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Foreword
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This is a book of horrors. This is also a
holiday book. We tend to be horrified by horrors. We try to have
fun on holidays. So, this is a book having fun with a holiday of
horror. Happy Halloween!

Okay, it's All Hallows Eve. The
trick-or-treating is done. You've collected mountains of candy.
You've consumed enough to get a sugar headache. Now it's time for
the monster show marathon on TV! (Swing with it, youngsters. This
is something we used to do.)

This is that marathon. The television is
warming up and the proper channel is tuned. While you supply even
more candy and a bottle of Maalox, the independent artists of
Mid-World Arts present to you a Harvest of Horror, a winning
line-up of sixteen short "shows" and one "movie of the week"
interspersed with catchy and creepy "words from our sponsors." It's
a callback to The Twilight Zone, The Outer Limits,
Night Gallery, Black Mirror, and classic scary movies
like The Thing from Another World and The Crawling
Eye.

You get the tongue-in-cheek treatment of
Shaun of the Dead from the laugh-a-minute ridiculousness of
My Name is Vickie and the Hammer Films homages of The
Demoniacal Machinations of Dr. Daedalus Slovak and The
Diabolical Plot of Count Dracula (you supply Vincent Price and
Christopher Lee). You get the Creepshow vibes of
Cautionary Tale and The Power of the Pen. You get the
inward-looking eye of Blood on the Scarecrow and Broken
In, and the large-than-life War of the Worlds vibes of
Scale and B-29.

There's something in here for everyone who
loves horror, loves to laugh at horror, and loves to think about
the darker aspects of what it is to be human. Or inhuman; we don't
judge.

Poetry, microfiction, short stories, and a
novella. It's all here for you. So put on your mask, rock that
sheet that covers your ghostly body, and hold out your plastic
pumpkin bag. Because Mid-World has a treat for you, and maybe a
trick or two, also.

Boo!

So…

Don't touch that dial! (so to speak)

Our program begins … NOW!







Part One:

Last Girl Standing


My Name is Vickie

 Stephan Michael Loy

Back to Contents

(A salute to Dark Shadows, the
greatest gothic soap opera to ever come out of broadcast TV, mainly
because it was the only gothic soap opera to ever come out
of broadcast TV)

 


My name is Vickie, y'all, and I'm a gov'ness.
A gov'ness, you get it? You know, one of them edumacation
specializers you hear about all the time. I teach a creepy little
kid how to do his readin', writin', and conspiracy thinkin', stuff
like that. And it's hard, and I ain't lyin'. I mean, y'all know
about all them teachers in the public school whinin' up and down
about they students don't pay no attention, they don't do they
work, they hopped up on drugs, or they parents hopped up on
drugs and all that kinda thing? Well, they don't have no idea how
good they got it! I mean, they students might be addicts and
criminals and such-like, but them kids go home eventually and leave
you alone to guzzle hard liquor. And ain't none of them kids crazy!
Or not that many of 'em, anyway.

My student, Creepy Little Kid (I can't never
remember his name) is the poster kid for crazy. That boy tried to
murder his own daddy once! That boy tried to murder me!
Okay, sure, his daddy done deserved it, privileged, snooty,
trust-fund fat cat and all. But still, chill out, Creepy Little
Kid! And me? He locked me up in a deserted old basement nobody'd
been to for years and give me nothin' but a can of cod and a can of
beans, both with a Use By date of November, 1959! Said he hoped I
starved to death, little monster. Why, I'd still be there, all
rotted and corpsified, if it weren't for the ghost what jailbreaked
me. Yeah, the ghost. Don't y'all fret, I'll get to that!

On top of his impulsive murderin' vocation …
avocation? … hobby, Creepy Little Kid sees dead people, dead
people every which where. That little monster sees you in his
crystal ball and you better run for it, I ain't foolin'. 'Cause he
don't see nothin' in that cheap hunk of glass but death and
destruction, Lord help me. He saw the little girl ghost what
jailbreaked me get hexed by a witch and killed! I mean, he saw her
get hexed and killed before she come and jailbreaked me from that
basement, 'cause she couldn't jailbreak me less'n she was already
hexed and killed and a ghost, you see. I ain't never been so happy
some random little sweetheart got on the bad side of a witch, Lord
be my witness. God rest her soul! Or whatever. What she and God got
goin' ain't none of my business.

What, you don't got no witches? Well, I'm
guessing you not from New England then, is you? New England's big
on witches. Ghosts, too!

Anyhow, Creepy Little Kid saw that sweet
little girl get hexed and killed in his little toy crystal ball.
And he saw that cutie's killer skulkin' all about, and he saw the
Scary Old Ghost Ladies kill that killer dead, and he saw that
little girl turn into Creepy Little Ghost Girl and start showin' up
to hand out old dolls and flutes and toy soldiers to everybody she
took a likin' to. You wonderin' where all them ghosts come from?
You definitely from outta town! Ghosts stacked up like
firewood around here. Ghosts coolin' their frozey dead heels in the
ghost unemployment line, we got so many ghosts. And not just
ghosts!

Creepy Little Kid saw this other girl get
snatched from her house by wolves or some such and everybody's been
searchin' for her and nobody can find her. But Creepy Little Kid,
sneakin' around all day and with his nose up against that crystal
ball, he knows where that girl is, I know he does, but he ain't
tellin' a soul!

Can you believe that boy? He ain't but ten
years old. When I was ten years old, I went out in the front yard
and got into nothin' worser than smackin' at rocks with a stick.
But then, I weren't born in Maine. Maybe that explains things.

Anyhow, everybody's up in arms, scared about
that missing girl— Wait. I told y'all she's, like, twenty-three or
somethin'? No? Well, there you go. Anyhow, everybody's all up in
arms and somebody, I don't know which dummy, decided the only way
we gonna find that girl is to call her up on a séance. Them things
where you get you some candles and a bunch of people plunked down
in a circle and you conjure you up some spooks! Yep, these here
people are rich, billionaire cod farmers or something who had the
sense to take on a high-end edumacation specializer like me and
that's the best they come up with. A séance!

