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“There’s a man shadowboxing in a doorway, with his eyes closed | know he’s gonna win, and he’s
kicking the trash out of the way, he goes down but he always get up again.” SJ Bernstein ‘90

Hello friends, another instalment of Turps is ready for judge, jury and executioner. As you can see
we’ve done a THEMED issue for the first time in our existence and as always this magazine will
happily sit on any wooden surface in your homes and rented properties. SO strap on your bakers
aprons and butchers gloves and peel your way through this HALLOWEEN issue of Turps... and just
in case you weren’t planning on doing so, please take this magazine with you and show it to your
friends and pets.

If you want to see more of Turps then go to our website to look at all the past issues, find out
more about our contributors and how to contact them, you can also have a look at our rapidly
updated and eclectic blog. Also check our page on facebook, just search for turps magazine.

This magazine always has been and always will be FREE and built with bare bloodied hands. We
are always on the lookout for new material SO if you have anything you want to submit then
don’t dare hesitate, send it over to us via email NOW, but we won’t publish any bigoted shite.

Thanks, bye, Dom Website - www.turpsmag.co.uk
Contribute - submit@turpsmag.co.uk

Info/Criticism - info@turpsmag.co.uk

Phone - 07790727772

”OH“. %k 3% %k % %k *. 3k ok %k 3k 3k %k %k has

risen from the grave to smoke
tabs outside of Mills... Eurgh!...
and he’s got a really worrying
looking LUMP on his cheek.”

HEY!.. HERE!! Want something free?

Another chance to win a free turps t-shirt from the ad at
the back of the mag. All you have to do is guess what the
censored words from BIGFACE’s moving speech above
are. Send your guesses via email or text. Ps Last months
answer was LAUGH, nobody won.
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Affliction

The rays pierced the car windshield with laser like accuracy, the sun was high and unforgiving of
any creature naive enough to roam from the shadows. Lyndon lay back with his feet on the
dash; the car bonnet hitched open as a signal of distress to any good samaritan to happen onto
the road. He hadn’t witnessed a soul of any nature for almost three days. His worry had slowly
curdled into desperation. Knowing his only hope was to leave behind the large aluminum corpse
- which lay helpless by the side of the asphalt plain - left him with a sense of loathing. This terri-
tory, these surroundings, he may as well have been on some other planet. He was certainly not
part of the ‘urban community’, he didn’t even like being outdoors in the confines of the city-
scapes; the moving of the new office had rendered this trip unavoidable however.

He proceeded into the thick forestry with caution, lacking in any sense of direction he
became an easy target for the darker side of mother nature. His Italian loafers began to fill up
with warm claret, which now streamed from fresh cuts on his legs, this was a more tolerable
pain than the scorched metallic asylum from which he had recently escaped. His struggles were
soon rewarded, gazing up from the Greenbriar he had just delicately removed from his shin, he
was greeted by a narrow winding path of stone and dirt. A faint sense of alleviation slowly re-
leased into his blood stream. As he took respite to allow his head to clear, he remembered back
to his one and only camping experience as a boy, lasting only one night it had been such a disas-
ter he had vowed never to return to the wilderness.

The path had encouraged him a long way before he noticed the sudden change in the
weather, the scornful sun was now well hidden behind a layer of solid charcoal cloud. It was as
if he had been sucked through a black hole, the fresh air was now abscent, the slow waving of
the trees had halted to a stop, frozen as if submerged in acetate. Lyndon felt as though he was
trapped in some sort of photographic still. The calm was short-lived however; booming thunder
signalled a sudden deluge of cold stinging droplets and it soon became near impossible to see.
Suddenly a large wooden house appeared without warning, as if spurting up from the ground. A
dim porch light illuminated enough to note that this was a well maintained home. Lyndon had
pulled his blazer over his head, a feeble gesture to escape the wrath of the sudden storm. It
wasn’t until he reached the foot of the small stairwell, which led onto the porch, that he noticed
two reflections of light locked onto him like giant illuminated pupils. A stranger sat on a wooden
rock away chair under the confines of the large canopy, his wire rimmed glasses burning in the
light. The strangers manner was that of expectancy; as if he had been watching the now soaked
young man for a time, but he did nothing to engage his attention. There was a strong silence
between the two men, Lyndon noted that the stranger did not seem at all phased by the pres-
ence of an unknown on his porch stairway. Odd. He waited for any hint of introduction or rec-
ognition. His patience had been worn out, the silence broken within seconds.

