gathering gloom, switched on the lamps attached to their harnesses, and Hollis 
switched phone for pistol. The slide was obtrusively loud in the cavern, where the only 
sound was the murmur of the waters flowing by in their deep, wide bed, and it seemed they 
moved through the very guts of the Earth, until at last they made out the glimmer of lightsу
those set up by Marquand and Jenner. 
 
And here the cave felt odd. Some shadow crept at the edges of their souls and thoughts, 
they felt watchedуby something innately hungering. Under this oppressive sensation they 
forced themselves on, found their way over hummock and slope to the gloomy and vaulted 
chamber where death had found their companions. 
 
Two sad, hunched shapes lay contorted in their final agonies in the midst of a stalactite 
field, but little else could be recognized in the confused shadows of the still-burning 
lamps. Hollis coughed and looked away, fighting to deal with what he saw. Tough clothing 
was shredded and dragged aside, and the bodies were...gnawed. To the bone. White 
showed through the shocking redness in a dozen places, and.... It seemed they moved. 
Certainly, in the sharp brilliance and harsh contrast of the lights ahead, the bodies writhed 
slowly, a horrific parody of life. Surely, they could not still draw breath, not so grievously 
injured.... 
 
Skittering. Hissing. Sparks in the darkness flashed off and on as one pair of eyes after 
another swiveled to the newcomers. Hollis shone his flashlight and the pool of blue-white 
ƖċŰŊĲĬШċĦƖŸƚƚШƣőĲШĤƨƣĦőĲƖќƚШǃċƖĬШƚĦĲŰĲЯШǃĲƣШŔƣШƽċƚШũĲƚƚШƣőĲШőŸƖƖŸƖШŸŉШƣőĲШĤŸĬŔĲƚШƣőċƣШƚƣƖƨĦťШ
the pair speechless as that which consumed them. 
 
For long moments they made out nothing recognizable, then something leaped onto a low 
boulder closer at hand and their eyes widened. It was perhaps 30cm long, pale in color, a 
reptile with a quite large head, and piercing eyes that searched with direct, unnerving 
attention. The body was coarsely scaled, with interlocking rows of dermal scutes along the 
spine, but the aspect which struck the scientists speechless was that it went upon two 
legs. 
 
The forelimbs were held clear of the rock; a tail jutted stiffly behind for balance, and the 
small, nimble predator moved with breathtaking speed. Another joined it, and a third, then 
they realized the bodies did not move, merely the swarm of reptiles which covered them, 
gorging steadily upon hot human flesh. 



9 

 
љGracilisuchus,њ Hollis whispered, naming the tiny, aberrant crocodilomorph from the 
Triassic strata of Argentina, and the word seemed to break the spell of the moment, for 
every eye turned to them, shining in their lights. A horrific hissing broke through the cave as 
the reptiles abandoned the nearly-devoured kills and came for the new prey. 
 
Convulsively, Hollis and Chenault turned to run, and cleared rocks in full stride, breath 
catching in their throats as they heard the scuffle and scratch of hundreds of tiny, flying 
feet behind them, and the hiss of reptilian excitement. Now the massively-rooted organic 
forms of the stalagmites were a nightmare of obstruction, the algae-slimed rocks a 
promise of falls which could end only in a swift and terrible death, and they kept their 
footing with superhuman effort as they raced back toward welcome illumination at the 
cave mouth. 
 
Closer, closer: they stayed ahead of the hungering horde, breath catching in their throats, 
and Hollis chanced a few pistol shots back into the gloom, heard squeals and a sudden 
commotion as if these creatures, in their extreme environment, were cannibals, and some 
abandoned the chase to consume their fallen fellows. 
 
They heard calls from the surface but had no breath with which to reply, and when the blue 
daylight of the chasm was before them they knew they had one chance only. Their leap to 
the dangling lines from above took them far out over the sickening drop to the icy waters. 
Upon the brink the tiny suchids skated to a halt, one or two going over in their eagerness 
and vanishing in the spray of the falls. The pack pranced, snapping their jaws as the 
climbers swung back toward them. 
 
cŸũũŔƚШŊŸƣШőŔƚШŉĲĲƣШƣŸШċШƣċũũШĤŸƨũĬĲƖШċŰĬШċũŔŊőƣĲĬШŢƨƚƣШċĤŸƻĲШƣőĲШƖĲƓƣŔũĲƚќШŢƨůƓŔŰŊШƖċŰŊĲЯШ
hurriedly transferred his karabiner to the lifting loop of his descent line, and caught 
Chenault on the next rebound and swing, hauling her onto the rock to do likewise. Above 
the chittering, slavering pack, the team leader could only tap his headset contact and say 
ƚŔůƓũǃЯШљĤƖŔŰŊШƨƚШƨƓЮњШ7ƨƣШőĲШőċĬШƣőĲШƓƖĲƚĲŰĦĲШŸŉШůŔŰĬШƣŸШĬƖċŊШŸƨƣШőŔƚШƓőŸŰĲШċŰĬШƚŰċƓШŸŰĲШ
evidential frame of the creatures, before the winch, far above,  slammed into recovery, 
their feet left the rock and they swung wide over the frenzied hunters. 
 
They sailed up away from the cave mouth and their hearts banged painfully behind their 
ribs. Their eyes met as they panted in the knowledge they would live, but that the lives lost 
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were a terrible price to pay, to encounter living fossils which had become the apex 
predators of their closed and primordial world. 

           [contents]  
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WITCHES AGAINST THE MERCHANT 

Ben Williams 

Ben Williams lives in Los Angeles, where he can frequently be found outside, observing the 
ravens in his neighborhood. You can find him online at https://benthewriter.neocities.org . 

 

Walis stepped through the curtain of blue and gold beads into the Melondrop Taverna. 
Evening's cool drifted in past canvas panels suspended loosely above. The center of the 
space stood open to the sky, where day's last vestige had given way to stars. Beneath the 
opening, the taverna's twisting ficus rose from a bed of soil. It was a foreign tree, 
introduced to Qandar centuries ago by The Conquerer's people. White candles on brass 
saucers burned dimly on the taverna's low tables. 
 
Armik the Singer sat near the entrance, strumming a languid tune on his tambor. Narsa, 
Yovi, and Subin sat in the far corner. On their table, a roundbread, tapenade, and three 
earthenware bowls of melonwine. Several patrons glanced up at Walis as he entered, then 
returned to their hushed conversations. He approached the trio of witches. 
 
"Greetings, ladies," Walis said. 
 
"Ladies?" Narsa arched an eyebrow. 
 
"I--," Walis started, before clearing his throat. "Greetings. I am Walis. I would inquire about 
your services." 
 
"Sit, Walis," Subin said. She motioned to the open spot next to Narsa, across the table 
from herself and Yovi. He eyed their roundbread as he sat, but no one offered him any. 
Narsa sipped her melonwine. 
 
"What does the guild want?" Subin asked. The onyx-studded wrist sheath Walis wore made 
clear his membership in the thieves' guild. Two stones meant he was of the guild's second 
rank. The guildmaster's allegedly bore a five-stone quincunx, though the witches had never 
seen it. 
 
"I am not here on guild business. I come simply as Walis, not as a guildsman." 

https://benthewriter.neocities.org/
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"And do you have silver, Walis?" Narsa asked. 
 
"Yes." 
 
"Then what do you seek?" Subin asked. 
 