I mean, don't get me wrong. They rounded up
all the menfolk and tromped through the woods yellin' "Maggie!
Maggie!" (That's the missin' girl's name, Maggie.) Creepy Little
Kid told me they stomped around yellin' and got within a couple
inches of her at least three times and never noticed nothin'
because they blind, or dumb, or too busy talkin' about they
feelin's or whatever. He saw all this in his creepy little crystal
ball.

Anyways, that missing lady, she still out
there. Until Creepy Little Ghost Girl got fed up handin' out dolls
and told somebody they needed to get themselves a séance. Now,
y'know, these folks ain't the type to listen to no creepy kids
about nothin', but they listened to her on account she has a habit
of vanishin' — pop! — right before they eyes.

So that's where we at now. Roger (Creepy
Little Kid's dad, who barely survived his kid's murder hobby) is
fuddy-duddyin' around in the drawin' room yellin' for a table and
candles and chairs and stuff. Betty (Roger's sister and the brains
of the family) is ignorin' Roger and tellin' the housekeeper what
chairs would go best with what table and what scent she wants for
the candles. Carolyn (Betty's daughter from an abusive husband that
Betty murdered with a fireplace poker and buried in the basement)
is over by the sideboard knockin' back the sherry, as you might
expect. And there's Barney, the cousin from England that nobody
knows nothin' about but who's the spittin' image of another Barney
from two hundred years back who got his coffin all chained closed
forever and dumped in a hidden vault in the back of a mausoleum
(that's a little graveyard house for dead people). Seriously, this
Barney from England is a photocopy of that Barney from way back.
The oil-painted portrait's right out there in the foy-yay and the
two lookin' like the same dude, with the same haircut, even wearin'
the same jewelry and stuff. It's a mindblower, y'all!

And to tell y'all the honest truth (sister
ain't gonna lie now), Barney could of picked a better Barney to
look like. I mean, the dude would scare the wet off water. Looks
like a vampire, y'all!

But I digress. Uhh… Where was I? Oh, yeah!
I'm right here in the drawin' room with the others, that is,
everybody in the big house except Creepy Little Kid. He got sent
off upstairs because the séance was way past his bedtime. Who knows
what he doin' up there. Maybe him and Creepy Little Ghost Girl got
busy pullin' the wings off bats.

Me, I'm tired of tryin' to explain to these
people that you don't call no live people on a séance, no sir.
Séances, they for dead people. But don't nobody listen to me. I
mean, I'm just the edumacation specializer; I don't know nothin',
right?

So me, Roger, Betty, Carolyn (after a couple
more swigs of the sherry), and Barney sit down around the table
with the candlestick in the middle and the candle in it burnin'
bright. Roger says we gotta put our hands on the table and touch
fingers. I don't know if I wanna touch them people. They
weird! Betty got a body in the basement and Carolyn and Roger, they
so on the sauce, her with the sherry and him with the
brandy, and Barney kinda looks hungry. But Roger says we gotta do
it or Maggie gonna just stay vanished until Creepy Little Ghost
Girl gets fed up and brings her home herself, which I'm fine with,
but, like cats, you can't get creepy ghost kids to do nothin' on a
schedule.

So, we put our hands on the table and touch
fingers and Roger starts goin' on like he knows what he's doin',
but he don't. "Maggie!" he's sayin'. "Hey, Maggie! Where you at?"
Okay, he ain't sayin' it exactly that way, not in them words. Bein'
a billionaire stuck-up cod farmer and all, he calls out like he
owns the world and them ghosts better listen up 'fore he looks down
his nose at 'em, that kinda thing. And I guess the ghosts respect
them billionaire stuck-up cod farmers, 'cause the drawin' room
doors fly open, the windows, too, the thunder gets to thunderin'
and the lightnin' gets to lightin', and the candle goes out, and
there's this loud, high-pitched scream—

Oh, wait a sec. That high-pitched scream was
me. But don't nobody notice 'cause they up on they feet starin'
toward the drawin' room doorway, mouths hangin' open, clutchin' at
they pearls, and holdin' a breath they don't even know they
holdin', all like that.

'Cause there's a shadowy figure in the
doorway.

"Who the heck is y'all?" I yell.

"Yes! I demand you identify yourself at
once!" Roger says. See what I mean about him?

And Betty just gasps and says "Oh, my" and
Carolyn dives for the sherry.

Barney, he lookin' at the fireplace on the
other side of the room, for some reason. Maybe he saw a bug over
there.

"I warn you, identify yourself!" Roger yells
again, maybe not realizin' that 'identify yo'self' ain't no kinda
warnin'.

I'm more practical, bein' a level-headed
edumacation specializer and all. After my screamin' sputters out, I
grab at the candle and light it with my Bic lighter and hold it out
toward that figure in the doorway.

And it's Maggie! Which is embarrassin'. Right
after I done gone on and on about you can't call no live people on
a séance.

Which prob'ly means…

Forget that stuff. Think positive! So she
standin' there big as day, which ain't very big for her. Maggie's
one of them chicks can chomp down a burger for breakfast, lunch,
and dinner with chocolate truffle snacks between and never gain an
ounce in the wrong places. She's the kinda chick you wish
would get kidnapped by crazed killers, just to prove that life is
fair. Or is that just me? Anyhow, it's Maggie, lookin' good in a
gauzy nightgown with too much cleavage and too much froufrou arm
puff stuff and ruffles. But she actin' strange, I ain't foolin'.
Standin' there wavin' around her arms in slow mo, openin' her mouth
but not sayin' nothin', her eyes all sorrowful and scared. Like she
a super-fan of the Velvet Underground or some hippie stuff like
that. But she ain't normal even for a hopped-up hippie, y'all! She
all lighty and fuzzy. I bet if Betty walked right up and shoved her
in the chest, Betty's hand would go right through that girl like
she was made of shower steam.

