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THE NOCTUARY


PRAISE FOR THE NOCTUARY

“Both elegant and visceral, violent and darkly witty, Greg Chapman’s The Noctuary is an insightful look at the processes of creation and the birth of horror. His sinister muse, Meknok, is one of the most intriguing new horror characters since Clive Barker unleashed Pinhead, and indeed The Noctuary is occasionally reminiscent of Barker’s grim beauty, while being very distinctly its own beast. The Noctuary is rich, compelling, and unsettling, and Greg Chapman is obviously a writer in complete possession of his own sinister muse.”

—Lisa Morton, multiple Bram Stoker Award-winner

and author of The Halloween Encyclopedia

Greg Chapman’s The Noctuary is straight from the depths of Hell. Here the past is a very difficult geography. Fresh and original it takes the reader on a frantic ride to regret; and may well provide the nightmares horror fiction often promises, but rarely delivers.

—Rocky Wood, Bram Stoker Award-winning author

of Stephen King: A Literary Companion.

“Here, Greg has created the infant seeds of a new mythology—and one that is rich enough for an encore performance.”

—Hellnotes

“Chapman’s latest novella is a sort-of homage to Clive Barker, but unlike other ‘homages’ this one has its own voice and style. The Noctuary blends supernatural and real-life horrors quite well.”

—The Horror Fiction Review

“Greg Chapman’s The Noctuary romped along like a particularly vivid nightmare keeping me happily engaged from first word to last.”

—Scaryminds

“The Noctuary has all the elements to making a perfect horror story. It’s stories like this that remind me why horror is my favourite genre and this is a story that all horror fans will enjoy.”

—Horror Addicts

“Aussie horror writer, Greg Chapman, is someone worth paying attention to. The name may not be familiar to you right now, but it soon will be… It is easy to immerse one’s self in the world Chapman has created here.”

—Horrible Book Reviews

“Fantastic, gory, intense, with imagery you can take to bed with you at night, Chapman has created a novella that is insistently relentless and grim. Highly recommended!”

—Benjamin Kane Ethridge, author of Black & Orange


To E.A. Poe and Clive Barker…my muses.




Day does not exist for me anymore. There is only night. And I wait for him—I dread his arrival.

There is no denying it; I am lost in madness or fear, or both. The words I write make no sense to me. My soul tells me I must abide by the rules of the night; that the darkness has been made flesh and is opening its arms to receive the dead and the demonic. I awoke at 6:00 p.m. and stepped onto the patio of my apartment to find the sun’s last light turning the sky the shade of blood. The streetlights are just pinpricks in the black. People on the streets are stalked by their shadows. They are unbeknownst to the spectacle, but I can see it all. I am defying all the laws of reality. These words are in my head and on the page at the same time, but I can no longer feel my hands writing them. My soul is talking and I am simply transcribing it onto invisible paper.

I walk back into my bedroom and immediately go down to the basement to sit at my desk, where my notebook rests open and waiting. The words I’ve written on its pages look like another language from a different angle. I am trying to understand what it says when I hear that voice.

“Hello Simon,” it says from the night.

I look to my left, but all there is to see is night. I know he is in the room, but my senses cannot locate him.

“You will find no trace of me, Simon, but I am all around you. I must reveal myself to you.”

All of a sudden the darkness parts like a curtain and a tall, robed figure steps out, bathed in a dull light. As my eyes adjust, I glimpse the being before me. The figure is at least eight feet tall. Beneath the scorched lace of its endless robe I can see a bone-thin body wrapped tightly in pale grey skin. Then I see its face; two orb-like eyes centred in a glistening, hairless head. Strange hieroglyphs are scattered about the face, ancient scars carved into the flesh. As I gape in horror the thing beckons me with outstretched hands.

Its fingers look sharp and menacing. As it glides closer I finally see they are not fingers at all, but rather the pointed ends of ancient quills. Bloody ink spills from each tip onto my lounge room floor.

“My God, what are you?” I hear myself say.

The thing smiles, revealing a toothless mouth, moist with the same foul ink.

“I am no god, Simon. I am no devil. I am purely an inspiration to lost souls. Only the privileged can bear my countenance.”

