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Isabelle, Belle
Growing up upon the hill
How does your garden grow?
(sez he)

Thru the tears
and the fears
and the loss
of the Ojibwa
(sez me)

What? 
Just what I said, sir.
Wait!

You can hear them late at night, when the moon shines.
First the drums, like earth’s heartbeat
Thundering across the lake
They call out to me thru the flames
The flames of the gas lamps
Is they really in the gas lamps?

Yes, we has a big yard, sir. No, I don’t thinks we be growing many veg 
out here. Think them comes from the kitchen. Not much in the yard 

[short story]

In Isabelle’s Garden
(as told thru the fence to a curious neighbor in 1880)

by
t.k. rouse
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‘cept when we has parties. They lights the yard up in the dark sometimes 
tho, and I think that means trying to make the growing season longer. 
The grass has to be cut a lot, which don’t make much sense. We gots to 
be always fighting nature, sez Joseph. Nature must get weary of that. I 
know I would.

Yes, I hears the indians. You know, they ain’t “Indian” at all? How ‘bout 
that? So I asked what theys was, and they told me: Ojibwa.

They know all about the ghosts that haunt us. They’s our ancestors. I’d 
kinda like to become an ancestor one day. Hmmmm. O yes, what was me 
saying?

The Ojibwa, they listens to their old folk.

Problem with us, we’s all don’t rightly know who our old folk are exactly. 
Seems to be a whole lotta old folk around. Who we supposed to listen to?

Well, the Ojibwa (I listen to them) sez we all gets the ancestors we meant 
to anyway. Doesn’t matter if they’n give birth to us. They finds us or we 
finds them. Where somethin’s lost one way, we find it another. Theys 
more paths round the hill than you can ever imagine. Sometimes, even 
thru the gas lamps.

Who was Mama? I don’t much know. Tho she was pretty sad, I thinks. No 
one wants to talk about her. I’m supposed to keep quiet ‘bout her.

Joseph’s my brother. Old enough to be my father, so people say. They’s 
something more to that. I’ll figure it out one day. I hear a lot of things.

Why don’t I go to school? I gets lessons at home.

I can’t wait ‘til tonight. They’s coming back!

Are you well, sir? See you tomorrow!

j
Isabelle, Belle
Growing up upon the hill
How does your garden grow?
(sez he)
I guess I don’t know so much right now, sir. (sez me)
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They sez my garden is outside these walls, beyond the yard, beyond the 
stables. Past the town line and the farmers’ fields.

I was made in a moment of pure love. I was kept for beauty.

“Love yourself, Belle-a-belle,” they sez. “And love and help others.” That’s 
all theys is.

Big fights are coming for many years, they sez. I will see man make 
dark magic dreams come true. The garden grows small as the magic 
gets big—but they’s all be gone one day. Everything changes. Countries 
change people and people change countries. ‘Til theys ain’t no more 
countries.

I’m Irish, sez me. But this ain’t Ireland. We’s all belongs to the earth, sez 
them.

I asked who will win the big fights?

No one, sez they. Only the sun and the moon, the land and the water, and 
the wind.

They tell me I won’t remember.

But I will remember! Every word!

All that matters is I remember in my soul, sez they.

Thank you, Mama, sez me afore I goes to sleep. And the drums go soft 
over the lake.

That’s right, sir. No, I likes it just fine. Nothin’ much scares me. I gots to 
go now; I’m meant to be readin’. Good mornin’, sir!

]
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And the Shadow whispers my name,
Fogging the glass of the window pane, 
Speaking lies I know are true,
Reminding me that the sky is blue.

I’ve seen It once. I’ve seen It twice.
I’ve seen It sneaking in the night.
Always looking, always reaching,
Always glaring, always creeping.

I see the darkness in the moon light.
I see the green eyes in the black night.
Coming … crawling to my side,
Like the sand awaits the tide.

I feel Its fingers in the distance.
I feel It poking with persistence,
Screaming quietly under the bed,
Scraping chalkboards in my head.

Chalkboards in My Head

by Angela Ash

[poetry]
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 “Come on, Lorraine, you came to help. You are a messenger now. Fly, 
Lorraine.”

“I can’t, Joseph. My mother’s holding my ankle.”

Lorraine was twenty-four when she decided that her life on earth was going 
to end. She knew that it would break her mother’s heart, but whatever she had 
tried to do worked out badly and she wanted to start out afresh.

When she was only five years of age she played football with seven-year-old 
boys and was fearless. Dolls did not interest her and she wore dresses only when 
her mother insisted. At school she did rather well but made few friends.

At twelve years of age, with her long blond hair tied back, accentuating her 
facial bones and with cheeks like two red apples, she scored her first goal in a 
match against the girls at the convent school at the other end of the town. By 
the time the game ended and the final whistle was blown, the score was 2 to the 
convent girls and 5 for Lorraine’s school.

The team captain casually congratulated Lorraine on scoring three of their 
goals, while she embraced two other girls for putting one ball each into their 
opponent’s net. That night she silently cried herself to sleep.

by stanford allen

[short story]

Angels Have 
To Fly
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She had one friend at Pembroke Girls School: a thin girl of more than average 
height who wore glasses and had lank, mousy-coloured hair. Jane was six months 
older than Lorraine, but had little self-confidence for a thirteen year old. The two 
girls sat together for lunch, shared a desk for lessons, and walked part of the way 
home holding hands.

At sixteen, Lorraine was taken to her first dance by her cousin James, a boy 
near her age. Short-cut hair and a turned-up nose, the boy looked more American 
than English. In the hall of flashing lights and ear-splitting disco music, the 
couple danced with their bodies wriggling vertically to the rhythm of the music 
but never touching.

As they sat side by side on the bus going home she felt the warmth of his 
fingers as he tried to hold her hand. Her hand was open and the damp of his palm 
against hers made her shiver. They had known one another all their lives and 
James understood the silent message that came from the shake of her shoulders 
to mean they were cousins and would be no more than that.

 The next morning she told her mother that she had had a great time with 
James at the dance.

At eighteen, University did not interest Lorraine. She opted for technical 
college and took a mechanical engineering course. It did not take the girl long to 
realize that she was heading for a mundane factory job and so she changed to a 
plumbing course with the vision of more varied work.

When she was nineteen her parents separated and she and her mother were 
alone. Her father had been playing around for years and his current young lady-
friend had become pregnant. He embezzled a sum of money from the firm that 
employed him and fled the country. All this came to light one day when the police 
arrived at their door asking for him.

Lorraine felt that the time had come for her to start paying for her keep. Her 
mother had a well-paid job as a secretary but, without her father’s income, things 
were beginning to get tough.

Walking home from college on one sunny afternoon she saw a white van 
with “P. Huntley, Plumber” in large letters printed on the side. A grey-haired man 
was coming from the house with the handle of a canvas bag gripped in one hand 
pulling down his shoulder and a six-foot length of copper pipe gripped under 
the other arm. Held between his front teeth was a leather tag with a key ring and 
three keys.

 “Hey. Let me do that for you,” the normally shy Lorraine said to the man. She 
raised her hand to take the keys from his mouth.

“Thanks,” he said, and smiled at the girl as she opened the van’s rear door.
“You’re a plumber,” she said, stating the obvious.
“Yes. Do you need one?” the man asked in a low friendly baritone voice.
“No. I’m training actually, training to be a plumber. I love the work but it’ll be 

forever before I can get going.” And she decided that she liked this man.
 “I could do with some help. Never had a girl mate before, but I guess you 

girls can do anything these days. Want to ask your folks?”
Lorraine left college and started to work for Peter Huntley. They got on very 
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well and her training continued under his supervision. 
“Always push a spanner with your shoulder behind it. Use your whole weight 

against the nut. Only old codgers like me can rely on their muscles.”
Pete’s customers who had known him for years were at first wary of a slim 

young girl as a plumber’s mate, but when they saw her meticulous and tidy work, 
they tended to forget her gender.

On the day when Pete left her alone to complete the fitting of a new radiator 
in the bedroom of Mr. and Mrs. Illingsworth, her sexual fantasy became a reality.

“This is an unusual job for a pretty girl.” Mrs. Illingsworth had entered the 
room while Lorraine was standing and waiting for the radiator to fill. She put her 
hand on the girl’s shoulder and turned her toward herself. And Lorraine did not 
resist the closeness of the older woman as they stood face to face.

Time passed with Lorraine enjoying the realization that she was not strange, 
unusual, or odd. Boys did not interest her at all for romance, she only felt 
attracted to her own sex. She told her mother how she felt and after a while it 
was accepted by them that mother had dates with men and Lorraine sought the 
company of girls. After that, the situation at home was relaxed and the house was 
filled with laughter and fun between the two women.

After a year, Pete’s business began to run down. His old customers liked his 
work but new ones were not comfortable with his female assistant and gave their 
work to other plumbers.

“Lorraine, honey, I can’t afford to keep you on any more.” The words hit the 
girl’s heart like a rock.

Although she gave Lorraine lots of sympathy, her mother was secretly 
pleased that her daughter would no longer be climbing into other people’s lofts, 
cutting metal pipes, and sweating copper joints with a blow torch. She believed 
that her daughter was capable of more kindly work. She wanted her to be with 
people who could enlarge her caring nature. But Lorraine stayed in bed for five 
days, covering her head with a blanket, and only showing her face to sip a drink 
of tea or take some food. It took Grace many hours of gently comforting her to 
persuade Lorraine to face the world and try again.

“Do you think I would make a good nurse, Mum?” The girl voiced quietly as 
they watched two paramedics leave a house and climb into a waiting ambulance.

The idea germinated in Lorraine’s head and she saw herself in a uniform 
with a stethoscope around her neck, as a paramedic jumping on and off an 
ambulance in emergencies, or being lowered from a helicopter to save someone 
with a broken leg in a mountain crevasse. The thoughts filled her waking day.

During the weeks she was unemployed she applied to several hospitals and 
ambulance services for acceptance on training schemes. They all required a 
university degree which she did not have. She eventually approached a nursing 
agency who found her a job as an auxiliary in a private nursing home that needed 
no academic qualifications.

The work suited her very well. She was kind and caring to the elderly 
patients, and got on well with the qualified Nursing staff. And six months passed 
quickly.
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“Anything on tonight, Lorraine?” asked a dark-haired Eurasian girl of about 
Lorraine’s same age.

“Usual. Wash my hair, watch television with Mum, and early night.”
“How’s about the film at the Odeon, and fish and chips after?”
 “You know, that sounds great. I’ll phone Mum and tell her I’ll be late.” And 

Lorraine was happier than she had been for months.
The two girls enjoyed the western at the cinema and were then soon seated 

in a small restaurant nearby, ordering their fish and chips.
“Hi Jessica!” A tall dark-haired boy in a leather jacket addressed himself to 

Lorraine’s friend.
“Hi, Tom,” the girl replied, blushing. “This is my friend, Lorraine.”
“Yeah, sure, your friend?” And he cast his eyes up and down Lorraine.
 The waitress arrived with their order and the boy stepped back and smiled 

at Jessica. “I’ll give you a ring sometime ... if you’re still interested in boys?”
 The golden piece of battered fish with a heaped pile of hot crispy chips lay 

in front of Lorraine. Vinegar, tomato sauce, nor salt could induce her to do little 
more than nibble at the food. Jessica was enthusiastically devouring her meal 
until she realized the meaning behind Tom’s remark.

“Don’t take any notice of that twit. We used to go out together.” Jessica 
then talked incessantly about the film and the people at the nursing home and 
Lorraine simply nodded her head.

When they met at work the next day it was with a cooler than usual greeting 
from Jessica, who sat with two other girls at lunch, while Lorraine sat alone at 
another table in the crowded room, her blue eyes swimming in tears.

She left the nursing home that night and walked along the canal tow path 
filling her pockets with stones and, with no one in sight, stepped off into the icy 
water and left the even colder world.

“Why did she do it, Daddy?” Grace sobbed into her father’s chest.
For a year after the funeral, Lorraine’s mother held on to the mental image of 

her daughter, crying her name every night before she managed to fall into a fitful 
sleep. She blamed herself for the girl’s tormented short life, and only pills and 
wine eased her pain. 

“Lorraine, you will have to find a way to free yourself from your earthly ties. 
If you do not, then you will be asked to relinquish your position up here as a 
messenger, and you will be sent back to live one more life on Earth.”

Joseph considered Lorraine an ideal novice angel and he really wanted her to 
stay in his group.

“My mum is holding my ankle,” she cried in a weakened voice.
“Mm! Be patient and I’ll see what can be done,” the archangel promised.

It took a few earthly months to pass before Grace was able to go back to her 
job and resume working. She typed letters and reorganized the office. And the 
solicitor, who was her boss, was sympathetic for the loss of her daughter and the 
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work kept her mind occupied during the day, but the nights were still filled with 
thoughts of her daughter.

Max, who had been a friend when they were growing up, had just returned 
from a tour of the Far East and when he was told of Grace’s loss, he phoned her.

“Grace?” The unfamiliar voice said, “It’s Max.”
“Oh, my God. Max, how lovely to hear from you. Where are you?”
 “Actually, I’m in London. Got back from Singapore this morning and my folks 

told me what happened. I am so sorry. Can I come round to see you?”
Max worked for an international medical charity as a therapist and 

councillor.
“Sure, that would be great.” Grace put down the phone and automatically 

went to her dressing table to comb her hair and add a little rouge to her pale face.
Within thirty minutes there was a ring on the front door bell and Grace 

opened the door. Bronzed, smiling, and with outstretched arms Max embraced 
his childhood sweetheart.

 “Why are you here? You’ve been out of my life for so long.” She laughed and 
ran her fingers through his hair. “You’re grey,” were her first words, and then in 
between sobs, she said, “My darling Lorraine has gone, Max . Oh, she’s gone.” And 
tears covered her cheeks once again.

“Yes, she has. She was not happy here.” He paused to allow the two sentences 
to sink in before he went on. “She wanted to be somewhere else, Grace. Do you 
understand?” Max said, stressing the ‘to be.’

“I’d like to, but I want her close and safe.”
“She is safe now, sweetheart. And she has to find joy in another time and 

place. Somewhere else.”
“How do you know that?” she whispered.
“Open your hand. Release your heart. See her smiling.”
“She was an angel,” Grace said as her tears were drying.
She looked into her old friend’s deep brown eyes and let him guide her to the 

settee where they sat for a moment before he said, “Let her go, Grace, because 
angels have to fly.”

]
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The hooves of these horses resound in dark halls
          At midnight in this bitter storm,
As these banshees unleashed scream out madrigals,
The snows and the shadows each rises and falls
          To summon a bundle of harm.

Mad harpies whose eyes seem as large as the stars
          Glide past these black towers of doom,
As some weary old wizard spills urns and glass jars
To release captured jinn and twice cruel avatars
          That rage up and down his small room.

This seawall is fractured from storms in the West,
          As Leviathan heaves up his weight.
And this pretty young witch sighs deeply, her breast
Pounds out with a heart that can give her no rest,
          For love she must dream and must wait.

These gypsies all cower in wagons of oak,
          That circle a mile from the fen.
Those hooves of these horses now gather like smoke,
They blot out the stars and the low valleys choke,
          And terrify all living men.

They snort and they rear with their nostrils aflame
          And their hooves are rough shod in steel.
They are beasts most unearthly that no man may tame,
They’re riderless, heartless and always the same
          And they’ll listen to no one’s appeal.

I watch them alone from my hillside redoubt
          And I shiver to see them take flight.
And I never can know just what they’re about,
They startle the banshees who scream and they shout,
          As they ride off into the night.

Ghost Horses

michael fantina

[poetry]
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[short story]

quirk

Arlen Bachturner never looked at people when he spoke to them. If someone 
walked up to him at the office to have a conversation, he would either look past 
them and upward toward the ceiling, look off to the side, or down at the floor. 
It wasn’t that he didn’t like people; it was because he “heard voices” almost all 
the time (he called them “ghosts”) and tended to fixate on the points in space he 
thought the voices were coming from.

When he first started working at Kimbel and Co. Restaurant Supply, he 
knew right from the beginning that just like at other places he’d worked people 
would think he was strange and politely avoid him. Initially, his behavior was 
just chalked up to his being intensely shy or having poor social skills, but over 
time, the general consensus, due to some seemingly compulsive hand and arm 
motions, was that he was a high-functioning autism case. Arlen could live with 
that; it was certainly better than people thinking he was dangerous or crazy, and 
since he was a low-level clerk who got his work done in a satisfactory manner, 
despite his oddities, he was generally left alone to get on with things.

He had ambitions like everyone else and eventually applied for a promotion, 
the first he’d asked for in the four years he’d been working for Kimbel and Co. 
The issue of his chronically strange behavior could now no longer be ignored 
by his superiors. The position he was applying for would involve a great deal of 
interaction with outside businesses and their representatives. Mr. Rothman, the 

by ellen denton
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HR director, wasn’t sure how to go about denying him the promotion. He knew 
he couldn’t cite Arlen’s condition as the reason for the turn-down; it could be 
taken as discriminating against people with disabilities and could even open the 
company up to a lawsuit. He also liked Arlen and didn’t want to hurt his feelings. 
He had been a model employee and otherwise qualified for the promotion in 
terms of seniority and work performance. 

He decided to call Arlen into his office to let him know that he’d received 
his promotion request and would be looking into this shortly. He thought that 
perhaps, if they casually talked a bit in his office about Arlen’s request, some 
angle might come to light that he could use later as a reason to deny it. 

“Hi there, Arlen, come on in and have a seat.”
“Thank you, Mr. Rothman.”
Arlen took one of the chairs in front of the HR director’s desk and settled his 

gaze upward at the ceiling, over the man’s right shoulder.
“I just wanted you to know I got your request for the promotion to the client 

liaison position. I’m buried under paperwork at the moment ...” The HR director 
gestured to an almost empty in-basket, realized what he’d done, winced inwardly, 
then carried on. “But you’ve been an exemplary employee so I wanted you to 
know I’ll be getting to it just as soon as possible.” 

(“He’s a bold-faced liar!”)
Arlen’s hand flew up into the air and backwards in a violent effort to wave off 

the ghost he thought was standing behind him and whispering into his ear. The 
HR director lowered his head in a polite effort to pretend he didn’t notice what 
Arlen had just done with his hand. It was always a little unsettling to see it—it 
reminded him of Tourette’s syndrome more than autism. 

 (“RESPOND, and do so politely.”)
The ghost Arlen thought was up in the corner of the ceiling that he’d been 

staring at usually jumped in just in time, as it did now.
“Yes, Mr. Rothman. I appreciate that. I know how busy you are.”
“No problem, Arlen. I wanted to mention though, the client liaison position 

can get really hairy sometimes with late hours and having to sometimes come in 
over the weekends, not to mention having to listen to people scream and whine 
if a delivery is one second later than we said it would be. I’ve always personally 
felt the position was a rat’s nest. You’re such a good employee, I almost feel 
like I’d be doing you a bad turn to dump you into it. Sure that’s what you want? 
There are other positions that should open up eventually that you’re certainly 
more deserving of. You sure you want to leap into this one without some more 
thought?” 

(The Ceiling ghost leaned in close to him and whispered, “Tell him, ‘Yes, Mr. 
Rothman.’”)(The ghost at his back hissed, “Tell him to go screw himself.”)(A ghost 
on the floor judiciously advised, “Tell him you’ll think about it.”)(A ghost hovering 
by the window said, “Tell him his tie is crooked.”)(The ghost at his back spoke up 
again with venom and said, “Tell him you have to take a piss and that you’ll get 
back to him.”)
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Arlen waved his hand again; his eyes rolled around to different spots in the 
room. 

“Yes, Mr. Rothman. I’ve given careful thought to the matter, and I’m very 
interested in the liaison position. I think I can do a good job at it and it’s the kind 
of work I’ve been interested in for a long time.”

“Well, fine, Arlen. Let me get on top of a few things, then I’ll review your 
promotion application and get back to you.”

“Thank you, Mr. Rothman.” 
As Arlen was leaving the office, in an effort to be sociable, he turned briefly 

to smile at the HR director. Mr. Rothman didn’t see it though because, right then, 
he was shaking his head as he lowered his face into his hands. 

