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Whispers at the Threshold
By Atom Mudman Bezecny

Hollywood, California – 1949

“Oliver? Mr. Duffy?”
“Yes?”
“Could you come into my office for a moment?”
Oliver Duffy adjusted his fake mustache and rolled his eyes.

They were between scenes, and he didn't have long. He wondered if
Dr.  Ordway,  the  studio  physician,  had  noticed  something  wrong
with him during the shoot. He wasn't in any sort of  pain, and he
was sure that he wasn't slouching or anything. The director would've
noticed that and called him out. What the hell could the doc want?

The heat-lamps beat down on the set of  MGM's Born to Be
Bad, which was simultaneously the sixteenth film in the Dr. Kildare
series, the seventh film in the Dr. Gillespie series, and the second in
the Dr. Coalt series. Oliver was taking over the role of  Dr. Tommy
Coalt from his colleague James Craig for the rest of  this proposed
franchise.

From what they'd told him during the signing, Oliver had
inherited a long, convoluted string of  pictures. The first nine movies
of  the series starred his old friend Lew Ayres as Dr. Kildare—that
was before Lew was kicked out of  the movies for four years for
being a conscientious objector. Lionel Barrymore, who played Dr.
Kildare's mentor Dr. Gillespie, took over for the next six films. The
last of  these was the first of  the new Dr. Coalt series. The Coalt
movies  would  permanently  shift  the  focus  from  Blair  General
Hospital to the small town of  Bayhurst, where Dr. Coalt had set up
practice. It was all very tedious.

Looking  around  at  the  tawdry  sets  that  represented
Bayhurst, Oliver privately observed that the only thing affecting his
health on this film was the budget. MGM had sliced expenditures
for the Coalt movies to half  of  what the Gillespie films had—which
was  half  of  what  was  given  to  the  Kildare  movies.  Cheap
productions gave Oliver hives—they had since his stage days.

“What do you want?” he demanded of  the doctor.
The  studio  infirmary  was  cramped  and  stifling.  How Dr.



Ordway  could  work  in  such conditions,  Oliver  had no idea.  But
then, as one similarly afflicted by inadequately surroundings, he had
some sympathy.

“Come in, Mr. Duffy. Or, if  I may call you by your birth
name...Mr. Charles.”

“Mr. Duffy is fine,” Oliver said, stepping fully into the room.
“You're not supposed to know my birth name. It's something I keep
between my mother and myself.”

“Yes,  your  mother—famed  silent  star  Cynthia  'Cookie'
Charles. Presently Cynthia Whitlock, through your stepfather Baird,”
said Ordway. “It's  significant that you allude to your parents, Mr.
Charles. After all, there's a lot of  irony in the fact you're playing a
successor to Dr. Kildare—given that Kildare was your father.”

Oliver  blanched  at  that  statement.  He  made  sure  the
infirmary door was closed behind him. As he turned back, however,
he saw that there were two thin figures flanking each side of  the
door. One of  them was a gaunt-faced young man, dressed in a plain
enough shirt and pair of  slacks; the second man was more smartly
dressed,  being  clad  in  a  velvet  tuxedo.  He was  older  too—quite
elderly, as it happened.

“Who are you?” Oliver asked. “What is this?”
“It's  true, then,” Ordway intoned. “Dr. James Kildare was

your father. Of  course, Dr. James Kildare didn't really exist. He was
a  fictionalization  of  your  real  father,  who  was  at  least  a  crime-
fighting  physician  named  James.  The  final  Kildare  movie,  Dr.
Kildare's  Victory,  was  a  drama  based  off  of  your  parents'  first
meeting.”

He was exactly right. Oliver Duffy—né James Oliver Charles
—had been born in 1927, the son of  a brilliant doctor and actress
Cookie Charles.

The question of  how Ordway had acquired this information
burned inside Oliver's mind. But he figured that one of  Hollywood's
many private detectives had somehow figured out the truth. He had,
after all, attained some minor infamy for himself  around seven years
ago,  when he had  solved  the  Chicago Ax Murders.  He  was  just
sixteen years old at the time. That was how he first met Lew Ayres
—Lew had played him in Fingers at the Window, a thriller flick based
on his  adventure.  Yes,  someone with money must have taken an
interest in him after the case—perhaps Ordway himself.



He reflected on how the screenwriters gave him a lovely lady
to wed at the end. If  only he'd been so lucky in real life.

“Who are you, really? And who are these two?” he asked.
“My name is Marcus Aurelius Bourne,” said the gaunt-faced

man.
“And I am Dr. George Leicester,” said the old guy. “But you

can call me Fascinax.”
“As for me,” Ordway added, “my name is as I've given it. All

the same, if  you wish, you may call me the Crime Doctor.”
Oliver rubbed the bridge of  his nose. Now he knew he was

among crazies.
“Those  names  are  all  ridiculous.  Especially  yours,  'Crime

Doctor.' Everyone knows the Crime Doctor is a fictional character
played by Warner Baxter. He's got a new movie coming out later this
year. He's not real.”

“I'm real,” Dr. Ordway said. “And I am the Crime Doctor. I
sold my story to Hollywood, just as you did, just as your father did. I
did it for the same reasons as both of  you—to spread the lesson
that crime does not pay.”

“I let them make Fingers because I needed the money. I was
young and hungry,” Oliver said. 

“I understand, Mr. Duffy. I was young and hungry once too.
You  seem  to  be  familiar  with  the  Crime  Doctor  films,  so  you
probably know I was once Phil Morgan, professional criminal.”

“Yeah, I remember that, distantly.”
“Well,  I  learned more about that  former identity  of  mine

from Dr. Leicester. He and I have forged a rather unique bond, you
see. He was the one who alerted me to the business at hand.”

“What business do you mean?”
“For that, I leave you to Mr. Bourne and Dr. Leicester.”
Oliver turned back to face the other two. 
“You can call me Mark, Mr. Duffy,” Marcus Bourne said. “I

know about your involvement with those Ax Murders some years
ago. The culprits turned out to be people hypnotized by a certain
Dr. Santell, right?”

“Y-yes, in a way. George Sebastian Santell was an alias taken
by a lunatic named Caesar Ferrari.”

“Well,  regardless  of  his  name,  I  ran  into  one  of  his
hypnotized goons, Maddock Brom. Actually, we didn't run into each



other.  I  was  mistaken  for  him,  after  he  committed  his  murders.
Caused more than a bit of  trouble for me with the police.” Bourne
sighed. “Fascinax reached out to me, as he had been watching your
case,  and  observed  that  Brom  committed  his  murders  after  you
defeated Caesar Ferrari.”

“I don't see how that's possible,” Oliver said. “I saw Ferrari
die.”

“Mr. Duffy, are you willing to accept that there may be a real
George Santell?” At last the old man, the one called Fascinax, was
speaking. “Perhaps Caesar Ferrari was just one of  his pawns.”

“And how would you know?” Oliver demanded.
“Because, like the real Santell, I am quite knowledgeable in

the ways of  the occult.”
Oliver let out a deep sigh. “I don't like this,” he said. “I don't

like any of  this.”
“I encountered records which indicated that Dr. Santell was

born in Austria,” Fascinax said. “That Germanic heritage possibly
connects him with a rogue occultist I've been tracking—one who
survived  his  supposed  death  in  1932  by  stealing  a  living  man's
body.”

“I refuse to believe in any of  this rubbish,” Oliver said. He
stripped his mustache off  his face. “I'm getting tired of  you creeps
trying to bamboozle me.”

“But remember your father, Oliver,” Dr. Ordway said. “He
was more than a physician, wasn't he? You've always known that he's
spent  the last  however  many years  watching New York from his
tower...”

“All fiction,” Oliver said. “I don't believe in super-science or
the paranormal outside of  the movies.”

“Look at me, Mr. Duffy,” Ordway commanded.
Oliver did as he bade, and Ordway raised his hands to his

face. Then, pressing against the tissue, he molded the skin of  his
face like clay.

Oliver fainted.

* * *

When he came to, he was no longer on the set. Instead, he
was in the back of  a fast-moving car, or perhaps a limousine.



Dr. Ordway and Mark Bourne hovered over him. Oliver let
out a short scream.

“What's  going  on?”  he  shouted.  “This  is  kidnapping!  I'll
have you all jailed for this!”

He could see now that Fascinax was driving.
“We're  in  Dr.  Leicester's  special  car,  Mr.  Charles,”  Dr.

Ordway said. “The Fascine. And yes, I suppose we did kidnap you.
I'm afraid I have far worse sins on my hands, from the days when I
called myself  'Flash' Morgan.”

“I thought you were called Phil Morgan,” Oliver groaned.
“Yes,  but I enjoyed a criminal  career in Britain under the

name of  Flash. You see, Fascinax helped me remember, Mr. Charles,
that I was born with the strange ability to mold the flesh of  my face.
There are others you have the  same condition—Hamilton Cleek,
who may have been my father—and a gray-faced vigilante working
in the same city as your father.

“When I suffered the accident which erased the memories
of  my life  as  Phil  Morgan,  I  subconsciously  repressed  my face-
changing power. But now that I remember it fully, I can use it again.
The films will probably never reveal that I am, in this way, a master
of  disguise.”

“The doc's used it to save our skins quite a few times on our
search for Santell, Mr. Charles,” Bourne explained.

“Stop calling me Charles. My name is Duffy.”
“My  apologies,  Mr.  Duffy,”  Ordway  said.  “And  apologies

again for taking you all the way to West Germany. I—”
“Germany?!”
Oliver bolted up, and saw that this back area of  this car, the

Fascine,  had  windows.  He looked around,  and realized  from his
knowledge of  photos that they were in Berlin.

“It was necessary to use drugs to keep you unconscious,”
Ordway continued, “but we really had to bring you along, so that
you could identify Santell.”

“Please,  sir,”  said  Fascinax,  turning  back  briefly  from the
road, “we have been hunting him for so long, and he has killed so
many.  I  promise I will  fly  you home in the Fascine when this  is
done.”

Oliver sputtered helplessly. This car could fly?!
“I-I guess I have no choice, now that I'm here,” he said at



last. He sighed, and laid back in the seat they'd placed him in. “But
I'm not like my father. I'm just an actor. A movie guy. That's all I'll
ever be.”

“But  Fascinax  sensed  you  know  something  about  Santell
that we don't know,” Mark Bourne said. “Did you learn something
about him, in your investigations?”

Oliver crossed his arms and sighed. “I did try to do some
research into Santell, or Ferrari, or whoever he was. I found an old
article from London saying that Santell was believed to be the same
man as a notorious painter named Henry Abbot.”

A moment of  silence hung over the moving car.
“Well?”  Oliver  exclaimed.  “Does  that  ring  a  bell  for

anyone?”
“I can't say that I've ever heard of  a painter named Abbot,”

Fascinax said, “but it could serve as a clue nonetheless.”
“Where the hell are we going, anyway? And...what did you

tell my studio boss?”
“I  gave  you  medical  leave.  Now,  unfortunately,  that  may

impact your casting  as  Dr.  Coalt.  The studio still  has a  shooting
schedule, after all,” Ordway said.

Oliver  rolled  his  eyes.  “I  didn't  really  want  that  role
anyway...but I would like to be able to put meat on the table when we
get back to the States. If  we get back.”

“I assure you, Mr. Duffy, if  you assist us, I will make you
very comfortable for the rest of  your days,” Fascinax said.

Oliver  hated everything they'd been saying,  but Fascinax's
intended reassurance sounded distinctly threatening.

It was impossible to read any of  these guys. Ordway thought
he  was  a  doctor  from  a  movie  series.  Mark  Bourne  had  been
accused of  murder. And Fascinax was an inscrutable old creep.

