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Introduction:
Gill Ainsworth, editor
Be warned. The following stories are not simply pages of fiction. They are, in fact, here to show what’s in store for mankind and his planet. But, like all prophecies, the ‘when’ is open to interpretation. Mankind may still have a few years’ grace. Enjoy them whilst you can.
Those who believe the following pages—and everyone should—will realise how high the price will be to secure the future. But, for the long-term survival of our planet, radical measures must be taken. However shocking they may seem, they will be in the planet’s best interests; a new, much-improved order will be created by the new God, Moccus.
He isn’t born naturally, but has any god ever been conceived into our world in a natural way? Natural is not the way of divinity, nor the way of Moccus. He comes into our world as all gods should: reborn through science. We live in a world of nanotechnology and Dolly the Sheep and, maybe even now, Moccus. From Europe to Africa, to Australasia and the Americas, no part of the world will escape His influence. Often harsh, never forgiving, He preaches His agenda: Earth’s fertility at all costs.
It’s perhaps befitting that Moccus should enter our world in a backwater—almost hamlet—in rural Herefordshire, England, where a black-and-white Tudor market house stands on stilts and leans even more than the Tower of Pisa. Lead shot buried deep within its oak beams bears testament to a Civil War when Bonnie Prince Charles escaped from Oliver Cromwell and the Roundheads. And, higher up on the Malvern Hills, the ancient ramparts of British Camp—built to defend followers of Moccus and His fellow Celtic Gods against the Roman invaders—stare down on the local Anglican Church. It’s a place where hop fields, orchards and yellow blankets of genetically engineered rape lie adjacent to pig farms; a market town that trades in livestock, sending animals to their slaughter to satisfy appetites. For this is the natural order of life and death, and the food chain. And Moccus has always embraced such things. Moccus, the ancient Celtic God of fertility, will save our planet from the fate mankind is inflicting upon it in this twenty-first century. But how much of humanity will survive?
Within these pages you will discover mankind’s future, learn how it will be for your children, your grandchildren, their progeny. You will become acquainted with the balance of nature and learn the fate of those who refuse to understand it. No part of the planet will be outside His influence, be immune to His powers. The future may not be easy, but it will, ultimately, be better for our planet.
So hope that your descendants adhere to His ways for, otherwise, your genetic future will not be secured. Bow to His ways and life will continue for your progeny.
For my father Jim Ainsworth
who sadly didn’t quite make it to see
The Blackness Within published
Part 1
The Apostles
By Steven L. Shrewsbury
“Long is the way
And hard, that out of Hell leads up to light”
—John Milton—
Paradise Lost, 1665
“Man, what a title, Les,” said Ronnie, as he read notes on the clipboard.
“Cool, eh?” Les responded, glancing up from the papers on his desk. He took a puff on a Cuban cigar and blew it in the direction of the potpourri cooker.
Ronnie read on, rubbed his large nose and chuckled. “Huh. You must want to go to Hell and not wait in line with a title and plot like this.”
The husky man behind the desk took a sip of mineral water and shot back, “If I was afraid of going to Hell, I wouldn’t be a porno movie producer.”
Ronnie raised his bottle of soda and said, “Salute.” He drank a mouthful and faced the page again. Ronnie read aloud, “The erotic tale of a hot Spanish girl who receives a revelation to seek out three new sexual experiences. Christ on a cracker, Les, I’m Italian and this kind of makes me queasy. Is Satan directing or only advising?”
“He gets a cameo, smart ass, or better yet, I could use one of my wife’s creepy pagan idols,” said Les. “You’re a lapsed Catholic, no?”
After he’d aped Groucho Marx with a cigar, Ronnie replied, “If I weren’t a lapsed Catholic, I’d be making Disney movies.”
“Highly unlikely,” said Les as he stood up, tapped the cigar on his tray, and put papers into his briefcase. “You failed film school at U.S.C.”
Ronnie sighed, but the slight from Les rolled off. “I was lucky enough to get a job working as a lighting tech on a porno flick in the early seventies. The rest is history, man. A minor role player, then logging several dozen porn flicks in the catalog before hitting my thirties, it was a blast and I’m comfortable with my fate.”
“Heh, and then talk to me of sacrilege; hell, that’s what they should call turning forty.”
Ronnie nodded, reflecting aloud, “Yeah, after that apex, I couldn’t orgasm on command as easily so I went into production. Since then, life’s sweet if sometimes kind of sour.”
Les walked out of his home-office and Ronnie followed him. As they strolled through Les Golden’s Bel Air mansion, Ronnie said, “Never ceases to amaze me, all of the old historical junk your wife collects.” He waved at the bizarre collection of art and artifacts decorating the hall and room they’d entered. “Some of this stuff is new, eh?”
“New to me. Don’t get me started. Whatever will shut her up. What’s with you and the title of the flick? Don’t tell me that you are getting a conscience, Ronnie?” Les jeered him, as they paused in an expansive living room. A single plush couch stretched along three walls and stopped only by a gigantic fireplace. The stone effigies from forgotten times adorned the brick walls. A woman of Mexican descent vacuumed the immaculate floor while a bald-headed Caucasian youth dusted several stone relics over the fireplace.
“Who, me?” Ronnie shot back. “Naw, I just thought it was an odd title.”
“Just being creative,” asserted Les with a smile, as he watched the tall boy carefully dust the stone relics. The older man almost trembled as the youth worked on an elongated stone head with a crude snout and protruding incisors.
“I know, but it seems like bad karma to make fun of religious stuff. I dunno. I guess I’m being an idiot.”
“The three Fatima girls, three sex experiences, good stuff, sticks in the mind as folks shop for a rental. That little hook is all we want.”
Ronnie perused the porn-flick ‘Menu’ on his clipboard and said, “Let’s see here. The three revelations are accomplished via sex with a black man, three-way lesbian sex, and a double-penetration scene. Huh. I’ll call the Vatican at once! I always wondered what Mary told those girls before World War One. Case closed?”
Les only smiled and watched the boy rubbing the stone idols. “Be careful, Karl. Those are from France and priceless.”
With flaring green eyes, the youth looked at the two middle-aged men. Ronnie almost took a step back at the stare, unnerved. Dryly he asked Les, “What are those?”
“Small effigies from overseas I just liberated from a piss-poor expedition student. A university that will remain nameless also got greased and will look the other way. I am king of finding such folk, even those digging around the headwaters of the Marne and Seine rivers. Money over art, ain’t the new millennium grand?”
“Terrific. Who says art is useless? He looks sort of piggish.”
“They are thousands of years old, I hear tell. Those are Moccus, the pig one, and Cerridwen, Celtic gods.”
Ronnie leaned in and squinted. “She looks like a white pig, eating people.”
Les shrugged. “I don’t understand all the mythology of it. Along with that big urn over there, it will add to the atmosphere of the house.”
Ronnie noted the waist-high stone urn and shrugged. “I guess. Some might say this house is a hodgepodge of bizarre styles and a tribute to tacky people with too much money.” Ronnie never continued his thoughts that said, It all added up to a tasteless home for a man in a tasteless business. As Les moved toward the door of the room, Ronnie touched the top of the urn. “Anything inside? I figured you might be using it for a big ash tray.”
“You wouldn’t like it,” said Les curtly.
Ronnie shrugged and followed him out of the room. He tried not to look at Karl, but he couldn’t resist. Karl stood by the urn, glaring at him. Behind his back, the wall held two gigantic swords, crossed, points down. They were older than medieval times and out of place with the rest of the decor. These blades framed the severe features of the boy too well.
Ronnie quickly exited the room and asked Les, “Where do you get your help?”
“Them? Oh, Esmeralda has been in my employ for years. Someday she might even be a citizen. Karl is helping this summer as a favor for his mother. She’s from Germany and in L.A. for the season. I guess she works in real movies.”
“Ya guess?”
“I’m giving him a job as a favor to my second wife. Throw them enough bones and they leave part of the skeleton. I don’t know all the details.”
Karl polished the top of the urn as Esmeralda left the room. He adjusted his thick black leather watchband on his left wrist, obscuring the tattooed letters ‘SS.’ Slowly, he lifted the round lid off the urn and squinted down into the darkness. Karl flipped on the rainbow colored ‘mood’ lights under the lip of the fireplace. The lights illuminated the belly of the urn. Karl thought he gazed at a series of tiny rocks inside of it. He puzzled over why they were all cracked open, then it struck him: none of them had sealed yet. They were a bunch of human skulls… those of infants.
Shaking as he put the lid back down on the urn, his eyes locked on the empty stare of Moccus. What kind of people are these!
The producer and director walked outside the home and climbed into Les’s convertible Corvette. Ronnie put on his black shades and commented, “That kid is kinda severe.”
Les lit a small cigar and stated, “I never noticed. He’s quiet and doesn’t speak English. A perfect addition, no?”
“What about the new flick?”
“The Secrets of Fatima thing? Oh, we start filming it this afternoon. We’d begin sooner, but you know how hard it is to get all them studs and sluts out of bed by noon.”
Ronnie took another drink of his soda and inquired, “Which warehouse you filming in?”
“6B. They are filming Part III of American Anal Assassins in 6A. Besides, the air conditioning is better in 6B.”
Ronnie nodded. “No outside shots for the Secrets of Fatima?”
“Hell no. This is nothing really special, Ron, just standard issue flick except for the star because we swung Maria Maxi from WETTT Pictures.”
Ronnie coughed and rubbed his temples, trying to get the leer from Karl out of his head. “She’s a good one,” was his assessment. “Maria is the twenty year old, racially mixed daughter of a Mexican immigrant and a white stripper from Palo Alto.”
“Do tell?” Les muttered, unconcerned.
Ronnie shrugged. “Yeah. In two years, she has become a porn vet. I like working with her because she has a good attitude and isn’t really stuck on herself.” He made a grandiose gesture with his arms spread wide. “I know ‘em all for porn is my life.”
“We got a real steal from WETTT Pictures.” Les glowed with pride. “They never farm out their people.”
“Maria piss off the management over there?” Ronnie asked as the warm wind brushed back his curly hair, and a chill ran through his scalp from the recollection of Moccus’s face.
“Not that I know. She had her boobs bumped up to thirty-eights last winter.” Les fished a pair of grey capsules out of his pocket and swallowed them. Ronnie assumed they were the latest rage pills in Hollywood—a herbal substitute for Viagra. Les wasn’t impotent that Ronnie knew of, but several men took the herb just to have more fun.
“Oh?” Ronnie mentally pictured Maria again. “She was kinda big anyway.”
“Maria went in for a little liposuction and a chin implant so they did her tits over as well. One has gotta love technology in this enlightened age, Ron. A woman is a lot like a car: get an average one, get a new rear end and front end put on them and bam! You have a great new ride.”
Ronnie rubbed his chin. “It’ll be nice to see her, though. She is a funny gal and not too much of a nose problem.”
Maria’s real name was Hortensia Morales. No one had a real name in this business. The stud for Les Golden’s ROCK-HARD CAFE Pictures was Texan Miles Long, a twenty-eight-year-old fellow named Howard Roberts by his mother. Everyone was someone else, everyone, a work of fiction in the business.