Arlen first started hearing voices 14 years ago when he was in the hospital 
recovering from a head injury. While lying in bed, he’d get the unnerving 
sensation that there was someone standing just behind his ear whispering 
obscenities to him. In the ensuing years there were never fewer than two 
voices at any one time and sometimes as many as ten. He started calling them 
“ghosts” because, in more recent years, there were isolated instances of vague, 
diaphanous forms appearing in the area from which a voice emanated. 

Despite his apparent social inadequacies, Arlen was anything but stupid; he 
knew there were really no ghosts there and that the voices came from within his 
own mind. In short, he was aware of being mentally ill but that, aside from the 
voices, he was functional in caring for himself and maintaining a more or less 
nonthreatening presence when around other people. He realized that if he kept 
his true condition a secret, he could probably get by without someone trying to 
get him tossed into the loony bin. He did his best to cope with it. 

The ceiling “ghost,” whom he considered to be a sort of guardian angel, and 
the one who stood behind him were always there. Others would come and go—
sometimes appearing once, saying something to him, then leaving him forever, or 
else coming, leaving, but then returning to whisper messages and advice to him, 
to hiss horrifying threats at him with diabolical cruelty, or to chatter mindlessly 
at him about nothing at all. While this state of affairs prevented him from having 
any meaningful, personal relationships, none of it stopped him from doing his 
job, and he eventually decided that he would no longer allow his handicap to 
hold him back career-wise. He applied for the promotion. 

At the next Kimbel and Co. weekly executive meeting, since no one could 
come up with a valid reason to deny it, the promotion was approved. Telling 
Arlen he couldn’t have the position because he was “strange” and giving it to 
someone with less seniority just wouldn’t do. It was reasoned that, due to his 
little “quirks” he would likely not be able to adequately perform the duties of 
the job, at which point, he could be gently demoted or transferred to a less 
demanding position. Hopefully, this would occur before his lack of adequate 
social skills caused public relation flaps for the company. 
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That night, Arlen splurged on a take-out dinner from his favorite Thai 
restaurant. He was almost beside himself with happiness at the news of his 
promotion. Even his “ghosts” seemed happy. As he went about getting out a 
plate and silverware from his kitchen cabinets for dinner, a whirlwind of happy, 
murmuring voices swirled around him.  

Because Arlen’s internal world was usually so much out of his control, 
he tended to go overboard on keeping order in his external one. He normally 
kept everything in his home and work environment in a meticulous state of 
unchanging neatness and conformity. So excited was he this evening though, that 
he went to bed later that night with one of his kitchen cabinet doors left ajar. 

It was 2:00 am. Except for the ticking of the wall clock, the house was silent. 
In the now deserted kitchen, the open cabinet door moved back and forth a little. 
It suddenly jerked, then slowly, inch by halting inch, a ghostly hand pushed it 
shut. 

]
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You must know by now, the oddities
of the Walt business World, we have children as bosses
griping to get their way.

Not suited in suits but dressed
—in sparkles of pink and a plastic crown
—in ash and Sparrow.

And I seem to share this fortitude
to endure the terrorism
sent to uphold the World I love.

“This is a learning lesson,” I beckon you.
See, it’s all justified and approved—
the tiny monsters—some of us get trapped in endless

loops. My only hope is we can
survive the punctures these little demons jab
into us with repetition—redundant repetition.

You can tell, I scrapped for reason, a re-
imagineering of the whole thing, finding
myself in these lands of Fantasized Adventures

and Frontiers of Tomorrow. Unshackled from the turning
table, I’ll still be here. Alas, I must keep at my post
as watcher by trading this pin for another with a smile.

—grim k. de evil

The Clown Standing 
in the Corner

[poetry]
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for you, we are here
for me, we are far apart
not close
space between
the sheets
edging closer
to the ends of our bed
where have we been
where are we headed
caught without
a net
trying to get back up
after a fall into
the winter of us
long away from
summer
and now all we’re doing is standing
still
and I still wait for you
as you still seemed
lost
in this white winter
this cold snowy
night
for you, this is it
for you, this is the end

—grim k. de evil

[poetry]

seasons gone by
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We could see the Marines as they climbed frantically up the grapple nets. One 
of them reached out to us; the desperation in his eyes was sharp and clear, wide and 
bugged out, the pupils large and dark, the irises deep brown.

Behind him, others were swimming toward us. We had approached as closely as 
we could without grounding. The landing craft that had delivered these fighters to this 
Pacific hell lay in sunken ruins. Battle smoke and fire rose over Tarawa. We could hear 
the screams of the dying and watched helplessly as the superior numbers of Japanese 
forces routed the Marines. It was November 1943. 

An impossible deliverance made the Marine sob as we reached out to him over 
the side of the ship, its grey metal pockmarked from the bullets that buzzed like flies 
around us. 

“You’re OK now, mate,” said Bill as he grasped the Marine’s arm. I grasped the 
other arm and we pulled him up from the side of the ship. “OK, Doug?” asked Bill as 
he readied himself to haul the man over the side.

The Marine had lost his helmet in the fighting and his uniform was dirty and 
blood-stained. “Thank Christ,” he said, just before his head exploded.

They sit in easy chairs, staring at me. They know my secret and I cower from 
them, avoiding their gaze. I haven’t paid my dues. They are here to make sure I pay up. 
After so many years of getting away with it, I’m finally cornered.

“All right, Doug?” She has an accent I cannot place and a complexion as smooth as 
ebony. She is smiling, but I don’t trust her. I don’t trust any of the spies that surround 
me. They know my secret, I’m sure. They’re just humouring me. I must be careful. I want 

[short story]

Lead 
Soldiers
by Trevor Denyer
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to run away and hide but they won’t let me.
The headless Marine sits opposite me, his uniform drenched in blood. He 

whispers in my mind, recounting the fury of battle, the carnage and the tenacity of 
the fighters. He tells me of the horrors he saw, the stink of death, the sweet smell of 
incineration. “Get back into the basement!” I cry. Then I pull myself up on aching legs, 
feeling my heart pounding. “I’m sorry, I couldn’t save you. That fucking bullet had 
your name on it. You so nearly made it. You must go, back into the box. Go away!”

He doesn’t move until I stand up and move toward him, determined to return him 
to where I have dominion, where I control things.

There are hands gripping my arms, more firmly than I would expect, given my 
age. Don’t these fucking people know how strong they are? I’m an old man and they 
should treat me with more respect.

The blood was a deluge, warm and metallic as it cascaded over us. The body 
continued to climb, then collapsed into us. I screamed, pushing the Marine away. 
Though the War had shown me death, this was the closest I’d come to experiencing its 
violence, its power to destroy by ripping a man apart.

I fell to the deck, stunned and shocked. 
Bill lay next to me, his sheet-white face spattered with blood. His eyes were wide, 

yet dulled as if he were seeking sanctuary from the horror. “Christ!” he muttered, 
repeating it over and over. He was a friend I’d made on this tour of duty. The Royal 
Navy had posted me too many places, from escorting merchant ships across the 
Atlantic to patrolling the waters around Honolulu following the “Day of Infamy.”  

I’ve made sure that Bill stays with me in the basement, hiding among the toys. He 
doesn’t speak much, just plays with the toys, his face as pale as it was on that shocking 
day, his eyes unfocused. 

In the basement there are many things: the wooden desk my dad built for 
me when I was a schoolboy, a metal racing car with a sharp pointed rear end that 
accidentally pierced my brother’s forehead when we were playing. There had been lots 
of blood, more than seemed natural from such a small wound. That was the first time 
I’d seen so much blood. It amazed me how quickly it dried, like magma, sprouting 
from the wound and oozing across the basement floor. Jimmy had been taken to 
hospital and patched up. My guilt was all-consuming, much like the guilt I felt so 
many years later when I could not save the Marine.

My teddy bear resides there. He is as old as me, an ancient, bald artefact with 
a squeak that no longer works, no matter how hard you punch it. Eighty-six and 
counting. How could I have become that old? Why have I survived when so many others 
have died?

There, among the basement toys, is the coffin containing the headless Marine. My 
brother is quiet under the shadowy ceiling beams. He doesn’t talk to me anymore and 
doesn’t play with the toys, not like he used to. This was our den, I guess. It was where 
we could escape for a while from the arguments above. Dad always won, of course, 
but only because he was prepared to use force. A necessary violence, administered 
sparingly, slowly poisoning their relationship.
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I remember mum and her rock cakes: individually baked with sultanas, but hard 
and unyielding. I couldn’t eat them now. I’ve mislaid my teeth and the people here 
aren’t very approachable. Of course, they’ve probably taken the teeth to try and disable 
me that little bit more. What they don’t realize, of course, is how tough my gums are, 
certainly tough enough to deal with the soft shitty mess they serve up in this hotel.

This must be the Hotel California, where you can check out anytime but you can 
never leave. I wonder whether the Marine was Californian. He’s there in the basement 
now, checked out but unable to leave. He doesn’t seem to resent it and is content to 
whisper inside my mind, telling me war stories. When he escapes from the basement 
he sits there, opposite me. It winds me up; that’s when I get angry and the not-so-
gentle spies take hold of me, injecting something that sends us both back into that 
shadowy space for a while.

They’ve come again. Who the fuck are they? They don’t live in the basement and I’m 
sure I’ve never seen them before, but ... maybe I have. He says his name is John and she 
says her name is Frances. He is grey-haired and she is blond (covering grey, I suspect). 
He’s muttering something, but I just want to get back to the dark place and play with 
the wooden train that I push around a wooden track. It doesn’t go anywhere of course, 
but it feels real; more real than this, anyway.

I remember the train journey we took in South Africa. We travelled from Cape 
Town to Johannesburg for a week of luxury and debauchery. I recall every detail of 
that journey following the delivery of the poor, emaciated prisoners-of-war, returned 
by us to a grateful nation. Nothing was too much. We truly were heroes in their eyes. 

“How are you today, Dad?” he asks. 
I don’t respond. I want to confide in him, but I’ve tried before and he doesn’t 

believe me. He denies that there are spies everywhere here, that they know about my 
cowardly avoidance and the all-consuming guilt that is always present. They torture 
me with kindness, aggravating the guilt.

“Dad?” There are tears in his eyes. I feel something, but it slips away, leaving 
me cold. Who the fuck are they? Why does he call me Dad? I deny the responsibility, 
consigning these people to the golden years.

There was a time when I might have responded, smiled, hugged them. I know 
this. It is like a bright light at the end of a tunnel. But I am cold, frozen with guilt. How 
could he have died like that? How could I have evaded the reaper for so long?

“You don’t owe anyone anything, Dad. Why do you think you do?”
I must have spoken. Now this John is trying to lure me into an admission, but I’m 

too smart for that. I retreat into the basement and tell them to go away. They cannot 
hurt me there because I’ll never let them in. The toys are mine, my brother’s and the 
headless Marine’s. That’s it!

I tell them I’m tired and insist that they leave.

At last, the war had ended. We returned from New York on The Grey Ghost, 
formerly and subsequently the RMS Queen Mary. Yes, I remember that. It’s as clear as 
day. I have a toy ship in the basement. It’s the Queen Mary complete with tiny troops, 
waving joyfully, ready to rejoin civilization.
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The reality was a ship-full of exhausted men; a grey ghost steaming across 
a grey sea, full of grey men headed for a grey land. New York with its ticker tape 
boisterousness was far behind us now. We sailed through a theatre, no longer of war, 
just emptiness; just sea, grey sky and the memory of death.

It’s all so confusing. I look out of the window and there is snow falling. I want a 
cigarette but haven’t got any. The memory of electrodes against my skin is fading. They 
did something to me that brought me back to this hospital.

Yes, it’s a hospital, not a hotel, not the Hotel California. It must be mid-winter 
because the trees outside are skeletal and draped with snow. The sky is grey, my mind 
is grey. I’m burnt out, but the doctors say I’m improving. They say my son and his 
wife have been visiting me. They say their names are John and Frances. I struggle to 
remember them. They say I had a breakdown, became paranoid. I wonder whether 
they really know where I went?

“Come on, Doug,” said Jimmy.
We descended into the basement, away from the constant arguments. We pulled 

the trapdoor closed and flicked the light switch. The toys lay among boxes and bags, 
abandoned bedsteads and mattresses, dusty wooden table tops spread across the 
rafters. 

“What shall we play?” I asked.
“How about War?” said Jimmy, pulling the tin of lead soldiers from under a 

protecting tarpaulin. He opened the tin, displaying the soldiers of the Great War, their 
brown and grey uniforms identifying them. I knew them all: 

• British 42nd Black Watch Highlanders Command, Officer and NCO
• British Infantry Standing Firing
• British Infantry Throwing Grenades
• British Infantry “Doughboy” Marching
• British Infantry Advancing
• German Infantry Standing Firing
• German Infantry Loading
• British Royal Field Artillery 18 Pound Gun and Crew ...

I felt a weight in my stomach, as if something had lodged there, filling the space 
and threatening to make me vomit.

“No, I can’t ...”
“Why not? I suppose you’re bothered about me winning again.” Jimmy sneered.
I felt suddenly, inexplicably angry. “Nobody wins at War,” I said.
“What do you mean? I usually do.” Jimmy stood up, hunched under the beams. 

My anger was infectious.
“Hey, Jimmy. I didn’t mean it like that. Sit down. We’ll play War if you want.” I 

capitulated.
We played. He won.
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“You going to be all right, Dad?” John’s concern is clear.
“Yes, Son. I’ll be fine, thanks,” I reply, feeling calmness descending, an opiate that 

the patches I wear transmit to my enfeebled mind.
“I’ll ring later,” he says. I just want him to leave, but I smile benignly and mutter 

my thanks.
Reluctantly he leaves me, alone once more in the place where I lived with Mary 

until she died, sixteen years ago. The years following the end of the War until Mary 
died are what I think of as my golden years. I remember only the good times, never 
the hardship and strife. That fades into the background as I recall her smile, her green 
eyes, her chestnut hair.

I smile as I remember travelling to Long Beach, California with her and staying on 
the Queen Mary, converted into a luxury hotel and polished to perfection; so different 
to the stripped-back austerity of The Grey Ghost that returned me to Portsmouth, 
England at the end of the war.

I woke in the early hours of the morning with Mary sleeping beside me. I 
remember how the ghosts pressed against my consciousness, seeking entry through 
the portal of memory.

She has never come back to me. I miss her desperately and hold the golden 
memories in a special place, protected from the greyness of my dulled mind.

I sigh and make my way through the house to the door to the basement. I descend 
slowly, feeling the weight of my heart, my soul, pressing me back. I switch on the light 
and struggle down the stairs. 

In the centre of the floor space is a small wooden coffin the size of a shoebox. The 
rest of the space is empty. With hunched shoulders I move carefully toward it. I lift the 
coffin lid.

Inside, jumbled together, is a collection of lead soldiers.
They are all headless.

]
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[poetry]

Anytime I close my eyes,
Darkness is passing by.
I could feel the dark
All around my mind.

Keep asking the reason why
Anytime that I cry
Tears would fill my eyes.
I am mystified.

Please tell me why
Some questions have got no answer.
Please tell me why
Sometimes we would want to whisper.
Please tell me why
There is this great burning desire
That makes me want to know
My maker.

Looking out to the sky,
I can see shiny stars.
They look like another life.
I’m wondering if they’re alive.

Walter Dinjos

Keep asking the reason why
They are living so high
Up in the sky.
I am mystified.

Please tell me why
Some questions have got no answer.
Please tell me why
Sometimes we would want to whisper.
Please tell me why
There is this great burning desire
That makes me want to know
My maker.

Many times I wonder
When this life would be over.
If I see my maker,
Would I live forever?
Death’s around the corner.
Do I need to shiver?
Someone come and whisper
To my ears the answers.

Please tell me why
Some questions have got no answer.
Please tell me why
Sometimes we would want to whisper.
Please tell me why
There is this great burning desire
That makes me want to know
My maker.

My Maker
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The sun had just set. The last of the rush hour cars had faded into memory, and 
with their passing the highway had grown more lonely. That was okay. Jack liked it 
that way. He picked a spot where his slim frame could be seen with ease, and stuck out 
his thumb. Rain had been threatening all day, but was still just a threat. The wind had 
picked up, and the air had turned slightly cooler. It was a relief to Jack after the heat 
of day. He had spent the day sleeping under a billboard, hidden in some high weeds, 
waiting for dark. Still, Jack knew the wind and sudden drop in temperatures meant the 
rain would be coming soon. He hoped he would get a ride before that. He needed a 
ride tonight.

Jack looked much younger than his age. He might even pass for twenty-five 
on a good night. That helped sometimes. Other times, it was a handicap. Waifs and 
grandmas, that’s all some people would stop for.

It had begun to drizzle before the thumb worked. It was a late model car with 
one headlight burnt out. The driver seemed to size Jack up before pulling over. The 
passenger door popped open. A small man was behind the wheel. He was a little on 
the heavy side, but not overly so. He was wearing a white shirt and a cheap tie. Jack 
knew the style—Kmart, off the rack. The driver seemed normal enough, perhaps a 
little nervous, but this was to be expected. But the eyes, there was something about 
them that seemed familiar. Was it fear, or something else?

Jack had heard about the highway killings long before he reached Washington. He 
had heard about it on his old transistor radio, the same one he’d been carrying with 
him on the road for the past thirty years. It just got AM, but that was good enough for 
him. The signals went farther at night, and night was all he cared about. Besides, there 
were oldies stations on AM. It was nice to hear something familiar from time to time, 
some Bo Didley or Big Band. Some nights he even found a jazz station while fooling 
with the tuner.

[short story]

Death on 
the Road
by joseph farley
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Jack smiled in an attempt to put the driver at ease. He knew he looked a little 
rough at the edges. Time had not erased the scar on his cheek, though his perpetual 
two-day growth of beard did hide it some. The jeans he wore were dirty and frayed in 
places. His fingers were stained yellow from his long addiction to nicotine. Not exactly 
the kind of person the church folks go for. 

That was okay with Jack. He had no desire to run into a Bible banger. Those folks 
were quick to wave crosses, Bibles and holy water in someone’s face. Jack wanted none 
of that. He preferred easy going agnostics. 

After a few moments hesitation, the driver said, “I’m going to Turnersville if 
you’re heading that way.”

“Every little bit helps,” Jack replied. He tossed his knapsack in the back seat, 
climbed in next to the driver, and pulled the door shut. 

Jack had always believed in traveling light. It was the best way, the most freedom. 
Too many folks were tied to one place, stuck as it were, in a graveyard. Jack was a man 
of the road. The nation’s veins and arteries were his bi-ways and his home. He had 
been everywhere, seen everything, but he never got tired of traveling. Jack still felt it 
was the best way to meet people. 

As the car zoomed down the highway, Jack snuck a look at his pack. The stuff 
in there wouldn’t be valuable to most folks, but it meant a lot to Jack. He felt his life 
depended on it. If someone were to look inside, they would find a change of clothes, a 
notebook, a couple pencils, his radio, a pack of smokes, a half empty pint of bourbon, 
a book or two, a few dollar bills, and a neatly folded black vinyl bag. The vinyl bag took 
up half the knapsack. Still, it didn’t seem much. When unfolded, the bag stretched 
six feet long, long enough to hold a body. The bag had a zipper down its length, and 
resembled a garment bag, except for the material, which was stronger than most 
garment bags. If someone were to look in the bag, they would not have found anything 
hidden there. Some people might have wondered about what would have appeared to 
be dirt or coffee grounds glued to the inner lining. 

After the first mile, the driver tried making small talk.
“You know, my mother would have freaked if she saw me pick you up back there.”
Jack laughed, “I guess I’m the kind of guy mothers warn kids about.”
The driver chuckled, “Yeah. You could say that. My mom’s dead set against talking 

to strangers. You know, watch out for strangers, that stranger is going to get you. I 
mean, get real. Most people get killed by people they know. Right?”

“So I hear.” Jack said. “Too many people live in fear.” 
“Yeah. My mom’s like that. She always liked to keep me under wraps. Especially 

when I was a kid. It’s just her way. I mean she loved me, but, you know what I mean.”
“Sure do,” Jack smiled. “It’s a question of freedom.”
The driver smiled at Jack as if he’d found a soul mate. “Right. Actually, I like 

meeting strangers, picking up hitch hikers, people at bus stops, that kind of thing. 
I find strangers are more interesting, more fun that people who know me, or who I 
know. You know what I mean?”

