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The Death of Sarah Feldman


Just six months had passed since she had married Theodor Zeidheim. Already her pet had been 
murdered, her best friend was hanged, and worst of all, her brand new dress was ruined. Not a single event 
deterred her, so the brethren found that there was only one option remaining. Sarah Feldman had to die.


The brethren had begun their chain of destruction in the seventh floor of the Zeidheim mansion. The 
wedding bells were still ringing outside the ancient home, and the black-clothed brethren were as still as 
death in the attic. They silently brooded, loathing each resonating toll from the bells. Hours passed and their 
hatred grew until Sarah entered the floor below. They watched her through the floorboards as she tossed her 
wedding dress in the washer and paced towards the dryer. She began to mechanically withdraw bundles of 
clothes and then neatly place them on the back table. She’d smooth out the creases quickly and efficiently, 
then walk back in a perfectly straight line for another load. Her obsession with cleanliness led her to brush 
off the dust on the boiler in the corner of the room. Then she returned to folding and pacing, folding at 
carrying. Wolfgang grew tired of looking through the cracks and drew away; just as his older sister 
Camarilla could stand the sight no longer. Camarilla crossed her arms over her chest, brewing with 
animosity. She bit her lip hard, drawing blood.


The youngest of the brethren, Amaranth, still examined Sarah closely. Her little hands were bunched 
up into fists and her knuckles were white with tension. 


“When will she leave? whispered Amaranth softly. Camarilla tossed her head back and laughed 
uproariously.


“She has not a chance here!” Amaranth, still looking between the floorboards, saw Sarah shoot a 
glance up towards the ceiling.


“You may be the death of me,” cried Sarah. “But your father loves me and there ain’t nothin’ you can 
do to ‘bout it.” The immense satisfaction Sarah felt was evident, and the brethren frowned in disgust on the 
floor above.


“Oh, we’ll be the death of her.” whispered Camarilla. Wolfgang shot his sister a fearful grin. 
Amaranth drew away from the floor and appeared to be in deep thought. Camarilla wasn’t exaggerating. In 
just over half a year, Sarah Feldman would be dead, blasted into pieces too small to identify.


Weeks passed and tension burgeoned rapidly. Dr. Zeidheim stayed dead to the world, working in 
silence within the cold confines of his laboratory. Sarah called to him often, urging him to eat something. 
Sometimes, Zeidheim would ululate a grunt of approval, but Sarah would be disappointed every time. When 
she finished his meal of liverwurst sandwiches and black coffee, her husband would instruct her to slide it 
under the door, and that was that. For all she knew, her new husband was just a voice recording. Zeidheim 
even slept in his laboratory, and Sarah went to bed alone. Sarah wondered if this was normal for him.


“That’s not normal, the way Zeidheim treats you.” Camarilla offered one morning, as Sarah was 
enjoying her morning tea.


“What?” asked Sarah. She nearly dropped her cup as the tall, black-clad woman approached her.


“He hasn’t even looked at you since the wedding.”


“Well, I’m sure-“


“It’s because he doesn’t love you.” Camarilla smiled, her bright teeth starkly contrasted with her 
black lipstick.


Sarah looked out of the glass doors into the garden. Camarilla lingered in the corner of the room.


“Might want to let that garden die.”


“Wha-“ Sarah began, spilling her tea all over her skirt. Camarilla curtsied and left the room with a 
wicked smile and left her black skirt trailing behind her.


Later that morning after a change of clothes, Sarah was tending to her chrysanthemums and came 
across a large patch that had not been watered in several days. She reached down for the hose and found a 
strange, writhing, leathery being wrapping itself around her wrist. Her screams echoed throughout all seven 
floors of the mansion. They carried to the lonely gas station and the backwater church across the pond.

Intermingled with the coiled hose were six thin, bright green snakes that circled her ankles, slithering and 
hissing in delight of her panic. Sarah tossed her garden tools high into the air and ran screaming into the 
atrium of the mansion.    


