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1. Chamber of Horrors 

It was approaching closing time at the waxworks. Another half 

hour to go, and at 5.30 p.m. it would be shutting its doors for 

another day. Already the visitors were starting to slacken off, 

only a few people now wandering through its darkened rooms. 

As he stood there near the EXIT doors, clad in his smart 

navy-blue uniform, which made him look more like a police 

officer than a simple museum attendant, Flynn smiled a 

convivial farewell at each departing visitor. His smile lingered 

just that little bit longer on a gorgeous blonde girl, bottom 

accentuated beautifully in her tight white slacks, who passed 

so close by him that her strong perfume assailed his nostrils 

profoundly. Although he was nearing 60, and had lost most 

of his hair, along with his once handsome looks, Flynn still 

had a keen eye for a pretty girl, especially if they were blondes. 

His roving eyes never left that girl’s wiggling bottom, until it 

finally disappeared up the stairs that led back out into the 

street. Cor, what a cracker! he thought wolfishly. Flynn loved 

his job in the waxworks, for not only did it pay well, but it also 

provided him with the opportunity to see some very pretty 

sights! It was surprising how many of these young dolly birds 

were interested in looking at wax dummies. 

As the last half hour of opening time began to tick away, 

Flynn noticed how cold it seemed to be getting in here. He 

shivered uncomfortably, wisps of his breath visible before him 

as the temperature continued to drop. Good job it’s near 

home time, he thought with some relief. It was getting like a 
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bloody igloo in here. 

A sudden click-clack of high-heels coming down from the 

Admin Office upstairs jolted Flynn’s thoughts away from the 

plummeting temperature. He turned his head and 

immediately flashed an amiable smile at the well-groomed 

woman in the smart black skirt-suit and matching dark hose 

and heels. It was Leslie, the office manager. She reciprocated 

his smile. 

“Good night, Mr Flynn,” she chirped in her Cockney 

accent. “See you tomorrow.” 

Flynn glanced down at this watch and tapped its face 

teasingly, then looked back up at his boss. “Hey, what time 

d’you call this then?” he said. “It’s not quite half-five yet, and 

you’re shooting off.” He loved winding the women up, 

especially Leslie. He secretly had a bit of a soft spot for her. 

She did seem to be in a bit of a hurry tonight. 

“What?” Leslie just laughed dismissively. “I’m on flexitime, 

aren’t I? I built up an hour the other day, so that’s why I’m 

getting off a bit early.” She waved a hand. “See you tomorrow, 

Mr Flynn.” 

The attendant smiled, then tutted. “I dunno, these part-

timers.” 

Leslie, despite being the office manager, was always a good 

sport, could always take a joke. So damned attractive too. 

Always so well turned out in those smart suits she wore. Pity 

she was married, Flynn thought. 

His cheeky reflective mood was dampened by the sudden 

sound of a child crying. The sound was growing clearer as the 

sobbing figure, accompanied by his mother, slowly emerged 

from the darkened stairway that led down into the Chamber 

of Horrors. Flynn turned his head and saw that it was a young 

woman and a boy. The boy – blonde haired and shaking, and 

who looked to be around 8 or 9 – was sobbing bitterly, his 

face buried against his mother’s coat as her hand rested 

comfortingly on his shoulder. Instant puzzlement and 
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concern washed over Flynn, and he immediately stepped over 

towards the pair. 

“My word,” he said, “whatever is the matter?” He looked 

down at the boy like a worried uncle. “You okay, son?” 

The boy just gave the attendant a brief tear-stained glance 

before burying his face back into his mother’s side once more. 

He seemed to be trembling slightly too, as if he’d just had a 

nasty shock. 

His mother, realising that he was too distressed to talk, 

spoke for him. “He’s okay, he’s okay,” she assured, raising a 

hand as if to allay Flynn’s concern. “Honestly. He’s just had 

a . . well, a bit of a fright, that’s all.” She looked back down at 

her son and stroked his head comfortingly. 

“A fright?” Flynn’s eyebrows arched in surprise. “What do 

you mean?” 

The woman heaved a heavy sigh, looking uncertainly from 

her son to Flynn and back to her son again. She seemed to be 

struggling to clarify just what the ‘fright’ was that had scared 

her son so much. Then: “Well, er, he said he saw something 

down there, in the Chamber of Horrors.” 

Before Flynn had a chance to reply, the boy asserted his 

mother’s claim in a muffled and teary voice. “Y-Yeah, th-that’s 

right.” He sniffed and brushed a tear away from his cheek. “I 

did see something.” 

“What did you see, son?” Flynn prompted, extending a 

hand to gently place it on the boy’s arm. 

The boy looked up at him. Eyes red-raw from all the 

sobbing, he said, with a fearful look in his eye: “I saw a . . a 

thing.” 

Flynn stared at the boy incredulously. “A thing?” His brow 

furrowed in puzzlement. “What do you mean, ‘a thing’?” 

The boy sniffed again. With the mutual comforting he was 

getting from both his mother and the attendant, he now 

seemed to be gradually calming down, regaining his 

composure. “That’s what I saw,” he insisted. “I can’t think of 
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any other word to describe it.” 

Then it occurred to Flynn just how realistic looking those 

horror figures down there could be. So lifelike. And if you 

really let your imagination run away with you, you would even 

think you actually saw the figures move slightly. Perhaps the 

boy had a somewhat fertile imagination and had just scared 

himself. 

“Er, look, son,” Flynn said. “I’m not disputing your claim 

that something frightened you down there – the state you’re 

in is enough. But I was just wondering . . I mean, are you quite 

sure that it wasn’t one of the wax figures that scared you?” 

The boy shook his head vigorously and adamantly. “No, 

no,” he insisted. “It wasn’t one of the figures. I know the 

difference between wax dummies and . . well, real things.” 

Flynn glanced up at the boy’s mother quizzically. “Did you 

see this, er, thing, Miss?” 

“Just call me Jane,” the woman said with a captivating smile. 

Then she shook her head. “No, I didn’t see it myself, but 

there was definitely something down there, lurking amongst 

all those wax dummies.” She threw a pitiful glance down at 

her son. “My little boy was scared by it really badly.” 

So, if a ghost could safely be ruled out, just WHAT on 

earth had the boy seen down there? 

Flynn cleared his throat. “Er, look, young fellah,” he said. 

“I think I’d better take a little look down there myself.” 

The woman, concern instantly bursting across her face, 

placed a gloved hand on the attendant’s shoulder. “Oh, do be 

careful down there,” she urged. 

Flynn heaved a heavy sigh. He didn’t know what to say to 

comfort or assure them. It wasn’t every day that you got a 

distressed customer in your waxworks, complaining that 

they’d been scared witless by a “thing”. He had worked in this 

wax museum now for just over ten years, and in all that time, 

he had never encountered anything strange in any part of the 

building, let alone in the Chamber of Horrors. Although the 
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building was quite an old one, there was certainly no resident 

ghost, which was unusual for a structure of this age, as all the 

ancient buildings he’d known in his life always had the odd 

spirit or two. 

Flynn nodded. “Don’t worry,” he assured with a smile, “I 

will.” He took a step towards the arched doorway that led 

down into the Chamber of Horrors. Before descending the 

stone steps, he glanced over his shoulder at the mother and 

son. “You two better wait up here until I come back up.” 

The woman nodded. “Sure,” she said. “No problem.” 

“Won’t be a tick.” 

As Flynn placed his foot on the first step, again the 

woman’s voice spoke with that same solicitous tone: “Please, 

please, do be careful down there.” 

