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The inside of the passageway was dark.  A deep and abiding shadow that was more than 
the absence of light, it was an absolute blackness that swallowed light as hungrily as a 
tiger would consume a man.  Ronald stared into it unblinking, mesmerized by its 
unfettered purity while he felt the hairs on his arms standing on end.  There was 
something in there, all right.  It stared back at him from the darkness, hidden and yet 
boldly revealed, for it wore the shadows like a skin.  The menace was palpable, a thick 
melancholy that filtered through on the cool breeze coming from the opening carrying 
with it the scent of mold, of half-rotten things, of fear.  Dread ran through Ronald’s bones 
leaving him slightly weakened, a little out of breath, his insides twisted into a tight knot.  
He took a deep breath and straightened his spine.  Fear could not be shown at this point.  
It was far too late for that.  He tore his eyes from the yawning pit and looked over his 
shoulder at the old man standing several paces behind him. 
 
“Are you sure you want to do this?” Silas asked, arching one eyebrow skeptically while a 
smirk turned up one corner of his mouth.  Ronald would have clenched his fists in anger 
were they not clenched already in terror.   
 
“Of course” he replied promptly.  He forced his mouth to form into a wide smile, hoping 
he appeared nonchalant.  “I stopped being afraid of the dark when I was a child.” 
 
“How foolish of you,” Silas replied, his smirk turning into a smile.  Ronald wasn’t sure if 
the old man was really joking or not. 
 
A noise from below made the younger man jerk around.  He expected laughter from 
behind him, but Silas was silent.  He moved to stand beside his companion and stare into 
the darkness.  “What was that?” Ronald asked breathlessly. 
 
“Just the dark,” Silas answered.  He clapped the younger man’s shoulder.  “Want to take 
a peek?”  He brushed past and stepped through the doorway.  The darkness seemed to 
reach for him with tendrils of smoky obscurity, nearly swallowing him.  Silas looked over 
his shoulder with an expression of pure disdain.  Ronald pulled himself upright and 
steeled himself against the pull of his own fear. 
 
He took a step forward, following the older man, and flinched as the cool darkness oozed 
over his skin like something palpable and malevolent.  Silas moved ahead to make room, 
and they continued on in that fashion, leaving the light and the warm safety of the 
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daylight behind them as they slowly advanced through layers of midnight.  Ronald put 
his hand out to touch the smooth, moist stone wall of the passage.  It was the only way he 
had to know for certain that he was not wandering into oblivion. 
 
“You’re afraid,” Silas’ voice came from the nothingness in front of him.  “I can sense it.  
And you’re right to feel that way.  It’s a sensible reaction.  Designed into us by God, 
Himself.  There are things that remain unseen in this world, things which do not belong.  
They hide from us, from the light of exposure and discovery, and they live only in the 
darkness.  Darkness like this.” 
 
“Stop it,” Ronald barked, glad that his shivering could not be seen.  “How much farther is 
it?” 
 
“Not far,” Silas answered.  The disdain was thick in his voice.  “Tell me, why are you so 
anxious to see it, anyway?” 
 
“I thought you knew why,” Ronald said, nearly stumbling as the wall he was following 
began to curve to the left.  “I mean, how could I not want to see something like this.  I’ve 
been looking a long time, you know.  You just have no idea.  That shop owner, the one 
with the crooked beard who sells the dried monkey parts in Croyde, he’s the one who told 
me about you.  I didn’t think people still lived on Lundy Island.” 
 
“You didn’t?”  Silas’ voice sounded more distant, as if he had gone on ahead.  As if the 
darkness held no power over him at all.  “You were very brave to cross the channel on 
your own like that, in your little sailboat.  You are very brave to be out tonight at all.  The 
season is changing, and it is the time of the year when most people find themselves 
happier staying at home rather than risking themselves by arriving as strangers at the door 
seeking lost gods.  I have to say, when I first saw you I was tempted to just close the door 
in your face.” 
 
The passage was becoming wider.  Ronald could sense a large, open space ahead of them.  
“Why didn’t you then?” he asked. 
 
“Because tonight is Nos Galan Gaeaf, a very special time,” Silas answered.  His voice 
echoed dully from the walls, confusing the source.  “You were raised Christian, I 
imagine, so you call it All Hallow’s Eve, but it’s more than a night for begging door to 
door for candy, more even than a night for summoning old gods.” 
 
The wall fell away sharply and left Ronald stumbling into empty blackness.  Silas spoke 
again, closer.  “Sometimes, when the air turns colder, and the nights become longer, and 
the moon turns shy and refused to rise into the chill black of the night sky, then the spirits 
and ghosts can become restless.  They want to visit the world of the living, to come back 
from the great beyond and see once again those places they knew when they, too, were 
alive.  And, every so often, there are special times when the walls between this world and 
the next grow thin, when almost any spook who wants can cross over, can come back 
from the land of the dead.” 
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Ronald shivered and hugged himself.  His voice cracked when he spoke.  “I don’t believe 
in ghosts,” he said.  “I refuse to believe that God loses track of souls.” 
 
