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Letter From The Editor 
 

Hello and welcome to our first pdf download of Whispering Spirits Digital Magazine.  As you 
may have noticed, this special download contains elements not available with the online edition.  
As we progress with the online magazine, we will also be looking at ways to improve the pdf 
issues.  As of now, there is no charge for the issues.  I really doubt that Whispering Spirits 
Digital Magazine will go to a subscription based service.  I will, however, look into giving 
readers the option of buying the issues in print editions.  This may not begin until next year. 
 
The website at http://clik.to/whisperingspirits will be finalized by the end of the week.  I have 
acquired a full domain name for the magazine of http://www.whisperingghosts.com and I hope it 
will be active by the end of the week. 
 
Our fundraising contest did not go well, so I am cancelling that contest.  All fees to the 
contestants have been returned.  Instead, we are initiating a Flash Fiction contest.  In an effort to 
support the Flash Fiction market, I am also giving out subscriptions to Flash Me Magazine at 
http://www.wingedhalo.net as part of the prize giveaways.  Complete submission details will be 
found on the website.   
 
For this issue, we were fortunate to have two new editors for the judging.  Ilanna Mandel and 
Sharon Black have both joined our staff as fiction editors.  Please check out the staff pages on 
our new website this week to learn more about them. 
 
Enjoy our new issue! 
Diana Cacy Hawkins 
 
 
 
 

Whispering Spirits Digital Magazine Staff 
 
 
 
Managing Editor: Diana Cacy Hawkins - http://www.dragynspice.com 
Senior Fiction Editor:  Sandie Bergen 
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Departure Flight 
 

by 
 

Lawrence R. Dagstine 
 

 
Brian Walsh lowered his head to peer out of the small window of the Jet Blue 737, his eyes 
attempting to pierce the vaporous clouds to see some sign of an approaching LaGuardia Airport.  
But there was nothing but pitch-darkness and he straightened again in his seat, his long legs 
jackknifed uncomfortably before him, his knees pressing against the back of the seat in front.  
Turning his head, the top of which almost grazed the signal buttons overhead, he regarded the 
man on his right who was reading a newspaper.  The other passengers around him were all 
talking very loudly, raising their voices as if sheer volume would make him understand.  Just 
now it was the man in the seat next to him, wanting to know if he felt ill.  Before it had been the 
flight attendant, and before that the guard at Denver International who had directed him to his 
connecting flight. 
 
It wasn’t that he didn’t understand them.  He’d read their lips and understood the words being 
shouted at him; it was answering them properly that was difficult.  Fatigue, confusion, sadness, 
terror—and a little something else—had robbed him of his natural voice at this late hour. 
 
His journey had been a long one, begun at dawn in San Diego.  And he still hadn’t arrived at his 
destination.  His soon-to-be ex-wife and children had come to the airport to see him off—a 
solemn party of four desperately trying to sustain the illusion of normalcy two weeks after he had 
been served with divorce papers.  He might have been going off on a holiday, he might have 
been going off on business; it seemed more like a trip to stay with relatives.   
 
Somewhere over the Midwest he had fallen into an exhausted sleep, but a sudden air pocket and 
some turbulence had brought him back to a terrified, trembling wakefulness that was not only 
strange but had persisted straight through to the East Coast.  The despondent feelings that 
preceded this sleep had boarded the connecting flight with him, and now, as the plane prepared 
for its descent in thirty minutes, the weirdness of his surroundings threatened to overpower him. 
 
"Your first trip to New York?” a flight attendant asked him, as she cleaned up the aisle and made 
her last rounds before touchdown.  Brian nodded yes, but by this time she was no longer paying 
attention to him.  After she left, he felt inside his jacket pocket and extracted a small object, 
looking at it with a benign smile.  The object was a penknife, the tip of which was very thin but 
very sharp.  Along its fine-edged surface was blood, staining the tip of the small but lethal 
writing utensil, and the single first name of his wife engraved along the ballpoint side of it: 
MARY.  He clutched the top of the penknife hard in his hand, as if it were a valuable keepsake, 
while the pilot got on the speaker and told everyone to fasten their seatbelts.  
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“Are you all right? Are you feeling sick?” His seatmate was moving his lips in an exaggerated 
way, as if speaking to deaf ears.  He was perhaps thirty-five, the man’s size medium and average 
in every way, almost like him, only shorter, and he therefore fitted into his allotted space as 
neatly as a violin in its case.  He was a businessman probably, judging by the fine brown suit and 
black suede shoes, and he knew he had meant to be kind.   
 
“I’m fine,” Brian motioned with his fingers, dragging the words out with a great effort. “Thank 
you.”  
 
Suddenly, a woman’s voice sounded from somewhere around him at about the same time: “Yes, 
I’m fine,”  the voice said. “It’s just that it feels like there’s someone in my seat.” 
 
“Are you sure about that?” the gentleman asked curiously. “I don’t see anyone.” 
 
