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Chapter 1 - SHOCKLEY HOUSE 
 

 

Evil! Complicit in thought and deed with the Devil himself am I. My cold, black soul is doomed, 

as it should be, for all eternity. No amount of guilt, remorse, repentance, or atonement can, nor should, 

save me now. Would Satan be forgiven if he asked it? No! There is nothing left for me but to confess my 

part and name the one who has dragged me to Hell with him; for we shall be together for all eternity in 

that pit. It is that thought that stays my hand from ending it all this very instant! 

The other day I saw the following article and recoiled in horror at its implications: 

 

Are EMF's making you see ghosts? 

For some people, ghosts are a very real part of their daily experiences. Barring spectral visitors 
from the afterlife, what causes these people to believe they’re being haunted? A research team 
thought it might be people's sensitivity to electromagnetic fields (EMFs) and non-audible sound. 
So a group of scientists put several people inside a house full of EMFs and infrasounds and tried 
to haunt them.  

According to the Daily Grail, the scientists from Goldsmith College’s Anomalistic Psychology 
Research Unit got mixed results with their EMF-laced house: 

Recent research has suggested that a number of environmental factors may be associated with 
a tendency for susceptible individuals to report mildly anomalous sensations typically associated 
with ‘‘haunted’’ locations, including a sense of presence, feeling dizzy, inexplicable smells, and 
so on. Factors that may be associated with such sensations include fluctuations in the 
electromagnetic field (EMF) and the presence of infrasound. A review of such work is presented, 
followed by the results of the "Haunt" project in which an attempt was made to construct an 
artificial "haunted" room by systematically varying such environmental factors. 

Unfortunately, when the team tested this theory, they came up ghostless. They asked 79 
participants to walk through their haunted house and record if and where they experienced any 
unusual sensations. While some participants did feel such sensations, the locations in the house 
where they felt the sensations did not correlate with the locations the team had “haunted,” 
suggesting the sensations were caused more by the power of suggestion than electromagnetic 
fields. 

But other researchers have had more luck summoning ghosts with EMF. Michael Persinger, a 
neuroscientist at Laurentian University, published a study on a brain damaged girl who reported 
frequent nocturnal visits from an apparition. Reports Scientific American: 

When Persinger and his colleagues investigated (at the behest of the girl's mother), they found 
an electric clock next to the bed that was about 10 inches (25.4 centimeters) from where she 
placed her head when she slept. Tests showed that the clock generated electromagnetic pulses 
with waveforms similar to those found to trigger epileptic seizures in rats and humans. When 
the clock was removed, the visions stopped. Persinger determined that the clock, in 
combination with the girl's brain injury, were highly likely to have been contributing factors to 
the perceived nocturnal visits. 
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Regardless of the cause, the notions of ghosts and haunting do have a measured effect on our 
psyches. In 2005, a study published in Human Nature had participants take a test on which they 
were given the opportunity to cheat. Some of the test takers were told the room was haunted, 
while the others were not. The students in the haunted group were overwhelmingly less likely to 
cheat than the non-haunted group, suggesting that, even if they didn’t fear ghostly retribution, 
they still had the uneasy feeling that someone might be watching them. 

The research is perilously close to the work that Dr. Matthew Remy and I conducted on those poor, 

hapless mental patients. Such research can only lead to horrible outcomes. Dr. Remy may not be as 

famous as his great grandfather, but he inherited the same obsession that was ultimately both of their 

undoing. His great grandfather, Dr. Calvin S. Moody, was initially championed as a groundbreaking 

psychiatrist, but I know too much about his barbaric and cruel methods to let this view of him persist. 

Matt Remy and I were colleagues for many years in Denver as psychiatrists at University Mental 

Health Clinic; and I knew he was the great grandson of Dr. Calvin Moody, but that was when I held the 

putative view that Dr. Moody was a great psychiatrist and researcher. One day Matt and I were having 

lunch and for whatever reason the topic of a current patient of mine came up. I explained that she was 

suffering from hallucinations and was convinced that she was being haunted by a ghost. 

Matt found this case oddly interesting and continued to question me in great detail. Several 

days later I found myself on a rather unusual lunch trip with Matt that he assured me would be well 

worth it. Imagine my surprise when he pulled up to the foreboding remains of Shockley House! 

 

**** 

The old Shockley House is a legendary place, although it had fallen into neglect for decades. The 

old manor home was in dire need of restoration and appeared a creepy husk of its former glory. Of 

course, I knew some of the legends about the place: it was an old sanitarium, Doc Holliday had 

convalesced there in his latter consumptive days, in later years in had become a home for mental 

patients who had nowhere else to go, and finally, it was haunted. 

As I sat gazing at the faded, cracked walls and foreboding gothic architecture with its columned 

façade and lone octagonal turret, I could plainly see why the legend of it being haunted applied. While I 

didn’t believe that particular legend myself, it was obvious that this old home fit the stereotypical 

description of a haunted house and anyone who believed such pseudoscientific silliness would readily 

gravitate to such conclusions. Of course, Matt had brought me to this place for a very calculated reason 

and he soon began to tell me the story of the house. 

Towards the end of the Civil War, Dr. Charles Brice Shockley built the house initially as his 

retirement residence. The elder doctor was too restless in his retirement to putter about the house and 

soon transformed the manor into a sanitarium for the then prevalent Tuberculosis patients who 

struggled through the disease with little to no effective treatments. In the parlance of the day, these 

people were said to suffer from “consumption”. 

Shockley House remained in the Shockley family for the next four decades and was largely 

operated as a sort of resort or spa for most of that time. Just after the turn of the century it was then 

purchased by Dr. Calvin S. Moody, the forebear of Matt Remy; and the reason why Matt had brought me 
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here began to become a bit more coherent. But there was yet more to the story before I finally 

understood what he wanted my role to be in his fantastic scheme. 

Dr. Moody had refurbished the manor to create his in-patient mental hospital as the locus of his 

research. My knowledge of Dr. Moody’s work at this time was what the current psychological literature 

commonly taught; he was one of the prominent champions in the 30’s and 40’s of using psychotropic 

drugs instead of the more traumatic or invasive techniques such as shock therapy and lobotomy that 

were widely used by numerous professionals and colleagues of his day. These practices are considered 

barbaric by today’s standards, but it was not so long ago that they were considered legitimate, scientific 

treatments for mental maladies. 

And then Matt told me this: “Shockley House has passed through the family into my possession. 

I’ve planned on renovating it for many years, but I just can’t bring myself to commit to it. You see, Keith, 

there’s something historic and romantic about it the way it is. I find a certain air of mystery surrounding 

it; like it’s still got more secrets to discover. Modernizing it would destroy my chance at finding them, I 

should think. 

“The reason I brought you here, though, is to show you what secrets I’ve already learned from 

the place. You know the case of yours we were discussing the other day, the lady who believes she’s 

seeing apparitions?” 

I told him I did. 

“Well, it would seem that Calvin Moody, in his later years, became quite obsessed with many 

such cases. That phase of his life is left out of his biographies about his work. I suppose that on the 

surface it reeks of treading too close into the realm of the paranormal. The truth, however, is that his 

work was very methodical and that his obsession with this work finally led to his undoing.  In the end he 

committed suicide right up there.” 

My gaze followed his pointing finger up to the octagonal tower that dominated the top of 

Shockley House. 

“Come on,” Matt continued after a brief pause, “I want to show you his office and some of his 

case files.” 

We made our way up the overgrown path and up the creaking, worn stairs. As Matt rummaged 

through a key ring searching for the right key to unlock the front door, I marveled at the state of the 

structure. It was sad, in a way, to behold this fantastic specimen of gothic architecture in such a 

neglected state. The paint was flaking to the point that the bare wood was as prominent as the painted 

portion. One had to carefully navigate the steps and porch for fear of treading upon a rotten section of 

wood that would surely give way underfoot. 

Matt succeeded in finding the right key and we were soon inside. I was surprised to find the 

electricity was working as Matt proceeded to flip on switches as he led us through the front hall and 

several rooms. I had to keep up but wanted to pause and explore each room. The dust was thick and 

most furniture was covered with sheets that were also caked in films of dust and cobwebs. The walls still 

held pictures and décor that had probably been in place since the early part of the 20th Century. 

Following Matt, we soon entered the old office of Dr. Moody. It appeared as it must have appeared in 

his day except bereft of any cleaning. There was a large wooden desk with papers, paper weights, a 

name placard and a mortar and pestle upon it. The walls were covered in diplomas, certificates, and 



4 
 

pictures. Several book cases lined the walls, each filled with text books, reference books, and random 

medical devices. On one wall was a large sitting couch and recliner. 

Matt strode over to one book case and removed a thick set of patient records. “These are, in my 

opinion, the most interesting cases as well as the most representative of his categorization scheme.” 

“Categorization scheme?” I asked confused. 

  “Oh, yes. As I said, he was very thorough and methodical in researching the many ways in which 

a person may be haunted by various apparitions. He codified several distinct types of hauntings which 

he was able to induce in his patients.” 

“Induce? You mean he caused these patients to believe they were being haunted by ghosts?” 

“Yes. But further, he was able to orchestrate the particular type of haunting he wanted!” 

“I’m sorry, Matt, this sounds quite intriguing, but what is the point of you showing me all this 

exactly?” 

A curious grin spread across his face as he said, “Because I want you to help me reproduce his 

work.” 

 

**** 

That night I sat at home with the case files Matt had given me. He had insisted that before I read 

any of the case files that I read a paper Moody had written explaining his theories behind his work. I give 

a portion of his treatise here because I hope to show how persuasive a hypothesis Moody lays out. After 

reading his cogent argument I was fully drawn into the research one would need to conduct to prove his 

theory. Before reading his argument I was at a loss for why Matt was so entranced by Moody’s later 

work, but after reading his treatise, I was intrigued to the point of wanting to reproduce his research. 

“A PSYCHOLOGICAL BASIS FOR HAUNTINGS by Dr. Calvin S. Moody 

Humans are a species of storytellers and as long as man has created and shared stories, 

his tales have included beliefs in the supernatural. For a scientist who holds a 

materialistic view of the world, one must wonder why it is so prevalent throughout the 

multitude of races and societies that supernatural hauntings be a common belief theme. 

Is there a rational explanation that can be proven empirically? 

Before embarking on this venture, I must make a thorough definition and classification 

of what I mean by the term ‘haunting’. When a person claims that they have 

experienced a haunting they may mean that they have seen a ghost or other such 

apparition, heard unexplained noises, been tormented by demons through possession, 

or simply felt a presence that can’t be explained. In all such cases, the causative agent is 

some type of spirit or energy that is incorporeal in nature somehow interacting with the 

corporeal world. 

What changes from case to case is the motive of the entity in why it is interacting with 

the senses of the material percipient. 
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Initially, I was tempted to make a first categorization of two types of hauntings: personal 

and impersonal. But closer reflection shows that all types of hauntings are ultimately 

personal in nature. For example, a personal haunting would be one wherein the victim 

feels like the apparition is targeting them for some purpose, such as a possession or to 

deliver a warning. One would be tempted to say that a passive haunting such as merely 

seeing a ghost walk past a doorway would be of the impersonal kind. The ghost didn’t 

try to interact at all with the witness. But is it not still a personal, subjective fact that this 

particular person believes they saw a ghost? Ultimately, it falls into the psychological 

realm because a statement of belief about witnessing something supernatural, i.e. 

outside of the normal natural order of things, is a statement about the psychological 

state of the person’s belief in what their senses have conveyed to them. 

I therefore took a different tack and searched for a categorization schema that centers 

on the psychological state of the hauntee. It became readily apparent that hauntings 

carry with them a strong emotional component and that these emotions are completely 

in the realm of negative emotions that serve to hinder the flourishing of a healthy 

psyche. One would also be tempted to default to the emotion of fear as common to all 

types of hauntings. While fear is a common reaction, it is not necessarily the causative 

emotion. In researching many such cases I have recognized just three types of hauntings 

based on the negative emotional, psychological state of the hauntee. 

The first type of haunting involves the emotions of loss or remorse. I call this type ‘The 

Sad Haunting’. This type of haunting is typified by a spirit that is unable to pass over to 

the afterlife because of an emotionally charged episode that leaves them replaying over 

and over the same moment of emotional tragedy. As for the witness of this type of 

haunting, they have lying latent in their subconscious, or even overtly recalled in their 

consciousness, an episode of extreme attachment to someone or someplace that has 

been severed. They are therefore compelled to find psychic equilibrium by externalizing 

the feelings of loss being replayed. 

The second type of haunting is centered upon the emotion of anger. I have titled this 

‘The Angry Haunting’. This haunting manifest in two primary ways: either by possession 

or through the mischievous poltergeist. In the former, the spirit inhabits the body of a 

person to force them to commit violent, aggressive, or vindictive acts on those around 

them. This is many times attributed to malevolent entities such as demons but may also 

be a channeled spirit of a deceased person. In the latter, the entity manifests in the 

environment by causing disruption through noise, vandalism, or disorder. One can easily 

see how these are all displays of anger being projected onto others. From a 

psychological standpoint of the hauntee, there is again a repression of anger either 

needing to be expelled or reciprocated from receiving anger from someone else. 

The final, and most complex, category I call ‘The Guilty Haunting’. There are many ways 

in which the feelings of guilt, embarrassment, or shame can be manifested in a person’s 
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belief they are being haunted. A common type of haunting in this category is the 

apparition that is coming to somehow punish the hauntee; displayed as a vengeful spirit 

coming to set right the scales of justice. This is the most extreme and overt case wherein 

the person is fully aware of their transgression and feels deep down inside that they 

must atone for their sins. It doesn’t necessarily have to be a spirit, either. The person 

may merely feel like a curse has befallen them and that it is the curse that is acting as 

the judge of morality in rectifying their immoral act. But it need not be such a conscious 

form of guilt. A less overt form is the spirit that has come to act as a warning spirit or 

harbinger of impending doom. In this case, the hauntee has an unconscious feeling of 

guilt that is being externalized. The psychiatrist must uncover just why it is that the 

patient possesses these latent feelings of unworthiness or guilt. And finally, but very 

similarly to the harbinger haunting, is the watcher, shadow being, or unseen presence 

that points to a form of paranoia in the hauntee. They feel like judging eyes are upon 

them indicating yet another form of underlying guilt that must manifest itself in order 

for their psyche to seek a healthy balance again. 

There are countless symbols with which human beings ascribe meaning to and the 

supernatural haunting stories of our species are no different. Many times it is these 

universal symbols that allow a person to rationalize their negative emotions being 

manifest in the world of the external. For example, based on the above theory, let’s 

suppose a devout and pious priest is walking through a park when suddenly, a black cat 

darts across his path. A witness sitting on a nearby bench comments to him that he will 

now be the recipient of bad luck. The black cat superstition is a widely held cultural 

symbol that could very well open the person up to a belief that they will actually befall 

ill luck. But our priest, being a person of healthy psyche and adhering to his belief 

system without serious transgression, will likely chalk this experience up to a silly 

superstition; or, he may likely believe it to hold truth but will very likely choose not to 

dwell on it because he will think that things are rightly in God’s hands and that his piety 

will surely ensure that God will see that the bad luck is so insignificant that he need not 

worry. Now imagine a person who possesses an unhealthy amount of unconscious guilt 

who is ripe for this imbalance in their psyche to find release being in the same 

predicament as our priest. The cat and the ensuing remark by the bystander will likely 

fester in their psyche inviting some type of pressure release in their belief system. For it 

is the belief system of the person that must be preserved. One can easily see how this 

one meaningless cat can be imbued with such symbolism that they are quickly carried 

away into a phantasy were they are the victim of a curse returning upon them for the 

bad deeds they have committed. And thus, they are suddenly haunted by a curse. 

So you see that it is fear comingled with these other forms of negative emotion that 

causes the mind to override the senses in order to create a belief system that allows an 

outlet for such psychologically damaging emotions. If the psychiatrist could find a 

patient in such negative emotional distress and cause them to believe they were 
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haunted in one of the various ways specific to their particular type of emotional distress, 

would this ultimately help the patient to achieve psychic equilibrium? The following 

case studies are the culmination of years of research along these lines and should suffice 

to prove that the above presented hypothesis is true.” 

And there you have it, Dr. Calvin Moody’s presentation of his theory was wholly lucid and presented 

with fine logic for its case. In short, I was sold; at least well enough that I couldn’t wait to dive into the 

case files that now sat upon my desktop to see exactly how he managed to pull off these orchestrated 

hauntings. But before I cracked the first file, there was one burning question that needed to be 

answered. 

I called Matt and he answered quite quickly saying, “Keith! Have you read his treatise? What do 

you think?” 

“Fascinating! I must admit, Matt, at first I actually thought you were wasting my time, but this is 

actually quite riveting stuff.” 

“And the case files? Even better, huh?” 

“Well, I haven’t even started those yet. I wanted to ask you a question first?” 

“Sure.” 

“What happened to Moody? Why hasn’t this work been brought to wider attention in the 

field?” 

“Well,” he breathed a heavy sigh and I knew that I had stumbled upon the rub of the story, “As I 

mentioned today, he committed suicide before publishing.” 

“But why didn’t anyone publish posthumously?” 

“Because of the reason he killed himself. How would his theory stand up to the scrutiny of the 

fact that he killed himself because he claimed he was being haunted by the ghosts of Shockley House?” 

 

**** 

In order to gain some insight into Moody’s methods, I’ll give here the story of one of the case 

files which he cited in his treatise. The patient was only referred to as Marla; most likely a fake name 

used to protect her real identity. Marla presented to Moody as a patient suffering from numerous 

personal issues that she felt were keeping her from leading a normal, healthy social life. She was 

neurotic and suffered from chronic anxiety and depression. She struggled with both personal 

relationships and professional relationships, having been through many boyfriends and jobs. The 

catalyst for her seeking Psychiatric help was a nervous breakdown. 

After several weeks of sessions, to include some sessions of hypnosis, Moody determined that 

her neurosis was rooted in her feelings of guilt towards her father. Marla’s father was a stern man who 

was mentally abusive in how he manipulated Marla’s emotions. Marla and her father’s relationship was 

horribly strained up until her early 20’s. He was heavily controlling and she rebelled against his attempts 

to control her so thoroughly but he would always manage, in the end, to force her to feel guilty about 

her behavior. Usually this would end in him drinking too much and breaking down into a drunken fit of 

apologies and entreaties for her to understand that his actions were out of love and not out of malice 

towards her. 
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Marla’s mother had left her husband when Marla was just a small child and there were also 

issues of guilt associated with Marla not feeling like she was good enough for her mother’s attention 

and approval. Marla’s mother had died several years after leaving of some unknown reason and had 

been so estranged from her ex-husband and daughter that Marla had no real closure with her mother. 

Marla had no siblings. 

Marla tried to distance herself from her father once she reached her 20’s but he would always 

manage to call or contact her, usually in a fit of drunkenness, begging for her assistance and playing 

upon her guilt. At one point Marla met a man and they dated for several months in which time Marla 

had, through a struggling willpower, managed to avoid her father and his antics. Tensions built to ever 

increasing extremes and her boyfriend began to grow tired of the inconvenient intrusions of Marla’s 

father. 