“Ah,” Silas said gently.  “But who said anything about God?” 
 
Ronald stiffened.  “Is it true what they say about you in the city?” he asked.  “That you’re 
a devil worshipper?” 
 
Silas laughed.  “Listen to yourself, so afraid of what you don’t know, of what you can’t 
see.  Was that noise you heard just a tree in the wind, or was it the soft footsteps of a 
ghost?  Perhaps it was only your imagination.  Or maybe, just maybe, there’s a reason to 
fear the darkness that haunts our closets, or the basement, or under our beds.  When you 
were a child, after your parents had tucked you in, drawn up the covers tightly and kissed 
your forehead, whispering that all is well and that they will see you again in the morning, 
when the lights have been put out and you are left alone with the darkness, with the 
shadows that no longer have to hide, who is it that can say for certain that the sounds you 
hear then are just the whispers of air?  That the creaks and groans of wood are just the 
normal sounds of a house?  That the presence you sense at the foot of your bed, the 
certainty that something awaits you and is even now creeping out to get you from your 
half-open closet, the feeling that a monster which feeds on your fear and wants to eat the 
rest of you is even now laying in wait under your bed, waiting for you to take one step, to 
put one foot on the floor before grabbing you and pulling you into its world, down, down 
into the land of spirits and witches, who can say these things are just your imagination?” 
 
“I can,” Ronald replied weakly.  There was a stone lip curving around the center of the 
room and Ronald nearly tripped over it.  He threw his hands out to catch himself and 
touched something furry.  He drew back hurriedly with a gasp.  “Is this it?” he hissed, 
caught between excitement and fear. 
 
“Yes,” Silas answered, closer now.  “The termination of your quest is at hand.  How does 
that make you feel?” 
 
“I don’t know.  I feel…”  He shivered.  The air was cooler here.  It tasted strange in his 
lungs, heavier somehow.  As if this chamber was not a part of the real world, or as if the 
lands beyond death kept an embassy of sorts and this chill stone room was it.  
“I’m…excited.” 
 
“You don’t sound so sure,” Silas accused.  “It is said that one day, the moon will go to 
sleep and leave the sky dark and lonely, that the trees will have shed their leaves and the 
air will be cold, the wind will scratch at the window, and things will move in the 
shadows.  The spirits will walk the land, ghosts of those who passed away and left 
something behind, something they want, some precious thing they feel they must find at 
any cost.  Something which they think you have.” 
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He moved closer until he was nearly touching Ronald, and the younger man fought his 
reflexes in order to prevent himself from flinching.  Not now, not when his goal was so 
close.  Let the old man prattle.  He took a deep breath and held it, trying to keep his limbs 
from shaking too much. 
 
“On nights like that,” Silas went on, his voice thick with evil glee, “even the shadows 
will hide in fear.  On nights like that, there is no safe place, not even under your covers, 
not even with all the lights on.  You can feel it, can’t you?  Eyes are watching you, but 
not the eyes of the living.  They will speak to you with voices like the creak of wood, the 
scrape of metal, the rustle of leaves, the sigh of the wind.  You will hear their footsteps, 
sometimes passing you by, and sometimes coming closer.  Do you feel it now, Ronald?  
They’re here.  In this very room.  The place you wanted so desperately to find.  You hear 
their voices, you feel them next to you, behind you.  You feel their touch, a coldness on 
your arms, a touch on your legs, your back, a tapping on your shoulder.  And if you 
should look, if you should see them and gaze into their cold, dead eyes, they will drink 
your soul.  So be thankful for the darkness, young man.  It is the cloak that saves you 
from the unseen monsters.” 
 
“Stop it!” Ronald yelled.  His legs surrendered to their weakness and he dropped to his 
knees, banging them painfully on the stone lip.  “Why are you trying to frighten me so?” 
 
“I’m not trying to do anything,” Silas answered.  “I only speak the truth, and if you can’t 
handle that then you can’t handle what you’re about to see.  You’re a pathetic idiot, 
chasing things you have no real knowledge of.  Oh, you think you do.  You think you’ve 
done your research carefully, that you know your subject and that you are ready to face 
the monsters of the darkness.  But knowing a thing and living it are two different 
experiences, boy.  Welcome to my world.” 
 
