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The Danger Boys, Volume One: Nightboat


FREAK OF NATURE

Darcy George stood in front of the keyboard he’d recently bought second hand and tried to play on it.  He was learning how to read music, but it was a slow start.  Because his playing was definitely below par, he only practiced when his parents were out, like now when they were at church.  He kept one ear listening for them returning home, while the other ear listened to the horror he was making with the music.

After a while he quit with the keyboard, wanting to try something he’d done before and wanted to try again while his parents weren’t around.  He left his room and went to his parents’ bathroom.  Looking in the medicine cabinet, he found his mother’s stash of makeup.  He took out a lipstick and some eyeliner.

His first look in the mirror showed his brunette hair and grey eyes.  He began working with the makeup.  He got the lipstick on with little trouble.  It was the eyeliner that was tricky; it took him five tries to get it right.  He stepped back from the mirror and took a good look.  Pleased with the result, he reached back into the cabinet, taking out eye shadow and blush, but before he could get started, his father Lester George stepped into the bathroom and saw what Darcy had done.

Seeing his son at the mirror, Lester said to him sharply, “What’s with this damn makeup you keep wearing?  I thought you liked being a boy!”

Darcy said quietly, “I like the makeup–”

Lester slapped Darcy across the face and pulled him across the floor to the shower stall.  Pushing Darcy inside, he said to him, “Maybe you need something to get rid of your fetish, like a cold shower.  While you’re in there, wash that makeup off!”  He threw a washcloth at Darcy as he added, “I sure as hell don’t want people thinking that you’re a freak of nature, even if you are!”  

As his father railed on, Darcy took the washcloth and slowly began wiping at the makeup, tears forming in his eyes, but he blotted them with the cloth so his father wouldn’t see.
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Charles Seth Calder looked up from the kitchen table as his mother Lottie entered.  His lips curled at the sight of her chubby cheeks which matched her wide hips.  All four of her cheeks are fat, he thought nastily.  She wore makeup that didn’t hide her wrinkles, and red hair dye that made her look, in his eyes, like a cheap whore.

He, on the other hand, dressed neatly, with money borrowed from her purse, whenever she had some, and he stole things when she didn’t.  He favored neutral colors–to go with his medium blonde hair and dark blue eyes– and cotton material.  Never any T-shirts.  He thought them contemptible.  

Lottie put down a grocery sack and pulled out a cigarette pack and a lighter.  She took one out, stuck it between two fingers and lit it, dropping the lighter onto the table.  She put the cigarette to her lips and inhaled deeply, exhaling it through her nostrils.  “Went to the store, Charlie” she said.  “Got some sliced cheese, and those frozen waffles you like.”

He winced as she said ‘Charlie,’ then watched as she pulled out a bottle of wine and put it into the fridge, trading it for a nearly empty one that was inside.  “Gonna take a nap on the couch,” she told him.

Get into a drunken stupor, you mean, he thought as she left the room, and he put the waffles and cheese away.  When he heard her sit down on the couch, he picked up a thick, white coffee mug from the dish drain and opened up an overhead cabinet, reaching up to the top shelf.  Glancing at the doorway, he opened a bottle of whiskey and splashed a good bit into the mug.  Putting the bottle back into the cabinet, he pulled a cigarette out of her pack, stuck it between his teeth and lit it.  He then slipped out of the kitchen and down the hall to his room.  She didn’t see him pass by, he noted with disgust; she had already passed out.
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The reason Seth and Darcy’s friendship started was because Seth’s mother was an acquaintance of Darcy’s parents through their church, and she had brought Seth over to their two-story house one day. 

Seth had started to follow his mother through the front door, but she paused at the threshold and he nearly ran into her.  He rolled his eyes while she greeted Sandra and Lester George.  “I haven’t seen either of you in an age!  Sandy, love the new hair color!”

Seth rolled his eyes while standing behind his mother,  “Charlie,” she said, “this is Mr.  and Mrs.  George.  They go to my church.”  He shook hands with a polite expression, then noticed a quiet boy standing behind the Georges, hiding a small smile.  He must have seen my eye rolling, Seth thought.  He smirked at the teenager, who smirked back.

Lester said, “Darcy, this is Lottie Calder and her son Charlie.  As Lottie said, she goes to our church.”  The unspoken “Charlie doesn’t go to our church” remained unspoken.

The adults, clearly ready to sit down and visit with grownup-oriented conversation, dismissed their teenage sons.  Sandra said, “Darcy, why don’t you take Charlie upstairs and show him your room?”

Darcy snarked, “What makes you think he wants to see it?”

His father said, “Darcy, don’t start–”

This way,” Darcy said to Seth before Lester could finish.  Seth followed him–noticing he was dressed in a light blue cashmere pullover sweater and white cargo pants, with a touch of makeup around his eyes and on his lips—to a rather small bedroom decorated with posters of currently popular musicians.  The bed was a full size, a little large for the size of the room, and covered with a spread and pillow shams covered with musical notes.

