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Editors Note:

In this second issue, you are once again treated to my artistic styling’s, dealing
with depression, mental disorders, horror, pain and all things sexy and violent. As
you know, the same rules as the first still apply, don’t steal my shit, don’t let kids
or the elderly read it (really no one should read it, but that’s just the opinion of my
mother), and make sure to tell your friends. I'm sure if you like it, they will too or
at least pretend to so that you think they’re cooler than they really are.

Have you ever seen that movie A Clockwork Orange? It's so fucking good | don’t
even understand how I'm still alive now that I've seen it. If you haven’t seen it, go
buy it, then buy the book and read that too, as it’s a little better than the film, but
not by much.

Anyway, read this bullshit and again, tell me what you think. You can email any
suggestions, hate mail and coupons for Chinese food and/or hookers to

dedwinhedon@gmail.com.

Don't let kids read this! Don’t get offended! It’s all fiction, just because it’s a first
person narrative, doesn’t mean any of it is true. That’s just the easiest way to
write for me.

Your loving writer,

Dedwin Hedon



mailto:dedwinhedon@gmail.com




American Bullshit Part 1

Most of us are judged today, not by who we are, what we do,
or even how we | ook, but by the country we live in. For

i nstance, people consider America to be the best country in
the world to live in (except the Mddle Easterners, let’s
be honest), but why is that? It's sinple really, people
consi der America the best because at any tinme of day, in
any part of the nation, you can walk into a store, slap a

dollar on the counter and | eave with a pack of M& Ms.

To understand the real Anerica, you need to ook at it as a
whol e. People often | ook at one or two sections of the
country and assune that because everyone is happy and

heal thy there, it nust nean that all Americans are living
exactly like that. No one thinks of the honel ess people
here as the same poverty as the starving, diseased,

downt rodden fol k of India or Africa. The reason for this is
in America, our destitute citizens have the |uxury of

pi cking their dinner froma MDonald s dunpster

Poverty is poverty. Does being dirt poor in the world s
ri chest country nean your plight isn't worth the effort of

others? We send mllions of dollars over seas while our own




homes burn, our citizens |ose their |ives, and the econony

falls apart.

Some of you out there are saying that we owe it to these
peopl e because of the years of colonialismthat destroyed
their culture, land, lives, riches, and resources. | just
want to know why |’ m responsible for the actions of others.
| had no part in any of the genocide or slavery, | have no
il wll towards them | couldn't care | ess about their
gold or dianonds and I wouldn’t waste any effort trying to

take any of that shit fromthem

But | should send ny hard earned noney over there so sone
not her fucker can use nedicine and food to pacify the
natives so it’'s easier to brainwash themwth the

i deol ogi es that the people who ruined their lives in the
first place. If you break sonmething with a hamrer, why
would you try to fix it with the sane hanmer? In this case
you used Christianity and technol ogi cal advances to destroy
their society and now you expect to fix this tragedy with
the sanme tired ideals and the continued use of new

t echnol ogi es.




Do you ever wonder why in area’s |like that there are no
skyscrapers, pizzeria s, or chain stores and they continue
to live like their ancestors did? They don’t want our
idea s, our way of life, the constant bonbardnent our
brains take on a daily basis fromreligion, politics, and
our capitalist society. They were happy and content wi thout
electricity or our disease, but then we showed up and j ust

had to fuck with shit.

We are the inferior ones. We think that stuff nakes us
happy and for sonme of us, it does. You worthless
i ndi viduals who think the nane witten across your tits or

ass can nmeke you who you are.

At other tines in the past when we have gone into other
countries to help themin tinmes of need, we’'ve left our own
| and i n shambl es. Fami ne, disease and natural disasters are
all tearing through Anerican lives like they are nothing. |
remenber the tsunam in Asia and everyone was all gung-ho
about hel ping out, but when Katrina, the Mdwest flooding
and the nassive fires destroyed a quarter of our country,
no one gave us any help. Qur governnent, charitable

organi zati ons, the people we give power to, always worry




about people who are thousands of mles away, rather than

payi ng attention to the plight of our own citizens.

They live in good comrunities where the problens renain
unseen. \Were the only death they fear is the natural
deat h, the peaceful, sleeping deaths in old age. America
has school shootings, massive floods, fires, which engulf
al nost entire states, the nost violent crine of any other
country, but a kid with flies on its face in the Sudan is
supposed to sadden ne. Msfortune only matters when it

falls upon the exotic.

W also live in a country that thousands of people cone to,
trying to make life a little nore glanorous, which there is
no problemwth seeing as we are all immgrants. What | do

have a problemw th is them making a shitload of noney and

sending it back over seas and live like kings. So, instead

of our econony growi ng fromthe boomin business, the val ue
of our noney goes into the shitter because it’s boosting

anot her country’s econony.

It seens |ike no one gives a shit what happens to this
country, as long as everyone el se is o-fucking-kay. Mybe

the next time you think about adopting a little Korean
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baby, you shoul d adopt an Anerican baby instead, theres
pl enty of those in abusive foster hones and governnment run

facilities.




Memories

The first night | saw her | was at a small, friendly
gathering with ny fiancé and her friends. She was across

the roomfromwhere we sat, at a table full of nen.

Her hair was |ong and dark, cascading over her lightly

t anned shoul ders and | andi ng about half way down her back.
Her breasts, full and |arge were practically exploding from
the tight button down top she wore. Her |ower body was
covered in a tight skirt and the only way to tell that |
could tell she wore nylons was because her shoe was hangi ng
fromthe tip of her toes and | could see the re-enforcenent
on the heel. | know it sounds silly, but I can still see
that image of her in my mind and to tell you the truth, |
don't even know what ny fiancé was wearing when we first

met, let alone that night.