"A merchant named Yarvin has taken my sister. He means to make her his wife. His fourth 
wife." 
 
"What business is it of yours who your sister weds?" Subin asked. 
 
"She does not wish it," Walis replied. "Yarvin has seeded her and claims that means she is 
now his betrothed. He is keeping her at his compound in the Merchants Quarter until, 
when the snows upon the high passes melt, he can take her to the Southlands. He intends 
to move her far from Qandar, where she will know no one, nor even the tongue." 
 
"Why do you come to us? Round up your guildsmen and go handle this yourself," Narsa 
said. 
 
"Yarvin has long paid protection to the guild. They will not move against him at my request. 
And there is also the matter of--" Walis started. He swiveled his head, looking over both 
shoulders, insuring none were listening. "We know not how to halt a birth safely. Nor is it 
something any in the guild would risk. The guild wishes no extra scrutiny from The 
Theocracy." 
 
"Is that all, then? Your sister wants to undo this conception?" Subin asked. 
 
"Yes. Caz does not wish a child," Walis said. "Not with this man." 
 
"She will need to tell us this herself," Yovi said. "We must be certain the decision is hers." 
 
"She would tell you," Walis insisted. "It is Yarvin's excuse for abducting her, for keeping her 
locked away. No child, no marriage. No marriage, and Caz can return to her life." 
 
"Then we will ask her, and if it is as you say, by the Old Ways of Hawthorn and 
Honeysuckle, it is her right to release herself from this burden," Subin declaimed. 
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"30 silver," Narsa said. 
 
"30 silver! Don't you think that's a--" Walis started. 
 
"Two stones," Subin said, pointing at his wrist sheath. "That means you have coin. You're 
not some lowly one-stone footpad." 
 
"What of the principle of it? Is that not your motivation? That is what we have heard, that 
you are ladies--" Narsa narrowed her eyes "--women, that you are women of principle." 
 
"We are. That is why we would undertake this, but principles do not pay for melonwine. Nor 
bread, nor beds," Narsa said. 
 
"Nor do elixirs craft themselves," Subin said. "You ask an illicit and expensive unguent for 
your sister. Do you know the ingredients one must procure for this? Do you understand the 
skill it takes to formulate? Would you really wish an inferior tonic for your sister?" 
 
"No," Walis conceded. He reached beneath the table and counted coin while Narsa, Yovi, 
and Subin drank their melonwine. He placed a pouch on the table. "30 silver." 
 
Narsa took it and assessed its weight. "Yarvin? At the Merchants Quarter?" 
 
"Yes. Two great junipers rise above his compound's wall, plain to see from Silver Street. His 
guards wear orange sashes," Walis said. 
 
"Your sister. How does she look?" Yovi asked. 
 
"Sandy hair. Brown eyes, light like birchbark. 20 years in age," Walis said. 
 
"We shall go tonight," Subin said. Her sisters assented with a nod and returned to their 
bread and melonwine. Walis felt dismissed, so he stood and departed, disappearing 
through the clacking curtain. 
 
The witches ate their roundbread and tapenade. Iolanthe the Proprietress came to their 
table. Her black and gray hair was braided neatly, and she wore raiments of the people of 
The Last Sea, a tunic and cloak of blue linen bearing a 16-pointed gold star, the sigil of The 
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Conquerer. "I don't want any trouble with the guild." 
 
"You need not worry," Subin said. Iolanthe, unconvinced by Subin, turned to Yovi. 
 
"My sister speaks true. Walis was here on personal business. The guild is not involved," 
Yovi said. 
 
Narsa held up her empty bowl. "More melonwine, please." Iolanthe brought another round, 
and Narsa closed their weeks-old tab. 
 
     #     #     # 
 
Three stood in Dimdusk Alley, which they shared with a soot-black cat. It appraised them 
silently through peridot eyes. Scent of spice and sound of commerce wafted into the alley 
from the nearby Night Market. 
 
"Find Caz," Subin said to Yovi. "Tell her Walis has sent us. If she should not confirm his 
claims, return to us and we will consider this task complete and keep the coin. Should she 
wish to liberate herself from Yarvin's seed, she must send a servant to inform the guards to 
expect a pair of midwives." Yovi turned to Narsa. Narsa nodded agreement to Subin's plan. 
 
"We will wait a few moments and proceed to the compound if you have not returned," 
Subin said. Yovi spread her arms, closed her eyes, and transformed small into a sunbird. 
Her feathers were green and brown, highlighted with violet iridescence. She flitted into the 
night and passed from Dimdusk Alley out over Silver Street. She saw the many tents and 
carts of the Night Market arrayed within Halfmoon Plaza, where streams of hagglers, 
carousers, merchants, performers, and thieves plied the night. 
 
She flew above the Prosperity Arch, the gate through which Silver Street passed from the 
Market Quarter to the walled Merchants Quarter, its wide and quiet streets a haven for 
traders who traveled the Carnelian Road and transited riches through Qandar. 
 
Yovi spotted a spacious compound along Silver Street where two junipers rose inside its 
walled forecourt. Two orange-sashed guardsmen kept watch on the street outside. She 
dipped lower and drifted past the compound's open windows, where white gossamer 
drapes fluttered in the night air, lit gold from within. A young woman with sandy hair and 
brown eyes sat alone in a small room on the second story of the building's back corner. 
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Yovi flew in and transformed again into a woman. She held her finger to her lips, signaling 
to the startled occupant to remain quiet. Yovi spoke softly, "Are you Caz?" Caz nodded. "I 
am sent by your brother. Walis." 
 
"Why has he sent you?" Caz whispered, glancing nervously toward the door as she did. 
 
"Do you wish to be relieved of the burden of the merchant's seed and to be released from 
this union?" Yovi asked. 
 
"Desperately, yes. Can you help me?" Caz stood. 
 
"Yes, though not alone. My sisters will come soon. Send a servant to notify the guards you 
have been feeling unwell, and that your midwives will soon arrive." Caz went to the door 
and called into the hallway. A servant came, and Caz implemented the ruse. 
 
"It has been long enough," Narsa declared. Subin reached inside the leather case slung 
about her for a small jar of viscous oil. She unfastened the lid; the contents smelled of 
primrose and nettle. She and Narsa dabbed some onto their fingers and rubbed it upon 
their faces and hair. Subin's hair, straight and black, became wavy and red. Her dark eyes 
turned green, and her complexion became pale and freckled. Narsa's corkscrew curls of 
black became blond and straight. Her hazel eyes turned blue. The two looked at each 
other, and Subin grinned. 
 
"I hate this. Why is my hair this color?" Narsa complained, holding forth strands from her 
head to see them. 
 
"You look different. That's what matters," Subin said. 
 
"Why will it not become purple? Or pink?" Narsa asked. 
 
Subin shrugged. "There's naught in my formulations to control the outcome to that degree, 
sister." 
 
"Let us get on with it," Narsa said. They exited Dimdusk Alley onto Silver Street. They 
passed beneath the Prosperity Arch and continued along Silver Street until they spied the 
compound with two junipers. Two guards stood by the open gate. The witches approached. 



16 

 
"We are here to see the young mistress," Subin said to a guard. She spoke effervescently 
and smiled brightly. Narsa stood quietly. 
 
"Midwives?" he asked. Subin nodded with a curtsy. "Go ahead in. She's expecting you." 
Subin bowed her head, and the two entered the forecourt. They passed between the 
junipers and knocked on the door. 
 
