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Welcome to the first issue of 
The Dreamquest. We want-
ed some way to bring all our 

readers, fans, really our best friends, 
together in one place to let us know 
what we are doing right and wrong, 
to discuss new projects and find new 
directions. Besides, it’s always fun 
to give away prezzies and this little 
magazine is only the first.

It should be pretty obvious where 
we got that name from. Good old H. 
P. L. That novella has always been 
one of my favorites. There are few 
like it in the history of Fantasy. Part 

horror, part fantasy, all Lovecraft. I 
should also explain that this isn’t an 
exclusively Mythos zine. It’s much 
more. It’s about all the things that 
fans of HPL love: whether it falls into 
SF, Fantasy or Horror. It seems an ap-
propriate name for a magazine that is 
searching for the fantastic. 

Also appropriate is that our opening 
story is a classic that HPL mentioned 
in “Supernatural Horror in Literature”: 
“The Horror-Horn” by E. F. Benson. 
Of Mr. Benson HPL wrote: “The weird 
short story has fared well of late, an 
important contributor being the ver-

EDITORIAL G. W. Thomas

GW and friend in Harrison Hot Springs, BC’s Sasquatch Capital
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satile E. F. Benson, whose The Man 
Who Went Too Far breathes whisper-
ingly of a house at the edge of a dark 
wood, and of Pan’s hoof-mark on 
the breast of a dead man. Mr. Ben-
son’s volume, Visible and Invisible, 
contains several stories of singular 
power; notably Negotiam Perambu-
lans, whose unfolding reveals an 
abnormal monster from an ancient 
ecclesiastical panel which performs 
an act of miraculous vengeance in a 
lonely village on the Cornish coast, 
and The Horror-Horn, through which 
lopes a terrible half-human survival 
dwelling on unvisited Alpine peaks.”

Following it is a sequel to that tale 
written by Grayson What who writes: 
“I was inspired to write a sequel 
in which the hero was not a quiet 

Englishman but a vibrant American of 
the Robert E. Howard stripe, a man’s 
man who would face the horror in-
stead of run from it.” You can decide 
how Grayson has done. 

Our first interview is with bestselling 
author Rick Hautala (who will receive 
the Lifetime Achievement Award 
from the Horror Writers of America in 
March) who penned a great sas-
quatchy novel The Mountain King 
back in 2001 (Leisure Books).  

We finish the Monsterfest with a look 
at Yeti/Bigfoot/Sasquatch fiction, TV, 
film and comics. We have some news 
about upcoming books and our first 
contest as well. Win yourself some 
horror pottery. Glad to have you along 
for the ride. 

EDITORIALG. W. Thomas



THE HORROR
HORN

by E. F. Benson
E. F. BENSON (1867-1940) is one of three broth-
ers who wrote ghost and horror tales around the 
turn of the century. (The other two are A. C. and 

R. H. Benson.) Of the three “Freddy” was the most 
prolific and the most experimental. His story “Mrs 
Amworth” was the first vampire story to take the 
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bloodsucker out of the Gothic castle and make 
her an unsuspecting woman in an English village. 
Benson was also the first to pounce on the rumors 

of the Yeti that came back from the Royal Geo-
graphical Society’s “Everest Reconnaissance Ex-
pedition” of 1921. In our age of Paterson footage 

and Steve Austin TV Bigfoot the idea seems quaint 
at times but back in 1922 it hadn’t been done 

before. Benson was just the writer to do it…

THE PAST ten days Alhubel had basked in the radiant midwinter weather 
proper to its eminence of over 6,000 feet. From rising to setting the sun (so 

surprising to those who have hitherto associated it with a pale, tepid plate in-
distinctly shining through the murky air of England) had blazed its way across 
the sparkling blue, and every night the serene and windless frost had made the 
stars sparkle like illuminated diamond dust. Sufficient snow had fallen before 
Christmas to content the skiers, and the big rink, sprinkled every evening, had 
given the skaters each morning a fresh surface on which to perform their slip-
pery antics. Bridge and dancing served to while away the greater part of the 
night, and to me, now for the first time tasting the joys of a winter in the Enga-
dine, it seemed that a new heaven and a new earth had been lighted, warmed, 
and refrigerated for the special benefit of those who like myself had been wise 
enough to save up their days of holiday for the winter.

But a break came in these ideal conditions: one afternoon the sun grew 
vapour-veiled and up the valley from the north-west a wind frozen with miles 
of travel over ice-bound hill-sides began scouting through the calm halls of 
the heavens. Soon it grew dusted with snow, first in small flakes driven almost 
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horizontally before its congealing breath and then in larger tufts as of swans-
down. And though all day for a fortnight before the fate of nations and life and 
death had seemed to me of far less importance than to get certain tracings of 
the skate-blades on the ice of proper shape and size, it now seemed that the one 
paramount consideration was to hurry back to the hotel for shelter: it was wiser 
to leave rocking-turns alone than to be frozen in their quest.

I had come out here with my cousin, Professor Ingram, the celebrated 
physiologist and Alpine climber. During the serenity of the last fortnight he 
had made a couple of notable winter ascents, but this morning his weather-
wisdom had mistrusted the signs of the heavens, and instead of attempting the 
ascent of the Piz Passug he had waited to see whether his misgivings justified 
themselves. So there he sat now in the hall of the admirable hotel with his feet 
on the hot-water pipes and the latest delivery of the English post in his hands. 
This contained a pamphlet concerning the result of the Mount Everest expedi-
tion, of which he had just finished the perusal when I entered.

“A very interesting report,” he said, passing it to me, “and they certainly 
deserve to succeed next year. But who can tell, what that final six thousand 
feet may entail? Six thousand feet more when you have already accomplished 
twenty-three thousand does not seem much, but at present no one knows 
whether the human frame can stand exertion at such a height. It may affect 
not the lungs and heart only, but possibly the brain. Delirious hallucinations 
may occur. In fact, if I did not know better, I should have said that one such 
hallucination had occurred to the climbers already.”

“And what was that?” I asked.
“You will find that they thought they came across the tracks of some naked 

human foot at a great altitude. That looks at first sight like an hallucination. 
What more natural than that a brain excited and exhilarated by the extreme 
height should have interpreted certain marks in the snow as the footprints of 
a human being? Every bodily organ at these altitudes is exerting itself to the 
utmost to do its work, and the brain seizes on those marks in the snow and says 
‘Yes, I’m all right, I’m doing my job, and I perceive marks in the snow which I 
affirm are human footprints.’ You know, even at this altitude, how restless and 
eager the brain is, how vividly, as you told me, you dream at night. Multiply 
that stimulus and that consequent eagerness and restlessness by three, and how 
natural that the brain should harbour illusions! What after all is the delirium 
which often accompanies high fever but the effort of the brain to do its work 
under the pressure of feverish conditions? It is so eager to continue perceiving 
that it perceives things which have no existence!”
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“And yet you don’t think that these naked human footprints were illu-
sions,” said I. “You told me you would have thought so, if you had not known 
better.”

He shifted in his chair and looked out of the window a moment. The air 
was thick now with the density of the big snow-flakes that were driven along 
by the squealing north-west gale.

“Quite so,” he said. “In all probability the human footprints were real hu-
man footprints. I expect that they were the footprints, anyhow, of a being more 
nearly a man than anything else. My reason for saying so is that I know such 
beings exist. I have even seen quite near at hand—and I assure you I did not 
wish to be nearer in spite of my intense curiosity—the creature, shall we say, 
which would make such footprints. And if the snow was not so dense, I could 
show you the place where I saw him.”

He pointed straight out of the window, where across the valley lies the huge 
tower of the Ungeheuerhorn with the carved pinnacle of rock at the top like 
some gigantic rhinoceros-horn. On one side only, as I knew, was the mountain 
practicable, and that for none but the finest climbers; on the other three a suc-
cession of ledges and precipices rendered it unscalable. Two thousand feet of 
sheer rock form the tower; below are five hundred feet of fallen boulders, up to 
the edge of which grow dense woods of larch and pine.

“Upon the Ungeheuerhorn?” I asked.
“Yes. Up till twenty years ago it had never been ascended, and I, like sev-

eral others, spent a lot of time in trying to find a route up it. My guide and 
I sometimes spent three nights together at the hut beside the Blumen glacier, 
prowling round it, and it was by luck really that we found the route, for the 
mountain looks even more impracticable from the far side than it does from 
this. But one day we found a long, transverse fissure in the side which led to a 
negotiable ledge; then there came a slanting ice couloir which you could not 
see till you got to the foot of it. However, I need not go into that.”

The big room where we sat was filling up with cheerful groups driven in-
doors by this sudden gale and snowfall, and the cackle of merry tongues grew 
loud. The band, too, that invariable appanage of tea-time at Swiss resorts, had 
begun to tune up for the usual potpourri from the works of Puccini. Next mo-
ment the sugary, sentimental melodies began.