I sit rigid in my chair as the creature hovers around me, observing me with its hollow eyes. I don’t want to look away from it, but the entrance from whence it came lures my gaze. Beyond the curtain of night I can make out a corridor with walls made of parchment, stained and marked with every written language on Earth and others I could never comprehend. The sound of scratching, multiplied a billion times over, echoes throughout the corridor and out into my home.

Abruptly the creature blocks my view and with a wave of his spindly hand the curtain is drawn. The room plunges back into darkness.

“No, Simon, not for you—not yet.”

I look back to where the creature is standing, but the darkness has blotted him out. All I hear is his voice.

“First you must master your words in this world before you can write them in mine.”

“You’re Meknok—the thing in my dreams,” I say, stuttering from fear.

“I am.”

“Why are you here? How can you hear my thoughts? How can you be real?”

“I am your thoughts, Simon. You conjured me with your dark dreams.”

“Is Meknok saying that I created him?”

“I exist to feed on minds such as yours. I was drawn to your soul, by its despair. Your words have lost their meaning, so I have come to give them purpose.”

Meknok was referring to my writing, but it made no sense. I have been unable to write.

“You need to return to the prose you once prospered in.” Meknok explains.

‘Once prospered in’? All I had written before were short stories; tales of horror. They were hardly literature.

Meknok’s snarl shakes the darkness and his eyes shine with fury.

“Blasphemy! You dare to insult the word? It lies within all of your kind, but only a few can make it tangible.”

He steps toward me, pointing his long quills in my face. “There is no finer art than the prose that terrifies! Fear is primal! It is the first and final emotion and has been since the light first broke through the darkness. The word was the origin of your species—the very first symbols were written in my hand!” His quills seem to bleed in response to his tirade. Raging further, he grips me and I feel his talons plunge into my arms. His

ink floods into me.

“I was there in the cave! I guided the Neanderthals’ hands as they wrote of victory and death! And for millions of years since, death has lived on through my scribes!”

Meknok releases me from his grip and I fall, screaming in pain as his essence courses around my veins. It throbs through me and I seize and writhe like a cut snake. My mind is plagued with snapshots of shadows eating corpses and blood smeared across pages made from stretched flesh. It feels like it will never end. Then I smell Meknok’s rotten breath.

“Perhaps you are not worthy? Am I wasting my time with you?” I can’t speak. All I can do is tremble with terror.

“Must I take you deeper into darkness? How should I inspire you? What should I show you that will make you understand the journey ahead?”

In my mind I see myself back at my desk, looking at the notebook. I write one word and I stare at it.

Sleep.

Then I am falling; falling down into the word, into its blackness—closer, closer. Down. Down, until the letters are nothing but a gateway to the night.

Tonight has ended.

A new night is coming.

The darkness is changed, enhanced and even deeper than before. I’ve woken up in the basement alone; there is no sign of Meknok, but many strange things have been left in his wake.

Even my own appearance has changed. In the mirror, I see my normally fair hair is darker and my eyes cast deep shadows back at me. It’s as if my soul is reflecting back its darker side.

Outside, the moon hangs in the sky like precious silver, yet it fails to illuminate the city below. From my window the street is a long black line stretching out into nothingness. The cars on the freeway are as slow as hearses and the people I see are silhouettes of themselves.

The street corner is an abyss and the whore standing upon it is a two-headed serpent dozing on its edge. The darkness has clogged my mind like tar and nothing can free me from it—except perhaps, this act of scripture. Each thought and corresponding word inside me is pouring out onto the page and it is bliss. Meknok has granted me a gift and I must use it.

As I try to make sense of my thoughts and purpose, my mobile phone rings, but its tone is amplified, like a thousand death knells in the small confines of the basement. I answer it and a voice that I had spent years forgetting strikes my senses.

“Hey buddy boy.”

Oh, God. How—how could it be him? I hear his voice again and I am wracked by certainty.

“Aren’t you going to talk to yer old Dad?” Dad—how did you find me? I say, my throat dry.

“What—can’t I speak to my son? After all these years?”

My head hurts with visions of Meknok and now my father’s voice. I struggle to determine why my father would want to seek me out after more visions, much darker—of my mother and sister, eyes cold and vacant, blind me. I push them back down and ask my father, Don, what he wants.

“To talk,” he tells me. “I need to talk to you.”

Talk? Why would I ever want to speak with him? Twenty-five years on and he just thinks he can pick up where he left off—like nothing ever happened? With clenched teeth I tell him that now is not a good time. I want to say ‘never’.

