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Chapter 1. 

 

“The problem with Zombies”, Darryl Snuff mused to himself as he sprinted down the 

school corridor keeping three steps ahead of the grasping arms behind him, “isn’t raising 

them, but getting rid of them once you have.”  

He skidded to a stop outside the biology lab, threw the door open and darted inside, 

slamming it in the face of the thing behind him. The creature howled as the door whacked it 

in the face and knocked its nose off. Darryl backed into the lab as the thing that had been 

chasing him scrabbled at the window in the door then dropped out of sight, in search of its 

missing appendage.  

  “SNUFF,” screamed a voice like barbed wire behind him. Darryl spun round and 

promptly tripped over someone’s bag. He looked up into the twitching waxed moustache of 

Professor Craven, the head of biology. “How DARE you barge into my lab at this hour 

without sanction, disturbing my work, disrupting my concentration and demonstrating the 

lack of respect endemic to your family -- ‘ 

  The professors voice caught in his throat as the nightmare that had been chasing 

Darryl re-appeared at the door and groaned as it pawed at the window.  

  “What in god’s name is that!?! gaped Craven. 

  “A Zombie” panted Darryl, “and it’s totally not my fault.”   

  Craven took a step towards the door, peering intently at the ruined face of the 

zombie as he did so. The zombie was in the process of re-attaching its nose by simply 

ramming it back into its face as hard as it could. The nose was driven back into the zombies 

skull so deeply that only the tip was visible. The zombie sneezed and undead snot dribbled 

down its face.   

 ‘No,’ breathed the Professor, ‘that’s … Perkins.’ 

‘If it is,’ observed Darryl, ‘he’s not at his best.’ 

‘BRAINS!’ howled Perkins and began to hammer on the door, which splintered under 

the onslaught. 

‘And he’s really hungry.’ 

Darryl grabbed the Professor’s arm and dragged him away from the door just as 

Perkins smashed through and shuffled into the lab, his outstretched arms reaching for 

them, fingers clawing the air. 
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‘Need BRAINS!’ Perkins screamed, ‘falling apart.’ To underline the point his right ear 

promptly fell off and plopped on the ground.   

 ‘Where did this remarkable creature spring from?’ gasped an awed Craven his 

scientific curiosity roused to fever pitch by Perkins’. ‘He is quite, quite beautiful.’ 

‘With all respect, sir,’ said Darryl, dodging away from the zombies grasping hands, ‘I 

reckon we should focus on sending the crumbling kid back to wherever it is he came from, 

and then worry about where that actually is.’ 

‘CRAVEN,’ moaned the zombie in a voice like rocks being dropped down a well, 

‘BRAINS!’ 

‘He knows you,’ said Darryl, surprise edging his voice.  

‘I taught him,’ replied Craven. ‘Abject idiot. Friend to your brother, another terminal 

moron.’ 

Perkins SCREAMED and lunged at the Professor, who dived behind a stout wooden 

bench. Perkins hammered his fists down into the surface of the bench, hurled it out of his 

way and advanced on Craven.  

‘I was exonerated, Perkins. It was an accident. A simple accident!’ squeaked the 

panicking professor.   

  Darryl grabbed a lab stool and, holding it out in front of him like shield, ran at 

Perkins, driving the legs of the stool deep into the zombies side. Perkins howled with rage 

and grabbed the stool, ripping it out of himself and hurling it across the room. Darryl, who 

was holding the stool at the time, found himself flying across the room. 

  “Bloody hell!” he yelled. 

  And crashed into the far wall. He slithered down the wall and found himself in a 

groaning mass of smashed stool and aching limbs by the skirting board. He looked up as 

Perkins advanced on him and their eyes met. For a brief moment something flickered deep 

in the undead creature’s eyes.  

Something almost alive. 

Something human and in pain.   

  Darryl opened his mouth to speak, but before he could say a word a ROAR echoed 

across the room.  

  ‘BOY,’ thundered Professor Craven drawing on his deepest reservoir of teacherly 

authority, ‘do you want … DETENTION!?’ 
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  Perkins HOWLED and, having forgotten Darryl, threw himself at Craven with the 

obvious intent of removing body parts and probably eating them. Craven’s eyes went wide 

with terror as the zombie approached at speed. The teacher dropped to his hands and 

knees and scuttled under the desk in search of safety. Momentarily confused by the 

teacher’s disappearance, Perkins slowed to a lurch and looked dumbly round the room, 

searching for the missing teacher.  