To find out, I instigate Betty to go do the
shovin'.

But Betty's too wound up to hear me.
"Maggie!" she finally gets out. "What has become of you?"

"She a ghost!" I say, because I'm
sensible.

"She can't be a ghost," Betty says. "She'd be
dead if she were a ghost."

"Well, duh, who the heck you think you
call with a séance?" I told 'em for, like, the sixth time.
And I wanna whack some sense into her with that candlestick.

"This is ridiculous!" And Roger puffs out his
chest and looks constipated, like that makes ridiculous come
true.

"This … cannot be." Betty leans back against
the table like she gonna faint.

"I need a drink," Carolyn says while she
pourin' a drink.

Barney stands all stiff and stares at the
fireplace on the other side of the room from Maggie. Strange. Don't
most dudes ogle girls in nightgowns?

Maggie just opens and closes her mouth like
the world's cutest fish and waves her arms around like she the
highest fan at a Sly Stone concert.

"She's attempting to tell us something!"
Roger mansplains.

"Speak, Maggie, speak," Betty says.

"Sweet Baby Jesus, she ain't no dog!" I hold
up that candlestick like I'm the Statue of Liberty. "What you
tryin' to tell us, Maggie? You tryin' to speak, but we ain't
hearin' you. Maybe act it out, like Pictionary!"

Ol' Maggie's eyes get wide and she twists her
face up like a lemon and looks all around.

"What, you ain't got no whiteboard? Okay,
Charades then. Don't be all literal-like."

"By Jove, she's doing it!" Roger says when
Maggie points at him and holds up one finger. "First syllable…"

"Pompous?" Betty suggests.

I just gotta roll my eyes, like twice. "That
there's two syllables, genius. How 'bout … prick?"

"I take great offense!" Roger says.

"Naw, that ain't it. Jerk? Twit? Prig? I gots
lots of words. I'm a edumacation specializer!"

Maggie rolls her eyes, can you believe
that? I wanna go up there and smack her ghost-self right across the
face, roll her eyes at me! Then she changes tactics. She holds up
two fingers — second syllable — holds both her index fingers
together above her head and fans her hands out like wings until her
fingers meet pointin' straight down, almost between her knees. A
big circle, I guess.

"Donut?" Betty says.

Well, it ain't no donut, not the way ol' mime
Maggie yells with no sound and jumps up and down like a spoiled
rich girl. Except, I gotta be truthful, Maggie ain't rich. She runs
the counter at the town's crappy dive of an inn, shovelin' out
coffee worser than at the Speedway gas station at the stop light
downtown. Leastways, that's what she does when she ain't too busy
gettin' snatched by wolves. You got it, she ain't no different from
anybody else her age, always with the eye rollin', the bad work
ethic, and gettin' snatched by wolves…

And right there it occurs to me, because I'm
smart like that. "Maggie! You got your phone?"

"Her phone?!" Roger says like he
smells somethin' bad. "What insanity is this?! Why would she have a
phone?!"

"Because, Roger, you dummy, she's
twenty-three!"

"But the monster who kidnapped her would have
taken any such thing away the moment he brought her into his evil
grip!"

There's probably a good comeback to that, but
just then there's a loud crash as some dope trips and knocks over a
mic stand that bangs down at the edge of the set. Then he shuffles
in, grabs the mic stand, and shuffles back out of the scene while
everybody pretends he never showed up in the first place. That
sorta thing makes you lose your train of thought.

Speakin' of which, what—? Oh! "Most folks
would grab ol' Maggie's phone, sure, but Maggie weren't grabbed by
most folks. She was grabbed by wolves or some-such and wolves don't
know from phones!"

Roger and Betty look at me like I said rich
folk ain't better'n others. Even Carolyn lays off pourin' the
sherry to stare like I'm crazy. Barney yelps like a long-tailed dog
got the wrong end of a rockin' chair and jumps around to look at
me.

The only one with a reasonable reaction is
Maggie. She stops throwin' a tizzy fit, looks kinda embarrassed,
and reaches into the pocket of her flimsy nightgown and pulls out
her phone.

It's too amazin' to believe! Where'd she get
a nightgown with pockets for a phone? Durned Gen-Zers!

"Halleluiah, Maggie!" I yell. "Now, go on and
call us!" But we in rural Maine, so maybe she can't get a
signal.

She punches her screen and all of a sudden we
hear a boobly sound from somewhere in the house.

"Roger, that's your phone," Betty says.

"By Jove, it is!"

"Well, answer it, then."

"I would, if I had the slightest notion where
the cursed thing is!"

"Roger…"

"Come now, Betty, do you expect me to have
the thing on me every waking moment?! I'm not a silly child!"

I put the candlestick back on the table 'fore
I have to use it. "Maggie, don't call him! He's a
boomer!"

More eye rollin', but for once it ain't aimed
at me. Maggie pokes her screen again and we get an earful of Nicki
Minaj loud as a tsunami siren comin' right from Carolyn's left
boob. With the rest of us starin', Carolyn puts down the sherry
decanter, puts down her crystal glass, pulls out her phone from her
jacket, and looks at the screen like the depressed sociopath she
is.

I can't stand it after, like, two seconds.
"Answer your phone, girl!"

Carolyn huffs. "Can't she just text me? I
hate talking on the phone."

Maybe bein' the cousin from England kept the
stupid away from Barney, 'cause he's snuck his way across the room
to the open window, like he wants to jump and escape all these
crazy folks.

Before I can go off on Carolyn, my own phone
lets loose a vibratin' hum, like it should for a sensible person,
and I whip it out and put it on speaker. "Yeah, you got Vickie,
go!"

"Oh, Vickie, hi, it's Maggie!"

"I know. It's right there on my screen." And
across the room in the doorway, too.

"I've had an adventure!"

"No lie, little girl! Your adventure got
everybody up in arms. You got snatched by wolves, y'know!"

"No, not wolves. The wolves just kind of came
along for the ride. I got kidnapped by a powerful being of the
supernatural!"