Flynn walked slowly through the Chamber of Horrors, as 

carefully and alertly as a soldier walking through a minefield, 

eyes flicking from side to side, watching for the slightest 

movement within that darkened dungeon. Simultaneously, 

his ears listened intently for any suspicious sounds. But 

neither his eyes nor his ears – at least not so far – saw or heard 

anything out of the ordinary. The place was totally dead, as 

silent as a graveyard. There was nobody else in the place 

except himself, and a load of creepy dummies. 

Those dummies . . God, they were so lifelike. They always 

gave him a slight chill each time he walked past them. Their 

eyes seemed to follow you everywhere. They were all there, 

all the notorious murderers and fiends from history: 

Bluebeard, Ed Gein (who’d inspired the movie Psycho) 

Christie, Haigh, the Ripper, Ted Bundy. And then there were 

the others, of course, the figures whose horrific acts were 

centred in the more fictional realms: Dracula, Frankenstein’s 

Monster, The Wolf Man, Freddy Krueger, Jason in his 

hockey mask. 

As terrifying as these fictitious monsters were, they did not 

generate in Flynn quite the same amount of unease as the 
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factual effigies did. Flynn had always been deeply chilled by 

figures like Ted Bundy and Charles Manson because they 

were real life monsters. They had actually walked the earth to 

perpetrate their horrific crimes. These were the sorts of 

people you could be sitting by on a train or bus, seeming quite 

normal on the outside. But inside . . well, they could be a 

potential serial killer. 

It was getting colder in the Chamber of Horrors. Flynn 

shivered. He couldn’t wait to finish work, get home, and 

snuggle down in front of his cosy warm fire with a nice hot cup 

of tea. 

Having found nothing of any significance that could have 

been responsible for scaring the boy, he was just about to 

complete his walk through the Chamber of Horrors when a 

sudden movement in the periphery of his vision caused him 

to stop in his tracks. He turned his head in the direction of 

the movement, but whatever it was that had flitted by had 

vanished, as quickly as it had made its fleeting appearance. 

Nothing there at all. Flynn frowned. Perhaps it had been a 

trick of the light, what scant light there was down here. Either 

that, or maybe his tiny old eyes were playing tricks on him. 

Actually, he was due for another appointment at the opticians 

soon. 

The split-second movement had seemed to come from 

over in the far corner, just past the grisly tableau of Dr Buck 

Ruxton, the notorious Manchester murderer who, in 1935, 

had killed his common law wife and maid and chopped up 

their bodies. Whitish in colour, about the size of a small child, 

it had whizzed past the wax effigies and had seemed to vanish 

right through the stone wall . . . or so it had seemed. 

Flynn stood there for some seconds, frowning, eyes 

scanning every corner of the chamber intently, watching for 

the slightest movement, listening for the faintest sound. 

Nothing. 

He shrugged dismissively. Can’t have been anything. After 
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all, what else could possibly down here other than just the wax 

dummies? 

Ah well, he thought, that’s it then. His little exploratory 

mission was done. Nowt here. Time to get back up there and 

tell the mother and her boy the good news, allay their fears. 

Funny, though, how that little lad had come out so tearful and 

upset. 

He turned and retraced his steps towards the stone 

staircase. He was but a few feet away from the first step when, 

again, the mysterious figure suddenly flitted across the 

periphery of his vision. 

Flynn froze. His head jerked anxiously towards the 

direction where the movement had seemed to come from. 

Eyes squinting, peering closely into the dimly lit chamber, 

Flynn was again bemused to see that nothing appeared to be 

there. Was somebody playing a joke? This was getting weirder 

by the minute 

Flynn somehow could not shake off the unsettling feeling 

that he wasn’t alone in the chamber, that somebody – or 

something – was definitely down there with him. But who, or 

what? 

Suddenly, his intention to leave the Chamber of Horrors 

was fast melting away . . . to be replaced by a strong resolve to 

stay down here just a little longer and find out just exactly what 

was going on. He had to get to the bottom of this. In all the 

years he had walked around this museum as a full-time 

attendant, he had never experienced anything like this before. 

Strange. Puzzling. And more than just a little disturbing. 

As his eyes continued to scan every nook and cranny of 

the horror chamber, the lifelike eyes of all the wax effigies 

seemed to mock his anxiety as he slowly walked back through 

them. Some of them even seemed to be contemplating 

suddenly reaching out to grab him: here was Frankenstein’s 

monster, hideously green and snarling, huge stitched hands 

thrust forward, ready to pounce on yet another terrified victim; 
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there was Dracula, blood oozing copiously from the corners 

of his fanged mouth, emerging malevolently from his coffin, 

immaculate but sinister in his red-lined cloak, frozen in a pose 

that suggested he was about to inflict the curse of vampirism 

on yet another helpless human. And then, of course, there 

were the effigies of the true killers, the real-life monsters: John 

Christie, the notorious murderer of 1. Rillington Place, 

looking particularly menacing and chilling, bald and 

bespectacled head staring darkly at Flynn, like a spider 

balefully appraising a fly, his waxen countenance seeming to 

say: I may look like a harmless middle-aged man, but I’m not 

really. 

Yes, the real-life monsters always gave Flynn the creeps. 

Whoever had modelled these figures had done such a 

consummate job in making them so disturbingly realistic. 

Flynn still couldn’t see anything in the chamber, no matter 

how hard he strained his eyes all over the place. He couldn’t 

understand it. He had definitely glimpsed what had appeared 

to be the figure of a small child flitting past, just out of the 

corner of his eye. Was it this that had frightened the little boy 

upstairs so much? Something undoubtedly had, considering 

how distressed the boy was. He said he’d seen a “thing” down 

here. Flynn’s mind began to roll through ideas of what that 

“thing” might possibly be. And the more he cogitated on it, 

the more he felt drawn towards the likelihood of what could 

be behind this disturbance down here: a ghost. 

Yes, it had to be a ghost. It was the only logical explanation. 

The way it had been caught momentarily in the periphery of 

Flynn’s vision as it had whizzed past, coupled with its whitish 

shape . . . well, this reminded him of a similar incident he’d 

once read about in some paranormal magazine concerning a 

guy who had kept glimpsing spirit activity in an old house he’d 

moved into. The spirit of a small child dating back to the 

nineteenth century. 

All very well, but on the other hand, Flynn could not 
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understand why this ghost – assuming it really was a ghost – 

should suddenly appear like this. Granted, this building was 

old, but Flynn had never witnessed even the slightest hint of 

paranormal activity in all the years he had worked here. So 

why all this apparently ghostly activity all of a sudden? He 

didn’t have a clue. 

So engrossed was he in his meticulous search through the 

chamber that Flynn didn’t notice that it was now 5.30 p.m. 

Closing time. Normally at this time, he would start locking up 

for the night. He shivered uncomfortably as he felt it growing 

even colder down here. Christ, if it were like this tomorrow, 

he would have to turn up the central heating. Not too much, 

though, as he would have to be careful not to melt the wax 

figures. 

After yet another exhaustive search, Flynn decided that 

that was definitely it. Whoever or whatever had been here had 

now apparently vanished as mysteriously as it had come. The 

boy and his mother would doubtless be still there upstairs 

waiting for him, probably anxious to know if he too had seen 

the “thing”. If he stayed down here any longer, they would 

surely start to get concerned. 

As he crossed back towards the stairs and started to ascend 

them, he held his breath, tensed, lest any more ghostlike 

apparitions flitted across his vision. To his relief, none did. 

Good, Flynn thought. He didn’t want any more weird 

experiences like that. Reaching the top step without incident, 

he allowed his whole body to relax. He’d done his kindly old 

uncle bit for today. Now to get back up there and allay their 

fears. 

