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BENEVOLENCE

Since I have taken so much

I can see the merit in gratitude

So I assign the task at hand

With a calming exactitude.

I went about my crimes so freely

A phantom to the law

Leaving no trace of my presence

Just a murderer’s ghastly furore.

So I give all that I have taken

Back to those who need it most

Dishing up life to the dying

The sick and the lost.
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Given

That this is all done

I have completed all

That has been asked of me

Now my time is all but mine.

So rather than give over

Surrender myself to justice

I have found another means

To atone for my sins.

Convey to the world

Tell them my hands

Are capable of healing

Disgraced no more, lamenting

The souls I have been stealing.

Perth Royal Hospital, Western Australia, 14 July 2013, 8.08 am

His hands looked slightly disfi gured nestled in his lap. They had 

been put to such ingenious use over the last three months, playing 

out the imaginings of his mind like devoted acolytes, enacting his 
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nightmarish visions on the canvas of human anatomy as though 

guided by murderous craftsmen long deceased. He had become 

a conduit for the atrocities dreamed up by monsters trapped in 

prisons. Unable to quench their lust for pain and suffering, their 

intentions had left them and birthed into the astral plane where 

they had lingered and gathered like rainclouds.

He had become their channel, unwittingly at fi rst, and unmoved 

by the monsoon that came upon him as he began to accept his role. 

The fi rst kill had been severe, clumsy. What should have been a 

simple twist of the neck – quick and easy – became a tussle, his 

gloved hand thrust down her throat to stop her from screaming as 

he choked the life out of her.

Weeks earlier, he had daydreamed walking past a woman, the 

urge to kill overpowering, but his hands in his pockets. He glanced 

up to meet her eyes and offered a smile that she returned. As she 

passed close by, he silently turned, his hands clasped at her chin 

and the back of her neck and gave a decisive twist. He left her 

cadaver cooling on the pavement. Every detail – from the dimly 

lit Northbridge alley, to her smell, her green eyes and blonde hair, 

the sound of her heels scrapping the cement – he experienced in 

his dream. But in reality, he was unable to complete the task with 

the exactitude he had seen in himself then.

The distance between the seamless vision and his carrying out 

of that fi rst crime was a fi ssure it took him a month to cross. Why 

he had been chosen to carry out such vile tasks was beyond his 

comprehension, but he had done so without question, remaining 
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in the spirit of the achievement, feeling profoundly at ease with 

every deft act of slaughter. He had never carried such demented 

activities before, so when they began to fi ll his cranium, transcen-

dentally shifting his point of perception in their lucidity, he had 

welcomed them like long-lost friends. There was nothing crude 

about the inventive ways he chose to infl ict his torments. Each 

was resplendent, orchestral, a myriad of cunning pooled together 

to predicate the awful ventures from the minds of the possessed 

locked away in dungeons across the globe.

Only after the second murder did the world begin to take 

notice. The sheer ghastliness of that act immediately fuelled the 

imaginative fi res of the inmates who knew that their instrument was 

carrying out their work for them. An enormous storm cloud moved 

in over Perth, obscuring the light that had once dallied across the 

picturesque city, staining its streets crimson, its beaches washing 

up fl otsam and anatomical anomalies that were deciphered as 

remnants of body parts that aquatic life had dined on. Thirty-one 

horrifi c murders carried out in three months, each more harrow-

ing than the next.

The seat beneath him was unforgiving to his tired body. He had 

slumped down low into it, so that his spine accommodated the 

curve of the backrest and his eyes could see the television screen 

directly ahead. “Christ, not another one,” the elderly man sitting to 

his left whispered over his coffee. Lifting the cup to his lips, he took 

a long drink. The sight of the man’s laryngeal prominence moving 

up and down in his throat beneath folds of loose skin mesmerised 
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the young man to his right. The elderly man glanced over. “I hope 

they catch and torture the bastard before they lock him up for-

ever,” he angrily snapped.

“How do you know it’s a he?” the killer asked softly, his eyes 

hidden beneath the cowl of his hooded sweatshirt but remaining 

focused on the elderly man’s throat. He lifted his gaze upwards to 

the tinted spectacles.

“Ain’t no Shelia that would conduct themselves like that!” the 

elderly man retorted loudly and vehemently, causing the nurses at 

the visiting offi ce reception to peer over their desk with concern.

The killer’s head twisted unnaturally, his eyes softly closing as 

he stretched, listened, waited till names fi lled his mind. “Have you 

not heard of Myra Hindley, Belle Gunness, Ilse Koch?”

The elderly man lent away for a moment to gather himself, then 

moved forward with the ferocity of someone half his age, snap-

ping like a rabid dog at the extremity of its leash. “It was a bloke, 

you druggie, that killed those people and you’ll see when they catch the 

fucker!” he shouted.

The commotion was enough for the visitors in the waiting area 

to make scornful remarks, all within earshot of the killer; the various 

voices all remarking about the unnecessarily dreadful behaviour 

of the elderly man. A nurse came out from behind the reception 

desk to quieten him.

While the man attempted to blame the younger man sitting two 

seats over, the killer watched the news broadcast, hearing about his 

handiwork once again as the air in the room became dense with 
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disgust and fear. He looked down at his clothing that he had lived 

in for three months. Fetid, rank, dishevelled – he did indeed come 

across as someone who had forgotten about the benefi ts of per-

sonal hygiene and could easily have passed for a drug user. But this 

was irrelevant, he thought, as soon he would be leaving this mortal 

coil behind and with it any concern for the perceptions of others.

Looking askance at the scene continuing to unfold beside him, 

he realised that it was the distraction he needed. He got to his 

feet, feeling every muscle in his legs fl ex then tense as they took 

the weight of his upper body. For the fi rst time since the previous 

night, his form felt his own, his mind not the silent witness it had 

been through each carefully performed task assigned to him by 

the psychic parasite that slept now within him. He felt determina-

tion rising in him – it would not get another chance to awaken, 

he resolved, and the memory of its entry into his body – he the 

appropriate host, being as he was in his early twenties, athletic, 

handsome and unassuming – sharpened his resolve to speedily 

conduct his business in case it got wise to his plan.
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Circus

Each and every night

We linger in a world

Of neon and liquor

Enticing the hedonist out.

Such depravity has its

Dangers none so evil

As the ones that linger

In the subterfuge of deviance.

For lurking in the shadows

Often lie the recesses

Of fantasies unfulfi lled

That take on a life of their own.

Shape Bar, East Perth, Western Australia, 4 February 2013, 2.04 am

“Over there.” She lifted her chin, the habit on her head tipping a 

little down the back of her neck as she moved her head to motion 

in the direction she wanted him to go.

“Hay St?”
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“The dead-end Hay St,” she confi rmed.

He took another look at the woman’s skin-tight PVC costume 

that clung to her shapely torso, her breasts moulded by the tight 

fabric, and gripped her hand tighter as he led her across the road.

Thirty seconds later he had one of her PVC-cupped breasts in 

his palm, the rubbery feeling stimulatingly erotic to his touch, his 

tongue rolling over her lips, her hands swiftly working at his belt 

and fl y as she pressed him against the wall and slid down his body 

towards his groin. Squatting, she took his prick into her mouth. He 

could see her muscular thighs jut out from behind her black skirt as 

she arranged her weight evenly to remain crouched in front of him.

He took one look down at her head hidden beneath the habit, 

moving in and out along his shaft. Something moved at the edge 

of his vision. He quickly lifted his skull, tensing his body to pull his 

attention away from his penis.

Feeling the movement, the woman pulled back and looked up 

at him. “You’re not going to come already are you?” she said, a hint 

of taunt in her tone.

“No . . . chance,” he said vacantly as she resumed her work, his 

eyes peering into the darkness above them. Something was there, 

moving on the wall of the building. He scoured upwards into the 

darkness, watching whatever it was, feeling equal parts bewil-

derment and anxiety. It moved sluggishly, almost imperceptibly, 

a congealed mist that often stopped when he picked up on its 

whereabouts then began moving again as soon as he lost sight of it.

He looked down again at the burlesque performer working at 
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his member, her eyes occasionally peering up at him. She must 

have been in her late thirties he thought, taking in the skilful way 

she swallowed him.

Rubbing his hand over her chin and stroking along her cheek he 

felt the slightest sensation of moisture against his fi ngertips. Lifting 

his fi ngers, he saw a black liquid coating his fi ngers. She stopped 

and took his prick out of her mouth, looking up at the night sky. 

“Is it raining?” With the light pollution it was diffi cult to see many 

stars, but a handful were visible and there were no clouds. “No, it’s 

defi nitely not raining,” he replied, ushering her head back onto 

his cock.

“You want some more, huh?” she coaxed.

“Ah huh . . . oh yeah,” he laughed, lifting his head as she took him 

into her mouth again. As she did, he felt a light mist on his face. He 

squinted, peering up through the fog that was now falling against 

his skin, unnerved by the sensations that were coming over him like 

a surging current of disdain, robbing him of the pleasure he had 

been feeling moments before. The mist was now a light rain and 

it intensifi ed further, as did the fellating, the burlesque performer 

groaning as if she felt the intensity building inside the young man. 

Mistaking it for the crescendo towards an orgasm, she pulled the 

skin around his penis vigorously, sliding along his shaft with her lips 

moistened by the saliva in her mouth.

He opened his mouth to allow the drizzle to enter him. It was the 

bitterest substance he had ever tasted, a venomous black ooze that 

clung to his gullet, masked his face, sunk into his skin. He forgot the 
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woman’s fetching attempts to please him, as anger began to surge 

inside him, fi lling him with a sense of power. Blood coursed through 

his veins, arteries, taking the black ooze creeping along the walls of 

his heart until it was bubbling out with every pump, throughout his 

entire system. His state of arousal had shifted completely. No longer 

stimulated by the sultry woman at his crotch, his mind reeled with 

images of all the unfulfi lled heinous acts of homicidal depravity 

dreamed up by narcissists under lock and key across the globe. 

Each murder no more than a fl ash, rising like the fi rst grumblings 

of thunder, rolling across the clouds of his mind’s eye in a strange 

sequence, each one more horrifyingly artistic than the last. It was 

the most erotic series of moments of his entire existence.

With the most vile and sadistic visions of slaughter, his loins 

felt as though they had caught fi re, testicles broiling for a second 

then erupting, sending his tainted semen towards his penis. His 

body tensed unnaturally and the burlesque performer stroked 

his member, her groans deep and lustful as she pushed her head 

down against the base of his shaft. But then, as his come touched 

the inside of her mouth, she pulled her head back, gagging. She 

vomited against the wall, her hand still gripping his prick. The hot 

spunk spilled onto the soft skin around her thumb and index fi nger 

and burned it.

“What the fuck, dude!” she yelped, wringing her hand, pushing 

herself upright and backing away as she watched the young man 

convulsing against the wall. His head thudded against the brick, 

his body rigid. In the little light that there was, she could make out 
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a funnel of what looked like black fog spiralling into his gaping 

mouth. She stepped back uneasily, her heels almost causing her to 

trip, her eyes fi xated on the scene. She looked down at her blister-

ing hand then turned back towards the street they had come down 

before scrabbling away as the young man began to make choking, 

gurgling noises, his throat bulging as the mist pushed itself down 

his oesophagus.

It had originated in the minds of death row inmates across the 

United States, seeded by each nightmarish escapade dreamt up 

by those unable to commit their vile crimes. Growing, feeding, 

the quagmire crossed the continent, fattening itself with visions 

of the condemned from Canada and Central and South America. 

Crossing the Atlantic Ocean with hungry tendrils, its tentacles 

touched the minds of prisoners from Cape Town to Vladivostok 

and Jakarta until it found itself in Perth, looking for a host to carry 

out the acts of barbarity it had collected on hapless human victims.

Its integration with the young man’s body was now complete. 

The man slunk to the cool concrete, his softening cock protruding 

from his pants, his body heaving under the duress of the posses-

sion. He found that the burlesque performer had long since left 

him when he fi nally mustered the will and energy to get off the 

ground. The force now present inside him began to exert its will. 

As he joltingly got to his feet, pushing his member back into his 

pants, his eyes encompassed the darkened street. Darting ahead, 

he moved over to the other side of the street, ducking into the 

shadow of a doorway as another burlesque performer and man 
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came around the corner. She pointed down the road to where he 

and her colleague had been only minutes before. Her companion 

took her elbow and escorted her towards the spot where the young 

man, now watching them, had stood previously. With their backs 

to him, he slunk away to the end of Hay St and turned into the 

street-lamp illuminated road.
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Forgiven

For the wrathful fury

Enacting in my name

Coursing through my hands

Steadfastly devout in application.

I didn’t choose to be

A conduit for the dastardly

Behest of those unable

To bring about these deaths.

But I now choose to vanquish

My being and in the process

Heal the ones who are now

On life’s precipice.

Perth Royal Hospital, Western Australia, 14 July 2013, 8.16 am

The kerfuffl e continued long enough for the young man to make 

his way from the visitor’s waiting room to the intensive care unit. 

Thankfully, the corridors were sparsely populated. A nurse ducked 

from room to room ahead of him checking on patients, not noticing 
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him as he turned the handle to a room on his left. He slipped in 

and quickly assessed whether the patient was asleep before clos-

ing the door behind him. Pausing, he looked over at the monitors, 

establishing the extent of life left in the body that lay resting in the 

bed. The patient’s breathing was laboured and short, making it hard 

to discern the rising and falling of his chest.

Standing against the door long enough to compose himself, the 

young man moved across the room to the patient, taking in his 

aged skin, the arteries and veins bulging from the thinning skin on 

his arms and neck, his cheekbones visible as his mouth pulled open 

with every toiled breath.

The young man moved his hands over the older man’s face and 

above his heart, his actions more impulsive than intuitive. As gen-

tly as possible, he allowed his fl esh to touch the dying man’s, then 

closed his eyes. As usual, there was the welcome void he found 

when his eyes were shut; no horrendous visions would play them-

selves out on the back of his eyelids, as they only arrived at dusk.

“Please . . . please . . . help me,” he whispered to no one in particular 

at fi rst, and then his intention found its mark. A feeling of elation 

emanat ed from his heart and sent a shower of tiny electrical waves 

over his skin, then into his palms came a burning heat. His hands 

became fi xed against the elderly man’s skin, bound by what he was 

invoking, surrendering his own life incrementally into others so that 

they may be healed, and he be healed too, and eventually free of 

the demonic parasite sleeping within.

The intensity of the exercise was brief, but the force with which 
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he gifted the patient his essence was remarkably present. Before 

the young man’s eyes, the elderly man’s head, still pricked with thin 

wispy hair, sprouted new strands, each one black, and the grey 

hairs now reverted to their original colour. The crow’s feet around 

his eyes lifted away, the withered muscle around his cheeks and 

mouth swelled up with rejuvenated vigour, and the skin that had 

clung tightly to his forearms grew muscle almost instantaneously. 

His heaving lungs rested, fi nally giving way to a long, slow breath 

that infl ated them deeply.

The young man’s hands lifted off the patient’s skin seamlessly as 

the sensations left him. He took a step back from the bed, looking 

at what his actions had done. The man, who had been close to 

expiration, was now half his former age, the beauty of youth and 

health restored in seconds. But the young man wasted no time. He 

peered outside the room across the hall to the room opposite and 

darted across once fi nding the coast clear. He continued working 

down the corridor, visiting every room, his movements slowing 

with each visit as he gave a little more of himself away each time.

Turning into the next corridor, he caught sight of himself in a 

mirror at the end of the hall. Even with his hood extended over his 

head, he could make out the hollowness of his eyes, his taut skin.

“One more and I’ll be done,” he murmured to himself as he put 

his hand on the door handle. But the sight of his skeletal, almost 

transparent hand reaching out shocked him.

“Can I help you, sir?”

The voice punctuated his thoughts and he looked up to see a 
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nurse passing through the intersection of the corridors and head-

ing towards him. It was all he could do to twist the handle and get 

into the room. The exertion left him spent and his legs gave way 

beneath him. His head bounced on the fl oor. As his consciousness 

faded, he saw the nurse rush forward, heard the clatter of her 

clipboard, then nothing as darkness closed in.



27

Sacrifi ce

Though my intentions

Were noble to the end

I have created a nightmare

With which I have to contend.

If only I was able

To complete my mission

There would have

Been a fi nale, a submission.

Instead I’ve foolishly

Given over the force

Residing within a new

Infantry to exact their will.

He awoke in a drug-fuelled daze that made lifting his eyelids 

almost impossible. His head throbbed, but he felt no pain. Tilting 

his head, he saw that he was in a bed much like those he had vis-

ited. Machines connected to him blinked softly. He turned to look 

out the window and found dusk inching its way over the day. Fear 
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bubbled up inside him; there were minutes at the most before the 

horrendous beast within awoke and took over his ruined body.

But what harm could be wreaked by such a frail human form? 

Perhaps the battle had been lost, but the war won? Now all he 

had to do was get to the window, open it and fall to his death and 

the evil that had prevailed for the last three months would be 

conquered.

With every moment, the light was dulling, but strangely he 

found that the eerie twilight was not arousing the hideous monster 

within. He was able to get the blind up, undo the latches on the 

window and fi nd that he was no more than a few metres above the 

ground. With a croaking sigh, he hoped that landing on his skull 

might crumble his frail neck, shooting his spine into his brain and 

bringing death instantaneously. Achingly slowly, he pushed the 

window open enough to lean out.

It was then that he heard a blood-curdling scream. The fi rst 

was rapidly followed by another, then another; then the sound of 

pounding feet across the hallway fl oors and cries for help. He stag-

gered across the room, the effort leaving him breathless. Opening 

the door, he caught a glimpse of a body lying in the corridor, a 

crimson halo of blood around it that spooled out further with every 

moment he looked at it. Nestled down at its edge were two people, 

slurping up the blood as it moved towards them. The shock sent 

a wave of realisation through him and he was unable to look for 

a moment. When he opened his eyes, he saw that the two people 

had stopped their drinking and were staring at him, their faces 



29

stained with the blood of the cooling cadaver on the fl oor, their 

eyes black pits staring coldly at him. They were two of the people 

he had laid his hands on.

What he had believed had been his plan was nothing more than 

a collusion of the forces within him seeking to create a means to 

bring more destruction, more horror into the world. He had healed 

the dying and the sick – the evidence was his own aged human 

form – but the evil languishing within had used the bridges he had 

created and stealthily slipped into new hosts.

He wept, his jaw slack, his mouth falling open as he shook with 

helplessness and crumpled to the fl oor of his room as more screams 

and cries echoed through the hospital. Soon, the vile sight of the 

two possessed people, their mouths gaping and dripping still-warm 

blood, fi lled his vision and brought him the death he had sought.
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CHRONICLE

In my hands, they converse

Telling me of the impressions

Hopes and dreams lost and tainted

Gained and illuminated.

Is it a curse to not have silence?

Whenever I touch a surface?

To not allow my skin to feel,

Tactile living denied.

If you lived in the world

I occupy even while I sleep

You would surely loose sanity

Never receding from the brink.
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Koestler Parapsychology Unit, School of Philosophy, Psychology and 

Language Sciences, University of Edinburgh

Offi ce of Professor Alfonso Lindus, 15 July 2014, 9.08 am

Lindus ran his fi ngers over his neatly trimmed beard slowly, feel-

ing the coarseness of every hair as he listened intently to the man 

opposite him relating his story. The professor had heard many such 

stories from those who had claimed to have extraordinary abilities 

that were latent in most humans. The more outlandish the soliloquy, 

the more he invested hope in fi nding evidence of such incredulous 

abilities. From appearance alone, Lindus judged the gentleman 

sitting in front him this time to have a compelling psychosis that 

made him delusional. However, Lindus’ judge of character was 

sharpened from years of fi eld research and stringent testing of 

subjects boasting to have everything from extra sensory perception 

to precognitive dreams or even more outlandish experiences or 

abilities that were much further down the rabbit hole. But he had 

not come across a person whose assertions of psychometry were 

as bold as Harold Erstwhistle’s.

“So you keep your entire body covered except for your head and 

neck, so that no piece of fl esh is able to touch an object, another 

person, creature living or deceased?” Professor Lindus probed.

“Yes.” The young man gave a succinct nod.

“How would you feel about giving me a demonstration of your 

ability here and now, Mr Erstwhistle?”

The young man used his right hand to pull his other hand free 

of its dull brown leather glove. Lindus could see that the glove’s 
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fi ngertips were worn through so that the inner linings were visible.

“Perhaps we should get you some new gloves, Mr Erstwhistle – 

the pair you have seem close to being of no use at all.”

Harold stopped pulling the glove off. Lindus could see that the 

hair at his wrist and on top of his hand was sparse, even more so 

around his thumb and surmised this was due to years of precaution-

ary glove wearing. Harold’s skin was milky white, almost shining, in 

the mid-summer light that streamed into the offi ce.

Harold turned his thumb clockwise in an arc then counter-

clockwise inside the glove. “I fi nd your tone as disparaging as it is 

patronising, Professor Lindus,” he quipped, his head tilting as he 

lent back against the leather chair. He narrowed his blue eyes, his 

brow elevating into a peak above his nose. “If I am not to be taken 

seriously, perhaps I should leave and search for a solution to my 

condition elsewhere.” Harold pulled the left glove down over his 

wrist with his right hand, wiggling his fi ngers so that the glove slid 

further onto his digits. “Good day, sir.” He pushed off the chair and 

stood up, being careful to not allow any part of his skin to touch 

the leather.

“My dear fellow, I’m neither disparaging nor patronising you in 

the least.” The professor caught Harold’s gaze as the young man 

turned to leave. “The gloves you are wearing are worn through and 

I would be only happy to help you acquire a new pair.”

Harold stopped in front of the desk and let his eyes meet those 

of the elderly man across from him. For the longest time they stared 

at one another, the pause in conversation neither uncomfortable 
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nor fertile. Eventually Harold looked down at his gloves, turning 

his hands over to observe his fi ngertips; sure enough, the leather 

across the tips of the glove fi ngers was worn to the point of pos-

sible disintegration at any moment – and if that were to occur at 

an inappropriate moment –

Harold looked up at Lindus.

“If you choose to remain here with me, allow me to begin a 

documentation of your abilities, I will see to it myself that we get 

you some suitable replacements for the gloves you are wearing,” 

the professor remarked. “Please.” He motioned for his visitor to sit 

once more in the seat he had just vacated.

Without taking his eyes from the elderly man, Harold sat, tuck-

ing his elbows against his torso and placing his hands on his thighs, 

again clearly to avoid any skin contact with the chair. The ease with 

which he took his seat made the practice seem almost natural, but 

Lindus knew it was well rehearsed.

“Very well,” Harold said and began to wriggle his right hand 

free from the glove without the assistance of his left until it was 

absolutely necessary. With the glove removed, he expanded his 

hand outwards, allowing the bones in it to lift against the taut, 

almost translucent, skin.

Professor Lindus watched Harold’s movements, mesmerised by 

the limb’s action. The hand looked like it belonged to a marble 

statue, crafted by a Renaissance artist. Vittoria or Donatello would 

have been able to capture something of the remarkable skin tex-

ture and the movement, Lindus thought, as well as some of the 
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fi nesse of the man’s musculature and bone. Breaking through the 

reverie of awe that gripped him, Lindus spun around on his chair 

and stood up. He went to a cabinet and opened its stained glass 

door just wide enough for him to reach inside. With his other hand, 

he pulled a handkerchief from his jacket pocket and snapped it 

open, then reached into the darkened cabinet interior and drew 

out something that the young man couldn’t see.

“Would you be so kind to place that eye mask on the table over 

your eyes, Mr Erstwhistle?” the professor asked, his head bowed as 

he held the object out of the young man’s sight. “When you have it 

on and cannot perceive me nor anything else, please let me know 

and I will begin with a simple test.”

Lindus listened with his back to Harold and heard the sound of 

a glove being pulled over smooth skin and the fl exing of the fi ngers 

in it, then the positioning of the mask over hair and skin and fi nally 

that sound Professor Lindus was quickly becoming accustomed 

again – that of a hand being slid free of a glove.

“I’m ready,” the young man said softly.

Lindus turned around, his eyes still fi xed on the object in his 

handkerchief. He looked at it intently – it had a deep emotional 

pull on him, his pupils enlarging as he considered whether this 

particular object was appropriate. Perhaps a less elaborate object 

should take its place? He moved slowly around the desk, moving his 

feet in deliberately slow steps so as not to make any sudden move-

ments. Why had he felt so drawn to surrender this item? He did not 

know. It would certainly very quickly prove the young man’s claims 
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if he were able to decipher its history and origins.

“I’m standing to your right,” Lindus said as he stopped near the 

chair in which Harold sat. “If you extend your hand, I will place 

the object into your hand without touching you. The object will 

rest in your hand.”

“Very well,” Harold replied.

The professor placed the object into Harold’s waiting hand, 

careful not to allow the handkerchief to touch his skin. A great 

sense of relief washed over Lindus as the young man clutched the 

item and rested his hand and that within it on his thigh.

Harold’s breathing became less distinct, his head tilted as though 

someone was speaking to him and he were directing his ear to their 

voice. When he spoke, his tone was even and affi rmative. “This 

item is greatly innovative for its time, Professor Lindus.” Harold 

moved the article in his fi ngers, as though reading Braille text that 

covered its surface. “It was carried aboard a ship sailed by the Hui 

eunuch Zheng He.” A smile played across Harold’s face. “This vase 

was found in Mauritius –” As quickly as the smile had appeared, it 

vanished. “– aboard the wreck of the 5th Rated British Frigate HMS 

Sirius. The ship was sunk to avoid its being captured by the French 

during a four-day battle. The owner of the vase was slaughtered for 

it by a crewman of the Sirius near the modern-day Grand Port on 

the south-east of the island.” Harold dropped his head slowly and 

took a long, slow breath. On exhalation, he continued, though his 

tone grew considerably more emotive. “An archaeologist found this 

vase in the sediment around the sunken vessel in 1967 and returned 
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to England with it rather than handing it over to the Mauritian 

government.” Harold lifted the mask off his face with his free hand 

and placed the vase on the professor’s desk. “That archaeologist 

was your late wife and the vase contains her ashes, Professor.”

Lindus looked at the ceramic vase on his desk. “Remarkable,” 

he whispered.
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Avid

Perhaps I should have

Been more cautious

In my eagerness to present

The essence of my gift.

For where it has led

Is somewhat unexpected

Given what it is you are

Doing without my consent.

It is just as well that

You haven’t given me

A clue emanating from

An heirloom owned by you.

Koestler Parapsychology Unit, School of Philosophy, Psychology and 

Language Sciences, University of Edinburgh

Offi ce of Professor Alfonso Lindus, 13 November 2014, 3.12 pm

“Your ability will provoke many of the materialistic scientifi c com-

munity to race for their swords . . . so they may fall on them,” 
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Professor Lindus joked, a grin accompanying his soft chuckle which 

Harold shared. Since Harold had fi rst arrived in Lindus’ offi ce some 

months before, the tests, studies and peer reviewing (conducted by 

some of the most sceptical materialistic scientists as well as the open 

minded of the Koestler Parapsychology Unit) had been extensive.

“The experience has been as illuminating for me as much as for 

you, Professor,” Harold said, looking down at the new brown suede 

gloves gracing his hands. “Thank you.”

He got up from the now familiar chair in front of Lindus’ desk 

and extended a gloved hand for the elderly man to shake. Lindus 

stood and grasped Harold’s hand in both of his own. “I will be in 

touch very soon, Harold. The proof of psychometry will enliven 

the scientifi c community – it will once again fi nd wonder in the 

unknown,” he said warmly.

Lindus released Harold’s hand and the younger man turned and 

made his way to the door and vanished into the corridor.

The professor waited for a moment then picked up his tele-

phone and entered a series of numbers with practised speed. He 

turned towards the window, pushing his free hand into his pocket as 

he watched Harold stroll across the lawn and headed out towards 

the street.

The call was picked up. “Yes, Professor?” The male voice at the 

other end of the line expectant but emotionless.

