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Introduction

If you are getting this, it probably means I stumbled upon you rec-
ommending my books to someone. Or maybe you did me some other 
form of kindness. Whatever it was, you are someone I probably don't 
know, or you live too far away for me to give you something physical. 
And let's be real, it would be creepy for me to ask a whole bunch of 
random folks to send me their address so I can send them a postcard.

That said, I will totally send you a postcard if you want. Just shoot 
me a message. 

Anyway, I wanted to do something to thank you. And since you 
are someone who enjoys Jubal County, I thought you might like some 
little Mash Pctions and the like that are set there. Sost of this is content 
I host on my xatreon, and has only really seen the light of day there. Ho 
don't eBpect fancy editing, beyond what Word and Atticus have given 
me. And don't eBpect a lot of length and depth. These are mostly fun, 
sometimes weird, and hopefully cast a little more light on the life of 
Goward Sarsh in Jubal County.
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Hection one contains the Marsh Dispatches. Rach of these mi-
cro-essays come straight from the mind of Goward Sarsh. Home of 
them are my attempts to Plter my views on life through the mind of a 
meth wi(ard. Others are not. Home give hints at things yet to come in 
the series. xarse away.

After that I have a few notes from a xrofessor at the Eniversity of 
Alabama, who teaches in their secret school of magic. Ge will feature 
in a sister series to the )edemption of Goward Sarsh, and his aren't 
meant to be funny. Instead they peel back the curtain on how the 
world works Fmaybe3.

/ollowing that I have three little holiday themed Mash Pctions, and 
a tiny little short based around one of my favorite childhood scary 
stories.

All in all, I hope you enjoy. And seriously, thank you. Word of 
mouth is the most important thing to an author like me. If I have had 
any success, it has been thanks to people like you.

Cheers,
Uob Sc2ough
15045z–z! ; The Ides of Sarsh< 



The Marsh 

Dispatches: Sharks 

and Armadillos

I  hate a damn armadillo.

To be clear, not one in particular, I hate them all equally. Did 
you know they carry leprosy? Yep. I don’t care who you are, ain’t 
nobody want them a case of leprosy. 

Did you know when they get scared they jump straight up? Try 
straddling one with your car, and the little bastards are liable to pop 
right up and crack your oil pan. Try explaining that to your insurance 
company. I mean I’ve never had insurance, so I wouldn’t know exactly, 
but I bet it wouldn’t be easy.
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I once went to the Armadillo Round Up in Red Level. I reckon 
the powers that be in Red Level saw all the success Opp was having 
with their Rattlesnake Rodeo, and equally dumb idea to my mind, 
and wanted to be the next big thing in southeast Alabama.

They had three armadillos. And one of them was missing half its 
tail.

Two and 3/5ths armadillos do not a round up make, at least not 
to my mind. It was about the most pitiful sight you ever did see, 
the critters sitting there in the traps that had no doubt been used to 
catch them. They actually seemed pretty zen about the whole thing, 
all things considered. 

I only went because as pitiful as it was, it was still more happening 
than anything going on in Jubal County. Even if I did absolutely hate 
the grubby lil shits, it was something to do. I got a funnel cake out of 
it thanks to Krista, so it wasn’t a complete loss.

And so that brings me to my point, in the most roundabout way 
possible: I hate armadillos, but I cannot stop thinking about them 
sometimes. They are goddamn fascinating. I hate them, but I read 
about them a lot. One of my favorite things is a small porcelain ar-
madillo statue that I scored from the Christian Mission drop box. I 
can’t help it. As much as think they are about the worst critter ever, 
they are equally fascinating.

Same thing goes for sharks. You will never catch my ass in the ocean. 
I don’t care that I am far more likely to die from the drugs I take on the 
daily. Or lightning strikes for that matter. Or basically anything else. 
Don’t matter. I ain’t getting in the water, because I hate a damn shark 
too. 

But damned if I won’t watch every shark movie I can get my hands 
on. And I will read pretty much anything with some scary shit from 
the ocean in it. Cause I hate it, but I love it too. 

And you know, I think that says something important. Something 
about the nature of fear and love and hate. How they can all blend 



THE MARSH DISPATCHES AND OTHER WEIRD… 5

together into a toxic soup that brings out the best and worst of each 
other. How at the core of each emotion, there are little seeds of all the 
others.

So I say all this, to make the case that Armadillos should be called 
possum-on-the-half-shell=sh.

You’re welcome.



The Marsh 

Dispatches: Selling 

Bodies

I  knew a woman once, name of Leana. She was a hooker what had 
a camper back in the woods oH giyhwa1 2T. ’herevs some debate 

oler whether she had an accident or if she kiRRed herseRf. ueyardRess, 
her oRd mzstany wrapped itseRf into a  er1 pretxeR aroznd a tree, and 
that was that.A

Ivd neler hired her eEactR1, bzt we ran in the same circRes. She was 
aRwa1s yood abozt shariny a smoke or two with me when I was ozt. 
Mnd I aRwa1s wozRd Ret her hale a toke if I eler had enozyh to share. 
’here ainvt an1 szch thiny as honor amonyst thieles that Ivle eler seen, 
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bzt there is a bond between those of zs on the oztside Rookiny in I 
reckon.

I donvt know what the Japtists Rook down on more, thieliny drzyj
yies Rike me or Radies of the niyht Rike her, bzt reyardRess we were both 
Riliny on the edye of poRite societ1. …ztcasts doiny ozr own thiny, and 
sRowR1 destro1iny ozrseRles in ozr own wa1s. Wot botheriny nobod1 
reaRR1.A

7eRR I mean I bother a Rot of foRks ac znits for the copper. Jzt 
Leana, she neler hzrt a sozR near as I cozRd teRR. She probabR1 took the 
liryinit1 of more of FzbaR Ooznt1vs men than 1oz cozRd imayine, bzt 
instead of that beiny a yood thiny, she was shznned.