"What, like Jesus?"

"No, not Jesus! A bloodthirsty apparition of
the undead!"

"Nick Cage?"

"No! Roger, Betty, and Carolyn's cousin
Barney!"

You can imagine my shock. I jump around,
gawkin' at Barney by the window.

Roger raises an eyebrow. "What is the meaning
of this?!"

Betty faints, fallin' neatly into a wingback
chair she aims for.

Carolyn forgets all about the sherry and
starts textin' like a madwoman. "I have got to put this on
TwitX!"

Barney crouches, spits like a cat, growls
like a dog, shows snag-gly fangs and some smokey eye, then turns
into a six-foot bat and flies out the window.

Now, that boy knows how to make an
exit!

"I knew it!" I yell. "I knew he
was a vampire! Cousin from England my Aunt Petunia!"

"I shall notify the authorities!" Roger goes
to a table against the wall, realizes they took out the landlines
years ago, and just looks confused. "Where in the name of heaven is
my cellular phone?!"

"Have Carolyn call 'em," I say.

Carolyn sneers at that idea. "Oh, all right.
But can I text them instead?"

"Someone help me," Maggie says. "I'm locked
in a dismal cell with spider webs and dirt."

So I stop gawkin' at Carolyn's epic talent
for not givin' a crap and say toward my phone, "Sure thing, Maggie.
Where you at?"

"I'm at … the Old House."

The Old House! Now her Pictionary clues make
sense. Because Roger is old (he's pompous, too, and a jerk, twit,
and prig, but also old) and she was tryin' to point out the whole
house with her second syllable, not a donut. The Old House is that
dump Barney lives in, with no electricity, no runnin' water, no
heat but fireplaces, and no Wi-Fi. "Can you narrow that down some?"
I ask Maggie. "'Cause the Old House is a big ol' barn, probably
with two zip codes."

"I don't know." Lord, that girl sounds like
she had a smoke break with The Big Lebowski. "First, he put me in a
room with a nice four-poster bed and a fireplace, then he changed
his mind and tossed me in this dungeon with the spider webs."

"Where is the dungeon with the spider
webs, girl?"

"It simply doesn't matter!" Roger huffs and
puffs, bein' the man and all. "I shall gather the filthy, ill-bred
townsfolk and go to the Old House and tear it down brick by brick
until we find the young lady and rescue her!"

And out he rushes, with Betty followin' after
conveniently comin' out of her faint. Carolyn's textin' somebody,
either the law or her 30,000 followers (Carolyn's a hot blonde
chick so 30,000 followers is a given). She also means business
'cause she's textin' one-handed and got the sherry decanter in the
other. I ain't gettin' no cooperation outta her with all her
remainin' brain cells focused on social media, her thumb, and
swillin' straight from the bottle.

But it ain't her help I need. I ain't
no dummy. I know who really gots the goods on every single body in
the county, livin', not, or in-between. "Hold on, Maggie, we
comin'," I say and it's outta that drawin' room, straight through
Maggie the steam girl, across the foy-yay, and up the stairs to the
second floor.

"What do I do?" Maggie asks in that
funny-cigarette voice of hers.

"Just moan and wring your hands, girl. The
cavalry's on the way!"

"What's a cavalry?"

But I hang up. I don't wanna waste effort
explainin' something older than twenty years. I run down the hall
to Creepy Little Kid's room and throw open the door and almost
forget what I done come up there for.

'Cause Creepy Little Kid's standin' in the
middle of his room in a compromisin' situation. I mean, it's
totally unnatural. He's wearin' dress slacks, shiny dress shoes, a
button-down shirt and a tie, and a blue blazer with a crest or
somethin' embroidered over the kerchief pocket. I mean, what kid
dresses like that who ain't been 'rassled into them duds? Oh, and
he's holdin' that crystal ball right up to his face.

I shake off my shock. "Hey, you!"

"My name is David."

"Oh? Really? Okay. Hey, you!"

"I know why you're here. The prince of the
undead has revealed himself and has flown from the house."

"He goin' after Maggie but we don't know
where she is."

"I know. All has been revealed to me, thanks
to my ghost girl. Just as she revealed all to you by manipulating
your séance."

"Izzat so? So that's how we saw a live person
on a séance? So me suspectin' Maggie got herself dead ain't
right?"

"You were premature in your assessment."

"Uh-huh. Well, you so smart, you gonna help
her now?"

"She has served her purpose. She— I—" He
loses a bit of his creepiness when he looks away from that glass
ball for a sec to read his line on the big, cardboard cheat sheet
off-set. "I've no reason to keep her location secret any longer.
Her absence has brought about the revel— revolv—"

"Revelation," I hiss. Just tryin' to
help.

"—revelation of the evil one. Her dire trails
no longer mater, er, matter."

It was supposed to be "trials," but what the
heck. "So you helpin', or not?"

"To the Old House!" And off he goes, his face
right up against that crystal ball like it's his personal
windshield. I mean, how he even plans to get to the Old House
without walkin' straight into trees, I got no idea. His view
through that ball gotta be way distorted and upside-down.

Anyhow, I follow him, but before we leave the
house I make him put on his goloshes so's he don't mess up them
shoes. I also stop in the kitchen for extra-special vampire
fightin' stuff. But eventually we get out in the thunderin' and
lightnin' and the no-rainin' and make our way through the woods and
onto the porch of the Old House.

The door's locked. "Get back, kid. I'm
breakin' it down!" And I hike my foot up to kick that sucker.

"No you aren't," Creepy Little Kid says.

"But we gotta get in there to rescue Maggie
and the place is all locked up!"

"We can crawl in through the window right by
the door. Nobody ever locks that."

And sho-nuff, that window's as unlocked as a
24-hour Kwiky Mart. We climb through, Creepy Little Kid lookin'
through his glass ball, holdin' it two-handed in front of his face
the whole time, but still goin' through that window like a monkey.
He don't even dirty his pants!

"Okay, kid. Where's Maggie?"

