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Editor’s Note: 

 

I got shot about a year ago, and as I was staggering through my yard to get help I fell into this old open 

well I never got around to covering. At the bottom, in severe pain and losing a lot of blood, only one 

thought filled my mind: What is The Strange Edge? 

What is The Strange Edge? It’s the thin line of intersection between stories that are weird in 

setting, weird in character, weird in plot, weird in form, and weird in aesthetic, but that still remain 

essentially readable to those of us who haven’t been sentenced to seven years in an MFA program. It’s a 

flavor of soft-serve Bizarro featuring chunks of absurdism and postmodernism in a base of the surreal. 

It’s an uncomfortable mix of the brows, high and low, that weaves in and out of transgressive zones and 

into the fantastic. It’s the lobster-faced baby Kafka hid in his vault for Kharms to find and eat after 

escaping the Gulag. It’s an Ionesco script acted out by Monty Python and filmed by Guy Maddin. 

This is the 0th issue of a new journal with an ancient purpose: to gather together fiction and stuff 

that is cool to read and look at and know about.  

In short, it’s a magazine of weird fiction. 

But how is it different from other magazines of weird fiction? 

Well, question guy, I guess that remains to be seen. While the works published in the Strange 

Edge might find homes in other markets, some will go to Lit journals, some to Bizarro mags, some to 

fabulist or slipstream anthologies, some to more rigidly defined irrealist or absurdist markets, some to 

humor collections. All of these “brands” of oddity should be able to find a home under the same roof 

because, at least in this editor’s opinion, they have far more in common with one another than they do 

with the core material in the other genres. An author publishing weird material in fantasy markets may 

never be discovered by a reader of weird material in horror markets. And that just makes me want to 

cry. 

Welcome home, weird fiction. Hang your hat and microwave a hotdog. 

 

 

Love,  

 

G. Arthur Brown, Chief Editor 
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FLASH FICTION 

Clouds and Feathers by Dustin Reade 
 
 
  I watched the Cloud People as they gathered puffy balls of white and stacked them—like 

cannonballs—on the edge of their floating pirate ship. Their bodies were white and fluffy, with 

shifting muscles and faces that swirled and distorted when hit by the wind. One of them looked 

over the side of the ship. I waved to him. He waved back jovially and I left them to their business.  
  Walking back into the house, I saw a friendly-looking gentleman with a horseshoe of hair 

circling his bald head. He was sitting behind my writing desk, busily pulling big armloads of angel-

white feathers from a drawer and piling them on my typewriter.  
  “What are you doing?” I asked. 
  “I’m Roald Dahl,” he said. 
  Suddenly, there was a loud banging sound and the house rocked violently on its foundation. 

I ran to the window. There was a heavy fog slowly evaporating against the front door. 
  “What’s going on?” I asked Roald Dahl. 
  “The Cloud People have declared war on your house,” Roald Dahl said. “But don’t worry. 

I am here to make sure they fail.” 
  “Oh,” I said, “thanks.” 
  “No problem.” 
  There was another explosion and I braced myself against my television set as the house 

was once again jolted by a puffball. I turned to Roald Dahl. He was gathering up an armload of 

feathers and approaching the window with a determined look on his face. Dropping the feathers at 

my feet, he said: “Do you have a hair dryer?” 
  “Yeah,” I said. 
  “Go get it.” 
  “Okay.” 
  I ran into the bathroom and grabbed my hair dryer and ran back into the living room. Roald 

Dahl was picking through the feathers and shaking his head.  
  “Some of these won’t work,” he said. “Most of them are too light to do any real damage.” 
  He handed me a feather and told me to look into it and tell him what I saw. I looked. Deep 

in the frills of the feather I saw a tiny, broken Grandfather clock. 
  “A Grandfather clock,” I said. 
  “Excellent!” Roald Dahl grabbed the feather from my hand and held it between two fingers 

out the window. He plugged in the hair dryer and blew the feather towards the Cloud People. We 

watched the feather as it slammed—surprisingly hard—into the front of the pirate ship in the sky, 

tearing a Grandfather Clock-shaped hole through the wood. 
 “Quick!” Roald Dahl screamed, handing me more feathers, “look through these and hand 

me the heaviest ones!” 
  I looked through the feathers. He had been correct: most of them were too small to do any 

real damage to a floating pirate ship: a flashlight, a handful of toothpicks, smaller feathers and so 



on. But a few were pretty big. I handed these feathers to Roald Dahl and watched as he launched 

a horseshoe, a Volkswagen bug, a coffin and similar items at the Cloud People’s ship, tearing it 

apart piece by piece. A few Cloud Men fell through the holes and exploded into tiny fogbanks in 

the street. 
  “We’re winning!” I screamed triumphantly. 
  “Not yet,” Roald Dahl said. 
  As soon as he spoke, the house was bombarded by dozens of puffballs. Ceiling beams 

rained down on our heads, coating Roald’s bald scalp with a fine layer of asbestos. Windows burst 

and various knick-knacks fell from the shelves. 
  “Hand me a feather!” Roald commanded. “We’ve got to stop them before they tear this 

place apart!” 
  I checked the remaining feathers. The only ones left were those too light to be useful. 
  “They’re all too small!” I said. 
  “Then hand me all of them!” Roald Dahl screamed. 
  I handed him all of them. He shot the whole wad at the ship, turning the hair dryer up to 

the highest setting for maximum effect.  
  As we waited for the feathers to reach the Cloud People, Roald Dahl put his hand on my 

shoulder and said: “If this doesn’t work, I want you to know that I really appreciate you as a fan 

