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I would like to dedicate this book to my dear brother, Lawrence Patane and his wife, Lee. All your love and support over the years is appreciated more than you know. I love the both of you more than you will ever know.

​

Special Thanks
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Without the support of these individuals who believed in me when I had another creative vision altogether, this book would not have been possible.

Ashlee Kazek- my one-time AD who busted her tail to make sure that things ran smoothly even when it looked like an almost impossible task. 

Doria Grace- my strong right hand and one of the best Hair and Make Up Artist out there. Period. I cannot thank her enough for everything that went on before, during and after certain events that changed my life forever.

Gelin Ducati- simply one of the best two actresses I have ever had the privilege of knowing. Such a pleasure to work with and willing to do what it took to make things happen.

Joe Brown- without him, I would not have met all these wonderful people I did in “The Community.” Miss ya, bro.

Michael David Smith- a wizard in his own right where it comes to camera and other tech stuff. He can make a non-existent budget look like a million bucks. Any production would be lucky to have him on their team.

Sharon Posey- the other fantastic actress I alluded to above. It has always been a joy to watch her work and to bring the words on paper to life. I can’t ever thank you enough for your time and efforts.

Stephanie Brannon- my kid sister. I love you! Thank you for the locations on your property that you allowed us to use for various projects. I will always be grateful to you for this and everything else you have done for me over the years. 

A Word of Explanation

Once, a long time ago in what seems like more than a century past, I had aspirations to be a director/screenwriter. I actually worked on a few projects as the former and have written scores of the latter. Much of what you have read, are reading, and will read is the culmination of long, hard, thankless hours of wracking my brain from those past works. I have toiled away trying to bring those scribblings to life in another medium. With some artful editing and inserting a few new ideas, I think I have been successful. Else, you would not be reading this now, or anything else I have coming down the road. That said, I feel this is the moment I need to bring up one of the most important elements in this equation.

My brain.

In the Year of Our Lord, 2017, and incidentally, in my favorite month of October, I had a stroke and a massive brain bleed. I was in the hospital for the better part of a month. I almost died three times. The first was where I used to work and the other two in the hospital hooked to wires and tubes. I lost many things that were me for the longest of times. Some of them aren’t ever coming back. To say my life has not been the same is an understatement of monstrous proportions. I will never be able to chase my dream of being a director. My brain tires easily and when it has reached its limit for the day because of excessive stimuli, that is it. I crash hard. Writing newer stuff is a bitch. I am fortunate to be able to do what I have been able to do, because if I did not have all those screenplays and other unfinished projects on my hard drive, my writing career would also be over. 

It might sound cliché as all get out, but I feel it bears repeating. Live life to the fullest my friends and dear readers, for we are not promised tomorrow. I was almost shuffled off this mortal coil way back when. It can happen to anyone, anytime, anywhere. 

Ken King
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The year was 1925. 

Like every year before and after, events of note took place during that period of time. F. Scott Fitzgerald published The Great Gatsby. The first motel in the United States, Motorists Motel, opened in San Luis Obispo, California. Walter Percy Chrysler founded the Chrysler Corporation. 

In the small town of Tranquility, Florida, the citizenry of said town, set upon an old man by the name of Malcolm Finn and put paid to him. Finn was notorious in the area for being a sorcerer and practicing black magic. There was no way of proving this (he actually was guilty on both counts as well as a sizable number of other things) but the rumors flew fast and thick, nevertheless, and most were real humdingers. Finn had made deals with the Devil, himself.

He had also been responsible for the disappearance of small children, which had foolishly gone out in the woods and had gotten lost. Finn and the witches reputed to live around Barker’s Lake were pooling their various resources to take over Tranquility, the first falsity, of course, but that is a tale for another day. Finn, according to “trustworthy” sources, had done the same as the so-called witches were accused of doing, in more ignorant times. Making blight cover crops, thus making them useless for consumption or the market, souring milk, talking to forest creatures that were thought to be his familiars and many other crimes too plenteous in number to really count. 

Like with those poor people who met their untimely demise either at the end of a rope, blade of the axe, or by burning in the town squares across Europe, living alone and being an outsider, did not help his reputation, it only made things worse. Finn simply looked the part of the villain. Indeed, he uncannily favored the comic book character, Uncle Creepy, from the old B&W comic book magazine by the same name, Creepy; not that the locals knew who that was. That periodical was still a good forty years away and they had their own version of the cadaverous old sod in their midst, right there in the second decade of the 20th century. Who needed imaginary beings when you had the real thing?

Finn knew all too well what the bumpkins thought of him. He was in no way afraid of them, but he was cautious of them and their motives. He was dead certain if they caught him by himself out somewhere, there was going to be trouble. Alas, he had to deal with the townies from time to time and as much as he loathed the idea, it was unavoidable. Finn needed supplies like the next person. There was only so much magic, no matter the color, could do. The rest was up to him and a trip to town. He would have hired someone to do this chore for him, but nobody in the community dared approach the old man for a job opening, no matter the amount he was willing to pay. So, begrudgingly, he had to venture out from his sanctuary and address various business matters. He always made these nighttime outings as he was never out in the daylight because of the aforementioned reasons. This habitual excursion would be his undoing. 