     #     #     # 
 
Three stood with Caz in her chamber. Subin took a small hexagonal vial of lavender liquid 
from her case and offered it to Caz. "Please understand that this will expunge the seed 
from you, and dissolve Yarvin's pretext for marriage. It is your right, by the Old Ways of 
Hawthorn and Honeysuckle, to so choose your destiny." 
 
Caz did not hesitate to accept the vial and quickly quaffed it, then returned the empty 
container to Subin. Warmth spread through her body, and she felt her burden lifted. She 
exhaled deep with relief. "I am indebted, but I must ask, is this all there is to my brother's 
plan? He believes Yarvin will simply let me go now?" 
 
"He has it wrong, doesn't he?" Narsa asked. 
"Yes. Yarvin declared the pregnancy to be proof the One True God wishes me to bear him 
many children," Caz said. "But he is only a faithful of The Theocracy when he is in Qandar. 
When he goes south past the mountains, he prays to their 10,000 gods. He will profess any 
belief that grants cover to his behavior, and he will pay off any with the power to question 
him. He means to add me to his collection of wives. No, he will not let me go. I must 
escape this place and flee Qandar or this man will take me somewhere far away and I will 
be his captive forever." 
 
"Do we mean to allow this, sisters?" Narsa asked. 
 
"We do not," Subin said. 
 
Yovi, knowing her sisters intended the illest of fates for this man, paused and steeled her 
gentle heart before answering. "We do not." 
 
"You should not have to run from your home to be freed from a marriage you do not want," 
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Narsa said to Caz. "Where is he now?" 
 
"He stays day and night in his quarters, tallying his silver, receiving only weather reports 
from the Nephological Society and talk of the day from the Market Quarter." 
 
"What of his other wives? Will we find them with him?" Subin asked. 
 
"His other wives live elsewhere along the Carnelian Road. In Bukira, Kashien, and Ashkar." 
Caz said. 
 
"Where are his quarters?" Subin asked. 
 
"The first door on the left," Caz answered. 
 
"See if anyone is outside," Subin said. Caz cracked the door and peeked out. She shook her 
head. 
 
Three crept into the corridor, lit dimly by a single torch. "Yovi, you will restrain him," Narsa 
said quietly, then turned to Subin and continued, "And you give him reason to keep silent." 
When they reached Yarvin's door, Yovi crouched down and closed her eyes. Her shadow 
briefly assumed a feline aspect, as the strength of the tiger came into her. She looked 
herself, but was transformed within. Subin slid her hollowknife from its sheath. Its silvery 
blade glinted in the flickering torchlight. Their eyes met--Narsa, Yovi, and Subin--and they 
readied themselves. One breath. And another. Narsa glanced to the doorknob. 
 
Yovi threw open the door and leapt into the room. Yarvin stood from his seat at the head of 
a long table covered with many silver ingots. Yovi rushed forward and pounced toward him, 
her hands outstretched before her. He reached for his sword, but Yovi was too fast. She 
grasped his arm, preventing him from drawing his blade. She twisted his elbow and spun 
behind him, pinning his arm to his back. Her other hand cupped his mouth that he could 
not shout for his guards. Just as he began to grunt and reach back with his free hand, Subin 
was beside him, the tip of her hollowknife at his throat. His eyes widened, but he remained 
silent. He lowered his hand and froze. 
 
Narsa closed the door behind her and walked across the room. She took from her satchel a 
small stone. Unremarkable gabbro, granular and gray. She stepped close to Yarvin and 
held it before him in her palm. She whispered eldritch verses, and with her other hand 
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fluttered her fingers. Wisps arose from the man's body as she coaxed out his soul. She 
plucked a strand of his soul as it wavered in the air about him and wound it around her 
finger. "One million years you shall contemplate the existence of an object. One million 
years you shall lie beneath the Zaf as its waters eat you slowly to silt. You shall be aware 
each second of your slow disintegration. One million years you shall know what it is to be 
at the mercy of forces around you, with no agency to resist them." 
 
Narsa continued pulling the strands of Yarvin's soul, unraveling them from his corporeal 
form. His eyes became dull, and his body lifeless. Narsa's eyes glinted darkly, and she 
seemed for a moment immense and terrifying as the space distorted around her. She 
pressed her finger to the stone and uttered despondent tributes to forgotten gods of 
demise. Yarvin's soul unwound from her finger and infused into the stone. When it was 
done, she patted the stone lightly, then stowed it in her satchel. 
 
Yovi moved Yarvin's corpse to his bed, where she and Subin removed his sword and leaned 
it against the bed frame. They pulled the blanket over him and rested him to appear 
comfortable. Any who came would be certain he passed in his sleep. Yovi had been careful 
to leave no marks, and Subin had kept the tip of her hollowknife from his flesh. 
 
Narsa stood by the silver-laden table. "Surely they will not notice a missing ingot or two, 
will they?" 
 
Subin came over and examined the ledger that lay open on the table. "He was in the middle 
of counting it. I do not believe anyone will notice three missing." Narsa took an ingot. It was 
weighty. A hundred silver in value. She put it in her satchel. And then two more. 
 
They left as they had come. Yovi as a bird through Caz's window after informing her it was 
done, Narsa and Subin through the front gate as midwives. One freckled with red hair and 
green eyes, the other bright blond with eyes of ice. Three converged in Dimdusk Alley. 
Narsa and Subin rinsed themselves with green-tinted water that smelled of cedar and 
basil. Subin's eyes became dark, and her wavy red hair straight and black. Narsa's eyes 
became hazel, and her blond hair turned to corkscrew curls of black. 
 
Narsa led them a different route home, by an overlook above the riverbank. Narsa retrieved 
the stone with Yarvin's soul from her satchel. She tossed it unceremoniously into the Zaf, 
where it sank into night-black waters. Three stood looking across the river to the Blighted 
Steppe, moonlit and endless as the sky.       [contents]   
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I was dreaming about what might have happened if we'd just driven past the Sin Hitcher, 
when the sound of Liam yelling from the boot woke me with a jolt. 
 
Sitting up front, I turned to see that the thing was driving. It had turned the lights off and 
was driving blindly through the night. I held my breath. I didn't want it to know I was awake, 
but it knew. It rolled a tooth ŔŰШŔƣƚШůŸƨƣőШċŰĬШůċĬĲШƽőċƣШůŔŊőƣШőċƻĲШĤĲĲŰШċШĦőƨĦťũĲЮШљÑőĲǃШ
ĬŸŰѣƣШŸŉƣĲŰШƚƣŸƓЯњШŔƣШůƨƣƣĲƖĲĬЮ 
 
I remembered it by the side of the road. Tall grey slice picked out in the headlights. I'd just 
blinked, and there it was. Didn't have its thumb out, just an arm outstretched, fist closed 
like it was a stump. It had thumbs in its pocket, though; showed us that much, before 
giving us its spiel, letting slip what it was. 
I shivered. 
            
љxŸƖĬШƣċťĲШƨƚШőŸůĲгњШfƣШũċƨŊőĲĬЯШŊŔĬĬŔũǃЮШfƣѣĬШĤĲĲŰШŸŰШċШĬŔƖƣШƣƖċĦťШŸŉŉШƣhe highway. Looked 
convenient, but little used. We picked it up then rejoined the main road. It didn't say much 
till then. Then it pulled down its collar, got to talking about sin. It was dark inside the car, it 
was sitting in the back. I only half turned when it spoke, didn't see it for what it was. Not till 
it was too late. 
            
