






CONTENTS 
The Night Creatures . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. . . . . . . . . .  5 
The Frightening Tale of Jamie McGregor 8 
Vampire Lore . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  16 
Castle Dracula (parts 1 and 2) . . .. . . . . . . . . . . . .  17 
Macabre Miscellany . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. . . . . . . . . . . . . ... 30 
The Fiery Point Incidents . . . . . . .. . . . . .  ..... ...... 31 
Castle Dracula (part 3) . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  38 
Twins of Evil . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  45 
Dracula Stalks His Prey . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. . 62 

Copyright� MCMLXXXII by Suron Enterprises Limited
-
and 

World International Publishing Limited. 
All rights reserved throughout the world. 

Published in Great Britain by 
World International Publishing Limited. 

A Pentos Company. 
P. 0. Box 1 1 1. Great Ducie Street. Manchester M60 JBL 

Printed in Great Britain by Collins. Glasgow. 
SBN 7235 6677 1. 



The velvet blackness of the 
sky, pinpointed by winking 
stars. formed a perfect 
background for the huge, 
white ball which exuded 
mystical moonglow over 
the earth's landscape and 
lighted the country road 
over which Edward Calvin 
drove carefully. 

The road itself twisted its 
way between Stramford 
and Bollinham. two quiet vil
lages which Jay on the 
southern side of the moors. 

Calvin was taking this 
road as a short c u t  t o  a 
lonely manor, situated 
some five miles to the west 
of Bollinham. 

He stopped t h e  car. 
switched on the interior 
light, and re-read Freddie 
Slatterie's letter: 

"- .. Sorry to be such a 
nuisance. old boy. but there 
are things going on around 

here that are inexplicable. 

1 don't want to say roo much 
in this letter. On rhe contrary, 

I would prefer to rei/ you 
about it personally. 

Perhaps you would pay me 
a uisit. Say this weekend. 

You will n9t be sorry, for the 
subject at hand is quite 

possibly connected with 
your particular interest. 

Please do your best to make 
it, for I desperately need 

your help. 
Best regards. 

Freddie 
Replacing the Jetter in his 

wallet, Calvin then studied 
his road-map again. Just two 
miles away, between his 
present position and the 
manor house. Jay the village 
of Pendle, and it was there 
that he hoped to obtain pet
rol, for it was still early even
ing, early enough, perhaps, 
to knock-up a garage prop
rietor. 

He refolded the map, 
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switched off t h e  interior 
light and drove on. 

The village of Pendle was 
deserted as he drove into 
the main street, but down 
on the left a garage sign, still 
lit, gave out a neon brilliance 
which was obviously out of 
place amongst t h e  drab, 
dark buildings. 

The proprietor grudgingly 
obliged him with petrol but 
only a(ter he had produced 
and extra pound note as a 
bribe. 

Ten minutes later he was 
moving on, through the vil
lage. Beyond the lights of 
the garage all was darkness 
again. but with the aid of the 
fitful moonlight and head
lights full-on. he managed tb 
negotiate the narrow. twist
ing, country lanes. 

He had travelled but two 
mint,�tes from the vicinity of 
the garage and was moving 
through a densely-wooded 



area when suddenly he 
slammed his foot onto the 
brake and stared incredu
lously through the wind
screen, for coming down 
the lane toward him and out
lined starkly by the head
lights, was a black, cowled 
and robed figure. 

Another five yards and he 
would have been killed out
right, or at the worst, seri
ously injured by the 
approaching car. 

Calvin sat staring at the 
figure in shocked amaze
ment, for it continued to 
approach directly towards 
him, apparently oblivious to 
the presence of the vehicle. 
or purposely ignoring i t .  
When it  appeared obvious 
that the figure was actually 

going to collide with the car 
bonnet. Calvin reached for 
the door handle. Then he 

gasped and rubbed his eyes 
in perplexity, for the black
robed figure seemed to 
dematerialise before him. 

Calvin sat there for a few 
moments. lost in thought: 
then the ghost of a smile 
flickered across his face as 
understanding dawned on 
him. He knew now what 
Freddie had meant in his let
ter. when he had said. "The 
subj e c t  at hand is quite 
possibly connected with 
your particular interest. " 

He had meant Black 
Magic. 

Calvin was quite familiar 
with the history of the Pen
die witches and i t  didn't 
surprise him in the least to 
find that the descendants 
had continued with the evil 
aberrations of their ances
tors. 

Climbing back into the car 
after first checking t h e  
immediate area he drove 
the remaining two miles to 
Slatterie Manor. 

Half an hour after his 
experience with the hooded 
figure. Calvin was seated in 
the study of the manor. lis
tening intently to Freddie's 
story. 

" I t  began." said Freddie 
distractedly, "about two 
months ago. 1 was out walk
ing my dog in the woods 

nearby. at about eleven one 
moonlit night. when 1 sud
denly came across about 
two dozen people in a clear
ing. They were all dressed 
like monks. in black habits, 
you know. hood and gown 
and all that - and they were 
dancing around in a circle. 
like souls possessed. 

"In the centre of the circle. 
another figure. with what 
looked like the head of a 
goat on i t  shoulders. was 
proceeding to plunge a 
wicked-looking knife into a 
young woman who lay on a 
kind of altar-stone before 
him. 

"Shocked and astonished 
as 1 was. 1 immediately 
dashed forward in an effort 
to save the young woman's 
life. 

"Then suddenly, t o  my 
amazement, 1 found tl1at 
some hidden power was 
blocking my progress. 
almost as if 1 had run smack 
into a force-field of some 
description. 

"Anyway. as 1 stood there. 
a shocked and helpless wit
ness. 1 saw t h e  knife 
descend and rip into the 
woman's stomach." 

Freddie's face twisted in 
grief and undisguised dis· 
gust then, as he added, "The 
next thing that happened. 
Ed. was so horrible, so dis· 
gusting and so foul, that i t  
turns my stOmach. even 
now, whenever 1 think of it. " 

Calvin leaned forward in 
his chair and placed a hand 
on Freddie's arm. 

"Take your time. old boy, .. 

he said soothingly. "Have a 
whisky and soda and pull 
yourself together, before 
you continue. " 

"I'm okay," Freddie said, 
perhaps a shade too 
sharply. 

"Anyway, as 1 was saying. 
what happened next was 
sickening and could only 
have been enacted by dis· 
ciples of the devil himself. 
As the warm red blood 



began to pump from the 
unfortunate young woman, 
those . . .  those. heathens 
ran forward with goblets to 
catch it in and then. damn it, 
they began to drink it. " 

calvin rose to his feet. 
poured two stiff drinks and 
handed one to Freddie. 

"And then, " he prompted 
after his friend had sipped 
the raw whisky. 

''I'm afraid 1 don't 
remember anything after 
that, " Freddie replied 
sheepishly. "I suppose 1 
must have fainted or some· 
thing, for the next thing that 1 
remember was being 
assisted into bed by 
Smithers, my butler. " 

Calvin said nothing to that. 
Instead. he sat, thinking 
deeply. 

