
Chapter One  

FLATLANDER IN HIGHLANDS  

 Like any good horror story, this one starts with a road trip.  

 He awoke right as the road up the mountain curved north 
and his car went south. Time bent at the exact instant before he 
should have hit the worn guard rail, which would not hold at this 
speed. He would have plummeted the full three thousand feet that 
he had just ascended up the mountain to his death. In the thick and 
knotted forest below, the SUV would quickly be hidden in dense 
brush and foliage. If a passerby didn't witness the accident 
firsthand and nobody immediately noticed the mangled metal 
wreckage of the guard rail, it would be days before the man’s body 
would be found. Probably after the animal and insect population 
had its way with his freshly rotting corpse.    
 The bending of the time continuum gave him the added 
instant he needed to make a last second swerve back onto the road. 
He fish-tailed twice and skidded roughly to a stop on the shoulder. 
A beat later, the man was enveloped in a cloud of dirt kicked up by 
his vehicle’s tires. Okay, so maybe time and space hadn’t 
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displaced. But it sure felt like it to him. It was adrenaline that had 
made the world stop. The fight or flight mechanism had kicked in 
deep inside his cerebral cortex, making time seem to move at an 
altogether surreal pace. A pace where the whole world went silent, 
except for the amplified beating of his own telltale heart. He sat in 
his SUV on the side of the road and fought to catch his breath. His 
veins were pounding in time with his heart. One internal symphony 
of terror, his terror. The terror of J.D. Loveless: would be 
filmmaker. It took him five minutes to catch his breath, for his 
hard-driving Techno beat to fade.     
 Loveless caught sight of the little pale yellow post-it note 
stuck to the dashboard and his fear diminished a little more, 
replaced by the excitement that newness brings with it. The post-it 
read “Lake Arrowhead today!” He was getting out of Los Angeles, 
his adopted home and object of an ongoing love/hate relationship, 
for a sabbatical, a self-imposed writer’s retreat. Indefinitely.  
 Actually Loveless no longer designated himself a writer, 
even though he had written for a handful of colorful independent 
film producers; colorful in this instance meaning crazy 
motherfuckahs. The new distinction for Loveless was this: a writer 
writes. Period! A director directs scripts that a writer writes. J.D. 
Loveless now saw himself as a filmmaker. According to him, a 
filmmaker was a director who directs screenplays that he himself 
writes. Or at least, he wanted to be a filmmaker.   
 Loveless had a good friend named Griffin who had a home 
up in the mountains roughly one hundred miles away from sunny 
Los Angeles. He didn’t go up there much and offered it to Loveless 
for a six or seven month excursion free of rent if he maintained and 
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fixed the place up a little while living there. Griffin was indebted 
to the filmmaker for getting him a key supporting role in a low 
budget feature film - Loveless knew the casting director - and 
enticed him with tales of tranquility and serenity in a setting of 
lush nature. Seeing as how the five-day-or-quit notice on the 
filmmaker’s apartment door was four days old, he took his friend 
up on the offer.       
 Besides, Loveless wanted to write. More than that, 
Loveless wanted to write a screenplay that he could direct. The 
would-be filmmaker only had two hurdles. One: he had no idea 
what he was going to write about. Two: Loveless didn’t know 
where he was going to get the money to turn a bunch of words on a 
page into a tangible motion picture. Artistic creativity meets harsh 
reality in a head on collision - sans seatbelt or airbag.   
 Anyway, Loveless decided to deal with one hurdle at a 
time. His first hurdle was coming up with an idea. So Loveless 
suppressed what he referred to as his inner spouse. That’s the 
nagging little voice in your head that tells you, ‘You’re no good. 
Stop dreaming. Grow up and get a real job. I should have listened 
to my mother and married Thomas. He was well-grounded, came 
from a good family and had a steady job.’    
 Nevertheless the filmmaker’s excitement was running high. 
He had never actually been to Lake Arrowhead before, so this was 
all grand adventure. Grand adventure was sure to spark creativity. 
There was something about uncertainty and the lack of routine that 
got the juices flowing. In his mind, he would be cranking out page 
after page on his laptop keyboard in no time, like Amadeus 
obsessively banging out “Requiem” on ivory piano keys. Yeah! 
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 Loveless thought to himself, this would be just like the 
time he was flown out to Belfast, Ireland to write a screenplay 
about the Irish Republican Army. Loveless had been set up in a flat 
with a bunch of IRA members, or rather, former IRA members. 
The other three Americans were the maverick producer/director 
who wanted to film this ultra-violent art-house gem, his 
cinematographer and his vice president of development, i.e., 
assistant. After a few weeks though, they had to hightail it out of 
there, chased out by death threats. From whom they didn’t know. 
But at three o’clock in the morning, they hastily tossed their 
belongings into a black van and drove down to Dublin.  
 Later, they took a ferry to Wales and a train to London. 
Loveless basically wrote the screenplay on the run. The day it was 
done, he handed it off to the producer and took a plane back to 
America.        
 Juices flowed another time when Loveless was in Antwerp, 
Belgium doing rewrites on a World War II movie about the V-1 
rocket program, the Vengeance rockets that Hitler used to bomb 
Europe at the end of his mad run. It was good times, hanging with 
raging Frenchmen, Dutch artists and Swedish actresses. Juices. 
Beer. Brainstorms. Women. Story ideas. Beer.   
 But since Loveless had been back in Los Angeles, nothing 
was flowing. Before, in Europe, when ideas were pouring out of 
him like blood out a wound, he didn’t have the time to write. He 
was too busy living the adventure. Now that Loveless had all the 
time in the world - job opportunities were scarce - nothing. Zilch! 
He had even been denied employment at Starbucks. Maybe they 
already had their quota of struggling writers and out-of-work 
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actors.         
 A trip out of town to parts unknown was just what the 
doctor ordered. The question was, is the doctor a quack? Loveless’ 
writer’s block was so severe that he couldn’t even decide what 
genre of film he wanted to choose for his directorial debut. 
 ‘Relax, J.D. You’re getting ahead of yourself. It’s all 
waiting up there for you,’ is what he told himself as he drove. He 
looked up ahead and saw the mountain tops, his “Stairway to 
Heaven.” It was a long ascent. Arrowhead sat at an elevation of 
roughly 5,500 feet. It was the first of October and Loveless was 
feeling optimistic. October was his favorite month of the year 
because he loved Halloween and horror movies. Loveless 
particularly liked possession stories and zombie flicks. “The 
Exorcist” and “Night of the Living Dead” were two of his all time 
favorites.        
 The road was winding and locals returning home up the 
mountain, whizzed past Loveless at break-neck speeds. At about 
4,000 feet elevation, the filmmaker encountered something he 
hadn’t expected. Fog. This was not Los Angeles canyon fog either. 
This was mountain fog, thick and scary. Loveless had never seen 
anything like this. It was straight out of John Carpenter’s eighties 
horror classic “The Fog.”      
 ‘They say, when the fog comes rolling in, the dead shall 
rise again.’        
 The filmmaker half expected a pirate hook up the ass. Still, 
he marveled at this expression of nature. You couldn’t buy 
production value like this. Being the only one on the road without 
fog lights, Loveless had to pull over more than once to let a line of 
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locals drive past who tossed him scornful looks as they did. The 
filmmaker’s evil black stare back said, ‘Give me a break, fucknuts! 
First time up the mountain, okay?’ Loveless was soon to find out 
the locals called people who didn’t live in the mountains 
‘flatlanders.’ He reasoned, ‘They probably just call us that so we 
would reciprocate by calling them highlanders. They must love 
that.’ This brought to mind one of the filmmaker's favorite eighties 
cult films “Highlander,” a fantasy about immortals who do battle 
with one another throughout the ages. The classic song “Who 
Wants to Live Forever” from the movie soundtrack by the iconic 
rock group Queen popped in Loveless’ head. He hummed it the 
rest of the way up the mountain.  