“There can be no doubt that he is indeed what you are looking 

for,” Lindus said softly.

There was an extended silence of such long duration that Lindus 
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wondered whether the man at the other end had put the phone 

down without hanging up. “Good,” said the man. When this single 

word reply came, Lindus was horrifi ed and unable to stop himself 

from lurching the phone away from his ear.

Lindus didn’t need to see the man’s face to know that it was 

stretched into that same malicious smirk he had worn when they 

had met so many years before. The click that came after was a 

relief, but as he placed the handset back in its cradle, Lindus felt 

ill. He looked out the window to see a black Range Rover with 

darkened windows pulling out from the curb, driving roughly in 

the direction of the unsuspecting Harold.
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Cacophony

So many voices, thoughts

What if any are my own?

I feel lost in my skin

A newborn once again.

To my horror, I am helpless

There is no quelling

This endless banter erupting

In my head or over my lips.

Languages I do not understand

Coalesce in my mind in banter

I cannot decipher or entertain

Is this how it feels to be insane?

Hidden lower levels of Queen Elizabeth Hospital, Birmingham, 

24 November 2014, 4.02 am

The moment Harold opened his eyes he heard a barrage of voices, 

some in distress, others joyous, all layered one on top of the other. 

Some were in guttural tongues that didn’t seem human, others crisp 
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and sharp, almost Germanic sounding.

As he became orientated with his environment, he gathered the 

thoughts of his last moments of consciousness together. He remem-

bered feeling the prick of a needle in his neck, the cold burn that 

fl owed from the syringe and his legs dropping out from beneath 

him. He recalled the pasty white-skinned man in his immaculate suit 

who had caught his body as it fell and another, identical, man who 

had come to his aid. Black hair slicked back from their foreheads, 

their faces ageless, jaws rigid, eyes hidden behind black sunglasses. 

Uncompromisingly brutish looking. They had swiftly hauled him 

into the back of the Range Rover . . . then there had been darkness.

Harold longed for distraction from the voices occupying his 

skull. So many . . . so many. Finally it came with the appearance of a 

man in a white coat at the glass-panelled door in front of his bed. 

With the man’s arrival, Harold slowly became aware of the room he 

was in. The walls were of tinted glass, while the door’s one window 

was of reinforced glass. It slid silently open and the man walked into 

the room holding up an instrument that looked like a pen but which 

shone a beam directly into Harold’s eyes, blinding him momentarily 

until its bearer passed the light over the rest of his body.

“Fascinating,” said the man quietly, dropping the instrument into 

a pocket in his coat. He moved closer to Harold and leaned over 

to check something. Harold was suddenly aware that the man was 

scrutinising restraints at his arms and legs that he had not been 

aware of until now. The noise in his head reached a crescendo; it 

was all Harold could do not to scream out loud in agony.
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“I imagine you are wondering where you are and what has hap-

pened to you, Mr Erstwhistle?” the man baited. A gruesome leer lit 

up his black eyes with a sinister gleam. “We’ve waited patiently for 

someone like you to make themselves known to us.”

Harold attempted to speak, but he felt so weak that the effort 

fatigued him almost to the point of unconsciousness.

“Professor Lindus was a willing comrade in our search for some-

one with psychometric abilities such as those you have displayed.” 

He touched Harold’s clothed arm. “You see, we have discovered 

that human organs have resonance – memory, even.” He moved 

around the foot of the bed and glanced up at the camera that was 

following him. “So we . . . preserved . . . the organs of those men 

and woman who have been of great use to us in order to allow 

them to continue their work in helping us terraform the planet for 

us to inhabit.”

Harold turned his head very slowly to watch the movements of 

the man, noticing for the fi rst time the man’s eyes had no irises or 

pupils; in fact, eddying pools of blackness occupied his entire oculi.

“We’ve removed all your organs, with the exception of your 

brain, and transplanted in those from bodies that . . . shall we say 

. . . gave out.” The grin grew larger, spreading across his unnaturally 

elastic face. “So tell me, Mr Erstwhistle. What can you hear?”

It took all the effort Harold could muster to turn his head away 

from the man at his side. The surge of voices, the noisy din in his 

cranium, was now explained, and with that realisation came the 

visions, the attunements to each organ assimilating in his mind 
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until, eventually, the voices each fell silent and waited for permis-

sion to speak.

A single tear welled up in Harold’s left eye and streamed down 

his cheek. Thankfully, the tear was his own and none of the organs 

adjusting to his body could lay claim to it.
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COLLUSION 

(THE RETURN OF THE MEDUSA MAN)

I have adhered to

This secret knowledge

Since I entered this

Dense frequency range.

Administering my wrath

At will upon those who

I deem unworthy of titles

Given to them by God.

I will go on claiming

The essence of those

Whose boast is a life

Till there are none left.

Then I will greet my own kin

We will rejoice in our plunder

Our triumphs over humans complete

Finding peace at last.
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Near the intersection of William Henry St and Jones St, CBD, Sydney, 

12 October 2011, 2.33 pm

The pool of crimson was grimy around his head, a cocktail of oil 

and blood. His body was strewn about at unnatural angles, a human 

ragdoll that had been cast out of the vehicle that lay upside down 

some metres away. The driver fl opped down, her seatbelt holding 

her in place, a soft and inaudible groan coming from her spittle-

splattering mouth.

He had to move quickly. A crowd would soon amass, all curi-

ous to catch a glimpse of what they could only witness in news 

broadcasts from the luxury of their own homes, safe, secure, unaf-

fected. But here they could witness death fi rst hand, and in that 

moment feel numb. They would walk away and contemplate their 

lives, some grateful for the experiences they had compiled, saying 

to themselves they are comfortable with the idea of being in the 

place of the dying before them. Others would quickly turn away, 

the prospect haunting them, feeling that what they had become 

so attached to now seemed to anchor them in life and they would 

have no intention of giving it up. Yet their sense of curiosity would 

be too strong. They would gather at the outer rim of the crowd 

and peer between bodies, craning over others’ shoulders to catch a 

glimpse of the suffering, the vista of death burning into their minds, 

assuring them to believe in their immortality. Affi rmations quietly, 

quickly recited as they closed their eyes and continued on away 

from the scene of the horrors, “I am immortal, universal, infi nite . . . I 

am immortal, universal, infi nite.”
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He could hear these avowals of the frightened as they arrived to 

see his handiwork. Pathetic as they were, he admired their strength 

of conviction, their belief in their ability to create, no matter how 

fl awed. The accident had already claimed the life of the driver of 

the other car, which was now banked against the lamppost. The 

man had died before he could get there and another had reached 

the car before he could, denying him the feast. Taking a soul was 

each time different, but he wagered that a keen eye might just 

discern his trickery and thus he wanted to remain a well-concealed 

secret. He scoured the accident scene and paced across to the 

woman hunched against the roof of her car. Kneeling down, he 

peered inside, immediately catching her eye. Her oculus followed 

his own as he looked over at the bleeding cyclist ahead of the car. 

No one had approached him as yet, but people were moving into 

the street, some crudely taking snapshots on their mobile phones 

and at least one woman talking at a furious pace with the emer-

gency services.

“Help . . . me,” the woman in the car whispered, blood spraying 

out of her mouth.

He turned back towards her, darting his fi ngers onto the jugular 

vein on her neck. “I intend too,” he gloated. He pushed hard enough 

to force a jet of plasma over the windshield and took a deep and 

swift breath. He had honed his process to its full artistic ability. The 

steal was obscured in such a way that when a human came to his 

side to see what he was doing, it was obvious that he was looking for 

a pulse, one that was now joining his own. Her eyes fl ashed at him, 



48

her pupils dilated and she went limp against the roof, her knees 

smacking against the wheel.

“Is she alright?!”

He looked over his shoulder to see a cycle courier looking over 

his sunglasses into the interior of the upturned vehicle.

“She’s dead,” he retorted, standing up and looking over the 

driver’s side wheel towards the sprawled passenger ahead. The man 

was not alone anymore. Even with his back to him, it was obvious 

that the man kneeling next to the dying man was the same person 

who had been at the other vehicle. Despite the rushes he was feel-

ing of the now enveloped consciousness within his own, anger rose 

like a geyser through his body and it was all he could do to not bark 

out for the man to move away from his prize. He moved away from 

the upturned car and followed the slick of oil to where it combined 

with the gore, hoping to get to the body before it became a corpse. 

Pioneers took risks, and if he was to be one then the risk of taking a 

soul in front of a human would be breaking new ground.

Within a footfall of the fi gure, the crouching man got up and 

strode off into the now encircling crowd. Taking his place, he felt 

the residual coolness of the fi gure who had been there before him 

and recognised its familiarity. There was no point taking a pulse 

or pretending to do so before he claimed what he was entitled to. 

It had been stolen. He glanced around the throng, attempting to 

fi nd the culprit, but he knew he would struggle to locate one of 

his own. Living amongst humans for thousands of years had made 

him complacent. It had been fi fty years since he had met another 
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supernatural, a vampire in Sofi a. They had kept their distance for 

most of the evening, each searching for sustenance in a crowded 

nightclub, feeling one another out till they could fi nd somewhere 

to talk. She had been respectful, almost beguiled by his presence. 

Not quite believing what it was she was seeing. Mythos had claimed 

the vengeful djinn as folklore, she had said, but meeting such an 

entity now left her engaged. She came onto him, pleading with 

him to end her hunger.

“Make me a part of you,” she had crooned in her Slavic accent.

He had pushed her away like she was plague ridden, calling 

her an abomination. A creature destined forever to be cast in 

shadows, unable to feel the warmth of the sunlight upon her skin. 

“You belong with the rats,” he had proclaimed as he got up from 

the booth they shared.

A heartbeat later she was clutched against him, her fangs pro-

truding in a hiss. He laughed and broke free of her grasp as an adult 

does from a needy child.

Emergency services bustled through the encamped spectators, 

splashing blood over those in the front row who pushed out in 

retaliation, dispersing the horde. The street was awash with people 

now; the djinn that had been where he stood, gone.
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Mirage

There were no tricks

No sleight of hand

I was not deceived

By illusions of sight.

I saw the stealing

Of my beloved’s

Identity there exposed

Right before my eyes.

A discrete high-end sex club in an undisclosed part of Surrey Hills, 

Sydney, 12.45 am

“Thank you, Henry.”

“Of course, madam,” Henry nodded, his eyes glued to the rear 

vision mirror as his client made her way out of the back of the lim-

ousine. His eyes caught the quickest glimpse of her pink thong as 

she slipped her long athletic legs out of the plush leather interior 

and out into the night. She closed the door softly and then made 

her way towards the security gate, the camera perched on a pillar 
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looking down on the street following her every movement.

“Gail Mendhurst,” she whispered at the intercom. The gate 

unlocked with a loud buzz and she pushed it open far enough to 

allow her body to slide through, letting it close instantly behind her.

Henry had driven his client to many such exclusive sex clubs 

around Australia and to hotels and embassies alike. In three years 

of faithful and professional service he had not once had to “inter-

vene”, at her behest, when a client crossed the line of privilege 

and integrity (and it was a privilege to have Gail Mendhurst at any 

such event, he knew, or to share her company; this he had learned 

and believed). Though he remained utterly devoted to his profes-

sionalism, his connection to her had also deepened. This he only 

demonstrated through his sense of purpose and gentlemanliness in 

addressing her and in catering to her every need before and after 

events such as this. Sex clubs like this one, which catered to the 

upper echelon of society, would often fork out for a celebrity of 

the sex world to make an ordinary meeting into an extravaganza, 

ensuring tongues would waggle, which would bring in fresh bod-

ies at a later date in expectancy of encountering someone such 

as her; new recruits for old heads to ogle, suck, fuck and lick with 

new found vigour.

“You’re a professional too,” Henry said aloud as his heart sunk 

at the sight of Gail making her way up to the landing and into the 

dimly lit vestibule at the front of the property where a man wearing 

a dinner suit offered her a glass of champagne and his arm. The 

two of them vanished into the interior of the building as Henry 
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smoothed his pencil-thin moustache and ran his hand over his 

slicked-back black mane. Adjusting his tie, he felt his jacket pocket 

for the packet of Manitou cigarettes, but declined the urge to get 

out of the vehicle and light up in the cool Sydney night. Instead, he 

peered ahead, the streetlights’ glare showering an orange hue over 

the array of parked cars. Mercedes, Bentleys and Aston Martins, all 

lined up bumper to bumper around the cul-de-sac. He noted that 

two had the diplomatic plates of countries unknown to him. He 

looked over at the red fl ashing light built-in to his dashboard; if it 

held fast, a permanent red, his client was in trouble and he would 

have to exercise the unique set of skills he had learnt under the 

tuition of his Vietnam veteran father, a Combat Sambo specialist, 

who had trained the Australian SAS. Never having had to deploy 

his skill set, Henry wondered how he would indeed fair in a real-

life confl ict. However, he backed himself against the middle-aged 

white upper-class goons who exercised their political and fi nancial 

clout to feel sexually exuberant behind the walled compound 

outside his driver’s side door. In establishments like this, they paid 

for nights like this one to feel wanted, important and wore their 

masks of vanity as though they could actually seduce such beauties 

as Gail.

Henry wanted to spit at the idea. He pushed on the electric 

window button, the glass pane sliding down far enough for him to 

propel a gob of phlegm out of his pursed lips onto the pavement. 

“That’s what I think of you fucken wankers,” he sniggered.

He allowed the window to rise back up, acclimatising the 
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temperature of the car’s interior to a level where he was steadfastly 

alert, the air at around fi fteen degrees Celsius.

A sight he had never seen before made the hair on the back 

of his nape surge up against his shirt. The red light on his dash-

board was lit up, a glowing ember of crimson against the darkened 

interior of the vehicle. Calmly, Henry lent forward, reaching up 

under the driving column and pulled a Velcro strap to one side, 

allowing a small black square to fall into his hand. In one motion he 

pulled the keys from the ignition, his adrenaline surging through 

his body as he closed the door and moved silently towards the 

gate. He pushed the black box against the gate, pressing a button 

on the side of the square, instantly overriding the security system. 

He was through the entrance in a moment, closing the gate softly 

behind him, his blood pressure not rising signifi cantly, his breath-

ing relaxed, his mind focused on his surroundings, as he passed 

through the vestibule and along a portico towards a lit swimming 

pool. Waves broke against the edges, lapping out concentrically 

with ever-decreasing intensity. A series of footprints led towards 

a slightly ajar ranch slider, through which a curtain billowed in a 

gentle zephyr. Henry assessed the outdoor area; someone had been 

in the pool approximately ten minutes before, a female judging by 

the slenderness of the puddle around the footfall, fi ve foot ten, 

seventy-fi ve kilograms (taking into account the fact that she was 

dripping wet). She had entered through the door (water dripped 

off the bottom of the handle onto the step) and gone into the inte-

rior of the building. Henry put the small black box into his inside 
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jacket pocket (covering his heart) and silently opened the door a 

fraction wider so that he could make his way in.

He took in the surroundings, noting the doors and the mirrors 

plastered along the walls, none of which were two-way, then made 

his way onto a landing ahead, all the time listening for voices. A 

loud thump erupted from a room at the end of a narrow hallway 

ahead, jolting him into action. He was at the door turning the han-

dle and inside the room with a speed that belied his formidable 

size. Henry’s hot fl ushing blood ran icy cold a single heartbeat 

later as he took in the sight of twisted bloated bodies lying strewn 

around a plush set of beds fanned out in a circle. In the middle of 

the room was a sunken pit where Gail Mendhurst squeezed a small 

black rectangular box with such force that the muscles on her 

forearm rippled with tension. The rest of her body was trembling, 

convulsing, her hair splayed around her head, a low shrieking 

sound coming from beneath the matted nest atop her body.

Henry would have moved to her side to assist her if he hadn’t 

laid eyes on the two intertwined sooty black pillars of smoke speed-

ing around the room with such ferocity that cadavers were tossed 

like lint on a gale. They smashed against the mirrors sending shards 

of glass and cooling blood about the room. He felt the air from his 

lungs being torn out of him as though a hand had reached down 

his gullet and snatched at the insides of his lungs, attempting to pull 

them from the inside out. It was all he could do to make his way 

back towards the door as he caught the horrifying sight of Gail’s 

emerald eyes pleading for him to save her as the two columns of 
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billowing ether hauled her into their mass for a moment then cast 

her away, a vacuous husk, discarded like a toy used once too often 

by a bored child. Gail’s limp corpse slammed head fi rst into the 

wall at Henry’s right with a sickening snap as her neck folded into 

her chest.

Henry wanted to run, his legs willed him to do so, but the sight 

in front of him held him fast. The smokestacks parted, forming 

separately into arms, legs, torsos, necks and heads, a man on the 

left, a woman on the right. Both ignored Henry long enough for 

him to see they were enraged by each other’s presence, their faces 

swelling with hatred for one another. In this split second Henry’s 

wits did not fail him. He jolted out of the door and sprinted down 

the hallway and out of the building. Into his jacket pocket he 

reached, pulling out the small rectangular box, pressing the button 

and slamming it against the gate in one motion. He unlocked the 

car door with his key chain and was inside a moment later, putting 

the keys into the ignition with blinding speed, bringing the vehicle 

engine to life only to feel the car lift off the ground, buffeted by 

a smoke that began to pour out of the vents and to fi ll the interior. 

Action denoted reaction and Henry fumbled for the door handle, 

opening the driver’s side and falling out onto the street as the car 

tilted heavily on its side. He scrambled to his feet, not looking back 

as the impact shattered the windscreen, glass exploding at his feet. 

Panting heavily, he darted out of the cul-de-sac, desperately call-

ing out, the shock overwhelming his sense of belief. He stumbled, 

crashing into the bonnet of a Bentley Mulsanne, rolling along it till 
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he dropped onto the road below. He turned over, attempting to 

get to his feet when the air around him shape-shifted into the same 

two beings he had seen in the slaughterhouse he had left. They 

blocked his path in such a way that it became obvious they had put 

their differences aside and now worked in tandem.

In a truly pathetic move, he fell to his knees, cupping his hands 

together and pleading for his life to be spared. The woman looked 

over at the man whose glare burned into Henry’s eyes as he shot his 

plea for mercy from the female to the male standing before him.

“Such a crime as this –” the man nodded towards the house at 

the end of the cul-de-sac, “– needs a perpetrator.” His tone was 

steely cold; a conglomeration of several voices all unravelling at 

once.

Henry looked back over his shoulder long enough to compre-

hend what it was the being was attesting, a look of sheer panic 

replacing the one seeking clemency as he turned back to where 

the couple had been standing, to fi nd he was alone. Across the 

expanse of the city he could hear the insistent wailing of sirens 

fast approaching. Curtains that had been drawn were open and 

lights on front porches were lit, spilling their light out onto the 

street where Henry knelt. Silhouettes stared out at him, each one 

formulating their testimony regarding the man who was praying 

for forgiveness for a heinous crime he had committed at an elite 

swingers club in Surrey Hills, Sydney.
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IMPOSTER

Though the resemblances

Are many, the differences

Belie the facts, which remain

Seen with a casting eye.

In the face of the tale erected

Around the fate of the man

I replaced I have been able

To hide until my dying day.
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With each casting glare

I wondered who was standing there

Staring back at me from behind

Eyes gone from brown to hazel.

You’d assume the world knew

But fooling everyone is easy, it’s true

When three other people create a diversion

To defl ect questions laden with truth.

So we hammed it up, playing along, as such

Giving the smoke some puff, stroking the mirror

So that tales would surface in publicity

Selling the lies to hide our fraud.

One, which I can no longer bear, nor carry to my grave . . .

Turn off from Hollywood Boulevard onto Laurel Canyon Boulevard, 

3 June 2015, 2.03 pm

“Why? Why? Why!”

It was obvious, even though he was wearing aviator shades that 

the driver was looking in the rear-view mirror at the passenger 
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hunched over in the back seat, hands cradling his crop-bearded 

face, the roots of his stubble as devoid of pigment and dye as his 

once bronzed face.

“Need a moment of peace, Mr Nova?” the driver asked quietly.

His passenger didn’t reply. He lifted up his own dark sunglasses, 

pulling at the drooping skin around his eyes, smudging a tear across 

his face. He sighed heavily, looking out the window, his head bob-

bing slowly.

The driver didn’t repeat the question; instead, he pushed the 

button on the underside of the dashboard and allowed the tinted 

screen separating the vehicle compartments to slowly close.

As soon as the barrier was up, the back of the car was effectively 

soundproofed from the front compartment. Emmy Nova, one-time 

percussionist of the greatest popular musical group in the history 

of rock ’n’ roll, began to wail like a babe separated from its mother. 

Years of lies had haunted him, given him nothing but sleepless 

nights, afraid that he would soon be the last surviving band mem-

ber and that someone would reopen the vault of conspiracy that 

had been closed so many years before when the subject of that 

intrigue had confessed on their deathbed.

Two members of the band had taken the truth with them to their 

graves, the fi rst cut down by illness and the second by an orches-

trated ritualistic assassination (which the most recently departed 

was privy to, but Nova wasn’t until years later). Then only Emmy 

Nova and Theo McGinty (or the man who had passed himself off 

as McGinty) remained and they had allowed the plot to gather 
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dust in the catacombs of online conspiracy forums. Upheld in the 

machinations of a band who created a gimmick out of a late night 

tale overheard on a talk-back radio station in Portland, circa 1967. 

The band members had played creatively with the story in ways 

both humorous and gothic, as if taking inspiration from an Edgar 

Allan Poe poem.

As the vehicle pulled up to the gates of the mansion, with its 

driveway bearing off to the right, Nova steadied himself. He took 

a deep breath, forcing out the last of the tears, calming himself 

expertly. Out the window, he saw Halle Winter, his wife of thirty 

years standing on the stairs down to the portico. The years had 

not belittled her beauty; instead, they had refi ned her inner light 

and now she was resplendent in the early afternoon sun. Her black 

hair had streaks of silver and while the skin of her face and neck 

had succumbed to years spent in the sun, it wasn’t scarred by the 

surgeon’s knife, and this meant her emotive emerald eyes conveyed 

what she felt openly.

As the car pulled up, she made her way down the stairs and she 

herself opened the rear door of the car.

“I’ve got it, Maurice,” she said as she waved down Nova’s body-

guard and driver of twenty years as he moved swiftly towards the 

door handle.

Silently, Maurice stopped moving, anticipating Nova’s exit, but, 

watching his wife’s face, he knew that this was going to be a strug-

gle for his employer.

“Could you?” Halle asked Maurice, motioning at him to help her 
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lift her husband up and out of the car. Halle did her best to smile 

as she lent into the car and hoisted one of Nova’s weary arms over 

her shoulder.

“Of course, ma’am.” Maurice’s southern drawl rippled off his lips 

as he moved around behind her, catching a glimpse of the man-

sion’s staff peering out the windows at the scene. A heartbeat later 

Emmy Nova was out of the backseat and standing at the edge of 

the fi rst step.

“It’s okay, Maurice,” he whispered. Nova pulled himself into the 

burly African-American, hugging him fondly with one arm. “Go 

home to Michelle. I won’t be needing you for the rest of the day,” 

he said, one hand on Maurice’s shoulder for balance the whole 

time; now he patted the arm gently. “I’ll call you tomorrow, we’ll 

have some work to do.”

“Of course, Mr Nova.” Maurice nodded, his own hand between 

his employer’s shoulders. Maurice could feel the frailty in the man; 

the weight of expectation that was now there following McGinty’s 

death and the burden of being the sole surviving member of The 

Urge. These were affecting Nova in ways he couldn’t imagine, 

and although he didn’t show it, he was waiting expectantly for the 

revelations to inevitably be made public. As he walked around to 

the driver’s side of the car, he watched Nova and Halle make their 

way arm in arm up the stairs, slowly, purposefully, whispering to 

each other, cradling one another, stopping often to kiss, for Halle 

to run her hand across Nova’s face and for Nova to bury his weary 

head in her shoulder.
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In the face of it all

It’s obvious to me

That I’m dreaming of a life

While sleeping.

The fabric of time

Shifts with every thought

And I’m blissfully aware

Of how it’s slipping away.

Not much more to say

Not much more to see

Just a silent vigil now

Me and my mind’s keeper.

(“I’m Not There” – The Urge, 1967, 

written by Eldon Renfrew and Theo McGinty)

Emmy Nova’s home, 3 June 2015, 9.09 pm

Moonlight fi ltered into the darkened room, shadows of the win-

dowpanes fattened over furniture, veiling the fading leather suite 

sprawled around the raging open fi re. Emmy hadn’t said a word for 
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hours, and Halle turned from where she was sitting between his legs 

and faced him, nestling her hand around his chin.

“Don’t stay up all night, lover.”

Her comment brought the dimmest fl icker of recognition to 

Emmy’s eyes as he gently brought her hand to his lips.

“I won’t be too far away,” he whispered into her palm, his thick 

Birmingham accent deepened by the quiet grief gripping him.

Halle slipped her hand out of his, pulling her silk nightgown 

closed as she retreated away from the heat of the fi re. The patter 

of her feet on the marble fl oor grew softer as she made her way 

towards the jarrah doors and out of the room.

Emmy hadn’t watched her leave, his eyes remaining fi xed on 

the fi replace and the small, carved wooden box atop the mantel-

piece. He got to his feet and went to pull it down. He stroked the 

elemental carved “OM” that graced its lid and memories of India in 

the late 1960s fl ooded back into his mind. He opened the box and 

pulled out the packet of Manitou cigarettes and the box of matches 

that lay beside. It had been many years since he had reached into 

this box. Smoking was a habit he had kicked when his fi rst-born had 

arrived some twenty-fi ve years before. Even the death ten years 

ago of his close friend Lindsay Miles, the lead guitarist of the band, 

had not provoked him to light up again. No one had seen that com-

ing and Lindsay had been stolen from them with such rapidity that 

he was gone within a year of being diagnosed.

He placed the box back on the mantelpiece, lid back on, then 

pulled out one of the cigarettes and put it in his mouth. He could 
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smell the thick musk of tobacco rising up from it between his lips, 

his hands clammy as he pulled out a match and struck it, bringing 

the fl ame to the end of the cigarette. Inhaling deeply, he felt the 

initial head rush as the smoke fi lled his lungs. He tossed the match 

into the fi replace and returned to the leather couch where he 

had been sitting since sunset. The leather gripped at his clothes 

as he sat.

He brought the cigarette to his lips over and over, inhaling and 

expelling the smoke up into the air until the room was fi lled with 

the pungent hazy odour of tobacco. As he reached the fi lter, Emmy 

took one last long draw before tossing the butt into the simmering 

blaze in front of him.

He got up to work at the fi re, his motion drawing the cigarette 

fug about him as he reached down and picked up a log from the 

pile to the left of the fi replace. As his hand gripped the wood, his 

mobile phone began to vibrate back on the couch. It hadn’t really 

stopped ringing since Theo had made his deathbed confession 

in the hospital hours before. Tossing the log into the embers, he 

returned to the couch without hurrying and glanced down at the 

number calling in on the display of his mobile; it wasn’t one he 

recognised, but he reached down to answer the call.

He didn’t speak, and waited for the longest time for the person 

on the other end of the line to make their presence known.

“Emmy? It’s Roger Bailey.”

Emmy’s tense body relaxed as he recognised the journalist’s 

voice and he slid forward until he was sitting on the edge of the 
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couch. “I’m glad you called, Roger.” He turned his free hand over, 

observing the rings on each digit. Bailey had illuminated the band’s 

world in the late 1960s until the death of the original McGinty and 

his subsequent replacement by a clone. The Urge had played on 

to the point of creative mastery. The band found novel ways to 

draw-in fans and conspiracy theorists alike through the use of lyrics, 

imagery and rumour. “I know we haven’t spoken in years, you may 

even wonder why I asked you to call–”

But Roger interjected, “– I was right, wasn’t I, Emmy?”

Emmy pushed himself back against the sofa. “Can you meet me 

in San Fran in two days?”

There was a drawn-out pause. “Sure, Emmy, but why not some-

where in LA?”

