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Celine Rose Mariotti has a new young adult science fiction book entitled The Atomic Soldiers.
This is the story of the Capricorn-29 Space Ship venturing on a journey to the planet of Saturn. It
is the year 2515 and all the people who were on Earth in the 1980’s and 1990’s are back on Earth
again and President Ronald Reagan is once again the President of the United States. The crew of
the Capricorn-29 space ship encounter all sorts of alien space ships and aliens who find a way on
to their space ship. But they are protected by a special military unit called ‘The Atomic Soldiers’.
They meet up with the Russian space ship, the Mishka, and they connect their two ships and travel
together. Captain Vladimir Kisusky is very impressed with Captain Feldman. Captain Feldman
relies on the Atomic Soldiers to help them and defend them against these evil aliens. Zach and
Matthias are traveling on the space ship with them and they have all their atomic weaponry with
them. It is a story of big adventures; aliens; a Robot who is a friend to the crew; and some
interesting scientific information about Saturn. And a landing on Saturn!
The Atomic Soldiers is published by Alban Lake Publishing.
E-book-$3.00
Print book-$9.00
Available from http://www.infiniterealmsbookstore.com
Also available from Amazon and Kobo

Also available from Infinite Realms

A Trip to the Middle of the World
By DJ Tyrer
An utterly serious and not at all comical ePub novelette featuring a journey into the inner recesses of the world, in which
are encountered all kinds of strange, amorphous and marvellous things. Just 99 cents!

Seeking more Hallowe’en Entertainment?
The seventh issue of View From Atlantis will be online for Hallowe’en and
filled with horrifically-festive poetry. Free to read.
Also available from Atlantean Publishing is their latest Hallowe’en
booklet, Culinary You, just £1.50 (UK) / £3 (overseas).
Previous years’ Hallowe’en-poetry booklets remain available – A Broken
Mind, Chapel of Ease, Danse Macabre, Final Arrangements, Witching
Hour. Check the site for prices.

The Halloween Of No Return
By Neil K. Henderson
“I went out for Halloween in 1973... and never came back.” The extraordinary claim of Yorick Watt, origin unknown,
has brought one mystery to an end while setting up another. Reports of a stranger in weird clothes knocking on doors
after dark and performing odd rituals had been baffling the police and social services for days. But events took an
odder turn last night, when New Pertwick police apprehended the vague and dishevelled Yorick taking a white sheet
from a clothes line and attempting to wear it. It was when later questioned that he made his outlandish statement.
Local inhabitant Glenda Spoyle told of her outrage and horror on encountering the wraith. “It was creepy,” she
said. “He just sort of stood there, mumbled some lines from a poem, and then held up a plastic bag. I think...” (Here
poor Glenda was overcome with emotion.) “I think he expected me to... put something in it. And I swear to God he
was wearing flared trousers. I nearly died.”
Glenda’s friend Maggie-Bomb, next door, was more specific. “He made a kind of ‘recital’ about zombies. He
said that some older zombies must have had false teeth when living, so when a victim is bitten, the teeth may come
out and stick in his arm, but he’s not ‘turned’ – because they’re not zombie teeth, but false teeth. It was hell. I don’t
know whether he wanted to sell me dentures, or if he’d lost his own.”
“Yes,” admitted the duty sergeant. “We do get a lot of false teeth handed in. Especially around Halloween. I
think they get stuck in the bobbing apples and then thrown out. As for zombies – I think you’re thinking of urban
foxes. You wouldn’t let one of them get its teeth into you. Not now, and not in 1973.”
“Of course, all round here was Old Pertwick in 1973,” claims the local librarian. “Funnily enough, the
newspaper archive is completely empty for that year. If anyone celebrated Halloween, they certainly kept it quiet.
Perhaps this Yorick can help us fill in some gaps.”
But all Mr Watt keeps saying is, “I went out for Halloween in 1973... and never came back.” The time from
then to now appears to have vanished from his mind – just as he himself vanished from society. Given that no-one has
yet tried to claim him, the police are hoping to trace his background from dental records.
Ends

Hypersomnia, Idiopathic
By Brittany Shear
I’m standing in my bedroom becoming increasingly aware that it isn’t my bedroom. It feels like it is. But logically, it
makes no sense. My room is ground-level and dark. This room is flooded with blinding natural light. The furniture is
all wrong, too. Eager to correct it, I start rearranging. An icy nervousness weighs on my shoulders as I push my bed
against the wall. I turn and realize my stout white dresser has been replaced by an industrial clothing rack. Unease
trickles into my chest as I push it across the room. I continue pulling things this way and that, shuffling furniture that
has to be mine, but isn’t, all while avoiding the corner of the room. I used to have a small wooden desk angled there,
but an oversized Victorian-style armchair sits in its place. Its ornate wooden frame contrasts the blood-red cushion of
the seat and back. I feel its presence looming as it watches me pace back and forth. I stumble over the carpet and grab
onto its arm to catch myself. Everything freezes. A head rises behind the top of the chair, shrouded in shadow. It’s
staring at me.
The bright room vanishes. A deafening ringing echoes through my ears. I don’t need to open my eyes to
know that I’m back in my real bedroom. The cold pressure remains, weighing me down and pushing me further into
my mattress. I know what’s happening. I’m paralyzed. It never gets less terrifying, but at least I know what’s coming.
The pressure will ebb and flow and come back full-force each time I think it’s leaving for good. Something’s
different, though. The pressure isn’t hovering behind me like normal. Instead, it’s concentrated at the foot of my bed,
straddling my legs as if someone is standing over them. Slowly, the pressure lifts and resettles higher up my body,
like slow footsteps. As it straddles my thighs, I can feel two more pressure points form by my ankles. Whatever’s on
my bed isn’t walking – it’s crawling.
Hallucinations are normal, I remind myself. I know it’s true, but it doesn’t help any. My pulse races in my
compressed chest as a chilling tremor of terror electrifies my body. The pressure keeps climbing until it comes to rest
along my spine. It feels like it’s spooning me, laying an elongated oval head against my shoulder. The ringing in my
ears quiets nominally.
“Brittany,” it sighs. Dr. Hana told me that our minds can’t imagine faces or voices we haven’t encountered
before. I desperately try to place this eerie whisper.
“Lock your door, Brittany.” I can hear a smile in the raspy order and imagine endless rows of sharp teeth
poised next to my ear. Dr. Hana is wrong. I’ve never heard this voice before.
***
Aren’t hospitals supposed to make you feel safe? I don’t think I could have been put in a more nightmare-inducing
room if the staff had tried. Besides the bed, the room was pretty barren – an oversized wardrobe that housed only my
puffy jacket, an armchair, and a mounted TV. Streaks of light streamed through the blinds, striping the tile floor. It
might have been mistaken for a majestic sliver of moonlight, but the room was on the first floor, so it was actually the
lights of the parking lot. The hallway door was hidden behind a short wall. A demon could easily breeze in without
me seeing. So far, though, only the sleep technicians had come in.
“Brittany?” a voice crackled through the speaker above my head. Panic rushed through me. It was the same
reaction as when someone knocks on the door of the bathroom. Somehow, all the answers seem wrong.
“Occupied!” – too formal.
“One second!” – a lie.
“Yup!” – What?
“Here,” is what I settled on, as if I could have been anywhere else. I was firmly strapped into the bed by
wires running from all over my body to the beeping machine beside me.
“Great,” the voice said. It didn’t seem to have noticed or cared about my weird response. “We need to do
some calibration with the sensors. Just follow my instructions. Ready?”
I felt like a video game character as she asked me to look up and down and left to right, clench my hands,
and wiggle my toes.
“Perfect,” the voice crackled again. “We’re all set up. Go ahead and get comfortable. We’ll be waking you
up at 8 to start the MSLT. Any questions?”

I shook my head until I remembered that there was no camera monitoring me.
“Nope,” I blurted.
“Great. Goodnight, then.” With a click, I was left alone to silence and the dark.
Here we go. Sleep. As natural as breathing. I turned on my side to get comfortable and tried sliding my
hands under the pillows. The wires got in the way, so I curled them in front of my chest. Never before had falling
asleep made me nervous. Now, finally in the testing room I’d been waiting months to occupy, I was struck with
performance anxiety.
The extensive (internet) research I’d conducted had prepared me pretty well for the experience so far.
Actually, I’d had it easier than many of the narcoleptic bloggers I’d read about. They reported years of misdiagnoses
and inattentive doctors before finally receiving treatment. The most resistance I met was with the secretary who
booked my first appointment.
“And who referred you to the Sleep Disorders Clinic?”
“Uhhhhhh,” I’d paused. “No one, really. I just think I might have narcolepsy.” She had echoed my hesitation.
“Um, okay. The next opening we have is on November 11th.”
I was pleased when the surveys I filled out in the waiting room seemed to confirm my wholly unprofessional
diagnosis:
On a scale from 1-3, how likely are you to fall asleep sitting and reading? 3.
Watching television? 3.
Lying down to rest in the afternoon?
Sitting inactive in a public place? As a passenger in a car for longer than an hour? Sitting and talking to
someone? 3, 3, 3, 3.
Dr. Hana, a thin middle-aged woman with dark-brown hair and matching eyes, quickly called me back to her
office.
“First, it’s great to meet you,” she said with a warm smile. “I’m surprised by your age. People don’t usually
realize they have a sleeping problem until mid- to late-adulthood.” I stifled a proud smile as she reviewed my forms.
She then turned to me and asked about my symptoms – the doctor version of the dreaded “so, tell me about yourself”
interview question.
“Where should I begin?” I’ve been sleepy for as long as I can remember. Every day after high school, I’d
“nap” for a minimum of 3 hours. Not because I didn’t get enough sleep the night before, but just because I was still
tired. I fell so deeply asleep in AP Statistics once that I woke up with my face in a giant puddle of drool. I fell asleep
on the green line and woke up in Newton, 10 miles past my stop. I fell asleep in conversation with a former boss. I’ve
fallen asleep at parties, under tables, in the car, at work, sitting up, lying down, and standing. Any location or state of
being – I’ve probably fallen asleep there.
Dr. Hana listened attentively and probed further. The longer I sat in her office, the more I realized the
oddities of my sleep hygiene. That afternoon, I learned that waking up shouldn’t be an Olympic feat. Typical people
didn’t need twenty alarms to get up every morning. They also didn’t have a compulsive napping habit, tendency to
fall asleep in inappropriate times, or inability to feel refreshed, no matter how much sleep they’d gotten. Dr. Hana
scheduled an overnight sleep test for the next month. With another warm smile, she reassured me that we would find
a definitive answer for my symptoms.
I sent out a mental thank-you to her as I lay awkwardly in the bed. At the end of these tests, there was
someone who saw behind the goofy idea of an abnormally sleepy young woman. There was someone who listened.
The performance anxiety evaporated as I reassured myself that I made it. I was being tested. Things would get easier
once I had the results.
***
“Brittany?” Dr. Hana’s high voice squeaked through my phone. In my initial intake report, she wrote that I was “thin,
attentive, and bright,” so she quickly became my favorite doctor. I greeted her kindly and asked how she was.
“Good, thanks. Were you able to access the test results through the patient portal?” I swallowed, trying to
hide the disappointment that rose to clog my throat.