 On the other side of the room the forgotten Darryl pulled himself to his feet and 

looked round, hoping to find something, anything that might slow Perkins down. On one 

wall he spotted a locked metal cabinet marked with a bright yellow skull and crossbones. 

 Darryl smiled.  

  Acid.  

  He darted to the cabinet grabbing one of the legs of the smashed stool as he did, and 

hammered it into the metal cabinet in an attempt to force it open. The wooden leg broke. 

The door of the acid cabinet remained locked and Perkins head snapped round at the 

sound, his eyes fixing on Darryl. Darryl tried to ignore the zombie who began shambling his 

way and instead focused on trying to force the cabinet door open.   

  Cravens head popped up from behind a desk on the opposite side of the room. 

“What are you playing at boy, stay out of there. That’s off limits!” At the sound of his voice 

Perkins stopped dead and refocused on the professor. With a howl of triumph he lurched 

towards the teacher. 

  “Stay back!’ yelled Craven as Perkins advanced on him.  

  Darryl grunted with effort as he forced his fingers under the lip of the metal door 

and heaved on it with all his strength. The door suddenly popped open and Darryl began 

rooting around amongst the glass bottles inside. His face lit up as his hand fell on a bottle 

labelled hydrofluoric acid. He grabbed it and spun round to see Perkins looming over 

Professor Craven. 

  “Oi,” Darryl yelled, “CATCH!”  

And he hurled the glass bottle as hard as he could at the zombies head. Perkins tried 

to catch the hurling bottle, but, hand eye coordination being one of the first things to go 

after death, he missed. The bottle hit him square in the face and shattered, drenching him 

in corrosive liquid.  

With a sickly gurgle, Perkins head melted.  
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The zombie pitched forward like a felled tree and hit the ground with a splat. Darryl 

stood over him and wrinkled his nose as he watched Perkins head ooze into the lino like 

cheese under a hot grill.  

  He sniffed, “is it weird that I’m suddenly hungry?” 

Craven’s hands were suddenly on Darryl’s lapels, dragging him disturbingly close to 

the waxed moustache of the head of biology. 

‘How did you do it, boy?’ demanded Craven. 

‘Hydroflouric acid, sir,’ replied a flustered Darryl. ‘Walter White uses it to melt 

bodies on Breaking Bad.’ 

‘No, no, NO,’ boomed Craven. ‘How did you raise the zombie, Perkins. How did you 

make him stable?’ 

‘What!?’ said a confused Darryl, pushing the teacher away. ‘Get off me!’  

‘HOW,’ yelled Craven, spittle flying from his mouth and spattering Darryl.   

  ‘I said … ’  

  Darryl felt a bubble of energy collect behind his breastbone. He fixed his eyes on 

Craven and simply nudged the ball of energy down his arm and felt it rocket from his chest, 

down his arm and into his hand, which was pressed against Craven, shoving him backwards. 

  ‘ … get OFF!” 

  The bubble of energy EXPLODED from his palm and SLAMMED into the teacher, 

blowing him backwards and away from Darryl with remarkable force. The teacher skidded in 

the melting zombie and his feet shot out from under him. He sprawled and hammered into 

the opposite wall, which was fully ten feet away from Darryl. 

  Darryl’s jaw dropped.  

  “Shit,” he murmured. Then turned and ran.  

 

**** 

 

  Miss Hammerton, headmistress, tapped one long, blood red fingernail on her 

spotless leather desk, her phone at her ear, and glared at Darryl. He shifted uncomfortably 

from one foot to the other in front of her desk, wishing he’d used the toilet. Admittedly, he 

hadn’t had much of a chance after Perkins had melted. He’d shot back up to his room and 
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locked the door behind him. Sitting there in the dark he’d pondered his next move. Since it 

was almost nine at night he’d figured he’d have until morning to figure it out.  

  Wrong. 

  Fifteen minutes later Miss Hammerton had been at his door and no force on earth 

could stop her getting inside, and frogmarching him to her office. Faces peered at them 

from behind every door on the corridor as they passed and Darryl did his best to act cool. 

The act had lasted until they’d got to her office and he’d seen Craven stood in the corner, 

face like thunder and his arm in a sling. And that’s about when this overpowering urge to 

pee had gripped Darryl. 

  It really hurt. 