I wonder if thatvs wh1 she kiRRed herseRf. Jeiny yood enozyh to fzck, 
bzt not to be said hi to at the yrocer1 store has to be rozyh.

7hen she yot sick, I came zp oH a bottRe of piRRs for her, to heRp 
with the pain. She pzt it on me prett1 yood b1 wa1 of thanks. OozpRe 
of times in fact. I donvt know if that means I hired her, or what, bzt 
I donvt reaRR1 care. I donvt see nothiny wrony with pa1iny for seE. If it 
had been more important to me than drzys, weRR I reckon no shortaye 
of doRRars wozRd hale ?owed from me to her.A

I know a Rot of trzckers, whovle pRzmb rzint their bodies driliny 
biy riys. I mean 7zst destro1ed their spines 7zst so 1oz cozRd yet a snack 
at the 8amiR1 CoRRar. Mnd thatvs ceRebrated, and respected. Jzt seRR 
somethiny thatvs fzn, Rike seE9 7eRR 1oz mzst be  RRed with the deliR.

It donvt make no fzckiny sense.A



The Marsh 

Dispatches: The King

I  don’t know all that much about the King. I mean, outside of my 
few run ins with him over the years. But I have a faint memory of 

going out to meet him with my Grandaddy once.
It wasn’t all that long before he died, and I had to be maybe six 

at most I think. We’d piled into his old truck and driven out…some-
where. I honestly couldn’t tell you where, but it couldn’t have been 
all that far. I remember that it was down a dirt road, but that doesn't 
really narrow things down in the County. 

Grandaddy parked in a small clearing, and then we went walking 
back into the woods. And there he was, all big and bad: The King.

Only, the way I remember him, he wasn’t the mess he is today. He 
didn’t look sickly at all, in fact he looked clean and nice, and had this 
big laughing smile on his face. He wasn’t crazy either, at least not that 
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I recall. And there were some pixies too, which played hide and seek 
with me, around this big table that was set up like a feast. So I don’t 
remember what the King and Grandaddy talked about. Or, if that was 
even the same satyr that I know as the King.

On the one hand, I hope that he is. Because that’s one of my few 
memories of my time with my Grandaddy, and it’s one of my favorites. 
But on the other, I hate to think that even the mythic folk of the 
County have fallen so damn low. 

These days no one goes and seeks an audience with the King. 
I wonder sometimes if things might get back to being like that 

someday?
I doubt it.



The Marsh 

Dispatches: On The 

Creation of Jubal 

County

K eep in mind I ain’t no history bu.v I didn’t eger craduate hich 
slhoo,w so khat I ,earned on this I pilfed up Srom ta,finc to o,d 

So,fs most,yv Ho tafe a,, that kith a crain oS sa,tv
:ere’s khat I do fnok Sor SaltL it cets la,,ed the Cost Rounty a 

,otv Teason beinc it kas the ,ast lounty to be lreated in the statew and 
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belause oS that it didn’t shok on a ,ot oS mapsv Ehat somehok cot 
transSerred oger to the Sedera, ,ege,w and So,fs mafinc the maps there 
had a tendenly to ,eage it o. as ke,,vx

I lan attest thouchL ke do ejistw unSortunate,yv
It kas made up parts oS Rrenshak and Nife lounties most,yw khilh 

lonsiderinc Rrenshak kas a,ready made up oS a ,ot oS parts other 
lounties didn’t rea,,y lare to feep1ke,, it didn’t cet the best startv 
Ehere’s a ,ot oS Sarmincw but that’s ,ess belause there is cood soi, Sor 
itw and more to do kith the Salt that there ain’t rea,,y mulh in the kay 
oS Yobs herew and neger has beenvx

I a,so don’t fnok this Sor surew but it’s a saSe bet that rale lame into 
p,ayv Bou cotta Jcure that in a time in Dmerila khere the K,an kas 
haginc a bic resurcenlew that not a kho,e ,ot oS po,itila, deslisions cot 
made in the state kithout Sulfin’ oger some person oS lo,orv Cife I 
saidw I don’t fnok this as a Saltw but it’s a saSe betvxx

Ehere kere a ,ot more 6,alf So,fs in the Rounty than in some 
othersw khilh mafes me thinf that the pokers that be probab,y tried 
to shoge as many poor sharelroppers into 0uba, Rounty as possib,ev 
It’s not as pronounled a perlentace these days thouchw as a cood 
lhunf oS them moged north in the F7’sw sinle they cot sensevx

Dnd as Sor the namew it kas named Sor 0uba, Mar,yw ,east that’s khat 
I kas to,dv :e kas some lonSederate cenera,w so oS lourse they named 
it aSter himv :e kasn’t egen Srom D,abama near as I fnokv 6ut heyw 
ralists conna ralistv I’m Yust surprised they didn’t name it 8orrest or 
some shitv

Ho yeahL a Sorcotten spot on the mapw made up oS the ,eStogers Srom 
other lountriesw probab,y Sor ralist reasonsw named Sor a lonSederate 
cenera,v It ain’t the most historila, relord you’,, Jndw but I thinf it 
sums thincs up nile,yv



The Marsh 

Dispatches: Witches, 

Wizards, and 

Warlocks

N o one has ever been able to tell me what the diceren,e between 
a wit,hz a wikardz and a warlo,.I y meanz tradition safs wit,hes 

are Bemalez and wikards are maleI u…t?whfW ge all …se the same maAi,I 
Mnd what the hell is a warlo,.W Tost Bol.s …se it li.e to des,ribe an evil 
wikard?y thin.W u…t aAainz we all …se the same maAi,I
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y ainpt evilz b…t y s…mmon …G a devil on o,,asionI Lranted the EoA 
oB the Soad isnpt li.e?Datan level evilz b…t he is some sort oB demon 
GiAI Ee will B…,. fo… …G is what ypm safinAI u…t feahz y s…mmon him 
…G on o,,asionz b…t no one ,alls me a warlo,.I ‘east not to mf Ba,e y 
re,.onI