This MSLT does not provide objective evidence of daytime sleepiness, the report concluded. I didn’t have
narcolepsy. I didn’t have abnormal levels of daytime sleepiness.
My mom was going to be pissed when she got the bill.
“You don’t have narcolepsy,” she stated definitively. “No abnormal breathing, so no sleep apnea, either.” I
interjected a brief mhm, not trusting my voice to stay level.
“So, what now?” she asked. You tell me, doc. “No identifiable disease, but your results do show abnormal
levels of sleepiness.” A sliver of hope bloomed in my chest.
“Idiopathic hypersomnia,” she continued, “means excessive daytime sleepiness without a known cause.
That’s what you have.”
Idiopathic hypersomnia. Two words I’d never heard before, alone or together, that now defined me. I only
caught snippets of Dr. Hana’s subsequent explanation.
“Chronic disease…no cure…prescribing a stimulant…low dose to start…your body will become
dependent…hide them from roommates…let me know if you have any questions.”
A surge of conflicting emotions overtook me as we hung up. On one hand, I had been right. There was
something wrong with me – something I could point to when I fell asleep in a weird place or was late to work
because my alarms couldn’t wake me up. On the other, I had a chronic illness. This would plague me for the rest of
my life. I would slowly become more dependent on a medication that my daily life would be hindered without. As
terrifying of a reality as that was, I did relish being right.
Telling others turned out to be more challenging than processing it myself. It’s a serious, though non-fatal,
disease. I didn’t need to call every contact and let them know we were working with limited time, but it seemed to be
an important update. While family and friends were supportive and reacted well to my jokes, not everyone shared
such pleasant responses.
“I’ve had sleep paralysis once” or “Wow, I nap all the time, too” tended to lead into “What’s the disease
called again? Maybe I have it.” Am I the only person in the world with idiopathic hypersomnia? No. But does
everyone who experiences fatigue or sleep paralysis have it? Also no.
“Woah, you can fall asleep anywhere? You’re so lucky.” Is it generally convenient to be able to fall asleep
with ease in any position and location? Sure. Would I consider myself “lucky” to have a chronic disorder? Not
especially. This response was sometimes followed by the fun claim, “I wish I had your disease,” which I would
usually meet with a questioning stare. I was the first to poke fun at the disorder and its lighthearted implications. It’s
funny that a 22-year-old woman, like a kindergartner, can’t function without a nap. But while the laughter fades,
idiopathic hypersomnia doesn’t.
***
“Lock your door, Brittany.” I can almost feel the hot breath of the whisper against my ear. I clench my jaw and keep
my eyes firmly shut.
“That’s the one service I’ll do for you,” the voice continues. “Lock your door.” I feel the pressure ease and
almost breathe a sigh of relief, but it returns at the first stir of hope. The creature gives my chest one final, gutwrenching squeeze. A maniacal chuckle echoes faintly as I regain control over my body.
I reach over and flick on my salt rock lamp. I don’t open my eyes until the warm orange glow rests against
my eyelids. My room is back to normal – no demons hiding behind Victorian armchairs in the corner. I sit up and
grab my phone. 2:43 AM. A frustrated groan escapes my lips as I rub my eyes. I have to be up in three hours for
work. I swear my sleep paralysis knows this. It appears when I’m overtired, making me miss more sleep and thus be
more overtired, which leads it to happen again the next night. And the night after that, and the night after that, and the
night after that.
Lock your door. I contemplate the creepy order as I turn over to go back to sleep, pretending that the light
will protect me. Locking my door wouldn’t help anything. The threat of the paralysis and crawling demons doesn’t
come from outside; it’s in my head. How do you escape something that’s inside of you?

ENDS

Trick or Treat

Omega

By DJ Tyrer

By Robert Beveridge

Trick or treat tonight
Pumpkin faces observant
Candy or egging
But not all who walk tonight
Are people wearing costumes

Originally published in Scifaikuest

the shadows on the cave
wall detach, come closer
melt skin, bone, nerve
with the smoke of hands
that pass through my
body my chains and as
they pass they whisper
over and over again “don’t
fall in love with me”

Shadow Trees
By Aeronwy Dafies
Shadow trees twist in the wind
Writhing demons in the dark
Reaching, grasping, clutching
Dancing to the Devil’s delight
Cruel faces seem etched into bark
Leering, laughing, staring
Shadow trees twist in the wind
A night storm nightmare
Reaching out for me

Pumpkins
By DS Davidson
Pumpkins line the path
Leering, laughing faces peer
Lit by dying flames

sleep beckons to her
after many sleepless nights
in her dreams it waits
By Greg Fewer

Endless Night
By LindaAnn LoSchiavo
They stroll through nightmare’s secret paths, noiseless.
Avoiding doorknobs, windows, anything
That needs a key, they find their way inside
Though uninvited. No refreshments will
Be served. Food, drinks, excuses, penance, clocks
Are simply weightless wind. Blank shimmering
Disrupts the air —— as mists weave back and forth,
Coating each eyelash with forgetfulness.
Apparitions relieved of personal
Regrets assemble on my bedroom rug,
A patchwork of unique pelts, animals
Whose time was up, perhaps reminding me
Departures can be sudden, silver-tipped
As foxes trapped or cold as straitjackets
Of hard frost, death’s insistent fist clamped tight.
There is one dream you’ll never wake up from.

By Valkyrie Kerry

Nightmare
By Fredric Hildebrand
Have you taken the nighttime ride
into the unknown, first cruising
smoothly past family faces,
languishing in childhood forests,
slowing for your favorite tricycle.
Have you taken the nighttime ride,
suddenly speeding out of control,
steering gone, brakes failing,
careening around the terrifying
sharp corners of your despair.
Have you taken the nighttime ride,
sideswiping the death of your father,
swerving around your suffering children;
whose dreadful cries drown the din
of your squealing tires.
Have you taken the nighttime ride,
hurtling toward a deadly precipice,
glimpsing salvation racing past
just beyond the reach of your
outstretched hand.
Have you taken that nighttime ride,
finally a hard yellow lurching
into morning, crashing awake,
headlights shining everywhere,
the room bursting with clarity.

The Dream
By Neil K Spencer
So recently I’ve been having this dream. It always starts the same. I’m in bed, my wife’s sleeping next to me.
Something wakes me and I sit up, I’m wearing only a set of pyjamas, stripy blue and white T-shirt and a pair of black
shorts.
“Hello?” I call out. I know someone’s there but there’s no response. I turn to my wife. “Jess?” But she doesn’t
wake.
I decide to get out of bed. The floor is cold on my feet, like ice, so I stick on a pair of slippers and grab my
dressing gown, it’s two different shades of blue stripes.
Then I’m in the hall, but I can’t remember leaving the bedroom. The lights are off but the hall isn’t dark. I walk
towards the stairs. It’s cold, and I mean really cold, the carpet is frozen and I can see frost of the windows as I walk
past them, but it doesn’t seem to affect me. I mean I feel it, but it doesn’t seem to bother me, the cold I mean, I don’t
feel uncomfortable by the low temperature.
I reach the stairs and start to walk down them. I can’t see, it comes on all of a sudden. A thick haze has engulfed
the landing, as though the house was on fire but it wasn’t. I keep walking. As I reach the bottom of the stairs, I
notice the smell. It’s a pleasant smell, a combination of orange and lemon with a sweetness to it.
Now downstairs I turn to walk along the hall. That’s when I see it, the lounge, straight ahead of me. The door is
ajar and the light is on. No! The light is not on, not the usual light of the lounge anyway. But there is a light, bright
and glowing, so bright it’s lighting up the house, and it’s getting brighter.
I start to walk towards the lounge as the door slowly begins to open. Soon it is open wide and the bright light
pours out, engulfing me.
That’s where I woke up, the first time. At first, I thought nothing of it, but then I had it again. Everything was
exactly the same, same cold, same frost, same smell and same bright light pouring from the lounge and filling the
house. Only this time I didn’t wake up when the door opened and the light engulfed me.
This time I continue to walk towards the open door. The light feels brighter than the sun but it doesn’t burn me,
doesn’t blind me. Then I’m in the lounge but all I can see is light, white and glowing. The smell is stronger too, so
strong I can almost taste the citrus flavours of the oranges and lemons.
Then I realise that someone is there. I can’t see them but I can feel them, their presents. I quickly turn to where I
think they are. Nothing. I quickly search the room but all I can see is white. I call out.
“Hello?” But there is no reply.
I know they’re there but they are hiding. Hiding in the light.
“Where are you? Show yourself!” I’m shouting now, but still nothing.
Then I feel the presents coming towards me. It’s coming quickly but still I see nothing. It’s almost on me. “Show
yourself” I shout a final time.
Then, I wake.
After the second dream I sat up in bed, I was sweating but it wasn’t hot. About a week passed and then, the dream
returned.
As before, the house is cold, the bright light fills every room with a glow. But none brighter than the lounge. As
before I walk towards it. The sweet smell of oranges and lemons fills my nose, making my nostrils tingle. I arrive at
the door as before, but something is different.
The door opens but I see the hand that opens it, long bony fingers, a pale grey colour. I walk in, the room is as
white as ever. I’m standing in the centre of the room, it’s a circle. Not in my lounge anymore, how? I begin to feel
disorientated and nauseous as the room ever so slightly begins to spin. That’s when I notice them. The figure
standing to my left. I turn quickly to face them. They’re taller than me, grey all over and thin. Their legs and arms
are like long pencils, their torso has a sausage shape about it and their head is leaf shaped. Their facial features are
blurry to me.
The figure tilts their head from side to side, as though sizing me up.
“What do you want?” I ask it, not aggressively, but firmly.
The figure before me doesn’t reply but simply takes a step forward.
“Tell me what you want!” This time I am aggressive.

They extend their arm and the bony fingers are stretched out. I feel myself raising my own arm and reaching out
to the figure’s. I know now what they want. They want me to go with them. I don’t want to go but yet I seem unable
to resist. Our hands grow nearer. The smell of oranges and lemons grows stronger and the light brighter. Our hands
grow nearer, then nearer and nearer. The smell is so strong now the scent of it burns in my nose and the brightness of
the light seems beyond blinding but yet I can still see. Then as our hands are almost touching the bright light fills my
eyes making me blind. I let out a yell and feel something grab at me. I turn to face it and realise it’s my wife. I am
awake once again.
I know people think I am mad but the dreams are real. I’ve seen who they are, I’ve seen what they want. They
want me to go with them, I will have the dream again and next time I will of that I’m certain.
Ends

Bogeyman Dreams

Jack the Ripper

By Edward Ahern

A terza rima poem by Mark Hudson

As a child and young adult
my dreams were sometimes tortured
by beings who thirsted for
my powerless body or soul
and I entered awakening
with quaking relief.
These dreams have deserted me.
The nocturnal panic that bound me
in frenzied anguish is gone.
I am wizened by the lack,
for more than gratifying fantasy
they assured me of my substance.
My bad dreams are mere frustration
at being blocked from achieving
trifling somnolent ambitions,
by contorted moebius loops.
If the Bogeyman could dream
he would have nightmares such as these.

White chapel in London was haunted by him,
Jack the Ripper, legend or hoax?
He tore all his victims from limb to limb.
Walking around, daggers and cloaks,
when the light in the gas lamp isn’t bright,
he would look for a victim to choke.
Scotland Yard would faint at the sight,
of the body organs mangled and cut.
It caused the people unending fright.
Jack the Ripper must’ve been a nut,
yet medical science was his forte.
A historical case never quite shut.
Prostitutes were woman working for pay.
In the White chapel slums, life was hard.
That is when Jack the Ripper went to slay.
Since then London is forever scarred,
by the story of a killer with no regard.