“Strange contrast!” said Ingram. “Here are we sitting warm and cosy, our 
ears pleasantly tickled with these little baby tunes and outside is the great storm 
growing more violent every moment, and swirling round the austere cliffs of 
the Ungeheuerhorn: the Horror-Horn, as indeed it was to me.”
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“I want to hear all about it,” I said. “Every detail: make a short story long, 

if it’s short. I want to know why it’s your Horror-Horn?”
“Well, Chanton and I (he was my guide) used to spend days prowling 

about the cliffs, making a little progress on one side and then being stopped, 
and gaining perhaps five hundred feet on another side and then being con-
fronted by some insuperable obstacle, till the day when by luck we found the 
route. Chanton never liked the job, for some reason that I could not fathom. It 
was not because of the difficulty or danger of the climbing, for he was he most 
fearless man I have ever met when dealing with rocks and ice, but he was al-
ways insistent that we should get off the mountain and back to the Blumen hut 
before sunset. He was scarcely easy even when we had got back to shelter and 
locked and barred the door, and I well remember one night when, as we ate 
our supper, we heard some animal, a wolf probably, howling somewhere out in 
the night. A positive panic seized him, and I don’t think he closed his eyes till 
morning. It struck me then that there might be some grisly legend about the 
mountain, connected possibly with its name, and next day I asked him why 
the peak was called the Horror Horn. He put the question off at first, and said 
that, like the Schreckhorn, its name was due to its precipices and falling stones; 
but when I pressed him further he acknowledged that there was a legend about 
it, which his father had told him. There were creatures, so it was supposed, that 
lived in its caves, things human in shape, and covered, except for the face and 
hands, with long black hair. They were dwarfs in size, four feet high or there-
abouts, but of prodigious strength and agility, remnants of some wild primeval 
race. It seemed that they were still in an upward stage of evolution, or so I 
guessed, for the story ran that sometimes girls had been carried off by them, 
not as prey, and not for any such fate as for those captured by cannibals, but to 
be bred from. Young men also had been raped by them, to be mated with the 
females of their tribe. All this looked as if the creatures, as I said, were tending 
towards humanity. But naturally I did not believe a word of it, as applied to the 
conditions of the present day. Centuries ago, conceivably, there may have been 
such beings, and, with the extraordinary tenacity of tradition, the news of this 
had been handed down and was still current round the hearths of the peasants. 
As for their numbers, Chanton told me that three had been once seen together 
by a man who owing to his swiftness on skis had escaped to tell the tale. This 
man, he averred, was no other than his grand-father, who had been benighted 
one winter evening as he passed through the dense woods below the Unge-
heuerhorn, and Chanton supposed that they had been driven down to these 
lower altitudes in search of food during severe winter weather, for otherwise the 
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recorded sights of them had always taken place among the rocks of the peak it-
self. They had pursued his grandfather, then a young man, at an extraordinarily 
swift canter, running sometimes upright as men run, sometimes on all-fours in 
the manner of beasts, and their howls were just such as that we had heard that 
night in the Blumen hut. Such at any rate was the story Chanton told me, and, 
I like you, I regarded it as the very moonshine of superstition. But the very next 
day I had reason to reconsider my judgment about it.

“It was on that day that after a week of exploration we hit on the only route 
at present known to the top of our peak. We started as soon as there was light 
enough to climb by, for, as you may guess, on very difficult rocks it is impos-
sible to climb by lantern or moonlight. We hit on the long fissure I have spoken 
of, we explored the ledge which from below seemed to end in nothingness, and 
with an hour’s step-cutting ascended the couloir which led upwards from it. 
From there onwards it was a rock-climb, certainly of considerable difficulty, 
but with no heart-breaking discoveries ahead, and it was about nine in the 
morning that we stood on the top. We did not wait there long, for that side of 
the mountain is raked by falling stones loosened, when the sun grows hot, from 
the ice that holds them, and we made haste to pass the ledge where the falls are 
most frequent. After that there was the long fissure to descend, a matter of no 
great difficulty, and we were at the end of our work by midday, both of us, as 
you may imagine, in the state of the highest elation.

“A long and tiresome scramble among the huge boulders at the foot of the 
cliff then lay before us. Here the hill-side is very porous and great caves extend 
far into the mountain. We had unroped at the base of the fissure, and were 
picking our way as seemed good to either of us among these fallen rocks, many 
of them bigger than an ordinary house, when, on coming round the corner of 
one of these, I saw that which made it clear that the stories Chanton had told 
me were no figment of traditional superstition.

“Not twenty yards in front of me lay one of the beings of which he had 
spoken. There it sprawled naked and basking on its back with face turned up to 
the sun, which its narrow eyes regarded unwinking. In form it was completely 
human, but the growth of hair that covered limbs and trunk alike almost com-
pletely hid the sun-tanned skin beneath. But its face, save for the down on its 
cheeks and chin, was hairless, and I looked on a countenance the sensual and 
malevolent bestiality of which froze me with horror. Had the creature been an 
animal, one would have felt scarcely a shudder at the gross animalism of it; 
the horror lay in the fact that it was a man. There lay by it a couple of gnawed 
bones, and, its meal finished, it was lazily licking its protuberant lips, from 
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which came a purring murmur of content. With one hand it scratched the 
thick hair on its belly, in the other it held one of these bones, which presently 
split in half beneath the pressure of its finger and thumb. But my horror was 
not based on the information of what happened to those men whom these 
creatures caught, it was due only to my proximity to a thing so human and so 
infernal. The peak, of which the ascent had a moment ago filled us with such 
elated satisfaction, because to me to me an Ungeheuerhorn indeed, for it was 
the home of beings more awful than the delirium of nightmare could ever have 
conceived.

“Chanton was a dozen paces behind me, and with a backward wave of my 
hand I caused him to halt. Then withdrawing myself with infinite precaution, 
so as not to attract the gaze of that basking creature, I slipped back round the 
rock, whispered to him what I had seen, and with blanched faces we made a 
long detour, peering round every corner, and crouching low, not knowing that 
at any step we might not come upon another of these beings, or that from 
the mouth of one of these caves in the mountain-side there might not appear 
another of those hairless and dreadful faces, with perhaps this time the breasts 
and insignia of womanhood. That would have been the worst of all.

“Luck favoured us, for we made our way among the boulders and shifting 
stones, the rattle of which might at any moment have betrayed us, without a 
repetition of my experience, and once among the trees we ran as if the Furies 
themselves were in pursuit. Well now did I understand, though I dare say I can-
not convey, the qualms of Chanton’s mind when he spoke to me of these crea-
tures. Their very humanity was what made them so terrible, the fact that they 
were of the same race as ourselves, but of a type so abysmally degraded that the 
most brutal and inhuman of men would have seemed angelic in comparison.”

The music of the small band was over before he had finished the narrative, 
and the chattering groups round the tea-table had dispersed. He paused a mo-
ment.

“There was a horror of the spirit,” he said, “which I experienced then, from 
which, I verily believe, I have never entirely recovered. I saw then how terrible a 
living thing could be, and how terrible, in consequence, was life itself. In us all 
I suppose lurks some inherited germ of that ineffable bestiality, and who knows 
whether, sterile as it has apparently become in the course of centuries, it might 
no fructify again. When I saw that creature sun itself, I looked into the abyss 
out of which we have crawled. And these creatures are trying to crawl out of it 
now, if they exist any longer. Certainly for the last twenty years there has been 
no record of their being seen, until we come to this story of the footprint seen 
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by the climbers on Everest. If that is authentic, if the party did no mistake the 
footprint of some bear, or what not, for a human tread, it seems as if still this 
bestranded remnant of mankind is in existence.”

Now, Ingram, had told his story well; but sitting in this warm and civilised 
room, the horror which he had clearly felt had not communicated itself to me 
in any very vivid manner. Intellectually, I agreed, I could appreciate his horror, 
but certainly my spirit felt no shudder of interior comprehension.

“But it is odd,” I said, “that your keen interest in physiology did not dis-
perse your qualms. You were looking, so I take it, at some form of man more 
remote probably than the earliest human remains. Did not something inside 
you say ‘This is of absorbing significance’?”

He shook his head.
“No: I only wanted to get away,” said he. “It was not, as I have told you, 

the terror of what according to Chanton’s story, might await us if we were cap-
tured; it was sheer horror at the creature itself. I quaked at it”

The snowstorm and the gale increased in violence that night, and I slept 
uneasily, plucked again and again from slumber by the fierce battling of the 
wind that shook my windows as if with an imperious demand for admittance. 
It came in billowy gusts, with strange noises intermingled with it as for a mo-
ment it abated, with flutings and moanings that rose to shrieks as the fury of 
it returned. These noises, no doubt, mingled themselves with my drowsed and 
sleepy consciousness, and once I tore myself out of nightmare, imagining that 
the creatures of the Horror-horn had gained footing on my balcony and were 
rattling at the window-bolts. But before morning the gale had died away, and I 
awoke to see the snow falling dense and fast in a windless air. For three days it 
continued, without intermission, and with its cessation there came a frost such 
as I have never felt before. Fifty degrees were registered one night, and more 
the next, and what the cold must have been on the cliffs of the Ungeheuerhorn 
I cannot imagine. Sufficient, so I thought, to have made an end altogether of 
its secret inhabitants: my cousin, on that day twenty years ago, had missed an 
opportunity for study which would probably never fall again either to him or 
another.