As ny fiancé chit-chatted with her girlfriends, | snuck off

to the drink table and picked up two gl asses of w ne.

| approached the table, taking a deep breath to make sure
nmy voice didn't crack nmaki ng ne sound younger than |I am
and as | was about ten feet away, the guy next to her stood
and headed in the direction of the bathroom O course |

pirated his seat, set both glasses down and said, "You know
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you' re beautiful, right?" This |ine has worked a mllion
tinmes. |'ve actually seen wonen cream t hensel ves just by

heari ng those words.

"You know you're full of shit, right?" she replied, quick

on her feet.

"I"'mJeff," | said, extending ny hand and novi ng the gl ass

| had gotten for her across the small table area.

"Claire," she said, not grabbing nmy hand, but reaching into
her purse and renoving a cigarette. "Let nme guess, you've

cone to flirt with ne."

"Actual ly, no. You | ooked |onely over here. Besides, |I'm

engaged. " | showed the ring on ny finger and she nodded.

"Whay would you think | was lonely? I'"'mat a table full of

peopl e."

"But |'ve been watching you for the better part of the
night and I haven't seen you say a single word to any of

them Are they asshol es?”

"Yeah, they're ny brothers.”

| | aughed at ny original nervousness. Her brothers, |

t hought, why hadn't | cone over here earlier?
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It was about this tinme that her brother returned fromthe
bat hroomto reclaimhis seat. he glared at ne, giving nme
that | ook that said, 'Unless you get out of ny seat and
quit trying to fuck ny sister, you'll be eating through a

tube for the rest of your days.'

| took the hint and stood. As | turned to say goodbye, she
surprised ne by standing with ne and sayi ng, "Wuld you

like to go for a wal k wth?"

"Sure," | said, and she placed her armin mne and we

wal ked out into the yard together.

The night was hot and nuggy, so nuch so that the nonment we
st epped out the door, | was sweating. | was glad | had

br ought ny handkerchi ef.

As we wal ked around the yard, her hand in m ne, she tal ked
about her schooling, her friends, how her famly
practically di sowned her until her twenty-fifth birthday
when her father died and about her child. She had a little
girl, probably no older than the one I have with Any (ny
fiancé, for those too slowto catch up) who lived with her

father. It was clear that she m ssed her dearly.
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When it becane too hot to continue wal king, we sat down
under a tree and began to kiss. Her hand on nmy neck, m ne
in her hair, | could feel the beads of sweat formn ng

bet ween our skin. The | onger we sat there kissing, the

cool er the night seened to be.

Before I ong she was on ny lap, hiking up her black skirt
and showi ng ne the tops of the nylons she wore. No panties

sat on her crotch and I couldn't see any hair either.

The ni ght was dark and we were far enough away fromthe
house to not be seen by either of our respective famlies,
so |l wasn't worried. | was inside of her in no tinme and she
noaned as the head of my dick brushed past her tight |ips.
It had been weeks since | had last felt a woman around ne,
sol ely because of ny fiancé' s bright idea not to have sex
until we were married because it woul d make that night nore

magi cal .

She squeezed ny shoul ders, holding on tight as | grinded

into her and stroked her snooth |egs.

Then, just like that, it was over. | cane and | eaned back
agai nst the tree. She renoved ny nenber from her insides
and stood, straightening her skirt as her knees slightly

shook. When the after-effects of nmy erection wore off and |
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took a piss on the tree, we |inked arns once agai n, nade
sure we didn't look |ike we had just finished having sex

and entered the honme again.

| still haven't told ny fiancé about that night and |I don't
think I ever will. She m ght read about it in ny steany

|l etter to Penthouse though.
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Pain

Jesus take my pain away.

Al'l ah take ny pain away.

Kali take ny pain away.

Buddha take ny pain away.

Al'l these nanes |'ve called in tines,

that | have had great need.

But it seens, it these tines,

ny cries they do not heed.

| can't help but feel this hurt in every pore,

all I was told, was to trust, what god had in store.
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The Ballad of Edwin and Jeanine (Part 2)

Wien | went into the attic, | pulled the cord for the |ight
above ne out of habit, even though |I knew it had been
burned out the day before and to ny conplete surprise, the
light cane on. | hadn't changed it and I hadn't nentioned
to either of the ladies that it had been out, so | was

worri ed.

The light bulb illum nated the roomwell, al nost better
than | had expected, even if it only gave ny eyes the
ability to see a bunch of garbage that hadn't been | ooked

at in years.

The scratching sound was still going on, unlike the two
previ ous days when it had silenced itself upon ny entry
into the room | followed the direction it was com ng from
and it took me to the corner of the roomwhere there was a
| arge stack of old mlIk crates (amazing what you'll find in

an attic).

| noved the mlIk crates to the side and found a hol e about
four inches high and three wi de near the baseboard. The

scratching was comng fromthe little hole.
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Wanting to find out what this odd noise was, | grabbed the
corner of the old wall and pulled hard, ripping the boards
away. Once all the boards were gone, | peered into the hole

and al nost shit nysel f.

Inside was the girl that | had seen the previous day being
tortured by her father. The strange thing was she | ooked to
be alive still. | reached in, grabbed her by the shoul ders
and pulled her towards nme, making sure | didn't damage her

any nore than she al ready was.

When | renoved her fromthe wall, | was even nore horrified
to see the shape she was in. She | ooked to weigh | ess than
ei ghty pounds and was tied tightly with coarse rope on her
wrists and ankles. It appeared that she had been struggling
because there was bl ood dripping fromthe areas where the
rope cut the deepest and she was crying. Her hair had been
pul l ed out, chunks of skin tore fromher scalp in the
process and both of her |legs were shattered so it nmade them

flop around |li ke a rag doll.

| quickly found an old razor left up there | ong ago and
used it to cut the ties that held her. As | renpved the

rope, it pulled |large masses of skin from her arns that
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tore away with a sickening sound. She screaned. At |east |

knew she was still breathing.