“I wonder what the real Secrets of Fatima really were?” Ronnie wondered aloud as he gazed in the direction of the coast.
“Are you high? Get off it, man. I don’t know and don’t care what a bunch of stupid kids say the Virgin Mary said.”
“The end of the damned world.” Ronnie smiled in earnest. “That’s what they said, I think. Ever wonder what you would do if you knew when the world was gonna end?”
“Yeah. I’d go do some porn stars.” Les threw his smoke away. “All that freaking religion crap is nothing to me. My old lady is the one into all the magic and stupid idols. It keeps her busy and out of my hair.”
They arrived at studio-cum-warehouse 6B, ordered egg rolls, and waited for the stars to show up. Miles Long, the dark, rangy Texan rode up on his Harley Heritage Softail. He waved at the director and the producer, then hit the showers. Next came the real-life husband-and-wife team of Dave and Nadine Willis. Their screen names were John and Joan Black, fitting with their race. While he worked with everyone female, she only appeared with him and women in the flicks. Ronnie took mild amusement at their sense of morality, but appreciated Nadine’s screaming ability and sloppy eating habits.
Les glanced at his clipboard and sighed. “Betsy Breeze is being true to her nature. The bitch left a message saying she would be late.” He didn’t sound worried. In case of a no-show, a young gopher or fluffer on the set—part-time natural-blonde starlet named Fanny Wells—would fill in. She received several roles covering for late-arriving prima donna porn stars. Fanny had no drug problem, so she was around more to help pay for college classes. Fanny was pre-med.
As several people arranged lights and background scenes, Maria Maxi walked into the studio, wearing a green striped tank top, denim skirt, and sneakers. She waved and smiled at everyone.
“Hi Ronnie!” said Maria, a cheery grin lighting up her dark features. Maria gave Les a wink and hit the showers. Ronnie watched her bounce along and marveled at how a reasonably nice gal like her got into a rotten place like this.
Dick Lower and Joe Hardman (their real names) arrived in the same 1990 tan Buick Skylark. They were two white men in their mid-twenties each having bleach-blond hair and good beach-bum bodies. They were the double-penetration boys and they always worked together on various girls. Ronnie knew they were consummate professionals. Les looked at his watch, wishing he had the DP boys’ patience.
“Well, Ron, dress them up and do the black-guy scene. If Betsy doesn’t show up after Maria takes her second shower… I don’t know. I hate to ask her to do the double-penetration after doing John Black.”
Ronnie shrugged, as John Black and his wife emerged from their showers. The tall black man walked over to wardrobe and donned a Middle Eastern djnni outfit. Maria exited her shower stall and put on clothes of a harem girl. She cooed at the silky veils and golden fans, even slapped Fanny on the fanny with one. Ronnie hit the lights and checked the videotape. They made up some quaint dialogue, hit the dry ice for a magical djnni appearance and shot the first frame.
As the scene neared its climax, Les’s wife arrived in the warehouse. A tall, voluptuous bleach-blonde woman, Eva Golden’s own modeling career had been cut short by an emergency C-section ten years ago. Eva’s life was now very full... of books, drugs and sex. The woman had everything in life she’d ever wanted, yet nothing of real substance.
“Lester,” she whispered to her husband, as John Black flipped Maria Maxi over on the bedroll, “Did you remember to take your pills?”
Les nodded and put his index finger to his lips.
Eva glanced at the scene before her and faked a yawn. “I have a special flick for us tonight,” she promised her husband.
Les sighed and waved her off. Ronnie rolled his eyes at Lester’s current wife and her eccentric New Age tastes. Her lusts were getting out of the realm of normal perversion. Ronnie buried a grin as he thought of a regular film of her life he’d call Jaded. He wished the shivers would stop. At first, Ronnie thought it an after-effect of some blow from the previous night, but the images of Moccus and his bride kept returning, even in the porn shoot.
He saw Joan Black look up from her magazine as her husband went wild on Maria, but her gaze rested on Eva. Ronnie hoped the screwy woman wouldn’t notice Joan’s look of disgust or there would be trouble. The women on the set sometimes fought like cats and cats.
John Black finished on cue, delivering the money-shot facial. Ronnie slapped his hands and sang out, “Cut, folks!” The small crew gave out a brief round of applause as Maria stood, face awash in semen, and performed a little bow. Joan Black read her magazine again, bored.
“Betsy show up yet?” Ronnie questioned Fanny.
She shook her blonde head from side to side and Ronnie pointed at the showers. Fanny nodded and started to pull off her pink T-shirt.
Miles Long had changed out of his jeans and tank top into khaki shorts and a Hawaiian shirt. He read Sports Illustrated while Maria and Fanny showered. Joan Black changed into her white nylons and blue baby doll while the stagehands changed the scene to a massage parlor.
“Anything new, Miles?” Eva asked the reclining porn star, as she walked away from the set. Ronnie saw that Miles ignored her as he always did. Ronnie thought she was bigger trash than the women he slept with to make tons of money. Besides, on this day Miles Long would earn his money by masturbating over a lesbian scene.
Eva went into a small bathroom in the warehouse and locked the door. After she’d taken her lipstick out and drawn a five-pointed star on the interior of the toilet bowl, Eva took a tiny stone object out of her purse. Her lips kissed it wet, then she winked at the miniature image of Moccus. She placed Moccus in the toilet bowl. She sat, urinated on it, and got back up. Eva reached right into the bowl and placed the wet stone effigy in a plastic, zip-lock bag. After wrapping the plastic tightly around the stone, she put Moccus back into her purse, reapplied her lipstick with a different tube, and left.
When Eva exited the set, Maria Maxi hurriedly ran into the bathroom and sat down. As she peed, her body trembled, but she thought nothing of it. Her nerves often teetered on the edge before a lesbian performance. When she got up and flushed, she glanced down at the bowl. Maria shook her head in disgust. “Crazy bitch,” she said, referring to Les Golden’s wife. She was drawing in the bowl again. “Must be a chore to be married to that goof.”
There was no way for Maria Maxi to know that this was the last time in her life she would ever take a leak.
Les Golden left the set with his wife. Since she hadn’t gotten out of bed until after noon, Eva was hungry. Les had agreed to go along to the restaurant as the second sex scene had ground to a halt. The set took an hour break. The DP boys were napping on the same couch crossways from each other. Miles Long dressed, climbed on his Harley and left. Maria Maxi donned a pink jumpsuit, got into her car and headed down the street to buy her sister (who lived in Costa Mesa) a leather jacket at a factory outlet mall.
And died.
Eva ate pasta and sipped red port wine as Les’s cell-phone rang.
“Yeah? What? She’s not back? Hell, you don’t need me down there to run the joint, Ronnie. She’ll turn up.”
After they had finished eating, the two headed back to their home. As the car sped on, Les’s phone rang again. “Ronnie? Maria back yet?”
“No,” Ronnie replied somberly. “She won’t be coming back.”
“Say what?”
Ronnie told Les how Maria’s driver’s side wheels had both blown out or come off her car. The cops weren’t certain which. At any rate, the car rolled out of control and threw Maria free. Well, most of her. Her left arm was sliced off at the mid-bicep on the car door as she flew through the air. A chain link fence with a barbwire top had beheaded her.
Les Golden drove in silence. He stared at the highway and just couldn’t find the words. His wife filed her right middle fingernail, then scraped at the interior of her right nostril with it. She glanced at her husband and quizzed, “Bad news?”
He ignored her and said to Ronnie, “I’ll call you from the house in a few minutes. I must think.”
Ronnie hung up the phone and told the DP boys to move on. They shrugged and left. They had a night shoot at 2 a.m. in Burbank anyway. Ronnie walked across the set to the toilet in numbed shock. Maria had been the best in the business... at that moment. The old saying was Porn stars come and go. Cruel but true. Maria was replaceable in a business like this, but Ronnie still had to shut the door of the crapper to conceal his tears.
His phone rang again and he twitched. “Yeah, what?”
“Ron? Les here,” the producer said in a cheery voice. “Look, man, wrap the film and lock it up. The more I think about it the more I like the idea of this movie.”
“Come again?”
“Think of it! Maria Maxi’s last flick! We have two scenes to build around. Screw the Fatima angle… well, maybe not. I have to think about this more. We could be looking at a major seller here.”
“You’re all heart, man,” Ronnie muttered dryly, as he turned toward the mirror and didn’t like what he saw. He closed his eyes and tried to find his courage.
“Well, handle it all down there, Ron. I trust you.”
“Wait a minute! What in the hell will you be doing? The cops might want a statement from you.”
“For what? What did either of us have to do with her death? She didn’t even take drugs. Funny thing, really.” Les turned off his phone.
Ronnie put his phone on the edge of the sink and sat on the stool. He ran his fingers through his curly black hair and stared down. Ronnie saw a smudge of scarlet lipstick on the edge of the bowl. He got up, looked in the bowl, shook his head and pronounced, “Stupid bitch and her witch games.”
Eva wasn’t a real witch of any kind, just a player at New Age junk. The Goldens were atheists, but he knew that he himself believed in a God, a Devil... all of that. Ronnie had refused to let a girl wear a cross in a blow-job scene once. He just thought it bad luck. He was very superstitious. Who wasn’t? He was sure Reverend Franklin Graham knocked wood every now and then. Bad luck, bad karma... what goes around...
What is that damned Eva Golden into? Ronnie’s heart raced, as he tried to fight down his thoughts. Had she pissed off something? Someone? God? The Devil... A devil? It was crazy. None of that stuff was real... but… the image of that pig god, Moccus, kept returning to his mind.
What goes around comes around… that was older than the Bible, he wagered. Sow to the wind long enough and one gets a tornado. Like a tornado, the storm crushes everything in its path, trailer trash and all, to get where it’s going. Was this heading to Eva? Ronnie remembered that Maria went into the bathroom before the last scene, and he jumped up. He bolted out of the room, then reached back in for his phone. He stabbed at the numbers on it, hoping to reach Les.
Why? What was he going to tell him? That his whacked-out wife had caused Maria Maxi to be decapitated by rubbing lipstick in the toilet? That sounded nuts. Ronnie lost his nerve as the phone kept ringing. He eventually got the answer service, but left no message. Was he being crazy? Probably.
Ronnie decided to get drunk and forget. He made sure the film tapes of Maria Maxi were safe in his possession, as he called for a ride.
Oddly, he thought of burning the tapes.
Earlier in the day, Karl and Esmeralda had cleaned out Les Golden’s study. They’d found the liquor cabinet unlocked so helped themselves to some vodka. As she mixed the screwdrivers, Esmeralda tried to tell Karl that the Golden’s preferred the bottles in the front—the Bourbon, the Scotch—to the Vodka in back. Karl grinned as she poured water into the vodka bottle to refill it. When she went on to do the kitchen work, Karl sampled the Scotch and liked it.
By evening, Esmeralda departed and Karl forgot to go home. He’d gotten ripped on brandy and wandered about the huge home. He eyed the idols on the mantle and shook his head as he left that room. After finding a DVD-VCR and porno material in the Golden’s master bedroom, Karl settled down to view them. He was watching one when the two decadent Americans came home, so he ran downstairs and hid in the one place they’d never go. In the laundry room, he felt safe. Karl settled in, figuring he’d wait them out a couple hours and then sneak out.