  “Miss Hammerton may I – “ 

  “No, you may not,” she barked, cutting him off.  “You will stand there in front of my 

desk and think carefully about what you have done until I tell you otherwise. Is that 

understood, Mr Snuff?” 

  “Yeah, but – “  

  “QUIET!” roared Craven with such force that Miss Hammerton dropped the phone.  

Darryl tried not to think about rushing waterfalls, babbling brooks, and roaring 

rapids, all of which seemed to suddenly flood his mind. He tried, instead, to think of the 

world’s most arid desert and succeeded, except that the desert featured an oasis with a 

huge watering hole into which dripped water. 

Drip. 

Drip. 

Drip. 

Darryl groaned and crossed his legs.    

  “Stand up straight, boy,” growled Professor Craven as Miss Hammerton finally hung 

up with an irritated click of her tongue. 

  “As usual your brother is unavailable.”  

Craven smirked, “no wonder he runs wild with a role model like Michael Snuff. Same 

class as Perkins. Always in detention, just like Perkins. Always up to something stupid and 

dangerous, just like Perkins. And a rank disappointment to your father.” 

  “Just like Perkins?” Darryl offered innocently. 
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  Craven took a step towards him, his face flushing with anger. “Watch your mouth, 

boy.” 

  “Professor!” snapped Miss Hammerton drawing the fuming figure up short. “Your 

presence here is no longer required. Good night.”  

  Craven glared at her, “I have questions for Snuff. Important questions regarding 

tonight’s events and how they came about.” 

  “Your questions can wait until tomorrow,” replied Miss Hammerton. “Good night,” 

she said with emphasis. For a moment Darryl thought the professor was going to argue, but, 

finally, he nodded stiffly, and left. As the door closed behind him the Darryl realised he’d 

been holding his breath. 

  “I don’t think he likes me much.” 

  “That’s enough,” snapped Miss Hammerton. 

  “What did I ever do to him?” 

  “You left the remains of a former pupil melting into the floor of his laboratory. A 

former pupil, I might add, whose tragic death has haunted Professor Craven for over a 

decade.  A death your brother had a hand in.” 

  Darryl said nothing, knowing she was right.  

  “Let’s discuss the agreement, shall we Darryl. You do recall the agreement don’t 

you?” 

  Darryl nodded. 

  “Excellent. Remind me of the first condition, please.” 

  “It was an accident,” he protested. 

  “The first condition, Mr Snuff,” demanded the headmistress. 

  “But – “ Miss Hammerton held up a finger, silencing him. Darryl sighed and gave in, 

“that I wouldn’t engage in any psychic, occult or supernatural activities of any kind on 

school grounds.” 

  “I’d say raising the dead falls under all of those headings. Wouldn’t you?” 

   “I only wanted to talk to him. Raising him was an accident, I swear.” 

  Miss Hammerton steepled her fingers and regarded him silently for a moment. “Mr 

Snuff that is irrelevant. You are strictly prohibited from engaging in supernatural activities 

on school grounds at any time. And you freely admit that this is precisely what you were 

doing.” 
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  “Yeah … sort of, but that’s not the point,” he said.  

  “I disagree. And this is far from the first such incident, is it?” 

  Darryl shuffled uncomfortably, “who’s been grassing me up?” 

  Miss Hammerton fixed Darryl with an icy stare, “Mr Snuff. You are not the victim of 

some kind of conspiracy of whispers. The body in the biology lab undermines that rather 

desperate assertion most eloquently. Need I remind you that it was you who re-animated 

the Christmas turkey last year and caused it to proclaim malicious lies about the content of 

school dinners. You who brewed a substance from herbs in the botanical garden that 

conferred invisibility on the school cat. And you who hypnotised Mrs Wimberly and had her 

perform a jig in the middle of parents evening, whilst singing the hokey cokey.” 

  A smile tickled the corner of Darryl’s mouth as the memory of parents evening stole 

into his mind. 

  “This is no laughing matter, Mr Snuff. Your latest exploit: raising a former pupil and 

unleashing him on the biology department, is simply the latest in a long line of juvenile 

behaviour designed to impress your fellow students. An effort that I am happy to say has 

singularly failed.”  

  Darryl coughed and shuffled his feet in an attempt to ease the aching of his bladder. 

“Perkins really was an accident, miss.”   

