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Woord van de pr 

Fixers, 
 
In deze donkere tijden brengen we graag wat gepast leesvoer 
voor jullie. Voor halloween, op onze tocht door het 
Citadelpark, brachten we niet enkel fun opdrachten, 
wandelplezier, snoep en spitbull. Daarnaast verzorgde Flor ook 
de nodige ‘lore’ bij deze tocht. De regen verhinderde echter 
wat volk deze toplectuur grondig door te nemen of er ten volle 
van te kunnen genieten. 
 
Daarom beslisten we om deze verhalen te bundelen en te 
publiceren, ook voor de mensen die er die avond niet konden 
bij zijn. 
 
Full credit voor Flor! We love you. 

 
Happy scary reading! 
Geniet nog even na 
van deze Ideefix 
Halloween saga. 
 
Jullie pr 
 
Jens 
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De halloween saga’s 

Portal to another world 
 
Know that a lot of people tend to believe that mirrors are a 
certain kind of portal to another world: a world just like ours, 
yet somewhat... corrupted… Just a little bit out of place. It all 
looked the same: there wasn't a thing out of place. And yet, 
still, there would always be that feeling as if something wasn’t 
quite right, not quite the way it should be. Like the way one 
might feel when they knew they we’re supposed to remember 
something but couldn't remember exactly what it was. I always 
figured it might feel like that. 
 
But that's not all of it. Some people also believe that your 
reflection in that mirror isn’t you at all: it's some sort of 
monster. A monster that wants nothing more than to trade 
places with you so you would live the rest of your life in the 
corrupted world. Doing so, it could live your life and steal your 
real friends and real family. At that point, you'll become that 
reflection. You'll simply be mirroring the life of the thing that 
stole everything you had. Such strange stories people come up 
with. 
 
I always wonder how people come up with such absurd things. 
The "things that go bump in the night" are more than just those 
little bumps and sounds. Who could possibly believe those are 
monsters under their beds and ghouls in their closets? I, for 
one, never honestly and truly believed those stories. I think I 
secretly believed there was just the slightest lick of truth to 
them.  



Obelixke – 2,boooooeeh – Halloween Saga  

 5 

Well, I now know there was definitely some truth to those 
stories. Just a little… The rest differs entirely from one person’s 
point of view.  
 
It was rather dark, all of the lights in the house were off and 
the sun had set a long time ago. A dark house and home alone: 
does that sound familiar? A typical cliche, isn't it? It's only 
logical I'd be alone: I don't live with anyone. Why are the lights 
off? Light are dreadfully painful on my weak little eyes. 
Shameful. Yeah. Whenever there's too much light, I get one of 
those headaches: it feels like someone is poking the back of 
your eye with a fork. In order to avoid that, the lights would be 
off from time to time. On the other hand, I'm terrible at seeing 
through the cruel darkness; every so often I have to turn on a 
light or two to make sure I'm in the right room, which of course 
will only hurt my eyes terribly. 
 
This very thing happens to be what I was doing when it 
happened. I stumbled into the bathroom, intending to brush 
my teeth and go to bed. I flicked on the light so I could find my 
toothbrush and toothpaste without stumbling through the 
darkness and kicking the doorstop accidentally: I was really just 
attempting to avoid that. So, of course, my only option would 
be to turn on the light, even if it meant that fork-jabbing 
headache again. 
 
The light switch was flicked on and the bright lights started 
flickering, practically stabbing my eyes with their fluorescent 
beams. Shutting my eyes tightly as I stumbled over to the sink 
blindly, I grabbed the edge of the counter and forced myself to 
open my eyes, staring at the ground to avoid as much light as 
possible. The reflection of the light on the bathroom floor tiles 
was unbearable. If I had to describe this feeling, I’d say it was 
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something like a murderer stabbing me in the back of the skull 
with a rusty spoon. Despite this pain, I found myself suddenly 
having the strange urge to tilt my head slightly to the side, 
toward the light. At that very moment, I stared into my 
reflection's eyes, except... This wasn't MY reflection! 
 
This could hardly be described as a "reflection" at all. It was just 
another ME staring at, well, ME… I could just tell by staring into 
those eyes, completely focusing on that strange glint in them, 
that this wasn't me. It was never me. All my life, all the times I 
stared into the mirror; I never really saw myself. All I ever saw 
was a monstrous thing, waiting to steal something… It was 
waiting to take away my life. It was all in those dark eyes. In the 
few seconds I stared into its eyes. Suddenly, an urge to reach 
out to that thing's abruptly overwhelmed me, interrupting the 
little staring match between the monster and I. Ignoring the 
pain building up behind my eyes and reaching into the very 
back of my skull, I stood up, reached out for the mirror and 
touched the strange being in front of me with each and every 
fingertip. 
 
I felt a strange chill when it ran 
its icy fingers down along my 
spine, and just as it happened, 
it smiled. It smiled right at me 
as its ever-probing eyes stared 
into mine. Another strange 
and abrupt urge rose inside 
me as I pressed my hand 
closer to the thing and leaned 
closer to the mirror, my eyes 
widening and my mouth 
gaping as that thing pulled me 
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closer into its dark embrace. I found myself climbing up onto 
the counter, planting my knee at the edge of the sink and 
pulling my other leg up; now I was in an odd crouching position 
in front of the mirror. I still didn't feel close enough. I still felt 
miles away from this thing that was pulling me closer and 
closer... My hand was pressed firmly against the thing; I could 
close my hand around the thing's and touch my fingers with its 
own. I couldn't help myself but smile at this bizarre imitation 
of myself as I curled my fingers around its warm hand.  
 
A bigger smile appeared on its face, and a sense of comfort 
came over me as though I was crazy to ever doubt its 
intentions. It started pulling me towards it. I felt myself passing 
through the cold surface of the mirror, into a world that most 
certainly was not my own. I closed my eyes, leaning into its 
gentle embrace as I went through the mirror. It was definitely 
a strange thing — strange indeed — but it felt so natural, so 
perfect. I could feel its soft yet firm arms wrap around me. I 
opened my eyes to look at it, finding myself smiling again, if 
only for a split second, before trying to push away from this 
horrible thing that had me in its grasp. 
 