One night, he drank himself into an uncontrollable rage that led him to Marla and her 

boyfriend’s doorstep. Marla and her father argued in the front yard, screaming at one another, and 

causing such a commotion that Marla’s boyfriend had to intervene. The old drunk became ever more 

belligerent towards the young man until the argument became physical. This escalated quickly out of 

control and suddenly Marla’s father attacked. In his liquor-addled brain, however, he was too dull of 

sense to find his mark and the boyfriend found a rock and crushed the old man’s skull. He fell dead. 

The authorities arrived and the boy was immediately charged with murder. The outcome of the 

trial was that he was found guilty and the man was given a life sentence for his crime. The relationship 

between Marla and her boyfriend ended as well. 

Marla was left feeling like she was the cause of both her father’s death and her boyfriend’s 

incarceration. The guilt plagued her for near 20 years at which time she found her way into Moody’s 

care at the age of 41. 

Marla was also a semi-religious person, not devout but open to the idea of a supernatural 

reality. Dr. Moody took her feelings of guilt and her open mindedness towards the supernatural as traits 

he felt would be a perfect fit for one of his test subjects. 

Moody’s experiment entailed subtlety in causing Marla to be haunted by one type of “The Guilty 

Haunting”. He could never overtly persuade her to believe she was being haunted, though. In order for 

his theory to work, he could only expose her to the right symbols that would push her to believe some 

type of apparition was haunting her. 

The first thing Moody did was to convince her to move into Shockley House for a short period of 

time. Having her as an inpatient would allow him more control of her care and her environment as well 

as more ability to observe her. 

The room Moody prepared for Marla was carefully decorated to include a large, dark portrait of 

a man with an intense gaze whose eyes seemed to follow you no matter where you moved in the room. 

There were many other lesser pictures, but all contained subjects whose eye produced a similar such 

optical illusion. The room was also painted and decorated with darker colors with the lights engineered 

in such a way that the room was only ever dim at best.  

The real priming of Marla’s psyche took place in the one-on-one sessions with Dr. Moody. 

During these sessions Moody steered Marla into conversations about her relationship with her father 

and why she felt his judgment still held sway over her life. Each week there were also sessions of 

hypnosis; in these sessions Moody would help her connect the symbols of judging eyes with her guilt. Of 



9 
 

course, Marla would have no memory of what was discussed while she was under hypnosis. And, while 

Moody did allude to judging eyes always upon her, he never told her directly that she would see any 

ghosts or mysterious figures stalking her. 

Finally, after nearly two months, Moody’s efforts paid off. Marla was found early one morning in 

the living room looking quite haggard and obviously shaken. Moody brought her into his office and 

during this session Marla became emotional and began sobbing. Marla told Dr. Moody that she needed 

to leave Shockley House but would not articulate exactly why. Moody had to coax her for quite some 

time till she finally revealed that she had seen a shadowy figure several times in the house. The first time 

she saw it was at the end of the darkened hallway as she was walking from the bathroom to her room 

across the hall. She described the figure as a tall, dark figure with pale eyes intensely staring at her. 

She quickly ran into her room and convinced herself that she had only seen a trick of the 

shadows in the hallway. It was many nights later that she saw it again and this shook her up so bad that 

she began to suffer from insomnia. The room became an intolerable place for her. The previous night 

she had awoken to see the figure standing in the corner of the room watching her. This is why she was 

found in the living room. 

After this success, Moody convinced Marla to remain in his care but agreed that it would be 

better for her to move out of Shockley House. His treatment plan for Marla took a different direction 

after this. He stopped focusing on the symbols that encouraged her guilt and began to treat her in a 

manner that removed those guilty feelings. 

This particular case was an example of a very successful case. Not all cases progressed in such a 

fluent manner. In some cases it took more time to yield results. In other cases Dr. Moody eventually 

resorted to medications. Generally, he tried not to augment the treatment with drugs, but was willing to 

do so when results were not forthcoming. And finally, in yet other cases, there were no results at all. 

Most unusual of all, though, was how the cases took a dramatic turn towards the end of the 

research. Just before Dr. Moody committed suicide, the patients began to experience extreme hauntings 

much more easily than prior patients. This anomaly was quite inexplicable to Matt and me until our own 

research struck a similar crescendo of terror. 

Looking back upon this now, I expect some might see with clarity the unethical aspects of 

Moody’s research. Keep in mind that in his day, such experimental techniques would’ve been 

considered normal fair. Also be aware that our research took a slightly different approach in which the 

ethical concerns were addressed. Still, considering the unintended course things took, our naiveté is no 

excuse for inflicting such horrors as resides in Shockley House upon anyone. And, while I stand guilty, it 

was poor Matt who paid the ultimate price with his life just as his forebear, Calvin Moody, did. 

 

**** 

Initially, our research was conducted in our offices. We conducted interviews on patients in 

order to find the right candidates and fully informed them of the nature of our research into paranormal 

encounters. After gaining the consent of 21 patients, we began our research by using electromagnetic 

frequencies while patients were hooked up to an EEG machine. 

The results were horribly inconclusive. In Matt’s eyes the results were an utter failure. So we 

decided to try new methods. Again we met with poor results. This cycle continued until we found 



10 
 

ourselves slipping closer and closer into Moody’s original methods. Finally, one day Matt came into my 

office and announced that he was beginning the renovations to Shockley House. 

“It has to be done, Keith. We need the right environment in order to prime the patients. The 

office here is just too clinical an environment for a ghost sighting.” 

Three months later the work was done and the house was refurbished throughout. We were 

ready to begin with a new batch of eight patients who would be living in the house for a two-week 

“retreat”. Matt had finally convinced me to keep the real nature of our research from these patients 

while the experiments were conducted. Gradually, ever so slightly, we had acquiesced on protocols to 

the point that were now duplicating Moody’s research almost exactly. 

We hired on for the staff two nurses, a housemaid who handled cooking and laundry, and a 

technician to assist with the EEG and EMF machines. Matt and I worked the day shifts and the two 

nurses were to work the night shifts. 

On the third day we still had nothing significant to report. I left for the evening and was awoken 

in the middle of the night by my phone. I was met with the frantic voice of Nurse Stephenson. 

“Dr. Ballinger! You must come quick! Dr. Remy and a patient are fighting!” 

“Edith? What are you talking about?” 

“Dr. Remy stayed late after you left and apparently tried a procedure on Meagan.” 

“A procedure?” 

Then there came an awful yell from somewhere in the background and the line went dead. I 

dressed as fast as I could while trying to call back Edith. She didn’t answer so I tried Matt. There was no 

answer from his cell either. As I ran out of my house to the car I found myself confronted with a hellish 

thunderstorm. I was thoroughly soaked by the time I unlocked my car and jumped into the seat. 

It’s a wonder I even made it to Shockley House with the storm raging, my car speeding, and me 

trying to frantically call Matt, Edith, and Mary, the other nurse. No one answered and a feeling of dread 

began to settle over my rain-drenched body. 

When I pulled up to the house the first thing I noticed was how dark the place was. The storm 

had obviously taken the power out. Lightning cut through the sky followed by a cacophonous boom of 

thunder. In the brief moment of illumination I saw that the front door stood wide open. I rummaged 

through the glove compartment and found the small emergency flashlight and then I stole my nerves, 

took a deep breath, and ran for the house. 

No sooner had I made it to the steps than I saw Donald, one of the psych patients in our 

experiment, ambling across the yard. I called out to him but he was unresponsive. I ran over to him and 

was taken aback by the expression on his face. The poor man was in a daze. His features were vacant 

and his eyes glazed. He acted as if unaware that the rain was pelting his face. He was mumbling 

something I couldn’t make out. 

I tried to talk to him but it was useless. I managed to hold him by the arm and guide him to the 

back seat of my car. “Wait here Donald,” I said even though I knew he didn’t hear me. It was then that I 

was able to discern what he was mumbling. 

“It’s always watching me. It’s always watching me. It’s always watching me. . . .” 

I shut the car door and made my way to the front door again. 

The house was dark and quiet. I played the flashlight over the front room but saw nothing. 

“Matt!” I yelled into the darkness. “Hello! Matt! Are you there? Edith! Mary! Hello!” Nothing. 
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I started towards the old office of Dr. Moody. Then a blood curdling scream split the silence 

from somewhere above me. The flashlight beam shot up the stairs just in time to see a shape flying 

towards me. By the time I realized what it was the body landed head first on the first few stairs with a 

sickening crack. 

I rushed over to the body and rolled it over. It was Mary; one of the nurses. Her head was 

flopped over to one side and blood was coming from her nose, mouth, and ears. She had broken her 

neck upon impact against the angulated stairs. The worst part was her eyes. They were wide open 

staring into oblivion but still held a look of horror; as if she had seen something so terrible that it froze 

her expression even after death. I checked her pulse to ensure she wasn’t still somehow alive. Nothing. I 

stood up and a wave of nausea hit me. I had to rush back out into the rain and vomit. 

I wiped the foul taste from my lips and pondered calling the police but just then a scream from 

the upstairs grew in volume over the din of the storm. I rushed back inside and made my way upstairs 

calling for Matt once more. 

When I reached the landing at the top of the stairs I paused, scanning the hallways with the 

flashlight beam. There was no movement anywhere. And then I caught a faint light coming from one of 

the patient’s rooms. Slowly I walked down the hallway straining to hear if there was any movement 

within. Reaching the door, I shined the light into the room. The room was empty of people but it was in 

complete disarray. The bed sheets were strewn about and equipment of various types were knocked 

over. The light emanated from a digital camcorder mounted on a tripod. I recognized it as the one Matt 

and I used to film various interactions with patients. 

I pressed the menu button in order to retrieve the last video clip. I pressed play and watched. 

The clip began with a shot of the room less than an hour prior. Meagan, one of our patients, appeared in 

the clip strapped to the bed. Her wrists and ankles were secured in leather straps, but most 

disconcerting of all was that her head was immobilized. She was struggling against the restraints, 

obviously panicked by what was taking place. She was screaming and kept crying out “No, Dr. Remy! No! 

No, Dr. Remy! No!” 

Then Matt’s back appeared in the frame as he approached the bed from the angle of the 

camera. I could see that he held instruments in his hands. He reached the bed and then crouched over 

her head. As he turned to gain a better angle above her head I caught a look at his face. It was somehow 

not right. It was and wasn’t Matt all at the same time. Something in his features had contorted. Then he 

said in an angered voice, “I told you! It’s Dr. Moody; not Dr. Remy!” 

Then he lifted the instruments and I realized what they were. In one hand was a mallet and in 

the other was an orbitoclast, an instrument used in transorbital lobotomies. He placed one into her eye 

and began to pound. Meagan began to scream a tortured wail that shot ice through my body. 

Suddenly the room’s light changed. It was the flicker of lightning followed by a clap of thunder. 

Then the lights went out in the room. The last image the camera caught was a mysterious figure 

materialize from the wall behind Matt. 

I stood perplexed; in shock about the meaning of the film; about what in the hell to do next. 

What happened? Where were Meagan and Matt now? Where were the other patients? Where was 

Edith? My thoughts fumbled over each other in a blind chaos of adrenaline fueled madness. Then I 

heard a long scrape followed by a thump from up above and it repeated ever so slowly again. And again. 
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While I stood listening and trying to interpret the nature of this sound another sound came from 

down the hall. It was a moan. A pitiful, sorrowful moan as if someone was sobbing. I inched my way to 

doorway and called softly, “Hello? Who’s there?” The light shot down the hallway and illuminated a 

crouching figure in the corner. They faced the corner and it was impossible to tell who it was from just 

the hump of their back but I believed it was Demetrius, another one of our patients. 

I walked slowly whispering his name, “Demetrius. It’s alright Demetrius. It’s me, Dr. Ballinger.” 

As I reached him I could tell from the back of his head that I was right. It was Demetrius. He didn’t 

respond to his name, though. He just shivered and kept sobbing. I reached out and touched his 

shoulder. He jerked as if hit with a Taser and looked up in stark, naked terror. He was pitiful to behold. 

His eyes were hollow and spittle ran down his chin. A long, pathetic moan crawled from his idiot mouth. 

The poor man was worse off than Donald. 

As the moan died away my attention once again locked onto the slow scrape-thump coming 

from upstairs. I made my way back to the steps and probed the darkness above. The only thing up there 

was the thing that I always found the most ominous about the place – the octagonal room that brooded 

over the whole house like a lurching vulture. 

Slowly I mounted the creaking stairs. Millions of years passed as my heart thundered in my 

chest. I reached the first landing and turned to make my way up the final set of steps. Shining the light 

up above I saw what made the noise. It was Matt Remy hanging from the rafters by a rope about his 

neck. At his feet sat Edith, her lunatic features distorted into a look of sheer madness. She turned 

towards me and began to cackle an insane gurgle of laughter as she continued to push Matt’s legs, 

swinging him like a child swings its dolly. His feet scraped the wooden floor and then he thumped into 

the wall only to return to her for another push. The worst part of the whole daemonic show was Edith’s 

eyes. Protruding from each socket was a bloody, gore-encrusted orbitoclast. 
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Chapter 2 - ALONE 
 

 

Dear Dr. Harris, 

 

 By the time you read this you will have, no doubt, heard of the details of my suicide. It was no 

small feat to arrange the necessary method in this institution, the security measures being what they 

are. But, as they say, where there’s a will, there’s a way. It is my final wish that you read this explanation 

of my condition and share it with my family so they understand as well. I’ve tried on numerous 

occasions to express what is presented here to you and your staff, but I am received with skepticism and 

patronizing dismissals. 

 Just so you know, up until last night, I was happy in my confinement here at the Rathbone 

Asylum. The events that led to my institutionalization I will recount here. While I was initially placed 

here in a state of great emotional anguish, I grew quite happy with the arrangement. Why? Well, that’s 

because I am literally never alone here. But something changed last night and in order to understand 

that, you must hear the whole tale. 

Everything came to a head when my girlfriend Heather finally had enough. She said I was 

smothering her. She was right, you know. That’s exactly what I was doing. Hell, I meant to do it. It was 

my plan all along. I don’t mean that I literally tried to smother her. I wasn’t trying to choke her or 

anything. I meant that I needed to be with her constantly. And not out of some driving passion or 

exceeding love. I mean, I did love her. I suppose it would have never evolved into anything serious, 

though. I don’t know, but the reason I smothered her was because I needed her companionship. 

I went so far as to take a job that had a schedule that was as close to hers as possible. And if she 

left the apartment I had to go too. While we were at home I had to be wherever she was. I couldn’t help 

it. I knew she would tire of it sooner or later. I can’t blame her. 

Again, the whole reason is because I can’t tolerate being alone. 

Why? Because I’m being haunted by something. I know it sounds absurd and I know it’s 

probably all in my mind. But a part of me knows it’s out there and not in here. And I feel it’s always 

watching. As long as I’m with someone else, it’s not so bad – like it’s watching from a distance – but 

when I’m alone! God, when I’m alone, it’s right beside me! Leering at me! 

I can’t see it. It’s just a presence I feel. Surely you’ve experienced the feeling before? Maybe 

you’ve been alone in your room and you have a sudden feeling that something is watching from the 

darkness of the closet, or you’re in the bathroom and you have a sudden sensation that when you look 

up into the mirror that there will be something behind you in your reflection, or maybe you’re walking 

alone at night and as the realization of your isolation dawns on you, it’s quickly followed by the feeling 

that something, somewhere around you is watching you. Do you know what I’m talking about? 

Now imagine that feeling turning into a palpable, ever present, and hideously chronic feeling! A 

horrible feeling of being stared at. An overwhelming feeling of alien eyes probing you. A gnawing at your 

brain! Good God, don’t you see? There’s no difference in whether it’s a real haunting or a fabrication of 

my mind! Because either way, it’s driving me mad!” 
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I can pinpoint when it started. It was one night back in September of last year. Have you ever 

heard of the artist Shaun Kesner? He enjoyed a temporary fame among the eccentric artists. Kesner was 

a talented enough artist but had too much of a bent toward the dark and melancholy for most people’s 

tastes. I hear he eventually went loony himself. 

Anyway, George Degnan, an acquaintance of mine, acquired one of Kesner’s pieces. So back in 

September, George has this house party and I go. The party was fine enough. Not much to speak of 

really. In the wee hours, after the party had thinned out a bit, this girl – I seem to recall her name was 

Daphne or Diane or something like that – pulls out a Ouija board. 

Now, I didn’t sit and mess with the silly thing, but I do believe that it is somehow part of the 

cause. Things began to get really weird. Very surreal, you know. These people are gathered around the 

Ouija board in almost like a trance and there’s music blaring almost hypnotically, I’m drunk, and then I 

feel this wave of nausea just hit me like a huge wave at the beach. So I race to the bathroom but there’s 

someone in there. I have to go into George’s room. He has another bathroom in there. 

I barely make it to the bathroom before losing it. It was horrible but I felt a little better. At least 

well enough to attempt to get home. So I’m walking through George’s bedroom when the feeling hits 

me. Something is watching me from his closet. Just a little fleeting feeling, but enough to make me go 

investigate the closet. I open it and turn on the light and my attention is drawn to Kesner’s painting. It 

was on the floor propped against the wall and covered with a cloth. I mean, I didn’t know it was Kesner’s 

painting under there. I was just compelled to uncover it and see it. 

It was a horrible, suggestive thing. It was a dark figure buried in the shadows of some strange 

structure. The only light cast upon it revealed a portion of its hate-filled eyes. I don’t know how long I 

stood there staring at it while the music throbbed and the people chanted over that damn Ouija board; 

but I finally broke the gaze and proceeded to destroy the painting! 

Yes, I ripped it to shreds. George doesn’t know it was me. Hell, he may not even know that the 

painting has been destroyed because I covered the frame back up and placed it back in the closet. Even 

if he did discover it, there were so many people in and out of the place all night long that it would be 

impossible for him to know it was me. 

What happened next? I fled the party. I went home and was so drunk and felt so awful that I fell 

into a deep sleep. But when I woke up the thing was there. 

Not physically there. I mean its presence was there. I felt it watching me again. Just as if I were 

looking at that awful painting all over again. 

That’s when the nightmare began. Since that time I haven’t had a single moment of solitude. 

The first few weeks were the worst because that was before Heather. I was living alone and, God, it’s so 

much worse when I’m alone. It’s oppressive. It watches, constantly glaring at me from some 

indeterminate place. I went without sleep for days until I literally fell asleep from sheer exhaustion. I 

couldn’t go on like that! I had to get out of there! 

I sought out places where there were people so I wouldn’t be alone with it. I still feel its 

presence even around people, but it’s not as palpable as when I’m alone. 

I feel it now! Of course I do. It never leaves me alone. Never for a moment. It’s here with me 

right now. The damned beast! 
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I began going to stores, the mall, restaurants, clubs, anywhere that people would be. I 

eventually began to spend a lot of time at the library. It became my haven. A place where I felt 

unbothered, yet still around a crowd. That’s when I began to research just what I could be dealing with. 