Granted, his proclivities would have caught up with him either way, even if he skulked about during the day. By his figuring, the towns populace would not dare raise a hand against him if they believed everything others told them, but Finn had obviously never heard of, or paid no heed to the old saying, “Never shit where you eat.” The night before All Hallows, also known as “Mischief Night,” he was spotted behind his house with a bag approximately the size of a small child under one arm and a shovel resting on his shoulder, making his way to a certain spot in the overgrown field, in which he had grown corn, pumpkins and squashes that seemed to have a good relationship with the various grasses and weeds that choked the property, with neither affecting the other. Finn had other matters to deal with that most definitely did not involve gardening. When the shriveled old mummy of a man reached a spot that he was comfortable with accomplishing the deed at hand, he was undertaking. He dropped the bag, took the shovel down from his shoulder and began to dig. 

Finn, who busily toiled at the soil beneath his feet, was not aware that something observed him with keen eyes as he worked. A fox watched the man with more attention and curiosity that was its usual want to do when humans were anywhere nearby. More often than not, such creatures would flee upon sensing a human presence in the vicinity, but Finn was not entirely human anymore and had not been for a long time. The fox itself was not entirely a creature of natural origin who observed Finn’s actions.

When this four-legged agent of another saw all it needed to, it slinked away. Silent as a shadow it reported back to its master, who sent it there to investigate about one Mr. Malcom Finn and his activities surrounding this most interesting of developments.

***
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Halloween was a night that Malcolm Finn went all out when it came to décor and celebrating properly, at least how he believed it should be honored as such...anyone with even the least bit of sanity would think otherwise. To Finn, it was a time of reflection, celebration and feasting, and the bones of men, women and children adorned the walls and other surfaces of the house. There were paintings of notorious figures of history, Vlad Tepes, Erzebet Bathory, Genghis Khan, Gilles de Rais, Edward Teach, Nero, and there was even a more current one of Albert Fish, a dear friend of Finn’s who shared the same philosophy as he when it came to finer dining. Aaron Kosminski, known better by his alias, Jack the Ripper, also had a place amongst the bloody group, and those were just for starters. There were occult references, hand rendered drawings of demons and monsters with difficult pronunciations, together with symbols to summon these beings forth. Black and white pictures of dismembered bodies, weird sexual portrayals that even in modern times one would consider grossly pornographic, at the very least highly outrageous. 

Jack-O-Lanterns stared malevolently out of each window of the house, filled with blazing fury, a warning to anyone foolish enough to venture near the dark abode.

Yes, Malcolm Finn was older than anyone even thought, or would venture to guesstimate. He remembered well the days when Halloween was called Samhain. Many were the times back in his native Ireland on this auspicious of days, he and others of his ilk, dressed in bones and animal skins, would sacrifice men, women, children in wicker cages and burn them with fire. Their screams filled the night and as a means to appease the gods for seeing their year be enriched with plentiful rains and bountiful crops, for survival through the brutal winters and insurance for another good year and harvest. Those that did not face burning, found themselves bled out by sacred blades wielded by their holy men, other “sacrificial lambs” drowned in pools of water blessed by the shaman that presided over such ceremonies. Blood, wine, and sexual acts during these revelries flowed as free as a river, Finn just happened to be one such shaman. His debaucheries at these ceremonies were legendary even amongst the most bloodthirsty of the tribes that roamed the countryside of Ireland. The murder, rape, feasting and yes, most especially, cannibalism went on for days and nights of the Samhain celebration. Finn, drunk with power, made himself too prominent in a time when such things were suspicious even by an ignorant and uncivilized people. Questions were raised to why as wizened as Finn was, there was not a time, that generations long past and crumbling in the ground, could not remember when he had not been around. Finn’s tribe whose name and history had found their culture swept away and forgotten, as others had been before, to annals of antiquity, finally decided it was time for their “shaman” to pack up and move on. They did not care how, but the when was as soon as possible. The vast majority were against banishing Finn outright and were all for giving him a taste of his own medicine, burning him to ash, as to avoid his returning as a vengeful revenant and causing them harm. The evil shaman had to go and that was all there was to it. 

Malcolm Finn was no fool, he had not survived 1,500 years by not knowing signs of revolt when he saw them. His followers, who regularly brought him the goods he required of them, such as meats, vegetables, medicines and the supplies that kept him up and going, became infrequent and eventually stopped altogether. A day of the latter and Finn knew his time was up, he had read his future in the chicken entrails and other animal detritus, it was not looking particularly good for him.

It would be long before he would taste the sweet and succulent child flesh he was so accustomed to, but his last meal was going to be a special one. He already had the delectable candidate in mind. It was not going to be hard to acquire, the right bait was all that Finn needed and he had just the thing.