of my work. It makes a writer feel good to know his stories are being read and enjoyed. So, I guess 

what I mean to say is, thanks for reading.” 
  I looked at Roald Dahl and said: “No problem.” 
  We both returned to the window just in time to see our bundle of feathers hit the main sail 

of the floating pirate ship full of Cloud People. It exploded in a mushroom cloud of breath mints, 

flashlights, toothpicks, and Hershey’s Kisses. All the remaining Cloud People burst into puffs of 

light. Roald Dahl and I had to cover our eyes to keep from going blind. Our ears were filled with 

the roar and clatter of the ship ripping apart.  
  After a few minutes the noise quieted and the light dimmed. 
  “I think it’s safe,” Roald Dahl said, taking a tentative peek over the sill.  
  I took my hands from my eyes and looked out the window. The sky was full of tiny clouds 

in the shape of murdered men. Various odds and ends fell from the holes in their bodies and 

clattered down on my lawn. It looked like a novelty shop had vomited its contents onto the grass.  
  I turned back and saw Roald Dahl gathering up his hat and coat, heading for the door. 
  “Well,” he said. “I guess that’s that. I’ll see you later, man.” 
  He turned to leave, and I asked him what the whole thing had been about. 
  “I dunno,” he said. “But I don’t think it really matters anyway. Some stories are just fun to 

read, y’know?” 
  “Yeah,” I said. “I guess you’ve got a point.” 
  “I usually do,” he said, and with that, he walked outside and promptly disappeared. 
  I looked around at the pile of debris that had once been my living room. Books were 

scattered everywhere and there were numerous holes in the walls. I started cleaning up. 
When I had finished, I found a single feather resting on the arm of the sofa. There was a 

little yellow post-it note attached that read: “Thanks for reading! Love, Roald Dahl.” 
  I looked into the quills and saw a battered, old copy of The Witches.  
  With nothing better to do, I sat down, and started reading. 
 

 



The Sailor's Tongue (or Why I Married the War) by Ray Fracalossy 
 

 

 

In memory of John Cage. . . 

 

Sitting to write, I comb my hair before I can possibly document the following. 

 

A testament: At 3 A.M. central king time, the sailor's tongue had fallen into a joy hole. It swam 

the length of the pool. No lifeguard was on duty. 

 

A description: The Sailor's hat held a flower of unknown origin, or a peacock; the lighting was 

poor in both his sparse apartment and its reflection. You see, to know his tongue is to correspond 

with his tongue. Intimately. 

Location, or lotion for short. Dubious place of origin/birth #4: His apartment was a coffin, 

which served him as a glove during the winter frost. This particular frost sat silently in the middle 

of the movie where the hero dissolves the remaining two thirds into a glass beaker. (Glass--a word, 

meaning to glass, or be glass-like in appearance, from the Latin root Glasso, ala the Marxes) He 

opens a box and pulls out a teapot. The teapot (a misplaced father figure) was in all actuality a fist 

rising up from the Earth (Spinach for Earth), with steam venting from the thumbnail, which lets 

out an ill-scented sound like a lead flutist piano tuna. 

We sit for some time in the restaurant. The manager barks at us. "It better not happen again, 

or you're fired." From underneath the tablecloth, a small chained man emerges, frees himself, and 

returns to loud applause. 

There is a sun painted on the ceiling. Hours later I notice a moon. No soup is served, only 

watery flavored meats. We dance near the bottom. 

For sometime these things happen (see the changing of the seasons, TURN TURN TURN) 

They cascade. Well, more like this. ThEy CasCAde. Yes! (Insert black and white photograph of 

an eyeball here.) I see you see. C-U-C, C? 

"Keep your hands in your pockets or they'll think you're stealing," stated the commander, 

a time contortionist, his shoes barely that of his grandson, also a commander. 

The sailor wept. He lifted the pull tab, revealing a teabag, which he hoists precariously 

(circus-like) over his sleeping hair. It creeps down systematically like a spider on a web. 

(A private note for Jim,. . . Hi Jim!) There is an extremely pregnant pause. The pause baby 

dies from lack of growth and is aborted. 

We dined on pig flavored crackers (see also Catsup) before evaporating, and hellbound, I 

softened my casket. The lightbulb keeper flickered (set the house ablazing.) ( gave me a wooden 

nickel) (sent away for a slice of GOD, postage due), then fucked my corpse with a siren sharpener. 

And for good reason. There was a two drink minimum. (Taking out a corpse prepared earlier, and 

showing it to the audience.) My lottery ticket, bought the previous week, won. If I'd have known 

then. But isn't that always the way? 

 

 

 

Secret Skull House by Zoltán Komor 

 



Some bratty boys from the neighborhood decide to make a secret clubhouse in my skull. They 

don't ask me about it, but I have no argument against their plan. So, every afternoon getting home 

from school they occupy my head. The kids laugh loudly, and crack open their chip bags. 

Sometimes smoke flies out of my ear. I suspect they are experimenting with their first cigarettes. 

Of course, I was just like them when I was their age, so I'm not going to tell on them; that’s for 

sure. If only they wouldn’t leave such a mess every time. It can be really awkward when, having 

a conversation with someone, I begin to shake or nod my head and suddenly a crumpled porn 

magazine falls out of my ear. 

Soon, the parents get wind of the secret clubhouse, and they step into my apartment swinging 

a bone saw. They insist on looking in my skull; telling me they have the right to know what their 

boys are up to behind their backs. 

Now, the kids and I are both punished - they are grounded in their rooms, and as for me, the 

parents won't give back my skullcap. It's quite embarrassing. Going to work in the mornings some 

cheeky brats on the bus are having a great time pushing spitballs and chewed bubble gum between 

my brain wrinkles when I'm not looking. 