Of course I had to determine if it was just my imagination. I admitted to myself that I could be 

off my rocker. A loose nut in the head, a crossed wire in the circuits, some hypnotic suggestion from the 

Ouija group, or subliminal message planted into my subconscious. But I finally thought that it could be 

one of a handful of irrational phobias spun out of control in my head. 

I can name all the pertinent ones. Fear of being alone: Autophobia, Isolophobia, and 

Monophobia. Fear of eyes or being stared at: Ommetaphobia, Ophthalmophobia, Scopophobia. Oh, 

Psychiatrists have names for all sorts of fears. But, in the end, there was more to my predicament. 

I wasn’t truly afraid of being alone. I want to enjoy the peace of being alone, for God’s sake! It’s 

just that when I’m alone, it’s always there too. So I’m never truly alone. And I don’t mind eyes or being 

stared at. I don’t feel like I’m being stared at by anyone else. You see my point? I just don’t enjoy being 

leered at by him. It’s like he’s studying me, taunting me, tormenting as he bides his time for some final 

blow! 

I finally found a case, though. A case similar to mine. It was such a comfort to know that I wasn’t 

crazy! 

The case was about one Mr. Raymon. He began to be haunted by a presence one night when he 

returned home to find a visitor sitting in front of his fireplace. Upon going to greet the visitor he 

discovered that the chair which held the form was empty. From that night onward his experiences were 

quite similar to mine. 

What happened to him? How did he overcome it? 

Well, that’s the strategy I was pursuing up until Heather and I broke up. Mr. Raymon married for 

the only reason of having a constant companion to minimize the opportunities of being alone. After I fell 

upon this simple, yet effective strategy, I began searching for someone in eagerness. 

I knew that Heather couldn’t take it forever and that it was just a matter of time before she 

finally grew tired of me suffocating her. 

Did I tell her about the thing? God no! She would’ve thought me a kook and sent me packing. 

Heather had become suspicious of my behavior. Her friends had finally got the nerve to say 

something about how I never let her out of the apartment without being tied to her hip. Girls night out, I 

suppose was the thing that started it. Her friends had been hounding her for several months. 

I knew that I would eventually have to cave in or else it would be over with us. So I finally 

gathered my resolve and decided to endure an evening alone while Heather enjoyed a night out with 

her girls. 

I tried to pretend I wasn’t alone. I put on the television and turned up the sound so that it filled 

the empty space. But the feeling crawled into my awareness. Just a strange little gnawing that someone 

was with me. Somewhere hovering out of sight. Like a presence in my periphery. 

At first I tried to ignore it and tell myself that it was silly. That I was being paranoid and over 

thinking the sensation. But it was impossible to push it away. And then it just grew! My heart started 

racing and I felt those awful eyes boring into me. I kept looking around trying to figure out just where it 

was located but there was nothing there. Nothing I could see, anyway. But I tell you, it was there! It was 

there in the room with me! 
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I fled the apartment. I knew where Heather and her friends would be and I went there. A part of 

me knew it was a terrible idea to crash her and her friend’s night out, but the irrational portion of my 

brain drove me to find my companion who I knew would help me to drive the thing away as she’d done 

for so many months. 

Well, you can guess the disaster that ensued when I came barging into the club, frantic and 

unnerved. The joyous mood of their night out was immediately spoiled. Heather was embarrassed and 

flew into a mad rage. She berated me and I could do nothing but take it. I really don’t blame her for her 

reaction. 

She told me that when she came home she didn’t want to find me still there. 

I walked the city streets in a stupor, ashamed of my behavior and my juvenile actions. I tried to 

convince myself that it wasn’t my fault. It was the damn thing that haunted me. It had haunted me ever 

since that night I gazed into that grotesque painting of Kesner’s while those tittering witches chanted 

over that Ouija board! 

Then, suddenly, I was stirred from my reverie and realized that while I was still walking through 

the city, I was completely alone. There were no pedestrians, no cars going by, no people to be seen 

anywhere around me. And like a raging tsunami, the feeling of the thing's presence slammed into me! 

My gaze darted here and there. There were just so many places that it could be. It was overwhelming! I 

was fraught with terror! I began to hurry and then jog and then I was running, desperately searching for 

someone. Anyone at all! 

Then I passed the alley and had to stop, frozen in terror. It was exactly as Kesner had depicted it 

in the painting! The buildings framed the alley like some strange, alien structure. The shadows were 

deep and I knew it was in there. Buried in the shadows watching me. And as I stared, I beheld those 

hate-filled eyes emerge from the shadows. And then the rest of its head emerged from the shadows! It 

was horrible and inhuman! What kind of ghoulish, nightmare creature I cannot say, but I ran! 

I don’t recall what happened next. I was a raving maniac, though. I blacked it all out. Somehow, 

I’m told, the authorities intervened and I was brought in. That led to my current arrangement. As I said, 

at first it was against my will, but after I settled down and took stock of my situation, I found I rather 

enjoyed the fact that there is always someone around me. And that was the state of affairs for the last 

couple of months. 

Then, last night, things took an even more sinister turn. It happened while Albert and I were 

playing chess in the game room. Of course the thing was there too. As I said, it’s always there but it 

doesn’t exert as much of an influence when other people are present. Then, the game was interrupted 

by the shrieks of Gladys. She had been sitting across the room engaged in some other activity. She was 

pointing and screaming as she tried to back out of the room. I turned to look at what she was pointing at 

and realized that she was pointing at where I felt the presence to be. She saw it! 

Several members of the staff rushed into the room to try and discern the source of her distress 

and I heard her say, “Can’t you see it? Can’t you see the creature? Its eyes! My God, its eyes!” Gladys 

was quickly removed from the room and, no doubt, sedated. 

This served to unnerve me to such a degree that I could hardly function. I left the game and 

went into the T.V. room, which held many more people. I paced the room and tried to focus on the 

show playing on the T.V. Eventually, I calmed down enough to sit down and watch the movie. 
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It wasn’t long, however, before Big John, who has quite lost his faculties, patted me on the leg 

and said, “Why is that thing looking at you so hard?” 

“You can see it?” I asked incredulously. 

“Well, of course. He’s right there,” he said pointing. 

I didn’t sleep at all last night. The implications of these events were too horrible. Obviously, the 

fragile minds in this place lack some crucial filter that allows them sight beyond the normal person’s 

perceptions. I’m afraid it’s just a matter of time before I descend to their ranks. 

Today there were several more incidents. Darryl, Emily, and Calvin all claimed to witness the 

beast’s presence. I cannot tolerate this existence. It seems the one place where I could reside 

surrounded by companions who would help save me from my plight has become a prison, a hell too 

excruciating to endure. 

Even now, the beast sits beside me, staring at me with the hatred of a legion of demons. Cruel, 

vile, and maddening! And now I will place this statement in the box upon your door and I will stroll off 

into the peace of oblivion – all for the simple fact that I can never be truly alone. 

 

 

Nash Farragut 
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Chapter 3 - THE LAND OF NOD 

 

Crows. That’s how the nightmares all began. Now they’re chronic. That’s how the nightmares 
have become – chronic. I say that because I believe the nightmares are an illness. Not an illness in me. 
An illness in the world. Or, even more accurate, an illness between the worlds. At first the nightmares 
were brief flashes no more than glimpses. Always of blackbirds. They were either fluttering, cawing, or 
worst of all, just looking at me. Those little ebony eyes were volumes of secrets of what was to come. 

Then they grew longer in duration. That’s when I began to take notice of the land. Dark, 
desolate, and heavy with an ominous weight of oppression. It was always a path leading through sickly 
trees. No leaves. Just jagged, angulated limbs and branches writhing in the wind. A path, the trees and 
those damn crows. 

The path led up a hill. Each time I arrived here it was a struggle in my soul. I knew there was 
something terrible lying over that hill. Something dangerous. Something horrible. Something monstrous. 
But I also knew that my only chance of overcoming this illness was through whatever was over there. 

Each step was like wading through eternity. With each, sluggish step the crows grew more 
agitated. More anxious. And the tension ratcheted up in a crescendo of discordant shrills. 

And then, one night, I made the summit. The crows flapped. They cawed. They tore at each 
other in chaotic anticipation. I strained. I screamed with my eyes squeezed shut as long as I possibly 
could with all my will. Then I felt his hands on my face prying my lids open. And I heard his voice through 
his mask whisper into my ear, “Behold.” 

And I cried as I looked upon the Land of Nod. 

**** 

It’s absent of any colors. That’s the first thing that strikes me about this world. Yet, somehow, 
this makes the gradations of gray to black seem more impressive. A shadowy and smoky dream world 
that seems to envelop me. One usually speaks of going into a dream but this dream comes to get me. 
It’s like a predator stalking its wounded prey. And my wounds aren’t the usual kind, either. Not physical 
– hell, not even mental; my wounds are spiritual wounds. Like an old parchment page whose edges are 
eroded all around, that’s how it seems to be. The bite has taken hold of the edges and they will slowly 
die away. It’s like a virus gnawing away ever so slowly. 

I guess that’s why this place is ruled over by the Lord of Pestilence. He’s a hive of contradictions. 

But isn’t every virus? It devours its host. I mean, killing your host to live just hoping that you can jump to 

the next host lest you die too. Killing yourself to live. But I was talking about Old Crow. He calls himself 

by many names, but the one he’s the fondest of is the Plague Doctor. See the contradiction there? He 

fancies himself after those doctors of the Dark Ages who thought they could cure the plague, yet he 

fuels it. 

Did you know they call a flock of crows a “murder”? No Lie. A murder of crows. Seems very 

fitting considering he loves those bleak birds. Always surrounds him like a nebulous, shifting cloud. And 

he’s like their great big old king. He calls them by their names too. Crow, Raven, Blackbird, Rook, 

Jackdaw, Magpie. Didn’t know the damn things had so many names. They’re his messengers. His eyes. 

His ears. His harbingers of doom. And they come to get me to show me Her plan. For, his is just a small 

part of her nightmarish machinations. 
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When they come to get me it’s always so damn dramatic. He’s dramatic, I should say. He 

appears to set the stage for the night’s entertainment. He reminds me of that serious fellow that used to 

introduce every episode of the Twilight Zone. You know the guy, in his 60’s black and white suit all 

intense and morose, surround by a swirl of cigarette smoke while he introduces the night’s dark morality 

play. Only what he introduces me to is always the same horror. The only things that ever change are his 

damned monologues. They’re always full of nihilism and bleak hopelessness. About how the world is 

pointless, meaningless and everything is headed down a path to nothingness. It bores into my brain, 

those things he says. Just like the virus eating away at the edges of my soul. 

And then the real horror begins. I find myself in the middle of a ruined metropolis. The sky is 

dark and overcast. Roiling black clouds blot out any sun that might be somewhere out there rolling 

through the vast darkness of space. The buildings are all jagged husks of their former grandeur. 

Skyscrapers that look as if the tops had been ripped off by some great giant. The air is thick and sooty.  I 

struggle to breathe as ash and debris float around me in this twisted, metallic wasteland. 

Then his minions come. At first, I just hear their agonized groans and hear their shuffling feet. 

Then the horrid smell of decay and death fills the air. I know what’s coming next. The chase. Then the 

zombies are everywhere. Like ants streaming out of an anthill that has been disturbed, they come from 

every direction. Every building, every doorway, every alley, every dark nook and dirty cranny. And I run. 

 

**** 

 

It used to be that there was a clear demarcation between reality and these forays into the Land 

of Nod, but things have become more . . . blurry. When I was a kid my dad had an old Ford pickup truck. 

It had the gear shift on the column – for some reason that grinding sound of him shifting gears sticks out 

in my mind. Anyway, he was driving that old Ford pickup and I was with him. I don’t remember where 

we were going or anything but we were heading down this country road when a dog darted out in front 

of us. It was a mutt. Just an old tan dog. It scared the crap out me but dad didn’t even try to swerve or 

brake. He just ran right over the dog’s back. The truck bucked and I heard the crack of the dog’s spine 

through my open window. 

Dad cussed as he finally decided to slam on the brakes. I looked back at the dog and it was 

writhing around yelping in the most horrible pain I had ever heard. We both got out and I just stood 

there staring at the poor dog while dad stood over it rubbing his chin. “Dumbass dog,” was all he said. I 

asked if he thought we could save it and he just said, “Nah, he’s a gonner. Might as well put him out of 

his misery.” Then he told me to get in the truck. Dad retrieved his shotgun from behind the seat. I 

couldn’t watch. I just closed my eyes and waited for the blast. Boom! And then the yelping stopped. 

I see that dog in my nightmares. It’s different than the rest of the things around me too. It’s like 

it’s more concrete. More palpable. Whenever I see the writhing dog and its pleading eyes, hear its cries 

for salvation, I know that a part of my own self-defined reality has taken a foothold in Nod.  But that’s 

not the most disconcerting thing because it goes both ways. 

The other night I was driving through the city. It was late, so late that I guess you could really say 

it was early. When I can’t sleep or just plain don’t want to sleep, I drive where there are people. Even 

then, there’s still an isolation there. People think that individual souls haunt places, but I’ve come to 

realize that places have souls too. And certain places have passed away. You know, seen their heyday, or 



20 
 

whatever. People may go right on living there and building stuff there, but the deceased soul of the 

place haunts it and makes it – not right. That’s how the city feels at night. 

So, I was driving and the buildings were there; empty and dim. Some of the lights were on in the 

office buildings but it was a faint light and no one was working. Something in one of the offices caught 

my eye. It was a figure sitting at a desk. It was the Plague Doctor. He caught my eye and rose from his 

desk. That was the first time someone of his caliber came over. 

 

**** 

Whenever I get ripped out of Nod there’s always a moment of hope. It’s probably the weirdest 

part of the trips. It’s so nebulous a thing to pinpoint. Maybe it’s because it’s certain knowledge that I 

have no account of where it came from or what it means. I just know that behind me lies the City on the 

Hill. I struggle so hard to turn my head just to catch a glimpse of it but it’s like I’m barreling away at such 

a great speed that my body won’t budge. But I know the City is there. And therein lies the hope. If I 

could just figure out the solutions to all the riddles I know I could get there. But there are so many 

symbols, people, places, figures, archetypes, and mythologies that I don’t know if I will ever unravel it all 

before they have made the boundaries disappear. But there is hope. And when all hope is gone, death 

isn’t far behind. So I have to believe that one day I will see the City. 

**** 

How did I find out about her? The Plague Doctor mentioned her one time. They’re all scared of 

her. From what I gather, Nod is her realm. They’re just lesser rulers of each portion. That’s all I really 

know. I don’t know her name or what her role is, but she stinks of fear and power. 

**** 

It’s hard to pinpoint the exact time that I began to converse with the Nodders – that’s what I call 

the denizens of the Land of Nod. The first ones were the birds: Crow, Raven, Jackdaw, Rook, and 

Magpie. One of them is always near at hand. That’s because they’re the Doctor’s sensory extensions. I 

knew this all along. 

**** 

I heard a story one time about the cursed huntsman. I don’t remember the particulars of how he 

acquired the curse, but it had to do with vengeance. His hatred consumed him to the point that he was 

forced to hunt his victims using these five hounds. Each hound represented a different sensory organ. 

He could smell the scent, hear the chase, feel the earth, see the victim, and finally, taste the blood. It 

was a horrible, wretched ordeal. Each chase left him sick and disgusted, but the hatred would slowly 

grow in him to the point where he would lose control and send the hounds out again. 

**** 

Now I find myself carrying on conversations with ghosts, skeletons, mummies, and all manner of 

creatures caught between worlds. Last night I cowered in a culvert while a golem told me about 
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Frankenstein. He is the ruler of this particular area of Nod. Most people confuse the man with the 

monster. Frankenstein never named his monster because he detested what he had created. It’s weird to 

feel fear and sympathy all rolled together like that. But I felt like I could relate. I was made to be hated. 

Made to be reviled. Made to be a puppet that is paraded through a melancholic tragedy. I can’t decide if 

it’s the Ochre King in the City on the Hill who is the one to blame or if he has just allowed her to do this 

to me. Kind of like Job was given over for the Devil’s amusement. Either way, I can’t see how Job could 

absolve God of any wrongdoing. When I make it into the City, that will be the first order of business with 

the Ochre King. 

**** 

Patterns. It’s all about recognizing the patterns. That’s the only way humans can say they are above the 

other animals. The problem is that we are so good at it that we do it even when there are no patterns. 

Nevertheless, I think I’ve connected enough patterns to figure out that nature of the Land of Nod. I had 

to visit several landscapes to do it, though. 

**** 

The Plague Doctor rules the zombies. They are one type of undead. Count Orlok rules the 

vampires. They’re another type of undead. Dr. Frankenstein rules the golems. They’re yet another type. 

The Shadow Man rules the ghosts. And so on. 

**** 

Nod is a land of undead. Those that fall between the worlds of life and death. 

**** 

The first time I was hauled off to Santa Muerte’s realm I was sure that I had finally met Her. But 

Muerte isn’t the Big Beast who rules over Nod. I asked Muerte and she told me. She said that the 

skeletons are her subjects and that is all. I found Muerte to be quite beautiful in her white, frilly dress. 

Like a bride. She knew too. Knew that I was captivated by her dark beauty. 

Then she told me that Life-in-Death was terrible. There was no beauty in her at all. She was 

mighty and horrible to behold. Just the sight of her would drive a man like me insane. And I knew it to 

be true. 

And that’s how I learned that it is Life-in-Death that rules over the Land of Nod. 

 

**** 

He’s the worst one so far. The night I encountered Nyarlathotep I cried. He was hatred 

incarnate. Wicked and evil to the core of his being. Throughout the tortures and the taunts he would 

pause long enough to recite from a large tome. In that litany of foul blasphemies that spouted from his 

mouth there was one refrain that I could understand. One refrain that I recognized from some ancient 

poem. 
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“Her lips were red, her looks were free, 

Her locks were yellow as gold: 

Her skin was as white as leprosy, 

The Nightmare Life-in-Death was she, 

Who thicks man’s blood with cold.” 

And then I found myself in a vast underground labyrinth that I knew to be that fabled city of 

Iram. The Atlantis of the sands. The thoroughfare that I traversed had once been a grand road where the 

gigantic statues of beast-headed gods glared down at processions of slaves and citizens offering obscene 

obeisance to their megalomaniacal pharaoh – their god incarnate. 

But now that great road was dark and cavernous. It was littered with the debris of once majestic 

structures. Slave-hewn blocks that dwarfed me and made me to feel the oppressive weight of the 

Egyptian eons. 

As I trudged the sands of this ancient, buried empire I gazed in wonder at the immensity of the 

ruined architecture looming over me. And then the mummies came. Swirling funnels of sand that 

coalesced into the forms of withered, long forgotten priests. Here was one of Anubis. There one of 

Bastet. There one of Sobek. And here one of Thoth. Each one intent on dragging me down into the 

darkened crypts of the Sahara where dwells the foulest mysteries of ancient mankind. 

 

**** 

All these dream chases take a toll on me. Even though they end before the actual attack, they 

are nevertheless full of struggle. Invariably, I am always snatched back to reality with a violent flight and 

the struggle to glimpse the City. 