He reached for the door handle, turned it, and pushed. 

But the door wouldn’t open. 

Flynn’s mouth instantly dropped open in surprise. He 

pushed the door again, only to find that it still wouldn’t budge. 

It was as if somebody had locked him in. Oh no, it couldn’t 

be! 
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He cursed inwardly, for no matter how much pressure he 

applied in an effort to push open the door, it still wouldn’t 

move. What the hell was going on in here? Was somebody 

playing some kind of sick prank? 

There was only one thing for it: he would have to use his 

keys. He fished a hand into the breast pocket of his uniform 

for the ring of keys. 

But his pocket was empty, as were all the other pockets of 

his jacket and trousers. The keys had gone. It was as if 

somebody had surreptitiously snatched them from his pocket 

– though how the hell they could have managed to do that was 

just beyond him – and had used the main key of the Chamber 

of Horrors to lock him in. 

Flynn shook his head in utter disbelief. Where the hell had 

those keys gone? Who had taken them? He knew he 

definitely hadn’t lost them, for he was always so careful where 

he put them. So how the hell had they . .? 

Sudden muffled laughter jolted him from his thoughts on 

the keys’ disappearance. It sounded like the chuckling of a 

kid . . . and it seemed to be coming from just outside the door. 

Then more laughter joined in, and this sounded like that 

of a woman. The chuckling pair seemed to be sharing in some 

kind of secret joke . . . and Flynn was getting the infuriating 

feeling that they were both laughing at him! 

He banged furiously on the door with his fists. “Hey, let 

me out of here! Come on, open this door!" 

But the laughter just went on and on, conveying the 

disturbing feeling that that they had no intention whatsoever 

of granting his request. 

Flynn felt sure that it was the woman and her son – her 

supposedly scared son – that had locked him in. But why? 

Who were these two, and what was their game? Were they 

nuts or something? Well, the joke had gone far enough! 

“Look, I don’t know what you’re playing at,” he shouted, 

“but I’ve had enough of this. You’ve had your fun, now let me 
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out!” 

That accursed, defiant laughter, as muffled as it was, now 

seemed to be echoing through the whole chamber, ringing in 

his ears like some hellish bell. He desisted from banging on 

the door with his fists and opened them to clamp his palms 

tightly over his ears, in a vain attempt to shut out the laughter, 

the resounding laughter of two fairground clowns gone mad. 

If this pair of weirdos was refusing to open the door, then 

there was only one option left open to him: he would have to 

ring somebody for help. Still wincing against the abnormally 

loud laughter, he slipped a hand into his other jacket pocket 

to grope for his mobile phone. 

But the pocket was empty, just like the other pockets had 

been when he’d reached in for his keys. Flynn cursed. Not 

only had his keys been inexplicably taken, but now his phone 

had gone too. This was getting more insane by the minute. 

His anger soared up another notch, and he felt as if he were 

going to explode with rage. 

“Look, you pair of idiots!” he roared. “I’ve had enough of 

all this. You’ve had your fun, now get me out of here – NOW!” 

The most baffling thing about it all was just HOW had 

both his keys and his mobile phone manage to go missing 

from his pockets like that? There was absolutely no way that 

either the boy or the mother could have reached into his 

pockets and nicked the items without him knowing about it. 

Why, other than patting the boy on the head sympathetically 

to ease what had turned out to be just phoney blubbering, he’d 

barely made any other physical contact with either of them. 

Moreover, there was no way he could have mislaid either the 

keys or the phone, and he even distinctly remembered giving 

both his pockets a reassuring pat, as he often did on many 

occasions on each day of his duty, just to check that they were 

still there, only a few minutes before the mother and her son 

had emerged from the Chamber of Horrors. 

It was as if the bloody things had just vanished clean out of 
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his pockets. 

So what was he going to do now? How long was he going 

to be locked inside here? Then a horridly disturbing thought 

crept into his mind: what if those two pranksters out there 

decided to just bugger off and leave him there, trapped inside 

the Chamber of Horrors all night, all alone in the dark? Alone, 

that is, except for the wax dummies. He knew it was silly, but 

a cold shiver ran down his spine at the thought. If everybody 

had gone home – as, he was sure, they must have done by 

now, as it was well past 5.30 p.m. – then he would have to wait 

until morning for the cleaners to arrive before he could start 

banging on the door again for help. Add to the prospect of 

being locked in here all night the fact that he had neither food 

nor drink – both of which he was starting to crave like mad – 

and he was in for a pretty shitty night. 

The laughter coming from outside the door began to 

abate . . . until finally a heavy silence fell on the whole building, 

a tomblike, oppressive silence. Flynn frowned. Had they gone, 

or was this just another part of their cruel joke? Whatever, 

Flynn was resigning himself to the dismal prospect that he was 

going to be stuck in here all night, a night that was surely going 

to drag tortuously. And a night that was going to be an 

extremely cold one too, for the temperatures in here had 

continued to plummet towards freezing point. 

Flynn eased himself away from the door and turned 

around to face the darkened parade of wax monsters all 

around him. Huh, he thought indignantly. Looks like I’m 

going to be stuck here all night with just you lot for company. 

It wouldn’t have been so bad if all the dummies had been ones 

of bikini-clad models or glamorous actresses, but . . . well, 

effigies of some of the most monstrous fiends that have ever 

walked the face of the earth . . . well, that was just such an 

unpalatable kettle of fish altogether. Ugh! Flynn thought 

distastefully. Why don’t all you wax monsters just go into 

meltdown, at least just for tonight? 
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Flynn sighed wearily. Ah well, might as well find myself as 

comfortable a spot as possible – though Christ knew where he 

would find that in this cold, dark, stone-floored chamber – 

and try to bed down for the night. Of course, sleep wouldn’t 

come right away, for first incessant boredom would make the 

early evening hours drag on like purgatory, until he would 

probably end up screaming to get out that much that any kind 

of sleep would be so hard to get anyway. Whatever, there was 

nothing much he could do now until morning, until which he 

would have to try and maintain some degree of equanimity. 

That was the harsh reality. A transistor radio would have gone 

some way towards alleviating the interminable misery of the 

long, lonely hours that stretched ahead of him. 

Back he strolled again through the display of wax dummies. 

The sepulchral silence, coupled with all the creepy effigies 

and the black, evil worlds they signified, made for an 

extremely oppressive atmosphere around the chamber. The 

eyes of each figure, as lifeless and as artificial as they were, 

seemed to follow him all over. With unease still prickling him, 

Flynn thought that there were plenty of others places he would 

rather be than down here all night. He sighed with heavy 

despair. 

Life could be a fucking bitch sometimes. 

 

The time continued to tick away monotonously. Morning still 

seemed to be such a long way off. As he sat there in the gloom, 

back propped up against the stone wall of the chamber, the 

concrete floor cold and hard under his bottom, Flynn began 

to reflect again on the crying boy and his claims that he had 

seen a “thing” down here. A thing my arse! He’d obviously 

just been play-acting just to get Flynn to come down here, so 

as he and his equally devious mother could lock him in for a 

laugh. That crazy pair – whoever the hell they were – needed 

to be reported to the police before they got the chance to play 

one of their sick jokes on some other poor, unsuspecting 
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victim. That little blighter, in his feigned distress, had seemed 

so genuine, though, hadn’t he? The way he’d cried and 

trembled like that. Even the lad’s mother had seemed so 

sincere, so inoffensive. Sadly, as it turned out, both of them 

could have won an Oscar if they’d been on the stage. 