He observed the tribal chieftain’s son, bathing in the river by his lonesome. Finn hailed the youth as cheerfully as he could, enticing him with sweet treats and fruits when he got out of his bath. The boy, of course, knew what his father and the others of the tribe had planned for the old man, but saw no harm in taking advantage of the elderly one. It was not like their wise man knew what was coming to him. Besides, a treat was a treat, and the child was a man by his reckoning. Being twelve summers old, he could easily overpower the old man if he tried anything even amounting to deception. The boy finished with his bathing, got out, gathered his clothing and dressed. The older man watched intently, but this phased the boy not at all. The shaman was an odd bird, anyway...the village would be better off once he was gone. 

When the child was well within reach and inquiring about his treat, he got it. Finn cut the boy’s head clean from his shoulders with a razor-sharp sword, quick as a wink. So fast was the killing blow that his victim’s gaping mouth was still working, his eyes blinking with surprise when it struck the ground. 

Finn worked fast. He sliced the child open with a dagger he used for such occasions, removed the heart, liver, and kidneys for later consumption. He would have also taken some prime cuts from the muscles of the buttocks, legs, and shoulders, but there was no time to spare. He would just have to wait until he had reached a safe distance away (France, Spain or even maybe, the Americas, was nice that time of year) to partake of and feed his more animalistic needs once more. 

The old man tied up the purloined organs in a nap sack. He then walked to where he had hidden his horse, in a dense stand of trees. Climbing up onto the gelding, he gave it a nudging to its ribs with the heels of his boots and was on his way to a future yet unknown.

***
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Taking a stroll down memory lane and sipping an expensive vintage lulled Finn into a relaxed state, so deep he had forgotten something of great value to him. His shipment of 1920 Chateau d’ Yquem, imported directly from Sauternes, France! He had his sources, even in an unsophisticated, stinking hog wallow like Tranquility. Finn had gone through great pains, paid quite handsomely to have it brought to America, through channels both legal and illegal, and he was damned if he was going to let it slip away from him. There was still time for him to meet his liaison and get the case of wine, but time was swiftly ticking away, for every minute he tarried at home could be used for getting goods, which he had paid. Finn was lucky to be one of the only people in Tranquility fortunate enough to own an actual car: a new Model T. It would get him to the meeting place swiftly and Devil help the man if he absconded with any of it.

Finn got up from his chair and went to the rack where his coat and fedora were hanging on a hook. As he shrugged on his coat, he mumbled to himself, cursing that he had almost lost a very costly investment. Finn put on his hat and went out, closing and locking the door behind him. 

***
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Finn made it to the meeting place that he and the wine handler agreed upon in previous communications. They could not conduct business out in the open, as the town folk were less than civil where it came to Malcolm Finn. They found him less than savory and the sentiment was mutual. What his garden did not produce, or what game animals he could not supplement with his other foodstuffs, he was on his own. If he had to break down and come to town, he had to come in the earliest hour when whatever business was first opening, or minutes before stores started to close. Any other times were out of the question. The authorities that be, and others with similar interests, did not want the old mage within ten miles of Tranquility town proper...even the distance his abode was now sitting was too close. 

Finn pulled his vehicle in behind the Farmer’s Market at the outskirts of town, killed the engine and waited. The other would be along soon enough, then he could get back to his Samhain celebration with his newly acquired wine, and a tender, freshly butchered child with all herbs, spices and other delicacies. Finn chuckled darkly, this was indeed, going to be a night to remember for a long, long time. He could feel it in his bones. 

The other man did not show up, fifteen minutes passed, another ten, the time expanse became half an hour. Finn had been at their exchange point with minutes to spare, where was that cretinous dung beetle? Surely, he did not dare to cross Malcolm Finn! He would not dare! The consequences would be most...dire. It was then Finn heard something that snapped him out of a red rage and made the blood in his veins grow colder than it already was.

“Hey!” came the brutish voice approaching the vehicle. “Scarecrow Man! What are you doing here, out for a moonlight drive?”

Finn turned slowly in his seat as a chorus of rough laughter rained down on him, there were local men approaching Finn on all sides. Whatever they had planned for him, and he knew it could not be pleasant, was going to happen. There was no two ways about it, there were simply too many of them (he counted at least twenty, most likely more) to work an all-encompassing spell on the lot. The best Finn could hope for was a severe beating, the alternative was too terrible to contemplate, even for him.

“Scarecrow Man!” the other hollered once again, “You got lard in your ears? I asked what the fuck you are doing here in our town?”

More laughter. 

“I am here to meet someone,” Finn replied. His words sounded weak, even to him, a slight quaver made itself apparent in his voice. “Please, gentleman, let me conduct my business and I will be on my way.”

The big man, whose name was Harold Downs, said. “Business huh? It would not be with this jackass, now, would it?”

The crowd behind Downs parted and they shoved a man of average size forward. There was nothing remarkable about him. The poor wretch would not have stood out in a crowd, but maybe if they did not kill him along with Finn, he could go about leading a normal life, such as it was in his profession. The men
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