“Ever been to the Ahjumawi Lava Springs, Roger?” The question 

hung in another negative silence.

“Emmy . . . you can only get there by boat.”

“Bring your Dictaphone. Bring a tent, too. I’ll hire some kay-

aks. Meet me at Jack London’s grave.” Emmy hung up before 

Roger could reply. The fi re danced over the log he had put there 

moments before, ravenous.



66

In a moment it was lost

Connections broken at what cost?

The lives of so many

Would have instantly become dreary.

Yet rising out of the ashes

Came a vindicating message

For everyone across the world

That the show must go on.

So it came to pass for all

That the myth, the legend

Continues on with no one

Truly the wiser.

(“It Only Took a Moment” – The Urge, 1967, 

written by Eldon Renfrew and Theo McGinty)

Ahjumawi Lava Springs State Park, 6 June 2015, 9.45 pm

The aching hues of purple and orange had succumbed to the 

encroaching pitch from the east. Emmy stoked the campfi re, qui-

etly humming a song to himself.
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“The British have a lot to answer for when it comes to indig-

enous populations.” He looked over at Roger for a moment then 

returned his glance to the fi re. “However, we did teach the resi-

dents of the countries we colonised how to deal with undesirable 

native populations with unscrupulous precision.”

Roger stared blankly at Emmy then got to his feet. They had 

been travelling together for over a day now and Emmy hadn’t 

told him anything about the faux Theo McGinty’s confession. 

With deadlines to meet, magazines to edit and a screenplay he 

was working on for a big network, Roger couldn’t really afford the 

time away. However, this had the potential to be the biggest scoop 

in popular culture history. He had to be patient; the information 

Emmy would give him would make his career. Soon enough he’d 

get a book deal (along with a movie deal, surely) that would feather 

his nest for the rest of his mortal life.

Emmy continued looking around the campsite, eventually rest-

ing his gaze on the darkened waters ahead of them. “If you look 

with the right kind of eyes, you can almost see the Ahjumawi 

Indians spear fi shing along the narrow banks of these waters, hear 

the crackling of their fi res and their soft conversation after their 

meals.” He closed his eyes, tilted his head back and sat like this for 

what seemed an uncomfortable eternity to Roger.

“You sure seem to know a lot about the local Native American 

populations for a Brit,” Roger replied, reining in his irritation and 

humouring his companion.

“I know fuck all, actually,” Emmy said snapping his head round 
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and glaring at Roger, a grin coming over his face. “I just love it up 

here. The only thing I know is where Big Lake, the Tule and Fall 

Rivers, and the Ja She and Lava Creeks converge at one of the 

largest freshwater springs in the world – here. This is Ahjumawi – 

“Where the Waters Come Together.”

Roger allowed a faint grin to break over his face and held 

Emmy’s gaze until he could no longer do so. There was a whole 

world of pain, anger and, more importantly, fear residing behind 

Emmy Nova’s eyes and Roger suddenly felt a wave of compassion 

for the star.

“I’m sorry, Emmy, for being pushy. I can’t even imagine what 

it must be like to be in your shoes.” He turned to the fi re, licks of 

orange-blue rippled over the juniper that Emmy had piled onto its 

blaze. “I can’t even begin to fathom what your life will be like when 

you leave this place . . . and–” Roger caught himself mid-sentence. 

How was he going to approach this event, this information? What 

kind of picture would he have to paint for the world?

“I want you to tell the truth to the world, Roger,” Emmy said 

quietly. “I don’t want a sugar-coated fable, it has to be the skeletons-

out-of-the-closet, dusted-off truth.” Roger watched Emmy pick up 

a stick and poke at the fi re. His movements were those of a man 

looking for the right words to say, but assured they must be said. 

A moment later, two logs that had been positioned away from the 

fl ames were engulfed, sending sparks skyward and heat pouring 

out towards the two men.

“I can’t speak for the dead, but I can recall the events and maybe 
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the feelings of those men during the course of our time together, 

even after we went our separate ways.”

“It must be a hell of a story, Emmy,” Roger said, leaning towards 

him.

“In so many ways, Roger, it’s fucking heartbreakingly sad.” Emmy 

took a shallow breath then let his shoulders slump. “Being left with 

the burden to tell it now is something that I wish I didn’t have.”

“Is this why you decided to come up here?” Roger asked softly.

“Allan Merade brought me up here the fi rst time.” Emmy looked 

across at Roger. The look on his face told Emmy the penny had just 

dropped. “Yes, Roger, that was his real name. I’ve come up here to 

be reminded of the good times we had together here. I’ve come up 

here to put the ghosts of Theo McGinty and Allan Merade to rest.”
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In the event

Of the long kiss goodnight

I wish to say now

My fi nal and heartfelt goodbye.

To the ones who’ve loved me

I cannot thank you enough

My gratitude extends

From this life to the next.

Then those who’ve despised me

I hold a vigil for your loss

You’ve no longer got someone

To degrade at all costs.

So your insanity will suffer

Your puddle of existence

Will dry up becoming bare

For I am gone and no longer here.

(“No Longer Here” – The Urge, 1968, 

written by Eldon Renfrew and Theo McGinty)
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“Merade . . .” Roger intoned.

Emmy looked about the campsite then up at the heavens above. 

A current of stars, matching the terrestrial river that followed 

beside them, moved silently and achingly slowly overhead. “Allan 

was a nice fellow, and what he sacrifi ced to become someone else 

is admirable, given the risk involved.” Emmy dropped his gaze to 

Roger, who was now staring quietly at the fi re. When the journalist 

felt the weight of Emmy’s stare he looked up and Emmy continued. 

“So, shall we begin?”

Roger turned and rustled around in his backpack, quickly draw-

ing out a small digital Dictaphone and switching it on. He spoke 

into it softly and then rewound the device to check if it was record-

ing correctly. Hearing his own voice, he rewound it once more and 

depressed the record button. Giving Emmy a nod, he placed the 

Dictaphone on the ground between them.

“In the late 1960s, a man who looked like Theo – like his dop-

pelganger – was said to be roaming around the north-western parts 

of England. This man had red hair, though, not black-brown like 

Theo. I was the fi rst to met Allan – only by chance, too, as a mutual 

friend introduced us at a party at a friend’s place near Newcastle. 

The resemblance was startling, but unlike Theo, Allan was quiet, 

introverted and pretty shy. I only met him that once before the 

incident that changed The Urge forever.”

Roger pulled out a bottle of water from his knapsack and took 

a long drink. Emmy’s face was hidden from him for a moment in 

the fl ashing fl ames, but his words continued in the brief darkness.
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“Theo and Eldon had known each other the longest. They had 

bonded in a way Lindsey and I could never understand. There 

had been death in both their families when they were teens, and 

they had sought comfort in one another. They became like siblings, 

really. Like any brothers, they had a rivalry that was often competi-

tive, and at other times simply volatile. Their creative expression 

often pushed them to breaking point, as they would attempt to 

out-create one another.” Emmy swallowed hard, his parched throat 

making his voice sound even more gruff than usual. He too picked 

up a fl ask, its contents unknown to Roger, and twisted the lid off, 

taking a quick hit from it. As he screwed the lid back on, he glanced 

at Roger briefl y before returning his gaze to the fi re.

“We were recording Commander Sparkle’s Desolate Denizens 

Troupe in Birmingham in late 1967.” Emmy paused, his mind recall-

ing the incident, the serenity on his bearded face clear as he 

transported himself back into the annals of his memory. “Eldon 

had been using a lot of LSD – more than the rest of us, and that 

says a lot, ’cause we were eating it every opportunity we had. Eldon 

would have fl ashes of genius beyond comprehension of the rest of 

us, and it inspired us no end. He raised the bar for all of us, making 

us strive to meet him at the next level. We set the course for the 

future of popular music. It was in many ways our greatest moment 

in time together.”

Roger turned his head slightly, digesting what it was he had just 

heard, most of which he already knew. But he was obviously not 

convinced of something. When he fi nally spoke, he almost caught 
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himself. “Some might say that Eggerton Terrace was your finest 

moment.” He chuckled to himself as he answered his own question. 

“Finest moment with Merade, that is, not McGinty.”

Emmy looked across the fi re at Roger, his gaze stolid. He rubbed 

his beard, moving his jaw in his hand as he did. “Theo and Allan both 

worked on Eggerton Terrace and every record from Commander 

Sparkle’s Desolate Denizens Troupe.” Emmy’s words hung in the air 

for a long time before Roger eventually lent down and stopped 

the Dictaphone.

“Hang on.” Roger extended a hand out, his body shaking in 

disbelief.

“Roger. You will have to be patient, and suspend whatever it is 

you believe is possible in order to know the truth,” Emmy said softly.

“You’re not going to lead me up the garden path, Emmy, with 

some horseshit conspiracy are you?” He squinted his eyes as the heat 

from the fl ames pushed him back a fraction as it danced over the 

logs.

“Only the truth, Roger. All I am offering is the truth.” Roger 

screwed up his face, peering into the void either side of the camp-

fi re. “The truth.”

Emmy nodded silently.

Roger picked up the Dictaphone and turned it on so that Emmy 

could see it was recording then placed it on the ground once again 

between them.

The same glaze came over Emmy’s face that had come at the 

start of his retelling of events that evening as he transported himself 
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back almost forty years. “Theo kept getting more jealous of Eldon’s 

creative expression, where it was leading us. We were locking 

ourselves up for days in the studio, creating monumental pieces 

of music. It was transcendent for Lindsey, uplifting for me, pivotal 

for Eldon and increasingly ungrounded for Theo as he felt left 

behind.” Emmy turned his head, closing his eyes, tilting his head as 

he listened to the torrent fl owing beside them.

Roger noted that telling the story appeared to be making him 

less burdened; he could see a defi nite shift in Emmy’s body lan-

guage as he related the story. The curved shoulders, the taut face 

began to soften, as though some of the weight he carried was dis-

solving away with each word spoken.

“Theo provoked an argument with Eldon, who at the time 

had ingested a monumental dose of LSD. Eldon had the idea 

of the news broadcast lyrics for the fi nal song, and was asking 

Lindsey to read out the stories of the last few days. I was working 

on the rhythm and Theo was smoking in the corner of the room, 

exhausted, frustrated and feeling isolated by Eldon. When Theo 

came at Eldon, saying the idea for the song wasn’t the direction 

the band was moving in for the record, Eldon just smiled at Theo, 

exasperating him even more. Theo exploded, saying he felt unap-

preciated and threatened to leave the band. Lindsey and I told him 

to go home and get some rest, come back tomorrow and we would 

work out the arrangements for the song.”

Emmy got up and moved to the left of the fire picking up 

another juniper log and manipulating the fi re with his stick to make 
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room for it. After he placed it into the embers, he knelt down next 

to the blaze and prodded it till some life came back into it, the 

engulfi ng fl ames spitting ghostly fi refl ies into the air, caught in the 

shimmering heat as it toiled skyward.

Emmy stared into the dancing fl ames for a long silence, seem-

ingly mesmerised. Roger was about to go for the Dictaphone again 

when Emmy abruptly picked up where he had left off. “He stormed 

off, telling us all what he thought of us in not so many words. We 

continued on, making the track, working at it, until the studio man-

ager burst in saying that Theo had been in a car accident.”

Roger moved uncomfortably where he sat. In his mind he felt 

like this was going exactly where he had surmised so many years 

before. Theo McGinty killed in a car accident; replaced with the 

lookalike – all this he had deduced and written about in the book 

he had extensively researched a long time ago. This was no mystery, 

so if Emmy affi rmed this to be the truth, then he would be revered 

for his detective work and his book would grace bestseller stands 

around the world. Roger smiled inwardly. That and the tale of the 

last few days leading up to the confession of Emmy Nova, which 

he would pen in a separate book to further pique the interest of 

the world. Either way, he was satisfi ed that he would indeed make 

fi nancial windfalls from Nova’s story.

“We raced to the hospital –”

“Which hospital?” Roger cut Emmy off. “Details are important 

here, Emmy.”

“For the life of me, I can’t remember. It was early in the morning 
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and I was frazzled. It was private – outskirts of Liverpool some-

where. He wasn’t even there that long before they whisked him 

away to some treatment facility or other.”

Roger’s eyes snapped wide. “What?”

“He vanished for almost three months.” Emmy shrugged his 

shoulders. “Not management, or anyone close to the band knew 

what had happened. All we knew was that he had gone into a coma 

and that he had been taken away somewhere where he could 

receive the best treatment possible for his condition.”

“But who authorised it? Were next of kin noted?” Roger’s ques-

tions fl oated on the air, soaring across the space between him and 

Nova. Emmy ignored him; he had no answers to his queries.

“After that, we were allowed to see him in a rehabilitation centre 

near Bognor Regis.” Emmy shook his head. “I went there not that 

long ago, two years ago maybe, and the entire centre was gone. 

Right down to the foundations. Gone. When I asked around, no 

one even claimed to have ever heard of it. I looked – there’s no 

evidence anywhere – in books, records, whatever – that it was 

ever there.”

“Like it never existed?” Roger asked, astonished.

“There were the remnants of a stone wall going through the 

middle of a paddock that could have been part of the place; I don’t 

know. It, like the rest of the story I am about to tell you, beggars 

belief.” Nova lifted his eyes and stared directly at Roger whose jaw 

had slackened. “But I swear everything I am about to tell you is true.”
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Who could have conceived

Even in your wildest dreams

That such a tale could

Be dreamt up or told.

Defying all that we know

No limitations on what

We can do or have done

In a world made none.

I present to you this

A visage you choose to

Dismiss as conjecture

To your own perilous end.

(“I’m Not There” – Part two” – The Urge, 1968, written by Eldon 

Renfrew and Theo McGinty)

Beale Air Force Base, near Yuba City, California, 6 June 2015, 11.32 pm

The order came into Colonel Linus Albert’s cubicle like any other he 

had received since his deployment at this military facility. He read it 

and unquestioningly started to manoeuvre the joystick controlling 
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the Reaper drone that he was fl ying across the Mexico–United 

States border to the north-west. He programmed the coordinates 

into the computer and sent them across to his sensor operator to 

prepare him for the necessary surveillance of the targets he was 

being ordered to fi nd.

Over 4,000 hours of fl ying F-16s had made Albert one of the 

country’s most sought-after drone pilots. He had now fl own drones 

from Pakistan to Afghanistan and then on to Yemen and Somalia. 

At the DEA’s request, the military had assigned him to the border 

patrols once a week to catch drug smugglers who brought their 

wares into the United States along the Arizona–Mexico border. As 

such, the drug smuggling operations had all but vanished along 

this border, freeing up the DEA to continue their work elsewhere 

along the country’s borders.

Albert took quiet pride in the fact the order was specifi cally 

directed to him and not one of the hundreds of remotely piloted 

aircraft pilots under his command. He eased back on the throttle; 

pulling the joystick up a fraction elevated the unmanned aircraft 

another couple of hundred feet before he levelled it off as he fl ew 

across Arizona towards California.

Ahjumawi Lava Springs State Park, 6 June 2015, 11.35 pm

“When we first had a chance to see Theo, he looked like the 

mummy,” Emmy said as he strolled back to where he had been 

sitting. He had gotten up to relieve himself and as quickly as he 



79

sat down, he had picked up the fl ask to his right again and taken 

another swig. As he screwed the cap back on, he continued, swal-

lowing the liquid in his mouth and talking at the same time. “The 

fi rst thing I noticed was that he was taller than he had been.” He 

waved a ring-laden hand at Roger. “I remember actually asking 

everyone else if they noticed that when we left the centre later 

that day, but no one else seemed to care or notice.”

“Taller?” Roger prompted.

“Eldon had noticed something else unusual – the colour of 

Theo’s eyes. This guy’s were hazel; Theo’s eyes were brown. They 

were fucking hazel.” His Birmingham accent hung on the words, 

drawing them out as he made his point. “It was enough for us to 

start asking some serious questions. It got us some serious answers. 

We were told that he had crashed into a stonewall the morning 

of the accident. He must have been driving at a ridiculous speed 

to sustain the injuries he suffered. His face had to be completely 

reconstructed, his body was a mass of broken bones and punctured 

organs. The kind of intensive care he needed was only available at 

military hospitals in those days and it was one of these that he had 

vanished into for those months.”

“So this explains the gap between the initial recordings and the 

fi nishing of the album some nine months later?” Roger interceded.

“It still didn’t explain the extra few inches he gained and the 

eye colour change. When Theo returned to the recording studio 

seven months later, we honestly didn’t know who this person was.” 

Emmy picked up the fl ask again, taking the rest of the contents into 
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his mouth and swallowing it all before continuing. “We ignored it, 

but we couldn’t for long.”

Roger felt his heartbeat begin to increase. The revelation of a 

lifetime spent wondering whether he had got it right.

“It was Eldon who confronted this imposter when we released 

Commander Sparkle’s. We were travelling back from this tense press 

release in London to the studios when Eldon had had enough and 

said what we all wanted to say.”

Roger could feel his heart in his mouth. The air was lacquered 

with juniper essence radiating from the burning logs and the 

weight of expectation of the greatest revelation in popular music 

history.

“This person constantly told us he was Theo McGinty, and every 

question we asked him – some really personal – stuff only Theo 

could know – like about when we were touring in the early 60s – 

he gave us the right answers.”

Roger squirmed uncomfortably where he sat in anticipation.

“So we dropped it. But no one felt comfortable after that. 

Something was amiss between the three of us – Eldon, Lindsey and 

myself – and this guy. Even Theo’s long-term girlfriend didn’t know 

who he was, and she ended up leaving him because of it.”

Roger had succinctly written about this in his account after 

interviewing Theo’s reclusive ex, who had admitted that she con-

sidered the man who had presented himself as her lover to be 

anything but. The information being relayed to him now was there-

fore nothing new to Roger, but he felt like he was on the precipice 
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of something extraordinary. So, rather than react, he did his very 

best to remain silent and continue listening.

“Theo’s offerings to the band became more diverse, humorous, 

lyrically and musically poignant. Then you came along with your 

conspiracy and we hammed it up, much to Theo’s delight, and it 

eased the tensions between us somewhat. There were new tensions, 

anyway, with the work, as the creative directions we were all taking 

began to pull at us. We began introducing other musicians into our 

fold, ones we all had admired, respected and loved. It breathed 

new life into our unit.” Emmy burrowed into his knapsack and 

brought out his packet of Manitous. He pulled out of the soft packet 

and reached into the knapsack again for matches. Striking one, he 

lit the cigarette and took a long drag. “It also distracted us from 

thinking about this guy that was in the studio with us for almost two 

years before we decided to go our separate ways.” Emmy exhaled, 

the smooth fl ow of cigarette smoke unfurling ahead, getting caught 

in the rising heat of the fi re and lifting away.

Roger leaned forward. He felt desperate now, and his inner 

turmoil was increasingly hard to hide as the beads of sweat poured 

over his brow and across his cheeks. He wiped them away as he 

spoke. “When did he admit who he was?”

Emmy chuckled, coughing as he did, then took a drag from the 

cigarette. “He had a personality crisis in the middle of 1970.” He 

exhaled strongly enough for the smoke to cross over the rising heat 

of the blaze and pass over an unamused Roger. “They say that this 

is a normal side effect of the insertion process. It’s like waking from 
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a dream and being disorientated – which was reality and which 

was the dream?”

“Insertion?”

“He started to use heroin, ’cause it dulled the two intermingled 

consciousnesses that occupied the same body.”

Roger got up from where he sat, cackling. “You expect me to 

believe that the consciousness of Theo McGinty was extracted from 

his dying body and then put into the body of a lookalike?”

Emmy smoked, unmoved by Roger’s animation. “I don’t expect 

you believe anything, Roger,” he said. “I’m only telling you the truth. 

What you choose to believe is entirely up to you.” Emmy crossed 

his legs, fl icking the ash off the end of his cigarette. “You see, Allan 

was a guinea pig for a CIA/MI6 experiment. They wanted to see if 

it was possible to extract the consciousness of someone and then 

implant it into the body of someone else. That someone else, Allan 

Merade was also a CIA agent whose mission it was to infi ltrate the 

band and make sure that our social impact was weakened through 

distractions such as drugs and chasing false idols. ”

Roger’s laughter had dissipated, but he stood looking at Emmy, 

still clearly disbelieving.

“Being the fi rst, they had issues, one of which was that they 

weren’t successful at removing Allan’s consciousness from his body. 

So there was this battle raging within Allan’s body the whole time 

that continued until the day his body died and both Theo and 

Allan were freed.”

“So . . . the intelligence network of the United States and Britain 
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were working together to create the ability to remove the con-

sciousness of one human and plant it into another human body in 

the late 1960s?” Roger taunted Emmy. “You believe this?”

“I have no reason not to, Roger. You have to understand, I met 

Theo in 1961; the person after the accident in 1967 wasn’t Theo 

McGinty . . .” he paused as he took a last drag of his cigarette then 

tossed the butt into the fi re, “. . . and he was.”

Roger rubbed his face, then put his hands on his hips. He stared 

up into the night sky. The myriad of stars above was endless in the 

void of the night. The gentle murmur of the springs bubbling away 

behind him softened his mood long enough for him to realise he 

was tired. When the morning light came, he would make his way 

back to his car and leave Emmy Nova to his fantasies. Roger lent 

down and switched off the Dictaphone.

“I’m exhausted, Emmy; I’m going to bed,” Roger said, kneeling 

down to unravel his sleeping bag and bedroll.

Emmy pushed the remaining logs around the fi re, sending more 

fi refl ies darting off in various directions. He watched as Roger 

crawled into the sleeping bag and waited until he had closed his 

eyes. “Night, Roger.”

“Night Emmy,” Roger muttered.
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Festooned around my heart

Is the dance of coupled

Arrows whose mark is

Here drowning my sorrows.

There is no place left to hide

No journey to reside in

Nor distraction that can

Elucidate this feeling.

So I permit myself to die

Hoping at last I can begin

To understand why I’m all

Alone wallowing in my pride.

(“So It Shall Be” – The Urge, 1970, 

written by Eldon Renfrew and Theo McGinty)

Beale Air Force Base, 7 June 2015, 4.31 am

“Target is located and locked on, sir.”

Albert received the message from his sensor operator through 

his headphones, the thermal imaging of the two bodies lying either 
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side of the dying fi re formed an almost perfect yin-yang symbol on 

the screen to his left. He reached around the joystick and squeezed 

the button.

On the screen ahead of him, the AGM-114 Hellfi re missile sped 

towards its sleeping targets. Albert instinctively drew the Reaper 

around to bring it back to Beale Air Force Base.

“Target destroyed, sir,” the sensor operator reported through 

Albert’s headphones as the thermal image on his screen erupted 

into a wash of spuming red.

Albert fl icked a switch on his control panel, opening a direct 

line to his superior offi cer. “Target destroyed, sir,” he repeated non-

chalantly before closing the channel and concentrating on fl ying 

the Reaper back to base.

In the General’s offi ce, a man in a dark suit with his back to the 

commanding offi cer of Beale Air Force Base waited for a moment 

before quietly asking, “Well?”

“The mission has been accomplished, Director,” the General said 

with practised zeal.

“Thank you.” The man nodded and took his leave of the offi ce 

without another word.





87

INTANGIBLE

Now I have met you

How could I want more?

Being with you is freedom

An expression of blessing.

It was you that told me

I could have you only

When my conscious mind

Was frozen below our love.
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Kerobakan Jail, Badung Regency, Bali, Indonesia, 23 February 2012

The acrid smell of burning mattresses and reed mats spilled into the 

interior of the prison making it almost impossible for the inmates of 

the overcrowded prison to stay within the confi nes of their swelter-

ing cells. Many of the cells had been trashed, belongings scattered 

around the inner complex as though a wrathful tornado had swept 

through the building. Prisoners taunted the security forces outside, 

jeering and laughing at the police who encircled the complex. 

With every warning shot fi red into the air, the fl ames engulfi ng the 

inner sanctum of the prison grew higher, fuelled with prison fi les, 

furniture and destitute electronics smashed to smithereens in the 

furore that had grasped the institution.

Inmates from seventeen countries – murderers, rapists and drug 

dealers – all stood shoulder to shoulder in defi ance against the 

security forces stationed around the perimeter of the burning edi-

fi ce. From the ledges encircled by barbed wire they tossed crude 

Molotov cocktails at police hidden behind riot shields, taunting 

them till hails of responding rubber bullets forced them to duck 

for cover. Most of the projectiles missed their marks, but reluctantly 

casualties were brought out at the false promise that the security 

forces would treat them humanely.

One inmate sat quietly in his cell stroking the tattoos on his 

muscular arms. He had spent eighty hours in Phuket getting the 

work done, from shoulder to wrist. In the images was the very his-

tory of his life experience, detailed in fantastical clarity and artistic 

beauty. The latter part of his life – his involvement in gangs, drug 
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smuggling and ultra violence – all depicted in a storyboard that 

had been etched into his skin over the last two years by resident 

artisan inmates. Maxwell had been sentenced to death and now 

that couldn’t come soon enough. These riots would only make his 

sentence stretch out a little longer as the facility would be subject 

to tight control when it was recaptured by the security forces. 

He, like the rest of the inmates, would be confi ned to his cell till 

they were sure that the riots wouldn’t break out again, and his life 

would extend as the necessary paperwork took its time progressing 

through the proper channels and was enacted.

Maxwell clenched his fi sts, pushing them against his thighs and 

got to his feet. He walked to the open cell door and opened his 

hands, stretching his fi ngers, then brushed his hands across his taut 

ponytail of long black hair. Inmates gave him a wide berth as they 

strolled up and down the block, his over six-foot frame towering 

over the many Indonesians, his muscular body bursting out of the 

white tank top that clung to his body, caked in sweat and the now 

pervasive smell of smoke.

He stared at the concrete fl oor then lent against the door frame 

long enough to remember his dream from earlier in the morning. 

Now all he wanted was peace to return to undisturbed sleep and 

to dream once again. The fact that this was near impossible given 

the raucous environment within the facility angered him no end.

He closed his eyes and there before him appeared the penul-

timate moment from the dream he had left hours before. The 

woman he had fallen in love with reached forward and slapped 
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his face with her right hand, hard enough to snap him out of his 

love-struck admission that she was all he had ever wanted.

“I’m not exclusively yours and never will be,” she had lambasted, 

then struck him and grabbed his cheeks in her hands, kissing him 

deeply, passionately, lovingly. The heart-shaped bindi between her 

eyebrows was the last thing he saw as he closed his eyes and felt 

her lips against his, her tongue searching for his. He had awoken 

to an explosion coming from within the building, ripping him from 

the joy of that moment and from the woman of his dreams.

In dreams was where he had met her: a recurring presence in 

his nocturnal imaginings when he slipped into unconscious bliss. 

He saw her at fi rst from a distance and would not have noticed 

her at all if she had not been so alluring. Her cocoa skin was often 

clothed in billowing cottons of red or green from places around 

the world he had been to as well as otherworldly places that only 

his subconscious could access. Finally, she introduced herself and 

they began a long courtship that spanned the long hot Balinese 

nights. Often she would vanish for days on end and he would fret 

during waking hours that she had deserted him, only to fi nd her 

again when he least expected it.

“Where is it that you go when you’re not in my dreams?” he 

asked her when they sat beside a river of turquoise, fl anked by a 

forest of purple-leafed trees that swayed beneath two suns.

She took his hand in hers and looked at it for the longest time 

before replying. “You are not the only prisoner in Kerobokan that 

I visit, Maxwell.”
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The retort shocked him awake. He sat up looking around the 

cell, his eyes growing accustomed to the darkness, the smells of 

the tightly clustered streets outside the prison fi ltering into his cell. 

She was visiting others? Who was she? What was she? Maxwell could 

not sleep the rest of the night wondering who those people were 

and what indeed she was. The next day he looked at his fellow 

inmates, searching for any sign of their contact with her. He began 

to eavesdrop on conversations, his heart skipping a beat if someone 

mentioned a woman, a dream, his anger rising at the thought that 

someone else could be stealing her from his nights and, worse, that 

that person, woman or man, could be entertaining her in intimate 

ways that he hadn’t been fortunate enough to.