  There had been plenty of other ‘accidents’ like Perkins of course, most of which he’d 

managed to contain, but a few had escaped into the school and caused … problems. That 

spider thing for example. He’d created it when a simple Psy-Kata he’d found on Youtube 

went a bit wrong and it had escaped into the plumbing where it remained, occasionally 

jumping out of a toilet on an unsuspecting student and causing havoc. He’d been genuinely 

sorry about that one as it was quite poisonous and seemed incredibly malevolent.    

Perkins was sort of the same. He’d found a video explaining the method for talking 

to the dead and so, to settle an argument with his best mate Carl Aberdanian about how 

Perkins had really died, he’d decided to go straight to the horse’s mouth and get Perkins to 

tell them personally.  

Simple.  

What had gone wrong was a mystery. Honestly, a total mystery. He’d run through 

the Kata exactly as the guy on Youtube had demonstrated it flawlessly, but instead of 

Perkin’s disembodied soul hanging like a dirty cloud in the centre of the room, ready to 
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answer any questions they put to him, his essence had, instead, shot into the remains of a 

cooked Chicken from Sainsbury’s and re-animated it. Before Darryl knew what was going on 

Perkins had mutated the organic matter into a facsimile of his old body and gone on the 

rampage.  

I mean, OK, maybe he’d chucked in a couple of extra flourishes into the Kata to make 

it look a bit more spectacular, but they were just for show. And Carl had been pretty 

impressed by that spinning back kick and the flip he’d done. 

They couldn’t have caused any problems.  

Seriously, no chance.  

Actually, if you thought about it there was someone to blame: Mike. He’d been the 

one who’d dumped Darryl in this school without any training the minute he’d realised just 

how much natural ability his younger brother had. After their dad disappeared, Mike was 

the one in charge of the family business, Snuff Bros., bail bonds for the dead, and should 

have taught Darryl the techniques their Dad had taught him. But he didn’t. If he had then 

Darryl wouldn’t have to learn everything from internet videos, which was why everything 

always went wrong. 

So, quite clearly, it was Mike’s fault. 

Simple.   

  Darryl blinked and zoned back in on what Miss Hammerton was saying.  

  “We knew you had ‘special needs’ when we agreed to take you, but only under very 

strict conditions of secrecy and discretion. Conditions, Mr Snuff, that you have ignored time 

and again. This latest incident is by far the most blatant and dangerous example of your 

wayward attitude. You therefore leave me no choice, but to take the severest of actions in 

order to protect our students, faculty, and institution. 

  Darryl blinked. 

  ‘Mr Snuff, you are expelled.’  
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Chapter 2. 
 

Darryl sat in darkness in his room staring at his laptop. On screen an Indian yogi was 

demonstrating something called ‘Soul Projection’ that, apparently, enabled the psychically 

gifted to project their essence outside their body and travel anywhere. It was a bit unclear 

exactly how it all worked as whoever’d been holding the camera was a bit overwhelmed and 

kept losing focus. This meant that the yogi’s demonstration didn’t make a whole lot of 

sense, but Darryl reckoned he’d got the gist.  

“Remember,” the Yogi said, “travel in the psychic nether-world is perfectly safe as 

long as you remember to maintain your connection with your physical body at all times. If 

you ever lose your connection you risk wandering for all eternity in the nethers with no way 

back to the physical realm.” The last point was a bit muffled when the cameraman dropped 

his camera. “Sanjay!” yelled the Yogi, “pick the bloody camera up!”    

He flicked the video off and pulled up Facebook Messenger. He pinged Mike a 

message and it joined the three others he’d sent over the last hour. None of which had got a 

response.  

“Dude,” Darryl wrote, “ping me back, I really need to talk to you ASAP.” 

That done, he picked up his phone and tried one of Mike’s three numbers for the 

millionth time.  

Nothing.  

Nada. 

Zilch. 

Zero.  

Where the hell was his brother? 

Mike was a phone obsessive and always picked up one of his phones. He had three: a 

work phone, a personal high end smartphone for impressing people, and a battered old 

school emergency phone shielded from psychic vibrations, for emergencies.   

But, nothing.  

Miss Hammerton had tried to get hold of Mike as well in order to let him know that 

Darryl was being expelled, but, again, nothing.  If she’d been successful he’d have known 

about it. Mike was not going to be happy. What was really irritating was that until school 
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could officially notify Mike, his legal guardian, Darryl couldn’t leave. All he could do was sit 

here, bored and alone, and wait. 