Once she was free, | stood, pulled ny cell phone out of ny
pocket and tried to dial the police to get themto send an
anbul ance. My signal didn't work, so | took off down the
rickety stairs to the second floor where | knew it would
wor k. As soon as ny bars were in place, | dialed again and
got a signal. As the phone began to ring, | turned around

and saw the girl wal ki ng down the stairs towards ne.

When Jeani ne and Mabel returned to the house they found ne
covered in blood, naked, laying on the floor in the hall.
Bot h wonen rushed to find out what was wong with and to
tell you the absolute truth, | have no idea. The |ast thing
| renmenber was the girl wal king down the stairs and the
shock that it caused ne to see soneone who had two clearly

shattered | egs wal ki ng.

After |1 had gotten a little rest, | ventured back up to the
attic and | ooked around. The wall that | had torn apart to
find the girl was now back together and even stranger than
that, the hole that | had originally found there was no

| onger there either. Nothing el se happened that day that

was extrenely strange, but | could see that Jeani ne | ooked
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at nme a different way. For the rest of the week everything
went exactly according to plan and I saw nothing out of the
ordinary. | dreaded the arrival of the weekend though,
because the events of the previous Saturday and Sunday

still floated in ny m nd.

When | awoke that next Saturday | was relieve to see that
Jeanine was in the bed wwth ne. The whol e situati on may
have been a |l ot | ess extrenme had soneone, anyone, been in
the house with nme when the supernatural experiences

occurr ed.

We decided that | needed a little tinme away instead of
bei ng cooped up all the tine, so we went to brunch. W
found a little café in the downtown sector and | ordered
coffee and an English nuffin, while she just had the

cof fee. Everything was going fine until | |ooked up and
noti ced that Jeani ne had snudged her |ipstick on her coffee

cup and | made a gesture for her to check it.

She pulled out a mrror fromher purse and began to inspect
hersel f. She wi ped her lip a couple tines, but the snudge
wasn’'t com ng off. Soon she was frustrated and grabbed her
| i ps, then began to tear her skin off of her skull. | sat

i n shock seeing her do sonething that grisly.
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"Fucking lipstick," she said as she finished tearing her
flesh off of her head. "I hate when it gets snudged, it
just nmakes ne feel so ugly."” She | ooked at herself in the

mrror again and said, "Al better now "

| starred at her skull. Watching the blood trickling down
her muscl es and off of her chin, splashing into the cup of
cof fee she had and swirling around |i ke the creaner nade ne
sick. Then, like it was sone sort of hallucination, her

face was back on and nothing seened w ong.

"Honey," she said, pulling ne back to reality. "Is there

sonmet hing the matter?"

"No, I"'mfine, just pre-occupied wth sonething about

wor k. "

"Well stop thinking about it. | think that’s why you’ ve
been acting so strange lately. Maybe you shoul d thi nk about
seeing a therapist at the job. You have access to them

don’t you?"

"Yeah, maybe that’s a good idea," | said, taking another
sip of nmy coffee. | didn’t plan on taking ny eyes off of

her the rest of the tinme we were out.
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Bei ng the Christmas season, Jeani ne thought it would be a
good idea if the two of us were to go ice skating. |
t hought it was an okay plan too and since | didn't have

anything else to do, we went.

After renting the skates and putting themon, we got out on
the ice and began to warm up. Jeani ne was incredible. She
skated in circles, did figure eights and even junped from
the ice a fewtines. | on the other hand | ooked |ike an
ass. | was slipping, sliding and didn’t even know what |

was doi ng out there.

| had already fallen a dozen times or nore, so when that
next contact with the ice cane, | stayed down. Not only did
| want to catch ny breath, but | also wanted ny ass and
knees to stop their aching. As | laid face first on the ice
staring down, | saw sonmething begin to float up towards ne
fromthe bottom M first thought was that the ice wasn’t
strong enough and | was going to die of hypotherm a after

falling through the ice.

It was at that point that | was the nost scared in ny
entire life. As | watched the formfloat to the top, |
began to study the object harder. | noticed that it was a

human body and | began to panic thinking that | would have
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to spend the rest of the day at the scene of the crine
answering questions about it. | was wong. The object hit
the ice right in front of my face. At this point I could
only see its back because it floated to the top face down.
After bobbing for a few nonents under the ice, the body
turned itself over and the face of the girl who I had found
in the attic yesterday was staring nme in the face. She
began to beat on the ice, trying to get out, and | slid
onto ny butt and began to scoot as far away fromthat spot
as possible. She was now slamm ng her fists into the ice
even harder and even though | was noving away, | could see
t he bl ood beginning to gather beneath the ice in the spot

she was in.

Then it stopped. | sat there in shock for a few nonents

bef ore taking another breath. Then | felt the slanm ng
again, this tinme comng fromdirectly under ne. | noved
back a little and the girl | ooked nme right in the face. Her
nmout h began to curl back into a slight smle and when it
was fully bared | could see that she had no teeth. There
wer e bl oody hol es where they fornerly were and nore bl ood

began to gat her between us.




It was at that nonent that | screaned like a little girl.
Wthin mnutes, Jeanine was by ny side, holding ne as |

began to cry.

"What’'s the matter?" she asked, cradling ne |ike a nother

woul d to her frightened infant.

"I think I’"mgoing crazy," said between gasps.

"I think you are too," she said. "I think you are too."

W went right home after that and | | ocked nyself in the
bat hroom Jeanine didn’'t cone to the door to check on ne
for at |east three hours. | don’t blame her, she thinks I'm
crazy and | think I'"mcrazy too at this point. | needed
sonme tinme to nyself. When she did finally conme to the door
and knock, | told her | needed sone nore time to just sit
and think. She didn't bother nme again for the rest of the

ni ght and when | left the bathroom she was already in bed.

| want to tell you that up until this point, none of the
shocki ng sights hurt Mabel, Jeanine or |, at |east not
physically. Even when they found ne covered in bl ood and
unconsci ous on the floor, | found no marks or wounds on ny

body, but that was about to change.
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When | opened ny eyes that Sunday norning, Jeanine wasn't
in bed with ne. | wanted to freak out, but then I
remenbered that it was the third Sunday of the nonth and
the girls always tried to go to St. Paul's Epi scopa

Church. They know | don't support any organi zed religion,
but after the two weeks | had just had, I was willing to go

anywhere as long as | wasn't alone in the house.

| laid there in bed staring at the wall and not noving
until Jeanine got home. | just didn't feel safe anynore;

the terror had gotten the best of ne.