 Loveless reached the top and followed the sign that said 
Arrowhead. As he got closer to town, the fog peeled back. The 
town was small, smaller than Loveless expected. There was only 
one movie theater on the mountain. It played all of four movies 
and didn’t have the latest releases. The filmmaker realized he 
really would be roughing it. There were only two supermarkets in 
Lake Arrowhead. Loveless grabbed a burger in a greasy spoon 
restaurant frequented by locals, half of whom looked like 
lumberjacks, women included. It seemed the mountains township 
was made up of two factions. One faction was well-to-do older 
retired couples, the types who had resided in places like the Pacific 
Palisades in Los Angeles. They were living out their twilight years 
in scenic and rustic Lake Arrowhead, the Beverly Hills of the 
mountains. The other faction was the people who had lived there 
all of their lives. They populated the poorer surrounding areas - 

�6



Twin Peaks, Crestline and Running Springs. Places where the 
average public school education stopped at fifth grade. They 
definitely had that small town vibe. In Loveless’ head he heard the 
fiddle music from the movie “Deliverance.”   
 ‘You’ve got a purdee mouth there, boy.’   
 Loveless was told by one chatty-katty young waitress with 
a mouthful of braces, that there were a number of shops and 
restaurants by the lake mainly for the tourists. But any exploration 
would have to take place tomorrow. Loveless wanted to find his 
buddy’s cabin home before nightfall. The fog had buoyed that 
decision.  

 As soon as Loveless left town, headed in the direction of 
his soon-to-be dwelling, the fog picked up again. There were 
strange sights in the rapidly darkening night. He saw a teen boy 
and girl hitchhiking. It had been a very long time since Loveless 
could remember seeing anyone hitchhiking; at least not anyone 
who wasn’t an aged hippie relic from a long dead peace movement 
or a crack whore looking for a totally different type of ride. The 
two teens, not more than thirteen or fourteen, definitely weren’t 
hippies. They were heavy metal rocker types with a smidgen of 
Goth, replete in their regalia of ripped jeans, black concert tee-
shirts, dyed jet black hair, stud belts and bad attitudes. The boy 
wore an army surplus jacket. The girl had a beat-up denim jacket 
covered with band patches. Loveless didn’t pick them up, but 
looked back in his rearview mirror with mild adult concern. They 
were walking along a blind curve with no shoulder or sidewalk, 
just hills and cars zooming by. The filmmaker soon found out that 

�7



hitchhiking was the cool and accepted mode of transportation for 
the underage youth of the mountains.     
 Something was trotting along on the shoulder beside 
Loveless’ car. There was a break in the fog and he saw what it was. 
A coyote. It looked at him without an ounce of concern, then 
trotted nonchalantly down the hill, into the woods.  

 Loveless found the cabin home, which like many of the 
homes on the mountain, was built on the side of a steep hill. The 
filmmaker had to park at the top of the hill and take a series of 
rickety old wooden steps down to the house. Loveless made a note 
to himself to replace a number of these steps before he tripped and 
broke his neck. He could see from the top of the staircase that there 
was a carport on the other side of the house. Use of the carport was 
discouraged by the condition of the pavement, which was badly 
cracked by the steady growth of a large tree whose massive roots 
had, over time, created an upheaval in the cement. The utility road 
that led to the carport was also twisted, unpaved and full of rocks 
of varying and intimidating sizes. Loveless saw the tiny sprinkling 
of homes, none closer than a quarter of a mile, then dense woods. 
It was already dark from the fog. Now the sun was setting. Which 
meant in a few minutes it would be pitch black.   
 It took several tries before the key Griffin had given 
Loveless opened the door. The filmmaker prayed the electricity 
was still working. The process of walking into a dark house that he 
didn’t know his way around at night didn’t sound like fun. He 
should have thought about this and set out from LA earlier in the 
day. Loveless had the flashlight from the car in hand. Expect the 
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best, prepare for the worst. What if some mountain lion had made 
the uninhabited cabin home its den for the winter? The 
filmmaker’s imagination picked a bad time to suddenly start 
working on him. He squelched these thoughts and opened the door. 
Loveless stuck his hand in and tried the light switch by the door. 
Click! Illumination failed him. Griffin had told Loveless where the 
power box was. The good news was that it was located on the 
outside of the house. Now the real question was, would it work? 
He flipped all the circuits. Loveless saw a light shine instantly 
through the half open front door. On the way in, he walked through 
a thick web, eating a mouth full of cobwebs and possibly a small 
spider.         
 Inside, the filmmaker was greeted by a quaint living room 
with a vaulted ceiling. To the right was the kitchen and a hall that 
led to a bedroom and the master bedroom, which was smallish, and 
a bathroom at the end of the hallway. A staircase led down to what 
he guessed was the basement. Loveless would investigate that last. 
The filmmaker flipped lights on as he moved through the house. 
Back in the living room, he saw there was a fireplace, complete 
with wood and starter logs. Next to it was a glass door that led out 
onto the balcony. The large balcony, above a lower deck directly 
outside the basement, looked down onto the carport in the back and 
out into the woods. Loveless went out onto the balcony. Boards 
creaked under his feet. Some of these would need replacing as 
well. To the left of him was a much larger home, three stories. It 
was the nearest house to his cabin home, but was still at least a 
quarter of a mile away.  
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 It was now dark. Night fell quickly here in the mountains. 
Loveless would have to remember that. As his eyes became 
accustomed to the night, he noticed there was someone on the 
balcony of the house nearest him. Small cigarette clouds rose from 
the balcony like smoke signals. The person, merely a shadow 
figure, waved and went inside. Loveless got the distinct impression 
that it was a woman, but this was only a guess.   
 Inside, the filmmaker decided to mark his first night in this 
new temporary residence by starting a fire. It was cold enough 
already here in the mountains, despite only being October, and J.D. 
had always liked fires. He made sure the flue was open, lit the 
starter log, placed small branches and then a real log on top of 
them. In no time, a fire was blazing. The filmmaker looked around. 
The fire warmed the decor. With wood furnishings, carvings of 
bears and wolves and a reddish wood floor, the fire gave the place 
the finishing touch needed to complete the classic rustic mountain 
look. There was a staircase to the side that led up to a small loft 
that looked like it had once been a child’s play room. Loveless 
remembered that Griffin had lived up here when he was married 
and had a small son. He moved back to LA during the divorce. His 
wife moved to Fresno with the kid.     
 Although Loveless really didn’t want to, he knew he had to 
check the basement before he went to bed. The filmmaker had 
already decided to sleep on the big, soft couch in front of the 
fireplace for his first night. It was becoming nice and toasty there. 
He would bring his things down from the SUV in the morning. But 
Loveless knew he wouldn’t be able to sleep if he didn’t check the 
basement.  
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 The light switch at the top of the staircase didn’t work. The 
light bulb was probably burnt out. Probably. For a second, the 
filmmaker was tempted to turn back. After all, movies were his 
business. In how many thrillers, horror movies and gritty dramas 
was a midnight stroll through a dark basement the undoing of 
many a cinematic day-player? The basement was always the place 
where hideous, grisly acts - affronts to God and man - were carried 
out in secret, outside the light of day and goodness. It’s where evil 
dwelt. Where demons crept up out of. But that was the movies. 
This was the real world. The really real world. Loveless got out his 
flashlight and proceeded down into a dank darkness, where the 
temperature seemed to drop a few degrees. At the bottom of the 
stairs there were two rooms, one to the right, one to the left. 
‘Damn, why couldn’t it have just been one wide open area I could 
surveil with a single sweep of my flashlight?’ the filmmaker 
thought. He felt inside each room for the light switch, but couldn’t 
find them. They weren’t near the entrance. Great. A few feet in 
front of him was the back door. He saw a light switch there and 
flipped it on. A light bulb outside the door stuttered then lit up. 
Light immediately shone in through the small window on the door. 
The window was broken, the glass had fallen inward. There was 
also a small trickle of blood. Someone had cut themselves while 
reaching in to unlock the door. Loveless tensed. His breathing 
quickened. Options were running through his head. One was to get 
the hell out of there. The other was to find the light.   
 The filmmaker swung the flashlight around towards the 
room on the left. What if they were still here? Loveless stood 
completely still for a full minute, barely breathing. Finally, lacking 
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any further patience, he pushed forward. Entering the room, he 
finally saw the light switch and turned it on. It was a few feet 
deeper in the room than he had expected, not as close to the 
entrance. Now Loveless remembered something else his friend 
Griffin had said. Something about converting part of the basement 
into a guest bedroom, which is what the filmmaker stood in. The 
bedroom was small and functional. Oddly, nothing in it looked like 
it had been disturbed by the vandals. Loveless turned his 
investigation to the other room. A thought bubbled to the surface. 
He remembered that his friend Griffin had a dark side. Loveless 
looked in exactly the same place for the light switch and found it. 
What the hell was it Griffin had converted this part of the basement 
into? Loveless hadn’t seen Griffin’s wife Helen since the divorce, 
which was odd since they had all frequented the same haunts at 
one time. Months later, he was told she had moved out of town. 
Convenient. Maybe his friend’s dark side was darker than he had 
imagined. Divorce was a twisted bitch. Maybe a bitter Griffin had 
converted the basement into a torture chamber. Maybe parts of 
Helen were hanging on meat hooks right in front of him. In the 
moment before he flicked the switch, the filmmaker got the 
impression that this room was large. Click! The light bulb dangling 
naked from the ceiling, gave off dim light. It was a large family 
room. A Foosball table sat in the corner. A big old projection TV, 
couch, ping-pong table, and a cabinet full of board games filled out 
the rest of the place. The walls were painted a bright cheerful 
yellow. Framed photos of the family and crayon drawings by the 
kid hung on the walls. There was a closet in the corner where 
Loveless later discovered cardboard boxes full of baby clothes, old 
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suitcases, an antique record player, and a large metal lock box. 
 The filmmaker stepped a little further into the room and 
felt a crunch under the heel of his boot. He saw a lamp on an end 
table and turned it on. It lit the area directly in front of him. On the 
floor was a shrine of some sort, candles on little trays set out in the 
shape of a circle. Inside the circle, smaller candles made what was 
unmistakably a Pentagram, the Satanic star. The candles alternated 
between black, red and white. They were all burnt down to leaning 
gobs of dried wax, which Loveless had stepped on. While freaky, 
the filmmaker dismissed it as the work of bored mountain kids 
looking for kicks. This probably happened months ago. It had been 
awhile since Griffin had been up here. Loveless didn’t blame him. 
Divorce tended to taint places with an overabundance of memories, 
both good and bad. For a second, the filmmaker could see his 
friend in his mind’s eye, laughing with his wife and son in the 
room as they played foosball, cheated at board games, and watched 
movies on video. A wave of empathy washed over Loveless with 
the stolen moment. If it had been a flashback scene in a movie the 
filmmaker was directing, he would have lit it hot, with stirring 
shadows, shot it shaky handheld with a grainy stock of film to give 
it a home movie look. But this wasn’t a movie. Griffin didn’t have 
the heart to return to his former family home by himself and just 
wanted Loveless up there to make sure the place was still in one 
piece.         
 The filmmaker smiled at the candles, an overused 
stereotype. What was it about rural area teenagers and Satan 
worship that went hand in hand so wonderfully? How many news 
reports had he read about teenagers cavorting in the woods with 
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drugs, heavy metal death rock, a Satanic Black Mass ritual or two, 
and sex-capades. Loveless supposed there wasn’t too much to do 
in the small communities and the surrounding woods aside from 
that. Rite of passage stuff, that’s all. Just something to grow out of, 
a fleeting rebellion against daddy, mommy, God and country. The 
cities had street gangs, extended families. The woods had Satan, 
the ultimate father figure, who would never disappoint because he 
so blatantly embraced evil, chaos, and perversion.  
 Loveless locked the back door. He found a plank of wood, 
a hammer and a box of nails and nailed the board over the broken 
window on the door. Eerily enough, this reminded the filmmaker 
of a scene out of the most terrifying movie he had watched as a 
kid, “Night of the Living Dead.” It was all the more terrifying 
because it was shot in black and white which made it seem 
shockingly real. It was the scene where the hero - oddly enough an 
African American man in 1960s Pennsylvania - boarded up a 
house, fortifying it so that the freshly resurrected zombies could 
not burst in and eat his flesh. What was the saying? “When there 
was no room left in Hell, the dead will roam the Earth.”  
 Loveless felt silly when he noticed the goose bumps on his 
arms. It was a cool night he told himself.  
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Chapter Two  