I received one morning a letter from a friend saying that he had arrived at 
the neighbouring winter resort of St. Luigi, and proposing that I should come 
over for a morning’s skating and lunch afterwards. The place was not more 
than a couple of miles off, if one took the path over the low, pine-clad foot-hills 
above which lay the steep woods below the first rocky slopes of the Ungeheuer-
horn; and accordingly, with a knapsack containing skates on my back, I went 
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on skis over the wooded slopes and down by an easy descent again on to St. 
Luigi. The day was overcast, clouds entirely obscured the higher peaks though 
the sun was visible, pale and unluminous, through the mists. But as the morn-
ing went on, it gained the upper hand, and I slid down into St. Luigi beneath 
a sparkling firmament. We skated and lunched, and then, since it looked as if 
thick weather was coming up again, I set out early about three o’clock for my 
return journey.

Hardly had I got into the woods when the clouds gathered thick above, 
and streamers and skeins of them began to descend among the pines through 
which my path threaded its way. In ten minutes more their opacity had so 
increased that I could hardly see a couple of yards in front of me. Very soon 
I became aware that I must have got off the path, for snow-cowled shrubs lay 
directly in my way, and, casting back to find it again, I got altogether confused 
as to direction. But, though progress was difficult, I knew I had only to keep 
on the ascent, and presently I should come to the brow of these low foot-hills, 
and descend into the open valley where Alhubel stood. So on I went, stumbling 
and sliding over obstacles, and unable, owing to the thickness of the snow, to 
take off my skis, for I should have sunk over the knees at each step. Still the as-
cent continued, and looking at my watch I saw that I had already been near an 
hour on my way from St. Luigi, a period more than sufficient to complete my 
whole journey. But still I stuck to my idea that though I had certainly strayed 
far from my proper route a few minutes more must surely see me over the top 
of the upward way, and I should find the ground declining into the next val-
ley. About now, too, I noticed that the mists were growing suffused with rose-
colour, and, though the inference was that it must be dose on sunset, there was 
consolation in the fact that they were there and might lift at any moment and 
disclose to me my whereabouts. But the fact that night would soon be on me 
made it needful to bar my mind against that despair of loneliness which so eats 
out the heart of a man who is lost in woods or on mountain-side, that, though 
still there is plenty of vigour in his limbs, his nervous force is sapped, and he 
can do no more than lie down and abandon himself to whatever fate may await 
him . . . And then I heard that which made the thought of loneliness seem bliss 
indeed, for there was a worse fate than loneliness. What I heard resembled the 
howl of a wolf, and it came from not far in front of me where the ridge—was 
it a ridge?—still rose higher in vestment of pines.

From behind me came a sudden puff of wind, which shook the frozen 
snow from the drooping pine-branches, and swept away the mists as a broom 
sweeps the dust from the floor. Radiant above me were the unclouded skies, 
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already charged with the red of the sunset, and in front I saw that I had come 
to the very edge of the wood through which I had wandered so long. But it 
was no valley into which I had penetrated, for there right ahead of me rose the 
steep slope of boulders and rocks soaring upwards to the foot of the Unge-
heuerhorn. What, then, was that cry of a wolf which had made my heart stand 
still? I saw.

Not twenty yards from me was a fallen tree, and leaning against the trunk 
of it was one of the denizens of the Horror-Horn, and it was a woman. She 
was enveloped in a thick growth of hair grey and tufted, and from her head it 
streamed down over her shoulders and her bosom, from which hung withered 
and pendulous breasts. And looking on her face I comprehended not with my 
mind alone, but with a shudder of my spirit, what Ingram had felt. Never had 
nightmare fashioned so terrible a countenance; the beauty of sun and stars and 
of the beasts of the field and the kindly race of men could not atone for so 
hellish an incarnation of the spirit of life. A fathomless bestiality modelled the 
slavering mouth and the narrow eyes; I looked into the abyss itself and knew 
that out of that abyss on the edge of which I leaned the generations of men had 
climbed. What if that ledge crumbled in front of me and pitched me headlong 
into its nethermost depths? . . .

In one hand she held by the horns a chamois that kicked and struggled. 
A blow from its hindleg caught her withered thigh, and with a grunt of anger 
she seized the leg in her other hand, and, as a man may pull from its sheath a 
stem of meadow-grass, she plucked it off the body, leaving the torn skin hang-
ing round the gaping wound. Then putting the red, bleeding member to her 
mouth she sucked at it as a child sucks a stick of sweetmeat. Through flesh and 
gristle her short, brown teeth penetrated, and she licked her lips with a sound 
of purring. Then dropping the leg by her side, she looked again at the body 
of the prey now quivering in its death-convulsion, and with finger and thumb 
gouged out one of its eyes. She snapped her teeth on it, and it cracked like a 
soft-shelled nut.

It must have been but a few seconds that I stood watching her, in some 
indescribable catalepsy of terror, while through my brain there pealed the pan-
ic-command of my mind to my stricken limbs “Begone, begone, while there 
is time.” Then, recovering the power of my joints and muscles, I tried to slip 
behind a tree and hide myself from this apparition. But the woman—shall I 
say?—must have caught my stir of movement, for she raised her eyes from her 
living feast and saw me. She craned forward her neck, she dropped her prey, 
and half rising began to move towards me. As she did this, she opened her 
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mouth, and gave forth a howl such as I had heard a moment before. It was 
answered by another, but faintly and distantly.

Sliding and slipping, with the toes of my skis tripping in the obstacles 
below the snow, I plunged forward down the hill between the pine-trunks. 
The low sun already sinking behind some rampart of mountain in the west 
reddened the snow and the pines with its ultimate rays. My knapsack with 
the skates in it swung to and fro on my back, one ski-stick had already been 
twitched out of my hand by a fallen branch of pine, but not a second’s pause 
could I allow myself to recover it. I gave no glance behind, and I knew not at 
what pace my pursuer was on my track, or indeed whether any pursued at all, 
for my whole mind and energy, now working at full power again under the 
stress of my panic, was devoted to getting away down the hill and out of the 
wood as swiftly as my limbs could bear me. For a little while I heard nothing 
but the hissing snow of my headlong passage, and the rustle of the covered 
undergrowth beneath my feet, and then, from dose at hand behind me, once 
more the wolf-howl sounded and I heard the plunging of footsteps other than 
my own.

The strap of my knapsack had shifted, and as my skates swung to and 
fro on my back it chafed and pressed on my throat, hindering free passage of 
air, of which, God knew, my labouring lungs were in dire need, and without 
pausing I slipped it free from my neck, and held it in the hand from which 
my ski-stick had been jerked. I seemed to go a little more easily for this adjust-
ment, and now, not so far distant, I could see below me the path from which 
I had strayed. If only I could reach that, the smoother going would surely en-
able me to outdistance my pursuer, who even on the rougher ground was but 
slowly overhauling me, and at the sight of that riband stretching unimpeded 
downhill, a ray of hope pierced the black panic of my soul. With that came 
the desire, keen and insistent, to see who or what it was that was on my tracks, 
and I spared a backward glance. It was she, the hag whom I had seen at her 
gruesome meal; her long grey hair flew out behind her, her mouth chattered 
and gibbered, her fingers made grabbing movements, as if already they closed 
on me.

But the path was now at hand, and the nearness of it I suppose made me 
incautious. A hump of snow-covered bush lay in my path, and, thinking I 
could jump over it, I tripped and fell, smothering myself in snow. I heard a 
maniac noise, half scream, half laugh, from close behind, and before I could 
recover myself the grabbing fingers were at my neck, as if a steel vice had closed 
there. But my right hand in which I held my knapsack of skates was free, and 
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with a blind back-handed movement I whirled it behind me at the full length 
of its strap, and knew that my desperate blow had found its billet somewhere. 
Even before I could look round I felt the grip on my neck relax, and something 
subsided into the very bush which had entangled me. I recovered my feet and 
turned.

There she lay, twitching and quivering. The heel of one of my skates pierc-
ing the thin alpaca of the knapsack had hit her full on the temple, from which 
the blood was pouring, but a hundred yards away I could see another such fig-
ure coming downwards on my tracks, leaping and bounding. At that panic rose 
again within me, and I sped off down the white smooth path that led to the 
lights of the village already beckoning. Never once did I pause in my headlong 
going: there was no safety until I was back among the haunts of men. I flung 
myself against the door of the hotel, and screamed for admittance, though I 
had but to turn the handle and enter; and once more as when Ingram had told 
his tale, there was the sound of the band, and the chatter of voices, and there, 
too, was he himself, who looked up and then rose swiftly to his feet as I made 
my clattering entrance.

“I have seen them too,” I cried. “Look at my knapsack. Is there not blood 
on it? It is the blood of one of them, a woman, a hag, who tore off the leg of a 
chamois as I looked, and pursued me through the accursed wood. I—“

Whether it was I who spun round, or the room which seemed to spin 
round me, I knew not, but I heard myself falling, collapsed on the floor, and 
the next time that I was conscious at all I was in bed. There was Ingram there, 
who told me that I was quite safe, and another man, a stranger, who pricked 
my arm with the nozzle of a syringe, and reassured me . . .

A day or two later I gave a coherent account of my adventure, and three 
or four men, armed with guns, went over my traces. They found the bush in 
which I had stumbled, with a pool of blood which had soaked into the snow, 
and, still following my ski-tracks, they came on the body of a chamois, from 
which had been torn one of its hindlegs and one eye-socket was empty. That 
is all the corroboration of my story that I can give the reader, and for myself I 
imagine that the creature which pursued me was either not killed by my blow 
or that her fellows removed her body . . . Anyhow, it is open to the incredulous 
to prowl about the caves of the Ungeheuerhorn, and see if anything occurs that 
may convince them.
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UNGEHEURERHORN

i

I SHOULD have left Alhubel when the old man was found. I was on the 
ski hill admiring the grace and speed of  a certain Miss Marietta Bielmann, 

who I had decided should be the first Mrs. David Randall Bainbridge. The 
call went up from a group of  tourists from England. We all rushed over. 