“Would you happen to have a phone? my car’s broken down and...”

The stranger cut through the announcement as though it had never happened

“My,my,my that is a wonderful suit.”

The throw away compliment took Lyndon by surprise considering the strange circumstances,
what was most shocking was the sincere tone in which it was delivered. For a brief second he
questioned if the old man was merely deaf or hard on hearing, but he spoke with such clarity
that made it impossible. The stranger slowly rose to his feet and seemed to almost float to-
wards the stairwell, he was now in full view of the porch light, which framed his aged face. high



highlighting every follicle on his thinning grey head. His hair was combed back and so delicate
that a map of piercing blue veins could be seen coiling around his skull. He was an athletic older
man but still quite thin, with no striking features or notable blemishes, he could have been any-
one’s father.

“I like’s to sit out in the violence of a storm, not doing anything particular...maybe think
about the Lord. Just like’s to watch it thats all”

The old man put his nose up to the air, eyes searching for something that was never there. He
suddenly turned and started into the house.

“A guess you better come on in”

Lyndon hurried inside shaking his blazer, a vain attempt to remove the water and dead leaves
that clung to him. He was met with an invisible wall just beyond the threshold of the doorway,
his head snapped back a little as he came into contact with it. The smell. His impeccable man-
ners got the better of him and he had to recoil the sense to put the back of his hand up to cover
his nose. His head couldn’t draw up any comparison that he knew of, he had once witnessed a
burst septic tank, no, wasn’t even close. The passageway was dark and uninviting, a contradic-
tive picture painted by the pristine exterior.

“Time’s are hard, the love of the lord don’t pay the bills”

Lyndon took this as an explanation as to why there were no lights on inside, only candles dotted
around the place. The old man ushered him into the only open doorway at the head of the large
passage, passing a narrow staircase on the right. Lyndon chose not respond to the comment, he
wanted this to remain impersonal, strictly business thats what he was used to. Thats what he
was comfortable with.

“If you allow me to use the phone I’'m sure | can be outta your hair in no time”

“This is what | warn you of...I...I...the phone has been cut off”

The old man spoke so softly, apologetic almost, with a twisted wrye smile that had never once
faded since the two had met. The kitchen was a mess, scraps of food had been left out on the
bench for what looked like an eternity. This made Lyndon squirm, his condo was clean to the
point of immunity, the smell maybe? He wasn’t certain. The un-covered and festering butter
had drawn his attention so much so that he had only now noticed a third person in the room. An
old woman sat a few yards in front of him, she hadn’t even looked up, just sat there with sunken
hollowed out eyes as if waiting for death himself to appear. She looked dishevelled and unsani-
tary, hairs randomly sprouting from her face like a human onion.

“She’s peaceful in God’s company, like’s to take time to reflect on her sins and the sins of
others. It's a heavy burden that comes with a price but she will walk among the blessed come
judgement day, starting to feel like it’s in the post”

The old man had put a hand on his wife’s shoulder looking down through the back of her sag-
ging head. She didn’t even blink. He fixed his gaze back onto Lyndon.

“I've witnessed many storms in my time, this one’s in for the night. Your welcome to re-
ceive shelter until morn”

Lyndon wasn’t too taken by this idea, navigating his way back through the woods in pitch dark
and rain however; seemed far less palatable.

“Thats awfully kind...if your sure it’s not too much trouble”

The house, the people, everything about the situation made Lyndon feel uneasy. He was about
to make his excuses, the toil of getting here wearing him out and that he thought it best to re-
tire to bed early, he was beyond the point of starving but dreaded the thought of being in-
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Vited for supper. His attention was distracted from a sound coming from the stairway in the
passage, very faint but clearly footsteps. There was something very odd about them. They
were quite laboured and heavy, as if the person were struggling to navigate each tread. A
heavy thump followed by a dragging sound, suggesting a disability to one of the lower limbs.
Lyndon had turned his head towards the open doorway in expectancy of what lies beyond.