But here, in a foreign city, he had no one else.
That wasn't true. He had himself. If  these three were with

Santell in some way, then he would find some way to defeat them.
Despite what he had said, the strength of  his father flowed

through him.
“Where are we going?” Oliver asked finally.
“To the Hotel Luxor,” said Dr. Ordway. “It's a very high-end

place, and we're staying there on Fascinax's dollar—or deutschmark,
I should say.”



“Very  generous,”  Oliver  intoned.  “Do you expect  to  find
Santell here?”

“All  our intelligence through both the criminal  and occult
grapevines has led us here. To you it may not be much to go off  of,
but we're trying every possible loose end at this point,” Ordway said.

“So, we're just kind of  drifting, is what you're saying.”
“Unfortunately.”
Oliver was sick of  sounding critical, so he decided to keep

his mouth shut for the rest of  the journey. It turned out that wasn't
long at all.  Soon the Fascine was parked in the lot  of  the Hotel
Luxor, an opulent palace of  a hotel which stood shining gold above
the Berlin streets.

The Second World War was not far behind them, however,
so  Oliver  questioned  when  this  building  had  been  erected.  It
possessed the sort of  grandiosity which Hitler famously pursued. It
made his stomach churn to consider even the bare possibility of  this
place being a product of  Nazi engineering.

They stepped into the marble-floored lobby, a massive space
whose ceiling opened up to reveal the whole of  the Hotel. Rings of
glass-walled passages orbited around this chamber, and they could
observe broad multiplicities of  guests coming and going all over the
building. The elevators were also lined with glass, so that one could
look  all  around  as  they  climbed  to  their  intended  floor.  The
windowed mezzanines extended outward into the complex, where
the walls were not made of  glass, so that the rooms which actually
housed  the  guests  were  concealed  from  sight.  The  rich-looking
clientele  gazed  down  on  them  from  these  observation  decks,
smoking fine cigars and cigarettes on long holders.

The quartet  drew attention at  once because of  Fascinax's
bold, old-fashioned manner of  dress. But they ignored these eyes
that fell on them. 

The  group  approached  the  front  desk,  where  Fascinax,
speaking perfect German, promptly arranged for two rooms. Thus
registered, they had free reign to inspect the hotel. They set to work
at once.

Quietly, Fascinax and Ordway suggested that they split up,
and search the building from top to bottom for anything relating to
Santell or to Henry Abbot. Oliver and Mark agreed to this plan.

It  was  a  colossal  hotel,  but  with  all  of  them  working



together, they were able to map it out extensively and quickly. Oliver
quickly noticed that the hotel lined the walls of  its passages with a
broad assortment of  paintings. None of  them were signed, and they
were  all  rather  generic  landscapes—well-done,  but  only  truly
beautiful at first glance. There was a consistent style between each
of  them, and their simplicity suggested to Oliver that they could all
well represent the same artist. Henry Abbot, perhaps?

Other than that, this place simply appeared to be an ordinary
modern hotel. At least, so far as he could observe. He could only
hope the others had been more perceptive than him.

After an hour or so, the men met in the rooms that Fascinax
had chosen for them, up on the third floor. Fascinax and Ordway
would share a room, while Oliver was with Mark.

Oliver mentioned his suspicions, and at once, Fascinax said,
“While I agree with you that the paintings are all from one artist, we
can't confirm one way or another if  they're Abbot's—or what the
significance of  that might be.”

“But we have no other clues,” said Ordway.
“If  only we knew an art expert who could identify Abbot's

art style,” Oliver said. “If  only some people had given me a chance to
talk when we were back in America.”

They ignored his aggressive remark.
“I hate to say it, boys,” Mark Bourne said then, “but I think

this is the end of  the line for me. You told me at the start that I
could bail if  I wanted to—”

Oliver's  eyes  widened at  that—they  hadn't  made  him  that
offer!

“—and I have to get back to my wife and daughter. She's
getting married, you know, my little girl. To that guy Webb.”

“Ah, yes. Best wishes to the both of  them,” Fascinax said.
Ordway  echoed  those  wishes,  as  did  Oliver,  albeit  without  his
knowing who Webb was.

“It  was  good  traveling  with  you,  Mark.  I  hope  we  catch
Santell soon enough,” said the Crime Doctor.

“I hope so too. Good meeting you, Mr. Duffy—just wish it
could have been under better circumstances.”

Oliver  didn't  know  what  to  say,  but  he  watched  as  the
former murder suspect exited the room. At least now he didn't have
to worry about sharing the room.



He considered asking to leave too, but something held him
back.  Insecurity,  perhaps—a  desire  to  prove  himself.  And  his
feelings about those paintings...

“Dr.  Leicester,”  said  Ordway  then,  “you  and  I  are  both
exhausted from our long flight to Europe. Mr. Duffy, you probably
have some fatigue from the knockout drugs I used on you.”

“Yes...thank you for that.”
“I suggest we retire to dinner and then to bed. There's not

much more we can do tonight until we find someone to talk with
about the paintings.”

“I am pretty hungry,” Oliver confessed. 
“As am I,” Fascinax agreed.
“What,  you  can't  use  the  psychic  arts  to  suppress  your

hunger?”
“Only for a finite time, Mr. Duffy—only for a finite time.

And besides, I am quite fond of  German food. I first came here to
Berlin when I was just a lad, before the Wars, in 1911. I had been
living at France at the time and I had just seen a truly distasteful
performance  at  the  Grand  Guignol,  so  I  developed  an  urge  to
travel...”

* * *

Oliver Duffy couldn't sleep. He had started today thinking
he'd shoot a good chunk of  his Dr. Coalt scenes, and crawl into his
nice, warm Hollywood bed at the end of  the evening. And now he
was an ocean away from home, in the company of  two madmen,
seeking a third madman. And so perhaps he was a madman himself.

But this was a lot more interesting than playing a forgettable
successor to a long mined-out movie series. It had his full attention,
and he hadn't been fully captivated by anything since—well, since
the Chicago Ax Murders.

There was something about the Hotel Luxor that set his hair
on end in the same way the Chicago killings had.

Maybe it was the fact that, wherever he went in this hotel, he
felt he was being watched. At first he thought it was just the creepy
feeling he got from Fascinax. He worried that the old man truly had
occult powers, and that he could see him psychically. And he still
worried that he had ulterior motives for bringing him here.



As  for  Dr.  Ordway,  well—there  was  his  face-changing
gimmick.  Had that been a dream? No—Ordway  had changed his
flesh around, like that gray-faced guy he'd mentioned. Like Oliver's
father,  the  gray-faced  fella  had  a  pulp  magazine  based  off  his
adventures. 

He  halted  his  train  of  thought.  He  had  to  get  up,  walk
around a little bit. Lying in bed wouldn't help—he had to clear his
head.

The hotel  of  course was accepting guests  all  through the
night, but the hall lights had been turned down a little out of  respect
for those sleeping. The halls now possessed a solemn ambiance, a
reddish glow which Oliver felt probably held sway over the temples
of  the ancient world.

The paintings that lined the hallways seemed to take on an
unearthly quality. The simplistic landscapes they depicted were now
shrouded in darkness, as if  night had fallen over their private worlds.
But  the  night  was  grim  and  blood-skied,  and  from the  wooded
artworks he swore he heard the howl of  wolves.

“Curious, aren't they?” a voice sounded.
Oliver  jumped,  and  turned  to  look  at  the  source  of  the

voice. He found himself  staring at a black-haired man wearing thick
spectacles, with the air of  an intellectual about him.

“Forgive me for startling you,” the man said, in English. “It's
just that I was interested in these paintings as well. I am something
of  a  minor art  critic,  and I always  enjoy indulging  and analyzing
banal works.”

“They seem to take on a whole different dimension in this
new lighting,”  said  Oliver,  trying  to  steady himself.  Then,  in  the
interest of  seeming normal, he said, “I'm Oliver Duffy, by the way.”

“My name is  Jordan,  Professor Wolf  Jordan.  It's  good to
meet  you,  Mr.  Duffy.  Yes...I  believe  that  that  lighting  effect  is
deliberate.” Jordan wasted no time in showing off  his ostensible art
expertise to his newfound audience. “The artist, though seemingly
crude,  is  actually quite clever with his use of  color. You see, the
darkness allows the secret symbols to emerge.”

“Secret symbols?” Oliver asked.
“I believe they relate to this  hotel's  original  purpose. You

see, the Luxor was built by the Nazis at the dawn of  the 1940s,”
Jordan explained.



“That's what I had figured. What I was afraid of, more like,”
said Oliver.

“It was put to use late in the War as an extension of  the
espionage  work  that  the  Schellenberg  brothers  conducted  on
Hitler's  behalf  at the brothel known as Salon Kitty. High-ranking
Nazi  officers  would  be  taken  here,  wined  and  dined,  and  given
prostitutes. These prostitutes were in fact secret agents who would
force absent-minded confessions out of  their guests, which would
be recorded by secret bugs hidden in the rooms.”

“I suppose if  you can't get to a man's heart through just his
stomach, you might as well try with other body parts,” Oliver said.
“But how does this relate to the paintings?”

“The  artist,  gripped  by  a  sense  of  irony,  deliberately  hid
symbols  of  espionage  in  the  landscapes,  visibly  only  in  this  low
lighting. With that in mind, take another look.”

The painting  Oliver  was  looking  at  showed a  pine-ringed
lake. But the closer he looked at the lake, the more he realized that it
was not a lake at all, but an eye—a human eye hidden below a thin
veneer of  calm water.

“Fascinating!” Oliver exclaimed.
“Yes, Abbot was obsessed with eyes. Like Jan van Eyck, he

—”
“Did you just say Abbot? Henry Abbot?”
“Yes, I did. He specialized in these types of  landscapes. But

he also had a taste  for  the  macabre—a sort  of  natural,  inherent
sadism of  the soul. He liked to instill his works with an unnameable
dread.”

“Incredible,”  Oliver  whispered.  “I-I've  been  seeking  out
Henry Abbot, actually.”

“Oh? And what would you want with him?”
“Have  you  ever  heard  about  Abbot  operating  under  the

name Santell?” With Abbot's painted eye on him, and what Jordan
had told him, Oliver felt suddenly paranoid about speaking openly
in this place. He had a strange suspicion that Santell was hidden here
—and he was watching them.

“I can't say I have, sir. All I know is that he disappeared in
1932, or at least stopped painting at that time. All the artwork of  his
which hangs in this hotel is from before that period.”

1932—that  was  Santell  supposedly  escaped  death  by



psychically taking on a new body. At least, according to Fascinax,
who for all Oliver knew was completely unhinged.

But  could  it  be  that  Henry  Abbot  was  a  separate  person
from Santell until Santell stole his body?

“Besides  his  motto  that  'eyes  were  the  key,'  Abbot  is
famously known for incorporating references to his birth year, 1892,
in his paintings.”

“1892?” Oliver rubbed his chin. “Must be a code of  some
kind.”

“Well, yes, but the code is code for itself. It's just that he
wanted to 'sign' his paintings in a unique way...”

“I'm afraid the puzzles you and I pursue in the arts are of
different natures, friend,” Oliver said then. “'The eyes are the key.'
I'll remember that. Thank you, Professor Jordan.”

“O-of  course. I'm happy to help...”
Oliver was starting to put the pieces together in his mind. 1

for 1st. That makes sense. If  it's underground you'd want access on the first
floor...

So lost in thought was he that he didn't think of  rousing
Drs. Ordway and Leicester  from their  sleep.  He could be wrong,
after all,  and he didn't want to wake them if  what he was doing
turned out to be late-night nonsense.

Back  on the  ground floor,  Oliver  examined the  paintings
again. To his surprise, each of  the paintings bore a small number in
the lower right-hand corner, starting with “1” on the painting  on
the left side of  the elevator shaft. The one further to the left of  that
was “2,” and so on.

Oliver  found  paintings  8,  9,  and  2,  and  examined  them
closely. One of  them, an image of  a raging ocean, concealed an eye
in one of  its  arcing  waves.  Another  hid it  in the knot of  a  tree
overlooking a sweeping pasture. The last one snuck it into the bank
of  a snaking river.

