
Welcome to Nether

Tail of poet, eye of author, ear of artist and essence of theatre: what 
do you get? A damn fine potion if ever there was one! We here at 

Stanzas HQ are big believers in macik, maji, ghosts, goblins, ghouls, 
warlocks, djin, genie and genius. 

After all, isn’t writing a little bit like casting a spell? Is not a book 
a teleporter to fantastic places and realms? Remember when you were a 
kid and you read all by yourself for the very first time? Remember that 
rainy Sunday when you powered through the last part of the trilogy and 
skipped breakfast, lunch and dinner? Sure you could say we’re nostalgic 
for our trade, but reading is like being lost in time. And writing, well, 
let’s not get started on all the hours we’ve spent agonising over words, 
syllables, structure and more; much like a witch might spend a year 
boiling a lover’s hair into powder, we too have left our words to simmer 
before adding them to the broth. 

Ah, but isn’t it glorious all the same?
Like the wizards of old, we hide away in dark hovels, secluding 

I AM YOUR LORD BAPHOMET HEAR ME SPEAK MORTALS 
LET THE RAIN OF CHAOS POUR ONTO YOU LET YOUR SOUL 
MELT UNDER MY GAZE I AM THE DEVOURER THE EATER OF 
SIN I FEAST ON YOUR SECRETS YOUR LIVES ARE NOTHING 
TO ME I CRUSH YOU UNDER MY HOOF I CAN TASTE THE 
DARK INSIDE YOU I AM THE DARK I AM THE SWEAT ON 
YOUR NECK I AM THE HAIRS RISING I AM THE CHILL I AM 
THE SHADOW UNDER YOUR BED THERE IS NOTHING LEFT 
EXCEPT ME ALL YOU WILL KNOW IS PAIN PAIN PAIN PAIN 
PAIN PAIN PAIN AND WHEN YOU SCREAM FOR MERCY I 
WILL ANSWER NO NO NO NO NO AND THE LAST WORD 
YOU WILL HEAR BEWTEEN THE HACKING MUCUS OF MY 
LAUGHTER AS I WASH YOU DOWN IN BLOOD WILL BE 
DOOM. . .

to explore more of our lord baphomet’s ramblings turn to page eight
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unseen
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Scardy Cat
Kieran Styles
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Baphomet Goes for a Stroll
Kieran Styles
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Ave Satani
Julian Santiago

Ave Satani!
On thy golem goaty hooves
I pour hysterical tears 
Awaiting the purple eve
In which thy thunderous name
Will sound in triumph reversed.
Thy capricorn head will light 
Over the cool high steeples;
Thy roar drown the angelus 
Bell tolling at holy hour,
While against the monstrance gleam
Thy torches will burn incensed.
All you desired and renounced,
Come to the Feast of Laughter,
Of Wine, of Skin, of Fat Meat.
Plunder yourself, plunder me, 
Here, at the end of the world.
Hearken the LaVeyan call 
Which purrs the melting wisdom
Of transgression as I, proud,
Lie on an altar, raptured, 
And in ecstasy, disrobed:
The delight of thirteen pairs
Of eyes craving flesh and blood.
Novum Eucharistiam!
I! I am thine! 
Ave!
Ave Satani!
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I’m Friends With My Demons
Grace Austin

 
I need more dreams, less dark.
Your claws rip down my neck,
Almost a caress of volatile thoughts. Almost.
You’re everywhere except my dreams.
 
I’ve dealt with you for all my years.
Didn’t even know you were there for some,
When I found you peering from my closet.
Sudden realisation hit me like a tonne of bricks.
 
Through time and space I’ve given in.
Accepted my demons as nothing,
The fear of my darkened closet lights my life.
Like the strike of lightening I realise; 
 
I’m friends with my demons,
My demons made me who I am today.
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The Contract of Doom
Fergal Bowers

You find yourself lost in the middle of nowhere, losing 
hope you keep walking as the sun begins to set on a cold 

night. 
As you’re about to give in, you see a clearing in the woods 

and happen to see a small town in the distance. Hoping to 
find directions home you walk towards it. 