“No, I’m fine, really,” Brian said.  But his seatmate threw him a freakish glance, as if there were 
some thing behind him.  He turned around and looked out the window at the aircraft’s wing. 
“What?”  
 
There was nothing out there. 
 
A woman’s voice followed: “What do you see?” 
 
Then Brian looked out at the wing again. “Dude, I don’t mean to be rude, but you’re really 
freaking me out.  You remind me of William Shatner from that Twilight Zone episode.  What do 
you see?” 
 
The man rolled his eyes and went back to reading his paper. 
 
Brian wasn’t sure what he had done to alert the man—quivered visibly, grown pale, spoken a 
foreign language? He reacted to so many things now, things he might not have noticed a few 
hours ago when they were over the Midwest.  The slightest unexpected contact, the slightest 
movement—people brushing against him in the crush of the aisle when going to the bathroom, 
the bump of a polyester carryon against his legs, the texture of the leather armrest—seemed a 
bizarre but dangerous assault to the senses.  It had been a jolt from the back of his seat this time, 
nothing more than someone’s tray table being slammed into place, but his reaction had been 
enough to once again alarm the man next to him.   
 
He looked back at him now. “Are you sober, ma’am?” he asked Brian. “Or on some kind of 
medication? It’s okay, I won’t tell.” 
 
Brian dropped his lip in shock. “What did you say? Who the hell are you?” 
 
And just like two minutes earlier, a woman’s voice immediately followed: “What did you say? 
Who the hell are you?” 
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Brian was pissed. “Dude, first off I’m a fuckin’ guy.  Second, I ain’t no drunkard nor am I a drug 
addict.  Just because I have long hair doesn’t make me a girl or some hippie bong smoker! 
You’re lucky I don’t cause a stink—” 
 
“—and fetch the flight attendant!” 
 
“Yes, yes, okay! I’m terribly sorry.” The man seemed satisfied by the few words of reassurance 
and had returned to his newspaper, minding his own business. 
 
“Well, you should be!” 
 
“Good.  Now quit pestering me!”  
 
Brian felt relieved, but he was still annoyed.  No, envious.  It was ironic, he knew, because so 
many men sometimes resented his height and looks—especially the short ones who had hang-ups 
about sitting next to him.  Or standing next to a tall woman, like his wife.  Yet they were the ones 
who banged her while he was off at work.   
 
“Short men!” he cursed under his breath. “Mary broke my heart because of a short man.  She 
took my kids away from me and sent me packing because of a short man.” 
 
Little did those same men that angered him know of the problems of a great height such as the 
too-short beds and bathtubs, the bending over to hear someone, and the low ceilings he had to 
watch out for.  He wasn’t even spared the problem of lovemaking; bed was usually the great 
equalizer, but for Mary, it no longer felt that way.  Being so tall meant living in a special, 
precarious world in which constant adjustments had to be made in order to squeeze in various 
forms and spaces not designed for him at all.  He was always being caught unawares—bumping 
his head going through some doorway or banging his shins trying to get inside a low-slung car.  
And it had been even worse a few years before, when he had no hair and had been almost sixty 
pounds heavier. 
 
“Two-timin’ bitch loved me then!” he muttered. “I can live without her.  I just know I can.  And 
I will .” 
 
He saw now that the man next to him was reading the sports page, and for a few seconds, he 
himself scanned the headlines.  According to the caption and picture, an NBA star in his mid-
thirties had committed suicide in an airport bathroom. “Whoa, sick,” he said, shaking his head. 
“All that money and it wasn’t enough.  Wonder what could have drove him to it.” The article 
stated something about a love triangle.  Headlines like that always gave him a vague feeling of 
guilt, as if they referred to him.  He didn’t know why, just that it did.  The picture of a dead 
man’s face, bloated and blue, staring fiercely at the camera, the corpse leaning forward in midair 
from the edge of a toilet seat and trying to touch the floor after being hung from the ventilation 
grate above.  It was death’s tragic pose which affected him in the strangest way, as if the man 
photographed was some impostor, some no-name person using the easy way out of this world to 
get into the next.  Could you imagine? 
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Gazing forward as he sat in the plane, he suddenly thought of Mary again.  Did his height really 
bother her that much? Could he really live without her? Could he deny the depression that he’d 
been holding back since leaving Denver? Basketball players were tall; maybe height issues had 
played some kind of role in the love triangle which caused the NBA star to hang himself.  It 
wouldn’t have surprised him.  He sat very still.  Whenever he thought of basketball in general, he 
thought back to his college days.  Fifteen years ago, and he remembered most vividly the party 
where he had first met her.  He could see her so clearly in his mind at this very moment, so fresh-
faced and golden—golden-tanned, golden-haired—not drop dead gorgeous, but with a wonderful 
soft animation in her face that made her seem prettier than she was.  A stunning girl with a 
stunning figure.  He had smiled, a sudden dazzle in his mind, as if someone had just turned on a 
light behind his eyes. 
 