“The boy...Jacob. He’s ours. | must warn you he’s a little...different. A happy soul. | do
try and keep him on the right track”
Lyndon’s attention hadn’t wavered, letting out a gasp as the boy finally appeared in the door-
way of the kitchen, he instantly felt regret but the urge was too powerful. Even in such low
light conditions he could see the boy was grotesque, his body defied the very laws of anatomy
itself. It almost looked as if his bones were trying to escape the tough misshapen skin in which
they had become trapped. His right shoulder blade shot out giving him a hunched over ap-
pearance, with a large forehead that almost covered his line of vision and several missing
teeth. There was a mass of lumps everywhere, Lyndon shivered as he allowed his mind to
wonder onto how the boy would appear uncovered. Such deformities and disease of the hu-
man body had accounted for the many reasons Lyndon questioned the existence of God.

Despite his physical defect Jacob looked happy, if not a little excited to see this stranger
who appeared in his kitchen. He stretched out his arms and slowly moved towards Lyndon,
like an infant seeking comfort.

“Jacob! He gets a little over-eager by the sight of new flesh”
The old man raised his voice but it remained soft, Lyndon was quite shocked at how fearful the
boy looked as he stopped dead in the middle of the cold kitchen floor. He made his way over
to the tall refrigerator and began routing around for something edible, good luck.

“I must apologize, the trouble | had getting here has really sapped my strength, | hate
to seem unsociable and all, but | would like to retire to my room”
Lyndon had become restless and uncomfortable, he wanted this to be drawn out as little as
possible. The old man took overly long to respond, standing measuring Lyndon up.

“Why yes of course. The guest room is...excuse me my mind is old and this house is so
big, i'm sure it’s the second door on the left? At the top of the stairs there”
The old man gestured with his long boney fingers towards the dimly lit passageway. Lyndon
found his uncertainty odd, but he was old and it was a big house, in any case he was too tired
and hungry to care.

“I'm sure i’ll manage. Thank you, you have been most kind, goodnight”
It didn’t take long for him to find his way, it had transpired to be the first room on the left and
he had planned to try every door until he found it. Lyndon was glad of the darkness, the
squalor he had witnessed on the ground floor had made him feel nauseous, up here ignorance
was bliss. He felt comfortable in the large bed and began to feel a little more positive about
the days events, sure his hosts were strange but they were kind enough to offer him shelter
from the storm and for that he was grateful. That fucking butter, it was driving him mad to the
point of returning to the kitchen and covering it over. He drifted off into a light sleep nonethe-
less, aided by the soothing sounds of the rain falling against the window, he felt strangely at
home.
His eyes shot open, he was abruptly awoken by a chorus of horrifying sounds, violently sitting
up with his head in his hand trying to gather his thoughts. He was so confused, he didn’t rec-
ognize any of the surroundings, he had to get his bearings. The room was freezing cold



up with his head in his hand trying to gather his thoughts. He was so confused, he didn’t rec-
ognize any of the surroundings, he had to get his bearings. The room was freezing cold and
the curtains blew in every direction around the room, threatening to come loose. Sure the
window was pulled shut. He slid his feet off the edge of the bed and pulled on his blazer for
protection against the stinging wind. Cautiously he made his way down stairs, the hard
wooden treads hurt his tender soles. He could hear the sounds much more clearly as he
reached the foot of the stairs. A sharp snapping sound that pierced the air followed by a very
deep and confused cry, like a young wildebeest caught in the jaws of a wild cat desperately
calling for its mother. It made his blood run cold but the sense of curiosity was overpowering,
he made his way over to the passageway door. He wasn’t ready for the horrors concealed
behind the pine wood. Slowly he eased it open, greeted with a sight that rendered him para-
lyzed. The old man had Jacob; his son, forced over the kitchen table and proceeded to whip
him with a long leather belt strap. The blows were vicious and calculated. The young boy was
already bleeding horribly and each fresh blow opened up another wound on his back. The old
man seemed possessed, naked from the waist up he showed no signs of relenting. He sensed
the aurora of Lyndon’s presence behind him, turning his neck to greet him with his eyes. The
dim candle light reflected in the glasses, giving him a demon like quality.