"There is something 
else, " Freddie added a few 
moments later. 

Calvin's eyebrows lifted. 
"What?" he asked in sur· 

prise. 
"You might think me mad, 

or mistaken. or something, " 
Slatterie said, with excite· 
ment underlying his words. 
"butjust two days ago. I saw 

that same young woman, 
the one who had been so 
horribly murdered before 
my very eyes. walking 
down the main street in 
Pendle. " 

"What? " Calvin gasped the 
word again. But this time. 
not merely in surprise but 
incredulously. 

Freddie glanced at him 
sharply. 

·'There. 1 said that you 
would think me mad o r  
something. " h e  said bitterly. 

Calvin rose to his feet 
again and placed a comfort· 
ing hand on Freddie's 
shoulder. 

"Hold on. old boy, " he pro· 
tested mildly, "I didn't say 
that 1 didn't believe you. On 
the contrary, you are 
neither mad nor mistaken 
about what you saw. 

"A few cen t u ries ago, 

there was a coven of 
witches in the Pendle area 
who, by making a pact with 
the devil, were guaranteed 
immunity against death by 
any other means than burn· 
ing or being dealt a blow 
with a crucifix. That young 
woman you saw being ·sac· 
rificed' must have been a 
descendant of this coven. 
playing her part in the ·sacri· 
ficial ceremony· of their 
black mass. 

"As it happens, old friend, " 
he added with a grin. "I had 
just been studying the old 
legends and folklore of 
Pendle when your letter 
arrived. " 

Now it was Freddie's turn 
to raise inquisitive eye· 
brows. 

"You mean to say then, " 
he queried sharply, "that 
anyone in this area could be 
one of them?" 

Calvin nodded. "Even that 
surly brute who served me 
with petrol earlier, " h-e 
smiled. 

Freddie began to look 
really worried then. 

"But they must have seen 
me watching them that 
night, " he exclaimed in hor· 
ror. "And in that case. they 
could be after my blood. and 
1 mean that literally. " 
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"Nonsense." Calvin said 
scornfully, "if that were the 
case, they would have had 
ample time to destroy you. 
before I was even sent for. 
And they haven't tried . . .  
have they?" 

Freddie shook his head, 
then laughed in nervous 
relief. 

"I suppose I'm just jump
ing at shadows. " 

At that moment Smithers 
coughed discreetly from 
the doorway and 
announced that dinner was 
served. 

"Calm your fears, Freddie, 
old pal, " Calvin said light· 
heartedly as they walked 
into the dining room. 
"Nothing will harm you, now 

that 1 am here to take good 
care of you." 

They sat down and ate a 
hearty meal. 

Beyond the dining room 
door. Smithers smiled at the 
young woman who had 
done the cooking. 

Smiling in return, the 
anaemic-looking woman 
glanced down at the 
strychnine bottle in her 
hand. Then, turning away 
into the kitchen again, she 
used her free hand to 
scratch at the scars on her 
stomach . . .  



The incident I now wish to 
relate took place in the year 
1775 - and a monstrous. 
fearful incident it was. to be 
sure. It concerned one 
James Todd McGregor -
Jamie to his close friends -
who came to The Purple 
Thistle. an inn but a morn
ing's journey from here by 
horseback. to find solace 
and strength from the coun· 
try air -following a deal of 
study which had taxed his 
resources greatly. 

The young gentleman 
was (as he thought at the 
time) destined for an excep· 
tiona! career in the medical 
profession: but subsequent 
unforeseen events pre· 
vented its full flowering. 
Indeed. since their occur· 
renee. 1 have come to the 
conclusion -along with the 
great poet Shakespeare -

that 'there are more things 
in heaven or hell than we 
dream of. And 1 must hold in 
awe the ever present pow
ers of euil. as I do, and the 
eternal and. finally, triumph
ing powers of good. 

Eight years ago, then. 
James Todd McGregor was 
a stocky fellow. with dark 
intelligent eyes. fierce as a 
bull's, and a tousled. curly 
mop of wiry hair. which was 
as black as peat. But that he 
should come here from the 
Lowlands at that time of 
year -November -is quite 
beyond my comprehen
sion. for surely as a Low· 
land Scot he must have 
known with what severe 
weather he would have to 
contend. But there! - the 
young are often brash and 
wilful. and this is the kind of 
temperament that I have. in 

telling the tate. endowed 
him with. for. as 1 have 
suggested. only a young 
fool would have come to 
these parts at the onset of 
winter. 

Even now it is November. 
and the eight years have 
fled by, and as I sit here at 
my desk to write, sleet 
drives across the glen bey
ond. like a plague of raven
ing locusts. My stout case
ments rattle. and indeed it 
would surprise me not if this 
house. so solid and well· 
built. should. with the next 
gust. fly heavenwards! And 
although the thought of 
meeting Saint Peter before 
my time does not ln the 
least daunt me - being a 
God-fearing man who 
attends the kirk most regu
larly - I should prefer to 
remain here in Scotland 
until my destined time for 
departing this planet 
comes. for 1 have much to 
do. and much that I must 
understand. 

My name is Stuart Craigie. 
by the way. and 1 am the 
local physician hereabouts. 
and live at Stirling House 
with my wife. Kirsty, and my 
two daughters. Fiona and 



Margaret. I am not young; 
but then, neither am I old, 
but at that time of life when a 
man turns from the things of 
the world to consider the 
life beyond. And in my con· 
siderings and research into 
these matters. 1 have per· 
used many books left me by 
my grandfather, an alchem· 
ist, occultist, philosopher 
and diarist, and it has 
seemed to me of late that 1 
have turned the key of a 
great black door, the door 
into the primitive mind, in 
which are stored all  the 
instinctual desires, pas· 
sions, lusts and savagery, of 
both man and beast. 

But I must onwithmy tale! 
So, imagine, if you will, a 
sombre afternoon in the 
month of November, in the 
year 1775, when James 
Todd McGregor - I  will call 
him Jamie hereafter - hav· 
ing dined well at The Purple 
Thistle, commanded the 
landlord t o  bid the ostler 
fetch his horse so that he 
might ride through the glens 
and take exercise. 

And this request Robert 
McKenzie, the landlord, fol· 
lowed, but gave his guest 
sound warning that he 
return t o  the inn before 
dusk. since the Glen of the 
Lost souls was a powerfully 
wicked place by night. 

With McKenzie's admoni· 
lion ringing in his ears, 
young Jamie strides across 
the cobbled courtyard to 
the stables, where Joseph 
cox, the ostler, having made 
ready Tom, Jamie's gelding, 
waits, bridle in hand. 