“I’m dying, lad,” Don says. “I want to air…my grievances.” Don uses the word ‘air’ as if he’s referring to dirty laundry. I

feel the pull of the darkened city on my back, as if Meknok himself is attempting to drag me away. I want to hang up the phone, but my heart wants to hear Don out; he sounds so different, so benevolent—so unlike Don.

“Did you hear what I said, Simon?” he asks. “I need to see you. I need you to come to the jail.”

No, I can’t, I tell him. I tell him I never want to see him again and that I hope he rots in his cell. Forever more. He tries to speak, but I cut him off, with almost guillotine-like precision. I toss the phone away, imagining it’s still infected with Don’s voice. After a moment I turn to my living room window to behold the night.

Mulling over the sudden reunion with my father, I leave my home behind and head for that cursed street corner. The whore greets me with a smile and casually runs her hand from her throat and over her right breast to her crotch in one silken movement. My mind’s eye gazes upon her; what I see should sicken me, but my emotions and sensibilities are now infected with Meknok’s blood. The whore’s skin is cracked and bleeding; her breasts—of which there are many—are misshapen and stretched. The hole between her legs is rotten with death.

“What can I do for ya, honey?” she moans, tossing back her blonde curls. My mind’s eye shows hair black and singed.

I tell her that I am lost and need some direction. She leads me to an alleyway around the corner.

The alley is filled with more devil whores delivering delicacies to the depraved. My whore promptly drops to her knees and considers my trousers while wetting her lips with a forked tongue.

“No,” I tell her. “This is not what I want. I need directions.” The whore is blonde again and the other customers are only getting blow jobs from other human harlots. Confusion reigns in my head—am I just imagining it all again?

“We don’t give directions,” the whore says. “If you ain’t here to pay then you’d best fuck off!”

“I know what I saw, I tell her. You’re all demons. I saw you.” The whore laughs and straightens the narrow piece of hot pink leather around her hips.

“Get the fuck outta here, you crazy jack-off!”

I stagger out of the alleyway, back into the night. I don’t understand. Didn’t Meknok want me to see his world? Reeling, I walk to the coffee shop on the other side of the street, the one I frequent most mornings. The door opens and I see regulars sipping on lattes and laughing. Marci, the owner, gives me a nod from behind the counter, but not her usual cheerful wave.

“You okay, Simon?” she asks and there is much uncertainty in her voice.

“Yeah, why shouldn’t I be?” I reply, lying through my teeth. “What were you doing on the corner before?”

I turn to look at the corner. The blonde whore is gone. I didn’t realize that I could be seen. I presumed that I was…somewhere else.

“You went round the alley with that prostitute,” Marci continues, stifling disgust.

I was just asking her a few questions, I tell Marci—for my latest book. I was trying to experience the other side of life. It’s all just research. Marci plays my explanation around in her head and thankfully her pleasant demeanor returns. I don’t know why I lied; perhaps I am beginning to doubt my own sanity again.

“I thought you were up to something else,” Marci says, chuckling with embarrassment. “You want a coffee?”

I do. As Marci’s making me one I glance around the room again, looking for a sign, anything to assure me that my experiences aren’t just delusions. Scanning the patrons in the café, I notice all the regulars, but there is one newcomer. A man of about fifty, squat, but solidly built. His face bears deep scars and his head is crowned with a short crop of greying hair. He’s too busy eating to notice me noticing him.

Then I notice what’s on his plate.

The meal is wriggling and bloody and the man stabs at it with a rusted two-pronged fork. He swallows it in great greedy gulps. Suddenly nausea attacks me as I imagine he’s eating my insides. I look around to see if anyone else is seeing what I am, but they’re happily chatting or reading the newspaper; oblivious to the horrific spectacle.

The stranger finishes and wipes his bloody mouth on a napkin. He washes it all down with a pint of Guinness. All of sudden he looks at me and winks. He stands and tightens the belt around his old grey trench coat. He looks so sure of himself, like he knows something I don’t. Then he approaches.

“You must be Simon,” he says, offering me a gnarled hand. But the hand is more than gnarled; it’s twisted in a claw-like shape. I don’t take it.

“Suit yourself,” he says with a shrug.

He sits down on the stool next to me and starts to roll blackish tobacco into cigarette paper.