She was still yelling uncontrollably when Dr. Zeidheim emerged from his lab to examine his new 
wife. Sarah was shocked to see him; he looked even more awful than usual. His hollow, sunken face was 
gaunt and grey around his sleepless eyes. The heavy wrinkles in his face seemed accentuated by the filthy 
brown lab coat that he wore.


“Theodor, you look awful.” she said as Zeidheim wiped her teary face with a handkerchief. 


“Of course I do, but you look uncharacteristically awful. You’re as white as a sheet. What 
happened?” his voice sounded distant. Sarah could tell that he was trying to appear patient but wanted 
nothing more than to return to his lab.


“I think Camarilla put snakes by the garden hose to bite me. I-“


“Now why would she do a thing like that?”


“Because she hates me.” said Sarah matter-of-factly.


“Yes, that’s true. She does hate you with a fervent passion. Cammy is a mature adult though, she 
wouldn’t be acting like a twelve year old and trying to get rid of you through foolish pranks.


“Pranks?” cried Sarah incredulously. “You call putting snakes in my mums a prank?”


“Well no,” replied Zeidheim. “I said I didn’t think she did it at all. Is it that strange to find serpents 
by a hose, though? They are called garden snakes, you know.” Sarah was unmoved. Zeidheim convinced 
himself that she was satisfied, and kissed her on the forehead before returning to his lab. 


Sarah kept to herself for the rest of that afternoon. She changed into a bathing suit and walked 
quickly passed the garden to the pool behind the house. She swam and sunbathed as Wolfgang watched form 
a fifth floor window, resenting her presence in his favorite place outside the house. She was quite pretty, a 
petite southern girl with striking features and a slim trim. Despite his growing hatred for her, he still was 
impressed by her good looks. Angered with himself for letting her get to his father, Wolfgang spat on the 
floor and retired to his room.

Later on, Sarah attempted to push her way into the lab while Theodor was busy at work. Theodor 
laboriously pushed himself from his chair and slid a bar over the door before it opened fully.


“Theo, why won’t you let me see you? We’re a couple now, it ain’t good for us to be apart.” Theodor 
sighed heavily. “You know that there are people who find the work I do- the occult, to be superior to their 
own. I’ve told you of Cecil Westfield, who has twice attempted to steal my work. I’ve told you of Officer 
Connoway and Officer Pulman who want nothing more than to destroy my work.”


“But I’m not Cecil, or Connoway, or Pulman. I’m your wife!” she responded desperately.


“I’m sorry, my dear, but I cannot open this door until I have completed my work. It is of such 
magnificent quality that I can’t stand to be apart from it. These books, these tomes are all I have. They are as 
children to me.” Sarah put her hand on the door and looked at the ground. Her long fingernails tapped 
nervously for awhile, and then she left for the library for some down time.

The following days passed in only subtle maliciousness. Amaranth had made a habit out of using 
Sarah’s expensive lipstick as blood when her dolls fought, and Wolfgang gave Sarah wrong directions when 
she was heading off to the beauty parlor for the first of four times that week. 


When Sarah was following Wolfgang’s helpful directions towards a meth lab in the inner city, 
Camarilla called a meeting in the dining room with the brethren. They were all seated around a glass table 
rimmed with onyx and studded with silver, drinking out of wine glasses.


“I propose a toast.” said Wolfgang.


“To the relinquishing of our family’s menace.” said Camarilla


“To tripping that airhead whenever we see her in the halls.” Amaranth said as she touched wine 
glasses with her sibling.


Camarilla smiled. “I’m afraid this situation calls for more extreme measures, Amaranth.”


“You’re right, Cam,” agreed Wolfgang. “Nothing got through to father and now he’s stuck with a 
glorified prostitute who doesn’t love him. He needs someone to make him meals and wash his clothes; does 
he have to marry a parasite to have that?”