I take it you like music,” said Seth, instantly thinking what a stupid thing that was to say.

“You must be a genius,” Darcy said sarcastically.

“Actually, I am.”

“Ever been tested?” Darcy asked, dropping onto the bed.

“Yes.”

“What was your score?”

“He wouldn’t say.  Gave me a BS reason.  But he said I was ‘two-and-a-half standard deviations above genius level,’ whatever that means.”

“What grade are you in school?”

“I’m dropping out.  They don’t have anything to offer me.”

“Modest much?”

Seth sat down on the bed as well and laughed.  “No, not much.  My mother hates that.  She hates a lot of things about me.”  His face darkened briefly.  “I hate her.”

“I hate my parents.  They believe what their preacher said that it’s sin that caused me to be the way I am–”

“And what way are you?”

“A hermaphrodite.  A true hermaphrodite.”

“A hermaphrodite?” His eyes widened.  “You’re a hermaphrodite?”

“Yes.  Both female and male.  Completely.”

“Then why do you dress like a guy?”

“What would you suggest?  That I dress like a clown?”

“I suppose you can dress however you like if you’re really both.  But what pronoun are you called?  It?”

“He.  That’s what I’ve been called since I was born, and anyway I prefer it.  I prefer to dress in guys’ clothes, too.”

Seth dropped the subject.  He was no longer interested.  “So what’s this about your parents’ preacher?”

“He told them that sin caused it.”

“Your sin?”

“He just said sin.  I say that means their sin, since I was born this way, but they say it’s my fault.  I so hate them.  I almost hate my grandfather but he once said it probably was one of them whose sin caused it.”

“Didn’t notice a grandfather when we got here.”

“He’s out wasting more of his money buying worthless old books.  He’s got a study full of them.”

Seth changed the subject again.  “So, hermaphrodites are usually more one gender than the other.  And you say you’re equally both?”

“Equally and fully.  My father calls me a freak of nature.”

Seth was bored.  “Let’s go and spy on the old people.”  They left the room and sat down next to the upstairs railing, looking down below.  They heard voices floating up to them.

“Have another martini, Lottie?”

“Lester, you make the best martinis.  I’ll definitely have one!”

Seth murmured, “Sounds like she’s putting the moves on him.  Wonder if she’s scored with him already?  And I can tell by her voice she’s already drunk.”

“Is she going to drive home?” Darcy asked.

Seth replied, “She’ll drive all right.”

“Why don’t you call a taxi?”

“I can walk.  And if she crashes the car and dies, I’ll be done with her.”  He turned to Darcy and smiled.  “Then maybe I could move in with you.  We could be like brothers . . .  sort of.”

Darcy’s eyes narrowed but he decided to let it go.

Seth stood up and said, “They have nothing interesting to say.  Let’s go back to your room.”  

Once there, Darcy changed the subject.  “You like being called Charlie?”

“Hate it.  Call me Seth; it’s my middle name.”

“So you like that better than Charles?”

“Yes.  It’s the name of the Ancient Egyptian God of Destruction.”

“And are you destructive?” said Darcy with a laugh.

“I can be when I want to.” Seth smirked back.  “Anyway, my mother insists on calling me ‘Charlie’ instead of ‘Charles’ and I hate ‘Charlie’ worse than ‘Charles,’ so I go by Seth.”

“Well, call me Darcy; it is my first name.”

My mother wanted Darcy, and I think it suits me.”

“Darcy it is,” Seth said, and they found that a link was formed between them.  Neither one had any other friends at all. 
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A week after their first meeting, Darcy went over to the Calder’s double-wide, bringing Seth a book that he’d found in his grandfather’s study.  He said it was made of human skin, but at the sight of Seth’s skeptical look, he confessed that it was most likely animal, although Seth still showed curiosity.  While Seth went to his bedroom carrying the book, Darcy paused to grab a soda without asking from the refrigerator. He acted as though he were perfectly at home, even though Seth rarely invited him, disgusted by the sight of what he considered his mother’s drunken attempts at housekeeping.  Seth preferred Darcy’s house, where Darcy’s sober and neat parents were rarely home, and if his grandfather was home, he locked himself up in his study full of old books and didn’t bother them.

“Just an ordinary hide,” Darcy admitted as he sipped his soda.

“Then an ordinary book then.”

Darcy slouched in a chair, pushing back a little on the Greek fisherman’s cap he wore.

“Channeling your inner John Lennon?” Seth asked as he saw the gesture.

Darcy replied, “I think it would be fun to be in a band.”

“A marching band has no place for a piano player.”

“Marching band?  Screw you.  I mean a rock band.  And I’m not a piano player.  I’ve got a real keyboard.”

“How’d you pay for that, anyway?”

“Sold a few of my grandfather’s old books.  Got a nice price for them and he hasn’t missed them yet.”

While Seth looked the book over, Darcy asked, “What language is it written in?” 