He demanded to know who these people were when he saw 

her next, only for her to explain that not only would she not allow 

him to know, but if he went about attempting to realise who they 

were during his waking hours she would indeed never return to 

his dreams. Stubbornly, Maxwell continued his search, it taking him 

to the brink of paranoia. He overheard a conversation between 

two Javanese men, but his limited bahasa meant he misinterpreted 

what they were saying. Consequently, he beat them both within 

an inch of their lives, but in turn suffered an insurmountable beat-

ing himself at the hands of the security guards who broke up the 

fi ght. For the almost two weeks it took for him to recover, his nights 

were dreamless and he believed his foolishness had caused her to 

desert him.

He had sobbed himself to sleep the fi rst night after his attack, 
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only for her to reappear and instruct him on her stance with physi-

cal action to back up her statement. Yet he had found solace in her 

commitment to come back to him, and he knew that in that kiss was 

a deeper connection, a yearning to see Maxwell only broken by 

the barrier of dreamless healing sleep. As she left him at the end 

of the dream he caught a glimpse of someone standing off to his 

right atop a hill who waited, obviously, for her. Even from the great 

distance between them Maxwell could make out the mousy brown 

hair and heavy facial growth of Rick Mortensen, the Norwegian 

mercenary captured in Banda Aceh by the training militia who 

had fought against the Indonesian government at the turn of the 

twenty-first century. Unlike Maxwell, whose government had 

done little to see him brought back to Australia to serve a more 

moderate sentence, Mortensen’s connections had seen him await 

another trial and possible extradition to Norway where he would 

be imprisoned. When Maxwell died, meeting his end at the hands 

of the fi ring squad, Mortensen would be with the woman Maxwell 

loved; this was a thought he couldn’t tolerate.

In some ways, the takeover of the prison had worked in his 

favour. The distraction gave Maxwell a chance to work to eliminate 

the threat to his happiness; but the Norwegian was a professional 

assassin who had routinely taken life across the world with preci-

sion and ease. The element of surprise would be his only weapon 

against such a formidable opponent.

Mortensen’s cell was on the other side of the facility, and there 

was little chance he would be in it, given the nature of the scale 
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of the event taking place within the prison’s walls. Or would he be 

in his cell, Maxwell wondered, much like himself, looking for any 

opportunity to fall asleep and be with the woman that Maxwell 

loved? Gunshots erupted over the din of jeers and screams around 

the walled balcony surrounding the prison. Tear gas canisters were 

lobbed into the small courtyard where the mattresses blazed, 

exploding in the heat. Every moment Maxwell deliberated, the 

more he felt his chance to claim his dream lover as his alone was 

slipping away. He pushed off the door frame and made his way into 

the smoky haze billowing down the corridor.
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Relent

To the darkness within

Give it space to rise

For in my heart beats

A furnace coming to life.

Its glare will allow me

To move unseen and unhindered

Catching my foe unaware

Pray he not be waiting there.

Maxwell sauntered through the corridors and was given a wide 

berth by those who hurriedly moved about the rooms. More often 

than not rooms were ransacked, with the belongings of inmates 

who were up in the balcony region of the prison taunting the 

security forces vanishing in the arms of those who had the tenacity 

to steal. At a later date they would indeed pay for their eagerness, 

that was a given, but Maxwell paid no attention to the horde that 

piled into his cell as soon as he walked out. They would fi nd little 

in the way of worldly possessions, he had given most of those away 
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on meeting her, realising that his true life was with her.

He made no eye contact with anyone, his focus on the shards of 

glass scattered at the end of the corridor. All he needed was one 

that would mould to his palm, its edges not cutting too deeply into 

his fl esh as he gripped it. In his mind, he pictured the cell empty; the 

Norwegian would be out on the balcony with the other inmates, 

spitefully urging the police to come into the prison so that boredom 

could be alleviated with some action. Maxwell would slide under 

the bed, pushing himself against the wall, knowing that at some 

time the mercenary would return to his cot to dream and naturally 

rendezvous with the woman that Maxwell considered his own. He 

would give the Norwegian twenty minutes (the noise alone would 

make sleeping diffi cult) then end the rivalry by stabbing repeatedly 

through the thin mattress and into the Scandinavian giant’s heart.

Plumes of sooty smoke rose out of the cells at the end of the hall 

near the mercenary’s cell, Maxwell grinned as he moved quickly 

towards the last compartment, the black veil hiding him. He was 

at the entrance to the cell four strides later, his feet rooted to the 

ground by the sight of the Norwegian standing against the adjacent 

wall, his blue eyes focused on Maxwell’s face.

“I expected you sooner.”

The calm demeanour of the Norwegian unnerved Maxwell. What 

was more unnerving, though, was the fact that the Scandinavian 

was largely ignoring the shard of glass Maxwell had found at the 

end of the corridor that was now fi rmly gripped in his right hand. 

Mortensen moved towards Maxwell, slowly, deliberately, his eyes 
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showing only resignation to his fate. “I wish I had the strength to kill 

myself,” he said. The Norwegian was a stride away from Maxwell 

when he halted. “In that sense, I am cowardly,” he relented, “but 

you,” he pointed at the shard in Maxwell’s hand, “you are going to 

set me free to be with her.”

It took all the composure Maxwell could muster to stop himself 

fl inging his body weight up and forward, jabbing the shard into the 

heart of the man in front of him as he heard the words pass over 

Mortensen’s lips.

“What makes you think that me killing you will allow you to do 

such a thing?” Maxwell spat. “Do you love her?”

“I –”

“NO YOU DON’T!” Maxwell didn’t let the Norwegian state his 

feelings. All he wanted was an explanation as to why Mortensen 

believed that death and dreaming were one and the same. “If I kill 

you . . . you’re dead. NOT dreaming.”

Mortensen smiled, dropping his hands to his sides. “If that is what 

you believe then you have nothing to fear from killing me.” He took 

a half step forward, puffi ng out his chest. “Do it.”

Maxwell was stifl ed. Could death and dreaming be one and the 

same? The old line from the rhyme now haunted his motives could 

life be but a dream? Was death an extension of the dream of life? If he 

slayed Mortensen, the Norwegian could be with her and potentially 

could fi nd a way to have her forever. What if they went somewhere 

that Maxwell could never fi nd them? Or worse, SHE didn’t want to be 

with Maxwell when he found her in his dreams or after his execution?
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“Please,” Mortensen stepped forward, bending down to pick up 

Maxwell’s arm, placing the tip of the shard against his ribs, directly 

over his heart, “let me be with her.”

“NEVER!” Maxwell snapped his arm back and brought the shard 

against his own throat, drawing the blade across his neck, slicing 

through skin and vein. A geyser of blood shot out coating the 

Norwegian who tumbled back against the wall, his face black with 

a look of defeat that made the moment even sweeter for Maxwell 

as he fell to his knees, dropping the shard onto the fl oor. He gasped 

in refl ux as his body relinquished its life, the breaths raspy, shallow, 

until he slunk to one side and fell into the halo of crimson spreading 

out under him. The last sight he witnessed was the sallow face of 

the Norwegian, his eyes now forlornly staring at the patch of fl oor 

where Maxwell had stood.
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Ever drifting down the stream –

Lingering in the golden gleam –

Life, what is it but a dream?

(“Life Is But A Dream” – Lewis Carroll)

There was no tunnel of light to great Maxwell as his consciousness 

slipped out of his body. Yes, he did indeed see his cadaver stagnant 

in the red tide that washed out of the slit in the body’s throat from 

high above. The cell crumbled away in a pixelated shower leaving 

only pitch black, a void of infi nite possibility. If only the conscious-

ness that had been Maxwell Simpkins was aware enough to be 

able to recreate the landscape, the familiarity it had known from 

dreams, he may have found his beloved, but it was not to be. The 

disassociation this fi eld of awareness instantaneously felt in the void 

(like many others before it) set off a morphic resonance that sent 

it back into the cul-de-sac created by minds far more intelligent 

(and non-empathic) than that of the mere Homo sapiens who they 

had created two hundred thousand years before. That impasse was 

the human body, and, as it always was with incarnating conscious-

ness, all memory of the life lived before was lost. This babe, now 
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twenty-nine days old in its mother’s womb, was no different. The 

child would grow, be subject to the trappings set for it to cultivate 

the energetic distortion that kept the matrix of control working 

and dreams of passion like those Maxwell Simpkins had fi ttingly 

rare. Found only in dreams.
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ISOLATION

I am lost to the world

A man whose story

Needs to be heard

Yet I doubt any would believe

What it is I must share

For my being here is

A miracle denoted by

An immortal saint.

Searching for an ear

Before my benefactor reappears

For then I know my

Life on Earth is over.
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A luxury apartment on Butler’s Wharf, South Bank, London, 23 July 

2003, 7.45 pm

“Mr Santos?” The soft clicking of the front door combination 

lock was muted by the dulcet tones of Agnes Rengalia, the St 

Christopher’s Hospice nurse.

“Come in, Agnes,” Hector Santos croaked from his wheelchair, 

which faced the river. He had turned his torso enough for his voice 

to carry without having to bark out his reply and leave himself 

exhausted. Every movement, every action, was taking its toll on his 

energy now. The complications due to the illness he was suffering 

and the medications he was taking measured his life like grains of 

sand pouring hastily through an hourglass.

“Hello, Hector,” the nurse said as she came inside, closing the 

door behind her, a shopping bag hanging from her wrist, its weight 

cutting a deep gouge in her fl esh that Hector could see as he 

glanced back over his shoulder.

“Put the shopping bag down, Agnes, before you loose all feeling 

in your hand, then come over and enjoy a sunset with me.” The wry 

smile he cast her caught her eye as she placed the shopping bag on 

the small table next to the gleaming kitchen. The cleanliness of the 

culinary preparation area unnerved her. When had Hector last eaten? 

she pondered as she moved across the room towards the elderly 

Afro-Brazilian man. It had been two days since she had been with 

him, and she had prepared food for them to eat and made sure that 

the fridge contained meals that he could simply remove and eat 

when he wanted. She suppressed an impulse to look in the fridge 
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and check the dishwasher and instead did as she was bid.

Hector took her hand as she pulled a chair up beside him, the 

embers in his eyes refl ecting the hues of pink and orange expand-

ing over the city. He held her gaze for a moment longer than 

usual when she took her place next to him. He had requested that 

she come in the evenings at least twice a week to watch the last 

moments of day slip away and he always greeted her as she sat 

next to him with a smile and looked in her eyes, letting her know 

his appreciation of her being there with him.

“I have heard that every city is the same,” he said, refl ecting on 

the scene outside. “This is true to an extent. It is the feeling that 

emanates from each city’s populace, its layers of civilisation, its his-

tory, the ruminations of those that have lived and died there that 

makes each city different from the next.” He squeezed her hand 

a little tighter, his tender touch an overriding of his dwindling 

strength, making his actions not aggressive but poignantly intimate. 

His body was now very frail, Agnes observed, the all-consuming 

illness that he had was devouring his health with gusto. Below 

his fi ngers, at his wrist just visible where his pyjama sleeve ended, 

a sore discoloured his skin. “You represent all that is good and 

wholesome in this city, Agnes.” He looked back at her, catching her 

staring out over towards Tower Bridge. “You make my last moments 

the most pleasing of my entire life.”

Agnes’ face lit up and thoughts of the uneaten food in the fridge 

slipped away as she smiled at him.

He nodded, then spoke again, his Brazilian accent making his 
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English slow, pronounced and musical to her ears. “You have been 

coming here to see to me for as long as I have been here in this 

abode. Some time now, yes?”

“Almost a year now, Hector,” she said, pulling her chair closer 

to his.

He smiled, patting her hand, a raspy chuckle coming out of his 

mouth. “Yet you know almost nothing about me – where I have 

come from and how it is I can be in a place as palatial as this.” With 

his free hand he gestured around the apartment.

Agnes had made a mental note of the studio when she had fi rst 

come to meet Hector. The décor, the art gracing the walls, the 

Persian rugs, the view – all had left her wondering what an affl uent 

lifestyle this man must have led before his illness had marched on, 

ruining his ability to enjoy the fruits of his labours. This apartment 

– compact, yet made spacious by its spartan furniture – still had a 

sense of bewildering wonder due to Hector’s artistic decorative 

touch.

A copy of the Brazilian sculptor Aleijadinho’s Road to Golgotha 

moved in surreal fashion across one wall of the apartment, the 

life-sized fi gurines each with the same aged appearance as the real 

sculptures in the pavilions in the long courtyard of the sanctuary of 

Bom Jesus of Matosinhos at Congonhas. The meticulous attention 

to detail was extraordinary. Each fi gure in the apartment matched 

the Manoel da Costa Ataide depiction found in Brazil, the colours 

even retaining the subtleties of shade and light at any given time of 

the day where the original sat. Agnes had found this to be a stretch 
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too far, but humoured the ailing Afro-Brazilian. He had laughed it 

off, but then told her that he was indeed serious about his remark.

What little furniture graced the apartment was rudimentary, 

but melded into surroundings as though it was part of the original 

construction. The Joaquim Tenreiro-inspired shelf (laden with 

South American literature) and the solid tree-trunk table (also 

covered in books) sat like islands separated by a sea of polished oak, 

while the mosaic Persian kilim rug that bridged the two pieces of 

Brazilian modernist furniture. The fi nal piece of art was a slab of 

concrete the size of a large window that hung precariously over 

Hector’s bed. It hung on brackets wedged fi rmly into the walls, with 

spotlights arranged to light up the entire slab all day and all night. 

Its faded brownish-yellow was splattered with crimson stains that 

crossed its width as though administered by a fl ick of the wrist by 

the artist, their brush oozing paint as they whipped over its sur-

face in one swift movement, forever marking the concrete canvas 

with this action. Agnes would often come into the studio and fi nd 

Hector looking at the piece, oblivious to her arrival, his face sullen 

at times, emotionless at others. When she had fi rst started coming 

to aid him, she would frequently discover him sobbing, tears roll-

ing down his face, his fi ngers passing over its warm surface as he 

stood before it on his bed, his legs trembling under the strain of 

the memories that emanated from this image he was yet to share 

with her.

“You know of the art that graces the apartment, its origins, its 

creators, yet you do not understand that it was not I who procured 
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it, nor do you know that it is not I who pays the rent for this resi-

dence, or for your services.” The smile stayed on his face, but he 

dipped his head against his chest. He sighed almost imperceptibly, 

his shouldering slumping. “Could you please wheel me in front of 

the artwork above my bed?” he asked, lifting his head, his smile 

widening as he caught the sight of himself refl ected in the windows 

facing the encroaching twilight. He looked upon the image of him-

self for a moment then his eyes moved to the lit-up slab behind him.

His question stirred Agnes and she got up from her seat and 

wheeled him from where he sat so that he was in full view of the 

illuminated artwork. He stared at it with the same intensity she had 

seen him do in the past, but instead of the usual silence she had 

become accustomed to when he was before it, he spoke with an 

ache in his voice that immediately gripped her attention.

“My name is Hector Santos and I was an inmate at Carandiru 

Penitentiary from 1971 to 2002.”

Agnes, who had moved across the room to bring a chair to sit 

beside him stopped, dropping the chair onto the hard wooden 

fl oor.

Hector continued, unmoved by her shock. “My benefactor, who 

spared my life and has allowed me to live out my days in relative 

comfort here in London, is the vampire and Catholic saint Frei 

Galvão.”
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Suspend

All sense of belief

Must be shifted

Everything you know

Must be suspended.

Folklore is based on truth

Essentially hidden in its

Myths and stories

From the uninitiated.

What passes as revelation

Is only a glimpse

Of what has transpired

Behind the curtains of deception.

It was all that Agnes could do to take a seat where the chair now 

sat. Her legs gave way beneath her, and as she dropped onto the 

hard wooden surface of the Tenreiro-designed chair. She paid no 

attention to the fact that she was some distance behind Hector, 

and his back was still to her. In the instant after his proclamation 



108

she didn’t know whether he was delusional (because the illness 

had taken its toll on his mind) or whether he was manufacturing 

a story that would enliven the dour existence he had lived before 

his illness had struck him. Before she had the chance to decide, he 

pre-emptively spoke.

“As completely mad as this sounds, what details you can ascer-

tain from the story I am about to tell you, you can follow up if you 

feel the need.” He peered over at the procession of statues nestled 

against the far side of the apartment, gathering his thoughts before 

he continued.

“In 1971, I was a petty thief, making a living from muggings, car 

theft and the occasional burglary in the city of São Paulo. I would 

venture all over the city, from district to district, reaping the ben-

efi ts of not making a name for myself in one particular area. In this 

way, I became a phantom unto the law.” He lifted his chin a little 

as he paused. “That was until a mugging went horribly wrong. A 

mother’s son attempted to stop me from stealing her purse from her 

outside the Museu Paulista.” A tear ran down his face as he relayed 

the incident. “I had recently purchased a pistol to protect myself 

and, if need be, intimidate those who refused to willingly give up 

their property.” Hector wiped away the tears fl owing down his 

wrinkled face. “I never meant to make the boy an orphan, but he 

lunged at me when I grabbed her purse. I quickly pulled the gun 

from my belt and pointed it at him. His mother, in fear of losing 

her son, moved in its line of fi re, and it was during the struggle that 

I accidently pulled the trigger, fi ring a shot into her belly, killing 
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her and making the boy parentless.” Hector’s sombre mood didn’t 

improve; more tears began to fl ow, which he wiped at with the back 

of his hand. “I didn’t even attempt to run. I simply watched in horror 

as the life in her left her body and her son weeping as he cradled 

her. I dropped the pistol and fell to my knees, weakened by the 

sight of my actions.” Hector ran each of his hands over the other 

slowly, with a tremble visible to Agnes. “I didn’t put up a fi ght when 

the police came. The beating they administered to me I didn’t feel 

at all. I was completely and utterly numb to it.”

Agnes was lost for words. Her knowledge of what it was Hector 

was talking about was limited; in fact, she knew very little of the 

geography of Brazil, its cities or, of course, of the history of the man 

in front of her. She had grown to know him as a quietly spoken, kind 

and gentle man, his sense of humour becoming more and more 

childlike as he drew closer to death. Now she listened intently as 

he related to her the tale that he had obviously wished to tell her 

for quite some time.

“I was sentenced to thirty years at Carandiru Penitentiary, which 

I was soon to discover was a fortress run by the inmates where the 

trappings of the outside world were not off limits, and were even 

welcomed in order to make the facility operate like a well-greased 

machine capable of keeping almost eight thousand prisoners in a 

state of contentment at any one time.” Hector grasped the wheels 

on his wheelchair, pulling, pushing at the wheels till he had turned 

the chair around to face Agnes.

“In Carandiru I got to see the best and the worst of humanity. 
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Those who were guilty of sex crimes hid themselves away from the 

rest of the populace, living in mortal fear, and just as well. If they 

had left their cells they would meet a brutal and quick death. The 

inner sanctum of the prison made sure that such actions occurred 

and were kept secret from the warden and his henchmen . . . not 

that he would have cared for the souls of such men.” His face hardened 

as he talked. With every word he was transported back to the 

life he had left behind, glimpsing it as a witness from his chair, it 

appeared to Agnes.

“The vast size of the prison gave rise to particular factions that 

were not only determined by race but by adherence to faith, deed 

and action. The walls were covered in messages of warning to those 

who moved through the penitentiary, creating a miniature city 

within the city itself.” Hector swallowed hard, his throat making a 

loud knocking sound as he did.

“Would you like some water, Hector?” Agnes asked, moving into 

the kitchen, her hand on a glass, the faucet turned on and the water 

already running before he found the ability to answer.

“If you would be so kind.”

She fi lled the glass in her hand and moved over to him, pass-

ing over the vessel. He took a long drink, the effort leaving him 

fatigued, the cocoa colour of his skin fl ushing momentarily as 

he took another smaller sip. “In that environment, you did what 

you could to not rock any boats. When all you can think about is 

survival, this becomes the paramount objective. Once you have 

conquered this, you become free to taste the fruits found in the 
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jungle that you fi nd yourself in.” Hector placed the glass on the 

bedside table and began to roll up the right-hand sleeve of his 

shirt. The veins rose unnaturally from his wrist then became less 

prominent around the pock-marked fl esh towards the elbow. He 

ran a fi nger over this region and then back down along his arm 

towards his wrist. “At fi rst I snorted cocaine when I could get it, 

then I freebased it at the request of my fellow drug-addict friends, 

and then in 1987 I began to intravenously inject it here.” He pointed 

to where his forearm met his bicep. “My addiction grew stronger, 

more relentless with intravenous use, the monster within made me 

do things that I regret, and can never take back. For those actions I 

will be judged after I leave this body behind. There were no warn-

ings of the dangers of sharing needles, diseases such as hepatitis, 

and of course AIDS, were unheard of until the media began to 

report the spread of these diseases amongst people in the outside 

world.”

Agnes began to understand just where Hector was going with 

his story.

“When someone got sick behind the walls, there was little we 

could do, they would often continue their habits till they couldn’t 

function, their health so bad that they were discarded by those 

closest to them in fear of contracting the disease – as if simply 

sharing the same air would make them sick.” He ran his hand over 

his face, pulling his skin over his lower jaw, exposing his yellowing 

gums and teeth. “I managed to hide my illness well. When Doctor 

Varella came and started to test patients for the epidemic that 
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began to sweep through the prison, I nervously waited for my 

results, knowing that my life would be at risk if I were diagnosed 

as positive.”

“Were the inmates killing the other inmates diagnosed HIV 

positive?” Agnes asked.

Hector nodded. “Death came like a fl apping black wing through 

the prison for those who were positive. Inventive and novel ways 

in which no blood was ever spilled to avoid passing on the disease: 

hangings, smotherings, necks broken. The air was palpable with 

the lingering heat of fear.” Hector picked up the glass off the bed-

side table and took another long slow drink. Agnes watched him, 

bewildered by the story as it unfolded, but her uncertainty eroded 

away as she listened.

“I surely enough discovered that I was positive and knew that 

the news would spread through the prison like wildfi re and that I 

would meet my demise shortly thereafter, so I did what I could to 

ensure I would not be exterminated like a virulent rat. I took the 

life of another HIV-positive inmate, owned up to the murder and 

was locked in solitary confi nement for a year.”

Agnes looked away, glancing at the clock on the wall in the 

kitchen. She did her best to remain neutral, checking her emotional 

gauge, but her disgust at his actions, even if they were committed 

decades before, weakened her resolved.

“I am a monster, Agnes,” Hector pronounced, picking up on her 

distaste. “I murdered two more men with AIDS to protect myself 

from those forces that would have taken my life . . .” He hung his 
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head and shook it momentarily. “. . . and, if not for Frei, I would 

have died in that hellhole at the hands of those who wanted to 

see me dead.”

“Frei, the Catholic vampire saint?” she retorted, her tone catching 

her by surprise. “I’m sorry Hector, but I am struggling with what you 

have told me; what you have done. Whether your actions are real 

or imagined. Murder is still murder.”

“Of course,” Hector admonished. “You are right, and my infl ic-

tion is a slow and painful death. I do not shirk away from the wrongs 

I have committed. I have learned to embrace them, and there is 

nothing cathartic in what I confess. Please . . . understand that I am 

only telling you this story so that you will not feel sorry for me but 

will look upon me as that which I am. A failure in the eyes of the 

almighty and amongst my fellow humans.”

Agnes stared at Hector for the longest time. His head was against 

his chest, his eyes blinking back the tears. Yet she found that she 

was drawn to hearing the end of this tale and had to know how 

Hector came to be in London and under her care. “Go on, Hector, 

fi nish the story.”

He nodded gravely, a strained smile fl ashing on his face. “Of 

course,” he whispered. Scratching the side of the day old stubble 

along his cheek, he lifted his head and clasped his hands together. 

“I fi rst heard the screams coming from across the courtyard from 

my pit in my fi rst year in solitary confi nement. I thought nothing of 

them; after all, it’s not unusual to hear the agonised cries of incar-

cerated men who are losing their minds, their dignity, or their lives.” 
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He stared at the fl oor, his pupils widening as he spoke, and Agnes 

felt the hair on the back of her neck prickle and stand on end as 

he delved into the frightening truth behind the origins of the cries.

“My ears grew sensitive to the sounds that came from outside 

my dark closet. The only light that came in was from under the 

door. The room I was confi ned to was no bigger than a tomb, and 

one that I had to share with my defecations and thoughts. I would 

wait till the light emanating from under the door grew dim and 

then the screams would commence. Every night there would be a 

furore from a cellblock. At fi rst, they were cries of horror, then of 

disbelief and pleading; fi nally, the inmates closet to the tormented 

man would panic and clang their cups and plates against metal bars; 

but no guards would come.”

Agnes shifted uncomfortably in her seat. “I need a glass of water, 

Hector, but continue.” She got up and moved across the sparse 

apartment and into the kitchen, selected a glass from the cupboard 

and quickly fi lled it with tap water before returning to her chair 

as Hector spoke.

“After my fi rst year in solitary, I was hauled out of the hole, a 

bedraggled piece of shit, bearded, thin and numb. I was taken to 

see Doctor Varella for examination, and, on the way, I noticed the 

change in the other prisoners. The air was laced with an uncer-

tainty that was so thick it was like a fog of fear. It smothered the 

walls until it ran down and coated the fl oors with its slippery ooze. 

Even the doctor looked pale when he checked me over quickly 

before sending me on my way again.
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“The guards who escorted me back to general population had a 

sense of confi dence, a cockiness that hadn’t been there when I had 

fi rst taken the life of another man and been tossed into solitary.” 

Momentarily, Hector peered out on London and the sky above it. 

The light pollution hid any sign of stars, but the city gleamed like 

a deep-sea predator attracting its prey. “I was taken back to the 

cell I had originally shared with fi fteen other men and found it 

barren. Believing they were exercising in the yard, or scattered 

around the prison, I took a long rest before getting up to eat later 

that day.” Shaking his head, he unclasped his hands and rubbed 

them on his legs.

“Are you cold?” Agnes asked, putting her glass of water down and 

moving around the bed. Without waiting for his answer, she picked 

up a blanket and moved around to tuck it in around Hector’s legs 

with the skilled speed and effi ciency of someone who had spent 

years comforting the disabled.

“You’re too kind, Agnes,” he said, resting his hands on top of the 

blanket.

Feeling a chill in the air herself, Agnes fetched her coat and 

slipped it on, fl icking back her ponytail over its collar, before sitting 

down again and leaning forward in the chair, anticipating Hector’s 

continuation.

“The mess hall where I had dined for years before was silent. 

Most men barely ate their food. They looked about themselves, 

their eyes guarded, assessing each other to see who was eating, who 

was dallying with their cutlery and who was weeping.”
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“Weeping?”

“Oh yes. These men, some of the most hardened criminals were 

terrifi ed. Something had happened while I was in solitary that 

year that had stolen their edge. The man sitting next to me was so 

petrifi ed, he soiled himself as the light began to dim in the room.” 

Hector smacked his lips together and absently rubbed at a protrud-

ing collarbone. “You could have heard a pin drop as they returned 

their plates to the counter and headed out of the mess hall. It was 

as though they were all facing an execution. There was a sense of 

order that had come over the prison, but it felt unnatural to me. 

I returned to my cell and found it still empty. I sat on the edge of 

my bunk for hours, pushing myself back into the gloom, preparing 

for inmates to rush in and take my life from me.”

“You expected to be killed?”

“Yes. In prison, it often ends badly for the person who is alone 

in a cell. I sat there till my eyelids were so weighty that I could no 

longer keep them open.” Hector choked on the next words so they 

were barely a trailing whisper. “I don’t know how long I was asleep 

for.” His eyelids fl uttered over momentarily as regained his feeling 

of presence. “Its not the sleep I remember, what I do remember 

is the proximity of the screams.” He rubbed his face, his hand 

covering it briefl y. When he pulled it away his eyes were wide, his 

forehead beaded in sweat as the memory transported him back to 

Carandiru. “They came from down the hall, and I have never heard 

such a soul-stirring cry in my life nor ever want to again. I decided I 

had to get myself back into the safety of solitary and the next day I 
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committed the atrocity that saw me sent back to that . . . sanctuary.”