He struck a match, and the sudden light, though small, sent a lance of pain through 
Ronald’s eyes.  He turned away instinctively.  Silas laughed at him and touched the 
match to a sconce in the wall.  More light flooded the chamber, illuminating the gray 
stone walls thick with a century’s growth of mold, mildew, an uneven coating of grime.  
The floor was natural stone wrenched from the bedrock and shot through with a million 
fractures.  Ronald blinked his eyes open and stared at the thing that dominated the center 
of the room.  Frozen pale yellow eyes stared back at him.  The creature was tall, its height 
made more imposing by its placement upon a high dais.  Baleful black eyes stared out 
from a thick, elongated skull, a wide mouth gaped open below the snout revealing double 
rows of sharp teeth.  More than anything, it resembled some nightmarish vision of a boar, 
one that stood upright like a human, but there was something else about it, something 
indefinable.  Ronald stared up at it with his own mouth hanging open, his face slack. 
 
“This is what you came to see,” Silas said, moving closer.  “This is Hwch ddu gwta, one 
of the gods of chaos.  A dark god of the shadows.  Are you satisfied?” 
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Ronald pushed himself painfully back onto his feet.  Silas halted his approach an arm’s 
length away, staring at him piercingly.  “How long?” Ronald said, forcing the words out 
as he turned to face the older man.  “How long has it been here?” 
 
Silas shrugged.  “Forever, I suppose,” he said.  “It has always seemed strange to me, that 
every year someone comes seeking him.  He’s supposed to be asleep, but I don’t think he 
is.  A remnant of his power is still active, drawing people to him, making the area around 
this chamber a very haunted place.  You’re right, God doesn’t let souls slip away.  But 
Satan does, and you can bet that any ghost you see isn’t a nice one.” 
 
“Ghosts,” Ronald said softly.  He chuckled and turned back to face the hideous thing at 
the room’s center.  The midnight eyes bored into his own and he felt a wrench deep in his 
soul.  His smile widened.  “I don’t believe in ghosts,” he added.  “But I do believe in 
demons.” 
 
“Do you have any particular religion you ascribe to?” Silas asked.   
 
“Not really?”  
 
“Too bad.”  Silas lunged forward, a long knife in one hand.  He brought the blade down 
sharply toward Ronald’s neck, hissing gleefully.  Ronald flinched and the blade raked 
down his chest instead, slicing through his clothing and biting into his flesh.  He 
stumbled back with a cry, falling onto his backside.  He backed way as quickly as he 
could as Silas advanced on him, finally reaching the wall where he used the leverage to 
push himself back onto his feet. 
 
“What are you doing?” Ronald shouted. 
 
Silas paused.  “What I’ve always done,” he said.  “I told you, every year the dark god 
calls someone to him.  Why do you think that is?”  He lifted the knife again.  “Even gods 
have to feed.” 
 
Ronald twisted away and the knife blow struck the stone wall casting off sparks.  “You’re 
crazy,” he accused, backing away and clutching the wound on his chest.   
 
“Am I?  This has happened every year for a century, boy.  You have no idea what kind of 
power that thing has.  Even dormant, waiting for Judgement Day, it can still do awful, 
terrible things.  Power, wealth, eternal life, these are the rewards for a faithful guardian.  
What did you really expect to find here?”  He lunged again.  Ronald jumped aside then 
screamed as he felt a searing hot pain rake down the back of his thigh.  He fell forward 
onto his chest and tried to crawl away, leaving a trail of blood in his wake.  Silas was 
panting, but he still had breath to laugh. 
 
“There’s no escape, boy,” he said.  “This is preordained.  You felt the call and you 
answered.  You are here because he wants you here.” 
 



The Summons                                                                            Steven Carlton 
 

Page 6 of 8 
 
 

 
 

“I don’t believe,” Ronald began, gasping from the effort of dragging himself.  He pulled 
himself onto the dais, up to the frozen monster’s feet.  “I don’t believe you,” he finished. 
 
Silas halted, a look of surprise crossing his features.  “How could you deny the obvious?” 
he asked.  “You see my god before you.  You feel his power.  It is undeniable.  Besides, 
you don’t have to believe anything in order to die.”  He raised the knife and came 
forward. 
 
Ronald cringed.  He grasped both of the furry legs beside him, using them to pull himself 
away from the old man.  The hair was surprisingly soft, not frozen at all, but the flesh 
beneath was as cold as the lands beyond the grave.  He left bloody handprints on the fur 
as he pushed himself between the creature’s legs, gasping in abject terror.  The light from 
the torch glinted from the knife Silas held high.  It reflected brightly from the old man’s 
eyes, enhancing the madness burning from within.  “Oh, God,” Ronald cried out loudly.  
“Help me!” 
 
Silas reached the dais and raised the knife higher, laughing as he aimed the blade at 
Ronald’s midsection.  The young man threw his arms over his face weeping as the blade 
descended.  A cold wind came from nowhere, swirling around him like a gale and nearly 
lifting him from the floor.  The torch went out.  Plunged once again into the permanent 
midnight of the shadows, Ronald waited for the blow that would end his life, and all he 
could think about was the last time, so long ago now, that he’d seen the sun. 
 