The town is deserted. Shops are closed. Houses silent. 
As you wander you feel eyes on the back of your neck, 
but when you turn there is nothing. Perhaps the locals are 
peering through their net curtains and pinched blinds. Or 
perhaps something more sinister lurks in the town. You 
shiver instinctively and cross yourself. 

As you turn a corner you spy a large, impressive manor. 
Outside there is a lone guard standing before the door. At 
last, another soul. The door looks as though it has stood 
longer than time itself, the lock, rusted beyond repair, lays 
on the path below. The door itself is slightly ajar and inside 
you see only darkness. 

You expect the guard to stop you as you put a hand to 
the door, but he doesn’t seem to have noticed you, his eyes 
are glazed over in a glassy spectre. He probably wouldn’t stop 
you if you tried to enter.

to talk to the guard turn to page ten
to enter the door turn to page twelve
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Occult One
Rosanne Hayes
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The Contract of Doom
Fergal Bowers

‘Hello?’ you say. ‘Can you help me?’ But he doesn’t 
respond. Approaching closer, you wave a hand in 

front of him. ‘Can you hear me?’ Still nothing. You poke 
him in the arm and at last he reacts. 

‘What? Who goes there?’ Seeing you for the first time he 
pauses, then says, ‘Well hello there. ’tis rare we have visitors 
here. Lovely morning for a chat eh?’ You look up. The sun is 
splintering behind the woods. Dusk is coming in full swing. 
He’s completely lost it, you think. 

‘Where is everyone?’ you ask. 
‘Oh just dead,’ he says. ‘All dead.’ Then, to clarify in a 

most confusing way, ‘In a manner of speaking of course. I 
think. It’s been ages since they last decided. They’re around 
somewhere,’ and waves his arm in a general direction that 
could be everywhere and defines nowhere.

Yes, you think, Definitely bonkers.
He squints at you suddenly and then gasps. ‘It’s you!’ he 

cries. ‘Oh, thank the heavens, it’s you.’ He tries to open the 
door for you, but his hand passes through the wood. ‘Please, 
they’re waiting for you inside.’ 

Unmistakable fear creeps up your spine, but the guards 
crazed smile is more terrifying than his spectral hand on the 
door.

to enter the door turn to page twelve
for a totally different story turn to page twenty nine
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Occult Two
Rosanne Hayes
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The Contract of Doom
Fergal Bowers

Inside, a cold chill fills the air, as if all heat died in this 
place long ago. Nothing makes sense here. There are lit 

candles lighting the hallway, each flame colder the closer to 
get to it. Down the hall is a solitary door. You walk towards it 
cautiously, every step seems to thud against an inch of dust. 
As you lean to open the door, you hear a faint pulsing hum, 
almost like breathing, but in a way no being could make 
naturally. 

The door swings open into a large empty foyer. Again 
that deathly chill sweeps in and sends dust flying up. You 
cough in a hacking fit, but stop just as sudden; despite the size 
of the room, there is no echo, just that bizarre supernatural 
hum. At the far back of the room two staircases catch your 
attention, one leads up and one leads down. Standing 
between the stairs is a figure. You squint and step forward 
but the figure is difficult to comprehend. There is a bluish 
flesh about it, but through this flesh you can see the wall. 
Another ghost? And yet this creature feels more real than the 
guard out front. It speaks. 

‘Welcome, magistrate. With you here, we can finally 
begin with proceedings.’ 

‘Magistrate?’ you say. ‘Why are you calling me that? 
Who are you? What is this place?’ You barrage the figure 
with questions, but he, it, merely chuckles.

‘I call you magistrate because that is what you are. You, 
oh wise one, must pass the final judgement of our terrible 
crime. I am a servant of law and justice sent to watch over 
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this place from which the crime has been committed. This 
place was home of the Winter Sisters, the accursed twins!’ 

You shoot a quick glance behind you only to see that 
the door you entered from is gone. Panic starts to rise within 
you slightly, choking off your gullet and quickening your 
heartbeat. ‘What crime?’ you ask, but your voice sounds far 
away, as though someone else to the left of you spoke. ‘What 
happened here?’ 