That’s enough, I decide one morning, I have rights too. So I knock on the door of the mother 

who has my upper head. 

She just stands there in the doorway, smoking, holding my skullcap in her hand, which looks 

like a hairy half coconut, and she flicks ash into it. After I’m done with my speech about human 

rights, she slams the door in my face. 

I have no time for a second round I must leave for work. Scratching out a used ticket from my 

brain wrinkles I catch the next bus. A young couple whispers and chuckles behind me. I quickly 

get off at the next stop, before they could plan a secret date in my occipital lobe.  

 

 

 

The Day of the Mirror by Allen Griffin 
 

 

The mirror is fucking with me, something isn’t right. At the moment, I don’t remember what I 

should’ve seen in the reflection, but it isn’t this. All I see is roadkill. I'm a walking museum exhibit. 

 A crew of workers moves the velvet rope around me and my mirror. The line wraps around 

me, a spectacle moving in perfect unison behind me. I see turtle-faced people eating drums. Each 

bite tastes of John Bonham, and my face shifts into a more agreeable visage. 

 The line begins to diminish. I swallow Molotov cocktails and spit flames at my admirers. The line 

begins to swell again and the drums beat louder. Karma besets us in every direction. Karma is a 

product of our perception. 

 I follow each onlooker to their home and pull off pieces of my roadkill visage and slop 

them on the shag carpets of their living rooms. The concoction bubbles and spits noxious fumes 

into the air and each person will dance widdershins around the concoction. I leave them to this 

nefarious celebration and repeat the process in every home. 

Clouds of karma form in the mountains above the village and the sky congeals. I stand in the town 

square, roped off from the world. Heavy drops of liquefied desire drop from the sky. The substance 

is collected in buckets and a select few take to the drums once again. 

 The buckets are placed next to sludge pools in the living room and pairs and trios begin to 



copulate on the rims of the containers. This is no easy feat. Before long, the contents of each bucket 

spill into the carpet and mix with the sludge, chemical reactions beginning anew. 

 When the substances calm themselves, a select member of each coupling shoves their 

hands into the goo and begins to clear it away. Soon, a mirror is revealed flush with the floor. 

Everyone takes turns staring at their own reflection. After all are satisfied, everyone shoves their 

heads into the reflective surface, which ripples like water. They now see the world through my 

eyes. 

 I return to my own apartment, taking my shoes off just inside the door. I feel the shag carpet 

between my toes. The bathroom is clean, immaculate even, welcoming. I stand in front of the sink 

and stare straight ahead. 

 The mirror is fucking with me; all I see is roadkill, a catastrophe of lust and carbon 

footprint. I turn around and walk out of the bathroom. The kitchen is even cleaner, even more 

immaculate. A beam of sunshine comes in through the window and makes a perfect square on the 

linoleum. 

 Back in front of the mirror, I place leftover beef lo mein in the sink. I cover the meal in 

toothpaste and pick up as much as possible into my hands. My lungs fill with spearmint and soy 

sauce. I rub the concoction in my hair and the world rejoices. I smile. Everyone is looking out 

through my eyes. I wave goodbye to them in the mirror and close my eyes, imagining everyone 

lifting their heads up from their own mirrors. I am already looking forward to next year. 

 

 

 

Stone Sex by Meg Sefton 
 

Unfortunately, there is nothing to be done about the coupling of tombstones. First of all, 

their copulations are deafening—how they grunt and sigh!—and secondly, the sparks spewing 

from the friction—blue, green, yellow, and purple sparks—ignite fires in the dry season. (And 

when the fires erupt, corpses awaken and are enraged. They must be put down by truckloads of 

cool, damp earth.) But the biggest problem with stone sex is this: A cemetery of newly formed 

stones. And no one has managed to escape the certain pairing between death and a stone. 

One time, a stone cutter, ambitious that his town should live, fashioned the tombstones into 

paving stones, stones for the fireplace, the threshold, the garden, thinking he could circumvent 

their original purpose. When he disappeared they only found a pile of stones beside the cemetery 

where he had been working.  

What was convenient about the situation, however, was that the stone pile was a nice place 

for the townspeople to eat their sandwiches, so they stopped asking questions and began hanging 

out. Also, what was good about it was that the smooth stones made nice little ledges for their beer. 

So when a man did not return home at night, other women would relay this information to his 

frustrated wife: “Oh, he's still on the stone pile.” 

One night a man materialized across the cemetery where they were sitting and drinking.  

“Are you a ghost?” said Jacob. He had begun driving them crazy with this idea of diverting 

the creek so it ran next to the graves. They could sink a barrel of ale into its cool body, he said. It 

would be woman for them and they could be like the man, filling her vessel, and together, they 

could make cool beer. He was always wild with his crazy metaphors and his stupid ideas. His 

horny talk was probably inspired by the horny stones they had subdued for the season by anchoring 

them to the ground with chains. 



“I'm not a ghost,” said the man.  

“Are you a newcomer?” 

“This implies I'm staying.” 

“Are you God?”  

“Would God do this?” and he reached into one of their sacks, grabbed a beer, popped off 

the cap, and guzzled it down. 

“I don't know,” Phillip said. He was the town tombstone engraver and he was a philosopher 

of sorts. Engraving the dash between the dates of birth and death made him shaky. What did the 

dash represent? It was all so ordinary. Were they all so alike? It made him depressed. “Jesus ate 

even after he rose from the grave.” 