There was a scream.  Something wet struck the stone floor.  Someone gurgled, the noise 
cut off abruptly by a crunch and the unmistakable sound of ripping meat.  Hot liquid 
splashed onto Ronald’s chest, his face.  He cried out in terror and pushed himself back 
further until he slid off the edge of the dais onto the chamber’s cracked floor.  The wind 
vanished as suddenly as it had come.  He lay still, listening for the old man, for anything, 
but the chamber was deathly still.  The air was warmer but still felt cool on the places 
where he had been wetted.  Later, he could not recall how long he had lain there, waiting 
for a knife blow from the darkness, waiting to die, but he eventually began to realize that 
wasn’t going to happen.  He pushed himself back until the wall was behind him and he 
had something to push against as he sat upright.  The pain in his leg was fading, and 
through the rip in his shirt he could find only smooth, unbroken skin.  
 
“Oh, God,” he groaned, awed. 
 
“I am here,” a voice spoke from the darkness.  Ronald cried out and threw his arms over 
his face.  A part of the blackness, deeper than the rest, moved to stand over him.  Hot, 
fetid breath washed around Ronald’s upturned face.  There were no more words spoken.  
They were not necessary.  His fear melted away.  There was nothing to be afraid of, 
especially not in the darkness.  Not anymore. 
 
“What are you?” Ronald managed to croak finally, staring at the inky black shape before 
him. 
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“I am Teutates, god of the peoples, and I am Iovantucarus, the lover of youth.  I have 
been called Adsmerius, Dumiatis, and Caletos.  I am guardian of the gates of Annwn, god 
of the dead but not of death, and lord of the hunt.  And I have chosen you to be one of my 
priests, to prepare the world for my coming.” 
 
“What?” Ronald gasped.  “No, no, I didn’t want that.  I didn’t want…” 
 
“What did you want, then?” the god asked, a trace of mirth in its voice.  “What were you 
expecting to find?  You felt a need, you sought for something to fulfill that need and I 
have helped you succeed in your quest.  You asked me to help you, to save you, and I 
have done so.  Would you have preferred death?” 
 
Terrified, Ronald shouted, “No!  I don’t want to die!” 
 
“Then serve me,” the god replied.  “Speak my name, my true name, and bind yourself to 
me, or I must revoke the gift I have bestowed upon you.” 
 
Ronald was shaking, his heart hammering, and he knew if there were light to see by that 
he would see the room spinning around him crazily.  The world had fallen away from 
beneath him leaving hanging in that empty void, the blackness of night and the grave 
which had swallowed the chamber entirely.  He was alone.  Except for that voice, the 
words from a god he never quite truly expected to find. 
 
“It was you,” he said.  “You summoned me here.” 
 
“Your need brought you to me,” the god said. 
 
And he was right, Ronald knew.  If not this, then someplace, some time, he would have 
found death.  Instead, he had found…something more.  A thing greater than death.  
“Speak my name,” the god said softly. 
 
Ronald’s lips moved, the breath oozed from his lungs, his body acting on its own to obey 
his unspoken will.  “Moccus,” he said, and held his arms out and embraced his dark fate. 
 
Eventually, the night passed, and as the sunlight touched the door of the old house there 
came a knock.  Ronald opened the door and smiled brightly at the young woman standing 
there.  She took a startled step back.  “You must be Angeline,” Ronald said pleasantly.  
“The housekeeper?  My name is Ronald.” 
 
The woman leaned to one side in order to peer past Ronald into the house.  “Where’s Mr. 
Silas?” she asked timidly. 
 
“Gone,” Ronald replied.  “I’m the master of this house now.” 
 
The woman looked into his face, and their eyes met briefly.  She stiffened, and something 
changed inside her.  Ronald’s smile broadened as he stepped aside.  “Won’t you come 
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in?” he said, gesturing.  “I still have a lot to learn about this place, but I’m sure you can 
show me what I need to know.” 
 
“Yes, sir,” the woman replied, no longer seeming uncertain or afraid.  She crossed the 
threshold, brushing him in passing, and they both shivered.  She glanced up at him.  
“He’s not coming back?”  she asked. 
 
Ronald shrugged.  “Who can say?” he replied.  The woman nodded as if that was enough 
and moved into the house.  Ronald pushed the door closed.  He paused for a moment to 
allow the warm sunlight to bathe his face in its reddish glow.  “You were wrong,” he said 
quietly, mostly to himself, but he knew someone would be listening.  They always were.  
“The thing in the darkness didn’t come for me.  It invited me.  I understand now, Silas.  
Too bad you never did.” 
 
He turned away from the burning sunlight and closed the door firmly.  There was much 
work to do. 
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