“English, fool.  But you quit school early and can’t read.”

“I quit school because I don’t see any reason to learn boring history.  Anyway, you dropped out too.”

Seth said, “I can’t see myself being saddled with a job where I have to use algebra.  Besides, I self-educated myself.  That’s how I can read Middle English.”  Both of them were twenty years old but had left school a couple of years before graduation, and had lived off their parents’ money ever since.

The book was written in difficult-to-read, cursive Middle English.  Seth carefully paged through its leaves.  Everywhere text was accompanied by illustrations, some from woodcuts and some apparently hand-drawn into the book itself.

Darcy pointed to some writing.  “What’s that say?  ‘Lizzarde-something’?”

“‘Lizzarde mixturre,’” Seth read out to him.

“What the hell’s a ‘lizard mixture’?”

Seth rolled his eyes.  “I don’t know.  I’ve hardly read any of the book yet.”

“What’s that,?” Darcy asked, interrupting Seth’s thoughts.  He was pointing to a figure in a drawing, half-man, half-goat with red skin, huge wings and four arms.

Seth replied, “It says ‘Bafometh.”

“Is that who it’s supposed to be?  And who is Bafometh anyway?”

“‘Baphometh,’ ‘Bafomet,’ ‘Bafum,’ ‘Bafumetz,’ Baphometis.’  They not only couldn’t write legibly, they couldn’t spell either.”  He added “Give me time to read it and work it out.  Maybe this book could be a ticket to our dreams.”

“It’s valuable then?”

“Not to sell.  But it looks like you could use it go gain riches, fame, who knows?  I just need to look it over in more detail.”  Darcy sat down next to him and watched him.  Seth looked at him.  “I meant, look it over in more detail when I’m alone.”

Darcy returned to Seth’s house a few days later.  Seeing Seth’s mother was still at work, he cadged another drink from the fridge, and went to Seth’s room, where he found him sitting at a computer desk, with the computer shoved out of the way and the book Darcy had given him open in front of him.  

Seth looked up as Darcy entered.  “So, they couldn’t keep away?”

“He.  And I want to know what that book can do for us?” 

“Besides fame and fortune you mean?  Give us power.”

“What kind of power?”

“For starters, the power to get away with murder.”

Darcy spilled some of his drink on the carpet.  “Murder?  Anyone in particular?”

Seth smiled coldly.  “My mother, for one.  It’s something I’ve dreamed about.  But I never wanted to go to prison for it.”

“And for another?”

“How much do you like your parents?”

“You know I despise them. So do you.  They’re unreasonable, demanding, selfish, and they hate me because I’m a hermaphrodite–“

”I’ll bet thou must hate thyself.”  Darcy rolled his eyes.  ”Why not run away from home then?”

“No money.”

“What if you could get their money, anything of theirs that’s valuable, and then leave town?”

“Kill them and rob them?  How far would I get?”

“With the right alibi you could cash in legally, then be on your way with a new identity.”

“And you?”

“The same.  Friends, aren’t we?  We could become brothers.  We could pick out a new last name.” 

“My grandfather once said we almost looked alike enough to be twins.  We could do that, couldn’t we?  You’d have to dye that red hair of yours, though.  And one of us would need to change their eyes—”

“By the way,” Seth said interrupted, “he’d have to go, too.  Your grandfather, I mean.  As soon as I’m sure I’ve got all of the books from his study that I want.”

“I don’t care.  He’s nasty and smelly and he hates me.  He can die with my parents.”  

“You really hate them that much?”

Darcy nodded.  For some reason, his parents had considered surgery.  Darcy really was a true hermaphrodite, with complete male and female internal and external genitalia, and by the time they even considered asking him about surgery to make him only one gender, but he decided he that he wasn’t interested in surgery.  He liked the idea of being unique.  He found, though, that he identified slightly more with his masculine than his feminine side and dressed accordingly.  His parents went along with his preference for male pronouns.

Darcy said,  “So what does the book say to do to get power?” he asked, stretched out on Seth’s bed.

“It calls for sacrifices, where you just do what the Grimoire says to make them qualify as sacrifices.”

“What type of sacrifices?”  Darcy was getting very interested now.

“Mostly bloodletting and burning, accompanied by the proper incantations.”

“You’re quite the cutthroat, aren’t you?” Darcy commented.

Seth smiled.  “If it really works, we can get rid of both our families and be free.”

Darcy smiled.  “We could leave town for good.  But where would we go?”

“I’m already working on it.  If we can pull a test run off, that is, getting rid of our families, the Grimoire tells how to get real power.  It involves multiple sacrifices and a lot of specifics, but I believe we can do it.”

“Specifically what kind of people?”

“Descendants of people who tortured and executed descendants of some Crusaders, called Baphomet’s Redeemers, at the behest of the Spanish Inquisition, for following Baphomet.”

Darcy looked over Seth’s shoulder at the book.  “‘How to smite your enemies’?  Who talks like that?”