It seemed astonishing to him now that he had been so drawn to her.  He had been such a serious 
young man, both his feet very solidly on the ground.  At twenty-one he had gotten her pregnant 
with their first kid, and they worried about where they would be at fifty and planned accordingly; 
they both dropped out of college and went for the job that offered the greatest permanence, the 
best hospital and dental coverage.  Security and love was what counted. 
 
Looking down at his ring finger, he still couldn’t believe it.  Mary was always daring, 
unpredictable—but she never had a wild streak in her where she’d cheat on him.  Not 
intentionally.  He didn’t know where it had come from—certainly not her staid Southern 
California parents.  It was as if she had suddenly become capable of crazy acts that no so-called 
“nice” mother of her day would have dreamed of.  He shook his head.  Well, maybe the “nice” 
mother would have dreamed of it, but she wouldn’t have had the courage to follow through.   
 
Sitting there now in his cramped position, the memory of their one-time fairy tale life seized him 
with such vivid clarity that he forgot his discomfort, even forgot where he was.  Staring forward 
into nothingness, he felt alive again, almost as sharply as the moment he fell into that exhausted 
sleep, and with the same sense of shock he had felt then; the very moment he scrambled into his 
pocket for the engraved penknife he had gotten her for their first wedding anniversary. 
 
The plane dropped suddenly and he was jolted back to the present, the loud whirr of the motors 
filling his ears once more.  But the memory of their once perfect little life had been so real that 
he found his breathing was irregular; or was it something else? The thought amused him as the 
scene faded from his mind; he even smiled, although the smile was tinged with sadness. 
 
Oh, Mary, he thought.  But the name and her image no longer had the power to hurt.  Now she 
was like some grey, shadowy figure in his mind.  His mouth twisted slightly as he sat there.  He 
thought: she was too anxious to keep me, to latch on to this thirty-five-year-old oversized nobody 
she was once so crazy about.  And the rest of it went down the toilet, as they say.  Maybe she 
thought better of it; maybe she took a long look at who she was married to and finally wizened 
up.  
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He stared down at his locked knees, tried to shift his weight to give them relief, but couldn’t.  It 
was like being in a straitjacket, he thought.  No, cement.  What the hell was this strange feeling 
he couldn’t drop? People spoke different.  People looked different.  Material objects felt 
different.  Thank God this departure flight from Denver to New York was almost at an end; he 
finally realized his perception was off, and didn’t know how much more of it he could take. 
 
Then his mind went back to his soon-to-be ex-wife and the unknown young man, the “short” 
man, she had gone off the deep end for.  He had never even seen him, but scraps of information 
and description had drifted his way through one channel or another.  A dynamic, good-looking 
chap, they said—very ambitious, an itch in his bones to get in some married woman’s pants fast. 
 
Brian closed his eyes.  Who could blame Mary for falling for a man so exactly his opposite? 
They had been mismatched from the beginning; it was a miracle that their marriage had lasted 
this long. 
 
The plane was finally losing altitude; he could feel it getting ready to descend.  And now the 
little signs above flashed on in unison: PLEASE REMAIN SEATED.  FASTEN SEATBELTS.  
One of the flight attendants was coming down the aisle to check, her head turning from left to 
right.   
 
Buckling himself in with difficulty—he had seen that when he touched the belt, his hands 
practically went through it, prohibiting him from securing it in place—he wondered what Mary 
was doing with herself at this very moment back on the West Coast.  What was she doing in their 
old bed? She was probably celebrating a new and free life, he thought, filled with plenty of hot 
sex and single dates with men younger than her, and small excitements of one kind or another—
she had always been ripe for excitement. 
 
Sitting motionless and angry once more, the rushing sound of the plane’s motor filling his ears, 
he said: “Two-timin’ bitch! Broke my heart because of a short man.  Took my kids away from 
me and sent me packing because of a short man.  Well, I’m sure I can live without her.  And I 
will .” He laughed. “Fucking seatbelt! It won’t close!” Fed up, he waved his arms in the air and 
added: “And why does everything seem so wrong with this…this…I don’t know, just this?” 
 
His seatmate tried to intervene again. “Miss, if you’re having so much trouble with your belt, I’d 
be happy to help.” 
 
“Holy fucking shit! Again with the ‘Miss’.  I told you, buster, I’m not a woman.  I’m a man with 
long hair.  And I’m sick and tired of short average men like you stealing people’s wives and—” 
“—I can fix my own belt, thank you very much.  I told you, it feels like there’s someone or some 
thing in my seat.  I’m not crazy.” 
 
Brian stood up and entered the aisle to flag down one of the flight attendants. “I’m not crazy!” 
But the attendant walked through him as if he didn’t exist. “What the—”  
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He quickly swung around and felt his own body.  Then he looked down at the man in the brown 
suit, his seatmate who he wanted to complain about to someone in authority.  A woman was 
scrunched up like a ball by the window, where he had been sitting, crying: “I’m terribly sorry.  
I…I don’t know what came over me.  It just felt like I was possessed.  Something was latching 
on or preventing me from talking correctly, my perception felt off, and I…I’m not crazy.” 
 