Following the order of  8, 9, 2, Oliver pressed his finger on
the areas of  these eyes. To his surprise, there were buttons hidden
behind the canvas. Once he input the sequence, a ringing bell sound
came from inside the elevator.

He stepped back inside, and at once the doors closed.
Then, it began to go down.
Oliver  felt  giddy  inside—he'd  done  it.  He'd  solved  the



puzzle,  and he hadn't  even needed Fascinax's  spells  or  Ordway's
weird face-changes to figure it out.

As  the  elevator  sank  lower  and  lower  into  the  ground,
however,  he  began  to  fear  what  was  ahead  of  him.  He  had
uncovered something very real—his adventure was no longer in the
realm of  fantasy. It felt like mere hours since he had entered the
studio infirmary, when he had, in perhaps a clearer state of  mind,
questioned the sanity of  his strange hosts. Now he was entering into
the very thing which they had warned him about, and he was still
not convinced, even with thick dank air rising up around him in the
dark.

In  contrast  to  the  glass  shafts  above,  this  passage  was
completely encased in solid stone. He could see nothing around him
but the vague shimmer of  light from above.  There was no lamp
inside his car, and it was so dark he could barely see his hands in
front of  his face.

In a moment he was at the bottom, and the doors opened.
Standing before him was a tall, bald giant, who looked very

surprised to see him.
Oliver couldn't tell if  he dove at the man first or vice versa,

but they were on each other in an instant.  Oliver questioned his
decision to attack the man, but he had to learn the secret of  this
dark  place.  The  giant  was  guarding  a  dark  passageway  which
stretched forward into...something. A chamber, which Oliver could
only barely see. 

This had to be where Santell was hiding. He was so sure of
it.

The giant  was  much stronger  than him,  but  he  surprised
himself  with his  own strength.  He usually  did  his  own stunts  in
films, and so he kept himself  in shape. He didn't have anything like
a warrior's physique, but he was lithe and good at finding leverage.
He was a  smart  fighter,  and with that  he stood a chance against
brute strength.

But at first it looked like the big man would break him. He
took him in a great bear-hug and tried to crush his spine. Oliver
wriggled against  him, forcing his  hand up to the big man's chin.
Though he wouldn't have the strength to snap the man's neck, he
pushed his  head back until  the  big  guy was groaning.  With that,
Oliver used his other arm, jerking his elbow hard against the man's



heavy grip. With this he tore himself  free.
Trying to use his shoe as a weapon, he kicked hard at the

giant's kneecap. He knew that was a painful place to get hit. His first
few strikes were ineffective, and he was concentrating too hard on
hitting  that  area.  He  lost  focus,  and  left  himself  open  for  the
colossus'  fist  against  his  head.  That  knocked  him  back  into  the
elevator, and he saw stars—and then his attacker piled onto him.

But instinctively, he raised his hands to defend himself, and
he was able to catch the man as he fell upon him. Summoning all his
fury, Oliver pushed the man back out of  the elevator, and was able
to  get  his  footing  back.  This  enlivened  him  mentally  as  well  as
physically, and he was confident as he strode up on the fallen guard. 

Once again raising his heavy-soled shoe, Oliver stomped on
the man's head. At first, he expected this to be a mere annoyance
for the giant. But he struck him with all of  his strength, and as the
man's  head  spiked  back  against  the  hard,  dark  floor,  he  fell
unconscious.

For  a  moment,  Oliver  was  taken  aback,  and  he  knelt  to
check the man's pulse. He didn't want to have killed him. To his
relief, the man's heart felt normal. 

And he was unconscious. He'd won!
Now he was alone in this dark corridor.
Though  he  had  defeated  the  titan,  Oliver  recognized  the

limitations of  his luck; he didn't want to go on alone. He entered the
elevator, but noticed at once that it had no buttons or lever. It was
entirely controlled by the mechanism upstairs.

He cursed himself, wishing he'd left a note for the others.
Now they were beyond communication.

He had no choice, then, but to go on alone. Into the dark
room, which he could just barely see.

That hallway was like walking through the night sky itself,
only there were no stars or planets to mark his way. The emptiness
of  the place was otherworldly, and it was as silent as the grave.

At least, it was silent at first.
Slowly, the darkness began to speak to him. It spoke in soft

voices, faint whispers. He stopped to try to listen to what they were
saying, but he picked up only the faint traces of  words.

More  and  more  voices  joined  the  invisible  whisperers.
Maybe they were speaking in German, but the more he strained to



listen, the less it sounded like any language he'd heard before. Soon
it  became  overwhelming—each  of  the  voices  was  quiet,  almost
gentle,  but  as  they  piled  onto  each  other,  the  noise  swelled
unbearably. He realized he couldn't  just stand around. He started
running for the far end of  the corridor, as fast as he could.

But as he ran, the passageway seemed to stretch outward,
and his goal became farther and farther away. He continued to push
onward, for he had begun to feel something chasing him right at his
heels. He didn't dare look back to see what it was, but he feared it
immensely. The lengthening hall seemed to mock him, as it  grew
longer and longer.

The whispers bore down on him like a weight, and he swore
he felt  the icy cold aura of  fingers reaching for his shoulder. He
forced  more  and  more  strength  into  his  legs,  until  his  heart
threatened to rip free from his chest.

But at last, he crossed the threshold of  the dark chamber—
and as soon as he passed into it, the whispers stopped.

A  heavy  door  dropped  down  behind  him,  and  so  if
something had been chasing him, it could reach him no longer.

He took a moment to catch his breath, and looked around
the unlit room. He found it to be quite spacious—at least, so far as
he could see. He heard his own faint breathing echoing back at him,
and after a few moments, it was joined by the noise of  his  racing
heartbeat.

Trying not to crack, Oliver was considering calling out for
someone  when  he  heard  a  too-familiar  voice  boom  out  of  the
darkness.

“Greetings,  Oliver  Duffy.  I  see  we  meet  again.”
A spotlight came on from above, and on a platform high

above Oliver stood Dr. George Santell.
“We've both come a long way from Chicago, haven't we?”

said  Santell.  His  voice  echoed  against  the  walls.  “I've  been
monitoring your career with great interest.  But I never suspected
you would ever turn detective.”

“I didn't exactly choose it for myself,” Oliver said. “But if
you see justice after all these years, Santell, it will be worth it.”

“I'm afraid there is nothing you or your 'justice' can do to
stop  the  rise  of  my  Empire  of  Crime.”  The  doctor  sniffed
contemptuously. “You should have known it  wasn't over in 1942.



Provided, Caesar Ferrari's performance was incredible. That was due
in part to the expert plastic surgery performed on him by Drs. Buler
and Vollin. He looked exactly as I do.”

“Don't you mean, as your body does?” Oliver hoped to goad
Santell with what little knowledge he had of  him. “That body isn't
really yours, is it?”

“Now  that  is  an impressive thing for you to have learned.
Yes,  I  survived  the  loss  of  my  first  body  by  taking  on  that  of
Professor Baum, my doctor at the asylum where I was kept. It was
my first transfer outside of  the flesh. The flesh is weak compared to
the spirit—indeed, the spirit is often much too strong. Baum, whose
mind lingered even as mine possessed his brain, was driven mad by
my intrusion,  and the  friction  between  our  two minds  began  to
swiftly degrade his body. I needed to live on in someone younger
and stronger, but with a mind that I could subsume.

“Eventually,  I found the artist,  Abbot,  and devoured him.
His merciless greed weakened him and left a vacuum within him
into which I stepped. His body became my own, and my delight it
has proven to be quite stable, unlike Baum's. In honor of  him, and
the renewed life he gave me, I hung his art in my hotel.

“I am an immortal foe, Mr. Duffy. If  you slay me, my spirit
will endure—and it would be child's play to steal the form of  my
murderer.”

Oliver didn't know what to say. He believed Santell, as much
as he didn't want to. On top of  that, contrary to what the doctor
believed, he wasn't here to kill him. He had just come here to help
locate  him.  But  now,  that  mission  had  failed—the  others  would
never find him down here.

Maybe  someday  they'd  make  a  good  movie  about  his
mysterious disappearance. If  anyone actually cared.

Suddenly, Santell was not alone on the platform. There was
someone else, obscured by the darkness.

“Imposter!” cried the figure.
Santell jolted back, genuinely surprised.
“Who are you?” he demanded. “And who are you to call me

an imposter?!”
“You are not Santell,” the figure said. “I am he; you are just

one victim of  my hypnosis. You have been tricked into believing you
are  Santell—but  I  still  live!  And  you  are  nothing  but  a  failed



experiment!”
For a moment, Santell's confidence seemed to waver. Oliver

considered  that  what  the  intruder  said  was  indeed  possible.  If
Santell  transferred his  mind imperfectly,  the  affected person may
believe themselves to be Santell, while the real Santell's essence lived
on  elsewhere.  He  had  no  doubt  that  Santell  had  thought  much
about this possibility.

Then  the  figure  stepped  into  the  light.  Oliver  didn't
recognize him, but Santell certainly did. The intruder was a wizened
old man dressed in white, with a receding white hairline, a sharp
nose, and piercing black eyes that seemed to swirl with evil.

“Impossible!”  Santell  cried.  “Impossible.  It's  been  almost
twenty years!”

“I was not such an old man in 1932, 'Santell.' I am the real
Santell—a little older and wiser.”

For a moment, it seemed as if  the man who Oliver knew as
Santell looked like he was going to go mad. He tried to retain his air
of  authority, but was faltering rapidly.

Then the supposed real Santell—Santell in his original body,
Oliver realized—dove at him, with frightening speed.

The two men struggled  against  each  other.  The  younger-
seeming Santell laughed.

“Now I know it's you who is the impostor. I would never
resort to such crude tactics as physically assaulting my opponent.”

“You're  desperate,  Abbot,”  the  other  Santell  said.
“Desperate to be me. But it's all for naught!”

Summoning a surge of  strength, the older Santell hurled the
younger one down to the ground.

Up above, the victorious Santell cried, “Now, Fascinax!”
Oliver watched as Dr. Leicester emerged from the dark. He

raised his hands over the other Santell's fallen form, and at once, a
strange light began to glow from his body. Fascinax mimed the act
of  pulling something out from Santell's body, and to Oliver's great
surprise,  a  spectral  figure began to emerge from the fallen man's
flesh.

It was a hideously deformed sort of  spirit, with a grotesque
face and too large a head. It looked like something out of  a demonic
grimoire; its enormous eyes stared and stared, and the top of  its
skull was missing, revealing a pulsating brain.



But there was a resemblance between this twisted apparition
and the old man up above,  who,  Oliver  realized,  was in  fact  the
Crime Doctor, using his face-changing talents.

“You fool!” hissed the entity, in a low, echoing voice. “If  you
pull me out of  Abbot, I will simply take one of  you three!”

“That's won't happen, Santell,” Fascinax said. “I've already
cast an aura around Dr. Ordway, Mr. Duffy, and myself, which will
prevent  you  from  entering  into  us.  Consider  yourself  exorcised,
Herr Doktor.”

The ghostly creature spat a number of  horrible curses, but
none  of  them slowed  Fascinax's  extraction  of  him  from Henry
Abbot's  body.  Soon,  he  was  fully  removed,  and while  he  clawed
helplessly at the prone form, it was clear that Fascinax had placed
the same sort of  aura on the body as he had on everyone else, so
that Santell couldn't re-enter.

“Please!”  cried  Santell  at  last.  “I  will  die  without  a  body.
Don't let me be dispersed into the void!”

“Stop struggling, Santell, and I'll consider it,” Fascinax said.
Then the mage grunted, and sweat broke out across his forehead.
“Stop struggling—!”

Santell's  desperation  won  out,  and  he  slipped  Fascinax's
psychic grip. But only at great cost. 

