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Nightmare Whispers 

By Patricia Harris

 

 

The darkness within

echoing the madness without,

fighting the urge to pretend

that the anger doesn't mirror

my own pain.

 

A shadow covering
my route to escape.
Intensifying my doubt,
Makes me wonder about
what remains. 

 

Check Volume III for a continuation of this poem...
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Serena Mossgraves

To those who grieve, Sometimes those you lost are closer than you think.

 

Rose J Fairchild

For all those who have faced horrors and grown into something beautiful despite them. 

 

Michael Guzman

 to my wife, who, despite her dislike of the horror genre, is supporting me “from afar.” 

 


   

 

The madness contained 

in story and poetry within

Candlelight A Poem by Andrew McDowell

A Deadly Dagger A Story by Andrew McDowell

Universal Horror A Poem by Andrew McDowell

Heartwood A Story by BF Vega

In Your Skin A Story by Rose J Fairchild

Right Hand Ghoul A Poem by Thomas Sturgeon Jr

Hideous Whispers A Poem by Thomas Sturgeon Jr

Sober Up Young Man A Poem by Thomas Sturgeon Jr

Fight Until The End A Poem by Thomas Sturgeon Jr

The Only Emperor A Story by Paul O’Neill

Rosza A Story by Michael Guzman

The Blood Siren A Story by Serena Mossgraves

The Shadow In The Well A Story by J Benjamin Sanders Jr

The Warmbloods A Story by Jenean McBrearty

Touchstone A Story by Edward Ahern

 






 

Candlelight

By Andrew McDowell

 

 

Whereupon the hour grew late, I sat there in my weakened state,

Staring blankly at nothing, for my chamber was not so bright.

Whilst I sat there silent and still, at once I felt a sudden chill.

As though someone had whistled, from beyond my shadowy sight;

“I am not alone,” I fretted, “Some presence lurks in the dark night.” 

Thus it was in this dim light.

 

This very date was Allhallows Eve, which my memory does perceive,

Be when lost souls wander about in the witching hour of night.

I truly wish it were not so, as my thoughts summon dismal woe,

For I had shut myself away, to grieve in peace and out of sight;

Alone I mourned my beloved, deceased and deprived from my sight – 

Now she is a snuffed-out light. 

 

And ever so silent and slow, this same chill would come and go,

Depriving me of the courage required of a fabled knight.

At once I arose from my chair, running my fingers through my hair.

I could not fathom what it was that filled my heart with utter fright,

As it was beyond my dim sight, all was black and nothing was white – 

Darkness dominates this light.

 

My heart thumped until it grew sore; I could withstand this fear no more.

I searched my chamber inside and out, but nothing was in sight.

Therefore I returned to my seat, pondering an answer discreet.

“Was it all a dream?” I wondered, “Something does not seem at all right.”

Until my eye found my window, and I sensed a strange delight – 

Had I found the source of light?

 

I peered in between the blinds, yet there was nothing there to find, 

But a moonless autumn evening, as silent as could be a night;

Away from the blinds I so turned; foolishness from inside me burned,

“Why was I such a fool?” I asked, to have let my heart strung so tight,

With such unnecessary fear, the hint of which is never right. 

Pay the price for the dim light.

 

Over so much time I wondered, whilst the skies now raged and thundered,

“How could I have been so overcome by my fears of the night?”

My answer thus was my lost love, now an angel with God above.

Through the crevice the winds still came, chilling all my bones with fright. 

Yet this time it was not the same, for I welcomed it justly right.

Thus it was like a brand-new light.

 

Out of anger I shut the blinds, away from all curious minds,

And then the lone candle on my desk was brought into my sight.

Its meager flame was flickering, yet somehow was not withering.

With time the wax melted away under the heat of the dim light,

Resting quietly on my desk, on the far corner to the right…

There it stayed, this gloomy light.

 

Once again I looked back outside, the black abyss for those who died. 

Then I turned back to the candle, my substitute for sunlight.

Slowly I returned to my chair, and I seated in deep despair,

For my thoughts returned to my love, gone forever my life’s one light.

I stared thus at the candle’s flame as it flickered into the night.

On it glowed, the candlelight.

 

As I studied the flame burning, on no account my head turning,

I felt a longing for heaven’s candle to bring back daylight.

The sun would soon rise ever more, and shadows would rule me no more.

Had I found a glimmer of hope when all had seemed trapped in the night?

Would I rediscover a place from which I was cast from all sight?

Once more all could find the light. 

 

Although this was my desire, my world still remains dire.

It seemed to persist unbounded, this dismal and sinister night.

Whilst the night had become dreary, I had become rather weary.