He fell asleep on the floor next to the dryer. A wicked thunderclap snapped him awake three hours later. He then heard soft, classical music filtering throughout the house. Karl only knew the works of Richard Wagner classical-wise. With great care, he crept out of the laundry room and into the kitchen. The music came from the big room with the fireplace, idols, and collector weapons. He was about to head for the door when he heard several deep, guttural moans coming from the room. Karl listened for a while and heard a male and female voice, but another set of voices was there, too, speaking German…
He slipped up the stairs and saw that the door to this room was cracked open. Opposite the entrance were two sliding glass doors that led to a terrace on the beach. It sounded as if a bad storm raged outside. A long, white screen covered these doors. On the screen flipped a grainy black and white film. Rage filled Karl, as he saw a grown man having sex with what looked like an animal... then shoot the beast in the head... and keep pumping away. The voices in the film were German and Karl wished he couldn’t understand the words. He’d heard of snuff films but thought they were stories. Karl also knew he was very wrong about something else: he had thought he couldn’t think any less of these two Americans.
Eva wore a leather corset, silver bullet bra and thigh-high black leather boots. She’d tied her husband to the fireplace by his wrists on long dog chains. On his knees facing the two stone idols over the fireplace, Les couldn’t see them. A black leather hood sheathed his face. A tiny chain connected a dog collar on his neck to his ankles. Around his neck hung a tiny stone object. Karl thought it a smaller version of the piggish idol Moccus. As Eva wielded a riding crop on Les’s back, her eyes stared at the movie screen. She jumped a little as something banged on the glass of the terrace doors.
This startled Karl as well. He told himself the same thing Eva probably told herself: it was a branch... something blown up by the storm. When the glass shattered, both of them jumped again and Les tried to react to what had happened but couldn’t.
Eva staggered back and faced the double doors. The storm grew much louder, thundering its wrath into the room. A sudden blast of wind smashed more of the glass out. The snuff film ran off of the spools of the eight-millimeter projector, but the white light still illuminated the wavering screen.
“Christ, Eva!” Les yelled. “Let me go!”
Karl licked his lips and decided to leave, but froze in his tracks as another large gust of wind blew the screen up and over toward the fireplace. The edge of the screen grazed the graven image of Cerridwen, consort of the God, Moccus. Cerridwen teetered and fell over against its mate. Moccus swayed back and forth, and then fell forward with its mate. Then Moccus bounced off Les’s head, Cerridwen off his right shoulder. Moccus smashed down on the edge of the riser leading to the fireplace. Its mate bounced once on the same riser on the other side, then split in half as it hit the floor.
As the screen fell back down across the doorway, Eva stared down at her smashed idols and screamed. She shrieked so long that Karl thought she must have possessed five lungs. On the contrary, his heart raced and Karl could hardly breathe. He tried to run, but his legs snapped down after he had moved only a few inches. Karl’s eyes glanced into the room, but he could only be riveted to the screen. The crazy bitch clamoring over her shattered idols didn’t even notice that a shadow formed behind the screen.
Karl thought someone stood on the terrace in the din of the storm.
Eva stumbled over to the pieces of the idols and kept screaming. She accidentally stepped on a few of the pieces and crushed them further. This didn’t help her mood. Karl saw her spiked heels stumble on a tiny glass vial rolling amongst the debris. The vial from Moccus oozed an eerie, green glow. Eva stepped on it. The tiny tube broke apart just as its idol-shell casings had. Karl wasn’t sure if Eva saw it, but he noticed a green mist inside of the vial disperse in the rushing wind.
While this happened, Karl grew certain the shadow on the movie screen was that of a human. His eyes closed when a sudden wave of agony swept over him. He staggered against the door and fell into the room, feeling as if he’d been doused in acid. The feeling of agonizing fire spilled onto his head and flowed throughout his body. Eva now noted his presence, watched him roll on the floor and tremble violently. Karl shook so badly that he gave the impression he might vibrate to pieces. She gaped as his skin rippled and expanded. When his clothing began to shred to ribbons, Eva couldn’t find her voice to holler.
Eva backed up and ran into her chained husband. Her ankles twisted together and she fell backwards over him. When Eva rose up, she was face to face with the screen. A humanoid form stood behind the screen. She glanced back at the writhing body of her husband, yet couldn’t help but turn back to the houseboy. The image at the terrace wasn’t as interesting as the form that Karl was taking. His nude body glowed a deep red as if blood flowed from all over his body and boiled.
Karl leapt to his feet and howled in a voice so deep that it came from far, far away. After his bald scalp had sprouted a mane of blond hair and his body had gained a hundred pounds of muscle mass, Eva let out a dry yelp. Her drug addled heart raced at the sight of the gigantic, nude creation that stood in front of her. Karl was no longer thin, green eyed... or Karl. His body rippled with primal energy, raw instinct and husky brawn. Eva appeared horrified as his jaws lengthened and large tusks extended from his jowls. She stared, intrigued.
What used to be Karl blinked several times, then looked down at his massive hands. The long digits flexed, popped, surged and clicked heavy nails together. Through his fingers, sullen eyes saw the shattered pieces of the idol of Moccus. Deep in his throat, a groaning roar arose, then he leapt forward. Stomping on the tiny pieces with his bare feet, pain shot up his legs but it was a good kind of hurt. It reminded him that he was alive... again.
“Who are you!” Eva screamed, trying not to gawk at the image growing in the doorway.
The seething giant heard her words but didn’t comprehend the language. So high ran the terror in her heart that Eva did something that used to reassure her as a child. Eva made the sign of the cross almost without knowing it. The movements meant nothing to the giant. He’d been born centuries before anyone ever knew of Jesus Christ. As his heart slowed down, his instincts drank in the scene. The being from a past age looked about the room at the idols in pieces, the swords on the wall, the people on the floor... and at the apparition outside of the sliding doors. He comprehended the state of things perfectly.
This woman before him had blonde hair on her head but dark hair on her private parts. The man at her feet was chained like a dog. Then, in a wild flash, he recalled who he was.
Taloric! His name was Taloric, birthed to a women long ago by his father, Moccus. The last real thoughts he’d had were of roving the southern regions of the world... south of his snowy home at the bidding of his father. He slew so many, but in time the red breasted little men overcame him. These little men babbled to gods Taloric had never heard of, yet he had fulfilled the edict of his father God, Moccus. He’d slain many. Now, his father called on him again. Time was different, but he could sense his father, far away, and alive. While most of his tribe had died, pieces must march on. Pride swelled in his huge chest that so many of the little men had died at the hands of so few of his brethren. They’d lost a legion because of him. Taloric remembered that his pieces had been burnt in a magical ceremony at Shropshire. His flesh burned but his spirit stayed in stasis, comatose for eons.
Taloric didn’t hesitate to grab one of the huge broadswords off the wall near the fireplace. Though heavy, it felt good in his hands. He ground his teeth together at the feeling. The fake-blonde woman squealed again and kept doing so even as Taloric swung the sword and separated her head from her neck. The head flew off her shoulders and bounced off the mantle of the fireplace, then plopped onto her husband’s back. The woman took a single step, wobbled and fell backward as clear and scarlet fluids gouted from her neck.
“Eva?” the chained man said, confused and ignorant of what happened about him. He felt the pulsing sprays from his wife that grew fainter with every splash.
Taloric growled in a deep voice, blessing the heavy blade he wielded before taking the handle in both hands. His hands touched the blade and found it reasonably dull. It would suffice until he could hone it. In an instant, he swung the blade down and sliced Les Golden in half at the pit of his back. Les gagged, grunted, and puked as his intestines unraveled.
Taloric breathed heavily as he stared at the image in the doorway. He felt no fear as he slashed the sword in a loop, slicing the screen free of the roll so he could see what lay beyond.
The image of a headless woman stood in the doorway. She glowed with an ethereal emerald light. Taloric sensed no real threat to his own person from this spirit. His mind puzzled as to why this ghost carried its head under its right arm. He then noticed that she had only half of a left arm.
The big man lowered his sword and peered down at his own form. He had a hint of a green glow about himself. Was he a spirit as well? No. He had flesh, a breathing body well enough. Nevertheless, Taloric reached out to the ghost and felt her supple shape. The massive hand ran down her arm and clenched her dark hair. Taloric pulled her head free from her grasp. The face on the dark head wore a rather shocked expression. He placed the head back on her shoulders.
The girl was afraid, full of terror and quite stunned. Her head stayed in place and her eyes fixed on the gigantic warrior. Then she cried.
Taloric wondered what had brought this spirit to this place. Had her spirit been wandering until it found the home of a familiar person? Taloric puzzled at her ever-changing form.
The spirit wept, but no tears came. Taloric’s eyes saw her shape dim in its glow and grow more transparent. He then saw several long shapes slither up from the boards of the terrace. As he took up a defensive posture, the shapes solidified into reptilian, scaled tentacles. These long tendrils coiled about the spirit’s legs and worked about her waist. She screamed the howl of the damned as she rocketed downward into oblivion.
Taloric peered over the terrace at the wooden boards. The girl was gone. Taloric recalled his father’s unrepentant, unshakable savagery. The God preached that one made one’s own life. This girl must have earned damnation. Taloric sighed as he looked into the evening air and the storm. He thought of his own new life and of his escape. What had he earned?
A high-pitched whine cut through the air behind him. He twisted about and saw a tiny black object lying on the coffee table, whining. Taloric crossed the room and kicked the glass table over. Standing over the tiny object he heard a human voice—such things were madness. What kind of demons were these. Their gods were everywhere. Taloric stomped on the object.
He leapt over the terrace and landed in the grass. As he jogged through the expansive back yards in the rain, his mind raced. What had he earned? Why had the gods let him be bound inside the idol of Moccus? It was his own fault that he’d fallen victim to the Romans. His own weaknesses had doomed him to the imprisonment, not the wrath or whims of Lugh of the Shining Spear. Now what was he to do?
Eventually he found some low hills that overlooked a vast area of bizarre lights. For now, he had to think and listen for his father. When the storm cleared, he saw the stars above were in no position that he recalled. Home was far away, but his people were used to roving, rambling and conquering.
Taloric decided he had been granted the blessed boon of life. Wherever he was, whenever he was, Taloric knew he had another chance.
Thanking all the gods above him, Taloric smiled and remembered the face of his father, Moccus.
He then smelled the swarming bodies down below him and felt so hungry.
By Lucas Pederson
A dank breeze like the sour, rancid breath of something dying swept through Narok.
Eddies of red Kenyan dust swirled, as it drifted along roads, between ramshackle buildings and mud huts, darkened the façades of slumbering tourist markets.
It twisted its putrid fingernails into the few simple locks, nudged doors and animal skins aside, slipped silently through sleeping homes. It slithered across faces of young and old alike. Some wrinkled their noses, some cried, but most screamed in their sleep as this foul interloper caressed their sweat-drenched skin with cold, hungry claws.