It was tall and definitely masculine-looking; though with no 
discernable gender detailed on its odd and shadowy figure. If 
it wasn't apparent before, it definitely was now. This was not 
my reflection. It never was. It was a demon, tricking me ever so 
cruelly and with no remorse or guilt for its actions whatsoever. 
The face of the demon had no longer my innocent eyes or wide 
mouth; no, most certainly not. It smiled at me with what could 
only be described as an eerie — and quite poor, I must say — 
imitation of affection. I pushed away from it, trying to pull my 
hand away, and even though my fingers had long since 
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untangled themselves from its own, it still firmly grasped my 
hand, refusing to let go. 
 
Closing my eyes, I gave one last desperate attempt to pull 
myself away from it, but I simply stumbled forward. Surprised 
and confused, I opened my eyes. It was gone. I looked at my 
right hand; it was the hand that had grasped the monster's. 
I moved my fingers, made and unmade a fist many times, but I 
couldn't shake the feeling that something was wrong… Then I 
noticed it. It was crazy I didn't notice it before. On the palm of 
my hand was a serpent. Why did this seem oddly fitting...? Oh! 
My Chinese zodiac sign. That was it. My sign was the serpent. 
So why did the strange figure mark me with this? Speaking of 
which, where had it disappeared to?! I looked around, turning 
my head side to side. I was still in my bathroom; but this was 
NOT my bathroom. I was somewhere else; I knew I was.  
 
I turned around to face the mirror. There it was. That thing. In 
MY bathroom. In MY world. It smiled at me. Not that eerie and 
poor imitation of affection anymore, either. This was an evil 
and mischievous smile. It was like it silently told me it knew 
something I didn't. But what? Giving me a smug wink, it walked 
away. It simply turned on its heel and walked away into the 
other parts of my house… 
 
No. No! NO! I wouldn't let this happen! I had to get back 
through! Climbing back up on the sink again, I banged my small 
hands against the mirror, trying desperately to go back 
through, or trigger something—make something happen. 
Nothing happened. As I continued to knock and bang at the 
mirror, the only thing that appearing was a crack. I ignored the 
fact the crack was growing; I continued my futile attempt to 



Obelixke – 2,boooooeeh – Halloween Saga  

 9 

get back into my own world, the place where I belonged, and 
not that THING.  
 
I yelled incoherent mumbles and obscenities at the mirror; 
suddenly that crack wasn't a crack anymore. Instead, the 
mirror broke into many shards and feel on the counter thus 
scraping up my hands, as I continued knocking at what once 
was the mirror. It took me a few more seconds to realize the 
mirror was broken. If there was ever a chance of me getting 
back, it was lost now. It was over. I was stuck here. 

 
Wait... My hands. They were cut. They were bleeding! I climbed 
down the counter and turned on the sink, picking tiny shards 
of the broken mirrors out of my skin and rinsing away the 
blood. I turned off the water and took a towel out of the 
bathroom closet only a few steps away, drying my hands and 
shoving them in my pockets. My scraped-up hands were the 
least of my worries now. A thought occurred. If... If this 
happened to me—I couldn't possibly be the only victim of 
these things! Maybe there were others here... Maybe they 
could help me! I ran out of my house onto the street. The 
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expression of hope and 
cautious joy were swept 
from my face as I looked 
around. This... No. This 
wasn't right at all. All I saw 
were crumbles and ruins of 
the buildings that used to 
surround my house. Most 

of them looked as though they had been burned down. Only a 
few buildings besides my own remained standing, but they still 
seemed dilapidated in a sense. 
 
I simply wanted to give up and sit down right there, on the 
road, and simply bawl my eyes out. I couldn’t… I wouldn’t! I 
had to see if there were others here. I HAD to know. If there 
was anyone else, just like me. I had to know if there was a way 
out. I had to know if there was any hope to cling onto... 
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De ruiter zonder hoofd 

 
In het holst van de nacht, als de schaduwen het donkerst zijn, 
de sterren schitteren en de wind de wolken in het gezicht van 
de maan blaast, rijdt de ruiter zonder hoofd over het Slaperige 
Slingerpad. Onzin! Ik hoor het je zeggen. Maar probeer eens in 
je eentje 's nachts over dat pad te rijden als het krassen van 
een kraai klinkt als de roep van een arme verdwaalde man. Als 
de glimwormen op knipperende ogen lijken en het ruisen van 
de takken klinkt als rammelende mensenbotten. Als je denkt 
het geluid van paardenhoeven te horen op het pad achter je… 
 
Zo verging het Ichabod Crane, die vroeger schoolmeester was 
in die streek. Een onderwezen man, een verstandig man… 
Behalve als hij toevallig 's nachts over het Slaperige Slingerpad 
reed; dan zong hij altijd hard om zichzelf aan te moedigen 
rustig te blijven. Hij had een mooie stem; er waren tijden dat 
de leden van het kerkkoor ‘s zondags in de kerk met open 
mond bleven zitten, terwijl ze hem in zijn eentje lieten 
doorzingen. En dansen dat hij kon! Zodra hij op de dansvloer 
stapte droomden de bedienden samen voor de ramen en in 
deuropeningen, alleen maar om Ichabod Crane te zien 
springen en huppelen.  
 
