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  EDITOR’S NOTES




   




  This issue comes after a long delay. For that, the editors apologize. The reasons don’t matter...or the real reasons don’t matter. Use your imagination: this is a horror magazine after all. Maybe monsters from the depths of hell punched through the topsoil of Earth and wreaked havoc on the editor’s lives; maybe the next door neighbor wooed us with cake and pie and delicious lemonades and when Andrew and I went over there, it was the wrong night to visit and she tried to murder us...and only one of us escaped; or maybe something horrendous escaped through the computer monitor and ate all of our fingers, because hey, fingers are the creature’s comfort food.




   




  You hold in your hands, or e-reader, the September/October issue, which Andrew and I are proud off, regardless of the length of time from the last one. We are proud of each and every one we release. We hope to publish at least one more this year; hopefully, depending on submissions, we will be able to publish two more.




   




  Keep on reading; keep on shrieking.




   




  Gregory Thompson




  Andrew Saxsma




   




   




  RETURN TO TABLE OF CONTENTS




  





   




   




  The Tower




  by Richard Farren Barber




   




   




  Rob slapped his hands against the concrete wall. The impact stung his palms, making them hot. He could hear his heavy breath reflected back at him.




              The tower rose before him, puncturing the clouds. A thin circle of grey concrete in the middle of the forest. He looked behind him; trees shook and the ground beneath his feet trembled, but for now he still couldn’t see what was chasing him.




              It felt like he could never stop running. It seemed that however far he ran, the creature would always be behind him; hidden in the forest or the undergrowth, but always there. Already the sound was closer. The roar of the animal rushed toward him through the trees. He could smell its stale breath on the air.




              Rob turned back to the tower. He walked around the base of the building. It took no more than ten seconds – time enough to discover there was just one door. The door stood ajar and inside the tower was darkness. It bubbled and roiled, only slightly troubled by flashes of sunlight that filtered through the trees.




              Rob wondered what he should do. Wait? Run? The rolling voice of the monster behind him caused a flock of birds to rise up into the air and screech their fear.




              Wait for what? Rescue? No-one was coming. He was alone in the forest. He had always been alone.




              He looked through the door, into the blackness. The dark scared him but he couldn’t keep running. And the monster was closer now.




              He stepped into the tower and pulled the door closed behind him. For a moment the darkness was absolute and a childhood fear of the night bubbled up and broke across him like a fever. He nearly screamed then, and the only thing that stopped him was the realisation that hearing his voice echo within the confines of the narrow tower would tip him into hysteria.




              After a moment, with the panic rising inside him, he realised the darkness was not complete. He could make out a staircase leading downwards.




              “Down?” Rob said aloud and his voice echoed and mocked him and rolled around within the tower. He looked for a similar staircase leading upwards, but the light didn’t stretch far enough to illuminate any similar structure.




              He started running. Down. He stumbled over wide concrete steps, twisting as the tower buried into the ground like a corkscrew.




  From above him he heard the clang of footsteps hammering down the staircase. He sucked air into his chest – it tasted of cigarette smoke and urine – and started running again.




  He pelted down the staircase, two steps at a time, feeling the impact of each step in his knees and his hips. His lungs ached with hot air. Each breath seemed to scrape against his ribs. It hurt. It hurt more than he could believe, but he didn’t dare slow down. He didn’t dare stop. He had to get away.




  Pale yellow boxes studded the walls at irregular intervals. They dripped tepid light over the concrete steps, but never enough. As Rob passed each one he felt a tug of emotion – a reluctance to leave the illumination behind. Only terror drove him on, beating upon him like a whip.




  Above his head the steady clang-clang-clang continued. He thought it was getting closer, and sometimes he thought he heard a second set of footsteps chasing after him. Maybe it was only an echo, but he couldn’t be sure.




  Got to get away, Rob told himself. It can’t get me if I run fast enough. The stairwell was dark and grey and the stairs turned around and around and around and if it didn’t stop soon all the turning in circles was going to make him sick. It felt like he’d been running for hours or days. By now he must surely be deep underground. Somewhere so deep that if he didn’t find a way out of the stairwell soon he would reach the centre of the earth.




  The footsteps above him continued: Clang-clang-clang. He wondered what was above him, what sort of terrible monster made such a sound as it raced after him, and when it caught up with him, which it must surely do because his heart was hammering in his chest and his legs felt as weak as straws, Rob wondered what it would do to him.




  Eat him, of course. Why else would it pursue him, if not for food? But what would it do to Rob before it ate him? Would it break his legs and use the bones for toothpicks? Would it pull hair from his head and use it to floss between its teeth and remove the little chunks Rob-meat that would remain there after its next meal? Would it...




  “Stop it,” Rob told himself. His voice slapped against the far side of the stairwell and echoed back. It sounded like he was mocking himself: Stop it. Stop it. Stop it. From further up the stairwell the monster issued a huge bellow that rolled down the stairs and almost knocked Rob out of his trainers. The monster’s breath washed over him and covered him in a warm, wet spray that stank of boiled fish.




  Below him was a pool of darkness. It rolled like a black tide beneath his feet.




  He paused, and might have remained there forever, shadows lapping at his ankles, but then above his head the monster growled again. Closer now, definitely closer, and Rob surged down into the blackness, swimming through the dark.




  It wasn’t as frightening as he had expected. He could run in the darkness; he realised he didn’t need to see to know when he had reached the bottom of each flight of steps. He didn’t need to see to know when to turn right and run down the next staircase.




  He wondered if the monster might give up when it came to the pool of darkness, but he knew better: monsters lived in the dark, everyone knew that. Monsters loved the dark.




  Up ahead, in the heart of the darkness, there was a tiny slither of grey light.




  Rob stopped.




  Light. There was light.




  He rushed forward, afraid that even as he got closer to the thin grey line it would fade away.




  He knelt down on the concrete floor and when he reached forward the grey light slid across his fingers. He felt the gentle press of cold air on his fingertips.




  “The door,” he whispered. The stairwell whispered his words back to him, a secret shared. “I’ve found it, the door.”




  Up above, the monster shrieked and began to run faster down the stairs, jumping from one flight of steps down to the next as it hurried to reach Rob before he escaped. The whole staircase shuddered.




  Escape. Rob had begun to think it was impossible. That he would spend the rest of his life running down the stairs. There would be no ending, just as there had been no beginning. No life before he had started running away from the monster.




  He slapped his hand on the wall. There had to be a doorway. There had to be an outside, something that allowed the light to seep into the stairwell where he was trapped.




  His fingernails scratched against the smooth concrete wall but found nothing to hold onto. His knuckles rapped upon the surface, but the sound that came back to him was dull and solid.




  There had to be some way to open the door. He felt the crack run up the wall. He followed it round, trying not to hear the sound of the monster getting closer. Soon it would be upon him. Soon it would be here and Rob would have wasted the precious lead he had trying to get through a door that might not even exist. But he had to try, he had to try because the alternative was to keep running until he collapsed with exhaustion and lay on the steps waiting for the monster to catch him.
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