"Ah, thank you. Joseph! 
Here is money for your 
trouble," he says, and, 
mounting: " I t  is sad that 
although I am learning to 
mend the human body, 1 
have no capacity for mend· 
ing the treacherous 
weather! " 

"Ha-hal Yes, sad indeed, 
my fine young sir! " the 

ostler replies and, gazing up 
into the sky, ventures to 
add: "And it will be worse 
before it is better. I am think· 
ing! " 

"Do you think so? " says 
Jamie. "Then I had better fol· 
low your master's advice 
and return before the onset 
of darkness! " 

Old Joseph looks at Jamie 
then - or so 1 imagine in my 
mind's eye - and then a 
flash of genuine terror con· 
torts his features. "It is the 
Glen of the Lost Souls that 
you need to be fearful of . . .  
and those creatures that do 
walk abroad there after the 
eye of the day is closed, " he 
warns. "For wedonot lightly 
call a glen by such a name -
so forlorn, yet so accursed! " 

The old ostler's words 
strike fear into young 
Jamie's heart, but, being of a 
robust. optimistic disposi· 
tion at the time, the feeling is 
presently dispelled, and 
soon he is urging Tom to gal· 
lop, at full tilt. over the 
mountain paths . 

A strong wind in his face. 
with, from time to time, 
skirmishes of icy rain. he 
nevertheless proceeds to 
range our countryside with 
vigour and with joy, his 
observant mind noting the 
limpness of the brown brae· 
ken, denoting weeks and 
weeks of rain, and the 
dearth of those delightful 
glowing orange berries on 
the ravaged rowans. 

Nevertheless. Jamie 
McGregor is, at this point in 
time, enjoying his new· 
found freedom and is finding 
the atmosphere of the glens 
exhilarating, and a welcome 
change from months and 
months of browsing intently 
over medical treatises! 

Tom, his horse, is enjoy
ing himself also. and flies 
forth into the teeth of the 
wind like the famed 
Pegasus, his tail streaming 
like a white plume. And he 
worries not a jot about the 
rain's wild saracens, but 
sniffs. snorts and gallops 
with unaccustomed .,zest 



and energy, wherever his 
master would go. 

They have covered ten 
miles or so when Tom's 
black muzzle disappears 
into thick cloud and, next, 
Jamie is enveloped. 

Poor Tom snickers with 
fear, but his young master 
commands him to ride on. 
However, in doing so, Tom 
makes a half-hearted leap at 
a scarcely visible stOne wall 
-and sprawls over it . . .  fling
ing Jamie, helter-skelter. 
into the next field. 

A violent pain shoots into 
Jamie's right ankle. and 
within minutes he can feel a 
tender swelling. Staggering 
to his feet, his head reeling 
with the fall, he retrieves 
Tom from his ungainly posi
tion by tempting him with 
the crisp apple he has taken 
from his pocket, and by pul
ling gently on the reins. And 
now, hobbling forward -the 
blind leading the blind -

Jamie experiences a sud
den. genuine flash of panic. 
and hopes he and Tom have 
not, by ill luck. happend 
upon the evil and forbidden 
glen! 

But presently. the cloud 
disperses, and the way 
ahead is clear. 

They are in a glen, cer
tainly, but not one that looks 
at all malevolent, even on a 
November afternoon. 
Indeed, yonder Jamie 
espies an imposing resi
dence and, since the pain in 
his ankle is now excruciat· 
ing, he heads for it, as 
though to a sanctuary, and 
raps on the door. 

Jn a little while he hears a 
shuffling through the hall 
and some person coughing 
and spluttering in disgust
ing, phlegmy fashion. Then 
the door creaks, and after 
this an ancient piping voice 
says: "Be ye gone from 
here! The McModdys do not 

welcome the stranger! " 
With these forbidding 
words. the heavy door 
swings shut. 

So Jamie raps again. And, 
when no answer comes -
yet again! 

"Do be a sensible fellow! " 
he pleads. "You see, my 
poor horse and 1 did tumble 
a mile back and are now 
both lame. Tom does sweat 
profusely, and I - well. J am 
in the severest discomfort, 
the trouble being a contu
sion and vast swelling in my 
right ankle. So hurry now, 
there's a good fellow - and, 
as a Christian man, do me 
the kindness to open the 
door!" 

Comes the man's sca
thing tone: "Kindness? . 
Christian? He-he-he! I am 
thinking such luxury as that, 
you will not be finding here." 

Nevertheless, the door is 
drawn back slowly, and 
Jamie is then confronted by 



the ugliest and meanest 
countenance he has ever 
witnessed. "So! It is as 1 
thought. A stranger!" the 
ugly man scoffs. 

"I cannot help being that. 
and 1 am in need - which 
perchance you might be at 
some time in the future! " 
answers Jamie. 

The servant screws up 
his face. regarding Jamie 
with extreme mistrust. 
"Och. well! " he exclaims. 
"Stable your nag round the 

back, " - he indicates the 
rear of the house - "then rap 
on the kitchen door. o 
doubt your ankle will  be 
attended to well enough 
there! And you may even 
receive a few scraps of your 
Christian daily bread, " he 
sneers. "He-he-he! He-he-he!" 
And with that, the great oak 
door smashes to. 

Hobbling, and in a great 
deal of pain. Jamie stifles his 
resentment towards the 
uncouth, ill-mannered ser
vant and. taking Tom by his 
bridle, ventures round to 
the back of the house. 

There t1e discovers the 
stables. where. rather 
unwillingly, he hands Tom 
over to a sour-faced groom. 
whom he instructs with 
regard to the unfortunate 
animal's welfare. 

Then. he limps back over 
the uneven cobbles of the 
courtyard to the kitchen 
door. on which he raps very 
vigorously. 

The door is opened cau
tiously, and there before 
him is a giant of a woman in a 
scrupulously laundered 
apron and frilled cap. Her 
eyes glitter as polished jet 
and are as penetrating as a 
gimlet. 

"Come in! " she says. her 
voice clear and cold as the 
lochs around here. "Samuel 
tells me your ankle has 
been hurt in a fall . . .  " 

"Yes, it is even sol" replies 
Jamie. his stout young heart 
quailing somewhat at the 
sight of this chalk-faced, 
black-eyed soul. 

"Then sit you down and 1 
shall attend to it without 
delay," she urges. "I am 

11 

Jean McModdy, sister of 
William McModdy. the 
widowed master of this 
house - Grey Shadows -
and 1 venture to ask you 
your name; and why you 
come to these glens in the 
dark of the year? " 

Jamie finds himself telling 
her - perhaps it is those 
penetrating eyes of hers 
that compel him - and is 
soon surprised to find that 
Miss McModdy. although 
rather detached. is courte
ous and welcoming. And as 
they chatter. Jamie comes 
to the realisation that here 
is a woman of character. 
with great reserves of 
strength. kindliness. and 
motherliness; but who, 
apart from being extremely 
lonely. has an elusive. sec
retive quality about her. It is 
as though she is protecting 
a family mystery, which she 
will guard until doomsday, 
with her life's blood. 

A dazzling vision now 
enters. setting Jamie 
McGregor's young heart 
bealing wildly. It is a young 



lady. the only daugmer of 
the house. Miss Fiona 
McModdy. Her hair streams 
to her waist and her 
diaphanous white gown 
.sweeps the stone floor. 