“It is the old schoolmaster, Herr Lupescu,” said Marietta.
I noticed a look of  shock in her face. Having made Marietta’s 

acquaintance a week before I asked without awkwardness, “Who is he?”
“He was the schoolmaster in Alhubel ten years ago. He disappeared.”
We all stared at the old man. He was gravely ill. He was all skin and bones 

as well as heavily bruised. He had a broken arm, an old injury by the look of  
the cloth he used as a sling to hold it.

“I never should have done it—”he gasped in German. Verzeihung! Gott in 
Himmell! Run, run, all of  you!”

That was all he said. He didn’t tell anyone where he had been or what had 
happened to him. That last part sounded like gibberish at first but again I 
noticed Marietta’s face blanch with obvious horror.

The old man died right there at the bottom of  the ski hill. Later two men 
from the lodge came and took the body away. I barely noticed. All I cared 
about was Marietta, who fled the scene, her face full of  tears.

“I never should have done it—
”he gasped in German. Verzei-

hung! Gott in Himmell! Run, 
run, all of you!”

That was all he said.
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ii
DINNER was a miserable affair, despite the exquisite wurstsalat and 

sauerkraut. Marietta never made an appearance. For the last three nights I 
had had the honour of  her company.  This evening I sat alone, listening to a 
miniature orchestra play tunes from another age, watching the English party 
enjoy themselves, but not interested in joining them, in case Marietta should 
show up at the last.

Feeling restless, I eventually gave up and left the lodge with a walk in 
mind. I only had two days left at Alhubel and the Katzhof  Lodge, then it 
was back to Zurich to meet with Herr Brechbuehler about an order of  rifles. 
My trade was salesman for the Winchester Repeating Arms Company of  
New Haven, Connecticut, USA. The new Model 54 rifles were selling well in 
Europe. Despite this I had insisted on this short skiing holiday at Alhubel. 
That was shortly to end and I had yet to hear from Marietta’s sweet lips that 
she would be my wife.

When I think back on it now, it is that walk that saved my life. I had 
wondered down to a lovely corner of  the deck to brood, an unfortunate 
predilection I inherited from my Texan ancestors. It was the screaming that 
tore me from my black despair and brought me running.

The door to the lodge hung open and glass covered the floor. I ran in 
without noticing the shards on the polished wood floor and almost fell as 
I came in. What I saw there would have sent me to the floor if  the glass 
had not. The English tourists, all four of  them and their waiter, lay about 
the room, in chairs, on tables, their throats ripped from their bodies. Blood 
dripped from table cloths and walls like a scene from an abattoir. The 
smell brought back memories of  when I had served with the American 
Expeditionary Force in the Argonne. New screams told me whoever did 
this had moved on from the dining room and into the kitchen. I picked up a 
silver table knife from the floor and ran through the door to the back.

Again horror met my eyes! A creature beyond the power of  my mind to 
comprehend was tearing the entrails from a white-suited sous chef, as Henri, 
the chef  du cuisine kept another at bay with a meat cleaver.

“Monsieur Bainbridge!” shouted Henri. “Run!”
I did no such thing. Instead I dove at the beast that was eating the dead 

man’s intestines. I had not fought the Hun in France to turn and run from 
any fight. I swung the knife with practiced skill and would have killed my 
opponent if  the blade had not been so dull.

The howling monster, which I could see better now that it was flying 
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towards me, was man-shaped, though only about four and a half  feet tall to 
my six-two, covered in a grey-black fur except for two swinging pink breasts 
and a snarling ape face filled with snarling fangs. A taloned paw swung my 
way but I ducked behind the counter then launched myself  back into the 
dining room. The thing was fast, faster than any gymnast I had even seen, 
following me back into the larger room, running on all-fours like a gorilla. 

I wasn’t going to make the same mistake twice so I ignored the silverware 
scattered about the bloody tables. Instead I chose a stout chair made of  oak 
decades ago when my grandparents still fought Comanches in Texas. 

As the monster flew at me, its body possessing incredible speed and agility, 
I swung the chair in an arc to intercept it. The oak shattered as it smashed 

into the beast’s jaws, sending the thing across the floor.
I didn’t waste a second. I ran to the fireplace to pick up a poker that sat in 

a holder there. I launched myself  at the prone assailant only to see it leap up 
and flee out the broken window. The last second before it fled I saw its face 
and a strange expression that crossed its bestial countenance. Not fear, not 
even hatred, but something close to respect.

I returned to the kitchen. Henri was alone. At his feet was a puddle of  
blood.

“You get that damned son-of-a-bitch?” I asked.  He didn’t answer at first, 
and then blood spurted from between his lips. It was then I noticed the 
blood stain growing on his stomach. The beast had fled but not before a 
killing stroke. Henri fell over and joined his staff. I cursed again. I had met 
Henri the first day I had arrived at Alhubel. He too had fought the Germans 

As the monster flew at me, 
its body possessing incredible 

speed and agility, I 
swung the chair.
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in France before coming to Switzerland. It was with a tear in my eye that I 
bent over and took that cleaver from Henri’s hand. And now with a metal 
poker and a sharp blade I did not know if  I could win my way to safety but 
at least I could take a few of  these hairy bastards with me.

It wasn’t really my safety that was foremost in my mind though. Marietta! 
Where was she? Safe in her room I hoped. I wasn’t exactly sure which room 
was hers but I knew it was on the same floor as my own for the first place I 
had seen her was in passing in the corridor on the day I arrived.

The stairs to my wing of  the lodge was quickly taken. The building had 
no elevator but with only three floors it needed none. I stumbled down the 
hall shouting, “Marietta!” and banging on every door. What I should have 
done was go straight to my room and retrieve one of  my three Winchesters 
I had there in sample cases. Had I done that I need not have suffered my 
approaching fate.

A door opened and I saw a young, blond man who I’d met only once 
before. He asked me what was going on in German. I told him to lock his 
door and protect himself  as best he could.

“Is it the anarchists? Bolsheviks?”
“No, I don’t have time to explain—”
He ran past me down the hall. I have to admit I forgot about him and 

kept calling out for Marietta. Another door opened and I heard a familiar 
voice. “Herr Bainbridge, in here.”

A second later I saw that she was unharmed. “Marietta, you are safe.”
“Quickly!” She closed the door behind me and locked it again. Her face 

was flushed. I wasn’t sure if  it was out of  fear or my invasion of  her private 
room.

“Thank God, you are safe. There are strange creatures—”
“Yes, I know. Come in. There is brandy.”
I took a stiff  drink gladly, not dwelling on niceties. Then it hit me. She 

wasn’t surprised. She had that worried look I saw the other day on the ski 
hill. “You knew,” I said aloud.

“Yes, the schoolmaster.”
“I don’t understand.”
“Please, sit. You will need to read this. It is in English, written by a tourist 

who came here a few years ago.” She shoved a magazine at me. I looked at 
the cover. Hutchinson’s Magazine, September 1922. 

“I still don’t understand.”
“Please, Herr Bainbridge—David. If  you care for me, please, just read this 
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piece here. It explains much of  what is happening now.”
I made no other protests and despite people dying all around us, I read the 

old story slowly. “The Horror-Horn” by E. F. Benson…

 iii
I PUT down the old magazine and looked at Marietta. “These things are 

demons from hell. We must leave this place.”
“Yes, you must go—”
“I’m not leaving without you.”
“My family has lived here a long time. I will hide—”
“There’s more. Marietta –” I pushed on boldly, knowing it was now or 

never. “ –there is something I must ask.”
“No, David, please do not.”
“I must. I want you to come to America with me – as my wife.”
“David, I can’t—”
I shook my head. I couldn’t speak. I understood. An old European family, 

and me just a nobody from across the sea.
“My family has always lived here at Alhubel—”
“Say no more about it, Miss Bielmann. All that matters is that you get 

safely away from here.” I said these words though inside my world collapsed. 
“In my room are three guns. Once we have these we will be safe.”

“Yes, yes, let’s go. We can make it down the hill to the village.” She 
pleaded like a woman who could no longer bear my presence. “David, I wish 
you hadn’t.”

“It was my fault. Forget about it. Don’t mention it again.”
I opened the door, my poker held in both hands. Marietta had the cleaver 

though she looked ridiculous grasping it. Still, even the mouse rises up when 
cornered and fights to the death when necessity forces her. 

There was an explosion of  fur and limbs. A bloody paw smashed into 
my face as several other forms crashed into me. A stampede of  claws and 
fans forced me to the ground. The poker was pulled from my hand. I 
heard Marietta scream and then something heavy slammed into my brain. 
Darkness…

iv
I WOKE to feel stones under my back. Opening my eyes I could see little 

as it was quite dark. Something smelled bad. I rolled over and encountered 
something soft. It moaned. It was Marietta.
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“Marietta, are you alright?”
She moaned again, then she gasped. “David, where are we?”
“I’m not sure, but I’d say by the smell and the lack of  light, that it’s a 

cave.”
I got up, felt the wall, moved a little way down but Marietta’s cry pulled 

me back.
“Don’t go. Don’t leave me here.”
“Sure. We’ll go together. I won’t let anything happen to you.”
Marietta made to get up but I heard something coming toward us.
“Quick, hide as best you can.”
I wasn’t sure what I could do with just my bare hands but I wasn’t going 

down without a fight. A short white form filled the doorway to our chamber. 
Cat-like eyes watched me, then the creature bared its fangs. I prepared to sell 
my life as dearly as possible but those teeth and claws filled me with terror.