Then it subsided; although it did not go away entirely. And the people slept on without knowledge of what had entered their quiet town. They continued dreaming, their nightmares growing more intense, and still they slept.
The human monsters, the criminals and madmen, for this old town also harbored such, shivered in their beds, not from the cold breeze but from nightmares.
Eadie lit a roll-your-own cigarette, jetted smoke out both nostrils, then tossed the blood-stained machete onto the wooden table. For a moment the table wobbled, as the knife skittered across its surface, and then the blade bit into wood, another scar added to the already splintered surface.
He’d taken the machete to bed with him again. Blood and all, he’d slept with it like a lover. Now, cigarette clamped between his lips and smoke wafting before his bloodshot eyes, he stared at it for a long time without moving.
The first rays of the morning sun began sifting onto the dirt floor from the shack’s only window.
He closed his eyes.
His body jerked as images shot through his brain. Images of the woman, the machete sliding across her face and over the bridge of her nose, cheek to cheek, as he thrust his hard penis into her.
He watched the machete cut away the flesh of her stomach, flay through muscle and connective tissue. And when her body went limp, he climaxed.
The images shuffled, and now here was his mother, her face twisted with a mixture of revulsion and ecstasy. Her hand shot off of the stained mattress, slapped his face.
“Not like that, you freak,” she screamed at him in her native Narok tongue, as she continued romping vigorously. “Like this!”
Then the images vanished, leaving Eadie to sway on his feet.
“Fuck,” he muttered, using his favorite English word.
His eyes opened. Morning and he still hadn’t gotten rid of the body.
Last night had been awful. Trying to sleep, one nightmare after another, each as hideous as the one before; a rolling wheel of endless horrors, mostly where his mother both hurt and pleasured him time and again.
Upon waking, he’d been cold. His shack had reeked of dead fish, and the door had been open.
But there was the dead woman to think about now. He’d have to bury her body before it started to stink as badly as the dead-fish smell had. Already, flies were buzzing around his hut.
Eadie dropped the remains of his cigarette on the dirt floor and turned to the dead woman. His eyes widened.
Zarha, he could remember her name, lay in the farthest and darkest corner next to his secret well, a limp heap of crumpled bloody rags. But he couldn’t remember putting her clothes back on. Nor shoving her into the corner.
He raped the women he killed, never knowing exactly why but always feeling horrible afterwards. Yet he loved to see them in pain, as so many of them had given him pain. How they laughed at him and refused to marry him.
He couldn’t break their hearts so, instead, he cut them out.
Eadie walked over to the heap of a woman and wafted away the flies. The ones not besotted with her bloody gashes flew off only to return moments later. Others stayed, engorging themselves on body fluids.
I thought you’d be the one to take away my pain. But you didn’t. You denied me. Laughed when your hand stole into my pants. He knew why though. She’d been no different from the rest.
His hands clenched into tight fists, fingernails biting into the tender pads of his palms.
How did her clothes get back on?
Zarha, or the body of Zarha, sucked in a raspy breath. Her ruined remains shuddered violently.
Eadie stumbled away, heart quickening.
Now her arms jerked this way and that, her head smacking against the packed dirt, cracking the skull hard enough for grey matter to leak onto the floor, offering the flies a new place to lay their eggs.
Still backing away from her, he gasped. “You are alive?” he stuttered.
She flopped onto her back. Blood stained the front of her tattered dress a dark crimson. Dark skin hung in ragged flaps on her face. One eyeball lay dangling along the side of a bloody cheek, attached only by strands of scarlet thread. A black mass of flies squirmed inside the loose flaps of skin. But worse was the empty eye socket. Eadie swallowed bile at the sight of the insects crawling around, sucking up fluid.
A low whine issued from the gaping hole of Zarha’s mouth. Then, in a twitching, jerking motion, she sat up. Her head, which had been lolling to one side, rose up to stare at Eadie, then fell again. But it still faced him. Her one good eye, now bulging from its raw socket, glared at him.
“Eadie.” His name gurgled from her mouth; in their native accent, it came out as Eedee. But it wasn’t her voice. It was something else. Deep, resonant, it seemed to echo off the mud floor and walls.
His gaze strayed to the machete on the table, ready and freshly sharpened for her disposal. He turned slightly, started toward it, and she rose to her fleshless feet as if pulled up by unseen strings: a wretched marionette, the puppet-master an invisible fiend. She stopped. Then took a shaky step closer. The flies came with her. Now she reminded him of a voodoo doll brought to life. Her head began flopping from side to side.
“Eadie,” she said again.
“You dead,” he shouted in English. Speaking the language of mzungu made him feel brave. Not brave like facing a lion, but brave like he’d seen the white man confront evil spirits. “I kill you! You dead!”
The thing shuffled closer, movements like impulsive spasms. Dark laughter spewed from its bloody mouth, a sick, mocking laughter.
He moved toward the machete again. But the thing that used to be Zarha darted at him with uncanny speed. They collided, its wet, cold body crashing into his, sending up a cloud of flies and driving him to the floor.
It writhed on top of him, panting, its breath like something long-dead turned to a rank soup under the hot sun. He twisted away, gasping for fresh air but not finding any. Broken fingernails clawed at his neck.
Eadie screamed, bucked the creature off of him. He scrambled to his feet, using the wobbly battered table to pull him up. Blood trickled down his neck, soaking the thin white shirt he wore.
Then he saw the machete and hefted it from the table. He turned—
A hand more like a claw swiped at his face, gouging ravines into his cheek. The body, the creature, was on its knees, attempting to stand.
Eadie recoiled, and the creature squealed. Instinctively, he shot out a foot, kicked it hard in the chest. For a moment it teetered, then it fell to the floor.
Now was his chance. Machete poised above his head, he charged.
But suddenly it was on two feet.
Too fast! Much too fast!
He allowed himself no more time to think. Swung the machete, buried the blade deep into the flesh between right shoulder and neck. Yelling nonsensically, he pulled it free. The thing lurched back, hands clasped to the wound. There was no blood. And no flies to lick it, Eadie suddenly realized. They had gone.
He swung again, this time his aim was true. The honed blade swept horizontally, lopping off the mangled head. It flew into the dark shadows, bounced once and then came to rest against a wall.
Eadie gave a triumphant shout, backing away as the headless body convulsed, dropped to its knees, and finally crumpled onto its chest. Stayed there.
“Fuck,” Eadie muttered, and dashed past the body toward the open door, machete still in hand.
He’d taken three steps when he heard a series of wet snapping sounds.
He halted, his breath catching in his throat like a wad of dry bread. Wet snapping sounds drilled into his brain and consumed his thoughts. Slowly, he turned to the dreadful noises.
Zarha’s headless body jittered on the packed dirt. Her back arched, bulging toward the ceiling. Her arms flailed, her hands slapped at the floor. Then a large hump began growing out of her back. Too scared to move, Eadie gawped, as it grew bigger. Bigger still. Zarha’s blouse—once a bright tie-dye mixture of reds and greens but now a dirty brown from dried blood—split open. A crack as her spine snapped to allow the hump to lengthen. The smooth chocolate-colored skin stretched, took on the sheen of oiled and polished mahogany.
Then silence. Whatever was happening to Zarha’s body had stopped. Eadie stared at the growth, hands tightening on his machete handle. It stood nearly four feet tall. And something was moving inside it, just beneath the stretched skin, something that looked like a huge moth inside a cocoon.
A breeze licked the side of Eadie’s sweat-drenched face. That dead fish stink again, but much stronger now. His nose wrinkled, the corners of his mouth turned down.
A wet ripping sound.
Eadie’s heart stopped for a breath’s length, and then it began beating double time.
A long black hook, or at least that was what he thought it must be, protruded from Zarha’s skin and slowly slid upward. Flesh parted like astonished lips. The black hook reached the top of the bulge, then slipped back inside.
Something growled.
“I am Moccus,” whispered a voice on the breeze. Eadie heard it in two languages: Kiswahili and English. And other words he didn’t recognize fuzzed in the background.
“Witchcraft. Someone make bad magic on you, Zarha-bitch.” This time mzungu words didn’t make him feel brave. He wanted to run, but his whole body trembled too much for his muscles to work. He wasn’t a warrior. He didn’t know how to fight let alone confront something that spoke on the breeze in many languages.
More black hooks appeared out of the long slit in the skin, and Eadie realized they were not hooks at all. They were talons. And, as the talons parted the skin, he saw claws attached to them.
A ragged snout peered through the flesh, followed by long teeth that looked like weathered tusks. They pointed upward from a broad lower jaw.
The head, not-quite a warthog but close, glared at him. Its slanted red eyes flashed. It made a deep, slobbery grunt and tore away the skin cocoon. A hunched beast, covered in wet bristly fur stepped out of the mess that used to be a woman. Its sharp black hooves scuffed the dirt floor.
“Fuck,” Eadie whispered. “Tafadhali, no mganga magic. I will be good boy. I promise no more bad things.”
A pair of leathery wings unfurled behind the creature and it let loose a loud guttural roar. The wings stretched, flapped once, and then disappeared behind the monster’s large shoulders.
“I need you,” whispered the voice of the creature.
The breeze bringing the words sent a chill through Eadie.
The creature made as if to charge.
Eadie edged to the open door and, machete in hand, burst out into a morning without a sun.
The sky swirled with dark grey clouds, and streaks of red lightning licked the ground.
He stopped and stared at the sky. Only a few moments ago, early-morning sunlight had streamed into his home just as it did every morning; the chill of night burning away in the glow of the rising sun.
Now the chill had returned, and it cavorted with a stench so vile it forced his throat to work overtime.
A roar louder than a lion exploded in the rank air. He turned just sufficiently to see the hog-creature emerge from the shadows of the off-kilter doorway of Eadie’s shack.
He spun away from it and sprinted across the rusty-red dirt road to a small concrete home. His neighbor. He pounded on the door. No answer.
“They are all gone,” the voice of the demon whispered on the air. “All mine.” A dry chuckle and then: “Heed, my minion, and be spared.”
As if to punctuate the point, the monster behind Eadie gave another loud roar.
Heart hammering, he turned to the right and ran. Heed an evil spirit? Only a crazy white man would confront a demon.
On his left, the community well stood with its hordes of mosquitoes and bloated black flies. As he passed, he caught a whiff of its familiar putrescence and his stomach lurched. He never drank from that well. Unknown to the rest of the town, he’d dug his own well inside his shack.
But, however awful the disgusting water smelled, it paled utterly compared to the dead-fish-soup odor that swept through the air.
He ran, bare feet slapping the dirt road and sending up puffs of red dust. The road was empty, the town silent. Where had everyone fled to? Could the voice be right? Was everyone gone? And if they were, where had they gone?
One thing he did know: he needed to get off of the road.
He headed for a small patch of grass and the sparse bush that bordered the southern part of Narok.
There were no sounds behind him now, but he still wouldn’t stop. Couldn’t risk it. Better to keep running. Let the thing back there chase him if it wanted, as long as it remained far enough behind so that when he started to flag there’d be time to find a place to hide.
Sucking in the air, his lungs felt as if they were on fire, and his legs were rubbery. His breathing, quick and heavy, tore at his ribcage.
