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     Ah, I could feel a cold wind blowing through my fragile bones.  I had worked in “The House of The Dead” for years.  I was its votary and I worshipped evil spirits in the woods at night.  At midnight you would find me and my disciples dancing under the light of a glaring full moon, dancing around a fire, dancing as the wolves howled at their prey.  But the years rolled on and I became weak and Cassandra, my daughter, plotted to have me killed with poisoned wine.  No longer will the town of my birth find me at home, waiting by the hearth with my dark wisdom and my magic potions.  In fact, when they enter my doorway they will find my oldest daughter, Cassandra, in my place.  It is she who will be sitting in my rocker, and it is she who will hiss out curses upon unsuspecting friends, lovers, husbands, and wives.  


     She thinks that I can not see her from here.  She thinks that I am dead, but the dead can become the undead very easily - we can rise up - we can appear in your dreams - we can create much havoc in your life.  In this hall of “The House of The Dead,”  I can hear the cries of the raven.  I can hear the worms that fester in the coffins of the newly dead.  I can hear the damned.  From where I sit I can see that Stygian river and old Cerberus, and I can also see the ferry’s passengers and its oarsmen as they row through the plangent waves of the black river of no return.  It is no wonder that Orpheus could not manage to stay away from the magnetic pull of this detestable place of fumes and fires.











     I made myself a body from the remains of autumn, using dead grass and wasted leaves and the blood of thousands of lost creatures, creatures that have been lost beneath the surface of the earth for eons.  I moved my arm in the night sky and a cup of blood appeared, then I drank deeply of its contents, drained it to the dregs, and was filled with dark passions and murderous rage.  Then I remember entering the abode of my daughter, Cassandra, the great witch of New Palls.  She was sleeping soundly.  There were warts on her face and her hands were withered from having dug up the remains of my grave.  She would destroy my peace and banish me to Hades for all eternity!  But I knew her thoughts as well as I knew the thoughts of all my disciples.  One can hear thoughts as clear as words from “The House of The Dead.”  


     As I entered stealthily, I could hear the sound of Cassandra’s breath and I gloated at seeing her lying there helplessly with a pale sliver of moonlight stretched across her wicked face.





     “Awaken, my daughter!”  





     Cassandra awakened with a scream.  “No,”  she shouted.





     But I lifted her up with the strength of my will and threw her down upon the old wooden floor.  





    “You poisoned me in life.  Now I have returned to avenge myself.”





     You should have seen her cower!  I manifested a boiling cauldron of hot oil and poured its contents over her wicked body.  Her pains were awful.  She begged for mercy but I have not known that sentiment since early childhood.  No, revenge was now my field of worship.  I was a true daughter of Satan when I was alive.  Now that I am dead I am a fully empowered “Angel of Darkness.”  





     That night my old shack burned down to the ground and my daughter with it.  That night was full of curses and evil omens.  That night was hollow and rampant with the cries of the dieing.  





     Shortly thereafter a legend arose, that if you should go into the forest at night and call my name three times I will appear and bind you with a curse.  You can ask anything of me, and your wish will be granted.  But upon your demise, your immortal soul will be mine to deliver unto Satan or unto another “Dark Angel” of the fall.











Happy Halloween - Ron