An Etruscan Tomb
By Mark Mellon
"Do you like the port, Signore Spenser?"
Spenser raised a jewelled gold goblet. "The finest I've tasted since leaving England, Signor Condé."
Fosco's chins wiggled in merriment. He wore a severe black suit and a bleached white stock. What scant hair
remained was cut short in the modern style.
"Try the salmon in aspic."
They sat in a large, barrel vaulted chamber, once a refectory, now Fosco's dining hall. Formerly austere, gray
stone walls were now adorned with rich tapestries, gold framed mirrors, and portraits of Napoleon and his family by
David and Ingres. Liveried servants in powdered tie wigs were nearby, ready to serve. A well tempered string quartet
played Gluck. The young, dark woman opposite Spenser also raised her goblet. She smiled, pink lips and pearly teeth.
"How delightful to have an Inglese gentleman visit."
Spenser made a seated bow. "You honour me, Signora Condesa. That was a great courtesy to send a rider with
an invitation to stay the night."
"Nonsense," Fosco said. "There are no inns here. You would have to sleep in your cloak under a tree tonight
with only your horse for company."
He chortled and drank more wine. "And then wolves or brigands would have you. You're lucky Lucrezia
spotted you with her spyglass from the bell tower. She ordered a groom to ride after you."
Lucrezia poured more wine into Spenser's goblet from a silver ewer.
"You have an interesting home, Signor Condé. If I'm not mistaken, it was originally a monastery."
"You have a keen eye, Signore. La Badia was originally built by the Cistercians. The Bardolli clan added
ramparts, encircling the bell tower and other buildings. They also strengthened the bridge. His Holiness was good
enough to invest me with this fief as compensation for my losses after the war's end."
"Ah. I hope I haven't raised a sensitive topic."
"Not at all, Signore. Like Napoleon, I took my chances and rolled the dice. We both lost and now have to live
with it. Although I admit, my exile is more comfortable than that of Sa Majesté. I make what I can of life, with a
castle, servants, and a beautiful, understanding wife."
"An enviable position, Signor Condé."
Fosco smiled. He curtly gestured to have the next course served, fresh peas cooked with onions and lettuce.
"Now tell us about yourself, Signore. You're on your Grand Tour, I take it?"
"Yes. I've been in Rome. Rather than go by coach, I thought it would be faster to travel by horse."
"Without even a manservant and no fear of brigands?" Lucrezia said. "You're bold, Signore Inglese."
"I'm accustomed to travelling alone, Signora Condesa."
"A gentleman traveller is rarely seen in the marsh ridden Maremma. What brings you here?"
"I'm headed to Florence and took a detour. I've read there are fine prospects, green hills, vast fields of reeds,
ponds with flamingos."
"It is beautiful if unhealthy," Lucrezia said. "Our peasants die like flies in the summer from malarial fevers.
Fortunately, La Badia is high enough so we get the sea wind. It keeps unhealthy vapours away."
"You must indulge Lucrezia, Signore Spenser. A third my age, and still she frets about her health. Myself, as
long as I keep my palate clean with brandy and avoid water, I have no fears. Does anyone expect you in Florence, I
wonder?"
"No. I have a letter of introduction to a friend of my father's who works there for Barclay's. I hope he'll take
me in and show me around, but he doesn't expect me."
Fosco clapped meaty palms together. "Meraviglioso. Wonderful. Then you're in no hurry. Please, stay as long
as you like. If you like curiosities, why, my estate is packed with antiquities."
"Roman ruins interest me greatly."
Fosco huffed dismissively. "I possess ruins far older than that. La Badia sits atop a former Etruscan
stronghold, a key link to the Tyrrhenian Sea. Their tombs litter my estate."
"And that's where you found this fine Greek pottery."

The walls were lined with Hellenic ceramics on marble pedestals, amphorae, kylixes, psykters, oinochoes, and
kraters, paint still bright, protected under glass covers.
"Excellent, Signore. I keep the best specimens for myself. The rest I pass on to merchants in Rome, Paris, and
London."
"I passed men digging in the fields."
Fosco nodded. "They're my peasants. Tell me, Signore Spenser, are you interested in the Etruscans?"
"Extremely so. Any advancement in human knowledge is worthwhile. I understand the Emperor Claudius was
the last man who spoke Etruscan fluently and that he wrote an eight volume history on them."
Fosco beamed like a father at a precocious son. "Indeed, Signore. I hope to someday encounter a preserved set
of those scrolls. Would you like to see a tomb?"
"At night?"
"Why not? You said you like grand prospects. Nothing compares to the Maremma beneath the moon. Signore,
indulge an old man's caprice."
Fosco arose with unusual speed and agility despite his age and corpulence. He gallantly helped Lucrezia up
while a lackey pulled back her chair. Spenser joined them. Lucrezia's breasts were barely constrained by her low cut,
tight, white gown. She took Spenser's arm. Soft curves pressed against him.
"You will excuse my husband's eccentricities, Signore Spenser. Life in the Maremma weighs on him more
than he cares to admit, so he devises caprices to pass the time. If I may ask, where did you learn Italian?"
"My governess was from Rome. The Latin I remember from school helps also."
They walked into the grand hall, well lit by a blazing fire in the manorial hearth. A maidservant draped an
ermine stole over Lucrezia's bare shoulders. Fosco donned a black velvet cloak large enough for two ordinary men.
Spenser put on his cloak. It was brisk and cool outside. A big peasant stood in the courtyard with a bull's eye lantern.
"You bandit, Badolo. You're on time, possibly even sober."
Badolo bowed. "Good evening, Signor Condé."
Spenser recognized Badolo. He was the one with a whip and a shotgun overseeing the men digging up
Etruscan artifacts. They went through the open gates and down the narrow bridge across a deep gorge, shrouded in
darkness. Badolo led to light the way. Past the bridge, Badolo left the main road for a path atop a long embankment
that crossed the marshes.
There was a crescent moon and myriad stars, reflected in narrow canals that lined the reeds. Short eared owls
raucously squawked to terrify prey into flight. Badolo's lantern cast a bright spotlight ahead. Decay wafted from the
marshes. Fosco set a brisk pace, aided by a thick walking stick.
"You cannot overestimate what the Romans owe to the Etruscans. Religion, attire, even their early
architecture, all copied-"
Lucrezia slipped her arm through Spenser's again. Her face drew near his. The perfume was intoxicating. She
whispered. "As I said, forgive my husband. It's rare he meets an educated man."
She took his hand and squeezed it. Spenser's heart pounded.
At the embankment's end, the marshes gave way to pine forests at the foot
of rolling, black hills. Wind gnarled branches high overhead were briefly lit by the lantern as they passed underneath.
In the distance, a wolf called to his mate, a long, plaintive, lonely howl.
"Based on Livy and Cassius Dio with comparison to the terrain, I believe the tomb belongs to none other than
Servius Tullius, the supposedly mythical sixth king of Rome."
Spenser stifled a giggle at this ludicrous claim. "How interesting."
They reached a stump studded clearing, the air thick with fresh cut pine.
"You're lucky, Signore. Badolo's crew cleared this only yesterday."
A large, grass covered mound stood in the centre. The vertical sides were built of rectangular tufa stone
blocks. Several small trees sprouted from the conical top.
"It was covered in vines. They protected it. Badolo's crew had a job cutting them down."
Badolo grinned. "I drove them hard, Signor Condé."
"The door, Badolo."
They walked around the mound. Set between granite posts and topped by an oblong lintel, the iron doors'
panels were adorned with faded bas-reliefs of combat and banquets.

"I planned to open the tomb tomorrow, Signore. But why not now?"
"At night, Signor Condé? Why not wait until daylight?"
"Come, Signore. The lantern should provide enough light."
"I have a bar to pry the doors. Signore Inglese, you seem sturdy. Will you help?"
Spenser nodded. Badolo set the lantern on a nearby stump. He fetched a heavy iron bar and wedged the flat
end between the doors. Spenser grabbed the bar. Both pulled with considerable strength. For a long, strained moment
the doors held firm. With an awful moan as ancient metal wrenched free, a door opened with a shrieking squeal of
corroded hinges. The smell of desiccated corruption hit them. Lucrezia wrinkled her nose and put a scented lavender
kerchief to her face. Fosco applauded.
"Bravissimo."
Badolo picked up the lantern and they entered the tomb. The stale air was choked with millennial must. A
rectangular chamber with a vaulted ceiling lay under the dome. Vivid, garish frescoes were painted on the facing
walls. The left displayed mostly naked men. One cut a bound man free while three others brutally stabbed their
victims to death. Names were written by their heads in indecipherable Etruscan characters.
"There. Exactly the proof I need. The one releasing the bound man is Macstrna, more famous as Servius
Tullius."
"So you believe you've found his tomb, Signor Condé?"
"The signs look good. Shine the lantern on the opposite wall, Badolo."
The other fresco presented an even gorier scene. Nude young men with their hands tied behind their backs
were thrown to the ground by burly warriors and their throats cut by a young, blond man in armour. Two figures
flanked the slaughter. A fair, young, blonde woman spread feathered wings from her shoulders. She wore a huntress
costume, boots, short pleated skirt, and leather straps. The other figure was more grisly, a tall man with pointed teeth
and hairy wolf ears. Snakes intertwined up his arms and he bore an enormous hammer.
"Achilles's slaughter of the Trojan captives."
"Well done, Signore Spenser, but what about the end figures?"
"I confess they're unknown to me."
"No fault to you for not knowing. They're Etruscan underworld deities. The woman is Vanth and the man is
Kharun, a corruption of the Greek Charon. It's believed they escorted dead souls on their perilous journey through the
underworld."
"Fascinating."
"Indeed. Now let's see the end wall."
Badolo held the lantern high. A marble sarcophagus was topped by a reclining statue of the dead man. Attired
for a banquet, a laurel wreath on his finely chiseled features, he held his krater high in a toast to his guests of two
millennia later. The paint was still vivid on his blue toga, brilliant yellow stars, moons, and planets.
"A toga imperatoria. Only a king could wear one."
A double door was painted on the wall behind the sarcophagus. The figures of Vanth and Kharun stood on
either side.
"And this must be a passage to the underworld."
"Exactly, Signore. Very similar to spirit doors found in Egyptian tombs. It's well you understand. You'll pass
through shortly yourself."
Spenser faced Fosco. The jovial pose was gone, the jowly face grim as the gorgons inscribed on the walls'
borders. Lucrezia still smiled, but without humor, only a satisfied smirk at the culmination of a singularly vicious
trick, a rude, cruel betrayal served cold without dressing.
"Are you playing a joke?"
"No jest, Signore Spenser. I'm in deadly earnest. The Sibylline Oracles provide that if a monarch's tomb be
opened, the profanation must be atoned for with human blood."
He shrugged eloquently. "And I certainly can't spare my own."
"You're mad."
"No, Signore. I thought of sacrificing a peasant, but they're uneducated and unreasonable and prone to blood
feuds. As you can imagine, I was in a quandary. And then Providence sent you."
"No one knows where you are. No one expects you in Florence," Lucrezia said.