“I think so.” Jack said. “I’ve always preferred strangers myself, liked meeting them. 
That’s one of the reasons why I hitch everywhere. It’s a great way of meeting people. 
I’ve met some of the most interesting people this way: waitresses, truck drivers, ex-GIs, 
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drug runners. You name it. They all have a story to tell. They’re all worth knowing. I 
always feel that when we part, I take a bit of them with me, and sometimes they even 
take a part of me.”

The driver giggled nervously. It seemed that Jack had hit a nerve somehow. Jack 
was getting hungry. He didn’t see any good place for the car to pull over, so Jack tried 
to extend the conversation. It was better to talk than ride in silence. Talking saved 
the car from feeling like a mortuary, not that Jack had anything against mortuaries. 
He had seen a few just passing through. Jack didn’t get to talk to people as often as 
he would like, not any more, not since that fateful evening in Florida so many years 
ago. Since then, Jack’s life had often been lonely. He didn’t need permanent company, 
he never did. But he did like a good conversation now and then. That was one of the 
things he missed most since Miami. There just weren’t as many opportunities to strike 
up a meaningful conversation.

“My name’s Jack,” he said. He spoke rapidly, trying to drain as much information 
as he could from the driver. Information gave Jack pleasure. His circuits always needed 
a recharge. “What’s your name? What’s your story? Do you still live with your mom?”

“What?” 
The driver was a bit unnerved by his talkative passenger.
Jack realized he had spoken too fast. He did that sometimes. The ideas just came 

too fast. It was embarrassing. Jack might have blushed, if he could. Instead, his face 
remained pale, and the embarrassment stayed inside. Someday, I’ll get over it, Jack 
thought. Get my act right so my body and my mind both get what they need. 

Neither man seemed to know what to say. In the silent minutes that followed, Jack 
felt he could hear the driver’s heartbeat. It made his stomach gurgle. Still, he wanted 
to talk a bit. Jack had no way of knowing how many nights it would be before his next 
conversation. He tried again.

“Your name,” Jack repeated, slower this time. “What is it?”
“Oh, around here they call me different things, but mostly Michael, like the 

archangel.” Michael giggled at the thought.
Jack winced at the reference and the laughter, but continued talking.
“So you’re a guardian angel then.” He said the words with difficulty.
Michael grinned strangely. “Not exactly.” 
Michael was getting tired of his passenger. There was something about “Jack” that 

bothered him. Something strange. It made him uneasy. But Michael had his needs. 
He needed Jack. He needed him desperately tonight. It had been so long. Two weeks. 
Things were getting more difficult. Michael needed it more and more. He couldn’t stay 
home as long as before. He couldn’t wait for things to cool down. It was becoming 
harder to be cautious. 

A state police car drove by in the opposite lane. Both men saw it, but did not 
observe the other’s look of relief when it passed. Michael had let his hand drop from 
the wheel to the gun tucked under his leg when the police car had appeared. He kept 
his hand there now. Soon, Michael thought. It had to be soon. They were nearing a 
wooded area. Michael knew there were places there where he could drive his car off 
the road, so it wouldn’t be seen.

“If you don’t mind,” Michael said, nodding toward the trees. “I’ve got to piss.”
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“No problem at all,” said Jack, his lips twisting into a grin. 
Michael smiled to himself. His heart beat faster. “Soon,” he thought. “Very soon.” 

His hand caressed the gun in his pocket for reassurance. He saw a good spot. “If you 
don’t mind, I’ll pull in over there.”

Jack made no objection.
Michael slid the car off the road and into the underbrush, and came to a halt. He 

parked the car so it was concealed from the road. Michael climbed out, hiding the gun 
at his side. He took the keys with him. 

Jack felt his pulse rising. The hunger, the need was on him. 
“You might want to go yourself,” Michael advised his passenger. “It’s another hour 

to Turnersville.”
Jack nodded, “Good idea.” He climbed out of the car and headed into the woods.
Michael watched Jack’s body movements. He felt his blood pressure rising. It was 

hard to hold back. But Michael knew he needed to lure Jack deeper into the woods if 
he could. For a while, in the car, before his passenger had opened his mouth, Michael 
had thought that maybe this one would be different. Michael always hoped, or a part 
of him hoped, that it would be different. Maybe the feelings will be different. Maybe 
he wouldn’t have to kill. Michael had wanted to say to Jack, “Please be different. Please 
understand.” 

But Michael could not say those words. The moment passed. It was too late. The 
hunger had taken control.

Jack noticed Michael eyeing him strangely as they walked in the woods, but it did 
not bother him. Jack was used to it. He had lived on the road since he was a teenager. 
At times, he had done what he needed to survive. Miami had just changed the rules. 
And if the look meant something else? Some people had a sense about such things, an 
instinctive alarm that went off in their subconscious. It wouldn’t matter. It didn’t help 
in the end. It never did. Jack had grabbed his knapsack before leaving the car. Even if 
Michael were to lose him in the woods, and get back to the car, an unlikely possibility, 
Jack would be okay. He had even lived off mule deer in New Mexico for a season when 
he was still coming to terms with himself. He could survive in the woods if required.

The great age of hitchhiking was over. Jack lamented. Nowadays, people were 
more cynical, more fearful. The rides were fewer, parsed farther apart. Jack missed the 
conversations of the old days. There had always been truckers, long-distant drivers 
who needed to hear a human voice or bare their soul to a stranger in the long miles 
between bartenders and confessional. The conversations had eased the loneliness of 
Jack’s existence. It made it all less clinical. Some nights, he was too hungry to care, 
but he had always preferred to savor his food, get to know the character and the 
personality. Dining had once been an experience, nowadays it was mostly fast food. 
Sometimes the wait between rides and feedings grew so long that Jack pounced as 
soon as a car pulled over and the driver opened the door. This was not the way to 
eat. Just a week earlier, Jack had mourned his fate when he saw books with titles he 
recognized in a canvas bag in the back seat of a car. He had already drained the wide 
hipped woman at the wheel, crushing her glasses in the process. Her hands were still 
clinging to the wheel when he saw the bags, her head turned to the side, the mouth 
slightly open showing teeth, her skin blanched to non-being. Jack had sighed at the 



The LiTerary haTcheT   33

loss. Fast food left no flavor in the mouth.
Michael stopped walking when he thought he was concealed from the road. His 

back was toward Jack. It was a perfect moment, Michael thought. Michael began 
speaking rapidly.

 “You want to know about my life?”
Jack had also thought the moment was right. Now he hesitated. Maybe he should 

listen to what this “angel” had to say. He wished Michael had talked more during the 
ride. It was hard to hold back, but Jack did so, hoping for a spark of wit, intelligence, 
humanness that could temporarily fill the emptiness that blood could not fill. Jack 
wouldn’t want Michael to talk until dawn, but he could wait for a few words to pass 
between them, like so much spice and seasoning. It would give Jack more to write in 
his journal. Jack had always kept a record of his travels. The focus had shifted a bit after 
Miami. He had filled hundreds of notebooks with scribbles over the years. He carried 
only the current notebook in his bag. The rest, the filled ones, he kept in a crypt in 
Montreal. Some of the people Jack had met were only a single line in his notebook. 
Jack felt he had short-changed them. A single line was not enough to summarize a 
life. A life deserved more, at least a paragraph. He wondered how many lines Michael 
would earn. It depended on what the man had to say.

Michael faced Jack. He was sweating. “Well, for one thing,” he said, his face 
turning sly, “I’m famous in these parts. Sort of.”

“Go on.”
Jack listened, waiting for pearls, chunks of history that would be vibrant or 

different enough to make his pen move with ease across the pages of his notebook. 
Michael said something about his mother that Jack did not quite make out; then he 
pulled out a gun. 

“Don’t move,” Michael said. He gestured with the gun. “Just do what I say.”
Jack saw the look in Michael’s eyes. He saw a hunger and lust different from his 

own. Jack smiled. He already could think of a few lines to add to his notebook. Jack 
was on Michael before the man had a chance to get off a shot. Jack grabbed the hand 
that held the gun, and gave it a twist. Tendons separated from bones. 

Michael whined in pain.
Michael’s face changed rapidly from desire and malice to surprise and then pain 

and terror. Jack bared his fangs. Michael whimpered like a toddler as the teeth sank 
into his neck. Hot blood spilled into Jack’s mouth. It felt good – life-giving, refreshing. 

Jack had learned that it was wise to bury his garbage. He searched the corpse’s 
pockets for anything useful. He took the cash and car keys he found, stuffing them 
into the pockets of his jeans. He scooped out a depression in the ground, and tossed 
the lifeless corpse into it. He quickly covered Michael with dirt and leaves. No animal 
would disturb this grave, not for a long while. Animals did not like Jack’s scent. There 
would be plenty of his smell at this spot. It might be weeks before the odor dissipated 
enough for the sensitive noses of coyotes and foxes could overcome their instinctual 
fear. The spot was not subject to a lot of foot traffic. With a little luck, Michael’s 
remains would have plenty of time to decay before they were found. By then, Jack 
would be long gone, probably on the other side of the continent, or maybe in another 
country, say Canada or Mexico. 



 
34  The LiTerary haTcheT

Jack made use of Michael’s car keys. He backed the dead man’s car out of the 
woods, and drove at top speed down the highway. He had the windows rolled down. 
The wind rushed in, wafting the scents of the living and the dead. Jack stopped for 
coffee at an all-night diner. He brought his backpack with him. Its contents were too 
valuable to him to be left out of sight for more than a few minutes. He found a stool at 
the counter, and placed his order with the waitress.

Coffee had little taste to him. Caffeine had no effect on his metabolism. The drink 
was just part of his personal ritual. Coffee had once kept him awake and alive between 
rides. Now it was just a habit, a means of passing the time while he contemplated his 
next move. He began to think about where to bed down in his body bag before the sun 
popped up. He looked at the clock on the wall behind the counter. He still had a few 
hours before having to turn in.

Jack watched the waitress, a red head, as she tallied up receipts or chatted with 
the one other customer. He felt no stirring in his belly or lower down. He looked 
for something else to occupy his mind. He spotted a newspaper left in a booth by 
a departed customer. Jack went over and picked it up. Returning to his place at the 
counter, he glanced at the headlines. Jack liked to keep up with current events. A 
headline on the third page interested him—“Killer Angel Still at Large.” He read 
the article. It described a police hunt for a serial killer thought to be prowling the 
highways across three adjoining states. “The killer has taunted law enforcement,” the 
story said, “with letters to television stations signed The Archangel.” This Archangel, 
the reporter wrote, had been linked to four killings, though the authorities feared there 
may be more. 

“Four killings?” Jack mused. He started counting how many bodies he had left in 
his trail, and then stopped. That was something to dwell on when he was hidden away, 
safely zipped up in his body bag and trying to fall asleep. It would beat counting sheep.

When he had finished his coffee, Jack went back to his new-found car, the one 
The Archangel no longer needed. If he could find a place to hide the car during the 
day, he might drive it until it broke down or he ran out of gas money. He never had a 
fixed destination, but ideas would pop into his head. Now, for some reason, Jack was 
thinking of visiting Fargo, North Dakota. He had once met someone nice at the bus 
terminal there. Jack thought it might still be one of her haunts. It would take several 
nights to get to Fargo, maybe more, depending on the vagaries of the road. He might 
change his mind and destination long before he got there. Jack could never be sure 
of things like that. The only thing he was sure of was that sometime between now 
and sun-up, he would find a place to unfurl his “sleeping bag.” It might be a drainage 
pipe if the weather was dry, or an abandoned building, or it might just be deep in 
acres of pines nestled under dirt and leaves. The other thing he was sure of was that 
before he crawled into the bag and pulled the zipper shut, he would make a notation 
in his journal. The entry might not fill a page, but it would definitely be more than a 
paragraph. Michael, despite his faults, had earned that much.

]
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[poetry]

The youngest of four sisters, 
Mama was the only one
who could read and write English.

She had the faintest trace
of a Polish accent people mistook
for French. This delighted her.

Remnants of Polish were reserved
for insults and curses. Mama was
a master of sharp retorts.

What caught her up short was
Dad’s piercing taunt: Greenhorn. 
She had no comeback.

Mama abided Dad’s mocking abuse
for years but when the government 
introduced Permanent Resident Cards

to be filed annually by foreigners, 
she felt publicly humiliated.
At the age of forty, she became 

a naturalized citizen and voted
for America’s hero: 
General Dwight D. Eisenhower.

—Ada Jill Schneider

Mama Greenhorn
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[poetry]

Dusk in New Orleans, she lingers, 
drifting past the Southern Oaks. 
Stately mansions line St. Charles, 
courtyards framed in iron lace. 
Through a window light and shadow. 
Madame dressed in beaded silk. 
Priestess like a prowling cat, 
softly steps to her Creole cottage, 
the entrance marked in peeling paint. 
A small black sign sways. 
curled letters faintly shrouded, 
where spiders weave fine filagree. 
Crows peck at a mysterious mound, 
in the dusty lane of late afternoon. 
Magnolias sigh at the rising moon, 
and whisper of hidden paths and hollows. 
Ancestors rattle every door. 
Behind these walls of mud and moss, 
Voodoo magic reigns, 
Lisette its willing mistress. 
Skin the color of coffee mixed cream. 
Olive eyes kindle flecks of gold. 
Spellbound, she gathers the crucial elements. 
Ouanga charms made from Maudit, 
bones and roots and holy bread, 
potent poison fed to enemies old. 
Conjure curses, dancing prayers, 
Buck Moth stings in sultry air. 
Lock of hair or clippings kept, 
pinned to catch an image. 
Sacred herbs from hallowed earth, 
graveyard dirt, Dauber’s Nest. 
Chicory root and red brick bound, 
around the border placed. 
Laying tricks to lure her prey, 
Flambeaux mardi gras parade. 
Gris gris learned at mother’s knee, 
Li Grand Zombi bonds but two. 
Lisette and Madame Laveau.

—wendy l. schmidt
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[poetry]

In soggy streets I, from 
A nearby building, watch
His figure falter
In and out of the glinting
Light.

His is a wavering shadow,
Pooling in puddles 
And hardening in the dry
Black blanket
Of the city.

His ragged outline,
All frayed cuffs and loose threads,
Weaves its way upon the palm
Of the world

Until, in a streetlight flicker,
He rounds the corner,
And is gone.

—simon ward

From Faceless Windows
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[poetry]

Look deeply down into the stone-brick
Well, mythic with its mossy tainted air
Dank and full of echoes of ancient times.
Feel the pagan and sacred moods there
Now merging together their secrets and mimes 
Safely to the lowest depths.
  The place is thick
With history and welcomes all to come now
To drink its honey-dewed ice-cold sweetness
Freely from a smoothly well-worn cup
Of iron, chained for centuries to endow
Every passer-by with mead to slake the keenest
Thirst, a godly gift for all to sup
In peace.
  Or perhaps for locals to use
Its windlass to hoist a bucketful or more
Then on ahead with golden bough and Muse
Towards that destiny dreamed of with all its store
Of adventures, prophecies and heavenly eyes
Forever to protect and monitor all the way 
To places dreamed of, a land of surprise 
From where all things new would begin each day.

Look deeply down and see young fresh faces
Laughing and wide-eyed with divine innocence 
And turning, take all burdens on to the places
Where climbing higher still we are in the presence
Of all we predicted and hoped for.
  Once
We have been to the well then all things
Good are close at hand in abundance 
And the spirits of each well spring in another spell 
For others on their way to stir the rings.

adown old-storied wells

—francis j. kelly
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[poetry]

Somethings strangely unworldly in cemeteries
Seem to breathe life again around the past
As I read unknown or forgotten names; trees
Of evergreen and weather-beaten headstones lie in grass
Before some new arrival takes precedence
And bright bouquets bury sorrows or try
To celebrate old memories of happier events
Every corner contains its own moss-grown solemnity
And prayer-strewn dignity. 
     Here the busy beholders
Of each daily round, congregate and no city
Traffic or financial fuss can touch adorers 
Lost completely to the spirit - love and peace;
Concerns, who now face the beautiful unknown,
They have surmounted all the distress of being alone.
It is always we who are left behind
Like desolate Orpheus, red-eyed forever
Searching among shadows for solace. 
     Or hearing kind
Soft words and echoes of times that now never
Shall come in human form again; it is we
Who seem to have lost the last determined chance
To embrace unselfconsciously and perpetuate eternally
The things we meant to say and do this side of romance.

—francis j. kelly

Destiny Divine
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[short story]

Our Grandma Carol forbade us from going into her kitchen after midnight. She 
claimed the freezer was possessed. She said one time a bag of frozen mixed vegetables 
pushed a carton of vanilla ice cream out of the freezer and onto the floor—where the 
ice cream turned to liquid by morning. She said the two food groups never got along 
well. 

One hot August night in 1982, when I was seven years old, I had trouble sleeping 
and disobeyed Grandma’s rule. I slipped out of bed and made my way to the kitchen. 
I needed a cherry Popsicle to cool my throat. But when I opened the freezer door I 
found my grandpa Paul’s head resting inside. It was sandwiched between some ground 
beef patties and an angel food cake from the supermarket. His blue eyes were looking 
back at me and I shut the door right away. 

I ran into Grandma’s room to ask her about it. I shook her shoulders and when 
she woke up, she asked, “What is it child?”

“Grandma,” I said, “Grandpa’s head is in the freezer.” 
“Of course it is. Who do you think put it there? Now go back to bed and don’t 

bother me again.”
The next morning, after we finished breakfast, she took me aside in the kitchen 

and said, “Now, Henry, don’t you worry about what you saw last night. Grandpa’s just 
getting his frozen therapy, as prescribed by the doctor. It helps with his sinuses.”

“OK, Grandma,” I said and started to walk away, toward the living room, where 
my sister Margaret was watching a Tom and Jerry cartoon. Then I stopped and turned 
around. “Grandma, where’s the rest of Grandpa now?” I asked.

She finished rinsing a pan in the sink, draped the dish towel over her shoulder and 
smiled at me. “Don’t you worry about that,” she said. “You just go and watch TV with 
your sister.” I sat on the couch next to my sister as a number of follow-up questions ran 
through my head. I knew Grandma wouldn’t answer them, though, so I kept quiet.

I crept into the kitchen again that night and opened the freezer door. Grandpa’s 
head was still inside, but this time, he opened his eyes and said, “Hey, who’s there?”

“It’s me, Henry.”
“Henry, my boy, can’t you see Grandpa’s trying to get some sleep?”
“Yes, I know. I’m sorry. But I have to know, where’s the rest of your body?”
Grandpa laughed. “Oh, Henry, you must be joking. I have no idea. Your grandma 

never tells me where she puts things. Try the freezer downstairs.” 
“OK,” I said. I was about to shut the door and leave the kitchen, when I said, “Wait 

a second, Grandpa. How you can you live without your body?”
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“I don’t know,” he said. “Somehow I just do. I guess you can get used to anything if 
you have to. Now shut the door and let me get back to sleep.”

“All right, good night, Grandpa,” I said. 
“Good night.”
I shut the freezer door and turned off the overhead light. I was gonna head back 

to bed and check the basement freezer in the morning, but I realized Grandma would 
be awake then and I wouldn’t be able to sneak downstairs. I knew my chance to act 
was now. I walked around the corner, opened the cellar door, hit the light switch, 
and closed the door behind me. I went down the basement steps and saw the large 
GE freezer tucked in a corner near the gas furnace. I opened the freezer door. Frozen 
ground beef patties, hot dogs and buns rested on the bottom shelf. On the top shelf 
I saw what looked like human body parts packed in clear plastic bags and stacked 
on top of each other. On the edge of the shelf was a strip of masking tape with black 
Sharpie writing. It read, “Paul’s parts.”

I shut the freezer door. I couldn’t believe what I had seen. I had to look again to 
make sure. I opened the door and what I noticed this time was even more frightening. 
There were two empty shelves just below Grandpa’s shelf; both were labeled with 
masking tape and Sharpie writing. One said, “For Henry” and the other read, “For 
Margaret.”