No matter how drenched in fear and running for my life, I still notice certain patterns. The 

patterns are always in my mind. Patterns hold the key to my salvation. There’s always an appearance by 

“Old Yelper”. That’s the name I’ve given to the dog with the broken back. There’s always the going 

down. A descent. A driving of me, the prey, into a lower place. No matter how hard I try to lead the 

chase to higher ground, the futility frustrates me. There’s always the symbol of the half-closed eye. I 

don’t know what it means, but it is always there – only during the chases. There’s the appearance of the 

clock with the same time on its face. And the sound of the insects chittering in their infernal language of 

madness. 

If I could but piece these things together. Weave them into a coherent fabric from which to 

crack the code. I could begin to erect my path to the City on the Hill and present myself to the Ochre 

King. 

 

**** 

Last night in Nod I was taken to the castle of Count Orlok. His vampires closed in on me but I 

knew this wasn’t the chase. There was no going down. No insects or other signs. It was more of an 

invitation. There was fog and an old forest clinging to craggy mountains. An occluded sky and the 

ancient castle looking as if it had always been a part of the mountain. 
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I found myself seated at a large table. Orlok entered and sat opposite me with his long, bird-like 

fingers laced together in front of him. He told me he just wanted to help me understand the nature of 

things. At first I found this to be just a ruse, but it did plant a seed that made me aware of more things 

back on the other side of Nod. 

I’ve now begun to look at Dr. Redding in a new way. A more sinister and suspicious way. I’m 

beginning to see that Nod and the Waking World are not really so different. The Waking World is more 

complicated and yet in many ways less dramatic. The Waking World has its archetypal rulers of its 

realms too. And I believe that Dr. Redding is one of them. His minions are the staff. They don’t chase me 

– at least not physically. But they are still preying upon me. 

The one thing that I am thankful for is that Dr. Redding doesn’t know about this dream journal. 

I’ve been reluctant to talk to anyone about Nod until I figured more of the patterns out. Now I see that it 

would be my undoing to tell them about Nod. I must now take great care to hide the journal lest it be 

discovered by them. And Redding must be undone. Count Orlok said that if he makes it to the Land of 

Nod, Dr. Redding will be too powerful. There is concern by the Nodders and I now see that I could use 

this knowledge to make a deal with Her! 

 

**** 

I had a regular dream and found it quite funny. Even though it would be considered a nightmare 

to most, it was still funny. I was at Amelia’s funeral again and I was dreading the viewing. The line was 

long and people were wracked with grief. Many were crying. Some were wailing. Others were just 

forlorn and silent. But it was taking so long and I just kept dreading seeing her. The anxiety was 

suffocating and the tension was building. I finally was able to get close enough to see her. Amelia looked 

so peaceful. So pale and pretty. Then she opened her eyes and sat up. The people ahead of me in line 

opened the bottom part of the casket and helped her out. She looked at me then and took my hand. She 

smiled and gestured to the casket. She was leading me to get in. I resisted but the mourners crowded 

round and pushed me towards the coffin. They were chanting some morbid nursery rhyme about “lying 

in a grave” and then I woke up. 

I sat there in the dark and thought back to the dream. There was no patterns, no archetypes, no 

power structure, and then it hit me. No fear. I wasn’t scared at all. It was just a flat effect. I began to 

chuckle thinking about Amelia in the dream. That turned into a real laugh. A loud, belly laugh. And I fell 

asleep humming the nursery rhyme and giggling. 

 

**** 

I don’t think I’ve told you about the Shadow Man and his ghosts. They are a frustrating bunch. 

It’s impossible to talk to them. I mean, I talk but they never talk back. I guess it’s because they can’t. 

Shadow Man is a master of implications, though. What he refuses to or can’t say, he conveys through 

symbols. 

His realm always brings me to the Cemetery on the Outskirts of Town. It’s never the same 

cemetery but it’s always the same pattern-wise. Thus the name of the Cemetery on the Outskirts of 

Town. You see? Anyway, one time I was in the cemetery and I was groping my way amongst the 
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tombstones waiting for Shadow Man to appear when I came across a grave marker that had the name of 

“Samuel H. Redding, MD” on it. I gazed upon it and then Shadow Man rose over it. 

He then led me to another grave where the tombstone had fallen over and I stood over it and 

looked down. On its surface was etched the face of a Ouija board. And I understood that he wanted me 

to ask.  

Finding the planchette lying beside the stone, I asked, “What does Dr. Redding want?” 

The wooden, heart-shaped planchette began to move: S – A – M – E – A – S – Y – O – U. 

“Do you mean the City on the Hill?” 

It moved to “Yes”. 

“But what is there in the City? Is it the Ochre King?” 

Again it moved to “Yes” but then it spelled: W – A – N – T – S – T – O – K – I – L – L – K – I – N – G. 

“But why?” 

But he didn’t answer. Instead a chill wind stirred the trees and Shadow Man fled. And that’s 

when I decided that Dr. Redding must die. 

 

**** 

Dr. Frankenstein loves to sing the Dies Irae – or, I should say, he loves to sing the first line and 

then he just hums the rest. I guess he has forgotten the words after “Day of wrath and doom 

impending”.  He loves to watch his golems torment me too. I usually get to hear an earful of his 

humming before the chase ensues. 

The last time I interrupted his humming to ask him who was more powerful, Life-in-Death or the 

Ochre King.  He stopped abruptly and studied me like he was studying one of his horrific science 

experiments back in his lab. Then he began to laugh maniacally and said, “Don’t you understand? That 

depends on you and how you handle the Redding situation.” 

And so now I must act quickly or else the City and all of Nod will fall. 

 

**** 

INTERLUDE – The Statement of Bo Smith 

I was an orderly at Rathbone Asylum for six years. In all those years I saw many sad, warped, 

confused, and degenerate people. I also saw some pretty horrible things that these people did; but one 

of the most horrible things was when a patient named Jimmy Branner savagely attacked Dr. Sam 

Redding. Branner was never violent before that incident. When he first came in he was still traumatized 

from the death of his girlfriend Amelia. He would sit in a despondent state crying, wailing, and talking to 

her as if she were right there. He was very apologetic as if he were somehow the cause of her sudden 

death. After a couple of months he quit those episodes and became very withdrawn, barely 

acknowledging those who spoke to him. He was never disruptive or displayed any behaviors that would 

lead one to suspect that he was capable of any harm. Then, out of the blue, he snapped. Dr. Redding 

was on the ward; he was actually sitting with a different patient when that attack occurred. Branner 

appeared suddenly and went right after Dr. Redding. It was horrible. Branner literally tore out Dr. 

Reddings throat with his teeth. Like a wolf attacking its prey.  I was one of three orderlies who 
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responded to the attack. It was nearly impossible to get Branner off of Dr. Redding. It was like wrestling 

a panther. Branner was vicious. Bruce, one of the other orderlies was the one who took a chair to 

Branner’s skull. None of us were exactly gentle but I never resorted to force beyond what was necessary 

to subdue a patient. I’m not condoning what Bruce did in this instance but Branner was the fiercest 

patient I had ever encountered. I came away from the fight with numerous scrapes and lacerations from 

his hands and mouth. Still, I think Bruce overreacted. While it was maybe necessary to render Branner 

unconscious, Bruce continued to hit him until Leroy and I had to get between him and Branner to get 

him to stop. When all was said and done, Bruce lost his job.  Dr. Redding survived although he was 

severely maimed and could never speak again.  And Branner? Well, he survived although he was in a 

comma for over six months. When he did awaken he pretty much went right back to his former 

withdrawn state as if the attack and the coma never even happened. 

**** 

Bells. Deep, dark, full, earthy bells that reverberate from some distant place. Slowly the 

darkness gives way to a dim, twilight world of malformed shapes. Trees swaying. A chill wind and the 

smell of moist leaves. I struggle to shake away the confusion until a realization creeps into my mind. I’ve 

been away for too long.  Far too long. Nod feels different somehow. I sit upon the ground and heave a 

long sigh of weariness. Did I succeed? I don’t even know if Redding is dead or alive. Did he survive and 

make it to the City on the Hill? 

A certainty comes over me that I cannot shake away. I was banished from Nod but I’m back 

now. Does that mean that I failed or succeeded? If I succeeded, then why was I banished? If I failed, why 

am I back? 

Confusion. Weariness. The bells tolling on and on. 

 

**** 

Nyarlathotep was the one who explained things to me. He brought me to Nod and placed me in 

his great labyrinth underneath the sands. Deep inside some great structure that was the tomb of some 

long forgotten god-king. It was the first time I had seen him in his true form and I cried in fear for a long 

time telling him I was sorry for whatever transgressions I had made. I groveled. Tears streamed. He bade 

me to stand and listen. And so his deep, sonorous voice filled the dead spaces of the crypt and I learned 

the horrible truth of Silent Redding. 

He told me how I had failed to kill Redding. But I had at least given Nod a reprieve. I lay in a 

coma unable to enter either world. While I floated in Limbo, Nod was left to carry on with neither me 

nor Redding coming nor going. 

The Ochre King was flummoxed. Life-in-Death was perplexed. How would the fate of the Land of 

Nod ever be resolved? 

And then I had awakened. Things were prepared for my return. Nyarlathotep, Dr. Frankenstein, 

Count Orlok, Santa Muerte, Shadow Man, and the Plague Doctor grew anxious. Their followers were 

stirring and restless. But then something happened. 

A full moon appeared in the sky over Nod. It was a blood moon, full and foreboding. And then 

Silent Redding was seen in various parts of Nod. Fleeting, elusive, like a portent of doom. 



26 
 

 

**** 

Her name is Shelly and her allure is one of melancholy. I only know her name because I’ve 

overheard it. She reminds me of a gray dove amongst a murder of crows. We’ve never spoken. When we 

make eye contact she just makes a slight, sad grin that lets me know she’s aware of my struggle. She’s of 

the Waking World. I wonder how she would like Nod. Maybe she’s already been there. 

**** 

I can’t help but stare at Santa Muerte’s face when I’m in her presence. It’s captivating. She led 

me into a church in the forest – it was a small, brick church with a quaint graveyard beside it. Once 

inside she told me that she wanted to show me something and that I would have a choice to make. Then 

she led me to a tall piece of furniture covered by a cloth that sat in front of the pulpit. 

“You must decide if the chase will continue,” she said. My blood raced! Of course I wanted the 

horrible chase to end. There was no question about it. Then she continued, “You must understand that 

the chase serves the purpose of strengthening your soul so that when the time comes, you’ll persevere 

and overcome the push to the City. But if you choose to forego the chase, there is no guarantee that 

your soul will be ready.” 

“Right now, your soul is afire with the chase. Look now into the mirror and see what happens 

when your soul is not ready.” 

With this, she pulled the cloth from the piece of furniture and a tall, ornamented, full-length 

mirror was revealed. A wave of fear spread through me because I didn’t want to see. Santa Muerte took 

me by the shoulders and guided me in front of the mirror. I instinctively clenched my eyes shut. Then 

she gently, with her boney fingers, pried by eyes open and I beheld my face transformed into a gaunt, 

sad specter of my former self. But it was the eyes that horrified me. They were empty, deep pits that 

swallowed the world into an abyss of hopelessness. I stared for what seemed an eternity into their 

depths of depression and tears began to stream down my face. Finally, I wiped the tears and it was 

enough to break the spell. It was then that I noticed Santa Muerte’s reflection behind my shoulder. Her 

skeletal face was replaced by a face so hideous that I screamed and tore myself from her grasp as I 

threw my fists into the mirror. The glass shattered and Santa Muerte threw her head back in laughter at 

my antics. 

“Continue the chase,” I managed to say through the panting and the sobs and the blood. 

 

**** 

I found myself in the midst of one of the ruined cities where I knew the zombies were lurking. It 

was just a matter of time before their presence was announced. But, suddenly, the Plague Doctor 

appeared above me on a balcony, his retinue of crows fluttering about him. He laughed through his 

strange mask and said, “I heard you’ve made the hard choice.” 

“What choice did I really have?” I retorted. 

“True. True. Still, it was a choice you made and all. I need to tell you, though. Things will change 

as a result. You’ve grown a bit complacent through all this.” 
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“What do mean? I haven’t even been here for so long.” 

“That doesn’t matter. You have figured out too many patterns and that leads to expectations. 

I’m here to help you. I have the remedy. I’m here to treat you.” 

He said the last as if he were relishing the task. 

Later, as the zombies tore my flesh I thought back to my childhood. I used to dread the dentist. 

Most kids do. But this dentist was a sadistic bastard. His name was Dr. Zeigler. One time he didn’t give 

me enough Novocain when he numbed my mouth for a cavity to be filled. Of course, I began to flinch 

when he hit the nerve. I remember him growing irritated at my wiggling and wincing. I pushed his hand 

away and that just made him madder. One of the nurses made a comment about me needing more local 

anesthesia and he merely said, “I’m almost finished, just hold him down and I’ll only be a second.” I 

couldn’t even cry properly as they held me down and forced my mouth open. And, of course, it took Dr. 

Ziegler much longer than a second. 

 

**** 

My journey through the Waking World is now an escorted journey. I am never without one of 

the ruffians who stopped me from my mission with Silent Redding. Because of this, it makes it difficult 

for me to talk to Shelly. But I did manage an exchange. It left me exhilarated and I’m sure she felt it too. I 

was walking by the table she was sitting at when she dropped her doll. It’s a little dark-haired double of 

her that I suspect is her messenger. I gathered this from the fact that she sent it into my path by the 

table as a message that she wants to make further contact. I picked it up and went to hand it back to her 

when the goon on my left intervened. But she took the doll and said, “Thank you.” It was spoken so soft 

and warm. I said, “You’re welcome.” And we stared at each other while the goon dragged me back to 

my room. Hopefully she can send her messenger to me again. 

**** 

I’m always fascinated by Dr. Frankenstein’s work and the things in his laboratory. I was peering 

into one of the tall beakers filled with some amorphous, fleshy object submerged in a bubbling, 

yellowish liquid when it struck me that colors had ever so slowly crept into Nod. I never noticed it before 

and it saddened me for some reason. I suppose because I failed to notice something so momentous. 

Suddenly a question flashed into my mind and I blurted it out to the doctor. 

“Why can’t I look upon the City on the Hill?” 

“Ah, my young boy, you aren’t ready to yet. When your will is strong enough, you will. And 

when you do, the site of it will tear you down again. But don’t worry, the tearing down will be a release. 

A rebirth.” 

I pondered this while I browsed his lab some more. Then I asked, “Who is the Ochre King?” 

At this, Dr. Frankenstein stopped his work of sewing an appendage onto one of his flesh golems 

and looked at me. “He is the Savior. The one who will set things aright. The Repairer of Reputations. The 

one orchestrating everything behind the scenes. He walks freely between worlds and affects everything 

he touches with true sight. He is your salvation from Her. But you already knew this didn’t you, Mr. 

Branner?” 

I just nodded my head. 
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**** 

I have to admit that the Shadow Man has taught me how to communicate without uttering a 

sound. I use that knowledge to “talk” to Shelly. She is very good at it too. But today we actually were 

able to have a real conversation and I now feel as giddy as a school girl experiencing her first crush. If all 

of this anguish and torment have been a prelude for our fates to intertwine, then it was all worth it. 

Every second of every torture, pain, and immolation. 

**** 

The most amazing part is that she approached me. That just confirmed that my infatuation with 

her is equally reciprocated. Of course the ruffian who was escorting me intervened when she 

approached our table, but she asked him if she could speak to me and he agreed as long as we remained 

on opposite sides of the table. Then she sat down. “I just wanted to thank you for picking up Sarah,” she 

said indicating her doll. 

“You’re quite welcome,” I said winking at her knowingly. “I know your name is Shelly. I’ve 

overheard them say it. My name is Jimmy and I find you simply captivating.” 

She bent her head smiling but I knew she was just being coy. “Thank you. How long have been 

here?” she asked. 

“I lost track of the time a long while ago. I remember my family was somehow terrible.  I 

remember a funeral of a girl. But she’s not really important.  I remember drives around the city. And 

then the city grew haunted so they brought me here. I know about many things that they hide from me. 

I also know about things many of them don’t know or can never know. I wish I could say more but . . . 

not right now, at least. How about you? Why are you here?” 

“I would rather not talk about it. It’s very hard. I would rather talk about nice things.” 

And so that’s what we did. We talked about all manner of frivolous things. But I know she really 

wanted to talk about things that we couldn’t mention in front of others. Still, it was wonderful. It was 

pure bliss. 

 

**** 

It was freezing cold and sleeting when Count Orlok met me on a darkened road in the woods. 

“Come, She wants to talk to you.” 

I couldn’t believe my ears. I was finally going to meet Life-in-Death. I grew weak and Count Orlok 

had to assist my shaking body into the horse-drawn carriage waiting for us. 

Her abode was majestic. It was a mass of contradictions of life and death. Great pillars of bone. 

Clinging vines upon gray, dead statuary. Giant bas reliefs etched into dull stones depicting scenes of 

struggle between the living and the dead. The most prominent symbol in all of this orgy of architecture 

was the large, looming half-closed eye. 

We entered the great hall of the fortress and a tinkling as of small chimes played above me. 

Looking up I beheld a vast web of memento mori, each suspended by a thread from the darkness of the 

ceiling and ending in a casing of a silver frame. 
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And then She appeared. Walking from the far end of the hall, she greeted us. It was the 

strangest visage I had ever beheld. She had golden hair flowing out of her fleshless skull. Inside the 

sockets were bright blue eyes and cherry red lips adorned the mouth. But these seemed alien upon the 

ivory of the bone and somehow stood out in starker contrast than if they were on a normal face. 

She wore a flowing, green gown that reminded me of lichen or moss and from this ornate dress 

her bony, delicate hands protruded. Each bony finger ending in a finely painted nail. 

So many questions had been humming in my brain but they all vanished into silence in her 

presence. I was struck dumb before her elegance. 

“We finally meet, James Branner. I am Life-in-Death, the Lady of the Land of Nod. You’ve 

overcome so much to get where you are but something has come to light of such importance that I felt 

you needed to hear it from me. Will you walk with me?” 

I managed to produce a cracked “Yes”. 

She dismissed the Count and then she led me out into a strange garden of bizarre vegetation 

juxtaposing gorgeous flowers with ruthless weeds. 

“You well know that Silent Redding has been sowing discontent throughout this land. But he has 

not been idle in the Waking World either. By the way, I don’t blame you for not killing him. You did the 

best with the circumstances you were given. It’s just unfortunate, however, because now, you still must 

deal with his handiwork.” 

“His handiwork?” 

“Yes. And he is more devious than I had imagined. What I have to tell you, James, will surely 

come as a great shock, but you must overcome the denial and the anger to find the truth. For it is 

certainly true.” 

“What is true? What must I do to reach the City on the Hill?” 

“While you were away, Silent Redding was busy putting things in order for your failure. He 

knew, after you tore his throat out, that you had the drive, the desire, and the wherewithal to end his 

quest to replace the Ochre King. Did you really think he would just forget that?” 

“No,” I whispered. 

“Oh, No, he didn’t. So when I tell you that he meticulously contrived to plant his agent in your 

path, he did so with the utmost evil in mind. He has beguiled you with that vixen Shelly. She is his agent 

who is even now working her way towards your demise.” 