The creature sniffed then came a little closer. Then it whimpered once. 
This wasn’t what I had expected. I’d seen these things rip open a man and eat 
what it found there. This beast wanted something else.

It moved closer still and I could make out the bare breasts on the grey fur. 
Was this the same female I had flattened with the chair in the dining room? 

She was quick as a snow leopard. She pounced but no killing stroke came 
with it. Her heavy body slammed me hard into the floor. Her claws raked 
over my clothes, down my chest to my crotch.

I got my feet under her and kicked. The grey form fell but was up just as 
quick. She snarled then whined. The message was clear enough – she wanted 
to mate with me. She snarled again then left the way she had come.

I crawled over to Marietta. I wasn’t sure how much she had understood 
but there was no point in dodging the truth. If  they had brought me here to 
mate with them, then they had similar plans for Marietta. I thought of  that 
look the beast had given me in the dining room earlier. It wasn’t fear – it had 
been admiration or lust, or desire for a sexual partner. I had passed muster 
and she had brought me here to seed her child. The thought revolted me.

I told Marietta everything I thought I knew. She didn’t say anything at first. 
Then she showed me something. It was an old derringer pistol, probably a 
Colt .41. “Before they can – I would put this to my temple and go to God 
unblemished.”

“Give it to me, Marietta. I have a plan. I think I can get us out of  here.” 
I put my hand out. I could see the fear struggling within her. If  she gave 
up the gun she might face a fate worse than death. I remembered the old 
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schoolmaster, gone ten years, no doubt kept here a slave to the mating 
females. The truth turned out to be far worse but I didn’t know this yet.

Marietta handed me the gun. It was a vote of  confidence. “There is just 
one shot, David.”

“Don’t give up. I’ll get you out of  here.”
We waited an hour or two. It was hard to tell. I hoped the female would 

return. If  some male came for Marietta I would have a difficult time of  
protecting her, even with the derringer.

Finally we heard footsteps. A grey face appeared. It was the female. She 
sniffed again, then came in. She moved past me, stepped over to Marietta, 

sniffed along her legs. I almost rose, ready to fire our one bullet, but she 
came back to me. I was already prone so there was no need for a second 
bone-breaking slam. She crawled on top of  me, began pulling at my clothes 
again.

I allowed her to pull my pants down and much licking followed. Then I 
felt her full weight on top of  me as she mounted. My body rocked with her 
as she forced me deep within her. Her soft breasts and fur filled my vision 
as she rocked back and forth. It was now that I knew I could not miss, that I 
planted the derringer between her breasts and pulled the trigger. The sound 
was just a dull thud, no more, as her eyes widened then looked down at me 
with a last gasp.

I shoved the corpse off  me, pulled my pants back on.
“David,” was all Marietta said, horrified by my actions but understanding 

the superior manoeuvre.
“Let’s never speak of  this, Marietta, never.”
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“But David—”
“I did it for you, Marietta. Now let’s go.”
I turned from the horror-filled eyes and thought only of  the tunnel ahead 

of  us. Taking the lead, we made our way down a long passage that had no 
branches. This corridor emptied into a vast cavern lit by sunlight. I could see 
many other tunnels honey-combing the walls. Bones, mostly human, littered 
the floor. At the right was a snow-covered ledge that looked out on open sky. 
We were on the Horror-Horn after all. 

I couldn’t see any creatures though I thought I heard snoring coming from 
one hole. I moved out of  the tunnel mouth into the larger chamber. I was 
looking for any weapon but found nothing more than pieces of  wood. These 
proved to be our salvation. Skis and poles, obviously discarded from previous 
victims. I pointed at them then at Marietta. She nodded, getting the idea 
immediately. We would need these to escape. The ape creatures were fast. We 
couldn’t expect to get away stumbling through the snow.

I moved off  to retrieve a pair for myself  when I noticed something else. 
At first I thought they were just bits of  junk, but on closer examination I 
recognized what they were. Toys made from bone and rope. Beside these I 
found a rock slate that had been cleaned off  then scratched with symbols. 
It dawned on me then I was standing in the creatures’ school, and that the 
schoolmaster may not have been held as a breeder but for a much darker 
purpose.

The creatures had attacked the lodge because they were expanding their 
territory. They were mating with humans, teaching their young. They were 
making a cultural evolutionary jump. I cursed the schoolmaster as I thought 
of  his dying words. “I never should have done it. Forgiveness! God in 
Heaven.”

A sound in the tunnels pulled me back from my reverie. Marietta was 
already into her skis. I waved her on and she dropped out of  the cave mouth. 
I tried to hurry into my skis but this only lost me time. As I finally entered 
the cave mouth I saw a black ape face appear out of  one of  the tunnels. It 
snarled and leapt after me.

After that I needed all on attention for skiing. The mountain side was 
not the cultured slopes of  the retreat but wild snow banks and rock faces. I 
plunged over escarpments without knowing how far I would fall or if  trees 
waited below to break my body. I did have one saving grace—Marietta had 
gone ahead. I followed her tracks as often as I could. 

Despite this I could hear shrieking ape forms behind me—and they were 
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gaining. The wide, furry paws of  the creatures were natural snowshoes and 
they plunged after us without fear. 

That first creature who had seen me soon came up behind me, running 
over the snow as if  it were turf. I had to dodge over rocks to keep him at bay. 
Still he got closer, his teeth gnashing at me as he drew alongside. I aimed my 
pole for his ribs and made a sudden turn.

I heard a scream as the pole was ripped out of  my grip. The rest of  the 
way down I would have to make due with just one pole. It was worth it to 
watch the shaggy shape fly into a snow bank, covering it with bright, red 
blood.

v
MARIETTA waited for me at the bottom of  the hill. No creatures 

seemed to be nearby. Perhaps they all slept off  their night’s killing above us 
in their tunnels. A look up told me they weren’t sleeping anymore but coming 
our way.

“Quick! To my room,” I instructed.
We headed inside the lodge, the doors all hanging on broken hinges, the 

floors covered in snow. We ran to my door, found it open fortunately, for I 
had lost my key long hours ago. The sample cases still sat in the closet where 
I had left them. I pulled out the pump shotgun, loading it first, then the bolt 
action Model 54, my latest bestseller, and last the traditional Model 1894 
lever action Henry Rifle that everyone thinks of  when they say Winchester. 
This last one was a gimmick I used to warm up prospective buyers but it was 
a fully functional weapon. Loaded, I passed it to Marietta. She refused.

“I can’t, David.”
“Nonsense,” I said misunderstanding her reluctance. “It was my mother 

who taught me to shoot, not the U. S. Army.”
She just shook her head and pulled away, repulsed by me and the weapon.
I didn’t waste time arguing. I checked the lock on my door, then went to 

the window. I could see shaggy shapes moving around out in the snow. I 
pulled open the window and fired. An ape-like body hit the ground. I drew 
the bolt back and forth then fired again. 

Marietta shrank from the noise, covering her head. I have to admit I had 
expected more of  her. Back home even the youngest child knew how to load 
a gun and hunt for meat. I put the empty rifle down, took up the Henry rifle. 

The assault on the door began then. They knew where we were. I put two 
shots into the wood and the scratching stopped. They’d be back, only we 
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wouldn’t be there waiting for them to overwhelm us. I checked the clock on 
the bed stand. I hadn’t eaten for eighteen hours. I had quenched my thirst 
with snow slowly melted in my mouth. I kept some sardines and chocolate in 
my travelling case. We made a quick meal of  these. I felt much reinforced by 
the odd mixture. 

“You won’t take a gun?” I asked at the very last.
“No, David.”
I nodded, filled my pockets with cartridges for the Henry. I’d leave the 

Model 54 behind. The bolt action made it too slow if  things got really bad. I 
slung the shotgun in a pack over my shoulder, filled the bag with shells, and 
took the Henry in hand. I pointed at the window.

“We’ll go out this way. Stay behind me. I don’t want to shoot you by 
accident. We’ll keep moving, down the road towards the village. If  we 
can make the street I think we’ll find others there and have a much better 
chance.”

Marietta just nodded. I went first, carefully checking for any creatures on 
the roof. I didn’t see any until I was out on the slats. A beast popped up from 
higher up the snow-covered roof. I shot it even as it snarled at me.

Helping Marietta out of  the window, we quickly worked out way to the 
lowest edge of  the roof, then had to jump. Plenty of  snow cushioned our 
fall. We were on the ground, making our way around the building. I saw 
another beast a distance away, fired and missed. The thing ran off  behind an 
out-building before I could reload.

Shrieking cries went up from hairy throats I couldn’t see. They knew 
where we were so we ran from the side of  the building down the road that 
lead to the village of  Alhubel. We had no cover but if  they came for us then 
neither did they.
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Soon we had a group of  about ten beasts following us down the road. 

One tried to jump from the pack but I put a slug in his heart and the rest 
held back.