"Through that door at the back of the parlor,
down the stairs to the basement, hang a left, a right, another
right, then third door on the left."

Which strikes me as awful specific. I wonder
if he's makin' it up, so I peek off to his cheat cards that the
prop intern's holdin' up and, yep, it's just like he said. 'Course,
the cards could be deceivin'. I'm tryin' to remember, but we didn't
get the script until, like, two hours before the shoot, so it's all
a little fuzzy.

We go on the way he said. Unfortunately,
after goin' through the door at the back of the parlor, down the
stairs to the basement, hangin' a left, a right, another right,
then two doors down on the left, that's when we meet the
vampire.

Barney's standin' there, blockin' our way,
dressed in his usual Brooks Brothers suit from 1966, his wolf's
head cane in his hand and his Sherlock Holmes coat-lookin' thing
over his shoulders. He's cookin' us with his smokey-eye stare with
his face long as a horse's.

"Vickie," he says, "Daniel."

"David," Creepy Little Kid says.

"David. How unfortunate for both of you to
have found your way down here. Now I shall be forced … to destroy
you."

"Nuh-uh," and I whip my hand behind my back,
pull out the jar of garlic packed in olive oil that I stole from
the kitchen, and throw it hard as I can at him.

It hits him square in the forehead, bounces
off, and splatters all over the floor. I'm ashamed to say, I forgot
to unscrew the lid. Vampires hate garlic, not glass jars.

Barney's staggerin' from that hit in the
head, but only for a sec. Then he's hissin', crouchin', growlin',
and really workin' that smokey eye. Lordy, he gonna kill us!

But then we hear London Bridges Fallin'
Down playin' on one of them flutey things kids play in grade
school and poof! Creepy Little Ghost Girl's standin' there between
us and Barney.

The effect on Barney is pretty wild. He loses
all that monster-poser stuff, stops gettin' ready to jump us, and
takes a knee. "Sarah," he says, cuppin' his hands at his heart.
"Sarah, my dear sister. Gentle, gentle Sarah, the light of my life,
whom I've missed, not unloved, for three lifetimes. You've appeared
to me, Sarah! I had come to believe myself unworthy. I had
concluded to my everlasting shame that you hated me for the vile
creature I have become."

Creepy Little Ghost Girl points at him.
"You're mean. You hurt people. I hate you."

Dang, girl! She don't mess around.

"Oh, Sarah, have mercy upon me, for I love
you. I've always loved you."

"You hurt people. You kill 'em."

"But I don't love them…"

"You better stop hurting and killing people
or I'm going away. Yes, Barney, I'll go away and never come
back."

"No!"

"You bet I will. I'll never come back and
you'll never, ever see me again unless you stop hurting people and
be nice instead."

"I will, Sarah, I will!"

"You promise?"

"Yes, right after I destroy these
people."

"No. You have to be good right
now."

"But Sarah, I'm a vile shadow of the
netherworld. A benighted animal of the supernatural. I simply can't
be good."

"Yes, you can. You were always good before
you became a vile shadow of the netherworld. You were gentle and
kind."

"Oh, what has brought me so low?"

"Bad habits. Now you tell Vickie and David
you're sorry and let Maggie out of that room over there."

Barney looks all sheepish. He also looks like
he really, really wants to murderize us, but he don't.

"And be quick about it," Creepy Little Ghost
Girl says.

And, you know what? He does. A little
grumbly, he slogs over to the third door on the left and unlocks it
with a cartoony-huge skeleton key. Out sashays Maggie in her
borderline indecent nightgown and I might've covered Creepy Little
Kid's eyes but they all up against that crystal ball.

"Oh, thank goodness! I was getting low on
battery," Maggie says, just as swoony and high as ever. I mean,
who's that girl's squeeze? Is it Cheech or is it Chong?

"Say you're sorry," Creepy Little Ghost Girl
orders Barney.

"Sorry…" Barney mumbles.

"Like you mean it," Creepy Little Ghost Girl
insists.

Never give Barney an openin' for a speech.
"Yes, I am sorry. Sorry for all the hurt and sorrow I have
inflicted upon the world. Sorry for my loathsome existence, no
fault of mine but the result of an insidious curse by a
practitioner of the black—"

"That'll do," Creepy Little Ghost girl says
and reaches out a hand to Barney. "Take my hand. The sheriff's
coming and all the townsfolk. We have to leave, and leave now."

"But where shall we go?" Barney takes her
hand. It's kinda cute. "What hiding place protects us from the
travails of vindictive fortune? What clime allows a ghost and a
creature of darkness to go un-noticed amid the daily course of
events?"

"Detroit. We'll ghost-slide and be there in
no time. UPS can ship your coffin."

And Creepy Little Ghost Girl is outta there
and Barney along with her. And me and Creepy Little Kid are alone
in the house. Okay, so Maggie's there, starin' at stuff nobody else
can see and pluckin' imaginary butterflies out of the air or some
such weird crap. I mean, she there, sure, but she really ain't, if
you get my drift.

"Well!" I say. "That's the end of that
plotline. What we gonna do next?"

Now, Creepy Little Kid ain't took that
crystal ball from his face since I found him up in his room. His
nose is all smashed into it. This is not an unusual turn of events.
"We must repair to the study at home," he says, and heads for the
stairs to get outta that house. "We've much work to do. History,
science, and craftwork to study."

I follow close on his tail, mainly to catch
him if he trips over his feet or if he walks into a wall. "Well, if
that don't beat all! I ain't never heard you volunteer for book
learnin'. Whatchoo wanna learn, little dude?"

He turns and points that crystal ball right
at me. "Do you know how to make silver bullets?"


From the

What the Heck Did I Just
Read?!

Department


Way back in the olden days, back in the days
before the Internet, before smartphones, before smart anything,
back when televisions were the center of the universe and they were
just discovering color and you were hot business if your town had
four stations to watch (but not all day because they signed off
into electronic snow between midnight and five in the morning, then
again between nine and just before lunch, back in those barbaric
times…

There were soap operas.