A sudden flapping noise caught Eadie’s attention, and he looked up in time to see a large shape with wings and a hog’s head swoop down at him.
He screamed, fell, and landed hard on his back, driving out what little air he had left in his lungs.
Coughing, he scrambled into a sitting position, gaze shifting backward and forward, trying to pinpoint the thing. But it had gone.
After a few terrifying moments when he thought the beast would return to finish him off, Eadie caught his breath and stood, the machete clutched in his sweating hand.
He started to run again and managed a few yards before he heard a gravelly voice, gibbering. He stopped, hand tightening on the machete’s handle. He started toward the sound, halted.
What if it’s that thing. What if it’s trying to trick me?
Eadie shook his head. The voice had sounded too human to be anything but a man. Besides, the words had been in Kiswahili only, and too crazed, too wild, to be that thing. It had to be human.
Parting the long grass with the machete blade, he saw a small, elderly man squatting there, large brown eyes wide with fear. They fixed on Eadie’s. There was something almost accusing in that stare.
The mganga’s leathery, wrinkled face contorted into a grimace.
“Why you do this to me?” Eadie raised his machete. “I kill you, bad magic go away!”
The old man cackled, then screeched in garbled Kiswahili, “No magic. Pig-God, He live. He want you, Eadie. He want only you.”
“Why? Why me!”
“You rotten inside. Your heart is a canker to our people. He is a taker of souls. Like the vulture and the crow. The Pig-God mean to have your soul.”
Eadie shook his head. “But what did I—”
“You rape our women. You rape the tourist ladies. White and black. You kill and bury bodies behind your shack. For long time I have known this.”
Eadie trembled with the shame of being found out. His stomach felt foul as if he’d swallowed swampy water complete with its swarming mosquitoes. The old mganga knew.
“You, Eadie, He want you. But there is something more He want than your soul. Something worse than a simple mganga can do.”
Eadie stared down at the wrinkled face, hating it. He wanted to swipe it off with the blade of his machete.
“I do not believe what you say, old man. I can not believe it. There are worse men than me.”
The mganga nodded somberly. “Yes. Worse men. But not many like you. You know what I speak of.” The old man burst out cackling. “You know. You know. And Moccus know!”
Eadie stepped away from the man, drawing back the blade. The grass rustled back into place, concealing the cackling mganga.
Freak. I am a freak. Is that why Moccus wants me?
The thought made him shudder. The old man, out of sight but still cackling, hadn’t made him feel any better.
“Not like that, you freak!”
Eadie blinked. His skin rippled with goose flesh. In his mind’s eye, his mother’s gaunt face grinned. Her sagging breasts flopped wildly as she rode him.
Stop Mamma, he’d cried many times. Please stop! Please! But she wouldn’t stop. It had been the same every night. She stole into his sleeping area, and she beat him until his nose was bloody and his eyes were swollen. The room rank with the stench of local brew. Then she would hurt him in other ways. More sinister ways.
He knew it was wrong, what she did. He knew it was horribly wrong and he told the teacher at the school how wrong it was. He told, he cried, and he pleaded for help. Why, oh God, why wouldn’t they listen to him? Nobody believed him. Nobody believed him because they knew, because...
“Not like that, you freak!”
Freak. I’m a freak.
A violent shiver passed through Eadie. He shook his head, but his mother’s leering, drunken face wouldn’t disappear as it usually did. No. This time it was going to remain, have its say.
When Eadie was six, his dad had run away leaving little Eadie with a mad woman. Later, there was enough time to wonder if his father had even hesitated before slamming the door between them forever. Had he known what sort of woman he’d married? Could that have been the reason for leaving, abandoning his son? Or had the man been ashamed of what his son really was? A freak.
Didn’t matter. And when she had come to him that very first night, the sour stink of booze on her breath, puffing into his face, little Eadie thought she was possessed with bad magic. Then he saw her face from the glow of the huge moon through the window and oh, how he screamed. Just then he wished it was bad magic, anything but his mother’s narrow, wild-eyed face breathing into his.
She’d prodded him, stroked him, prodded, stroked, her fingers slipping inside, pulling out, slipping... slipping...
Now Eadie threw back his head and screamed at the stormy sky.
It’s her fault! It’s all her fault!
But was it really? Sure, she’d helped create the person he had become. Yet wasn’t it he who was the freak? Was it not he who’d let himself rape and kill those women?
But they brought it upon themselves, his mind protested. They laughed at you. When they saw your—
“Enough,” he shouted, and began running again. Stupid, stupid, letting images stop me escaping bad magic. Then he realized that the thing, the pig spirit, must have pushed the images into his mind. Why else was he unable to shake them off?
Eadie continued through the bush, feet pounding the earth, heart hammering. He didn’t want to hear what his mind tried to tell him.
He crashed through the limbs of a dead tree, and skidded to a halt.
A small mud hut stood like a burnt totem. But it wasn’t that on which his gaze fixed. It was the severed heads he saw. Heads impaled on weathered stakes, mouths yawning in silent screams, eyes white and dead, skin a greyish-green that hung slack on their skulls. Fat, lazy black flies swarmed around each head.
Eadie’s stomach lurched. He backed away, body trembling. The heads surrounded the mud hut like grotesque sentinels.
The crazy American, the cannibal. Everyone knew about him. And had stayed away. But the last Eadie had heard, the man had become lion food.
Maybe he was eaten. Maybe the hut’s—
“Why don’t you come on in?” a rough voice said in English. “I see you standing there. Might as well come on in and say hi.”
Eadie squinted, trying to see into the small hut through the open doorway, but the gloom inside was too dense. The man could be standing just inside the doorway, waiting for his next meal to walk into his arms. But he needed somewhere to hide from the evil pig-shaped spirit.
He started toward the hut, stopped. What was he doing? The man in there was beyond insane. Eadie was a killer, but this man... this mzungu, was worse. He’d kill Eadie as soon as he drew close enough. Maybe he even had a gun.
“Well? You coming? There’s room enough for two in here, boy.”
Eadie’s hand gripped the machete. Just go. Just keep running.
Brisk flapping cut through his thoughts like a honed blade into a rotten yam. Eadie’s eyes widened. He glanced up, and the flying boar lashed out at him with its claws.
He managed a clumsy side step, the creature’s claws slicing the air only inches from his face.
“Get your ass in here! Jesus! What the hell is that? Get in the hut, boy!”
It was either face the wretched thing in the hut or battle the flying monster. Eadie gave it no more consideration. Screaming, he whirled and ran to the hut, his eyes fixed on the rotting heads with the lazy flies still fluttering over them.
Then he passed through the narrow doorway and into the gloomy hut, where strong, filthy arms caught him, and wouldn’t let go.
“Oh, you do smell sweet, don’t you,” the harsh voice rasped in his ear. The breath puffing at him was like hot steam, and as rancid as a dead animal dissolving into soup in the boiling sun.
Rapid sniffing, a noise so animal it could have been a lion.
Eadie struggled and broke free of the large arms. He shoved the other man back. Then the noise of shuffling feet, as the man started forward. Eadie stuck the machete out between them. The shuffling halted abruptly.
“Hey, now. I’m not gonna hurt you. I was just checking you out, is all.”
“Stay back,” Eadie shouted.
“What are you gonna do? Kill me? I saved you.”
“Stay back,” Eadie repeated, waiting for his eyes to adjust to the darkness.
The thing outside screeched.
And Eadie could now make out a tall, thin creature standing before him. Its eyes, like silver coins, glimmered. Surely that thing couldn’t be a man. But as his eyes grew more accustomed to the dimness he picked out certain features: sallow skin, narrow face pocked with festering sores. The man was grinning. And, Eadie realized, he was naked. Naked and filthy.
The man raised his lanky arms. “The name’s Tom. Don’t be frightened.” He made as if to step forward, and Eadie jabbed the machete at him.
“Do not move,” Eadie said. “Or I kill you.”
“Speak pretty good English for a jigger-boo.” Tom retreated a few steps, lowered his arms. “I don’t mean you no harm. What’s your name?”
“Eadie.”
“Eadie? Funny name. What do you suppose that thing out there wanted with your face? Looks like it wanted it pretty bad.”
“I do not know,” Eadie said. “Moccus commands it.”
“Moccus? What the fuck is that?”
Eadie shook his head. “Bad is all I know. Very bad spirit.”
“Bad,” Tom mused, then laughed dryly. “Lots of bad things around here, boy, wouldn’t you say? Mosquitoes are the worst though. Damn blood hounds. Well, maybe not the worst. That thing out there is something else.”
“Bad is all I know,” Eadie repeated.
“Yeah, we covered that much, I think. Why don’t you put that damn thing down? I don’t have any weapons. See.” He lifted his arms up again to prove he was defenseless.
Eadie lowered the machete, but kept it in front of him, just in case.
“Why do you eat people?” The question was out of Eadie’s mouth before he could stop it.
Tom grinned. “To gain power. Why else?”
“What kind of power you speak of?”
“The power of a soul,” Tom said. “Don’t worry. I’m not going to eat you. You smell tasty, but I’m not in the mood to eat right now.”
A trickle of relief spilled through Eadie. He lowered the machete completely. He couldn’t trust this man, yet he found himself doing so anyway. He didn’t know why.
He opened his mouth to ask about the heads outside when something behind him shoved him forward. He stumbled into Tom.
“Hey, what are you—”
A roar filled the hut. Eadie’s insides trembled. A choking gasp came from Tom.
Eadie shoved away from the man and spun around.
The grinning face of a warthog emerged from the shadows. The crack of faint light coming through the open doorway highlighted the grin.
A low growl reverberated inside the hut.
“Jesus,” Tom whispered. “Oh shit.”
“Eadie, I am Moccus,” the thing said, and again Eadie had that weird feeling of different languages being layered upon each other.
Eadie lifted the machete, meaning to attack the creature. Perhaps he could kill a spirit. Then unseen hands yanked the weapon away from him. It twirled out through the doorway, slicing into the mud as it went.
“I need you Eadie. I have a task for you.”
“Leave me alone!”
“Shit. What the fuck is that?” Tom shuffled back into the darkness.
The beast’s red-eyed gaze followed to where Tom stood. “I am your God now. Leave us, you foul thing. Run away and die.”
Tom didn’t move.
“What do you want from me?” Eadie shouted. His voice sounded weak compared to Moccus’s.
Moccus looked at Eadie again. “To spread my seed. You rape women. Now do so as my servant.”
“No,” Eadie said. “I will not—”
An invisible claw wrapped around Eadie’s throat, squeezed, although the grinning hog face never moved. “You will,” Moccus roared. “You will, or you die.”
Eadie fought against the force throttling him, but it was no use.
“I’ll give you the power you need.”
Eadie was thrown onto the floor. He landed on his stomach, legs splayed. Claws stripped off his pants.
“No!” Suddenly Eadie knew what the monster wanted. Once more, flashes of his mother battered his brain. Brutal images of when she was at her worst, right up until he’d killed her. Split her face from ear to ear right in the middle of her fun. “No,” he screamed again.