MATHALUH LIVES  

 After two weeks in Lake Arrowhead, Twin Peaks, Rim 
Forest, and the surrounding mountain townships, the filmmaker 
was acclimating nicely, although he hadn’t yet visited the town of 
Crestline. Each day was slightly cooler than the one before it and a 
little more Halloweenie. Despite this, Loveless still hadn’t come up 
with a story for his movie or even an idea for a story. He hadn’t 
written a lick since he had quite literally climbed to the mountain 
top. The filmmaker had decided on a genre: horror, probably due to 
the time of year and the fact that Halloween was unequivocally his 
favorite holiday. Having grown up on a steady diet of comic books, 
horror films and sci-fi novellas, Loveless loved Halloween. 
Halloween had a way of waking people up to the possibility of the 
fantastic in life, if only for a month. The likelihood of the existence 
of UFOs, psychic spies and angry spirits not only became more 
real, but fun as well. J.D. Loveless carried this Halloween spirit 
with him all year round. Although highly skeptical about the 
actuality of these incredulous forces, he loved the possibility of 
them anyway. For the filmmaker, it somehow made life a little less 
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mundane.        
 So Loveless decided to do a horror film. However, he 
planned on approaching it with an art-house sensibility. He didn’t 
want to do some ‘B’ straight to video slasher film with a big jiggly 
boobed actress, rapidly descending towards an unsavory career in 
porn, bouncing across screen before the opening credits had even 
faded. He wanted whatever film he made to have an independent 
spirit and a fresh perspective on the classic horror movie. 
Something that was entertaining, took a realistic approach to the 
horror, and spoke to its audience metaphorically with a spattering 
of psychological horror. Since he was currently in the mountains, 
Loveless decided he wanted to do a claustrophobic small town 
horror movie with few locations and a big theme. Like “Night of 
the Living Dead” or “Halloween.” These movies not only scared 
the bejesus out of you, but also explored such weighty themes as 
racism and how and why human monsters are created. The 
filmmaker felt secure in his decision to commit to the horror genre 
by virtue of the fact that it was one of the few genres that did not 
demand name actors. After compiling a list, the filmmaker 
confirmed his suspicions. Out of the top twenty best horror films of 
all time, only two or three of them were studio fare with known 
stars.         
 Loveless had decided to write a horror film exactly five 
days after arriving in the Arrowhead Mountains. He entertained a 
number of ideas. None held his attention for more than an hour. 
The hard thing about writing a horror script is that just about every 
conceivable subject matter has already been turned into a film. 
Loveless wanted something original, a subject that had never been 
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made into a movie before. That’s what eluded him. That’s what 
stone-walled him. Just when the filmmaker would think he had 
something good and ideas started to bounce around his brain, he 
would remember a film that had already been made about that 
concept. This went on for nine days.     
 On the tenth day something happened. Loveless ventured 
into Crestline. Whereas Lake Arrowhead was the upscale 
community of the mountains, Crestline leaned heavily towards 
poverty and White trash. It was a world of broken down homes, 
junk-filled backyards defended by dirty dogs, and adult residents 
with elementary school level educations and more than a few teeth 
missing from years of Meth abuse. The kids were all restless and 
disenfranchised, echoing the same whiny lament, ‘When I turn 
eighteen, I’m gonna get off this damn mountain.’ In that regard, 
Loveless could relate to them. Growing up in a ghetto in Brooklyn, 
he often heard the same sentiment. The odd thing of it was, J.D. 
Loveless was one of the few people he had ever known to leave his 
neighborhood. He told everyone he was moving to Hollywood and 
then actually moved. The filmmaker knew most of these kids 
would never leave the mountain. It was a world unto itself. It 
wasn’t practical to commute. It was too far down the mountain to 
San Bernardino and once it got cold, between the ice, fog, snow 
and mudslides, it became a perilous proposition. Many families 
actually moved to the mountains with the same bright notion. They 
would have the best of both worlds. Their kids would grow up in a 
small, friendly, safe and affordable community, while they would 
commute and make big city money. Most of these families held up 
for about six months max before begrudgingly placing ‘for sale’ 
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signs on their front lawns. Those who stayed became mountain 
people. This was their life now and the world below became a 
distant memory.       
 With this mountain life, came the small town gossip, 
folklore and urban legends. It was in this manner that Loveless first 
heard the name Mathaluh. The filmmaker was sitting on the couch 
by the fireplace, writing - or rather trying to write - when he 
realized what time it was. 8:51 pm. Shit! The local supermarket in 
Lake Arrowhead, which incidentally also held the only Starbucks 
on the mountain, closed at 9:00 p.m. He hadn’t made a store run in 
days and desperately needed food, toiletries, water, soda, and beer. 
After that, there was only an all night Seven Eleven open and 
Loveless hated microwavable frozen burritos. The filmmaker had 
heard there was another market that stayed open until ten in 
Crestline. So he hurried down, found the market - it wasn’t large 
enough to be called a supermarket - and stocked up. On the way 
back, he hit fog.       
 The mountain fog seemed to defy the normal laws of fog. It 
came and went when it wanted, where it wanted. The filmmaker 
saw it as he went around a bend. The girl was the second thing he 
saw. Loveless swerved right as she spotted him. She was dressed 
all in black, wearing a beat-up black leather jacket that was big 
enough to have belonged to her father, assuming she had a father. 
The girl looked to be about fifteen, but it was hard to tell as the 
filmmaker turned the wheel hard and she dived out the way. Next, 
he hit the breaks. Loveless came to a stop with a jerk so violent the 
filmmaker instinctively braced for the airbag. It didn’t go off. 
Everything around Loveless became very still. The dirt the 
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filmmaker’s vehicle kicked up swirled around in the pools of light 
generated by his high beams. Loveless, shaking, jumped out the 
car and approached the girl who looked nonchalant about the 
whole thing.        
 “Are you alright?” he asked as he came forward slowly.  
 “Sure,” the girl responded with a shrug. “Happens.”  
 “This is a dangerous place to hitchhike. Not that 
hitchhiking is all that safe in the first place.”  
 The girl sized Loveless up, then let down her guard. “Way 
to get around if you don’t have a car. Not much of a public 
transportation system here on the mountain, you know.” 
 “Your parents don’t get mad?”  
 “My mom? She don’t mind. Long as I’m safe about it.” 
 From the mention of the mother, the filmmaker guessed 
there wasn’t a father in the picture. The lull in the conversation 
made him uncomfortable.      
 The girl picked up the slack. “Can I have a ride? I’m not 
going very far.” She must have decided he was okay.   
 Loveless felt uncomfortable about giving the young girl a 
ride, but he was more uncomfortable about leaving her there.  
 “You just get in the car with anyone who stops for you?” 
 The girl took the filmmaker’s response as a yes and headed 
to the passenger side of the car as she chirped, “Pretty much.” 
 “How do you know I’m not an axe murderer?”  
 The girl giggled. “You get a good sense about these things 
real fast when hitchin.’ Mostly women give me rides. Mothers. 
When guys stop, I get an instant vibe. If the vibe is creepy, I don’t 
get in. That’s all. But mostly I hitch with other kids. Safety in 
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numbers.”        
 The girl climbed into the SUV. Loveless got back behind 
the wheel. Her rules of the road made sense academically. But, 
since being on the mountain, the filmmaker had seen more than a 
few gaudy funeral wreaths accompanied by candles, photos and 
sad handwritten notes on the side of roads commemorating the 
locations where kids had been struck and killed by motor vehicles. 
 “Glad to hear I don’t creep you out,” Loveless said with an 
air of uneasiness.       
 “You don’t have to worry.” The girl read his conflicted 
expression. “Nobody’s going to think you’re a perv.”   
 The filmmaker started the car and put it in drive. “Good to 
know. Where ya going?”      
 “The Rock. I’ll show you. It’s only about two miles down. 
Just keep going this way. I’ll tell you when to turn. I’m meetin’ 
people.”  