"You're vipers."
"Perhaps, Signore," Fosco said. "But as in a court of law, here the dead's opinion have no weight. Badolo."
The peasant set the lantern in an overhead niche. He took out a long knife and unfolded the blade. Every
crooked tooth on display, Badolo slavered.
"Stick your neck out like a sheep, Inglese. I'll make it quick."
"Damn your eyes, you low born villain," Spenser screamed in English.
He whipped off his cloak and rolled it around his left hand in a makeshift shield. On his guard after this
manoeuvrer, Badolo slowly advanced. He maintained eye contact with Spenser as he tossed his knife from one hand
to the other.
"Go on, Badolo. Finish him."
"Yes. I want to see," Lucrezia said.
"A fine show, Inglese." Badolo feinted for Spenser's torso, then drove the knife straight toward his throat.
Spenser deflected the knife with his cloaked hand. He punched his right fist hard into Badolo's considerable
gut, then hit him twice more. Fat and out of trim from pasta, sausage, and wine, Badolo doubled over.
Spenser grabbed Badolo's right wrist and twisted hard. The knife fell from his hand involuntarily. Spenser
seized it. He stabbed Badolo deep in his left thigh, near the crotch.
Badolo screamed. Lucrezia shrieked in horror. Badolo staggered about as great crimson gouts spurted from his
wound. His blood spattered the walls. Bled out, he collapsed, dead when he hit the dirt.
Spenser hunched over and gasped for air, the bloody knife in his right hand. Mysterious music filled the tomb.
Strange, high pitched notes sounded, the lilt of double pipes fashioned from marsh reeds. Fosco's moon face turned
ashen.
"The calami. Heralds of the gods."
There was a deep, bowel shaking shudder. Painted doors became real. Transformed granite portals swung
inward to reveal a vast, shapeless landscape, filled with mist and shadow. Silent lightning flashes revealed an endless
range of steep crags, crests lined with capering red demons and wraiths.
The painted figures stepped from the wall, flat features brought into rounded, solid reality.
A winged woman stood before them. Iridescent feathers filled her white wings. Leather straps framed her bare
breasts. In her left hand she bore a torch that blazed with a preternatural blue flame. She smiled faintly, mysteriously.
A full head taller, the animal faced man snarled balefully with a show of long, pointed teeth. Blue snakes
writhed and intertwined from his wrists to his elbows. He held a long handled, double headed hammer. Gray smoke
poured from his nostrils and ears. His red eyes had no more pity than a predator for his prey.
Spenser froze, unable to believe what his eyes told him was true. Lucrezia shrank behind Fosco and clenched
him tight as if his bulk could protect her. Fosco stood aghast at the results of his trifling with unknown forces. By a
great effort, he pulled himself together, forced himself to act. Fosco bowed as low as any of his lackeys.
"Lucheme Kharun. Mech Vanth. Ego vos adoro et supplico."
His prayers were ignored. Vanth pointed her blue flame at Fosco and Lucrezia. Her voice was low and
resonant, the words incomprehensible, but the meaning still plain in the implacable, unforgiving tone. They were both
damned.
Vanth swung her torch to the open doors and the boundless, shifting afterworld beyond. Sweat ran down
Fosco's face and into his stock. He ripped it loose and mopped his face. Fosco sobbed, a great heave of grief
wrenched from deep inside. Lucrezia feebly patted his back, face contorted with anxiety.
"Che cosa c'é, caro? What's the matter, darling?"
Fosco drew Lucrezia close. He put his head on her shoulder.
"I fear we have been summoned, my dear, and have no choice but to obey."
Lucrezia recoiled from Fosco, hands before her, eyes about to start from their sockets.
"No. This was your idea, not mine. If anyone goes, it should be you. You're old, sixty-nine. I'm still young
and only a woman."
She hiked up her skirt and ran for the doors. Kharun stretched forth his hammer. Lucrezia turned and was
dragged back by an invisible force, weeping and wailing, like a spoiled child in an angry nanny's hands. Fosco
embraced Lucrezia and comforted her as best he could. He wiped her tears away with his stock.
"Come, my child. They await. We can't delay the inevitable."

He offered his arm. Lucrezia mustered her small courage and took it. They walked together through the
open doors. Vanth and Kharun bowed as they passed. Kharun faced Spenser. He pointed his hammer toward the tomb
entrance, an order to go. The death gods entered the underworld. The doors closed. Spenser was left with Badolo's
corpse, the painted images flat and immobile as before.
There was no way to explain this. Badolo slain by his hand, his hosts vanished into thin air. His only chance
was to hurry back, saddle his horse in the stable, and ride away in the hope no one noticed. Spenser took the lantern
and hurried to the embankment. His cloak flapped behind him as he ran down the narrow path. The wolves howled.
Wind hissed through the reeds, mingled with the old gods' derisive laughter, who mocked mens' folly and delighted at
their downfall and destruction.
Spenser had a long, bitter night ahead.
Ends

Losing the Light
By Antoni Ooto
knowing the terrors are out –
scavengers of emptied streets
all steal and gorge
this hungered night –

losing the light,
scrawling enormous worry
tense before a darkness
graffiti shifts dredges of meaning

in violet bruise
a brick forest
where houses huddle
en masse,

Are you listening, too?

Rat City
By John Grey
In the dump, the dried-up river-bed,
rats move freely among the shuttered spirits,
unanswered prayers, through piles of junk, baked clay,
where substance has replaced time
and people are remnants, no longer inhabited,
gray flesh, bone chunks,
grinning skulls with nothing to grin about.
Long beyond the arbitrary violence,
civilization crumbles into random forms,
but the rats are as much rodent as they’ve ever been,
nibbling, chewing, or biting down hard,
swallowing dead possibilities, confused heroics,
displaced cowardice, anything in any form
that provides sustenance
in the scavenger wing of the food chain.

Dark Ending
By Judy DeCroce
a place only within himself
fragile as ice
nothing but him
hanging on repeating
an end he didn’t see
couldn’t see as he turned to death
no memory or possibility
moving drafts of silence
horizons in dark rooms
a face he couldn’t see
all blackness already there

Magdalene

A Movement in the Shadows

By Robert Beveridge

By Edward Ahern

The visions are too much,
too much, the fire behind my
eyes too bright to sleep
I cannot touch her, sully
her purity with my hands,
ragged, grubby, full of dirt
I don’t know how to touch her
she’s never told me
so I hide in my little apartment
until the need becomes too great
then out onto the streets,
into the alleys, the vacant
lots, the subways, to look
through windows of restaurants,
wander the aisles of bodegas,
until I see her and the fire
behind my eyes get brighter,
so bright I can see nothing else
but the white of skin, grey
eyes, red hair, that make
this endless dance, the endless
jostle of the crowds worthwhile
and I walk past and my hand
brushes her sleeve and it is
enough and I go home
and hide in my little apartment

Is that you swirling shadows
in the corner of my room?
Are you churning up my guilt
So it congeals into rank fear?
Are you blotting out the lamplight
and my hope for shreds of peace?
Is your hate so strong in death
that it destroys my sleep?
Am I cursed to feel your hurtings
in all solitary moods?
Do you damn me while still living
for what cannot be undone?
If I cannot ease your torment
While still walking in the sun
Then know that I will find you
When I am also gone.

A Movement in the Shadows
By Edward Ahern
It was too big to be a rat's tail. Possum tail maybe, Fred thought. It lay in the overgrown grasses and weeds of his
back yard, sprinkled with small red ants trying to make a meal out of the hardened skin.
I need to chop all this down, he thought, looking around. But why bother. The back yard hadn't been used since
his wife left with the kids nine years ago. The ropes to the tree-hung swing swayed listlessly, the wooden seat warped
and mildewed.
He swung his arms to part the tall grasses, stepping carefully on the uneven ground. The yard was seventy by
eighty feet, the view from outside blocked by heavily matted shrubs and trash trees. When the kids were young,
before his troubles, he'd kept it trimmed like a baseball field, but he hadn't walked back here in two years. With every
step his feet sank into dead grass and leaves.
As he neared the stump of a maple tree he noticed something yellow in the faded brown ground cover, and
kicked it. It flopped raggedly--another tail, maybe a cat. He felt a chill. Good sized predator's been using my backyard
as a dining hall. Maybe set a trap? Don't have one.
Fred retreated back into his house. As he moved through the kitchen into his den, dust kitties scampered across
the floors and into corners. His skinny frame thunked into his recliner and he tried to focus. What the hell's prowling
my yard? Never seen it, must hunt at night. Feral cat maybe? But cats don't eat each other, do they? Need to ask
around.
He rummaged through a kitchen drawer, eventually finding an out-of-date telephone directory. "Hello. Police?
This is Fred Malone. I've got some kind of critter coming into my back yard and eating other animals-think I found
the tails of a possum and a cat. How do I get rid of it?"
"Ah, sir, have you seen this animal?"
"No, no, but for sure it's dangerous, killing animals in my yard."
"Okay, and where do you live, sir?"
"828 Butte Valley Drive, here in Fairvale. Do you guys have traps I could borrow?"
"Just a second, please… We've had reports recently about missing pets in your neighbourhood- two cats and a
small dog. Have you found any animal bodies?"
"No, just tails. I saw a cat do that to a chipmunk once, laid it out and started chewing at the head, crunched its
way down to the tail and just left the tail on the sidewalk…"
"Sir, will you be home tomorrow?"
"Yeah, I work from home, technical writer. Home most days, but I haven't seen anything in the…"
"Thank you sir, we should have the animal control officer at your house before noon tomorrow. Please just
leave the remains where they lay, and don't try and capture the animal yourself. There's always a risk of you're being
bitten, and we do occasionally encounter a rabid animal."
"Don't worry, I'm not going back into my yard until you guy shows up." He hung up and winced. Big, brave exinfantryman afraid to go into his own yard.
Fred worked on a product specification until 6p.m., then shut down the computer and walked into the kitchen.
He opened the freezer door and stared at three stacks of frozen dinners. Chicken, beef or turkey? Turkey.
After a microwaved dinner and two NCIS reruns, Fred went upstairs and got ready for bed. He was down to
underwear and halfway between the sheets when he climbed back out and bare-footed to the window facing the back
yard. The moon was gibbous, with barely enough light to make out the lawn. He snorted. Hasn't been a lawn in years.
When he slid the window open, cool air fluttered against his undershorts. There was no noise or motion. Fred
carried a chair over to the window and sat down, looking out into the still dark. His strained his eyes and ears, and
after a few minutes could hear the faint noises of cars cruising through the neighbourhood, and see the blurred, dim
lights from two of his neighbours' houses. But his yard was just a black pit.
Maybe install some motion-activated lights? Can't afford it. But anything could be down there and even with a
full moon I wouldn't be able to see it. Maybe chop down the greenery? Take a chain saw and a hay mow at this point.
Maybe they'll bring traps.
The animal control officer arrived early the next afternoon in an SUV with a cage replacing the rear seat.
"Mr. Malone? I'm Officer Kudzma. Sorry I'm a little late. Let's take a look, shall we?"