“If in spite of these things you do not accept my correction but continue to be hostile toward
me, | myself will be hostile toward you and will afflict you for your sins seven times over!”

The old man did not break the cycle of punishment as he roared, beads of sweat streaming
down into his eyes.The old lady was still sat in the very same chair, still focused on the wall.
Lyndon wanted to stop him so badly, make him see, he opened his mouth but nothing es-
caped. The room was so hot his head started spinning, panic coursed through his veins, yes he
had to get out into the fresh air before he collapsed. The passageway was so dark, he threw
his arms out feeling for an escape route, his heart was pounding and his eyes had welled up.
He knocked a dying candle from the wall, setting fire to the dank carpet beneath his feet. All
at once the whole passage was illuminated, revealing much darker secrets than could ever
have been anticipated. Thick matted lumps of hair and blood welded into the wool beneath
him, handprints, someone - most likely deceased at this point - had been dragged the length
of the passageway. This was clearly the scene of a horrifyingly brutal crime, it became so
clear, the darkness, the smell, the uncertainty. Lyndon’s attention was sucked into a photo-
graph that hung from the wall. A family portrait. He plucked it from its resting place as he
stumbled out into the copper blue moonlight. He could still hear the lynching from the kitchen
as he stood on the porch. His stomach turned over as he held the glass frame up to the light,
confirming his fears.

For Our Darling Son - Gabriel

Lyndon read the inscription aloud in disbelief, a beautiful young couple stood with their arms
tenderly clasped round a young boy. The boy looked content, his eyes beamed, despite his
severe deformity he looked truly happy. Lyndon walked out into the long grass collapsing to
his knees, the house blazing in the background.
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‘When Daddy met Turps - D-Day Spectacular’. A day E

of art, games, music, and delicious food and drink
where Turps magazine paired up with The Daddy Col-
lective to bring something different to Shieldfield in
Newcastle. It proved to be FUN for all involved, as
who wouldn’t enjoy watching live art, playing carnival
games, listening to a bunch of local DJs all day long
AND drinking heavily until the sun rises and you find
yourself dribbling at strangers incoherently, falling
down stairs and sleeping upright on someone’s sofa,
then in the morning regretting NOTHING! If nothing
else, it was a triumph of endurance.

The Daddy Collective are a crea-
tive group of ladies who spend a
lot of their time whittling and
whistling in their cosy studio. You
may have already seen some of
their work in magazines/websites/
posters etc. They are; Lou Green,
Becca Reed, Laura Sheldon and
Roberta Green. Check out their
work over the coming pages.
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“The Daddy Collective aim to create unique visual experiences. The Daddy Collective is not con-
fined to one medium. The Daddy Collective is open to collaboration and is passionate about
working with other creative people “

Here are the different ways you can find out more out the Daddy Collective:

Websites:

http://daddycollective.tumblr.com/

http://www.laurasheldon.co.uk/ (Laura) o - L
http://selfishsusan.tumblr.com/ (Becca) - ' ‘
http://BloodMouth.tumblr.com/ (Roberta) (e
http://www.flickr.com/photos/bertielou/

http://bertaloui.blogspot.com/

ity ! i iy

\\"!‘
Email: C I v E
daddycollective@hotmail.co.uk



http://selfishsusan.tumblr.com/
http://www.facebook.com/l.php?u=http%3A%2F%2Fbloodmouth.tumblr.com%2F&h=0AQGulU-E
http://www.facebook.com/l.php?u=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.flickr.com%2Fphotos%2Fbertielou%2F&h=jAQFJjsf8
http://www.facebook.com/l.php?u=http%3A%2F%2Fbertaloui.blogspot.com%2F&h=zAQGHfxzz




THE PHYTOHORMONE BOOK, TORONTO
(after In The Microscope by Miroslav Holub)

His microscope's axial rays
improvingly unpink.