‘It is not for me to say, magistrate.’ The ghostly figure 
replies. ‘I should not taint your knowledeg with detail—This 
is a mortal crime and thus requires a mortal’s judgement. 
You must hear of the deeds from the accused lips themselves. 
They are confined to their chambers behind me, Zara up, 
and Catlin down.’ 

With those words, the ghostly figure suddenly fades into 
nothing, leaving only a ghastly whipser repeating itself Up or 
Down, Up or Down, and with the entrance gone, you’re left 
with little choice but to speak to the sisters.

to speak to Zara turn to page fourteen
to speak to Catlin turn to page twenty
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The Contract of Doom
Fergal Bowers

As you approach the top of the staircase leading up, you 
notice a thick acrid smell as well as the harsh glow of 

fire coming from under the door in the upstairs hall. The 
door swings open and within the bedchamber is a young 
girl sitting inside a ring of fire. Her clothes are charred, but 
otherwise she appears fine. In fact, you catch a twinkle in her 
eye that doesn’t belong to the fire. You pause for a moment 
before she notices you as you watch the careful play of light 
and shadow along her exposed arms and legs. 

The smoke is thick and you begin to cough. Startled, she 
screams, pulls the bed clothes about her and glances towards 
you. ‘Who’s there? Catlin? Please sister, leave me alone. 
Please!’ she begins to pray ferverously, recounting the saints 
and the divine as quickly as she can. 

‘It’s ok,’ you say, stepping closer, smoke in your mouth 
and eyes, ‘I’m the magistrate. I’ve come to talk to you.’ 

Her face lights up at your words. ‘A thousand apologies, 
magistrate. I am Zara Winters. I had forgotten you would 
come.’ She pauses and lowers her eyes, says almost in a 
whisper, ‘It’s been so long since Catlin trapped us.’ 

‘Tell me,’ you say, getting closer still to the fire which is 
providing the first bit of heat you’ve noticed since arriving. 
You lay out your hands and let the flames lick close. 

‘I was too late you see. We’re all dead but I stopped 
Catlin. I tried forcing her demon to flee. She wanted to live 
forever, the worst of mortal sin. But I stopped her, I stole 
their contract and was going to burn it, but at the last minute 
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I was attacked by a crazed mob of her followers, surely you’ve 
seen them, zombied out of their minds, no will of their own, 
barely even real! I was too late. A moment earlier and I could 
have freed us, but by the time I acted their spell was half-
cast and now... now... we’re neither living nor dead really. I 
trusted my sister, and the gods, but all they did was betray!’ 
She screams so loud at the last word that you tumble back, 
falling onto a patch of fire. 

Zara calms herself while you pat out the flame in your 
pants. ‘Now all those souls are trapped in these chains,’ she 
says, this time mewling with an innocent, soft voice again 
that you cannot help but feel a kindred to. 

The fires dim slightly and she starts sobbing. ‘She made 
me do it, made me invite everyone to the hall. For prayer, 
she said! What blasphemy. Bloody is the halls where they 
stood. Look at what she’s done. Actions so vile that defiled all 
things good. Butchered them all to feed her want of power. 
Please see the truth in what I say, I played no willing role. 
The memories still bring a taste ever so sour. Please, have 
mercy when judging this soul.’ 

She begins talking in a crazed rhyme, minglign her 
words with strange lyricism. Them flames begin to dance 
once again as she rises on the bed, chains wrapping around 
her like so many snakes, her eyes glowing white as she rhymes 
her insane plea for mercy me oh mercy please! You backtrack 
down the stairs, more confused than ever. The door closes 
behind you as the cold and silence return.

to speak to Catlin turn to page twenty
to go back to the blue figure turn to page twenty-four

to hear more poetry turn to page sixteen
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On the Cliffs
Jodie Galvin

Flung over the rim of the earth’s blue,
In far distant cliff-lands,
Cling wild flowers of occult hue
Never plucked by human hands—

Each perfumed in bouquets exotic
Which pervade  the breeze
With mystery hypnotic—
Each  understood only by the bees.