“Stop being morbid,” Jacob said. His wife Tatiana said the same thing. In fact, he 

sometimes wondered if they slept together. They said many of the same things, in exactly the same 

way. It made him angry, then it made him depressed and he couldn't do anything about it. He 

couldn't even prove anything definitively. 

“Well I can assure you I'm not God. Excuse me, this is underfoot,” and he picked up a long-

handled scythe they had not noticed before. Apparently it had been on the ground. He leaned it 

against a tree. “I hate it when stuff like this could bean you in the head any moment if you step on 

it wrong.” 

A scythe, what a cliché, thought Phillip who expected more from the grim reaper. Did even 

religious clichés have to come true? Were there no surprises? 

“I've had sex with your wives. They're all very good. You are lucky men.” 

Was this guy nuts? Phillip thought. They would kill him, all together, with their hands 

around his throat. There were about twenty five of them. But he wasn't a cliché in this: He was 

pretty buff for the grim reaper. 

“While you guys have been yucking it up on the pile, which by the way, is the grave of a 

dead man, I've been enjoying life. Your women are very lonely and very receptive. I've learned 

how to knit, how to dandle your children on my knee. They gave me tea and gossip and practically 

talked me into their beds. I love this town. I love this place. I think I'll stay.” 

“We've got to get rid of him,” said Jacob when the man had wandered off into the misty 

fields with his scythe. “Our women were fine before he got here. We're screwed.” 

“We must have interfered with the balance of things,” said Phillip. “Maybe that's why we're 

being cursed with this maggot.” 

And so that's what they did. They released the stones so they could couple, except at night, 

when they wanted to drink, they cooled them down with water from the creek and it was quiet and 

peaceful again and the men got drunk and the women went back to their creative, secret 

occupations which involved, among other things, ruling the world.  

 

 

The Meat Grinder Showerhead by Andrew Wayne Adams 
 

“I need to eat to be happy. I need to eat souls like yours. I also like cold cuts and ice cubes. I am 

remorseless.” 

 That was what the garbage disposal said to Ian on his third night in his new apartment. Two 

nights before, when he turned on the shower for the first time (he had neglected to check it before 

signing the lease), ground beef came out. 

The tub drained into the apartment below, where a hungry man lived, but Ian ignored that. 



He called his landlord on a rotary phone, and when he put the receiver to his ear, ground beef came 

out. 

“The cracks in the walls are a map. Have you any porridge to pour down here? Imitation 

grits?” Fingers reached up through the garbage disposal. Ian turned on the hot water, blistering 

hot, and hammered at the fingers with a giant spoon. He flicked the switch that worked the garbage 

disposal, but this only lowered a disco ball in the closet. 

The fingers retreated back down the drain, and a mouth took their place. It had two rows 

of teeth. Ian remembered his landlord, the sole time they met. The man had been chewing 

bubblegum, the pink rubber strung between two rows of teeth. Ian had signed the lease. 

The hungry man was his landlord. 

“I must have comfort food,” said the garbage disposal. “My food the comfort of others.” 

Ian thought you could interpret that in two ways. 

Maybe three. 

He put a dirty plate overtop the drain. 

Going for a beer, he remembered that the refrigerator was full of cake, every cubic inch of 

space, so that when he opened the door, it was just a wall of cake facing him. A wedding cake, to 

judge by its frosting. 

The dirty plate on top of the drain was dirty with ketchup and soap suds. 

Pissed at not having a beer, Ian went to his “office” and dug through his papers on the floor 

until he found his lease. He combed through it, trying to find some loophole out of this shit. 

The lease said: “I agree to live in this shit for one (1) year and not complain. I agree to 

marry one (1) of your daughters and not complain. I, the undersigned, agree to live the Good Life 

and never, ever complain.” 

He had signed it. 

She came up behind him, put the cold beer on his neck playfully. He winced at the chill, 

and she slid her arm around his shoulders. He took the beer from her and opened it with his teeth, 

of which he had two rows. 

The bottle was full of ground beef. 

She said, “How are you?” 

He said, “I can’t complain.” 

She suggested they shower. In the shower, he soaped her breasts, and the showerhead bled 

ketchup and cold cuts. 

The hungry man in the apartment below screwed his mouth to the ceiling, sucking down 

what drained from their shower. He ate well—grew huge—filled his apartment, so that when you 

opened the door, it was just a wall of him facing you. A lonely man, to judge by his moaning. 

 

 

 

Son of the Person by Allen Griffin 
 

I am spat out and enslaved from a barrel of toxic afterbirth which regenerates my flesh daily. I 

wear a dog collar and a creature which looks like a radiation-burned kangaroo leads me around by 

a leash. 



The beast stops from time to time and vomits out quantities of cocaine and goat's milk. I 

consume as much as possible before he drags me away, my body smeared with the paste of the 

two mixed together. I kick and scream and cry out for my dead mother. 

I beg to be hung from a dead tree like a god. I have eight horse legs and an enormous cock. 

Nails are driven between my bones, through soft flesh and into the rotting wood. Dead names spill 

from my lips and I am fucked by a litany of spears. 

This beast completes me. I am unreal in its absence. It speaks to me through lips curved 

skyward, a grin of absolute power. 

"In death you are faceless and in life you're nobody." 

There is a procession of a thousand corpses with my name on it. Everyday ends the same. 

I am marched through the city under a Samsara sky. The creature leads me to an over pass and 

flings me over the railing. And like that I am falling…And when the process begins again, dumped 

from that poisonous container, another part of me is still falling. Forever falling, the asphalt 

beneath a fate I wish to know. 