When Jeani ne did get hone, she didn't say a word to ne.
hope she doesn't hate ne now, but to tell you the truth,
our relationship is the last thing on ny m nd. Now that
they were home, | dressed nyself and decided to take a

wal k. | hoped the fresh air would do ne good.

As | wal ked | thought to nyself about everything | had
seen. The vision of Mbel's corpse covered in insects, the
weird scratching, the father and daughter in the attic,
finding her body in the attic, the ice skating incident,
and the brunch incident all flowed through ny mnd. The
reason | was thinking about those things so much is because

each seened so real. Wen Mabel was licking ny fingers that
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were covered with Jeanine's blood, | could feel her tongue
on ny skin. | could see the nuscles on Jeanine' s face when
she peeled it off. Everything felt like it was actually

happeni ng, but | knew it wasn't. Wat was going on with ne?

When | arrived at home an hour later | still didn't have an
answer for the questions that plagued nmy mind. | felt so
hel pl ess and al one because Jeanine didn't believe ne. How
can we have a relationship if she thinks I'mout of ny

m nd? Shit, | think I'mout of nmy m nd.

| wal ked in the house to the snell of neatloaf. Mabel had a
nice, big loaf in the oven and mashed potatoes and corn
cooking on the stove. | couldn't wait for dinner and that

t hought conpletely took ny mnd off of what | was dwelling

on, at least for a nonent.

| went through the house towards the stairs and cli nbed
themslowy, still not happy that | had to return to the

pl ace that had caused ne so nuch hell.

As | rounded the corner to go up the second case of stairs,
| heard the famliar mnmusic of Guns 'n Roses com ng from our
bedroom Jeanine |oved Guns 'n Roses. She had seen them

|ive over ten timnes.
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When | reached the top, | wal ked into the back room
renoved ny jacket and shoes and sat down on the bed. The
stereo was loud, so loud |I could hardly hear nyself think,

so | reached over to it and turned it off.

| expected Jeanine to cone out of her hiding spot and
confront ne over why | had stopped her CD, but that was not
the case. | now sat in silence in the roomthinking about
what was occupying her so nmuch that she didn't care about

@Qns 'n Roses.

"Jeanine!" | called out, hoping she would answer.

No reply canme to ne.

"Jeanine!" | called again, this tine |ouder. Her shoes,
purse, coat and keys were all still where she had put them

down when she got hone.

| checked far and wi de, the bathroom the closets; | even
went downstairs and searched all the roons in the huge
house. She was absol utely nowhere to be found. | could hear
Mabel puttering around in the basenment, so | hollered down
to her and asked if Jeanine was down there with her. She

replied that she wasn't.
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| was now in a state of shock. My bl ood pressure was
skyrocketing as | searched every nook and cranny for
Jeani ne. What | saw next made ne |lose faith in everything

have ever believed in.

Thirty m nutes of searching took nme to the garage, the only
pl ace | positively knew she woul dn't be. Jeani ne hated the
garage. Wien she was younger, a group of nei ghborhood kids
who didn't |ike her and picked on her, tricked her into
going into her garage, then barricaded the door and left.
She sat in that garage for six hours until her father got
home fromwork. By that tinme she was a bl ubbering ness and
ever since, she would never go into a garage for fear of a

simlar fate.

When | opened the door and turned on the lights | expected
to see the two cars and nothing nore, like | said, in ny
W | dest dreans | wouldn't inmagi ne Jeanine going into that

garage again, but there she was.

| could only see her hands. They were hangi ng over opposite

si des of the car.

"Jeanine,"” | said. "Honey, why are you in the garage?

t hought you hated it in here." Wen she didn't answer, |

made ny way up the side of the car, not anxious to see the
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condition she was in. | imrediately thought of the worst.
When | reached her side and | ooked down, all the
preparation in the world couldn't have conditioned ne for

what | saw next.

As | had guessed, Jeanine was |aying spread eagle on the
hood. Her face had been torn fromher skull, just like in
the vision at the cafe. As | started to cry, | |eaned down
and put ny hand in hers, and when our skin touched, she sat

up and grabbed nmy shoul ders.

| freaked, junping backwards and sl anm ng agai nst the

m scel | aneous junk piled up along the walls. She noved her
arms frantically for a noment nore, as if she were trying
to grab ne, then fell back to the car in the sane position

she was laying in before.

| fell to the floor and pulled nmy I egs up tight against ny
chest. Jeanine was really dead; this was not an illusion
| i ke the others. For the first tinme inny life, | had

absol utely no idea what to do.

| decided to |leave. After all, whenever a woman ends up
dead, the first person they come to is the husband, or in
this case boyfriend. Mdst of you are saying that running

just makes it worse, but you try explaining to the police
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that you’' ve been seeing dead people and that a girl from
the attic killed your girlfriend. After you do that, cone

see ne.

| d been thinking about what Jeani ne said about the house.
Tax evasion didn't seemlike a crine punishable by life in
prison, so | wanted to do sone research. \Woever had owned
this house before had obviously done sonething very bad and

made this place what it is today, Hell

The library was ny first stop. Watever had gone on in the
house before Jeani ne and Mabel had noved in had to have
been recorded in the papers, especially if it nmeant a man

had to spend the rest of his life in prison

Instead of taking a car and being easier to identify, |

wal ked. The library wasn’t far, only about five bl ocks, so
it only took ne a nonent to reach ny destination. The whole
way there | was thinking about what | mght possibly find
that woul d make this whol e situation seem pl ausi ble. |

al ready had an i dea about what happened in the house, but |
wasn’t going to junp to any concl usions based on what ny

eyes have seen. | may never even trust nmy sight again.