“We’ve gone over this time and time again, Wolf.” Cammy was standing, chewing on her bottom lip.


“Daddy doesn’t want to die alone.” said Amaranth.


Wolfgang was incensed. “Well he won’t. We could do everything that she does for him. And by the 
way, how old could she be- thirty? Thirty one?”


“It doesn’t matter,” Camarilla’s fist came down hard on the table. “We’ll get rid of this gold digger. 
We’ll get rid of her quickly. We will know our enemy, we mustn’t blame father for his follies. He doesn’t 
have much time left here and his faculties are naturally out of order.”


“Everything has been terrible since she came here,” Wolfgang continued. “Acme’s treating me like

an insect, I’m failing psych, and I have to come home to that blonde bimbo every day. It makes me want to

tear out my intestines. The only thing that keeps me going here is your art, Cam. It keeps getting better and 
better.”


“My hatred fuels my art.” explained Camarilla.


“I say we tie her shoelaces together and fill her socks with pill bugs!” giggled Amaranth.


“I think we should hit her over the head with a candlestick.” said Wolfgang.  


“Or pour gasoline over her, light a match and-“ Amaranth was cut off.


“No, no,” said Camarilla. “No meaningless pranks. No direct assaults- yet. First we destroy 
everything around her, and then her insides are sure to follow.”


The brethren cackled with dark glee and discussed their plans feverishly as the moon rose up past the 
window. Late at night, when Amaranth’s soft breaths extinguished the candles and the brethren shambled off 
to their rooms, Sarah pulled into the driveway. She shut the door of her brand new Lexus and entered the 
towering darkness that was now her home. She would not be prepared for the weeks to come.

Sarah spent much of her days avoiding contact with the brethren, focusing instead on hounding her 
husband.


“Theodor, jus’ lemme come in. I haven’t seen you in days!” Theodor would yell back that he was 
busy and would see Sarah later. Later never came, and Sarah seemed more distressed than angry or sad. One 
day Amaranth shouted her down because of the racket she was making trying to call Zeidheim. Camarilla 
overheard the exchange and was a bit impressed; Sarah was in it for the money but she didn’t let Zeidheim 
know that. Camarilla resolved to add tension to her father’s relationship with Sarah.

“Theodor! Why won’t you lemme in, I’ve made you dem butter pecan cookies.” Sarah had a 
sickening scowl on her shallow face.


“Not right now, my sweet.” Theodor called back. Cammy listened on form the staircase as Sarah 
began to repeat her offer every five minutes. Eventually, Theodor stopped answering.


“Theodor! I said dey are pecan cookies, I’m sure you’ll enjoy ‘em.” Sarah was getting annoyed.


“Ok, dear,” Camarilla said in her best hollow voice. “Just slide them under the door my sweet.”

Sarah did as Cammy told her, and found her tray being pushed back under a moment later. On the bottom 
step, Camarilla watched in intense pleasure as Sarah swore loudly and washed her cookies down the drain.


“How about some peanut cookies, I’m sure I’ll find those less disgusting.” called Cammy.


Sarah had caught on. She ran for the stairs and grabbed Camarilla by the neck, whose laughs began to 
become sputtering coughs.


“Think your pretty funny, bitch, is dat right?” Cammy’s face turned red as Sarah’s hands tightened. 
“I’ll break your neck if you try dis again.” After sneering at the sputtering Camarilla for awhile, Sarah 
released her and Cammy fell to the ground gasping for air. Burning with fury, Sarah returned to the kitchen 
and Camarilla disappeared minutes later.

“How about those cookies now? Pecan, right?” came a voice behind Sarah.


“Shut up! Shut up!” Sarah screamed at the top of her lungs, scattering the birds in the front yard. “I 
will destroy you and the rest of you freaks if you talk again!” Theodor was frightened by Sarah’s yelling and 
resolved to take out his hearing aid to further limit his communications with his new wife.