Ichabod was niet van plan zijn hele leven schoolmeester te 
blijven. Hij had zijn zinnen gezet op Katerina van Tassel, de 
dochter van de rijkste boer uit de omgeving. Katerina zei geen 
ja en geen nee. Maar ze glimlachte zo lief tegen Ichabod dat 
Brom Bones groen werd van jaloezie. Brom Bones had besloten 
dat Katerina het ideale meisje voor hem was op de dag dat hij 
haar zijn lievelingskikker voor haar verjaardag had gegeven en 
zij Brom in de paardentrog had gegooid omdat hij de kikker in 
haar jurk had gestopt.  
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Tijdens het feest op Halloween, in de schuur van Van Tassel, 
danste Ichabod de sterren van de hemel. Met zijn gezang 
wekte hij alle vogels die zaten te slapen op de dakspanten. En 
zodra bij het open haardvuur de spookverhalen aan bod 
kwamen had Ichabod er ook een paar te vertellen. Toen stond 
Brom Bones op en vroeg: "Heb je ooit gehoord van de ruiter 
zonder hoofd op het Slaperige Slingerpad?". Ichabod knikte. 
"Heb je hem ooit gezien?" vroeg Brom Bones vervolgens. Ik 
wel, afgelopen herfst, toen ik naar huis reed. Ik was helemaal 
niet bang! Ik deed een wedstrijd met hem, wie het hardst kon 
rijden, en ik heb die wedstrijd gewonnen ook. Maar toen we bij 
de brug over de rivier kwamen, zag ik opeens een grote vlam, 
waarin hij verdween." 
 
"Echt waar?" vroeg Ichabod. "Ja!" riep Brom Bones, "Net zo 
waar als dat ik hier dit verhaal sta te vertellen!". "Wat een 
moed!" zuchtte Katerina, terwijl ze Brom met glanzende ogen 
aankeek. "Ha, ha!" zei Ichabod, die er geen woord van 
geloofde, tenminste niet tot hij zelf, in zijn eentje, langs het 
eenzame Slaperige Slingerpad naar huis zou gereden hebben. 
 
De nacht leek donkerder dan anders. Hij hoorde de uil roepen 
en de krekels sjirpen. Hij probeerde een liedje te zingen om de 
moed erin te houden, maar zijn stem klonk zo beverig dat hij 
enkel nog banger werd. Het had een opluchting moeten zijn 
toen een andere ruiter naast hem kwam rijden, die dezelfde 
weg naar huis nam; maar op de een of andere manier luchtte 
het hem niet op. Er was iets met die ruiter. "Goedenavond," zei 
Ichabod. Zijn stem klonk niet zo beverig. Geen antwoord. "Bent 
u vanavond ook op het feest bij Van Tassel geweest?" Nog 
steeds geen antwoord. "Het is een mooie nacht; heel zacht 
voor de tijd van het jaar!" Geen antwoord. 
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Toen drukte Ichabod zijn hielen in de buik van zijn paard om 
het dier tot grotere snelheid aan te sporen. De andere ruiter 
bleef naast hem rijden. Ichabod hield in om de ander voorop 
te laten rijden. Maar dat deed de ander niet. Naast elkaar 
reden ze door zonder een woord te zeggen. Toen kwam de 
maan vanachter een wolk tevoorschijn en kon Ichabod zijn 
gezelschap duidelijker zien. Hij was een grote man met brede 
schouders… Maar zonder hoofd! Ichabod schreeuwde, gaf zijn 
paard de sporen en ging er in galop vandoor. Maar de andere 
ruiter kwam met een woest "Jahoeoe!" achter hem aan! 
 
En daar galoppeerden ze over het Slaperige Slingerpad, 
Ichabod Crane gevolgd door de ruiter zonder hoofd, naar de 
oude brug. Wat had zijn rivaal Brom Bones ook weer verteld 
over de brug in die nacht dat hij de ruiter zonder hoofd had 
uitgedaagd voor een wedstrijd? Toen ze bij de brug kwamen 
was het spook in een grote vlam verdwenen! Ichabod moest 
dus bij de brug zien te komen.  
 
Achter hem reed de ruiter in galop. Ichabod voelde diens adem 
in zijn nek en hoorde het gedreun van de spookhoeven in zijn 
oren. Toen hij bij de brug kwam durfde hij om te kijken en hij 
zag dat de ruiter zijn afgehouwen hoofd uit zijn mantel haalde 
en het door de lucht naar hem toe gooide… 
 
De volgende dag werd Ichabods paard gevonden, terwijl het 
kalm stond te grazen bij de brug. Van Ichabod Crane was alleen 
maar zijn hoed over die vlakbij het paard in het gras lag. Ze 
vonden ook een Halloween-pompoen waarin ogen en mond 
uitgesneden waren. Maar wat die te maken had met de 
vreemde verdwijning van de schoolmeester heeft nooit 
iemand begrepen. Niet lang daarna trouwde Katerina met 
Brom Bones, zoals ze altijd van plan was geweest. 
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Sommige mensen zeggen dat Ichabod Crane die nacht de stad 
uitreed toen hij begreep dat Katerina hem niet wilde hebben, 
maar anderen weten wel beter. Zij zeggen dat de ruiter zonder 
hoofd hem te pakken kreeg. Ze zeggen dat als je in het donker, 
in het holst van de nacht, over het Slaperige Slingerpad durft 
te rijden en luistert naar het geluid van trappelende hoeven, je 
misschien ook de stem van Ichabod Crane hoort die een liedje 
zingt om de moed erin te houden… 
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Luppo manaro  
 
De geschiedenisboeken staan vol met verhalen over 
weerwolven. Toch is er een immense piek van loup-garoux 
processen tijdens de middeleeuwen. Één bekend verhaal is dat 
van Jean Grenier, een tiener uit Zuid-Frankrijk die tijdens zijn 
proces toegaf meer dan 50 kinderen te hebben afgeslacht en 
verslonden te hebben. Wanneer het begon te schemeren 
wreef hij zich in met zalf, trok hij een wolvenhuid aan en begon 
zijn transformatie tot weerwolf. De rechter velde zijn oordeel 
en gaf aan dat Grenier leed aan...? Correct: Lykantropie. 
 