| walked into the library and smle at the cop standi ng by

the door. My hands had Jeanine’s blood on them so | hid
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themin ny pockets and nmade ny first stop the bathroom |
checked quickly to nmake sure that no one was inside, and
then I went in. The bathroom snelled of piss. | could just
i magi ne the honel ess nen going in every norning and

cl eaning thensel ves the best they could in the sink. | was
right. The sink | ooked |ike sonmeone had taken a shit init.
| carefully turned on the faucet, rolled up ny sleeves and
began to scrub the blood fromny hands. | was al nost

t hankful that the sink | ooked the way it did. It would nmake
it harder for police to trace anything in that horrible

pl ace back to nme. After checking nyself out in the mrror
to make sure there were no stray drops of blood on ny

clothing, I then made ny way back to the library.

The conputers that held the newspapers fromyears back were
on the far corner. The screens sat at an angle so that only
the person sitting in front of the machine could see what
was on the page. That was good for ne; | didn’t need any

pryi ng eye watching ny every nove.

Jeanine told nme that she had noved in when she was ten, so
the first thing | did was put in that year. Then | put in
the address to the house and had any nention of that
address in that year pull up on the page. There were

multiple articles about the house, but it wasn't until |
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noved back to the paper from January 22, 1989 that | found

the one | was | ooking for.

The article stated: Today John Ral ston was taken into
custody by police for the alleged crinme of killing his two
daughters. The police were first alerted to this when a
nei ghbor, who asked not to be identified, who was close to
the famly reported that she hadn’t seen Ralston’s
daughters in over a nonth. Wen police searched the house,
they found no bodies and M. Ralston told police that his
daughters were spending sone tine with their grandnother.
After a search of the house, police found enough evidence
to charge M. Ralston with the nurder of his two daughters,
Mary age 11, and Rebecca, age 15. M. Ralston and his

| awyer refused to coment to this journalist.

| skipped ahead a few days and found a related article.
Pol i ce have now rel eased informati on on the evidence that
put the trial of John Ralston in the works. Upon search of
t he house, no bodies were found, but the police did nanage
to retrieve half a dozen fingernails, two clunps of bl oody
hair and m scel | aneous torture devices in the attic. John
Ral ston is on trial for the nurder of his tw daughter’s

ages 11 and 15.
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That article had a footnote, added | ater to nmake the
articles easier to find. The footnote sited two |ater
articles. The first only had a quote from Ral ston's | awer
saying that his client was an upstandi ng nenber of the

community and was conpletely innocent of all charges.

The next article stated that during the first week of the
trial, while Ralston was in holding, an adjacent inmate
stabbed himtwelve tinmes in the chest. He died shortly

thereafter.

That was all | needed to put the story together. Apparently
the vision | had seen in the attic was real, just on a
different level of reality. It wasn't taking place now, but
the energy fromthe event carried on into the present.
Knowi ng that neither body was ever found makes this even

nore interesting.

Knowi ng what | knew then, | rushed back to the house. If |
was | ucky, Mabel was still alive and I could get there in
time. | needed to find the other body. |I’ve seen enough

horror novies to know that when a spirit is extracting
revenge on the living, the only thing that can let it rest
in peace is to find the body and solve the case. Hopefully

this would work in real life.
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Qutside the library | began sprinting towards the house. As
| ran, ny head began to throb with every step |I took and
increased until | finally couldn't take it anynore and had
to sit down on the curb. Wien | sat, the throbbing got

worse, so | closed ny eyes.

In the kitchen Mabel busily made enough food for the three
of us. | watched as she noved quickly, chopping neat up for
the skillet. After she finished cutting the neat, she
pitched the knife into the sink and when it was about to

| and, a fist reached up fromthe drain and grabbed it by
the handl e. The hand then turned the blade so it pointed

straight up in the sink.

Mabel put the skillet on the stove, which was opposite from
t he sink and when she turned around, another hand shot out
from under the oven and grabbed her foot, tripping her.

Then scene went in slow notion at the tinme she began to

fall forward. | watched as her face noved towards the

knife, she could finally see it now and by the tinme she

t hought to brace herself, it was too |ate. Mabel fell face

first onto the blade burying it deep between her eyes.

| opened ny eyes and junped up. | ran so fast that it

didn't feel like ny feet even touched the ground.
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Sprinting up the wal k, | grabbed the kitchen door and fl ung
it open to its fullest. Exactly like the vision, Mbel was
now |l aying on the floor with the knife in her head in a

pool of bl ood.

| sat down on the floor of the kitchen and caught ny
breath. | was pissed at nyself that | hadn't gotten here

sooner, maybe | coul d have saved her.

As | rested though, the scratching which | was fam|liar

w th began again, com ng through the kitchen floor this
time. I got on ny knees and pulled the knife from Mabel's
face, then used it to pry up the floor boards. Wen I
reached dirt, | tried to use the knife as a makeshift
shovel , but after a few nonents | realized it wasn't
working very well, so | pitched it aside and began scoopi ng
dirt out with ny hands. Soon | was heaving clunps onto the

wooden fl oor and naki ng progress.

Monments later, as | renoved nore dirt, | saw a face. | dug
deeper and finally uncovered an entire body after digging
for about an hour. The body was heinous. The girl was at

| east two hundred and fifty pounds, but at |east she still
had all of her hair. As | |ooked down her body, | noticed

that her arnms were wapped closely to her torso with barbed
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wre. Her |ips had al so been sewn shut and just |ike the

other girl, her legs were shattered.