Agnes lifted her glass to her lips and took a long deep swallow 

of water. The hair on the back of her neck still stood erect. The 

chills that had started inside her were deepening, intruding into 

her bones, as Hector spoke. When Hector had fi rst told her he had 

committed the crime of murder, she had been unsure whether he 

had been boasting or confessing. The idea of a vampire siphoning 

off the inmates of a prison was ludicrous enough, let alone this 

undead creature being a Catholic saint; however, his story was 

beginning to tip the scales of belief for her and she now found 

herself wondering whether the tale had some validity or was simply 

metaphorical in some way. Regardless, despite her best efforts to 

fi gure its truth, the story was gripping her, and its revelations were 

starting to scare her into a snare of anticipation.

“The process of being locked up, the screams echoing across 

the prison walls, my eventual release from the pit, the mess hall all 

but empty except for me and a few others who kept their distance 

from me.”

“Did they believe that you were the vampire?” Agnes asked.

“They had no reason not to. I was in solitary confi nement, not 

general population, and, more importantly, still alive.” He stared 

at Agnes his eyes burning into hers for a long moment. “No one 

knew that we had a vampire in our prison, Agnes. I didn’t even see 

the bodies being removed daily; knew nothing of it. The inmates 

believed a number of stories, but no one knew that such a monster 

lived within our walls. It was simply fear that kept them all on edge.”
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“So you went back to solitary to escape the turmoil of being in 

the prison?” Agnes whispered.

“No . . . no.” Hector waved a fi nger at her. “I did so in fear of losing 

my life.”
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Disclosure

Come forth and tell

Of the horrors that await

Me on my release

From what I deem life.

You will be resigned to explaining

All that I need to know

Giving me the choice

To reside under your wing.

Given the comforts I enjoy

For eliminating the scourge

That would in the end

Administer your suffering.

Hector coughed heavily, his whole body shaking. A wad of green-

ish-brown phlegm splattered onto his blanket and he swore in 

disgust in Portuguese.

Agnes quickly wiped it up with a tissue from a box on the bed-

side table. As he thanked her and then took a drink of water, she 
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disposed of the tissue. Recovering, Hector wheeled himself over 

to where he had been sitting when she fi rst came into the room.

“I like the view here,” he said as she returned from the bathroom. 

“From here I can see the city, see who’s coming and going along 

the south bank and . . .” He stopped himself short and abruptly 

began his story again as Agnes brought her chair over and placed 

it near Hector.

“That last year in solitary was brutal. I thought I wasn’t going to 

survive. My health deteriorated awfully and rapidly, and my sleep-

ing patterns went to hell with me as the screams became fewer.” 

Agnes saw his eyes moving across the city beneath them, and then 

stretching ahead towards the other side of the river. For a moment 

he focused them, squinted briefl y then continued after lifting his 

gaze and peering across at Agnes. “It was the silence that scared 

me. The block I was confi ned in was just about empty. The inmates 

within the walls had perished at the hand of something that caused 

my imagination to swim in uncharted waters. I treaded that deep 

dark abyss of my own thoughts until the fateful night that I met 

him.” His eyes were magnetically drawn back to the river below, 

and across to the far bank. Agnes followed his line of sight but 

could see nothing beyond the Thames except intermittent pools of 

orange where streetlights illuminated patches of the city’s streets.

“I was in the process of dozing off,” Hector said suddenly.

Agnes jumped in her chair, but Hector’s mind was in the cell, 

and he didn’t fl inch at her movement. “My eyes had grown so accus-

tomed to the darkness that it was as though it was daylight in there, 
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and I saw the mist rising under the door, an odourless wisp that rose 

up towards me. First I thought that the warden was gassing me. My 

instinct was to roll on my side as the air grew thick with it, so I did. 

I believed it would fi ll the cell and steal my life; that I would choke 

on the tasteless vapour. I was broken and ready to die.”

Hector lifted the thin bony wrist of his right arm and placed his 

hand on the glass pane in front of him, the smallest of grins inch-

ing over his face. Agnes looked at him long enough to see it, then 

looked out towards where he was staring. The pavement directly 

below was deserted. The silence extended and Agnes began to 

wonder if Hector had slipped off into his memories leaving the 

studio apartment once and for all, living the story he was relating 

in body, mind and spirit. The thought was almost too much for her 

to bear, getting so close to the conclusion of the anecdote yet not 

hearing it, but her sense of compassion quickly dissolved her own 

selfi sh desires. She calmly put one hand on Hector’s shoulder and 

picked up her almost fi nished glass of water with the other then 

went to put it in the dishwasher. Then Hector spoke again.

“It wasn’t to be. Death would not fi nd me in there.”

Agnes placed the glass on the bench and softly padded her way 

back to her seat.

“The mist took form, you see.” He dropped his hand from the 

window and put it in his lap. “When I saw this happen, I scrambled 

into the corner of my cell, like a rat watching in sheer panic, as the 

fog became a man.” Hector’s small smile opened out and beamed 

across his face. “No, not a man. A saint.”
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Agnes adjusted her jacket. The air in the room had suddenly 

cooled further.

“He stood there for the longest time, Frei Galvão, though I didn’t 

know him by this name then. When he spoke, he was gentle and 

reassuring.” A mad giggle came with the last words of the sentence. 

Unnerving as the giggle could have been to Agnes, she could see 

that for Hector it was a sign of comfort. “He told me that he had 

once been a friar of the Franciscan order, renowned for his healing 

powers, but he himself had fallen ill and was on his deathbed when 

he was approached by someone who told him he could restore his 

health at a price. When he asked what that price was, the being 

told him that he would have to save the souls of sinners like no 

member of his faith had done before.”

“By taking their lives?” Agnes queried almost imperceptibly.

Hector nodded. “Yes. He would have to remove the spirit from 

the confi nes of the body, to allow God to judge them and so that 

no more sins would be committed upon the Earth by the fallen.”

Agnes buttoned up the coat she was wearing; the air in the room 

was now quite cold. “Are you warm enough, Hector?” she asked as 

she fastened the buttons and pulled it up to her neck.

He nodded softly as he ventured onward. “It took much con-

vincing for Frei to believe that this was God’s work and not a 

deception made by a demon, but eventually he made the pact 

and, as a consequence, became part of the brood of the undead 

walking the Earth.”

“So he came to Carandiru Prison and alleviated the inmates 
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from the thought of committing sins ever again by devouring them?” 

Agnes interjected.

“Yes. He did.” Hector turned towards the darkened entrance of 

the studio apartment nodding softly, his face lighting up as he did. 

“Hello old friend.”

“Greetings, Hector.” The voice that came out of the gloom was 

musical, seductive and scared Agnes off her seat. She got to her 

feet so rapidly that the chair toppled over onto the hard wooden 

fl oor, bouncing at little. She covered her mouth at the sight of the 

tall slender man walking towards them. His thick brown hair sat 

at shoulder length, its fullness curving away slightly from the col-

lar of his thick coat. His eyes were onyx black, a cropped brown 

beard nestled against his Casper-coloured skin. He crossed the 

room as though walking on air, and was at Hector’s side a moment 

later, running his pale hand over the Afro-Brazilian’s cropped hair, 

leaning down to kiss his forehead and Hector reached up to run 

his hand affectionately along the upper arm of the vampire. “You 

know why I am here,” he whispered to Hector, then glanced up 

at Agnes. “Please, you have no reason to fear me. Take your seat.” 

Frei had the seat back upright and was motioning for the terrifi ed 

Agnes to sit a heartbeat later.

Agnes shook visibly as she sat, her eyes glued to the slender fi gure. 

He waited for her to put all her weight on the chair before returning 

to Hector’s side where he knelt and placed his hand on Hector’s.

“Finish the tale, my friend,” Frei said, his Portuguese accent rid-

dled with those of other languages from across the planet.



124

Hector looked at Frei with calm affection for the longest moment 

before continuing. “Frei told me that I had saved him from suffering, 

as drinking the blood of those infl icted with the HIV virus makes 

his kind ill for their eternal lives.”

“There were only three people in the prison infected?” Agnes 

said, her eyes still on the fi gure stroking Hector’s hand, his own eyes 

looking fondly at the Afro-Brazilian.

“Yes. The two I killed and myself.”

“Hector did me the greatest service, and for that I said I would 

alleviate his fi nal days on Earth and his eventual suffering at the 

hands of his disease as best I could.” Frei turned to Agnes. “It was I 

who housed Hector in this apartment and hired your hospice . . .” 

He smiled at Agnes, but did not let his lips part. “. . . and asked for 

you personally to take care of my dear friend.”

Frei stood from his crouch and began to wheel Hector towards 

his bed. When he got to the side of the bed, in one swift move-

ment he lifted Hector out of his chair. “Would you be so kind as to 

assist me?” he called across the room to Agnes, motioning towards 

the bed sheets.

Agnes got to her feet and from the other side of the bed she 

pulled the sheets down, allowing Frei to softly place Hector down. 

Frei pulled the sheets up around Hector.

“Where will you be going next?” Hector asked Frei.

Frei tucked the sheets snugly around the body of the dying 

man before answering. “Tadmor Prison in Syria. There not only 

the inmates are sinners but the guards too.” He took Hector’s hand 
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in his own and sat on the bed, tenderly rubbing his thumb over 

Hector's knuckles.

“Would you hold my other hand, Agnes?” Hector asked politely.

Agnes did as she was asked, noting the tenderness emanating 

from Frei and acknowledging that he meant what he said and that 

he meant her no harm.

“Thank you,” Hector said. “You’ve both been very kind to me.” 

He turned to look at Agnes, holding her gaze long enough to bring 

a tear to her eye that eventually cascaded down her cheek. He 

squeezed her hand absently, and then looked over at Frei. “There 

are no words for the gratitude I feel towards you. You are the saint 

I make you out to be.”

Frei bowed his head in acknowledgement then stroked Hector’s 

hand as the dying man closed his eyes and eventually drifted off 

to sleep.

Agnes and Frei sat on either side of Hector, both watching him 

sleep restfully till the rising and falling of his chest ceased. Frei got 

up and once again kissed Hector’s forehead, making the motion of 

the symbol of the cross over his body, whispering a prayer. Then 

he moved to the foot of the bed as Agnes placed Hector’s cooling 

hand beside his hip and got to her feet.

Agnes turned to Frei who was looking at the slab on the wall. 

“How did you know that he was going to pass away tonight?”

Frei’s eyes didn’t move from the fixture on the wall as he 

answered. “I could hear his slowing heartbeat.”

“That slab is from Carandiru Prison isn’t it?” she pried.



126

Frei took his eyes off the block and turned his black eyes to 

Agnes’. “Yes it is. The prison was demolished in December 2002. 

This particular piece of the prison cements our bond.” He said 

nodding towards the corpse on the bed. “It’s the only place where 

the blood from the warden who attempted to kill me remained 

intact after the demolition of the prison.” He smiled fully, allowing 

Agnes a view of rows of completely human looking teeth. “It was 

Hector who saved my life by killing him before he got the chance 

to destroy me.”
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MEASURED
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Arfak Mountains, West Irian Jaya, 4 May 2013, 2.47 am

As it was  on most nights, the rainforest was a cacophony of noc-

turnal creatures whose calls and bodily movements melded into a 

symphony that had changed little over millions of years. This was 

the lullaby that had soothed Alfonso Amo to sleep the fi rst time he 

had trekked into these mountains years before, as he searched for 

somewhere to retreat to from a world that did not understand him. 

He had stood in many places where man had fashioned noise in 

an unconscious attempt to recreate the sounds of the jungle; from 

Times Square, to Mumbai, to Cairo and Buenos Aires. None had 

come close to the intrinsic perfection of nature. Isolation and the 

expanse of time had allowed for the fi ne-tuning of each component 

in this orchestra, so that all creatures complimented one another.

Where he had slept that evening he had decided to rebuild his 

life and had left behind thousands cured of disease and disorders. 

Mainstream medical practitioners would have staunched these 

with drugs and treatments that made only a select handful rich and 

made and kept the sick addicts to their methods and drugs. Alfonso 

had not meant to stir a hornet’s nest, only to share his talents at 

no cost with those who were in need. Word spread quickly about 

the young man from Bogota who healed the sick by merely laying 

his hands upon them and asking them to live a more compassion-

ate and empathic life in the presence of all of God’s creatures in 

exchange for his time. When the patient accepted the only stipula-

tion he put forth in their hearts, transformations would occur and 

the lives of all those he touched were changed.
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For a country steeped in Catholicism, it wasn’t long before 

veneered saints were said to be seen doting over his dwelling in 

Usaque’n, and not long after that he became an unwilling media 

sensation. His entire life was picked apart by television networks 

and papers. Fables as rich as the imagination could create began 

to lavishly fall off the tongues of those who had been healed and 

those who had known someone who had been touched by the 

young man. Alfonso, a naturally reclusive person, found himself 

thrust into a spotlight that he had never wanted. The scrutiny grew 

invasive, hordes coming from all over the country and, indeed, the 

world, lining up outside his home to fi nd solace from their ails. But 

this was not before the pharmaceutical companies and the medi-

cal mafi a channelled their vehemence through every accessible 

conduit from science to scepticism to destroy his credibility – the 

Catholic Church even wanted to see if Alfonso was a member of 

their faith and, if not, would condemn him as being possessed.

Alfonso wanted nothing from anyone. His pledge was only to 

assist in the healing processes of those who came to see him, his 

job in information technology consultancy equipped him with the 

means to live comfortably, and he had rarely used his “gift” until 

he was told that “such an ability, latent in others, was to be used 

readily for those in need”.

Some of those he had healed before began to get sick again after 

the media frenzy. He made it clear that their returning illnesses 

were a consequence of breaking the agreement he had made with 

them. When he related this to the media, it instantly set him up for 
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a witch-hunt that played into the hands of the forces that opposed 

him. Despite his track record of healing everyone who came to see 

him, the medical and pharmaceutical establishments called him 

a fraud, a charlatan trickster preying on the disillusioned and the 

Catholic Church called him possessed, for he followed no faith.

Who was it that told him to heal? The possibility that he would 

reveal his guiding forces made the networks race and jostle to win 

the breaking story. Local and international media waited anxiously; 

as did those who had been on the receiving end of his miracles.

Lying beneath the mosquito net in his bed, in the house he 

had built in the canopy of the jungle, he was stirred awake by a 

familiar sensation that he had once described to a current affairs 

programme that he had allowed to interview him. Electromagnetic 

pinpricks crept over his skin, creating a wave of goosefl esh from 

his toes to the hair on his head. Even with his eyes closed, he could 

feel the presence of the beings that had been with him since he 

could cognitively remember. One passed through the wall closest 

to the access ramp, now pulled up off the jungle fl oor for the night; 

another dropped in through the ceiling (it had been sitting on the 

roof as it did most nights, serenaded by the jungle orchestra) and 

the other moved from the lower level of the tiered home into the 

sleeping quarters.

“Do you remember what we told you when you spoke to the reporter 

in Bogota?” Merope (she called herself this) was at the foot of his 

bed, her pink aura visible even through his eyelids. Her ethereal 

red locks would be rippling in that illumination, Alfonso knew, her 
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green eyes burrowing through the mesh that separated her from 

them.

Alfonso took a breath, inhaling softly, and on the exhale whis-

pered his reply, “I was a conduit for an ocean of love. One from 

which every soul is a wave which breaks upon a shore of experi-

ence . . .” He turned on his pillow and opened his eyes, letting them 

adjust quickly to the hues of the three entities fl ooding the room. 

“And that humans forget this, closing their hearts to this healing 

knowledge –”

“And so it is your task to remind them.” A warming heat dropped 

onto Alfonso’s left hand and he turned his head to see a phantom 

bluish-white glow the size of a dinner plate hovering over it. 

Though he spoke with a male voice, he had told Alfonso that he 

was sexless. He had been one of the ancient ones, the fi rst humans 

to inhabit the planet, from Orion, shedding his ageless body eons 

before. There were no words in any human language to describe 

the feeling of being in Herschel’s light. Alfonso closed his eyes and 

smiled as his heart radiated at the converging fi eld of consciousness 

fi lling the room as the third member of the party closed in on his cot.

“Though they did not comprehend what it was you were relating, your 

task is not yet complete.” Taygete, the Pleiadian, was at the head of 

his bed. Of the three, she was the only one capable of manifesting 

in a humanoid form. Her icy blue elongated fi ngers nestled into 

his hair and searched for his scalp. Finding it, she pulled herself 

down to Alfonso’s forehead and kissed his third eye with pouty dark 

blue lips, her onyx hair waving off her scalp as though caught in 
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an invisible tide. “Your seclusion will come to an end.” She lent close 

to Alfonso’s ear as she related her message and his mind began to 

fi ll with images.

“He will fi nd you wherever you choose to hide,” Taygete whispered 

in his other ear before receding away as the “he” made his pres-

ence known.

The speed with which the scenes playing out in Alfonso’s mind 

seemed to be lightning quick, yet he witnessed the most non-

empathic actions he could imagine as though he was the one 

performing them. He watched hands clutch around the back of a 

young boy’s neck, the child hunched over whilst being sodomised 

with unrelenting vigour. The boy attempted to scream as the hands 

tightened, the veins in the child’s throat pressing against the fi ngers 

smothering his windpipe.

A moment later, Alfonso was standing over an inclined chair, a 

fi gure tied to it, shivering wet beneath a sack that lay heavy over 

its face. The centre of the sack lifted ever so slightly as air was 

expelled from lungs reaching for air. But before Alfonso could 

get his bearings, he saw his hand snatch the jaw of the fi gure who 

tensed with fear as he brought a jug of stinking liquid over the sack 

and let it cascade over the wet cloth.

Then a long darkened corridor abruptly replaced the muffl ed 

yelp of the person tied to the chair. A single spotlight at the end 

lit a badly beaten man tied naked to a board. His audible pleas 

for mercy sounded hauntingly close though he was some distance 

away. Alfonso saw a weapon of some kind, unlike any he had ever 
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seen, raised towards the man. With a soft depression of the trigger, 

a light erupted from the barrel and shot forth to hit the target. The 

man lurched in agony, his limbs pushing against his restraints, his 

head swelling unnaturally until it burst with a horrifi c pop, shower-

ing blood, bone and gristle that covered Alfonso’s eyes with a fi lm 

of adrenalised blood.

A new visage to torment him appeared.

Before him was a wall of plasma screens, each one depicting 

an image of soldiers acting out atrocities from rape to torturous 

brutalities enacted on old women and men, babies sliced out the 

wombs of heavily pregnant mothers. All were perspectives from 

cameras attached to the helmets of the enforcers. He looked down 

and saw an erect penis fi rmly clenched in the palm of his and the 

man’s hand as he vigorously masturbated. In this moment of realisa-

tion, he felt the presence of a weight that made him feel nauseous. 

His and the man’s head moved to the left, and he caught a glimpse 

of himself refl ected in a screen, superimposed over the image of an 

elderly woman being gang banged by a platoon of men cheering 

and high fi ving each other as they yanked her to and fro like a rag 

doll, violating her with every touch.

The man seemed to know that Alfonso was there, not only in 

the room with him, but inside of him, for his grin widened and he 

mouthed, “There you are.”

Alfonso sat bolt upright. He opened his eyes to fi nd the room 

empty. He was alone in the vacuous night. His thudding heart was 

the only sound he could hear; the jungle was silent.



134

Tread

Lightly for the night

Has a plethora of eyes

All waiting patiently

For your unruly demise.

Though you have searched

For a place to reside away from

Their prying they have found

A mark on which to focus.

Heed this warning.

Alfonso pulled his legs over the side of the bed, careful not to 

make any sudden movements, as the weight he had felt in the 

fi nal vision was still with him and had not wavered. His nausea had 

passed enough for him to be able to move freely, but the oppres-

sion around that heaviness was fi lling the air around the room like 

a lingering fog, absent of all life.

He breathed softly through his nose, taking deep breaths into his 

stomach to calm his heart as it slammed against his ribcage. In a few 
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moments sweat began to seep out his pores, cooling his prickling 

skin. His swept the room, but none of the guides who had been 

there a moment earlier were there. He was indeed alone.

A crackling sound from the jungle outside alerted him to a 

sizeable force moving about in the canopy. With great stealth 

he brushed the mosquito net aside and made his way across the 

wooden fl oor of the bedroom towards a window. He had erected 

screens across the openings to keep the wildlife out of his home, 

but which gave the air a chance to circulate. Sliding to the side 

of the window, he glanced out into the blackened rainforest then, 

detecting no movement there, ducked back against the wall. Again, 

the cracking of branches under the weight of a large creature 

fi lled his ears and this time an audible chortle followed. Alfonso 

pushed himself up against the wall as a thud shook the tree house. 

Whatever it was, it was now on the roof. His eyes lifted upwards as 

another deep guttural laugh rippled through the dank dark air. He 

held back a scream as the beast scampered towards the roof ’s apex, 

which groaned under the stress. Alfonso hyperventilated against 

the wall. Frozen to the spot, he dared not move, despite the long 

drawn out silence that followed and fi lled the night as he and the 

being were still.

Alfonso took his hand slowly from his mouth, wetting his lips 

with his arid tongue. A soft and familiar shrill began to fl uctuate 

from the distance, its call echoed across the valley and then again 

closer to the house. The oppressive heaviness that had fi lled the air 

began to lift and with it the room lightened enough for Alfonso to 
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be able to make out furniture, the few books he had brought with 

him and his bed. He slid down the wall, allowing his head to fall 

into his hands as the room became bathed in the soft bluish light 

of Taygete.

“Where did you go?” he asked, his voice quivering.

“I would have put you at great risk had I stayed with you.” The 

Pleiadian knelt down in front of Alfonso, her arms wrapped around 

her legs, her head cocked to one side. “Sentinels like that feel threat-

ened by other inter-dimensionals.”

Alfonso pulled his head up, drawing his hands away from his 

face. “Did I feel that thing’s presence in that ghastly vision I saw 

of –?”

“Yes.” A fi ne misty pink hue began to descend over Alfonso, it 

vibrated subtly against his body like an electromagnetic massage, 

calming the tempest in his body. Merope’s voice fi lled Alfonso’s 

head, “We only wished for you to be able to see who would break your 

solace, not for him to discover where you were.”

“Those forces that work through his genetic form conspire to attain 

great power. As a consequence, they aim to fi nd their earthly equivalent 

in all forms.”

Alfonso shot a glance to the left of Taygete where Herschel 

fl oated a foot above the fl oor, a beach ball-sized pulsating golden-

white sphere.

“So you almost entrapped me?” Alfonso asked over the rising din 

of the rainforest’s returning symphonies. “Why do I get the feeling 

that you’re not telling me everything?”
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The three forms fell silent for a moment. Taygete stared into 

Alfonso’s eyes, Merope’s tingling pink mist continued to trickle over 

his body and Herschel became a yellowish-green.

“The sentinel came as a scout. Once it was alerted to your presence, 

it came instantly to determine your location,” Taygete said, her eyes 

not moving from Alfonso’s. “It alone cannot overcome you, overpower 

you. Only a human can achieve the means to destroy you, and only then, 

at the point of death, offer up that energy for the inter-dimensionals.”

Alfonso felt crippled, helpless under the duress of succumbing 

to his fate at the hands of the man he had seen in the visions. Had 

he found this place, where he believed he could live out his days 

relatively undisturbed, almost totally removed from the civilisation, 

only to fi nd his hermitage was his tomb?

“However, this will not happen,” Merope’s voice answered his 

thought.

“Here is what you must do.” Herschel moved silently towards 

Alfonso until it was smothering him completely. His mind melded 

with her and a string of thoughts became images until they reached 

a conclusion.

Alfonso watched Herschel lift off him, its illuminating light as 

surprisingly cool to his skin as Merope’s pink mist was warm. He 

followed it until it had moved back to where it had been before it 

had shown him what to do. Taygete’s gaze had not wavered from 

his face. She smiled at him and he back at her.

“I’m ready,” he said. “I’m ready.”
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Clandestine

Operations are in place

Each one making the space

To allow for any event to pass

With an equivalent counter.

Yet in a game where chances

Matter and duly are challenged

Life and death are no mere words

They are all that really matters.

21 May 2013, 12.34 pm

Alfonso hadn’t seen Herschel, Taygete or Merope since the night 

that made him aware that his bubble of seclusion was about to be 

burst by an unruly visitor. He went about his daily routines of gath-

ering food, acknowledging the local tribesmen who were hunting 

in the jungle nearby and continuing to foster his connection with 

nature. The more he felt a part of the tapestry of life in the jungle, 

the more his mind was alleviated of the experiences he had had 

with his guest, who was yet to physically arrive. In that calmness, 
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he began to create an armour of assurance that he was holding the 

higher ground in the battle that was about to take place.

The fact that he hadn’t seen the three guiding forces who had 

changed his life so pointedly did not bother him. Any sign of their 

presence might have a devastating effect, not only on themselves, 

but also on Alfonso. He knew that his adversary would be coming 

alone, and with his resolve came his only chance at prevailing. 

For Alfonso to heal, he needed one-to-one contact. This was no 

secret after he made it clear on the television network; it was an 

honoured tradition that allowed for treatment to remain sacred 

and untainted by the energy of those not in need of his abilities.

Alfonso strolled around the balcony of his tree house home, 

stopping a metre from a giant birdwing butterfl y that was sitting 

on the balcony railing motionless under the beating sun. As he 

watched, a discernable event began to send chills through his body. 

The wings of the huge creature began to shrivel, its body buckling 

and shrinking as it decomposed in moments and scattered as dust 

into the jungle canopy below. He slowly turned his head to follow 

the trail of the fi laments down, leaning over the balcony railing 

just in time to see a wide-rimmed hat bobbing along through the 

undergrowth, a backpack protruding out from under the hat’s brim. 

An unnatural speed and gait countered the strewn fl ora covering 

the jungle fl oor as the fi gure made its way towards the currently 

pulled-up ladder to Alfonso’s lodging.

Alfonso moved towards the ladder, almost mechanically, almost 

unconsciously, witnessing himself untying the harness to drop the 
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crude ladder to the forest fl oor. The individual was at the bottom 

of the stepladder a heartbeat later and was ascending in another. 

Alfonso took two steps back, snapping out of his trance just in time 

to see the nightmarish individual he had seen weeks before step 

onto his balcony.

He gave Alfonso a winsome grin then raised his eyebrows as he 

hoisted the ladder back up, tying it to the framing of the house.

“The air sure is clean up here,” he remarked, his nonchalant tone 

not a weak attempt to calm Alfonso or anything else, but it exuding 

a sense of the man’s self-confi dence about his position in the world, 

even here in the middle of one of the remotest spots on the planet. 

“Mind if I . . .?” He motioned towards the interior of the house.

Alfonso pushed himself off the wall he was nudged up against, 

completely caught off guard and nodded silently. “Of course.”

“Y’ know, I’ve always preferred the South American Spanish 

accent over the Castilian,” Alfonso’s guest said as as stepped inside 

the door and slid his backpack off. “I’ve never liked the lispy sound 

of that European Spanish.” He took off his hat and placed it on his 

backpack as he continued. “It sounds so serpentine.” He shot Alfonso 

a glance that could have melted steel and then wandered over to 

climb the stairs to the bedroom. He looked inside long enough to 

determine that they were alone then came back down, the win-

some smile returning to his face. “So.” He pulled out the only chair 

in the house from the corner of the room, a gnarled creation that 

looked odd in the perfectly constructed canopy dwelling, and took 

a seat. “I was concerned that I was going to have to spend years 



141

looking for you, and then, when I did have a pinpoint on you, was 

going to have to deforest these entire mountains to fi nd you.” He 

crossed his legs and banged on the armrests. “But –”

“– I found you,” Alfonso replied, entering the game.