Volgens de vele mythes die 
rondgaan over weerwolven 
moest je letten op een aantal 
kenmerken. De meest 
voorkomende zijn natuurlijk 
de spitse oren, 
vooruitstekende tanden, 
doorlopende wenkbrauwen 
en rode nagels die wel eens 
krom durfden te staan. Op 
welke niet zo corona-proof 
manier kan je nog te weten 
komen of je in het 
gezelschap bent van een 
weerwolf? Correct: Als je de 
persoon een hand geeft, hoe 
harig is de persoon op schaal 
van 0 tot weerwolf? Als je de 

persoon een hand geeft, heeft deze een ongewoon lange 
derde vinger…? 
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De zielen der verdronken 
 
My grandpa was in the Australian navy during the Vietnam 
War. They were taught to shake the hand of dead sailors when 
recovering the bodies to make them more comfortable and 
familiar with handling a dead body. On my grandpa’s first 
recovery dive he shook the hand of a dead sailor and the arm 
came off the body. Had to keep his cool and bring the body up, 
but still pretty messed up.” 
 

The missing children 
 
This story is 100% true, although I was only 8 years old at the 
time, I can still recollect every chilling detail. I had just moved 
to a new town; this neighbourhood was a much nicer, cleaner, 
and quieter than the one I'd lived in before. Not the sort of 
town you'd expect to have... things wrong with it. There was a 
very big public park right in the centre of town, it housed rows 
and rows of swings and slides, infested with snake-like tunnels 
that weaved in and around the playground, providing a maze 
for children to lose themselves in their games. There was even 
a functioning 
merry-go round 
which seemed to 
always be slightly 
turning, inviting 
the children to 
hitch a ride on its 
platform of twirls. 
 
I have to emphasize on the fact that it was a quiet and peaceful 
town. The kind of town where kids could leave the house on 
their own and take the short journey to the park. I had been 
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given strict instructions by my parents that I should come home 
the second it started turning dark. My life was wonderful, or so 
it seemed… 
 
It was a Friday. I knew the day because I remember coming 
home with a big smile on my face, as I knew I had the luxury of 
playing non-stop for the next two days. I did what I always did, 
I chucked my school bag on my bed and was ordered to change 
into other clothes. I was ready in no time to descend onto the 
world of fun. Nothing could stop me. The tunnels were my 
favorite: it was so easy to get lost in them, which made great 
fun for playing hide and seek with my only 2 friends, Billy and 
Tom. They were both in my class and we - like many 8-year-
olds - loved any game that filled us with pure adrenaline.  
 
We were going to play ‘Murder’. I don't expect anyone to know 
this game, we made it up. The rules were very similar to hide 
and seek, except when the one seeking found you, they had to 
'murder' you. (Pretend obviously). It was almost winter as I 
remember being slightly cold as I wormed my way around in 
the tunnels, furiously trying to find the perfect hiding spot. Billy 
was the seeker. Tom had hidden behind the merry-go round. I 
was alone. It must have been maybe 10 minutes, which for an 
8-year-old felt like a year, when I decided to do what all kids do 
when they get bored… Give up. "I give up!" I shouted, my voice 
echoing through the tunnels. "I'm in the tunnels! I give up!". I 
heard sudden shuffling from one end of the tunnel. Now I don't 
know why. But I froze still. I didn't call out again, I just... waited.  
 
Something wasn't right. Billy would always say something 
before entering the tunnel when looking for someone. He'd 
always congratulate them on being the last to be found, or for 
cheating by hiding in the endless maze of tunnels. As I stood 
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frozen, the shuffling grew louder. I could tell it was starting to 
get dark outside as the tunnels slowly began to lose light; 
slowly but steadily dropping into darkness.  
 
I began to slowly shuffle backwards, the shuffling ahead of me 
grew louder, as if someone or something way too big for the 
tunnel was trying to navigate around. "Come out, it's time to 
go home now". A very creepy voice echoed through the 
tunnels. It sounded like a grown man talking to little kids, 
talking with slightly higher pitch. This was definitely wrong. I 
probably would have come out if the voice was outside. But it 
wasn't. It came from inside the tunnels. Why would an adult 
crawl inside? 
 
As I was shuffling further and further back, the face of an old 
man appeared in the darkness ahead of me. Patches of hair on 
his head and the looks of someone who hadn't showered in the 
last week. I couldn't see what he was wearing but I knew it 
were tattered old clothes. He had a sharp scraggly beard which 
was peppered with dirt. The second we made eye contact he 
smiled at me, revealing his filthy, unbrushed teeth. Blotches of 
brown and black covering them entirely.  
 
I panicked, turned around and began to move as fast as I could; 
though the shuffling behind me grew louder and quicker. He 
was chasing me, and catching up… I sped through the maze for 
what felt like an eternity; I only stopped when my legs refused 
to move anymore. I'd taken so many twists and turns even I 
was completely lost. "I don't want to hurt you, I just want to 
talk"; I could tell he was nearby. I pressed my body against the 
bottom of the small, narrow tunnel and listened. He continued 
to make soft cooing noises, begging me to come out and 
present myself to him. I lay in that tunnel for hours. No 
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exaggeration. Even after I heard him curse on himself and 
brutally force his way out of the tunnel, I continued to wait. 
Thoughts raced my mind of me coming out the tunnel only to 
be met by that same smile that once greeted me. 
 
Even with the darkness in the tunnel, I made my way out. Blue 
lights were flashing outside, I heard frantic voices calling three 
names repeatedly. "Billy?! Tom?! Michael?!" When I heard a 
familiar voice calling out my name, my heart slowly began to 
calm. My parents had come. I easily shuffled out of the tunnels, 
guided by the wet dirt scrapings along the walls of the tunnel, 
the way the man must have gone. Outside I was greeted by 
several police cars, lights flashing. There were groups of adults 
with concerned looks on the faces. I recognised two of them. 
My parents. "Mom! Dad!" I wailed, crying as I ran towards 
them. They began crying and ran towards me, lifting me off the 
ground and hugging me so tightly it felt as though I was being 
slowly crushed. 
 
Billy and Tom were taken that 
evening. They were later found 
hidden in a nearby skip. Mutilated. 
They had been brutally massacred, 
their skulls had been caved in with a 
large iron bar and their bodies had 
deep cuts everywhere, large pieces 
of glass found buried in their backs. 
 