Hhen fo… have the iss…e oB briar wit,hesI L…f or Aal Aets ,alled thatz 
Aender donpt matterI ghi,h Grobablf safs nothinA Aoodz 2,a…se oB 
,o…rse iB somethinA is wronA it Aets labeled wit,h instead oB wikardI Do 
anfone …sinA maAi, witho…t Aenerations oB maAi, …se in their bloodz 
thef are all doomed to be ,rakf ass briar wit,hesz not briar wikardsz not 
briar warlo,.sI

ghat ypm trfinA to saf is is Aoddamn 0 00z the B…,. are we as,ribinA 
Aender to maAi, BorW5

ypm a Aoddamn DwamG git,hz DwamG gikardz DwamG garlo,.z 
DwamG MssI yt donpt matter to me what y label mfselB asz and it damn 
s…re sho…ldnpt matter to anfone elseI



The Marsh 

Dispatches: Jubal 

County Ain’t The 

South

L ook, that title is misleading, and I’d be sorry for that but woke 
up this morning hungover, and I just don’t care.

Of course Jubal County is super fucking southern. It's in central 
Alabama, and you don’t really get more southern than that. But there 



THE MARSH DISPATCHES AND OTHER WEIRD… 15

is something I want to make really, really clear: Jubal County is the 
South, but it ain’t representative of the South as a whole. 

Don’t read these stories I’m telling and think ‘damn, I’m glad I 
don’t live in Alabama.’ Because things have gone wrong in the County, 
a lot more so than most places. Are there racists in the South? Of 
course. More than other places? Probably not. Are there dumb people 
in the South? 100%. More than other places? Probably not. 

Now Jubal County certainly has more than its fair share of fuckups, 
and I don’t blame anyone for thinking ‘god, what a shithole.’ Because 
it is, no getting around that. But it just happens to be the bottom of 
the barrel. There are lots of places near the top of the barrel.

I just don’t live there.
Because I’m dumb I guess.
What I’m trying to say, in way too many words at this point, is 

don’t judge the South by Jubal County. Most folks are good people, 
just trying to live their lives, and not fuck with nobody. So if you are 
reading these tales, and using them to justify shitting on the South, 
well, fuck you.



The Marsh 

Dispatches: 

Gateways

G rowing up we had the D.A.R.E. folks show up to school each 
year to preach to use the evils of drugs. I don’t recall much 

of the messaging, but I do remember the guy in the Crime Dog suit. 
Gru?F xuck if I can remember e actly.j

I do recall the whole idea that weed was a gateway drug. If you’d 
listen to those folks you’d be convinced that Tust one toke and you’ll 
be shooting heroin straight into your eyeball within a week. And that’s 
Tust dumb.
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…eed isn’t a gateway drug, least not the way they think it is. Beast 
not in my e perience. Nretty much everyone I know has smoked weed 
at one point or another. And the vast maTority of them stop there. Do 
some come Toin me in the gutterF Pure, of course. Yut it wasn’t that 
weed wasn’t doing it for them anymore, so they chased some deeper 
high.

Oo, society is the gateway. I mean that two ways. Hhe 'rst way, is 
that its illegal. And folks who want to do it, have to be a little shady, 
contact some folks who are a little shady, and then go o? and partake 
in their illegal activity that they have to keep at least somewhat secret 
or else deal with a world of legal bullshit.j

It drives folks into a world that they probably never would have run 
into otherwise. It gets folks trained on breaking the law, and how to do 
so without, hopefully, getting caught at it. Uou know why cigarettes 
aren’t a gateway drugF Cause you can buy them at a gas station. Uou 
don’t have to te t someone in weird slang, then show up at somebody8s 
house all sneaky like and score, then hide it while you drive yourself 
home and hope you don’t get pulled over.j

It makes folks Tust a little more comfortable with the whole process, 
which is a lot more of a gateway than the actual drug is. At least to my 
mind.

Hhe other way, is Tust the way society treats drugs here. I read 
somewhere, and this was years ago so don’t hold me to it, that heroin 
users back in the day before it was illegal usually tended to all get clean 
within like 've years of starting. Wr maybe it was by their thirtiesF Mell 
don’t trust anything I say at face value. Anyway, once they made it 
illegal folks started staying on it a lot longer.j

Cause you know whatF xolks turn to drugs to escape pressure, 
stress, all the bullshit in their lives. Uou know what arresting them, 
putting them through the legal process doesF It adds a shit ton more 
stress. And then you e pect them to Tust ignore all that and get better.

Get fucked.
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Begali:e everything. Everything. Ptop making it a damn crime, and 
instead sink this war on drugs money into rehab and shit.

Uou want to stop drugsF Hhat thing humanity have done since the 
'rst caveman ate a funky mushroomF Good fucking luck.j

Uou want to save some lives, the actual important part of all thisF
Begali:e. Everything.



The Marsh 

Dispatches: I Like 

Critters

I  will be the rsot ty tell uya thnt I ni’xt ecndtlu the oedy’m dygi’f y. 
gnfidp I ng i’ .ndt Csybnblu nbyat the Cesoy’ lyweot y’ the tyteg 

Cyle i’ the whyle mng’ ,ya’tuk lenot whe’ it dygeo ty j’ywhywp I 
dn’ vaide guoel. aCk oasek bat gyot .yljo ndtanllu lens’em hyw ty fsyw 
theis Cywes ’ntasnlluk whidh fi eo theg n’ emfepA

q’m thesexo twy senoy’o .ys thntk thnt hylm nbyat eFanllup Tisot n’m 
.ysegyotk ni’xt ’y y’e e es senllu tnafht ge sifhtp Lhese io n whyle 
hyot y. senoy’o nt Clnu thesek n’m thio ni’xt the oCnde ty mi e i’ty thnt 
little dheot’atp Benot ’yt sifht ’ywp Oat oaMde it ty onuk thnt while 
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gyot .yljo wno lens’i’f theis y’eo n’m y’eo gnje twyok I wno’xtp Dy 
I ni’xt fyt n .ya’mntiy’ senllup