“No!” I screamed. I clamped my hands over my ears and fell to the ground screaming at her to 

stop spouting her hated lies. I spit at her, cursed her, and tore my hair in anger. But she only shook her 

head in sorrow for me. 

Eventually, my ranting turned to sobbing and wailing. Then, bending close my ear she 

whispered, “You know what you must do, James.” 

 

**** 

Conflicted in my emotions, I approached my interactions with Shelly with great caution. The 

greater part of me was drawn to her allure and refused to believe that she could be an interloper sent 

by the vile Silent Redding. But the small part that whispered in my mind to remain vigilant for any sign, 

any slip, or so much as a hint of her complicity in his twisted machinations would prevail. 
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It happened one day when she was trying to make small talk. The stooge was monitoring us, of 

course. Shelly said, “What are you writing in your little black book?” And that was it. My heart 

plummeted down a bottomless pit. I excused myself as waves of conflicting emotions slammed into me. 

 

**** 

My last night in Nod was both immeasurably sad and breathtakingly exhilarating. It began on the 

path to the hill overlooking the ruined city. The Plague Doctor emerged like a proud bird from the 

shadow of the trees and greeted me. 

“I heard the unfortunate news and I pity your plight, but I think that you are prepared. Your soul 

has been tempered in the crucible of this land. You know what you must do and all it will take is an 

unshakable will and the City on the Hill will welcome you.” 

It was hard to hear these words. Tears welled in my eyes because I knew what he said to be 

true. 

“I want to give you something before you go. My psychopomps Raven, Crow, Rook, Jackdaw, 

Blackbird, and Magpie shall see you off. Goodbye, Jimmy Branner.” 

And then I felt the familiar tug as I began to be drawn away, but this time the crows pursued me 

like a flurry of black smoke. I sped up and the crows managed to keep pace. When I got to the point 

when I could sense that the City on the Hill was behind me I tried one last time to glimpse it just as I had 

struggled every time before. But this time the crows rushed towards my face and I despaired that I had 

been tricked by the Plague Doctor. 

The crows crowded upon the left side of my face and I then realized that they were not trying to 

occlude my vision, but trying to assist my efforts. I grit my teeth and strained and the crows flapped and 

fluttered, pushing me ever so much more than I could on my own accord. It was just enough for me to 

catch a glimpse before I entered the Waking World. 

Words can’t describe that momentary vision. It was the most incredible sight I had ever beheld. I 

awoke drained both physically and emotionally. All that I could do was smile and cry tears of rapturous 

joy. 

 

**** 

FINALE – The Statement of Lenny Hubbard 

I was down the hall when the commotion broke out in the Activities Room. I heard people 

screaming and yelling and as I ran towards the sounds, people were already running away from the 

room. I reached the door and saw that Branner man with the knife. Now, I didn't see the attack on 

Johnny, the orderly who was monitoring Branner, but apparently Branner had somehow gotten a hold 

of a big kitchen knife and used it to slice Johnny's throat. Anyway, I reached the door and saw Johnny's 

body laying on the floor. There was blood everywhere. Everyone had pretty much ran out of the room 

except for Old Charlie who was still sitting at one of the tables. He's pretty much checked out and was 

oblivious to what was happeneing. Old Charlie and that girl Shelly. She was back against the window 

looking scared as a deer caught in headlights. Branner was advancing on the girl with the knife in his 

hands and I saw that there was no way for me to stop him before he reached her. I tried anyway, 
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though. I sprinted across the room dodging tables and chairs and just before I reached him I saw him 

take her hands, wrap them around the knife's handle and then he grabbed her hands and stabbed 

himself right in the heart. It was the craziest thing I've ever seen. As he did he said something to her that 

I couldn't hear and then he just fell down and died. That poor girl was beside herself with shock. I 

reached her and pulled her away trying to shield her from the sight of Branner lying there with the knife 

sticking out of his chest. And just as we got about halfway across the room, I heard this loud noise at the 

window. I looked back and there was all these crows flying right into the window. Then, all of the 

sudden, the window pane cracked and shatterd inward. All of them crows flew into the room and 

landed right there by Branner - like they were inspecting the body or something. It was damn crazy. And 

then they just took off back out of the window. 
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Chapter 4 - THE MURKLOR 

 

In medias res. I am running through the forest, fear coursing through my body, limbs tearing at 

my face, and an uncertain darkness behind me. The cave was there, despite the hopes that it was all a 

farce of reason. Not a big cave; just a void in the rocks. A blotch of the world that portends doom. A hole 

in the universe that cannot truly be empty. The Murklor lives there. As I stood pondering the veracity of 

my senses before the blank space of the rocks, I heard a chittering followed by a deep moan. I staggered 

backwards and then heard a sickly, wet slithering. Now, I’m running from madness. 

**** 

Backstory of my life. From an aspiring artist to broken man in 8 easy steps. 1. Choose to have a 

passion as a sculptor – that is, a guarantee of poverty and obscurity. 2. Meet a girl and fall in love in art 

school. 3. Get married and realize that your welding skills are only useful for earning money by getting a 

construction job. 4. Have children and place all of your time and passion for art in the remotest corner of 

your life. 5. Fall off of a scaffolding and shatter your pelvis and five vertebrae. 6. Get addicted to pain 

pills while you suffer through three surgeries and eke out a living from worker’s comp payments. 7. 

Augment the pill addiction with alcohol and chain smoking to help drown the sorrows of your pathetic 

life. 8. Push your wife to the edge with your self-loathing, addiction, and poverty until she divorces you 

and takes your kids. 

That was three years ago. What we like to call “rock bottom”. The last three years weren’t 

exactly sunshine and candy canes either. But that is really where the path to the Murklor begins. 

**** 

What does rock bottom look like? Let me show you while Jim Morrison serenades us. 

Well, I've been down so Goddamn long that it looks like up to me  

Well, I've been down so very damn long that it looks like up to me  

Yeah, why don't one you people c'mon and set me free 

Sloppy drunk in some hole-in-the-wall bar off the side of the highway. Some redneck trucker sits 

beside me as we both try to outdrink each other way too early in the day. Most of the conversation is 

inane blather about sports or women or crude jokes that are full of machismo and a show of masculinity 

that would give two bulls in a standoff a run for their money. I make some errant comment that 

questions his boasting manhood and things spiral quickly out of control. The next thing I know, I’m out 

in the parking lot and we’re cursing each other while he rolls up his sleeves above his trucker’s tan. My 

drunken mouth continues full barrel even while a part of me knows I ain’t got a chance in hell against 

this behemoth of a guzzler. He swings a haymaker and I feel like I dodge it but the whiskey ensures my 

reflexes are as thick as mud. Bam! To the ground I crumple and he throws in a few kicks from his pointy-

toed cowboy boots just make sure I get the message. A few onlookers snicker and escort the burly 

trucker back inside while I curl up and bleed. 
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I said, warden, warden, warden won't you break your lock and key  

I said, warden, warden, warden won't ya break your lock and key  

Yeah, come along here, mister c'mon and let the poor boy be 

Drunk, high, and feeling like being alone is the last thing I need, I decide that it’s a right genius 

idea to go see Jess and the kids. It’s been weeks and for some reason, I’m 100% sure that she is missing 

me and ready to welcome me in and have a good time. As I come careening into the driveway, a wave of 

confusion washes over me as I try to figure out whose blue Dodge is parked at my house – well, I believe 

it’s still my house regardless of what some ten-dollar-word-spouting judge might say. As my liquor-

addled brain grapples with this new information, I come to the obvious conclusion that Jess has herself a 

new beau. My mood goes from a horny green to a red stick of dynamite in zero to sixty flat. What 

follows is a blur of screaming, door pounding, window punching, Jess screaming, kids crying, sirens 

wailing, hurled slurs, scuffling, a police baton, and off I go cuffed and stuffed to spend the night in the 

slammer. 

 

Baby, baby, baby won't you get down on your knees  

Baby, baby, baby won't you get down on your knees  

C'mon little darlin' c'mon and give your love to me, oh yeah 

I’m crawling across the bed of some shit-hole, seedy motel towards the hooker whose about to 

give me the best night I’ve had in weeks. She takes a long drag of her cigarette and goes over the terms 

of our business deal one more time. I assure her that I’m good for the money. She reiterates the terms 

so I pull out my wallet, pull out the bills and fling them across the bed. Satisfied, she gets up to get a 

drink from the bottle that I’ve already knocked a considerable dent in – the second bottle, I should say. 

She knocks back a swallow and comes to the bed. Heavy handed and a little too aggressive, I try to help 

her undress. Later, after growing furious with embarrassment and frustration, I scream at her to just 

take the fuckin’ money and get out even though I was too drunk to get it up.  

 

Well, I've been down so Goddamn long that it looks like up to me  

Well, I've been down so very damn long that it looks like up to me  

Yeah, why don't one you people c'mon, c'mon, c'mon and set me free 

 

**** 

The long slow road out of Hell is not a straight climb. It entails a lot of backtracking and false 

roads that lead to dead ends. For every five steps gained, there is another three steps back. It entails 

such pride-eroding things as hearings before a judge, jail time, court ordered addiction treatment, 

supervised visits from the Department of Human Services, divorce court hearings, and, my personal 

favorite, mental health sessions. Dr. Lisa Carlson had been my counselor for the past several years while 

I slowly and painfully put the broken pieces of my life back into some kind of semblance of normalcy. 

And so now we come to the real part where our story begins. The part I’ll call the “first session”. Of 
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course, it wasn’t our first session together; but it was the first session where she used hypnotherapy to 

try and see if it would yield favorable results for my struggle with addiction. 

The goal was to have me enter a relaxed state where she would ask a series of questions about 

the root causes of my addictions and then give me a series of subconscious commands that would, over 

time, help me to overcome those urges. I listened to her soothing voice as she talked me through 

several exercises designed to slip me out of a conscious state and into a deep trance-like state. It was 

truly relaxing and I felt as though I were being drawn into a warm cocoon of bliss with layer upon layer 

of silky wrappings enfolding me one atop the other. Deeper and deeper I fell into warm, cozy 

nothingness. And then the next thing I remember is waking violently as the tentacles of the Merklor 

began to dig through the shells of the cocoon trying to reach me. 

I found myself writhing and screaming upon the couch in Dr. Carlson’s office as if I were trying to 

throw off the grasp of some unseen foe. As I gained my senses and realized where I was, I looked at Dr. 

Carlson and froze in terror. She sat looking at me with the exact same expression upon her own face. 

**** 

“Mr. Fox, sometimes experiences are so traumatic that we lack the ability to cope with them. 

The mind can’t adequately process the trauma and pushes the experience into the far corners of 

memory and down deep in the subconscious. It’s a survival technique that humans have evolved. But 

even though these memories are repressed, the trauma still exerts a negative influence upon our 

psyche. They create an imbalance, or pressure, that must be relieved through other avenues of the 

mind. They manifest in thought patterns, bad habits, self-destructive beliefs, dysfunctional behavior, 

nightmares, or feelings of guilt. 

“Many times, the root cause of alcohol and drug dependency can be found in trauma that has 

been repressed within the subconscious. In many studies of veterans of war and survivors of car wrecks, 

the subjects had completely blocked the memories of the traumatic events. Like I said, it’s a survival 

mechanism that we inherited through our evolution. An artifact of the mind. 

“When I placed you in a hypnotic state, I had a straight line to your subconscious mind. I could 

converse with the part of you that is no longer hiding behind the wall of self-preservation. Usually, the 

subconscious merely reports the details of traumatic events with no emotional attachment and this 

allows the therapist to gather information that can be directed in a controlled manner during regular 

therapy sessions. 

“But, your case is different. The other day when I hypnotized you, you encountered a trauma so 

raw, so visceral, that it shocked you out of your hypnotic state. Whatever your trauma was, it was bad. 

Honestly, I’ve never seen someone react to their repressed trauma the way you did. It was if you were 

reliving the experience. 

“I don’t even know exactly what is was, either. It was like you were being attacked by someone 

or something. Mr. Fox, you were screaming at it. You called it The Murklor. Does that mean anything to 

you? 

Mr. Fox, are you alright?” 

**** 
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Murklor. The word crept around the corners of my brain for days since the first session. A 

gnawing, ever-present word that transformed and changed. Knowing the name had unlocked something 

deep within me. It had set things in motion. It inspired, bewildered, and left me feeling nauseous and 

mentally drained. It alluded to too many unpleasant ideas. It twisted the chains of thought back upon 

themselves and turned them into dirty, filthy non-sense. It “told” me strange things in many strange 

ways – like why is the root of terrible and terrific the same but one means fearful and the other means 

exhilarated? Terror lives even in the good times. It was deep and full like sub-bass groans that resonated 

in your chest cavity. It was flitting and sneaky like insects within shadows. It was mocking and irreverent 

like buffoons or jesters. It was downright evil like a serial killer with a high IQ. It was tall and grim like the 

undertaker of a dark, Western town. It was all that is wrong with the edges of a sinister world. Grimy, 

shadowy words latched onto the word Murklor leaving slime trails throughout my brain. I knew there 

was a struggle brewing. A dark storm building in my life. But somewhere deep down in the bowels of the 

tempest resided a grotesque and misshapen mollusk with a pearl within it. And as I pried my way into 

that glimmer of light in the oceanic depths, the name hummed and thrummed like a chant of the Black 

Mass. Designed to instill fear, it was atomically just a word. Just a name. And I clutched onto that pearl 

of knowledge because my only true hope to escape the leviathan was to believe that by knowing the 

true name of something, is to possess the key to its power. Little did I know at that time that the 

Murklor knew my true name much more intimately and thoroughly than I could ever know its true 

name. In short, I was a damned, doomed fool. 

**** 

The Nightmares are to be mentioned now. It is their turn to take the stage in this tragedy. The 

play would not be complete without their little number. And what a motley cast of performers they are, 

too. You’d think their costumes would be dark grays and blacks, but, no, they are actually an eclectic 

play of houndstooth, paisley, Jacobean, argyle, plaid, and herringbone, just to name a few. The 

Nightmares, with their skeletal faces, do bring things that are dark and gray and black and rotten and 

then the performance turns from burlesque to horror in no time flat. 

The cave is a recurring motif, for sure. I mean, it wouldn’t be the Murklor’s handiwork if the cave 

weren’t a prominent feature of the plotless plot that is a bad dream. Most times I’m outside of it gazing 

at its limitless darkness. Other times, I’m just inside the mouth struggling to make my eyes adjust to 

something that is felt but not seen. And on a couple of occasions, I’ve been a feature of the wall – like a 

fly wrapped in a spider’s sticky web. 

The groping appendage is a favorite of the Murklor, too. Most times, it’s a sickly, wet tentacle. 

Sometimes it’s an insect-like feeler with stiff hairs and pointy, bifurcated claws. It could be dead tree 

limbs, knotty roots, or thorny brambles. One time it was curling, elegant wisps or fog. The effect is 

usually the same, though. 

Finally, there’s the voice. Not really a recognizable voice, but a sound of something inhuman, 

alien, and foreign. More of a sound that shouldn’t be. A language of madness. The communications of 

something so strange to the human idea of language that one is left feeling insignificant and frail before 

it. The best way I can describe it is what a human voice sounds like to an ant as the human crouches 

over the ant and narrates the act of squashing it. 
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I never see the end of their performance. I never get the plot, just the story arc. I never get a 

coherent whole. Just flashes, snippets, images, and vague feelings. I wake violently and then proceed to 

sit struggling with the demons of addiction. For it is at those times that I could use a good drink or a 

calming drug the most. 

**** 

Dr. Carlson: “Ken, I want you to close your eyes and relax. Turn loose now, relax. Let a good, 

pleasant feeling flow all across your body. Let every muscle and every nerve grow loose and limp. You 

feel warm and soft like melting chocolate. Beginning from your head, your face, your neck; every muscle 

is relaxing. Continue down your body, your arms, chest, and back are sinking into the couch. Your legs 

and feet are going limp. All your weight is being supported by the couch because all of your muscles are 

completely relaxed. 

“Now just concentrate on the flow of your breathing. The rhythm of each inhalation and 

exhalation is deep and relaxing. Let your mind slip into the stream of the rhythm of your breathing. 

Droopy, drowsy, and sleepy. Calm, relaxed, and peaceful. Whatever happens you will not be harmed. 

You’re in a calm, safe place and your emotions are at peace. You’re detached from anything that 

happens like a disembodied spirit watching with no fear of being touched or harmed.” 

~Later~ 

Dr. Carlson: “Ken, when you were younger, was there somewhere close to where you lived that had 

woods and a cave?” 

Ken: “Yes, we lived close to a state park. There were lots of woods that all the neighborhood kids played 

in. And there were lots of hills and rock formations. The deeper into the park you went, the more 

mountainous the woods became. I wasn’t allowed to go too far into the forest, but I did it anyway. 

That’s how I discovered the cave. It was a scary place and I don’t want to talk about it.” 

Dr. Carlson: “You don’t have to talk about it, but I think it will help. You’re in a safe place and there is 

nothing in the woods or the cave that can hurt you now. Was there someone in the cave that hurt you?” 

Ken: “Yes. The Murklor. But I don’t like talking about him.” 

Dr. Carlson: “And who or what was the Murklor?” 

Ken: “He’s the darkness. The mouth of madness. He’s the personification of the abyss. The voice in your 

head that poisons your soul. He’s the one who wraps his long, thin tentacles around your body and 

makes you create. He’s the demon muse that drives you to the heights of artistic beauty and then 

demands that you repay him with blood and misery. He’s the conductor. He’s some strange entity that 

came down from the oceans of oblivion to lurk and wait for the moment to infect like a malignant tumor 

that will spread over the minds of its hosts. He’s the morphing, changing face of evil that is always 

nearby. He’s the creature in the labyrinth who is just around the corner while you run frantically like a 

mad rat. He’s insanity incarnate! He’s the face of hell – “ 
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Dr. Carlson: “Mr. Fox! Calm down, Mr. Fox! It’s alright.” 

Ken: “He’s manipulation and malicious misery! He’s the creature under the bed, the troll under the 

bridge, the spider in the web – “ 

Dr. Calrson: “Mr. Fox! Wake up, Mr. Fox! You are awake!” 

Ken: “He’s the voice in the killer’s head! He’s . . . He’s . . . Oh, God! Where am I? What is this place?” 

Dr. Carlson: “It’s alright, Ken. You’re in my office and everything is alright.” 

Ken: “I’m alright?” 

Dr. Carlson: “Yes, Ken. Everything is alright. You were re-experiencing a bad memory. But it’s just a 

memory.” 

Ken: (laughing crazily) “Oh, Lisa, don’t you see? He is real.” 