There were no rays of the sun to dispel the shadows from my sight.

I availed myself of what I already had minus daylight.

On it glowed, the candlelight.

 

With little intrigue I had gazed at the candle’s minute blaze.

I felt perchance I could think beyond my mind’s departed delight.

So I just gazed into the glare whilst I settled there in mine chair.

I thought of man first at the dawn, when fire brought man into light.

All man accomplished ever since then, when he emerged out of the night.

All started with candlelight!

 

Yet this candle’s flame lacked power; its present state should turn sour;

It should soon blow out, this candle on my desk far to the right – 

Still, as was before it flickered, never once completely withered – 

So I took it upon myself to wonder and ponder tonight:

How can it be possible, even on such a wicked night?

That a meager flame burns bright?


Therefore I sat silent and still, in between the warmth and the chill,

Brooding over a single flame that was burning not-so bright;

Half past eleven the clock tolled, whilst I felt more bitterly cold.

“Oh, candlelight” I did implore, “I pray you be gone from my sight!

Be gone and let me be free from my beloved and from the night!”

On it glowed, the candlelight.

 

I moaned, “Instrument of mankind, from you what is there I can find?

You are so weak and yet somehow you burn on throughout the night!

The mystery you hold I seek, perchance I might not be so weak!”

Hope I no longer wanted now, for instead I longed for the night,

For death to come and claim me so, now I could end my dire fright!

On it glowed, the candlelight.

 

By this time I was on my knees, my arms crossed so I would not freeze.

At that moment the clock signaled the witching hour of night.

“It is now midnight!” I declared. To that cursed candlelight I glared.

“Tormenting flame!” cried I aloud, “I told you be gone from my sight!

Yet here you stay, like my lost love. Will my sick heart remain so tight?”

On it glowed, the candlelight.

 

Suddenly the clock struck thirteen, so a spirit might soon be seen!

Could it have been my princess, arrive for her beloved knight?

I remembered thus how we dreamed, when the sun had once brightly gleamed.

“Are you there my love?” I called out, “If so then come out of the night!”

“Answer me escort me thither, so we both may leave from life’s light!”

On it glowed, the candlelight.

 

All this time my heart was churning, whilst mine own flame was still burning,

Resting silent on the corner of my desk far to the right;

My throat was too sick to bellow, and that flame had remained yellow.

Quietly I fell to the floor; suddenly my heart sensed not tight!

My pour spirit which had wandered lost and lonesome throughout the night,

Was snuffed out—like candlelight!






 

 

A Deadly Dagger

By Andrew McDowell

 

It all began on a crisp spring Saturday morning as I lay in bed. I hadn’t slept well, though not from anxiety over the upcoming day. For some reason I couldn’t fathom, my heart felt rather heavy, and in the grip of a pain I couldn’t grasp. I remembered hearing my breaths, which sounded heavier than they really were. At the time, though, I’d dismissed them as fatigue from being groggy and not fully awake. After stretching my arms and facing the window with the morning sun, though I still felt pain in my heart, I gave it no further thought. Slowly I made my way down the stairs and through the hall, walking in a way that was almost a clumsy waddle. As I entered the kitchen, I ran my hands over my eyes and through my hair, making it even messier than before.

“Morning, darling,” said a kind voice. It was my girlfriend. We’d been living together for quite some time now. She was kind to me. I loved her more than anything. We’d had our little quarrels now and then, but never any serious fights. Things were going good for us.

“How’d you sleep?” she asked.

I was not in the best mood, so I said nothing. I just groaned. My appearance should’ve been enough for her to see how upset I was. Meanwhile, she hummed away. She was cutting a banana to put in her cereal. She liked to do that from time to time.

I decided to wait until she was done in the kitchen before I prepared my breakfast. I’d just started walking away, with my back facing her, when…

“Ouch!” she shrieked.

I wheeled and saw her holding her hand. There was blood, a lot of it. I raced toward her right away, fully awake now. “Oh my goodness, what happened?”

“Cut myself!” she said, gritting her teeth.

I heaved and panted. “Hang on, hang on; let me get you a napkin!”

I ran toward the kitchen table and grabbed a whole bunch of napkins, dropping some on the floor. She was going to need more than one, or better safe than sorry, that’s what I always say.

She pressed them on her finger, moaning even more.

“How big of a bandage do you need?”

“Just grab the whole freaking box!” she cried, narrowing her eyes.

“I got it, I got it!”

With more blood and stained napkins, she wrapped the bandage around the top of her finger, cringing. “Jeez, that sings!