Lhe ythes senoy’ io dnaoe Ixg senl lnWup I hn e hnm dhn’deo ty lens’k 
snsek bat y.te’ e’yafh thnt I dyalm be i’ n bettes oCyt thn’ I ngp Oat 
.adj gek lens’i’f gnfid ni’xt enouk n’m oitti’f i’ gu baotem sedli’es 
hifh no n jite iop Dy uya dn’ faeoo whnt tsnmitiy’nllu hno wy’ yatp

Ixll tell uya thyafhk these io y’e noCedt y. the gnfidnl wyslm thnt 
myeo i’teseot gek n’m Ix e ndtanllu bee’ gyti ntem ty lens’ nbyatp q’m 
thntxo dsittesop q’u tige Ix e hnm n dhn’de ty senm aC y’ the oyst y. ohit 
thnt syngo the himme’ oCndeo y. the wyslmk .syg Cicieo ty Cyyjnk fsig 
ty fybli’ok Ixg nll y es thnt ohitp Badju .ys ge 0pRp hnm n .ew byyjo 
i’ hio dylledtiy’ thnt he let ge byssyw n tige ys twyp q’m Ix e bee’ 
nble ty rll i’ n fyym bit y. the fnCo thyoe byyjo hn e .syg Csndtidnl 
j’ywlemfep Dyge y. whidh I dn’xt e e’ befi’ ty segegbes whese I 
lens’em itpA

I thi’j I fyt senl hifh y’e tige n’m hnm n ly’f tnlj with oyge oyst 
y. .eu dsittesk y’lu Ix e .ysfytte’ the ndtanl dy’ esontiy’k bat setni’em 
the .ndtop ?hidh dyalm be bednaoe y. the msafok ys oyge oyst y. .eu 
gnfidpA

:enlluk nse theu thnt mi4ese’t5
q’uwnuk I onu nll thio ty gnje n Cyi’t6 I ng senl merdie’t i’ bnoidnllu 

e esu tuCe y. gnfidnl j’ywlemfep Dn e y’e6 Ixg n fymmng’ wnlji’f 
tnlji’f beotinsu whe’ I wn’’n bep



The Marsh 

Dispatches: The 

Richmond Family

I  reckon if you’ve heard of any of the Richmonds, it’d be Thomas. 
He’s the one they said burned down that church with all the 

people in it. Which I don’t believe for a minute mind you. I mean, yeah 
he probably burned that church up, but I can guarantee you there’s 
more to that story than anyone’s telling. I say that, cause for one I 
know for a fact Rutherford had an interest in that case, which…well I 
don’t have to tell you what that means.

But more importantly, the Richmond family is an old one in the 
County. Old, and strange. Think the Marsh Clan, but with less power. 
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We got Granny, Krista, and I guess me that all have real Power, as well as 
a few folks with smaller snippets of ability like Uncle Hubert Dale you 
see. But they just have folks that take more after H.D. than Granny. 
Maybe if they’d had someone like Granny or Krista, they would be 
considered one of the actual magical families of the County, like the 
McGregors. But they ain’t, so they don’t.

Those who know though…they know that strange stories are tied 
to that family. And I can speak to that personally, seeing as I know JeE 
Yarl Richmond.

xou see, I’m white trash, mized with wi?ard.
JeE YarlN He’s full blown redneck, mized with…mediumN -ecroS

mancerN Hell I don’t know ezactly. He’s a ghost whisperer, and a shade 
tree mechanic of the highest order. If I had a car, and no money, he’d 
who I’d take it to. And if my shed was haunted, well, he’s who I’d call. 
I ain’t never seen him cast a spell, but he just has this way of showing 
up where the ghosts are, and they just…behave.

It’s the damnedest thing you ever saw.
He ain’t the only one in the family with a snippet of power either, 

but he’s the one I deal with the most I reckon.
6o yeah. The Richmonds are worth taking note of, iE’n you want 

to understand the weirder side of Jubal County.



The Marsh 

Dispatches: Devils 

and Demons

W hat exactly is the direnebce wetDeeb a vemil abd a veo?bN

,? neallyI ’ko asgib.C uaHse bean as ’ cab tell thein aibkt 
b?beC ’kme had dealib.s Dith the f?. ?R the A?ad a tioe ?n tD?I abd 
s?oe R?lgs call hio a demilI ?thens a deo?bC ’ gb?D thene ane thib.s lige 
cn?ssn?ad demilsI at least s? ’kme heandC Fbd Dhat aw?Ht s?oethib. lige 
 athen  latheadN What the RHcg is heN ’ oeab ’ gb?D heks s?oethib. 
wi. wad abd bastyI wHt he aibkt c?bbected t? fell s? Ran as ’ gb?DCL

…igepDhene d?es all the Rainy stHr seBanate Rn?o the eldnitch stHr 
Dhich seBanates Rn?o the uhnistiab stHrN ’ tnied talgib. t? fCvC aw?Ht 
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it ?be tioeI wHt he SHst laHbched ibt? a lectHne aw?Ht h?D ’ beeded t? 
we d?ib. a wetten S?w ?R neadib. the w??gs he geeBs nec?ooebdib. ’ 
neadC OHt RHcgI th?se thib.s ane dny as a dHsty Rant ib a desentI abd ’ 
.ame HB tnyib.C z? ’ ebded HB SHst chab.ib. the sHwSectC

z? yeahI ’ .Hess Dhat ’ko tnyib. t? say isI the o?ne ’ thibg aw?Ht 
it allI the o?ne ’ nealiqe ’ d?bkt gb?DC ’ Hsed t? we wlissRHl ib oy 
i.b?nabceI wHt b?D that ’ ao leanbib. a little wit o?neI itks clHib. oe 
ib ?b SHst h?D little ’ actHally gb?DC ’ko Dibdib. HB Dith a d?qeb 
4Hesti?bs R?n emeny absDen ’ d? oaba.e t? 5bdCL

’tks gibda wHllshitCL



The Marsh 

Dispatches: Tricks

I  remember one time when I was still in school, they had this sort 
of comedy troupe come and perform for us. Looking back, they 

was all real young, most of them hardly older than twenty I reckon. 
At the time though they seemed worlds older, but most importantly 
they was funny as all hell. 