A biology-white eyeball
sparkles above the lens.

The dimple-hug, spidery green

at the soft couch of an imported tomato
becomes a follow-the-tally-ho cascade

to the floor.

Birdsong, an atomising splatter.

Click beak,
diddlety-diddlety,
his tongue salts.

17th storey window breeze,
he tips a lower fruit, snap.

Manipulating up-spurt,
ammonium compounds

from a sun-and-dust growbag.

Look ahead past lunch:
knife, plate, breadcrumbs.

Seeds, flung as a parting shot
for red-eyed vireos

who chutney them back

to the land of many rivers
tossing unstoppable magic
again,

um tiddley um dum, again.

Christopher Barnes

EASTERSIDE NOCTURNE

It was almost closing time after a long shift (1-11).

A girl came in with her boyfriend and shouted

"I need a piss!" She left

and squatted down in front of the fish shop next door.

Her boyfriend went out after buying a £4.99 bottle of vodka
("keep the penny mate").

This lad watching her shouted

"HERE MATE, YOUR LASS IS HAVING A SLASH."

Oh | was mortified

lan Cusack
21
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GREEN THROUGH HIS EYES

"When | was turned off | was, for some time, sensible of very great pain occasioned by the
weight of my body and felt my spirits in strange commotion, violently pressing upwards. Having
forced their way to my head | saw a great blaze or glaring light that seemed to go out of my
eyes in a flash and then I lost all sense of pain. After | was cut down, | began to come to myself
and the blood and spirits forcing themselves into their former channels put me by a prickling or
shooting into such intolerable pain that | could have wished those hanged who had cut me
down." - John Smith, failed to die from hanging, Christmas Eve, 1705.

What a rush of foreboding this article occurred in the mind of John Austin, a highwayman so
full of intent and deliberation, for was it not impossible that this man that is to be hung on this
Hallows Eve should not die from the noose? He shamed himself for paying the gazette-boy for
this news and lurked further through the armed crowd removing thoughts of a live man shaking
on the end of a rope; this man had to die. To the back he was trying to reach; the outside of the
mob where his identity lay safe and unknown. Luckily the notable condemned man now being
blindly shoved up wooden stairs had drawn such a crowd, Tyburn had rarely seen a mass of this
size for the hanging, John had visited twice before but was in no way a regular, his business re-
pelled dwelling in one place.

A boy in the arms of his father chanced to look across into the deep shadow forced by Austin's
hood, his thin hooked nose shook as he sniffed haughtily and sneered back at the child, his nar-
row black eyes of a snakes precise gaze pierced the playful intent and invaded the child’s
thoughts with horror and deathly designs, Austin fixed his eyes on the youth until the silence
floated over the many heads, it was a vacuum of mute pressing through his ears, he closed his
eyes and raised his head slightly in anticipation of the gallows end, the floor opened and the
snap of the neck sliced open the noiseless atmosphere into a burst of applause and cheers from
the hefty crowd, Austin kept his eyes closed and enjoyed the sense of hearing until the cheers
died down and the shuffle of feet became a distant whisper.

His eyes opened to the sight of a body devoid of life being cut from the rope and laid onto the
back of a cart, his solitude forced John to the side of the street behind a stall of rotten fruit, and
descending London fog brought with it the grey-blue night sky that he needed to restrict his
presence.

Following the lofty conversation of the guards that hung in the air Austin swooped behind by
fifty yards or so, the horse drawn cart tapped each cobble of Frederick Close with an echo; the
only sound that was heard. On their way to the cemetery the executioner stopped the proces-
sion and removed his dark hood, Austin jumped back, struck with animosity at the witnessing of
his bare head as if death itself had showed in the lane. He bid farewell to the guards and his
naked head bobbed away to the right down a side passage, still the horse rode on further down
Frederick Close towards the small church yard, once inside the grounds the taller of the guards
proceeded the stairs two at a time and knocked heavily on the rectory door, the door lay silent
for a short while and was then opened with difficulty by the small hunched vicar.