 The girl’s name was Lizzy, short for Elizabeth. She was 
about 5’4” and cute with pale sun-starved skin highlighted by 
small patches of reddish acne on her cheeks, chin and forehead. 
Lizzy had braces and jet black dyed hair that the filmmaker 
guessed was originally light brown. The teen had an outgoing 
personality, which was good, because Loveless did not. She talked 
as he drove. Within minutes, Lizzy directed the filmmaker to the 
turn that took him to the remote Rock. It was a large boulder that 
sat atop a hill in the woods. Below it, the hill was just a massive 
collection of more rocks of all sizes and shapes, many covered 
with graffiti that seemed to be part of another rite of passage for 
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the youth of the mountain. Climb the boulders and leave your 
legend, the legend that will outlive you. The tags read: VITO 64! 
SONNY LOVES SHANNA 92 and many more like it. But it was 
the two words scribed on the boulder that sat atop the hill like a 
king that held the filmmaker’s attention. MATHALUH LIVE. It 
was written in balloon style thick yellow letters outlined in black. 
A letter was added to the end of ‘Mathaluh Live.’ An S. It was the 
only letter different from the rest. The S was ragged, jagged, 
spelled in red paint the exact color and viscosity of blood. It was 
also the only letter that ran, the only letter that bled, changing the 
pronouncement from the boastful ‘Mathaluh Live’ to the chilling 
‘Mathaluh Lives.’ The name rolled easily off the filmmaker’s 
tongue before he even realized he was saying it, “Mathaluh.”  
 A beat later, the words of a homegrown nursery rhyme 
filled the night’s air as they escaped from Lizzy’s pale pink lips 
and drifted over to the filmmaker like a wraith. “Five members 
who could not be tamed, sold their souls for fortune and fame. 
Formed their spell- circle in Satan’s name. In the pit of Hell, they 
burn by flame.” Lizzy was standing behind Loveless as she 
finished the scary lyrics she knew by heart.    
 “What was that, Lizzy?” the filmmaker asked as he turned 
and looked at the teen.  
 “I learned it from a friend of mine. Her mother knew one of 
the band members.”  
 “Of Mathaluh?”  
 Lizzy was already waving at her teenage friends who had 
appeared in a clearing beneath the Rock. “There’s my buds. 
There’s a path around the back where we hang. It leads up to the 
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rocks.” She was already heading in the direction of her buds. Lizzy 
turned around and smiled at Loveless. It was then that he saw the 
silver Pentagram held by a cheap metal chain around her neck. 
 “See ya ‘round, man.”      
 Mathaluh. The word itself seemed to haunt the filmmaker’s 
dreams for the next two nights. Mathaluh lives! Lizzy mentioned 
something about a band. Sold their souls for fortune and fame. He 
couldn’t remember the whole rhyme, but that verse stuck with him. 
Loveless didn’t know what he was on to. But he was on to 
something.  

 A few days later, as the sun was setting, the filmmaker 
found himself tentatively driving to the rock mountain. Some 
teenage boys were there, horsing around the way teen boys do, 
wrestling, chasing each other. The boys stopped when a group of 
teen girls arrived on foot. Some wore hoodies, hoods up. The 
weather was already pretty chilly in October up in the mountains. 
Loveless couldn’t tell if Lizzy was among them. They were all 
aware of him sitting in his SUV about thirty feet away. The 
filmmaker felt weird about being there in a teenage domain. But he 
didn’t know any other way to find out more about Mathaluh. This 
one time the Internet was a bust. He couldn’t discover anything 
about the band from it. Apparently mountain folk didn’t embrace 
the information superhighway the way flatlanders did. Or maybe 
he didn’t know enough about Mathaluh and what happened to 
know where to look. Loveless was sure these kids did though. 
 One of the teen boys finally approached the filmmaker. He 
had the same disgruntled and troubled teen rocker look and attitude 
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as the rest of them. The boy was maybe sixteen and a half. Two of 
his teenage friends trailed him, hanging behind as back up.  
 “Hey,” the teen said challengingly.  
 “Hi,” Loveless replied feeling foolish. “Is Lizzy around?”  
 “Naw, man. Who’s asking?”  
 “I’m a friend of hers. I dropped her off here the other 
night.” 
 “And that makes you a friend?”  
 “I wanted to ask her something.”  
 “About what?”  
 The filmmaker was getting annoyed. But he maintained his 
diplomatic composure, mainly because he knew teenagers loved to 
piss off adults.  
 “As silly as this sounds, a nursery rhyme.”  
 Instantly the kid went into auto pilot, “Five members who 
could not be tamed, sold their souls for fortune and fame. Formed 
their spell-circle in Satan’s name. In the pit of Hell, they burn by 
flame.” When he finished, he held up his hand, the index and little 
finger extended in the trademark rock and roll salute, “Mathaluh 
lives!” It echoed throughout the night.    
 “That’s it.”       
 “Lizzy’ll be here in a bit. Name’s Brent. Me and my friends 
can tell you all about that- for a case.”    
 Loveless sighed. He wasn’t puritanical. In fact, in his own 
way, he was a rebel. He had a fake ID himself when he was 
seventeen and had chased a case on a number of occasions. The 
filmmaker was just worried about drunk teen hitchhikers getting 
hit by a mack truck or something. Still, he reasoned with eight or 
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nine teens already there and more showing up, they wouldn’t get 
more than two beers apiece. Which was hardly enough to make 
their judgment or attitude any worse than it already was.  
 “Awright. But you better not be shittin’ me.”  