Kudzma was short and wiry, with hard muscle cords. The two men tramped through the yard for fifteen
minutes. Kudzma looked for scat, blood or animal remains, but found nothing. The ratty yellow cat tail wasn't lying
near the maple stump any more.
"Well, if there's something living here it keeps a pretty tidy household."
Fred caught the implied doubt and ignored it. "Could you set a couple traps?"
"We don't do that. Too much chance that a pet, or, God forbid, a small child gets caught in it. For sure, there's
some animals missing from the neighbourhood, but I don't see any problems here. Probably just some little varmit
dining on road kill."
Once Kudzma left, Fred took a forty minute walk through his neighbourhood. He hadn't noticed the weathered
sheets of paper stapled to the utility poles- Gigi, a mustard yellow cat missing for two weeks, Oscar, a beige pug
missing for over a month. And a clean, dry sheet of stapled paper- Helmuth, a young German shepherd missing for
two days.
Helmuth belonged to Gretchen Friedhoffer, a neighbour. On his way back to the house he stopped and rang her
door bell. Gretchen opened the inside wooden door, but kept the storm door closed as she talked to him.
"Oh. Hello Fred, have you seen Helmuth?"
"No, sorry." Best not to mention my back yard tails. "How did it happen?"
"Let him out two nights ago in the back yard, like always. It's a fenced yard, and he's never tried to get out
before."
"Was there any noise? A car maybe? If Helmuth was a pedigree dog, maybe someone stole him?"
"I heard him bark a couple times, but he would do that any time someone walked their dog out front."
"Any blood or fur? Maybe someone shot him."
"No, no, no. Like I said, nothing."
"Okay Gretchen, I'll keep an eye out for him. He'll probably show up covered in brambles and smelling of
skunk." Fred walked across the street toward his house. Helmuth was young, but already forty, fifty pounds. Would
take a big critter to bring him down without a loud fight.
That evening, after defrosting and eating a chicken dinner and watching an old episode of House, Fred resumed
his sentinel position at the rear window, this time still dressed. He'd left the downstairs lights on in the back half of
the house, but the electric lighting was no match for the outer darkness.
After twenty minutes of dark and quiet he could hear the rustling of the grasses and shrubs in the drifting wind,
and begin to see lighter and darker patches of black in the darkness. But leaving his mind and senses wide open let
old fears creep back in. Just worry about what's taken over the yard.
Then he heard a harsh cough and the sound of something dropping onto the dry, dead grass. He strained to see
and hear more, but his senses were at their limits. A shrill crying began, mammalian shrieks of anger and fear cut off
suddenly by the thrashing of grasses, and then crunching noises for ten minutes.
I should go out and see what's happening…no better wait till morning. He sat in the dark room and stared out
into his dark yard for another half hour, hearing and seeing nothing more.
The next morning, before coffee and breakfast, he grabbed a closed umbrella and went out into his yard. Pretty
pathetic self defence. Nothing near the gate, walk to the back fence, God this stuff is thick, nothing here, ouch,
brambles. Wait, under the bramble bush, something had been digging.
Fred poked with the umbrella tip until the scraped-over grass and dirt was pushed to the side. A short, hairy
gray thing, perhaps three inches long lay in the uncovered dirt. Looks like a docked tail. Poodle maybe? But why
bury it? Evidence, it's evidence. He tore loose a handful of grass and used it to pick up the tail, the brambles tearing at
his hand.
"Hello, police? This is Fred Malone again. I think a dog got killed and eaten in my back yard last night… No,
no, I've got the tail. Looks like a poodle, I think…. You will, okay, I'll wait."
The same motorized animal cage pulled up in front of the house two hours later. "Hello Officer Kudzma. The
tail I found is here on the front porch. I'll show you where I found it."
Kudzma took pictures of the tail, and of the little hole where Fred had found it." Mr. Malone we just got a
report of a missing poodle. Minimillion. It was wearing a rhinestone collar with tags when it went missing. Did you
find a collar?"
"No, sorry. Maybe you could set up one of those animal-safe traps?"

"Like I told you, we don't do traps. Have you by any chance been feeding any stray dogs?"
"I don't like animals, never have owned one. No way I'd feed one. Why are you asking? This isn't my fault!"
"Calm down, please. Never said it was. We just have to eliminate possibilities. What about your neighbours?
Do they put out food for animals? Birds?"
"Not that I know of. I'm not really close to the neighbours, they kind of keep their distance."
"I seem to remember a blow-up you had when you were teaching at the middle school?"
"That was a stress thing, but it's ancient history now. I don't think any of my neighbours own a half wild beast."
"It's peculiar, Mr. Malone. You sure you didn't see the dog coming into your yard? Taking a crap maybe?"
"No, officer, I didn't. I haven't paid attention to the back yard in years. Now how are you going to get rid of it?"
"Not much to be done right now- no flattened grass where something had bedded down, no game trail in or out,
no burrows that I can see." Kudzma hesitated. "Look Mr. Malone, I remember the accusations and legal actions from
ten years ago. If I start asking your neighbours if they saw an animal going in and out of your yard, they'll assume
that it's yours, or somehow you're responsible. Best that we just both keep an eye out and see if anything develops.
Chances are you won't see or hear anything else, but in case you do, here's my card and cell phone number."
Fred took the card, not saying much more than thanks and goodbye. I was never convicted, but I may as well
have been. Wait and see? I don't think so. Kudzma had triggered a memory, and he pulled his Chevy Lumina out of
the garage and headed for a supermarket.
Once back home with his groceries he pulverized a box of Exlax tablets and kneaded the powder into four balls
of high fat hamburger meat. Let's see how well you dine on these, critter. He walked through the back yard, carefully
lobbing the four balls into patches of thicker undergrowth. Bet I hear some yowling tonight!
Fred had bought one too many turkey frozen dinners at the store, making the stacks uneven, so he had another
turkey dinner that evening, although he didn't really feel like turkey. He started to watch an episode of Crime Scene
Investigation, but realized that he'd seen it twice before.
He abandoned the rerun and took up watch from a chair at his bedroom window, camera in hand. After twenty
minutes he dozed, and woke up just before eleven. He put his head against the screen, but saw and heard nothing.
Just wasted $10 worth of meat and pills. He held his post for another fifteen minutes, then stripped and went to bed.
He woke up when he felt a bug crawling down his cheek. There was something wet between his feet. He
snapped on the light and cursed. There was a mound of faeces and small bones on his sheet, the slime and liquid
seeping out in a wide circle from the heap. Jesus Christ! Jesus Christ! Jesus Christ!
Fred pulled his legs up to his chin to avoid the offal, and rolled out of bed. What the hell? He stared wildly
around the room. His bedroom door was closed, nothing seemed disturbed, Wait, the window. The window screen
facing the back yard had been ripped from top to bottom in vertical swipes, and the screen edges pushed back against
the sides.
He stuck his out of the window frame and looked down, but saw nothing, no movement. Fred ran back to the
bed and pulled the top sheet off by the edges, then lifted the excretion off the bed. He held the bundle at arm's length,
carried it into the bathroom, and dropped it into the tub. As he turned, Fred caught sight of his face in the medicine
chest mirror. There was a line of blood down his left cheek.
It wasn't a bug! He splashed water on his face, then gently rubbed away the half-dried blood. A single, straight
scratch ran from the top of his cheek bone to beside his mouth. It could have ripped out my throat! But didn't. Didn't?
Maybe it's a warning- don't screw with me.
Fred double stepped downstairs and dialed 911.
"Fairvale police, what's your emergency?"
"An animal just broke through my window and crapped on my bed!"
The dispatcher broke into a laugh, then caught himself. "Ah, sir, could you repeat that?"
After five minutes of back and forth the dispatcher concluded that the problem wasn't a police emergency,
admitted that the animal control officer (There's just Kudzma, Fred thought) worked only days, and assured Fred that
the officer would be there as soon as possible the next morning.
I'm on my own. He spent the next three hours nailing boards across his bedroom window, stripping his bed, and
finding a bucket into which to throw the coagulated mess. Fred couldn't force himself to get back into his own bed,
and slept for a few fitful hours on the downstairs sofa.

Kudzma was at his front door a little before 8 a.m. "So, Mr. Malone, you believe an animal broke through your
window, defecated on your bed, and left without a trace?
"Look at my window! Look at the crap in my sheet! Look at my cheek!! You need to trap or kill this thing right
now. Maybe analyze this crap for animal DNA."
"We're not capable of doing that. Um, your violent incident was unpleasant. Would one of your neighbours have
done this? Maybe someone with a key?"
"Don't be ridiculous. The screen was pushed in from the outside. And nobody else has keys. Now that you're
here I want to go into the backyard for a closer look."
The two men walked around the house and through the gate. Nothing was visible in the grasses and weeds, but
there were multiple curved indentations on the back wall's cedar shakes from seven feet above the ground up to the
rear bedroom window.
"You see? It climbed up here. There's the claw marks."
"They're marks all right, but I couldn't say what made them. A woodpecker maybe? A kid with a pellet gun? No
animal I know could climb a vertical wall like this."
"You've got to do something!"
"All right, Mr. Malone, but there's only so much I can do. Tell you what, I'll set up two infrared motion
detectors like hunters use, and see if anything triggers the camera."
"You need to kill it."
"We don't know what if anything there is to kill. I'll set them up now and come back and check on them
tomorrow. But what I suspect, Mr. Malone, is that somebody who's upset about what you're alleged to have done got
into the house and did this. He could have cut and pulled in the screen, maybe even left the marks on the siding. You
should change your locks." Kudzma turned to leave.
"What about the dead animals?"
"All we've got is a stub of a tail. Could've been planted. He's done his mischief, Mr. Malone, I don't think he'll
be back."
I've got to protect myself tonight- the cops aren't going to. But what the hell is this thing?
Fred went on line and plugged in a series of search words. After several dead ends, "Pet Killings Animal
Monster" yielded an absurd but frightening possibility. The web site was flaky, but it reported animal attacks since the
1930's by creatures it called devil monkeys. The drawings were fanciful, the pictures clearly staged, and Fred almost
closed the site to move on. Then he started reading the comments by frightened readers, all of whom reported
nocturnal incidents like he'd experienced, pet killings caused by a large monkey like animal with fanged incisors and
sharp, three-clawed hands and feet, able to leap as much as twenty feet. Nobody else will help me with whatever this
thing is. Gotta do something.
He pulled down the stairs to the attic, clambered up and came back down holding an oil-cloth wrapped bolt
action Remington 30-06. He looked at the mounted scope pensively, then put the gun down and walked out to his
car.
Moe's Gun World was a fifteen minute drive. The store was as large as his supermarket. Fred walked back to
the rifle section and found a salesman.
"I need an infrared scope for a Remington 770 Springfield bolt action 30-06."
"There's a request I don't get every day. Let me look some things up." He returned with a boxed scope. "I've
never used one of these, but the specs say it'll fit. If it doesn't, just bring it back. Have you got the tools to mount it?"
Fred bought the scope, wrench and screwdriver, and a box of ammunition, paying with a credit card that luckily
wasn't yet overextended. Once home he removed the hunting scope and installed the infrared one. It was bulky, but
didn't interfere with aiming or operating the rifle. He dry-fired the gun several times while aiming through the scope.
All right you ape, let's see how a copper jacketed slug treats you.
He began pacing back and forth, kitchen through dining and living rooms and return, over and over, taking only
a few minutes to microwave and eat a chicken dinner. A single shot, maybe even two, shouldn't alarm the neighbours
too much, they'll think backfire or firecracker. With a scope, maybe forty feet, how could I miss?
Toward dusk, Fred pulled a board from the centre of his bedroom window so he could aim downward into his
derelict yard. He threw the board onto his mattress, the yellow faecal stain churning his stomach. Bile rose toward his
throat.