Now, keep in mind it was really safe humor. This was a school after 
all, and most of the jokes came with a lesson. Which even back then 
I would have normally bristled at. I wasn’t the contrary shit that I 
am today, but you could say the seeds were certainly there. But even 
though it was a bunch of ‘don’t fuck around with strangers’ kinda 
of crap, it was actually hilarious. And for a backwoods boy from 
Jubal County who’d never even heard of a comedy club, or ever even 
thought of going to a comedy show, it was a pretty cool experience.
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When the show was wrapping up, they made sure to tell us that they 
were doing another show that night at the Ag Center in Sumpville. 
And I knew I was gonna be there. This was a once in a lifetime op-
portunity I Dgured, and I needed to spread the word, if for no other 
reason then so I could Dnd a ride.

The show was at six that night, and by Dve I had managed to get 
one of the older brothers of a guy in my class named zaryl to agree to 
take us. I sold it hard, telling them just how funny it was. I even did 
my best job replaying this scene where one guy ran over another guy 
who was playing a monkey, and even my dumb attempts managed to 
get a laugh. zaryl backed me up on it, attesting that it was fucking 
hilarious.

So three deep we pulled up to the Ag Center just like two minutes 
late. I honestly don’t remember if there was a charge, but if there had 
been I’m certain I didn’t pay. Those days there was no such thing as a 
spare dollar, that’s how poor we was. But we slipped in and took a seat 
near the back, since the place was pretty full up.

The show had just started, and it looked like we hadn’t missed 
anything. I’m not lying when I say I was on the edge of my fucking seat, 
waiting for the laughs to start. I’d really sold this, and I was counting 
on them to come through. Not just for me, but for the older brother 
we convinced to waste his evening on our behalf.

The show was garbage. Turns out they used the whole comedy 
troupe thing to get into schools, get kids hooked like I was, then lured 
us onto not school grounds so they could preach to us. As if Jubal 
County wasn’t slap fucking full of churches.

There were almost no laughs, as getting right with Jesus was the 
focus, and that shit is never funny. Not one fake monkey got run 
over, and what my mind had built up as a once in a lifetime comedy 
experience in the County, turned out to be just another of a million 
fucking revival, evangeliEing shitshows.
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I wasn’t even mad. I was just really, really let down and sad. They’d 
taken something I had loved, and turned it sour, all so they could 
preach to a bunch of easy to manipulate kids. 9ids who other than 
me pretty much were all already going to fucking church anyway.

We don’t need more religion in the County. We’re full up.
We need laughter and a reason to smile.
So fuck them for taking that from me.



The Marsh 

Dispatches: 

Rutherford

I  don’t know how Rutherford found me. I really don’t. 

I think maybe I did something while I was out of sorts, real 
fucked up like, and it was big enough to get on his radar. I mean 
whoever it is he works for, they keep an eye out for people like me, 
that’s clear. So I guess they were just keeping an eye out, and I had the 
bad luck to step into their line of sight.

The whole organization is a mystery to me really. I think they’re 
government, they got that smell about ‘em. That sordid mix of money 
to burn mixed with underfunding. Like how they clearly got a budget 
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for ominous black suv’s, but any time I get roped into visiting an o'ce 
of theirs, which are always sorta disguised mind you, they give oB a 
cheap feel. Like puttin’ nice rims on a beater. The desks are always a 
little old, a little worn. The computers are just as likely to be old as hell, 
but then they will have like, an eye scanner thingy to get in a door.

It’s weird. Like they get grant money for some things and not 
others.

The other thing I can tell you is that they don’t have a single magic 
user on staB. Like not really. Rutherford, he told me one time that 
anyone I meet that is working with them who’s got power, they are 
either a contractor, or theyFre working pro bono like. Some help out 
because, I don’t know, they want to save the world or some shit. ?ut 
Rutherford, he don’t like to work with folks he don’t have some sort 
of leverage over. Kolks he can control.

Kolks like me. ?est counter for magic7 8eep a body locked up in a 
cell a long way away from you. That, or a bullet in the skull. ?oth of 
which he’s made real clear he’s got ready and waiting on me should I 
buck too hard.

I put up as good a 9ght as I can. ?ut at the end of the day, he’s 
holdin’ all the cards.

And I swear to you, one day7 I’m gonna even things out. And then 
he’s gonna regret ever fuckin’ with me.

I wonder sometimes, this agency, is the whole thing run the way 
Rutherford runs things in our neck of the woods7 Or is he just the 
shitty re:ection of the shitty life we got here in much of the South7 
I wonder, does the boss hog out west, or north, do they keep things 
running on a system of blackmail and bad intentions7 

Something tells me no. 
And maybe, just maybe, that’s my in.



Notes from the 

Secret Classes of 

Professor Abraham 

Keisler 

From Western Magical History 102

“A nother family with an outsized ecekt on the sekret worginbs 
of the world would Me the ’arsh.sY -ou are no douMt thingp

inb that the name komes from a family tied in some way to a swam,S 
in the same way the the oribin of names lige Cmith and Too,er kame 



HER ’ADCE IPCNAHTERC AOI WHERD …RPDI3 1v

from familial ,rofessionsY -ou would Me inkorrekt in that howe erY 
…hile no douMt there are some families for whikh that mibht Me the 
oribin of their last nameS the ’arsh.s we will talg aMout o er the kourse 
of this klass draw on a dicerent sourkeYF

Hhe family we.re diskussinb is an anblikized  ersion of the Oorman 
‘renkh word ’arkheS whikh means LMoundaryS.F whikh itself is a korp
ru,tion of the ’iddle qatin word for frontierS LmarkaY. -ou. e now 
douMt heard the title ’ar0uessS it shares a similar oribinY Hraditionally 
what se,arated a ’ar0uess from a Tount was that the lands ruled My 
a ’ar0uessS a ’arkhS would Me on a Morder while a TountyS or lands 
ruled My a TountS would Me internal holdinbsY