"Isn't dinner ready yet, 
Aunt Morag? It is well after 
sunset! " she says. 

"Not quite. my hinny. but 
will be shortly. The crust of 
the pigeon pie is browning 
nicely ... Miss McModdy. her 
aunt. replies. 

"Then 1 shall tell my father 
and brother they will have 
to wait a while; but it is tan 
wno is complaining the 
most! " 

"Ah -and is it not always 

so? But he will have to bide 
his time. just like the others 
- so hurry and tell him he 
must be patient! Oh, but first 
you must meet our guest for 
the evening - and possibly 
for a little longer than that -
Mr. James Todd McGregor. " 

Jamie bows and takes 
Fiona's hand. which he 
kisses lightly, and as the 
two gaze into each other's 
eyes. they fall in· love. 
Indeed. they cling together 
so that Miss McModdy 
interrupts them abruptly, 
saying: "Come. come. Fiona! 
Away with you . . .  and 
deliver my message to that 
ravenous brother of yours! " 
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And at this. Fiona draws 
her slim white hand away 
from Jamie's and hurries 
from the room . .. 

And so it came to pass 
that Jamie stayed that even
ing. partaking of the delici
ous pigeon pie. and making 
an abortive attempt to get to 
know the McModdys - a 
strange-looking bunch on 
account of their rather long, 
pointed teeth. And although 
the pie sat in his stomach 
well. and the claret warmed 
him, not a word would the 
men of the clan speak: but 
onlyglowered at him with all 
the suspicion of a family of 
sheepdogs commanded to 
guard a farmyard. However, 
smile after smile passed 
between the lovely Fiona 
and himself. and by the end 
of the evening Jamie was 
enraptured! 
Jamie was to s t a y  three 
days and three nights at the 
house called Grey 
Shadows, a t  the end o f  
which time his ankle. having 
been sprained rather than 
broken. was practically 
mended. And Tom's injured 
fetlock had responded t o  
poultices and was by then 
better also. 



During the time that Jamie 
was a guest at the house. 
his love for Fiona grew, and 
hers for him; but. as I have 
before indicated, the 
McModdy men were as 
dour as can be imagined. 
and only tolerated Jamie's 
presence by reason of their 
acceptance of the ancient 
Scots tradition of hospital
ity. 

Now the nights he spent 
there were disturbing 
nights indeed, and he was 
plagued by restlessness. 
fever and the most fantastic 
dreams. 

'Perhaps it is the chillness 
of the November atmos
phere, sharp with frost. that 
worries me,' he thought. 'Or 
the tug of the waxing moon, 
which is affecting my con
stitution.' 

But when he heard a pack 
of wolves howling, hour 
after hour, from the heart of 
the glen, hour after hour, 
and night after night, he 
grew sick and weary and 
ennervated, and the fresh 
bloom of youth vanished 
from his cheeks. So. by day 
he yawned and yawned. 
and by night he read. by the 
light of a candle, to while 
away his time .. . 

But let me interrupt my tale 
a moment to bring you back 
to the present time. 1783, 
and to Stirling House, my 
home, so as to let you know 
what is happening here. 

Just a few minutes ago, 
my wife, Kirsty, brought in 
my supper: a steaming hot 
beverage stirred by her 
own fair hand. which took 
the chill out of my middle
aged bones and raced 
through my system with the 
tingling fire of a good Scots 
whisky! My wife had much 
to say about the servants in 
the kitchen. but my pretty 
daughters, Fiona and Mar
garet, did their share of 
chattering too, though on a 
much lighter note. for they 
needs must discuss the 
gowns they intend wearing 
at Fiona's ball: for my eldest 
girl is to marry shortly, and 
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the Ball is to be a celebra
tion at which 1 shall 
announce her engagement. 

But now 1 think 1 can hear 
them ascending the stairs 
to bed! So there will be no 
more interruptions this 
evening, and 1 shall finish 
the tale of James Todd 
McGregor, though it be well 
past midnight when 1 do 
finish . .. 

So back to the year 1775 
once again! 

On his last evening, Jamie 
says his tender farewells to 
Fiona McModdy and. kissing 
her lily hand, time and time 
again. vows he will return 
after seven days have 
passed. to ask her father for 
her hand in marriage. 

B u t  as he mounts his 
trusty Tom, n o t  another 
McModdy deigns to come to 
the door, to bid him good-

bye and God speed. How
ever. as he turns his head to 
wave yet again to Fiona, the 
tall figure of Morag 
McModdy fills the 
threshold, and he hears her 
voice cry o u t  w i t h  the 
utmost urgency: "Ride like 
the wind, for the moon is full 
- and the souls will walk this 
night! " 

And as Jamie gallops forth 
into the moonlight, he says, 
to Tom, his horse: "Now 
what did she mean by that, 
old fellow?" 

But, though Tom pricks 
his ears and thinks a good 
deal, not a word does he 
answer! And since Jamie is 



intoxicated with the beauti
ful face of Fiona McModdy_ 
which he sees every minute 
in front of his eyes, Morag 
McMoody's words of warn
ing are extinguished 
instantly. as a candle flame 
by a snuffer. 

Ripe is tne moon, and 
Jamie and Tom are as fit as 
fiddles. though the air be 
chill and spicy with frost: 
though there is scarcely a 
berry or leaf on the skeletal 
rowans: though the wind 
pierces like the looks of 
Morag McModdyt 

As he spurs Tom on with a 

tickle of his whip, Jamie 
shouts with gusto: "How 
welcome a fine bran mash 
will be to you. my beauty, 
and a jolly hot toddy to me
when we reach the i n n  
again. The Purple Thistle! " 

But presently a cloud 
veils the moon and a sinis
ter shadow scutters across 
their path, some ten yards 
away. Then a wolf-howl 
rends the night. 

Tom halts so suddenly 
that he nearly flings Jamie 
from his back, and: "Begadl" 

says Jamie. "Take caret 
would you have me lame 
again, so soon?" Then he 
rights himself and urges the 
frightened animal to be 
brave and venture on. "AS 
fast as you can. my boy, like 
lightning - away . .  _ away!" 
he commands. And away 
Tom gallops. as fast as his 
weakened fetlock will allow. 

Yet another shape scur
ries to the right, another to 
the left: then. as Jamie turns 
his head. sensing some
thing following, his hair bris
tles. for he and his horse are 
not alone. but are being fol
lowed closely by more of 

� 

� 
the sinister beasts. Now 
crawling like wolves. now 
standing like men, they 
pluck at Tom's tail and tug at 
his mane. ow humped like 
dwarfs, now looming like 
giants. they snatch at 
Jamie's cloak. or grasp his 
ankles. or violently tear out 
his hair! 

They howl to cause the 
blood to run cold; they bark 
like hounds in pursuit of a 
fox. 

Then the moon blooms 
full. for the cloud clears and 
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for the first time Jamie is 
able to see the creatures· 
faces. 