You can’t smoke in here, I tell him, but again he shrugs. He lights the cigarette and bluish smoke slowly crawls around the inside of the café.

“Where’s here anyway?” he replies. “I mean, how the hell do you know where you are right now?”

I watch Marci frothing milk; she can’t hear the conversation I’m having with the awkward man and she can’t smell the smoke from his cigarette. I wonder if she can even see me anymore. I finally ask the stranger who he is. He offers his clawed hand to me again and smiles, revealing perfect dentures.

“Henry Schiller, at your service.”

This time I shake his hand; it’s dry, almost desiccated. Schiller seems to have accomplished something. His name sounds so familiar, but I can’t place it.

But who are you? I inquire further. What are you doing here? He draws deeply on his smoke and his eyes brighten.

“It’s a free country, Simon. Can’t a man enjoy his last meal?” His ‘last meal’ wriggles in my mind. I ask him what he means

and remind him that he hasn’t answered my initial question. He pats my shoulder with his claw.

“All in good time, my boy,” he says. “We’ve got plenty of that—in case you haven’t noticed, time isn’t exactly relative for you anymore.”

He looks me up and down and sniggers. I ask him what’s so funny.

“I remember when I was you, all young and fresh and ripe for the picking—so full of ideas, but not quite sure what to do with them. I can see why Meknok is so interested in you.”

He knows Meknok? How?

Schiller takes another puff and twirls of smoke linger about his face.

“Oh, yeah, I know Meknok. Smug bastard. He and I have a long history together. How do you think I ended up like this?” He holds up his mangled hand for emphasis. “Let’s just say I entered into a business arrangement with him—the deal was much more profitable for him though.”

I urge Schiller to explain who Meknok is and what he wants with me.

“We haven’t got that much time,” Schiller replies before finishing his smoke and flicking it into my coffee cup. “C’mon, let’s get outta here. I know somewhere we can talk.”

Schiller’s apartment, and more importantly his study, is an unruly mess. Books in ragged stacks cover the floor and more volumes fill every available shelf. As I stare at all of them, Schiller runs around wildly lighting candles, but their yellow glow barely penetrates the darkness.

“I bet you have a million questions,” Schiller suddenly asks as he uses the last matchstick to light another cigarette. He’d smoked two on the way to his apartment. “You’re wondering about the darkness, about Meknok—if he’s real. You’re wondering if it’s all in your head.”

I nod, but I have many more questions than just those. I ask Schiller how he knows so much about me.

“I had those same questions when Meknok came knocking on my door—really screws with your head,” he replies, tapping his left temple. I glance around at all the books again and this time I see the name of the author on all the spines—Henry Schiller. There must be thousands of them, all bearing his name.

“Yep, they’re all mine. Every goddamned one of them.”

It’s impossible. Schiller would have to have started writing them before he was even a twinkle in his father’s eye for there to be so many. I randomly pick one off the shelf, a thick tome of about one thousand pages. The cover is made of red leather.

“Uncanny that you should pick that one,” Schiller says. I read the title: Damn Nation.

“That book, as far as the critics are concerned, is my magnum opus. Took me ten years to write—’an outpouring of protestation worthy of Saint Thomas Aquinas, or Dante’, the critics said. But it’s all shit really.”

“I know the book,” I tell Schiller, but I can’t tell him from where.

“Few people could. They weren’t published here. This is just my collection. Some of them made it out, but they’re very rare.”

I open the cover of Damn Nation, skip the title page and head straight for the first chapter:

The flames licked at Edgar Gale’s flesh, saturating the air with the sound of bubbling, bursting and spitting fat. The sickly-sweet smoke seeped into his nostrils, but he refused to succumb to the pull of suffocation; no, hell wouldn’t take him so easily.

Schiller is by my side, taking the book from my hands. He tosses it to the floor with the rest of them.

“As I said—it’s shit. Nowhere near as good as what you are apparently capable of.”

“You wrote those for Meknok?” I ask him.

He drags the tobacco smoke into his lungs and a vision of Schiller’s fictional ‘Edgar Gale’ breathing in his own burning flesh comes to mind.

“Yep, he loved that crap. He thought I had a lot of promise too, but over time he tired of me and started making my work harder to write.” Schiller held up his clawed appendage. “He said it would inspire me to further greatness, but it cost me an arm and…” Schiller bends down and lifts his trousers to reveal a prosthetic right leg.