Liam made another sound from the boot, my stomach lurched. 
            
ÑőĲШÉŔŰШcŔƣĦőĲƖШƽőŔƚƣũĲĬЮШљ7ƨůƓǃШƖŸċĬЮШ7ƨƣШfШŊƨĲƚƚШǃŸƨѣƻĲШċũƖĲċĬǃШƖĲċũŔƚĲĬШƣőċƣЮњ 
            
љìĲШĬŔĬŰѣƣШĬŸШċŰǃƣőŔŰŊШƣŸШǃŸƨЯњШfШƚċŔĬЮШљìĲШƚƣŸƓƓĲĬЮШìĲ helpedЮњ 
            

https://www.blurb.co.uk/b/12079076
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љ ŰĬШǃŸƨШƣċũťĲĬЯШťĲƓƣШƣċũťŔŰŊЮњ 
            
What the hell had we said? Something dumb about enjoying the open road. Taking a gap 
year that we'd never forget. Liam left behind a girl and said what happened on the road 
stayed on the road. I remember him laughing at that. 
            
љ[ċƖШŉƖŸůШőŸůĲЯШőĲőЯШĤŸǃƚењШÑőĲШcŔƣĦőĲƖШőċĬШƚŰĲĲƖĲĬШŉƖŸůШƣőĲШĤċĦťШƚĲċƣЮШfѣĬШŉĲũƣШƣőĲШŉŔƖƚƣШ
ƚƨƖŊĲШŸŉШƨŰĲċƚĲШƣőĲŰЮШљòŸƨШƽċŰƣШƣŸШƚĲĲШƽőċƣѣƚШŸƨƣШőĲƖĲењШŔƣѣĬШĦŸŰƣŔŰƨĲĬЮШљ9ƨƣШŸŉŉШċШƓŔĲĦĲЮШ
ÑċƚƣĲШŔƣШŉŸƖШǃŸƨƖƚĲũƻĲƚењ 
            
I'd exchanŊĲĬШũŸŸťƚШƽŔƣőШxŔċůЮШљ?ŸŰѣƣШťŰŸƽШƽőċƣШǃŸƨШůĲċŰЯШůċƣĲЮњ 
            
It all got blurry after that. I had a memory of looking back, suddenly seeing crimson eyes, a 
veil full of skin and teeth. 
            
Seeing, and being seen. 
            
It was something retched out of hell. All slivers of flesh and remnants of bone. 
            
љìőċƣШċƖĲШǃŸƨењШfШċƚťĲĬЮ 
            
The road ahead of us was black, unending. It started rambling about the bone highway. 
That was where it'd died. Some old haunted trail. It wasn't pretending to be human 
anymore, its words were strange, erratic. It spared me some lidless gaze that made me 
ƽċŰƣШƣŸШƓƨťĲЮШљòŸƨШĬŔĲШŸŰШƣőċƣШƖŸċĬЯШċŰĬШƣőĲШŸƣőĲƖШƖŸċĬƚШƽŸŰƣШƣċťĲШǃŸƨЮњШfƣШũċƨŊőĲĬЯШƣőĲШ
ƚŸƨŰĬШƽċƚШċƓƓċũũĲĬЯШċůƨƚĲĬЮШљfШĬŔĲĬШċШƚŔŰŰĲƖЮШEƻĲƖǃŸŰĲШƚőŸƨũĬЮњ 
              
љìĲѣƖĲШŰŸƣШƚŔŰŰĲƖƚЮњ 
            
fƣƚШŉŸŸƣШőŔƣШƣőĲШċĦĦĲũĲƖċƣŸƖЮШљLiarЮњ 
            
fШŊƖċĤĤĲĬШċƣШċŰǃƣőŔŰŊШfШĦŸƨũĬЯШċƚШƣőĲШĦċƖШƚƨƖŊĲĬШŉŸƖƽċƖĬЮШxŔċůШƽċƚШƚĦƖĲċůŔŰŊШŰŸƽЮШљìĲШ
haven't hurt anyone! We just wanted to travel- I just want to go őŸůĲгњШfШƽċƚШƚőŸƨƣŔŰŊШŸƻĲƖШ
the engine. In response, its foot only revved further on the pedal. The Hitcher was repeating 
its own name over and over. It was this chant that had first roused me. џÉŔŰЮőŔƣĦőĲƖЮƚŔŰЮ
őŔƣĦőĲƖЮƚŔŰЮőŔƣĦőĲƖдѠ 
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A jarring thought struck me. Was it talking about itself, or us? Did it think we'd been 
corrupted by the road? Sure, along the way we'd drunk, tripped, met a few girls. What 
happened, happened. Where was the sin? 
            
Was it denial? 
            
ÑőĲШcŔƣĦőĲƖШƽċƚШŊŔŊŊũŔŰŊЮШљ9ċƖƚШƚĦƖĲċůШƓċƚƣЯШũŔťĲШƚőƖċƓŰĲũШƓƨƚőĲĬШŔŰƣŸШƣőĲШ
road. Tainting ŔƣгњШÑőĲШũċƨŊőƣĲƖШƣƨƖŰĲĬШŔŰƣŸШƚŸůĲƣőŔŰŊШŸůŔŰŸƨƚЮ 
            
љÂũĲċƚĲЮЮЮШìĲѣũũШŢƨƚƣШŊŸШőŸůĲЮњ 
            
ÑőĲШcŔƣĦőĲƖШƚƣƨĬŔĲĬШůĲЮШљxĲƣШsĲƚƨƚШƣċťĲШƣőĲШƽőĲĲũЮњ 
            
It put its hands into the dark recesses of its clothes, and everything began to tremble. Was 
it suggesting that fate decide? 
            
љÂũĲċƚĲгњШfШƣƖŔĲĬШƣŸШŊƖċĤШƣőĲШƽőĲĲũЯШċŰĬШƣőĲШcŔƣĦőĲƖШĲǂƓũŸĬĲĬШŉƖŸůШőŔƚШƚĲċƣШũŔťĲШċШŰĲƚƣШůċĬĲШ
of spiders. Limbs were all over me, scratching me, shoving my face back into the seat. The 
car was full of thumbs. They were pouring out of its pockets, filling up the entire car. 
Nightmarishly choking the space. 
             
љòŸƨШŸŰũǃШƚƣŸƓƓĲĬШĦŸƚШǃŸƨШƣőŸƨŊőƣШfШƽċƚШőĲũƓũĲƚƚЮШÑőŸƨŊőƣ you'd take advantage of me, 
like you've taken advantage of the road! Admit itгњ 
            
љ ŸгњШfШƚĦƖĲċůĲĬЮШÑőĲШĦċƖШŉŔũũĲĬШƽŔƣőШŸĤƚĦĲŰĲШƚőċƓĲƚШċŰĬШƓƨƣƖŔĬШŸĬŸƨƖƚЮШfШƣƨƖŰĲĬШċŰĬШ
looked, the Hitcher wasn't at the wheel, no one was.     
 
And then we crashed. 
 
     #     #      # 
 
            
I woke up cradled in metal. Blanket of limbs. Pillow of blood. None of it mine. Souvenirs 
from the Hitcher. Liam was making noises somewhere. He was sobbing a girl's name, until 
he stopped. 
            