“Everyone, when this was written.  Tell me, what do you know about the Spanish Inquisition?”

“Other than the Monty Python sketch, nothing.”

USEFUL IDIOT

“Any messages?” Nigel Cutter asked his brother Alec, who was putting away his cell phone.

Alec shook his head and just said, “None.”

“Oh, well,” Nigel replied from the living room couch.  At least we’ve got those two brothers coming to audition.  And possibly a drummer at the same time.”  He brushed cookie crumbs from his T-shirt; he didn’t have to worry about sweets, being unable to gain weight no matter what he ate.  He was extremely thin, and his height made him look even thinner. 

Alec, who had brunette hair just like his brother, had a medium but larger build compared to his brother.  They were now in their early twenties, Nigel two years older than Alec, and although they still lived in their parents’ house, they had plans to get out on their own.  

Nigel had first broached the subject of a band with his brother when they were in their teens.  At the time, they were still in school and had developed a habit of skipping classes, out of boredom, and eventually a number of trips browsing in pawnshops had found themselves in possession of a pair of guitars.  Their first attempt to master them proved that it wasn’t as easy as it looked.  After hearing nothing but “tink, tink, tink” as he tried to play, Nigel was all for throwing his in a closet when Alec had had a breakthrough and began playing things that were recognizable.  

Nigel really decided to rethink the closet when he heard their father actually compliment Alec on his playing.  That sealed the deal, and Nigel was determined to get compliments as well.  He started working at it longer and longer each day, and both of them gave up the truancy.  If they’d been caught at it, they might have had their guitars taken away.

*
[image: ]


Soon, Seth and Darcy were visiting each other frequently, mostly at Darcy’s house, as Seth stayed at his own home as little as possible.  One night Darcy suggested that they play a game.  

“What’ve you got?”  

Darcy held up two boxes.  “I’ve got ‘Clue’ and ‘Clue: Master Detective.’”

“What’s the difference?”

“Five more rooms, four more people, and two more weapons.”

“Eleven more ways for you to lose then.”  Darcy scowled.  Seth took a sip of his soda and asked, “What’s the extra weapons?”

“Poison and a horseshoe.”

Seth spit out his drink.  “Horseshoe?  What kind of lame weapon is that?”  When he had finally stopped choking, he went on, “So, what are the extra rooms?”

“Courtyard...”

“Full of rusty wickets for a decades old game with the balls missing, like you.”

“Mine aren’t missing.  And they probably work better than yours.”

”There’s a subject for debate.”

“...Trophy Room...”

“Full of your own trophies.  Let’s see, a squirrel, a chipmunk, a possum—”

Darcy said.  “I don’t even hunt!”

Seth smiled.  “Never mind.  Keep going.”

“Gazebo...”

“Probably full of mosquitos and spiders.”

“Carriage House...”

“Car up on blocks with wheels removed.  Battery been dead for forty years.”

“And Fountain...”

“Full of dead leaves, algae and someone’s urine.”

“Could you not find anything nice to say?”

“No.  Now satisfy my mild curiosity and tell me the four extra characters.”

“Madame Rose, Sergeant Gray, Miss Peach, and ‘Mons-your’ Brunette.”

“It’s pronounced like ‘miss-your,’ emphasis on the second syllable.  Haven’t you ever been taught any French?”  

Darcy said sulkily, “No, but I bet you haven’t either.”

Seth replied, “You’d lose that bet.”  He went on, “Let’s go with the traditional game.”

Darcy put the second version away on a shelf and sat down at the table, opening the box.   He took out the board and the game pieces while Seth took the cards.

“I’ll be Mr.  Green,” Seth said, shuffling the cards.

“Why him?”

“Maybe because my eyes are green?”

“You should go with Mrs.  Peacock,”

“And why is that?  Seth asked, dealing the cards out.

“You’re so in love with yourself.”

“You should be Madam Rose with that lipstick you wear.”

“You could be Miss Scarlet with your red hair.”

“I don’t have scarlet hair.  And with your hair brown you could have been M.  Brunette.”

“But you don’t want to play Master Detective.”

Seth threw a card at him.  “You should be Colonel Mustard since you’re a yellow coward.”

“Why do you say I’m a coward?”

“How many dates have you been on?”

“As many as you.”

Seth gave a laugh.  “So you say.”

Darcy fell silent and snatched up his cards, while Seth put the three solution cards into an envelope and placed it in the center of the board.

They both turned away from the board to mark their cards on the notepads provided.  After a moment, Darcy looked carefully over his shoulder.  Seeing Seth still facing away from the board, he leaned over carefully and picked up the envelope, looking at the cards inside.  Then he slid them back inside, quickly turning away from the board and marked down the rest of his hand.

After only going to three rooms on the board, Darcy had ‘found’ the solution to win the game.  Seth looked irritated but said nothing, just dealt the cards again.  This time Darcy won after only going to four rooms.  Seth raised his eyebrows but still didn’t give any remark.