* 

I am falling headfirst toward the highway, seeing my reflection in the windshield of a 

passing sports car which is gone by the time I hit the ground. Bones shatter on impact and I barely 

notice the sound of screeching tires. When I am able to look up, I see a herd of cars staring at me 

with predator headlights.  

The nearest car approaches, a Nazi sedan if I ever saw one, and it splits its grill open like a 

gaping maw. The car's engine revs, dips down and begins to scoop me up in its grill-mouth. My 

broken bones bounce around the engine like a mouthful of Pop Rocks. 

From the inside, the car seems transparent. I look out and see the highway in every 

direction. Two soldiers kneel at the side of the road and speak to each other through a rifle. One 

says something into the chamber and the other listens through the barrel. They spin the rifle around 

when the other wishes to speak. They both have the same face as I do. 

The sedan slurps me the rest of the way down its gullet. I climb out through the glove 

compartment and say a prayer to the god of whales. I am Ahab and I am Jonah. People will recite 

my story for no reason.  

The window shatters. One of the soldiers holds his hands up in the universal sign for 'oops'. 

The bullet barely missed me. I run fingers slowly through my hair, attempting to dislodge the 

shards of glass. I turn the rearview mirror towards me. The reflection shows that my face is a flat 

featureless mass of skin. I don't know how I can see and smell the world around me because I have 

no sensory organs. I try to speak but the words come out muffled and I realize I don't know what 

I was trying to say. 

The passenger door opens and the soldiers pull me from the car. I am escorted to the rear 

bumper and forced to sit on the asphalt. They peel off bumper stickers with a bayonet and using a 

hot glue gun, reapply them to my face. 

I am the proud parent of a person. 

 

 

If Ever the Twain Shall Meet by Ray Fracalossy 
 

Tom Sawyer stood out front of his Aunt Polly's yard, during what I reckoned to be the worst heat 

spell we'd seen in quite a summer, a silly grin on his prepubescent face. His slow brush strokes 



moved methodically down the planks of rickety wood that had seen better days, as he diligently 

gave his all whitewashing the old fence. A bunch of neighborhood children looked on enviously 

as he mindlessly toiled away, beads of sweat and carefree whistling streaming from his brow and 

lips respectively. I had to investigate. I questioned him as to his happy demeanor, and he told me 

the ol' doc had prescribed some various medications for his attention disorder, as well as his anti-

social behavior. I let him finish his work, and set off instead in search of the ever-incorrigible but 

fun-loving Huckleberry Finn. 

 

God is a Lobster by R. A. Harris 
 

Adrian walks into the kitchen, slurps the last of his beer and tosses the can through the 

open window. He raises his arms like he scored a touchdown. It’s a beautiful day outside. 

“Why is there a puddle of piss on the floor out there?” he asks his wife. 

“I broke the lamp and knew you’ be angry, so I pissed on the floor to apologize.” 

Adrian sighs and chucks God onto the kitchen surface next to the sink and squeezes into a 

seat at the table. 

Adrian’s wife slams shut the fridge door. “I can’t think with that in the room. You know he 

gives me the creeps.” 

Adrian strikes a match and flicks it at her. God clacks his claws and stares with his unique 

stare. “You’ll hurt his feelings with that kind of talk.” Adrian reaches out and gives one of God’s 

claws a little squeeze. 

“He’s a lobster, for Christ’s sake. He doesn’t have feelings.” 

“And you’re a dog. You have no opinion.” He flicks another match. This one hits her on 

the butt, singeing her fur. God clacks his claws and stares with his unique stare. “I think I impressed 

him with that one.” 

Ignoring the pain, his wife says, “I can’t believe you believe in God. Especially if he is a 

lobster.” She squeezes past the table and Adrian reaches for her hand but misses it and so just runs 

it through his fading hair instead. 

“I believe in a lot more than that,” he says. 

“Fuck you,” his wife says. 

“I wish you would,” he replies and realizes how true it is. God stares, clacks, stares. “I’m 

going to raise our son some more.” 

Adrian pushes past his wife and leaves the kitchen. On his way out to the garden the phone 

rings and he answers it. 

“This is Adrian,” he says. He can see God staring at him from the side in the kitchen. He 

waves. God stares. “Again?” He furrows his brow and turns away from the kitchen door, as if 

shielding the phone from his wife’s prying ears. “Now?” He gives a quick glance towards the door 

again. God clacks his pincers. “Fine.” A red dot edges along the wall of the hallway, obviously 

coming in through the window at the end. It makes its way towards Adrian’s forehead. He tucks 

and rolls, evading the sniper bullet that eats its way into the front door at the other end of the hall. 

Belly crawling to the kitchen, Adrian clucks at God. God clacks his pincers and walks off the edge 

of the kitchen side. Adrian scoops him up. 

“What are you doing down there?” His wife barks. 

“Shut up.” 



“Fine, as long as you’re taking him out of here, I don’t care.” 

Adrian crawls backwards on his belly, back out to the hall, continues to the front door. After 

inhaling deeply, he gets to his knees, opens the door and scuttles outside. The weather looked better 

from the window. A shrill pitched wind carries the stench of dead fish and burnt rubber towards 

Adrian. 

He covers his nose and continues to crawl onto the lawn. His son is lying awkwardly beside 

the idle mower. The beer can lies next to his head. 

“Did you kill a kid again?” Adrian looks around to find his wife hanging out the kitchen 

window, her knees must be in the sink. She has her lips pulled back, like she’s barking mad. 

Before he can answer her a crowd gathers at the edges of the lawn and begins chanting, 

“Child killer, child killer, child killer.” 

Recollection stirs in Adrian. Not again. Please God, not again, make this go away. 