"Heaven help met" he 
cries at the top of his voice. 
"It is the evil glen itself I am 
in! " 

"Evil, indeed!" says a 
voice - and a figure clad in a 
white diaphanous gown 
flies towards him. grabbing 
the reins. 

"Fiona. darling! " cries 
Jamie. and halts his horse. 

But the woman who leers 
at him in the light of the full 
moon is but a travesty of his 
beauteous love! A fiend, a 
devil, a harpy! And yet, it is 
Fiona McModdy indeed! 

And now she and the 
ravening beasts tear him 
from his horse - and Tom 
speeds away. Away, away. 
away, into the night! And 
Jamie's face is scratched by 
predatory claws and his 
legs bitten b y  gleaming. 
moon-white teeth which are 
sharp as needles. But, with 
a tremendous spurt, he 
races away from the evil 
place . . .  

Over the heather he goes 
as fast as the wind . . .  the 
pack in pursuit. in pursuit! 



And he by a miracle finds 
the speed of a stag . . .  of a 
panther . . .  of a wily hare. 
inner and unknown 
resources giving him invis
ible wings which his human 
mind can not. 

And panting, panting, his 
heart beat ing wildly, he 
heads for a fishing river - \l the pack pursuing, ever ' pursuing. With a tremend- \� ous effort he reaches the 
bank . .. and dives into the 
icy water. 

As his arms thresh out, 
the howls of the pack echo 
through the glen - the Glen 
of Lost souls: but fainter 
and fainter they grow as he 
braves the river to safety . . .  
the safety of the land across 
the border. 

And when he reaches The 
Purple Thistle. there he 
finds Tom, sweating and 
panic-stricken: b u t  both 
man and beast are happy to 
be inhabiting a sane world 
once again. Soon Tom is fed 
and stabled. and Jamie's 
wounds bathed and bound. 
And then they sleep. 
soundly as babes. till the 
light of dawn. 

"Did you not know of the 
McModdy clan. the 
Madadh-alladh. the were· 
wolves of that glen? " asked 
Robert McKenzie. the land· 
lord, at breakfast. 

"How could 17 1 am a 
stranger! " said Jamie. 

"Och. sol But the tale of 
the McModdy clan is as old 
as these hills. and I thought 
that . .. .. 

"That we Lowlanders too. 
might have heard it. Not sol 
But as old as the hills? Then 
you mean that there are 
others who have suffered 
as 17" 

"Indeed. yes. Many! And 
the powers of evil are far 
from being conquered yeti" 

And t h a t  is the tale of 
Jamie McGregor - almost! -
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but I've a little more to tell . . .  
Didn't 1 tell you that my 

eldest daughter was soon 
to be married? Didn't I tell 
you that Jamie never was to 
become the eminent physi· 
cian he had once hoped to 
be? 

Then the end is as fol
lows . . .  

Jamie is my locum. and 
though still suffering from 
nightmares and fever from 
time to time. he is much 
improved, and soon is to 
marry Fiona. my daughter. 
at the kirk in our beautiful 
glen. And though father-in-

laws and young bride
grooms do not very often 
become firm companions. 
Jamie and 1 are just that: for 
we share an interest in 
supernatural phenomena. 
And in particular - have you 
guessed? - in werewolves. 



What is a vampire? One belief was that it 
was an evil spirit which took over the body 
of a corpse and used it for its own wicked 
purposes. But a more popular suggestion 
was that it was a person who had been so 
wicked in life that he was not allowed to 
rest in peace in death. Instead he became 
one of the living-dead, gaunt and deathly 
pale. feeding on the blood of others by 
biting the necks of his victims who, in turn. 
became vampires themselves as a result! 

Vampires also varied in appearance . .. 
according to where they 'Jived'. 

European vampires had hair on the 
palms of their hands. some had red hair 
and a harelip. while every Bavarian vam
pire slept with its left eye open and its 
thumbs linked . . .  spreading plague among 
cattle! 

A Chinese vampire drew great strength 
from the light of the full moon. unlike most 
other vampires who feared light. Mexican 
vampires had skeleton-like heads. while 
Moravian vampires threw off their 
shrouds before attacking their victims. 
But it  seems extremely hard to believe 
that Albanian vampires wore high-heeled 
shoes! 

There were many ways people tried to 
keep themselves safe from a vampire . . .  
and its poisonous bite. Those brave 
enough to open the coffin of a vampire 
tried sprinkling the creature's corpse with 
chalk and holy water; others put an iron 
stake through the creature's heart as it 
rested in its grave by day. 

Some believed that the best day to 
tackle a vampire was Saturday - the one 
day when the vampire was believed to be 
powerless to leave its grave. 

How to find a vampire? Well. in some 
countries a virgin boy, riding a black virgin 
stallion, was led through a churchyard. 
The tomb where the stallion first halted 
was presumed to be that of a vampire. 
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E.N IT'S TRUE. 
IT'S ALL TRUE I 
VAN HELSING,' 

• ·THE. DIAP.Y. 
EVERYTHING. 
AND POOR LUCY 
. • •  SHE'S 
BECOME. A 
VAMPIRE..' 
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MACABRE MISCELLANY 

In order to protect 
tllemsclvcs against a 
vampire. both men ancl 
women wore <:1 silver 
crucifix around their necks �m· or. Wilen danger from a 

�-
L rl

l vamptre tllreatenect. men 
.t' would present tile hilt of 

ftl tlletr swords before them. 
tl1us s11aping a cross. anct 
so betng kept from danger 
. for tile moment! 

" 
•. V<c1mpircs wete saKI to rem 

11 w;1s wictely lwlievcct in 
Transylv<.mi<J tlmt cluring 
t 11e 11mns of clayligll l 
\'ampircs hod to t'C'm<1in in 
their own n<Jtivc soil. t>itlwr 
in tlw grounct or in <t coffin 
containing mlli\'C ear1i1. 

1 t was said t l1a t \'illllpi rc s 
coulct I >C kill eel l)V a stake 
being ctriven tl1r<

.
Jugl1 tl1cir 

lle<trts while tlwy were 
·undcacl' cluring tile clay. But 
\\'C rcwol\'es. men wlto 
turnccl into woll·likc 
crc<1turcs witl1 tH.'mCt1(1ous 
strcngtl1 on tlw nigl1t of tile 
full moon. coulcl only lw 
killc<l lly <1 s ilver liullct. 

sunligl11 falling upon tiWtr 
deatl1·1ike features. so 
people kept their winclows 
open cluring tl1e ci<1Y or 
burnec.t bright cetnclles Ctt 
night to gi\·e tl1c same 
effect ! 

BrClm Stoker. tile author of 
Droculo. is snid to have 
bascclllis fascinating 
ella rae t c r on 'VI ad·. a 
medieval tyrant of 
Wallaellia. wl1o liked to 
imp<:tlc l1is enemies on 
stc1kes. vtad was also 
known as Draculaea. son of 
tile clc,·il. I1ence tile name 
of Stoker's J)ook. 