“My recreational room.” The seated man shot his hands out in 

front of him as he gestured, “Do you like it?”

Alfonso held the man’s grinning wide-eyed stare for a heartbeat 

before turning away to compose himself. This individual, Alfonso 

had to remind himself, had had all empathy genetically deleted 

from his DNA as a result of thousands of years of interbreeding 

between bloodlines that had been created by an inter-dimensional 

warrior race that was as cold-blooded in its actions as it was in its 

members’ hearts.

“Like is a stretch,” Alfonso chided. “A room full of television 

screens displaying what you were watching is not my idea of recre-

ation.” He strolled over and looked out the window briefl y, feeling 

for the presence of any other being that may have come closer 

to the house now that his guest was inside. The jungle, usually 

responsive to Alfonso’s intuitive probing, was all but stonewalling 

him. Once again he felt his equilibrium challenged and he forced 

himself to reconcile with the present. He swung around, locking 

eyes with his guest.

“Well, thank you for not judging me.” The smile on the man’s 

face slipped a fraction as he pushed his fi ngers together, touching 

his thumbs together below to complete the triangle. “Did those 

helpers of yours get you in there?” For the fi rst time since he had 
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arrived, the smile on his face slid away and his eyebrows arched 

inquisitively, his eyes pinching under the furrowing skin on his 

forehead.

“I am but a conduit –” Alfonso started.

“As am I!” Seated one moment, the man was on his feet the next, 

crossing the room with unnatural speed and stopping so close to 

Alfonso that his cold, damp breath clung like a fog to Alfonso’s 

bristled face. “Though there is a point of difference between 

us.” The man’s voice was barely audible as he spoke, as though he 

wanted Alfonso to read his lips only, afraid that every word would 

be picked up by the ears of creatures unseen. “I am but a Pinocchio, 

my bane being the Geppetos who control my every thought, deed 

and action.” His eyes searched Alfonso’s, looking for a degree of 

understanding. “However, I have honoured your code and have 

come alone.” He paused long enough for Alfonso to understand 

that he was not lying then mouthed, “HELP ME.”

Alfonso lent far enough away from the man so that he could 

bring his hand to his mouth. “As you wish,” he stated and blew a 

white powder he had extracted from a satchel in his pocket out of 

his fl attened palm into the man’s face.

Backward the man stumbled, disbelief quickly drowning his 

fuming temper. His legs weakened beneath him, his knees giving 

way so that he fell back onto the wooden fl oor. “What was . . . what 

. . . was . . . that?”

Alfonso stood watching for another few moments before he 

answered. There, at his feet, lay the squirming immobilised fi gure 
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of the most powerful man on the planet. In moments he would be 

a putty to be moulded, a plaything.

“What else for the diablo señor . . . but Devil’s Breath.”
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Tremble

In the wake of this

A moment stolen

Another replenished

By harrowing distress.

An urgency pushing ahead

Its furore on the back

Of a secret that one wishes

Was kept from me.

Taygete was fi rst to appear at Alfonso’s side. He was so drawn in by 

the sight of the man writhing on the fl oor that he didn’t hear her 

plead with him, “Let us begin. There is little time to waste. Sentinels will 

be here as soon as they feel the resonance of his struggle against the plant.” 

She placed a hand across Alfonso’s upper back, its breadth almost 

stretching across his shoulders.

“Of course,” Alfonso said, allowing his legs to fold beneath him 

to sit in front of the man who was now watching him – his eyes 

pried so wide open he hadn’t blinked in minutes. Herschel’s bluish 
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white halo was at Alfonso’s left and Merope’s red locks ebbed on 

invisible tides a heartbeat later on his right. Seated in front of the 

jolting fi gure, Alfonso calmly raised his hands in front of his chest 

and manoeuvred them over the heart and head of the man on 

the fl oor. “So it begins, señor. The end of your nightmare and the 

beginning of your dreams,” Alfonso said, his fi ngers swelling with 

blood and light.

“I . . . I . . . I’m sorry,” the man said, forcing out the words against 

the drug’s incapacitating effects and vomiting green frothing bile 

with the effort. It mixed with the white powder covering his shirt, 

setting forth a horrendous stench that filled Alfonso’s nostrils, 

momentarily distracting him from his task.

The man’s eyes remained on Alfonso’s face as the hue swallowed 

his spasmodic dance and he let go in the aura that had fi lled the 

room. A heavy thud shook the house. Then another from the other 

side, and another to Alfonso’s left, then his right. The man’s eyes 

darted off towards the noises.

“Sentinels,” Herschel said. The man’s eyes shot back and sought 

Alfonso’s.

“You will ask them to leave,” Alfonso said affi rmatively to the 

man sprawled across the fl oor, his exaggerated movements now dis-

solving as he surrendered to the drug’s effects. With scopolamine 

fl owing through his veins, the man would obey every instruction. 

For the fi rst time since the powder had been blown into his face, 

he blinked, keeping his eyes closed long enough to think the words 

that he mechanically uttered.
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“They have left,” he whispered.

No sooner had he said the words than Merope’s locks snapped 

back and her face came into view, her green eyes searching the 

room behind Alfonso. Herschel began to drift away from the 

conduit, his light drawn away from the limp body on the fl oor and 

Taygete’s hand lifted off Alfonso’s back, a cool wind slicing around 

where her warm palm hand been. Seconds later, the room was only 

Alfonso and the man on the fl oor, his eyes lifelessly staring at the 

ceiling. All fi laments of light retracted into Alfonso’s hands and his 

swollen fi ngers returned to their normal size. The shock made the 

healer get to his feet. It wasn’t unusual for the three spritely beings 

to vanish, but this had never happened during a healing, and their 

leaving now was unnerving.

“Excuse me. Could you please lower the ladder?” Alfonso felt his skin 

crawl with goosefl esh at the female voice from the forest below. 

There was nothing sinister in the tone, nor the request, but his 

blood ran cold hearing the Louisiana twang to her voice. His foot-

falls slow and crude, he made his way to the door and clambered 

along the balcony to where the ladder was tied up. He peered 

over the railing to see a wide-brimmed white hat covering red 

locks that splayed over lily white shoulders, a busty cleavage and 

slender curvaceous frame moulded by a white dress a shade or two 

darker than her skin. Her eyes were hidden beneath bulbous black 

sunglasses. The fact that she looked entirely out of place here didn’t 

cross Alfonso’s mind as he lowered the ladder down and watched 

her ascend, helping her make the last part of the transition from 
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the ladder up onto the balcony. She straightened her clothes after 

the climb. “Thank you,” she said, looking at Alfonso long enough 

for him to recognise her behind her sunglasses and plastic surgery.

The surgery had left her waxen, almost a mannequin, unable to 

express natural facial movements. There had been rumours from 

the seedy underworld of celebrity gossip that Delta Armstrong had 

been groomed as a sex slave from a very young age. A string of 

well-publicised fl ings with music, fi lm and fashion industry moguls 

added further fuel to the fi re of the alternative media as she was 

seemingly handed from one to the other. Her beaus overshadowed 

her fl edgling pop-singing career and soon she vanished into the 

twilight world of yesterday’s rumour mills.

For years her records collected dust in the bargain bins of music 

stores, consigned to be forgotten like those of so many who had 

tried to fi nd a place for themselves in that world. Then, from the 

ashes of Delta Armstrong rose the phoenix, Monique Du Fey. No 

one recognised her at fi rst, the surgery had changed her from a 

girl into a sultry crooning songstress with a timbre that seemed to 

echo from an age long since lost to the smuttiness of modern divas, 

whose sensuality wasn’t so much intrigue as invitation.

What had distracted so many from immediately recognising her? For 

many, it was her new “handler” – the man who now lay on Alfonso’s 

fl oor, his eyes still glued to the ceiling, his body no longer tense.

She was past Alfonso and crouching next to him before Alfonso 

could gather his wits. She spoke to him softly, stroking his hair; his 

eyes stared at her, a smile touched over his face.
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“I am healing him,” Alfonso blurted out. She ignored him and 

continued to talk to him. Occasionally the man nodded his head, 

a barely audible “yes” passing his lips. “I was freeing him of his 

tribulations.”

Monique stopped stroking the man’s hair and turned towards 

Alfonso so slowly, so deliberately that her movements were ach-

ingly emotive. Her anger was far from hidden as she let her 

collagen-fi lled top lip curl in a sneer. “I see through your ruse,” she 

said through clenched teeth.

“I can free you from his infl icting evil, too,” Alfonso appealed.

She laughed at that, her skin struggling to allow her mouth to 

open far enough to for the sound to come out. The resultant cackle 

was eerie as her entire body shook. “Free . . . ME?”

Alfonso moved around to her left, and she spun her head to 

watch him. He was shaken by her reaction and she seemed infl ated 

by his uneasiness. “Yes . . . this guise you have assumed, I feel as 

though it’s not the real you,” he ventured. “Forgive me for the con-

clusions I make, but you have been manipulated into being someone 

you are not.” He pointed at the fi gure lying on the fl oor. The man’s 

eyes remained glued to her face, his smile now etched on as if 

permanently. “Was it he who made you become –” Alfonso caught 

himself in his panicked state, become present for the fi rst time 

since the healing had began and the healing guides had vanished. 

A lightning bolt of realisation shot through him and he went limp.

Monique helped her handler up from the fl oor, talking to him 

softly as she did so, her autosuggestions assisting his movements.
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“He came here to steal my power!” Alfonso snapped.

Monique shot Alfonso a look that took the air from his lungs 

and left him retching for breath as she spoke. “Then he was mis-

guided.” She turned back to the man beside her and lent towards 

him, mouthing a sentence into his ear. Alfonso attempted to read 

her lips but could only watch as the man turned on his heel and 

abruptly sprinted for the open window, launched himself through 

it, dropping down through the jungle canopy into the undergrowth 

and landing with a sickening crack of bone and tissue.

Alfonso was wheezing as she strode over to him, her heels click-

ing on the fl oor. She stopped so close to Alfonso that he could see 

her skin was thin, almost transparent. Beneath it were cracks inter-

spersed in geometric patterns, which he easily recognised as scales. 

She lifted her sunglasses up and red luminous eyes peered at him.

“You have no fucking power,” she spat, “and he . . .” she turned 

to where the man Alfonso had believed the most evil human 

on Earth had been, “was a conduit . . . just like you.” She smiled 

knowingly. “A compromised conduit; and now . . .” she turned 

towards the window then back to Alfonso, “destroyed.” She lifted 

a fi nger and stroked Alfonso’s chin; her fi nger was icy cold. “So 

I’m in need of a replacement, one that has been . . . let’s just say 

. . . broken in.” She took a couple of steps back and looked him up 

and down then shook her head. “However, the disappearance 

of him –” she indicated over her shoulder at the window, “– is a 

rigmarole that I can’t be fucked dealing with, so you’re going to 

have to lose those handsome Latino looks.” She tilted her head, 
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the same wretched smile inching a little further up her taut face. 

“Sorry.”

The temperature in the room plummeted from its former balmi-

ness, swiftly becoming chilly then freezing. A permanent twilight 

replaced the early afternoon light that had been spilling into the 

house. In the dusky murk, shapes moved at various speeds, accus-

toming themselves to the density they had entered. Only Alfonso’s 

eyes could move, and they darted about the room attempting to 

keep track of the phantoms’ movements. Tears welled up in his eyes, 

before cascading down his cheeks as he felt himself lifted off the 

fl oor by a tightening swirl of dense cold air.

“This is the part I enjoy the most,” Monique chuckled, leaning 

on her right hip, resting her clenched hands there as the tempest 

around Alfonso intensifi ed.

The pain Alfonso felt ran through his body and down into each 

cell as his DNA was unravelled and then sown up again in one swift 

action. His consciousness was a muted witness to the event, unable 

to determine the physiological changes that had taken place in a 

single heartbeat. His body reverberated with a deep aching throb 

that relentlessly coursed through his frame in waves.

Then, just as quickly as the winds had come, they vanished, and 

he sunk to the fl oor in a crumbled heap.

Monique squatted down, tilting her head to encompass the 

phantoms’ handiwork. “Just like brand new,” she smirked. “Might 

need a little wear and tear to look a little more lived in.” She stood 

and made her way over to the body lying dishevelled on the fl oor. 
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“Come on, onto your feet.” Showing strength beyond her size, she 

hoisted up what had once been Alfonso and was now the spitting 

image of the man who had thrown himself out the window. “It’s 

pity your spritely friends ran away when they did though, I must 

admit.” She dusted off his clothes and then looked into his sullen 

eyes. “I sure am hungry.” She licked her lips, her red lipstick taking 

a glossy look in the now returning resplendent afternoon sun. “Still 

. . . I need to make room in there –” She jabbed a fi nger into the 

man’s chest. “For me.” She lent forward and kissed the man’s lips, 

prying his mouth open with her hard, cold tongue and began to 

suck out the consciousness that had once occupied the body of 

Alfonso Amo.

Measured

By the grace of hands

Whose touch heals all ills

He who has been granted

This gift may see it as

A curse by any other name.

For those who come to fi nd

To fi nd salvation for their deeds

Manifest in ways that have stricken

Their chances of vital health

Come not alone . . . they have evil in stealth.
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SIPHON

In the moment of conception

When an absence of love

Left a void for hatred

I made my way into your lives.

How could you understand

That we have waited for this

Opportunity to broaden

Our vilifying ways?
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Offi ce of Dr Morris Allman, Child Psychological Services, Kamloops, 

British Columbia, Canada, 4 August 2011

“My professional advice is to start Tim on a low dose of risperidone 

and then assess his behaviour after a three-month period to see if 

these behavioural tendencies you are seeing diminish,” said Allman, 

looking over his glasses expectantly at Davis and Madison Netsky, 

his brow furrowed up into his greying slicked-back hair.

Madison turned to look out the window separating them from 

her son. In the waiting room she could see Timmy running his 

fi ngers through a doll’s long blonde hair. He looked up and his 

glare pierced hers as if he could hear every word said by the three 

adults and fully understood with coherent ease the nature of the 

conversation. However, for a child of less than fi ve years old, that 

was a stretch at best.

She turned back towards Dr Allman, her shoulder-length brown 

hair fl icking back over her neck as if accentuating the haste with 

which the words that followed came out of her mouth. “I’m not 

putting my son on drugs,” she scolded, leaning forward.

Davis reached a hand across and gently touched her wrist in 

silent reassurance. “Is there any other alternative, Dr Allman?” he 

asked softly.

The doctor pushed his beefy frame back into the leather chair. 

The frivolous way he prescribed a plethora of pharmaceuticals to 

people who needed more exercise, better nutritional choices, posi-

tive lifestyle choices – anything other than the harmful poisons he 

was peddling – had created a comfortable living for himself and his 
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family. The ranch in Westsyde was the family’s summer residence 

and they spent winters mostly in the Bahamas along with other 

top pushers for the pharmaceutical giants. What he stood to make 

from convincing this young family that there were no alternatives 

to medication for Tim’s erratically violent behaviour was well worth 

his effort. He took his glasses off with the practised resignation 

that had sold the deal on so many other occasions. “There is little 

else I can do for your son,” he replied with a drawn out sigh that 

he hoped would emphasise what the despondency he wished to 

convey to the Netskys. “In my professional opinion, you have no 

other alternative to risperidone.” (Never refer to it as a “drug”, he 

reminded himself, rehersing his fi nal sales pitch.) “It has a proven 

record in correcting aggressive behaviours and severe conduct 

problems.” Rocking almost imperceptibly in his chair, he glanced 

from father to mother and back again waiting expectantly for them 

to feather his nest.

Davis took Madison’s hand, lacing his fi ngers with hers. She lent 

back in her chair, turning to face him. His icy blue eyes pleaded 

with her to listen to the professional across from them. Madison 

held his gaze for only a heartbeat, then turned back to see her son 

still brushing his fi ngers through the doll’s hair. She watched his 

fi ngers fi nd the knots in blonde locks, pushing through with little 

force – just enough to break them.

“There’s always an alternative,” she whispered, squeezing Davis’ 

hand and getting to her feet. “Thank you for you time, Dr Allman.”

Allman did his best to not register the disappointment as he 
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stood to show the parents out of his offi ce. “Remember, if he gets 

worse, then please consider a prescription,” he cautioned as he 

shook each of their hands and smiled. Tell your fucking wife to get 

the medication, Allman thought as he peered into Davis’ eyes for a 

long uncomfortable moment before moving his bulky frame across 

the room to open the door.

“Come on, Timmy,” Madison called as she walked past him and 

towards reception.

Timmy stopped stroking the doll’s head and fi xed his eyes on 

Allman as he gripped the skull of the toy and snapped its neck 

cleanly, breaking the head away from the torso. The look on 

his face was chillingly calm, his brown eyes showing no sense of 

remorse, just a cold, callous disgust that made Allman back into his 

offi ce and close the door after him.

Timmy dropped the pieces of the doll on the fl oor, took his 

mother’s hand and watched as Allman closed the venetian blinds, 

his eyes on the young boy as he moved across the room.

Allman returned to his desk and picked up his phone. Dialling 

his secretary, he ran his fi ngers nervously over his desk waiting for 

her to fi nish with the Netskys and take his call.

“Dr Allman?” she answered a long fi fteen seconds later.

“Nancy, if the parents of that child ring here again for another 

appointment, pick any excuse you like and say no.” He paused, as if 

catching the sense of fear emanating from his voice. “Is that clear?” 

he fi nished sternly.

“Crystal, Dr Allman,” she affi rmed.
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Allman hung up, putting the handset down gently in its cradle. A 

tsunami of relief washed over him then was gone as quickly as the 

fear that had arrived after he witnessed the boy’s cool beheading 

of the doll.

Nancy looked up from behind her desk at the venetian blinds 

then returned to writing up the invoice she was emailing to the 

Netskys. “Obviously didn’t make a sale on that family,” she quipped 

as she tapped the Netskys’ address on the keyboard.
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Elucidate

What truths reside

Behind the beady eyes

Of the boy who shows

No remorse for his actions.

The tempest within

Rages until it begins

To spill out in the

World around him.

With concerted action

The residing factions

Duly represented will

Make themselves all known.

The residence of Margaret Kircher, hypnotherapist, Scotch Creek, 

British Columbia, 21 August 2011

Madison hadn’t stopped pacing since Timmy had been hypno-

tised. She had been scared out of her mind as to what they would 

discover residing in her son’s subconscious, and it had proven to 

be so much more terrifying than she could ever have imagined. 
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Her suspension of disbelief was close to its limit now, as the non-

chalance Timmy displayed when found torturing the animals he 

caught was not only inventive beyond his years but also pushed the 

boundaries of sadism. Pouring boiling water onto ants and washing 

spiders down the plughole paled in comparison to the horrors he 

had performed: birds he snared in ingenious contraptions, their 

wings clipped so they couldn’t fl y, had electrodes he had wired up 

himself attached to their bodies so he could incrementally shock 

them until their tiny hearts exploded. The boy was under fi ve – how 

could he conceive of such barbarism, let alone go about the creation of 

such devices?

He showed no remorse, his facial expression didn’t change; that 

same expressionless mask covering his skull revealed nothing. His 

father had gone through the myriad of human emotions when 

he had found Timmy enacting these cruel games: anger, frustra-

tion, bewilderment and, eventually, a cascading downward spiral 

into helplessness, yet the boy had remained stoic the entire time, 

unmoved by his father’s show.

This had been the tip of the iceberg. What had come next had 

been as unnerving as it had been miraculous. Timmy had begun 

to write without any instruction, without any comprehension, so 

it seemed, of what it was he wrote. To his parents, what he wrote 

was incomprehensible, gobbledygook. Even the letters weren’t 

recognisable to them, until a visiting friend from Vladivostok, his 

eyes widening at the sight of Tim writing away, hastily explained 

it was Russian.
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Later, when the texts were deciphered, it became clear that the 

boy was calling himself Czar Ivan IV and in his writings he extolled 

the use of astrology and magic in his court.

However, all this paled in comparison with what the hypnother-

apist had discovered in the three hours she had worked with the 

boy’s subconscious. Tyrants, despots, psychopathic geniuses from 

antiquity to modernity came forward as if the child was a conduit 

for the maelstrom of monsters cast across humanity’s history.

“How is it possible he believes that he is ALL these dead people?” 

Madison protested at her husband. Davis’ jaw was somewhere 

near the fl oor, but his face remained otherwise as icy cool as his 

azure eyes, his shoulders slumped forward, rounded submissively 

as though to show he had given up. What had transpired in the 

last few hours was so incredible that he had wondered if he was 

beginning to lose his grip on sanity.

“I don’t for a moment think that Tim believes he is all these 

people, Madison –” Margaret began, standing up from her seat 

next to Tim, who was lying serenely on the couch, and crossing 

the room to Madison and Davis, stroking her chin with a trembling 

hand, “– he is all those people,” she fi nished, her voice quaking 

noticeably.

“How is that even possible?” Madison snapped. Margaret shook her 

head, indicating they should keep their voices down. “For goodness 

sake!” Madison whispered gruffl y, “Can he hear everything we are 

saying as well?”

Margaret nodded. “He can, but I’ve put him in a space where 
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he won’t remember anything, a kind of limbo state where he is 

relaxed, at peace.”

A glimmer of a smirk appeared suddenly on Tim’s face – the 

fi rst such expression his parents could remember ever having seen 

on him.

Madison looked at Davis, whose eyes had widened at the sight. 

“What are we going to do, Madison?” he murmured. “What are we 

going to do?”

Margaret looked from parent to parent, her face suddenly 

brightening. “I think I know someone who can help you,” she said 

enthusiastically, going to get a pen and paper from her kitchen in 

great haste.
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Deception

In a method devoid

Of understanding

All that has come before

I stand to lose all.

Desperate measures do

Indeed call for drastic

Attempts to retrieve

What one may feel is lost.

Yet the discovery made

Entails something unimaginable

To entertain and so

Let this be a warning.

Savona, British Columbia, 27 August 2011, 8.30 pm

Davis had been overcome with guilt at what lay in store for his son, 

but he’d gone along with it, hoping for resolution from the waking 

nightmare that he and Madison had been living in since Timmy 

had been old enough to effect the wrath of his erratic and often 
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vile inclinations. The boy wasn’t dull, that was for sure; in fact, he 

was so acutely aware of everything that his parents wondered if 

he already knew why they were going to Savona and who they 

would meet there.

When Davis had carried him to bed the night before, he had 

lied to Tim, telling him that he would teach him to fi sh, and how 

to distinguish the various stars and planets visible in the night sky. 

But being tender and gentle with the child had taken all Davis’ 

strength. Tim’s father’s remarks had been met with the same cool-

ness that had emanated from the boy ever since birth. When he 

was born, there had been no crying, no demonstration of violent 

feeling at his introduction to a new existence, just an intriguing 

stare that probed at everything around him, as though he sought 

to understand the workings of this density and how to utilise them 

for his own benefi t in the future.

Madison leaned against the front guard of the station wagon, 

the Volvo’s black surface gleaming in the early evening sun. She 

smoked impatiently as Davis walked back hand in hand with Tim 

from the lake’s edge. She glanced at them askance then threw the 

cigarette butt to the ground and stamped it out beneath a boot, 

blowing the last of the smoke from her lungs as she turned away 

from Davis and her son as they made their way towards the camp-

ing area.

“Do you want to help me make a campfi re?” Davis asked, squat-

ting down next to the boy. He glanced up at Madison, silently 

nodding towards her.
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Madison’s eyes widened. Her fury was apparent to Davis – his 

suggestion to teach Tim how to start a fi re was a potential disaster 

in the making. She bit her lip and contained her response, moving 

instead around to the side of the Volvo to un-secure the sleeping 

bags and sleeping rolls. Hurriedly, she unfurled them in a circle 

around their designated fi re pit area, the two large stones Davis 

had placed there marking the spot.

“Come on, Tim. Let’s go and fi nd some kindling and wood,” Davis 

said quietly, stroking the young boy’s mousy brown hair away from 

his ears. Tim stared at his mother, her movements fi lled with a jerky 

angst. “Come on. Let’s go, Timmy.” Davis took his son’s hand and 

lightly tugged until Tim moved away with him from the two stones. 

His mother caught him looking back at her. Madison’s skin crawled 

beneath her jacket at his look and she hurried to busy herself with 

arranging their campsite.

When they returned, the twilight was wolfi ng down the sunlight, 

darkening the skies like a thickening descending fog. Davis piled 

the twigs down on one side of the pit and looked over at Madison 

who was sitting on her sleeping bag staring at them intently.

“Could you grab me some newspaper and a box of matches 

from the car please, Madison?” he requested as he put the last of 

the kindling down next to the two stones.

Madison got to her feet in one movement and strode off towards 

the open maw of the station wagon’s boot. She fl icked on the light 

in the back compartment, illuminating the interior. Picking up 

the newspaper and a box of matches, she turned and found Tim 
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standing next to her. She stumbled backward and sat roughly in 

the boot of the car. Regaining her equilibrium, she got to her feet 

once more. Tim had his hands outstretched towards the paper and 

matches in her hands, and Madison dutifully handed them over. 

She watched entranced as he wandered off to his father’s side, his 

hair bobbing. For a split second, he appeared like any other child 

his age – inquisitive, eager and receptive; but Madison was aware 

it was an illusion. Tim was no ordinary child. The fact that she had 

carried him in her body for nine months virtually repulsed her now.

“Thanks, Timmy,” his father said, ruffl ing the boy’s hair. Madison 

abruptly felt ill at the veneer of ordinariness and had to get out of 

the vehicle. She headed away from the campsite, needing to put 

some distance between her and Davis and her son.

Reaching into her jacket pocket, Madison pulled out her ciga-

rettes. Removing one from the pack, she lit it and took a deep 

drag. Turning around, she saw Davis and Tim watching the blaze 

rise from the pile of wood they had collected. She wondered for 

a moment whether her husband had fallen under the boy’s spell, 

but knew him better; he was just playing a role. Her mind whirled 

as she thought of what would soon transpire and she wondered for 

not the fi rst time if what they were doing was right. She puffed on 

her cigarette and watched Dav is and Tim at the fi re.

“Now we’ll have to fi nd some bigger pieces of wood to burn,” 

Davis said, poking the fi re with a small branch. The fl ames licked 

round the branch, then vanished into the inferno as the pyramidal 

structure of twigs they had built collapsed in upon itself. “Madison?” 
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Davis called, “can you come and watch the fi re while Tim and I go 

fi nd some larger pieces of wood?”

Madison strode back towards the campsite, her cigarette 

wedged between her fi ngers and hidden behind her back.

Davis took Tim’s hand once more and led him away into the 

penumbra of the fi re and down towards the water’s edge.

Madison looked up towards the road, scanning the hillside. The 

looming peaks had become struts holding clusters of stars in the sky. 

Her head tilted away from the fi re and she could feel the cool night 

air sliding down like a veil that squashed what heat there had been 

in the day until she and it were separated from each other. A move-

ment caught her eye ahead and she made out a solitary apparition 

in the gloom leaning against the grille of a pickup truck up the hill.

The man was doing what he said he would do – he would wait 

on the road until the boy was asleep before coming down to do his 

work. “It would best to have him at rest. Less stress on the body,” he had 

said during the phone call Madison had made to him days before. 

The place where he had instructed them to bring the child was 

sacred, powerfully imbued with the energy of millennia of fertility 

rituals practised by the Secwepemc people. He told her he would 

know when it was the appropriate time to join Madison and Davis 

and begin the boy’s treatment; until then he would wait.

“How long have you been watching us?” Madison wondered to 

herself as she turned and threw the cigarette into the fl ames. When 

she turned back to look up the hill, the silhouette was still there, 

unmoving in the inky abyss, masked by the mounds behind the road.
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Vacuous

So eager to see an end

Not considering the

Consequences, you have

Not thought this through.

For what portends

Is something far more

Horrifying than you

Could have imagined.

Cleverness without wisdom

Creates the space for

Sorrow and destruction

For all concerned.