At  first  it  seemed  he  would  fly  away  free.  But  then,  as
Fascinax's grip broke, it proved to be the only thing holding Santell
together. His spiritual form burst apart into multicolored streams of
light. The chamber was rocked by the noise of  a great explosion—
his final screams echoed against the dark walls, and Oliver covered
his ears to strain it out.

When the noise had passed, Oliver asked, “Is it over?”
Fascinax sighed, and Dr. Ordway began to sculpt his face

back to its original form. “It's over,” the occultist confirmed. “You
did magnificently, Mr. Duffy. You were successful in locating him.
As I said, you will be greatly rewarded.”

“I appreciate that,” said Oliver, “but how did you get down
here?  Did  that  Jordan  guy  tell  you  the  solution  to  the  painting
puzzle?”

“No. When I placed a protective aura over you to prevent
Santell  from possessing  you,  I  also  placed  a  charm on you  that
allowed me to appear at your location.” The old man rubbed the



back of  his  hands and grinned.  “We really  couldn't  have done it
without you, Oliver.”

They  looked  down  at  Henry  Abbot  then.  Dr.  Ordway
jumped down from the high platform and knelt besides the body.
He confirmed that he was dead.

“Sustaining  Santell's  essence  weakened  Abbot's  body
immensely,” Oliver said. “Santell hollowed him out, consumed his
soul.  And so without Santell animating his body—well,  there was
nothing else keeping it alive.”

Oliver felt a touch of  pity, and the harsh pull of  exhaustion;
his heart of  was heavy. Fear had worn him down, and now it dulled
his sense of  pride. Perhaps later, that pride would swell to greater
volumes, but for now he was overcome with anxiety.

That anxiety made him wonder if  it was truly over. If  Santell
was truly dead.

* * *

In his room in the Hotel Luxor, Professor Jordan was trying
to sleep.

He was having a strange dream. He was standing outside of
an enormous castle. Deep in that castle was something he yearned
to protect—something precious to him beyond all else.

But there was a dark intruder outside the castle.  And this
intruder  could  destroy  the  walls  of  the  castle  at  will.  Jordan
struggled to repel him from breaching his home, but his will was too
weak.

In  his  sleep,  he  began  to  twitch  and  roll  around,  sweat
beading on his forehead.

The stranger was destroying more and more of  the castle.
Jordan could see how that the castle contained all of  his experiences
and  memories—the  loves  of  his  youth,  his  favorite  foods,  his
childhood, his parents. 

The stranger, armed with a flaming sword, began to shatter
these memories. And as he destroyed them, Jordan realized that he
could not remember what it was the stranger was annihilating.

One by one, the killer of  thoughts slaughtered his past, and
Jordan kept waiting to wake up.

He was  now clawing  at  himself,  at  the  sheets  which  had



wrapped tight around him. He gagged in his sleep, his body burning
up in a fever.

Jordan was begging the stranger now, begging him not to
destroy the last traces of  what he remembered about himself. As the
memories  and  thoughts  were  eviscerated,  Jordan  was  becoming
smaller and smaller in his own mind. The castle was gone now, and
Jordan was alone with the stranger, whose enormous eyes gazed at
him. Thoughts of  pure malice surged from the interloper's exposed
brain. 

This  was  no  dream.  A  worm  had  found  its  way  inside
Jordan's head.

Barely cognizant now of  who he was, Jordan continued to
plead  for  mercy.  But  the  creature  devoured  him,  ignoring  his
increasingly-desperate screams.

And then—it  was  not  Jordan's  mind at  all,  but  someone
else's.

He awoke, and as his eyes opened he knew that a strange
light shined behind them.

He  uttered  only  one  word,  as  he  once  more  felt  flesh
congeal around him; some evil force seized his wicked tongue, so
that his first word coming back into the world was his own accursed
name.

“Mabuse!”

* * *

In 1953, Oliver was approached by a man on the streets of
Hollywood. At once, it was clear who he was. He was tall and broad,
with a bronze tint to his skin, a reflection of  a life of  globetrotting
adventures. His eyes sparkled with flecks of  gold. He stood out in
the crowd as if  there was no crowd at all. 

The man was not here by coincidence—he was here to seek
out Oliver specifically. 

Oliver raised an eyebrow, and said to the bronze giant: “Dr.
Kildare, I presume?”

The  man's  face  was  unchanging  as  he  nodded.  Oliver
deviated from his path and led the man to a nearby cafe. Here, he
ordered  them  two  black  coffees  and  sat  with  him  outside  the
entrance.



His hands shook as he held his coffee, and it took him a
while to speak.

“You don't look like him. Dr. Kildare, I mean.”
“Lew did a good enough job.” The man's voice rolled like

thunder. “Appearances aren't everything.”
“He smiled a lot more than you're doing now.”
“I had a lot of  bedside manner back then. I was young. The

World War—the First one, I should say—was far behind me, which
led  to  a  certain  elation.  I  had  just  received  my  MD  from John
Hopkins, and I was eager to help the sick. But my hospital tour was
rather short-lived.”

“And  you  stopped  because...”  Oliver  had  imagined  this
conversation many times over the years, but he had no idea what to
say now that he was actually having it. “Because Mom got pregnant
with me?”

“I was never going to stay at Blair General for very long. My
father had other plans for me. I traveled around the world in the
hopes of  righting wrongs.”

“And in that time, did you ever think of  my mother?”
A look came into those gold-flecked eyes then—it was an

almost unreadably alien look, but Oliver interpreted it as regret. “I
didn't know how to handle things when Cynthia became pregnant.
You were, so far as I knew, my firstborn.”

“So far as you knew?”
“During  the  War,  I  fathered  a  child  as  well.  Your  half-

brother. He was an evil man, but he is dead now.”
“I see.”
The  bronze  man  sipped  his  coffee.  “I  heard  about  your

exploits in Berlin. Most impressive.”
“Uh...thank you. Who told you?”
“Dr. Ordway. He's convinced that Dr. Santell is not yet fully

destroyed. He's continuing his hunt for him.”
“You  know  him,  then?  And  you  know  about  his  face?”
“Yes, and I've met others like him.”
“It's an extraordinary world,” Oliver said then. “There's so

much in it that I don't understand. So many forces beyond what I
thought was possible within the realms of  science.”

“Do you feel the tug of  curiosity?”
“I do.” Oliver thought briefly about how he wanted to be an



adventurer. God—he was realizing now that all those pulp stories
were real. And they happened to his father...

It was overwhelming. Everything he'd faced back in Berlin
rose up around him again. He had been so afraid all throughout the
adventure, but here was a man who was never afraid. 

“You  know,  Dr.  Kildare,  in  the  movies  at  least,  he
was...perfect.  Christ-like.” Strange tears pooled in Oliver's eyes. “I
can see why they made him that way.” He chuckled. “I guess apples
do fall far from the tree, huh?” His father had at least seven inches
of  height on him. And it would take lifetimes to build muscles like
his. And yet that body was as nothing next to all the   good he did
with his deeds—with the products of  his mind and his heart. 

“One doesn't need perfection to be a good person. I am not
perfect, my son.” Oliver swallowed his tears. It had evidently been
hard for the giant man to use that last word. “And besides...you've
done well, like I said. Very well. No matter what you choose—I wish
you the best.”

Oliver wondered if  his father had been given many choices
growing  up.  He  thought  of  what  the  pulps  said  about  his
extraordinary  but  bizarre  upbringing.  The  matter  of  choice  was
probably something he'd had to figure out later, as an adult, after his
father was finally dead.

“I've been seeking out all  of  my surviving,  worthy family
members for a rather important purpose,” the golden-eyed man said
then. “I want you to give you these.”

Reaching into his suit, he produced a small white bag, which
he handed across the table. Oliver looked inside and saw a number
of  small roundish pills.

“What are these?”
“If  you take them regularly, you will not age, or at the very

least, you will age very slowly. You will gain increased immunity to
disease. Both of  these factors will extend your lifespan considerably
if  you avoid accidents. I synthesized the compound from a chemical
provided to me by a cousin of  mine. Should you require more, you
need only to contact me.”

“You  can't  be  serious.  They'll...they'll  slow  my  aging?”
“Nearly to a standstill.”
Oliver tried to hand the bag back.
“I don't deserve this. I don't. I'm not a hero the way you are.



I'm just a movie guy.”
“Then be an immortal movie guy.”
Oliver looked again at the strange pills. He wondered if  they

really worked.
Why wouldn't they, given their source?
He shrugged. Sure—he could give extended youth a try. It

would be a unique experience, if  nothing else. 
“Just remember,” said his father, as he stood to leave. “Time

has a rather ironic sense of  humor. You may find that adventure has
a way of  seeking our family out.”

Oliver finished his coffee quickly.
“I'll keep that in mind.”

* * *

The years went on. Oliver did not grow older.
In  time,  he  became  a  force  to  be  reckoned  with  in

Hollywood.  He  transitioned  from  being  a  celebrated  actor  to  a
celebrated  director.  Indeed,  as  time  went  on,  he  became  more
famous for the films he made behind the camera than the ones he
made in front of  it. 

But his father's last words to him did not simply refer to his
career change. Adventure wormed its way into his life when he least
expected it.

In  1963,  while  filming at  the  ruins  of  Llanglas  Abbey  in
England, he battled Sir James Utley and his pagan cult when they
tried to sabotage the production.

In  1973,  he  saved  a  young  circus  daredevil  and  acting
prospect  named  Devlin  from  the  stunt  artist  Lucifer,  who  was
actually the reborn vampire Count Metterstein.

In 1983, he fought Andros the Humanoid with the aid of  an
actor-adventurer named Eridan, whose very blood seemed to call
out to the stars.

In 1993, he shook hands with his nephew Flint for the first
time, and cast him in a short film, now lost.

In  2003,  he  joined  with  Michael  Leicester,  Fascinax's
eccentric grandson, to rescue his actress grandniece Honey from the
demoness Arva.

In 2013, his work on a Rin-Tin-Tin biopic halted when he



was  struck  down by  the  magic  of  Khulkath,  the  Pied  Piper  of
Ulthar, and spent some time trapped in the body of  a cat.

In 2023, he joined his father, and others, on an adventure for
which the world is not yet prepared.

And in 2033, he was sitting in the director's chair for the
next big summer blockbuster, Doc Savage: The Man of  Bronze. Fans of
Doc Savage—of  his father—had been clamoring for this movie for
ages.

And now, Oliver would give them what they'd been waiting
for.

True to his word, he was not a hero. Just a movie guy.
That didn't mean he couldn't bring good to the world.

THE END



Postscript
The Crime Doctor's Fate;

or, The Curse of  Dr. Mabuse

Robert Morgan's consciousness was a ruin. The filaments of
his mind crossed over each other and short-circuited; his identity
was a sprawling mess of  tattered memories.

Things  had not  always  been like  this.  He  had not  always
needed to board himself  up in the old house with the garlic and the
crosses. He had not always dreaded the fearful night which made the
dead walk the ruined streets.

He  knew,  deep  down,  that  he  came from another  world,
where  history  continued  on  unaffected  by  the  awful  plague.  He
knew that his universe had kinder plans for humanity than what he
now experienced. Often he dedicated his mind to the question of
how he had crossed into this version of  history.

Distantly, Robert remembered when he had battled a man—
a hypnotist—whom he  despised  for  some reason.  The man had
turned his hypnotic skills on him, and shifted not only his mind, but
his body, to an alternate state of  existence. Robert didn't know how
that was possible,  but he had found an old newspaper once that
talked  about  a  man  named  Nichols  who  claimed  to  be  able  to
hypnotize people back in time. As impossible as that seemed, maybe
this guy used something similar.  Robert  had read enough science
fiction to believe that the human mind was capable of  extraordinary
powers under hypnosis, including displacement in time and space.