It sucked.  

He turned back to his laptop and pulled up google. He ran a search for ‘Psychic 

Projection, How To’ and got over a hundred hits. Most would be rubbish, hippies in tie-dyed 

t-shirts babbling about tuning into the music of the spheres, but some of them were 

genuine. It just took forever to sort the useful ones from the loonies. That’s why most 

people didn’t believe in psychic abilities like his, there was so much crap out there that the 

genuine stuff just got lost in the noise. Add to that how rare it was to have any kind of 

ability and how it was even rarer to have access to proper training, and you began to get a 

sense of why people like Darryl were considered a myth. If regular people only knew about 

the occult world, but they didn’t. And even if they were even vaguely aware, the community 

worked hard to keep itself secret. There were enough nutters out there – religious freaks, 

military types and government operatives – who, if they became aware of people like 

Darryl, would try to either control them, or wipe them out.  

That sort of thing had happened in the past and no-one wanted that sort of 

persecution to come back. The community was small and no matter how powerful they 

might appear they were no match for the massed ranks of normal who, if they ever became 

aware of the secret community living in their midst, would turn on them in a heartbeat.  At 

least, that’s what Mike had tried to drum into Darryl at every opportunity, but without ever 

taking the time to teach him how to use his abilities. 

It wasn’t fair.    

Darryl’s thoughts were interrupted by a knocking at his door. Surprised, he crossed 

to it, plastered a nonchalant expression on his face, and opened it to find an acne riddled 

face with frightened eyes staring back at him.  

Carl.  

“What?” Darryl grunted. 

“I heard you’d been … expelled. That true?” trembled Carl. 

Darryl pushed the door open fully and shoved his face in Carl’s, “how exactly would 

you know that, mate, unless it was you that grassed me up.”  

Carl swallowed, “I never,” he protested. 

‘Liar,’ Darryl snapped.  
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“She already knew everything,” he protested in a slightly panicked voice, “I mean, 

who else could raise a zombie?” 

That was true, Darryl thought, he was the only game in town as far as necromancy 

was concerned.  

“It’s not that, it’s all the other stuff. We’re mates,” Darryl replied, “and you go and 

drop me in it. Mates don’t do that.’ 

“We’re not mates!’ said Carl. 

“Course we are,” replied Darryl, slightly confused.  

“No,” said Carl with as much heat as he dared, “we’re really not. We’ve never been 

mates. You reckon we are and you go and do all that weird stuff: raising zombies, claiming 

you can talk to the dead, that spider thing that jumped out the toilet at me. Mate’s don’t do 

any of that.”  

“That was an accident!” 

“That’s what you always say. It bit Sriskandarajah and one of his fingers went black. 

You’re just … you’re a liability. You just … do weird stuff all the time. It’s nasty and no-one 

likes it. No-one likes you.” As he spoke Carl’s voice grew stronger and more confident, “so … 

so, we all want to know if you’re going. And when.” Carl stepped back his face slightly 

flushed, “well?”   

 “Yes,” Darryl scowled and slammed the door in Carl’s face. He listened as the zit 

encrusted boy’s voice echoed down the corridor.   

“It’s true! He’s been booted! Spooky’s finally been kicked out!” Darryl felt betrayed. 

It’s not like he’d thought he had many friends, but of the friends he’d thought he had, Carl 

was supposed to be his best one. They’d known each other for years. Darryl got up and 

crossed the room to his laptop as shouts and yells of excitement echoed down the corridor.  

As he listened a hard knot of anger slowly formed in his stomach. Before he realised 

what he was doing Darryl stepped back and lashed his foot out in the first move of a 

complex Kata. The other moves flowed one after the other, seemingly powered by anger 

and instinct, until the full form was sketched by his twisting body and a glowing mass of 

psychic energy hovered in the middle of the room. Darryl aimed one last spinning back kick 

at the ball of coruscating energy and booted the glowing ball across the room and into the 

door.  

It EXPLODED. 
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Silence. 

 “Great,” he murmured to himself and stepped out into the hallway to survey the 

damage. Shards of wood stuck in the wall opposite, but at least the yelling had stopped. 

Darryl looked up the corridor and saw half dozen doors open a crack. Beady eyes watched 

him. 

Idiots, he thought and struck an exaggerated martial arts pose.  