The man in the brown suit put down his newspaper and leaned over. “It’s okay, I believe you.  It 
could have just been turbulence or air sickness, but what did it feel like?” 
 
“Like…like a spirit or a ghost or something.” 
 
Brian backed up in awe. “G—ghost?” 
 
Suddenly, a scream arose from outside one of the bathrooms in coach.  A flight attendant in 
training, making sure that all the lavatories were vacant, fell against the door opposite and onto 
the floor, crying her head off: “A body! It’s a body!” 
 
Brian hurried down the aisle to see what all the commotion was about, along with a dozen other 
passengers.  Once more, he felt as if people were walking through him and as if reality, from his 
point of view, had been tampered with.  Once more, he felt a weird reaction to so many things, 
things he might not have noticed a few hours ago when he felt tired and they were over the 
Midwest—people brushing against him in the crush of the aisle, the bump of a polyester carryon 
against his leg, the texture of the leather armrest—and when he decided that this was the right 
time to go to the bathroom.  Once again, like the despondent feelings that had planted itself deep 
in the heart of Denver, everything around him seemed a bizarre but dangerous assault to the 
senses. 
 
Standing outside the bathroom door, he shook his head faintly now.  What a pushover he was, he 
thought, as he stared down at himself.  So he couldn’t live without her after all.  But when the 
end had come, it was—despite his sense of shock at there being someone else in her life—almost 
a relief, like easing his tired head down on a pillow. 
 
Brian Walsh lay sitting on the small toilet seat, slumped over the side of the sink, his wrists and 
throat cut wide open from the penknife.  There was blood all over floor and walls, along with a 
message smeared on the mirror in red: I’M SORRY, MARY.  BUT THANK YOU FOR ALL 
THOSE YEARS. 
 
He had arrived at the end of his air journey, realizing what he had done but wishing he could 
have remained up there a bit longer. 
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RETURNING 
 

by 
 

Wayne Summers 

                                
 
The house moans and creaks like an old man. Moonlight steals in through the 
windows and long fingers of shadow stretch across the wooden floorboards to the 
bed where Ciara lies, staring up at the ceiling through bloodshot eyes. For the second 
night in a row her daughter’s bed remains cold and unslept in. 
 
Her husband’s breathing is heavy and slow. She envies him for being able to sleep so 
soundly; even resents him for it. She knows that there are tablets on his nightstand 
and twice she has considered taking some, but she doesn’t.  
 
The sound of the front door closing wrenches Ciara from her gruesome thoughts and 
tears. She furrows her brow, trying to remember whether or not she locked it before 
dragging her body upstairs to bed. Then her eyes light up. Her heart skips a beat. 
Melody! 
 
She leaps up and grabs the blue fleecy-lined dressing gown that had been flung 
across the foot of the bed. A half-smile plays upon her lips, fades then reappears. Her 
feet can’t carry her fast enough down the carpeted stairs. 
 
“Melody!” she calls. “Darling, is that you?” 
 
Even before she reaches the foot of the stairs she feels it. Something in the air. A 
chill. Beneath her thick robe she shivers. With one had she clutches the collar to her 
neck and notices how her breath forms a fine cloud as it hits the night air. 
 
“Hello,” she calls hesitantly. Suddenly she isn’t in such a hurry. 
 
She steps carefully around the sofa and past the dining table, which juts out from a 
corner in the living room. Everything is where it should be and nothing has been 
disturbed, though as she enters the kitchen she catches something moving in the 
shadows. She gasps. Spinning around, her eyes dart wildly around the room and she 
notices it has suddenly become more difficult to breathe. The air seems to sparkle 
and crack. The hairs on the back of her neck stand to attention while the acrid smell 
of electricity invades her nostrils. Something cold and dead passes through her, 
sucking the oxygen from her lungs and chilling her blood. She shudders. 
 
Patchouli. Just a faint trace. A smile finds its way to her lips. Melody wears 
patchouli.  
 



���������	
�������

�	����
��	�����
�����
����
 ��	� 
��

 

And then she sees it; a shadow much darker than the shadows of the night, sitting 
motionless on the sofa. She frowns and the smile slips from her face. She tries to 
remember if she looked at the sofa those few moments ago when she passed it. 
 
“Hello?” she says, her voice cracking after the first syllable. 
 
“Mum?” comes the faint reply. “I can’t see you?” 
 
An explosion of adrenalin floods her body. Her eyes brim with tears as she starts for 
the sofa, but something makes her stop. Instinct, but why? She shrugs it off and 
settles on the coffee table opposite her daughter. 
 
“Honey?” she says reaching out to Melody. Melody leans away from her.  
 
Bewildered, Ciara asks if everything is okay. 
 
Her daughter sits shrouded in silence, unresponsive. 
 