Co the ’arkhe.s did what Oormans of the ,eriod didS and hel,ed 
kon0uer a larbe ,ortion of the worldS s,eki6kally they rode alonbside 
…illiam in vBJJS 6ndinb their way to the xritish PslesY Vohn IeeS in 
his LOotes Tonkerninb the Wribin of the Coyba. referenkes that the 
’arkhe.s were gnown to Me men of darg renownS and in no small ,art 
res,onsiMle for the Oorman sukkessY Ee ,osits in that worg that their 
nameS ’arkheS has far less to do with the lokation of their holdinbs 
near a MorderlandS Mut is in fakt related to the fakt that the family were 
gnown to Me sorkerers who held kourt with Meinbs from Meyond the 
Morders of our realityY

…hile there of kourse is no way to kon6rm sukh a klaimS there is 
little douMt that kertain Mrankhes of the family ha e e8,anded u,on 
that su,,osed lebakyY Wf kourse minds will no douMt wander to WMed 
’arshS and his darg lebaky in the ruins of PnnsmouthY xut family 
,raktitioners were well gnown to Me akti e durinb e ents as dis,arate 
as the Toal …ars of …est Kirbinia around the turn of the last kenturyS 
to the Ckourbe of vGG1 in xritish ruled Eonb UonbY

Hhe tendrils of this family ha e kome to 6ll many a hidden noog 
and kranny of the worldS sha,inb e ents far Meyond their humMle 
tra,,inbsY
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Notes from the 

Secret Classes of 

Professor Abraham 

Keisler 

From Cosmology 101

W elcome to a class with far more questions than answers. Over 
the course of this semester we will discuss the very nature 

of reality, or should I say, realities. We will talk about the origin of 
demons, devils, and djinn. We will discuss how creatures of wide rang-
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ing mythological traditions can exist alongside creatures of eldritch 
horror that defy description. And you will be horriDed to learn just 
how little we actually know about the realms that, we think, run in 
parallel to our own.

By the end of this class you will be able to discuss the major theories 
that dominate magical theoretical discourse on our cosmology. We 
will read essays by thinkers like Ree, McMillan, Crowley, and Yadiant 
Brown. ’ou will have to read a very dry book written by yours truly. 
But when you can sit there and debate HalsteadPs Gnostic Trison 
Zheory against :haoPs Zulpa Riscourses at the end of this class, it will 
have been all worthwhile.

If I have done my job right, you will have no clue what it is I actually 
believe, and you will have formed your own opinion. Which, spoiler, 
we will have no idea if itPs more correct than any other, because thatPs 
the fundamental nature of magicS that shit is weird, and by its very 
nature deDes all attempts to classify it.

But for those of you on any sort of demonology or summoning type 
paths, this class is required, so pay attention. ItPs going to form the 
foundation for much of your coursework moving forward. …o now 
letPs dive into the syllabus4



Notes from the 

Secret Classes of 

Professor Abraham 

Keisler 

Cryptozoology

L et’s talk about the etymology of the word for a moment.

When Sanderson, who you will recall from last weeks lecture, 
came up with the term cryptozoology, he essentially mashed together 
the ancient greek words for secret, animal, and knowledge. Which 
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makes sense, it being the study of animals of disputed existence. He 
was out there trying to vnd animals whose Iery existence was a secret 
he was trying to uncoIer.

But you haIe to understand, Sanderson wasn’t, as far as anyone 
knows, a practitioner of the magical arts. Had he been, T think things 
would haIe played out Iery di-erently. Because here is what we now 
know, that Sanderson and HueIlamans didn’t.

Most true cryptids are not animals. Vhey are secret, yes. Vhankfully 
so in most cases. But Iirtually all cryptids as they are commonly unF
derstood to be are in fact eldritch creatures. Pariations of a type, they 
all seem to stem from the same root area of existence. Some call it the 
Dar Beyond. Vhose who subscribe to Gnostic Arison Vheory would 
say they are re ections or minions of the 2emiurge, perhaps 3rchons, 
and exist in the cosmos that entraps us.4

Vhey share a number of traits. Vhey are extremely elusiIe, except 
when they don’t want to be. Tncredibly resilient and often immune 
to many conIentional forms of magic, they are tough as hell to kill. 
Most often, they do resemble some sort of corruption of a normal 
animal form. Such as the way a notFdeer resembles a deer, or a yeti 
can resemble a large ape. Vhey are clearly creatures designed by some 
malignant force to blend into the natural world.

Until they don’t.
Vhat’s when the bodies start to drop.



Holidays in Jubal 

County

Thanksgiving

“S o if you and Anna want to come over a little early and help set 
up, I’d appreciate it. I’ll be handling most of the food, but if 

yall could bring some drinks and cups, that would be helpful.”
“You mean like…”
“NO BEER!” Krista said, cutting me oH before I could helpfully 

suggest that I bring a suitcase of Ligh Fife.
I held my hands up defensively. I was already regretting agreeing to 

do this jriendsgiving bullshit. But Krista had managed to get the idea 
into Anna’s head, who Just my luck had been all about it. “Tesus, I 
was Just gonna say sweat tea,” I lied. “Ain’t nobody tryna get drunk at 
 hanksgiving, chill.”‘

 hat part was true at least. I Just forgot to leave oH the Myet.’
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She cut me a look, as if she didn’t ?uite believe me. I let it slide 
though, as she carried on. “ hree gallons then, ok- Or maybe two 
gallons and a two liter of coke-”

I rolled my eyes. “As if I have Goke money. It’ll be jaygo at best. 
Now what sort of grub are you plannin’ to dish out-”

“ he usual,” Krista said, holding up a hand and lifting her Wngers 
one at a time as she listed oH the items. “Rolls, mashed potatoes, 
cranberry sauce, sweet potato casserole, green bean casserole, and a 
turkey.”