What chills me to the fucking bone is that the wet dirt I saw in 
the tunnels wasn't entirely dirt. It was Billy and Tom's blood. 
After slaughtering my two best friends and making eye contact 
with me in that tunnel, he just... Smiled. He had won the 
game... 
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The gladiator and the sacred disease 
 
What can we say about those who treat their epilepsy by 
drinking the blood of criminals, as it runs fresh from their 
throats, slit at a show in the arena? Soak a piece of cloth in the 
blood of a slaughtered gladiator or some other criminal, then 
burn it and mix the ashes in wine. You will free a patient of his 
epilepsy if you give him seven doses. This treatment has often 
yielded excellent results. 
 
Blood is a symbol of life as well as death. It can be a source of 
great physical strength as well as a source of great weakness. 
Pregnant mothers and babies who have to cope with Rh 
disease will call it a great weakness. In contrast, James 
Harrison, whose blood ended up saving them, will say that it is 
wondrous. However, if we could ask ancient Romans about 
blood, we would’ve got some shocking responses. James 
Harrison saved the lives of more than 2 million: an example of 
how someone’s blood can save others. If ancient Romans knew 
about Harrison, their strange belief would be strengthened.  
 
You want to know why? Well, it’s because they believed that a 
fallen gladiator’s blood could cure epilepsy! In order to explain 
why the ancient Romans had such beliefs about a fallen 
gladiator’s blood, we need to know how gladiatorial battles 
began in the first place. As most of you probably know, ancient 
romans liked their gladiators and their battles. Some were 
even respected for being especially strong and capable. The 
actual gladiatorial battles were ritualistic before they were 
held on a grand scale at the Colosseum. Initially, gladiatorial 
battles were held as a part of Etruscan funeral rites. This means 
that every time someone important died, the family would get 
slaves or convicted criminals to fight to the death at the 
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funeral. The belief behind this was that the fallen blood of 
these men would cleanse the soul of the individual who had 
passed away. From this, Julius Caesar adapted the gladiatorial 
battles to be held in the Colosseum. Soon enough, the battles 
and contests themselves became popular as entertainment.  
 
The source of the belief that a fallen gladiator’s blood can cure 
epilepsy possibly comes from the intention of cleansing the 
soul, an idea that existed in older funeral rites. While there is 
no clear evidence of this, historians suggest that gradually the 
idea was adapted to the means of cleansing the body of 
disease. This disease was epilepsy. Another explanation that 
historians give for this belief is that of coincidence. They say 
that temporary improvement in epileptic symptoms could’ve 
made people think a fallen gladiator’s blood had such powers. 
 
Such was the strength of this superstition: after a gladiator fell 
in battle, his or her blood would be sold to the people. In fact, 
some writings suggest that the gladiators’ blood was so fresh, 
it was still warm when it was being sold. 
 
About 400 AD the gladiatorial contests were banned. What 
happened to these beliefs then? They morphed to suggest that 
the blood of an executed individual held properties that could 
cure epilepsy. Romans would throng such executions to take 
the fallen individual’s blood for people who had epilepsy. In 
fact, there is written evidence that this practice continued until 
the 19th century and even until the first decade of the 20th 
century. There are accounts of people who have tried to steal 
or even beg for the blood of an executed person in the United 
Kingdom, Italy and Germany. 
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The island of the dolls 
 
The Island of the Dolls, originally owned by Don Julian Santana 
Barrera, is full of dolls hanging from trees and buildings 
covered with cobwebs and insects. The place was named 
during the 1950s when the owner began to hang them as 
protection against evil spirits. Julian was a neighbor of the 
Barrio de la Asunción.  He used to go there to drink pulque after 
having sold his vegetables, until, due to superstitions, he began 
to preach the Bible.  
 
According to legend, a young girl drowned entangled in lilies of 
the canal; her body was found on the banks of the Santampa 
chinampas. Don Julian began to experience inexplicable 
situations… He was so terrified, he started placing dolls he 
found in the garbage or in the canals of Cuemanco. The idea 
was they would scare the soul of the young girl who would cry 
out "I want my doll". He also found a doll floating nearby and, 
assuming it belonged to the deceased girl, hung it from a tree 
as a sign of respect. After this, he began to hear whispers, 
footsteps in the darkness, even though his hut was hidden 
deep inside the woods of Xochimilco, miles away from 

civilization. Driven by 
fear, he spent the 
next fifty years 
hanging more and 
more dolls, all over 
the island in an 
attempt to appease 
what he believed to 
be the drowned girl's 
spirit. 
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The military  

Late 1940s, Russian researchers kept five people awake for 
fifteen days using an experimental gas-based stimulant. They 
were kept in a sealed environment to carefully monitor their 
oxygen intake so the gas didn't kill them, since it was toxic in 
high concentrations. This was before closed-circuit cameras 
excised, so they only had microphones and five inch thick glass 
porthole sized windows into the chamber to monitor them. The 
chamber was stocked with books, cots to sleep on but no 
bedding, running water and toilet, and enough dried food to 
last all five for over a month. The test subjects were political 
prisoners deemed enemies of the state during World War II. 
 
Everything was fine for the first five days; the subjects hardly 
complained having been promised (falsely) they would be 
freed if they submitted to the test and did not sleep for 30 days. 
Their conversations and activities were monitored. They 
continued to talk about traumatic incidents in their past; the 
general tone of their conversations took on a darker aspect 
after the four-day mark. The traumatic incidents from their 
pasts they talked about became worse… 
 
Five days in, they started to complain about the circumstances 
and events that lead them to where they were and started to 
demonstrate severe paranoia. They stopped talking to each 
other and began alternately whispering to the microphones 
and one-way mirrored portholes. Oddly they all seemed to 
think they could win the trust of the experimenters by turning 
over their comrades, the other subjects in captivity with them. 
At first the researchers suspected this was an effect of the gas 
itself... After nine days the first subject started screaming. He 
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ran the length of the chamber repeatedly yelling at the top of 
his lungs for three hours straight, he continued attempting to 
scream but was only able to produce occasional squeaks. The 
researchers postulated that he had physically torn his vocal 
cords. The most surprising thing about this behavior is how the 
other captives reacted to it... or rather didn't react to it. They 
continued whispering to the microphones until the second of 
the captives started to scream. The two non-screaming 
captives took the books apart, smeared page after page with 
their own feces and pasted them calmly over the glass 
portholes.  
 