In  any  case,  Robert  now inhabited  a  world  ravaged  by  a
horrible  disease,  which  turned both the  living  and the  dead into
heartless  monsters.  He had to struggle  hard to  survive  for  three
years, and succeeded, despite the bouts of  chronic amnesia which
frequently disoriented him. Between these neurological  crises and
periods of  fugue, he would try to steady himself  by reminding of
himself  of  who he was. Before he'd taken the name of  Robert, his
name was Phil “Flash” Morgan, and he was a thief  and conman
without peer.

He  started  calling  himself  Robert  in  honor  of  another
survivor of  the apocalypse, Robert Neville. Long had he watched
Neville's battles against the fanatical undead horde known as The



Family. When at last Neville was captured by the afflicted, he chose
suicide  than  whatever  fate  they  had  planned  for  him.  To  Phil
Morgan, he was a legend, and he wanted to make sure that legend
lived on. So he took Neville's name. And, using his uncanny control
over his muscles, he took his face, too.

There was something in Phil's head that told him the name
Robert suited him. He didn't know why, just as he didn't know why
he remembered so much about medicine. He had never studied to
be a doctor, so far as he knew, but he seemed to understand a great
deal about the human body. Maybe Neville had been a doctor, but
Phil didn't absorb the attributes of  those whose faces he took.

These fractures in his identity haunted him, and as time went
on, it became harder and harder for him to concentrate on his daily
marches, where he killed the monsters while they slept. But there
was no way back to his old world, and thus there was no clue to his
identity.

He just wished he had someone to talk to. Not even for the
purpose of  learning his identity, but just to end the awful, ceaseless
silence.

One night, everything changed.
It  was  a  night  like  any  other.  The  swarms of  white-eyed

albinos  were at  his  outer defenses,  trying to pound their  way in,
demanding that he come out. They had been making this demand
every night for three years, and he wondered how they were not sick
of  it at this point. He was certainly sick of  it, as if  they cared.

Suddenly,  the  unholy  howls  ceased,  and  were  replaced
instead by the sounds of  strangled screams.

Robert ran to the window. The ghouls were all clutching the
throats and grasping fruitlessly the empty air. They were choking to
death.

And it wasn't just the ones outside his house. All over the
city the night was split with the noise of  the undead struggling to
breathe.

Robert  realized  that  he,  too,  couldn't  breathe—but  his
unique  condition,  which  also  made  him  immune  to  the  plague,
somehow freed him from the burden of  having to fill  his  lungs.
Fearing that  the air was filled with poison, he held his  nose and
mouth shut.

What  sort  of  catastrophe  could  be  taking  away  all  the



breathable  air  like  this?  His  fragmented  mind  trickled  back  to
accounts  he'd  read of  the  so-called “Purple  Cloud” and “Poison
Belt” phenomena of  the early 20th Century, where great clouds of
space-borne toxins had poisoned certain parts of  the world. Perhaps
this was something similar.

Though he didn't breathe, he could feel a change in pressure,
as if  the planet had entered a vacuum. He tried to focus on this, and
not the gagging noises which surrounded him as one by one, his
enemies unceremoniously perished.

In time, however, the walking dead were still and silent, this
time for good.

Robert  couldn't  believe  it.  In  an  instant,  all  oxygen-
dependent life on Earth had just died. Or was it just New York?

Long ago he had given up hope of  finding survivors who
weren't  changed  in  some  way  by  the  plague.  But  now  grief
overwhelmed him, and he fell to his knees sobbing as he mourned
the slaughtered world.

* * *

Years went by; how many, Robert did not know. Slowly, the
plant-life of  Earth, nourished by the carbon dioxide of  humanity's
last breath, restored the oxygen—the terrible vacuum sensation he
had felt passed on.

He  continued  to  sit  in  the  old  house,  eating  his  meager
stocks of  canned food and drinking his purified water. There was
nothing  to  do  now  that  all  the  vampires  were  dead.  He
contemplated suicide, because at least that would be something to
do.

Somehow,  he  never  found  the  strength.  He  nearly  drank
himself  into a coma, but his condition had given him a strong liver.
He had never discovered what it was that allowed him to mold his
face  the  way  he  did,  but  he  was  usually  quite  grateful  for  the
immunities it gave him alongside his face-changing power. Now he
hated those immunities. He wanted to die in delirium.

Eventually, he decided that he would just start walking. He
would walk as far as he possibly could, until he died. Wherever he
fell would be the grave of  the last man on Earth.

He set out dressed only in his usual clothes, his brown coat



and trousers. As he intended to die, he took no supplies. The dead
ghouls had long since rotted away in the years since the atmosphere
changed,  though  their  decay  had  been  slowed  by  the  bacterial
holocaust  inflicted  by  the  brief  loss  of  oxygen.  Only  anaerobic
bacteria  survived  and  remained  active,  and  there  were  no
macroscopic  predators  prowling  the  city  which  would  eat  the
corpses. The city was frozen in its final death throes, at least for a
time.

Robert had long since accepted that he would never again
see a dog or a cat. He would never again see a flock of  birds form a
V across the dawn, or a butterfly resting on a flower in a sunny
garden.  The  growing  regions  of  the  world  would  be  suffering  a
pollination crisis from the death of  all insects, so it was possible that
he would not see flowers again either.

It did not matter. He would be dead in a matter of  days.
New York City was all around him, but he knew that if  he

kept walking in a straight line he would eventually leave its towering
mausoleums  behind.  He  walked  past  gutted  cars,  abandoned
construction zones, and burning buildings which still had something
left  to consume after  all  these years.  Once,  the sight would have
made him sad, but now he had nothing to feel. He was completely
empty inside.

He walked on and on for hours, numb to the world. Because
there  was  nothing  to  hear,  his  ears  seemed  to  shut  off,  and  he
walked in a world where even his footsteps were silent. He left like a
ghost floating through a concrete void. He would never fully awaken
again.

He was so sure of  that, until he heard the gunshots, and the
screams.

Then all of  him awoke at once.
It was a woman screaming. Someone else was alive.
And the dead ones, the albinos, never screamed like that. She

was human. He was sure of  it.
More gunshots. Instinctively, he sprinted in their direction.
He didn't stop running until at last he caught a glimpse of

the source of  the screams: a young blonde woman in a green dress,
a look of  horror on her face.

She just barely rounded the corner when another shot rang
out. The bullet smacked hard in the wall of  the building across the



street.
“This way!” Robert shouted. “Come on!”
At first, the woman seemed afraid of  him—he didn't blame

her,  given  that  she  had  probably  not  seen  anyone  who  wasn't  a
ghoul in a long time. But she saw that he still had color in his skin,
and besides, he was out during the daytime. She ran towards him,
hoping he could save her.

Then her pursuer came into view, and Robert's  blood ran
cold.

The hunter was a woman, darkly dressed, who carried a long
hunting rifle topped with a scope. Her entire head was concealed;
she  hid  her  hair  underneath  a  wide-brimmed  hat,  and  her  face
behind a plate of  golden metal.  She gazed out from behind that
gold mask through a pair of  crimson-colored lenses. At the base of
the mask was a long tube leading to a tank on her back—that would
be fresh oxygen.

She kept the rifle raised to her eye as she walked. She fired
again at the woman, once again just barely missing. 

“Run!” Robert yelled, as if  he needed to say it. He and his
new companion took off  together, charging off  into the ruins.

Everything became a blur as they commenced what would
be an hours-long game of  cat and mouse. In the course of  that
awful game, they learned quickly one very important fact about the
riflewoman—she was virtually inexhaustible, and her tracking skills
were second to none. 

The sun slid across the sky, turning it to dusk; it had been a
long time since  Robert  had feared the coming of  the night.  But
then, it had been a long time since he was prey in the night.

Somewhere in the sea of  its events, Robert had a chance to
talk to his fellow fugitive. He wanted to know her name before they
both died. Urgency leaked into his voice as he asked her.

“Helen,” she said at last. “Helen Gurn.”
“I'm—I'm Phil Flash, or I'm—” He struggled to catch his

breath. “I'm Morgan Ordway, er, ah—”
What was wrong with him?
“I'm Robert Morgan. Robert Morgan.”
“Nice to meet you, Robert Morgan,” said Helen. She tried

brokenly to summon a smile.
“Who—who is that woman?” Robert asked.



“She's  the  self-proclaimed  defender  of  this  ruined
metropolis. Doc Springer.”

New York had been protected by another “Doc” once—was
he remembering that right?

“She's  a  very  tiresome  person,”  Helen  mused  then.  “I
wonder if  we can trick her into losing that gun of  hers.”

“I  was  thinking  the  same thing,”  Robert  said.  “Since  she
wanted to kill you first, maybe you could keep drawing her fire...?
Then I'll loop around and try to surprise her...”

“That could work,” she said. “It's better than more running.
I trust you. Good luck.”

Robert nodded, not wanting to fail her. She was, besides him
and the huntress, the last of  a near-dead species.

Helen came out of  cover to try to draw fire. Robert made
his way over to a pile of  rubble which would let him get up on the
roof  of  one of  the nearby buildings.  Helen shouted out to Doc
Springer, and that was enough to draw her attention. If  Springer
saw Robert come out of  cover to begin his ascent, she made no
sign.

Helen  kept  popping  in  and  out  of  the  doorway  of  the
ruined structure, earning a bullet in her direction each time. But her
timing  was  exquisite—it  was  as  though  she  possessed  the
heightened reflexes which vampires like The Family had. Maybe she
was infected, or maybe she was just well-trained by the hellscape in
which she lived.

Robert couldn't help but stare at her, even as he climbed.
She was a magnificent woman.

Robert looked at Doc Springer. She, too, was magnificent,
even if  she was trying to kill them both. He wondered why she was
trying to kill them, and why she wore that mask. There had been
new air available for years—she didn't need that oxygen tank. 

Maybe he could talk to her. Maybe.
But he'd need to get that gun out of  her hand first. If  he

couldn't do that—he knew he might have to kill her.
Helen glanced up at Robert, and tried to maneuver herself

closer to her left flank, where he had climbed up. She needed to lure
Springer over to where he was. Then he'd have the drop on her.

He watched as she inched closer and closer. The tension was
unbearable—every  shot  was  a  huge  risk  to  Helen.  Especially



because Springer was getting closer to her position. That meant  she
was bearing down on Robert as well, even if  she didn't know it. 

At last, the moment came.
He leapt off  the roof  down onto her, and she whirled up to

face him. Reflexively, she fired a shot straight at him—and she didn't
miss. He screamed. The bullet went clean through his shoulder, no
doubt severing the brachial artery. But from the pain came rage, and
that rage powered his urge to live.

She  failed  to  deflect  his  trajectory.  His  speeding  mass
knocked her to the ground. Her fingers lost their grip, and her rifle
skidded away, far out of  reach. Springer let out a cry—“No!”—but
Robert kept her pinned to the ground.

Her rolled around her to face him, and he grabbed her by
her dark coat, shaking her. His blood splashed out onto her from
the gushing wound on his shoulder. His anger, his desperation to
protect Helen, still surged through him, much more than the pain
did.

“Why did you try to murder us, you—you savage?”
“Don't call  me savage,” Springer shouted. “White bastard!

My ancestors were the Numunuu of  the American West. Back in the
day  everyone  and  their  grandmother  called  my  mother,  and  her
father  before  her,  a  savage.  Some asshole  named Tiffany  Thayer
wrote  a  whole  novel  about  it.  He  made  my  mom  out  to  be  a
madwoman on account of  her Native blood.”

Robert eased back. “I'm sorry, I didn't know...”
“It doesn't matter right now.”
He had lost concentration, and suddenly she had a knife in

her  hand—it  had  been  sheathed  in  a  pouch  on  the  leather  belt
encircling her waist. She plunged the blade hilt-deep into his gut. He
screamed in agony, and she kicked him off  of  her, leaving him to
roll away in the dust. She stood up and wiped her knife off, grunting
as his blood stained the black gloves which clothed her hands.