He started to get up and was slammed down again. His face smashed into the dirt. Spitting and coughing, he struggled, but the god that held him had the strength of ten lions.
Eadie’s legs were spread wide, held, forced. He screamed.
A sharp pain slipped into him. Not his rectum. His other hole down there. The thing prodded, shifted, and then sank deeper.
Eadie’s mouth gaped open in a scream, but his voice had given out.
“You’re a fucking hermaphrodite?” Tom shouted.
That word, that single, awful word. Eadie knew what it meant. And that’s what he was. A freak. A hideous freak. And as Moccus rammed into Eadie’s female hole, the evil god snarled words into his ear.
“Through you I will live many lives. You will plant my seed in every woman you cross. And my children shall rule this world.”
“No,” Tom rasped. “Give me power. Don’t give it the freak. I’ve done so much here. I’ve tasted them. I have their souls in me. I’ll give you the souls if only—”
“Silence!” Moccus bellowed. “Be gone, you eater of the flesh! Be gone from here! I will see you in...”
Eadie’s ears filled with the sound of rushing blood, as the thing inside of him quaked. Moccus let loose a loud moan.
Eadie screamed. Slowly, his testicles swelled with the sperm Moccus pumped into them.
Then it was over. The phallus, or whatever it had been, yanked out of him.
“Give me the power to help you,” Tom was screaming. But that was far away. Eadie’s head swam. His vision wavered in and out. He lay in a fetal position on the dirt floor, sobbing. Pain racked his body.
“Go and do my will, Eadie,” Moccus whispered. “Spread my seed and you shall sit beside me in my kingdom.”
“No,” Tom shrieked. “You give me power too! You give it to me! You... you son of a bitch! Where’d you go?”
Eadie rolled onto his back, the swimming in his head stopped, his vision cleared. Moccus was gone. But his groin still throbbed.
He sat up, and that’s when Tom fell on him, howling like a rabid mongrel. Tom’s hands found Eadie’s throat.
“Mine,” Tom hissed into Eadie’s face, spraying it with spittle. “It’s mine, you black freak. Mine, you hear me?”
The back of Eadie’s head smacked the ground, one, two, three times before he pushed the mad man off of him.
The cannibal flailed away and Eadie half stumbled, half sprinted out the hut. After a moment his eyes picked out the machete. He pounced at it, groaning. His body still quivered in agony. His testicles bulged and jiggled like balloons full of water.
“Get back here you jig. I’m gonna eat you! I’m gonna rip you open and eat your gonads! My power!”
Eadie rose to his hands and knees, eyes fixed on the machete lying in the red dirt.
But Tom pounced onto his back, fingernails digging deep furrows across Eadie’s face.
Then the cannibal’s mouth battened onto Eadie’s shoulder and tore away a chunk of flesh. Eadie cried out, bucked the thing off of him, grabbed the machete from the dirt and scrambled to his feet.
Tom, hunched up and with a slobbery grin on his filthy face, said, “I’m gonna eat you all up. So sweet and tasty, boy.”
Tom lunged and Eadie swung the machete.
Eadie rode into Durban on a stolen motorcycle four months after Moccus had given him the task.
He parked and walked the streets, nostrils flaring, sniffing every female he encountered. And before long, as he knew he would, he found one that was at the right time of her cycle.
He would follow her all day, staying far enough back so that she wouldn’t notice him. He would watch her, breath in her scent. Perhaps their eyes would meet for a brief second, perhaps not.
Then, as twilight shrouded the city, he would follow her to her home.
And much later, without mercy, he would deliver the seed of Moccus.
By S. Clayton Rhodes
This is how it begins:
Chet is on his knees just beyond the farrowing pen, holding what looks to be a piece of Saran-Wrap over Elvis’ head. The little piglet’s three good legs scissor hopelessly on concrete while his tiny high-pitched squeals pierce the air. The bad hind leg dangles, useless and so much shorter than the others. Elvis’ mother, Pearl, answers with similar—though deeper and louder—oinks of distress. She would break through the pen if she could.
Wesley drops an aluminum feed pail, spilling grain and meal while the clank alerts Chet to his presence. Leaping to his feet, Chet lets go of the piglet. Elvis, now unconscious from lack of air, still lives. His pink washboard ribcage rises and falls as he sucks in shuddery breaths.
“What are you doing creepin’ up on me, you little stain?” Chet wants to know, his eyes lighting up like gas jets. Instead of waiting for an answer, he jerks Wesley’s arm up behind him and shoves him into the bars separating them from a pregnant sow.
“What were you doing to Elvis?” Wesley answers the question with a question.
The sow on the other side of the gate approaches and licks Wesley’s fingers. Seeming to understand he’s in pain and not wanting to make things worse, she doesn’t nip, but merely licks and nuzzles with her rubbery snout.
“He’s the runt of the litter,” Chet points out. “Not like he’s gonna make it.”
“He isn’t going to die,” Wesley insists, his face smooshed against the cold, hard rungs. “I’ve been taking care of him.”
“Oh, he’ll die, all right. ‘Specially with that gimpy leg of his. Maybe you think all the runts die off naturally. Well, let me tell you how it really is. If the runts don’t die natural, they take them out from the others, pin them down, and cleave off their heads. Whack! Then they grind ‘em up and put ‘em into the slop for the others to eat. Whadya think about that?”
What Wesley thinks is that this is only a cruel thing Chet has made up to hurt him. No one, especially Grandpap Dwayne, would ever do such a thing.
“I’m just making things easier for him,” Chet continues, his voice bland and even. “Look, piggy’s already passed out. If you hadn’t shown up it would already be over by now.”
Wesley wishes he were strong enough to break free of his brother, strong enough to turn around and clout him. But he’s only five and Chet is fourteen, lean and tall and ropey-muscled from hoisting hay bales.
“I’ll tell,” Wesley suggests, hoping that will do the trick. “I’ll find Grandpap and tell him what you’ve been doing.”
“Yeah,” says Chet, “you do that, you little piss-ant. Meanwhile, I’ll still get your little friend, here. Eventually, I will. Only when I have the chance next time, I’ll take things nice and slow. Maybe heat his hooves up a little with a lighter ‘til they glow red. After I’m done, he’ll be in such a world of misery he’ll be happy when I snuff him.”
“Don’t you do it, Chet. Don’t, or I’ll...” Wesley’s voice trails off, and he’s more angry at himself that there is nothing he can do or say to change Chet’s intentions. His choices are clear. Let his brother have his way and make a quick finish of Elvis, or rat him out and risk the little piglet suffering a more painful death. And, of course, Chet always makes good on his promises.
“Okay.” Wesley’s voice doesn’t sound like his own. It’s as if someone else is speaking the words which will make Chet stop digging his thumb into the tendon of Wesley’s elbow. “I said all right, already!”
As Chet lets him go, Wesley feels his eyes start to sting even before he begins running for the house. No one will hear his scream if he muffles it with a pillow, so he hurries for his room. He wonders if maybe he made a mistake, wonders if God may judge him poorly for not standing up for his friend.
Burr out ears to the bone. Cook both heads in water until the meat falls off. Be sure to include the ears. Put everything in a blender on high until mixture is fairly smooth. Add sage, red pepper and salt to taste; mix well.
Later:
With work-calloused and sun-browned cracking hands—hands whose nails are untrimmed and clotted with pig manure and earth; hands which feel like hasps, they’re so rough—Grandpap Dwayne cradles a work boot box. He fumbles for words which seem to escape him.
Then:
“I found Elvis,” he says, his sympathetic face every bit as sun-browned as his hands. “Sorry, Wes, but he didn’t make it. I didn’t think he would, but... well, I knew he was special to you. It’s harder once you’ve given one a name. I know that for a fact. Thought maybe you and I’d have us a funeral for the little fella.”
Chet sits on the sofa, which Nanna calls a davenport, eating a dish of rocky-road. He pretends not to care but hangs on every word, waiting to see what Wesley will do or say.
There’s a bitterness in the back of Wesley’s throat, which tastes like the slugs of vinegar he’s forced to knock back after saying a swear word, and his stomach cinches tight.
“I’d rather not, Grandpap. Maybe you can do it for me?”
Grandpap nods. “Sure, sport. Whatever you want.”
In a covered pot, bring feet, tails, ears, snouts, red pepper and bay leaf to boil. Lower heat and continue cooking until meat falls off the bone. Cool and remove any excess fat.
Another day:
“Don’t go into the cellar,” Nanna mutters, not bothering to look up from washing the breakfast plates. “There’s no need for you to go messing around down there.”
Wesley pauses, his hand hovering at the beveled glass knob of the cellar door while he explains he’s only going down for the kite he stuck under the stairs last week. Wind buffets the single kitchen windowpane within its casing. Wesley is anxious. Good kite-flying weather shouldn’t be passed up.
“No.” Nanna stops rinsing a juice glass, sets it on the drain board, and dries her pruning fingers on a tea towel. “Never you mind, Wes. I’ll go down and get it for you.”
Once she comes back with the kite, its tail brushing the linoleum floor, she rushes him out of the kitchen.
“And be sure to wear your cap,” she reminds him. “There’s a nip in the air, and I don’t have time to waste playing nurse maid if you get the sniffles.”
Wesley runs along the frosted furrows between pond and Quonset-hut pig shelters, feeling the wind’s cold kiss on his face. It catches the kite, lifting it higher and higher and threatening to crash it into the silo. The kite zigs and zags like a crazed mayfly until finally finding an air pocket and staying aloft. Then Wesley pivots and plays out some string from the yellow reel.
As the plastic diamond bobs about, he thinks of the warning to stay clear of the cellar. There has to be some reason behind it. Some mysterious secret Nanna is holding close to her chest. Maybe she has gotten his birthday present early and doesn’t want him to see. That makes sense. It might be worth the risk of a tanning to sneak a peek. Maybe when Nanna is busy watching her soap operas...
Eleven o’clock:
The smell of breakfast bacon is still strong when Wesley lets himself in through the storm door on the carport side. The sound of gavel-pounding comes from the living room: one of Nanna’s court shows is playing. It’s too early for soaps. Between watching TV and talking on the phone—probably to Aunt Sadie—there is little chance she’ll come into the kitchen any time soon.
Wesley unlaces and slips out of his canvas high-tops, steals past a stuttering Frigidaire. He walks to the cellar and opens the door. A quick tug of a pull-chain brings the hanging light bulb to forty-watt life.
Wesley’s hands itch. What’s down there, he wonders. Down in the cold. Down in the dark. Down in the cellar.
He blots sweating palms on the thighs of his jeans and steps down, the wooden steps sounding hollow as he edges down the dim stairwell.
Now, standing on the clay floor between the deepfreeze and shelves of canned goods and fruit preserves, Wesley peers around and rubs at his arms. Dried cock’s comb hangs in bunches from the rafters, and a draft makes a cold swipe across the back of Wesley’s neck. The cellar is all Nanna’s, and it smells of dust and rust, and forgotten things. A boxed Christmas tree is tucked under the risers, as well as boxes of canning jars and waxy bricks of paraffin. Everything has a place, and everything is in its place.