I slammed the freezer door. Just then I heard the cellar door creak, followed by a 
loud voice. “Henry, what are you doing down there? You get back to bed right now.”

I didn’t say anything. My heart raced and I struggled to catch my breath.
“Henry, I know it’s you. Answer me.”
“Sorry, Grandma,” I said, my voice sounding like a frog’s croak. Then I lied and 

said, “I just wanted to see if we had any more Popsicles.”
“No. I keep them upstairs,” Grandma said. “If they’re all gone, I’ll buy you some 

more tomorrow. Now come to bed.”
“OK, coming.”
I started walking upstairs and saw Grandma’s dark figure outlined at the top of the 

stairs. When I got to the top step she switched off the cellar light and closed the door. 
As we walked back to bed, she pulled me close to her and whispered, “Don’t worry 
about that freezer downstairs. I just use it for extra storage.”

]

by Francis DiClemente
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Walking to your car,
the sidewalk scrapes against your heels.
The city street is unusually empty,
even for a weeknight.

Up ahead the street corner looms,
darkness moves upon the pavement.
A shadow like the hem of a black satin dress
slowly slides from view.

You fumble with your car keys
but your fingers are like dead appendages.
Your heart fills the crisp cool air 
with its bass-heavy beat.

Your blood freezes as some 
thing wraps itself around your ankles,
a creeping cold invasive tongue laps the skin
of your inner thigh.

You want to scream but you’ve 
always known that darkness would be waiting,
you just didn’t know when or where
or why or even how.

You feel the dress slip over you,
followed by an exhilarating flight to madness.
The car door keys: the only proof 
you were ever there at all.

—Kurt Newton

Black Satan Dress

[poetry]
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What will we speak
When the lips

Are skinned from the mouth
The voice will stagger
Along the naked ledge

And impale itself
On teeth bared

Irrevocably
The voice will gag

The throat
In its frantic
Bloodletting

In its blind pursuit
For a footing
Speak what—

Slung over the entrance
Of the mouth

Like an unmoored tongue
Speak what—

Through twist and rot
Of an irrevocable smile

—kiik araki-Kawaguchi

[poetry]

suplex
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The smell of rotting debris is evident, even in the early morning dew. He is used to 
the smell. It reminds him of his self-punishment and proof of his demise. He has been 
classified as a lunatic by society, but he knows better. He never thinks of his past, he 
destroyed that long ago. He never thinks of his future, because he knows he does not 
have one. He does, however think about his end for he knows he will encounter it one 
day soon.

Today is not garbage day and he knows he will not be bothered. It still surprises 
him that the early dawn can hold so many splendors even to the likes of him. The sun 
is neither prejudicial nor judgmental. It shines for all. He closes his eyes once again 
and just lies on his cardboard bed. The moment he just witnessed is etched on his 
cathartic eyes. He longs to feel the sun bake his skin as it did so many years ago. He 
often wonders how the sea would feel caressing his skin. He knows he has entered 
dangerous waters and decides to stop thinking and move on. 

Rats scurry around looking for their normal hiding places as he moves about. He 
takes stock of his hands, face, and any exposed skin. The dirt and grime caked into his 
features are hard to remove, but he knows his face well enough to find any sores or bite 
marks.

In the darkest corner of the alley where the sun has not yet reached he begins to 
undress one layer at a time. He inspects every bit of soiled clothing looking for tics, 
bugs, mice droppings, and any foreign objects. He moves a bit faster as the day is 
beginning to stir. He chuckles at the thought of some cop finding him naked in the 
alley. The thought makes him wonder if a day and night in jail might not be worth 
the embarrassment. But in hindsight he thinks about the last time he was arrested for 
vagrancy. 

The jail cell was crowded. It was one of those holiday weekends. There was a 

by Santos Vargas

[short story]
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parade of some sort and he was just looking and enjoying the floats. Two rookie cops 
came over and asked him to move. His big mouth got him arrested. He knew the 
minute he said he was an American citizen and had the right to be there, he was in 
trouble. They took him by the shoulders; hands covered in plastic gloves hauled him 
off to jail. 

Once locked in a cell with ten other inmates he knew this was a bad idea. Not 
that he had any previous plans, but the element in the small cell was not to his liking. 
Drunks and teens high on drugs was a recipe for disaster. He sat in a corner and 
decided to snooze until lunch arrived. That’s when all hell broke loose. They brought in 
three punks. The fear in their eyes was so evident you could smell it on their skin. Of 
course, those who fear make fools of themselves and look to abuse others just to prove 
some sort of point.

Like cornered rats with no place to go they decided to attack anyone they deemed 
weaker. They moved in on him and demanded he move to another corner. The other 
inmates had their own misery to contend with so they ignored the altercation. Some 
were coming off their high and others were sobering up. You should never have a big 
mouth when in jail, but sometimes you just can’t help yourself. He told them to go 
fuck themselves and that is all it took. They found bravery in their numbers and before 
it was all over he had a broken rib, black eye, and a split lip.

He was taken to the infirmary and checked out. They advised him to press 
charges, but that would have been futile. He got lunch and dinner in the infirmary 
and it seemed a lot better than what he would have gotten in the cell, but it was far less 
enjoyable. It’s hard to eat with a swollen lip and chest pain. That weekend in jail cost 
him four days in the hospital, a beating, and the scare of his life.

He dresses quickly, tucks the thoughts away, and moves out of the alley. The 
morning commute is in full swing. He sees the ladies in their finest ready for work and 
wonders why he does not feel the least bit aroused or attracted. Well, that is another 
thought he puts out of his mind. He has decided it’s time to put the past to rest and 
concentrate on the now.

His first stop is the corner deli. He sits by the stoop and watches the human traffic. 
His favorite garbage can is full to the brim. That is good news. Because it means he 
won’t have to dig today. He waits with the patience of someone who has lived in the 
streets for years. A secretary, by the looks of her skirt and heels, drops a half-eaten 
bagel in the can. She carries her espresso with one hand, cell phone in the other. He 
keeps an eye on the bagel.

He knows breakfast won’t be served until rush hour is over. Someone threw a 
donut and missed the can. It landed on the street and a car just ran over it, damn, 
what a waste. He looks around while he waits for breakfast to begin. He loves Madison 
Avenue for its beautifully carved facade. The tenements are old with beautiful carvings. 
Some display gargoyles crafted from books and skill. History has been forgotten 
between the buildings. Those that portray the future have somehow obscured the past. 
He again regresses and longs for a different life, one he will never see, for his one shot 
at life is done.

The morning hours drift by smoothly and he decides it’s time to go fetch today’s 
bounty. He reaches for a bag and dumps the contents that are edible. Like a shopper 
in a supermarket he fills his bag with half-eaten delicacies. Half a bagel with lipstick 
on one side, a small piece of bacon, a piece of buttered roll, and a half-drank cup of 
coffee with a cigarette but in it. He removes the butt and washes down the food with 
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the lukewarm liquid. He strolls away slowly and by mid-afternoon finds himself ten 
blocks uptown. The congregation of derelicts, as they are called, huddles by Eleventh 
Avenue and Thirtieth Street. There under the bus terminal overpass they find shade. A 
water pump has been opened but he knows it will only remain like that for a few hours 
before it is shut down. He does not own a shanty or a big cardboard house because 
he likes his alley. Yet here are many that live under the overpass and they don’t like 
strangers.

He is known and well liked. He wanders around, greeting the familiar faces he 
has encountered and befriended. He clears his head by engaging in idle chat. It allows 
him a reprieve from his own thoughts. Word has it that they found one person dead 
in the overnight hours. Some say it was a heart attack, others say it was his liver. No 
one knows what happened, but they do know that person is dead. His belongings have 
already been divided and his “home” discarded. There is no time to mourn the loss 
of someone. The streets are hard enough; adding more grief to your pain is asking for 
trouble. He searches for friends to get the scoop and to talk, but they are out searching 
for cans, which are redeemable, food, or begging for money.

Some of the ladies look at him with dead eyes. They seem lost forever in an 
unforgiving world. They fight to survive and somehow manage to make do. They were 
once housewives, mothers, daughters, and sisters. Many found themselves entangled 
by the web of mental instability, abusive husbands, drugs, or sexually abusive family 
members. Others lost everything due to the economy. Whatever the reason, here they 
are, finding their way in one of societies sub-cultures. Living in the streets is dirty and 
nasty; the ladies maintain a certain degree of odor. That is another trick of the trade. 
It discourages any male from attempting to abuse a woman alone on the streets. So 
of course they struggle for every morsel, fight for every scrap, and hold on to their 
shopping carts and meager possessions like a mother bear keeps an eye on her cubs.

He continues on his journey but actually has no destination. He walks like a man 
trying to leave the world behind but he never quite seems to get there. His feet are sore 
and he can feel how bad his circulation is getting. He fears losing a limb. The streets 
show no mercy; if you lose a limb you lose your edge. He finds himself at the Hudson 
River that runs right by the West Side Highway. He can see the ships lined up like 
sentinels waiting for a call to duty. The currents are strong today and he wonders when 
the currents of life will finally drown him. When will the sky descend and take him 
away? He has neither fear nor sadness; he is merely searching for his own end. He has 
thought countless times on how to end his own life. His religious beliefs are the only 
strong bond he has with the society he was once a part of. He will not risk the wrath 
of God or eternal damnation. Yet, even with that conviction, the thought of ending his 
life is never too far behind. 

The night approaches; it’s time to head back. It was not a waste of a day but 
searching for company has him exhausted. He has not found dinner and so will go 
hungry tonight. The clouds are progressing and the air is humid; he can smell the 
storm approaching. His knees ache, his chest hurts, and once again his legs begin to 
weep. He tries to walk a bit faster; the last thing he wants is to get caught in the rain. 
Painfully he scours the night, but his vision is blurry. He does not remember the last 
time his vision was clear. 

Madison Avenue looms near. He can sense it by the facade of the buildings. He 
knows the streets and can sense the shadows of the buildings he so admires. He pushes 
on toward home. He wants to make it there before the first rains fall. It’s taboo to get 
wet; there is no place to dry your clothes, or yourself. Your smell is stronger so people 
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not only steer clear but also make faces at you, and bugs find haven in your damp 
clothes and hair.

When he reaches the alley, the first thing he does is move the cardboard bed to a 
place that won’t get too wet. Tomorrow is garbage day so he will have to find a hiding 
place for his bed, but for now he is okay. The rats are out and the screeching and the 
fighting is bad tonight, must be another one of those mating days. The garbage that has 
accumulated smells wonderfully sweet for the rats but makes him sick. He is careful to 
give them free reign of the alley and keeps to a corner. He removes his torn sneakers 
and his three pair of socks. 

His feet not only hurt but they are also wet, and upon closer inspection he finds 
that they are soaked with blood. He has torn up his feet pretty good. That is a major 
mistake and he knows he is going to pay dearly for that in the coming days. His chest 
aches more than usual, his breathing becomes labored, and he grasps for air. He 
wonders what is going on. His eyes water and his right arm is numb. He reaches in his 
pocket with his left hand and in that same instant his jaws clench and his legs tense.

The pain is incredible, his mouth is dry, and his head is pounding so hard he can 
feel every fast heartbeat. He tries to relax but he can’t. He tries to scream, but what 
good would that do? His thoughts become a jumbled mess as he looks around. There 
in the far corner a rat sits staring at him. His shoulder feels like it has been broken. His 
fingers are numb. As the pain increases his body begins to quiver and shake. He gazes 
at the black sky; his eyes tear with pain and sorrow.

He is near the end of his life and he knows that God has sent for him. He realizes 
that the wish he has been asking for has arrived. The sky has finally come down to 
claim him. He closes his eyes and lets the pain take him forward. In an instant he feels 
nothing, the pain is gone. His body convulses, his mind clears, and peace settles in his 
heart. He feels clean and free. The rats sense his death like the vultures in the Serengeti. 
He exhales one last time. Tears with rain stream down his soiled cheeks as his life ebbs 
away. A smile crosses his lips as he finds eternal peace. The rats pounce on him. More 
begin to arrive for the feast and they have all night to gorge.

They find him the next morning on garbage day. His eyes are gone, the soft tissue 
of his stomach is all but devoured, and his tongue is half-eaten. No one claims his 
body; he does not get a proper burial. He now resides in an unmarked grave in potter’s 
field. There, in the company of many of the throw aways forgotten by society, he has 
found a resting place. The only memory of that night is the stories the garbage men 
who found him enjoy telling over beers.

“Get this, we found this dead homeless guy over in the alley on Madison. He was 
half-eaten by those damn rats, I hate those things. Anyway, the rats must have had a 
party, but the funny thing is they didn’t eat one hand or even touch it. In that hand the 
guy had a picture of a little girl and a crucifix from St. Mary’s.”

]
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[poetry]

“Can’t do this anymore” he said
And something cracks in her head

Something rots in her head
He sliced me up, to make me dead.

(I can’t forget those words, they said)

I’m too beautiful to die she said
I’m too beautiful to sin

But she fell softly, and she did.
She gave her whole heart to him,

every shadow, every gleam
Every tucked away dream

And even what those demons scream
And now he sits to watch her bleed.

(But maybe its all the same to me)

Bad girls should all be bled
To kill the ugliness in their heads.

Naughty girls should be locked up tight
Until they crawl, until they’re right.

On the floor again, my dear
On the floor again,

There’s glitter in your good girl veins,
But you’re in love with sin.

—steffi lang

Darker Days



The LiTerary haTcheT   49

[poetry]

grinning into rooms
the kettle bubbles and bubbles but never boils

pulling images from a putrid pile
the heater blowing only cold air 

yellowing leaves fall acutely writhing
candle wax burning holes in the table

overheating 
a bicycle chain, outside, spins, one end flailing 

on each hour, my pocket watch beeps, but it hasn’t an alarm
so we sit and pedal like hell

for this and for that, time
rocking in a chair, hearing slow splintering

sparks fly 
my brain isn’t geared 

for this

—simon ward

AWOL 
in 
apartments
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Mary Pinzie didn’t notice the growths until they’d already progressed to stage 
three. 

Had she understood, she might have gotten off at one of the ports—Cabo 
maybe, or Mazatlan—and just left the ship and not come back. She could have 
used her passport, her credit card, and her four halting years of high school Spanish 
to try and plane/train/con her way back to the states. There would have been risks 
of course—but it would have been safer, for her and Bobby both, to cross 1,100 
miles of foreign country than being on the Festival Cruise Ship—The Renewal—
once the fungus began to spread.

But she didn’t notice anything until the bloom had already begun in earnest.

Mary took the disinfectant wipe from the smiling server with a reflexive “Thank 
you.” She rubbed the astringent cloth against her wrists and palms, watching to 
make sure that Bobby did the same. The line lurched forward. Mary tugged at her 
son’s hand to keep him apace.

The buffet wasn’t as crowded as it had been earlier in the week, the ship’s 
roiling probably had upset some tummies. Tired crew members stood behind each 
rack of heat lamps, ready to ladle out lunch. Rumor had it that some people had 
gotten sick and the cruise line wasn’t taking any chances.

The fat man in front of them scratched at a bright red splotch on his forearm. 
Tiny flakes of white drifted into the air. “Damn,” Mary thought, “that’s a hell of a sun 
burn.” Even though she’d already rubbed down Bobby’s shoulders, face, and feet 
with sunscreen she vowed to reapply in case she’d missed a spot.

[short story]

by J.M. Perkins
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She squeezed Bobby’s hand and smiled at him. Somewhere ahead a woman 
stifled a cough.

“Can I get some more fish sticks, Mommy?” Bobby asked after she’d already 
put some on his plate. “Sure thing, sweetie,” Mary said, shifting the tray back 
toward the food. 

They pushed through the excited bustle of families, seated themselves near 
the large port side window to watch the sunset over the white-capped waters. 
Bobby chomped away happily. Mary shoveled food into her mouth, chewing 
mechanically. Dinner was the same militantly mundane fare they’d been serving 
all week. Even so, she must have added five pounds on top of the twenty pounds 
she’d gained since Darellel filed for divorce. She had to suck in her stomach to 
button her pants every morning, fat spilling over her belt.

“Mommy, what’s that man doing?”
Mary looked up, aware of a sudden silence. An empty circle had formed 

around a man near the drink station at the end of the line, cruise guests and staff 
alike walking backwards to create a bubble. His mouth poured out a cascade of 
white froth onto his Hawaiian shirt. He kept wiping his face with his arm, fear in 
his eyes. Every time he tried to speak, a spray of spittle misted all over the sneeze 
guard and tile floor.

One of the crew members, the cute Caribbean guy who had handed Mary 
her plate, pushed through the murmuring circle and asked, “Sir, are you OK?”

The man shook his head. He reached for the crew member, his fingertips 
almost touching. Then the guest spasmed, convulsing arms splaying out and 
back straightening to an awful slanted angle. He opened his mouth and vomited 
a sticky cloud of hazy green particulate straight up into the air. 

As the dust drifted outward, the room erupted into panicked screams.

Mary stood under the shower head, a spray of too-hot water washing 
over her and Bobby and soaking their clothes. Somewhere far away she heard 
“Oww, Mommy, that hurts” as she dumped her full bottle of hand sanitizer onto 
Bobby’s head and scrubbed at him with the wash cloth. She didn’t know what 
was happening, didn’t even quite remember how they’d gotten out of the buffet 
area in the confusion of bodies and overturned tables. But she had, and she’d 
flown down the four flights of stairs to her deck and fumbled the keycard into 
the door. The scattered purse contents lay on the floor where she’d upended her 
bag to find the Costco-sized bottle of disinfectant. 

She needed to get them clean, had to scrub the gunk and shit and whatever 
was in the man at the display off of themselves.

Mary held Bobby close, each of them wrapped in oversized white towels. 
Their wet clothes lay in puddled heaps on the balcony. The “information” channel 
on the room television blared smooth jazz at full volume. The screen displayed 
onboard time and location off the coast of Mexico.

“We’re just gonna wait for the Captain to tell us what happened, honey. 
Everything’s going to be OK.”
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Even with all the noise, she could hear, or maybe feel, people running around 
the deck above her.

The bing bong bing sounded, signaling an official announcement. The voice of 
the Captain blared so loud that Mary had to turn down the TV to make sense of it. 
The words spilled out of the speakers all around. 

“Uhhh, hello guests. Apparently there was an, umm, incident in the Beach 
Blanket Buffet earlier this hour. We just wanted to reassure you guests that we’ve 
had the onboard doctor go up and figure out exactly what happened and we’ll be 
sure to get everyone the help they need. We’ll, we’ll, umm, be sure to keep you all 
abreast of the situation and get you the most accurate information possible.”

The audible silence hung over them for a few seconds more before someone 
cut the mic’s feed, returning the channel’s audio to the Muzak. Mary kissed Bobby’s 
head and looked out her porthole window. 

In the distance, in a scrap of dark red sky below the blue-black of oncoming 
night, glittering helicopters approached. 

Dressed in fresh clothes—valuables and medication thrown into the trolley 
luggage—Mary pressed the up button for the elevator. Her fingers gripped around 
Bobby’s like loops of iron. After a minute, the doors opened to reveal a tiny room 
filled with people. Mary moved forward, tried to press herself into the mass. 
Someone in the back coughed, and a man to the right used his wrist to cover a red 
blotch on his neck.

Mary backed out of the elevator, deciding that the stairs might be safer. She 
needed to get up top, that’s where the helicopters would pick them up. Why else 
would they even be sending so many copters? 

When she found the cruise guests, it seemed like they’d had the same idea. 
Two flights up, the stairs had become choked with passengers. Frustrated 

tourists in button-up shirts stamped their feet, wanting to climb higher but 
blocked by others. A girl about Bobby’s age scratched at her knee.

Mary backed down the way she’d come. She moved towards the aft of the ship 
as the luggage and six-year-old bounced along behind, struggling to keep up with 
her. She heard crying and arguing behind the doors she passed. 

Mary had better luck on the lesser-used staircase at the back of the ship; she 
actually reached the upper deck. So close—but now an endless press stood in her 
way blocking the open top of the ship. Stopped by the crowd of people, she put 
her hands on her knees and gasped for breath on deck eighteen as yet more guests 
walked up behind her. A room dominated by big Plexiglas windows protected the 
stairwell from the open air, every square inch of which was filled with murmuring 
people standing on their tippy toes to see what was happening outside. Recovered, 
Mary tried to push past the others and only received scowls and hip checks for her 
efforts. 