“Wasn't quite so bad as the hack job Thayer did on Ursula
Georgi, but it was still racist as shit,” Springer said. “Now...I'd say
rest in peace, creature, but I don't think there is such a thing.”

But Robert Morgan still lived. Helen Gurn shouted his name
and ran out from behind cover. Springer still had her knife out, and
was ready to use it on her.

Robert's wounds closed, and the pain faded. There were no



scars.
His muscles had instinctively morphed to close the places

where the knife and bullet had gotten him. His vitality returned, and
he stood up.

Doc Springer turned back and saw that he had healed.
“What  the  hell  are  you?”  she cried.  “I've  never  seen  any

plague-victim do that before!”
“I'm immune to the plague,” Robert said. “I'm not one of

those monsters—they're all dead.”
“I don't  think so.  Pockets  of  humanity  have survived,  so

why not cadres of  ghouls?”
“Look at us!” Helen exclaimed. “We're normal!  You don't

have to kill us!”
For a moment, it looked as though Springer was going to let

them go. She looked at the ground and clenched her fists. Though
they couldn't see her face they could see the tension in her body.

Helen had called her a protector of  the city, but what was
the use of  protecting a bunch of  empty buildings? She must have
been guarding something more precious. Robert considered that if
that thing was precious enough, no talk in the world would matter.
She would have no choice in her mind but to kill them.

But he prayed that impulse wouldn't win it.
After what seemed like forever, she knelt down and picked

up her long rifle.
Robert and Helen held each other close as Springer leveled

the gun at them.
“You're unarmed, so...I'll give you a ten second headstart,”

she said. Something in her voice made it seem like she was sorry.
But it only cemented that she was doing what she had to.

The two took off  running once more. But this time, they
knew that it was hopeless. Even with ten seconds, they couldn't get
far enough away from her.

“Get in front of  me!” Robert commanded. Helen heeded
his words.

Doc Springer  closed  the  center  of  her  scope  around the
back of  Robert's head. Then, she pulled the trigger.

A shot rang out, and a sharp pain split Robert's skull. He felt
himself  start to topple onto Helen, but after that, he knew no more.



* * *

Dr. Nasita Springer returned to her home on the 86th floor
of  the tallest building in the city, and was immediately greeted by the
cries of  her infant son. She half-smiled, and breathed a sigh of  relief
—she always hated leaving him alone. 

“Oh, Davey, Davey,” she murmured. “What am I going to
do with you?”

Setting her rifle down on the kitchen table, she dragged a
chair  across  the  apartment  over  to  the  crib  where  little  David
Springer was having his tantrum. He needed changing, and was no
doubt hungry. After she changed his diaper she removed her coat
and picked him up out of  the crib; she opened the maternity top
which she wore underneath the coat, and fed him.

She took a long, deep breath, and then, with clarity of  mind,
she thought about the couple she had just killed. 

That man, that freak, had been able to regenerate from non-
fatal wounds. But that bullet to the head had killed him outright.
When he fell,  he  had pushed the mortal-seeming woman onto a
piece of  jagged rebar.  She was facing up when Nasita caught up
with them. One look in those eyes was enough for her to know she
was dead.

Maybe they were telling the truth, and they  were unaffected
by the plague. But that was impossible. Everyone had fallen victim
to the virus in one way or another.

Everyone...
David was used to her mask, and treated it in his infant mind

as a second face. But she knew he was calmer around her real face.
She removed her hat and golden mask from her head. Her white
hair  spilled down her shoulders,  and her moonlit  eyes stared out
from her chalk-white face.

David was the same as her—an albino in every capacity.
When she was pregnant with him she didn't  know if  she

could give birth to him, but she had—and the milk she made was
good for him. Whatever they were, they were alive.

She thought of  what was ahead of  him, in his life of  nigh-
immortality. Indeed, he would live far longer than any human she
had  ever  known.  Their  mutations  had  completely  changed  their



metabolisms and nervous systems,  and reduced their  capacity for
injury. David would see and feel things that were alien to her, but
normal  to  him.  They  would  always  be  divided  in  that  way—she
would always live with one foot in the old world, before the disease
had come.

She thought then of  what she'd said to the man. And she
thought of  her mother, and her mother's ancestors. She wondered
what they would think of  the fact that a war started by and fought
between white people had unleashed germs that bleached her skin.
Nearly  all  humanity  were  now  these  albinos,  and  the  physical
distinctions of  race were far less visible. But most people retained
their  individual  cultures,  and  that  was  what  mattered.  Some
traditions  were  replaced  with  new  ones,  but  most  people
remembered who they were before their skin was changed. She took
solace in that fact.

Once more she grieved her poor beleaguered mother, who
had mercifully  not lived to see the end of  the  world.  A tattered
photograph of  her father, Oliver Charles, hung on the wall, but she
had  no  pictures  of  her  mother,  Nasa.  Nasa,  who  had  been
tormented all her life by the cruelty of  white people.

She would make sure that David had photos of  her, when
she was gone.

But he would have no photos of  his father. For his father
was a wraith on the wind.

When everything went to shit, and she was left on her own,
The Family and their servants chased her all over the country. She
provided what resistance she could against their expansion. She saw
so  much  death  and  horror  in  this  mad  scramble  across  the
continent, which had ended at last in New York, where she decided
to make herself  heir to the family headquarters. But last year she
had been in Texas, and found herself  in the abandoned ghost town
of  Terlingua.  Terlingua,  an  Old  West  saloon  town,  had  been
preserved as a tourist attraction into the 20 th Century, and after the
plague broke out and supply lines ran short, those who lived in the
town on a permanent basis either fled or starved to death. Now it
was totally empty. It was small and isolated and she found that there
were enough wild fruits and vegetables and uninfected animals in
the hills nearby that she could survive forever.

But there was one problem—Terlingua was haunted.



After a while, she had noticed things going missing around
the town. Sometimes windows which had been intact one day were
broken the next. At first, she wondered if  it had been animals, or
maybe  a  lingering  plague  victim  who  had  wandered  down  here
somehow. Maybe it was her, doing things in the night that she didn't
remember, driven quietly mad by the isolation. Or maybe it was a
ghost.

She wasn't one to believe in ghosts, but sometimes she heard
whispers in the night.

One evening, she had been foraging in the dark, and missed
that she had accidentally added some of  the toxic  datura  plants to
her batch of  wild greens. Datura was psychoactive, a source of  the
deliriants scopolamine and atropine. She hadn't realized she ingested
it until it was too late.

She was sick on the floor of  her when the ghost appeared—
the ghost of  the man she would come to call Captain Butcher. He
was the spirit of  an old sailor-man, bound to the Earth by unsettled
accounts. He told her that in life he had gone to Terlingua with his
first  mate  when  the  company  men  stopped  giving  him  ships  to
command. He never forgave them for that, for his blood hungered
for the sea. Here in Terlingua he had died, and his wrath lingered in
the town.

He proclaimed that the world had turned to blood, and so a
Messiah of  Blood was needed. He was a Spirit of  Blood, and if  she
so chose, he would make her the mother of  the Messiah.

She considered his  offer,  never  considering  the  possibility
that he was not real. She was fitful in her delirium, but she found
some joy in the possibility of  having a baby. Then she wouldn't be
alone.

And besides. Captain Butcher was a handsome man, for a
man decades dead. He was twisted up by rage, but so was she. In a
strange way—they were made for each other.

Under the light of  the Tamal Moon, he made her pregnant
with the touch of  a finger—no more, no less. And she fell into a
deep sleep.

When she awoke,  she was  once again alone  in  the  town.
With a strange emptiness inside her, she chose to once more take to
traveling.

Months later, it was quite clear that she had conceived.



She speculated on the nature of  “Captain Butcher” as time
and her pregnancy went on.  It  was possible that he was nothing
more than a datura hallucination, and the mutations she'd undergone
from the plague had somehow granted her the ability to asexually
reproduce.  That  was  something  of  a  stretch,  however,  as  she
couldn't imagine a chain of  mutations that would result in a human
gaining that capability.

She thought then about Butcher's mention of  a “Messiah of
Blood.” She thought of  legends she'd heard out in California of  a
powerful vampire, a preacher whom The Family called “the Dark
Stranger” or “the Messiah of  Evil.” He was said to be the head of  a
vast cult of  plague-resurrected ghouls who clashed with The Family
and their ilk for supremacy. Had the Stranger found her there? Had
she become his lover?

She remembered hearing once about another woman who
had loved the ghost of  a sea captain—a widow named Muir. She
was not the first woman to love a dead sailor-man...

Everything  since  Terlingua  had  been  like  a  dream.  She
wandered through life as though in a haze. Since being revived by
the plague in her new form, she had lost much of  her ability to
differentiate between reality and the allegorical logic of  dreams. Her
senses were all different now that she was a mutant, and the world at
large was different—so it made sense that her reality was different.

She thought often of  Terlingua, where the waters of  the Rio
Grande lapped at the stony beaches. The rushing white rapids were
part  of  the  essence  of  that  old  mining  town.  And  so  Captain
Butcher,  sailor  of  tall  ships,  had whispered to her that  their  son
would be a being of  water.

Sometimes  she  thought  of  ending  her  undead  state,  her
immortality, and leaving David to the whims of  destiny. She thought
of  dying as she placed him, like baby Moses, in a basket, to float
down the Hudson River. Maybe then, there would be a good life for
David Ralph Springer, who should have been a normal child.

When he was done suckling, she stood and walked over to
one of  the windows. She gazed out at the city as her grandfather
had, all those years ago. He and all his kin were gone now—it just
her and Davey, alone in this half-dreamed world.

Night had fallen—it was a quiet night. There was no one left
in the city who could hurt her and her child. Doc Springer passed a



peaceful night with her son.

* * *

As  Doc  Springer  nursed  her  baby  with  her  milk,  Robert
Morgan was nursing Helen Gurn back to health with his blood. He
had tested to make sure it was compatible, and when she woke she
was most grateful. He commended her on her bravery, choosing to
feign death with her eyes open. She commended him on his ability
to recovered from a rifle shot to the head.

They clasped hands as their lives were bound.
She had recovered quickly after the transfusion. Now they

were sitting around a fire, far, far from where the golden-masked
huntress was stationed. They ate chunks of  Spam roasted on loose
sticks, and talked and laughed together.

“What did you do before all this, Robert?” she asked him.
She had been meaning to ask for a while.

He decided to be frank with her. “I was a criminal,” he said.
“A thief. A liar. Even...a murderer.”

To his great surprise, she smiled.
“What is it?”
“I'm thinking of  my own past.”
He set his hand on hers.
“Tell me.”
“When the  oxygen vanished,  I  was  scuba-diving  with  my

husband  Harold  and  a  friend  of  his.  We  were  looking  for  an
underground cave Harold had heard of, to use as a sanctuary against
the hordes. This was in Puerto Rico,” she said. “Our oxygen tanks
allowed us to survive the air  deprivation until  we found a forest,
where  the  plants  were  releasing  oxygen.  We  waited  there  a  few
weeks until the oxygen was restored outside the jungle.

“Anyway—my husband was a possessive man, Robert.  He
was certain that his friend was going to try to claim me for his own.
And to his credit, I did sleep with his friend, who was kinder and
gentler and smarter than him. But Harold intended to have me for
his own—damn the fact that everyone in the whole world, even the
infected, were all dead. He murdered Martin, my lover, and sailed
me back to the mainland while I was in shock.

“When we got ashore in  Florida,  I  bashed his  brains out



with a rock. It turns out he didn't have much—brains, that is. And I
became a wanderer. Until something drew me to New York...and to
you.”

He said nothing, and she said, “Are you upset that I, too, am
a murderer? A criminal?”