The crowd constructs a makeshift coliseum of empty cans and destroyed motorcycles, 

before filling it to capacity. The neighborhood is getting together over this. 

Adrian stands. His belly is covered with chopped grass. Adrian holds God aloft. God clacks 

his pincers and stares from Adrian’s sweating palm. 

The sniper takes a shot at God. God stares in his unique way. 

“I can’t believe you still believe in that thing,” his wife calls. “I don’t believe God can be 

a lobster.” 

“Will you please be quiet, woman? I’ve got to deal with this.” 

“Just don’t get shot. I can’t raise our son by myself.” 

God grows exponentially and gets too heavy for Adrian to hold. Adrian collapses and God 

lands on top of him. He clacks his claws. A sniper bullet ricochets off of God’s armor. God has 

armor for skin. God is a lobster. 

“It doesn’t matter if you don’t believe that God is a lobster so long as God is a lobster,” he 

says, struggling for breath. 

The sniper takes another pot shot. It must be another sniper because this one ricochets off 

God and shatters the kitchen widow beside his wife’s head. The stink of burnt rubber and singed 

fur overwhelms Adrian. 

A mad, angry gorilla slams its fists into the ground, not ten feet away from Adrian, still 

squished beneath God. God stares in his unique way. “Where’d that come from?” he asks 

rhetorically. 

“God works in mysterious ways,” the gorilla says. 

God clacks his pincers and winks. 

Adrian struggles and finally works his way free of God. The gorilla throws a knife so the 

blade sticks in the ground at Adrian’s feet. “Take it. Let’s see what you’ve got.” 

Adrian looks at God. God stares. Clacks. That goddamn lobster. 

Adrian makes a break for the garage, for his bike. He chucks himself against the door, 

buckling it under the pressure. A gap big enough for him to squeeze through opens up. He  only a 

few cuts and scrapes on the way in.  

He slams his palm against the switch and the strip light overhead flickers on. It’s shaped 

like a neon green hospital stylized cross. His bike is twisted into an unrecognizable mess. A child 

lies spread across the floor behind it. Adrian slides his crash helmet on and curls into the fetal 

position. 

“I don’t even believe in God. I don’t believe in Heaven. I don’t believe in Hell.” 

The gorilla tears the garage door away and partially destroys the wall. 



“I’ll free all the holes from their claustrophobic hiding places,” Adrian says. “I’ll bury my 

bones and shit.” 

The crowd outside all make motorcycle engine noises. Some of them scream like tire on 

tarmac. 

Behind the mad, angry gorilla, Adrian can see his wife cradling their son. The mower idles 

right beside them. “I’ll love my neighbors and honor my wife.” 

The beer can leaks dregs of beer onto the grass in slow motion. It withers and dies where 

the liquid seeps into the soil. Adrian’s wife squats and pisses beer in slow motion, it sizzles as it 

hits the tarmac below. She stares in her unique way. God clacks his lobster claws. The gorilla 

unzips its skin and disseminates a motorcycle accident through a series of euphoric dances. 

 

 

Matryoshka by Matt Sunrich 
 

 At barely seven feet long, two feet high, and just over two feet wide, it was clearly not a 

regulation billiard table. The unorthodox dimensions, coupled with the shallowness of the 

cushions, forced us to devise new strategies for pocketing the balls, as they tended to behave 

differently than they would on a standard table.  

Miscues and scratches, not surprisingly, occurred often. 

 The room in which the table had been situated was circular and constructed of stone blocks 

of varying sizes. The roof, some twenty feet above, was a cone of rotting, warped wooden planks. 

There was one window, to my left, through which the dark, ominous forest was visible. The only 

light emanated from a torch ensconced near the door. 

 Nena’s “99 Luftballons” emanated softly from an unseen sound system. 

 My opponent, a man who appeared to be about sixty, wore a maroon robe with gold 

embroidery around the sleeves. The hood, suspended from stitches at the base of his collar, hung 

between his shoulder blades like an open wound. Several pouches and a couple of sheathed daggers 

hung on the black belt around his waist. He hadn’t spoken much during the game. He was smoking 

a cigarette and drinking from a wooden flagon carved to look like a tree stump.  

He seemed vaguely detached, like a coupon that someone had cut out of a magazine but 

had then merely used to bookmark the page it had occupied, having realized that he or she, not 

normally an avid coupon redeemer, lacked a designated file, wallet, box, or even an envelope in 

which to keep it until grocery day. 

“Nice shot,” I remarked after he deftly potted a ball in the side nearest me. 

He nodded.  

 “What do you do for a living?” I ventured. 

 “I’m actually retired,” he replied, “but I do some freelance wizardry from time to time. 

Relieves the boredom.” 

 “What does that involve?” 

 “I’m afraid that I’m not at liberty to say.” 

 A young woman with intricately braided hair in a long blue dress entered through the side 

door of the chamber. She was carrying a black notebook and a silver foil sack that appeared to 

contain a loaf of bread. 

 “Would anyone care for a panino?” she asked. 



 I eased the muscles of my face into a confused expression, something I had perfected 

through years of practice, during bus rides, mostly.  

“A what?” 

 “Panino. It’s a kind of grilled sandwich. They’re quite popular these days.” 

 “What, like a grilled cheese?” 

 “Essentially. There are some little bits of meat in there, too, though. Chicken, I think. And 

the bread’s really thick. Like that toast they make in Texas.” 

 “Texas toast?” 

 “I guess.” 

 “I’ve seen it on menus, but I always wondered if it was really from Texas or if it was just 

some sort of culinary metaphor. ‘Everything’s bigger in Texas,’ et cetera.” 

 She gave me a blank look. 