Camarilla had raced upstairs in a blind fury and found herself in Sarah’s room. Her fists shattered 
glass. Her arms cleared thirty years worth of baubles from the tops of shelves and dressers to the ground. She 
picked up a shard of glass and ignored its biting cut. She grabbed a stuffed bear with “Best Buddy” written 
on it’s stomach and slashed its throat and removed the eyes. Hastily, she brought the bear into her room. Her 
half-finished masterpiece, a life size statue of a long-haired man stood next to her glazes and paints. In the 
dismal lighting of her studio, she grabbed a brush and dipped it into a tub of paint. Skillfully, she painted the 
holes where the eyes should be and the excoriated stomach stuffing of the teddy bear a shade of deep red.
Sarah found her room in complete disarray that night, with her “Best Buddy” bear hanging from a slowly 
resolving ceiling fan. 


“YOU ARE NOT WELCOME HERE” was written across its torso.


Sarah had the last laugh that week when Amaranth came home one day. Amaranth had her homework 
out and took a break to go play chess with Wolfgang. Stealthily, Sarah approached the countless worksheets 
and found one that Amaranth had completed in pencil. Erased Amaranth’s innocent answer to “What are 
your goals for this year’s history class?” and wrote in “To make history myself by poisoning the cafeteria’s 
food today.” Before Amaranth returned to finish her homework, Sarah slipped the sheet into her folder and 
put a small can of rat poison in the empty zipper compartment of her book bag.


The next day at school, Amaranth was called up to the teacher’s desk and was thoroughly confused 
with the accusations made against her. To prove her innocence, Amaranth encouraged the teachers to search 
her locker and backpack. Poison control came and had all the kids who didn’t pack a lunch that day vomit 
and drink water in continual cycles. The agents found that the food was not contaminated, and Amaranth was 
charged with making threats and creating a public disturbance. She was escorted home by the only two 
police cars in the town.


That night, Theodor took a break from his experiments to sit down for dinner with the family and sort 
things out. He believed Amaranth was set up by one of the “wise guy jocks” Amaranth was always talking 
about and the matter was hardly discussed further. His concern was more on the bruises across Camarilla’s 
neck that she had tried to hide behind a choker with little skulls embroidered to it. Before Cammy had a 
chance to answer, Sarah cut her off and began her tedious whining.

“Theo, why don’t you enjoy dinner more often? And would it kill ya to talk about the research you’ve 
been doin’? You’re so secretive, I-“ Zeidheim heard no more. The hearing aid was out again and he was 
nodding his head to the constant movements of Sarah’s mouth. Theodor enjoyed the benefits of being 
unbearably old to a large degree.


“I wish you weirdoes would learn some manners,” Sarah said to the brethren. “Stop scraping your 
silverware so hard on the dishes, ‘is annoying. By the way, I thought I told you to keep my foods apart.”
Wolfgang smiled. He had seen Sarah’s disgust at her applesauce touching her chicken the night before, so he 
made a special effort to mix up her peaches and corn. Camarilla smiled. She saw her father remove his other 
hearing aid and hide it under the rug. 


Scrape, scraaape, scraaaape.  With each cut of her knife, Camarilla dragged the blade cruelly across 
the surface of the porcelain beneath. Sarah cringed and wriggled, and began to yell at Cammy, and then 
yelled at Theodor for not doing anything. Theodor smiled and nodded, finished up his food, and returned to 
his lab.

Sarah was out of control. Weeks passed excruciatingly slow for her, and she bided her time by 
spending Dr. Zeidheim’s money. Brand new skirts, shirts, and even an expensive Gucci dress found 
themselves out of the catalogs and into her wardrobe. She changed hairstyles as often as she changed her 
underwear, and hid the disgust she felt for her new “family” behind expensive blush and eyeliner. She 
bought watches, clocks, and timers to measure the slow passage of time and filled that time with distractions 
like her Danielle Steele novels, a pinball table, and even a pet rock. Actually, the mall had stopped carrying 
pet rocks a long time ago, so she kept her garden-found “Iggy the Igneous” rock in a half-cleaned out 
mayonnaise jar. His name was written across the glass in smeared blue marker.