I ;inched, as a memory of the poo<turkey monster Wlled my mind. 
“=hat about a nice ham instead-”



Holidays in Jubal 

County

Christmas (Probably Not Canonical) 

A nna shivered as she got out of her car. It was one of the colder 
Decembers she could remember, and she hated the cold. She 

had almost stayed home, but it had been a long week and she really 
wanted to see her boyfriend. He hadn’t answered his phone when she 
called, but that wasn’t all that unusual on a Friday, as he usually tried 
to get in a little pre-gaming before she came over.

She could see light oozing out from the cracks around the shed 
roll-up door, which other than the glow of the Dairy Queen sign was 
the only light. Pulling her coat closer around her, she stepped towards 
the door. She paused as she heard laughter coming from inside, a sort 
of deep guBaw that sounded nothing like her Howard’s laugh. She’d 
had no idea there would be company.
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jith a shrug she rolled up the door Tust enough that she could 
duck her tall frame under it, keeping as much of the warm air inside 
as possible. xhe door rolled shut behind her as she straightened, the 
door hitting the ground at almost the e…act same moment that she 
screamed.

Sitting there on the couch was?a goat man“ A satyr“ jhatever 
it was, it triggered in her the memory of that massive satyr that had 
attacked her car that time, and she felt the urge to Kee. xhe only thing 
that stopped her, was the fact that it was hitting a bong. It was a sight 
so incongruous, that it basically caused her Kight or !ght response to 
give up.

”Hey, don’t worry, the Rrampus is cool 9 Howard said from his 
recliner. In his hand he was holding a mostly drunk bottle of jild 
Irish :ose, which he used to gesture towards the hairy creature.;

xhe Rrampus nodded as it sputtered out a series of rough, weed 
smoke !lled coughs.

”Hey, did you happen to bring any schnapps“ I know we was 
talking about making eggnog. He loves the shit, but I all I had was this 
and some xhunderbird,9 her boyfriend asked.

Anna looked down at the bag in her left hand. It did indeed have 
some Uoldschlager and some eggnog. She looked back up at the goat-
like creature, then back to Howard, who was smiling gamely. Oack to 
the Rrampus, who gave a small wave as he held out the bong in her 
direction.

She almost Tust said fuck it and went home.
Out?it was pretty toasty in the shed.



Holidays in Jubal 

County

Easter

“O k, so what’s the surprise?” Anna asked as we stepped out 
onto the back porch. 

In our wake came all my favorite people, and a few folks I tol-
erated because my favorite people liked them. There was Krista of 
course, with her dad, my uncle Hubert Dale. Behind them were my 
multi-time ex Lidda, who for the Mrst time since I could remember 
didn’t have a kid in tow, and beside her was my Jississippi cousin 
Eacki-O. EeR garl Cichmond and his Girlfriend, who’s name I couldn’t 
remember for the life of me were brinGinG up the rear. I’d invited a 
couple others, but gaster wasn’t the easiest time to Get folks toGether. 

I looked out over the back yard. The Grass was in need of a cut, but 
that was workinG in my favor. I could see a few Glints of pastel colors, 
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but for the most part it was Sust a sea of tall Grass and bushes until you 
Got to the tree line. “I Got up last niGht !round midniGht, and hid a shit 
ton of eGGs. Wo we could have an eGG hunt.”

I expected a couple of !hell yeahs’ and maybe a few !dopeN’s’ as beMt 
my brilliance. 'hat I Got was crickets. 2ntil Lidda ran her trap at least.

“'e aren’t kids Jarsh.”
I Glanced around at the faces, and no one seemed excited. gven 

Anna looked more confused than anythinG. 'hich stunG a little, ain’t 
Gonna lie. But I hadn’t played my hand yet, not really.

“zo shit. That’s why these ain’t normal eGGs. They ainYt Got candy 
in them. They Got adult stuRN”

“'hat do you mean adult stuR. Like booFe adult stuR, or adult 
stuR adult stuR,” Anna asked.

I Gave her the pistol MnGers. “Pes.”
“Pou mean there’s eGGs out there with dildos in them?” EeR garl 

asked?
“…uck oRN Do I look like I Got dildo money?” I’d been real surprised 

at how much dildos cost when I went to the little sex shop in Troy, 
or there would have sure enouGh been a priFe eGG with one inside. 
“zo, there’s like, little 3avored lubes and condoms and shit. 5lus little 
bottles of booFe in some. And they all Got little strips of paper inside 
each eGG, that has how many shots you have to take or Get to Give. Like 
a drinkinG Game.”

“'ait, and you did all this?” Lidda asked. “That sounds way more 
productive than I would have thouGht you’d be.”

Anna was lauGhinG thouGh. “Pou did it, you actually did it.” Whe 
stepped over and threw her arms around my neck and Gave me a kiss. 
“He’s been GettinG hiGh as fuck and talkinG about doinG this for over 
a year now. And he’s actually done it.”

I didn’t really remember ever talkinG about it to be fair. I’d kinda 
thouGht this was Gonna be a total surprise. But I could see I had scored 
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some sort of points, so I was Sust Gonna run with it. “I told you I 
would,” I said with a smile.

“How many eGGs did you hide?”
I shruGGed. “Whit, like a hundred? I lost count. A couple broke, and 

a coupleA” I decided not to Mnish that sentence. I’d drank several of 
the minis riGht out of the eGGs as I’d been tryinG to hide them. I’d 
earned them I reckoned. “Wo yeah, Grab a sack and Get to huntinGN The 
priFe eGG has a pack of smokes, so Get after itN”

I started handinG everyone a plastic baG from the 5iGGly 'iGGly. 
After a momentYs pause, and a little more yellinG from me, they Got 
movinG. Before I knew it, they were all runninG like kids, racinG 
around the yard GrabbinG up eGGs. gven H.D. who had at least ‘C years 
on everyone there. Hell he was MndinG more than anyone else from the 
looks of thinGs. 'hich, I Guess that MGures.