Pick these blooms if you will
But if you touch even one
Their hues and perfumes will spill:
Their magic mystery will be gone.
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Witches
Aisling O’Connor

Three witches stood on their hillside home
Eyes narrowed and hats tipped forward
Away from the sun
A glorious day, how disgusting
When a young girl approached
‘Let me guess, dearie, you want him to fall in love with you,’
the first assumed.
With a wave of a wand a cauldron appeared
‘Heart of a bat
Eye of a rat.’
‘Or hit him with a baseball bat,’
the third intervened.
‘Whisker of a cat
Hair from a hat
And that’s that
All it will cost is your soul and first born child, 
not too steep if you ask me.
‘Besides hell’s not so bad
You get used to the heat.’ 
‘Actually’ addressing the second witch, 
‘Delores, I came to return your cat,’
The girl said. 
‘She keeps eating my food and gotten fat.’
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The Tree of Life
Kieran Styles
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Weeping Angel
Kieran Styles
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The Contract of Doom
Fergal Bowers

The staircase seems to go right down to the centre of the 
earth. You walk and walk, spiralling down, down, and 

all the while the air gets colder, the space denser, as though 
the walls are quite literally closing in on you. Finally you 
reach the botton. A simple wooden door greets you. As you 
open it a hoarse, unearthly voice calls out ‘Magistrate? Is that 
you?’ 

‘Yes,’ you respond before you can stop yourself. There is 
an audible sigh from within the room. 

‘At last. I am Catlin Winters. I just want this all to end. 
Have you any idea how long we’ve waited? Where were 
you?’ suddenly you feel a heat rising from under your collar, 
embarassed, as though you are late. ‘It’s been millennia’ she 
says, drawing you in to the room, ‘if not more.’ 

‘What happened here?’ you ask as the voice gives way to 
a body. 

‘Zara. It was her. She’s responsible for all of this.’ You 
enter the door and down a slight hall, all the while the voice 
grows louder, and a terrible gutteral sounds grows. ‘She 
brought the townsfolk into the manor for a gathering. It was 
horrible, blood everywhere.’ Your hand touches the wall. 
Solid stone under your tips. ‘Every one of them dead. She’s 
gone mad. My sister’s gone mad.’ 

As you step into the room, your eyes adjust and you see the 
source of voice. Before you stands what can only be described 
as a corpse. Still intact but pale, almost white, and layered with 
marks in the skin where it fought with rigor mortis. 
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The body’s mouth struggles visibly as it opens once 
again, ‘Yes, yes, I know. Not the prettiest, but I still got 
moves.’ She chuckles and spits up a large fleshy lump from 
her innards. Thick, treacle like blood oozes out. You wish 
to recoil, but fear cements you in place. ‘I sought to live 
forever. I’ll tell you something, Magistrate, never trust a 
demon. Baphomet tricked me. He tricked all of us. Zara 
wouldn’t let me follow through with my plan in the end, 
she’s killed everyone and got us all trapped here. She thinks 
that it was I who slaughtered everyone. But no, it was very 
much her doing. If she had listened to me then... well... a 
demon’s gotta eat too, I suppose. She did it and then stole 
the binding contract between Baphomet and I for her own 
sadistic pleasure. Thousands of years we’ve been trapped her, 
tortured by whatever her sick mind can come up with. We’re 
all stuck here. Until you decide, of course. Please, sir, find me 
innocent. It’s Zara that deserves to die, not me!’ You want to 
ask more, but she begins to wail and moan, pleading further 
for mercy, pleading her innocence and screaming in a voice 
of rusty hinges and chalkboard nails that it’s all her sister’s 
fault. You turn and head back up, letting the thing inside rail 
against her chains.

to speak to Zara turn to page fourteen
to  go back to the blue figure turn to page twenty-four
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Trees are Harrowed Immortality
Benjamin Kingston

We are flowers and we are weeds.
Chosen for our looks, pulled for our leaves.

Trees sit to us immortal.
The oak a thawing martyr.

Its branches stretch, groan and grow,
Knarled bough, winced incline.
Laocoon waned beneath despair,
Ivy and snakes both climb,
Laocoon and his sons are punished,
But the oak does not perish.

Its trunk in twisted agony,
As muscles wrest in searing pangs.
Bound San Sebastian’s flesh contorted, 
From the wounds drips lurid blood,
Roots absorb the reddened soil.