At this time the kitchen started to fill with snoke from
the skillet of burning neat on the stove. | grabbed the
food, threwit in the sink, and then turned around to
extinguish the flame. As | turned back to face the body, it
was standing straight up in the hole staring at ne dead in

the face.

| freaked and took off into the living room Even though
her | egs were broken she followed nme. | rounded the stairs,
trying to get to the second |l evel. Wien | reached the

| andi ng before the second flight of stairs, | saw the other
girl standing in our bedroom staring at ne. She began
noving towards nme and | could still see the other girl
comng up the stairs. As quickly as |I could, | dove into

t he bat hr oom

Now | knew | was crazy. | had just seen the corpses of ny
girlfriend and her nother. | couldn't take it anynore. |

began to cry.

When ny nother and | returned to the house, Edwi n was

nowhere in sight. The kitchen was a nmess with dirt all over
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the floor. It | ooked as though he had ripped up the floor

boar ds too.

| followed the trail of dirty footprints to the top of the

stairs where they stopped at the bat hroom door

"Edwi n," | said, knocking on the door. "Edwin, are you in
there? Mother and | are honme. Do you want sonething to

eat ?"

He didn't answer, so | tried the handle. The door to the

bat hroom was unl ocked, so | turned the knob and entered.

Edwi n sat on the floor naked. He was soaking wet and there
was water all over the floor that overflowed fromthe tub
and the toilet. He was covered in his own shit, chew ng on

a bar of soap.

That's when | realized that he had lost it. | didn't want
to believe it before when he was seeing visions and in
constant fear of every little noise, but seeing himlike
that, so vulnerable and clearly out of his m nd nade ne

realize that.

W called the hospital and had hi m put away. They've been
doi ng tests on himever since at the Crestview Menori al

Home for Mentally Unstable Individuals. | still |love him
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and visit hi mwhenever | can, but it's |like he doesn't even

know | 'mthere. He's in his own little worl d.

| sat in that bathroomfor the |ongest tine. It's now been
thirty days without any food. |'ve been keeping nyself

hydr at ed t hough. Strange because | haven't been out of the

bathroomto pay any of the bills. | can’'t keep going on
like this. I"’mstarting to lose ny mnd fromall the
poundi ng that the spirits keep doing on the door. |I'msure
help will conme soon. At |east, | hope so.
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The Dance

The sweet taste of the tobacco was turning ny throat into a
rusty pipe. It burns every single tine | take a drag, but |
just can’t stop. It’s like a mstress to ne. One that
commands ny worship and won’'t take no for an answer, if |

coul d answer.

The affair started when | was sixteen, stealing cigarettes
fromny father, cheep, terrible tasting ones that made ne
want to never start to begin with. | renmenber that first
drag, feeling dangerous and bad, hoping neither of ny
parents woul d burst in and catch ne. It never happened,
they didn’t even find out that | snoked until my nother
woke ne one day when | was ei ghteen and saw t he pack of

Kanmel Red’ s sitting on ny wi ndow sill.

Now, five years later, the Mstress of my lungs still binds
nme tight, keeping ne on a short |eash. She allows nothing
to happen wi thout her involvenent, whether it be watching
television or a novie, taking a shit, even waking up in the

nor ni ng.

As | sit on ny couch, | becone distracted by the beautiful

snoke, danci ng above the burning end of the cigarette,
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seductively shaking it’s hips and drawing ne in for a

cl oser 1 ook.

Snoke real ly burns your eyes.

|’ m About to Lose My Frickin M nd

| have a Passion, just as Christ did. Only mne isn't for
getting killed by a bunch of Jews and Romans, but for break
danci ng and pretending to be a world fanmous cake decorator.
This chili snells Iike shit.

A d nen hardly ever have enough sense to just shut the fuck
up and believe whatever they are told. Wy do they
continually think that because they have been on this earth
for a few decades that they know everything? Hey, old nman,
how do you hook up a fucking HDM cable from your converter
box to the TV? Oh, really, you don't know, well, if you
didn’t act |ike such a fucking dick, I mght show you.

The Four Horsenen of Intelligence:

Ri chard Dawki ns

Dani el Cennett

Sam Harris

Chri st opher Hitchens

*Bonus Entry*

D agoras of Mel os
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Sat an speaks through a jar of nayonnaise in ny basenent.
Real fucking mayonnai se too, not Mracle VWip. Mracle Wip
has the voice of Def Leppard drummer Neal Peart. Recently,
the only thing that | found odd about this is that even
when M. Peart is speaking through the Mracle Wip, you
can still tell that he only has one arm

Way nust | break ny neck to lick ny ass? That doesn’'t seem
fair, after all, dogs do that shit. If it didn’t hurt so
much to wear that goddammed hal o, | would break ny neck
nore often.

Spitting is a horrible habit, and don't get nme wong, | do
it regularly, but it really sucks when soneone spits and
then you fall down a flight of stairs and | and face down in
the puddle of saliva. It’s even worse when it has phl egm or
chunks of what they just ate in it. Blood is okay because
wal ki ng around with bl oody spit on your face makes you | ook
| i ke a hard ass, but other than that, it’'s just fucking

gr oss.

My big toe is now the size of all nmy other toes. It hurts a
little, but | think that this wtchdoctor that | nmet in
Boca put a spell on ny to try and shrink ny head, but he
fucked it up and now ny shoes don't fit so well. I’ m going
to have to visit a friend who has a part-tine job as a

anti-wi tchdoctor, and see if he can reverse this shit. It
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really throws off ny bal ance and when your life is a
constant tight rope walk, that doesn’t help at all.