I’m horrified; if Meknok had tortured Schiller to get him to write thousands of books, what horrors does he have in store for me?

“All this meant something to me once,” Schiller continues. “But to Meknok it meant the world. You see, with each word I wrote, he got another piece of my soul. I wrote these books, but he owns the rights to them—he owns the rights to me.”

The books seem to tower over me. I want to run. I want to wake up from this nightmare. I never want to see Meknok or Henry Schiller again. Schiller grips my shoulder and smiles like a maniac.

“You’re a nice kid, so I’m going to help you along the way. With any luck you’ll come out of this better than I did.”

Schiller sits at the only desk in his study and pounds the keys on his cracked typewriter. Another cigarette dangles from his mouth, like a man condemned to the noose. It was just an accessory for a writer who had written too much over too long. He only types a few dozen words, but I can tell from the ferocity of his fingers they have significant meaning. I ask him what he’s typing. Schiller stops mid-stride and takes the cigarette in his clawed hand.

“Just a little homework, that’s all,” he replies. “For me?”

“I’ve started something—I need you to finish it,” Schiller explains.

I look at the page Schiller just typed on, but I can’t understand the words. I tell him I don’t know what he means.

“You know as well as I do, Simon, that ideas come to writers like moths to a flame. The test of a writer’s mettle is to inspire him and sometimes all it takes is a few words.”

Schiller smiles that smile at me again. He grabs another clump of tobacco, rolls it and lights it with the previous—now dying one—in less than a minute. He’s a long-term chain smoker and it shows in his well-worn face. I ask Schiller about our talk in the café when we first met. I want to know what he meant when he said he wanted to have his last meal. He ignores me and gets up from his chair.

“Take a seat,” he says. “Read this for me.” I sit and read Schiller’s strange writing:

Simon Ryan’s soul was lost.

The Dark Muse, in all his sloughing reverence, had plucked him from obscurity. The Muse had promised Simon knowledge—the wisdom to hear the dark voice and speak for it. But Simon’s naivety meant he was blinded by what was being offered to him. He was genuinely afraid of his rare and dark gift. Simon had but one hope if he wanted to keep his soul—listen to the voice; let it flow through his veins and out of his fingers and onto the page. Then, and only then would he discover his true potential. If he just lets go of all of his human frailties and breaks down the barriers around his soul, he could be the greatest scribe of all time.

I turn to look at Schiller.

“What happens next, Simon?” he asks.

“I don’t know. Nothing makes sense. My soul is on the line unless I write a damned story?” I stand and head for the door. Schiller grips my arm; he’s strong for his age and size.

“Don’t do it, Simon,’ he says. ‘You’ll regret it.”

“What? And end up like you? I don’t even know who or what you are—a man who is now a monster because he sold his soul for the perfect story?” I storm out of the apartment and into the street; Schiller doesn’t follow me. The street is dark again and the cars now resemble carriages drawn by the horses of the Apocalypse. My head aches and my fingers burn.

Time flashes by and suddenly I’m crossing the street and walking towards my house. As I approach I see someone standing outside my front door. Oh, God, it’s Christina—my agent. I consider hiding, but she sees me and waves me down.

“Simon!” she says. “Where have you been? I’ve been trying to call you for hours. Is everything okay?”

Christina pushes her fair hair behind her ear as I rummage in my pockets for my keys. She keeps asking about me as I put the door key in the lock. Inside, my house is swarming with deep shadows.

“I wanted to see how the biography is coming along,” Christina continues.

Oh, the damned biography—the story of a doctor trying to find a cure for Prostate cancer after he was diagnosed with it. I’m struggling with it because it’s crap; overflowing with sentimental bullshit. Therefore, I’m behind deadline and Christina and the publisher are getting nervous. The pressure has been mounting for me to deliver.

Strangely, Christina’s voice sounds different, so sultry and breathless. I turn and block the doorway. I lie and tell her I’m fine, just tired. I just want her to go away. The pain in my head and the fire in my hands is grating.

“Can I come in? For a coffee and a quick chat?”