Once more, Seth looked at his cards and marked each one on his pad.  He suddenly realized that he wasn’t hearing any similar sounds coming from Darcy’s direction.  He turned and looked over his shoulder and saw Darcy pulling the solution cards from the envelope on the board.

Seth turned all the way around, reached over, and slapped Darcy full on the face.  Darcy sat back, shocked and holding one hand to his cheek.  Seth shouted, “You cheat!  No wonder you keep winning!”

Darcy looked at him and upended the board onto the floor, game pieces and all.  Seth got up and left the room, leaving Darcy white-faced.
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A few days after the game, Seth had paid a visit to Darcy’s family’s house when Darcy was alone in the bathroom, and had found him in a clawfoot bathtub.  He had been taking a bubble bath, but the bubbles were nearly all gone.

“Here for some show and tell?” asked Darcy.

“What’s to tell?  I expected to see male parts, and there they are.  I see you do have balls, after all.”

“I told you I’ve got both complete.  That makes me almost unique in the human race.”

“Are you human?” asked Seth with a smirk on his face.

Darcy splashed water on him.  “I’ve got human DNA, moron.  But my birth certificate doesn't say 'male' or 'female.'  It says—”

"'She-male'?"

More water splashed.  "It says hermaphrodite.  I can show you if you like.  You’ve seen half.  Want to see the other half?”  Seth nodded and was rewarded with a good view.

“Ever try it out?” he asked Darcy.  Darcy just shook his head.  “Haven’t found anyone to show it to and make an offer?”  Another head shake.  “You just showed me.”

“You didn’t believe me.”

“So, the lady parts work as well?”

“Why, are you interested in trying them out?”

Seth nodded without hesitation.  “I admit I’m curious.  But I’m purely interested in your feminine side.”  With that he stripped his clothes off and climbed into the tub.

Seth was the first one to get dressed and head downstairs.  He went straight down to the kitchen and started opening cabinet doors.  Darcy entered the room, tying the belt on a black flowered kimono.  “What are you looking for?” he asked Seth. 

“The booze.  Don’t your parents have any?”

“You’ve seen them having martinis, haven’t you?”

“Then where do they keep the stuff?”

“In the liquor cabinet.  In the dining room.”

“My old lady puts it on a top shelf in the kitchen.  It’s like she thinks I’m too short to reach it.”

“So how long have you been tall enough?”

“Since I was tall enough to stand in a chair to reach the counter.”

They both laughed, and then Darcy led Seth to the dining room and opened one door of the large glass cabinet.  Seth immediately took out a bottle of whiskey, then two glasses to pour into.

Darcy said, “Not for me,” he said, shaking his head.  “Can’t stand it.”

“What do you like to drink then?” Seth asked him.

“Beer.  There’s some in the fridge.”

Seth took up his glass of whiskey.  “Join me in the living room, “ he told Darcy, “and we can do some serious smoking.”

Sometime later, when they were relaxing on the living room couch,  Seth took out a /cigarette pack and pulled one out.  He tossed the pack to Darcy, who caught it neatly and pulled out one for himself.  Seth supplied a lighter and soon they were puffing away.

“Will anyone know we’ve been smoking?” Seth asked.

“Smell the place.  My grandfather smokes his pipe so much that no one ever notices the smell of cigarettes.”  He added, “Does your mother know you smoke?”

“No, she stinks so much from smoking herself that she can’t tell I smoke too.”

“But if she caught you?”

“Bitch’d probably get the belt out.”

“A belt?”

“An old friend of mine.  We’re very well acquainted.”

“And she beats you with it?”

Seth just shrugged.  Darcy asked, “And it’s because of her that you go by the name Seth and not Charles?”

“I can’t stand being called Charlie, and she won’t call me Charles.”

“Is Charles your father’s name?”

Seth gave a mirthless laugh.  “She has no clue who my father is.  She was such a slut when she got pregnant that she had no idea.  And my whole life has been being visited by an army of ‘uncles’ who stay the night and never show up again.  She’d be a whore if she took money for it.  She’d also be rich.  I seriously wish she were dead.”

“And I just hate my family because they blame me for my double gender.”

“‘Double gender’?  I thought the term was bi-gender.”

“Not for me.  I’m unique.  They don’t have a word for me yet.”

I’ve got two words, Seth thought.  Useful idiot.

A HOT WATER BOTTLE AND A TEST RUN

A short time after Darcy’s visit to Seth’s house, Seth showed up at Darcy’s again, letting himself in.  Throwing a leather backpack down on a chair, he asked Darcy,  “Parent’s home?”  Darcy shook his head.  “Want to get laid?  Or are you a boy today?”

“Sorry, can’t,” Darcy said, holding a hot water bottle to his abdomen.  “I’m on my period.”

“Your what?”

“My menstrual period.”

“You have those?”

“Every damn month.  It’s a nuisance.  It’s painful, bloody, totally gross–”

“You mean you could get pregnant?”