In France. tile werewolf is 
known ns the lou()garou. 
and tllis once-l1uman 
creature migllllJC defeated 
a ne t given peace by a 
person brave enough to 
pierce its skin and allow 
tllrec ctrops of blood 10 fall 
to tile ground. But a man or 
womnn of such courage 
WClS very hard to find! 



THE FIERY POIDT IO[IDEDTS 
Hello! I'm Dan Joynson. I'm 
twenty and sort of stocky, 
big-muscled and pasty· 
faced. Long-haired also -
much to tile continual chag
rin of my strait-laced par· 
ents. And 1 wear glasses. 
Have to. On account of my 
short sight. But they don't 
hinder me much. I 've 
always been a fair footballer 
for instance. and can wham 
home a goal good and 
straight; and frankly. I drib· 
ble pretty brilliantly - er 
pardon my big head! - and 
on that account I'm in our 
local football team. We'll 
never make the first divi· 
sion. of course. but we don't 
draw a bad crowd nevertile· 
less. So you see. we try to 
keep things lively in our vii· 
lage: in the country you've 
got to. or else go round the ' 
twist with boredom. 

But let me tell you a bit 
about my background 
before I go on to relate tile 
story of our tragedy ... of 
the three incidents which 
made Fiery Point national 
news about six years ago. 

Our village is in the North 
of England with tile Pen
nines humping through it 
like a massive Moby Dick. 
And 1 get home whenever 1 
can on a train from Man· 
chester. I'm at Manchester 
University. you see. Read
ing philosophy ... studying 
for my Ph.D. unusual? Not 
really. ot so much nowa
days . I'm taking after my 
old man: he's tile vicar at our 
local church. St. Stepl!en·s. 
Funny, when 1 was younger. 
1 should no more have 
tllougilt of doing the same 
as Dad than fly! I was all for 
becoming an astronomer or 
an astronaut at about tile 
age of twelve. But I know for 
certain that the Fiery Point 
incidents had a great deal to 
do with the change in me .. 

Our main street is flanked 
by grey stone houses: then. 
on the hillsides. there are 
two small estates of private. 
architect-designed houses. 
we have a Post Office and 
Village Stores run by our fat 
Mrs. Pickup. And then there 
is tile park. with its kids· 
roundabout. slide. putting 
and bowling greens: its 
football and cricket pitches. 
and its attractive gardens 
for old dears to sit and 
dream in on warm summer 
days. 
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And tile church? our St. 
Stephen's? Well. it's very old 
and has a pale green and 
very handsome spire. and 
there are yew trees in tile 
churchyard. and some 
tOmbstones dating back to 
the sixteen and seventeen 
hundreds. Then there is Big 
Sam. our enormous iron 
bell. housed in the belfry. 
whicl• rings across the !!ills 
and meadows. Cilivvying 
Dad's congregation to le<we 
their television sets and 
their warm hearths. Big 



sam. who tries. yet doesn't 
succeed. to sound optimis
tic and gay on wedding 
days: but who really comes 
into his own at funerals 
w11en booming out sol· 
emnly. dramatically. for the 
person who has just 
·passed on· - as they say 
around here. 

So our village is very simi
lar to most others in the 
•orth west of England -

ou twardly. that is. B u t  
underneath. hidden from 
strangers. are the effects of 
the three strange incidents 
at Fiery Point. And these 
effects are: a terror of their 
re-occurrence. even in the 

jogalong of our daily lives: a 
special -no! -extra-special 
love for our children and 
young folk: and a deep 
religious sense. as though 
our community has. 
through the tragedy. com
prehended i t s  own mic· 
rocosmic, yet absolutely 
essential part in the work· 
ings of the Universe. And 
because of this. S t .  

Stephen's has become the 
best-attended church in the 
region: for example. even 
crusty old farmer Higgins 
and his shepherd Judd 
Blenkinsop have deigned -
for a full six years now - to 
gratify us with their grim 
company! 

Fiery Point is so called 
because from there you get 
the best eyeful of a sunset 
hereabouts. It is a mile-long 
ridge from which a steep 
scree plunges headlong to 
our turbulent rivef Scree· 
boulders have tumbled into 
the river for years. and 
tl1ese serve as fine stepping 
stones across it. or as foot· 
rests for the folk who come 
here for the salmon-fishing. 
But the sunsets from Fiery 
Point are out of this world. 
and we around here have a 
profound respect for these 
marvellous natural specta
cles: more so now than ever 
before. 

Six years ago then . . .  on 
the thirteenth of July. nine
teen seventy. around sun-

set. the first Fiery Point inci
den 1 took place. 1 t happened 
like this . . .  

Miss Diana Markham. the 
attractive Head of our 
Nursery School. was driving 
her Mini along Screedale 
Road which winds. 
snake-wise. below The 
Point - and was taking a 
number of costumes to the 
Village Hall for the folk danc
ing display that was to be 
11eld there t11at evening and 
given by her little pupils. But 
the Folk Evening was never 
to take place. for the disl1y 
Miss Markham - who was 
being courted by Jefferson 
Bingham. a rich mill·owner 
from somewhere in York· 
shire - disappeared. bet
ween the R.A.C.  
telephone-kiosk and Cold
harbour Cottage. where 
lanky. frost-haired, witchy 
Miss wraithness lives. with 
11er seven cats and 11er six 
geraniums. 

Yes! Diana Markham's 
Mini vanished with incred
ible speed into the clouds. 



and was never seen again. 
Several folk saw the inci

dent. but Judd Blenkinsop 
was the nearest and the 
most convincing in his 
recounting of the tale; he 
had been herding sheep 
with Meg his border collieat 
the time. 

And when my pal Job 
Fletcher heard the news -
he's the bell-ringer -he ran 
up the spiralling stone steps 
to our belfry like a two
year-old. and soon had Big 
Sam ringing out clamor
ously, and with great 
urgency, that his sonorous 
voice and jangling harmon
ics had people hastening to 
the church . . . .  Nor did Job 
let up for a full houri 

Imagine the impact on us 
all! But there were tales of 
Jefferson Bingham. who 
was so dead keen on Diana 
Markham. going right off his 
head; some say that he's 
been in a mental sanatorium 
ever since. But you know 
these rumours . . . .  

As for me - well. I was 
shaken rigid! 1 had read. 
even then. when I was only 
fourteen. about the Ber
muda Triangle incidents. 
You know -of liners. planes 
- being sucked into space 
like dust into a vacuum 
cleaner. Being there one 
minute, and not the next. 
But though 1 had read about 
these incidents. in news
papers and in occult 
magazines. 1 had always 
kept my mind open and my 
tongue firmly in my cheek! 
But now 1. along with many 
others around here -some 
of whom are as down-to
ea r t h  as they come -
started to feel darned 
stupid. and as sceptical as 
trees which have just been 
struck down by lightning: 1 
mean about the powers -
whatever they may be -
about which we had. till  
then. only been able, whim
sically, to speculate . . . .  