The problem wasn’t these ten who waited for something to happen. That 
something was coming up. I could see the road was open all the way into 
Alhubel except one spot where it crossed a creek. Here the trees pulled in on 
both sides. It was here that the others would ambush us. One gun would not 
be enough. If  only Marietta had been able—

Seeing the trap I stopped moving, firing four slugs into the pack, causing 
them to disperse. I switched to my shotgun. The fighting was going to get 
much closer.

I made the foot of  the small bridge that spawned the creek. I stepped up 
the single stair, then turned to help Marietta up. It was when we were both 
on the wooden planks they came at us. Dozens of  ape forms, male and 
female, fell from the trees above and from the thickets along the stream. I 
fired round after round into the snarling faces but they had both ends of  the 
bridge blocked. We could neither retreat nor advance.

A snarling mouth nipped my arm, tearing through my jacket. I swung the 
shotgun into its maw with a satisfying crunch. Two more apes took his place, 
raking me with claws. I fired again and again, until I was empty. I used my last 
shot to kill a brute that hovered over Marietta, though most of  the monsters’ 
attacks were on me.

I threw the shotgun into the side of  a creature’s head then switched to 
the Henry. This manoeuvre was risky but I had no choice. Firing from the 
hip I was able to kill an attacker though I took a terrible scratch across the 
forehead. Blood ran into my eyes.

The Henry rifle served me well enough. (My former employer would 
be glad to hear this. Always a salesman to the end, I suppose.) Unlike the 
shotgun, the bullets killed but one assailant at a time. The brutes were getting 
closer with their savage strength and deadly fangs. I fired and fired, killing 
more than a dozen at the bridge but they meant to have me.

I heard a final click as my rifle was empty. There would be no reprieve to 
reload. I swung the weapon in wide circles, knocking apes away but could feel 
others tearing at my legs from the stream below me. It was just a matter of  
seconds before I fell to their pressing fury.

Then I heard a gun fire. Not mine but a distant rifle. An ape creature fell 
just as it poised to give me the coup de grace. More guns cracked in the cold 
winter air and the apes screamed and fell back.
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I stumbled to Marietta’s side, worried a stray bullet might hit her by 

accident. My torn and bleeding visage was quite a contrast to Marietta’s, 
who though she looked rumpled and distraught, suffered no wounds. I felt a 
foolish moment of  pride that I had protected her so well.

A voice pulled me from my moment of  glory. “Are you all right?” a round 
fellow in a fur coat asked in German. I nodded, then passed Marietta onto 
the elderly gentleman that led the small group of  marksmen. I heard the 
occasional shot and scream as they mopped up the last of  the ape creatures.

vi
A FEW hours later I was bathed, bandaged and eating a well-done steak 

with potatoes and bread. I had not eaten a real meal in over a day. Marietta 
did not join me. Herr Burger, the rotund fellow who led my rescue, did. 

“You must come with us, Herr Bainbridge. Show us the cave where these 
things hide, so we can kill every last one. We have tolerated them too long.”

I shook my head no. “I don’t think I can help you. I was unconscious 
going up the mountain, and too busy trying to stay alive coming down. Just 
follow my tracks, if  you can.” I took another bite of  steak. “I think we have 
taken a terrible toll on them today. It will be decades before they are seen 
again.” I hoped I was right. I hoped in those intervening years they might 
have unlearned everything the Professor had taught them. They could slide 
back into atavism, fade into extinction.

Burger wasn’t satisfied with my answer but I didn’t care. I only wanted to 
go home—with Marietta at my side.

It was with this goal in mind that I went to her room in Burger’s chalet. 
I knocked, got no answer, knocked again. A faint, “Come in, David,” was 
heard through the door.

I entered Marietta’s room. She sat on the edge of  the bed that Herr 
Burger had said was hers. She was dressed in a night gown and house coat 
too big for her, the property of  Frau Burger’s grown daughter, whose room 
this also had been.

“I could come back—when you are dressed.”
“No, come in. You’d better get used to me looking like this if  you plan to 

marry me.” She said this without humour and without happiness.
“Then you accept my proposal of  marriage?”
“Not yet. First, there is something you need to know – to see. Then, and 

only then, I will allow you to ask me again – for the last time.”
I was puzzled by her Byzantine conditions but I felt I had almost 
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succeeded in my heart’s desire. “All right.”
“Come closer.”
I did.
Marietta turned away from me as she slid off  the large outer garment. She 

let it fall to the floor.
“Marietta—”
“No, say nothing, David.”
The nightgown fell next, and I could see her bare buttocks and long, 

gorgeous back. I waited, not sure what to do. 
Then she turned around and looked at me with tears in her eyes. I was 

prepared for the large, firm breasts, the soft navel that I had dreamt of, but—
Between them was a patch of  grey hair, fur like that of  a rabbit. I 

recognized it immediately. I could have felt revulsion but many other things 
were connecting in my head.

“Of  course,” I said. “They never meant you any harm. They would never 
hurt one of  their own.”

“No, David. They are my race – or I, at least, am part of  theirs.”
“In the cave, I had wondered why the female had sniffed you. She wanted 

to know if  we were – mates. If  you were a rival with a previous claim to me.”
“Now you understand why I could not shoot them, any more than I could 

take a gun to these people here in the village.”
“How did this happen?”
“My great-grandmother was walking on the mountain when she was raped 

by one of  them. She escaped back to the village, but after the baby was born 
she knew she’d never leave. I told you my family has lived here a long time.” 
She paused and looked me in the eye. Her fingers found mine. She lifted my 
fingers up to her soft breast, then down to the softer patch below. I closed 
my eyes and remembered that grunting form on top of  me, riding me with 
passion.

I pulled my hand away. I went to my room, gathered my belongings, 
retrieved from the hotel by Burger’s men, and left for Zurich. There I sold 
Herr Brechbuehler five thousand units and then left for Paris, and eventually 
America. I went like a man who sees things that are not there. I can still see 
that hairy breast that I placed a derringer pistol to—and pulled the trigger.
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THE MOUNTAIN

KING
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RICK HAUTALA
I N T E RV I EW

Rick Hautala will be receiving 

the Lifetime Achievement 

Award at the Horror Writers of 

America’s Stoker Awards on 

March 31, 2012 (along with 

another worthy, Joe R. Lansdale, 

though he hasn’t written any 

Bigfoot books..sigh…). And it’s 

an award well chosen for Rick 

has penned 18 novels under 

his own name, five more with 

Christopher Golden and others 

under the pseudonym A. J. Matthews. Collections of his stories, 

screenplays, they all add up to a life spent tapping away at the 

terrors that lurk inside us. Of Rick’s many books, my favorite is 

probably The Mountain King (1996, Leisure Books), perhaps 
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because it features a nasty version of the Bigfoot. Perhaps 

because it’s a thrilling horror ride that ends much too soon 

for me. (I’ve been bugging him to write a sequel.) Now I could 

lament that The Mountain King is out-of-print but I don’t have 

to because Cemetery Dance has just re-released a new ebook 

version. 

Rick and I sat down (through the amazing medium of email) to 

discuss his novel:

THE DREAMQUEST: First off, congrats on 
the Lifetime Achievement Award from HWA 
in March. Well deserved. Secondly, I’m glad 
to see Cemetery Dance has re-released The 
MOUNTAIN KING as an ebook. Is this your 
first ebook? 

RICK HAUTALA: Thanks. I was honored 
to be selected by HWA for the LAA. 
Honestly, I think there are plenty of writers 
who deserve it much more than I do, but 
I’ll take it ... 

The Mountain King is not my first e-book. 
I think Untcigahunk: The Complete Little 

Brothers was ... I’ve had quite a few e-books published, and pretty much 
everything I’ve written will be available soon. I’m getting requests and offers 
from so many people who want to publish my e-books that I’m confused and 
concerned that I don’t make promises to two or more people for the same 
book. 

E-books are the Wild West of publishing. Everyone keeps saying “there’s gold 
in them thar hills,” but ... we’ll see. In general, I like the idea of e-books if only 
from an ecological point of view. Think of all the trees we’re saving…and the 

inteRview
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gas and effort we’re conserving not transporting physical books. Of course, I 
love the look and feel of a “real” book, but if you want a story, an e-reader is 
a great delivery system. Also, e-books are the future. Anyone who avoids or 
ignores the future will be left behind. 

TDQ: The Mountain King features your own brand of shaggy ape-creatures. How 
did the legends of sasquatch or Bigfoot influence you? Had you read any classic 
stories or were you influenced more by TV and films?

RH: I can’t pinpoint any specific book or movie that inspired The Mountain 
King ... just a general attraction to the whole Sasquatch/Bigfoot thing. And I 
got to wondering why the Himalayas and the Pacific Northwest Coast got to 

have all the fun.  Why couldn’t I bring Bigfoot or a Yeti to Maine? Maybe it 
followed the Tran-Canadian Highway over to Maine. Another consideration 
was that I saw the book as a bit of a counterpart to my novel Little Brothers. 
If there can be “savage little creatures” in the Maine woods, why not BIG 
savage ones?

I always wondered, even as a kid, why the monsters were always alone. Wouldn’t 
there have to be a “Mrs. Nessie” or a “Mrs. Mothra,” for the species to continue? 
There would have to be a Sasquatch family for them to survive ... and pass on 
their “skills.” So putting all of that together, I came up with my beastie. I played 

I got to wondering why 
the Himalayas and the 

Pacific Northwest Coast 
got to have all the fun. 