Eventually there were sirens. There were cops, paramedics. I got some odd looks as they 
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ƓƨƣШůĲШŸŰШċШƚƣƖĲƣĦőĲƖЮШљ ŰŸƣőĲƖШŸŰĲШƣőŔƚШǃĲċƖЯњШƚŸůĲŸŰĲШƚċŔĬЯШљƽőċƣШŔƚШŔƣШƽŔƣő this ƖŸċĬењ 
            
It takes advantage of people who have taken advantage. I smiled, but didn't have enough 
teeth to articulate the thought. I tried to explain about Liam, but some screams suggested 
they'd found him. I tried to talk about the girl in the motel, how we'd only been a little drunk, 
ċŰĬШƚőĲќĬШƚĲĲůĲĬШŉŔŰĲЯШĤƨƣШŰŸƣőŔŰŊШĦċůĲШŸƨƣЮ 
            
The road was meant to be full of stories you could leave behind. I thought about that, and 
then started to cry. A paramedic patted my hand. My thumb was broken, but she didn't 
notice. 
            
The girl had slammed the door on it, out of desperation. Now she was in the boot, making 
Liam cry. I tried not to think about that. It had worked so far. But then the ambulance doors 
slammed shut, and I realised it wasn't gonna work any longer. 
            
The road had run out.  

           [contents]  
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љ ŰĬШőŸƽШůċǃШfШőĲũƓШǃŸƨвњШƣőĲШƣŸŊċĲĬШũŔĤƖċƖǃШċƣƣĲŰĬċŰƣШċƚťƚШůĲЯШƖċŔƚŔŰŊШċŰШĲǃĲĤƖŸƽЯШ
љ7ƖċĬењ 
 
I did it again, and I barely restrain my reflexive face-palm. Fresh from my stop at the 
Carnegie Library to assist a teen with her science fair project, I forgot to switch from my 
alias in the 21st century. Too many jumps lately, and I hope this one relieves some of my 
future burden. The Greek columns and Egyptian icons remind me of the all-too-familiar 
surroundingsуthe Library of Alexandria, 48 BCEуthe day the Great Library burns to the 
ground. 
 
fШĦőĲĦťШůǃШĦũŸƣőĲƚШƣŸШĲŰƚƨƖĲШfШĬŔĬŰќƣШƚĦƖĲƽШƣőċƣШƨƓШƣŸŸуa white linen chiton secured by a 
ƚĦċƖũĲƣШƚċƚőЮШÂőĲƽЯШŰŸƽШŔƣќƚШŊċůĲШŉċĦĲШƣŔůĲЮШљ~ǃШċƓŸũŸŊŔĲƚЯШŊŸŸĬШƚŔƖЮШ~ǃШŰċůĲШŔƚШ
9ċũũŔůċĦőƨƚЯШċŰĬШfќůШőĲƖĲШƣŸШƖĲĦĲŔƻĲШůǃШĦŸƓǃШŸŉШƣőĲ Pinakes,њШƣőĲШŸƖŔŊŔŰċũШũŔĤƖċƖǃШĦċƣċũŸŊЮШ
With it, the necessary time to secure the treatise of knowledge for the future will be 
fractioned. Less time here means more time assisting others, or perhaps some overdue 
rest. 
 
љ9ċũũŔůċĦőƨƚењШƣőĲШċƣƣĲŰĬċŰƣШċƚťƚЮШљfƚ ƣőŔƚШƚŸůĲШŢĲƚƣеШ?ŔĬШfƚƣƖŸƚШƓƨƣШǃŸƨШƨƓШƣŸШƣőŔƚењ 
 
љcċЯШfШƽŔƚőЮШ~ǃШŉŸƖĲŉċƣőĲƖШƽċƚ the 9ċũũŔůċĦőƨƚЯШċŰĬШfќůШƣőĲШƣĲŰƣőШŸŉШőŔƚШũŔŰĲЮШÑĲƖƖŔĤũĲШũĲŊċĦǃШ
ƣŸШŉŸũũŸƽЯШfќůШċŉƖċŔĬЯШċƚШfШĦċŰШŸŰũǃШůƨƚƣĲƖШċШƽĲċťШċƣƣĲůƓƣШƣŸШũŔƻĲШƨƓШƣŸШőŔƚШxŔĤƖċƖǃШÉĦŔĲŰĦĲШ
ċĦőŔĲƻĲůĲŰƣƚЮњШÑőĲШċƣƣĲŰĬċŰƣќƚШƚťĲƓƣŔĦċũШŊċǍĲШĦƨƣƚШƖŔŊőƣШƣőƖŸƨŊőШůǃШĤċĦťƚƣŸƖǃЮШcĲШƽŔũũШ
allow me no joy ŸŰШƣőŔƚШĲǂƓĲĬŔƣŔŸŰЮШÑŸШƣőĲШőĲċƖƣШŸŉШƣőĲШůċƣƣĲƖгШљfƚƣƖŸƚШŔƚШƕƨŔƣĲШƣőĲШ
comedian, but it is with him that I registered my request. Might he be available to settle this 
affairењ 
 
The attendant tightens his eyes before he scurries off with a huff. As I wait, I wander into an 

https://www.gregclumpner.com/
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adjoining reading room, where the walls are lined with shelves of papyrus scrolls and 
scholars study at ornate ash tables ingrained with figures of both Greek and Egyptian 
deities. 
 
љ9ċũũŔгњШÑőĲШĦċũũШƽŔƣőШċШƚǃŰĦőƖŸŰŔǍĲĬШƚũċƓШŸŰШƣőĲШĤċĦťШŉŸƖĦĲƚШůĲШƣŸШŉũŔŰĦő and bump into 
one of the peaceful students, knocking his reed pen into a scrawl in his papyrus. The 
student glares at me with ire. I raise my hands and scrunch my face, intending to give a 
silent apology. 
 
I face my assailant, who wears his renowned thick, black, clean-shaped beard and shares 
ċШƚŔůŔũċƖШĲǃĲĤċũũШċƓŸũŸŊǃЮШљfƚƣƖŸƚЯШůǃШŉƖŔĲŰĬгњШìĲШŊƖŔƓШċƖůƚШŔŰШƣőĲШċĦĦƨƚƣŸůĲĬШŊƖĲĲƣŔŰŊШŸŉШ
ƣőĲШĲƖċЮШљÑőĲƚĲШőċũũƚШċƖĲШċƚШƚĲƖŔŸƨƚШċƚШĲƻĲƖЯШfШƚĲĲЮњ 
 
љ őЯШƣŸŸШƣƖƨĲЮШÑőŔŰŊƚШőċƻĲШĲƚĦċũċƣĲĬШƚŔŰĦĲШǃĲƚƣĲƖĬċǃЮњ 
 
љòĲƚƣĲƖĬċǃењШfШask. Istros raises an eyebrow, and this time I have to grab my arm to prevent 
my reactive face-ƓċũůЮШљ őЯШǃĲƚЯШƽőĲŰШfШƖĲĦĲŔƻĲĬШůǃШĦŸƓǃШŸŉШEƨĦũŔĬќƚ On MechanicsЮњШÑőċƣШ
was a fun little side-quest, almost losing a finger while assisting Da Vinci with his 
љŔŰƻĲŰƣŔŸŰњШŸŉШƣőĲШőĲũŔĦŸƓƣĲƖЮШfШĬŸŰќƣШťŰŸƽШƽőċƣШƣőċƣШůċŰШƽŸƨũĬШĬŸШƽŔƣőŸƨƣШůĲЮ 
 
fƚƣƖŸƚШƚŰŔĦťĲƖƚЯШċŰĬШfШťŰŸƽШůǃШƖĲĦŸũũĲĦƣŔŸŰШőċƚШċƓƓĲċƚĲĬШőŔůЮШљEċĦőШƣŔůĲШfШƚĲĲШǃŸƨЯШ9ċũũŔЯШ
ǃŸƨШŊƖŸƽШůŸƖĲШƽĲċƖǃЮњ 
 