The brethren had revised their plans to coincide with Sarah’s compulsive vanity. Wolfgang followed 
her to the hairdresser one day. His customary black lace shorts and tight pants were replaced with a bright 
yellow t-shirt and faded blue jeans. He did not apply his pancake makeup and instead drew back his long 
black locks into a pony tail. He was unrecognizable enough to bide his time looking at shampoos while Sarah 
took a seat in the hair stylist’s chair. She requested a renewal of her blonde highlights, and while the 
hairstylist was busy gabbing with Sarah over how great General Hospital had been that day, Wolfgang snuck 
in and switched the hair bleach with a specially concocted formula of baking soda and real bleach. While 
Sarah screamed and her scalp burned, Wolfgang turned to leave. He caught a look at himself in the mirror 
before he left, and couldn’t help but admire how his drawn back hair and his bright t-shirt made his skin 
glow. The jeans looked good too, he decided, and he left the salon in deep thought while the hairdressers 
copiously apologized and rinsed Sarah’s head off.

 
Sarah returned home and found the brethren surrounding the kitchen table. Little Amaranth was 
painting and Camarilla was critiquing her, while Wolfgang watched. Wolf had his black garb back on but his 
face was still free of make-up. They all looked up as Sarah walked in. She looked ridiculous in her soaked 
Gucci dress. Her hair was scorched off in one part and the hair around it was bright white. The brethren 
giggled and chuckled as she passed the table.


“Yeah, look at ‘m hair. It’s so damn hilarious, ain’t it?” Sarah yelled in her nasty country drawl. She 
snatched Amaranth’s painting up and took a look at it. Spiders were devouring a human corpse wearing a 
pink American Eagle shirt, which coincidentally resembled the one that Sarah had worn the day before. With 
a vicious cackle, Sarah tore the painting in half. 


“Oops.” Cammy feigned her surprise. The red paint can that Amaranth was using had somehow been 
pushed off of the table and had splattered all over Sarah’s once-gorgeous dress.


Sarah tried to kick the can at Camarilla, but she grabbed it just in time and ran up to her room. She 
put the can besides her statue, which now had a coat of rubbery glaze on the flesh and was nearly done. 
Wolfgang had followed her.


“It looks so real,” he commented. “You’ll get to art school on a scholarship if you keep this up, 
Cammy.” Camarilla gave a gracious smile and grabbed a hammer she had used to chisel out the statue’s bone 
structure. Wordlessly, she ran back downstairs to the kitchen.


Sarah returned to the kitchen a half hour later. She wore a wide brimmed hat and a pink American 
Eagle shirt. She sat down to simultaneously read, look out of the window, and shout at Theodor to let her 
come into the laboratory. After receiving no reply from her husband, she gazed out of the window into the 
garden. She caught a glimpse of her pet rock in its mayonnaise jar, and noticed a hammer sitting next to it on 
the sill. Iggy had been split in two. Iggy’s name had been rubbed out, and instead the words “REST IN 
PEACE” where written across it in red paint. Sarah dropped her book and ran crying up to her room. She 
knew Camarilla was watching and heard her following close behind as she ran into her room. The brethren 
stood still in the doorway and looked in as Sarah wept. Her head was turned away, and she was sobbing 
uncontrollably.


“I think she’s breaking.” whispered Cammy.


Amaranth displayed a wide grin but Wolfgang was stern and emotionless. Long after Amaranth and 
Camarilla danced off down the halls, Wolfgang remained in the doorway. He watched the back of Sarah’s 
scorched head bob with each sob, and finally departed as Sarah plunged her face into her pillow. When she 
heard Wolfgang’s heavy boots bounding off down the stairs, a smile formed on Sarah’s lips.


