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PART ONE

EDGAR H. PRICE












HELL-O






I.

Welcome, drear reader, to Castle Gothic,

a dreadful place where every day, every
night, every moment is of the chthonic.

Enter through the spiky gates,

to the courtyard of an eldritch estate

where many phantasmal things await

in many forms and uncanny ways,

particularly your grim fate.

For inside, the floorboards squeak and
squeak,

and the walls your name doth speak and
speak.

'Tis a home where the dark arts rule,

and the halls are roamed by awfully
repulsive ghouls.

Lots of strange people, creatures, and
things here you'll find,

often, perhaps, merely in the ravages of
your mind.

For paranoia, delusions, and illusions
abound,

specially the baying of the devil's
hound.

"Ahh-wooooooooooooooooooooooooooo!"

O, that most dreadful sound.






II.

Speaking of Ol' Scratch and his kin,

you may even find your old mommy's skin—

I mean an old mummy's skin—,

which you may wish to wear for the distinct
pleasure of giving yourself quite a little scare.

And there certainly can be no harm in
that,

for here, every belfry doth have its
bat...or two...and some days even more;

so many devices we have behind the confines
of that creaky door,

where many dark places and shadows doth
dwell,

heck, even perhaps, the very Well to
Hell;

and just think of all the fun that could be
found in there.


"Ahh-woooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooo!"

But make no mistake, drear reader,

you must give Ol' Scratch his due,

for this castle has elemental grandeur in
its gloom

in every chamber, turret, corridor and
mystery within its rooms.

To the great forces of nature it favorably
compares,

earth, water, fire, and air.

And its magnificence and magnitude exude a
certain evil charm,

especially its rank miasmal tarns—

or small mountain lakes—whose creepiness
takes your breath away.






III.

Very dense are its forests and gnarled are
its trees,

in whose crowns and limbs roost strange
creatures from nether dreams,

whose portentous moans can be heard on the
breeze.

So you must always trod here cautiously, if
you please;

for we don't want you to come to a premature
end even before we begin.






IV.

And about its exterior, a most superior work
of gothic adornment,

its stone facade chips,

wicked windows glint,

mortar seams crack,

little fissures sprout,

and loyal gargoyles serve as
waterspouts.

And the loveliest lichen you've ever
seen

grows at ground level and then about the
beams.

And really, the whole castle itself has
formed a symbiotic relationship with that lovely lichen,

and quite liking it for that matter, thank
you.

A wonderful phrase there, the castle itself
saying so: "quite liking the lichen."

And in keeping with this
algal-fungal-symbiotical motif,

delight to see large lichen moths by the
score feeding off the lichen itself;

and at night, those bats descending from
their belfries feeding off the moths.

The whole dreadful atmosphere in wonderful,
gothic symbiosis,

simply awaiting your arrival to add your
distinct biology to the mix;

but giving you the benefit of the doubt, for
now,

'til it turns its gothic tricks on you, too,
and how.


"Ah-wooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooo!"






V.

But before we let you in,

we want you to realize that it's a very
electromagnetic place

with strange phenomena associated with its
fields, charges and currents.

Many investigators have come over the
years,

with their contraptions, devices, and
paranormal gears,

trying to solve its electromagnetic
mysteries;

but all have failed,

and many have died trying,

some of whom, we're proud to say,

are still with us today as various forms of
electromagnetic rays.

How apropos.

And there are other forces of the
supernatural kind,

like ley-lines linking the psychic regions
of your mind to the very black-heart of the castle itself.






VI.

But at last the time has come,

for a little bit of spooky fun.

And while it's true many fair travelers have
come to these rooms,

in this first volume of castle doom,

we shall focus primarily on just one, Edgar
H. Price

and his quest to “make nice”

with the lovely Flavia Demarco.

Bot other tales of castle dwellers
follow.

And so, without further ado,

welcome the blood-red moon.


"Ah-woooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooo!"


 WRITE in a BOOK






Drear reader, if you're reading this,

then I must be dead or something, I
guess.

In truth, I no longer know.

But let me explain, or at least try.

My name, I believe, is Edgar H. Price,

and I'm thirty years of age.

Rather, I was thirty years of
age.

Hmmm. An early riddle.

Fiddlesticks!

I'm a professor of English

on sabbatical from a modest Midwestern
college.

On the side, I collect books and curios.

This is what led me here, mostly

to this rather ghostly place.

You might think of me as an old-fashioned
antiquarian

not quite at home in this digital age.

But I see I'm rambling.

So let's properly begin.

One day, or was it night,

by a taper candlelight,

the air in my room growing cold,

still and cold,

by a disembodied voice I was told to write
of what I then saw,

every encounter with the bizarre.

Phenomena so incredibly strange it boggled
my mind and altered my brain.

But where to start?

Oh, I know: When I first heard the baying of
a ghost-dog beast

on the fringes of the foggy, castle
bog-peat.

I was, as I've said, at my desk, I think,
with pen,

jotting a letter to my sweet Flavia,

when then I heard a speaking voice—demoniac,
gruff, low-keyed—

warning me of what I would then see.

"Mortal, you have come to this castle under
false pretenses.

Now behold the scope of its portents," he
said.

My blood ran cold. Like ice.

And it was no coincidence that at this
point,

I first heard that "dog" in the fog

and when this castle madness rose to even
greater degrees and depths of mayhem,

seemingly, seemingly without end.

And despite my druthers and mild
agoraphobia,

as if forcibly compelled by that disembodied
entity

or the castle proper—one in the same—,

I left my room for this vast gothic
"dystopia."

What now follows, drear reader,

is a recollection, however coherent or
fragmented,

of what I then saw—or think I saw—

trying myself, to make sense of it all.

But please bear with me,

as my mind is oppressed by a dark pall,

which I just can't shake no matter how hard
I try.

But again, my name is Edgar Price.



PROJECTION






As I walked from my room that night,

I saw my body down the hall projected in
flight.

By a silver aura it was illumed.

By its alluring charm I was, myself,
ultimately consumed.

So that now I myself am no more,

for in creepy castle wings I perpetually
explore,

coming back on occasion, I think, to see my
old self

still perusing that book from those dusty
old shelves,

listening to the baying of that damned
beast,

yes, simply listening to the baying of that
beast,

listening to the baying of that beast,

listening, listening, as if it were some
wonderful treat just for me.

Of then penning another letter to my
Flavia,

or the same letter,

and having another drink,

or the same drink, I think.

But maybe, like that Chinese proverb about a
butterfly

who thought he was a man dreaming he was a
butterfly;

or a man who thought he was a butterfly
dreaming he was a man;

or that old Hoffman story about the double
of a double,

or was it the doubles of doubles,

my second body is really I; or I am my
second self;

and forever my "true" self is vexed by this
strange energy vortex.

And now by day and night,

in these rooms my selves and soul or souls
or double or doubles loom,

all the while that beast howls and
howls,

forever on the prowl...on the prowl in my
mind.

If only I had a gun, I'd shoot that damned
beast,

or as I fear...blow out my brains to end
this mental pain, once and for all.

But....
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