 “I apologize,” I said. “I became more engaged in this conversation than was my intent. 

Could I just get a beverage?” 

 “I’ll see what I can do.”  

 She wandered off, and I turned my attention back to the game. It was difficult to tell who 

was winning, since all the balls were the same reddish color. I surveyed their positions and decided 

to try to sink one in the corner pocket. While chalking up my cue I noticed that the right side of 

the table had three padlocks hanging from it. 

 “Is there something locked in here?” I asked. 

 The old wizard walked around the table and followed my eyes to the padlocks. 

 “Looks that way, doesn’t it? There are three on the other side, too.” 

 “Do you have any keys?” 

 He felt around the pouches on his belt until he found the one he was searching for. He 

opened it, pulled out five identical golden keys, and handed them to me. 

 “Where did these come from?” I asked, studying them. 

 “In my line of work you run across that sort of stuff all the time.” 

 I selected one and gave the others back to him.  

I grabbed the first padlock and upended it. The shape of the lock seemed to correspond to 

the cut of the key. I guided the key in and turned it. I was surprised when it popped open. I removed 

it, set it on top of the table, and moved to the next lock, which opened just as easily. The others 

similarly acquiesced. 

 My cloaked colleague produced a wand seemingly out of thin air and waved it over the 

table. The balls vanished.  

 “Be careful,” he warned. “The last one of these I opened was filled with—” 

 “It’s a casket!” I interjected. “Why hasn’t this thing been buried?” 

 “Well, it’s a bit of waste, don’t you think?” 

 “What are you talking about?” 

 “Caskets are too nice to bury. It makes more sense, to my way of thinking, to seal the 

deceased within them and then keep them around for other uses. A billiard table, in this case.” 

 The young woman entered again and proffered a flagon identical to the one from which 

the wizard quaffed. I took it and then fished around in my trouser pocket for a tip. I clenched my 

fingers around something that I didn’t recognize and pulled it out. The young woman looked on 

expectantly as I slowly opened my hand.  

Rather than coins, or even pocket fluff, my palm contained an exact replica of my trousers, 

only considerably smaller.  



The young woman’s expression collapsed like a house of cards. 

“Let me try the other pocket,” I said. I found a silver coin and placed it in her hand. Her 

face brightened, and she exited, her thoughts reeling with the wonderful things she could purchase. 

I took a sip of the beverage, shoved the small trousers back into my pocket, and turned 

back to the casket. The wizard was bent over, walking around it, tapping here and there with his 

wand and listening. 

“What are you doing?” I asked. 

“Checking for traps.” At length he straightened and nodded. “I think it’s safe.” 

We each grabbed an end of the lid, lifted it off, and set it down against the wall. A crusty 

brown skeleton reposed within the cushioned interior of the casket, clutching a dusty Atari 2600 

over its ribcage. The cartridge port was empty; the wires, joysticks, and paddles were missing. 

The wizard nudged the “reset” switch with the tip of his wand, and the bony hands dropped 

to the skeleton’s sides. The console snapped open; a smaller Atari was hidden inside. 

“Good system, the Atari 2600,” the wizard remarked. 

“Not really,” I said. 

I thought back to the tiny pair of trousers and retrieved them from my pocket. I noticed a 

small bulge in the left pocket and slid my pinky into it. It barely fit. Using my fingernail I dug out 

the source of the bulge and was not surprised to find an even smaller pair of trousers. Sitting atop 

my fingertip, they reminded me of a photograph of a microchip I had once seen in a magazine.  

Noticing this and recognizing a leitmotif, the wizard carefully removed the skull from the 

casket and shook it. A tiny skeleton dropped out of the foramen magnum and into his waiting hand. 

He replaced the skull and studied the tiny skeleton for a few moments, rolling it back and 

forth between the crevices of his palm.  

“Somewhere, hidden in this room,” he remarked finally, “there must be a tiny replica of 

the tower.” 

“Probably concealed behind a stone,” I offered. 

“Too obvious. The other things, they were just exercises. Pretests, if you will. Locating the 

tiny tower is the real challenge. The mastermind who orchestrated this knew better than to 

underestimate us.” 

“What do we win if we find it?” 

“Win? This isn’t about winning. It’s about…about…well, to be honest, I’m not sure what 

it’s about. The last time I was in a situation like this I found myself locked in a room with a hundred 

ghosts.” 

“How did you handle that?” 

“Potion. I can’t see how that sort of thing would be of much help to us here, though.” 

“Maybe the replica itself is the prize. We could use it for a bird feeder.” 

“Why would we want to do that?”  

“Don’t you like birds?” 

He frowned. “No one likes birds. Not even ornithologists. They pretend to watch them for 

fun, but they’re really just keeping tabs on them. Birds have a remarkably strong ‘us vs. them’ 

mentality. You should see my car.” 

“I’d like that. I’ve never seen one. I don’t think they even make them anymore.” 

“Not since someone had the presence of mind to notice that there were already far too many 

of them around, no.” 

“So what do we do now?” 

“This.” 



The wizard waved his wand in a deceptively random pattern, and I became inexplicably 

aware of the presence of other walls or things very much like walls. They surrounded us, forming 

an invisible labyrinth. I could sense that at various points they encountered the boundaries of other, 

similar labyrinths and formed interference patterns, as if a bevy of insouciant gods had 

simultaneously cast several pebbles into a pond.  

The torch’s flame flickered for a moment, seemingly without cause. It regained its fiery 

footing in short order, however, and provided us with new, deeper shadows. 

I couldn’t tell if it was the end or just the beginning.  
   