March, April, and May passed by with increasingly violent and vile attacks. Each time the brethren 
mixed the ketchup with goat’s blood or loosened the bolts on her Lexus, Mitsubishi, or Lincoln, Sarah 
responded by locking Amaranth in the basement for days or stealing one of Camarilla’s prized pieces of 
artwork. Despite the number of locks Camarilla had on her door, somehow Sarah must have gotten in and 
taken her priceless prints and her now finished statue. The life size figure had even been converted to look 
like Sarah with an arrow through her head, and now the potential shock value was lost. On top of it all, 
Camarilla found her bed sheets soaked in white paint, and consequently, found her black and purple dress 
ruined. Attacks became personal as Sarah listened into Camarilla’s phone conversations and Camarilla 
looked into Sarah’s mail. 


Sarah was somehow winning. Camarilla had been in error when she labeled Sarah’s apparent lapse in 
self control the day she ran crying to her room as a mental breakdown. Sarah was as sharp and as strong as 
ever, and never failed to cunningly counter the brethren’s plots. She had not given up on Zeidheim either, 
and had hammered out a feeding schedule through the months and still asked if she could come into the lab 
to see him several times a day. Each time she was rebuked, but she remained patient. Camarilla noticed 
Sarah’s growing determination, and came to a grisly conclusion one early summer night.

“Sarah Feldman has to die.” The brethren were seated in the great library, struggling to see each other

over the hulking piles of thick tomes in the center of the table. Wolfgang looked away in fear, but Amaranth 
found herself strangely persuaded to carry out the death of her mother grubbing step mother. 

“Isn’t there another way, Cam?” asked Wolfgang desperately.


“No, Wolf. We’ve tried enough now, I think, to know that now course of action will dissuade that 
woman for continuing this marriage. We simply have to end this problem with a solution that’s more- 
permanent?” Camarilla grabbed a dusty volume from the top of the pile, The Book of Forbidden Rites was 
written in thick letters across the lizard skin cover. The name Theodor Zeidheim was inscribed beneath it.

“You’re using Dad’s kooky books to kill Sarah? Face it, Cam. Theo hasn’t been a good father to us. He’s 
never made an effort to connect with the modern world and we’ve had to pay. I’m starting to think that he’s 
completely at fault for letting Sarah take advantage of him, and why wouldn’t she? She’s survived our 
pranks, and maybe we should just leave the mansion and let her spend his money while he wastes away 
writing about metaphysics.”


“Pranks, Wolfgang? I told you never to call them that! Yes, they’ve failed, but we will not give up. 
Sarah presents more of a threat to this family than Cecil Westfield ever did, and I’m not going to sit idly by 
and take it. Just listen to you- criticizing dad for not connecting to the world. The world’s not worth 
connecting to! You’re a sell-out, Wolf. You work at Acme, and you’re a sell-out.”


Wolfgang jumped up from the table and jabbed his finger at his sister. “You just want a bigger share 
of Father’s will- you don’t care for him any more than I do. You’re doing just what Sarah is, but you’re 
undermining Dad’s marriage and discussing homicide on top of it. You saw her crying that one day, you 
should know that she can be driven off if we just persist.”

“It was a façade, Wolf.” Camarilla stated blandly as she found a page on energetic transmutation. 
“I’m disappointed that you’d fall for it, I really am. Now I want anyone who’s not going to end this “tryst” in 
the only way it can be ended to leave. Now.”


Wolfgang was shocked and appalled. He sputtered out broken syllables and looked around in 
disbelief. Camarilla wouldn’t even look at him, and he began to back away towards the door. Before he left, 
he shot Amaranth a glance, but she was shoulder to shoulder with Camarilla, underlining passages and 
talking wickedly with her.