And yet . . . Flynn couldn’t help but feel that there was 

much more to all of this than met the eye, especially in regard 

to the “thing”. He recalled how even he himself had thought 

he’d seen something strange flitting past his vision earlier on. 

Had it really been the ghost of a small child? He didn’t know. 

The figure had moved much too fast for him to get a good 

look at it . . . that is, of course, if there really had been 

something there. But as he’d reassured himself over and over 

again, there were no ghosts at all in this building, were there? 

Well, ghost or not, he sincerely hoped he wouldn’t see any 

more weird things darting around here tonight. He had a 

whole miserable night to get through, and the last thing he 

wanted was the profound unease he was already feeling to be 

exacerbated by any further strange occurrences. 

As the minutes stretched into hours, in what was 

agonisingly becoming the longest night in his whole life, Flynn 

cursed at the way the time was dragging. This sort of situation 

could drive you potty. He felt like banging his head in sheer 

frustration and boredom against the wall. Come on, blessed 

morning, hurry up and come so that I can get the hell out of 

here, his tortured mind pleaded. Damn those two idiots who 

had locked him in here! If he ever got his hands on them, he 

would kill them. 

Kill them? Did you say KILL them, Mr Flynn? That weird 

feeling – the feeling that somebody in the chamber had 

uttered those words – instantly gripped Flynn. It was as if the 

word kill, when it had floated through his brain, had somehow 

connected with all the figures of the murderers who stood 

near him. The wax effigies seemed to be grinning at Flynn 

vicariously, with a frightening realism. 
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We know what you mean by “kill,” Mr Flynn, those leering 

figures seemed to say. You are a man after our own hearts. 

Flynn quickly caught his imagination before it ran 

completely away with him. Stop it, you stupid old fool, he 

inwardly scolded himself. They’re only bloody wax dummies, 

that’s all. Time you retired, old son. You’ve been looking at 

these horror exhibits for a bit too long now. 

If Flynn was feeling somewhat perturbed by being locked 

in with all these horror figures, what happened next only 

caused him to feel all the more worse. 

The lights in the chamber suddenly began to flicker off and 

on. 

Flynn cursed inwardly, jumping up from the floor, as he 

feared that the lights were about to go off completely, 

threatening to plunge him into pitch darkness. Christ, this was 

all he needed! What on earth was causing the lights to go 

haywire like that? Perhaps it was some kind of power failure. 

But what a time for them to suddenly go on the blink, while 

he was trapped inside here. 

For nearly five torturous minutes, the lights in the 

Chamber of Horrors continued to function erratically, 

flicking on and off, as if unable to decide on which state to 

remain. The whole wax museum seemed to have gone mad: 

first the devious mother and her equally devious son, then the 

ghostly shape that had flitted past the periphery of Flynn’s 

vision, then the unnatural coldness that was now permeating 

the place like a living thing, and now this. Flynn felt he was 

experiencing a really bad dream. He desperately hoped it 

WAS just a dream, and that any moment he would wake up. 

Finally, after what had seemed like an aeon, the lights 

stopped their flickering. As dimly lit as it was, the chamber 

seemed to have resumed its state of stable luminosity. Flynn 

heaved a huge sigh of relief. Thank God! Let’s hope those 

lights stay this way. Flynn hated the dark, and the prospect of 

being trapped down here in pitch-blackness was one he 
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certainly did not relish. 

He sank back down onto the stone floor, resting his back 

against the wall. 

And then jumped back up as the lights suddenly went out 

– this time completely. 

Flynn almost screamed out with a mixture of utter shock, 

despair and anger. He was now plunged into total, pitch-black 

darkness. Just when he thought he was okay again with the 

lighting, his worst fear had suddenly and mercilessly come 

true. Thick, inky, impenetrable blackness enveloping him. It 

was enough to give him a heart attack. If suicides went to 

limbo, then this is exactly what Flynn had always imagined it 

to be like. 

Never mind limbo . . . even Hell itself could be like this. 

Panic-stricken, and utterly dazed with shock, Flynn 

staggered all over the chamber blindly. As his hands flailed 

wildly around, he nearly knocked over one of the exhibits. He 

felt so helpless, so nervous, and so afraid. Of all the places to 

be trapped in the dark, it had to be the Chamber of Horrors. 

The all-enveloping darkness seemed to be almost a living 

thing, suffocating him, making his heart pound madly. 

Then he stopped. He could have sworn he’d heard 

movement. Footsteps. Shuffling footsteps. Then the sound of 

laughter. Low chuckling. The sounds seemed to come from 

somewhere very close. 

Flynn held his breath, froze as still as the wax statues, and 

listened intently. 

Both the footsteps and the laughter stopped. Silence fell. 

The only sound that Flynn could now hear was that of his own 

beating heart. 

Then the noises started again. 

Only this time, there seemed to be additional movement, 

additional laughter, as if somebody – or something – else had 

joined in the activity. Now the movement and chuckling were 

escalating, as Flynn heard yet more rustling and footsteps 
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coming from other parts of the chamber. Dear God, what the 

fuck was happening in here? It seemed as if the whole place 

was coming alive. 

Flynn suddenly got the strange feeling that bodies were 

starting to converge on him from all quarters. Footsteps were 

shuffling. Although he couldn’t see them in the darkness, he 

could sense them very strongly. The chamber of horrors was 

now a hive of mysterious, menacing activity. And those 

footsteps seemed to be shuffling nearer and nearer towards 

him with each passing second. 

Then something touched his cheek, something hard and 

cold. It felt like groping fingertips. Flynn cried out with shock. 

He recoiled . . . and came to an abrupt halt as his back 

connected with something tall and solid standing behind him. 

He let out a sharp gasp. 

Then something grabbed hold of his right arm . . . then his 

left . . . and then a powerful snakelike thing encircled his 

throat. As his head was pulled backwards, Flynn started to 

gasp for air as he felt his windpipe being squeezed so tightly 

that he was finding it increasingly difficult to breathe. He 

spluttered, retched, struggled with all his might, but his 

tormentors continued to keep him firmly in their clutches. 

Now more hands were seizing him, sharp fingernails 

tenaciously digging into his flesh through his uniform, while 

the presence that had him by the throat continued to drag him 

mercilessly backwards. Now they all seemed to be laughing at 

him, the collective loudness of their amusement sounding 

harshly, unbearably, through his head. Now he truly was in 

Hell. There was no way out. And these . . . these things. What 

were they? Where had they come from? 

Were they going to kill him? 

Although Flynn had never really been a devoutly religious 

person, he couldn’t help but pray to God to help him. He felt 

he was praying for his very life, for he felt so sure that these 

malevolent figures were all intent on tearing him to pieces, on 
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coldly snuffing out his life, like a pack of vicious wolves. Yes, 

he prayed like he had never prayed before in his whole life. 

But, cruelly, his impassioned prayers continued to go 

unanswered, as the cold approach of death seemed to draw 

closer and closer. A bizarre cacophony of all kinds of sounds 

filled the chamber: manic laughing, hissing, shouting. Utter 

pandemonium in pitch darkness. 

Before he finally lost consciousness, the suspicion of 

exactly who his unseen tormentors were was frighteningly 

confirmed as the lights suddenly flicked back on . . . and he 

found himself surrounded by a group of familiar figures. 

It was the wax effigies. 

No, it COULDN’T be! Wax dummies didn’t come to life, 

they just didn’t. Impossible. 

But they were all there, pressing up tightly against his 

writhing body, gripping him, pushing him, pulling him this 

way and that, and choking the very life out of him. 