“In theory, yes.”  He shifted on the couch, trying to get comfortable.

“In reality?”  Seth found he was very intrigued.

“No idea.  Don’t want to know.  Too young for motherhood.”

“And fatherhood?”

“No, having a baby wouldn’t make me a father.”

“Unless you were the father.”

Darcy snorted with laughter.  “Not physically possible.”

Seth said, “Especially for a ‘he’ or are you a they?  Or it?”

Even while Seth was talking, Darcy was unscrewing the cap off his hot water bottle.

“No, forget it.  Do you have any idea how many defects a baby conceived that way would have?”

“More or less than you?”

Darcy hurled the hot water bottle at him.  It smacked Seth in the head, causing water to spurt out and soak his hair.  “Either change the subject,” Darcy exclaimed, “Or get lost!  And by the way,’ he added, “If we ever do that again, you’ll wear a condom!”

“If you insist,” Seth replied.  “But that’s a little like closing the barn door–”

“The barn door is closed as of right now!”

“The Grimoire has an incantation to miscarry in case you ever get pregnant–”

“If I ever get pregnant by anyone I won’t do anything to miscarry.”

Seth shrugged.  “We’ll see.”  Then he said, “You were right, the book is made from animal hide, and it tells how to make one like it.  Some of the things I’ve found in the other books you’ve brought me from your grandfather’s study have some useful information, too.”

“What kind of animal do you use?”

“A goat.  A kid goat, to be exact.”

“And you’ve made a book?”

“Yes.  It took me a while.  I even put hand-made paper in it.”  He undid some straps on his backpack and pulled out a book.

“What’s it called?”  Seth handed it to Darcy, who began looking it over.  “Grimoire of Baphomet’s Redeemers.  And did you use blood for ink?”

Seth shook his head.  “It would clot too fast, ruin the pen, and then turn brown to boot.”  He held the pen up.  “See what I found in a pawn shop?”

Darcy examined the fountain pen Seth had been using.  “Is that a goat depicted on it?”

Seth nodded.  “Baphomet is supposed to be half goat.  It’s almost as if the pen were mean to be for me.”

Darcy looked at Seth and thought, Meant to be?  Does he really believe all this will work?  Does he really plan to kill that many people?

As if reading his mind, Seth said, “We are going to kill people, a lot of people, just not very soon.  But there will need to be a few at first, to get everything in motion.”

Darcy decided to change the subject.  “What all are you writing in your Grimoire?” Darcy asked, seeing that many of the pages had been filled.

“Everything that seems important enough to keep in one place.”

“Sounds like a lot of work,” he replied, sounding dubious.

“Not really,” Seth said, ignoring the doubt in his voice.  “I’ve got most of what needs to be in it already. A lot of the books only had little bits of information here and there.  Too much Christian-based magic, calling on saints and angels and things like that, in a lot of the books.  Some had a history of the Knights Mensa crusades, which is important.”

“ ‘Knights Mensa’?”

“Have you ever heard of the Knights Templar?”

“Didn’t they have a treasure in that movie National Treasure?”

“Well, that was fiction although the Knights Templar were associated with the Masons.”

Darcy interrupted.  “Mensa?  Isn’t that some kind of organization?”

“For people with high intelligence.  So you’d never quality.”

“Neither would you.”

“I’ve got the I.Q. for it, but I don’t like joining organizations.  They just exist to take people’s money and call it ‘dues.’  But to continue what I was saying, the Knights Templar were falsely accused of blasphemy and idol worship, among other things.  Some confessed under torture and were executed.”

“So?”

“So, there was this other group of Crusaders called the Knights Mensa.  They actually did worship a pagan deity. They were a group of Crusaders who originally followed the concept of the Knights of the Round Table, hence ‘Mensa,’ Latin for table.”

“Knights of the Round Table!”  Darcy exclaimed.  “That’s Monty Python, too!”

Seth sighed in frustration.  “Yes, but nothing at all to do with this.  We’re talking about real power here, over life and death.  Raising the dead to serve the living, and...”  He stopped as he saw Darcy’s eyes start to glaze over. 

“Listen, they were accused of blasphemy as well, but they went into hiding.  After the Spanish conquered the Aztecs, their descendants came to the Caribbean and settled on an island named Isla Dios Vida, that still had the remains of some Aztec construction on it.  They built a  temple to Baphomet on another island named Isla Diablo, which has never been found.  The people lived under the radar and continued their Baphomet worship until they were discovered by the Spanish Inquisition.  Many of them fled the island but the ones that were caught confessed under torture that they worshiped Baphomet, and they were executed like the Knights Templar were.  Afterwards, the survivors returned to the island and vowed revenge.  According to this Grimoire, Baphomet is willing to give power to anyone who avenges the torture and death of his followers.  It’s all spelled out here how to do it.”

“So who do you kill?”