Ciara reaches behind her and switches on the lamp. The light hits Melody and she 
recoils, casting her head to one side until her eyes become used to it. Now Ciara can 
see her daughter clearly. Melody’s face is pale and expressionless, and her hair is wet 
and hanging in tangles over her shoulders, stuck to her flesh like black worms, or 
leeches. Her lips are pale purple. 
 
For a moment silence hangs in the air like a vulture waiting to descend, despite Ciara 
having a hundred and one questions swirling around inside her head. 
 
“Mum,” Melody begins. 
 
“Yes, sweetheart,” Ciara replies eagerly. 
 
“I’m sorry.” 
 
Tears well in Ciara’s eyes and she feels a thin, warm trickle down one cheek. She 
sniffs them back and swallows. She cocks her head to one side, forces a smile and 
swallows again. 
 
“What for?” she asks. 
 
Silence. 
 
“What for, honey?” she repeats, wiping her eyes with a crumpled tissue she has 
found in the pocket of her dressing gown. 
 
“For arguing,” Melody replies in a voice that is barely audible. 
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“Baby, that’s alright,” she laughs, choking back a fresh stream of tears. “You’re 
home now and that’s the main thing.” 
 
Ciara leans forward to stroke her daughter’s arm, but Melody draws back again. Her 
hand pauses in mid air and then is placed back in her lap. 
 
“There was an accident,” Melody explains. “I couldn’t get home. I was lost.” 
 
Ciara twists the damp tissue between her trembling fingers. The muscles in the back 
of her neck are taut and it feels as though there is a crushing weight on her chest. The 
tears finally win and snake down her cheeks, collecting on her jawbone before 
dropping onto the fabric of her dressing gown. 
 
“What kind of accident? I mean, you’re alright, aren’t you? Would you like me to 
call Doctor Webber?” 
 
Melody shakes her head. 
 
Ciara opens her mouth to ask one of the many questions jostling at the tip of her 
tongue, but she doesn’t. Melody looks up at her mother and for a second or two their 
eyes are locked. 
 
“You can’t help me now.” 
 
And then the room gets even colder. Finally, Melody smiles. Her once perfect smile 
is now a graveyard of broken and missing teeth. A large gash, a large eruption of 
meaty flesh, zig-zags its way down the side of her face and a patch of hair falls from 
the scalp above her right ear leaving the raw meat beneath exposed to the night. Even 
the angle of her arm, which rests limply in her lap, suddenly looks strange. There are 
other, smaller, changes too. The tips of her fingers are bleeding and tears and holes 
appear in her clothing. What is left of her hair hangs soaked and matted with blood 
down over her shoulders. One of her shoes is missing. 
 
Ciara’s eyes bulge and her mouth drops opens, aghast. 
 
“No-one can help me now, Mum,” Melody says. “They hit me with their car then 
dumped me. It’s over.” 
 
A thin trickle of blood spills over Melody’s bottom lip and drops into her lap, 
soaking into the stained fabric of her favourite denim jeans. 
 
“I’ve come for Daddy,” she says, her voice seeming further and further away with 
every word. “He’s coming with me.” 
 
Ciara notices a movement on the stairs.  
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“You’re awake?” Ciara asks, sounding surprised. “I thought you’d be out ‘til well 
into the morning.” 
 
Phillip doesn’t reply. 
 
“We have to go now, Mum,” Melody says as she gets up from the sofa. “I love you. 
Never forget that.” 
 
Ciara watches her daughter walk around the couch to meet her father at the foot of 
the stairs. She whimpers as Melody takes her father’s hand in hers. Phillip looks 
blankly at his wife, at Melody and then turns his head in the direction of the 
bedroom. His brows knit together. Ciara can hear Melody talking to him, reassuring 
him then together they walk towards the door.  
 
It might have been a trick of the dawn light but for a moment they seem to fade and 
then they pass through the unopened door. Ciara’s eyes are wide and unblinking. Her 
face is expressionless. The room already feels warmer though its comfort doesn’t 
touch her. Somehow she manages to climb the stairs to the bedroom. Phillip is still in 
bed but he has stopped breathing. In a moment of lucidity, Ciara walks around to her 
husband’s nightstand and snatches up the small brown bottle of sleeping pills. It is 
light in her hand. It is empty. 
 
She moves sluggishly around to her side of the bed and collapses onto the mattress. 
Her eyes are heavy, as is her heart. She rolls over and puts a loving arm over the 
body of her husband and slips into a deep sleep. 
 
She awakes to a room bathed in wintery light. She looks at her bedside clock but it 
has stopped. She hears the knocking that woke her up and struggles out of bed.  
 
The two figures at the front door are policemen. 
 
“Good afternoon,” says Officer Jenkins removing his hat. “Mrs Cooper?” 
 
“Yes,” she replies. 
 
“I’m afraid I have some…” 
 
“Bad news?” 
 
The policemen look at each other, puzzled.  
 