'Come forth from the cold and enjoy a sherry by the fire.' His voice empty from age but with a
welcoming order, as the last guard passed him he laid his eyes on every corner of the lane be-
fore swinging the door shut, not a second went by before Austin leapt from his shroud and
dashed for the cover given from the cart that carried the hanged man.
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A smell of mould and rotten wood drifted around the canvass cloth that covered the deceased
and his hearse, the tops of which glinted and displayed a length of moonlight in the near dark-
ness of the church grounds, nothing of the body could be seen but for one protruding hand, its
cold and grey posture was set against the dank wood of the cart, in a fist to Johns disgrace, it
was clasped. The clutch of death a grip unyielding and unwilling to unleash the shape of the
fingers, useless for the work Austin wished, the other covered with the cloth of his head and
body, slowly the sheet it receded and John moved up the corpse and was inches from the cold
dead eyes as they emerged from the cloth, Austin ran a hand through the long dark hair of the
dead, caressing gently, heaving with a knowing fever he wound a thick lock between his fingers
and forced the hairs from their roots with such vigour that the scalp tore from the skull, it was
stored in his tunic for future endeavours. Gratitude swelled in his breast and he wished to kiss
the blue lips and offer words of thanks for the arm he then uncovered; work his only refrain.
'Mine father you look down upon me with compassion,' the hand and its palm shone up to the
heavens above, open and awesome it almost reflected his greedy smirk in its deathly shade of
pale. The fingers of manly work, heavy set and rigid in an equidistant wave as if he held and
apple moments before his fall, no alteration of even a hairs breadth need be done.

'Hail Mary full of grace.' Austin accepted this token of fortune as a sign from the good Lord that
this his oncoming thrift of work was sacred and in his own mind was offered divine grace and
with that grace he swiftly drew a dagger from his cloak and sliced through the stiff flesh of the
wrist, sawing to the bone, blood trickling from the wounds in thick streams until the only con-
necting part from hand to arm was the two thick bones of his forearm, for this Austin brought
forth a stone from the crumbling wall in the church grounds and laid the bloody arm over the
edge of the cart, 'saviour, guide mine eye and give me strength.' His arm raised, his eyes closed,
he brought the stone rapidly down, a deafening crack left the severed hand lying frozen on the
damp gravel, the stone was discarded and the hand grasped in one gliding motion as Austin
slipped back into the dark foggy mist of the London streets and wound his way to the docks of
the Thames; hidden in his squalor of filth and evil he prepared the creation of witchcraft and
alchemy most horrid.

And so began the making of the hand of glory, amazed with himself for the procurement of the
very limb that had brought a whole family to its end by strangling and brutality, arrested and
hanged on Halloween. Firstly he set the hand across the bare floor and stared upon his posses-
sion in awe, a second passed and in his eye a tear swelled past the brink of his lash and fell gen-
tly as he turned to gather two glass jars; one held pure vinegar, the other stood empty. Vinegar
rose in the jar from the weight of the human remains, perfectly measured in volume by Austin,
the second and curious empty phial was placed beneath his own palm, he drew the same dag-
ger and slit his own skin which drained blood into the container, a man for wasting no time he
heated the dagger on a flame and cauterised the wound immediately. Allowing time for his
hand to heal and the severed hand to pickle, Austin once more studied and adjusted his plan for
a year, choosing the night of all Hallows Eve, 1774 for his night of glory guided with a hand
named with the same eminence.