?ƨőЯШƣőċƣќƚШƽőǃШfќůШőĲƖĲШƣőŔƚШƣŔůĲЮ 
 
љÑŸĬċǃЯШfШŉĲċƖЯШŔƚШŰŸƣШċШĬċǃ of rest. Caesar grows impatient and his men bustle at the 
őċƖĤŸƖЮњ 
 
ũƚŸЯШƽőǃШfќůШőĲƖĲЮШÑőĲШůċŰШőċƚШŰŸШƖĲƚƓĲĦƣШŉŸƖШťŰŸƽũĲĬŊĲШċŰĬШƽŸƨũĬШƖċƣőĲƖШƚĲƣШĲƻĲƖǃƣőŔŰŊШ
ċĤũċǍĲШŔŰШőŔƚШĦŸŰƕƨĲƚƣШŉŸƖШůŸƖĲШŔŰŉũƨĲŰĦĲЮШљÑőĲŰЯШfШƽŸŰќƣШƣċƖƖǃЮШ?ŸШǃŸƨШőċƻĲШŔƣењ 
 
љÑőĲШĬƨƓũŔĦċƣĲШof the current Pinakes? Yes, updated as of yesterday, ten scrolls in all. Your 
ĤŔƖƚċШƽŸŰќƣШĤĲШƚƨŉŉŔĦŔĲŰƣШƣŸШőŸũĬШƣőĲůЮњШfƚƣƖŸƚШůŸƣŔŸŰƚШċƣШƣőĲШƚċĬĬũĲĤċŊ-like leather carrier 
ċƖŸƨŰĬШůǃШƚőŸƨũĬĲƖЮШљìŔũũШǃŸƨШƖĲƕƨŔƖĲШůĲШƣŸШƚĲĦƨƖĲШċШĦőĲƚƣШŉŸƖШǃŸƨƖШƣƖċƻĲũƚењ 
 
Little does Istros know that my birsa will be just fine, as it already holds a plethora of the 
ƨŰŔƻĲƖƚĲќƚШťŰŸƽũĲĬŊĲЮШòĲƣЯШfШůƨƚƣШůċŔŰƣċŔŰШƣőĲШĦőċƖċĬĲЮШљ ŸШŰĲĲĬЯШfќũũШőċƻĲШŸŰĲШĤƖŸƨŊőƣШ
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ŉƖŸůШůǃШĦőċƖŔŸƣЮШ~ċǃШfШƚĲĲШƣőĲШƚĦƖŸũũƚеШòŸƨƖШƽċƖŰŔŰŊƚШŸŉШ9ċĲƚċƖќƚШƖĲƚƣũĲƚƚŰĲƚƚШőċƻĲШ
őĲŔŊőƣĲŰĲĬШůǃШċŰǂŔĲƣǃЮњ 
 
љ§ŉШĦŸƨƖƚĲЯњШfƚƣƖŸƚШƚċǃƚШƽŔƣőШċШƓũĲċƚĲĬШƚůŔũĲШċƚШőĲШĤĲĦťŸŰƚШůĲШƣŸƽċƖĬШċШƚŔĬĲШĦőċůĤĲƖЮШ
The room is small, but well-lit by the natural light from windows that overlook the harbor. In 
ƣőĲШĦĲŰƣĲƖШƚŔƣƚШċШũŸŰĲШĦőċŔƖШċƣШċШƣċĤũĲШƣőċƣШőŸũĬƚШċШĤċƚťĲƣШĤƖŔůůŔŰŊШƽŔƣőШƓċƓǃƖƨƚШƖŸũũƚЮШљòŸƨƖШ
ƨƚƨċũШƖĲċĬŔŰŊШƖŸŸůШŔƚШƓƖĲƓċƖĲĬШŉŸƖШǃŸƨЮњ 
 
љÑőċŰťШǃŸƨЯШfƚƣƖŸƚЮШòŸƨШċƖĲШċШƚĦőŸũċƖ and ċШŊĲŰƣũĲůċŰЮњ 
 
љ9ċũũŔůċĦőƨƚЯШfќůШőŸŰŸƖĲĬШƣŸ aid your good work. Your mission is noble and virtuous, to 
show the world the full breadth of the contents of the Great Library and encourage others 
ƣŸШƓŔũŊƖŔůċŊĲШƣŸШŸƨƖШőċũũƚЮњ 
 
ŰĬШŔƣќƚШċШũŔĲЯШċũƣőŸƨŊőШfШƽŔƚőШŔƣШƽċƚŰќƣЮШ ƚШůƨĦőШċƚШfШƽŸƨũĬШũŸƻĲШƣŸШƚƓĲŰĬШmy days here, in 
ƣőŔƚШƣŔůĲЯШůǃШŸĤũŔŊċƣŔŸŰШƚƓċŰƚШƣőĲШůċĦƖŸĦŸƚůЮШљòŸƨШċƖĲШƣŸŸШťŔŰĬЮШòŸƨƖШĬĲƻŸƣŔŸŰШƣŸШƣőĲШ
collections here holds greater value to civilization. What good would my mission be 
ƽŔƣőŸƨƣШƣőŔƚШĲƓŔĦĲŰƣĲƖШŸŉШũĲċƖŰŔŰŊењ 
 
That was true. 
 
I shift the chair so it faces the window, and I sit, eager to unravel the first scroll of the first 
ũŔĤƖċƖǃШĦċƣċũŸŊШĲƻĲƖШĦƖĲċƣĲĬЮШљfŉШƣőĲƖĲШŔƚШŰŸƣőŔŰŊШĲũƚĲЯШfќũũШŊŔƻĲШǃŸƨШƣőĲШƖŸŸůЮШÂũĲċƚĲШĬŸШƚƣŸƓШ
ċŰĬШƚċǃШŊŸŸĬĤǃĲШĤĲŉŸƖĲШǃŸƨШũĲċƻĲЮШòŸƨШőċƻĲШċШőċĤŔƣШŸŉШĬŔƚċƓƓĲċƖŔŰŊШŸŰШůĲЯњШIstros says 
with a smirk. I grin and nod. He bows and retreats from the reading room, closing the door 
behind him. 
 
cĲƖĲќƚШƽőĲƖĲШf should put the scrolls in my birsa and vanish to my next destination. I have 
ƽőċƣШfќƻĲШĦŸůĲШŉŸƖЯШċŰĬШfШĦċŰШƚƣƨĬǃШƣőĲШĦŸŰƣĲŰƣƚ from anywhen. 
 