“I see anyone’s nose poke out of their room and – BAM!” he yelled. The doors all 

slammed shut. Darryl smiled. Ok, he might have no friends, but he could raise the dead and 

blow doors off their hinges. He was done with school and didn’t need anyone’s permission 

to leave.  

Darryl ducked back into his room and grabbed his Superdry coat – a present from 

Mike last Christmas – and a backpack. He shoved his laptop and a few other bits into the 

backpack, slipped the coat on and sauntered down the corridor.  

“I’m leaving, now. And if anyone tells Hammerton or Craven that I’m gone I’ll know. 

And I’ll raise something nasty, sticky and very hungry from beyond the grave to come and 

find the grass.” He stopped at the end of the corridor and turned to face the closed doors. 

“Adios, losers,” he yelled and popped another Kata. This one formed a dreadful green cloud 

in the middle of the corridor that hung there, malevolently, as Darryl turned and left. 

Time passed.  

The intense green cloud Darryl had left hanging in the hallway pulsed and burbled to 

itself. 

More time passed.  

Eventually, a door slowly opened and Carl’s glistening face peeped out.  

With a sound like a tremendous fart the cloud swooped across the corridor, making 

directly for Carl’s shocked face. The pulsing cloud hit the teenager full in the gob, unleashing 

a stench best described as the odour of a thousand ancient graves, mixed with the urine 

tang and meaty stench of a hundred school toilets.  

Carl puked.  

He was the first, but he wasn’t the last.  

Not by a long shot. 

 

**** 
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  Evading the transport police at Victoria train station had been easy. Darryl had spent 

his younger years dodging on and off trains, tubes and buses without paying until he’d 

developed the kind of sixth sense for uniforms normally reserved for Jason Bourne. He 

headed up to Trafalgar square and jumped a night bus headed south of the river. It piloted 

him through the slightly surreal landscape of London at night before ultimately dropping 

him outside Tooting Broadway tube station, opposite legendary fried chicken shop, Lickn’ 

Chickn’.  

  He breathed the unique odour that promised poultry that was somehow both soggy 

and burnt. No-one cooked chicken like Lickn’ Chickn’, thank god, and the mass of drunken 

medical students from the hospital round the corner that thronged the place, re-affirmed its 

status as a genuine south London landmark. Darryl smiled and looked up at the darkened 

windows above the shop on which were stencilled: Snuff Bros. 

  Home.  

  He sprinted across the road and slipped down the alleyway at the side of the shop 

and round to the rear of the building to the office’s main entrance. The door hung open, the 

lock smashed. A worried look creased Darryl’s brow as he examined the lock: weirdly, it was 

smashed outwards as if someone inside had broken out. Nervous sweat prickling his back, 

Darryl pushed the door open, which, much to his disappointment did not creak ominously, 

and slipped inside. He crept down the hallway. Shards of light from the wonky streetlights 

outside showing a set of worn stairs ahead, leading upwards out of sight. Darryl placed a 

foot on the first stair, which did creak ominously, and headed up slowly. Each stair adding its 

own squeak, creak, and groan to the first, building an impressive chorus of horror film 

clichés as he ascended.  

  He reached the landing and peered into the main office, which was completely black. 

“Hello,” he croaked, fear making his throat clench. He coughed and tried again. “Mike, you 

in there?” A faint skittering sound echoed from the dark office and Darryl tiptoed inside.  

“Bruv, are you in there?” he whispered, “The door downstairs was wide open and – “ 

A small leathery black shape suddenly exploded out of the dark office and into 

Darryl’s face. He threw up his arms too ward the thing off and yelled in surprise as the 

needle sharp fangs and tiny claws scrabbled at his face.   
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“Get the hell off me!” he shouted and stumbled back. He remembered he was at the 

top of the stairs a second after he found them again and, with a muted yelp, toppled 

backwards down them. Acting on pure reflex, he tucked his arms and legs around himself, 

forming a protective ball and bounced down the stairs, picking up speed as he went. He 

smacked into the door at the bottom, bursting though it and out into the alleyway beyond, 

where he smacked into the wall opposite and sprawled on the floor, gasping for breath, the 

wind knocked out of him.   

A tiny winged figure swooped down and landed on his chest uttering a worried 

squeak as it did so.  

Darryl found himself staring up into the tiny face of a bat whose defining feature was 

two long, very sharp looking, fangs that protruded from its muzzle.   