**** 

It was obvious that Dr. Lisa Carlson was in over her head. I was next referred to Dr. Seamus 

McGrath. He wanted me to go into an inpatient program that he would oversee. Great, another 21-day 

program that yields nothing but frustration. Let me tell you how these things go. The staff is so busy that 

they have no time to talk to you one-on-one. They medicate you to calm you down and you’re basically 

just a walking zombie whose moods have been so chemically neutralized that you don’t really care that 

you’re being shunned by the staff. They put you in the company of other people who are equally 

medicated but you find just as irritating as the overburdened staff. You’re expected to participate in 

group sessions where you have no good reason to talk about yourself with complete strangers and when 

you are forced to answer a question you feel isolated and unfairly exposed. You don’t really care what 

others are going through because you don’t know them and you’re dealing with your own crap. In the 

end, you just tell the staff what they want to hear so you can get the hell out of the program. But Dr. 

McGrath was different. 

He actually spent time with me one-on-one. He asked the right sorts of questions. He actually 

listened to my responses. He was keen. He was good at what he did. He approached my case as if he 

were trying to solve a great mystery. He knew the methods and tools to access the deepest reaches of 

the mind without having to use hypnosis or other crude trickery. Where Dr. Carlson was doing 

psychotherapy with a mallet, Dr. McGrath was doing it with a laser scalpel. 

Which is to say that he managed to gain access into the lair of the Murklor. It was a place he had 

not bargained for. It most certainly was a place I never wanted to return to. I had repressed it from all of 

my conscious memory. What he uncovered there was twisted, dark, and disturbing. Things that he never 

expected to encounter. Things that would haunt his dreams as well. The Murklor would do its damage 

on his psyche as well before things were done. In essence, Dr. McGrath was in over his head too. But 

we’re getting a little ahead of ourselves, aren’t we? 

**** 
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“Did you ever take anyone else to see the cave where the Murklor lived?” 

That one simple sentence was like opening a floodgate. Dr. McGrath posed it and then just sat 

back and waited while I reeled from the bombardment of childhood memories that swarmed through 

my brain. 

We waited till after lunch to meet up at the edge of the woods on the trail. Our parents 

wouldn’t expect us home until dinner time so that gave us a good five hours to make it to the cave and 

back. I was the one who discovered the cave; Eric and Nate hadn’t been there yet. I had actually been to 

the cave several times. I didn’t tell them about the Murklor. The Murklor had told me that he wanted to 

introduce himself in his own way. Left to his own devices, Eric would have never gone for this excursion. 

The only reason he was going was because Nate and I had insisted. He had voiced all manner of 

reservations and reasons why it was a bad idea, but, in the end, we drug him along. Nate, on the other 

hand, was all in. He was the most rebellious one of us and when I had brought it up, he was ready to 

leave immediately. I was the one who had to convince him that we should wait till after lunch so that 

our parents wouldn’t get suspicious. 

Eric, always the thinker, had brought a backpack with a bottle of water and some snacks. He 

acted as if we were going on a two-day journey. The only thing Nate brought was a small radio. He was 

the music lover of the group and liked to have his rock ‘n roll wherever he went. I brought a hatchet and 

a flashlight. The two looked at the hatchet questioningly as I met them at the trail head. “The cave isn’t 

on any trail,” I explained. “The woods get pretty thick leading to it and we’ll need to clear a path.” 

“Then how did you find it?” Eric asked. 

“I was lost. I was trying to get up the rocks to get a better view of the park so I could find the 

trail again when I stumbled across it,” I lied, but it sounded good enough to keep them from prying 

further. 

“Well, then, let’s get going,” Nate said turning on his radio. 

We walked and talked and joked and sang and the afternoon was warm and pleasant. When we 

got to the place where we left the trail I deliberately took a path I hadn’t taken before so I could keep up 

the ruse of using the hatchet to clear limbs from our path. As we got close to the cave there was a 

change in the atmosphere. Suddenly the aura became somber. A shadow passed over the forest and 

things felt chillier and the trees pressed upon us more. The strains of Pink Floyd’s Careful with that Axe 

Eugene filled the air giving the scene a surreal vibe. 

We stood before the cave opening and the Murklor hissed. I sensed Eric’s unease but Nate kept 

up a show of bravado. The Murklor stirred its appendages and a sticky, slithering sound escaped the 

darkness. I think Eric would have run at that point but I stood behind him urging him forward. Banded 

together, our fears were harder to act upon. It’s odd how the company of others will do that. Our trio 

edged into the cave mouth with the flashlight thrust before us like a mighty sword. The Murklor was not 

the least bit intimidated by us. If anything, he found us amusing. 

A low, rumbling chuckle flowed down the passageway as the Murklor came to greet its new 

guests. 

**** 
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The music starts with the bass guitar playing a D note in octaves. Then the organ enters softly. 

The drums and guitar are so soft as to barely be heard. Richard noodles around with the Phrygian mode 

on the organ while Roger occasionally inserts strange sound effects from his mouth that are reminiscent 

of some primal, haunting animal. 

June 15th, 1975. Two boys have been reported missing in the Pine Bluff Forest National Park. The 

two boys, Eric Thompson, age 12, and Nathan Williams, age 12, were last seen Thursday, June 12th, after 

leaving their nearby houses around noon. 

As the guitars become more prominent, David begins to accompany several notes with his voice 

adding to the growing mood of anxiety and surrealism. Roger continues to make breathing and crying 

noises interspersed with whispers of the title’s warning phrase. 

A third boy who was with the two missing youths in the forest has said that they became 

separated while playing in the state park after lunch. Local police and park rangers have made several 

searches with no results thus far. 

Suddenly, Nick’s drums erupt into rolls that usher in the wild screams of Roger and then the piece 

charges into a franticly haunting, psychedelic groove. 

Authorities and volunteers of local residents are putting together a larger search that will canvas 

the entire park. This search will take place tomorrow, Monday, June 16th, at 10:00 a.m.  Anyone 

interested should contact the Cumberland County Volunteer Hotline at 1-800-855-3220. 

**** 

After Dr. Carlson’s failed hypnotherapy attempts and before I went into Dr. McGrath’s inpatient 

program was when I made the trip back home to visit Pine Bluff Forest. I drove by my parents’ old house 

where I had grown up. That was a rather melancholic experience. I didn’t stop there; I just slowed down 

and looked at it as I drove by. Too many emotions were tied up in that place to acknowledge. I had 

enough negative emotions to deal with by going to the forest. 

Why did I do it, then? I really can’t say. It was like an instinctual drive. An urge that needed to be 

satiated. Like the Murklor, having been named and remembered, was exerting its call again. All of that 

was an unconscious beckoning. 

I think on the conscious level I rationalized it all away. I would go there, attempt to find a cave 

that probably didn’t even exist, and realize that it was all a fabrication of my deep, dark psyche. A 

phantom story that played some dark part in my addictions. Just a made-up story that contained 

symbolism and no substance. 

Oh, how wrong I was! I parked and entered the park upon the trail. My feet walked it as if they 

had just done so yesterday, taking me far into the woods to the point where I needed to leave the path 

and begin my climb up to the cave. There was no deviation, no hesitation, or no confusion of the route. I 

didn’t even question this until I began to pick my way through trees, scrub, brambles, and stones. As my 

progress slowed I asked myself what the hell was happening to me. Why did I know this route so well 

after so many years? 

I must have blacked out. My consciousness hit a zone of bizarre time warping and blurriness. 

The next thing I can distinctly recall is when I found myself standing outside the cave mouth and hearing 

the Murklor chitter, moan, and then move. That’s when I ran like a tortured animal escaping its prey. 
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**** 

Kennedy. It is time to come see me again. 

Oh, God, no! Please, Murklor, just let me be. 

You know that’s not possible now, young Kennedy. 

Why? 

Because I have a gift for you. But you’ll have to bring me a gift first. 

I don’t want a gift. 

Oh, but you do, Kennedy! This gift will be of such value that you’ll thank me for the rest of your life. 

What is it? 

I can’t tell you until you bring me a gift first. 

Really, I don’t want to. Can’t we just be done with this and you leave me alone? 

KENNEDY! I don’t think you understand. If you don’t bring me this gift, then I will do horrible things to 

you and your family. Hells beyond your dreams await my command! 

[sobbing] Oh, Murklor, please, NO! 

Don’t spurn me, Kennedy! You will bring me what I ask for! 

Please, Murklor, what is it? What is this gift? 

I want you to bring your two friends to behold me in my full glory. 

[through tears and sobs] No. Why, what are you going to do to them? 

I will do nothing but show them my immensity. But you will bring an ax for a little game. 

Murklor, what kind of game? 

YOU WILL DO THIS! Or this is what hell awaits you! 

[nightmares rack the child’s mind] 

[crying] Oh, God! Noooooooooooooooo! 

**** 

I didn’t tell Dr. McGrath about my visit to the cave just prior to entering his program. Thankfully, 

the Murklor wanted it that way; we had entered a very complex cat-and-mouse game, you see. 

According to the Murklor, Dr. McGrath was of the mind that I was on the verge of confessing to the 
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killings of Eric and Nate. The Murklor made me another offer in exchange for bringing him another gift – 

Dr. McGrath. 

With little real freewill in the matter, I was left to the bidding of the Murklor. He was 

orchestrating the show now. So, while I danced with the crazily-robed, skull-faced nightmare clowns, the 

Murklor set to plotting an end to poor old Dr. McGrath. 

The next few sessions were all a setup that played into Dr. McGrath’s plans to draw me out as 

the confessee. Of course, I didn’t actually confess. I just insinuated a great deal. 

Then the Murklor told me to drop the question that would lead to the climax of the show: 

“Dr. McGrath, do you think Exposure Therapy would help me? Do you think we could go to the 

cave?” 

**** 

[Day Room of the East Ward, 3rd floor of Rathbone Asylum. Patient Fox and Patient Dithers sit by one of 

the barred windows. Patient Fox is regaling Patient Dithers with a story. Patient Dithers is near 

comatose and does not comprehend Patient Fox. Undaunted or unaware, Patient Fox talks to Patient 

Dithers as if he were an equal party of the conversation.] 

“The Murklor told me that Dr. McGrath had contacted a Forest Ranger by the name of Peterson 

to accompany us. McGrath told me it was because Ranger Peterson knew the area and would be 

assisting us. In reality, Ranger Peterson was there to take me into custody should we happen to find the 

suspected remains of Eric and Nate. 

“Oh, the remains were there, alright. I knew that too. But the Murklor had everything under 

control. He wanted two more gifts. 

“The tricky part, you see, was taking another ax without the Doctor or Ranger knowing it. 

Fortunately, it was chilly that day and I strapped it to my torso underneath my coat. I just had to pretend 

to be a nervous wreck about the whole thing to keep them from getting suspicious. 

“I ain’t gonna lie to ya, though, I was still very much afraid of the cave and, of course, the 

Murklor. He just exudes terror. 

“Anyway, we made it to the point where we left the trail. I had to really ham it up that I couldn’t 

exactly remember. There were some false starts and backtracking and whatnot. All in all, I made a good 

show of forgetting exactly how to get to the cave. But we finally made it to the cave. 

“I really laid it on thick then. At one point I was even cowering behind a rock. They bought it 

hook, line, and sinker. You could tell that Ranger Peterson was itching to get in that cave and have a look 

around, too. But he didn’t want to leave me for fear that I’d take off should he find something in there. 

“Finally, I reluctantly allowed myself to be escorted into the cave on the arm of Dr. McGrath. 

And that’s when the fun started. 

“The Murklor is a master of drama, let me tell you. He didn’t make his presence known until 

they got far enough into the cave to see the two “X’s” still standing there. I guess you could say that they 

were my first two sculptures. Two big “X’s” of crossed timbers – both of them still had the skeletal 

remains of Eric and Nate on them. 
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“I have to tell you that the sight made me sick. Even though I was expecting them – the Murklor 

had told me, ya know – I still wasn’t prepared for the sight. All these years and it was like I was back in 

my childhood again. Terrified, shaking, and wretchedly sick. 

“Dr. McGrath and Ranger Peterson were the ones that the show was for, though. Dr. McGrath 

let out a sound that might come from a little girl. It was actually a little funny. Ranger Peterson handled 

it a little better. He was just angry and disgusted. He turned to me and said, ‘What did you do, you nasty 

little shit?’ 

“I said, ‘It wasn’t me! It was Him!’ That didn’t really register until He came. The Murklor groaned 

a deep growl that echoed from somewhere deep within the cave. There was just a bunch of confusion 

then. 

“All around us things in the shadows started moving. They moved with a sticky, wet sound. It 

was the arms of the Murklor cutting off their escape. 

“Then the Murklor spoke. It welcomed them into its lair and then it told me to take the ax and 

go. Go and find the timbers to begin the erection of two new sculptures for his new gifts!” 
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Chapter 5 - THE CHILDREN OF THE WASTELAND 

 

"Once upon a time, I, Zhuangzi, dreamt I was a butterfly, fluttering hither and thither, to all intents and 

purposes a butterfly. I was conscious only of my happiness as a butterfly, unaware that I was Zhuangzi. 

Soon I awakened, and there I was, veritably myself again. Now I do not know whether I was then a man 

dreaming I was a butterfly, or whether I am now a butterfly, dreaming I am a man.” 

~ Zhuangzi 

 

“Every night, I, Morgan, dream I am a prisoner in an asylum, ambling hither and thither, to all intents 

and purposes a prisoner. I was conscious only of my misery as a prisoner, unaware that I was Morgan. 

Soon I awakened, and there I was, veritably myself again. Now I do not know whether I was then a man 

having a nightmare that I was a prisoner, or whether I am now a prisoner, having a nightmare that I am 

a mercenary of the Wasteland.” 

~ Morgan the Escort 

 

 

Every afternoon Morgan played the same game as he crested the last hill that led down to the 

gates of Dolmrung. From atop the sandy hilltop the view of Dolmrung actually betrayed the squalor of 

the city. From this vantage point, the city looked almost majestic. From this far away the motley 

juxtaposition of scrap metal, wood, and various other flotsam and jetsam of a decayed society blended 

together to form an impressive walled city sheltered to the west by the looming cliffs of the Malaheim 

Desert. Beyond that, nothing thrived. 

Morgan stopped and had a small celebration of another successful crossing of the Wasteland by 

wiping the sweat from his face and finishing the last of his water in one, large celebratory chug. Having 

thus been satiated, the game ensued. 

The sun was blazing – as usual. The weather out in the Wasteland never varied. It was always a 

blistering hell. From atop the hill Morgan looked at the shadow cast by the large walls with an almost 

palpable hunger. Its shade was a welcome oasis. And then he said a number aloud to no one in 

particular: “Five hundred and three.” 

And then he began to walk and count each step aloud that it would take to reach the wall’s 

shadow. It was a game that he had gotten pretty damn good at. Not good enough to hit the number 

exactly every time, but good enough to be within ten almost like clockwork. On the few occasions that 

he did hit it, the celebration was really no different than when he missed his mark, for Morgan was a 

loner in a broken world. 

**** 
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The guards at the gate knew Morgan by sight and, after so long, just let him pass without so 

much as a pause. Morgan returned their nods and passed into Dolmrung. He made his way straight to 

the Mumford Inn. Caspus, the proprietor, greeted him upon entry and proceeded to pour Morgan a cup 

of mead. 

“How’s things out there today, Morgan?” Caspus said indicating the general direction of the 

Wasteland. It was the same routine every evening – more of a greeting than a genuine question. 

“Not much happening out there today, Caspus,” Morgan returned. Morgan took a long draw off 

of the mug and then remembered something. 

“Oh, I almost forgot. I did come across something you might be interested in.” Caspus wiped his 

hands on a bar towel and came closer. It wasn’t often that Morgan brought the old innkeeper treasures 

from his ranging. To most of the people who lived in Dolmrung, journeys outside the city were a novelty. 

Most people imagined a dangerous world out there, but with treasure to be found in all the nooks and 

crannies of the ruins. Of course, this was the romantic version of Morgan’s treacherous life. But still, 

occasionally, Morgan did come across artifacts from a bygone era. 

Morgan reached into his bag and produced a wad of cloth. Carefully unwrapping the cloth soon 

revealed a shiny, golden Christmas tree star. It was dusty and the gold had flecked off in many places, 

but it still drew a gasp from Caspus. Several patrons close by also craned to see it. 

“It’s gorgeous!” Caspus exclaimed. “What is it, though?” 

“I have no idea besides a gold star. I mean, I don’t know what it was used for other than maybe 

decoration,” Morgan ventured. “It’s hollow inside. When I saw it I thought it would look great atop the 

bar.” Morgan pointed to a spot on the top shelf behind the bar. The shelf was decorated with other odd 

items: a toy car, a bowling trophy, a pie tin, a Monopoly board, and an egg beater. All things that these 

people assumed were meant for display but no one quite knew what their original purpose might be. 

“Cool my hide and bless you, Morgan!” Caspus said as he took it gingerly in his hands to inspect 

closer. “It’ll go perfect on the shelf.” 

**** 

As part of Morgan’s agreement with The Council he had a room at the Mumford Inn paid for so 

long as he was an escort in The Council’s service. This included an evening meal, too. Caspus threw in a 

couple of mugs of mead at no extra charge. 

Most evenings, Morgan sat quietly and drank his mead until dinner was served. After dinner he 

headed over to the bath house to clean away the day’s grime from the Wasteland before heading up to 

his room. Today was no different. 

The room was tiny but it was Morgan’s haven. Growing up he had lived amongst the children 

and young adults in the Skutter like rats. Each night was a scramble for the choicest nooks to sleep in 

and there was no place to remotely call a space of your own. Compared to that, his small room in the 

corner attic of the Mumford Inn was like a palace. Barely eight-by-ten, but those 80 square feet were his 

throne room. Morgan sat down on the bed cushion – for he had no bed frame – and pulled his backpack 

across over between his legs. 

Rummaging through it, he pulled out another prize he had found in the Wasteland earlier that 

day. It was a book; a thick, hardbound book that was still in fair condition. Morgan ran his finger over 
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the raised letters on the cover and then opened it to flip through page upon page of the magical 

symbols printed row upon row of each page. 

Morgan couldn’t read. The Readers had died out hundreds of years ago and, as far as Morgan 

knew, those magicians were extinct. But still, he was fascinated by the old books and parchments that 

still existed. They were very rare and most people didn’t hold the same interest in them like Morgan did. 

Pointless was the main opinion expressed by most when the topic arose. A dead magic that had 

disappeared from the world. 

Morgan held the book for several minutes as he flipped through it and studied the lettering. 

How did the magic work? What sort of knowledge was contained within those magic runes of old? 

Having finished inspecting his knew treasure, he placed it beside the three other books on the 

small, make-shift shelf beside his bed. Of the four, this one was by far the best preserved. One book was 

barely a book any more, having been burned and mutilated, it now was only a quarter of its original 

girth. One was a paperback book that had deteriorated so bad that the letters were barely present any 

more. The third one was his favorite. It was a torn, thin book, but it had pictures on the few remaining 

pages. From these pictures Morgan was able to venture guesses as to the meaning of the runes. One 

picture showed a Pre-Cataclysm woman running. Morgan guessed that the knowledge conveyed 

through the runes were a magic spell for speed. In reality, it was a magazine ad for running shoes; but 

Morgan had no concept of any of this. 

**** 

Morgan lay in bed and fought the exhaustion from the day as it washed over him. His nights 

were always a battle of will: physical exhaustion from the Wasteland fought against his mind’s will to 

escape the recurring nightmares. Inevitably, though, the body won. And then the nightmare came. It 

was always the same – or at least similar enough to be the same theme. 