He forced himself to wait by the bed for half hour after sunset, then stepped softly up to the window. He gently
pushed the rifle barrel through the window opening and leaned against the nailed-in slats, sweeping the scope left,
right further away, closer in. No napping this time, this time it's not some dog, this time you get to die.
The minutes crept by ponderously, and Fred began shifting his weight from one foot to another, and changing
his grip on the rifle stock. About a quarter hour before eleven, Fred began to hear rustling in the tall grasses at the
back of the yard. Got a little burrow in and out do you? Show yourself.
A shape lunged in jerks and starts out of the hedges and into the yard. The picture through the night scope was
so painfully sharp he almost clinched his trigger finger and fired off a round. Jesus Christ, what is that thing- it's
dragging something, some kind of four legged animal. Focus asshole, what's it look like? Stands on two legs, maybe
five and a half feet tall, hairy outline, black. Look at the teeth in that snout, could crunch an ox bone. Claws,
definitely claws.
Fred tensed, remembering his purpose, and leaned his eye into the scope. The muzzle flash, blast and recoil
shook him out of concentration, and he forgot to work the bolt and chamber another round.
A hyena scream from the yard told him he'd hit it, but as he worked the bolt, the rifle was yanked out of his grip
and tossed into the yard. Fred half-staggered backwards and as he did so something kicked in two of the slats in the
window frame. Fred stood frozen by his bedside as a blue-black something swung into the room.
In the slow-time of panic he watched it hop at him. Not an ape, got no fingers, got claws, not hands and feet.
Ape face though, canines big as boar tusks, biting, ripping, ripping…
Officer Kudzma returned the next morning at first light, a little after 5 a.m., wincing as he climbed out of the
car, and walked directly to the back yard. He plugged the power cords back into the sensors, then noticed where the
rifle lay on beaten down grass. "God damn it," he muttered. He picked up the rifle and jacked out the chambered
round, then carried the rifle around to the front of the house and dropped it in the trunk of his car.
Kudzma jammed a pry bar into the door sill, cracking open the door. He walked directly upstairs and into the
back bedroom. Fred lay on the floor, facing the ceiling. His throat had been torn out.
Kudzma, sighed, then pulled out latex gloves, a plastic garbage bag and a large folding knife. He severed the
head from its neck just below the bite marks and slipped it into the plastic bag. The knife and gloves were tossed in
and the bag cinched up. There was no longer any evidence of an animal attack.
After dropping the trash bag in his trunk next to the rifle, he took out his cell phone.
"Frank?.. Yeah, Kudzma… I think there's something wrong at the Malone house… Yeah, the guy with the
animal complaint… Nah, nothing. I checked the two sensors I mounted last night and they didn't record a thing…
Look, I'm gonna ring the front bell and if I don't get an answer I'm gonna have to break in… Nah, no need to send
another car. I got it."
He walked back into the house and stood in the living room for ten minutes, then called again. "Frank? Yeah,
it's bad. Somebody cut off Malone's head and took it as a trophy…Yeah, I'll wait out front for them…Well, after what
he did when he was a teacher, every parent in the neighbourhood hated him…Yeah."
Kudzma stood patiently in front of the broken-in door. A surge of annoyance hit him. Once this place is sold
and the yard cleared out, he thought, he'd have to relocate.
Ends

At the Crossroad
By Judy DeCroce
the driver warns
“they get stronger as we sleep”
a wagon of nightmares
lumbers forward
“try to look away
let them pass”
tentacles, teeth,
wet darkness glimpsed through the slats–
night terrors rounding the corner into
someone else’s dream

Pipe of the Dead
By Damian Tarnowski
Most Western cultures are scared of the dark. It is forever associated with ghosts, witches or when evil comes out
from behind the shadows.
My Mother and Father had recently died in a car crash. It was a horrific experience and one that will never
leave me. I felt as though I would never get over it until a well-travelled friend absent-mindedly told me about this
curious tribe in Peru he had heard a rumour about. He had been told by another globetrotter he knew that they could
not only bring back the dead but, that you could also have a bit of a chat with them! Apparently a tribe that lived in
the Amazon embraced the dark; their dead came back to visit them. You could converse with the dead and even ask
them about their new existences. They would tell you things you may want to know or maybe, things you did not
wish to know. They would tell you that without you being even slightly aware, they pop in from time to time to see
how you are, to check up on you and make sure you are alright. His backpacking friend also told him that all you had
to do is wait till it was night, have a toke on a special pipe they had there, called hilariously ‘The Pipe of the Dead’
and then, hey presto, you were surrounded by lost loved ones. Of course, we both laughed it off as pure mumbojumbo. Well, at least, he did. I, however, would do anything to see my parents again. I was completely driven by
grief, so ravaged by their sudden and awful death that I began to make enquiries about this alleged tribe. Before I
really knew what I was doing, I found myself on a plane to Peru in an attempt to meet this tribe and more
fundamentally, to hopefully, see my parents once more.
After arriving in Peru, I set off with a guide who spoke excellent English and a couple of other nice blokes who
spoke absolutely no English but tagged along should we come to any bother. There were no roads where we going, no
paths, no maps, just their knowledge and me. We initially travelled by boat then, went deeper and deeper into the
rainforest by foot. It was the toughest, most treacherous journey I have ever experienced. If you have heard of the
phrase ‘deepest, darkest Peru’ then this pretty much summed up where I was. I was quite literally up shit creek, on a
wild trek where I was chasing some bullshit myth, without a bloody paddle and had left the boat behind. Days and
days of battling through the penetrating heat and undergrowth I never even knew existed were ridiculously tiring. I
had second, third and fourth thoughts about returning back to England and stopping this preposterous charade when,
as I had but all given up, a glorious sight greeted us. Just ahead was a tiny settlement; lots of natives hustling and
bustling about with their everyday life, kids running amok and dogs howling for food. It was a beautiful view to
behold.
I had expected them to be rude and uncouth but they were, in fact, the opposite; friendly, courteous and could
do nothing more for their guests. We revived ourselves for a few days after such a long and weary quest to meet these
rudimentary, stimulating people. I was treated like a king and felt perfectly comfortable in their community, sleeping
in thatched huts and staying out till all hours, gazing into the indisputable allure of the night sky. Finally, the day
arrived and I thought myself fit and ready to possibly have a try on this ‘special’ pipe. I explained that I was willing
and able, to my guide and he urgently went across to the leader of the village. I watched in fascination as a
conversation took place, the leader looking over at me as my guide gestured towards me. Eventually, he nodded his
head in approval and my guide returned to me to explain that the locals would get everything prepared. He did warn
me that they must receive a payment for the use of the pipe. I got my wallet out and started to count some cash but
was told that money was not the necessary payment. The payment was to be blood, more specifically, my blood!
Well, obviously, I rather animatedly demanded as to how much blood they would need. He told me to calm myself
down, it wouldn’t be much blood; it would all be taken in hand by the shaman. The guide warned me that in giving
up my blood, a part of me would leave, which part was different for each individual. He also advised me that those
who entered the sacred hut must do so of their own free will. Well, I was certainly going to do that part and so what if
I lost a little blood? That was a small price to pay to see my parents once more. Which part would leave me was
somewhat troublesome but that was my only real concern. I had come this far, so what the hell.
It was near dusk and I was beckoned into an especial hut, which had a rather garish red and black finish, by
this odd-looking character, who I deduced must be the shaman. He was a gnarled, grizzled, looking man with the odd
tooth here and there. His face was whitened by paint, virtually naked bar a slither of cloth covering his privates. The
ensemble made him stand out from the rest of his fellow inhabitants. He had skin the texture of tough, polished,
leather and a fragrant bouquet that you could smell from fifty feet away; such was the stench of sickening body odour

that emanated from him. He signalled for me to sit, so I politely did as he bid. He sat opposite and did nothing but
glare at me – it was wholly unnerving. Between the two of us, a small fire burned on the dirt floor, its smoke escaping
through a gap at the top. He never seemed to blink which made me even more intimidated. After what felt like an
eternity of being scrutinised, he seemed satisfied. He must have sensed my disquiet and chanced a smile. This halfeffort came across as a sinister sneer and put me even more ill at ease with the unreal situation I found myself in. He
reached out a hand to me. I returned the courtesy and gave him my right hand which he unexpectedly held onto with a
vice-like grip. Then swiftly, with his other hand he produced the biggest blade I had ever seen and within a second
gave my little finger the smallest nick you could envisage, almost a pin prick. Then, he released my hand from his. I
breathed a huge sigh of relief, having gone into sheer panic that he was going to chop my hand clean off!
The shaman began doing some form of chanting, produced some dried leaves and began crumbling them into a
bowl. After this, he grabbed my hand again; squeezing and squeezing on my little finger till the blood flowed freely
over the bowl. My poor little finger had gone completely white and began to throb with exceptional pain. When he
was content, he loosened his hold. I formed my hand into a fist, rubbing it constantly with my other hand, in a
pathetic attempt to try to relieve the intense agony. The little devil then rolled up the red, herby mixture between his
dextrous fingers into something smoke worthy.
From behind him, he reached out and introduced a pipe, ‘the’ pipe. It was just some unimpressive, ancient
piece of wood with a carving here and there along its side. The carvings seemed to be of a skull and possibly, a body
in pain -it was difficult to see properly. After my little inspection I decided to concentrate on what he was doing.
Standing up, he stuffed the blend of bloodied leaves into the pipe and started with a whole song and dance routine.
This was becoming more and more baffling by the second. He set the pipe alight and began having a few puffs. He
was in full swing now, enjoying himself, he seemed happy. Subsequently, the moment arrived and he offered me the
pipe.
I took a puff and instantly began coughing my guts up. He laughed at me and encouraged me to have another
go. My finger was annoying me; it was still bleeding, not just a little, but a lot. If I could just get to my backpack and
get a bandage, it could be sorted but obviously now was not the right time. So I did what he instructed and had
another blast. The smoke went down my throat, easier this time, much smoother, so I had another go and then
another. When I was done, I gave him back the pipe and simply sat there, unable to get up. I sat swaying, listening to
his incessant warbling and did not really think about anything, just kind of went with the flow, watching him doing
his stuff. The nerves had gone; I was light-headed, perfectly relaxed, had gone into a kind of trance. Behind him, I
saw flickering shadows of people perpetually going round and round. Fixating on them made me dizzy and tired; I
had an irresistible compulsion to lie down, right next to the fire in the centre of the hut and go to sleep.
I had no idea how long I had been in this vast sleep when I came to, all sense of time was lost. I began to
shiver, it was cold. The fire had gone out. I instantly realised that the atmosphere was altogether different from
before. It was grey inside here; all the colours drained away. I had an overwhelming impulse to look to my right. I
slowly turned my head and saw my Father sat alongside me; he seemed upset. I asked what was wrong but he just
shook his head, as though in disbelief. Another urge told me to look to my left. I turned my head and saw my Mother.
She put her head down and would not look at me. Another yearning grabbed me by the scruff of the neck and ordered
me to look ahead. Directly opposite, where the shaman had earlier sat, were all four of my Grandparents. They stared
back at me with sorrow. This was a strange, hollow experience, not what I had wished for after such effort in getting
here. It was troubling and upsetting. I had wanted to talk to them, these cherished people from my life yet, all I got
back was disappointed, desolate silence.
They all began to look towards the middle of the hut. It was only at this point that I noticed that I was currently
sat to the edge of the centre; we were all sat in a circle of sorts. I followed everyone’s eyes and was taken aback. I
was staring at my own, lifeless body. It was lying in a pool of black blood that had come from that wee prick on my
finger. Discarded beside it was the shaman’s poisoned blade. I had given my life to be with the dead.