“Descendants of the men who did the torture and execution.  They weren’t inquisitors themselves, just lay people, doctors and surgeons.  But the Inquisition kept excellent records.  With computers and internet genealogy sites, it should be possible to track enough people down.”

“How many would we need?”

“Basically around twenty, but there’ll be a few beforehand to give us enough power to accomplish a few goals before can get to the main part.  But there’ll be a certain number for each type of sacrifice,  Sacrifice of Blood, Sacrifice of Earth, Sacrifice of Air, Sacrifice of Water, and Sacrifice of Fire.  Water, Fire, and Blood have one each that’s done at the Final Sacrifice that summons Baphomet. But before that the other sacrifices are done to summon the Nightboat, which is the way to get to the Temple of Baphomet where the Final Sacrifices are to be done.  Supposedly it’s a ship that the Crusaders’ descendants used to get to the island with the temple.”

“What does it look like?”

“Nobody knows.  Apparently about a hundred years ago someone summoned it and it looked like a nineteenth century sailing vessel.”

Darcy said, “You’re talking about killing a lot of people in order to get power, but how do we even know any of it would work?”

“You want a demonstration?”

“Yes!”

“If you insist.  If your cramps are over, we can head over to the park down the street.”

Darcy cleaned up the water from his water bottle, Seth picked up his backpack, and they left the house.  They soon arrived at a public park that contained a playground, tennis courts, benches, and picnic tables.  Wild birds flew around, many being fed by visitors sitting on benches, throwing out bird seed.  Dogs were being walked on leashes by their owners on a nearby pathway built for that purpose.

Seth and Darcy sat down at one of the tables, while Seth took his new book out.  He opened it up to a page with an incantation entitled ‘To Control Animals.’  He began speaking quietly.  “May Baphomet open my eyes that I may see....May Baphomet open my ears so that I may hear...May Baphomet strengthen my right hand that I shall be strong, to keep these creatures under my power, under my very power!  The Word that Bind and Commands is my Word!”

After a few moments of quiet, the birds suddenly combined into one large flock and began attacking some of the park’s visitors, who ducked and ran to get away from them without a lot of success.  The dogs on the pathway broke free of their leashes and turned on their owners, knocking them down and trying to bite them.  More than one person found themselves bleeding from the bird and dog attacks.  Chaos reigned in the park, while Seth put his book away.  As he and Darcy walked away Darcy looked at him with wide eyes.  Seth noticed and said, “I told you it would work.  Ready for some sacrificing?”

Darcy was silent all the way home.  

WE’RE GOING TO RAISE THE DEAD?

A few days later, Darcy paid Seth a visit.  “How’s the plan coming along?”

Seth smiled.  “I’ve worked out how we can get rid of our families and get away with it.”

Darcy was intrigued.  “How do you mean for us to do it?”

“House fires,” Seth said.  “Two house fires could be suspicious, but if they happen when we’re in clear view of people who can give us an alibi, then we can hardly be blamed.”

“How do we guarantee the alibi bit?”

“A couple of simple blood sacrifices.”

“Simple?”

“There are lots of homeless people around here.  If one goes missing, no one will care.”

“What will we do with the body?”

“I’ll put it in my house.  With the right incantation, the body of a sacrifice to Baphomet turns to dust.  No evidence.”

“Completely turn to dust?”

“Well, one of the books implies that the dust or ash might end up on an altar to Baphomet, depending on the circumstances, but it’s not totally clear.  But even so, there won’t be any evidence left behind.”

“And what would be the reason for the fire?”

“My trailer has terrible wiring.  Wouldn’t be the first electrical fire in my park.  Just the first with a fatality.”

“And my house?”

“Your grandfather smokes, drinks, and passes out in a room full of dusty books.  Accident waiting to happen.  As far as the homeless person is concerned, I’ve already picked someone out.  I’ve been plying him with booze and drugs, along with some food.  He thinks I’m an angel.”

Darcy snorted.  Seth went on, “When the time comes, he’ll readily accept a doctored bottle of cheap liquor, and I can escort him to my house to begin our escape to freedom.”

“So his body won’t be found?”

Seth shook his head.  “Only my mother.  And nothing but faulty wiring as the cause of the fire.”

“And we’ll do my house at the same time?  Won’t that require a separate sacrifice?”

“You’ll do that.  Your grandfather will be the sacrifice for your house.  You’ll do him in–“ Seth stopped Darcy from interrupting.  “–I’ll have to do the homeless guy.  We each have to contribute.  Anyway, it’s your family you’re getting rid of.”

“And would my grandfather be found, too?”

“No, he’s going to be the sacrifice that will cause your house to burn.  And if the fire is big enough, they may think they just couldn’t find the body in the wreckage.  We’ll go somewhere to set up our alibi–our favorite coffee shop.  Then the fires begin and no one can suspect a thing.  But we must keep our Grimoire safe at all times.  It’ll tell us everything we need to do.”

Darcy changed the discussion from the unpleasant one they’d been having.  “Didn’t you say that someone went to the island in the past?  Then why doesn’t anyone know where it is?”