The helicopters rose above the cruise ship and hung in the sky. 
People shouted to be heard over the roar of the engines, raising their arms. The 

doors of the floating aircraft opened; black-clad, gas-masked figures leaned out 
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to stare at the crowd of people waiting on the top deck. With an almost dreamlike 
slowness, a rocket arced from one of the helicopters towards the mast with all the 
antenna-type thingies. 

The men in the helicopters turned their automatic weaponry down onto the 
cruise guests massed on the deck below.

The shouting stopped but the helicopter engines continued to roar. 
In all the noise, the gunfire was nearly inaudible.
The terrified press threw Mary back. A screaming cacophony, a kaleidoscope 

of limbs—Mary watched men, women, and children jump or be thrown off the 
railings to the waiting sea below.

Still the men in the helicopters fired.
Pushed and buffeted by the stampede, Mary felt her grip on Bobby’s hand 

break as she tumbled backwards down the stairs.

Dazed from the impact of her head onto the wall, Mary cursed and punched 
and scratched, screaming “BOBBY!” as she fought upwards against the press. Step 
by step, she climbed the stairs. She’d split her lip, had to keep spitting to clear out 
her mouth of blood and spittle.

She reached the top, the room nearly empty now. Stepping over the broken, 
bleeding people she found Bobby huddled against the wall closest to the elevators.

“Mommy!” he cried. She scooped him up, sobbing, hugged him tight. Mary ran 
to the stairs, holding her child to her chest when the elevator dinged open. She 
looked toward the thing and back down the stairs, sprinted to the elevator. She 
pushed “4” and mashed her finger onto the “close” button again and again.

As the doors shut, she saw the figures in the helicopters drop rope to the top 
deck. Men slid down the lines towards the surface of the ship.

Sealed shut, calypso Muzak and her own breathing filled the descending 
silence of the empty elevator. 

“What the fuck, what the fuck ... “ Mary said. With her off hand she reached 
for her cell phone, realizing that she’d left it with her purse back in her state room. 
Damn thing probably wouldn’t work anyway, she couldn’t imagine that whoever 
was killing them would let them phone friends and family while it was happening. 

The elevator dropped toward the fourth deck. Mary had a vague plan of 
getting to where the life boats were kept, maybe if they released them all at once 
they might have a chance of reaching the shore before they were shot.

On deck twelve, the doors opened to an older man in a motorized wheel chair. 
“Just what the hell is happening?” he asked.
“Top deck. Helicopters. They’re killing us, oh, God, they’re killing us.” Mary 

gasped, struggling to be heard over a fresh wave of sobs. “I’m sorry,” she said, 
pressing the door close button. The man sat in his scooter outside, too stunned to 
try and wedge himself in.

On the fourth deck, the doors opened again to a confused swirl of humanity. 
People ran, screaming. One of the life boats had already launched, another 
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swung over the side at a crippled angle. In the corner by the lounge, a woman fell 
coughing dust. There was barely any space, but Mary pushed out toward the side 
of the ship. She passed Mrs. Johnson, whom she’d met at the shopping seminar, 
hearing her say what sounded like “Where’s Wendy, where’s Wendy?” 

Mary didn’t have time to think. She clutched at Bobby with one hand and 
shoved forward with her other.

More and more people fell, hacking up whatever filled their lungs, and the air 
grew hazy in particulate. Mary put her free hand to Bobby’s mouth and held her 
breath. She looked this way and that, stutter-stepping until a fresh peal of gunfire 
broke her indecision.

She rushed toward the side and picked up Bobby. Mary tossed her son over 
the rails, climbing up to follow after him. 

Hitting the water was like hitting cold concrete.

Mary bobbed in the swells, Bobby’s eyes pits of blackness lit only by the faint 
starlight. She swam away from the cruise liner, heard the engines gutter and die. 
After a few minutes, fires began to sprout from the Renewal.

Mary moved them toward a yellow life boat, paddling awkwardly with one 
hand to drag her child behind her. She stopped swimming when a spotlight 
illuminated the craft and bullets tore into the people inside. 

When the light moved outward, probing, Mary turned face down and held her 
breath. She coaxed Bobby to do the same, praying that he would understand what 
she wanted, mimicking the litter of corpses flung from the boat. After a minute the 
helicopters moved on.

Treading water, they watched the sky. Eventually the burning cruise ship 
disappeared into the black water. After what felt like an eternity, the men and the 
helicopters were gone, leaving the mother and her son alone in the water. 

Mary found a floating suitcase and clung to it with Bobby.
Far in the distance, she could make out the peaks of land ... mostly by the 

absence of starlight. Mary began to kick her feet, moving the two of them west 
toward the shore. She’d kick and kick, kick all night if she had to make sure Bobby 
would be safe. Even in the summer warmth, she could feel the water cooling her 
body.

She shivered, spitting white into the water. 
“Come on, son, you have to kick with me,” she said just to try and keep him 

warm.
Bobby looked at his mother, but started moving his rubber sandal clad feet.
“It’s going to be OK, baby, we’re going to be OK.” Mary said, spitting to empty 

her mouth of the white spittle that came from deep inside her.
“We’re going to be OK.”

]
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[poetry]

Here was my speech to the Inquisitor.
“Dear Sir,
It is three weary years since my crime;
Passing time 
Has gnarled my fingers and brought ringing to my ears,
But my conscience is clear.

The men in this room know well my tale,
It is stale
From the retelling; I have confessed my guilt
To the hilt;
No, I am not pure as you imagine yourself, without sin—
For you are missing the impurity within

That enslaves corrupt men like me
To be
A burden to society; and so fully flawed
For you to declaw
Us like neutered cats, no longer able to mate
Or express the perverted behaviors you hate.

But being fallen to these depths, a castrate,
My fate
Has freed me of fear of your authority,
And I am ready to die.”
The Inquisitor, with his scornful, skeptical eye,
Turned the crank on the rack to high …

—by Amos Gay

The Castrate on the Rack
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[poetry]

phrased
as a question 
but not a question
not a statement
not even a command

it was a blow
built of sound, 
thunder and a
blackboard scraped
by a fingernail

the blow 
built of sound 
from your mouth
left me
bloody, bruised, 
and my own mouth
swollen
shut

—denise noe

Fist 
of 
Sound
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[poetry]

She lies stretched out on the table,
her body a rolling white sensuous sea.
I rub my hands together
to warm the scented oil.

I apply fingertips to taut flesh
and gently massage the firm muscle beneath,
applying ever-increasing pressure
until the skin stretches, the muscles yield.

Pain is not the absence of pleasure,
and an over-abundance of pleasure can result in pain.
She gasps slightly when I twist her arm
and it slips effortlessly from its socket.

My work becomes more vigorous
as I seek the threshold she desires.
Some customers want only to approach the edge,
while others want to go all the way.

I use my elbow on her lower back;
her legs dance involuntarily.
I bend her knees to the side
until the ligaments release their selfish grip.

Her heavy, breathy groans
are as scintillating as her gasps and grunts.
She nods that she wants to go further,
I dutifully oblige.

I can see the excitement on her face
as my hands encircle her neck.
Tears of thanks escape her eyes
before the culmination of our session.

—kurt newton
 

The Masseuse
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[short story]

by stephanie smith
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The Figure walked solemnly down the alleyway, stepping over derelicts 
and day-old piss. He weaved in and out of decadence, waiting for that certain 
something to ascend from the shadows. So when the scrawny gray-haired man 
with the milky eye asked him for change he dumped a quarter in his palm.

“Now show me,” he told the man.
“Follow me.”
The two men moved quietly between rows of nameless buildings until the 

wind blew them to the back door of a small art gallery. They entered by way 
of a wire coat hanger and immediately snuck down the steps to the basement. 
Advertisements for indie and screamo bands blended with garish paintings, lining 
the wall of the stairwell in a chaotic display of disgruntled youth.

The Figure relished in the representations of nightmares brought to life by 
oils and canvas. They were similar to his own visions of death, his confusion and 
doubts about an elaborate afterlife of angels and family reunions.

The 2 a.m. train thundered by and The Figure took the last drag of his 
cigarette before approaching the bottom of the stairs.

“It’s right through here.” The gray-haired man led The Figure through a 
doorway guided solely by the light of the street outside. Immediately they were 
draped in an unpleasant aroma.

The source of such a smell was a corpse tucked neatly against the wall of a 
small makeshift stage in the back of the room. Its eyes were still open and wide 
with fright. And what little skin it possessed clung hopelessly to a conglomeration 
of sinew and bone.

“What the fu …” The Figure stumbled backwards, cupping his hand over his 
nose and mouth.

“It’s what you wanted.” The gray-haired man showed no emotion whatsoever 
for the body lying at their feet. “Inspiration. Isn’t that right? Something fresh 
for your paintings?” He outstretched his arms. “And lo and behold some fairy 
godmother left this under your pillow.”

“This isn’t making sense. What the hell did you do?”
“Look, I only found him here.” The man paused. “I sensed its arrival. You 

know, like a sixth sense.”
The Figure circled the corpse. Its face looked frighteningly familiar as if it 

jumped out of one of his paintings. He got down on his haunches, hand over nose 
again, and stared into its eyes.

As he began to inch his way closer, the sound of footsteps passed the 
basement window.
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“Fuck. Let’s go.” He peeled himself away from the dead man and they 
cautiously slithered up the stairs and out the door.

The two of them parted ways—the old man toward alcoholic bliss, The Figure 
toward ... someone ...

He bumped right into her, as if she had appeared out of thin air. She was a 
slender woman with long, auburn hair and pale skin.

“Michael?” She cocked her head and tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. 
“Michael Brooks?”

The woman dressed stylishly, obviously not from this part of town. He 
practically undressed her with his eyes, but he composed himself.

“Who wants to know?”
“My name is Judith. Judith Danske.” She reached out a petite hand, only to be 

shunned. 
“Well, Judith, you shouldn’t be here.” Michael lit up a cigarette and took a 

long drag. “These streets are dangerous.”
Her eyes widened. “I’m perfectly capable of taking care of myself.”
Michael shuffled his feet and wondered for a moment if she had followed him 

here, nervous at what she may have seen.
“Look,” she continued, “I work for the Renoir Gallery on Center Street. We’re 

interested in seeing some slides.”
“Oh, really?” he said snidely. “Do you make it a habit of following all your 

potential clients around this shitty town?”
She sighed. “No. Just you. I’ve told everyone about your work, Michael. It’s 

the stuff of nightmares. Grotesque representations.” She paused, then added, 
rather seductively, “I adore it.”

“Judith, I—”
“Here, think about it.” She handed him her business card, eyes staring 

through him—eyes that could pull him out of the depths of those nightmares—
and vanished into the night.

Michael sat staring at an empty canvas, paintbrush dangling from his lips.
The apartment was dimly lit and rain began to beat against the windows 

like small fists begging to be let inside. He struggled with the wall in his brain 
and thought of the woman ... Judith. The whisper of her name alone gave 
him an instant hard-on. She seemed so familiar. How often had he painted 
some distraught, unknown woman, eyes revealing a sadness far beyond his 
comprehension?

Images flashed through his mind. A fleshless corpse. A woman moaning. The 
pungent scent of roses and excrement. Painting after painting strung up on a dark 
wall dripping with blood. It was all there. And her face, sometimes with eyes as 
black as the void, sometimes her ivory skin scarred with marks, etched in dark 
verse.

He picked up a charcoal pencil and began to sketch erratically. He drew the 
face of a man, contorted in agony, as if someone had grabbed him by the balls 
and squeezed. Without hesitation, he added the man holding a razor blade up to 
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his eyelid, blood already streaming down his face.
The secrets behind the man’s skin were about to be revealed when the phone 

rang.
“Shit.” He tried to ignore the rings, but they were persistent.
He exhaled and dragged himself to the phone.
“Hello?”
Click.
“Well fuck you too,” he growled, slamming the receiver down.
Judith’s business card lay in waiting by the phone. Should I? But he ruled 

against diving into those dark waters. Instead, he focused his attention on the 
canvas. The sketch was complete, he decided, best to leave some mysteries 
unsolved.

For a time he pondered its perplexity. The rain grew more intense as he broke 
his gaze and peered outside, mildly fixated on his own disembodied reflection in 
the window. It was laughing at him.

Michael rubbed at the week-old stubble on his cheek. He was appealing 
once, he thought, welcoming women to his abode on rainy nights like this. He 
embraced their company. But work and relationships never mixed.

He hid behind his art, growing more and more mysterious. Something, to his 
misfortune, women were drawn to.

Judith had that look in her eye. The attraction did not go unnoticed. He 
couldn’t fight it. And for the first time in a long time, he felt distracted.

With a trembling hand he picked up the phone.

 “I was wondering when you were going to call.” Judith smiled as she walked 
over to the door to greet him. “You wouldn’t believe how much I’ve been dying 
to get you into a show.”

“Oh, something tells me I probably can.” He handed her a black case and 
followed her into the gallery. The clicking of her shoe heels on the hardwood floor 
pounded in his ears as she pranced over to a table to peruse his slides.

Twisted paintings adorned the walls—tortured souls and distorted anatomies, 
countless scenes of dismemberment. And several sculptures in the center of it all.

One in particular caught his eye. A young man fallen at the foot of what 
appeared to be an angelic creature. Only it wasn’t an angel, but a selective 
member of the undead. A grotesque, decaying visage stared down at the man 
whose own face was writhed in agony. He was no stranger to the creator of such 
a piece.

“So, you’re an artist, huh?” He picked up the little cardboard title card and 
waved it in his hand.

“Yes. My father taught me when I was very young.” She paused. “But I can’t 
paint worth a damn.”

She looked up at him. “Not like you.” Her voice was shaky and he saw 
tears forming in her eyes, but she held them back and smiled coyly at him. “So, 
Michael, these walls could be all yours. Do you accept?”

“I do,” Michael said with confidence.
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On his way out he happened upon another sculpture of Judith’s—a skeleton 
raising his hands up in defeat. The inscription below it said, A little drop of blood 
can make him whole again.

Michael’s stomach churned.

The man with the milky eye hadn’t visited Michael in quite some time. 
Although Michael never knew his name, he had become his confidant through the 
years.

Understandably, his absence sparked some concern. Michael visited his usual 
hotspots, but he was only met with cold, vacant stares of strangers marking their 
territories. No one knew of his friend. No one spoke a word.

The news of an unidentified corpse found in the old Bryer Building swept the 
media two days later—a homeless man, maybe late fifties.

Word on the street revealed his eyes had been burned out and fingertips 
scourged. The man was found in the fetal position and naked, clothes strewn 
about beside him. Genitals removed with surgical precision.

The Bryer Building was an old squat that the police raided not long ago. That 
scared all but a few homeless away and the cops had not returned until neighbors 
reported a strange smell emanating from the condemned building.

The breaking news soon became just another fairy tale in the book of the 
homeless to be abandoned on a dusty shelf. The only evidence of the ghastly 
murder to be found was the Johnny Cash cassette tape discovered in the back 
pocket of the victim’s jeans.

Michael didn’t need any time to figure out the victim was his friend. 
Robbery, he thought to himself. It bared a striking resemblance to the painting 

he sold by that name to a rather eccentric young couple last year.
Surely they—?
He didn’t complete that foolish thought.
Michael turned on the stereo for some company, then sat down and rubbed 

his hand over his forehead.
He no sooner settled into the chair than fell out of it when he heard Johnny 

Cash’s “Ring of Fire” crackling through the old speakers. He looked around in the 
darkness of the apartment, feeling the rusty taste of vomit in his mouth.

Suddenly it pained him to be alone.

Judith was dining out at the time Michael called. “Come join me,” she told 
him to which he obliged.

He arrived at the café so shaken and haggard he could barely pull out his chair 
to sit down.

“Michael, whatever’s the matter?” she asked and motioned the waiter over. 
“Please, let me get you something.”

“No ... no ... nothing for me.”
The waiter promptly arrived with a menu, but Michael waved it away, 

requesting only a glass of water and an aspirin.
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“You look distraught,” Judith said. “What happened?”
“My friend ... is dead ... I don’t know ... Just this guy I’ve known for a while. 

He was a homeless man who stumbled into one of my openings a few years ago. 
I’m sure you know how it is. It’s just that ... he had a sincere appreciation for my 
work. I think he’d go through hell and back to help me.”

“Oh, Michael.” She frowned and looked down at the table. “I’m so sorry. If 
there’s anything I can do …”

An awkward silence hovered over them for what seemed like an eternity until 
Michael decided to break the ice.

“I’ve been having so much trouble finding inspiration. I keep drawing the 
same faces over and over again.”

“I’m in the same boat,” she revealed. She took a final sip of her coffee, wiped 
her mouth delicately, then stood up. “Regardless, I’d love to see those faces,” she 
said. “Invite me over?”

Of course Michael wasn’t one to turn down a pretty woman’s offer for a 
nightcap, especially someone like Judith. He found comfort in the fact that she 
could relate to him.

Judith walked about the studio apartment with a watchful eye.
“These paintings are wonderful. I wish I could have at least half your talent.”
“They all look the same to me,” he grumbled while pouring Chardonnay into 

two mismatched coffee mugs. He offered her one, but she confiscated both mugs 
and set them down on the window sill.

Instead, she snatched his hand and began to sob. He let her rest her head on 
his shoulder.

“I’ve been waiting so long to create that one piece … the one that will break 
new ground and get me out of this living hell.”

“You’ll find it.” He held her closer. He couldn’t believe there was someone on 
this Earth more miserable than he.

“I’ve been waiting for centuries.”
The room grew colder and now reeked of sulfur. Judith wiped away tears and 

snot and regained her composure.
“I’m done waiting,” she said and kissed him. Her aggressiveness was 

overwhelming as she dug her nails into his upper back, deep enough to draw 
blood. He welcomed it at first, but soon found himself locked in her clutch. He 
tried to pull away, struggled for release, but she began sucking the air out of his 
lungs. Fear tore at his bowels before he fell limp, collapsing like a puppet with cut 
strings.

“I’ve wanted you for so long,” she told him as he gasped his last breath. Her 
eyes were black and devoid of anything resembling human. “And now together 
we’ll create one final masterpiece.” She slid a straight razor from her purse and 
leaned over him.

Spectators flocked to the Renoir Gallery in anticipation of the new Michael 
Brooks exhibit. Judith was to reveal her new sculpture tonight as well. She 
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anxiously welcomed the guests who she sometimes felt were there more for the 
free champagne than the art. Nevertheless, the evening felt promising.

One person was missing, however.
Michael hadn’t been seen in weeks. Rumors flew that he went mad and joined 

the derelicts in an alcohol-induced paradise, giving up on the art world.
The show was a success despite his absence. Judith’s new work stood in its 

midst, proud and regal.
Many noted the clay sculpture’s uncanny resemblance to the missing artist. 

Its body, whose graying flesh seemed so real, sat atop a rock, cuts upon his skin, 
head in hand as if in mourning.

“Judith, my dear, you’ve outdone yourself this time,” one man told her. 
“Where ever do you get your inspiration?”

“Oh … from the artists I admire mostly,” she said, taking her last sip of 
champagne. 

]
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Debris scattered in every direction
Some speckled with the crimson of life
Glass sparkles like sewn diamonds on a tiara
As the sun reflects the multicolored pieces
A stream of wetness follows the natural path of the road
An arms searches for an exit, then lays still
Paper flutters with the wind
Clothes lay on the pavement
Those washed earlier during the week I presume
A sneaker flew 100 feet away
It must have been one of those Jordan
Blood mixes with fuel
Silence is deafening 
The small whimper ceased ten minutes ago
Sirens are arriving
Jaws of life, rip through the metal mass monster
Trying to free the morsels it has eaten
One is regurgitated minus a leg
Another with a faint pulse is loaded
Internal injuries I hear them say
As sirens wail their pain 
Another’s face is a bloody pulp
It lays next to the one with the missing leg
Cops obstructing my view
Nothing to see here
Get back in your cars
And I obey orders and drive on

—santos vargas

[poetry]

another bump on the road
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[poetry]

The Power of Context
 
Slowly, you open your eyes; then blink away tears
Unloosing a pride of lions to roar inside my ears.
Your mien could not be more gentle, or more meek;
And it is only of charity, and forgiveness, that you speak.
Yet your words pierce my heart, assassinlike,
Coming, as they do, from your head on a pike.