“Yes, there’s been an …” 
 
“Accident,” she sobs through quivering lips. “I know. You’d better come in.”   
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Prairie Cemetery 
 

by 
 

G.W. Thomas 
 
 
 
 

We came on it by surprise 
No one knew who had lived there in the old days 
Just a plot ten paces by ten 
Surrounded by a white picket fence 
Six graves  
The old wooden markers bore no paint now 
The names lost 
Then we looked closer at the little heaps 
Each housing a long lost pioneer 
The man who worked from dawn to dark 
His wife who worked even after he slept 
The first baby who died of chill 
The second who was still born 
The third killed by a horse 
The fourth, a girl who lived to become a woman 
But died of the fever, 
But wait—a seventh grave 
Unmarked, but surrounded by a ring of pebbles 
Each bearing an arcane sign 
We came on it by surprise 
But one left swiftly and with intent 
No one knew who had lived there in the old days 
No one wanted to. 
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The Shaman and The Rose 
 

 
 

Book Review by Susie Hawes 
 
The Shaman and the Rose, written by Bill Haynes, is the third story featuring the characters 
introduced in Mephisto’s Seed. It’s dark fantasy at its best, with all the sweeping vistas, drama 
and action you could hope for in an epic fantasy. The writer wastes no time bringing action to the 
story: we have a crises within the first thirty pages. 
 
Satan is free to plot and plan, and Armageddon looms close as the characters work to save 
humanity. Semjaza the angel is driven inexorably closer to his destiny; a showdown with 
Abaddon, a powerful demon, alone.  
 
The wizards and witch fight to influence the outcome. Vampires, Werewolves, Demons, magical 
swords and elves are added to the mixture as the human characters are caught up in events 
beyond their control. With tight plotting and colorful visuals, the author rushes us toward the 
climax of his book. Satan is cast down and the humans and their friends prevail, yet the angel, 
Semjaza, has yet to face Abaddon.  
 
The author mixes elements of fantasy and mythology with modern life, telling a tale of strength, 
hope, conflict and adventure that is every bit as tightly woven as his previous books. The dialog 
is sharp, descriptions are rich and settings wonderfully depicted. The characters range from elvin 
to supernatural to human to angelic and godly. Death herself makes an appearance, as does the 
Great Destroyer, Satan. The characters interact freely, making the story flow smoothly, and fast-
paced action adds tension to the mix. 
 
There are a few punctuation glitches, but they don’t distract from the read. Conflicts come to a 
head with a satisfying sense of completion, and the character’s actions are consistent with the 
plot’s internal logic. This is a well-plotted book, full of surprises, passion and color. Mr. Haynes 
is improving as a writer, and “The Shaman and the Rose” is his work at its finest. 
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http://www.amazon.com/Shaman-Rose-Bill-
Haynes/dp/1432716727 
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The Fat Men 
 

by 
 

Kristine Ong Muslim 
 

Older than time, 
they roamed the streets 
and moved among men. 
Slobbering, they wobble 
in their bulbous forms 
to hide in our shadows. 
 
Their blubber stank of sweat  
and a hint of something darker. 
With green eyes hollowed out of flab, 
they never miss details,  
even the odd angles in the walls 
where the lost children go. 
 
Squat and bristling. 
Squat and black. 
Those big 
fat men 
 
smother sleeping babies with their thumbs, 
pound their invisible fists against 
each door to mark every home, 
and lull us down to sleeplessness.  
 
The street dogs cower  
at the scent of their trail, 
inhaling the curse 
of the big fat men. 
 
Squat and bristling. 
Squat and black. 
Those big 
fat men 
 
beat us to submission 
and lead us to join them with our shadows-- 
with only the sound of groaning floorboards 
in the eve of our passing. 
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TV Show Review 
Ghost Hunters 
Channel: SciFi Channel 
Website: http://www.scifi.com/ghosthunters/ 
Investigation Group: TAPS (The Atlantic Paranormal Society) 
Group Website: http://www.the-atlantic-paranormal-society.com/ 
Reviewer: Diana Cacy Hawkins 
 
 
 
 

Ghost Hunters: A TV Show Review 
 
 

Ghost Hunters and its partner Ghost Hunters International are the only ghost hunting shows I 
have any true interest in watching.  They are professional and thorough in their investigations.  
They bring us their shows to educate us as well as entertain. 
 
Their calm demeanor in investigating their locations and attitude of debunking those instances 
that can be debunked is refreshing.  I'm bored of those shows that overdramatize the locations, 
often using epilepsy seizure inducing effects and cheesy voices in narration.  TAPS presents their 
shows with real time cameras, only occasionally sneaking in some fast frames or ultra zooms.  
Never do they use effects to over-dramatize the occasion or to mar the integrity of the 
investigation. 
 
I love the way TAPS uses their equipment.  Not only do they teach the viewers about their 
equipment, but the viewers often feel as if they are sharing a ground breaking moment in ghost 
hunting history along with the team.   
 