And after we had reco-

vered from the onslaught of 
television camera crews 
and droves of national, reg
ional and local newspaper 
reporters. our village 
slumped into a hushed and 
unbelieving silence. as a 
lately-widowed woman into 
her husband's empty chair. 

The second of the Fiery 
Point incidents happened 
this way ._ . .  

Up a t  High Crest - just 
beyond Badger Spinney 
and Dandelion Dingle - lies 
Tilberry Towers. a mansion 
which belonged to the only 
millionaire ever known in 
this particular region. Ben
jamin Forsyth. Once a week 
at least, we used to watch 
his plane soar away over 
the hills and we'd say: "He's 
off again! " -and ·orr· he was. 
on some business trip or 
other. 

Forsyth was handsome 
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enough; but a crabby bligh
ter. and never married. He 
was in his mid-forties at the 
time. 1 suppose. Anyway, on 
the thirteenth of November. 
in the same year, Forsyth 
vanished, plane and all; a t  
Fiery Point. and i n  a similar 
manner to Miss Markham, 
and no sight nor sound has 
been heard of our mil
lionaire from that day to this! 
At least - 1 Anyway .. . that 
was the second Fiery Point 
incident. and its effect on us 
was devastating. 
Then winter set in good and 
proper. The t rees in the rec
tory garden were black and 
slimy with continual .rain. 
the grass on the lawns 
dense. sparkling, the beds 
were sodden. with puddles 
here and there. They were 
st rewn with the bronze. 
shaggy petals of Dad's hap
less. but much-prized chry
santhemums. and w i t h  



decaying rose corollas. 
which an earlier frost had 
guillotined. On the rectory's 
old walls the clambering ivy 
was glistening with rain and 
i t s  green winter flowers 
were budding. 

11 was in the same year. on 
the night of the thirteenth of 
December. that 1 had my 
nightmare psychic 
experience . . .  whatever 
one might care to call it. 

1 suppose if 1 were fanciful 
1 might say that 1 had been 
singled out - perhaps 
because of tile E.S.P .. 

extra-sensory perception. t 
had developed. probably 
due to my current interest 
in o u t e r  space. which 
included astronomy. 
astrology, the occult, and 
even ghosts! 

My i n t e rest in ghosts 
came abo u t  when 1 had 
encountered Charlie. 

Charlie is our own friendly 
ghost and haunts both the 
rectory and the church. 1 
have spoken to him three 
times. 

Anyway - I  remember the 
night of December the thir· 
teenth vividly. 

As 1 lay on my bed in the 
dark. 1 was having some fun 
listening to the strange and 
varied voices of the wind. 
for it was a wild. stormy 
night. 1 listened to its huffs 
and puffs: slow. expansive 
sounds that one might 
expect from a gigantic bel· 
lows or, 1 imagined. from a 
sleeping giant! 1 listened to 
whistles: shrill. witch·like 
sounds, wildly insane. as 
the wind squeezed through 
tiny clefts in the rocks . . .  to 
its soughing, high in the pine 
trees behind our house . .  

to its rustles in the holly tree 
below my window. 

Then. gradually, 1 started 
to g e t  drowsy. Through 
half-closed eyes 1 watched 
the tenuous shadows dane· 
ing on the walls - shadows 
of wind-tossed b ranches. 
and 1 thought wildly o f  
shadows cast b y  negroes· 
arms on the walls ofajungle 
hut: negroes performing a 
voodoo ritual. 1 heard the 
clock in the church tower 
s t rike midnight: then one: 
then one-thirty. Drowsily, I 
thought to myself that the 
storm was the worst I 
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remembered . . . .  
Now. the strangest sen· 

sation overcame met A feel· 
ing of lightness. o f  
heightened awareness! 
And then 1 heard a sudden 
popping noise. And next -
saw myself hovering over 
the bed: but an etherial self. 
illuminated by a pale blue 
light and surrounded with a 
golden aura. Now. as though 
1 had suddenly become an 
actual image in a mirror, the 
position was reversed, and I 
saw myself in bed. asleep. 

1 lingered a moment or 

two and gazed. unbeliev· 
ingly, at my own body. 
Then. impelled by some 
supernatural force. 1 found 
my hovering ast ral body 
floating across the room. 1 
turned the knob of the bed· 
room door . . .  and made my 
way down the stairs to the 
front door. 

It was locked, b u t  this 
made no odds . . . 1 floated 
through its thick oak with all 
the ease apparent in Charlie 
Ghost! 

In my strange new body 
the storm outside didn't 
worry me. In fact the power· 



ful wind aided me and I 
winged through the night 
with the facility of a 
sparrow-hawk. 

Mentally I resisted 
nothing. Somehow I sensed 
that I :vvas to play a 
privileged par.t in the unfold· 
ing of a supernatural drama: 
that I was both to perceive 
and comprehend its mys· 
tery, and that in doing so I 
would gain an insight into 
the physical and spiritual 
evolutionary growth of the 
Universe . . . I felt humble, 
and as open to higher influ· 
ences as a little child. 

I was being guided to the 
church. And when I got 
there I had no problems 
about getting inside it. 

The interior was not dark; 
a weird radiance illuminated 
it, like sunlight playing on 
the rich colours of stained· 
glass windows, but far more 
luminous. sort of psy· 
chedelic and never experi· 
enced in our ordinary state. 
Yet the fabulous colours 
reminded me, to some 
extent, of the sunsets over 
Fiery Point. 

I floated down the aisles. 
marvelling. Then, on reach· 
ing the door of the crypt, 
walked through it. 

What was I doing there, 
anyway? I thought of the hal· 
Iowedbones ofageneration 
of monks buried below the 
foundations, and found 
myself visualising their 
skeletons. In my height· 
ened state of awareness, 
the image was terrifying. 

I saw a movement. A 
movement under the floor 
grill. a circular, decorative 
affair beautified with gold 
leaf and aquamarine and 
crimson paint. The Thing -
WHATEVER IT WAS 
squirmed. 

I gazed through the grill; 
the creature gazed back. I 
was frozen into a block of 
ice. The squirming con· 
tinued, the creature's many 

eyes thrust directly under 
the lid of the grill. 

Then I realised quite sud
denly that its gaze was 
without menace. Mons· 
trous it most certainly was; 
but passive, anticipatory, 
almost as though it was 
lying in wait . .. as though it 
had been expecting mel It 
gazed, right into my eyes. in 
a stupid, surrealist, cross
eyed fashion, like a six-eyed 
troglodyte or an enormous 
blue-bottle with a fascinat· 
ing yet sickening complex 
eye. 

Even though the creature 
looked unaggressive, I 
stood there riveted. And 
then - from behind one of 
the stone pillars sidling, 
floating toward me, came 
Charlie Ghost! He nodded at 
me, then at the Thing under 
the grill. 