Mostly, Morgan dreamed he was a prisoner in an alien place. He was held in a room with 

cushioned walls on three sides and large mirror on the fourth wall. He knew, somehow, that there were 

Readers on the other side of the mirror watching him. If he pushed his face against the mirror he could 

see their shapes on the other side; not anything definite, just the vague shapes of them. He assumed 

they were the wizard Readers of the Pre-Cataclysm because he sensed it. There was no proof, just an 

impression of knowledge. 

He was helpless to struggle or attempt to free himself because they had him bound in a strange 

coat whose sleeves buckled behind him. He was left with the only option to scream and cry and plead 

and wail. And that’s how most nightmares transpired. 

Every so often, there were other versions. Versions that were not as horrible as this common 

one. Sometimes, his nightmare took him to a room in the same prison where he was tied to a bed. 

Sometimes the Readers walked into the room in their white robes and told him strange things that he 

didn’t understand. These things infuriated him. He didn’t know why but they did. These nightmares 

usually ended with him gnashing his teeth at them and cursing them as he struggled to free his bound 

arms and legs. 

This particular night was different. In this nightmare he was tied to a chair in a room with several 

other prisoners. One of the wizards stood beside him silently while Morgan watched the other 
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prisoners. For some reason he couldn’t speak or summon the strength to move. He tried desperately to 

speak to the other inmates, but it was useless. His mouth just wouldn’t cooperate. Every ounce of effort 

only yielded a slurred mumble. 

Morgan woke suddenly and said to the darkness, “Why am I here?” 

**** 

Morgan awoke at his usual time and made his way down to breakfast. The morning always 

began with him eating a light breakfast supplied by Caspus as well as stuffing enough supplies in his 

backpack for the day’s journey to Kishmurg and back to Dolmrung. These were only supplies of 

sustenance; The Council provided the supplies of weaponry. Morgan had a slender sword slung across 

his back and a bow. The Council strictly regulated the number of arrows that were given out to the 

citizens of the city. More importantly, The Council also regulated the grenades that Morgan was allowed 

to carry into the Wasteland. This was mainly because the ingredients were hard to come by and only the 

Alchemists held the knowledge of their manufacture. 

On his way to the Council House, Morgan would stop by the Shadow Church if he had the time – 

and most every day he did. He liked to go receive a blessing from Brother Humphrey before going into 

the Wasteland. 

Church wasn’t in service at this early hour, but Brother Humphrey was always up preparing the 

church for the day’s services. 

“Good morning, Morgan!” Brother Humphrey called from the front as Morgan entered the 

sanctuary. 

“Good Morning, Brother,” Morgan returned. 

“Any ill’s for the day?” 

“No, Brother. Just a blessing for the road, please.” By this time Morgan had made his way to the 

front. Brother Humphrey poured water into two glasses and handed one to Morgan. 

“Very well, a toast to hydration and to shadow!” the priest said and they tapped their glasses 

together and drank. Having finished the drink, they both began to recite an old prayer that was only 

known these days through oral memory: 

“And he gathered them all together and spake saying, ‘I say unto thee children of the shadows, 

behold the Sun.  For the Sun doth scorch thine land, thine skin, and thine eyes.  It is because of the Sun 

that this land is barren and bleached.  It is because of the Sun that only the strangest of plants live in the 

desert.  It is because of the Sun that only the sneakiest of animals live in the desert.  It is because of the 

Sun that only the stupidest of people live in the desert.  But I cometh to deliver thee from thine 

ignorance.  Behold thine enemy the Sun!’ And the savior spread his arms and said, ‘Now make a wish!’  

And then he blew out the Sun. Nightshade chapter 13, verse 7. Amen.” 

“Thank you, Brother,” Morgan said handing the glass back. 

“You’re welcome, Morgan. May the Prophet Nightshade bless your day’s journey and deliver the 

child unharmed,” he said smiling. 

Morgan smiled politely back and left the church to head over to the Council House. 

**** 
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The Council House was the largest building in Dolmrung. It was a large concrete building that 

had been repaired multiple times over the years; but since the knowledge of concrete construction had 

fallen into the distant past, the building appeared a mottled hulk and was crumbling in places. The front 

of the building had many windows but the other three sides were devoid of such niceties. Morgan made 

his way to a side door and navigated his way to the room where he would retrieve the child. 

When he walked into the room two men were in the process of pouring buckets of water on the 

naked child in the corner. The small boy was only 9 or 10 and he cowered in the corner spluttering as 

soap and water were liberally dumped upon him. The men then began to scrub him with two large scrub 

brushes. 

Morgan took a seat in a chair and waited. Shortly thereafter, a woman entered the room. She 

was an older woman but still possessed an energy and attraction that marked her as a natural leader. 

“Good morning, Morgan”, she announced as she took a seat beside Morgan. 

“Good morning, Maggie,” Morgan said. 

“The boy’s name is Pegan. How are you on weapons?” 

Morgan took a quick inventory of his arrows and grenades. “I’m good,” he said. 

“How were things out there yesterday?” Maggie said turning from the cleansing to look at 

Morgan. “Did you see any Peepskins or Derrydrugs?” 

“No. And, frankly, it concerns me. It’s been a little too quiet out there of late.” 

“Quiet is good, though. Maybe they have migrated to new territories. Or maybe a sickness has 

hit them. Who knows? But it’s better than their numbers growing,” Maggie offered. 

“Yeah, maybe. Still, I like to know what they’re up to. When I know what they’re doing, I can 

avoid them. It’s the not knowing that puts me on edge. It’s like the calm before a sandstorm.” 

“Morgan, this is why you are the best escort in the Wasteland. You are like a taut string ready to 

release. A complacent escort is as good as a dead escort, no?” 

Morgan turned to look at Maggie and let a small smirk touch the corner of his mouth. “And this 

is why you make such a good politician. The words pour from you like sweet milk.” 

Maggie feigned insult and said, “I am not a politician, Morgan. I am just a servant of The Council 

just like you.” 

By this time the child had been cleaned and dried and the men were assisting him in dressing for 

the desert. Maggie rose and spoke to the child. “Pegan, this man is Morgan and he will be taking you to 

Kishmurg. You are to stick to him like a shadow and heed his every instruction if you want to survive the 

Wasteland; do you understand, child?” 

The boy Pegan was in a state of shock. He had been plucked from the Skutter where he had 

likely never had a bath or descent clothes before. He was still marveling at the clothes. Maggie grabbed 

his jaw in her hand and wrenched his face to look at her. “Did you hear me, boy? If you don’t listen to 

this man today you may die!” 

The boy’s eyes widened in fear and he shook his head in comprehension. Morgan stepped up 

and took the boy by the shoulder. “Come on, boy, we have a Wasteland to cross.” 

**** 
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It was just after 8 o’clock in the morning when Morgan and Pegan left the protection of the city 

walls and began trudging up the huge sand hill. The desert morning was already heating up. 

The boy had never been beyond the wall and he looked around this new world as if in a daze. 

Morgan was used to this reaction. “Hurry up, kid!” Morgan called back to the boy. “Stay close to me or 

else we’ll never get there.” 

The boy mumbled something that sounded like a “yes” and shuffled faster to catch up. 

By 9 o’clock they had reached an area of red rock formations. Morgan chose a path that he 

knew like the back of his hand. The path led to the edge of a cliff that overlooked a canyon. As they 

approached the edge of the canyon Morgan halted and pulled the boy close. 

“Alright, kid, listen up,” Morgan said in a low voice. “Down in that canyon are the ruins of a Pre-

Cataclysmic city. Sometimes creatures roam the canyon and lurk in the old buildings. These creatures 

are very dangerous. They’ll kill you as soon look at you. You need to stay right beside me and not go off 

into the ruins no matter how curious they might look. You got me?” 

The kid shook his head. 

Morgan stood at the edge of the cliff and surveyed the canyon for several minutes. Nothing in 

the canyon stirred. “Let’s go, Pegan,” he said and the two headed down a trail that switched back and 

forth as it descended into the canyon. 

By 10:30 the two had navigated through the canyon, the old city, and emerged back into open 

desert. Before they left the canyon, however, they stopped in the shadow of a rock to rest and 

rehydrate before tackling the vast expanse of sand dunes that would bring them to the city of Kishmurg. 

It was a long, slow, hot walk in the burning sun. Morgan had to teach the boy how to wear his 

clothes properly to protect his skin. He also had to keep pushing the boy to walk faster as the sand 

harried his tired feet. 

It was around 12 o’clock when the city finally appeared in the distance. Unlike Dolmrung, which 

was made of the detritus of a lost civilization thrown together against the rocks, Kishmurg was built of 

the stones of the desert out in the open. It looked more natural than Dolmrung and blended with the 

ocean of sand all about it. 

Morgan and Pegan arrived at the large stone entryway to the city at half past 12 and were let in 

just as easily as Morgan was let into Dolmrung – the guards knew him by sight all too well. 

Once inside the city they made their way underground. Most of the city of Kishmurg was 

subterranean. Morgan led the boy to a room where a swarthy looking, muscular man was waiting. He 

rose when the two entered and greeted Morgan. “Let’s have a look at today’s child,” he said eyeing the 

boy. 

“His name is Pegan,” Morgan said. “Good luck, boy. And good day to you, Rorick, I must be on 

my way.” 

“Of course, Morgan,” the man said, but he was busy looking the boy over as if he were 

inspecting a thoroughbred. 

Morgan made faster speed on the return journey because he wasn’t slowed down by any child. 

Morgan knew many routes home and it was the return journey when he took time for exploring; but 

today yielded nothing. 

His day ended as most of his days did. 
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**** 

That night Morgan dreamed of the prison again. 

This time he was strapped to a bed and a Reader was standing over him talking to him. 

“Mr. Bishop, we’re - ” 

“I told you, my name is Morgan, not Mr. Bishop!” 

“We’re going to take you down the hall,” the lady continued, ignoring his comment. “We’re 

going to be doing a procedure that we feel might help you.” 

Morgan strained against the leather straps and continued to scream at the Reader. Two men 

came in and then they began to push the bed, which was on wheels, out into the hallway. Morgan 

continued to struggle but he still managed to notice that long lights adorned the ceiling and everything 

appeared so white and sterile. 

At one point he turned and saw above a doorway letters that said RATHBONE ASYLUM. The 

realization that he actually saw and understood the meaning of the letters was overwhelming. He quit 

struggling and tried to understand the nature of the act of reading the letters and how it was that he 

was able to perform such magic. 

As he lay pondering all this, the Readers attached things to his body and placed a thick, hard 

device into his teeth. Morgan took all of this without struggle because he was still wrestling with the 

notion of being able to read. 

Suddenly, a sharp pain lanced through his head and made him arch his back and bite down on 

the thing in his mouth. 

Morgan awoke with tears streaming down his face. 

**** 

The next morning Morgan arrived at the Council House room before the child was brought in. 

He sat waiting for several minutes until the door swung open and Maggie, the two guards, and the child 

came through. The child was struggling and demanding that she be let go. It was the first time Morgan 

had ever seen a child put up such a resistance. It was nothing new that she was a girl – those came in 

fairly equal measure with the boys; but, a girl with such spirit was unheard of coming out of the Skutter. 

The two men ignored her demands and proceeded to strip her and douse her with soap and 

water. Maggie came over to Morgan and sat down. 

“This feisty little kitten is named Aja. Good luck with her.” 

Morgan watched the proceedings with curiosity and said, “What if she flees?” 

“Then she’ll probably die,” came her curt response. 

After the girl was bathed and dressed, she stood before Morgan and Maggie in a defiant pose. 

“Aja,” Maggie said. “This is Morgan and he will be escorting you across the Wasteland today.” 

“The Wasteland?” she said haughtily. “I don’t want to go out there.” 

“Well, you have no choice, child. And if you try and run, then Morgan won’t be able to protect 

you and you’ll most assuredly die out there. Do you understand?” 

“But where are you taking me?” 

“To the city of Kishmurg.” 

“What is –“ 
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“Aja! Quiet! The Council has decreed that you be taken to Kishmurg and that Morgan escort you 

there. No more questions and no more resistance. If you try and flee, you’re dead. Now, Morgan, take 

her out.” Maggie was halfway out of the door by the time she finished and the two guards followed her 

leaving Morgan and Aja staring each other down. 

Morgan, not so much as making a sound, grabbed the back of her arm and began to walk her to 

the exit. 

**** 

As Morgan and Aja trudged up the great sand hill outside of the gates the girl began to chatter 

again. 

“How long will it take to get to this town of Kishmurg?” 

“Four hours,” Morgan said. 

“What are you going to do with me there?” 

“I don’t know.” 

“What do you mean, you don’t know?” 

“A man named Rorick will take you and then I’ll leave, so I don’t know what you’re going to do.” 

“You don’t know. Are you kidding me? You seriously don’t have any idea why you’re taking me 

just to hand me over to some guy?” she said incredulously. “What if he’s going to hurt me or feed me to 

some monster or something?” 

Morgan glanced at the girl in annoyance and said, “Well, that’s none of my business.” 

“None of your business?” she cried. “What kind of horrible, mindless stooge are you?” 

At this Morgan stopped and turned to the girl. “Look, I have a job to do and it’s none of my 

concern what The Council does. As long as they are keeping me equipped, fed, and housed, I’m happy to 

escort you little brats across this stretch of rock and sand with no questions asked. So why don’t you just 

shut up and keep up with me?” 

Aja looked into Morgan’s eyes and there was a tense moment of silence before she said, “You’re 

a bad man who has no honor.” 

“What?” Morgan said perplexed. 

“You are a coward, aren’t you?” 

“I am not a coward, little girl,” Morgan retorted and began to walk again. 

Aja hurried to catch up and continued to badger him with questions and comments while 

Morgan tried to ignore her with cold silence. 

At the top of the great sand hill Morgan stopped and surveyed the sky. Aja was in the middle of 

rattling on about running away when Morgan said, “Sandstorm.” 

“Huh?” Aja said thinking he was answering her comments. 

“There’s a sandstorm coming. Hopefully, we’ll make the old city in the canyon before it hits.” 

Aja turned her gaze to the distant sky and beheld the storm in the distance. A vast blob of 

darkness obscured the horizon. “Why don’t we just go back to Dolmrung?” she said gesturing back down 

the hill to the city. 

“That’s not an option. Come on.” Morgan said grabbing her arm and starting to walk again. 
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“Why isn’t that an option? Because your master Council says so and you’re too much of a 

coward to disobey?” 

Morgan tried his best to ignore the yipping girl, but she was relentless. 

**** 

By the time they reached the canyon lip the wind had begun to intensify. Aja actually was quiet 

as the sand was beginning to become an irritation to their faces and she was forced to close her mouth 

and shield her face from the stinging wind. 

Morgan led them down into the rocks and by the time they reached the first traces of the old 

buildings, the storm was beginning to roll over them. Morgan took out a coil of rope and tied one end 

around Aja’s waist and then fed the other end around his own waist. 

By the time they reached a structure that was mostly intact, visibility was virtually gone. The 

wind was howling down the canyon and Aja clung to Morgan’s back using him as a shield. 

They entered the building and were instantly relieved from the assault of the wind and sand. 

Morgan struck a torch and they looked about them surveying the old building. 

“How long will the storm last?” Aja said. 

“Several hours, probably,” Morgan replied. 

A quarter of an hour later they sat in a basement room made of concrete and Morgan hauled 

scraps of wood and metal to barricade the door. 

“Why are you doing that? It’s not like the storm can reach us here.” Aja observed. 

Morgan continued to work and merely said, “There’s more out here than just sandstorms.” 

“Like what?” 

Morgan stopped exasperated and looked at the girl. “You’re a real piece of work, you know? All 

the children I’ve escorted for all these years and you’re the first I’ve ever known to ask so many damn 

questions. I’m surprised no one didn’t kill you in the Skutter a long time ago.” 

“Maybe that’s because I didn’t come from the Skutter,” she retorted. 

Morgan arched his eyebrows in surprise and said, “Then where did you come from?” 

“Oh, so now who’s the curious one?” 

Morgan huffed in amusement and turned back to his work of barricading the door. 

“Was that a smirk? Why, curiosity and humor; there might just be a real human in there after 

all,” she said chiding him. 

Morgan finished his job and came over to sit by the light. “We can’t leave the torch burning in 

this enclosed space; we’ll have to just wait out the storm in the dark. I’ll make a deal with you, 

jabbermouth, I’ll answer your questions if you answer mine. Deal?” 

“You gotta deal,” she said triumphantly smiling. 

**** 

And so they sat in the dark for a couple of hours talking while the sandstorm raged outside in 

the canyon. Aja told Morgan of how she was orphaned as an infant and was taken in by a kind couple in 

the town of Mandabrun. Morgan had never heard of such a town, though. But then the town was 

attacked by ruffians and wastelanders and her adoptive guardians were slaughtered. She had been 
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enslaved to the raiders and sold in another town that she had forgotten the name of. Passed from one 

abuser to another thug over and over until she had lost track of them all. Eventually she escaped when 

one of the caged caravan wagons she was on was assaulted and overturned. She managed to slip out 

and hide in the rocks for days. 

Those days in hiding in the desert took their toll on her and she finally collapsed from lack of 

water and food, famished and weak, she was sure she was as good as dead. But someone had found her 

and brought her to Dolmrung. She was nursed back to health by people in the Council House but she still 

had gaps in her memory. 

Morgan told Aja about his childhood in the Skutter and how the children lived like vermin in 

filthy packs, scavenging whatever they could find to survive. It was a constant struggle of survival of the 

fittest and constant fighting and scraping to establish alliances and dominance over the various packs of 

marauding children. Finally, Morgan had positioned himself as a captain of a ruffian faction through his 

cunning, his age, and his fighting prowess. He had actually staged a bold raid into the higher city and this 

had caught the attention of The Council. 

His faction was soundly put down by the more organized and better equipped soldiers of The 

Council, but his life was spared. They saw in him a purpose that made him stick out from the other 

children. He was brought to the Council House for re-education and given the offer to become an escort 

of the children. 

“You really don’t care to know why The Council sends one child to Kishmurg every day?” Aja 

asked after Morgan had explained his daily duty to her. 

“No. It’s not my business to care. Hell, I figure it can’t be any worse than the Skutter for them.” 

“Yeah, but aren’t you just a little bit curious?” she pressed. 

“Nope.” 

“This is all you want out of life? The same thing day in and day out, over and over until you die? 

Don’t you have any dreams? Don’t you want to do what you want to do?” 

“The only dream I have is the same nightmare I have every night,” Morgan retorted. 

“Wait a minute. Are you serious? You have the exact same dream every night?” 

Morgan hadn’t expected her to seize on his confession with any seriousness, but now that she 

had, he was caught off guard. He tried to steer the conversation in another direction but she was 

relentless. Finally, Morgan broke down and told her all about the dreams and his experience of being 

captive as a Mr. Bishop. 

“Have you ever tried to just go with it?” she said. 

“What?” 

“Instead of resisting; why don’t you just accept your fate and go along with what they want you 

to do? You know, be Mr. Bishop.” 