I have yet to find a ghost hunting/paranormal show with investigations that I would watch 
loyally as I do the TAPS shows.  Tell me a good ghost story in my magazine or around the 
campfire, but leave the special effects and corny voice impressions off of my ghost investigation 
shows.   
 
Thank you, Jason and Grant, for bringing a series that shows respect to the field of the 
paranormal investigation and study. 
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Mystic Waters 
by 

Lanaia Lee 
 
 

This shimmering pool of water the ancients say gives very life 
Out here in the forest with nothing but nature all around 
So quiet a stream runs into the pool. Listen! Be quiet!  
You can hear it ripple as it flows free from strife 
I am really surprised I came upon this place, as it seems like it's trying to hide and not be found. 
 
I have been told the waters here will cure anything 
That is why I looked so hard to find this place 
I have a terminal illness, and to life I wish to cling 
With this in mind I state my case. 
 
Me being of native American descent, it wasn't really hard to learn about this place, as the legend 
was passed down from parent to child 
The legend, bathe in the water, all infirmities are bathed away 
To find this place I had to look through numerous old books and files 
So as I look at the water, I must decide if I will go into the water and play. 
 
My illness causes wounds in my skin not to heal 
So if I decide to bathe in the water, my cure I shall know right away 
I am just to young for death to take my life against my will 
I want to live and be able to see another day. 
 
I decide to give this a shot and I walk into the water that feels so warm 
I tread in the water, as I decide I will try and take a swim 
Looking down it seems my skin looks clear. Does this mean I will no longer have to mourn? 
Life will surely now be brighter and not so bleak and dark. 
Daughter of Isis 
  
I know from my heritage, I was destined to be queen 
I, CLEOPATRA, daughter of Isis, shall forever be strong 
The azure blue of the Egyptian skies are the most beautiful I have ever seen 
Ra making the sun shine, the desert sands, I know within my heart this is my destiny and where I 
belong. 
 
Being born of a deity, my name must always remain immortal and strong 
My knowledge, my strength, my power, must remain eternal immortal 
C-L-E-O-P-A-T-R-A the power of Egypt to which she shall always belong 
Me queen of the most famous ancient land ever known, shall always be immortal. 
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V3: The Vampire Vignettes ReVamped 
 

Author:   G.L. Giles 
Paperback: 185 pages 
ISBN:  978-1-4257-6755-6 
Hardback: 
ISBN:  978-1-4257-6773-0 
Language: English 
Publisher: Xlibris 
 
http://www.thevampirevignettesrevamped.net/ 
 
 
 
 
Book Review by Diana Cacy Hawkins 
 
V3: The Vampire Vignettes ReVamped is  an entertaining series of experiences.  The characters 
are well portrayed in rich settings, amplified by historical references throughout.  Illustrations 
appear throughout the novel, giving it the feel of a graphic novel.   
 
G.L. Giles' strength in this book is her characterization.  The reader sees, feels for, and 
experiences with the characters what they're going through.  She does this through many 
characters, and many plots, appearing at the same time.  All this centers around her main 
character, Vladina, and yet, you feel a rich connection to all the characters and all the storylines 
as if you're part of their lives.   
 
I'm not a fan of exposition-rich writing, such as this, but her full characters and fantastic setting 
kept me hooked until the end.  I contribute this to the use of historical facts and symbolism 
pertaining to the culture depicted, all presented in a real world setting that we can connect with. 
 
If you're looking for a good adult vampire book, I definitely suggest that you read V3: The 
Vampire Vignettes Revamped by G.L. Giles. 
 
 
Worth mentioning: 
 
The Vampire Vignettes has had the honor of being one of 656 vampire books listed in Amazon’s 
Vampire Library (www.vampirelibrary.com). 
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LOST 
 

by 
 

Mary C. White 
 
 
 
 

Between two world’s  I am lost, 
and now forever I pay the cost, 

I cannot cross the border between, 
Until you acknowledge me, say I’ve been seen. 

 
I control your nights filled with my shame, 

and still you will not utter my name. 
My shadows play upon your wall, 

Yet you pay no attention, none at all. 
 

My haunting and gestures you dismiss. 
You will not fulfill my only wish, 

Can’t you feel me standing at your side, 
Do you not remember your love, your bride 

 
Please darling free me and unbind my chains, 
Or in this spirit world I shall forever remain, 
Say my name darling,  add I love you too. 
Let me go, my love, let me pass through. 
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The Gutbucket Quest 
 
 

 
Publisher: TOR  
First Edition:  May, 2000 
ISBN: 0-812-56486-3 
Authors:  
 Piers Anthony website -- http://www.hipiers.com 
 Ron Leming -- http://www.bonestructure.net 
 
 
 
Book Review by Diana Cacy Hawkins 
 
 
 
The Gutbucket Quest is a roaring good time adventure of blues magic with a good dose of black 
magic thrown in.  When you sit down with this book, be prepared to experience the world of the 
blues as never before.  Celebrate the value of good music, good love, soul searching and making 
life count. 
 