The screaming promptly stopped. So did the whispering to the 
microphones. After three more days passed. The researchers 
checked the microphones hourly to make sure they were 
working, since they thought it impossible that no sound could 
be coming with five people inside. The oxygen consumption in 
the chamber indicated that all five must still be alive.  
 
On the morning of the 14th day, the researchers did something 
they said they would not do to get a reaction from the captives, 
they used the intercom inside the chamber. In doing so, they 
were hoping to provoke any response from the captives. They 
were afraid the subjects were either dead or vegetables. They 
announced: "We are opening the chamber to test the 
microphones; step away from the door and lie flat on the floor 
or you will be shot. Compliance will earn one of you your 
immediate freedom."  
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To their surprise they heard a single phrase in a calm voice 
response: "We no longer want to be freed." Debate broke out 
among the researchers and the military forces funding the 
research. Unable to provoke any more response using the 
intercom it was finally decided to open the chamber at 
midnight on the fifteenth day. The chamber was flushed of the 
stimulant gas and filled with fresh air; immediately voices from 
the microphones began to object. 3 different voices began 
begging, as if pleading for the life of loved ones to turn the gas 
back on. The chamber was opened and soldiers were sent in to 
retrieve the test subjects. They began to scream louder than 
ever; so did the soldiers when they saw what was inside. Four 
of the five subjects were still alive, although no one could 
rightly call the state that any of them. 
 
The food rations past day five had not been so much as 
touched. There were chunks of meat from the dead test 
subject's thighs and chest stuffed into the drain in the center of 
the chamber, blocking the drain and allowing four inches of 
water to accumulate on the floor. Precisely how much of the 
water on the floor was actually blood was never determined. 
All four 'surviving' test subjects also had large portions of 
muscle and skin torn away from their bodies. The destruction 
of flesh and exposed bone on their fingertips indicated that the 
wounds were inflicted by hand, not with teeth as the 
researchers initially thought. Closer examination of the 
position and angles of the wounds indicated that most if not all 
of them were self-inflicted. The abdominal organs below the 
ribcage of all four test subjects had been removed. While the 
heart, lungs and diaphragm remained in place, the skin and 
most of the muscles attached to the ribs had been ripped off, 
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exposing the lungs through the ribcage. All the blood vessels 
and organs remained intact, they had just been taken out and 
laid on the floor, fanning out around the eviscerated but still 
living bodies of the subjects. The digestive tract of all four could 
be seen to be working, digesting food. It quickly became 
apparent that what they were digesting was their own flesh 
that they had ripped off and eaten over the course of days. 
 
Most of the soldiers were Russian special operatives at the 
facility, but still many refused to return to the chamber to 
remove the test subjects. They continued to scream: they 
wanted to be left in the chamber and alternately begged and 
demanded that the gas be turned back on, lest they fall 
asleep... 
 
To everyone's surprise the test subjects put up a fierce fight in 
the process of being removed from the chamber. One of the 
Russian soldiers died from having his throat ripped out, 
another was gravely injured by having his testicles ripped off 
and an artery in his leg severed by one of the subject's teeth. 
Another 5 of the soldiers lost their lives if you count ones that 
committed suicide in the weeks following the incident. 
 
In the struggle, one of the four living subjects had his spleen 
ruptured and he bled out almost immediately. The medical 
researchers attempted to sedate him: this proved to be 
impossible. He was injected with more than ten times the 
human dose of a morphine derivative and still fought like a 
cornered animal, breaking the ribs and arm of one doctor.  
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The heart was beating for over two minutes after he had bled 
out to the point there was more air in his vascular system than 
blood. When it stopped beating, the subject continued to 
scream and flail for another three minutes, struggling to attack 
anyone in reach and just repeating the word "MORE" over and 
over, weaker and weaker, until he finally fell silent. The 
surviving three test subjects were heavily restrained and 
moved to a medical facility, the two with intact vocal cords 
continuously begging for the gas demanding to be kept 
awake... 
 
The most injured of the three was taken to the only operating 
room the facility had. In the process of preparing the subject to 
have his organs placed back within his body, it was found he 
was effectively immune to the sedative they had given him to 
prepare him for the surgery. He fought furiously against his 
restraints when the anesthetic gas was brought out to put him 
under. He managed to tear most of the way through a four-
inch-wide leather band strapped on one wrist, even with the of 
a 200-pound soldier holding down that wrist as well. It took 
only a little more anesthetic than normal to put him under, and 
the instant his eyelids fluttered and closed, his heart stopped. 
In the autopsy report of the test subject that died on the 
operating table, it was found that his blood had triple the 
normal level of oxygen. The muscles still attached to his 
skeleton were badly torn and he had broken 9 bones in his 
struggle to not be subdued. Most of them were from the force 
his own muscles had exerted on them. 
 
The second survivor had been the first of the group of five to 
start screaming. Because his vocal cords were destroyed, he 
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was unable to beg or object to surgery; he only reacted by 
shaking his head violently in disapproval when the anesthetic 
gas was brought near him. He shook his head yes when 
someone suggested, reluctantly, they try the surgery without 
anesthetic, and did not react for the entire six-hour-long 
procedure of replacing his abdominal organs and attempting to 
cover them with what remained of his skin. The surgeon 
presiding stated repeatedly that it should be medically possible 
for the patient to still be alive. One terrified nurse assisting the 
surgery stated that she had seen the patients mouth curl into a 
smile several times, whenever his eyes met hers. 
 
At the end of the surgery, the subject looked at the surgeon 
and began to wheeze loudly, attempting to talk while 
struggling. Assuming this must be something of drastic 
importance the surgeon had a pen and pad fetched so the 
patient could write his message. The message was clear and 
simple: "Keep cutting". 
 