Frankenstein’s monster (who was the huge figure that was 

standing right behind him, arm still folded tightly around his 

throat), the Wolf Man, Dracula . . . and, most fearful of all, 

the real-life monsters like Crippen and Christie. They all 

seemed to want a piece of him, all seemed to want to kill him. 

And behind all these figures hemming him in, yet more of 

them were slowly but purposefully clambering down from 

their tableaux, then shambling towards him, hands curved 

into claw like talons and stretching out towards him, seeming 

so eager to get in on the act. 

Flynn didn’t know what would be worse: a blood-draining 

bite from Dracula, a vicious stabbing from Jack the Ripper, or 

a crushed windpipe from the Frankenstein monster. 

Whatever, if they really were going to kill him, he hoped his 

demise would be swift and painless. He also hoped against 

hope that all this was just some crazy, weird dream, and it had 

to be, it just fucking had to be! 

Unfortunately for Flynn, that was all just wishful thinking, 
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for something had happened in that wax museum that night . . . 

something so strange, so unnatural, and so evil. 

His struggles were becoming weaker. His aged lungs were 

fast becoming heavy from air deprivation. His head swam 

dizzily. A red mist descended across his vision, blurring the 

weirdly animated wax forms surrounding him. 

Finally, with a huge, strangulated gasp, he sank into 

unconsciousness. 

The wax monsters relinquished their grip on the 

attendant’s limp body, and let it slip to the floor like a crushed 

and discarded rag doll, where it lay, face upwards, in a lifeless 

heap. The sepulchral silence fell on the chamber once more. 

And somewhere, in a darkened corner of the horror 

chamber, a small whitish figure slowly emerged from the 

shadows. The figure of a small child. A boy. A wide, wicked 

grin was etched on the child’s corpse-pale face. 

As the spectral figure approached the gathering of wax 

effigies that were all standing in a semi-circle around the dead 

museum attendant, they all turned to look at it. Instantly, and 

as one, the dummies reciprocated the boy’s grin, their own 

expressions, though sculpted in wax, every bit as responsive 

and evil as the boy’s. An unearthly, omnipotent power 

seemed to radiate from the strange boy’s whole being. 

The lights in the Chamber of Horrors suddenly went back 

out again. Pitch darkness again reared its ugly head. 

And the monsters – wantonly spurred on by the boy – 

proceeded to have their feast on Flynn’s slumped body. 

 

The staff of the wax museum was all walking around in a 

complete daze. They were still utterly sickened and shocked 

by what had happened to Mr Flynn. None of them could 

believe it. It was horrible, just horrible. 

The poor old man hadn’t just been murdered, but he’d 

been hideously mutilated too. It was as if somebody – or 

something – had broken into the Chamber of Horrors last 
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night, attacked the unfortunate attendant, and . . well, just 

ripped him to shreds. There’d been blood everywhere – some 

of it having even splashed onto the wax effigies – and his limbs 

had been virtually torn from their sockets. Little wonder that 

the cleaner who’d discovered his body earlier this morning 

had instantly vomited her heart out all over the floor of the 

chamber. 

Although the police had immediately launched an 

investigation into Flynn’s murder, they were still no nearer to 

finding any significant clues as to any likely suspects or 

motives. As far as could be ascertained, the old man had no 

known enemies, and was generally well liked by all who knew 

him. It was such a despicable, heinous crime, and one that 

had them all completely baffled. 

In her small office, sitting all alone at her desk - having just 

spent over an extremely distressing hour with the police, 

answering their questions as they took a statement - staring 

dazedly into space, as if she had just been hit over the head 

repeatedly with a sledgehammer, Leslie, the Office Manager, 

wondered for the umpteenth time that day why anybody 

should want to murder Mr Flynn, and in such a brutal manner 

too. Leslie, just like the rest of her staff, had always found the 

old attendant to be such a warm, friendly and inoffensive man. 

So likeable - albeit a little cheeky with it, especially where 

pretty women were concerned - but on the whole, a 

thoroughly decent and fine man. He had worked at the 

museum for so long that he had become part of the furniture. 

The gloomy thought that he would no longer be around to 

take care of her beloved waxworks made her well up with 

profound sorrow, eyes brimming with tears. Finally, she could 

control herself no longer and, as her grief exploded, the tears 

just ran down her cheeks. Fishing a white handkerchief from 

out of the pocket of her black suit – a suit colour so 

appropriate in the circumstances – she dabbed at her eyes, 

her mascara running as she did so. As she sobbed quietly to 



Horror Stories 

21 

herself, hoping that none of her staff would suddenly walk into 

her office and catch her in this state, her tear-filled eyes fell on 

the large painting on the wall, which she’d recently purchased 

from an old woman who ran a local curiosity shop. Besides 

herself, somebody else was crying too, but crying on that 

picture: a crying boy. Strangely, a sudden cold shiver ran 

through Leslie’s body as she stared at the crying boy, and her 

mouth tightened in a kind of uneasy grimace. 

Ever since she’d hung that painting up in her office, certain 

things had been happening in the building . . strange things. 

Objects had been moved around on her desk, seemingly by 

invisible hands. And she’d heard things when she’d been 

working late at night: whispering, scampering footsteps up and 

down the stairs, faint laughter coming from down in the 

Chamber of Horrors. These inexplicable sounds were like 

those a small child might make, an exceedingly elusive and 

mischievous child. A boy child. And these experiences had 

always occurred when she’d been alone, with no colleague 

there to corroborate what she was hearing. And lately, those 

weird sounds had been growing all too frequent. This was why 

she had suddenly taken to finishing work a little earlier than 

usual, especially with the dark nights now drawing in as 

Autumn approached. There seemed to be . . well, a certain 

aura about that painting and its vivid image of the crying boy, 

an aura that Leslie had initially never really picked up on 

when she’d first bought it. In addition to these strange 

occurrences which Leslie had been experiencing all around 

the waxworks, she’s started to suffer a terrible run of bad luck 

too, and this bad luck had also seemed to start right from the 

day she’d hung that crying boy painting up in her office. And 

now, with the horrific murder of her attendant Flynn, that bad 

luck seemed to have reached a new and disturbing peak. The 

longer she continued to have that painting in her possession, 

the more she feared that things would get worse. Now, on 

reflection, she could see that her secretary Norma had had a 
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point when, on first seeing the painting of the crying boy, she’d 

winced disapprovingly and said: “Ugh, you haven’t bought 

one of those things, have you?” 

Leslie had immediately frowned in puzzlement. “Yes, why? 

What’s wrong with it?” 

“Well, those paintings are supposed to be unlucky.” 

Norma’s face was grim and troubled. “All sorts of weird things 

have happened. People’s houses have burned down and that.” 

There were actually two other figures on the painting 

besides the crying boy: a woman, who may have been the 

boy’s mother, standing with her arm draped comfortingly over 

the weeping lad’s shoulder; and standing in the background, 

another, slightly older boy, grinning mischievously, hands on 

hips in a kind of arrogant pose, looking as if he were 

perversely enjoying the other lad’s distress. There was 

something about this second boy that seemed even more 

disturbing than the crying boy. Leslie didn’t know why, but 

she couldn’t shake off the odd feeling that the grinning boy 

was a bit of a prankster, a wild and feral prankster, and an 

extremely crafty and cold-hearted one at that. The two boys 

could have even been brothers, but what a stark contrast in 

personalities they presented: one sobbing his heart out, as if 

he’d just had the fright of his life, and the other . . well, he just 

seemed to be a right stroppy little brat. Leslie wondered if this 

painting was of an actual family who had maybe lived years 

ago, and who indeed could very well still be around today. 