 On the drive to the store, Loveless saw Brent’s face in his 
mind’s eye, heard him say ‘Mathaluh lives’ once more and throw 
out the universal rock salute. This accessed something deep in the 
filmmaker’s memory banks. Something he had researched once. 
The rock salute had an older, more sinister meaning, a different 
significance in ancient times. In the occult world, it was known as 
the sign of the horns. The horns of the Devil, said to have been 
used during Black Masses in pagan times. The sign was the 
mainstay of hardcore rockers for decades until pop music fans 
started recklessly throwing the symbol in the air at Britney Spears 
concerts. After that, a number of rock icons began abandoning the 
symbol. Could you blame them? In what context had Brent used 
the symbol? Was he giving Loveless the rebellious music 
equivalent of a thumbs up? Or was he signifying his standing in the 
Knights In Satan’s Service. The filmmaker remembered with a grin 
how once upon a time religious zealots from America’s Bible-belt 
had believed that was what the name of the rock band KISS 
actually stood for. That it was an acronym that revealed their true 
intent and mission here on earth. That they were emissaries for the 
dark side. What a load of crap.     
 Except for his uneasiness about buying beer for minors, 
Loveless was positively giddy. He had that feeling again. He was 
on to something. The filmmaker was sure of it.  
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 Loveless stopped at a gas station in Twin Peaks. Under his 
faded baseball hat, the attendant was old with hard lines and a big 
pockmarked nose. His face had a dark hue as if he had worked in 
mine shafts all his life and could no longer wash the black coal off 
his skin, where it was permanently etched into the crevices of 
every age line. Still, the man was all smiles, happy to have the sale 
on a slow night. As Loveless paid for the case of beer, he decided 
to test the waters. “Ever hear of a band called Mathaluh?”  
 The smile didn’t slide off the man’s face so much as drop 
off of it. His hard mug got even harder. He didn’t say a word as he 
gave the filmmaker his change, looking him in the eyes the whole 
time. The attendant's eyes burned with fury. Behind this Loveless 
sensed fear. The filmmaker took the case and left quickly.  
 So there was history here.     
 And bad blood.  

 When Loveless got back to the Rock, he didn’t see the 
kids. He remembered that Lizzy had told him there was a path 
around back where they couldn’t be seen from the road. Of course 
they would want to drink back there. If local sheriff’s deputies 
showed up, the kids could just run off into the woods, which they 
probably knew like the back of their hands. Around back the 
filmmaker found the kids sitting around a campfire that had been 
made in a dug out stone fire pit that looked like it had been there 
for decades. Large flat rocks had long ago been laid out in a circle 
around the fire pit for seating. The kids turned and looked at 
Loveless as he approached with the case.    
 Lizzy was among them now, “See. I told you he’d come 
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back. Hey, J.D.” 
 The kids eagerly devoured the case. Lizzy pointed to a flat 
rock next to her.  
 “I never told you my name,” Loveless said as he sat down. 
 The kids all giggled at this. “Small mountain.”  
 “Don’t understand.”  
 “You told Carla.”  
 Carla, a petite girl with a floppy hat and a hoop nose ring, 
held up a peace sign by way of identifying herself.  
 “Carla works at Starbucks. You told her your name when 
you were getting your Venti red eye. She told Brooke. Brooke told 
Katie. Katie told me. Small mountain.”    
 “Wow. So I guess that means everybody knows about 
Mathaluh,” Loveless dove right in. He wanted information while 
the alcohol was loosening their tongues.    
 A hush went through the group and all eyes turned 
downward for a moment, the warm glow of the fire chasing 
shadows across their faces.      
 “Everybody,” Brent echoed. “Doesn’t mean anybody talks 
about it. ‘Cause they don’t.”      
 “But you do?” 
 “Sometimes,” Lizzy offered timidly. “They were local 
mountain kids like us who grew up here in the seventies. Formed a 
band. Named it Mathaluh. They were good. Really good. Tight 
group too. Did everything together. When they turned eighteen, 
they even all lived together in this big ole’ house out in Running 
Springs. Pressed a bootleg record they released up here. Were 
gonna take it to Los Angeles and play for some hotshot record 
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people. Everybody on the mountain knew they were gonna be big.”  

 “But they weren’t,” Brent said roughly. “Some stupid kid 
on the mountain, listening to their record, flipped out and killed 
three other kids, then shot himself in the head.”   
 “You’re telling it wrong, man. After listening to one of 
their songs, he made a Ouija board. The Ouija board told him to 
play the song backwards. After he played it backwards, that’s when 
he flipped out. And he only killed two kids. Not three,” Lizzy 
corrected.  

 “How do you know, big mouth? Were you there?”  
 “Shut the fuck up, Brent. Were you?”  
 A chubby faced kid named Toby piped in, “He called the 
Ouija Hell board.”  
 “You forgot about the fire,” Lizzy said.  
 “I was getting to that. Cops were getting reports that 
Mathaluh was like this Satanic cult. That they were doing things. 
Out in the woods.” 
 “What kind of things?” Loveless asked.  
 The kids all looked at each other, then to Brent. He 
answered for them, “Black Masses.”     
 “Animal sacrifices to the altar of Lord Satan.”  
 “Lord Satan?” the filmmaker echoed before he could stop 
himself.        
 “And not just animal sacrifices,” Lizzy spoke up.  
 “Man, that’s a buncha  of bullshit. Don’t be a gossipy little 
bitch, Lizzy,” Brent barked as he stood up, threw his beer can and 
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stomped off.        
 “Fuck you, Brent,” Lizzy struck back, then turned to the 
filmmaker. “The drummer was his mom’s uncle.”   
 “Cops suspected the band in the disappearance of a local 
girl who had run away from home. When they went to the band’s 
home to question them, it was on fire. The band members were 
inside. They all died in the blaze. Just like that. No record deal. No 
fame. No fortune. Never even left the mountain,” the chubby Toby 
concluded sympathetically.      
 “Supposedly the record was back-masked,” Lizzy added.  
 “Back-masked?” Loveless wasn’t familiar with the term.  
 “You know, Satanic lyrics you can hear when you play 
certain record backwards. Like Zeppelin’s “Stairway to Heaven.”  
 “Oh yeah. The whole rock is devil music thing.” Loveless 
once had a girlfriend who was into shit like that. She had made him 
listen to the now infamous section of “Stairway,” while holding a 
seance to talk to her recently deceased pet cat Mister Cuddles. The 
filmmaker didn’t understand how Mister Cuddles, who couldn’t 
talk while he was alive, was supposed to talk now that he was 
‘corpse-ified’ and in the hereafter. But he went along with it for 
one major reason: his girlfriend was hot as hell. Still, Loveless had 
to admit that the lyrics did sound to him like, ‘Oh here’s to my 
sweet Satan. The one whose shallow path would make me sad, 
whose power is Satan. He will give those with him 666. There was 
a little tool shed where he made us suffer, sad Satan.’ Then again, 
he was stoned when he heard it. At the very least, freaky shit for 
sure.         
 “Most copies of the record burned up in the blaze.”  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 “Most,” Toby chimed cryptically.  
 “Any of these band members have a name?”  
 “Jeremy Jared. That’s the only name you’ll need to know if 
you go digging,” Lizzy informed Loveless. “He was the lead 
singer.” 
 “Front man eternal,” Toby punctuated Lizzy’s sentence as 
if quoting scripture.  
 Before the filmmaker could formulate his next question, he 
heard the all too familiar whoop of a police siren. Jesus! Next 
came the flashing lights. Johnny Law was on the scene. The kids 
had it down to a science. In a collective effort they threw dirt on 
the fire, extinguishing it in seconds. Next came the mad scurry 
through darkness into the woods. When two sheriff’s deputies 
came through, flashlights playing over beer cans and litter, only 
Loveless was left standing there.     
 “What’s going on here?” one of the deputies asked.  
 The filmmaker held up the small digital camera he already 
had in his hand. “Just taking photos of the natural wildlife.” He 
knew enough about the authorities to remain calm, pleasant and 
respectful.  