—denise noe
 

[poetry]
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He descended
like an enormous
bald swan
Surrendering to me
his final feathers
Then turned and
fainted in our
driveway
Delicately pawing
the dust as if
locating his bedroll
beneath a warm
pan of moon white
There was nothing crude
or narcoleptic about it
He wasn’t butchered
It wasn’t a bluff
He was as deadly
serious as Pheidippides
The tiny moth of victory
shook in the air above
The paramedics did their jig
They sang to him
Rubbed him with spices
They puffed him up
like a balloon
They ran him through
with electric current
But he was no epileptic
to be awoken from a spell
He was shorn

—kiik araki-kawaguchi

day the mailman died

[poetry]
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One summer, when I was eight years old, an evil troll killed my best friend. His 
name was Huw Silverthorne. Not the troll, you understand, my best friend. I didn’t 
catch the name of the evil troll. We were playing near an old arched bridge, and the 
troll snatched him from a raft we had made and drowned him in the river. I never 
saw the troll but I heard my friend scream. They found him three days later, miles 
downstream. The local newspaper called it a tragedy and called for greater safety 
measures on the river. I remember thinking they could start by getting rid of all the 
damn evil trolls. 

I should tell you what happened afterwards ...
I intended to go back to the bridge the very next day and rid the world of that 

evil troll, but nerves got the better of me. I wasn’t suicidal. What chance would I 
have of seeing off an evil troll? My self-preservation instinct kicked in and told me 
that instead of going looking for trouble I should stay as far away from that bridge 
as I possibly could. Just move on, I told myself. But I could never get the episode out 
of my mind. At night I would suffer the most horrendous nightmares and my every 
waking moment was racked with guilt. My parents thought I was just grieving for 
my lost friend, so they sent me to counsellors, most of whom were very nice, but I 
daren’t tell them about the troll because deep down I knew such a thing should not, 
could not exist. 

I began to think maybe I was mad, that my mind had invented the whole evil 
troll scenario to shield me from the truth, whatever the truth was. That started me 
thinking, what did I actually see that day? I saw Huw Silverthorne sail under the 
bridge on a raft we made from an old discarded door. I hear him say he saw a troll. A 
big one. I heard him scream. And then ... nothing. 

What Happened 
Afterwards

[short story]

by C.M. Saunders
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I played the incident over in my mind again and again. The days turned into 
weeks and the weeks turned into months. As time passed, it became obvious there 
was only one thing I could do. I had to go back, back to the bridge, the scene of the 
horror. I had to face my demons. 

So I began to prepare. I started jogging each morning to improve my stamina, 
and did sit ups and push ups in my bedroom to improve my strength, drawing more 
than a few curious glances from my anxious parents. The preparations were good 
for me, they gave me a goal, something to work toward. I also began stockpiling 
weapons. Well, the kind of weapons a nine- (almost ten-) year-old boy has access to. 
Just shy of two years after the evil troll got Huw Silverthorne, I was ready. 

It’s 1 a.m., and I’m in my room. My parents both went to bed hours ago. I can 
hear my dad snoring. Or was it my mum? Strange, I always just assumed it was my 
dad who snored like a farmyard animal, but who really knows? Probably not even 
him. Half the world is asleep. But not me. I am awake and dressed. I’m wearing my 
new(ish) trainers, jogging bottoms, and my black hoodie. On the bed in front of me 
I have laid out my collection of weapons: a two-inch penknife, a slingshot borrowed 
from my dad’s fishing tackle box, a little canister of table salt that I wasn’t actually 
sure what to do with but was a stable defence in supernatural lore, and a sharpened 
wooden stake. Of course, I know sharpened wooden stakes are more commonly 
used when fighting vampires, all the movies say so, but I figured it would be just as 
effective against a troll. Come to think about it, a sharpened wooden stake through 
the heart would be effective against just about anything.

I was ready to go kill me an evil troll. 
Why go in the dead of night? Well, I thought long and hard about it. With any 

luck I’d catch the thing asleep in its lair under the bridge and it wouldn’t be expecting 
an attack during the witching hours. Who would be that crazy, right? The cover of 
darkness also allowed me to smuggle my weapons cache out of the house whilst 
avoiding any awkward questions from the parents, who had tightened their reigns 
on me considerably since the Huw Silverthorne incident. I was never sure whether it 
was me they didn’t trust or the world they brought me into.

Pockets bulging, I tiptoed across the landing, down the stairs, and out of the 
house. On the doorstep I paused and looked back, thinking about my blissfully 
unaware parents asleep in their bed, before closing the door quietly behind me and 
leaving it on the latch for a quick re-entry. 

The night was cold but clear. Overhead was a blanket of stars, a million points 
of light. Perfect conditions. Bounding down the street toward the river, I wasn’t the 
least bit frightened despite the task that lay ahead. Instead, I felt exhilarated. Only 
a few minutes later, when I first heard the soft gurgling sounds of the river, did 
trepidation begin to set in. My pace slowed and my heartbeat quickened. By the time 
I reached the bank my mouth was dry and my palms were greasy with sweat. Many 
times I contemplated turning back. Just sneaking into my bed and pretending the 
whole thing never happened. But my conscience would not allow it. I had spent too 
long planning this battle, this duel, and I wasn’t going to let all that preparation go to 
waste. 
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So instead of going home, I walked along the path hugging the river bank 
toward the old arched bridge. It was eerie down there. The moonlight reflected off 
the rippling surface of the water and every shadow I saw made me jump. About half 
way there I began thinking something was following me. Maybe it was the troll. 
Who said there was some rule confining it to underneath the bridge? At night, with 
no people around, the damn thing could have the run of the countryside. With a 
growing sense of unease, I pushed on.

Eventually the bridge came into view. I stopped, breathing heavily. This was 
it. The real deal. I checked that my penknife was still in my front pocket, and the 
wooden stake still tucked in my waistband. Then I loaded up the catapult with a 
jagged pebble I found on the floor and pulled the elastic taught. That was the best 
thing about using a catapult and the main reason I brought it. Around here, near the 
river, there was as much ammo as I could hurl.

I approached stealthily along the path, watching and listening for any signs of 
movement from that dark cavern beneath the bridge. It was silent and still as the 
grave. I was so close now I could smell the troll—it gave off a damp, heavy stink, a bit 
like a rotting sheep carcass that clogged my throat and made me gag. 

I left the path and made my way down the embankment toward the waterline, 
catapult at the ready. Just then a thought hit me. If the troll was on this side of the 
river it would be a simple kill. If I was lucky I’d just be able to sneak up and steak it 
through the heart before it even knew what was happening. But what if it was on the 
other side of the river? Across the water? The river wasn’t very deep or wide at this 
point, maybe about ten feet wide and half as deep, but it was too far to cross without 
being spotted. Plus, I’d get all wet. That meant I would have to retreat, climb back 
up the embankment, cross the bridge, and attack again from the other side. It was a 
fifty-fifty chance.

Releasing my grip on the catapult’s elastic just long enough to place a hand 
on a damp stone pillar for support, I poked my head around the corner, into the 
cavernous dark underbelly of the bridge. At first I couldn’t see anything at all except 
two narrow strips of riverbank and a dark torrent of water running between them. 
Then my eyes began to adjust to the darkness and amid the strewn bits of litter and 
river debris I saw a shape curled up on the ground less than four feet from me. 

The evil troll! 
I quickly ducked out of sight and pressed my back against the sturdy frame of 

the bridge. Despite the chill in the air, the sweat ran in droplets down my forehead. 
I had played this part through in my mind so many times—how I was just going to 
creep up and stake the thing. But now I realized that method would require close 
personal contact. I didn’t want to get too close. So instead, I stood in the opening, 
planted my feet firmly on the ground, and pulled back the catapult’s elastic as far as 
I could. I noticed my hands were trembling but didn’t know whether it was through 
fear or exertion. I held my breath, took careful aim, and fired.

To my horror, the rock flew past its intended target and clattered loudly against 
the bridge wall behind the troll. No! I cursed through clenched teeth, dropped to 
my knees, and selected another stone. But it was too late. The evil troll twitched and 
sat bolt upright. It looked around briskly, long hair swishing as its head moved from 
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side to side, then turned to face me, its murderous eyes glinting in the moonlight. I 
couldn’t see the whole of its face. Didn’t need to. I knew it was grinning at me. 

I could feel myself moving backwards, step-by-step, as if cautiously retreating 
from a viper’s nest. Fighting the almost overwhelming urge to run, I managed to load 
the catapult once more and took aim. I let loose the second shot and saw the stone 
thud into my target’s midriff. I almost jumped with joy. Take that, friend killer!

The evil troll let out a grunt of surprise and sprawled backwards, pin-wheeling 
its arms for balance. This was my chance. Dropping the catapult on the ground, 
I pulled the wooden stake from out of the waistband of my jogging bottoms and 
charged forward. 

I got about three paces before a low, guttural howl stopped me in my tracks. It 
was like nothing I had ever heard before. By now the evil troll had risen to its full 
height, and I was horrified to discover it was a lot bigger and more powerful looking 
than I ever could have imagined. Towering above me, it was so tall that it had to 
stoop to avoid banging its head on the underside of the bridge. As I stared dumbly, 
mouth agape, it let out another animal-like howl. Not for the first time, I began to 
think I had bitten off more than I could chew. 

And then it was flying through the air toward me. I mean, I don’t think it 
actually flew (a flying troll, now that really would be something!) but it moved so 
quickly it seemed to be airborne. In an instant it was in my face, so close I could 
count each hair in its scraggly beard. In those few moments, the troll’s rage filled the 
entire world. Forgetting all my brave intentions I did what any normal kid would do 
in those circumstances. I ran for my life.

But I didn’t get very far. Before I was even out from beneath the bridge I felt 
something grip my ankle from behind and jerk my leg from beneath me. I sprawled 
forward to land face-first on some slimy rocks. The wooden stake flew from my 
hand. I remember trying to scream. For the police, for my mother, for anyone. I 
wanted to bellow at the top of my lungs ... HELP! SOMEBODY! ANYBODY! I’M 
BEING ATTACKED BY AN EVIL TROLL OVER HERE!

But the fall had taken the wind out of me and when I opened my mouth the only 
sound that came out of it was a parched whimper. The next thing I knew the evil 
troll was on top of me. I could feel the grasp of its claws on my clothes and smell the 
rancid stink of its breath as its sheer weight pressed me into the riverbank. One of my 
arms was pinned beneath me but, fumbling in my front pocket with my free hand, 
I managed to retrieve my penknife. I couldn’t open the blade! It needed two hands. 
I always wanted one of those cool ones with a spring-loaded blade, but my parents 
thought that was too dangerous so I ended up with a slimmed-down Swiss army 
knife. How ironic that their safety concerns would lead to my untimely death at the 
hands of this evil troll.

Then I remembered the canister of table salt. With my free hand I fingered the 
lid until it came off, still inside my pocket, and allowed the white crystals to fill my 
eager palm. Then, with every ounce of my strength, I twisted my body in an arc and 
threw the salt into the creature’s eyes. It recoiled with a sharp grunt. 

Suddenly, my other arm came free, allowing me some room to manoeuvre. 
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As quick as a flash, I opened the penknife and jabbed the blade into the evil troll’s 
throat. I felt the knife penetrate something soft, and the troll let out an ear-splitting 
screech. Instantly, it let me go and rolled back onto its backside, covering its wound 
with its thick hands. Without another thought, I reached for the stake, grabbed it, 
and launched myself at the wailing creature. 

The stake pierced flesh and drove the troll back toward the river where it slipped 
in the mud and flopped into the inky black water with a splash. I waited for it to 
spring to life and attack me, but it simply lolled lifelessly there in the river, bobbing 
gently with the current. 

But all this isn’t really what I want to tell you about. It’s all back-story. Preamble. 
I want to tell you about what happened next. 
With the evil troll despatched, and floating down the river to no doubt be 

discovered a few miles downstream just like Huw Silverthorne was, I felt my work 
was done. It was time to go home. I turned to make the short trek back up the river 
path toward my waiting bed, throwing the arched bridge one final glance as I left, 
certain I would not be visiting again. And that’s when I saw him. Huw Silverthorne. 
Or at least, the ghost of Huw Silverthorne. It shimmered on the riverbank, 
translucent in the moonlight, on the exact spot where I had vanquished the evil troll. 
He was wearing the same clothes he wore the last time I had seen him, a faint smile 
tugging at his lips. 

]
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A basket of Chihuahuas
and my mom is still looking
for Mr. Right. She needs love.
She will take her time. See
what the market has to offer.
Not rush into a relationship
like she once did, to escape
her older sister’s carping.
Now she knows temperament,
the importance of affection.
She will choose wisely.
The Chihuahua who nuzzles
her leg, licks her hand,
whose eyes plead, Love me.
The prince she’s been looking 
for all her married life.

—ada jill schneider

[poetry]

how not to buy a dog
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[poetry]

My muscles ached from labor, sweating under the steady harsh beat of the sun; yet 
my heart swelled, anticipating Your pleasure, You Whom I love with all my heart. I 
gathered the grains and vegetables together, the best of the green and the yellow 
and the red, thinking of You Whom I love with all my heart.

You did not want it.

You did not want it. 

You Whom I love with all my heart, rejected my gift but wanted his, complimented 
his, took his.

You Whom I love with all my heart, would not take the fruits of my labor.

But loved his instead; his gift of death and blood.

I saw him and 

-- a hammer pounded inside my chest, a heated hammer tunneling up and striking 
against my face from inside my skull --

I struck him down: death and blood.

Then I shrank but I could not shrink away from You, You Whom I love with all my 
heart, for You found me out and convicted me when You asked:

“Cain, where is your brother?”

—denise noe

The Rejected Lover
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[poetry]

His universe came down to this:
her water glass, placed all too deliberately
as she hurried for the door.

Half full had her back by dawn,
ordained as by cosmic plan
conferring Milky Way its spin—
now, within, two souls paired.

Half empty, not.

Darkly humorous, he thought,
the glass itself oblivious,
yielding as it did a shard

not big enough to do with just a single cut,
yet adequate for more than futile hacking of the flesh.

Analytic to a fault, she’d said of him.

Rivulets soon drained away
his need for contemplation.

—alan meyrowitz
 

Half Full, Half Empty
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I left Jimmy and the baby this morning and drove with the top down, the way I 
did before Emily was born. I used to get on some country road and drive until I almost 
ran out of gas and had no idea where I was. Then I’d stop at a gas station and get 
directions to the nearest town where I’d find some guy to hook up with. Sometimes, I 
never left the station. I sure had me some adventures.

One time, I had to be towed because I let the tank run dry. This animal with three 
teeth hooked me to his wrecker and told me to get in the front with him. I thought he’d 
make me do him right there in that smelly tow truck. But he turned out to be real nice. 
After I filled my tank, he hung around to see if I needed any more help. His eyes damn 
near popped out when I asked if there was a private place where I could show him my 
appreciation. 

I sure haven’t had a time like that lately. Now it’s all about changing diapers and 
making dinner and cleaning dishes. Sure, I like playing with Emily. She coos like a 
pigeon when I kiss her tummy. Come to think of it, Jimmy does the same thing.

They both ask so much of me. I need time, too, you know?
But Jimmy sure has surprised me. I thought when I told him I was knocked up, 

he’d be gone faster than it takes a room to go dark after flicking the light switch. But he 
stayed. 

Sometimes, I wish he hadn’t. I ain’t ready to settle down. I’m only nineteen, and 
I still got life ahead of me. But if he had left, I probably wouldn’t have kept Emily. 
Sometimes when she gets to crying, I cry right along with her, wondering if I should 
give her to someone who’d know what to do.

That’s why I got in the Chevy this morning and drove until I found a truck stop 
where I saw a guy in tight jeans and a cowboy hat talking on his cellphone. He looked 
at me and I looked at him, and we both knew what was coming next. 

I went to the washroom to clean up and brush my hair. But something happened 
I didn’t understand. I must have stayed there for a good ten minutes, sitting on the 
commode with my head in my hands. I might have even fallen asleep because I had 
this dream that a cowboy in tight jeans would take me away on his white horse. But 
then I thought about Emily. What would happen to her if I rode off with a stranger?

When I got out, he was still there.
“Howdy, sweetcakes,” he said, tipping his hat like in the movies. “My rig’s out 

back.”

a cowboy
[short story]

by wayne scheer
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I tried not to laugh. Who says sweetcakes? A trucker who wasn’t going to take me 
nowhere but the cab of his truck, that’s who.

I took it as a sign I should go back home. I’m a mother now. I can’t be picking up 
men whenever I want. So I said, “I got to go home to my baby.” 

He just stood there, letting me see how good he looked. 
I felt proud, like I did the right thing for once in my life. 
But when I got home Jimmy was all in my face for leaving and Emily was crying. I 

changed her diaper and gave her a bottle until she fell asleep. Jimmy was easier to quiet 
down. All he needed was a blow job. 

But all the time I was going down on him, I kept seeing the guy at the truck stop. 
It wasn’t that I wanted him, it’s just that I got to thinking how if I don’t make a change 
pretty soon, I’ll start believing Jimmy’s good enough for me and then there’ll be 
another baby and another. Soon I’ll be just like my mama. Fat and sad with kids who 
hate her.

I don’t know what to do. Jimmy ain’t a bad guy. But he must know I don’t love 
him. One day he’ll get off his lazy butt and find someone who does. So shouldn’t I leave 
him before he leaves me? If Ma wasn’t the way she is I’d leave Emily with her and never 
come back. 

Maybe I can take Emily with me? Find a town somewhere, get a job and start a 
life, just her and me. Like in the movies. But the truth is, I can’t do nothing but fuck. 
That’s what Mama told me after I got pregnant the first time and she made me go to 
the clinic and get rid of it. I still think of my baby. She’d be three now.

I guess I could wait tables or clean houses, but I’d just be doing that until I found 
some guy like Jimmy to help with the bills.

So I’d be right back where I started. And like I said before, Jimmy ain’t that bad. 
He works when he can and takes good care of Emily. Too bad his Mama’s dead. I bet 
she was a good one, to hear him talk. Maybe she could a gave me lessons on how to be 
a real mother.

Can’t I learn to love Jimmy? For Emily’s sake.
I tell him I’m sorry I drove off and that I love him. He says he loves me, too.
Maybe that’s all there is to love? You say it enough times, you think it’s real.

]

in tight jeans
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Like 
Stink on 
a Dog

by Kat Heckebach

[short story]
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“Shoo him away, Ralph.”
“Who?”
“That mangy mutt.”
“Why? He ain’t hurtin’ anything. Nothin’ ‘round here to hurt.” 
“I know. It’s disrespectful is all.”
“He’s just sniffin’ around, Hal.”
“But them are graves. Graves should be left alone. And he’s nosin’ 

everything.”
“Nosin’. Not hurtin’. Don’t worry about it. And hand me that trowel so I can 

finish up this bed.”
“You wouldn’t be saying that if you was down there.”
“I wouldn’t be sayin’ nothin’ if I was down there, you fool.”
“Ah! You know what I mean! You wouldn’t want no damn dog nosin’ around 

your grave, would ya?” 
“What difference does it make? Can’t be more disrespectful than what we 

do.”
“What? We pull the blamed weeds off these graves. Keep ‘em pretty fer the 

families to come visit. How is that disrespectful?”
“Ya think the people buried here like ta hear our mowers runnin’ above their 

restin’ places? I’d be pretty irritated if ’n I was trying fer my final slumber with a 
John Deere roarin’ over me. Ah, it’s hot today, let’s work on that bed over there 
for a while, it’s in the shade.”

“Don’t be an idiot, Ralph. Ain’t the same thing. Not at all. We make things 
nicer. We don’t come along and nose around, smellin’ like … what is that smell, 
Ralph?”