Wolfgang headed towards his room and entered the lavatory. He splashed his face down with water 
and watched the white make-up stream down his cheeks and meander down into the rusty drain. Without 
knowing what he was doing, he tore his clothes off and threw them into the toilet and pulled on his bright 
yellow t-shirt and his faded denim pants. Before leaving, he took a look in the mirror and tied his hair back. 
He walked through the hallways with a quickened step, and found Sarah’s room empty. Agitated, he took a 
seat on her bed.


Sarah was in the kitchen again, and Theodor was experimenting in his cold lab with tea leaves and 
nightshade, mixing and testing while a frothy mixture in his crucible stewed. A knock came at his door and 
he shot up out of his chair. With his hearing aid out, Sarah’s high pitched voice came out muffled.


“Theodor, I haven’t seen you for months. I ain’t staying around much longer if this is how you’re 
gonna treat me.” Theodor did miss Sarah’s face and would regret having to swallow down Camarilla’s 
liverwurst sandwiches, so he decided to convince his wife to stay. The door opened slowly, and Sarah 
entered. Shelves of strangely covered books ran across two narrow walls. Beneath them, large countertops 
were littered with animal skulls, candles, incense, viles of liquid, and smoking draughts. Theodor embraced 
Sarah and apologized for his reclusiveness.


“Cecil has gotten me paranoid, I am so sorry for slighting you so. My book is finished, and my last 
test is at hand. You may watch if you wish. When I am done, I shall make up those lost months to you 
tenfold.” Theo’s voice was nearly lost among the bubbling noises emitted from the cauldron, but Sarah heard 
him loud and clear and sat with him as his final test neared completion. Oblivious to what was going on, 
Theo explained himself as he shut his tome with the finality of an author that has finished his life’s 
masterwork.


“I believe, without a doubt, that I’ve reached the pinnacle of my life as a practitioner of the occult 
sciences. I have crafted a tome that will allow its readers to transgress the pitiful limitations that our 
scientists call natural laws, and will make our lives much better. I fear though, that my time is coming and I 
appreciate that you’ve stuck with me through these trying months.” With a deep sigh, Theo kissed Sarah and 
left her alone in the lab.


Sarah entered her room and was shocked to see an unfamiliar man seated on the edge of her bed.


“Who- Wolfgang, is that you?” she asked in pure surprise.


“Yeah. Sarah, you have to leave. My sisters are looking through my father’s books and are going to 
use them to-“


“I know, Wolf,” said Sarah. “I’m leaving now anyways, and I can tell you want to come with me.” 
Sarah’s arms were behind her back.


“Yes.” Wolf found himself saying. Wolfgang felt dizzy and confused.


“I think you should see something that will clear matters up a bit.” Sarah dragged a black box out 
from under her bed, and, using a small key, opened it up for him to see. Wolfgang was blown away as he 
examined its contents, and began to slowly realize just what had happened in the last six months. Sarah held 
her hands out in front of her to show him what she was holding, and Wolf’s suspicions were confirmed.


“You clever girl.” was all he could say. He repeated it again and again as night fell on the house.


Sarah was fast asleep when Amaranth and Camarilla snuck into her room with some candles, a pint 
of cow’s blood, a small piece of silver, a tub of paint and a brush. They lit the candles with a set of matches 
on Sarah’s bed stand and carefully drew a pentagram on the floor. They placed the candles around it and put 
the piece of silver in the center of it. They recited a dark verse from their father’s book as quietly as possible, 
afraid that they might wake Sarah. Zeidheim was completely knocked out next to her, they had grinded 
sleeping pills into his yams that night. Their incantations became hellish and excited, and at long last, they 
spilled the cow’s blood onto the five pointed star. The candles sizzled out into thin streams of smoke and the 
two wicked sisters snuck back to their rooms, content with their evil procession.