Ends

The Poet’s Trial – Trial of Jake Cosmos Aller
Based on a Nightmare by Jake Cosmos Aller

I find myself in a trial
The trial of my life
Accused of harbouring anti-state opinions
Of writing scurrilous seditious treasonous ‘poems’
Of encouraging disrespect for religious sensitivity
Of mocking God, Christianity and Christian values
The lead prosecutor in the case
Has decided to make me the poster boy
Thousands more have been arrested
Blogs have been taken over
Under the Protect American Freedom Act
Enacted by executive order
after Congress was suspended
The law the prosecutor reminds us all
Is pretty clear
It is illegal to publish in any medium
Or to say in public
Obscene, seditious, anti-state, anti-American,
anti-Christian material of any type
Illegal to mock political and business leaders,
And church leaders
Illegal to question the motives of those in power
Illegal to print or publish classified materials
Illegal to access such materials online
Or in print
The internet has been cleaned up
Access to such sites banned
And most of my work has been banned
As well as the work of all the other bloggers
Arrested during ‘Operation Restoring American Freedom’
And illegal to praise the enemies of the United States
in the global war against terror
All of these provisions were enacted
under valid emergency provisions

and were enacted to preserve
and protect
the freedom of Americans
to be free from such seditious trash
no one should be allowed to publish
such material
it is anti-American to the core
the prosecutor announces
that they will prove
I am guilty of all of these.
My private journals are entered
into evidence
my blog musings, my face book postings
as are my dream journals
and after hours of entering
this into the records
the prosecutor rest
Saying I am the most dangerous man
In America
My defence attorney
quotes hundreds of years
of supreme court
and other legal precedents
Saying that writers
can publish whatever they want to publish –
with a few exceptions.
The national security exceptions
do not apply
because I did not reveal classified information,
and because it was clear that my publications
were intended as either satire
or dark political humour
or horror stories and poems.
If you read or saw sites online
my work was actually pretty tame.
What was at stake
was whether Americans
had a right to mock their leaders,
whether we had a right
to express our opinion

and whether we had any freedom left.
It used to be that one
had a certain expectation of privacy
when writing in one’s personal journals or diaries.
If I am found guilty
then no American will ever be free to think,
or write or express
anything other than the official party line
and America will become
just another right wing authoritarian fascist state.
The judge rules that those issues are irrelevant.
All that is relevant
is did I knowingly write material
that violates the current law?
My defence attorney noted that everything
I wrote was legal
under prevailing laws
at the time I wrote them.
Since my arrest under the new law
I have not been allowed
near a computer
nor allowed to write in a journal,
nor allowed reading material
other than a bible
and I am not a Christian.
I have been kept in solidarity confinement
for demanding
what until now was allowed
to prisoners in pre-trial confinement,
books, access to the internet, phone calls
visits from friends and family
and exercise.
All denied
and in fact
for the first four months of detention
I was lost in the system
My wife and family members never told
Where I was
I was disappeared

No record was made
Where I was
In fact, when my wife hired a lawyer
And demanded to know where I was
The government’s position was that was classified
And she had no need to know
And I have been tortured
during interrogations
where lawyers were not permitted
despite my asking for them.
The prosecutor objected
saying that everything
was done under the provisions
of the Protect American Freedom Act
enacted while the Congress was suspended
due to the national emergency.
And the Protect American Freedom Act provisions
explicitly state that act
and its implementation
are beyond judicial review.
I ask the court to let me speak.
I make an impassioned plea
to let me and my fellow bloggers go
and to rule that the Protect American Freedom Act
is unconstitutional
and while Congress has been suspended
the constitution is still the law of the land
and the Supreme Court
has not been outlawed yet.
All the actions of the government
Including suspending the congress
Ruling by emergency decree
The Preserve American Freedom Act
Which is mockery of the constitution
And bill of rights
Are the hallmarks of a fascist dictatorship
The type of government
That we fought world war 11 against

And just for the record
Thank you so much for calling me
The most dangerous man in America
That will be the title of my next book
I guarantee that someday soon
I will write it
I turn to the Prosecutor and said,
Sir I think our dear leader
made a mistake on that.
Might want to arrest the Supreme Court,
and all the other judges as well.
And declare that the Constitution has been suspended
for good as it is no longer relevant
and our dear leader
is the greatest most intelligent leader
we have ever had
I apologize for my writing
If it offended his sensitivities
So be it
And calling him a fascist
It used to be that stating a factual statement
Was a legal defence
Look it up
He is a fascist dictator
It is not just me saying that
And while you are it
declare the Democratic party illegal
and arrest all democratic elected officials.
Why not?
Send them all to prison.
That’s what I advise the Dear leader to do.
The Judge laughs and the Prosecutor fumes.
The jury rules unanimously
that I am not guilty.
The judge asks for an emergency
supreme court review
of the constitutional provisions
we cite

and I am ordered released from prison.
The next day
I am rearrested on new charges
pending the appeal.
The Supreme Court rules in my favour
and I am ordered free again.
I return home a hero
As the constitution has been restored
And the President removed from office
After the people’s revolt
Drove him from office

Night Noises

Before and After

By Judy DeCroce

By Judy DeCroce

lying still, I imagine
absence all around
and no one to call
beyond steep slopes of sleep
merging through the dark sounds
every nerve attuned
unnamed dangers
configuring an animal…
a creature browsing
and the house settling around me.

a night leans closer, tentative,
searching the old faces in shadows fading
remembering their stories of before and after
spinning details
with more texture in the telling
so things that were not there…are now
protection makes us believe in forever
when forever is almost gone

The Divided Mind

Night Walk

By Thomas Zimmerman

By Mantz Yorke

Those stars that blaze
with distant fires
give no warmth but burn
like ice. Each one’s a sun,
so now you know your cosmic
insignificance.
So rave on, raven, maven—
stars’ salt in
your wounds, benighted eyes.
Your twin faiths—
mystic, scientific—
wrestle, sweat, compute,
and pray this night.
Your fingers twitch—
For rune-stone stoup?
For telescope?
Or some trigger to extinguish
those infernal fires
forever?

We head down the field in our wellingtons,
smelling the earth’s dampness after rain.
My torch shows a way, avoiding cow-pats,
towards the rivulet we can hear splashing
in small cascades instead of just trickling down.
It’s her first time out at night: she’s scared.
Again I tell her there’s nothing here to fear,
not mentioning the night my dad took us kids
through a wood. At a gate his torch revealed
myriad eyes gleaming back from blackness
(he said they were the eyes of timber wolves,
but once inside the meadow we could see
only sheep, more scared of us than we of them).
No scary eyes tonight: the cows have gone.
We cross the rickety plank and wind our way up
past random brambles to the road. Back home,
she’s ebullient: I read her a calming story
before I tuck her up in bed and click off the light.

Take the Stairs
By A.L.Morgan
Something knocked on the inside of the eighth floor elevator doors. The ‘out of order’ tape rippled from the
vibrations.
"That’s pretty weird," I said to my friend, Michael, as we approached the door to his flat.
"Oh right. You haven’t been over since the lift’s been broken, have you?" Michael asked.
"No, why? Does it always do that or something?"
"Only when it’s dark out, oddly enough." Michael was fumbling with his keys. "I think it’s something to do
with the air pressure outside."
There was a cracking noise from Michael’s hands. "Uh oh," he whispered sheepishly.
"What have you done?" I asked with a groan.
"The uh… key snapped… in the lock." Michael turned to me with a grimace. "I had pizza in the oven. I left
it on when I drove to pick you up."
"Well at least when there’s a fire in your flat it won’t matter that we can’t use the lift."
"What do I do Chris?" Michael was starting to panic.
"Ok, first of all, relax." I grabbed him by his shoulders and shook him playfully. "Just call your landlord. It’s
a Thursday night. He’ll be able to sort it."
"Ok, ok. Yeah. Will do. Got it. Thanks." Michael nodded his head repeatedly then pulled out his phone. He
called the landlord and started pacing around the hall. He became more agitated as the call dragged on.
"One hour," Michael said after he hung up. "He’ll have someone out to us in an hour. Just one hour he said.
Should I call the fire service and tell them there might be fire here in the next hour?"
"Yeah sure, if you want them to think you’re an arsonist. Don’t worry about it. We’ll call them if the smoke
alarm goes off."
Michael looked at his feet.
"What is it?" I demanded.
"That, uh… that won’t happen."
"And why not?"
"I… took the batteries out of the alarm so I could smoke in the flat."
"You don’t smoke."
"I did. Once."
"When was that?"
"Like, three months ago."
"And you haven’t put the batteries back in the alarm since then!?" I exploded.
"Life got in the way! I don’t know what to tell you."
"Ok. Fine. Well there’s nothing we can do about that now." I looked around the hallway for something to
distract Michael from the impending flames. "Hey, why don’t we take a look inside this lift?"
"What for?" Michael asked, taking the bait.
"Maybe I can see what’s wrong with it. My dad’s an engineer."
"Doesn’t make you an engineer though," Michael said smugly. I would have been annoyed but I was just
happy he’d stopped panicking for a moment.
We walked over to the lift. As soon as we stepped in front of it there were a pair of knocks from the inside.
"It only does it when you come out of the stairwell usually," Michael explained. "Must be someone on one of
the other floors."
I crouched down in front of the doors, pulling the tape aside.
"I think this is an older lift," I said. "So we might be able to just wedge it open."
"I don’t like this. What if the landlord or locksmith or whatever shows up while we’re messing around with
an already broken lift?"
"We’ll just tell them it opened by itself. It’s malfunctioning anyway."I wedged my fingers into the split in the
middle of the doors. "You cool with this?"