‘Errol!?’ Darryl gasped, struggling to catch his breath. The bat shuffled its wings and 

squeaked an affirmative. “Thanks, mate.” Darryl grumbled as he finally managed to get his 

breathing back under control and painfully hauled himself to his feet. He leaned against the 

wall of the alley and regarded the little bat with annoyance as it flitted around his head, 

filling the air with a series of complex squeaks.   

 “So, is Mike up there?” Darryl asked. The tiny bat shuddered and squeaked as it 

landed on his shoulder and wrapped its wings round itself, protectively. “That bad, huh?” he 

observed before starting back up the stairs, accompanied by the now familiar cacophony of 

squeaks and groans. They reached the door to the dark office and Darryl groped along the 

inner wall looking for the light switch. He found it, flicked it on and gasped at what it 

revealed. 

Mike Snuff.  

  Except … it wasn’t quite Mike. 

  The figure was huge. Its skin mottled and greyish, looking more like stone than flesh. 

He looked as if he’d been carved from granite by a talented, but flawed sculptor, well past 

his prime plagued by poor eyesight and trembling hands. His heavy jawed face was topped 

by a looming brow and dull eyes that had no spark in them at all. It was undeniably Mike, 

but a Mike whose soul had somehow been sucked from his body leaving behind this 

apparently lifeless hulk, distorted, deformed and dead.  

  A Golem.   

  But … not quite dead.   
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  As Darryl stared, he became aware that somewhere deep inside that horrible stone-

like body he could feel a tiny pulsing spark of life. That spark – a faint remnant of Mike’s soul 

– was all that remained of Mike Snuff, Darryl’s older brother and the only family he had left. 

And as he concentrated on it, he could feel the spark tremble and waver.  

Unstable. 

One false move, one tiny push the wrong way and that spark would be snuffed out 

forever, leaving Mike truly dead instead of wavering between this world and the next, his 

body barely alive. 

  What the hell had happened, here? 

  Darryl slowly advanced on the squatting figure. “Mike, can you hear me,” but he 

didn’t react. Darryl reached out and laid a hand on his brother’s shoulder and recoiled at 

how cold and hard his skin felt. Tears suddenly pricked the corners of his eyes and struggled 

to get himself under control. Losing it now and breaking down wouldn’t help Mike. Darryl 

had to figure out what to so. There must be some way of helping his brother.  

But how? 

 

**** 

  

  When in doubt, ask Google. And that’s exactly what Daryl did, which led him back to 

the series of YouTube videos posted by the Indian yogi who’d introduced him to the concept 

of ‘Soul Projection’. It appeared ‘Soul Projection’ wasn’t just a technique for traveling 

outside your body, but could also be used to focus your soul internally, to travel the limitless 

vista’s contained inside your own consciousness.  

  At least, Darryl thought that’s what the Yogi was saying. His assistant, Sanjay, was a 

terrible cameraman and all round technical incompetent whose ineptitude had turned the 

Yogi’s instructional videos into a miasma of weird cuts, wobbling camera moves and bad 

sound. However, after studying what remained of the Yogi’s videos over and over again, 

Darryl was fairly confident he knew what he was doing.  

  Sort of.  

  He leaned back, stretched, yawned and rubbed his tired eyes. Outside dawn was just 

beginning to lighten the sky as he finally turned his laptop off and turned to face Mike. He 
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stared into his brothers cold, seemingly dead, eyes and tried to explain what he was about 

to attempt.    

  “Mike, I … I don’t really know what’s happened, bruv. But I can feel you in there. Just 

a tiny bit of you, but it’s there. Buried way down deep where most people would miss it. I 

dunno if you even know yourself that you’re in there. Probably not and either way I reckon 

you’ve sort of lost track of yourself. But I think I figured out a way to help. I’m going to sort 

of project my psychic-self into you and go looking for you.”  

  He looked up at Errol who sat on a high shelf staring back at him. The tiny bat 

squeaked encouragingly. 

  “Errol reckons I’m onto something and you know how sensitive he is to this stuff.  If 

you were here you’d probably tell me I’m being stupid and that it’ll never work. You could 

be right, but I’m starting to feel like I’ve got all this stuff inside me. Like, if I really try, maybe 

I can pull off something no-one else can. I dunno if this is going to be one of those things, 

but it feels like it could be. And I have to try. ‘Cause, bruv, there’s no one else, and if I don’t 

do something now I think you’re gonna lose your connection to your body and then … well, 

then you’ll really be dead.” 