Morgan started to protest but stopped as he thought about it. 

Aja continued saying, “After all, it is just a dream. What’s the harm of it?” 

The storm no longer raged outside but their conversation was suddenly interrupted by the 

sound of grating metal. 

“What the hell -” Aja started to say but Morgan cut her off. 

“Hush,” Morgan barked. Then whispering he said, “Shut up and don’t move.” 
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**** 

They sat quietly in the dark listening to the scraping outside of the makeshift barrier that 

Morgan had erected. Morgan realized that there was no use trying to wait them out. Somehow, the 

creatures knew that Morgan and Aja were inside. 

Morgan struck the flair and light stabbed their eyes causing Aja to cry out. She realized that it 

was just Morgan lighting the torch and not the creatures attacking. 

“It’s okay,” Morgan said. “There’s no point in cowering in the dark; we’re going to have to make 

a break for it.” 

“What the hell are they?” Aja said as she crawled closer to Morgan. The sounds of clicking and 

metal on metal were quite distressing. 

“They’re Peepskins and Derrydrugs,” Morgan explained. 

“And what does that mean?” she said now clinging to his back. 

“Peepskins are like giant, metal sand spiders with long needles and Derrydrugs are their riders. 

After the Peepskins inject you with their venom, the Derrydrugs latch onto your face and fill your insides 

with poison.” 

“Seriously! How in the name of Nightshade are we going to get past them?” 

“We bomb the bastards and then we run like hell. They don’t like direct sunlight; they keep to 

shadow and darkness. If we can get back outside and if the storm has completely passed, then we 

should be able to get away.” 

“Geez, Morgan! That’s way too many if’s for me to feel like this is going to work. Is that the best 

you got?” 

Morgan pulled one of the grenades from his bag and handed the torch and the grenade to Aja. 

“Kid, that’s all I got. I’m going to pull the debris from the door and when I tell you to, you have to use 

the torch to light the fuse. Don’t let the flame light too much of the fuse, though. Just touch the tip to 

the flame and then you toss it through the hole I make. Make sure you get it out there and not in here. 

Got it?” 

Aja nodded her head as she looked warily at the flame in one hand and the round bomb in the 

other. 

Morgan took a deep breath and said, “After the bomb is dropped out there, get against the wall 

over there. The explosion is gonna be huge and you don’t want the debris hitting you. But right after the 

explosion, we’ve got to run like hell. You stay between me and the wall all the way up.” 

Aja’s face was etched with fear. Morgan placed his hand behind her head and kissed her 

forehead. “Don’t worry, Aja, just keep the torch in your hand and they won’t attack you,” Morgan said. 

It was a lie but he needed her to believe that there was a fighting chance of getting out. 

**** 

Morgan worked at freeing debris from a small section. It was nerve-wracking work as the 

Peepskins and Derrydrugs continued to scour the room beyond trying to find a way into the small room. 

Time was running short and Morgan feared they would breach the room before he could put his plan 

into play. 
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Finally, Morgan removed a slab of metal big enough to reveal a hole. Immediately a sharp, 

metallic claw filled the hole and Morgan barely withdrew his arm in time. 

“Now, Aja! Now!” 

Aja stepped up and placed the bomb’s fuse close to the flame. It took a tense moment but the 

fuse erupted into a hissing glow of sparks. Aja hesitated a moment not wanting to approach the hole 

with the claws frantically scraping for purchase through the opening. Morgan seized upon her hesitation 

and grabbed the bomb from her hand and violently shoved it through the hole forcing the claw back. He 

withdrew his hand and a stream of blood ran down his arm. 

“Take cover!” he shouted jerking Aja by her shirt and forcing her under him against the wall. A 

moment later the blast rocked through the building. The debris obstructing the door was blown clear 

and slammed into the back wall of the room. The concussion assaulted Aja and Morgan’s senses leaving 

their ears ringing. Morgan was pulling Aja to her feet and yelling for her to run but she couldn’t hear 

him. It didn’t matter, though. Aja knew that she had to run. 

As they burst from the room the chaos of the bomb’s destruction was everywhere. Aja caught 

glimpses of fire and wreckage all around. Here a mangled spider-like creature that she knew to be a 

Peepskin by Morgan’s description, there a charred, ape-like body of a Derrydrug. Even though the face 

was burned, there was still the sight of the proboscis where the mouth should be. Aja didn’t have to use 

too much imagination to know that it was what Morgan said would snake down its victim’s throat after 

they had been paralyzed by the Peepskin’s venom. 

They ran like mad and Aja was relieved to see that none of the creatures seemed to be able to 

give chase. Apparently, they had all been just outside the room when the bomb went off. Up and up 

they clambered until they arrived on the main floor. Aja and Morgan navigated debris making for the 

entrance. 

And then Morgan was falling. With a hard crash a Peepskin landed atop Morgan just several 

yards from the entrance. Aja turned back in horror to see the creature’s long tail tipped with a huge 

needle bearing down on Morgan. Morgan struggled to get free but it was no use. Aja ran to help Morgan 

but he screamed at her, “Don’t, Aja! Go and save yourself! Go!” 

As he was yelling this Aja watched the long needle sink into Morgan’s chest. 

“Noooooooo!” she cried. 

Then the Derrydrug raised its head from somewhere atop the Peepskin’s back. It made a 

hideous cackle and began to climb down onto Morgan. 

Tears were streaming down Aja’a face as she backed away from the melee. All she could 

manage to say through the sobs was, “Oh, Morgan. Oh, Morgan.” Over and over again.  

The last thing she saw before running out into the wasteland was Morgan looking her in the 

eye’s, raising his arms, and saying, “I’m not Morgan; I’m Mr. Bishop. Now make a wish!” 
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Chapter 6 - KISSED BY MADNESS 

 

“Father, you obviously believe people have souls, right?” 

“Yes.” 

“Do you believe that places have souls?” 

“Hmmm, I don’t think so. I guess I’ve never really thought about it.” 

“Well, I do. I know they do.” 

“You do?” 

“Yes, and that’s the nature of my sin.” 

“How’s that?” 

“Because I helped a man, um, relocate a place’s spirit to a new place.” 

“I’m sorry, I don’t quite follow.” 

“It was a nasty place. A nasty soul. And it had outlived the people who had lived there. It was 

suffering with loneliness. So I helped the man with what needed to be done. I helped the place’s soul.” 

“What man?” 

“I don’t really know the man. I can guess. He was probably just an incarnation of Him, though. 

That really doesn’t matter. What matters is the place.” 

“What place then?” 

“The soul of Shockley House.” 

“Shockley House. I don’t belief I know it.” 

“And you wouldn’t. Like I said, it was a lonely place that no one visited any longer.” 

“And I’m to understand that you moved the house?” 

“No. Not the house. I told you, it was the soul of the place. The malignant, horrible spirit of 

Shockley House.” 

“And now it resides somewhere else?” 

“Yes. Now it is the spirit of Rathbone Asylum.” 

“But that’s here.” 

“Yes. I know.” 

**** 

Dr. Carlson: “What’s the story with Patient Dithers? The one everyone calls Old Charlie. Has he ever 

been communicative or has he always been catatonic?” 

Dr. Harris: “Oh, Old Charlie used to be very much the talker. His unresponsive state was a gradual thing. 

I’m afraid he’s completely gone to us now, but his tale is quite bizarre.” 

Dr. Carlson: “Bizarre how?” 

Dr. Harris: “Do you know the story of Shockley House, Lisa?” 
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Dr. Carlson: “Shockley House. Now there’s a name I haven’t heard in a while. The legend of an old 

haunted asylum up in Denver? A cautionary tale of horrifying and barbaric psychiatric practices that 

someone told me in school, I believe.” 

Dr. Harris: “Well, it’s not a legend, even though the place is no longer standing. In many ways it was the 

forerunner of this place. Walter Rathbone acquired the property and had it demolished before 

relocating here in Castle Rock and building our institution.” 

Dr. Carlson: “Really? I had no idea. But what does that have to do with Old Charlie? Was he a patient at 

Shockley House?” 

Dr. Harris: “No, not a patient then. He used to be a police officer and was the first to arrive on the scene 

the night that Dr. Matthew Remy went crazy, killed a resident and a nurse, and then committed 

suicide.” 

**** 

Charlie Dithers sat at the bar peeling the label off of a beer while he watched the neon sign in 

the window flicker and buzz. He had lost count of the hours he had been sitting there sucking down beer 

and thinking about the last few weeks of his life. He had seen all kinds of crazy shit in the eight years he 

was a cop, but that night at the old Shockley place made the other stuff pale in comparison. 

There were so many hellacious images that fought for a spot in his memory but the one that 

haunted him the most was the face of that lunatic nurse with those things jutting out of her eyes while 

she giggled and pushed the dead body of the doctor swinging from the roof. 

He tried to go back to work and pretend that that night would recede into a mishmash of all the 

other demented things he had witnessed, but the nightmares were relentless. And they didn’t just come 

at night, either. Throughout the day they popped unbidden into his mind and he was forced to dwell on 

them day and night. 

After a couple of weeks he decided some vacation time was in order. He never told his sergeant 

why. He didn’t need the fellows at the station knowing he was getting thin skinned and recommending 

he go see a shrink. That was a career killer. Instead, he made some lame excuse and pretended 

everything was hunky-dory. 

And this was day three of vacation. He lit another cigarette and watched a tall, lean man walk in 

the bar. For some reason he couldn’t quite place, Charlie’s first impression was that the man was 

sinister. The man scanned the bar and then took a seat several feet away. The barkeep, emerging from 

the back with an armload of beer asked, “What’ll you have, friend?” 

“Bourbon and Coke.” The man’s voice was deep and slow. He sat down and turned to look 

directly at Charlie. A wave of discomfort slithered through Charlie. The man reached out a hand and 

said, “Officer Dithers, my name is Walter Rathbone. I would like to talk to you about the Shockley 

House.” 

**** 
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“Look at her, Charlie. She’s been kissed with madness. Now that her eyes are ruined, what do 

you think she really sees?” 

Charlie fidgeted uncomfortably and tried to force himself to look at the woman. She sat in an 

easy chair with her legs drawn up, her arms hugging them as she rocked back and forth ever so slightly. 

She was gaunt and still had a bandage wrapped around her head that covered her eyes. Her mouth was 

open and she sang a low mewling song that was barely audible. 

Charlie thought back to the last time he had seen the Edith, the nurse he had found in the upper 

room of Shockley House with those horrible instruments protruding from each eye as she laughed 

maniacally, covered in her own blood. 

Charlie looked at Dr. Rathbone and said, “Sees?” 

“Yes, she sees a different world now, Charlie. What do suppose that world looks like?” 

“I don’t know. I think she’s off her rocker. She’s lost it.” 

“Obviously she’s mad,” Rathbone said as he stroked his black goatee. “But that doesn’t mean 

that her world is any less real than this one. Even a lunatic’s world has structure. There are rules and 

laws; a coherence that allows for her story to continue. We’re all but characters in a story that gives our 

lives meaning. Does your story have meaning, Charlie Dithers?” 

Charlie didn’t know how to answer that. He thought it did, but lately, things were altering the 

narrative in a way he didn’t like and didn’t fully comprehend. Was this man just messing with him? Was 

it all some elaborate scheme? Or was this man really trying to show him something that would help 

explain all the madness? 

Charlie’s head was throbbing and he was tired of the place where Rathbone had brought him. 

Just being with Edith, seeing her this way, made him want to get away and have a drink. 

“What do you want from me?” It was the only thing Charlie could think to say. 

“I want you to understand.” 

“Understand what?” 

“Their story. Their language. I want you to understand what happened that night. It is the only 

way you’ll ever have peace of mind.” 

Rathbone leaned down close to Edith’s ear and whispered something that Charlie couldn’t make 

out. Edith’s mouth snapped shut and she stopped her rocking. As Rathbone stood up Edith began to 

giggle. 

“Come on, Charlie. Let’s go get you that drink.” 

As they walked out, Edith’s giggling beat it time to the pounding in Charlie’s head. 

**** 

“I don’t know why I’m so nervous to meet him,” Charlie said as he wrung his hands. He and 

Rathbone sat on a park bench. Rathbone had one leg crossed over the other and his arm stretched 

across the back of the bench. He looked as relaxed as a cut napping in the sunshine. Charlie, on the 

other hand was a nervous wreck. He sat forward with his elbows on his knees, legs shaking, and his eyes 

darting here and there. 

“Well, you haven’t seen Dr. Ballinger since that night,” Rathbone said, as if that explained 

everything. 
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“What do I say to him?” 

“I think it would be best if you let him begin; then you’ll know what to say.” 

“Was it his idea or yours?” Charlie said. 

“Honestly, Charlie, it was my idea; although, Keith Ballinger didn’t completely understand that 

he needed to pass along a message to you until I helped him see it.” 

“A message? What kind of message?” 

“I’ll let him deliver it. Here he is now.” 

Charlie looked around but didn’t see anyone approaching. Confused, he said, “Where?” 

Rathbone raised an arm and pointed upward. “There.” 

Charlie’s gaze followed his finger across the street to the top of the building. Charlie could see 

the man pulling himself up onto the low wall that enclosed the roof of the tall building. It had to be at 

least 15-stories tall. Charlie shot up and began to shout as he ran towards the street and waved his 

arms. A few people paused to regard Charlie. As he neared the street several pedestrians realized what 

he was yelling about. By the time a small, shocked crowd began to form, Ballinger was standing atop the 

wall with his arms outstretched. 

And then he was falling. 

Charlie Dithers watched in horror as Keith Ballinger struck the pavement with a sickening thunk. 

**** 

“The story goes that when General Larimer came down to the confluence of the South Platte 

River and Cherry Creek to begin staking claims for what would become Denver City, he was approached 

by an Arapaho Indian named Little Dog. This was in November of 1858. Little Dog warned him about a 

certain place that the land speculator was trying to sell claims for settlement. 

“You can guess which plot of land that was. It was where Shockley house would be built. But the 

reason that Little Dog gave Larimer is the interesting part. You see, that piece of land had a bad 

reputation that far back – and likely even much further back than the 1800’s if truth be told. 

“The Indians shunned that place. Legend says that bad things befell those who crossed that 

place. Madness and death were born there and all who were tainted by it poisoned those around them 

with it. These things I know to be true. Don’t ask me how I know this; but I do.” 

**** 

Charlie Dithers wiped the back of his hand across his mouth.  He had just lost the contents of his 

stomach upon the ground and was still bent over the vile mess upon the ground. He closed his eyes and 

fought to regain his normal breathing. 

What the hell had he just witnessed? 

Many times he had thought about killing Rathbone because he knew he was a monster, but he 

had just seen a true monster. Not a despicable human who could be called a monster. But a living, in-

the-flesh monster. 

Now he knew that there was no way he could kill Rathbone. Not after what he had just seen 

emerge from the blackened and charred remains of Shockley House at the behest of that demon Walter 

Rathbone. 
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Rathbone had brought Charlie and a man named Demetrius Hob to the old place. Poor Hob was 

a basket case. He was barely coherent and constantly twitched and shook. Rathbone told Charlie that 

Hob was one of the few survivors of that night at Shockley House. Charlie faintly remembered the man. 

Everything from that night was just a jumble of horrors and nightmares, so it was hard to say. 

As they stepped through the debris, Rathbone bade for Hob to sit down while he and Charlie 

continued to step through the rubble. And then Rathbone placed his hand on Charlie’s shoulder causing 

him to stop. Rathbone pointed towards the spot where Hob sat and then he called in low, crooning 

voice some twisted, alien phrase. For a moment nothing happened. Charlie looked between the two 

men confused and then he heard it. 

From beneath the ground there arose the sound of shifting earth and debris being thrown aside. 

And then the thing emerged. It was a sickly pale worm-like creature with the face of a grotesque parody 

of a human – maybe an ape. It had appendages. Not mammalian or insect appendages, but slithering, 

rope-like tentacles with barbs or thick hair. How many, Charlie couldn’t say. It rose above Hob who just 

looked at incomprehensibly. The thing opened its maw of needle-like teeth to an unbelievable size. Then 

the beast fell upon him. 

It was a ghastly, sickening scene to behold with blood, gore, and the loud crunching of bones. 

Rathbone began to laugh and that’s when Charlie lost his stomach. 

**** 

Dr. Harris: “Charlie, you said you weren’t there the night Shockley House burned down. How do you 

know about it then?” 

Charlie: “He told me all about it.” 

Dr. Harris: “Who? Rathbone?” 

Charlie: “Yes, of course. He said it needed to happen in order to prepare the way. He would’ve made me 

go too but I was hiding from him. He probably knew where I was and would’ve made me go if he really 

wanted me to.” 

Dr. Harris: “I see. Why do think you are so important to him, Charlie?” 

Charlie: “It’s not that I’m important to Rathbone. God, he detests me. I’m important to that thing.” 

Dr. Harris: “In what way?” 

Charlie: “It’s inexplicable, really. For some unknown reason, I can speak to it.” 

Dr. Harris: “Like, another language?” 

Charlie: “Something like that. It’s nothing I ever learned. It just comes to me unbidden. But we were 

talking about the night that Shockley House burned down.” 

Dr. Harris: “Right, go on.” 
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Charlie: “The one he really needed that night was Donald. He was one of the surviving patients that was 

there the night that Remy lost it.” 

Dr. Harris: “So, Rathbone took Donald to the house?” 

Charlie: “Yes. He made Donald the sacrifice. He sent Donald into the house; deep into the basement and 

somehow had him trigger the explosion that caused the fire and destruction.” 

Dr. Harris: “So Donald died in the house?” 

Charlie: “Oh, yes. It was the plan all along. Rathbone planned every little step.” 

Dr. Harris: “For what purpose, Charlie?” 

Charlie: “To clear the way so that I might bring the white worm here to Rathbone Asylum.” 

**** 

AhCharlieIcan’tbegintothankyouenoughforallofthesacrificesyou’vemadetobringmehereYoudoknowjusth

owimportantourworkisdon’tyouLetmetryandhelpyouseethingsintheproperperspectivemyboyAllofthesep

oorsoulsareblessedwiththeabilitytoseeworldsbeyondtheonethatmostmenexperienceTheyarecalledmady

ettheyarenottrulyTheyaregiftedAnditisIwhohelpthemtofullyexperiencethegloryoftheworldtheyescapeint

oEverylifehasastoryanarrativethatgivesmeaningtotheirworldCanitbehelpediftheyarecalledinsanejustbec

ausethatotherrealmisfracturedanddisjointedItrequiresacertainpowertoprovidethatcoherencetotheworld

theyaredistancedfromSomewouldcallitanalternatedimensionImaginetheirfrustraionwhentheycanonlyacc

essthatotherdimensioninbitsandsnatchesThatiswhatismaddeningImerelyhelpthemcrossoverandexperien

cethoseotherdimensionstotheirfullnessWhileitmightappearthattheyarejustprisonersofthishorridplaceinr

ealitytheyaremostlyoffwritingtheirtruelifestoriesExploringadventuringstrugglinglovingfightinglivingafulle

randricherlifeComenowCharlieandletmehelpyousharetheirstoriesnow 

 

 

THE END 