Savona, British Columbia, 27 August 2011, 9.53 pm

Davis had been watching Tim slipping away into unconscious-

ness for almost an hour. The boy was thoroughly relaxed, his face 

loose, his body moulded to the ground beneath him. Madison had 

returned to the fi re but kept her distance from Tim as he and his 
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father lay looking up at the stars.

She could just make out the constellations her husband was 

indicating to her unresponsive son, who could have already dozed 

off for all she knew – the dipper, Lyra, Scorpius, Hercules – all just 

visible above the rising fl ames of the fi re.

“Some of the white-skinned humans come from Lyra,” said a voice 

suddenly behind her, the long wispy drawl making Madison jolt 

and a scream fl ow over her vocal chords which was smothered 

with lightning speed by a huge fl eshy mitt that covered her maw.

She twisted around to face the owner of the outstretched arm, 

her eyes widening at the sight of the First Nations man it belonged 

to. His jet-black hair had silver fl owing through it as it fell around his 

wide shoulders, framing the jowls of face weathered by the many 

seasons he had lived. His black eyes burrowed into her mind and 

she heard, impossibly, a command in her head.

“It is time.”

Without waiting for an acknowledgement, the man released her 

and moved silently around the fi re towards Davis who had gotten 

to his feet and was nervously running his hands over his pants, 

looking fi rst at Madison and then at the man moving towards him. 

The Native American stopped at Davis’ side a heartbeat later and 

calmly assessed the sleeping child.

Davis threw Madison a frightened look, but the sight of the 

man examining their sleeping child had mesmerised her. The man 

ducked and wove his head as though dodging dreams rising from 

the boy that were hitching a ride into the night sky on the coiling 
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smoke from the fi re. The Native American took a step back from 

Tim and looked over at Madison.

“What state of mind were you in at the time you conceived 

your son?” As he asked the question, he turned to Davis, the words 

spreading evenly between the parents as though the force of the 

question would be a burden for just one parent.

It was all Davis could do to keep his voice down and his dis-

gust at being asked such a provocative question from a stranger 

contained. “What does that have to do with anything?” he asked in 

a whisper, his resentment eroding the fear that had gripped him 

a second before and planted a seed of doubt about what would 

come next.

“It has everything to do with knowing what gave such malevo-

lence a chance to roost in this being’s form.” The Native American 

nodded towards the unstirring Tim.

For her part, Madison’s brow had furrowed at the man’s ques-

tion, her own anger burning through the wick of sensibility. Is this 

fucken chug a deviant? she thought. But she had hardly a chance to 

think this before the Native American threw her a stare that radi-

ated burning heat from his onyx eyes causing her to look away as 

she answered.

“I’d had an awful day. I was bitter. I’d asked Davis if we could 

move to Vancouver. I hate this rattlesnake farm of a town. Small 

towns make me feel claustrophobic. They’re suffocating.” Her cast-

down eyes moved over the ground watching the shadows of the 

Native American and her husband become a phantasmal spectre 
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one moment, then two shimmering humanoids the next. “Davis 

loves this place and I could tell that he resented the way I felt.” 

The man was listening intently, his eyes watchful of Madison as she 

related the memory. Davis looked down at Tim, his mind reeling 

as he too recalled the episode that had led to the creation of their 

son. “Davis wouldn’t listen to me. He chose to leave the room as 

I pleaded with him to see things my way.” Madison paused as an 

ember lifted off one of the logs in the fi re and spiralled up into the 

sky above them. “So . . . I seduced him to make him promise to me 

that we would leave Kamloops.”

“The sex we had was animalistic,” Davis interjected, running 

the back of his hand over his dry lips. “I was mad with her, and she 

baited me on, and I lost all sense of love for my wife. She disgusted 

me, and in my aversion to her I took liberties with the way I had 

sex with her.”

Madison looked askew at Davis. “I’m no victim, Davis. I hammed 

it up, enjoyed it, to manipulate you into seeing my perspective.”

The Native American gently moved Davis away from the sleep-

ing boy, pushing him towards his wife. “You both adhered to the 

darker emotional ranges that allow the absence of love to fi nd a 

foothold in our world. It was no mistake that the being lying here 

was inhabited by evil spirits.” He began pulling out pieces of tur-

quoise and laying them around the sleeping boy. “For your own 

protection, I suggest you move closer to the light.” He pointed 

towards the fi re. “The spirits won’t be able to see you when they 

are taken out of the boy’s body if you are close to the fl ame. They 
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will be looking for a new place to reside.” He looked at them, his 

gaze chilling. “You don’t want that place to be in you.”

Davis pulled Madison to his side as he moved around the blaze, 

putting it between them and the sleeping child. The smell of 

tobacco from Madison’s clothes mingled with the stench of sweat 

and another unmistakable odour: fear. Davis wasn’t sure whether 

the reek was emanating from him or his wife. He realised she had 

been shaken by what the First Nations man had said, and saw her 

eyes were cast down at the boy lying on his back behind the spi-

ralling orange and yellow fl ames. Even as Davis gently embraced 

her, her eyes were brimming with terror, her pupils so dilated they 

swallowed her irises. He himself still was in disbelief. Even after all 

that he had witnessed, heard and felt, in his mind, Tim was still just 

a little boy.

The man pulled a handful of powder out of a pouch attached 

to the belt of his pants and began chanting a rhythmic melody that 

rose above the crackling spit of the burning logs. He began to toss 

the powder over the child, the particles gathering in fi laments and 

caking his sleeping bag like a spider’s web.

“What is that?” Madison said unevenly, her voice cracking under 

the duress.

“It will paralyse his body,” the man replied, continuing to move 

around the child casting the dust until he was at the boy’s head. He 

reached into his pouch once more and pinched his fi ngers, bring-

ing them out a moment later with the remnants of the powder, 

which he scattered over the child’s face.
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Through all this, Tim hadn’t so much as fl inched and he remained 

still as the last of the powder settled on his face.

“Good. We can begin.” The Native American pushed his locks 

behind his ears and moved towards the fi re. He picked up a log 

and tossed it into the fl ames. Firefl ies darted out of the embers and 

danced on the rising heat as a new series of crackling snaps fi lled 

the air. “Remember –” he began, looking over at the child’s parents 

where they stood in an embrace, his coal black eyes moving slowly 

from mother to father and then back again, “– whatever happens, 

stay on that side of the fl ames.” Davis and Madison nodded slowly 

in silent unison.

The First Nations man had barely fi nished speaking when he 

turned back towards Tim and began to hunker down over the 

boy, eventually sinking behind the jolting fl ames and vanishing. 

The hair on Madison’s neck stung erect, her skin cooling instantly 

as she lost sight of the man who was no more than ten feet away, 

separated from them by only the campfi re. Davis’ jaw slackened as 

he watched the Native American dissolve into threads of sparkling 

white light that moved on an invisible tide up and over the child 

until it fl oated a foot above Tim’s sleeping body.

Following the rhythm of Tim’s breathing, the illuminated jellyfi sh 

of glistening points moved across the child’s form until it stretched 

from head to toe and shoulder to hip. Tim’s stunned parents were 

caught between awe and panic when the threads lifted unexpect-

edly upright and drew with them a ghostly apparition that stuttered 

out of the child’s body. On its face appeared an expression of shock 
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as it was lifted towards the arcing sparkles above.

Madison took a step back, breaking out of Davis’ already-loosen-

ing grip, her hand unconsciously moving over her mouth to catch 

the scream gushing up from her stomach. The phantasmal face 

of Vlad III, Prince of Wallachia, let out a horrid howl of pain as it 

dissolved into the sparkling array of light. Then the jellyfi sh sunk 

slowly down again towards Tim, and a heartbeat later the process 

began all over again. Madison turned away as Vlad was joined by 

Elizabeth Bathory, her horrifi ed response to her subjugation to 

the presence hovering over the child making Davis soil his pants.

On and on it went. The reactions from the monsters who had 

inhabited Tim – from Talat Pasha to Tomas de Torquemada – grow-

ing ever more intense, each etching itself into Davis’ memory until, 

fi nally, he was forced to his knees by the sight of Nero being hoisted 

out of his son, numbed by the sight fi lling his mind. Drool spooled 

out of the corner of his slack jaw and pooled on his trousers. 

Madison had long since escaped away into the frigid night and had 

found herself at the edge of the lake. Here, she wept uncontrol-

lably, drowning in a cesspool of guilt and shame at the foolishness 

of her and Davis’ sexual ignorance. Racked by convulsions and 

heaving pleas for absolution into the night, her tears formed fi rst 

a rivulet and then a stream that was pulled by gravity along the 

sloping bank to mingle with the black waters below.
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Ruse

There is no mastery

In playing this game

Only a residual lament

To the fi nal enactment.

Would you have played

Had you known the outcome

Would be so dire for you

Worse for your own son?

So desperate were you

To see an end to this

That you blindly put your

Trust in the devil himself.

Savona, British Columbia, 28 August 2011, 5.59 am

The dawning day was creating a soupy half-light around the scene 

where the horrors of the previous night had began when the 

Native American rematerilised beside the tower of red embers. 

Davis’ head hung against his chest. The left leg of his pants wet 
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with saliva and piss, and his crotch steamed from heat of the dying 

furnace as the moisture clinging to his inner thigh evaporated.

Madison stumbled back towards her husband, weakly standing 

at his side as she watched the First Nations man get to his feet and, 

without so much as a glance their way, head off up the hill towards 

his pickup, which was just now visible in the dim morning light.

“What now?!” Madison yelped in his direction.

The man didn’t answer at fi rst. He continued until his strides 

became stronger, gradually shifting from a lumbering shuffl e to an 

almost glide. Effortlessly, now, he moved up the hillside. Madison 

got the impression he was becoming familiar with his body again 

after being returned to it. He was at the side of his pickup before 

he answered her question. “It’s not my problem anymore,” he called 

back to them as he opened the truck door and slunk inside, closing 

the door after himself.

Madison’s legs were too tired to chase after him. She stared 

at him in the gloom as he brought the pickup to life, the engine 

roaring under acceleration. He fl icked on the lights, their beams 

scouring the grass between the truck and the lake and startling a 

coyote that darted off along the shore.

“I’ll put these evil spirits to work, though!” the man called out 

from behind the wheel, “Or sell them to the highest bidder. There are 

many who’d pay handsomely for such revered company!” he fi nished 

snidely. The truck lurched forward and down the hill towards the 

encampment before veering off to the right and along the road 

back to Kamloops.
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Madison watched the truck until it was a red-eyed beast scur-

rying along the dry earth hiding behind a trail of dust, no longer 

really distinguishable as a vehicle. “Timmy?” she ventured as she 

hauled Davis to his feet. The overpowering smell of urine made 

her gag momentarily but she forced herself to breathe away from 

her husband, turning her head to the side as they moved achingly 

slowly towards the boy. “Timmy! Are you awake?” she called out 

softly as they made their way around the remains of the fi re.

“I’m cold.” Davis mumbled, but Madison took no notice of the 

frigid temperature or his complaint.

They were at his side two steps later and Madison lowered her 

limp and disorientated husband down next to their son. She knelt 

down on the other side of the boy, leaning towards his face to 

see if his eyes were open. She discovered two lidless black orbs 

peering into the dim gloom. She lurched back immediately, an icy 

chill suddenly making her aware of the air temperature. Her wits 

returned to her a second later and she instinctively extended her 

fi ngers towards her son’s neck and touched one of the major arter-

ies running towards his brain. His skin was cool to touch, not quite 

cadaverous but defi nitely not living, a single faint soft pulse passed 

beneath her fi ngers, then another shortly after.

“Tim?” Madison pleaded. “TIM?” She shook him gently. Getting 

no response she increased the ferocity of her shaking until her 

violence snapped Davis out of his stupor.

“STOP!” he snapped, striking her across the face. Madison slunk 

to the right under the force of the blow, her consciousness slipping 
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away and her eyes succumbed to a veil of darkness momentarily. 

When she opened them, she saw Davis carrying the boy to the lake. 

Madison blinked, trying to clear her head. When she opened her 

eyes again, she saw Davis up to his waist in the water. His arms, now 

empty, were outstretched in front of him. The boy was nowhere 

to be seen.

“Tim?”

Davis let his arms go limp to his sides and his shoulders drooped 

forward. When Madison groggily closed her eyes again for a third 

time, she reopened them to fi nd her husband walking towards her, 

water gushing out of his pants. As he neared her, she saw what his 

form had been obscuring. At the awful sight of her son lying face 

down in the water, she began to weep.

Davis knelt down in front of Madison, a sickening grin on his 

face. “What will be the fi nancial benefi t, I wonder, of claiming life 

insurance on two members of this family? What a tragedy for a 

mother and son to drown!”

Madison’s sobbing stopped at the sound of the voice coming out 

of her husband’s mouth. It was no longer that of a Canadian man 

but of a Scandinavian woman with North American infl ections.

“Davis?” Madison whimpered.

The sickening grin spread across Davis’ face as he scooped 

Madison up effortlessly with the strength of much larger person, 

and began to carry her towards Lake Kamloops. “Oh no. My name’s 

Belle . . . Belle Gunness.”
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TRANSCENDENCE

When venturing from frequencies

Decoded by the bodily senses

Into realms where thoughts

Instantly manifest we must be wary.

For the beacons we are

We do not perceive and recognise

In our world of continual bombardment

From media, inner dialogue and distraction.

What we draw to us is an extension

Of the very essence of our nature

Its unequivocal presence

Lost in the perception translation.
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Fuji Rock Festival, Naeba Ski Resort, Yuzawa-machi, Niigata, Japan, 

28 July 2013, 12.54 pm

“Have you seen Malcolm since Nine Inch Nails?” Alison lent against 

the window of the Dragondola as it moved slowly over the lush foli-

age below. “I can’t believe he was listening to Crossing Dimensions 

– Brain Synch on his iPod during the show.” She shook her head 

silently, casting her eyes out the window of the gondola over the 

lushness rising beneath the swiftly moving cable car.

“Dude’s been tripping on that Binaural Beat Brainwave shit since 

we arrived in Japan.” Alex crossed the fl oor to the rear of the car 

and glanced out at the various other gondola cars moving up and 

down the hillside. “He reckons he’s preparing himself for Peru later 

in the year.” Alex pushed off the glass with his hands, lingering with 

his palms a moment to feel the heat building up on its surface from 

the midday sun. “Its his entry into the Shamanic landscape he’ll 

encounter in the Amazon, apparently.”

The soft rumble of the cable car passing over the suspended 

wire was replaced by cacophonous laughter as Alison found the 

humour in Alex’s statement.

“I mean, we fl y almost ten hours to get to Japan to come to this 

rock festival in the mountains and he rolls out to a headliner, Nine 

Inch Nails, with some whack Lowbane Institute hippy shit and 

doesn’t even hear a song because he’s immersed in the ‘soundscape’?”

Alex crossed the car to Alison’s side and placed his hand on her 

left hip, nuzzling his lips into the nape of her neck. Alison instantly 

twitched, the skin at the base of her skull covered in goosefl esh. 
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“How much time before we get to the top of the hill?” he asked her 

inquisitively, the mischievousness in his voice palpable.

Alison turned around and pulled down her shorts and under-

wear in one swift movement, undoing Alex’s pants in the next. 

“Long enough,” she shot back at him as she reached for his sex and 

stroked its already erect length before dropping to her knees and 

taking his prick into her mouth, the fi ngers of one hand mastur-

bating his shaft while those of her other massaged her clitoris to 

lubricate herself in preparation for his penetration.

“I have a feeling Malcolm could well be up at the . . . ahhh 

. . .” Alex swooned a little at the localised sensations in his groin. 

There was no danger of ejaculation; the comedic shame he felt as 

a gondola car slunk past, its inhabitants all pressed against the side 

of the closest to the lewd public performance, saw to that. God I 

hope they didn’t see my face, he thought, but there was no chance of 

that, as his brunette mop had splayed around his countenance as 

his chin clung to his chest.

Alison was on her feet a thudding heartbeat later and turning 

around to press her hands against the glass of the gondola, offering 

herself to Alex. She threw him a playful grin followed by a slow 

wink.

Alex instinctively looked ahead to check how close they were to 

their destination. The adequately dispersed gondola towers punc-

tuated the undulating forest below, but the summit wasn’t in sight.

He peered down at Alison’s smooth tanned buttocks and ran his 

hands over them, almost losing his balance as the gondola passed 
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over a tower junction and jolted him side to side.

Spreading Alison’s ass cheeks, he pushed his erect penis towards 

her swelled labia only to feel a pulsing sensation against his ankle 

that was replaced with a shrill ring tone a second later, and the real-

ity check of the reverberations of Alex’s handset ringing snuffed 

out the atmosphere that had been building up in the cable car.

Alex’s hard-on vanished quickly as Alison covered her ears and 

scooped up her clothes, retiring to the far corner of the car, the 

look on her face raising the temperature in the car from stuffy to 

sweltering.
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Elucidation

Had I come to this place

Knowing that I would

Be given the grace

To make the intangible present

I would have solidifi ed

The bond that I have

Created by acknowledging

What has happened to me now.

So do not fear where I go

I am a pioneer you all

Sequestered to make roads

For humanity’s indigenous connection.

Near the Daydreaming stage, 1.19 pm

“I can’t see you, Malcolm! . . . What pyramid?” Alex had wanted to 

lambast his friend for the timing of his call, but with Alison coyly 

walking next to him he felt that having words with her brother was 

best done at a later time, and one where they would both see the 
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humour in the situation without her present. Malcolm was good like 

that: sensible enough to be able to see the hilarity in the timing of 

his call, and to know that his best friend was dating his sister and 

be comfortable with it. Of course, some details Alex would have 

to leave out, but others were fair game.

“That one perhaps?” Alison pointed between the umbrellas and 

picnic tables gathered around the base of the hill to their right. A 

stairway intersected the tiered hillside, and at the summit stood a 

fi gure waving.

“Gotcha! See you in a few.” Alex ended the call. The handset 

had left his ear hot, his hand aching. The conversation had been 

far too long, and on top of that it had interrupted the couple’s 

lovemaking and soured Alison’s mood to the point where she was 

even reluctant to come to fi nd her intrepid brother. As Alex went 

to hold her hand she batted it away (twice).

“I’m going to stay down here and go and watch a performance 

at the Silent Breeze,” Alison said as she walked away from Alex and 

back the way they had come.

“Alison,” Alex pleaded, “its not my fault he called when he did.” 

But his explanation fell on deaf ears and her back remained turned 

to him as she strode off towards the expectant crowd ahead.

He took a deep breath and allowed silent relief to wash over 

him; he didn’t want to see her upset, but moods like the one she was 

in now often stayed with her like a hovering raincloud for hours.

The climb up the steps was laborious in the early afternoon sun-

shine. What little cloud cover there was in the morning had been 
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burned off by the daystar, forcing most of the festival-goers to seek 

shade or water. When Alex got to the top of the hill, he didn’t take 

the time to take in the spectacular view, instead he huffed across 

to Malcolm’s side and pointed at the water bottle sitting next to his 

girlfriend’s brother.

“Yeah man. Knock yourself out.” Malcolm passed over the bottle. 

“It’s a little warm though.”

Warm was an understatement; the plastic bottle was hot, the 

liquid inside a degree or two above the ambient temperature. Alex 

took a mouthful then swallowed. “I wouldn’t call it refreshing.” He 

took another swig. “Adequate, maybe.” Placing the bottle down 

between them, he looked out over the festival below. “Holy shit, 

there’s Elvis!” he cried, laughing and pointing.

Malcolm was unmoved by the sight of the Japanese Elvis striding 

up the fi nal step and pausing to give the crouching guitar strum 

that the mid-70s Elvis – the real one – was famous for.

“I’m more intrigued by the panda that’s been standing there 

since sunrise.” Malcolm pointed over his right shoulder with his 

thumb.

Alex glanced over his shoulder. Taking in the same view, the 

bear stood some distance behind them. Inside the suit it must’ve 

been brutally hot.

“Since sunrise?”

“Yup.” Malcolm nodded almost imperceptibly.

“Tripping?”

“No.” Malcolm held up the iPod he had last been seen with at 
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Nine Inch Nails. “I sat with her for the sunrise and let her listen to 

the Brain Synch.” He twisted around enough to look over his shoul-

der briefl y. “When it fi nished, she kissed me, put on her head and 

walked over there and hasn’t moved since.”

Alex looked over at the fi gure dressed in the animal costume 

then back at Malcolm. “Was she hot?” Alex ventured.

“Stunning.”

“Japanese?”

“Ainu.”

“Indigenous Hokkaido?” Alex whispered, leaning forward and 

lowering his voice, as if he thought she could hear them.

“A-huh.”

“Did she have Joker lipstick all around her mouth, like in the 

photos? You know, like we saw in the anthropology lectures?”

Alex’s weak attempt at a joke was lost on Malcolm who blinked, 

bemused, as he replied. “Nope.”

Alex took a good look at Malcolm. From appearances, his friend 

was calm and totally at peace with where he was. It was a far 

cry from the enthusiastic energy he, Malcolm and Alison had 

felt before they boarded the plane in Portland, Oregon, for Los 

Angeles and then on to Tokyo.

“Have you seen any other headliners, or acts that you’ve 

enjoyed?” Alex asked, hoping to get a more engaged response. 

“Checked out any of the other zones?”

“I really dug the Naeba Shokudo,” Malcolm said, his eyes tak-

ing in the valley below, clearly entranced. People were mingling, 
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moshing and wandering around playing human pinball with each 

other all across the landscape. The mountains cast long shadows 

over the m. “I like its proximity to nature, the size of the crowd 

there at any one time.” Malcolm rubbed his nose with the back of 

his hand. Alex could see that his iPod was wedged in his palm and 

Crossing Dimensions was playing, the headphones wrapped loosely 

around the player’s case.

“That still work without you listening to it?” Alex asked, pointing 

at the iPod.

Malcolm sat silently and didn’t reply for an awkward minute or 

two. The hair of his fringe moved with his eyelids as he blinked in 

the early afternoon sunshine. When fi nally he did speak, his voice 

sounded as though it had come welling up from deep inside and 

this was why he had been silent for as long as he had – he had been 

waiting for the time it took to make its way to his lips. “I don’t need 

to hear it anymore.” His eyes met Alex’s for the fi rst time since Alex 

had arrived, and Alex felt a chilly horror as he saw a black wave 

pass through Malcolm’s green irises like a tidal ebb, fi rst in one 

direction then fl owing back in the other.

Alex was still for a second, astonished, then abruptly he leapt 

to his feet. “DUDE! WHAT THE FUCK WAS THAT?!” he bellowed, 

pointing at Malcolm’s eyes, all thought of where he was and what 

kind of audience he might attract forgotten for a moment. When 

he had recovered slightly, he looked around the hilltop and found 

Elvis and his companions were some distance away and the Ainu 

girl in the panda suit had remained stock-still.
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Malcolm turned back towards the masses below, and his words 

were measured when he spoke again. There was real intention 

behind them, real conviction and feeling. “I’ve begun my shamanistic 

experience,” he said.

Alex took three paces away from his friend. “There was some-

thing moving in your eyes, Mal.” Alex fl icked his fi ngers across his 

face, trying to show him what he meant.

Not fazed by Alex’s reaction, Malcolm continued in the same 

stream-of-conscious manner when answering his friend. “I crossed 

over that night I saw you last,” he explained. “The crowd’s energy 

was like a catapult that sent me into the realms beyond the one we 

adhere to by our fi ve senses.” Malcolm unwrapped the headphones 

from around his iPod and lifted an earpiece, inserting it into his 

right ear. “Even though I was fully present in my body as I walked 

around the festival that night, a part of me had made the odyssey 

into the primordial jungle that once covered the planet. It only 

came back this morning.”

“Dude, you’re freaking me out here.” Alex wiped his palms 

against his trouser legs. “Please. Tell me you dropped some acid 

and you’re tripping.”

Malcolm picked up the other earpiece and placed it in his left ear. 

“You can leave us now,” he said glancing up towards Alex. “We’ll fi nd 

you later and resume the rest of our journey to Hokkaido later this 

evening.” Malcolm held Alex’s gaze for a moment as his friend took 

another step backwards before spinning around and making his way 

hurriedly to the steps down to the Silent Breeze performance area.
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Alex could feel Malcolm’s eyes on his back as he headed down 

the fi rst few steps, felt them burrowing along his shoulder blades 

and digging in around in his skull. The sensation only stopped 

when he lost sight of the plain above. Alex forced himself to take 

a moment; his heart was thumping against his ribs, his breathing 

erratic and his pulse racing. A chill swept over his body at odds with 

the summer heat and he shivered. An instinctive feeling to move 

urged his feet onward down the remaining steps.
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Lost

Suspended between worlds

A foot planted in both

The question remains

Which deserves my attention.

Am I to let go of this realm

Find myself in the jungle again

Leaving all that I have known

As a memory forged in my mind.

Even now the temptation

Is with me to wave farewell

To everything I once held true

For all illusions are lost in this resolve.

Mt Tokachidake, Daisetsuzan National Park, 1 August 2013, 1.32 pm

“What do you mean, she’s gone off to offer herself to the volcano, 

Malcolm?” Alison was beside herself. First, her brother had come 

back to their campsite at the festival with a gorgeous Ainu girl 

named Usapte dressed in a panda bear costume and explained that 
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she would be venturing with the three of them around Hokkaido 

and that they would drop her off in Otaru on their way back to 

Tokyo. Despite Alex’s concerns vehemently shared with her about 

her brother’s unnerving weirdness since beginning his “shamanistic 

odyssey” with the Crossing Dimensions MP3, to Alison he had only 

seemed punch drunk with love when he had reappeared at the 

end of the festival.

Room was made in their car for the girl, and even though it 

was cramped, they had managed to spend as little time as possible 

travelling via the vehicle (the ferry ride alone had been twenty-

one hours to Tomakomai from mainland Honshu) and more time 

hiking and sightseeing.

Alex’s description of a kind of tidal swell of black passing 

through Malcolm’s eyes and the frosty and purposeful tone he had 

supposedly used during their last interaction at the Daydreaming 

site were well concealed either beneath the quiet and affection-

ate mutterings between Malcolm and his new girlfriend or in the 

couple’s frequent time spent away from the group, which was 

presumably in their eagerness for some alone-time.

There had been one constant throughout their journey away 

from the Fuji Rock Festival that had severed communications 

between the four even further: Malcolm and Usapte had listened 

to Crossing Dimensions constantly.

Now, about an hour from the carpark near the Tokachidake 

Onsen, they had arrived at the Ansei Crater. Usapte and Malcolm 

had gone ahead, arm in arm, and Alex had once more piped up 
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about his distress at Alison’s brother’s behaviour. Once more she 

dismissed it as his being love-struck.

“I’ve seen him love-struck, Alison. This is not the same,” he had 

opined, “this is far more dire.”

“Oh, you’re being overly dramatic,” Alison had retorted, and she 

and Alex had walked in silence until they had reached the most 

advantageous place from which to look out over the active vol-

cano’s crater. When they had arrived, they had found Malcolm 

alone, staring out into the crater.

“Usapte was told by the spirits that her ancestors were waiting 

for her in the depths of the volcano.” Malcolm had a grin on his 

face as he related the Ainu girl’s motive.

Alison slapped Malcolm hard across the face, the sound of fl esh 

meeting bone and bone meeting fl esh tossing an echo out across 

the chasm and around the steaming basin in front of them. Alison 

took a step closer to her brother as he reeled from the impact, so 

that her face was inches away from his when his head returned to 

where it had been before she had struck him.

“Which fucken way did she go?” Alison’s brow furrowed as her 

eyes darted between Malcolm’s. Malcolm stared at his sister coolly 

for a lingering moment before he pointing over her shoulder to 

the right.

“Alex, stay here with him. Make sure he goes NO WHERE,” she 

roared, fl inging tiny bits of saliva into Malcolm’s face along with 

her words. Turning on her heel, she made her way along the rocky 

terrain in the direction her brother had indicated at a cautious but 
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eager pace, heading towards the crater’s edge.

Alex shifted his weight uncomfortably from one foot to the 

other, then rubbed the stubble on his chin. “Maybe you should give 

me that iPod, man,” he suggested tentatively.