Why couldn’t I bring Bigfoot 
or a Yeti to Maine?

inteRview
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“In the Halls of the Mountain King” a lot when I was writing the book.

TDQ: The obvious question for anyone writing about cryptids is: do you believe in 
sasquatch, etc? Do you have any thoughts on the possibilities of there being real 
ape humanoids? Did it influence how you approached the book? 

RH: I remain skeptical. I like to think of myself as a hard-headed, practical 
person, but just as faith or religion can be a straitjacket to free thinking, so, 
too, can science hold back the possibilities. I love the possibilities of what may 
be out there that we still don’t know about. I deplore human ego-centrism 
that assumes we know (or can know) everything there is in this world and 
universe. There’s a lot out there, beyond our knowledge and experience, so I 
definitely hold open the possibility that Bigfoot is real ... and I hope I never 
meet one while out hiking... 

When you write a story, though, you have to believe in what you’re writing at least 
in the fictional world. It has to be real for you or else the reader will know it. 

TDQ: The pace of The Mountain King is breath-taking. It’s a real roller-coaster of 
a book. As a novel it is on the shorter side. Did this fast pace dictate a shorter 
book? Was there any push to lengthen it from Leisure? Does this leave any avenue 
for a sequel? 

RH: I am sometimes accused of writing novels that are too long ... that I 
“ruminate” too much in my books. That’s just me, but when I set out to write 
The Mountain King, I decided to make it a rip-snorting, brutal book. Fun and 
gruesome. And I wanted to not hold back at all. 

When people read the book, they’ll see that NO ONE is safe. I wanted the 
sense of jeopardy to be as high as possible, so I proved it by making some rather 
gruesome, brutal choices in who would live or die. 

Leisure added those few short stories to fatten the book to reach their price 
point, but they never asked (much less pressured) me to lengthen it. It would 
have been padding the book, and I wouldn’t have done that. Every story has 
(and the writer soon discovers) its correct length. That may change through 
editing and rewriting, but the story has to live and breathe organically or else 
it’s not truly alive. 

I have never considered or even thought of doing a sequel or a “stand-beside” 
book or stories about the Mountain King. But now that you mention it ... 
Hmmm ...



TDQ: After reading and viewing endless sasquatch stories I’ve noticed certain 
elements that always seem to be in them: a bottleneck, often a mountain or 
snowy place, a group of people (victims) who won’t fare well, and a big hairy 
beast. How were you able to make all this fresh? Why do fans keep going back 
to this scenario? (New Bigfoot movies keep showing up all the time!) Does the 
continuous stream of bad Bigfoot clunkers make a film adaptation unlikely? 

RH: I knew that the genre of Bigfoot movies was dead when HARRY AND 
THE HENDERSONS came out. I wanted to make my beastie a savage and 
smart hunter, not a senseless animal, who would purposely track his victims 
whether for revenge or to kill because he felt threatened ... 

To be honest, I wrote this book a while ago, and much of it has dissolved from 
my memory ... I really just ignored what I had seen and read before and did 
my best to come up with interesting situations and solid characters who you 
would sympathize with ... or want to see get munched up ... Plain and simple, 
I set out to have some fun with the genre.

TDQ: What’s next for Rick Hautala? Any new monster-filled treats coming our 
way? 

RH: I have a ton of books coming out within the year or so: Indian Summer, 
a new “Little Brothers” novella, and two supernatural novels--Waiting and 
Chills--are coming from CD Publications. 

My four A.J. Matthews books—The White Room, Looking Glass, Unbroken, 
and Follow --as well as a “Best of” short story collection--The Edge Of Beyond-
-are coming from Dark Regions Press. 

Evil Jester recently published Moondeath, my first novel. It’s a rip-snorting 
werewolf tale--very “savage,” as a friend of mine called it. I wish to hell someone 
in Hollywood would make a movie of Moondeath, but my werewolves don’t 
sparkle  ... 

Finally, I’m co-writing a science fiction novel, Star Road, with Matt Costello. 

Currently I’m working on a new novel, The Demon’s Wife, and a new script 
titled Evelyn. People can check my website www.rickhautala.com for updates.

Thanks for talking to me. It’s been fun. I’m glad 
you enjoyed The Mountain King and are helping 
spread the word. 
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OF FOOTPRINTS

AND
FEARSOME
BEASTS:

THE YETI, 
BIGFOOT AND 
SASQUATCH

IN MEDIA

by G. W. THOMAS

FEATURE:
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To begin with this piece is 
going to look at Yeti, Bigfoot 
and Sasquatch stories in as 

many mediums as we can squeeze 
into such a short space. Expressions 
like “wild men” or the more scientific 
“cryptid” are repellent to me so I am 
going to coin my own expression. 
Let us take the first letter of  each 
Y for Yeti, B for Bigfoot and S for 
Sasquatch and come up with YBS or 
“YuBS”, meaning any unexplained 
natural humanoid between human 
and ape, usually living in hiding 
amongst us. 

Unlike some 
other fictional 
monsters, YuBS 
have their start 
in reality of  a 
sort. The name 
“A b o m i n a b l e 
Snowman” was 
coined by Charles 
H o w a r d - B u r y 
in his account 
of  the Royal 
G e o g r a p h i c a l 
Society’s Everest 
Reconnaissance 

Expedition of  1921. There Howard-Bury saw the tracks of  the Yeti. His Sherpa 
guide called it “The Wild Man of  the Snows,” or “metoh-kangmi.” (“Metoh” 
is “man-bear” and “Kang-mi” is “snowman.”) Howard-Bury simplified it to 
“Abominable Snowman” (and Yukon Cornelius shortened it to “Bumble” 
but since children’s cartoons are not considered worthy of  note at the Royal 
Society his Bumble has not replaced the more popular “Yeti”.)

FeatURe

Roger Patterson’s controversial 1967 footage

Howard-Bury is the second one in the back
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Howard-Bury’s account 
of  his travels was quickly 
picked up by English 
ghost story writer E. 
F. Benson, who wrote 
“The Horror-Horn” 
for Munsey’s Magazine, 
November 1922. In 
this story Yetis of  the 
Alps terrorize a Swiss 
resort. Benson’s tale is 
a classic but seems to 
have had little effect on 
spreading the concept 
of  YuBS. The Pulps are 

filled with ape creatures, (usually followed by psychic detectives like Jules de 
Grandin) but the YuBS never really got much attention there. It was easier to 
have a mad scientist capture gorillas or create them from weird experiments.

The Yeti 
received serious 
attention (at 
last) in William 
S a m b r o t ’ s 
“Creatures of  the 
Snows” in The 
Saturday Evening 
Post, October 
29, 1960. As 
a sign of  the 
times, Sambrot’s 
monsters are 
innocent and the 
humans are the 
dangerous ones, 
an attitude to be found more often in media after the Pulps died. Sambrot’s 
story concerns a man who discovers the YuBS but chooses to leave them be, 
knowing what humanity will do to them.

Events leading up to the discovery that Bumbles “bounce”!

Pulp ape covers (not a YuBS)



Fiction returned to the YuBS as 
forgotten prehistoric men in The 
Island at the Bottom of  the World (aka 
Devil Country) (1972) by Ian Cameron. 
Cameron has his red-haired monsters 
living in a volcanic crater in the Andes 
Mountains. The novel is somewhat 
repetitive of  his earlier masterpiece, 
The Lost Ones but is quite readable. In 
true adventure story style the YuBS 
are wiped out by the end of  the book 
as their volcano erupts. (You can’t 
a volcano without one, you know.) 
Cameron echoes his master Jules 
Verne’s The Village in the Treetops (1901) 
in which Verne takes on Darwin and 
evolutionary theory.
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What! Yetis didn’t make the cover?

Two editions of Cameron’s novel



The changes in horror writing in the 1970s made it inevitable that a major 
writer should pen a YuBS novel. It had to wait until 1980 when Michael 
Cricthon wrote Congo, in which scientists go to Africa to find a missing team 
who has been killed by a race of  guard apes left by a vanished civilization. 
Crichton spices things up by having a tamed gorilla accompany the crew, giving 
a third POV to the primate mix. Like most Crichton novels, it is a re-fit of  a 
classic novel, in this case King Solomon’s Mines, with Crichton borrowing from 
Haggard’s Henrika the baboon woman in “Allan’s Wife” (1887) or Heu-Heu the 
Monster (1924). The book was filmed in 1995.

True horror novels eventually followed Crichton Science Fictional book  with 
The Mountain King by Rick Hautala proving it could be done with nail-biting 
tension and satisfying logic. Hautala’s short novel follows a man’s desperate 
race to save his family from very nasty sasquatches. In the same year John 
Darnton made his debut with Neanderthal, in which anthropologists search 
for a lost scientist and discover Neanderthals living in the foot hills of  the 
Himalayas. An exciting novel in the Michael Crichton/Ian Cameron mode it 
explains why the Neanderthals died out and how humans were responsible. 
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Ape or Man? Either way they are nasty!