Then he spots something near the Maytag. Something he doesn’t remember seeing when he stored his kite down here five or six days ago. At first it reminds him of a deflated beach ball, but when he steps closer he realizes it’s a shrouded thing sitting atop a scrap of tarp. Cheesecloth covers it, whatever it is, and the cheesecloth is spotted here and there with what looks to be dribbles of cough syrup.
For reasons Wesley can’t explain, he becomes suddenly aware of his heart beating, blood coursing, pulse thrumming in his throat. He blots his hands again and, somehow knowing there can be nothing good under there and yet unable not to look, he pulls up the cheesecloth.
From beneath the draping cloth, a decapitated hog’s head looks back up at him with gelid, unblinking eyes, and it gives off a stink like burnished copper. Of picked scabs or the stuff Grandpap has to hose out of the farrowing pens after a litter is born. It’s like the smell of fresh wounds. Blood.
Wesley backpedals, nearly tumbling over a bleach bottle before catching himself on a cool block wall. He can’t run quickly enough back upstairs, but as he does his foot catches once more, this time on one of the risers. Reeling forward, he hits his forehead on a step and is introduced to a sort of darkness he’s never known before.
He sees the hog’s head again. It floats now, bobbing like his kite against a sky not blue but as black as ink. The eyes are no longer dull; red light fills them, glows outward with the same candy-apple red of the syrup spotting the cheesecloth.
“Put away your fears, little one,” the hog’s head says, though its bristling pink snout does not move. “I am the pigman, and you have nothing to fear from me.”
Place all ingredients in a large pot. Cover with water then simmer until meat is sufficiently cooked. Separate meat from broth. Discard waste, fat and bone. Chop meat into small pieces, then return to broth. Simmer until thick. Add seasoning, then pour into loaf pans. Refrigerate until firm.
Later:
Wesley’s brother, Chet, helps Grandpap feed the hogs. It is the weekend, so Mom has been shopping downtown instead of working. She arrives, and they have supper at six.
After Wesley’s bath time, he turns on the Disney Channel.
Chet—who is supposed to be working on algebra equations—says, “Why do you want to watch little baby shows, anyway, runt? Only little babies watch cartoons. Why don’tcha turn it to wrestling?”
Their grandparents are in the other room—the parlor—playing Scrabble and laughing over decaf Sanka, and Mom is busy at the dining room table balancing the farm accounts in a ledger.
“Leave him be, Chet,” she says, glancing up from a calculator. “I think we can let him finish this last show. You can start rotting your brain once he’s in bed.”
Since she can’t see his face from where she sits, Chet fakes digging something from his nose, which he then pretends to flick at Wesley.
Wesley tells on him. Chet is sent to his room so he can ‘think over’ what he’s done, to which Chet mutters so quietly no one else but Wesley can hear, “Enjoy the baby show, mama’s boy.”
Cover hog’s head with water then cook until meat falls off bone. Cover tenderloin with water and cook until tender. Save broth for use in mixture. Be sure to skim fat. Cook the sausage in oven at 3500F until brown. Chop meat or use food processor with coarse blade. Add meat, fruits, sugar and seasoning into large kettle. Simmer for one hour, stirring frequently. Add more meat stock or cider if needed. Can in quart jars.
And in the stillness following midnight, when only nocturnal things stir:
“I am Moccus,” the hog’s head proclaims.
It should not be here in Wesley’s room. Not floating in the darkness. Not talking. Wesley knows this, but here it is, speaking to him in what may be a dream but which seems as real as anything else.
The dead, fine-haired jowls still don’t move. “I am the pigman,” the floating hog’s head continues, “of late of Annwfn, incarnation of the son of Hwch ddu gwta, the tail-less black sow. The she-pig who seeks out souls on Calan Gaeaf.”
“I don’t understand,” Wesley says. And it’s true; the words confuse him.
“Worry not, little one. You will come to realize in time. I’m Divinity. I’m the pigman, and I’ll be your light in darkness. Take strength in the bond we share. Shall we be friends?”
“Friends? But I don’t even know you.”
“You will. In time, little one. Have patience. You must. We both must. Take strength in the bond we share.”
They load something like fifty Yorkshire pigs into a shining steel trailer. Their mud-caked flanks jostle beyond the metal slats.
Grandpap Dwayne takes a check from the driver, tucking it into the breast pocket of his denim jacket and snapping the flap shut.
“Grandpap, where do they take the hogs when they leave here?” Wesley says when the trailer pulls away in a wake of dust. “Are they going to another farm?”
Instead of answering, Grandpap ruffles his hair. “C’mon. Need to move some straw. I’ll let you steer the tractor if you’ll pitch in. You game?”
Wesley grins and they shake on it.
Peel and dice potatoes. Chop onion and pepper. Mix all ingredients in a large bowl. Stuff mixture into hog maw skin and bake in covered pan at 3500F for 3½ hours. You may wish to uncover for the last ½ hour if the hog maw is not yet brown.
Nanna’s soup kettle is simmering on the stove. It’s a huge enamel pot, with a sputtering, burping lid. There is a smell like ham boiling, and at the table, Nanna is leaning back, peeling sour apples. Apple slices drop into the pan of water resting on her shapeless thighs. Her fingers are nimble despite their arthritic knots. A box of canning jars from the cellar sits on the chair opposite her, and on the counter is a bag of raisins, an economy can of crushed pineapple, a bag of brown sugar, molasses, cloves, nutmeg, a jug of apple cider. Square blocks of paraffin are stacked like bars of soap.
Whenever Nanna is cooking something special, she is always organized, laying each item out before she begins, and though she knows all her recipes by heart, a wooden box of index cards is on hand and ready to use if she should need to check something.
“Mincemeat?” Wesley ventures a guess by the things on the counter. “Is that what you’re making, Nanna?”
Nanna grunts without commitment, pretending to be annoyed, though a ghost of a smile creases her lips as she pushes her slipping bifocals back into place with the heel of one hand.
Mincemeat means pie, and that’s something Wesley can hardly wait for. But he’s always wondered why it smells like ham just before Nanna starts adding the fruit and sugar to the boiling water. And she is always hustling him out of the kitchen a while before throwing everything together. If he were tall enough, he would take off the lid with a potholder and...
“Get back from there,” Nanna says. “That hot water will scorch your eyes if you get too close.”
She says more, but the words grow muffled, garbled. Wesley catches only every other word, as the space before his eyes hardens to black slate.
There is only Moccus—though now Wesley realizes he is Lord Moccus—whose floating hog’s head says, “I visit upon you a vision, young one...”
And so it goes:
The scene is one spun of shadow, a moment and place not past, present or future, but all possibilities at once. A fabric spun out of time, out of space, where all things are feasible. Man does not rule; this is a land where beasts reign supreme. Beneath a starless sky, wending through stony foothills, dark warriors with breath-pluming hog snouts lumber upright on hind legs. Their corded, swinging arms end not in cloven front hooves but in fists, which grip pikes and other crude weapons forged of iron. Armor clanks with plates of beaten metal, as the figures stamp the earth with their great numbers. Beneath sloping, beetled brows glow eyes of coal, and gnashing mouths are notched with dangerous tusks.
Wesley cannot understand the gibbered chants of the progression, cannot follow the words apart from the occasional “Moccus!” shouted on high. The standard held aloft against the brackish sky bears the likeness of the floating hog’s head, red against a field of black.
They are marching off to war, but against whom or what Wesley does not know.
Then:
Thatched huts are torched. Mud walls crumble, straw roofs flare, belching smoke into the night. The screams are deafening, the figures evacuating the hovels barely clothed. They are something like the humans Wesley knows, though softer, squatter, frailer. The men try to fend off the armored warriors, but the greater weapons easily splinter their rakes and wooden pitchforks.
And as the males are cut down and the women and children are tethered to each other with thongs of tough hemp, driven in rows through furrowed sludge, Wesley makes a realization.
These are not prisoners of any war. They are the spoils of a hunting party.
Split the tough muscle that surrounds each ‘oyster’ with sharp knife and remove skin. Place the ‘oysters’ into a pan of salt water for one hour—this will help take out some of the blood. Drain and put ‘oysters’ in a large pot with enough water for them to float. Add a tablespoon of vinegar and parboil. Drain, rinse and allow to cool. Next, slice each ‘oyster’ into thick sections. Salt and pepper to taste.
“Wesley! Wesley!” Nanna’s voice comes to him from far away, bridging the gulf of great distance.
When his eyes are fully open, she pulls him to her and rocks him on the floor.
“Oh, you gave me such a fright. I thought... I thought... well, never mind what I thought. Let’s get you a drink and you can lie down. Don’t go upstairs. Stay down here where I can keep an eye on you. I’ll give your mother a call, too.”
Wesley accepts the water, drinking in big gulps, then gives back the glass before collapsing onto the sofa. Once more he feels the black tide ready to sweep over him, and when Nanna phones his mother the words barely register: “... and then ... I didn’t know what ... never ... seizures ... did he ever ... before?”
Separate one hog’s head into halves. Remove and discard eyes and brains. Scrape and thoroughly clean the head. Put into a large heavy kettle and cover with 4 or 5 quarts of cold water. Simmer gently for 2 to 3 hours, or until the meat falls from the bones. Skim grease from the surface; remove meat, chop fine, and return to liquid in the kettle. Season with salt and pepper to taste and 1 teaspoon ground sage. Stir in yellow corn meal, stirring constantly until the mixture is thickened to the consistency of soft mush. Cover and leave over low heat for 1 hour, stirring occasionally, as mixture scorches easily. When cooked, pour the scrapple into greased loaf pans and cool.
Lord Moccus’s voice, close to his ear, whispers: “Be my avatar, young one. Be my vessel. My will must be done. We bonded long before you were born, you and I. You must fulfill my will. Be my agent of change. Be a servant to Lord Moccus.”
“Yes,” Wesley hears himself say, and a hole is punched in the blankness before his eyes. A fire burns in his veins, warms him from scalp to toes as he rises from the sofa.
Nanna is too busy to notice him shirk off sleep and leave through the front door. She is still talking excitedly into the phone when he returns with an ax from the woodpile outside.
Chet’s room is to the left of the landing on the second floor. Wesley goes up the stairs, not hurriedly but with purpose.
When he hears the door swing open, Chet hurries to cover the magazines he’s been looking at. Wesley has seen the magazines before, has snuck into Chet’s room when he was at school. There are naked girls in them.
Wesley thinks of little Elvis with the Saran Wrap taut over his head and knows what needs doing.
Chet opens his mouth to complain about the intrusion, but the ax stops the words before they leave his throat. Metal suddenly wedges its way into his mouth, cleaving tongue and teeth.
He won’t say mean things again.
Wesley doesn’t fully understand where this strength has come from but supposes it stems from Lord Moccus. Wesley is very small and normally would have trouble just lifting the ax, and yet here he is raising it up over his head and bringing it down time and again. The ax head bites into muscle, crunches bone. Once, Wesley saw a hog after it had been butchered. He only caught a glimpse before Grandpap hustled him away, but he remembers how it had been split from chin to groin, and the intestines had pooled around Grandpap’s galoshes in purple loops of damp flesh.
There is no thinking now; only action.