Keeping one eye on the harbor, I unravel the first scroll and scan the listings. From my 
birsa, I pull out my tabletуthe electronic one, not the one with the first five 
Commandments. My fingers race against the liquid-crystal display, feverishly typing notes. 
I chart which days and years I can return, to accumulate new knowledgeуnew pages to 
offer future scholars in their times of need. 
 
fШůċƖťШΝΠΡШ79EШƣŸШĦŸůĲШŉŸƖШEƖċƣŸƚƣőĲŰĲƚќƚШƣĲǂƣƚШƣŸШċŔĬШ9ŸƓĲƖŰŔĦƨƚЮШsċŔůĲШ]ċƖŰĲƖШƽŔũũШŰĲĲĬШ
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ƣŸШĦőċŰŰĲũШÉŸĦƖċƣĲƚШŉŸƖШőĲƖШEƣőŔĦƚШŸŉШ7ƨƚŔŰĲƚƚШĲƚƚċǃЮШcĲƖŸƓőŔũƨƚќƚШůĲĬŔĦċũШŸĤƚĲƖƻċƣŔŸŰƚШ
can be secured later in the 2nd century BCE for Da Vinci. It still amazes me how much help 
that man needs. 
 
ÑőƖŸƨŊőШƣőĲШƽŔŰĬŸƽЯШfШŰŸƣŔĦĲШċШƚŸŉƣШŸƖċŰŊĲШŊũŸƽЮШfƣќƚШĤĲŊƨŰЮ I hastily roll up the scroll and 
ƚƣƨŉŉШŔƣШŔŰШůǃШĤŔƖƚċЮШ?ĲƚƓŔƣĲШƣőĲШőĲŉƣШŸŉШƣőĲШƓċƓǃƖƨƚЯШƣőĲШĤċŊШĬŸĲƚŰќƣШċĬĬШċŰǃШĤƨƖĬĲŰШŸƖШ
bulge. I stow the other nine and saunter to the window, unable to take my eyes off the 
flames. A raging inferno engulfs the harborуCaĲƚċƖќƚШċĦƣШŸŉШĬĲŉŔċŰĦĲШċŊċŔŰƚƣШÂƣŸũĲůǃШñféЮ 
 
The thought of this mecca being destroyed ignites my soul hotter than the blaze will burn 
ƣőĲƚĲШƚĦƖŸũũƚЮШfШĦċŰќƣШőĲũƓШůǃƚĲũŉбШƚƓċĦĲ-time continuum be damned! 
 
I sprint out of the room, back to the main hall. Smoke already pours along the vaulted 
ceilings, coming from the eastern wing. Scholars scramble toward the exit, Istros ushering 
them to safety. 
 
fƚƣƖŸƚШƖƨƚőĲƚШŸƻĲƖЮШљcŸƽШĦċŰШfШőĲũƓЯШ9ċũũŔењШőĲШċƚťƚЮ 
 
љfƣќƚШċũũШťŔŰĬũŔŰŊЯњШfШƚċǃЯШŊũċŰĦŔŰŊШċũŸŰŊШƣőĲШƽċũũƚШċŰĬШƽċũũƚШŸŉШĬŸĦƨůĲŰƣƚЮШљ~ŸƻĲШƣőĲШ
writings from the hall into the western wing. If we can get anything flammable out of here, 
ƓĲƖőċƓƚШƽĲШĦċŰШƚċƻĲШƚŸůĲЮШ[ŔŰĬШċƚШůċŰǃШƽŔũũŔŰŊШĤŸĬŔĲƚШċƚШǃŸƨШĦċŰЮњ 
 
љìŔũũŔŰŊШĤŸĬŔĲƚЯШƽĲШőċƻĲШŔŰШůċƚƚĲƚЮњШìŔƣőШċШƚőċƖƓШƽőŔƚƣũĲЯШůĲŰШċƓƓĲar from every crevice 
of the hall. 
 
Istros directs his librarian multitude masterfully. Basket by basket, we haul the scrolls to 
the other side like a bucket brigade. By the time the flames overtake one of the doors from 
the eastern end of the building, thĲШƽőŸũĲШƽċũũШŔƚШĲůƓƣŔĲĬЯШċŰĬШƽĲќƖĲШċũƖĲċĬǃШůŸƻŔŰŊШƣőĲШ
heavy wooden tables to clear the middle of the hall. 
 
Without anything to feed the fire, it grows weak trying to climb the stone walls and 
columns. We continue to move anything we can out of the hall, aŰĬШfШƓƖċǃШƣőċƣШ9ċĲƚċƖќƚШ
ÅĲĤĲũũŔŸŰШĬŸĲƚŰќƣШŊƖŔƓШƣőĲШőċũŉШŸŉШƣőĲШĤƨŔũĬŔŰŊШƽĲќƖĲШƣƖǃŔŰŊШƣŸШƚċƻĲЮ 
 
ÉŸШŉċƖШƚŸШŊŸŸĬЮШ ŰĬШfШőċƻĲŰќƣШĤũŔŰťĲĬШċƽċǃШŔŰШƚŸůĲШƣĲůƓŸƖċũШƓċƖċĬŸǂШĦƖĲċƣĲĬШĤǃШůǃШ
actions. 
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The main hall clear, myself, Istros, and the librarian horde exit the building to safety and 
ƽċƣĦőШƣőĲШĲċƚƣШƽŔŰŊќƚШċŰŰŔőŔũċƣŔŸŰЮШÑőĲǃШƽĲĲƓШċƚШƣőĲǃШƽŔƣŰĲƚƚШĦĲŰƣƨƖŔĲƚШŸŉШƣőĲŔƖШĦƨƖċƣĲĬШ
knowledge burn. I allow myself to shed a tear, but one of happiness. 
 
I coƨũĬŰќƣШƚċƻĲШŔƣШċũũЯШĤƨƣШƣőĲƖĲќƚШċШƚċƣŔƚŉċĦƣŔŸŰШťŰŸƽŔŰŊШƣőċƣШfШůċǃШőċƻĲШƓƖĲƻĲŰƣĲĬШƣőĲШũŸƚƚШ
of so many of the documents I use to push Renaissance Men and Polymaths past the 
Middle Ages. Maybe, just maybe, Leonardo can utilize the saved knowledge, instead of my 
all-too-ĦŸŰƻĲŰŔĲŰƣШƚċƣĦőĲũШŸŉШŊŸŸĬŔĲƚЯШƚŸШfШƽŸŰќƣШőċƻĲШƣŸШƻŔƚŔƣШőŔůШĲƻĲƖǃШŸƣőĲƖШƽĲĲťĲŰĬШŸŉШ
his life. That and, thanks to my copy of the Pinakes, fШƽŸŰќƣШƽċƚƣĲШĬċǃƚШŉŔŰĬŔŰŊШƣőĲШ
knowledge held within these hallowed walls. 
 
[ŔŰċũũǃЯШfќũũШŊĲƣШƚŸůĲШůƨĦő-needed rest. 