“Here, let me help clean everything up,” I said. I immediately grabbed the knife and took it over to the sink. But then I paused in the light, which was shining down upon the blade, stained with blood. I wasn’t just staring at the knife, but my hand wrapped around it, with the other end of the knife protruding from my grip just above the thumb. I realized for the first time just how tightly I was holding it. I froze. There was a sense of power in me that I’d never felt before—overwhelming me completely. I felt it from looking at the knife.

“Hey!” she shouted. “I thought you said you were going to help! What are you doing?”

I dropped the knife immediately, making it clang. “Sorry! Sorry!”

I immediately turned around and walked back over, collecting the bloody towels. She was bandaged now, and breathing hard. I could hear her exhaling, slowly and steadily. She was still trembling, not frantically but in a way that seemed controlled.

I don’t even remember her sitting down to finish her breakfast. Everything was in a bit of a haze after that. Later that day, though, I distinctly remember myself recalling that moment when I’d held the knife, and how the knife somehow changed something in me, giving me a sense of power and strength. I’d simply held the knife, and that was enough to fill me with that power.

Had I felt this before? I raced through my mind, dredging up old memories, trying to find a clue. I couldn’t remember, really. There were some memories from childhood where I was apprehensive to using a knife at dinner, because of the cutting power. Yet somehow, after another bout of haziness, I was using them at lunch and dinner; it was all completely normal. Perhaps that was because those were dinner knives, not butcher knives that were used to cut meat, fruit, vegetables, and the like.

At that moment, I went to the kitchen and pulled out a dinner knife with the tips of my fingers. There was no way this could be powerful. After all, with the way I was holding it there wasn’t a firm grip. There was no power. But then, in a split second, my fingers moved. They moved the handle into my palm, and I gripped it tightly. It was the same. Though it wasn’t directly in the sunlight, the grip was the same, with the blade facing down as I held it even tighter. It was back. That power was back. I froze.

That’s when I wondered why. Why am I thinking like this? The tip’s rounded, blunt; it isn’t even sharp. But there was no denying it. I immediately tossed the knife back into the drawer and closed it, hearing a small clang. It was like a living nightmare, as if something was possessing my brain. I shut my eyes tightly.

“Honey, are you all right?”

I looked up at once and saw her standing there. “Hmm? Oh, I’m fine. Thank you. How’re you feeling now?”

“Much better; there’s still a bit of a sting, but I’ll live.”

I remember thinking how absurd that sounded. Did she actually think she was going to die from that little cut? No way, a knife could do so much more.

Wait, I thought. It could. The power I held in my hand was the power over life itself. The power to take life away.

I quickly shook my head. I told myself this was ridiculous. And that was that, for the time being.

I had soup for lunch, so I didn’t think at all about knives. The day was going on just fine. But then in the afternoon, as we were sitting around, I felt a desire in my stomach for a little snack. So I got up and went to the kitchen. She stayed in her seat reading. Looking in the refrigerator, I found some apples in there. I began eating one in there, and eventually I finished it, but when I went to the sink to wash my hands, there it was.

The knife was still sitting there, partially rinsed, but some bloodstains were still there, all dried up and dark. As I washed my hands, a small part of me wished my girlfriend would be the one to put it in the dishwasher. But no, it was going to have to be me. What reason could I give to make her do it?

I just stood there for a moment, staring at the blade as it gleamed in the dim sunlight from the window. Then, slowly, my hand reached down. My fingertips touched the end of the handle. They grasped it, gently, but I knew I had to keep my hands away from it. I managed to keep it in the one hand, and once it was in its little slot, I closed the dishwasher. I stood partially arched, and inhaled and exhaled deeply. I’d conquered it. I had conquered the temptation. Or maybe it never was a temptation. I was just going crazy with myself. I shook my head slightly.

As went back and I sat down, I asked, “How’s the reading going?”

“Good,” she replied. “I’m at the famous dagger speech.”

My eyes bulged. Slowly I turned my head. “The what?”

“Shakespeare’s Macbeth; don’t you remember?”

“The Scottish play? The one where the witches coerce him to kill the king?”

“Yes, and no. They just tell him he’ll be king. Lady Macbeth coerces him into becoming king, feeding his ambitions. I’m at the scene where Macbeth has a vision of a dagger, right before he kills King Duncan.”

“Oh,” I said, looking away. I wondered—what was it about knives that was filling me with these thoughts? It wasn’t like there were witches. I shook my head and blinked. I told myself not to go near the knives again, not for a while. I wasn’t going to let myself go crazy holding knives. It was just stupid to think like that. I’m not a murderer. Sure I hated bullies as a child and wanted to fight back, but I’d learned my lesson—fighting always got me into trouble. Besides
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