And so days before his fated eve the deathly hand was retrieved from the pickle and placed in
the low October sun for two days, the drying of the flesh essential for Austin's next detail, in his
year of thought he acted to find an aborted foetus from the dirty streets of London, all too easy
they lie with rotten vegetables, from this most unholy of creatures he tore flesh from the bone
and hungrily snatched the small volume of fat which lay inside. With the hand dry he chopped
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Off the tops of each finger and thumb, discarding the tips for waste, and broke the core of each
finger-bone and with some difficulty ripped the bone from each finger which through previous
acts remained obedient in its shape. As legend dictates Austin laid out the acquired human fat
onto his old wooden bench and began sprinkling with various magical elements and maternally
whispering enchantments and spells, fat once pale and murky white grew a deep crimson in
colour and then filled the hollow fingers of Austin's creation. His own blood and his own reflec-
tion filled Austin's vision; the dark hairs now a year dead mixed with the congealed blood to
form a string of flesh-like chord, Austin skilfully bound each individual finger with this mystic
rope and twisted a wick onto the top of each finger, once lit by his living hand this dark MAGIC
will burn slowly LAYING invisibility to its owner and death like slumber on all others, unlocking
the most intricate of locks; only milk from an animal can douse the powers of the hand of
glory's ancient spell.

‘Let those who rest more deeply sleep,

Let those awake their vigils keep,

Oh, hand of glory, shed thy light,

Direct us to our spoil tonight.’

A flame torched each wick of the sickening fingers as Austin released the words into the air
around the hand as he walked silently, invisibly, towards the town manor that is said to hold
riches in its cellar the likes of which can only be dreamt. Confident in his creation he stood be-
side a shop window and let his full body stand opposite, all that could be seen was a reflection
of the dark lane behind him, he was alone in his plane of light. The small walk to the manor
door encountered not one body, he gave three sharp raps to be sure its residents were asleep
then tried the large brass lock, a scraping creak its only resistance, the door opened into dark-
ness for a second until Austin’s light filled the room for only him, a large stone foyer surrounded
him, with rooms to each side and cross-swords with a family shield hanging high opposite the
door, and then the narrow staircases, one leading up and one down, his first action lead him to
the descending stair, a thought of caution brought him back and so rising to the first floor he
enquired of the family’s state, there were five, all sound asleep and grave in their beds, two
girls, a boy and their parents. Austin passed all other routes and descended the downward twist
of steps for longer than he was expecting, the cellar lay at least twenty feet below the manor,
he almost fell on the last stair, expecting it to lead to another, he had reached the door, looking
to the hand to equip his need the burning fat seeped down into the palm, each flame flourished
brighter for a second, a clink was heard through the heavy oak door and the thick bolts on the
front of the door became loose, with an easy flick of his own hand the door fell open and en-
gulfed Austin in a dense odour that shortened his breath, the room had lay undisturbed for
years. His light uncovered a small round room which struggled to be lit, the walls reflected only
the dimmest red glow, the low ceiling took nothing and remained black, bare but for a stone
chest set perfectly in the centre of the room, an obvious target he placed his hand gently on the
floor and moved one step towards the chest and in his wide vision he caught the disturbance of
movement, on the wall past the chest an outline of a lady stood out against the glow of light,
dark and defined as if a woman stood beside the illuminating hand, how could this be, he
thought, no woman was in the room but still the shadow lay against the wall watching Austin
work, another began to crawl along the base of the wall, a child crawling along towards the
first, flat and dark with defined edges slowly and on all fours making its way towards the lady
and then a third, shorter than the lady with long hair and billowy dress, a young girl’s shadow
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Sliding along the surface of the wall black as if the wall where she stood gave way to a hole that
lasted forever, that allowed a man to walk through and never escape, cold, silent and unforgiv-
ing. She stopped at the side of the first shadow and held out her hand for the lady to hold, she
did with softness only her mother could give. Austin had not moved and inch since the first had
arrived, his head was void of thought and sweat began to run down his brow, he flicked his
head to the side as a fourth slowly moved in from the right side of the room opposite the
mother and her two children, the largest and deepest shadow only a foot away from Austin’s
watering eyes; the father. This shadow was active and moved sharply on the surface then
glided up to the black ceiling and gave the overwhelming impression of becoming the whole
mass of darkness that hung over the roof of the cellar, all became cold and Austin’s sweat froze
solid on his face, above him a thin point of black descended from the shadow and hung inches
from his head for a second then a rush of ice cold rendered Austin in total darkness, his head
was fixed in one place as if a vice was fastened on either end, his limbs could not be twitched
and his mouth lay open, a shadow of death shot through his body holding him rigid and his
mind became clear and a voice filled the clarity.