“Sure.” Malcolm pulled the headphones from his ears and 

handed over the contraption. Alex quickly took it and shoved it 

into his jacket pocket.

“Did she –?” Alex didn’t fi nish the sentence. Panic sucked the 

next words out of his mouth and back down his throat as out of the 

corner of his eye he saw a silhouette dart from behind Malcolm 

towards him, its movement so swift that only the very edges of his 

peripheral vision caught the shape as it crossed the short distance 

between himself and his friend. Whatever it was battered into his 

side, knocking him off his feet, then struck him across the face 

once, twice.

“I brought something back with me from the realm I went to.” 

Malcolm’s words seemed to come from the end of a tunnel, he at 

one end, a disorientated Alex at the other, his fear rising to a fever 

pitch as he was struck again and again.

“I can’t say what it is,” Malcolm continued, “but it told me that 

it would guide me back to where it came from safely when I 

reached Peru.” A warm rivulet cascaded down Alex’s face, then 

another from above his brow as he received two more punches 

from his virtually invisible assailant. “When you came to talk to me 

in Daydreaming, it was talking to Usapte.”

Dazed and terrifi ed, Alex attempted to get to his feet, the claret 
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of life spilling over his chin and onto the stones below as another 

three blows in rapid succession took the breath from his lungs.

“Stop . . . stop it,” Alex whimpered.

“I don’t believe I can,” Malcolm relented, appearing to lose 

interest in Alex and turning to watch his sister clambering around 

the edge of the crater in the distance calling Usapte’s name over 

and over again.

The beating suddenly stopped and Alex managed to get to his 

knees. He coughed up a bloody gob of phlegm onto the stones 

and caught sight of his assailant speeding across the rocks towards 

Alison near the crater’s edge.

“Alison . . .!” he tried to call, but his words were laboured, pain-

ful, as they passed over his vocal chords. His ribs ached, his lungs 

burned. “Alison!” he yelped again, but his voice was no more than 

a whisper.

“It told me that it needed an energetic source to get back to 

where it came from,” Malcolm said, calmly watching the scene 

ahead unfold. “It could have easily utilised the same method of 

transport it used to get here in the fi rst place, but I wasn’t wise 

enough to immerse myself in the horde at the festival and let it 

cross back over.”

“ALISON!” Alex thundered, the effort excruciating, leaving him 

lurching and on the brink of unconsciousness. She turned to Alex 

and her brother just in time to see the bolting shadow before it 

thud into her and sent her toppling down into the crater below. 

Her screams stopped a fraction of a second later.



195

“Besides, I wasn’t prepared to snatch it away from Usapte.” 

Malcolm calmly walked over to Alex and pushed him onto his back 

before grabbing him around the neck and choking him. A gurgling 

geyser of blood pushed its way up Alex’s oesophagus towards his 

mouth. “They had so much to talk about.” Malcolm reached into 

Alex’s jacket pocket and pulled out the iPod. “It’s going to be easy 

to explain Usapte’s and Alison’s demises, but yours – yours I’m not 

so sure of . . . yet.” Malcolm took a step back from Alex, his face 

as emotionless as a mannequin’s. “I’m sure I’ll fi nd some inspiration 

though.” A terrible grin etched itself over his face as the silhou-

ette halted at his side and allowed Alex to see it with his bulging 

bloodshot eyes.

The silhouette slowly manifested into humanoid form. Long 

claw-like fi ngers extended from its hanging limbs. It wore a chest 

plate ornately decorated in gold leaf under a blue gown that bil-

lowed up around its upper thighs. A blood-red cape fl owed in 

the motion of the immediate halt the creature had come to at 

Malcolm’s side. Alex’s eyesight began to fade as his life began to 

slip away, the afternoon light drawing into a perpetual twilight, as 

he moved his gaze upward to take in the creature’s horrifi c head. 

Tusks protruded from either side of its nose and its unblinking eyes 

bulged on stalks beneath two enormous horns coursing up from 

its cranium.

“Meet Supay,” Malcolm said as the creature merged with his 

own body and vanished from sight, “the Aymaran and Incan god 

of the dead.” Alex blinked, crimson fi lling his eyes, stinging them 
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momentarily. “He’s also the ruler of the Uca Pacha, the Incan 

Underworld, and he needs your eternal soul so he can get back 

home.” Malcolm bent over Alex, his grin widening as the same 

black wave Alex had seen atop the Daydreaming zone fl ashed in 

Malcolm’s green eyes. “Do you mind?”
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VANITY

Who are we to say

That our human form

Can be held in such high regard

In worlds of infi nite existence.

Are we so arrogant to believe

That we are exalted above the rest?

Perhaps the moment is close

When this will be put to the test.
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Mrs Universe 2013, Credicard Hall, Sao Paulo, Brazil, 14 December

“I DON’T CARE WHAT IT TAKES. MAKE IT SO!”

The young woman looked over her glasses at Foster Huelles. In 

ten seconds he had dissolved all the allure, charm and suaveness 

that had followed him like an entourage with a presence all of 

its own. She had grown up watching him conduct Miss Universe 

pageants like a caricature of the Southern American gentleman 

that he portrayed himself (with no small assistance from the media) 

to be. The truth was that the man was an insolent pig. Conceited, 

ill tempered and a misogynistic octopus whose hands had gone 

straight for her cleavage, cupping a hefty bosom in one hand while 

the other reached between her legs and expertly slipped up her 

dress and slid along the edge of her knickers towards her vulva.

In a single movement she batted away his hands, dropping her 

clipboard onto the fl oor and making the host of Mrs Universe (who 

was almost old enough to be her father) fume with rage.

“Senor Huelles!” she exclaimed, moving a pace back towards 

the door in shock. “I was led to believe that you requested me to 

attend you in your dressing room for something other than such 

intimate attention!”

Foster wasted no time. The next move he deployed would often 

produce the desired reaction from his personal assistant, or from 

any of the contestants on the show. He considered it his fail-safe 

manoeuvre. He grinned, his high cheekbones buoyant though 

under the duress of botox, his teeth gleaming white, his eyes soft, 

gentle, coaxing, as he unzipped his fl y and reached into his pants 
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to pull out his semi-erect truncheon of a prick.

“I can fuck for hours.” He began stroking his member, blood fi lling 

its length and girth quickly in anticipation of his personal assistant’s 

lips being wrapped around it. “I guarantee you’ll come at least 

twice,” he scoffed as his stag curved towards the ceiling, a good 

nine inches out in front of him.

The young woman began to laugh, quickly putting her hand 

over her mouth and whispering something inaudible in Spanish, 

shaking her head as she turned towards the door. Foster immedi-

ately thought she was locking it, and made it clear that she had 

made the correct decision. “I’m gonna fuck you so hard, you’re not 

going to be able to sit for a week,” he spat between clenched teeth. 

But his words fell short as the young woman turned the handle and 

opened the door wide enough to exit into the corridor outside. 

“WHERE ARE YOU GOING?” The realisation that she was leav-

ing made his erection tumble in seconds. He looked pathetic, a 

middle-aged man with a wheat belly laden with visceral fat like a 

spare tyre bulging over his pants. The toupee gracing his head, its 

colour a shade lighter than the rest of his head, the California tan 

dull against his black tuxedo, accompanied by a fl accid monster 

cock held in his hand. She couldn’t help thinking that it seemed like 

an appropriate place for his hand to be as she stepped out into the 

human traffi c in the hallway beneath the auditorium.

“CLOSE THAT FUCKING DOOR AND GET ME SOMEONE WHO 

WILL SUCK MY FUCKING COCK! NOW!” Foster barked, moving to 

one side of the slightly open door so that no one could see him. The 
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personal assistant – who had been assigned to Foster by his manager, 

his accomplice in the sleaze stakes – peered over her glasses for 

a heartbeat, her face expressionless. “Your manager, perhaps?” she 

queried, throwing him the middle fi nger as she slammed the door 

leaving Foster humiliated, his dick still in the grip of his right hand.

Only then did he let it go, reaching for the phone and quickly 

dialling the number of his partner in crime. “Mike. Latino bitch 

wouldn’t come to the party,” he said fi rmly, only pausing as his 

manager asked whether he should fi re her. “Nah. She quit.” His 

anger quickly dissipated as the man on the other end of the phone 

smoothly reassured him that he would be balls deep within twenty 

minutes. “Great. How long till make-up?” He looked in the mirror, 

twisting gently to fl ap his prong against his pants, smiling as it thud-

ded against his legs. “The make-up girl will also be the one who I 

can bone?” Foster smiled in the mirror at himself as he listened to 

his manager’s words. “Mike. I love your work.” Foster lifted his arms 

horizontally then fl exed inwards as if to accentuate his biceps. “I’ve 

STILL got it baby.” He dropped his arms, switching off his phone in 

the same motion.

Foster stood in front of the mirror for another few minutes analys-

ing what wrinkles he could see beneath his eyes. Crow’s feet at the 

corners of his eyes. Catching sight of the shade mismatch between 

his natural hair and his decorative hairpiece. All the bravado that 

he had attested to moments before slipped away, baring his mask of 

insecurity. A knock at the door shook him from his stupor. “Come in,” 

he said, just as he felt a surge of blood travel along his genital spire.
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Revelation

As the veil comes down

All forms of creation

Will abound on

A sphere of water and soil.

Limitations will cease

Academics fall on swords

What has been hidden

Is revealed for all to see.

The question and answer section of the pageant, some hours later

“Colleen McGuinney, Mrs Ireland, would you please come forward.” 

Foster beckoned to the woman in a green dress, the slits down the 

side revealing a sliver of bosom, its low cut showing the triangle of 

clavicle and neck that pointed down towards her full breasts. Foster 

fl ashed a glance at her emerald eyes set against the soft pearl lustre 

of her skin then turned towards the audience eager to reposition his 

fi rming cock. He quickly resigned the sight of her undressed (GOD 

he loved this job!) to the recesses of his overly active imagination.
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Mrs Ireland took her position at his side, the bright stage lights 

warming her, a radiant glow emanating from her confi dent pres-

ence at his side. Foster wasted no time in making the most of her 

effortless poise under the spotlight. Flattering her would instantly 

plant a seed for potential backstage antics later in the night, and 

he hadn’t had a chance to sow the fertile ground for sex with any 

contestants thus far.

“They say that Saint Patrick chased the snakes out of Ireland, but 

looking at you, Colleen, I’m not overly convinced that this was so,” 

he said, looking at both her and the cameras for an equal duration. 

His winsome grin was stylised to bring out the cheeky element of 

his nature.

Mrs Ireland put a hand on her hip, tilting her head slightly to 

one side in mock annoyance, then retorted with cutting humour 

that brought a braying awkward laugh from the host and uproar 

from the audience. “Well, I can’t claim to have been as bold and 

miraculous as that, but I know you’ve not been to Ireland in all of 

my twenty-three years of life, Foster.” She smiled at him and then 

threw a gleam at the camera and winked. “As far as I know at least.”

“Colleen McGuinney, ladies and gentlemen! Mrs Ireland!” Foster 

chimed, nudging her back towards the contestants turning his 

back to the camera, dropping the microphone out of vocal range 

so what he said would not be heard as he clapped his hands and 

nodded his head, still laughing with the crowd. “Fucken cunt,” he 

said, just loud enough that she could hear and the other contest-

ants could see him mouth the words, the smile on his face dropping 
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away for a heartbeat as he watched her move back into the line up.

Turning back towards the camera, Foster prepared to introduce 

the next guest. He watched her name scroll up on the monitor 

but was distracted by the stage moving with a horrendous sharp 

shake. By the time he had gathered his wits about him, the next 

contestant’s name had disappeared from the screen and the audi-

ence were muttering to themselves, the contestants hanging onto 

one another as the sound of crackling thunder erupted from the 

auditorium ceiling. All the lights in the building abruptly shut off, 

power was lost and the arena was plunged into complete darkness 

long enough for Foster to hear screams echoing all around him 

as he stood steadfast staring at the ceiling of the Credicard Hall. 

Sparks were shooting out of the middle of its beams straddling 

its length, each one trailing behind a fi lament of white light until 

there was a web tightly adhered to its surface. The crowd below 

stilled, mesmerised by the glow from high above. Was this part of 

the show, they wondered?

The threads began to give off an audible hum, their brightness 

corresponding with the sound, fl uctuating distinctly as the sound 

grew louder and the fi bres began to spin around the ceiling. The 

crowd began to applaud, under the spell of the lights and their 

revolution. Gasps moved around the room like a round as the speed 

of the encircling lights grew in intensity. Foster looked around the 

hall; everyone was looking skyward, even those who had been mak-

ing their way out into the warm Sao Paulo evening had returned 

to watch the spectacle. The pageant contestants clustered behind 
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him, some had their hands over their mouths in awe, others shed 

tears of fear and appreciation of the unknown nature of what they 

were witnessing.

What had been a hum was now a whir and the increasing 

volume was followed by a displacing of the air beneath it at such 

velocity that the hair of the audience, some dresses and jewellery 

and the odd toupee were startled from heads and ears. Foster took 

three steps back from the front of the stage, his hand fi rmly planted 

on his scalp (and his own wig), his jaw slack, his eyes taking in the 

sight of ripples of lighting emanating from the centre of the beams 

as they made their way towards the edge of the spinning circle. At 

the peak of the vortex’s spinning there was a clap of thunder that 

shook the hall to its foundations and passed through the structure 

like a wave, sending people failing, shouting, wailing in every direc-

tion, knocking over half the pageant contestants and throwing 

Foster off to the left of the stage into the crowd who had gathered 

from backstage to watch.

When Foster managed to regain awareness, he found himself 

strewn amongst dead bodies cast in unnatural poses. He reached 

up to the top of his skull; the air was cool against his bald crown. 

Scratching around for his hairpiece, he felt a warm sticky substance 

on the fl oor around him. The shock was enough for him to get to 

his feet and stumble out onto the stage. With his back turned, he 

didn’t see the pageant contestants still huddled at the front of the 

stage staring at the black hole high above the hall fl oor. The light 

of suns from other levels of existence shone their bluish white and 
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reddish yellows onto the survivors below whose number was grow-

ing as the conscious began stepping over the bodies of the dead 

and the dying, the unconscious and the paralysed, to look straight 

into the hole above.

The silence was surreal. The fl ittering of evening gowns and 

dresses brushing cadavers, tuxedo pant legs snapping as some men 

briskly walked closer to the edge of the gaping starlight cavity. 

Their movements halted, faces that had once been emotionless 

with awe, now tense with fear, which Foster watched spread across 

the mass like wildfi re. Those brave enough to continue to watch 

were buffeted like buoys in a tempest as those who wanted to run 

from whatever it was darted to and fro.

Foster couldn’t help himself. His own insecurities about his appear-

ance vanished the instant he found the courage to make his way 

down to a better viewpoint. He stood directly under the hole, the air 

around him displaced by what the others had fl ed from. High above, 

blocking out the light from the suns, was a monumental spacecraft; 

from its belly darted out three smaller craft heading down towards 

the Credicard Hall. The crowd that had been watching hypnotised 

by the serene beauty and silence high above had jostled into the 

corners of the building, some ducking down behind chairs, others 

piling bodies in front of them, from which to peer out over at the 

events unfolding. Some people pushed deeper into the recesses of 

the hall, allowing those in front of them to witness fi rst-hand the 

entrance of the craft (and to perhaps meet their own demise).

Foster and the others who watched the rapidly descending 
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craft scampered away as the ships slipped through into the hall and 

prepared to land. The crushing of seats, bone and sinew beneath 

the weight of the stabilising legs of each of the craft were lost to 

the sound of the air cushioning the thrusters as they came to rest 

on the auditorium fl oor. Foster looked over at the cameras posi-

tioned around the hall, each glued to the scene unfolding. Caught 

between a sense of historical signifi cance (what if he was the fi rst 

human to welcome an extra-terrestrial race of sentient creatures 

to Earth?) and the possible humiliation of being slain on worldwide 

television, Foster’s feet rooted fi rmly to the fl oor. He crouched 

down behind a seat as a door slid open on the side of the craft clos-

est to him before quickly crawling away towards the stage where 

what was left of the group of contestants stood bemused by the 

scene unfolding. Foster was climbing the stairs towards the huddled 

women when a gangplank extended down to the hall fl oor and a 

darkened bulk appeared in the illuminated door frame. For the 

longest moment silence fi lled the massive hall as the fi gure shifted 

out of the light and down the gangplank.

The monstrous hulk moved out onto the platform, revealing 

itself to the contestants, Foster and most of the spectators caught 

at the front of the hall. Those at the rear ducked down to catch 

a glimpse of the visitor. Standing some ten feet tall, with its width 

almost half its height, was a muscular red-skinned hairless giant with 

what looked like an ammunition belt slung over its right shoulder, 

and a rifl e that it waved around in search of potential threats. As 

it moved down the dull silver gangplank, Foster could make out 
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more of its features. Its skin and head were the colour and shape 

of a persimmon and it was neck-less, with huge bulbous eyes and a 

drooling maw lined with hideously sharp teeth.

The creature turned towards the door and made a sound that 

resembled a cough then continued to walk down towards the audi-

torium fl oor. Behind it descended a number of other fi gures, clones 

of itself. Doors from the other craft shot open and more of the same 

monsters strode down and into the aisles, completely ignoring the 

quivering humans that hid behind the fallen and those whose life 

was leaving their bodies.

“It’s a guard of honour,” Foster whispered as he watched another 

dozen of the beings line the aisles. No sooner had the words passed 

over his lips than another more slender and considerably less 

muscular fi gure appeared in the doorway of the ship closest to the 

stage. The gait of the creature was softer and less clumsy than that 

of those that had preceded it. Foster felt a surge of courage run 

through his veins and instinctively moved down the stairs, careful 

not to move too hastily in case the huge persimmon beings saw his 

movement and considered it an act of aggression. At the bottom 

of the stairs, he knelt down on one knee, his head bowed enough 

to be able to see the creature walking towards him.

Foster’s intuition had been correct; as the creature advanced 

down the gangplank it became obvious that it was a female of 

the species who was dressed in a spiralling dress that looked like a 

yellow constricting python. It covered her three breasts and her 

genitalia, but not much else, as far as Foster could see with his head 
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hung so low. He glanced at the guards along the aisle. Some were 

watching the hall, others the female approaching Foster and others 

Foster himself, their bulbous eyes fi xated on him warily, their fi ngers 

precariously placed near the triggers of their weapons.

The female creature had stopped and now stood a few feet 

away from Foster. He slowly lifted his head to meet her gaze. She 

was six foot at the most; her anatomy not too different from that 

of her male counterparts, except she had eyelashes that protruded 

from the top of her bulbous eyes like thin curved spires, cartoon-

like. She proffered a six-fi ngered hand with a small wriggling worm 

in it towards Foster who peered at it for an age before slowly reach-

ing towards it. She turned her palm over and the critter dropped 

into Foster’s palm. The immediate sensation of the squirming organ-

ism in his palm made him want to throw it on the carpet and squash 

it, but he closed his eyes and willed himself to feel comfortable 

with its movements against his skin. He looked up at the female 

who immediately pointed to her mouth. Foster jolted back at the 

insinuation, swallowing hard as the guard nearest him turned his 

rifl e at Foster’s head. Gingerly he picked up the wriggling beast 

with his spare hand and quickly shoved it into his mouth, swal-

lowing hastily, attempting to hide his disgust by dropping his head 

even further. He felt a wave of heat in his belly, a spasm and the 

thought of throwing up fl ittered through his mind for a moment 

that was dissipated with a sense of clarity. His senses felt sharp, his 

mind more alert than he had ever experienced.

“How can you have a Mrs Universe pageant with just Earth 
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women?” Foster looked up at the female standing in front of him 

then looked around the room at everyone else. Their eyes were 

locked on him.

“I’m only the host of the show,” Foster humoured the female, “We 

have a Miss World . . . too.” The audacity of the statement seemed 

ridiculous given the nature of the question and Foster winced as 

she continued.

“Mrs Earth would be more fi tting, hmm?” She turned to the 

guard closest to her who looked down at Foster, a glob of drool 

sliding off one of the razor sharp teeth and splashing on the fl oor 

at Foster’s feet, some of the glutinous salvia covering his thousand 

dollar shoes. “There are billions of worlds across ALL of existence 

beyond what your feeble senses can perceive. Yet you arrogantly 

contest as though you are the sole creatures worthy of titles such 

as those you have mentioned?”

Foster gulped hard, daring to lift his head a little to see if the 

guard had his rifl e pointed at him. “I am not so arrogant as to make 

an apology for the entire human race, but I can say that it is an 

honour for me to welcome you,” he said, turning to meet her gaze.

She smiled just enough that her jagged teeth were visible then 

strode past the quivering Foster and up the stairs towards the 

bunched contestants. She stopped short of them, eyeing them up 

and down before turning to the guards and reeling off a series of 

sounds that were met with noises of amusement from the guards 

and a look of understanding from Foster that sent shivers through 

every human present.
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“I cannot compete with only human judges,” the female retorted, 

a hand on her braced hip, the python-like dress tightening around 

her form. “Their ideal of beauty is tainted by limitation,” she 

snapped, looking at the terrifi ed women who were now sobbing 

uncontrollably, terrifi ed witless.

As she fi nished there was another tremendous shake. Screams 

and cries erupted from the humans scattered around the hall and 

on the stage. The craft that had fl attened the seating in the hall 

when it had landed now wobbled uneasily. A deafening squeal 

forced all the humans to cover their ears and the persimmon-

headed beings howled in pain as the ground beneath them shook 

violently. The ships toppled over one by one, squashing some of 

the hiding humans and three of the guards who were unable to 

move quickly enough suffered the same fate as the nose of the 

drill-shaped vessel popped up through the hall fl oor sending debris 

up in a deadly cyclone, impaling the walls with onlookers and slic-

ing the heads off several of the remaining stunned contestants on 

the stage.

Foster had instinctively hit the deck as soon he saw the nose of 

the craft bore through the fl oor sending splintered wood skyward. 

He had closed his eyes and looked away until the noise had dissi-

pated. As he opened them he saw the female being reeling against 

the back of the stage, a chair arm wedged into her body between 

the gaps in her python dress. A green oozing torrent streamed 

down her breasts and poured onto the fl oor. She looked down at 

her chest, her bulbous eyes taking in the sight of the dagger of 
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broken wood lodged there. She let out a wail and then fell forward 

onto the shard, sending it through her body and out the other side.

“Jesus fucking Christ!” Foster yelled getting to his feet. “What the 

fuck!” No sooner had he spoken than he saw Mrs Angola’s – he 

remembered her remarkable pipe-fi tting lips – head at his feet. 

Her eyes wide with horror from the last sight she had seen before 

her decapitation. There was no time for him to process this as the 

sight of a door being fl ung open on the vehicle sticking out of the 

Credicard Hall fl oor claimed his attention. From its interior a sin-

gle robust brown scaly arm was extended. Talons the size of coat 

hangers rasped at the surface of the vessel’s glowing hot exterior 

as it pulled itself free of the craft. “What next!” Foster exclaimed 

as a head appeared out of the door. Yellow insipid eyes burned 

with vehemence as it surveyed the scene, a lipless mouth on a fl at 

humanoid face spat out a barrage of words into the auditorium.

“The stench of the Aleutians delves deep into the chasms of this 

planet, alerting us to our enemies presence.” The reptilian leapt 

down onto the fl oor, bursting a persimmon-headed guard’s body 

like overripe fruit, sending a shower of green blood and innards 

across the stunned room. “However, we come to challenge in fair 

contest, not in battle.” Foster, realising quickly that he was the only 

human who understood what the creature was saying, the others in 

the hall looking on in bewildered shock, dry retched as the huge 

lizard stood on the head of the dead guard, its eyes popping with 

a sickening explosion of green yolky-coloured congealment. “May 

I present our contestant –” The behemoth knelt down on one knee 
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and extended his hand towards the gaping doorway of the craft. 

“– the Princess Regal, Ishtar.”

Out of the craft fl ew an albino-winged reptile. She hovered 

above the craft long enough for all present to see her majesty, 

strength and power then came to rest on the tip of the bore of 

the craft. Foster fell to his knees, his mouth slack with awe and 

complete horror. He felt his bladder weaken and uncontrollably 

he pissed himself, the sprinkle become a torrent on the stage as 

the enormous winged reptile leapt in the air and in two fl aps of 

her wings towered over the small handful of women scared out of 

their minds crammed at the back of the theatre.

The albino reptilian princess lent towards the women, a low gut-

tural growl making them cower even further. Foster swore he could 

smell the fetid smell of shit, but wasn’t able to determine whether it 

was his own or came from the women to his right. Ishtar swept her 

head up to look at the hole above the ship that had brought her to 

the surface, alerted by something. The persimmon-headed guards 

waddled towards the walls of the hall, causing some remaining 

spectators who were then trapped by their bulk to faint in fright, 

others dove over seats risking their limbs with the sheer speed of 

their movement. The brown-skinned reptilian roared, his barrel 

chest infl ating in the bellow, and his call was answered by several 

more of his kind as they emerged from the craft, moving out into 

the hall with unnatural speed.

Through the hole came enormous segments of the spacecraft 

that had been up until now quietly stationary on the outer rim of 
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the hole in the ceiling. With the segments came down parts of the 

roof that fl attened the reptilian vessel and killed the unfortunate 

watchers at the fringes of the hall, with persimmon-headed and 

reptilian beings alike suffering the same fate as small triangular 

craft darted into the debris and landed atop the pile of smoulder-

ing rubble.

“You are as unsavoury looking as you are dumb!” A door in a 

compartment of the nearest triangular craft had slid open and out 

of it dropped a spindly brown insectoid creature. Its six arms were 

laden with weapons pointed at the surviving reptilians and persim-

mon guards. “We consider the lack of invitation to this contest an 

act of war!” Another insectoid that looked like a giant upright stick 

insect gloated as it fi red its weapons, killing two persimmon guards 

and wounding three darting reptilians.

Foster was sure now that the awful stench of faeces was indeed 

his own as he lost control of his bowels. Ishtar leapt into the air 

then swooped down, tearing two of the insectoids into pieces with 

her talons. Persimmon guards began to fi re their weapons at more 

triangular-shaped ships that fl itted into the hall, their blaster fi re 

obliterating the walls, what was left of the seating and the stage. 

Bodies fl ew as though clothes in a tumble dryer. From somewhere 

in the din, Foster made out the sound of police sirens, and he began 

to chuckle to himself at the thought of what they would discover 

when they arrived.

Foster wasn’t at all surprised when more inter-dimensionals 

appeared out of thin air, hideous octopi-like monstrosities the size 
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of fi g trees creeping through the hole in the ceiling, picking up the 

ships and other aliens like ragdolls, crushing and tossing them aside 

as bored children discarding toys.

“Mrs Universe, indeed,” Foster dribbled. He looked over to where 

the pageant contestants had been standing, huddled, terrifi ed and 

exposed, and saw the statuesque, almost Greek goddess-like, fi gure 

of Mrs Denmark. A mane of brown hair hung around her power-

ful brown shoulders, her arms, though limp at her side now, were 

lean and muscular. Her hazel eyes, even though sunken by the 

horrors she had witnessed, gleamed above high cheekbones and 

her soft curved nose. Around her were strewn the corpses of the 

women that had shielded her from the barrage that had started 

only minutes ago. Calmly, Foster got to his feet, numb to the feeling 

of having smeared the turds in his underwear, and walked towards 

her, carefully stepping over the bodies around him. Foster recalled 

her name; “Ditte Agnette,” he said softly. Around them the battle 

grew more heated. From under the building more burrowing ves-

sels arrived containing reptilians armed with vaporising armaments 

who joined the fray. Shadow-like creatures darted about, arms like 

sword blades impaling all who fought against one another as wave 

after wave of persimmon warriors emerged from ships landing on 

the debris splayed around the hall fl oor. “Congratulations,” Foster 

said, smirking at the remaining contestant, “you are Mrs Universe 

2013.”
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