Well, whatever, Leslie had now made her mind up firmly: that 

painting had to go. It was starting to freak her out. 

She rose from her seat and walked slowly over to the 

picture, her high-heels clacking loudly on the well-polished 

floor. She halted by it for a moment, appraising it carefully, 

and with the wariness of a soldier assessing a possible 

unexploded bomb. 

As she stood there, the late afternoon sun beginning to 

fade from shining through her window as dark clouds began 
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to gather, Leslie frowned as she craned her neck forward 

slightly to read the title of the painting, which had been 

scrawled in the bottom right-hand corner in bold, black 

capitals: THE THING. 

Strangely, there was no artist’s signature beneath the title, 

or indeed on anywhere else in the painting. Whoever had 

drawn this mysterious masterpiece had, for some reason, 

chosen to remain anonymous. 

The Thing. What a funny title to give to a painting. Leslie 

shook her head with incomprehension. God knows what the 

painter was thinking of when he or she had decided to 

christen their creation with such an odd title. You’d have 

thought the artist was referring to a space monster, or some 

other kind of creature. Perhaps they’d meant one of the trio 

depicted in the painting . . perhaps the mischievous-looking 

boy, who had a certain dark aspect to his grin. Who knows? 

Who the fuck cared? Leslie sniffed dismissively. Bye, crying 

boy painting – or THING – I can’t say it’s been nice knowing 

you. 

The sleeves of her smart jacket slid up slightly as she 

reached up to the picture. Her well-manicured fingers folding 

around either side of the frame, she gently lifted it up and 

away from its wall hook. Once she’d dumped it, she would 

replace it with a much brighter picture – perhaps a portrait of 

Richard Gere, her favourite heartthrob. Yes, that would be 

much brighter vision to grace her wall. 

Then she stopped as she heard the door of her office 

slowly open. The door’s harsh creak seemed to resound 

through the whole building. An ice-cold draught blew through 

the opening door from the silent corridor outside. Leslie 

turned around . . and was greeted by the sight of a small boy 

shuffling into her office. The boy looked no more than eight, 

with blond hair and deep blue eyes . . eyes that were red-

rimmed . . eyes that looked as if they had been . . crying? 

Leslie’s mouth instantly fell open as the mysterious child 
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shuffled closer towards her. His face was almost corpse-like 

pale, accentuating the redness around his eyes, which stared 

as vacantly as those of a young zombie would. This kid – 

whoever the hell he was – bore a startling resemblance to that 

boy in the painting: the crying boy! 

Halting a few feet away from the waxworks manager, the 

boy brushed the back of his hand across one of his eyes, as if 

to wipe away the wetness there, and then fixed her with an 

extremely indignant, accusatory look. 

“You’re going to destroy our picture, aren’t you?” the boy 

said, his tone pregnant with menace. “Why?” 

Leslie swallowed hard. Was she dreaming? Had she fallen 

asleep at her desk and sank into some weird fantasy conjured 

up by her somnolent brain? It seemed like it. But, God, it also 

seemed far too real to be just a dream. She struggled for words, 

feeling so small under the boy’s penetrating glare, even though 

she was much taller than him. 

“I . . I have to get rid of this picture,” she said. “There’s 

something . . well, funny about it.” 

“Funny?” The boy almost spat out his word in utter disgust. 

“What do you mean, ‘funny’? There is nothing funny about 

it at all. Nothing.” 

It was ridiculous, she knew, but Leslie began to feel a little 

afraid of the boy. As small as he was, he seemed such a 

precocious child, and radiated a powerful sense of dominance 

and malevolence, a daunting figure that almost made her want 

to cower away under her desk. 

The boy took another step closer to her. “You know, you 

shouldn’t do such a naughty thing, Miss,” he went on, in that 

same disturbing, condemning tone. “If you destroy our 

picture – burn it or whatever else you decide to do with it – 

then you’ll be destroying US too.” He slowly shook his head, 

as if utterly appalled at the thought. “Bad idea. VERY bad.” 

Leslie didn’t like the ominous direction this conversation 

was taking. “Look, I . . er, I don’t know who you are, son, but 
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I would really appreciate it if you would kindly leave my office 

before I call Security.” She cursed inwardly as she reflected 

on how disappointingly quavery her voice had sounded, and 

not strong enough to persuade him to get out. Her nerves 

were fast getting the better of her. 

“Leave your office? Ha!” the boy snorted scornfully. He 

now had a dark gleam in his eye, his former tearful look now 

fast disappearing. His next words sent a cold shiver down 

Leslie’s spine: “If ANYBODY is to leave this office at all, it is 

going to be YOU!” His mouth curved into a devilish, 

inhuman smirk. 

Movement from outside the open door. Sounds 

emanating from the corridor. Footsteps. Voices. Coming 

nearer, nearer . . 

ME, leave MY office? Leslie’s thoughts ran frantically as 

they imagined what the boy could possibly mean. Whatever it 

was, she felt sure that it wasn’t good. Well, she’d had enough 

of all this! 

Summoning as much defiance and inner strength as she 

could, Leslie began to inch towards her desk, painting still 

clasped against her chest like a shield, her intention being to 

reach for her phone to summon a member of staff in here – 

or even one of the police officers who was still investigating on 

the premises – to shift this creepy little kid out of her office. 

“You know, we’ve been really enjoying ourselves in your 

waxworks ever since we came here,” the boy went on. “We’ve 

had some great fun . . especially in the Chamber of Horrors.” 

Drop that fucking picture NOW, Leslie! a desperate voice 

inside her screamed. Chuck it and pick up that phone and get 

somebody in here immediately. This little bastard is messing 

with your mind, and he needs to be stopped. 

“All those creepy-looking wax figures down there.” The 

boy chuckled like a demented child at the thought. “My 

brother really had a whale of a time with them! “ Then he 

threw back his head and laughed manically at the thought. 
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The laughter made an ugly, unearthly sound as it echoed 

around the walls of the small office. 

The door was thrown back further . . and two figures 

entered to join the boy: a woman and another boy, a child 

who looked a little older than the first boy. Both figures 

grinned the instant they set eyes on Leslie. Their intense 

expressions were no saner than that of the first boy. In fact, if 

anything, they looked more baleful. 

“She looks as if she’s shitting herself, doesn’t she, Mum?” 

the older boy said. Just like the first kid, this boy bore a 

striking resemblance to another of the figures in the painting: 

the boy who was laughing. 

The woman smiled down at her son, then returned her 

gaze to Leslie. “She certainly does, son.” 

The second boy nodded towards his chuckling brother. 

“She’s obviously tickled him too.” 

The mother smiled again as she followed the boy’s gaze. 

“Yes, she has.” Then she turned round and pushed the door 

shut. The loud slam cut through Leslie’s ears like a suddenly 

exploded banger, making her jump and causing her to nearly 

drop the picture. 

Leslie just stood there, as if frozen to the spot. She felt sick, 

giddy, and very frightened. When that door had slammed 

shut, it had seemed to evoke the disturbing feeling that she 

was now totally trapped in here, with no means of escape, and 

at the total mercy of these . . these entities, entities which 

seemed to have stepped right out of that painting. Their 

likeness to the trio in the picture was quite remarkable. It was 

the same mother and two sons all right, without a doubt. But 

HOW the fuck could this be . . 

Oh dear God, why did she ever buy that painting? Never 

before had she experienced such a palpable, overwhelming 

sense of pure evil emanating from two young boys and their 

mother. They were such a creepy, menacing trio. Leslie still 

couldn’t believe all this was happening. It was too unreal for 
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words. Images on paintings didn’t come to life like this, they 

just didn’t. 