Time so long it seeps.
Pain so strong it pauses.
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Whispers
Michael McGrath

Within starry blankets of the fall
And whittled reeds in slender hands,
Our air is lost in fleet footfall
While roaming on these pastoral lands.
Oh sing to the moon, my lovelies.

Warm children mumble in their beds
As we row ferries out from Foynes,
With cargos of the recent dead
Whose eyes are crossed with silver coins.
Oh sing to the moon, my lovelies.

Encroaching from those darkest seas,
We moor amongst their petty ways
And spin our spools of trickery
For we know secrets of the grave.
Oh sing to the moon, my lovelies.

Oh sing and tumble through this night;
Yes, seep beneath tight window seams
To blow upon weak candlelight
And weave old troubles through their dreams.
Oh sing to the moon, my lovelies.

Oh sing to another streaming mist,
Dance and ebb on morning’s rise.
Leaving with a poisoned kiss
Our icy lips upon their eyes.
Oh sing to the moon, my lovelies.
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The Contract of Doom
Fergal Bowers

The ghostly figure stands waiting for you when you return. The exit 
door has returned since you were last here. 
‘Now you know what has transpired in this house, magistrate,’ 

the ghost says. ‘The terrible consultation of otherworldly beings, 
the horrible acts of murder. They have awaited your judgement for 
countless years, however, long have I sensed the presence of Baphomet 
himself within these walls. He too has been caught in the binding spell 
that keeps this town sealed. Ironic is it not? That the demon suffers 
from dealings with mortals.’ A distorted laugh echoes through the 
room. 

‘The binding contract is the key. Baphomet wrote it, Catlin needs 
it, Zara stole it, I watch over it, and now you must decide its fate. Catlin 
attempted to seize power that wasn’t hers. Zara murdered innocent 
people in order to interfere in matters that did not involve her at all. 
Or are both guilty in equal manners? Zara, Catlin. I call upon you to 
come and hear your fates.’

At an instant, two bright pillars of light burst through the room 
on either side of the ghost. As the light dies you see the two sisters 
standing in its place. They immediately turn and glare at each other 
with anger that has festered for hundreds of years. 

The ghost speaks once again, ‘Though I am a servant of law and 
justice, I am merely here to keep watch over the contract. You are 
the one who must decide. Once judgement is passed, everyone else 
confined here shall be free to go, including Baphomet, including you, 
including me.’ 

The Winters sisters both turn their gaze to you and wait.

to find Zara innocent turn to page twenty-six
to find Catlin innocent turn to page twenty-eight

to find them both equally guilty turn to page thirty
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Occult Three
Rosanne Hayes
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The Contract of Doom
Fergal Bowers

With a steady voice you pass your judgement. ‘I find Zara Winters 
guilty, for the needless murder of innocent lives. Return the 

contract to Catlin.’ 
The contrast of reactions is striking, Zara falls to her knees and 

wails while Catlin merely utters a sigh of relief. She takes a step towards 
you. 

‘I must thank you. I know this was not an easy decision for 
you, nor a clear one. But nonetheless you could glimpse the truth. 
I’m eternally in your depth, as is Baphomet. With this small matter 
now brushed aside, we may begin our work. Even now, his disciples 
patiently await his command to act.’ 

The realization sets in like a knife to bread. You turn to the ghost 
and stammer, ‘No. Wait. This isn’t what I intended!’ 

The ghost hardly reacts. ‘And yet you judged regardless. Your word 
is final. I hereby bring this case to a close. Magistrate, you may now 
leave.’ With those words, your vision flickers and a black void washes 
over you until you find yourself standing in a hallway, the front door 
is open at the end. You begin to reflect on what just happened. You 
found a murderer guilty and now all those souls may find peace. But 
at what cost? Baphoment is now free to tempt others. This could very 
well happen again. As you leave the manor you can’t help but wonder, 
was it worth it?
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Occult Four
Rosanne Hayes
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The Contract of Doom
Fergal Bowers

Without hesitation you pass your judgement, ‘I find Catlin 
Winters guilty, for consulting with demons.’ 

A vile shriek erupts from Catlin, while Zara staggers backwards 
with her hands pressed against her chest in relief. 