  Darryl paused and took a few deep breaths in an attempt to stop his chin wobbling.  

  “Anyway, the trick, according to the Youtube Yogi, is to always make sure you keep 

connected to your body. So, that’s what I’m gonna do.” Darryl stopped speaking and 

wondered what to do now. He felt like he needed to announce that he was about to try and 

go into a yogic trance, but seeing as there was only Errol listening, it felt a bit pointless. 

“Alright, time to give it a whirl. Wish me luck.” 

  Mike, unsurprisingly, said nothing.  

  Darryl shuffled himself round till he was sitting cross-legged in front of Mike. He put 

his hands, palm up, on his knees and closed his eyes adopting the classic ‘lotus position.’ It 

made his thighs ache. He ignored it and instead did as the Yogi had suggested and focused 

on his breathing.  

  In … out. 

  In … out, in … out … 

  And let his focus slip inwards and concentrated on the slow, regular metronome of 

his heartbeat until that and his breathing became his entire reality.  

  In … out, in … out, in … 
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  Suddenly, like a loose tooth working itself free, he felt his psychic-self pop free from 

his body and float upwards, and away. With some effort he managed to bring himself under 

control and found himself floating up near the office ceiling looking down at the room 

below. He could see Mike’s almost lifeless form and his own body sat opposite. A thin, silver 

tendril snaked from his body and down to his body below, attaching his psychic self to his 

body and providing a guide for him to find his way home.  

  He gave it the psychic equivalent of a tug and was reassured to find himself tethered 

firmly.  

He hovered and looked around, reaching out with his senses, curious about this new 

world. He sensed the outlines of the room and the shapes of everything in it. Suddenly, he 

became aware of the life force of the living things in the room. He felt Errol, perched off in a 

dark corner hiding from everything, quivering with fear and wondering aloud in his mind 

what was going on. He felt a spider’s excitement as it marched along its web, strung 

between the filing cabinet and the wall, towards a captured fly, struggling to free itself. He 

felt the tiny spark of the fly’s fear as it watched the spider approach. Darryl focused on Mike 

and for an instant felt the faint quiver of the tiny spark of life-force that was buried deep in 

his brother.  

“Right,” he thought to himself, “time to go to work.”  

 He focused and aimed the entirety of his consciousness at Mike. With dizzying 

speed he felt himself zoom down from the ceiling and slip inside Mike’s body. It felt wrong, 

like wearing clothes that were badly cut and didn’t fit. They itched and pinched in all the 

wrong places and he almost shot himself out of his brother’s body before taking control, 

and forcing himself to calm down.  

In … out, in … out. 

Darryl concentrated and felt himself slip down deeper into Mike. Somewhere ahead 

he could feel the tiny glint of Mike’s remaining life force and he fixed on it like a beacon in 

the dark, and aimed his consciousness at it. He began picking up speed and began to spin. 

All around him a dizzying cascade of images, thoughts and feelings slipped past him. Darryl 

gulped as the sensations assailed him and left him feeling nauseous. With a start Darryl 

realised he’d lost track of up and down and in a moment of profound disorientation he felt 

himself flip, spin and stretch as he lost track of his sense of his own limits. He picked up 



Copyright © Jon Hayes                               jon@strangeradio.co.uk 

18 
 

speed and tumbled down into the endless vistas of his brother’s inner consciousness, 

realising to his horror that he’d lost control of himself.  

 Darryl screamed.  

He plunged down his consciousness stretching, twisting and folding back on itself as 

he moved faster and faster through Mike’s inner landscape. Images, feelings and sounds 

battered him and Darryl drew his mind back into himself as much as he could, attempting to 

create the mental equivalent of a protective ball. He felt himself slow and began to exert a 

little control over his momentum.  

Relieved, he managed to reach down, looking for his tether. He found it dangling 

below him and pulled it tight and felt himself slow even more. He smiled to himself and 

tugged on the tether in an attempt to bring himself to a complete stop.  

The tether snapped.  

Oh shit.  

Darryl screamed in terror as he felt himself tumble backwards into the void that 

Mike had become. He grabbed for the wispy cord that was his only guide back to his own 

body and reality. It fluttered just beyond his outstretched fingers. 

Too far.  

And Darryl fell tumbling into the void. 

Down 

Down 

Screaming all the way. 

  And … gone.  

 