Michael shrugged. He seemed less freaked out about me opening the broken lift than about the soon-to-be
charcoal in his oven.
There were another few knocks from the elevator shaft.
"Just a second!" I answered jokingly.
I pulled my hands apart and the doors opened with a loud, grinding moan. I turned to Michael who was
staring at the lift.
His eyebrows dropped hard into a frown. His mouth opened and shut again. Speechless.
I turned to the lift, confused.
"There’s no way…" Michael murmured behind me.
Inside the shaft, rising up from the floor below and continuing to the one above was a fully grown,
apparently living tree.
I placed the palm of his hand against the tree trunk.
"Feels like bark. It’s all twisted, though," I said drawing my hand back.
It looked as though someone had wound the tree together like a damp cloth, creating a spiralling slope that
led down into the darkness. The knots in the wood were warped into the shape of eyes. The silence of the hallway in
the night imposed a sinister image of the tree in my mind. It felt like the tree was watching me. Not just looking,
watching. Waiting to unfurl suddenly and pounce.
"Look at the branches," Michael muttered.
The tree branches were bent upwards against the walls of the shaft. It looked like someone had shoved the
tree into the shaft from the top, forcing the branches upwards.
"Am I going crazy?" An unsettling chill skulked through my body. "There’s no way this is possible, right?"
"It can’t have grown in there. The branches would be bent the other way, I think. Maybe a crane accident or
something." Michael offered.
"Huh?"
"Like they were moving this tree with a crane and then it fell and smashed through the roof. There’s trees all
around this block, maybe it’s even one of them," Michael stuck his head through the doors and looked up. "There’s no
light up there so maybe not, but it is only a half moon outside."
We sat in silence for a moment before Michael asked the question I’d been thinking; the question I’d been
trying not to say out loud.
"Do you think this is what was knocking?"
I looked at Michael. His eyes were vivid with fear.
"No," I replied after too long a pause. Michael heard the real answer in my hesitation.
"That doesn’t make sense either, though," he rationalised. "It was too rhythmic. Like it was something-"
"It’s nothing strange, Mike, it’s like you said. The tree fell from above." I paused. "Ok, sure that does sound
strange but unlikely things have to happen somewhere. That’s the difference between unlikely and impossible."
"I don’t like it. Look at the way it’s all coiled up." Michael was starting to spiral into panic again.
"I’ll climb up and see what’s up there. I’ll bet there’s a hole in the roof," I said, hoping a plan of action
would be comforting.
"What about the mechanism up there? Wouldn’t that stop the tree from falling in?"
"It’s probably all smashed up at the bottom with the rest of the lift. It’s a heavy looking tree. Dense."
This seemed to work. Michael became still, thoughtful. Relaxed even. Then a wooden creak echoed up the
shaft. Michael seemed to take this as a bad omen.
"No way. Not a chance. Let’s just leave it. Hell, why not call the landlord? We don’t need to mess with this.
Nope." He shook his head vigorously.
"Stand back then," I told him, too invested in my plan to stop and slightly annoyed at Michael’s skittishness.
I stood with my left foot half over the edge. I looked down and saw the trunk spiralling out of sight into the
unknowable darkness. As I stared down the darkness seemed to creep up the sides of the elevator shaft like a black
mist growing and filling the space.
"Please step back, Chris," Michael begged. He came forward and stood just behind me, the invisible wall of
fear stopping him from moving any closer.
"It’s just a tree," I reminded him.

"No." Michael shook his head. "No, I don’t think it is." His voice calmed. He moved forward so he was
stood at my side.
There was something buried under the calmness of his voice. A deeper fear than before.
"Michael," I said in a tone of parental scorn. He knew what I was scorning. He knew there was no point in
denying.
"Ok. Ok. Look," he turned to look at the tree, seeing something in it’s the surface that made him scowl. "Last
week I came home late. Real late. Like, 2am. There was a noise in the lift, something weird. That’s why I don’t trust
it, ok?"
"What noise? Michael, you’ve got to tell me so I know it’s serious, alright?"
"Ok, fine, that’s fine." Michael nodded to himself. He didn’t sound like he thought it was fine. "So I get to
the flat at 2am. I walk up the stairs, obviously, and when I get out of the stairwell I walk past the lift and there’s no
knock."
"Right, there’s plenty of-"
"I’ve got more to say, still. I figured the lift might be fixed so I tried the button. The light didn’t come on but
I could hear something in there so I pressed my ear against the door." Michael stopped. "I think we should step back."
"What did you hear Michael?"
"A creaking. A lot of it actually. I thought it was dull metal creaking but now I realise it sounded like
something wooden being crushed. Or… Well, I don’t know."
"Or like something being twisted?"
"Yeah. Twisted."
"Well that might have been the tree getting messed up by the mechanism, you did press the button."
"Then there was.. this faint sort of- well I’m not sure. The creaking was loud at this point. It was hard to tell
what it was, but under all the creaking it sounded like somebody whimpering."
I slipped.
It felt like something had tugged on my foot. My left leg slipped into the shaft and the rest of me followed. I
saw the twisted body of the tree rush closer as I fell but before I hit it something shoved into my chest, sending me
backwards.
It was Michael. He had taken a dive to the side to knock me out of the way before I could fall into the shaft.
We both hit the ground. I was completely free but in his dive Michael’s legs had slipped in.
A loud groan echoed up the shaft accompanied by the sound of grinding metal and rustling leaves. The tree
had started to sink.
I grabbed Michael and tried to pull him but he was being pulled down with the tree and as he was on top of
me, so was I.
"Something’s on my leg, it’s stuck!" he shouted. "Help me!"
I could just about see his leg in the elevator. One of the branches was curled around it at the knee.
Michael’s stomach was being dragged over the edge of the shaft. Michael had his arms stretched out,
grabbing the tails of my jacket.
"Grab me! Pull me up Chris!" he pleaded, terror in every syllable.
I didn’t know if I could. The branch was wrapped tightly around his leg. I imagined the tree dragging us both
down into the depths of the lift. My ankles were over the edge now.
Something touched my foot.
I panicked. Without even thinking I slipped out of my jacket, scurrying backwards and away from the lift.
I looked Michael in the eyes as he was yanked out of sight, clutching my empty jacket.
I regained control of myself and hurried down the stairs, all the way to the bottom.
I burst through the stairwell door and rushed to the lift. I pried open the doors, hoping for another chance to
save Michael but there was nothing there. Nothing except for a circular hole in the ground.
I ran out of the building into the darkness. In my mind I heard whimpering coming from the trees that
surrounded the flat. There was a smell of smoke in the air.

Ends

Nightmare Sonnet #14
By Thomas Zimmerman
The moon gleams like a bone that’s had its meat
hacked off, and houses in your neighbourhood,
their bricks eroding in the acid rain,
lie crouched like cairns. She’s come to you
again, her hair ablaze with glints of red
and gold, a scent like cut grass, deer musk, sweet
dead leaves a-swirl within the maelstrom of
the rite she’s dancing on your belly. Now
you’re flying, cargo in her belly. Fear
has eaten all your memory of being
eaten, all you hear is whoosh and thud
of giant wings, and all you feel is blood
that’s swelled your head to half your body’s size.
You thrash—sealed in an ocean warm and black.

At Dusk
By David Punter
Whitened grass and deeply pinkened clover
shapes collapse and show their own reserve.
The ancient tumulus lurches and turns over
settling life’s journey in a different groove.
Silhouettes of love, shadows of flavour,
no black and white, just widely haloed grey.
The girl at dusk wears a mallow for a favour
glinting vermilion in the sun’s last ray.
No drum is beaten, no violin’s last glory,
no maddened clarinet assaults the sense;
the pause prolongs the finish of the story:
A pitch-black army pitches night’s black tents.

Eugène
By Ketty Steward
Translated from French by Toshiya Kamei
His name was Eugène. A beautiful rigorous mind, resolutely modern, methodical, efficient.
A son of an advanced century, air, and time.
Free and always in a hurry. Singular, all-powerful.
Eugène thought little, he managed his work.
He didn't mull over, he lived in the present.
One night, however, swallowing sleeping pills, instead of deep black, he began to dream.
He saw a leaf of a gigantic tree, swept by the wind, a leaf among a hundred others.
The tree had roots, thrusted in the mud, and above Eugène, the pinnacle to the sky.
Below, yellow leaves, imperfect and misshapen, said, "You come from us, we are you, and you are us."
Up there, tender buds called him "Dad."
The tree was sleeping, immense, motionless, eternal. Eugène was nothing. Only an ordinary piece of paper.
When he woke up, irritated, he thought again: "The tree is an enemy, an insult, a challenge.
I'm the end of everything. I'm an accomplished man. Neither my parents nor my homeland gave me life."
But all around him shrubs and forests laughed in his face, natural and insolent.
Eugène transformed, mortified, diminished, abandoned his work and little by little, for a higher purpose,
devoted his talents.
"I will destroy them all," he swore. "And down to the smallest, then, I'll be tall."
With a chainsaw in hand, he went to war, attacking the symbol of his banality.
Chestnut or pear trees, not one survived. Bonsais and redwoods, orange trees, coconut palms.
Farewell, a tree of life, and a tree of possibilities. Firing on all the wood, he also overthrew the Christmas
trees, travellers, and weeping men, and from the tree to the bark, nothing was left of them.
Nothing but an icy tree, reasonable, invisible, whose shadow was in him, devouring, obstinate.
Beneath his binary tree, exhausted, he died.

Unwanted
By DJ Tyrer
It was over. She'd got away with it. Nobody would ever know. The masquerade could go on. It wasn't that
she didn't care – she did feel guilt and anguish, but that was bearable. She could bear anything but the opprobrium of
her neighbours and peers, bringing shame on her parents and being cut off from friends and family. She'd done what
she had to do. She'd got away with it.
She hadn't known she was pregnant. She wouldn't have known what to do about it if she had. Maybe
Steve would have stood by her, maybe not. She'd never know now.
The pain had been overwhelming and the blood terrifying, but she'd got through it. Her mother always
said she could do anything and she was right. She'd survived and cleaned herself up, then drowned the child before it
could embarrass her. It had been so easy. Too easy. She'd felt detached, almost as if she was in a dream. Maybe she
had been dreaming. Maybe it hadn't happened at all. She looked down at her hands and at the dirt that remained
ingrained beneath her nails and knew that she couldn't deny it. Even if she scrubbed them clean, she couldn't scrub
away the guilt.
Blinking away tears, she fixed a smile on her face at the sound of her mother ascending the stairs. She
couldn't let on that there was anything wrong.
"All well?" her mother asked as she entered her room. She always asked that, a universal query that
covered all aspects of her life from her health to her friendships and romances. Her mother was a supercilious sort of
woman and happiness seldom factored into her considerations: all that mattered was that nothing derailed the
perfection of their staid suburban lives.
"Yes." It wasn't really a lie: all was well now. She'd seen to that.
Her mother looked her over, then kissed her on the forehead. "Clean those nails, darling." Her mother
noticed nothing else amiss. She offered up a silent prayer of thanks for that.
Climbing into bed, she wished her mother a good night and the door was closed, plunging her into darkness.
Darkness and despair. Suddenly, she found she could no longer block out the memories of what had
happened. They surged up from somewhere inside of her like a drowning tide. Feeling nauseous, she realised this was
something she would replay every night for the rest of her life. She doubted it would ever lessen.
As she lay there, remembering, quietly sobbing to herself, she thought she heard the sound of something on
the stairs. A sound like something small dragging itself slowly along. It had to be her imagination, her guilt made
manifest. At least, that was what she kept telling herself even as she heard the sound growing nearer. Crawling.
"It can't be real… it can't be real…" she kept telling herself, as if the words were a mantra of protection or
the sound could be denied anymore than her sin.
It was real. She heard the door to her room creak open. Sitting up, she tried to see if anything was visible,
but all she could see was the narrow band of light where the door was open a few inches. Then, looking more closely,
she saw there was a trail of dirt on the floor.
Suddenly, she felt the tug of something on her bedspread; something pulling itself awkwardly onto her bed.
Fumbling for her lamp, she found the switch and flicked it on, blinking at the light. Looking towards the end
of her bed, she saw a twitching form caked in blood and dirt trailing a tail-like cord that ended in a fleshy mass.
Unseeing eyes looked up at her and she knew that her baby had returned to her, intent on returning to the womb from
which it had been expelled into a world that didn't want it.
Ends

Originally published in Ugly Babies II (JWK Fiction)
the night light’s soft glow
my bedroom door creaks open
shadows and I scream
By Greg Fewer