Now they were slowly converging on her – just as all the 

wax figures had converged on Flynn last night down in the 

Chamber of Horrors – their staring eyes boring deep down 

into Leslie’s soul. She felt totally paralysed, unable to even 

speak, her throat dry as sandpaper, her heart pounding 

frantically. She was standing as stiff and motionless as one of 

her own wax dummies. And some unnameable force was 

affecting her whole body, weakening it, so that her fingers 

finally went slack and lost their grip on the picture . . and it 

fell to the floor with a loud clatter. 

The dropped painting seemed to act as a signal for the trio 

to attack. 

As one, they lunged at her. Their hands seized her body 

in vice-like grips. Whooping with insane glee, they dragged 

her to the ground. They ripped at her smart suit, tore open 

her blouse, pulled her lacy bra down to expose her breasts, 

shredded her stockings. Leslie screamed and struggled and 

fought with all her might, but it was no use. The three of them 

were much too strong for her. Even just one of the boys 

seemed to be endowed with the physical strength of ten adults. 

Leslie had no chance. 

Once they’d stripped her completely naked, they started 

on her flesh. Sharp claw-like hands dug into her skin, 

scratching, ripping, tearing. Blood spattered and splashed 

everywhere. 

By the time they had finished with it, Leslie’s body had 

become little more than a ravaged, mutilated ruin, just as her 

museum attendant’s had last night, her remains left 

unceremoniously lying in a huge pool of blood. No more 

would she enjoy the rich financial rewards that came with 

running a successful waxworks. No more would she supervise 

the greatest team of wax sculptors ever assembled. 

Another grisly job done, the demonic trio of mother and 
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two sons – faces and bodies splashed disgustingly with blood, 

looking more like things from hell than a simple family – 

finally rose from their lifeless prey and moved towards the 

door. 

The room that was now more of a slaughterhouse than an 

office remained unnaturally ice-cold, redolent with the sickly 

stench of blood and death, even long after the monstrous trio 

had departed. 

 

“I’m surprised they still kept this bloody place open, 

especially after those two gruesome murders,” the elderly 

man said, as he walked around the waxworks with his wife. 

“I know, “ his wife nodded. “Terrible business, wasn’t it?” 

She winced at the thought and shivered uncomfortably. “First 

the poor old museum attendant, and then the manageress 

herself.” 

“Yes, horrible.” The man shared his wife’s disgust at the 

waxworks murders, which had made the front pages of all the 

daily newspapers. “There are some right psychos knocking 

around these days. A person’s not even safe in their own place 

of works anymore.” He weaved a weary sigh. “I’m really 

beginning to despair of this country, Mabel.” 

“Yes, I know what you mean.” 

They were just strolling past the wax effigies in the Pop 

Stars section of the dimly lit waxworks when an exceedingly 

smartly dressed woman – who looked to be around 40 – 

suddenly appeared in front of them. 

“Good afternoon,” the woman said, her heavily mascared 

face smiling at the old couple amiably. “Enjoying the exhibits?” 

The man was a little startled by the woman’s sudden 

appearance. “Oh, er, yes,” he said. “They’re . . very interesting. 

Very lifelike too.” 

The well-dressed woman smiled. “Thank you. We always 

aim to please our visitors.” Her pale skin was almost as 

smooth and flawless as the faces on the wax figures. “And if 
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you think the effigies up here are good, you want to see the 

displays down in the Chamber of Horrors.” Her black high-

heels click-clacked loudly on the polished floor as she strode 

over to the archway that led down into the horror chamber. 

She turned round and gestured for the couple to go down the 

stairs with a flick of her hand. “Why not have a wander down 

there?” she invited. “See for yourselves?” 

The elderly pair exchanged uncertain glances, which 

seemed to say: What do you think then? It was the man who 

eventually voiced their mutual decision. “Er, yes, okay. We 

will do. Thanks.” 

“Don’t mention it.” The suited woman smiled. “Oh, I’m 

sorry, I didn’t introduce myself, did I? My name is Jane. I’m 

the new manager.” She extended a well-manicured hand. 

“Pleased to meet you,” the old lady said, returning the 

woman’s smile and handshake. 

“Hi,” added her husband, his smile not quite as wide as 

either his wife’s or the manager’s. 

The manager stepped aside to make way for the couple to 

enter through the archway, so that they could take a trip down 

the darkened stairs that led into the Chamber of Horrors. As 

they passed her, the couple’s nostrils were assailed by some 

strong unknown perfume. Here was a lady manager that 

oozed class and sensuality from every pore of her body, the 

old man thought. 

They were just about to descend the first of the stone steps 

when suddenly a small figure burst into view from the 

darkened depths. 

“BOO!” the figure shouted, causing both of them to jump 

back with shock and fright. 

The figure who had startled them so much appeared to be 

that of a small boy, around eleven years of age. As he slowly 

emerged from the darkened staircase, the boy grinned like 

some irreverent, mischievous monkey. In a rather disturbing 

way, he seemed to have derived some kind of perverse thrill 
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from frightening the old couple like that. Here was a little brat 

who had been not so much brought up as dragged up, the old 

man thought with some disgust. Sadly, an all-too-common 

thing these days. Irresponsible parents strike again. 

“You naughty boy!” the manager scolded. “How many 

times have I told you about scaring people like that?” 

The old man turned to look at the manager . . and 

immediately noted that the wry smile that was playing about 

the corners of her red-lipsticked mouth rendered her verbal 

reprimand somewhat shallow and false. 

The boy lowered his eyes, seeming to feign penitence. 

“Sorry.” But he looked as if he was dying to laugh, just like 

the manager. 

The old man, quite irritated by the boy’s behaviour, gave a 

nod towards the little brat and said to the manager sarcastically, 

“Is he one of your exhibits?” 

The manager just threw back her head and laughed. “Oh 

goodness gracious, no, no,” she said. 

“Then who is he?” the old woman demanded. 

“He’s . . well, he’s my son,” the manager said flatly. She 

patted the boy affectionately on the head as he came and 

stood beside her. He reciprocated the affection by smiling up 

at his mother and curling his arm around her waist. She then 

removed her hand from his head and moved it down to his 

shoulder, where it rested protectively 

“Not in school today then, young man,” the old man said, 

a little sternly. 

The boy never answered, but just shrugged apathetically, 

as if to say, So what? 

“Well, are you two going to pop down into the Chamber 

of Horrors or what?” the manager cut in. “Better hurry up 

and make up your minds.” She glanced at her watch and saw 

that it was 5.15 p.m. “We’ll be closing soon.” 

At first the old couple seemed a bit reluctant, but then the 

old man heaved a heavy sigh and said. “Er, yes, might as well, 
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I suppose.” 

For the second time, the elderly couple walked slowly 

through the arched doorway that led down to the horror 

exhibits . . and for the second time were stopped by yet 

another small figure emerging from the darkened depths. 

Unlike the first boy, this one was sobbing rather than laughing. 

Again, the old couple’s mouths dropped open with 

surprise and incomprehension. They exchanged puzzled 

glances as they blubbering boy pushed past between them and 

rushed over to where the manager and the other boy were 

standing. The manager instantly frowned solicitously on 

seeing how upset he was. 

“Whatever’s the matter, dear?” she said. 

The boy sniffed loudly, struggled to get the words out 

between sobs. “Mum . . I . . I saw something down there,” he 

said. 

“Saw what, honey?” 

“I . . I saw a . . thing. A horrible THING.” His tear-stained 

face was deathly pale. He was shaking visibly. He looked as if 

he’d just had the shock of his life. 