The other two test subjects were given the same surgery, both 
without anesthetic as well. Although they had to be injected 
with a paralytic for the duration of the operation. The surgeon 
found it impossible to perform the operation while the patients 
laughed continuously. Once paralyzed the subjects could only 
follow the attending researchers with their eyes. The paralytic 
cleared their system in an abnormally short period of time and 
they were soon trying to escape their restrains. The moment 
they could speak up, they were again asking for the stimulant 
gas. The researchers tried asking why they had injured 
themselves, why they had ripped out their own guts and why 
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they wanted to be given the gas again. Only one response was 
given: "I must remain awake”. 
 
All three subject's restraints were reinforced and they were 
placed back into the chamber awaiting determination as to 
what should be done with them. The researchers, facing the 
wrath of their military 'benefactors' for having failed the stated 
goals of their project, considered euthanizing the surviving 
subjects. The commanding officer, an ex-KGB, saw potential, 
and wanted to see what would happen if they were put back 
on the gas. The researchers strongly objected, but were 
overruled. 
 
In preparation for being sealed in the chamber again the 
subjects were connected to an EEG monitor and had their 
restraints padded for long term confinement. To everyone's 
surprise all three stopped struggling the moment they knew 
they were going back on the gas. It was obvious at this point, 
all three were putting up a great struggle to stay awake. One of 
subjects that could still speak was humming loudly and 
continuously; the mute subject was straining his legs against 
the leather bonds with all his might, first left, then right, then 
left again for something to focus on. The remaining subject was 
holding his head off his pillow and blinking rapidly. When the 
EEG was connected to the first subject, most of the researchers 
were monitoring his brain waves in surprise. The brain waves 
were normal most of the time; sometimes flat lined 
inexplicably. It looked as if he were repeatedly suffering brain 
death, before returning to normal. As they focused on paper 
scrolling out of the brainwave monitor only one nurse saw his 
eyes slip shut at the same moment his head hit the pillow. His 
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brainwaves immediately changed to that of deep sleep, then 
flatlined for the last time as his heart simultaneously stopped. 
 
The only remaining subject that could speak started screaming 
to be sealed in now. His brainwaves showed the same flatlines 
as one who had just died from falling asleep. The commander 
gave the order to seal the chamber with both subjects inside, 
as well as three researchers. One of the named three 
immediately drew his gun and shot the commander point blank 
between the eyes, then turned the gun on the mute subject 
and blew his brains out as well. He pointed his gun at the 
remaining subject, still restrained to a bed as the remaining 
members of the medical and research team fled the room. "I 
won't be locked in here with these things! Not with you!" he 
screamed at the man strapped to the table. "WHAT ARE YOU?" 
he demanded. "I must know!" 
 
The subject smiled."Have you forgotten so easily?" the subject 
asked. "We are you. We are the madness that lurks within you 
all, begging to be free at every moment in your deepest animal 
mind. We are what you hide from in your beds every night. We 
are what you sedate into silence and paralysis when you go to 
the nocturnal haven where we cannot tread." 
The researcher paused. Then aimed at the subject's heart and 
fired. The EEG flatlined as the subject weakly choked out, "So... 
nearly... free..." 
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Killer Thriller 
 
A serial killer is typically a person who murders three or more 
people, usually in service of abnormal psychological 
gratification, with the murders taking place over more than a 
month and including a significant period of time between 
them. While most authorities set a threshold of three murders, 
others extend it to four or lessen it to two. 
 

The theatre 
 
After waking up with a jolt, the girl laid in bed a few seconds 
longer. Reaching over to switch on her bedside lamp, she tried 
to remember exactly what had stolen her sweet slumber away. 
When she couldn’t, the brunette swung her legs over the side 
of the bed and heaved herself up. Checking the time on her 
phone, she snorted when she saw it was midnight - the 
witching hour. Knowing that sleep would only evade her, she 
left her bedroom and went to the kitchen; a good cup of coffee 
was on her mind.  
 
As she passed by her front door, a chill spread like liquid fire 
down her spine. It’s only winter, she told herself, focusing 
again on the coffee plan. Measuring out scoops, water, and 
preparing her cup kept her occupied; but as the dark liquid 
boiled, she had nothing left to keep her mind from wandering 
off. The chill returned and she couldn’t help but glance behind 
her to the front door. It stood there innocently enough, just 
like always. The dead bolt was still in place and she could see 
nothing amiss with it. Turning back to her coffee, she tried her 
best to forget about the feeling. With the cup in hand, she 
wandered back to her bedroom.  
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As she passed the front door again, she decided that a quick 
glance out of the peep hole would calm her restless mind. The 
chill worsened with every step closer to the door and further 
away from the safety and warmth of her blankets. She pressed 
her empty hand against the cold, metal doorknob and took a 
deep breath before leading her eye to the peep hole. At first, 
she could only see an inky blackness and somehow seemed to 
swirl in itself. When she blinked in surprise, the void melted 
away. She wished it hadn’t. Instead, outside her door, there 
was what she could only guess was once a man. The limbs were 
long and inhumanly awkward, with bulky joints branching off 
into several arms, not unlike the branches of a tree. The 
creature was draped in a black suit, somehow making the thing 
more nightmarish to her. The icing on the proverbial cake, 
however, was what passed as the hellish thing’s face. It was as 
though her mind blurred the ghastly visage to spare itself 
further shock and horror.  
 