Chattily, he said to me: 
"Hello, Dan! How are .you 
keeping? Never seen any
thing like him, I expect!" He 
chuckled to himself - a hol
low, echoing laugh it was: 
and then: "Time for his 
nightly stroll! " And he jerked 
his head towards the Thing. 
And now he heaved up the 
grill with the ease of a circus 
strong-man. "Come on, 
ABEMOAI Out you come!'' 
he commanded. And the 
Thing did SO, its 
pseudopodiae flailing in 
several directions at once. 

Now Charlie Ghost placed 
the great wrought iron lid on 
the stone flags of the crypt, 
leaving the gaping black pit 
which houses a steep wall 
ladder that I know, from 
childhood days, leads to 
many exciting but maze-like 
passages which branch out 



under the church to various 
parts of the village. 

Yes. ABEMOA crawled 
out - oozed, to be exact -
into t h e  bril l iantly i l lumi· 
nated church. 

1 really did panic then I And 
raced like the wind for the 
door . . . .  

A snapping sensation! A 
thud! A jangling of bed 
springs! And 1 found myself 
sitting up in bed, bathed in 
sweat. my heart racing fif· 
teen to the dozen! 

"Thank God! " 1 said aloud. 
""Thank God it was only-·· 

But was it? was it only a 
dream . . .  a nightmare? 

Something drew m e  
towards the window . . .  

The night dripped like a 
cave. The storm was over. 
And now the mountain-wind 
sighed intermittently. Then 
1 saw. in the strong moon
light. Charlie Ghost leading 
the monstrous ABEMOA 
across the hills toward a 
lighted window .. . a lighted 
window in Coldharbour Cot· 
tage where Miss wraith· 

ness lives. the lanky, frost· 
haired, witchy spinster,  
with her seven cats and her 
six red geraniums. 

Lucent with a faint, but 
quite discernible aura -
Charlie's blue. A BEMOA's 
luxuriant as the light in St. 
Stephen's that night - the 
two progressed swiftly over 
the hills. 

1 felt unsteady and may 
have passed out, because it  
was half an hour later that 1 
observed several insistent 
and regular flashes of light in 
the sky, high above Fiery 
Point. in answer to the puis· 
ing beams issuing from 
ABEMOA himself. 

On January the thirteenth. 
nineteen seventy-one. the 
third and most tragiC ' inci· 
dent occurred. The 
Aquarians. our local pop 
group, disappeared at Fiery 
Point. on the Sheerness 
Road, as they were making 
their way to Manchester for 
an engagement. Five girls 
they were - and each as 
dishy as they come! And 
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this time fat Mrs. Pickup 
from the Post office saw 
what happened. as 1 did 
myself. what happened was 
remarkable. 

I observed ABEMOA. his 
lights pulsating, on the Fiery 
Point ridge. Then. as the 
Aquarians· van appeared, 
he was transformed into a 
handsome. amber-coloured 
flying saucer! He soared . .. 
and then. when the van was 
directly below Fiery Point, 
the saucer's undercarriage 
yawned . . .  and, with inc red· 
ible speed. the vehicle and 
i t s  passengers were 
gorged, and ABEMOA van
ished from sight. 

All the guys at our Youth 
Club were shattered by the 
girls·  disappea ranee; but 
you can probably envisage 
the ghastly effect on their 
parents. indeed on t h e  
whole community! 

A year ago, the Rythfos 
family came to live in one of 
the architect-designed 
houses on one of the new 
estates. They are a swar· 
thy, giant-like family, and at 



first we were all wary of 
them - we are like that with 
s t rangers. But then we 
found that Nadia Rythfos, 
the mother, was great.  
wonderfully helpful to any· 
one who was sick. And i t  
was t h e  same w i t h  Neb· 
minja, her husband. And 
they are unbelievably intel· 
l igent.  Well, t h e  kids. for 
instance! They are at the 
Nursery School but could 
be at University! And they 
are all telepathic, have pro· 
digious memories. and can 
tell fortunes like nobody's 
business! 

In the end, it was Charlie 
who helped me to under· 
standi No, he didn't say any· 
thing. Just planted a book, 
opened, by my bedside . . .  a 
very ancient book, which 
appeared from nowhere. 

1 read: "And the Angels, 
the children of Heaven, saw 
and lusted a f t e r  t h e  
daughters o f  men and said 
to one another: ·comet Let 
us choose wives from 
among the children of men 
and beget us children'." 

1 pondered over the 
words and began to com· 
prehend the reason for the 
Fiery Point incidents and for 
ABEMOA'S visit here. And I 
thought of the impact of the 
tragedy . . .  of o u r  deep 
religious sense. Our p ro· 
found love for our children 
and young folk. And 1 
thought of the Rythfos fam· 
ily coming here with such 
rare gifts of kindness. com· 
passion. and super· 
intelligence. And 1 thought -
yest I t  was a form of 
heavenly justice - the dis· 
appearances. and t h e  
Rythfos family coming here. 
And such a family will influ· 
ence all of us, for sure! was 
i t  - another step in o u r  
spiritual evolution? And 
ABEMOAI What a creature! 
one that could change from 
protoplasm to metall What 
did HE mean in physical 
evolution? 

1, Dan Joynson, probably 
understand more than the 
others what i t  all means. 
being gifted with ext ra· 
sensory perception to 
some degree . . .  

But 1 still  worry about the 
flashing lights at dead of 
night high above Fiery Point. 
and the answering ones 
coming from Miss wraith· 

ness·s cottage! You 
remember her. don't you? -
the one some call  'The 
Witch', and who lives alone 
- 1 mean w i t h  no o t h e r  
human being - but w i t h  
seven c a t s ,  a n d  s i x  red 
geraniums. 
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G
RIMLY, VAN 

HELSING 
ANSWERS 
HOLM WOOD'S 
HALF· SPOKEN 
QUESTION • • •  
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NO.' 6E.FORE. DAWN HE Will BURY 
HIMSELF 50MEWHERE • . .  ANYWHERE 
. . •  WITHIN THE FOREST OR THE 
GROUNDS. THEN WE Will NEVER 

FIND HIM ! 
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1\ 05��C�OFU�E7>1"1"H��RHSi�ALS 
PULSE () U t CKE.NS AS THE 
OfSIAf f-OR BlOOD BECOMES 
TOO FIE. ACE. TO BE DENIED! 
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YOU'LL STAY, CURSE 
YOV! YOV'I\E GETTING 

INSOLENT, GEI\TA-YOU 
N E E D  TO BE TAUGHT 

A LESSON ! 
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Dracula Stalks 

His PreYI 
Any number of pia 
Dracula is stalkin 

yers can play this game. 

for your blood I 
0�1 you a! l, and he's thirsty 

the safety of the in� th�
l
f�st player to reach 

vampire, because th 
WI e save

_
d from the 

around with 
r e entrance IS hung all 

thE>re! Throw �a;i�
c
t and he won't go in 

!lumber to finish, a�Jtart, and the exact 

mstructions along the 
always obey the 

way. 