 “That so?”       
 “Yes, sir. I was about to snap a silverback coyote when you 
drove up.” Loveless didn’t know if such a thing as a silverback 
coyote existed, but he was improvising.    
 “What’s your name?”  
 “Loveless. J.D. Loveless.”  
 “That your real name?”  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 “Unless you know something my father doesn’t know.” 
 “You see anyone else out here?”  
 “No, sir,” the filmmaker lied.  
 “You been drinking tonight, Mr. Loveless?”  
 “No, sir,” Loveless replied truthfully. He bought the kids 
beer. He wasn’t prepared to drink with them.  
 One of the deputies crushed a beer can with his foot, 
“Wildlife, huh?”  
 “Yes, sir.” 
 The officers seemed to dismiss the filmmaker. As they 
searched for signs of this wildlife, Loveless got the hell out of 
there.  

 A few days later - not finding much more on the Internet 
other than an obituary for Jeremy Jared and no mention of the band 
- the filmmaker went down to the library in Arrowhead to fill in the 
blanks. Loveless scanned through the archives of the local 
newspapers. All he found were a few vague stories. One was about 
a missing runaway girl named Annabelle Kersey, described by a 
friend of the family as a little lost girl. Another was about a house 
that burned down, killing all of the residents. The victim’s names 
were listed. One was Jeremy Jared. There was also an address for 
the house.  

 J.D. Loveless arrived at the house in the woods of Running 
Springs, a hilly area with not much else around. It took him awhile 
to find the two story structure since it wasn’t really a structure 
anymore. None of the walls were still standing. This was the site of 
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something that had happened decades ago. The single frame beam 
that was still standing served more as its tombstone. On the beam, 
however, hung a fresh wreath. Loveless read the simple note 
pinned to the wreath, “We still love you.” After all this time, 
Mathaluh still lived, at least in the hearts and minds of certain 
denizens of this mountain. The filmmaker found himself wishing 
there was a name on the note. That there was someone living and 
breathing he could track down. Someone who had been around 
back then and had known. Someone who knew if they were devil- 
worshippers or not.       
 The place was fire-gutted. The remnants of the couch and 
the little furniture that did remain were massively water-stained 
from the local fire departments efforts to put out the blaze. It had 
obviously been too late to save the home and occupants by the time 
authorities arrived. The entire fire fighting effort must have gone to 
keeping the inferno from spreading to the woods. Shreds of yellow 
police caution tape still flapped around here and there in the 
breeze. Only in a rural area like this, with so much forest land for 
building homes, would an eye-sore like this go undisturbed for 
over three decades. The filmmaker stood in the middle of the 
debris field, taking it all in. He noticed something. At his feet was 
an old water-stained photograph, the edges burnt. He stooped and 
peeled it off the scorched wood floor it was stuck to. Loveless was 
amazed it had survived the elements and time. It was a picture of 
five defiant looking young men. Five members who could not be 
tamed. They were standing in front of a house. This house.  
 This is it? This is all that’s left? A lousy picture. Well, this 
was a total waste of time, Loveless thought as he sat down on the 
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couch studying the photo. Physical contact with the couch seemed 
to trigger something. A connection. The filmmaker looked closer at 
the picture. The men in the picture were a typical expression of 
youth in the 1970s. Their hair was long, but shorter than their 
predecessors, the drug loving hippies of the sixties. It was chin 
length, rather than shoulder long. You could see that the young 
men were full of bluster, bravado and arrogance. Their hands were 
on their hips or folded across their chests. These were, by all local 
accounts, talented musicians who at that moment in time, had their 
whole lives ahead of them and fully expected to be stars, ruling the 
music world. Rock gods. But there was one who stood out even 
among these large personas. One who stood in the forefront. One 
who looked directly into the camera as the photo had been 
snapped. He was the obvious leader of the group, king of the 
would-be gods. He was a slim man with long brown hair, a gaze 
like blue ice and a thin vacant smile. Instinctively, the filmmaker 
knew this was Jeremy Jared, lead singer and the face of Mathaluh. 
What was it that the little boy Toby had said at the Rock a few 
nights earlier? Front man eternal.     
 There was something else. There was a haze that hung over 
the band, on them. No. Not a haze. A stain. Only it wasn’t visible 
to the eye. It was something that could only be felt beyond the five 
senses. The filmmaker could feel that somehow these men were 
tainted. Had they really entered into a pact with evil? Or was that 
merely where fact stopped and fiction began. Every community 
needed its folklores and urban legends to serve as warnings for the 
young, brash and foolhardy.      
 Loveless took another look and saw something in the 
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photograph he hadn’t noticed before. Beyond the band members, 
to the left, in the background lounged in a white lawn chair was a 
little blond girl. She couldn’t have been more than thirteen, in a 
black tank top and faded bellbottom jeans with a flower decal on 
the left knee. The little girl was smiling. Another flash of insight 
struck the filmmaker: the runaway. Annabelle. The little lost girl. 
Suddenly, Loveless could envision the house all around him, as it 
had been: walls, furniture, musical instruments. Only it was a thing 
of smoke, the pastel colors faded with time. The band members 
entered horsing around, playing music, getting stoned, all under the 
watchful gaze of Jeremy Jared, who the others looked to from time 
to time for approval. He stood aloft from them. They too seemed 
more mist than flesh. One band member walked right through 
Loveless and the couch. The filmmaker became instantly cold. 
Then the little girl entered the ghost vision. The band members saw 
her and lit up. She was part of them, the baby sister they never had. 
The band mascot. It was as if they were a family. Like Manson’s 
family, Loveless thought humorlessly as he shook the vision out of 
his mind and from all around him. The wisps swirled back into 
nothingness. Had they really taken this lost little girl in, made her 
feel like a member of their family, only to kill her because some 
stupid Satanic grimoire they had come across said to? It seemed 
too incredible to be real. It couldn’t be. The filmmaker stood up 
and pocketed the picture.      
 Yeah, there wasn’t much of the home left, but there was a 
basement Loveless discovered when his foot went through a rotted 
floor board. A second later, the entire section of floor underneath 
the filmmaker collapsed and he dropped through into darkness.  
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 Loveless found himself laying on a cool soft dirt ground. 
The shaft of light falling through the gaping hole that now existed 
in the floor, enveloped him like a spotlight. He wasn’t knocked out, 
but he did have the wind knocked out of him. As the filmmaker 
fought to catch his breath, he imagined he was in a cavern. Once 
air began to reach his lungs and brain again, Loveless realized he 
was just in the basement. Like many older homes in the mountains, 
the basement was a huge affair with thick beams and a dirt floor. It 
resembled a cave more than a basement to the filmmaker, with tiny 
rays of light falling in randomly through little holes here and there 
throughout the house floor. The boxes that were down there were 
thoroughly ransacked, most likely courtesy of the Sheriff’s 
department looking for evidence of the missing girl and the band’s 
culpability. The young runaway’s body had not been found to this 
day. The police however did assume she was dead, most likely 
buried in a swallow grave in deep woods. They found a large 
amount of blood on a stone altar in the forest that did match her 
blood type. This was before the days of DNA matching and CSI 
style forensics. Still, it was too much blood for a person to lose and 
still be a living, breathing person.     
 The filmmaker found the storm doors that led up out of the 
basement. He shoved them open and more light spilled in. On the 
way out, Loveless stopped as he thought he heard a scraping sound 
in the far corner of the basement. The filmmaker could make out 
something way in the back where the dirt floor angled up. He had 
to get on his hands and knees and crawl to it. Floor and ceiling 
became tight around him. Loveless had to squeeze through the last 
few feet to get to it. ‘It’ was an unopened crate marked: band shit. 

�34



The filmmaker hauled it out and left quickly. He had had enough 
of the house of Mathaluh.  