Death is sonmething that is only fun when it happens to
someone you don't like. Then you can go to the wake and get
pi ss drunk and not have to worry about it. If it’s soneone
you |l ove, you can still go to the wake and get wasted, but
when the effects of the al cohol begin to wear off, the pain
conmes back. Just as a word of advice, if a |oved one dies,
becone an al coholic, it’s so nuch easier to deal with than
t he constant agony of your nom or dad dying.

|’ ve al ways wondered, with nale blowup dolls, if there is
actually a high demand for themwith the female crowd, or
if it’s just a gay thing. | nean, that scenario is kind of
true for nale strippers, nost of the wonen I know only go
to Chi ppendal e shows as a goof, to just have a fun tine
whil e sone hairless dude is shaking his junk in their face,
where as nmen go to the strip club for nore than that. Gay
guys are just |like straight guys as far as sexuality goes,
so I’msure they like seeing sone dude flop his dick around
ina bikini, but I don’t think that wonen actually go to
these things as a sexual encounter. The sane woul d probably
be true for a bl owup doll, because unless they nade it
with |Iike a noveabl e tongue or a dick nmade out of rubber,

then it would just be |like cuddling. There is no way you
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are going to get an inflated piece of plastic into a tight,
tight, well, you know. And in that case, if they did have a
noveabl e tongue or a hard rubber cock, then why not just
buy a vibrator in the first place and save yoursel f all

t hat storage space? Conmpbn sense.

FFFFFFFFFF w  w CCCCCCCCe KK KK
FF w W cC CC KK KK
FF w  w cC KK KK
FFFFF w W cC KK KK

FF w W cC KK KK

FF w  w cC CC KK KK
FF UUUUUUUU COCCCCCCe KK KK

| don’t know what it is, but if I don't try really hard to
keep ny left eye open, it always ends up |ooking squinty. |
don’t know it’s happening, it just does. | only notice in
pi ctures, when | see nyself and | say to nyself, “Wiy is ny
fucking eye so squinty?” | guess there is one good point to
it, if I do ever happen to be captured and tortured by a
rival, they won’t be able to gouge that eye out of ny skul
wth as much ease. They’' d probably end up squishing it and
what good is an eyeball that’s been squi shed, other than
for a collage of course.

Amazing. It is amazing to nme that someone is actually out

there, right at this nonent, possibly fucking a goat. Think

41




about it. There are 6 billion people on this planet, and
maybe 0. 001 percent of them are animal fuckers. That neans
t hat we probably have a few people fingering sheep right
now, another couple people sticking a cat up their ass, and
t hat one guy, banging the hell out of a goat in the mddle
of the field. Wll, let’'s be fair, he probably has nore
class than that, he probably |ays out sonme hay on the fl oor
of his barn, pours sone fine wine and then gets it in the
nood by giving it a hoof nassage and all sorts of other,
pseudo- ki nky things that you could do with a goat. Then,
when the nonment is right, he starts making out with it,
licking onits lips and taking its tongue into his nouth,
gently sucking on it and kissing all over its neck.

Then he puts his dick init.

Yeah, | know, it’'s gross.

Breaking a glass on the floor of your bathroom and never
cleaning it up will prevent your friends fromusing the
toil et when you invite them over.

Al so, putting animl blood all over the seat of the toilet
is a good way to keep themfromshitting in your bow .
Check that, the best way to keep your stupid ass friends
fromusing your bathroomis to just brick up the entrance
to the bathroom If they can't get in, they definitely

can’t use it then. R ght?
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| ask nyself, alnost every day of the week, What Wuld
Gandhi Do? | am 100% sure that he woul d NOT rape anyone,
nmur der them snoke crack, beat his wife (unless she was
being a real bitch), or take a piss on soneone’s face.
There are other things he wouldn’t do, such as eat a
hanburger, or wear one of those 1980 s | eat her gang

j ackets, but that’s beside the point.
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Interview Bill Zebub

A few years back, | was at ny favorite video store, Tine
Travel er Records in Cuyahoga Falls, OH when ny friend
Lonni e, who runs the DVD section of said store introduced
me to alittle novie called Jesus Christ Serial Rapist. |
i mredi ately purchased it, went hone and watched it. The
next day | ordered every Bill Zebub novie from Anazon
starting with Dolla Mrte.

Bill Zebub is one of the nost original directors that |
have ever seen. His novies are a m x of dark comedy and
shocki ng horror.

That was three years ago and | still | ove everything about
Bill Zebub's novies. In the sumer of 06, | had the

pl easure of taking nmy wife to New Jersey to see the prenier
of his novie Spooked, and neet Bill in person.

Because of how great of a guy he is, he agreed to an
interview for the second issue of 665.9. | hope you enjoy

it.

What was the one factor that got you into making novies?
Getting a canera for ny 18th birthday, ha ha. Throughout
hi gh school | had dreanmed of meki ng novies on the super 8
filmcaneras. | had friends who owned them but they weren't

very excited about doing anything with them | was never
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able to convince themto do anything. They just didn't

care. When | was given a video canera ny |ife changed..

Do you ever wite a script that wouldn't be in the horror
or comedy genre?

| have many notes for projects outside of those two genres,
but I haven't fleshed out a conplete script yet. | may do
an art house novie called "Nonsense" soon. It's just a

matter of budget, really.

What do you think of bands who blend netal with el ements

| i ke funk or prog, such as the Mars Volta and Coheed &
Canbri a?

|"ve never heard those bands or that kind of nusic. The
hybrids that attract nme are the ones that elevate the
musi c, |ike when the bands use m nor scal es or enpl oy
orchestral instrunents. | have never nuch cared for the
pentatonic scale, which is what rock and funk use. It's the

nmusi cal equival ent of slang. | hate sl ang.

What is your favorite novie that isn't a horror or conedy?
| don't have a favorite anything. My nood determn nes what |

| i ke at that nonent. That neans that | can hate sone things
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in one nood that | |ove while experiencing another nood.
But a quick reply to your question - like, if you ask ne to
select a novie to watch that isn't horror or conedy - |

woul d i nmedi ately call to m nd "Amadeus."