I want to scream no, but my brain is roaring at me to let her in. Everything about her is mesmerizing; her full lips and slender jaw line, the tight two-piece suit that hugs her body, her soft, curved legs and broad hips. God, I’ve never felt this way about her before. My skin is crawling and the burning in my hands spreads to my crotch. I don’t reply. I just let her in.

“It’s so dark in here,” she says. “Is there no power?”

I switch on the ceiling light, but the filament cracks and bursts, letting the darkness back in a second later. I’m certain that, in the instant between the spark and the blackness, I see Meknok lurking in the corner of my living room.

“Oh—that scared me!” Christina says, holding a hand to her chest, her fingers lingering near her cleavage. “Do you have another bulb?”

I shake my head, but still I am silent. Christina can sense the awkwardness in the room.

“Are you sure you’re okay? If you’re having trouble with the biography I might be able to talk to the publisher—see if I can get you an extension?”

I remind her that I said I was fine. Christina seems a bit put off by this, like there’s something wrong with the tone of my voice. I sit down at my desk, my eyes still on her.

Christina grabs one of the dining room chairs and sits next to me. She’s so close I can smell her perfume, lilac and vanilla. She touches my hand and the spot burns with renewed vigor.

“Look, Simon, I know you’ve been struggling with this book. Maybe you need a break?”

I watch her lips parting with each word. I reply, but it’s like I’m throwing my voice at her from across the other side of the room. I tell her I think she’s right and I feel a slight smile form on my face.

“I am?” Christina says.

“Do you remember those stories I wrote years ago?” I say. “The horror stories—what about them?”

“I think I want to write that type of story again. There’s still a market for them, right?”

Christina frowns at my question. “Only if your last name’s King.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

Christina puts her handbag down on the table. “You wrote those stories a long time ago. They were good, but if I recall you only ever had one or two published. I think your skills are better suited to non-fiction.”

I get up out of my chair, lust and fury slowly intermingling in my head. Christina is shocked when I tell her I don’t want to write the biography anymore.

“Well, as your agent, Simon, I don’t think that would be a wise move—not at this point in your career.”

“My career is fucked, Christina! I’m sick of this mundane shit, writing about the half-arsed lives of others and getting no recognition! How can I be famous when I’m writing someone else’s story?”

I’m saying the words, but I’m watching myself say them—I’m not in control.

“I don’t think you should speak to me like that, Simon,” Christina says, rising from her chair. “I came here to help you and give you advice—like I always have.”

Some semblance of myself returns and I reach out to her. I tell her I’m sorry; that there’s something wrong with me. I feel my legs wavering beneath me as pools of darkness swell behind my eyes. Christina reaches for me and tries to stop me from falling.

The last thing I feel before I pass out is my mouth on hers.

I awaken to find my sheets flooded with blood. Beside me, in the half-light is a body stripped of flesh and viscera; the thighbones and teeth shine with a sickening brightness. I cry out and try to remove myself from the bed, scrambling to get the soaked sheets off my naked skin.

As the horror rises and falls in my stomach, my mind tries to interpret the grotesque scene. My eyes don’t want to look away and my mouth is mute; my tongue slack and, when I try to reanimate it, a vile taste seeps to the surface. The metallic sensation is unmistakable. I almost trip on the way to the bathroom where I promptly throw up in the toilet. The foulness from my stomach burns my eyes and brings on a second wave of nausea—pieces of flesh, red raw from mastication, float in the bowl. Within the putrid mess is a chunk of a breast.

Oh no, oh God. I run back into the room and force myself to look at the remains on my bed. Christina’s two-piece suit lies on the floor, along with her bra and panties, stained with flecks of blood.

My stomach erupts onto the floor again, providing more proof of the unthinkable act I perpetrated upon my agent.

As I shudder with a feverish terror, images replay in my mind—my lust towards Christina and her breast bleeding onto my tongue. I’m about to gag once more when I glimpse a shadow in the corner of my eye.

“I didn’t think you had it in you, kid,” says Schiller, emerging into the room to take in the sight of Christina’s inner most secrets. I can’t talk. I just stare at Christina. Schiller hauls me to my feet and sits me down on the side of the bed. I feel Christina’s

lightened frame shift on the bed.

“You’re only supposed to write about this shit—not live it!” he tells me.

My throat, swollen from regurgitation, croaks loudly when I talk. I tell Schiller that I feel I am trapped in a horror story.

“I think you might be on the right track,” Schiller
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