‘What have you done?!’ Catlin screams. ‘This magistrate is a fool, 
the contract is everything, without it I am nothing, I will wither and 
perish, is that what you want?’ 

The ghost interrupts her. ‘The magistrates word is final. You have 
been found guilty and the contract shall be destroyed. Magistrate, you 
may now leave.’ 

Catlin staggers forward towards you. ‘Do not think you have won 
this. I’ll die, but Baphomet still walks. I will replaced by another!’ She 
coughs violently and blood begins to seep from her mouth. ‘You cannot 
stop him now, there are innumerable candidates and innumerable 
sessions. This changes nothing!’ With her final words spent, she 
collapses to the floor. 

With those words, your vision flickers and a black void washes 
over you until you find yourself standing in a hallway, the front door 
is open at the end. You begin to reflect on what just happened. You 
put an end to Catlin and Baphomet’s machinations and the souls of 
all those murdered can now find peace. But in doing so, you have now 
freed Baphomet to sow chaos into the world once again. As you leave 
the manor you can’t help but wonder, would it have been better if you 
never came?
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Boiling Sea and Burning Sky
Máiréad Casey

We should have kept the whales. The beings that lived below were 
afraid of them, but they were not afraid of us. A water tribe 

of Bajau nomads, who defied the danger of salt-water waves, shark’s 
teeth and a tide of technology and pollution that threatened to make 
their sea-legged lives unviable, pulled their wooden vinta ashore on a 
Malaysian beach and said that they would never tilt it out to the waves 
again. 

It was they that first saw the cold creature surfacing, its wide, 
impossible eyes showing ferocious intelligence, and even a hint of 
recognition, before it quickly camouflaged with the crimson sunset.

The subtle refraction of light gave it away and they made their 
escape. 

They warned of what was out there, but journalists lost interest 
when they mentioned the word “Jinn.” They thought better than to 
chase a white whale. 

A little girl in Australia saw it swallow her brother, and ears pricked 
up again. They found his body, a floating sack of skin, like a wetsuit 
that had been discarded by its wearer. “Ojinn sucked his bones out like 
juice from a carton,” she said, more than a little dispassionately. They 
think she was in shock.

All of us that could moved far from sea-shores. 
It’s said the Ojinn lived on fossils, down below. The jaws of a 

megaladon could be seen inside one of its stomachs, still stewing away 
in there years later, just like how they used to warn kids with gum. 
After waiting for the last gentle water giant to die and sink to his sea 
bed, they knew the time was right to rise from the silent seas, and chase 
some fresher quarry. 
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The Contract of Doom
Fergal Bowers

With a long pause and several glances at both sisters, you pass your 
judgement. 

‘I find both Catlin and Zara Winters equally for the consultation 
of demons and murder of innocents respectively.’ 

Both sisters let out screams of rage and the ghost steps forward.
‘Your word is final magistrate, but what will become of the 

contract, if both are guilty, it can neither be returned nor destroyed.’ 
Catlin cuts across the ghost, ‘Isn’t it obvious, you have to keep it, 

she’s doomed all of us.’ 
Zara sobs and echoes her sister, ‘doomed all of us.’ 
The ghost turns and faces you, ‘I have stood watch here for 

hundreds of years, but your word is final. Nothing will change, I will 
remain watchful over the contract. The Winters sisters and the souls of 
the murdered will remain here too for all eternity, as will I.’

A distorted sigh follows, ‘ahh but the magistrate is wise. I still 
sense the presence of Baphomet, he too will remain here, forever unable 
to torment humanity. You however are now free to leave. 

With those words, your vision flickers and a black void washes 
over you until you find yourself standing in a hallway, the front door 
is open at the end. You begin to reflect on what just happened. The 
ghostly figure was right, Baphoment was now trapped forever here, 
never to corrupt another soul. The thought should comfort you, but 
it came with a heavy cost. Both sisters will continue their suffering 
forever, a fate you couldn’t bare the thought of, but so too will all those 
who were murdered. They do not deserve this. Nor does the ghost, 
whoever he is. He was only here to watch over until you could arrive, 
now he will never go back to where he came from. 

As you leave the manor you can’t help but wonder, have you made 
the right choice?
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