“Don’t smell nothin’.”
“You don’t smell that? Really?”
“Spent half the morning shovelin’ manure into the rose bed. I couldn’t smell a 

horse fart if it hit me in the face.”
“You’re an idiot, Ralph.”
“Ya done said that once. If yer gonna call me names, at least be original. And 

don’t roll yer eyes like that. It’s disrespectful.”
“Aw, shut up. Really, you don’t smell that? That dog stinks, Ralph. Somethin’ 

fierce.” 
“Well, look how skinny he is. Probly ain’t got an owner. Probly ain’t had a 

bath in who knows how long.”
“He’s got an owner. See? He’s got tags. But he sure is skinny. Ya got that right. 

Never seen such a skinny dog.”
“Down-right bony.”
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“Yeah, bony. A little too bony. If he didn’t have fur he’d look like a walkin’ 
skeleton if ya ask me.”

“He’s just a skinny, stray dog, Hal. Probably lookin’ for some scraps, or a place 
to … yep, see. Heh. Least he did it in the flowerbed. Every little bit helps. Thanks, 
ole boy!” 

“Don’t call to him! He’ll come over here.”
“So? Poor thing’s probably starvin’. I think I got some sandwich left—hand 

me my lunch pail …”
“I will not! I don’t want that mangy thing comin’ over here. He stinks, Ralph. 

Stinks like death. I can’t believe you don’t smell that, manure or no.” 
“Um, Hal….”
“What? Why ya lookin’ like that, Ralph.”
“Well, if ya’d turn yer rotten head around and stop lecturin’ me, ya’d see fer 

yerself.”
“Holy crap, Ralph! He’s dug up that grave ... he—”
“No, I been watchin’ him. He ain’t dug at all.” 
“But that’s … that’s a hand, Ralph. A hand, and he’s tuggin’ on it.”
“Uh … watch carefully. He ain’t tuggin’ it. It’s tuggin’ him.”
“We need to … I mean, shouldn’t we ... uh … oh, hell! Someone needs to save 

him!”
“What? Just a minute ago you was wantin’ me to shoo ‘im away! And yer 

blamed nuts if you think I’m goin’ near that … that …”
“Ralph, look …”
“Oh, sheesh … what the …”
“See it, Ralph! The hand ain’t tuggin’. It’s … I can’t believe it … it’s pettin’ the 

dog!”
“And lookie, Hal. The dog’s got somethin’ in its mouth. It must-a been tuggin’ 

a treat away from the hand.” 
“That ain’t no treat, Ralph …”
“Then what is—shit, Hal, that’s his finger. The dog done took off his finger 

and he’s pettin’ it! That’s just plain nasty …”
“Well, I suppose he ain’t got nothin’ else to give him. Unless they buried him 

with a box o’ milk bones … ha, ha … milk bones … get it?”
“Yeah, I get it, ya old coot.” 
“Well, at least he’s leavin’ now. He really does stink somethin’ fierce.” 
“Again, I say, yer the one wanted me to shoo the beast away.”
“That was ‘fore I knew he was just comin’ to visit his old master.”
“Comin’ to visit? You mean comin’ to eat.”
“Well, it ain’t my business how a man shows affection to his dog.” 
“Even a dead man?”
“‘Course even a dead man. Have a little respect, Ralph. Now, hand me that 

trowel.”

]
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[poetry]

a silver key
locks away deeds
performed in darkness

your finger brushes
a strand of my hair
back into place

“speak, my sweet, speak,”
beckons a bronzed baritone

seconds trickle into minutes
as thunder roars

your question resounds
louder than lightning,
and the blood rushing
through my veins

[what I saw
cannot be
unseen]

the demon child
born on the eve 
of All Saints’ Day

cries so loud that soot falls
from the soiled chimney

it is you who are soiled,
spoiled

and murdered the maid
for Lucifer’s baby,

who sucks from the teat
of his dead mortal mother

—h holt
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[poetry]

Covered with Night
 
When the sun rose and crystal lights filled my eyes I saw a 
million views of myself as I laughed, smiled, and cried
I was every mirror
Every eye-like pane of glass that
With a tricky stare
Tells me I am
A game of lights striking at profound invisibility
For a capricious glimpse of a mystery
A trace of a being that might have been somewhere at any 
time
Or the ghost of a friend concealed in the original light
My soul could disperse the clouds if it would
But it won’t
It keeps its nameless treasure to itself alone
Shielding a secret
Covered with night

—eugene hosey
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[poetry]

The Music of Satan
 
When Satan and all his drunken retinue 
raise their voices as one in raucous song,
in a fiery chorus of howls and blasphemes,

the Gehenna Philharmonic begins to play:
blanketing the airwaves in octaves so base
that they roil the currents of the River Styx 

and quake-rattle the high canyons of Hell.
Demons torment the rosined strings pizzicato,
gorgons and gargoyles fierce-tickle the ivories 

until they are compelled to moan and wail,
incubi huff on tubas that smoke like hookahs, 
succubi in domina gear punish the timpani,

Deeply scored as history, broad as genocide,
the vast and dilapidated Hades Concert Hall
vibrates to the pitch of these infernal strains.

Drowning out birdsong and nursery rhymes,
snuffing both lullabies and sweet madrigals,
pounding through centuries dark and light,

these vile rhythms sound within our brains,
as on the scorched walls a lightshow plays,
stark tableaus of torture in obscene refrain.

—bruce boston
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January 23rd 2016
I’m sure I’m dying. Nathan Helms and his pals must have been boy scouts; tying 

these ropes so bloody tight. The man Connie now lives with, said Nathan Helms, has 
stabbed me a few times. The bastard doesn’t want me around for Connie to return 
to, as is her habit. 

When she left me, my occasionally-loyal-and-sometime-loving wife said with an 
awkward grin, “It’s been real, Paul. See ya.” 

Connie never did believe I could selectively travel through time.

March 30th 1985 (Sans wounds from which I will not again suffer.)
“Hey, how’s it going?”
“Good enough. You?”
“Yeah, not bad. You wanna dance?”
“I’ll wait for a slower one if it’s all right with you. I’m not much at these fast 

ones, especially in a dress cut this low. I already asked the DJ to play something 
slower. Can we wait ‘til then?”

“Sure. How about a drink in the meantime?”
“Thanks. I’d like a white wine spritzer. My name’s Elspeth, by the way. You?”
“Paul. Paul Ellis.” To the barman I said, “A glass of decent shiraz and a white wine 

spritzer, please.” I turned back to Elspeth. “What’s your last name?”
“Williams,” she said. 
Bingo! I needed the confirmation, but Elspeth Williams, Connie’s mother, had 

not been hard to find.

[short story]

No Time for the 
Boss
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We drank and danced and drank and then Elspeth took me to her place. 
After two weeks of my scintillating and energetic company, she asked me to 

move in. I stayed for three months, which, because I returned to 2016 a day before I 
left, is no time at all. That’s what I repeatedly told myself as the dreary days passed. 
Connie had told me long ago how her mother and father met at a Bruce Springsteen 
concert in April 1985 and, by keeping Elspeth close, I thwarted their meeting. It felt 
a tad strange to sleep with my mother-in-law until I reasoned that, as I prevented 
Connie from being conceived, Elspeth couldn’t be my mother-in-law. The days 
weren’t as dreary from then on.

January 22nd 2016
 I’ll be elsewhere tomorrow when Nathan and the boy scouts arrive to erase me.
Records of Connie (her birth, school, our marriage, etc.) still exist and many 

people will have memories of her, Nathan included. Thankfully, Connie never wanted 
kids.

Connie ceased to exist the moment she wasn’t conceived, but I don’t know 
where she was at that time. Was she in a supermarket, or at work? I prefer she was 
beneath thrusting Nathan when, poof, she evaporated. I can imagine the look on his 
stupid face. Honey? Where d’ya go, honey?

There’s nothing I can do about people’s memories; don’t want to do anything 
about them. When they ask where she is I’ll tell them how she left me for Nathan 
Helms. People know of him. I’ll become concerned by her lack of contact with friends 
and report her missing. I’d love to hear Nathan explain her absence to the police. 

 

by Peter Lingard

]
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[poetry]

She has never been exposed
to the expensive tests of
the hypocritical hospitals.
She chooses the underneath 
of a mango tree.
Bright rays fall down—
as though from the lamp
in a delivery room—
through the gaps in 
the canopy of leaves.

Kallu, my mom’s pet goat 
lies on the dry sand.
Her neck stretches
till the South Pole.
And her back legs
bend like the bows.
Murmur of leaves is heard
instead of a midwife’s whisper.
A soft bleat rises now 
like the shoot of life.

Kallu’s tongue vacuums
all the stains of an old sin.
Broken umbilical cord hangs
like a symbol of separation.

Finally, a lump of inner dirt 
gushes out and peace enters in.

—fabiyas m v
 

Kallu’s Delivery
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[poetry]

She’s all sparkles and pink
cream and raspberry tea
She’s all glitter and poise
But watch her carefully—

Good girl songs are rotting
In her pink candy mouth
She knows all their secrets
She knows why they drowned.

Darling, dear, they warned you about me
Sweetheart, dear, you can’t hurt me
Please, dear sir, I won’t let you go
you’ll never get away from me.
(I’ll have my revenge, you see)

She’s all tentacles and webs
sticky lips and mouth
She’s all the girls you left
All the girls you drowned.

Darling, dear, it won’t hurt
just a needle, just a scar
sugar, darling, you’ll reap what you sow— 
I’ll teach you what all good girls are.

—steffi lang

What Good 
Girls Are
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[poetry]

He believed in self-sufficiency, desired
to live on his own, off his own

land. He bought the grinder
from a bankrupt meat-packing plant, worked

his elbow almost out of place. Breaking
down the meat was easier, the bones

caused a certain amount of resistance.
He processed and sprinkled the resulting compost

across acre after acre, finding the repetition
therapeutic, relaxing even. He went to bed

every night, exhausted, but exhilarated
by the prospect of vegetables feeding on flesh.

—aj huffman
 

Dead Bodies Make Good Fertilizer
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shines under midnight’s moon, muffles
footsteps sinking into soft unmentionables.
Pieces piled for carrion consumption. Fleeing
the bouquet of bile, the vile trail
of questionable puddles, too thick to be mud.
Cross your fingers, hold your breath, pray
to any deity you wish. It will be
a miracle if you escape with your skin
still out of their teeth.

—aj huffman

[poetry]



 
90  The LiTerary haTcheT

[poetry]

Sink your claws in deep, though skin resists,
and lay me down on spine-contorting stones.
Shrug away these rags and bare your wrists:
I want to suck the marrow from your bones.

Busied with the cleaner world above,
my greeds and yours have been too long apart.
Crush me under fangs and tongue, my love:
I want to gnaw the innards of your heart.

—ada hoffmann
 

Goblin Love Song
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[poetry]

Grandma Lemke’s potions
were hidden 
in her food ...
in greasy meat pies 
beneath a tent 
of golden crust ...
in savory potato stew,
spiced with juniper
and smoked plum ...
even in her black pudding,
which simmered for hours
on the stovetop,
bubbling 
like a volcano 
about to burst.

Grandma Lemke served her meals 
and sat back patient 
with the spells they’d spin,
confident all who ate 
her secrets
would return much later, 
their graves abandoned,
with gifts of hair and teeth
and bone.
Grandma Lemke’s potions
were as potent 
as her recipes were cunning,
which kept her customers
always 
coming back for more.

—kurt newton

 

Grandma Lemke’s Potions
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Larry straightened the worn Detroit Tigers cap on his head and gripped the knife 
in his sweaty hand. He readied himself for the ultimate test, something that under 
normal circumstances he would never have dreamed of trying.

But there was nothing normal about these circumstances.
Buffy stepped over to where Larry sat and licked his hand. The mixed-breed mutt 

wagged its tail incessantly.
“Hey there, girl,” Larry said quietly. He looked down at his dog; an hour earlier it 

had been quite dead. Now she was as vibrant and healthy as she had ever been.
He reached behind her head. A thick tuft of beige fur hid where the jagged wound 

had been. He ran his fingers through the fur, searching for any trace of the injury.
It didn’t surprise him when he felt nothing but soft flesh.
Buffy walked away. Her tail continued to wag.
Larry sat there with a gleaming knife in one hand and a head full of questions. He 

had seen his dog die. He had watched the sledgehammer slip from its perch on the top 
shelf in his garage and land squarely on the poor thing’s head. Blood poured out of the 
wound; before he could reach his beloved pet, she was gone, the victim of a shattered 
skull and massive bleeding.

And then there was the Simmons kid from across the street. Larry watched from 
his front porch as the truck slammed into the boy, knocking him sideways into a tree.

The boy was dead before he hit the ground.
The boy then stood up, brushed himself off, and scampered back into his house, 

no worse for the wear. He looked scared, but otherwise unhurt.
Larry fondled the knife in his hand. Its tip was very sharp, and without realizing 

it, he jammed it into his palm. Instantly, a spot of blood welled up from the cut.
He watched it carefully, noting how the blood rolled down his palm and onto his 

wrist before falling to the floor. He was hardly surprised when he rubbed it with his 
finger and saw that the skin was completely unbroken. No trace of the cut remained.

“So now we’re all immortal?” he mused.
The knife felt heavy in his hand. He raised it up above his head, and with the tip 

still stained with his own blood, angled it toward his heart. He steadied his nerve, and 

[short story]

The Ultimate 
Test
by Rick McQuiston
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after three deep breaths, plunged the blade deep into his body.
A burning pain radiated from the puncture wound like glass cracking. It 

consumed his entire being. It crippled every ounce of strength, every coherent thought 
he had.

Larry slumped forward. The Detroit Tigers hat slipped off his head and fell into 
the expanding pool of blood at his feet. His head grew light with nausea. His vision 
blurred and faded. He lost feeling in his arms and legs.

And then, quite suddenly but not unexpectedly, Larry felt the pain recede. 
Gradually he regained his strength, and looking down at his chest, he watched the 
knife slip out of his body and fall into his lap.

A terrible stench drifted into the room. It smelled like burnt toast and raw sewage, 
and permeated every pore in Larry’s body.

He looked up.
An obese figure stood outside a nearby window. It studied him for a second, 

perhaps two, and then shuffled out of sight.
Despite only seeing a glimpse of the creature, Larry still saw enough of it to secure 

many sleepless nights.
It had at least a dozen pale yellow eyes and no discernible nose or ears. A slavering 

mouth full of teeth mechanically chomped up and down. Its skin was a mixture of 
swirling shades unknown on Earth, and instead of arms, stubby tentacles sprouted out 
from its sides like diseased snakes. As a whole, it stank of corruption.

Larry sprang to his feet. His knife wound was no longer there, so he moved with 
the frightened agility of a man half his age. He understood then that it wasn’t his time 
to die.

They would not allow it.
“What are you!?” he screamed at the window. “It’s my life and I’ll end it if I want 

to!”
But deep down inside he knew it wasn’t his life anymore. The things that were 

taking over had control now. They would determine who died and when, and perhaps 
how as well.

A flash of movement outside the window caught Larry’s attention. There were two 
of them this time, a pair of corpulent abominations that were nestled together behind 
a small copse of trees. Larry saw that they were holding something, a glint of metal 
that was fastened to the sides of their bodies.

Silverware?
 Larry felt his chest constrict. His left arm went numb and his breathing became 

labored as his head swam in vague swirls of pain.
A heart attack? I’m having a heart attack!
He fell to the floor, and just before his world went black, he looked up and saw the 

creatures plowing straight through the wall and into his house.
They looked hungry.

]



 
94  The LiTerary haTcheT

[poetry]

Frankenstein, robot, or mummy, a monster is a cumbersome thing
You would escape the laggard, easily, if you just kept on running 
but running at a good speed, without stumbling and without looking back
at mummy, Frankenstein, or robot: cloddish, slow-moving maniac.

What would you expect? Frankenstein: a single unit from dead rabble,
Neurotransmitters firing cues to a fleshly Tower of Babel.
The robot was designed with great care and painstakingly constructed,
but the programming was flawed, leaving the poor robot rattle-pated.

The mummy awakened from a dreamless sleep, by his linens confined,
He thinks “this cannot be Paradise”--a reward would not leave him blind!
Why were you afraid? For robot, Frankenstein, or mummy, were lost:
Foreigners without a home country, into your land abruptly tossed.

They approached you, at a painful toddle, wanting to ask directions.
You ran, heart pounding and sweat burning, though they waved neither knives nor guns.
Ow!--your face smacked a tree. When the ensuing shock broke your heart’s lifeline,
you were felled by a monster called fear, not robot, mummy, or Frankenstein.

—denise noe
 

Four 
Monsters
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Routinely as the Sun goes down
and night replaces day, 
I prowl the streets of London-towne,
in search of human prey.

Before my victim starts to yell,
I rip her with my knife,
as nothing else works quite so well
for snuffing out her life.

Because I cannot stop at one,
I rip another whore.
Because I’m having so much fun
I want to rip some more

I took the kidney from a whore.
The public wondered why.
The truth is I was hungry for 
A piece of “kidney pie.”

When Catherine Eddowes met her doom
my cuts were nice and neat.
I expertly removed her womb
and placed it at her feet.

I left a truly ghastly scene
in Mary Kelly’s flat.
The coroner himself turned green
at such a sight as that.

I hear the cops have got a plan
to end my bloody reign.
I guess they’ll catch me if they can,
til then I shall remain…

Murderously Yours,
Jack

From Jack

by kevin gallagher

[poetry]
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Randolf Gibberson opened his eyes as the alarm went off and he sighed. 
He thought he’d been having a nice dream, but as usual couldn’t remember 
it. Turning off the alarm, he climbed out of bed and went into the bathroom. 
Gibberson didn’t really look in the mirror. He never did. He used the mirror 
for shaving, but never examined his face closely. While he knew he had mouse 
brown hair and washed out gray eyes, he couldn’t have given a description of 
his own face. There were no distinguishing features—no beard or mustache, no 
scars, no deformities. He didn’t wear glasses. His eyebrows were not particularly 
bushy nor did they meet in the middle. His nose was ordinary, never broken, 
not particularly big, nor particularly small. His lips were thin and colorless, 
never revealing his teeth. He didn’t smile, grimace, or bare his teeth. In fact his 
expression stayed essentially the same all the time. Every day he shaved his face 
and then immediately forgot it.

After a breakfast of toast and black coffee, he dressed and left for work. He 
glanced at the table beneath the grimy mirror as he left his apartment, pocketing 
his keys. He did not inspect his image in the mirror. He had forgotten that the 
mirror was there. It had come with the furnished apartment and he had never 
moved it. He had never moved anything in the two rooms. The dingy walls had 
been off white at some time. Now they were gray. The couch had frayed edges on 
the upholstery and in places was worn as smooth as the seat of his pants. The 
rug competed with the walls in the dinginess category and dust bunnies lurked 
under every item of furniture. 

[short story]

A Certain Lack of 
Interest

by rhema sayers
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The sun had just risen when Gibberson left his apartment building, a 
brownish-gray stone colossus in a battalion of buildings just like it. The sun 
hadn’t risen yet, although the eastern horizon glowed with a promise of light. A 
cold wind greeted him and he pulled up the hood of his parka and slipped into 
his gloves. He walked the five blocks to the subway station, head down against 
the wind. 

Sitting on the concrete bench in the station, he waited for the train until 
the cold of the bench froze his buttocks and he had to stand and walk around. 
There was no one else there, although he thought he spotted a rat at the other 
end of the platform. The walls were hidden by advertisements, so covered 
with grime that they were difficult to read. But no one cared because the ads 
were for products that no one wanted to buy anyway. Even the graffiti seemed 
half-hearted and lifeless, the colors dull, grimed over. The train roared into the 
station, introducing the only sign of life, albeit of a mechanical variety. The doors 
whooshed open and Gibberson stepped into the train, the car as empty and 
grimy as the station had been.

The train howled through the dark tunnel as he sat on a cracked vinyl 
covered seat, staring at the tunnel walls flashing by, not thinking. He was very 
good at not thinking. He did it all the time. There may have been a time in his 
past when he thought—thoughts about life and meanings and goals and desires, 
but that was long ago. Now he existed without thought, without goals or desires. 
He came to his station and got off, climbing the empty stairs from the empty 
station. Stopping at a convenience store, he bought a sandwich and a soda for 
lunch. On the street cars vied with each other for openings in the traffic and for 
precious parking places. Drivers cursed and honked at each other. The noise and 
the stench of exhaust fumes let up as he approached the tall gray stone building 
where he worked. 