The thenes in your novies are mainly ones that would drive
maj or audi ences away. Do you think these kind of novies
will ever catch on?

| sort of nake "experinents."” Sone are nore |iked than
others, but | don't think that any of them can ever "catch
on" so-to-speak. | suppose you can consider them as novies

for excl usive audi ences.

| know you have a certain intimcy with your fans. Every
time | email you, you respond back. Do you find that people
cone up to you on the street (outside of your native New
Jersey and at com c cons and the whatnot) and recogni ze you
or ask for your autograph?

| have been in the public eye since | was 18. | polluted
north Jersey with countless VHS tapes of ny early skits,
and soon after got a spot in a local radio station, and a
short time later | began making a fanzine that turned into
an international magazine that was translated in severa

countries like Latvia, Slovakia, Japan, and Jupiter. CX,
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maybe not Jupiter. But anyway, | have seem ngly al ways been

approached by strangers. | like it.

Do you ever read the reviews of your novies on Netflix?

| ooked at nost of them and people just don't seemto get
it, citing things |ike bad graphics, and bad acti ng.

| have never been a nenber of that thing, but | have
occasional ly been Enmil ed a copy-and-paste of some of the
nmenber-reviews. Well, |'ve made sone stinkers, especially
in the earlier days. But even ny |atest novies are things
that only very few people will understand or enjoy. Perhaps
it is best to consider me an "alternative" to the usual
entertainment. |If ny novies were food, they would be an
acquired taste to sone, and a guilty pleasure to sone

ot hers, but nost people would consider it to be castor oil.

|"ve been a big fan of the Gimoire since | started

wat chi ng your novies, what did you base the creation of
sai d magazi ne on?

| just wanted to nake a unique fanzine. At first it was to
be serious, but I was drunk one night and jokingly wote a
review that was only to be read by friends. Everyone who
read the review urged ne to publish it, but my sense of

fair play nade nme send an advance copy of the review to the
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band so that the nmenbers could wite a rebuttal in the sane
i ssue. That was the best thing that | could have done. The
band threatened ne, and | printed every word. After a few

i ssues, this becanme ny trademark. | discarded the practice
because bands were hoping for a bad review just so they
could wite a rebuttal. It becane too contrived. But the
flavor of the mag remmi ned the sanme - it was hunor-m nded

i nstead of being Edgar-Allen Poe-ish as | had first

i nt ended. ..

When you ask girls to be in the novies (seeing as they

al nost al ways appear in various stages of undress) how do
you approach thenf

That is an industry secret, heh heh. But | do have to say
that | do not tal k people into doing anything. Believe it
or not, there are nultitudes of people who becone very

excited by the scripts.

A lot of your horror novies deal with both the
psychol ogi cal aspect of horror and the gory aspect (i.e.
J.CS. R and The Crucifier), while others use the nore gory
approach to get the job done (Kill the Scream Queen). Most
mai nstream novi es only use one or the other, but hardly

blend the two. Do you see the genre changi ng any away from
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novies |ike Saw and the remakes of the old slasher novies,
into nore of a blend of Hitchcock and Takashi M ke?
Believe it or not, | amnot a student of horror. The novies
that you cited were ny early attenpts, and what i was goi ng
for was "nood." Sonetines | succeeded and sonetines |
failed. | have three "horror" novies that are in the works

for 2008. Breaking Her WII, Ravage the Scream Queen, and |

told You Not To Call The Police. They each differ in nopod,

gore, and sexuality, but | never base what | do on what is
going on in the horror world. I aman outsider. | guess the
only reason you would call those novies of mne horror is
because there is no conedy in them ha ha. This nay get a
bi g "boo" fromyour readers, but | have never seen a

Ronmero novie. | have not seen many of the horror novies

that are hailed by horror fans as being essential.

A lot of your novies deal with religion, its fallacies and
how obsessed this country is with god. Do you see the

pl ague of religion dying out? It seens |like nore and nore
antireligious organizations pop up every day, but the nedia
tends to ignore them because of criticismfromthe
conservati ves.

The bl asphenpous content is sort of |ike presenting a soci al

mrror to viewers. | don't knowif religion is dying. One
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artist tal ked about how Christianity was the protection
against Muslins, and that as Christianity faded in Europe
the Muslins began overrunning the cities. But even if al
religions were to suddenly disappear, the fact remains that
nost of the population has an 1 Q of 100 or |ower. So w ping

out a stupid belief system does not w pe out stupid people.

Fi nal question: Listening to bands |ike Mercyful Fate,
Rotting Christ and other black netal bands can give a
really bad face to society. Mst people think that
listening to "satanic" nusic nmakes you a Satani st yourself.
Can you briefly explain your spiritual beliefs, if you have
any?

Mercyful Fate to nme is a "theater of the mind." And | nust
say that no matter what you hear, they are NOT bl ack netal
Wt hout getting too deep and too | ong-w nded, |let ne just
say that listening to a band that has lyrics |like "bringing
t he bl ood of the newborn child" is the sanme thing as

wat chi ng a horror novie that has a baby being sacrificed.
It's entertai nment. Humans are irrational, and they have
many dark facets. The people who try to bury the dark parts
of thensel ves play a dangerous gane. Pretending that you
don't have that bad energy does not destroy it. A person

who sees those ugly things in hinself is better able to
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control those forces - to turn that bad energy into
sonet hi ng acceptable. That's why sone people turn rage into
art that others can enjoy, and why sone people go home and

ki ck the dog.

The Grimoire of Exalted Deeds is available online as a PDF at

thegrimoire.com. Bill Zebub’s movies are available from many online
retailers including Amazon, Music Video Distributors, Best Buy and of
course billzebub.com. Bill currently has many pots in the fire, aside from
the magazine and his movies, he also has a metal band called Blood God.

You can check them out on the Grimoire site.
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End Note:

Holy fucking dog shit! You've made it to the end of the second edition. This is
terribly disappointing, | tried to make this one much more offensive than any of

the other bullshit that you've seen or heard of.

Oh well, there’s always next time.

Dedwin Hedon
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