Slim is thrown into an alternate world where everything is familiar, yet very different.  From 
Texas, he's thrown into Tejas by the means of a lightning bolt.  He finds himself knowing next to 
nothing in Tejas, except for the blues. 
 
The Gutbucket is a guitar bearing great power of magic in this world.  A corrupt and powerful 
man stole the Gutbucket and will use its power to corrupt the goodness in this world.  Slim must 
join forces with his new friends to fight this man and regain possession of the guitar before the 
world is ruined. 
 
Written with depth of feelings and full of love for everything good in the world and in 
humankind, The Gutbucket Quest is a wonderful ride.  A definite pageturner. 
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The Bride of Snow 
 

by  
 

G.W. Thomas 
 
 

The northern wind sweeps away 
The falling snow, its crystal spray 
On the lake I see blood run 
I know because—I’m the one 
Who hid her soul—so far away. 
 
Christmas eve, holy night 
A special time to set things right 
On the lake I hear the call 
I know because—I made her fall 
Then ran away —I took to flight. 
 
She comes to me, all a-glow 
The Winter Wife—the Bride of Snow 
On the lake she dances ‘round 
I know because —they never found 
Her tortured frame—her breath so slow. 
 
I dance with her; I feel the cold 
The swirling snow, a dance so old 
On the lake she takes solace 
I know because—she’s cold as ice 
Her winter’s hand I must hold. 
 
It’s over now; we leave to go 
A Groom of Chill, a Bride of Snow 
On the lake an open hole 
A bride’s revenge—takes its toll 
Our sunken bodies—lie so low. 

 
 
 
 
 
First Appearance: The Inflated Graveworm #11 (July 1998) 
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Contributors' Biographies 
 

Story Authors: 
Lawrence R. Dagstine - Lawrence R. Dagstine is a writer of short fiction and non-fiction since 
1996. He has over 300+ stories published or forthcoming in paying, print, and online genre 
magazines or speculative fiction anthologies.  Sam’s Dot Publishing is releasing his first short 
story collection in 2008, and he is the author of a western novel, called Allegiance to Arms.  
Some of his credits include: Aoife’s Kiss, Atomjack, Black Ink Horror, Beyond Centauri, Down 
in the Cellar, The Fifth Di, The Martian Wave, OG’s Speculative Fiction, Jupiter SF, Nova SF, 
Sinister Tales, Mount Zion Speculative Fiction Review, Tales of the Talisman, Whispering 
Spirits, Whispers of Wickedness, The Willows, Written Word Online Magazine, The Sword 
Review, Escape Velocity, Purpleverse, Midnight in Hell, and tons more just like it. 
 
Wayne Summers - Wayne currently has stories in Issue 19 of Theaker’s Quarterly Fiction; 
Volume 1, Number 6 of Art&Prose Magazine, The Willows, Vulgata Magazine and as the cover 
story in Issue 2, Niteblade Horror and Fantasy Magazine. He also has other stories about to be 
published in Issue 21 of Theaker’s Quarterly Fiction, Aphelion, Cemetery Moon and Black 
Petals. 
 

Poetry Authors: 
G.W. Thomas - G. W. Thomas has appeared in over 400 different books, ezines and print 
magazines, including Writer's Digest, The Writer, Black October Magazine and Contact. Watch 
for "A Primer For Horror Writing" in THE WRITER (April 2008) His website is 
www.gwthomas.org 
 
Mary C. White  - Mary C. White lives in Rochester New York with her husband Tom and Cat 
Sampson. Mother of two daughters, she is nanna to her three grandsons and one grandaughter. 
Mary is the published author of the horror novel Tales Of A Half Shell published by Rain 
Enterprises/Rain Books on June 1, 2007.  Mary's second novel will be released in July by Rain -
another horror novel titled Fantasies Of The Mind. Mary got her love of writing from her father, 
Raymond C. Klopchin Sr. 
 
 
Kristine Ong Muslim  - Kristine's publication credits and recent acceptances include more than 
600 poems and stories in more than 200 publications worldwide. Her work has appeared in 
Abyss & Apex, Dark Recesses, Dark Wisdom, Not One of Us, and Tales of the Talisman. She 
received an Honorable Mention in Year's Best in Fantasy and Horror and won Sam's Dot 
Publishing's James Award for genre poetry twice. 
 
Lanaia Lee - Announcing the release of Within Lanaia's Garden of Darkness. Take Lanaia's 
hand and come travel with her through her garden of darkness, collecting all the things the 
darkness has to offer. Traveling through the darkness with the supernatural and spirits, only if 
you dare. Remember at the end of the garden, there is always a ray of light called hope. You can 
get this book of poetry of the darkness available everywhere by February 14, 2008.  You can also 
purchase your book from the A. G. Press web site at www.agpress.50megs.com/. 
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