 On the drive back to his cabin home from Running Springs, 
Loveless got turned around on the small confusing mountain roads. 
He had the sense of direction of a native New Yorker. He didn’t 
know northwest from southeast. He knew right and left. The 
filmmaker had made a wrong turn somewhere. When he tried to 
backtrack, he got lost. The asphalt road he was on quickly turned 
into a dirt road and there were no houses in the vicinity. Only 
woods. Thick woods. Loveless almost laughed out-loud when his 
car engine suddenly turned off and he found himself coasting on 
inertia alone. Almost. The whole thing was just too cliche. He’d 
seen it a million times in a million thrillers and horror flicks. If it 
had been a scene in one of his scripts, he would have eighty-sixed 
it out of pride alone. But it wasn’t a scene in a script. It was real 
life, and it was happening to him. The sun was hovering just above 
the mountain now, bathing the scenery orange in what film 
cinematographers affectionately called magic hour. Ironically 
enough, it doesn’t last even close to an hour, merely a few precious 
minutes. Loveless tried the car four times before he gave up, afraid 
he would flood the engine altogether. The filmmaker got out and 
looked around. Something caught his eye. Sunlight was reflecting 
off a number of small objects in the woods, drawing Loveless to 
them. They were plain little white tombstone crosses sticking up 
out of the ground, over sixty of them. It was some kind of bootleg 
hillbilly cemetery he guessed. In his travels, the filmmaker had 
heard rumors of places like this where rural mountain folk buried 
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their dead; the dead mainly consisted of the severely impoverished, 
outlaws and meth overdoses. People nobody came looking for. No 
one would visit. Without benefit of a coffin, they were buried deep, 
so coyotes wouldn’t dig up the bodies.    
 “Hey! Help! Is there anybody out there?” Loveless called 
into the woods out of sheer desperation. He waited. A few seconds 
later, his own voice came back to taunt him. “Hey! Help! Is there 
anybody out there?” The lament had bounced around the woods 
before finally echoing back in his direction. Upon hearing it, the 
filmmaker realized “Is There Anybody Out There?” was the name 
of the second song on disc two of Pink Floyd’s haunting and 
disturbing classic album “The Wall.” He was too scared shitless to 
laugh about this though.      
 Loveless noticed something else, creeping up out of the 
woods in the distance in a fluid kind of motion, coming his way. 
Fog. White. Thick. Shit! It looked like a giant smoky hand 
reaching right for him. Weirded out, the filmmaker got back in the 
SUV and tried the engine again. Nothing. He smashed his fist 
down on the dashboard in a fit of anger and fear. The engine 
started. The car radio and high beams came on at once, even 
though Loveless had been using neither of them. The filmmaker 
recognized the song that was playing. It was the Beatles song 
“Revolution 9” from The White Album. It was a song widely 
rumored to have back-masking on it. There was a moment of pure 
static, then the radio screeched: ‘Turn me on, dead man. Turn me 
on, dead man. TURN ME ON, DEAD MAN!’    
 Something clicked in Loveless’ brain. These lyrics were 
familiar to him. Conspiracy theory shit he had heard long ago from 
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a friend of his who was into some pretty creepy stuff. Dead man. 
In 1969, a rumor began to spread that Beatles member Paul 
McCartney had died and was replaced by a lookalike. A 
doppelgänger: a paranormal double. Evidence was supposedly 
buried in backwards lyrics on several of the Beatles’ songs. The 
dead man reference was one of them that conspiracy theorists sited 
as proof. On another song were the backwards lyrics, ‘Paul is 
dead.’ This sent a chill down the filmmaker’s spine. He didn’t want 
to think about it anymore.      
 Loveless turned off the radio, started the car, backed away 
from the encroaching fog and got the hell out of there. He found a 
main road moments later. As the filmmaker turned onto it, and left 
behind the twisted pathway he had been lost on, he saw its legend 
inscribed on a street sign on the corner: Lord’s Lane. Appropriate 
name for a cemetery, even if God had nothing to do with what 
went on in those backwoods. Loveless drove straight to the 
supermarket in Arrowhead and bought a six pack of Stella and a 
bottle of Jameson Irish whiskey. By the time he got to the store, the 
filmmaker had half convinced himself that he had imagined the 
backwards lyrics on the radio. Perhaps he had.   
 For a writer, Loveless wasn’t much of a drinker. His party 
days were well behind him. Now in his late twenties, the 
filmmaker was a weekend indulger, a few beers, a couple of 
glasses of Jameson on the rocks to pass a lazy Saturday afternoon. 
It was only Friday, but after the freak show day he had had, the 
early snootful was in order. Besides, he’d need liquid courage to 
tackle the contents of the crate he had purloined.  
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 The filmmaker left the six pack and bottle at the top of the 
landing as he carried the crate down the staircase with both hands. 
As Loveless descended the long wooden flight of steps to the cabin 
home, a rung near the top splintered and gave way under him. The 
filmmaker dropped the crate, which proceeded to bounce all the 
way down the staircase, cracking open like an egg at the bottom, 
contents spilling out. Loveless clutched wildly for the railing, 
managing to wrap both arms around it even though his feet were 
no longer under him. The filmmaker had no doubt he would have 
broken his neck if he had tumbled down the treacherous length of 
the staircase. The adrenaline rush of near death washed over 
Loveless for the second time since coming to the mountain. He 
hadn’t remembered any of the top rungs of the staircase being 
rotted out, only some of the rungs near the bottom. Or maybe he 
just hadn’t noticed it before. The filmmaker retrieved the alcohol 
and made his way down the rest of the stairs slowly, holding onto 
the railing with a firm grip.      
 At the bottom, he knelt to scoop up the contents of the 
crate. There was sheet music, a half full journal, books on Satanic 
worship, a small stack of photographs of the band members and 
their friends and family and a yellow and black homemade Ouija 
board that had “Mathaluh” written across the top. The planchette 
used to divine the Ouija board was round with a bloodshot eyeball 
painted on it. Loveless froze. This was the mother-lode. How was 
it that the cops had missed this? How was it that he had found it? 
The filmmaker suddenly had the strange sensation that it had found 
him. There was also something else. Something from the crate that 
he had missed, sitting on the pathway to the cabin home. An old 
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vinyl record in a black record sleeve. It was a seven inch forty-five. 
The kind of record you could make bootleg in any semi-
professional recording studio back in the seventies. Kids of that era 
used to have records like this pressed all the time, hoping to slip 
them to big shot record producers as they were getting into their 
big black limousines, and become discovered. Few if any were 
ever listened to by the busy professionals. Loveless picked up the 
record and slid it halfway out the sleeve. Hand written on the label 
was the title: Dark Ballad. The filmmaker tossed the record into 
the broken crate with the rest of the stuff. Maybe he’d even listen 
to the song later. Mathaluh’s greatest un-hit.    
 Ever since the investigation of the burnt remains of the 
band’s house, Loveless felt as if he was being followed. Watched. 
Even in the supermarket, he would look up from his shopping to 
see townspeople stealing glances at him: beer-bellied mountain 
men with thick unkept beards and graying locks under worn old 
baseball caps, heavyset mountain women with greasy hair and 
missing teeth, old people with feeble minds and cataract glazed 
eyes. They would look away when he made eye contact. It was if 
they had known where he had been, what he had done. Ridiculous, 
Loveless thought to himself as he paid for his libations.  
 Now, outside the house, he had the feeling of being 
watched again. Loveless looked around. There was no one. A few 
cars drove by at the top of the stairs on the main street. Most of the 
houses in eyeshot had warm light glowing inside. The filmmaker 
couldn’t see anyone in any of the windows. Next, he looked into 
the woods that creeped up from around the back of the cabin home. 
There was nothing in them that he could see. Timberland just 
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stretched back into a dark sort of oblivion.    
 At the front door to the cabin home, on the small porch, a 
makeshift stone shrine waited for him. All the rocks were smooth 
and white. Feelings of primitiveness, tribalism came over the 
filmmaker. No, that wasn’t it. The sensation he was getting was 
one that was locked away in the DNA of all men. Things we had 
outgrown, like baying at the moon. The shrine exuded a sense of 
antiquity from a time beyond modern civilization, before science; 
this stretched way back to pagan beginnings and beliefs. From a 
time, when villagers sacrificed goats and unfortunate virgin girls to 
the blackened gods who ruthlessly ruled their existence. From a 
time when Halloween wasn’t trick-or-treating, dressing up or 
bobbing for apples. This shrine harkened back to a time when All 
Hallows Eve - in its earliest European incantation - consisted of 
pagan harvest festivals and celebrations of the dead. This was a 
night when the doorway to our world was believed to be opened to 
ghosts. People dressed in costumes to confuse and trick the spirits. 
The church eventually transformed the context and the meaning of 
these holidays as it absorbed pagan religion into Christianity. 
 “What crap is this?”      
 This wasn’t the work of evil druids, the filmmaker thought 
as he shook off the other feelings. Probably just Brent and some of 
the other local kids having fun at his expense. Ha Ha! Loveless 
kicked the stones away and entered the house. Suddenly, he didn’t 
feel very good.  