“The Cultists never came back.  Apparently their sacrifices failed to please Baphomet.”

“Cultists?”

“Followers of Baphomet who continued his worship.  There still is a cult on an island in the Caribbean.”

“So how many people were lost?”

“The Cultists who went to the island, plus the Final Sacrifices and whoever was trying to summon Baphomet, plus the Undead who went with them.”

“Undead?  Like, zombies?”

“The Grimoire calls them ‘Undead.’  They were brought out of their graves to help with the initial sacrifices on the first island.  It’s said that Baphomet could make them completely alive again if he chose.  Apparently he didn’t choose to do so.”

“So, we’re going to raise the dead?”

“Why not?  We’ve got the instructions on how to do it.”  Seeing the worried look on Darcy’s face, he added, “Don’t worry; they’ll be safe.  There are incantations to protect thou from danger.”

Darcy wasn’t particularly relieved.

*
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Nigel and Alec sat at the breakfast table wearing pajama bottoms and T-shirts.  Each one had a different box of cereal close to their bowl, Nigel’s being Cocoa Puffs and Alec’s being  Lucky Charms.  

“I thought you were into Peanut Butter Crunch,” Alec remarked.

“I’m over peanut butter for the time being.”  He took a bite of his Puffs and then started to speak, milk running out of the corners of his mouth.  He grabbed up a napkin and dabbed at it, then said, “Alec, let’s start a band.”

“A band?  Are you serious?”

“Yes!  We’ve talked about it before, when we first got out guitars.  And plenty of times afterward.  Were you just blowing smoke?  What is the point in learning to play the guitar if not to be in a band?  And we’ve been watching other bands for years, in clubs and in concerts, enough that we know what kind of music we like and what we don’t like.”  

“You mean the two of us?  A duo?”  By then both of them had forgotten their cereal.

“No, I mean a full band, with a drummer, a keyboardist–”

“And a lead singer?”

Nigel hesitated.  “Well, I suppose.  I don’t think I could do it.  What about you?”

Before Alec could answer, the front door open and a moment later, Matthew and Hannah Cutter stuck their heads in.  

“How was Mass?” Nigel asked them.

“Wonderful as ever,” Hannah replied.  “I wish you two would go with us sometime.”

Alec replied, “We prefer Saturday evening, and anyway we can go to Confession right before.”

Their father replied, looking at his wife, “Can’t argue with that.”  To his sons he said, “We’ll just go upstairs and change.”  As they disappeared from sight, he called out, “Good ball game on this afternoon!”

“Great!” Alec called back, then turned back to Nigel and their previous discussion.  “So have you thought about what we’d need to do?”

“Cobble together some of the music we’re written, create some kind of advertising to post–”

“Come up with a name?” Alec said with a grin.

“Well, I guess that should come first.”  He grinned back.

*
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Seth hadn’t gone into much detail about making the Grimoire; he knew that Darcy would just get bored and stop listening.  But it had been a very tedious task to make the book.  It had required “virgin parchment from the skin of a goat,” which had very specific instructions.

He also had to find a sacrificial knife.  He had discovered an obsidian knife he considered perfect for his purposes, and had packed it away for future use.  He had found a number of incantations that could prove useful, and he was determined to try a few of them, especially the one to become invisible.  There were also incantations to see a vision of the past or future, to control evil spirits, to be bulletproof, and to cause a constant headache, among many others.  Who knew what would come in handy in the future.  Seth also had written out how many sacrifices would be needed in the future and what kind.  There were Sacrifices of Blood, Earth, Air, Fire, and Water, substitutes for how the Crusaders’ descendants were tortured and killed, plus four sacrifices for use in a banquet that was spelled out in detail.  The trickiest part would be finding a place to perform the sacrifices, an isolated place where the people couldn’t get away.  Isla Dios Vida was still inhabited; that might just be ideal.

It didn’t take long for him to locate the island.  His research led him to discover not only the exact location, but that it had a small hotel on it that was open to guests.  He got as much information as he could before deciding that he needed a way to be able to earn the money to be able to go there, and the money to arrange for a number of other things.  It wasn’t going to be a quick journey to power, but his mind turned over possibilities, and he hit on the right one quickly.

He phoned Darcy and told him to meet him at a nearby fast food restaurant.  “Didn’t you say you can play that electronic keyboard you have at your house?” he asked as soon as they sat down at a table with their orders.

Darcy hesitated for a moment, confused.  “Yes, but why?  You want to learn to play?”

“Don’t need to if you can play it.  It’s part of a plan I’m developing.  We’re going to join a rock band and get famous and rich, and from there it’ll be smooth sailing.”

“When do we get the power?”

“Sometime down the road.  But with fame and fortune comes a power of its own.  In fact, that’s going to be our surname when we’re ‘brothers.’”

“‘Fortune’?”

“Because we are going to make a fortune.”

“I thought we were going to get power.”

“Money is a type of
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