           [contents]  
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THE ASYLUM HAS MANY DOORS 

Reviews by Billy Ramone 

Reel for reel, frame by frame, the seventiesтespecially, for my money, the early seventiesт
were the most electrifying era for horror movies in cinema history.   It's easy for me to forget 
that younger fans may not be familiar with the treasures of the golden age (just as I am 
often not up on all the contemporary offerings).  With that in mind, here is a sampling of ten 
period favorites, in case you are looking for some old-school thrills this holiday season:  
 
The Wizard of Gore (1970): When the market for soft-core porn started to dry up in the 
ĲċƖũǃШΣΜƚЯШĲǂƓũŸŔƣċƣŔŸŰШŉŔũůůċťĲƖШcЮ]ЮШxĲƽŔƚШŔŰƻĲŰƣĲĬШƣőĲШƚƓũċƣƣĲƖШŊĲŰƖĲШƽŔƣőШΝΦΣΟќƚШ
groundbreaking Blood Feast.  In doing so, he tapped into a new drive-in market that was 
still flowing strong seven years later.  Gooey effects abound in this ultra-low budget thriller 
as Montag the Magnificent (Ray Sager) works his gnarly magic.
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The Abominable Dr. Phibes (1971): Vincent Price shines in the titular role in this legendary 
black comedy.  Phibes uses the plagues of Egypt as inspiration as he lays to waste the 
ƣĲċůШŸŉШĬŸĦƣŸƖƚШőĲШĤũċůĲƚШŉŸƖШőŔƚШƽŔŉĲќƚШƨŰƣŔůĲũǃШĬĲċƣőЮ  Gruesome, wicked, and 
deliciously fun from beginning to end.   Wins a Pulpy for Best Recycled Movie Song for 
ÂƖŔĦĲќƚШƖĲŰĬŔƣŔŸŰШŸŉШљÉŸůĲƽőĲƖĲШ§ƻĲƖШƣőĲШÅċŔŰĤŸƽЮњ  
 
Le Frisson des Vampires [The Shiver of the Vampires] (1971):  If you like things weirder, 
ƣőŔƚШŸŰĲќƚШŉŸƖШǃŸƨЮ  Director Jean Rollin never made a movie that wasn't strange as fuck, 
and this oneтthe third in a series of vampire movies that launched his career as a directorт
is the belle of the ball.  Visually stunning, surprisingly funny, unsettlingly surreal, and just 
plain weird.  Also, it has the best movie poster ever. 

 

 
Lust for a Vampire (1971):  7ǃШƣőĲШƚĲƻĲŰƣŔĲƚЯШcċůůĲƖШÉƣƨĬŔŸќƚШĤĲƚƣШǃĲċƖƚШƽĲƖĲШĤĲőŔŰĬШ
ƣőĲůвƽőŔĦőШĬŸĲƚŰѣƣШůĲċŰШƣőĲǃШĬŔĬŰќƣШƚƣŔũũШůċťĲ  good movies.  This Sheridan-LeFanu-
inspired vampire yarn is a case in point.  Bloodier than early Hammer offerings, and delving 
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rather boldly into themes of Lesbianism, this may be their best of the period.  Lots of 
Victorian sets and beautiful women (living, dead, and undead) make for a groovy chiller.  
 
Ecologia del Delitto [A Bay of Blood]  (1971):  Exceptional offering from Italian master 
Mario Bava.  Many say this creepy, bloody, murderer-on-a-rampage flick is the ur-slasher, 
the father of them all.  I don't know if that's true or not, but I know a good movie when I see 
one.  It has been released under a number of colorful English-language titles over the 
years, including Carnage, Blood Bath, and (my favorite) Twitch of the Death Nerve.  Worth a 
ũŸŸťШŰŸШůċƣƣĲƖШƽőċƣШƣőĲǃќƖĲШĦċũũŔŰŊШŔƣЮ  
 
Last House on the Left (1972): Forget the stupid shit Wes Craven said about this movie in 
later years.  Hell, forget the stupid movies Craven  made in later years.  This, right here, 
despite its flaws, is easily the most riveting movie he ever made.  Sit there and go numb 
while you watch good old middle class mom and dad sink until they are every bit as brutal 
and disgusting as the depraved criminals who humiliated, raped, and killed their 
daughter.  If you have a special place in your heart for movies that leave you feeling dirty, 
ċĤƨƚĲĬЯШċŰĬШƚŔĦťĲŰĲĬЯШƣőŔƚШŸŰĲќƚШŉŸƖШǃŸƨЮ   



31 

Flesh for Frankenstein  (1973): Some folks will tell you the reason for seeing Paul 
~ŸƖƖŔƚƚĲǃќƚ Flesh for Frankenstein is hunky Joe Dallesandro servicing the ladies in the 
cast.  ÑőĲǃќƖĲШƽƖŸŰŊЮ  xĲƣќƚШĤĲШőŸŰĲƚƣаШĤŔŊШ?ШŔƚШċШůĲĬŔŸĦƖĲШċĦƣŸƖШƽőŸШĬŸĲƚШőŔƚШĤĲƚƣШƽŸƖťШ
with his mouth shut and his clothes offтtitillating enough, to be sure, but he's not given 
enough to do here to enable him to carry the feature.  No worries, though.  The slack is 
admirably taken up by Udo Kier, whose jittery, megalomaniacal Baron Von Frankenstein is 
both pitifully weird and wrenchingly disturbing at the same time.   

 
Black Christmas  (1974):  ÑőĲШťŔũũĲƖќƚШŰċůĲШŔƚШ7ŔũũǃЮ  What more do you need to 
know?  Another wonderful pre-Carpenter slasher which has gained in popularity over the 
past twenty-five years after having been largely ignored the first few decades of its 
existence.  To hell with A Christmas Story:  ƣőŔƚШŔƚШ7ŸĤШ9ũċƖťќƚШƚĲċƚŸŰċũШ
masterpiece.  Delightfully claustrophobic, nasty to the bone, and worth repeated viewings. 
   
Young Frankenstein  (1974):  §ŉШĦŸƨƖƚĲШŔƣќƚШċШĦŸůĲĬǃЮ  But, damn, what a comedy!  Mel 
Brooks and a phenomenal cast deliver a masterful, spot-on parody of classic Universal 
monster pics of old.  Wilder is fabulous in the role was born to play, but watch out for Cloris 
љcĲШƻċƚШůǃШĤŸǃŉƖŔĲŰĬгњШxĲċĦőůċŰШċƚШ[ƖċƨШ7ƖƬĦőĲƖШыNeigh!) and Gene Hackman, who 
somehow manages to almost steal the entire show in his one scene.   
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The Texas Chain Saw Massacre (1974):  The best movie on this brief list.  A brilliant film 
that has been badly served by a bevy of embarrassing sequels.  ÑŸĤǃШcŸŸƓĲƖќƚШŸƖŔŊŔŰċũШŔƚШ
one of the most disturbing movies of itsтor anyтera.  fƣќƚШċШŊƖŔůЯШƨŰŉũŔŰĦőŔŰŊШũŸŸťШċƣШũŔŉĲШŉƖŸůШ
the perspective of the slaughtered that plays out in a universe that simply ĬŸĲƚŰќƣШŊŔƻĲШċШ
fuck.  Forget all the bad remakes, reboots, et. al.   Just watch this one: it's more than 
enough on its own.
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TWICE TOLD TALES: 

WHAT A MAN SOWS ð 

Norman G. Thwaites  

 

Created by Bernarr Macfadden on 1926, Ghost Stories was an early competitor with Weird 
Tales in the supernatural/weird pulp market niche.  It lasted only until 1932.   Most of the 
stories were written by staff writers and attributed to pseudonymous first-person 
narrators.   џìőċƣЮċЮ~ċŰЮÉŸƽƚщѠ appeared in the January 1927 issue of the 
magazine.  Norman G. Thwaites was a British soldier, intelligence officer, foreign 
correspondent and Editor who spent much of WWI and the years immediately thereafter in 
various service posts in New York.   For a time in the teens he was the assistant to 
American newspaper publisher Joseph Pulitzer. 
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