 With a stiff drink in hand and beer as a chaser, the 
filmmaker sat on the couch in front of the roaring blaze in the 
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fireplace and opened a new document on his laptop in the 
screenwriting program. What would this movie be called? And 
then it came to him in a flash of inspiration that always seemed to 
operate independent of conscious thought. The Black Album. 
Seemingly in response, coyotes began to howl outside his window. 
Loveless got up, went out onto the balcony and looked out into the 
forest that was his backyard. A full moon sat high and clear in a 
night sky full of stars. He couldn’t see the predatory dogs, but he 
could hear them, hear the direction they were baying from. This 
howling began to amplify as more coyotes showed up. There had 
to be at least thirty of them up on the hill now. An animalistic 
choir. Intimidated, the filmmaker went back inside quietly, hoping 
they didn’t hear him. On a whim, Loveless went down into the 
playroom below and searched through the closet. Something had 
caught his attention the other day when he was down there. 
Something that he now had reason to find. In the very back of the 
closet was an old record player. ‘Why not?’ Loveless thought as he 
hauled it upstairs.       
 In the spirit of the project he was embarking on, the 
filmmaker took the record out of the black sleeve. He marveled at 
the glossy texture of the vinyl record. It’s day had come and gone, 
but there was something about holding a record in your hands that 
was so much more tactile, more real than a CD or I-Pod. And the 
quality of the sound that such creations produced, well it was like 
the difference between film and video. Video was clearer, sharper. 
But film evoked emotion with its soft focus, rich saturated colors. 
Progress demanded CDs and digital video. But purists, artists still 
yearned for vinyl and celluloid. Maybe technological 
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advancements in the arts were just different, not better.  
 The filmmaker put the Mathaluh single on the record 
player. Both still worked. The music that came drifting out, 
surprised Loveless. It was good. Haunting and good. Spellbinding. 
The song had a unique and unsettling sound all its own. If the band 
had lived, they would have inevitably become famous as the 
people on the mountain had claimed they would. That is, if they 
weren’t arrested for murder. The second thought that came to the 
filmmaker’s mind was that he had to use this song in the movie. It 
was too good not to. After all, there’s no one alive to contest the 
rights. Hell, no one would even know where he got it from.  
 Loveless poured himself another drink and looked at the 
clock. 8:27 p.m. The music seemed to seep into his mind, his very 
being. The filmmaker didn’t remember much more after that.  

 Loveless awoke curled up in a ball on the floor in front of 
the fireplace. The fire was still blazing. Harsh sunlight blasted in 
through the glass balcony doors. He was wearing his jeans and 
nothing else. Beads of sweat glistened on his skin from the heat of 
fire and sunlight. The filmmaker was foggy to say the least. 
 ‘Crap, I got drunk, passed out and didn’t write a God damn 
thing,’ was all Loveless could think. “What a fucken loser!”  
 He looked at the clock. It was 11:52 a.m. Snatches of 
memories or a dream began to come back to him. The filmmaker 
was partying with Lizzy, Brent, Carla, Toby and some of the other 
kids from the Rock, drinking beer, doing shots, blazing. They began 
dancing around Loveless as he danced feverishly in the center of 
the circle, eyes half closed. Nordic black metal - called by some 
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Satanic rock - erupted out stereo speakers. The young girls were 
being physically seductive, laughing. The image of this in his head 
was distorted, stretched, liquified.     
 “No way. No God damn way. I would never have partied 
with underage kids,” the filmmaker told himself. “This has to be a 
dream. It didn’t happen. It couldn’t have happened.” But the living 
room around him bore signs of a party, beer bottles, shot glasses, 
food. The song pages and Satanic tomes were all about. They 
looked like they had been pored over intensely. The Ouija board 
sat by the fireplace. There were pillows on the floor around it, as if 
it had been played by three or four people. Loveless, with a 
massive hangover, staggered to the refrigerator and found an ice-
cold bottled water. He held it to his head for nearly a minute, then 
drank it down all at once. Rushing quickly into the bathroom at the 
end of the hall, the filmmaker prayed to the porcelain god. Once 
there was nothing left in his stomach, he dry heaved heavily for 
several painful seconds. Loveless went back to the living room and 
plopped down on the couch next to his laptop.  
 He talked to himself out loud, “The worst thing is, I didn’t 
write a friggin’ thing.”       
 Loveless’ mouth froze on the last syllable as he opened the 
laptop and under “The Black Album” saw a full page of writing. 
Scrolling through, he found page after page of not a script, but a 
story. It stopped abruptly on page forty-nine. There was no ending. 
Loveless had no recollection of anything, let alone writing this. 
“How the hell?” His astonishment was compounded when he saw 
the day next to the time on the computer toolbar: Sunday.  
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 “Sunday?” The last complete memory Loveless had was of 
pouring himself a stiff one and sitting in front of the laptop. On 
Friday night. All the rest were vapor snippets, real, dreamt or 
imagined. This couldn’t be right, the filmmaker thought. He 
opened the front door and looked outside. A stiff wind hit his 
shirtless frame. Loveless pulled a hoodie over his head, slipped on 
his sneakers without benefit of socks, and climbed the stairs 
outside the house to the main street. He walked all the way to the 
nearest house, which wasn’t near at all. In front of the house he 
found a local newspaper sitting on the front lawn. It was the fat 
Sunday edition of the mountain newspaper.    
 “What the fuck, man?” Loveless looked around and indeed 
the surrounding neighborhood had that sleepy Sunday feel. There 
was no weekday traffic and he spotted families on their way home 
from church, dressed in their Sunday best. It was surreal to say the 
least.         
 In a daze, the filmmaker went back to his cabin home. He 
walked around for several minutes shaking his head, muttering to 
himself, “This just isn’t possible. I can’t just have nearly two days 
unaccounted for.” More flashes of partying with the mountain’s 
youth washed over him in waves. In these flashes he was laughing 
insanely. Brent was egging him on. Lizzy and Carla were jumping 
up and down on the sofa. Toby was standing in the middle of the 
room trancelike, his hands raised in the air. All the while that 
chilling unintelligible music played on.    
 The filmmaker stifled all his confusion as he sat back down 
on the couch. He began to read the story on his laptop. In 
moments, he was engulfed in it, absorbed, captivated. An hour 
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later, Loveless sat back and put the computer aside. The story, if 
you could call it that - in spots it was pure stream of consciousness 
from the main character’s point of view - was eerily good. It was 
different. That was for sure. It wasn’t at all the traditional horror 
movie. It incorporated much of the Mathaluh legend in it, but at the 
same time smartly fictionalized it, made it a bigger storyline, more 
commercially-viable. The story had a strange vibe. It all took place 
in one day, a night and the following morning. It was also full of 
spelling and grammatical errors, words and dialogue run together 
as if it had been typed in a mad fury, without heed for stopping or 
going back. It was truly a diamond in the rough and would take the 
filmmaker at least two weeks to really hone story and characters, 
format into a screenplay and fashion into a movie that could be 
produced. Since it took place mainly in one house and there were 
not many main characters, it would be a simple shoot from a 
production point of view.      
 Loveless had total belief in this work. His work. He may 
not remember having written it, but it was definitely his work. The 
dialogue and set-ups were pure Loveless, whether he remembered 
them or not. What he was concerned about was what was fact and 
what was fiction regarding the lost weekend. The filmmaker 
practically prayed that he had dreamt partying with the teen 
populace.  
 ‘I’m not that kind of guy. I wouldn’t have partied with kids.’  
 ‘Would I?’  
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