“You’re doing really well,” Lord Moccus whispers approvingly. “It seems I’ve chosen my vessel wisely.”
Thigh joints crack, spinal column splinters. Bedsprings jounce with each blow, and the ax seems to move with a fluid life of its own, with Wesley only guiding it. He and Lord Moccus seem to be becoming one being. There is no telling where the one mind ends and the other begins.
Drain and cool. Remove any bones from feet and shoulder. Next, grind or blend in food processor until only small lumps remain. Rub with 3-5 tablespoons sage and black pepper.
And this is how it ends:
Downstairs, Nanna presses the phone against her ear while pacing the length of the dining room. Not much time has passed since Wesley went upstairs. Still on the phone with his mother, Nanna comes into the parlor to check on him as he descends the stairs.
When she takes in the hair, tangled and tacky, in Wesley’s red fingers and the dripping ax in his other hand, her voice comes in a hushed whisper:
“Oh, Wesley... what have you done?”
Nanna has always said nothing should be wasted.
Wesley agrees, and up to now Chet has been such a waste.
“Make a pie with this, Nanna,” he suggests, lifting the object he carries for her to better see it. “Make a pie for Lord Moccus.”
By Brenton Tomlinson
Richard removed his hat and dabbed at the sweat on his bald head with a dusty navy-blue kerchief. The landscape around him was a multitude of reds, from the deepest maroon of an overripe plum to the scarlet of a waratah flower. It would have been spectacular if he’d been viewing it from the comfort of his air-conditioned car, a cool box stuffed full with bottles of ice-cold water on the passenger seat. But, with creature-comforts back at the ranger station, the colours left him feeling even hotter.
“Yileen,” he called to the tall and lithe Aboriginal ahead of him. “I need to rest. Is there shade nearby? It must be at least fifty C out here.”
Yileen smiled and walked back to his client. “You part white fellas is not much good out in the desert sun. Just a bit further, Mr Kellarman, and then we’ll stop at my gunya.”
Richard unscrewed the top from his water bottle and took a long pull from the warm contents. “Gunya?”
“My place,” Yileen said, as if it should have been obvious. “I have house over next rise where we can rest in shade. We stay there a bit. Once afternoon sun drops, we can walk to paintings.”
Richard nodded and tucked the water bottle into the side pocket of his backpack. He gestured extravagantly with his hand in the manner he assumed settlers of times past would have. “Lay on, Macduff.”
Yileen’s smile disappeared. “Who Macduff?”
“No one, Yileen. It’s just a saying among white folk. It means ‘have at it’, or, in this instance, ‘you lead and I’ll follow’.”
Yileen turned away and took up a purposeful stride.
Great, thought Richard, now I’ve pissed him off. These paintings had better be worth it.
Resigning himself to more walking, he sucked in a deep breath through his mouth. A mistake. The moisture in his throat instantly evaporated, and the scorching air coated his mouth with gritty sand. He wafted away flies, adjusted his hot and sweaty tackle and started after Yileen. The flat red land around him shimmered with rising waves of heat as if water in great abundance were only a short distance away. He wished it were.
They stopped on the lip of a hidden canyon where Yileen pointed down to a brown wooden hut with a corrugated iron roof. Even through the black lenses of his expensive Ray-Bans, Richard squinted against the blinding sunlight reflecting off the galvanized metal.
“You can’t be serious,” he said.
Yileen cocked his head to one side. “What’s a matter, Mr Kellarman? My gunya good place to rest.”
“We’ll cook under that tin roof.” Richard retrieved his water bottle and sighed.
“Nah. You come and see for yourself,” Yileen said, his smile back in place. Without waiting, he began to descend towards the gunya.
In the middle of nowhere, it was quite an impressive structure. Built mainly of wood and iron, Richard guessed it to be at least ten feet wide, and close to twenty feet long. Tall thin gum trees with white and grey trunks grew at the rear of the structure, sheltering tangled clumps of greener vegetation that succeeded in partly obscuring the corrugated roof. Hanging from a broad branch was a large hessian sack Richard recognised as an outdoor shower.
He ducked under the lintel of the low door and removed his sunglasses to peer into the near darkness inside. Steps led down into a surprisingly cool interior.
He paused on the steps to allow his eyes to adjust. “Yileen, this is simply amazing!”
“You like my gunya? I told you this would be good place to rest.”
Further into the darkness, Richard could just make out the white of Yileen’s teeth. He stepped down a few more rungs and then his feet met a padded floor. The abrupt change from walking over hard packed earth to soft flooring was heaven sent.
Yileen turned on a lamp. “Solar powered,” he said patting the small solar cells on top of the portable lamp. “We’ve no shortage of that kinda power round here.”
Richard looked around at the rugs strewn across the bottom of the gunya, which had been dug a good four feet into the earth. Discoloured and fraying insulation batts covered the walls and ceiling. Small windows at the back of the gunya, shaded by the gum trees and other vegetation, allowed a breeze to circulate the slightly cooler air.
“Mr Kellarman,” Yileen continued, “this is my wife, Carina.” A woman Richard guessed to be close to thirty emerged from the darkness to stand beside the guide. She wore a loose white cotton dress, her large dark areolas clearly visible in the soft light of the solar lamp. She smiled and looked down at the floor.
Yileen placed his arm round her shoulders and hugged her to his side. “We stay here for a little bit to let sun fall. The day will become a bit cooler for you then, Mr Kellarman.”
Richard tapped the back of his finger on a thermometer nailed to the wall. “Forty-five in here. Darn sight cooler than out there.” He straightened and turned back to Yileen. “Just how long will we have to stay in here before the temperature outside drops ‘enough’?” He raised his fingers to emphasise the quotation marks he thought should surround the final word.
“Take a seat, Mr Kellarman.” Yileen gestured to an old three-seater sofa resting against a side wall. “Have nap. We wake you when it’s time to see paintings.”
Richard removed his hat and collapsed onto the sofa. Speckles of dust spiralled around him while coil springs threatened to push through the thin fabric and attack him from beneath. Waving a hand in front of his face to clear the dust, he made himself as comfortable as possible and tried not to think about what might be living inside the couch. “These paintings you’re going to show me, are they really secret men’s business?”
Yileen patted Carina on the rump and ushered her back into the shadows of the gunya, then he turned an old metal-backed kitchen chair around and sat, draping his forearms over the backrest. “You promise no tell anyone ‘bout this,” he whispered. “Mr Jensen from the ranger station, he say you’re a good fella and a good painter. He say you can be trusted.”
Richard placed a hand over his heart and raised his other solemnly. “I promise not to whisper a word to anyone.”
“Then I take you to see painting of giant boar done long before the white man come. He’s a special animal who help bring life to this land.”
“I thought the Rainbow Serpent brought life here. That’s what everyone’s taught, according to The Dreamtime stories?”
Yileen nodded and stood. “Rainbow Snake, Marrathal Warkan say, all first life come from him, but new life after that, black fella say come from spirit white man call Mother Nature, but that not whole story. She need help, and that come from boar. You’ll see. You see when I show you.”
“But there were no boars in Australia before the white man came here,” Richard said.
Yileen shook his head. “White man bring pigs on first ships. Some escape into the bush and become ancestors of pigs we see today. Painting is not of wild pig. Painting of giant Boar Spirit many seasons before white man arrive.”
Richard sat up. “But—”
Yileen raised a finger and swayed it slowly back and forth as if trying to hypnotise his client. “No more talk now. You see later. Sleep now.”
Richard watched as Yileen settled onto a cot further inside the gunya. A ghostly figure stood next to the cot before removing its outer white layer. Bedsprings protested as Carina snuggled in next to her husband.
Richard lay back, ignoring the crunch of crystallised foam beneath his head and the poke of an overly zealous spring seeking freedom beneath his shoulder blade. It took a while, but he willed away the growing stiffness in his pants at the thought of Carina lying naked only a few feet away. Visions of giant razorback boars ran through his mind as he drifted into a fitful sleep.
The spring below Richard’s shoulder blade poked painfully through the dusty fabric, as pressure pushed down from above. The sound of meat sizzling in a hot pan coupled with the heavy scent of bacon. Richard shifted his weight and opened his eyes, expecting to see the giant boar with its trotters planted firmly on his chest. Instead, he saw Yileen’s white-toothed smile. Relieved, Richard smiled back, as he gently pushed the Aboriginal’s hand away from the centre of his chest.
“Time to wake up, Mr Kellarman,” Yileen said, and gave Richard a gentle shake.
Richard checked his watch. Nearly five-thirty in the afternoon. They’d slept for close on four hours.
His mouth felt akin to the bottom of a galah’s cage: dry and not particularly clean. A build-up of dust combined with the heat to effectively clog his throat. He tried to cough up the grit as he rose, but it wouldn’t budge.
Yileen held out a water bottle. “Swill water round and spit out door. Then take small drink till you feel better.”
Richard took the bottle and nodded his thanks, as he headed to the steps.
“We’ll have a little tucker before we go to the cave, and you can have a shower and freshen up. We should get there before sundown so you see in daytime first. Then we make campfire and you see sacred place at night. Very special then.”
Richard washed out his mouth, spitting thick reddish-brown fluid out of the gunya entrance. He took a small mouthful of water and swallowed painfully. “We’re going to spend the night out there?” he croaked.
“Yes, sir. We come back early in the morning. Easier to walk when cooler. We come back here and rest till day gets cooler again and then go back to car.” Yileen tossed him a towel. “Shower round back.”
The heat was a physical force, as Richard stepped out of the gunya. Towel draped over his bald pate, he started jogging towards the shower. And then he skidded to a halt, sending up a cloud of red dust. Carina, droplets of shower water glistening on her smooth dark skin, was in the process of wrapping herself in a towel, giving Richard ample flashes of her supple round curves.
He bowed and stepped aside to allow her to pass, admiring the sway of her hips beneath her towel as she walked.
Hanging his towel on a convenient nail, Richard ducked under the hessian bag and pulled on the cord. A cascade of cool water flowed over his head and face, relieving the tension in his shoulders and the semi-hardness between his legs. He rinsed his clothes as he removed them, scrubbing hard at the sweat-stained patches and hanging them on a low tree branch. Immediately, steam began rising from them. Then he washed his body and, for the first time since he’d left his car, felt invigorated.
Leaning against the side of the gunya, protected from the sun’s rays by the shade of the greenery, was the remains of a mirror; its sharp jagged edges looked lethal, but the reflection was familiar. Richard ran a hand over his chest and admired the play of water on his muscles. Abstaining from alcohol and drugs, eating sensibly and working out at a health centre in Sydney paid off. He knew it. And so did the other members of the gym. Their admiring glances told him he looked fantastic for a forty-six year old. Even his doctor commented on it when he went for his six-monthly check-ups.
He ran a hand over his torso again, and his mind drifted back to Carina. She had probably been running her hands over her smooth curves only moments before. The idea roused his manhood.
Richard closed his eyes and thought of cricket, of watching sheep eat grass, of the hard walk ahead of him, but as soon as he opened his eyes, he saw his reflection, his muscles rippling beneath his skin, and was reminded of Carina. He needed a quick release.
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