“No. I find dangerous women very attractive.”
“Good.” She lowered her eyes at him. “The one concession

Harold gave me in our marriage was that he was the one to take my
name.  My name,  Gurn,  is  my grandfather's.  He  was  a  master  of
crime, in his native Paris. Of  course, he was only sometimes called
Gurn. His real name was...”

And she whispered the name in Robert's  ear,  making him
grin broadly.

“I knew I sensed something shadowy about you. I'm glad I
wasn't wrong.”

He leaned towards her, and kissed her passionately.
Then she pulled him close, and whispered into his ear.
“Doc Springer said there  are other  people still  left  in the

world. With them...we can build an Empire of  Crime.”
He  laughed.  “What's  crime  when  there  is  no  law?”
She placed her soft hand on his cheek. The shape of  her

hand pressed into his skin. “Humans are stubborn. They hang on,
no matter what. There will be laws again. There will be civilization
again. It will be different—a thing seen through different eyes. But it
will  come  back.  And  such  things  must  always  have  dissenters.
Rabble-rousers, mischief-makers. We must shake up their status quo,
darling.”

Something  inside  him  pulled  at  him—a  tiny  part  of  his
psyche told him not to be a criminal. It was not his conscience, but
rather the fragment of  something he once was—before the world
shattered his mind.

He didn't care about that part of  him now. He was Flash
Morgan, and now he had found a woman with a mind as fractured
as his own.

Through their breakages, they would heal a broken world.
From them, a new humanity would arise.

He set his hand on her cheek, as she had done with him. His
hand, too, left an impression in her malleable flesh.

And so the dice of  history had been thrown. Two factions



were rising on this strange new Earth—cold, just Doc Springer in
her  tower,  and Robert  and Helen Gurn—Adam and Eve of  the
nascent Empire of  Crime.

THE BEGINNING





Silva
A Savage Prose Poem

The following extracts are drawn from John Dee's 1596 work, The Hermetic
Secrets of  the Alchemist Sir Jonathan Wildman; Being an Account,
Told in His Own Words, of  Deeds Both Mystical and Infernal, with
Guides Practical  for Defense Against  Evil  Beings.  Dee  was  able  to
arrange  a  meeting  with  Sir  Wildman  not  only  through  his  role  as  Queen
Elizabeth's court astrologer, but through familial acquaintance; Dee's mother
Johanna  was  the  daughter  of  William  Wild,  a  kinsman  of  Wildman's.
Hermetic Secrets  was one of  the manuscripts which Dee was forced to sell
off  to combat his late-life poverty, and it has since been lost, with no copies
emerging.  The  fragments  presented  below  were  recovered  through  automatic
writing performed by the seer Bayrolles. What follows are, as the book's title
suggests, the words of  Wildman himself.

…

Beginning as a young boy, I was haunted by dreams of  a faraway
land which seemed to be forever distant, and yet also reminiscent of
nearby Ireland; hilly and green, this land was home to an Invisible
College of  similarly-dreaming scholars, some of  whom were great in
age in their waking lives and had been attending this  College for
many decades. Upon waking, I would remember distinctly that I had
been  in  a  place  of  learning,  which  had  challenged  my  wits  and
brought many new peers and associates into my life. I could not,
however,  recall  the nature of  these lessons, only their  complexity
and  that  I  had  not  been  alone  in  learning  them.  Several  times
throughout  my  youth  I  attempted  to  archive  my  experiences  in
written form, but I  was only  able to retrieve  a  few penned lines
before  the  dream  passed  from  me.  This  led  to  an  almost
unspeakable  frustration  within  me,  for  I  yearned  to  pour  out
everything about the dream that brought fear and joy to my heart.
In this I suppose I was a poet, but until recently I have spent my life
a smothered one, screaming against my own paralyzed lips.

These  dreams  inspired  in  me a  great  ambition  to  explore,  for  I
became addicted to the pursuit  of  learning the fine and obscure



details of  the world's strangenesses. I became an avid student of  the
sciences and the arts, knowing that both were needed to give a clear
view of  Creation.  As  soon as  I  was  able  I  traveled  often,  from
Cathay to the Americas, in search of  new facets of  life.

Though I was unable to openly pursue the occult  studies of  my
dreams in real life,  I nonetheless found soothsayers, blasphemers,
and hermits  who were able to give me small  fragments of  long-
forgotten texts, which granted me invaluable ancient knowledge. I
learned to discipline my mind and so discipline my dreams. In doing
so, I obtained what I believed to be a clear vision of  my purpose in
life: the study of  the philosophies of  good and evil. I discovered, in
a  long  course  of  events,  that  my  hidden  dream-teachers  were
instructing  me  for  the  purpose  of  that  understanding,  so  that  I
might be an ally of  the forces of  good. I was willing to aid them so
far as they were useful to me. I  cared not for the good and evil
within  myself,  instead  viewing  that  cosmic  balance  coldly  and
distantly, as one might examine an insect.

By the time of  my knighting, I had determined for myself  and for
my own philosophy that good and evil were not hereditary factors,
but products of  their environment—I had observed on countless
occasions by then that there were noble families who bred brutes,
and criminals who fathered heroes. By the virtues implicit in these
observations have I lived my life. These ideals I have kept hidden,
for  they  defy  the  hierarchies  which  the  Pope  and  Cardinals  and
others have placed upon our society;  I  am not one to believe in
destiny, save for that which can be arranged by social engineering.
Perhaps in that way I am good, for I believe in greater freedoms
than many, but I cannot say for sure.

Once, in my experiments, I composed a complex liquor using the
recipes  of  witches  and  other  fallen  women—in  olden  days,  this
draught was sold to Kings and Nobles for the sake of  making great
warriors from the evils of  men's hearts. It transformed the user so
that  their  sins  would  break  from  the  interior  of  the  heart  and
overcome the body.  My potion worked,  and it  was able to bring
about  these  changes  in  me;  my  form  became  larger  and  more
bestial,  and  I  became  boundlessly  obsessed  with  pleasure,  both



common and sinful.  At  first,  this  hidden  thing  would  not  come
without the potion, but I carried on my experiments too often, and
in time I lost control and began to transform without meaning to.
To my great horror, I became more and more the savage to which
my name alludes. In time, I was healed of  this curse by a physic, a
Dr. Leicester, and I have not tampered with that hideous chemical
again. 

I learned that there is something Wild inside me; something which is
waiting for its chance to break free. This revelation chilled me to the
bone.

But this did not end my fascination in the forbidden. I next turned
my dualistic philosophies to an examination of  the ethics of  crafting
a living homunculus from the parts of  corpses—

…

It is not uncommon for me to go among the wild rocks and the
rivers, where the insects sing below the trees; there I fast and rest my
mind.  In this  time I  have visions  of  the  future,  as  once did the
oracles of  old. I have seen unmade realms pour out ahead of  me
where my doctrines of  good and evil are proven, and the wise battle
evil not in individuals, but in the institutions of  society. I have seen
my own bloodline in all its potential—I see the common men who
shall arise from it, but also the heroes and villains who shall appear
from my legacy.  I have seen slayers  of  women and power-crazed
would-be emperors, but also apparitions of  great wonder, who rise
from glory like figures of  myth, kind and wise. 

Beyond  them  all,  there  is  the  Bronze  Nucleus—my  greatest
descendant, around whom the rest of  my family orbits. I have come
to  believe  that  I  am  but  a  ghost  beside  him,  an  undreamed
potentiality. I am defined by his historicity; to him I am merely a
shadow,  a  bystander  in  antiquity.  He  shines  bright  like  a  metal-
clasped star, surpassing all spectacles and miracles. 

I cannot help but wonder if  my own grasping desire to learn of
obscurities comes from the recognition of  my own obscure nature;



one wonders if  there are those who yet unborn who will speculate
on my own life, for my relation to the Nucleus, being possessed by
the  same desire  for  obscurity  as  I.  They will  try  to  guess  at  my
adventures, but if  they guess correctly I believe they shall be sadder
than they  were  before  they  knew.  Of  course,  I  am here  relating
some of  those adventures to posterity, and so one also wonders—

…

I am not the first Wildman, nor am I the last, for prophecies aside,
my son Geoffrey grows strong and proud on the family farms in
Wreningham. So far as ancestry, I had no knowledge of  my parents,
save that they were a young couple by the name of  Wildman. It
seems that on the day of  my birth—the event which caused my
mother's death—my father was killed by a wild beast whilst en route
to the sanctuary where my mother struggled.  I was raised by my
father's cousins, the Shutes, whom I have been told were historically
great allies of  the Wildman clan. Yet my adoptive parents did not
know my parents  personally,  nor  did  they know any relations of
theirs who had known them. They will forever remain a mystery to
me.

One may presume from our name that my clan emerged from the
legendary men of  the wood, the  wodewose, of  ancient times—these
would be the devils and tricksters of  the forest, the hairy men who
were raised by wild beasts. Cannibals, witches, and takers of  women
were  among  them,  including  dreaded  Myrddrin,  who  was
companion to the mythic Arthur. And yet, even if  my suppositions
are accurate, I fear not my own ancestry, for before all these savage
fauns was their great forebear, whom the Romans did call Silvanus,
the gray-eyed god of  the woods.  He is the one who the Greeks
called Pan,  who in the  Language of  the  Angels  is  splendid YG-
STHTH named—

…

The woods where I take my meditations have been my companions
all my life. I have strived to become one with them, but there are
barriers of  sin between man and tree that cannot be crossed without



absolution on behalf  of  the man. Deep is my desire to grow ancient
with my arboreal  friends,  to feel  my leaves  turn fire-hued at  the
coming of  autumn, and to stand strong through the icy  chill  of
winter, dreading only flame and the tools of  man. But I am accursed
by my dark dealings, and in mortal flesh I must remain. 

I hear the trees now: from their branches a strange music comes,
with wind as its flute and the crackle of  fallen leaves its drums. The
whistle seems to resonate a private magic, as though echoing off  the
surface of  a bronze idol—

…

—wet with blood, as were our swords. The deed seemed done, for
after our gruesome quarrel with our discourteous hosts, Quatermain
and I had impaled Metterstein through the chest, and Kane and Syn
had,  through  their  magnificent  teamwork,  removed  the  head  of
Vlad Dracul.

“'S'wounds,” I hissed to myself. “Let this foul matter be at an end.”
There was some grim humor in my invoking the Wounds of  Christ,
for  I  myself  had  suffered  a  lancing  to  the  side,  like  the  Savior
Himself. I was applying sanctified water to it, in case the slain ones
had poisoned me.

“I'm  afraid  it's  far  from  being  over,”  intoned  Kane,  pointing  a
gloved finger into the open coffin. A metal crest was planted upon
the satin lining. “This is a mark of  a very specific rite...it seems the
thing  which  Syn  and  I  slaughtered  was  naught  but  one  of  the
monster's satellite homunculi.”

“The true vampire escapes us?” exclaimed Syn,  who was loading
another  silver  shell  into her flintlock.  The man-wolf  servants  of
Dracul were great in number; I doubted we had killed all the ones
who haunted the castle.

“Aye,  our  war  continues,  gentlemen!”  Kane  declared.  “We  must
reunite with Tressilian and Ironcastle, and decide our next move.” 



I couldn't help the twinkle that came into my eye then, for in spite
of  my injury, I was still spoiling for a fight. I also missed my friend
Ironcastle,  and my friend Hythloday too—but when I was young
then was a part of  me that was always spoiling for—

…

Heavy is  the  burden of  the  Black Ledger,  and I  have become a
deeply sober individual by my penning it. You ask why I keep its
covers  chained  shut—it  is  because  it  is,  to  my  belief,  the  most
precious  item  in  the  world.  In  it  I  keep  the  names  and
accomplishments of  the whole of  the Invisible College. I am the
only  one  as  of  yet  who has  gained  the  ability  to locate  College
attendees in real life. Every time I inform them of  our shared dream
I shock them; and then we recall together, past the fog of  dreams,
that  the  conditions  of  our  fellowship  are  that  these  sorts  of
interactions are forbidden. 