She shoved herself away from the door with one hand still 
pressed against it. The scalding mug of coffee fell, the liquid 
burning her bare legs as she fell backwards and tried to crawl 
away from the door. She knew, somehow, that her mind hadn’t 
been playing tricks on her. As she crab-walked away from the 
door, she watched how tendrils as black as the void she first 
saw, snake around through the cracks. The girl was trapped 
between the instinct to flee and the gut feeling to not turn her 
back on the door. When the door jolted, the urge to flee 
overcame her and she slipped in the burning liquid as she tried 
to make it back to her room. She knew deep down that she was 
trapping herself in a corner, but she had to get away from the 
door. The girl was halfway down the hallway when she heard 
the previously locked door creak open. She screamed and 
slipped, fell into a wall, cracking her chin on it and stunning her. 
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After that, there was only blackness. “Nicole?” a warm, male 
voice snapped the woman out of her trance. As she turned 
around, she was met by one of her sister’s doctor’s. She 
nodded, not sure if she should say anything, or even if she 
could find her voice if she did have something to say. That 
morning, she had gotten an urgent phone call from the 
hospital, saying that her sister, Lindsay, was there. Before they 
had even let them visit her, the doctors had pulled her off to 
the side and insisted they talk to her about what might have 
happened. Phrases like ‘self-inflected’ and ‘assault’ had been 
thrown around and Nicole felt her mind reel. She still hadn’t 
fully understood what they had been saying until she saw 
Lindsay with her own eyes. Her little sister had a bandage 
wrapped around her head, covering both of her ears as well as 
her eyes. They said it was to keep her now deadened eyes from 
drying out and to try to keep infection out of the wounds 
Lindsay had made to her ears. The doctors had guessed that 
either she or someone else had jammed a pencil into them to 
keep her off balance or to deafen herself against something. 
There was the mix of first and second degree burns on her 
hands, legs, and feet, from what was assumed to be the coffee 
her neighbors found slipped all over the entry to her 
apartment. As Nicole walked into her sister’s hospital room the 
first time, she thought she had spied the silhouette of a man in 
the window. That was impossible. Her sister’s room was on the 
third floor of the hospital. 
 

An apple a day… 
 
Have you ever heard the expression “an apple a day keeps the 
doctor away”? Most assume, with no reason to think 
otherwise, that it is simply an easy to remember rhyme that 
stresses the importance of eating healthy foods to young 
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children. However, the saying did not originate as a harmless 
reminder. It was born in a frontier town in the early years of 
the Gold Rush, where food was scarce and money even scarcer. 
One time, in August, when a bad drought had struck the region, 
a series of bloody killings swept through the town. Every night, 
a single house would be broken into, and anyone who saw the 
invader would be swiftly, brutally slain. Nothing was ever 
stolen, except for a few scraps of food. 
 
After two weeks of this, the local grocer set out a few apples 
and a glass of milk in the town square overnight. He then hid in 
the tower of the church, hoping to catch a glimpse of anyone 
who came by. Fighting fatigue, the grocer waited for any sign 
of life below. Just after midnight, he was rewarded by a chilling 
sight. A man, carrying a black bag stuffed with dully shining 
metal tools and covered from head to foot in cloth bandages, 
staggered into view. 
 
He paused at the sight of the apples and milk, then whipped 
his head around, as if looking for the one who dared to 
patronize him. Seized with fear, the grocer ducked out of sight, 

staying hidden ’til sunrise. 
The strange man had only 
taken one of the apples, and 
didn't even touch the glass of 
milk. No houses were broken 
into, and no one was killed. 
For decades, the town 
continued to place out an 
apple or two every night, 
even long after a single apple 
stopped disappearing. 
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An urban Legend 
 
A girl and her boyfriend were driving at night down an isolated 
country road. As they drove, the sky seemed to get darker and 
darker. Eventually, they lost their way and found themselves 
driving through a densely wooded area neither of them 
recognized. Suddenly, the car started spluttering; eventually 
the car stalled. The boyfriend checked the gauge and realized 
they had run out of gas. No matter how many times he turned 
the key, the engine just wouldn't start. The girlfriend began to 
panic because it was after midnight and they were stuck in the 
middle of nowhere and couldn't get home.  
 
The boyfriend got out of the car and went for a walk, checking 
the car and the surroundings. They were in a secluded and 
wooded area. All he could see were trees. There seemed to be 
no houses for miles around. They were completely alone. The 
girlfriend was spooked and kept asking the boy to do 
something. He told her he would have to walk back to the main 
road to get help. The boyfriend could see his fiancée was 
scared so he told her not to worry; he would return as quickly 
as he could. The girl saw right through it, she saw the concern 
in his face. Kissing her goodbye, he told her to roll up the 
windows and lock the doors. The girl watched as her boyfriend 
got further and further away and finally disappeared into the 
darkness. 
 
Hours passed and the girl sat shivering in the car, fearful of 
every shadow she saw and every noise she heard. She began 
to feel like her boyfriend was never coming back. Suddenly, she 
heard a loud tapping noise on the roof of the car. Tap, tap, 
tap… She began to panic but was too terrified to get out and 
investigate. She kept trying to peer out the windows, but it was 
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too dark to see anything. Tap, tap, tap… The tapping noise 
seemed to go on and go on. The girl was scared to death but 
there was nothing she could do. Tap, tap, tap… She was forced 
to remain huddled in the car, all night long, listening to the 
weird tapping sound. Eventually, she managed to fall asleep. 
 
When she woke up and looked at her watch, it was 9 AM but 
when she tried to look out of the car windows, everything was 
completely black. She couldn't understand what was going on. 
Suddenly, she heard a car pull up nearby and it honked its horn 
three times. Then she heard a voice shouting, "This is the 
police. Is there anyone in the car?" The girlfriend sighed with 
relief. "Just me," she cried, "my boyfriend left me here alone 
and never came back." "OK. Stay calm," said the policeman. 
"Listen to me very carefully. Open the door, get out of the car 
and walk towards me. Whatever you do, don't look behind 
you." 
 
The girl obeyed the policeman's orders. Even though her hands 
were shaking and her mind was racing, she opened the car and 
stepped out."Now walk towards me," said the policeman, "and 
don't look behind you." The girl began walking slowly towards 
the policeman but suddenly she stopped in her tracks. "Don't 
look behind you!" shouted the policeman. But it was too late. 
The girl couldn't help herself. She turned around and began 
screaming in horror. Her boyfriend's dead body was hanging 
upside down from a tree branch over the car. His head had 
been chopped off and blood was dripping down from his neck, 
completely covering the car windows… 
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