‘The hand you have created so well holds a secret, only users of such disgraces can hear, its
magic true only if enchanted with the limb of a murderer, you chose well, we are the family
destroyed by that very hand, the burning of the candles awakens this secret, it releases the
souls of the murdered, we are merely shadows of our previous souls, limited and trapped,
please we beg you, forget material treasures, we can give you knowledge of immortality from
the other side.’

The grip was held by the shadow after their voice had drifted out, his thoughts returned and
were read by the family, his greed was insatiable and immortality was a word that surrounded
witchcraft and leant itself to fairy tales, now it was real the voice was from the grave, Austin did
not dare deny that.

‘All that we require from you is a host to carry our souls, a body is needed to free us from this
hell, we beg you; will you sacrifice another for your immortality?’ They did not need to grip him;
the voice echoed from the walls as they stood together in a portrait of shadow, a family of two
healthy parents and two daughters, Austin’s greed took his thoughts back upstairs to where the
owners of this manor lay sleeping — two healthy parents and three children — ‘one for mistakes,’
he sniggered wickedly, ‘how is one to draw this immortality you speak of?’

‘A sacrifice of a living human for each of us, a cut in their skin which kills them is all we need,
then we shall uncover the holiest of secrets.’

Austin said no more, picked up the burning hand and turned back through the door and up the
many steps, patting the inside of his tunic for confirmation of his dagger, in spite of his magical
flame he crept slowly through the hall and into the master bedroom, taking a look at the faces
gripped in slumber he swiftly slit the throat of the mother, he felt nothing but cold, from over
his head he seen the first shadow that had appeared in the cellar, it clung to the wall and
moved violently from side to side then from a point descended from the ceiling and entered
into the fresh wound, the eyes opened, a quick take of air lifted the silence and again Austin slit
the throat of the father, allowing the largest of the shadows to force its way through the
wound, they looked at each other and smiled, a feeling of shared joy defied by unfamiliar flesh,
they looked to Austin and waited, their skin lightly covered their black core, a shimmer of light
on the surface of a dark ocean.

He grimaced and walked away shaking as his reward was near, he entered the daughters
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shared bedroom with the same caution as the first, an infant in her crib with eyes tight shut, he
leaned in mercilessly and plunged the dagger straight through the neck, the room filled with
familiar cold and the smallest shadow ripped through the air and into the wound, soon it began
to whimper and stretch her watery smile, Austin could hear the parents stagger into the room,
their appearance was unnerving, god was surely controlling them with strings from above, he
spat at the floor as he turned to fill his destiny, the second daughter of eleven years lay with her
back to the whole scene, the final shadow loomed on the all opposite, lurking for its chance, it
was given within seconds as Austin tore open her sleeping neck, the parents had taken the
smallest child from the crib and were rocking her steadily, the second daughter rose awkwardly
from the bed and joined her new family, the father raised his head and spoke to Austin of his
reward:

‘Immortality can only be reached in the shadow of the valley of death, when only struck of a
natural illness, before your demise you must purge your blood with that of a virgin of the same
sex. Once the blood in your veins is his, you will live on for another life-time.’

Anger most foul shot to Austin’s eyes, how dare they trail him along with deceit, he wanted
immunity from death in every form. ‘Liars! Have | not come through with my word? Do you not
live in a new body, taken by my hand?’

‘This is the holy word, John Austin, the only way to reach immortality, | give you my word.’ The
father lowered his head to his children and John stared at them for a while, he needed no fam-
ily, what fools they were; the resurrected and the murdered. A boy, you say, a virginal boy. He
wondered.

A family most grotesque left their daughters room hand in hand, sneaking through the dark to
introduce oneself to their new brother and son, only to find an empty bed, creased from the
movement of limbs, a disfigured hand melted and smouldering on the floor, covered in what
smelled like milk, for the task of becoming immortal, John Austin knew more than he thought.
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