For those who don't know, these soap operas
were cheap-to-produce immorality plays filled with angsty
characters bent always on traumatic experiences, sex, revenge, sex,
and small-minded opportunism, especially if it involved sex.
Basically Survivor or Big Brother, but with scripts.
Soap operas commanded the mid-day programming of every single
television network. They were the alpha and omega of daytime
entertainment. Housewives, college students, shift workers, and
unemployed losers were addicted to their favorite soaps, their
stories, as those overwrought continuing tales of betrayal,
manipulation, and adulterous shenanigans were called.

Into this world, Dark Shadows strode
as a giant, one-eyed ogre among miscreants. See, all the other
soaps were about — ahem — normal people in normal lives. Dark
Shadows was about abnormal people living weird lives. Ghosts,
demons, vampires, witches, Frankenstein monsters, werewolves, time
travelers, these were the fodder for the show's bizarre stories of
the rich, powerful, and amazingly unflappable denizens of rural
Maine.

Unflappable because they could see, hear, and
speak to a ghost one week and not believe in ghosts the week after.
They also managed never to notice the regular intrusions of sound
men and prop people into the little square territory of the camera
eye.

A lot of interns must have worked on the
Dark Shadows set. Because it was not unusual for a light
stand to fall over, a crewman to inadvertently step into the frame,
or for someone to crash into something off-picture, setting up a
ruckus that the viewer could easily hear. And the characters
noticed none of this. They were too busy trying desperately to
recall the lines they'd just forgotten (because they'd only gotten
the script a few hours before taping).

And, rife with zany mistakes as the show was,
the producer, Dan Curtis, rarely allowed second takes. He was on a
budget, he was on a schedule, full speed ahead and damn the
outtakes that were never taken out.

For these reasons, Dark Shadows was
known for more than being the greatest (and only) gothic horror
soap opera that ever graced the airwaves. It's possible the show
was known even more for its stumbling delivery, its production
snafus, and its over-the-top, shark-jumping storylines.

And all who watched it, loved it.

There have been movie adaptations,
late-coming mini-series, novelizations, comic books, and audio
plays. The show garnered a sizable cult following.

This story is a salute to Dark Shadows
and all its zany warts and industry-grade diamonds. It wasn't a
great show, but it was a memorable show. A show with legs striding
all the way from 1966 into the present.

And that doesn't happen every day.

Kinda wish it would.

And Now, a Word

from Our Sponsor!


From One Mad Scientist to Another


Michael Siegert
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Dear Dr. Mailliw Reyd,

First, thank you again for sharing your
report with me, but really, I'm afraid I must complain to you, herr
doctor. It appears you've laid the blame for all your failures as
of late onto things beyond compre-hension or belief. Now, as one
mad scientist to another, I can under-stand from time to time that
the specter of the supernatural might come into play, but – and I
mean no offense by this, you understand – but isn't it a bit
convenient for every experiment to be thwarted by these
unexplainable forces? Is it possible your grasp of the more nuanced
vagaries of the natural world leave you incapable of distinguishing
the super from the superficial? That, perhaps, you blame the
paranormal because your perception of normal is so removed from
reality that everything you do seems to transcend it?

I know that seems harsh, but trust me, if you
attempt to ignore a problem and hope it will go away, I am afraid
it will only come back to haunt you in the end.

Anyway, I am planning a trip to the Arctic
soon, so it may be some time before you hear from me again. In any
case, I wish you the best of luck in your further experiments.

Sincerely,

Dr. Rotciv Nietsneknarf

 


The Fiend that History Forgot:

The Demoniacal Machinations

Of Dr. Daedalus Slovak

 Jeff Turner

Back to Contents

Few Indianapolis residents actually knew Dr.
Daedalus Slovak. He lived in a large walled mansion in a more
affluent area on the city's northwest side. It's near the
prestigious Meridian-Kessler neighborhood in a secluded wooded
grove along the White River, tucked away from prying eyes.

Even fewer realized that the lavish residence
had a new occupant, or of the enigma surrounding the man. His
scandalous background. The chaos and misfortune that followed him
like a funeral shroud. The vagaries and eccentricities that were
the mettle of the man.

A wicked devil. A fiend. A reprobate who long
ago sold his soul to the devil in the pursuit of occult knowledge,
an effort to enhance his own latent abilities. A scientist and a
sorcerer, an unusual combination in this day and age. But then
again, there was nothing usual or conventional when it came to Dr.
Slovak.

He was a slight man, swarthy and saturnine
with a cadaverous appearance and most sickly countenance. Born with
a third nipple, which marked him as a warlock, according to the
gypsy midwife who birthed him, he was also afflicted with
polydactylism, having six fully functional fingers on each hand. Of
Eastern European ancestry (Romanian and Hungarian), he spoke with a
thick accent. He had the appearance of a man approaching old age,
in his early fifties at least. But Slovak was considerably older.
He'd been recruited by the Nazis as a scientist. He slaved away for
the Third Reich prior to and during World War II, then prolonged
his life through unnatural means, a result of a mastery of the
black arts.

Despite this, he considered himself first and
foremost a scientist. One with a fanatical devotion to his sinister
purpose, a dark design known only to him.

He performed ghastly, unspeakable
experiments, the level of sadism and psychopathy displayed rivaling
that even of his colleague, Dr. Josef Mengele, the "Nazi Angel of
Death." Like Mengele, his primary interest lay in eugenics,
creating the ultimate human being based on the Aryan ideal. In both
mind and body.

His and Mengele's work wasn't solely confined
to genetics and breeding the "perfect" human being, however. They
also pioneered revolutionary techniques of mind control, what would
become the basis for the MKUltra program and its later offshoot,
Project Monarch.

Both men were given amnesty as per the
conditions of Operation Paperclip, in exchange for their scientific
knowledge. An elaborate fiction was created stating that Mengele
fled to South America when in reality he resided in the US as
"Doctor Greenbaum," spearheading in secret MKUltra, with more
success than the US government has ever publicly admitted.