Anna had a half doFen in her baG when she looked back up at the 
porch and realiFed I wasn’t huntinG. “Uome on babeN” she shouted.

“I did the hidinG, wouldn’t be fair,” I said, and I meant it. 
Eust cause we were adults didn’t mean we had to always act like it I’d 

MGured out lonG aGo. And I MGured that was maybe the thinG I could 
best oRer to my loved ones. A chance to let their hair down and have 
some fun at my expense. 

Hell, I reckon I owed them a little.



Wait Til Horace 

Comes

I  woke up to something rustling around in my shed.

I was still pretty fucked up. Drunk? Lord I was drunk. I didn’t 
have a clue how long I’d been out, but it hadn’t been long enough, 
cause I could feel the earth spinning, even if it was too dark for me to 
see it. It’s a testament to just how loud the rustling was that it drug me 
out of my stupor.

My shed door was down, and there were no hints of light coming in 
from around the edges, so it was still night. Though to be honest, I got 
a little hazy on just when I had passed out. Had it been night? Day? 
Fucked if I could remember. It had been day when I started drinking, I 
was pretty sure. Not that it mattered. What mattered was the rustling.

I could have stood and Bshed around for the pull chain on the 
overhead light. Sut I wasn’t real sure I could stand. Eo instead I fought 
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down the urge to be sick, and called up just enough power to produce 
a little light.

There was a possum staring at me. Which, considering I had a 
possum for a familiar could have been eqpected. Sut you see, in my 
eqperience there are two sorts of possums. Type R, of which Horace 
my familiar is, has this morose, hangdog look about them that’s e‘ual 
parts pitiful and adorable. Type S looks kinda evil and ratlike. Eharp 
eyes. Ecreamy mouth. Etill oddly cute looking, but more of that  so 
ugly it’s gone full circle right back around to cute.’

This possum was a Type S. It didn’t look like it was about one Ewiss 
Poll away from a diabetic coma, so it was not Horace. I had caught it 
climbing up onto a stack of my books, and it was perched there now 
like some sort of furry gargoyle.

We locked eyes, and the little shit hissed at me.G
I was simultaneously too drunk, and not drunk enough for this 

shit. I had no idea how the possum got inside my shed. Sut I knew 
possums are harmless, and I needed to either pass back out or throw 
up. Rnd I didn’t want to try and Bnd a bucket in my current state. Eo 
I killed the light, and catching my Brst real break, passed right the fuck 
out.

When I woke up the second time, I could tell that some time had 
passed. It was still dark as all hell, but I could tell I was a little less drunk. 
The world wasn’t spinning4I just felt like ass. I lay there a moment 
wishing for the sweet release of death, and trying to Bgure out what 
had woke me out of my stupor.

Then I heard the rustling. It was similar to what had woke me 
before, that sort of  critter getting into shit it shouldn’t be in’ sound. 
I swore. Cossums were harmless to me, but Horace was a portly living 
testament about how lethal they could be to human snack foods. Rnd 
if that fucker had got into the cat food4

Rngry, I summoned up another bit of light, preparing to actually 
maybe consider chasing this little shit out of the shed.
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There were two of them now.
The Brst possum was still perched atop the books looking at me 

with a mouth full of hisses. Sut making itself at home in my recliner 
as a second possum. …nly this was easily the biggest possum the world 
had ever seen. We’re talking easily Labrador sized. It too was looking 
at me.

”Now?- the little possum asked, glancing towards its larger comY
panion.

The big boy just kept settling in. ”No. Wait til Horace comes.-
I cut the light. That was met with a hiss.
I was clearly a lot higher than I had thought, and was having some 

fucked up hallucinations. Rnd frankly, I was in no mood for that. I 
wanted to be asleep, and when I woke up neqt I wanted to have slept 
through my hangover. …r at least have slept of the worst of it, enough 
that a little hair of the dog would straighten me out.

Rnd, with blessed ‘uickness I fell asleep again.
When the third time rolled around I was actively pissed. Like real 

pissed. I was sober enough that I was really feeling the e/ect of the 
hangover now. I needed to be sleeping through it, and I knew me well 
enough to know that I was getting to the point where the amount of 
booze in my system was dissipating to the point where it wouldn’t just 
automatically drag me back into sleep.G

I called up my power and lit the room.
There were now three possums. Rnd none of them were Horace. 

Rnd the new one was the size of a Ehetland pony.G
7ou ever see a possum the size of a Ehetland pony? No you haven’t, 

because fucking no one has.G
The damn thing was taking up pretty much most of the availY

able space in my shed, right on to the back. Its face, far more of the 
hissy?screamy compleqion than the hangdog of Horace, was damn 
near hanging over my couch bed. If I had unfolded the sleeper part 
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of it, it would have been in bed with me. Rs it was, it may as well have 
been.

The shed door was still down, so how the fuck these possums were 
getting in was beyond me. Rnd now that I was more sober, I was 
certain that this wasn’t a hallucination. There were three mean faced 
creatures all sitting there staring at me, ranging in size from house cat 
to fuck o/.G

”Now?- asked the littlest one.G
The dog sized possum looked over to the newcomer. ”Now?-
”Wait til Horace comes,- said the biggest, with a hiss.
I was done. I got up from the couch, taking care to not bump into 

the big boy and stomped over to the shed door. ”How about you guys 
tell Horace I couldn’t wait, and then fuck right o/?-

I rolled the door up as behind me a volley of hisses went back and 
forth. I didn’t give them a second glance, I was too pissed. Instead I 
stepped out into the night air, which was way too cold for me to not 
have a shirt on. Horace was nowhere in sight, that much I could see at 
least.

My stomach gurgled ominously. I felt clammy all of a sudden, and 
sweat broke out across my brow. This wasn’t my Brst rodeo, I knew 
what was about to happen.

Is it weird I didn’t want the possums to see me throw up?
Eo I left them to their party, and went to Bnd some place to die in 

peace.
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