He took the elevator to the eighteenth floor and entered through the firm’s 
doors, negotiating two hallways to the huge room where he spent his days. One 
wall was entirely windows, but the view was of the building across the street. 
The other walls were lined with offices where the supervisors worked. He had 
once wanted to be a supervisor, but that had been years ago and had never 
happened. There were twenty-six desks in the big room, all just like his. 

The nice-looking woman at the desk directly in front of his sometimes smiled 
at him when he looked at her. But she never talked to him. No one talked to him. 
He did not know the names of the people at the desks. There was no need for him 
to know. He did not need to interact with them. He had his own work and he did 
it diligently, moving numbers from one account to another. All day. With a break 
for lunch. He ate at his desk, the sandwich that he had bought while walking from 
the subway.

Sometimes he’d look around at the activity in the big room. Most people 
were usually at their desks, but there were always some circulating, leaning over, 
talking, communicating, smiling, laughing. Gibberson’s eyes quickly returned to 
his computer and his work. 

At the end of the day he rose from his desk with the rest of the workers, got 
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his parka and gloves from the closet by the door, and left the building. It was 
already dark by the time he got out and the cold air smelled of car exhaust. Street 
vendors sold hot dogs and newspapers, calling out to the homeward bound 
workers, their breath fogging the air. People moved around Gibberson as he 
slogged his way to the subway, putting one foot in front of another. He didn’t buy 
a hot dog or a newspaper. He didn’t look at the people. Not even at the little girl 
with pigtails and a bright pink parka who stared at him as he shuffled past, eyes 
tracking him down the street, curious.

As he walked down the steps to the subway, the thought of suicide crossed 
his mind briefly. He actually contemplated the idea for a minute or so, but then 
it faded into the fog of nonthought in his mind and drifted away. He sat down 
on the concrete bench and leaned back against the dingy wall, pulling the hood 
of his parka up over his head. He was tired. He was always tired, but especially 
after a day at work. He closed his eyes and sank back into the cold of the concrete 
behind and beneath him. His body started to feel numb, but light as if he were 
floating. The numbness spread upward from his toes. After a while he couldn’t 
feel his feet or lower legs any more. It was a pleasant lack of sensation, as if he’d 
been in pain for a long time and the pain had disappeared. The lack of feeling 
continued to creep slowly upward. His awareness of his body was completely 
gone below his neck when he wondered what was happening to him. The 
thought produced a brief spasm of alarm and sensation returned to his upper 
chest. But sensation was unpleasant. It was so restful to sink into the void. He 
was drifting like a balloon. He welcomed the feeling. It was so peaceful, relaxing. 
He almost smiled.

Trains clattered into the station and thundered out again. People came and 
went. No one paid any attention to the person in the parka, sitting on a bench. 
Hours later a homeless man noticed the figure and the lack of movement. He 
sidled closer. Maybe the man was sleeping. Or even dead. He’d found dead people 
in the station before. He couldn’t see the man’s face because the parka had fallen 
forward. The clothes looked caved in as if there were no one in them. The parka 
and gloves were nice. He could use them. He looked around furtively. The station 
was empty now, rush hour over. 

Casually, he walked to the bench and sat down next to the man. He reached 
out a hand to touch the shoulder and met no resistance. The clothes collapsed 
into a pile. Startled, he jumped to his feet and backed away a few steps. This was 
really weird. The parka lay on the bench and the hood had fallen back so that 
he could see it was empty—something totally strange here. But he took another 
look around the station. Still no one. He grabbed at the clothes, trying to gather 
up all of them. A pair of shoes with socks in them fell out of the pants. He almost 
dropped everything. Shit! This was fuckin’ freaky. He grabbed up the shoes and 
socks, tucking everything into the parka and scampered up the steps to the 
street.

]
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See the bloody mess I’ve made,
With my sharp and vengeful blade!

Guts and organs strewn about,
filthy whore turned inside-out.

Hard to think that what I’m seeing
Once had been a human being.

Once, no doubt, was pure and good,
an avatar of womanhood.

Until she fell on darker days,
and virtue turned to wanton ways.

She sold herself to earn a buck,
became a toy for men to f*ck

But thanks to me she’ll sin no more,
no longer have to be a whore.

My bloody knife has set her free!
She’s better off now, don’t you see?.

The papers don’t…they think I’m mad.
They’ll write again…that Jack’s been bad.

Jack’s Thoughts

by kevin gallagher

[poetry]
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For such a relatively small stream, the history and impact of the Quequechan 
River on the Southeast region of Massachusetts, the United States, and the 
world is rather remarkable.

No other river can boast all of the following: it has unique geologic character-
istics; native tribes have used it for thousands of years; it has been the location 
of the full gamut of Colonial industries; it was the site of one of the significant 
battles of King Philip’s War; it is the backdrop of a poem by Henry Wadsworth 
Longfellow; it has its own witch legend; and it was the site of a battle with the 
British during the Revolutionary War.

In addition, it provided the power that initiated the textile industry in Fall River, 
and it later provided the process water for cooling the steam engines for textile 
mills, making the city the largest cotton textile manufacturing center in the 
country at the time and the largest in the world after Manchester, England.

Available NOW through https://www.createspace.com/4380290
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Founded in 1803, Fall River changed its 
name the following year to Troy, after 
a resident visiting Troy, New York, 
enjoyed the city. In 1834, the name was 
officially changed back to Fall River. 

The city’s motto, “We’ll Try,” 
originates from the determination of its 
residents to rebuild the city following 
a devastating fire in 1843. The fire 
resulted in 20 acres in the center of 
the village being destroyed, including 
196 buildings, and 1,334 people were 
displaced from their homes. 

Once the capital of cotton textile manufacturing in the United States, by 1910, 
Fall River boasted 43 corporations, 222 mills, and 3.8 million spindles, producing 
two miles of cloth every minute of every working day in the year. The workforce 
was comprised of immigrants from Ireland, England, Scotland, Canada, the 
Azores, and, to a lesser extent, Poland, Italy, Greece, Russia, and Lebanon.

Available NOW
$22.00

Fall River 
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Lizzie Borden. For some, the name con-
jures an innocent young woman who 
bravely faced her trial with strength 
and fortitude. To others, she has 
become the icon of all things gruesome 
because of the bloody nature of the crimes for which she was charged. And yet 
others see Lizzie Borden as a woman who got away with murder.

These 50 poems trace the life of this enigmatic woman—from the 19th through 
the 20th century. We meet her as a young adult and watch her develop into an 
old woman living alone on “the Hill.” 

Do Come In is a remarkable collection of poems entirely devoted to the Lizzie 
Borden story.

So Do Come In, and meet Lizzie Borden and other characters as diverse as Jack 
the Ripper, Bob and Charlie Ford, and Rachael Ray, in poems that range from 
humorous to horrific.

Available NOW through https://www.createspace.com/3354462.

$14.00

FOR WHOLESALE INQUIRIES, PLEASE WRITE TO:
PearTree Press
P.O. Box 9585
Fall River, MA 02720
peartreepress@mac.com

[advertisement]

Do Come In 
and Other Lizzie Borden 
Poems
by Larry W. Allen

with a new Lizzie Borden sketch 
cover by Rick Geary, famed 
author and illustrator of The Borden 
Tragedy.
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Introducing Miss Lizzie Borden of Fall River, Massachusetts, a most excellent 
girl detective and the most remarkable young woman ever to take on the 
criminal underworld in late 19th century New England.

Many years before her infamous arrest and trial for the murders of her father 
and stepmother, Lizzie Borden pursued a career as a private consulting 
detective and wrestled unflinchingly with a crooked spiritualist, a corrupt and 
murderous textile tycoon, a secret society of anarchist assassins, rowdy and 
deadly sporting boys, a crazed and vengeful mutineer, an industrial saboteur, 
and a dangerously unhinged math professor—none of whom are exactly what 
they seem to be.

In these five early tales of mystery and 
adventure, Lizzie Borden is joined by 
her stubborn and stingy father Andrew; 
her jealous and weak-chinned sister 
Emma; her trusted companion Homer 
Thesinger the Boy Inventor; and the 
melancholy French scion Andre De 
Camp. Together, they explore Fall 
River’s dark side through a landscape 
that is industrial, Victorian, and 
distinctly American.

You have met Lizzie Borden before—
but never like this!

Available NOW through 
https://www.createspace.
com/3441135.
$14.95

FOR WHOLESALE INQUIRIES, PLEASE WRITE TO:
PearTree Press
P.O. Box 9585
Fall River, MA 02720
peartreepress@mac.com

Lizzie Borden: Girl Detective
by Richard Behrens 

[advertisement]

Get the latest news at 
LizzieBordenGirlDetective.com
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Alan Meyrowitz received his 
Doctorate in Computer Science from 
the George Washington University 
in 1980 and retired in 2005 after a 
career in research. His poetry has 
appeared in California Quarterly, 
Eclectica, Existere, Folly, Forge, The 
Storyteller, and others. In 2012, the 
Science Fiction Poetry Association 
nominated his poem “Wishing It 
Were Otherwise” for a Dwarf Star 
Award, and the poem was published 
in a chapbook of nominees.

Francis J. Kelly was born in 
Dungannon, County Tyrone, on 
the 2nd of April 1933. He received 
the gold medal for his primary 
school teacher training at St. 
Patrick’s College Drumcondra and 
later studied Irish, English, and 
Economics at University College 
Dublin where he met his wife
Olive. He also studied for the HDip in 
University College Dublin and taught 
Latin and English at Saint Michael’s 
College for over 30 years. He passed 
away in January 2014.

Wendy Schmidt is a native of 
Wisconsin. She has been writing 
short stories and poetry for the
last ten years. The Four C’s; cat, 
chocolate, coffee and computer are 
her chosen writing tools. Pieces have 
been published in Daily Flash 2012, 
Haunted Object, No Rest for the 
Wicked, Verse Wisconsin, Chicago 
Literati, City Lake Poets.

Ada Jill Schneider is the author 
of Behind the Pictures I Hang, The 
Museum of My Mother, Fine Lines 
and Other Wrinkles, and Saudades: 
The Jewish-Portuguese Connection. 
She reviews poetry for Midstream 
Magazine and directs “The Pleasure 
of Poetry” at the Somerset Public 
Library in Massachusetts. Winner of 
the National Galway Kinnell Poetry 
prize, Ada has an MFA in Writing 
from Vermont College.

Kurt Newton’s poetry has appeared 
in Weird Tales, Mythic Delirium, 
Dreams & Nightmares, and Paper 
Crow. He “grew up in a small town 
in rural Connecticut where the roads 
are narrow and the woods are as 
thick as the night is dark.”

Bruce Boston’s poetry has received 
the Bram Stoker Award, the Asimov’s 
Readers Award, the Gothic Readers 
Choice Award, the Rhysling Award, 
and the Grandmaster Award of the 
Science Fiction Poetry Association. 

Wayne Scheer has been nominated for four Pushcart Prizes and a Best of 
the Net. He’s published hundred of stories, poems and essays in print and 
online, including Revealing Moments, a collection of flash stories, available at 
http://issuu.com/pearnoir/docs/revealing_moments. A short film has also been 
produced based on his short story, “Zen and the Art of House Painting.”
Wayne lives in Atlanta with his wife.

Stanford Allen is a writer and lover 
of poetry. 

Peter Lingard was once a bank 
clerk, a bookkeeper, and a barman.  
He delivered milk, served in the 
Royal Marines and ‘bounced’ leery 
customers in a London clip-joint.  
He went to Australia because the 
sun shines there and the natives 
communicate in English.
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Rick McQuiston is a forty-five-
year-old father of two who loves 
anything horror-related. His work has 
appeared in over 300 publications. 
He has written three novels, six 
anthology books, one book of 
novellas, and edited an anthology 
of Michigan authors. Currently, he is 
hard at work on his fifth novel.

Kiik Araki-Kawaguchi studied 
poetics at Santa Clara University and 
UC Davis and is currently a graduate 
student of creative writing at UC San 
Diego. His work has appeared or is 
forthcoming in journals such as iO, 
Washington Square, The Brooklyner, 
Alligator Juniper, CutBank, Alice Blue 
Review and The Masters Review. 
The poems are dedicated to the 
poet/singer Joe Wenderoth and the 
writer/musician Keith Carver.

Ellen Denton has been widely 
published in such journals as Horror 
Garage, SpecLit, Transfomation, 
Greenprints, Fantastic Frontiers, 
Cosmic Crime, Bards and Sages 
Quarterly, Shelter of Daylight, 
Zharmae Publishing Press 
Anthology, and a Spark Anthology. 
She took fourth place in Echoes of 
the Right to God international essay 
contest, first place in an On the 
Premises contest, honorable mention 
in Reading Writers suspense fiction 
contest, finalists for Smories short 
story contest, PK Poetry competition, 
and Scinti story contest.

A.J. Huffman has published seven 
solo chapbooks and one joint 
chapbook through various small 
presses. She is a Pushcart Prize 
nominee, and the winner of the 2012 
Promise of Light Haiku Contest. 
Her poetry, fiction, and haiku have 
appeared in hundreds of national 
and international journals, including 
Labletter, The James Dickey Review, 
Bone Orchard, EgoPHobia, Kritya, 
and Offerta Speciale, in which her 
work appeared in both English and 
Italian translation. She is also the 
founding editor of Kind of a Hurricane 
Press. www.kindofahurricanepress.
com 

Angela Ash has, as she states, 
“experienced many odd and 
interesting things in my travels, but 
my current muse is my niece, who 
most decidedly emerged from the 
rabbit hole five years ago.” Angela 
lives in Louisville, Kentucky “with my 
ever understanding husband and our 
two beautiful girls... often referred to 
as “cats” by some terribly uncreative 
people.”

Fabiyas M V. was born in 
Orumanayur village in Kerala, 
India. He won the Poetry Soup 
International Award, USA, in 2011 
and 2012, a prize by the British 
Council in 2011, the Whistle Press 
Poetry Contest, India, in 2012, and 
the RSPCA Pet Poetry Contest, UK, 
2012. Moonlight and Solitude is his 
first book, published by Raspberry 
Books, Calicut, Kerala, India. His 
poems have been broadcast on All 
India Radio.

Ada Hoffmann has been published 
in Strange Horizons, Goblin Fruit, 
Mythic Delirium, and Ideomancer.

Joseph Farley edited Axe Factory 
from 1986 to 2010. His books and 
chapbooks include Suckers, For 
the Birds, Longing for the Mother 
Tongue, Waltz of the Meatballs, Her 
Eyes, and Crow of Night. His work 
has appeared recently in Bewildering 
Tales, Beyond Imagination, Danse 
Macabre, Concrete Meat Sheets, 
Thunder Sandwich, Horror Sleaze 
Trash, Schlock, Verse Wisconsin, 
Visions and Voices, and other 
places.
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Steffi Lang is an emerging poet who 
has worked as a journalist for her 
university’s publication and had her 
poetry published in Lamp magazine.

Mr. Grim K. DeEvil was born in 
western New York and then moved to 
Florida in his youth. He writes every 
day, and has written for many years. 
He is currently in the midst of writing 
a short story and in a second draft of 
a play.

Trevor Denyer is both a writer 
and editor, whose work has been 
published in a large number of 
independent press magazines 
including Scheherezade, Nasty 
Piece of Work, and Enigmatic 
Tales. More recently his work has 
appeared online in The Horror Zine, 
Estronomicon, and Tales from the 
River. He edited and published 
Midnight Street magazine over a 
number of years and is currently 
producing the online anthology 
Hellfire Crossroads. His own short 
story collection, The Edge of the 
Country is currently available as a 
Kindle eBook.
www.trevor.denyer.weebly.com

Denise Noe lives in Atlanta and 
writes regularly for The Caribbean 
Star of which she is Community 
Editor. Her work has been published 
in The Humanist, Georgia Journal, 
Lizzie Borden Quarterly, Exquisite 
Corpse, The Gulf War Anthology, 
Light, and Gauntlet.

Eugene Hosey is an artist, writer, 
and web designer. A graduate of 
Georgia State University, he holds an 
MFA in the visual arts. He is currently 
working on digital images and a book 
of poetry.

Amos Gay is an environmental 
scientist living quietly in suburban 
Philadelphia. He is a native of 
Minnesota.

Simon J. Ward is a writer of po-
etry, short stories, and plays. He is 
also an editor, teacher, and baker. 
His poetry has appeared in literary 
magazines in both the US and the 
UK. He is the founding editor of the 
Glasgow-based literary anthology 
ClockWorks. 

Santos Vargas was born in NYC 
in 1962. He has been dabbling 
in poetry for years. He enjoys his 
hobby of writing and performing on 
his spare time. He currently lives in 
Pennsylvania.

Stephanie Smith is a poet and writer from Scranton, Pennsylvania. Her work 
has appeared in such publications as Strong Verse, PIF Magazine, Morpheus 
Tales, Third Wednesday, and Underground Voices. Her first poetry chapbook, 
Dreams of Dali, is available from Flutter Press.

Kevin Gallagher is a true fan of true 
crime, including the infamous Borden 
murders.

Rhema Sayers is a writer who re-
sides in Arizona.
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H. Holt’s poetry has been published 
by Literary Orphans and expects 
to have a piece to represent Fjord 
Review’s Public Poetry Series later 
on this year. Under her ‘fiction’ name, 
H. R. Holt, she will be showing up on 
The Literati Quarterly in June. 

JM Perkins’ work has previously 
been featured in The Drabblecast, 
Starship Sofa, The Crimson Pact, 
and Method to the Madness: A 
Guide to the Super Evil anthology. 
Moreover, stories of mine are 
forthcoming in Full Moon Mayhem, 
Girl at the end of the World, Fear’s 
Accomplice, and We Were Heroes 
Anthologies.

Michael Fantina has been writing 
and publishing poetry for several 
decades. Some of his work has 
appeared in The Lyric, Candelabrum 
Poetry Magazine, Dark Horizons, 
Weird Fiction Review and many 
others. Rainfall Books has published 
three of his chapbooks of poetry in 
the UK.

Christian Saunders who writes dark 
fiction as C.M. Saunders, began 
writing in 1997, his early fiction 
appearing in several small-press 
titles and anthologies. Following 
the publication of his first book, Into 
the Dragon’s Lair – A Supernatural 
History of Wales (2003), he worked 
extensively in the freelance market, 
contributing both fiction and non-
fiction to over 40 international 
publications. His novellas Dead 
of Night and Apartment 14F: An 
Oriental Ghost Story are available 
on Damnation Books, while Devil’s 
Island, is out on Rainstorm Press. 
Most recently his work has appeared 
in Morpheus Tales, Gore magazine, 
Wicked Industries, and Siren’s Call. 
He works in London as a sports 
writer, and blogs for the Huff Post 
UK. His most recent work is From the 
Ashes – The REAL Story of Cardiff 
City Football Club.

T.K. Rouse is the author of The 
Paradox of Paradise, 2002, 
Xlibris Corporation. She is the 
special features writer for The Link 
magazine. Her published work 
includes short fiction, non-fiction 
articles, poetry, and cartoons. She 
lives in Canada.

Francis DiClemente lives in Syra-
cuse, New York, where he works as 
a video producer. He is the author of 
three poetry chapbooks, In Pursuit of 
Infinity (Finishing Line Press, 2013), 
Vestiges (Alabaster Leaves Publish-
ing, 2012) and Outskirts of Intimacy 
(Flutter Press, 2010). His blog can be 
found at francisdiclemente.word-
press.com. 

Walter Dinjos resides in Nigeria 
where he is writing his first fantasy 
novel. He blogs about silly story 
ideas at http://www.sillystoryideas.
blogspot.com.

Kat Heckenbach’s short fiction has 
been published in multiple online and 
print magazines, including Beyond 
Centauri and Underneath the Juniper 
Tree. She also has short stories in 
nearly a dozen print anthologies in 
the horror and science fiction genre, 
and is the author of two young adult 
fantasy novels, the first of which was 
a finalist in both the Indie Next Gen-
eration Book Awards (YA category) 
and the Compton Crook in 2012.
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