But  in  the  College  what  is  forbidden is  often  such because  it  is
impossible.  That  I  became  so  strong  a  dreamer  as  to  learn  the
names of  my brethren so shocked my invisible teachers that they
had no idea what to do with me. Eventually it was decided that I
would  be  allowed  to  keep  records  pertaining  to  the  Invisible
College, but only for my own use, and under solid lock and key; this
was a placation, for I believe they feared my power.

I was a daredevil then, and I was not hesitant to record the most
intimate secrets  of  the College.  I  believed that  I  was writing the
most vital and transformative work in the history of  the world, and
the most awful thing was that I was correct. But as I wrote more
and more pages, more fanatically scribbled lines of  prose, I became
aware that the tenets of  my secret education existed for a reason; for
the materialization of  the magical destroys it, just as my fascination
in obscure things was destroyed upon learning their nature. Yes, that
was always the nature of  my work. I seek out the  narratives of  the
things  that  fascinate  me,  but  once I  know everything about  that
narrative the admiration wilts. It does not die; but it wilts, assuredly,
for it was greater in mystery than it was in fact. And so, I have taken
the most  sacred thing of  my life,  and I  have crushed it  like  the



delicate blossom it was.

The book is bound with heavy enchantments, and I dare not destroy
it.  But I must always protect  it,  and so I keep it  on my person,
disregarding as best I can its wretched weight.

…

I am not an old man; but I am not a young one either. I have been
roguish Jack and I have been the serious,  scarred Sir  Jonathan.  I
have been father to a wonderful boy, who shall have a wonderful
son of  his own someday; and so on and so forth, as is the way of
man. I have foreseen it;  and yet in doing so I have tarnished my
future by revealing its  mysteries too soon. In the process, I have
betrayed by fellow sorcerers, and I will face a witch's fate in what lies
beyond. If  this were not enough, my fits of  coughing each night
shake the hollow spaces of  my head, and I choke more and more
each day on the tar of  the opium which steels my nerves against my
old flank-wound. I have suffered greatly from gout and plague. I am
not a young man. 

Humanity's great curse is to live forever in the present. The present
is an illusory point between the past and the future. Both frontiers
are equally untouchable, and one of  them is fixed forever, beyond
alteration. Life's joy often comes from what is still possible in the
realm of  the other. 

I can take comfort in the fact that I can remember when the magic
was real for me, and I was alive in the mystery. Time has not yet
taken that from me; but I cannot help but grieve the fact that my
whole life now seems to exist now only in the past. I am still bathed
in the magic, but I can only touch its shadow. When I sleep, I do not
dream of  the Invisible College anymore.

But I dream of  it while I am awake. And somehow, of  all curiosities,
it continues to fascinate me.

Perhaps the magic is not yet dead. My time for it may have passed,
but I have already seen that it goes on into the future...



Have I not played a role,  in nudging history towards the Bronze
Nucleus? We are fated all to fall into him, but I have stood between
woodwose and something new, and the flame has passed through me
just a little purer.

Or perhaps a bit more chaotic.

Will  he  still  be a  Wild-Man,  this  Wildman? Or will  the  towering
cities of  his future realm make him into something more civilized?

For the sake of  the future, I pray that they do not. 

And for the sake of  my own soul, I pray that wherever I go next
when my time in this world is ended, that there are green things
growing there!

Savage – From the Norman Sauvage.

Sauvage – From the Latin Salvaticus.

Salvaticus – From the Latin Silva.

Silva – Meaning “forest.” Origin unknown.





NOTES

These notes explain the references made in these stories. Some of
these references were explained in the texts themselves, but I have

included full explanations here for completion's sake.

WHISPERS AT THE THRESHOLD

– Oliver  Duffy,  the  Chicago  Ax  Murders,  Caesar  Ferrari  –
Fingers at the Window, 1942

– Dr. George Sebastian Santell/Henry Abbot – Based on Dr.
Santell  from  Fingers  at  the  Window,  Dr.  George  Sebastian
from  The Mad Doctor,  1940, and Henry Abbot from “The
Silver Mask” by Hugh Walpole, 1932 (adapted as Kind Lady,
1935)

– Dr.  James  Kildare,  Dr.  Leonard  Gillespie,  Dr.  Timothy
Coalt,  Blair General  Hospital,  Bayhurst,  Cynthia “Cookie”
Charles – Dr. Kildare stories by Max Brand from 1936-1942,
Dr. Kildare films, 1938-1947; Dr. Kildare is here meant to be
the same person as Doc Savage

– Robert Ordway/Phil Morgan/Phil “Flash” Morgan – Based
on Dr. Robert Ordway/Phil Morgan from the  Crime Doctor
films, 1943-1949, Phil Flash from stories in Merry and Bright
and Bullseye from 1912-1931, and Phil Morgan from stories
in Bullseye from 1931 onward

– Baird Whitlock – Hail, Caesar!, 2016
– Marcus  Aurelius  Bourne,  Maddock  Brom  –  Whispering

Footsteps, 1943
– Dr.  George  Leicester/Fascinax,  the  Fascine  –  Stories  in

Fascinax from 1921-1922
– Hamilton  Cleek  –  Stories  by  Thomas  W.  Hanshew from

1910-1932
– Gray-faced vigilante – The Avenger
– Hotel Luxor, Professor Jordan –  The Thousand Eyes of  Dr.

Mabuse, 1960
– Webb - Father of  David Webb, aka Jason Bourne



– Fascinax's Grand Guignol experience – The Bryan Gospels by
Atom Mudman Bezecny, 2022

– Schellenberg  brothers – Reference to Walter  Schellenberg,
the real-life Nazi behind Salon Kitty, and Hans Schellenberg
from  S.S. Girls,  1977, based on the Salon Kitty operation;
the two Schellenbergs being brothers is my invention

– Dr. Buler – Another Face, 1935
– Dr. Vollin – The Raven, 1935
– Professor Baum – The Testament of  Dr. Mabuse, 1933
– Dr. Mabuse –  Dr. Mabuse  the Gambler by Norbert Jacques,

1920
– Doc's first child – John Sunlight
– Kavuru pills, Doc's cousin – Tarzan stories by Edgar Rice

Burroughs,  with  details  from  Tarzan  Alive by  Philip  José
Farmer, 1972

– Llanglas Abbey – The Dancing Man by P.M. Hubbard, 1971
– Sir James Utley – Flush as May by P.M. Hubbard, 1963
– Ernie Devlin, Lucifer – Devlin, 1974
– Count  Metterstein  –  Based  on  Count  Metterhaus  from

Vampire  Circus,  1972;  references  Countess  Metterstein,  an
alias  of  Rosa  Klebb  from  From  Russia,  With  Love  by  Ian
Fleming, 1957; Klebb works with Donovan “Red” Grant, a
man  with  lycanthropic  tendencies  which  may  have  their
origins in the Vampire Circus

– Andros the  Humanoid – Based on Andor the  Humanoid
from the stories of  the T.H.U.N.D.E.R. Agents and Andros
from  The  Mistress  of  Dr.  Jekyll  1964,  The  Vengeance  of  Dr.
Mabuse, 1970, Shining Sex, 1976, and Snakewoman, 2005

– Eridan – Ancestor of  Claude Eridan from stories by Robert
Clauzel

– Flint – Flint Golden from  Flint Golden and the Thunderstrike
Crisis by Atom Mudman Bezecny, 2020

– Michael  Leicester  –  Operation  Xanadu  by  Atom  Mudman
Bezecny, 2022

– Honey Whitlock – Cecil B. Demented, 2000
– Arva – Evil Clutch, 1988



– Khulkath – Cool Cat Saves the Kids, 2015
– Ulthar - “The Cats of  Ulthar” by H.P. Lovecraft, 1920
– Duffy the Cat – A Talking Cat!?!, 2013

It should be noted that the 2033  Doc Savage  movie was a rousing
success, both critically and at the box office. Special praise went to
the villain, Countess Lilia Bugov, who was played by debut actress
Damaris Emem, a 39-year-old transgender woman who derived her
stage name from a character in an acclaimed Doc Savage-inspired
literary  erotica  series.  Doc Savage himself  was  played by  veteran
actor Steven Buschemi.

POSTSCRIPT

This story is a dark mirror of  my book So Be It...Desecrator.

– Robert Morgan – The Last Man on Earth, 1964
– Carter Nichols – Batman stories
– Robert Neville – I Am Legend by Richard Matheson, 1954
– The Family – The Omega Man, 1971
– Purple Cloud – The Purple Cloud by M.P. Shiel, 1901
– Poison Belt  –  The Poison  Belt  by Sir  Arthur Conan Doyle,

1913
– Helen Gurn, Harold Gurn, Martin Joyce –  Last Woman on

Earth, 1960
– Nasa Springer – Call Her Savage by Tiffany Thayer, 1931
– Ursula Georgi – Thirteen Women by Tiffany Thayer, 1930
– David Ralph Springer – Based on Dave Savage from Savage

Water,  1979  and Wildman (played  by  Ralph Brown)  from
Final Exam, 1981

– Captain Butcher/The Dark Stranger – Based on the Captain
from The Outing , 1981 and the Dark Stranger from Messiah
of  Evil, 1973

– Tamal Moon – Curse of  the Headless Horseman, 1972
– Muir – The Ghost and Mrs. Muir by Josephine Leslie, 1945
– Gurn – Fantômas



SILVA

Historical personages are not noted unless they have been fictionally
elaborated upon.

– Sir Jonathan “Jack” Wildman – Original character
– Bayrolles - “An Inhabitant of  Carcosa” by Ambrose Bierce,

1886
– Wildman's potion – Strange Case of  Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde by

Robert Louis Stevenson, 1886
– Leicester – Ancestor of  Fascinax
– Homunculi  made  from  corpses  –  Frankenstein  by  Mary

Shelley, 1818; in Tarzan Alive and Doc Savage: His Apocalyptic
Life, 1973, Philip José Farmer suggested that Doc Savage's
ancestors carried on work similar to Frankenstein's

– Geoffrey  Wildman  –  Real  figure,  grandfather  of  John
Wildman, who would leave his estates in Wreningham to the
1st Viscount Barrington (see below)

– Shute family – Real family, original name of  the Viscounts
Barrington; Farmer suggested that the 3rd Viscount, William
Wildman Barrington, was one of  Doc Savage's  ancestors;
my  story  is  meant  to  imply  that  John  Wildman  was  not
merely  the  3rd Viscount's  namesake,  but  secretly  his
grandfather as well (my fictional concept that the Shutes and
Wildmans were cousins allows Doc to be related to both the
Wildmans and the Barringtons)

– Silvanus – Roman god, here conflated with Sahhindar the
Gray-Eyed God (aka Tarzan) from Philip José Farmer and
Christopher Paul Carey's Ancient Opar stories

– Pan/Yg-Sthth – Based on Pan from Arthur Machen's  The
Great God Pan, 1894 and Yog-Sothoth from stories by H.P.
Lovecraft and others

– Quatermain  –  Ancestor  of  H.  Rider  Haggard's  Allan
Quatermain

– Kane – Solomon Kane stories by Robert E. Howard
– Syn – Ancestor of  Russell Thorndike's Dr. Syn



– Vlad Dracul – Dracula by Bram Stoker, 1897
– Satellite homunculi – Soul-clone theory by Chuck Loridans
– Tressilian – The Sea Hawk by Rafael Sabatini, 1915
– Ironcastle – Ancestor of  Hareton Ironcastle from  Hareton

Ironcastle's Amazing Adventure by J. H. Rosny, aîné, 1922
– Hythloday – Descendant of  Raphael Hythloday from Utopia

by Thomas More, 1516

Thanks to R. Paul Sardanas for the image of  Sir Jack.