In the comics ape creatures are far too 
frequent for me to attempt being inclusive. 
Here are some memorable YuBS comics: 
the first and most prominent is a mutant 
in the X-Men universe, a member of 
Alpha-Team named Sasquatch. Created 
by John Byrne to give Canada its own set 
of X-Mutants, Sasquatch first appeared in 
Uncanny X-Men #120 (April 1979). As 
you’d expect his mutant abilities include 
great strength and a predilection to 
hairballs.

Long before Sasquatch joined the ranks of 
Wolverine, YuBS appeared in the Warren magazines. Each of the YuBS made 
an appearance, first with a one-pager in Creepy #26 (April 1969) “Creepy’s 
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YuBS Go Bestseller

Can you guess which one he is?



Loathsome Lore: Sasquatches!” by Bill Parente, Bill Fraccio & Tony Tallarico. 

They followed this with three stories as the popular media, fueled by Patterson’s 
footage, made YuBS hot 
properties: “Quest of the Bigfoot” 
Creepy #43 by R. Michael Rosen 
and Jerry Grandenetti, in which 
the Bigfoots (Bigfeet?) have 
horns and appear to be mind-
affecting demons.  “Sasquatch 
Love” in Vampirella #75 (January 
1979) by Cary Bates and Jose 
Ortiz, has scientists trying to 
show sasquatches how to mate 
with disastrous results. “Night 
of the Yeti” in Vampirella #77 
(April 1979) by Michael Fleisher 
and Russ Heath, has lust lead to 
disaster on the high mountain as 

innocent Yetis suffer for human stupidity.

DC Comics had their own YuBS with “The Abominable Snowman” in Secret 
of the Sinister House #9 (February 1973) by Jack Oleck and Rico Rival. In 
Tarzan #277 “Ice Jungle” (January 1974) by Joe Kubert,  Lord Greystoke 
faces off against YuBS on a snowy mountain. In The Warlord #9 “Lair of the 
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Unusual bearded Yeti by Russ Heath

Joe Kubert’s snow apemen



Snowbeast”(October-November 1977) Mike Grell makes them the counter-
side to a beautiful butterfly creature. 

The one thing that all these appearances 
share is the peaceful and/or misunderstood 
creatures of nature. They are all pro-Yeti 
stories, unlike Richard Corben’s Bigfoot 
(IDW Comics, February-May 2005) in 
which the massive creature maims and 
devours as many people as possible. 

Hollywood has had a poor relationship 
with YuBS, producing no film of any 
great merit. Typical examples include the 
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The hideous side to a beautiful beast

Richard Corben’s over-the-top Quatch



1977 TV movie Snowbeast starring Bo Svenson and Yvette Mimieux. Basically 
it’s Jaws on a ski hill with a lame guy in a suit as the monster. Perhaps the 
saddest part is that the 2011 remake with John Schneider is even worse. The 
Legend of Boggy Creek does Bigfoot in a swamp and then two sequels and a 
remake. It seems these pictures can find no purpose to put these creatures to 
except poorly executed attack scenes.

The alternative is the other kind of YuBS films based on Harry and the Hendersons 
(1987) In these films the YuBS are gentle giants and show us the evils of not 
being vegetarians. Illogical, sentimental and maybe just plain mental. It really 
is too bad no producer/director can do for YuBS what The Descent (2005) 
did for ghouls. It needs intelligence and atmosphere and some goal besides 
boo—it’s a monster! I’m not holding my breath.

The Snow Creature1.  (1954)
Man Beast2.  (1955) 
Half Human3.  (1958) 
Bigfoot4.  (1967)
Bigfoot5.  (1970) 
The Legend of Boggy Creek6.  (1972)
Boggy Creek II The Legend Continues 7. (1972)
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Ron Perlman (without make up) as Harry. Just kidding!



Creature From Black Lake8.  (1976) 
Curse of Bigfoot9.  (1976) 
The Legend of Bigfoot10.  (1976)
Shriek of the Mutilated11.  (1976)
The Six Million Dollar Man 12. (1976)
The Bionic Woman 13. (1976)
Bigfoot and Wildboy14.  (1977)
Sasquatch, The Legend of Bigfoot15.  (1977)
Snowbeast 16. (1977)
The Capture of Bigfoot17.  (1979)
Night of the Demon18.  (1980)
The Barbaric Beast of Boggy Creek II19.  (1985)
Cry Wilderness20.  (1987) 
Harry And The Hendersons21.  (1987) 
Bigfoot; The Unforgettable Encounter22.  (1994) 
Search for the Beast23.  (1997)
Sasquatch24.  (2002) 
Clawed; The Legend of Sasquatch25.  (2005) 
Sasquatch Hunters 26. (2005)
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Jaime Sommers, Steve Austin and friend



Abominable27.  (2006) 
Bigfoot 28. (2006) 
Sasquatch Mountain29.  (2006) aka Devil on the Mountain
Bigfoot30.  (2008) 
The Assault on Sasquatch 31. (2009)
Boggy Creek 32. (2010)
Snowbeast33.  (2011)

On TV, I remembered Ted Cassidy as Bigfoot to John Saxon and Sandy Duncan’s 
aliens in The Six Million Dollar Man and The Bionic Woman (both 1976). 
One I missed as a kid was Sid and Marty Krofft’s Bigfoot and Wildboy (1977). 
From the YouTube videos I think this was a blessing.  I was surprised that 
X-Files and Charmed had not done a “Bigfoot” episode. (Charmed did make 
their Wendigo look like a Sasquatch but…) It’s almost as if nobody wanted 
to touch the skunk bear after the Six Million Dollar Treatment? Psi Factor 
and Dan Ackroyd were braver with “The Frozen North” Season 1 Episode 14 
(February 8, 1997) in which loggers are attacked by a monster but no satisfactory 
conclusion is reached by 
the end of the episode. 
(You wouldn’t want to give 
up the franchise now…)

Well, there is most of the 
YuBS in fiction, comics, 
movies and TV. I’m sure 
I missed a few. They are 
elusive creatures after all. 
Send me an email and let 
me know your favorites 
that I missed or where I 
flubbed on the details. (I 
love to be humbled.) 

Bibliography:
I used Wikipedia (of course) but two sites in particular were helpful 
for the YuBS movies: http://www.squidoo.com/bigfoot-movies and http://
www.imdb.com/list/kui0ec7OlgA/. The pictures are used with “Fair Use” 
in mind and no copyright is implied. 
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One of several references to Bigfoot on Family Guy
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The first is 
the novel 
The Mask 

of Eternity by 
Jack Mackenzie. 
Captain Solis 
DeLacey and her 
crew are sent 
to a new world 
where something 
mysterious is 
going on. Can she 
find the missing 
ship Empress 
jade and solve 
the riddle of 
Bounty? Time is 
running out for 
the agents of the 
Orion Hegemony 
also want the 
planet. And are 
even willing 
to start an intergalactic war to get it. Thrilling Science Fiction 
from jack Mackenzie, and the first in a series of great space 
adventures. Cover by M. D. Jackson.

Our focus at Rage Machine Books hasn’t been on 
magazines lately. We’ve been concentrating on some 
singular works.

rage machine bookstore
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rage machine bookstore

G. W. Thomas 
has been 
editing his 
second volume 
in the Book of 
the Black Sun 
series, The Book 
Collector. This 
one will collect all the tales of the nameless detective who 
seeks that elusive Mythos tome, The Book of the Black Sun. 
Features the stories “Goon Job” and “Merlin’s Bane” (which 
you can still listen to at Pseudopod) as well as new stories 
like the novella “Shades of Auburn” that revolves around a 
missing manuscript by none other than Clark Ashton Smith! 
The first volume is, of course, already available.
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G. W. Thomas has the first of his Fantasy series to offer in 
Dragontongue and Other Stories. He is planning to follow this 
with his The Stealer of Names trilogy of novels. All these books 
are set in the same world. Dragontongue features his unusual 
Rainbow Man stories.

For books featuring multiple authors we 
have two in the works using the same 
format as Swords of Fire (which has 
proven to be our best seller so far). Four 
authors and an artist giving you novellas 
on a certain theme. These include THE 
VOID ETERNAL, a collection of Space 
Opera and SWORDS OF FIRE 2, more 
Sword & Sorcery tales from writers 
like C. J. Burch, David Hardy and Jack 
Mackenzie.
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We don’t have any plans at the present 
to do further issues of DARK WORLDS or 
DARK PULP ADVENTURES. What we have 

been trying 
(and I think 
which will prove 
successful in 
the long run) 
is releasing 
short stories 
and novellas 
on their own 
as ebooks. 
“The Case of 
the Phantom Legion” is the first at 
Smashwords.com. 

In the world of Public Domain stuff, 
expect prehistoric fiction, a sixth volume 
in the Clayton Astounding series 

about mad 
scientists 
and other 
villains, a 
historically 
oriented 
selection of 
ghostbreaker 
stories as 
well as new 
Mystery and 
ghost story volumes. GW  
is delving into the past to 
bring you classic thrills 
and chills.
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You could win this piece of monster pottery! Just fill in the survey 
question and help us to improve our products. Email the results to 
GW at gwthomas21@gmail.com. We’ll draw a name before the 
next issue. All we ask is that you send us a pic of you with your 
prize. Thanks!

Question: How much are you willing 
to pay for an ebook?

WIN THIS PRIZE

If you Dare!
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WIN THIS PRIZE

If you Dare!

CHUCK the PENGUIN G. W. Thomas



NEXT ISSUE...

SPACE OPERA


