
 
 
MARYRAJOTTE.COM     ♦    INKSLINGER@MARYRAJOTTE.COM     ♦    @MARYRAJOTTE 

 

Regan followed the sound down the hall… 
 

o the darkened passageway that led to the 
basement. As she moved past the door of 
her father's wine cellar, there was a 

rustling from behind the door. Regan jolted up 
against the far wall, feeling the cold stone 
against her skin. 
 

gain, a pattering. There was someone in 
there. "It's just the wind, this old house," 
she reasoned as she crept forward, 

placed her hand on the doorknob and turned it.  
 

he rustic scent of smoke and the vague, 
sweetly-fragrant scent of incense 
perfumed the air. She edged into the room 

and fumbled along the wall for a light switch. 
There was a sound inside as though someone 
had sighed, and the slight draft that passed 
caused Regan's entire body to shudder. 
Standing stock-still, she held her 
breath...waited...but there was nothing. She 
peered over her shoulder, almost expecting the 
skeleton man to be standing behind her, his sun-
scorched digits reaching out for her.  
 

s she found the switch, a light bulb 
flickered overhead and then came to life, 
illuminating a lone rack of wine bottles in 

the center of the room. Then Regan's breath 
became caught in her throat.  
 

versized paintings were suspended in a 
makeshift gallery that was hung from 
crudely-shapen brass hooks jutting from 

the stone walls. Small lights were positioned 
above each frame, and their muted hue flickered 
across the canvas and made the scenes seem 
to quiver. 
 

egan rocked her head from side to side. 
All these years living in this house. How 
could I not have seen? Why didn't I know 

that this was here? 
 

he edges of the scenes were blurred in 
soft tones. As she leaned in to pick out the 
face that was set in the center of the 

gruesome scenes, Regan jumped back. It was 
that face again, those eyes; and like always, she 
couldn't resist him. It was as if the man was 
willing her to look, to see what had been done to 
him. 
 
 
 
ABOUT THE LOCKWOOD COLLECTION: 
 

“subtle, convincing, terrible, utterly-moving 
and hideous in aspect…” 
 
“dashes you on the rocks of stark 
realization at the very end. It is mad, it is 
brilliant…” 
 
Read the conclusion of The Lockwood 
Collection in The Scroll of Anubis from 
Library of Horror Press at 
http://www.twistedlibrary.com/
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