Slovak, however, utilized the MKUltra program
for a different purpose, making the world forget he existed, using
an enchantment to augment the effects of his mind control
technology and enhance its reach, allowing him to live a life of
relative anonymity. History had forgotten about the wretched fiend,
allowing him the freedom to continue with his depraved experiments.
They were, at best, of limited scientific value, more for kicks
than anything, though Slovak would never admit to as much.

He all but sealed himself off from the world,
a complete recluse, utilizing subordinates in order to interact
with the outside world whenever the need arose. His social
interactions were limited to his laboratory assistant and
right-hand man, Roderick, a Nigerian-American scientist
specializing in biology who ended up in Slovak's services after
completing his graduate studies at Indiana University, Bloomington.
An erudite, well-educated man, now middle aged, bespectacled, tall,
and lanky, he bore the responsibility for carrying out assorted
tasks that would normally be beyond the job description of a lowly
laboratory assistant. Namely the more unsavory aspects of aiding in
the machinations of a mad scientist. And Slovak fit this archetype
to a "T." With some certain quirks all his own.

Slovak actually lived in his laboratory,
seldom venturing out, working at all hours of the night until
exhaustion would force him to cease his labors. The next day would
be more of the same. There were days where he would even forgo
eating, believing that fasting helped sharpen his mind when he'd
come to an impasse during his experiments.

And what did those experiments entail?
Creating apemen from humans and primeval Neanderthal-like beings
from primates, primarily orangutans, a process that more often than
not created a sociopathic, violent, carnivorous beast that would
either have to be put down, or locked up in the basement cellar,
"the dungeons," as Slovak referred to them. Dozens of the
apemen/man apes, variations of apes and prehistoric humans, resided
in the cellar. He fed them live humans, namely the destitute in and
around central Indiana (primarily people of color), ostensibly
promising them financial assistance and housing in extravagant ads
on social media, then reneging on his word.

Utilizing proxy servers and bots, he was able
to stay one step ahead of law enforcement pertaining to the
disappearances. But it was only a matter of time before the entire
scheme was uncovered. Then he would have to flee to another
location. But Slovak enjoyed living in Indianapolis and preferred
not to move unless absolutely necessary.

Instead, he had another contingency in place,
utilizing the same MKUltra technique and separate magical
enchantment he'd used back in the 1950's to erase all traces of his
existence.

A foolproof spell. It had worked before. He
had no doubt it would work again. Doing so would prevent any need
for him to flee his residence and abandon valuable equipment and
research materials, or destroy them. He would never allow his work
to fall into the hands of rank amateurs and charlatans that in his
mind made up the bulk of the scientific community worldwide. Better
to burn it all down and start again than risk exposure.

Roderick, however, viewed the matter
differently, his concerns more human and morality based. One humid
July evening, he voiced those concerns, as he was wont to do from
time to time. "It's wrong, Dr. Slovak, doing that to those poor
people, giving them false hope…"

"They're all simian criminals," Dr. Slovak
said in a thick, husky voice. "Useful for sustenance for my apemen
and man apes, nothing more…"

Roderick stared at him in utter shock, his
expression haggard and drawn as if by immense suffering, his hands
clenched into fists. "You really hate black people that much? Then
why the hell did you hire me as your—"

"There is a difference between black people
and niggers," Slovak said in a sharp, bitter tone. "And neither is
at the same level as the Aryan ideal, the Superman, the superior
man that I will someday create and—" He stopped when he noticed
Roderick walking past him and out of the lab. "Where are you going?
You think these displays of morality will save you should the
authorities learn of the work we do here? Their blood stains your
hands as much, if not more so, than mine. We are the same, men of
science who will go to any lengths in the pursuit of our work. Now
get back over there and analyze those blood samples…"

And after a few moments of silent
deliberation, Roderick let out an exasperated sigh and walked back
over to his workstation, head hung low like a doomed man headed to
the gallows. Slovak nodded in grim satisfaction, very much
pleased.

"Good…good…" the mad doctor said. Despite his
feelings about people of color ("negroids" as he called them), he
knew full well that Roderick was irreplaceable. After all, it was
Roderick who had streamlined the transmutation process for creating
apemen and man apes, allowing them to be produced much more
quickly. Slovak could not afford to lose his services. But he did
not truly fear such an event transpiring. He had material filed
away to blackmail Roderick into doing whatever he bade him do.

Yet he found his assistant's misplaced
morality worrisome. Such notions must be purged from Roderick's
psyche. Perhaps a magical enchantment could eliminate his
subordinate's recalcitrance by removing such sentiments. And no one
would be the wiser. Not even Roderick. He tried to avoid using any
type of sorcery or occult spells whenever possible, but in this
case he may have no choice.

Yes. Once he retired for the evening, he
would see that this was done. Roderick was of limited use to him in
his current condition. The problem must be rectified, lest it morph
into something far worse that could negatively affect the
experiments.

However, other developments unfolded that
could very well up-end all his work. Well, what he viewed as his
"work," an exercise in depravity and sadism more than anything.
That was when the reporter first contacted him, an investigative
journalist for a small, local publication. She'd pulled up to the
main gates and stated her name and business on the intercom.

Normally, Slovak would never admit anyone
onto the mansion grounds, much less actually inside his mansion.
And it would seem in many respects he took leave of his senses when
he had Roderick open the gate and let her in. He then led her into
the great hall at the front of the mansion where Dr. Slovak stood
waiting.

He gazed at her in silence, as if starstruck.
She was ravishing, a young woman in her late twenties it appeared,
though she could have been older, in a wrinkled white blouse and
blue jeans, golden hair hanging loose over her back and shoulders,
grey-blue eyes, and a cherubic face. She had an hourglass figure,
milk white complexion, and rather large breasts, the doctor
couldn't help but notice. And wide hips. Child birthing hips, he
thought, a wan smile briefly flitting across his face. He did his
best not to stare. But he couldn't help it.