The next morning, Sarah Feldman died. She stepped upon the pentagram, which, according to Dr. 
Zeidheim’s notes, made one completely unlucky. Amaranth and Camarilla didn’t trust solely in their father’s 
theories to destroy Sarah, however. Instead, they silently watched through the boards of the seventh floor for 
Sarah to enter the doorway of the laundry room. When her shadow appeared in the doorway, they turned the 
knob on the machine in front of them until the boiler in the laundry room exploded. Bits and pieces of Sarah 
Feldman flew across the room, and the deafening bang was loud enough to awake even Theodor, who was 
without his hearing aid and still under the influence of the sleeping pills. He hobbled up the stairs and into 
the laundry room, and found only a lock of her scorched blonde hair. He wiped the tears away and covered 
his mouth as his daughters sat on the floor above.


Camarilla giggled softly and raised her arms in celebration. Amaranth, however, was looking at her 
father.


“I hope he’ll be okay.” she said longingly.


“Oh, he’ll be find. He’s old, he’ll forget about her any day now.” Amaranth felt a sick feeling 
brewing in her stomach. She took waited for Theodor to leave to call the coroner and then bounded down the 
stairs to her room. 


“Sell-out!” Camarilla called. “You should be celebrating.” Camarilla was somewhat disappointed in 
Amaranth’s behavior but rejoiced as she admired the extent of the explosion. The coroner arrived minutes 
later, and she cursed the mansion’s old boilers and gave them a teary eyed explanation of her love for Sarah 
as the coroner attempted to find any of Sarah’s remains to take. The police showed up shortly thereafter, and 
expressed their sorrow for Theodor and Camarilla as they searched the room.


“I am so sorry for your loss, Miss Zeidheim.” said a mustached officer.


“Oh, I loved her so! She was like a sister to me, a sister! We were inseparable, we were-“  Cammy 
suddenly became aware of one of Sarah Feldman’s parts lying behind the washer. She stopped speaking at 
looked at it closer. The object was unmistakable. A sudden panic ceased her, and she trained her eyes on the

clothesline that ran through the room. The police bellowed out question after question.


“What is it, Miss?”


“Are you alright, Miss?”


“Miss Zeidheim, have you found something?”


Camarilla heard nothing. She was running through the halls with the police close behind, darting onto 
the next floor down. She raced into Sarah’s room and stopped abruptly when she noticed the corner of an 
unhinged black box sticking out of the bottom of the bed. A post-it note stuck to it, reading “I’ve enjoyed my 
time with you, Cammy.”


The police failed at restraining her, and she tore the box out from underneath the bed. Her hands 
shook as she opened the box. The police looked in as well, and were confused with the findings.


“A fake I.D.” said one of the cops. Two drivers’ licenses lay next to each other, along with two 
packets of birth records and personal information. Both piles were nearly identical to each other, except that 
one was fake, and made out to a woman named “Sarah Feldman”. Another was made out to-


“Lucinda Westfield,” Camarilla read. Now even Theodor was over her shoulder. “Daughter of 
parents Luella Holland and- Cecil. Cecil Westfield.” Theodor began to shout and moved as quickly as a 
ninety-one year old could move down the stairs, into the kitchen and into his adjoined laboratory. His final 
book, his final masterpiece, had been stolen; taken away by another Westfield. Camarilla’s statue had gone 
to good use, it had been attached to the clothesline and pushed through by a woman named Lucinda 
Westfield. Camarilla had succeeded in killing her own creation, Sarah Feldman. Sarah had been nothing 

more than the creature of clay, paint, and glaze that had stood in her room for so long. She had been 
outsmarted, and she had lost her father’s masterpiece, and her own in the process. Yet the biggest loss to her 
was her brother, Wolfgang.


They sped across the blazing summer streets in the new Lexus. Wolfgang had his arms wrapped 
around Lucinda, who had taken such a liking to Wolfgang that she almost forgave him for scorching her hair.


“After I bring this book to my father, do you want to tie the knot?” her thick British accent was still 
surprising to Wolfgang.


“Of course, Lucy.” Wolfgang said as the summer wind rushed through his hair. “But just promise me 
one thing.”


“Yes?” she asked.


“Don’t ever get a pet rock again. Ever.”       