A thing. 

The old man had had enough of all this. There was 

something decidedly very strange about these two boys and 

that female manager who purported to be their mother, 

something weird, something very creepy. In fact, the whole 

place had an appreciably creepy atmosphere about it. And, of 

course, there had been two very grisly murders in here as well, 

hadn’t there? The thought once again begged the question: 

why on earth had the place been allowed to remain open to 

the public after all that happened in here recently. What on 

earth were the authorities thinking? It was just beyond belief! 

The old man was getting an increasingly cold feeling in his 

stomach about this place. Something just wasn’t quite right in 

this waxworks. And as his anxiety about the place began to 

grow, he decided that no way was he about to venture down 
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into that dark, foreboding Chamber of Horrors. He’d had 

enough of wax figures and sinister lady managers and weird, 

wandering boys for one day. He was sure his wife was feeling 

the same too. 

“A thing?” the manager went on, eyes darting from her 

weeping son’s face to the faces of the old couple (she seemed 

as if she were trying to read their expressions), then back to 

the boy’s face. She gave a light laugh. “Why, don’t be silly, 

son,” she said. “There’s nothing down there. No ghosts or 

anything like that.” Oddly, she didn’t seem all that concerned 

about her son’s apparently distressed state. “Just the wax 

figures, that’s all.” 

The other boy just tutted and shook his head at his 

brother’s seemingly agitated state, as if to say: I don’t know, 

I’m surprised at you, acting like such a wimp. 

“Well, I think we’d better be off,” the old man said hastily. 

He turned to his wife. “Okay then, Mabel?” 

Mabel shrugged. “Yes, fine, dear. To tell you the truth, I’m 

not too keen on Chambers of Horrors anyway. There are 

enough horrors in real life every day without seeing more in 

some dark, smelly dungeon.” She sniffed haughtily, a gesture 

that seemed to be aimed at the manager and her two oddball 

sons. The old woman’s actions immediately elicited a 

collective glare of hostility from the manager and her boys. 

The manager calmly shrugged her shoulders indifferently 

as she watched the old couple shuffle towards the EXIT door. 

“Suit yourselves,” she said. 

The old man did not mention it to his wife, but somehow, 

he had been getting the profound feeling that some dark, 

obscene ritual was being played out in this museum, both by 

the woman who had assumed the managerial position and by 

the two little creatures she called her sons. An unearthly ritual 

that had been played out many, many times before. A ritual 

that bordered on the demonic and the menacing. A crazy and 

outlandish idea, he knew, but that was exactly the kind of 
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strange impression he was getting in here. 

When the woman had first introduced herself as “the 

manager,” there was something that just didn’t ring true. 

Somehow, the woman carried a rather sinister mendacity 

about her, one that was almost palpable in its intensity. 

 

As chilly as it was, the late October air proved to be quite 

refreshing on the old man’s cheeks as he emerged from the 

waxworks with his wife. It had felt so stuffy and oppressive in 

there, an unpalatable atmosphere that was only exacerbated 

by the weird behaviour of the manager and her two sons. Oh 

yes, it was a real treat to get back outside into the fresh air 

again, and among normal people on the street. 

“Won’t be going back in there again in a hurry,” the old 

man said. 

“No,” his wife replied. “I won’t either. I didn’t like the 

place at all.” 

“No,” her husband concurred. Then, a grim look 

appearing in his eyes, he added: “And I didn’t like the ones 

in there either.” 

Back in the waxworks, the “ones” to whom the old man 

had referred were all laughing their heads off. Between gasps 

for breath, the manager said: “God, lads, did you the faces on 

those two old fogies? They looked as if they – “ 

Her sneering words were interrupted by the sudden ring 

of her mobile phone. She pulled it out of her jacket pocket, 

pressed the ANSWER button and raised it to her ear. “Hello?” 

Her face instantly lit up on hearing who it was. “Oh, hi, 

Master.” Her lips breaking into a delighted smile. “How are 

you?” 

Her two sons exchanged glances of awe on hearing who 

the caller was. The Master. Their father. Their hero. Their 

blessed leader. All rolled into one. 

The King of Hell himself: Beelzebub. 

It was always cool to hear from The Master. 
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Their mother listened attentively to what The Master had 

to say. “Yes . . Yes . . Okay . . Fine . . I understand . . Will 

do . . Thanks a lot . . Nice to hear from you . . Cheers. Bye.” 

She slipped her mobile back into her jacket pocket and 

turned to her boys. “Right, lads,” she said. “I’ve got a little 

something to tell you. The Master said that our work is 

through here now in the waxworks. It’s time to move on. He’s 

got another little assignment for us.” 

“Oh yeah?” the younger boy said. “And what’s that then?” 

Their mother was now grinning with evil anticipation. 

“Well, it’s at a local department store, just a few blocks away, 

actually. Apparently, some dirty old man – one of the night 

porters, I believe – has been behaving a bit . . well, naughtily 

with the managing director's wife behind the old boss's back.” 

The boys’ eyes were now gleaming with curiosity. “Really?” 

the older one said. “Tell us more.” 

Their mother smiled at their piqued interest. “Well, 

according to The Master, he’s been . . well, screwing around 

with her after the store has closed for the night.” She emitted 

a titillated giggle at the thought. ” Then a cold, malevolent 

look appeared in her eyes, darkening them like those of an 

obsessed witch. “He needs to be taught a lesson.” 

“He certainly sounds as if he does, Mum,” the older boy 

nodded, sniggering like an incorrigibly bad schoolboy. “We 

did an excellent job here in bringing all those wax dummies 

to life down in the Chamber of Horrors, so it shouldn’t be too 

difficult working our magic on the dummies in this next store 

too.” 

“Yeah, it should be a scream seeing his face when all those 

lady figures suddenly come to life and start walking towards 

him,” his brother laughed. "It should put him off women for 

life!" 

The mother smiled admiringly and proudly at the way her 

two sons were getting all geared up for their next task. “Right, 

let’s get cracking then,” she said, rubbing her hands together 
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in wicked anticipation. “We have much work to do.” 

As the trio left the waxworks and moved on to pastures 

new, they were all deeply pleased at the fact that, according to 

The Master, their next victim had just bought one of the 

paintings – their own special, signature painting, called THE 

THING – just like the former, now deceased manager of this 

waxworks had. That was good, very good. Infiltrating 

themselves into the department store would, therefore, be no 

problem, thanks to the wonderful power of THE THING. 

Truly, in their twisted, hell born minds, the best work of art 

ever created. 

Wasn’t it cool – and oh so excitingly opportunistic – that 

so many people were buying laughing and crying boy paintings 

these days? One time, when a painting had just a crying boy 

alone in it, and when such a portrait generated a notorious 

reputation for being “cursed” (people’s houses burning down, 

endless bad luck and so on), people had grown so wary of 

having such a dodgy painting in their house that they had 

come to avoid the Crying Boy like the plague. Recently, 

however, the portrait-buying public had developed an interest 

in paintings with this laughing boy in them. It was as if the 

laughing boy – and his mother, of course – completely 

overshadowed the crying boy image in a very appealing way, 

allaying any preconceived unease the buyer might have in 

relation to the crying boy. Although he looked to be a 

mischievous imp – standing there in the painting, hands on 

hips, laughing his head off at his mother and younger brother 

– there was no doubt that he seemed to exhibit a kind of 

harmless innocence to anybody looking for a painting to hang 

on their wall. Yes, the public’s interest in the laughing-and-

crying boy painting was growing by the day. 

Little did they know what they were letting themselves in 

for. 
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