Slovak smiled, walking up to the young woman.
"I bid you welcome, madam, how is it that I might serve you?" he
asked.

The woman regarded him with a coquettish
smile. "Hello, my name is Eleanor Hall, I'm a reporter for Citizens
Press Indianapolis. I was wondering if I could ask you a few
questions for a story I'm working on."

"By all means, madam, ask away. Can I get you
any type of refreshment?"

"No, thank you," Eleanor said. "I've been
looking into the disappearances of impoverished individuals in and
around the Indianapolis area, some poor and destitute, some
homeless, drug addicts, derelicts, people who more often than not
fall through the cracks with no one caring, the types of people
whose, well, their disappearances haven't attracted much attention,
for obvious reasons…"

"Of course, for, as you say, obvious
reasons," he said, fawning over Eleanor.

If she noticed, she made no outward
indication. "Dr. Slovak, are you aware of any social media ads
asking for participants for a research study and promising them
money and shelter for their assistance?"

"I never venture onto social media, madam. I
find it abhorrent…"

Eleanor eyed him quizzically. "Well, that's
strange, because according to the ads, the research study was to be
conducted at your very residence…"

Slovak grew silent. "There must be some type
of mistake…" he said, before asking, "Have you shared this with
anyone else?"

A wry smile formed on Eleanor's face. "That's
the saddest part of all. No one seems to care. Period. That's why
I've been researching this so diligently, because people
should care. But it would seem that empathy is in short
supply in the twenty-first century, especially here in the United
States. As a mother of five young children, well, it really breaks
my heart. Anyway, I'm sorry to trouble you with this…"

Slovak merely grinned. "Oh, it is no bother
at all. I do look forward to seeing your article once it is
published. Goodbye, madam."

And with that she left, at which point Slovak
clasped his hands in prayer and prostrated himself on the floor.
"Oh, praise be to God, praise be to God, tell me she is the
one…"

A low, ageless voice only he could hear
intoned, "She is the one, the one who will give meaning to both
your work and your life. You are the Chosen One, she is yours to
take…"

Tears welled up in Slovak's eyes. "Oh, thank
you, thank you!"

He did some digging into her background,
discovered that she'd given birth to quintuplets two years ago,
which had been featured in the local news, which reinforced his
conviction about her usefulness in furthering his experiments. "She
will birth me an army," Slovak said to himself, "whether she wishes
to or not…"

Later that day, Dr. Slovak shared his
diabolical scheme with Roderick, who was less than enthused. Quite
the opposite, in fact.

"How will letting one of your apemen have its
way with her produce anything resembling a superior human being?"
Roderick asked. "You've lost your mind, Dr. Slovak. At long last,
you've lost any and all sense of decency you may have once
possessed, if you ever possessed any at all, which I doubt. I won't
be party to it, I won't—"

At that point Slovak struck Roderick in the
jaw, knocking him to the floor. "It is the will of God! And I will
not be lectured by a negroid savage as to how I interpret God's
will!" Slovak peered down at Roderick, lips quivering. "Perhaps I
was wrong about you. You're no scientist, just another charlatan
philosopher and moralist masquerading as one. An ape in a man's
skin…"

Slovak grew deathly silent, looking about
like a wild man, hearing that low, ageless voice once again. "You
are the Chosen One, Daedalus Slovak, the Word Made Flesh!"

A silent tear rolled down Slovak's cheek, the
mad doctor grinning like a Cheshire cat. "Oh, yes, praise be to
God, thank you, thank you!"

Roderick cocked an eyebrow, brow furrowed,
with a most bemused countenance that Slovak ignored. Instead, he
set out to do the work on his own, utilizing his apemen.

Using a primitive mind control apparatus, he
bade them kidnap Ms. Hall and bring her to his laboratory within
the mansion. It was a moronic plan, and his subordinates proved to
be more bumbling oafs than anything resembling a superior being,
like the Keystone Cops in their buffoonish antics, but somehow it
worked. Somehow.

The plan involved having his apemen drive in
a white van to her home late that very night, the driver donning a
latex mask so he appeared "human." She lived in the suburbs north
of Indianapolis about twenty minutes away. Fortunately Eleanor, a
single mother, was home alone and in bed at the time, her children
presumably with her parents, so he dispatched his apemen to enter
the house and capture her. He'd had the foresight to have a cell
phone blocking device activated and in the van at the time of the
rather brazen stunt. Otherwise they'd have been caught. But the
presence of apemen instead of regular human beings jarred the woman
from a rational state of mind and made the kidnapping attempt
viable. Thus, the apemen were able to catch the young woman
completely by surprise, chloroform her, and bring her back with
none the wiser.

It would not be long however before her
absence was noticed, so Slovak would have to work fast. There would
be those who may connect her disappearance with her visit to the
mansion, and the bit of investigative journalism she'd
undertaken.

"The sow will now birth me super soldiers,
Aryan supermen that will usher in a new Golden Age of humanity!"
Slovak said, having one of his melodramatic moments. "Hahahahaha!
Nothing in the world can stop me now!"

He went down to the cellar, where in the
dungeons, in a large Faraday cage, lay an unconscious Eleanor Hall.
He put in the numeric code on the keypad, then entered. "Wake up,
my dear, it is time for you to embrace your destiny, your higher
calling!"

Slowly, Eleanor stirred, eyes growing wide as
she beheld the soulless monster before her. "You're the one behind
the disappearances, aren't you?" she asked. "What did you do with
all those innocent people?"

Slovak grinned. "Why, fed them to my apemen,
of course, one of whom you will shortly meet, my most prized
specimen, Absalom. They were hardly 'innocent' as you say. The
others I used in black mass rituals to prolong my own life…"

Eleanor stood, scowling at Dr. Slovak. "What
kind of madman are you?" she asked.

"The world's greatest scientific and artistic
minds are all mad, my dear, and my vision is beyond that of even my
most brilliant peers. I only seek to preserve the Aryan race by
creating the ultimate human being, a super soldier capable of
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