  

The Luscious School by Allen Griffin 
 

 Dahlia May and Vincent Skyscum patted their lips gently with their napkins and pushed 

the empty plates toward the center of the table. Vincent watched Dahlia's every move closely, 

mimicking her so as not to breach any obscure rule of etiquette.  

 Not that it was hard to watch her, she was beautiful. She wore a sparkling blue-silver dress 

which resembled water under moonlight and her hair changed colors to match it and then would 

turn black again in contrast and then blue again. 

 She motioned for the waiter to come and change the record on the phonograph positioned 

next to the table. The sounds of dub techno gave way to Duke Ellington. The jazz danced around 

the restaurant, intermingling with the phonographs playing at each table. The waiter cleared the 

dishes before leaving. He nodded, indicating they could turn their cell phones on again, but neither 

did. 

 The waiter disappeared for a few moments and returned with two vials of a bubbling green 

liquid. 

"This is a powerful aphrodisiac. If you can drink it and control your urges, you will be 

welcome among the most elite of our society." 

 She nodded at him and they both pulled the stopper from their vials. Vincent took a sniff 

and then slammed the contents of his vial. When he finished, Dahlia took a sip of hers and smiled.  

"You're only supposed to take a sip silly. You have a lot to learn." 

 Vincent felt his guts curdle and a fire begin to burn in his loins. He hoped that no matter 

what happened, his chances wouldn't be blown over one misstep. Not to mention, she clearly 

tricked him. 

"And when you're done," she continued," you toss the remainder out the window." She 

flung the remainder over shoulder. The liquid caught the moonlight as it flew outside and 

shimmered in a brilliant, momentary explosion of color. 

 The other diners, hearing the vial splash in the pond below, politely applauded and then 

returned to their meals. Vincent crossed his legs, trying to suppress his throbbing erection. 

 

* 

 Gilbert dug through the dumpsters outside the restaurant hoping to score some decent food. 

He found some pickled tentacles and a little bit of escargot. He pulled a plastic bag and a staple 

gun from his pocket and filled it with the discarded food and then stapled the sack to his chest 

where several others hung. He barely noticed the pain anymore. 



"Waste not, want not," he mumbled to himself. He salivated at the thought of feasting on 

the food in a couple of days. One had to pace themselves if they didn't want to starve and waiting 

made the dish that much more savory when finally consumed. 

 Gilbert heard a splash in the pond behind the restaurant. The building sat on a hillside so 

that the ground floor in the front was the second story in the back, open windows looking out on 

to a small pond. People were always tossing some luxury or another out those windows, whatever 

fashion dictated that week. 

 He made his way down to the waterline. Gilbert looked up at the windows and listened to 

the music and chatter coming from within. He shook his head. 

 That had been him once, he ate those meals and listened to those phonograph records. But 

just as he had tricked many a poor soul into committing a faux pas, breaking a rule of the ever-

changing etiquette, his own brother did him in. Gilbert didn't remember the details, something to 

do with a pair of jumper cables and some PCP 2.0. Didn't matter; his joy was over. 

 Gilbert looked to the pond and saw nothing of value, just a bunch of floating empty vials. 

If they contained anything of value, the contents must have drained into the pool. He turned and 

began to struggle back up the hill. 

 He hadn't gotten far when he heard the strange song. A chorale of angelic voices sang out 

a harmonically rich, wordless melody. Each voice sounded angelic and the counterpoint between 

each voice was exquisite, like nothing he'd ever heard before. Before he knew it he was back at 

the waterline. 

 The water shimmer a silver-blue, the moonlight reflecting off the pond's surface. A 

thousand little mouths pierced the water's surface. The fish, they were the one's singing. The song 

made him feel loved like never before. Perhaps they called for him to drown himself in the water, 

to put an end to his misery, assuring him things would be OK on the other side. 

 Gilbert waded into the pond. His thoughts of self-destruction though, seemed to wash away 

with each lap of the water's lapping waves. About half the fish dove back beneath the surface while 

the other half continued to sing. He hoped his body didn't scare them. 

 Within moments, the cold water gave him an erection. The fish swam around him, orbiting 

his body. Gilbert went further in until the bags of food floated in front of his face. He gladly ripped 

the bags open and offered the food to the fish. They ate greedily. 

 As if to thank him, the school of fish closed in on him and rubbed themselves against his 

body. They swam up the hem of his pants and writhed against his cold flesh. He cried out in pure 

ecstasy, and the fish fed on his seed.  

 His cries startled the diners. They stood at the windows and watched the carnal encounter 

with great envy. Vincent realized what was happening and in a moment of utter brilliance realized 

he could create next week's biggest trend and save himself from being banished due to his earlier 

faux pas. 

 

 

 

 

 



 

SHORT FICTION 
 

The Luscious School by Mark Allen Berryhill 
 

Tam Nguyen looked great for being in her sixty-second trimester. She was a tiny chick, so the 

pregnancy looked big on her, but you probably would have thought she was coming up on her 

eighth month, not her one hundred and eighty-seventh. She didn't let the babies bring her grades 

down or interfere with her cheerleading duties.  

Tam led Brian Engel, the short newcomer to the Anime club, of which she was the 

treasurer, into a hole in the wall between the teachers’ lounge and the boys’ dressing room behind 

the stage. She pulled a plywood board back for him and then squeezed through—carefully 

guarding her distended belly.  

"Wow, Tam, is this where you sleep at night?"  

"No," she said as she plopped down into a nest composed of thousands of crumpled up 

Scantron sheets. "This is where I fuck. C'mon, baby." 

Tam pushed the paper around to form a comfortable love nest for the two of them, one that 

allowed her to lie on her back while they did this. 

"Kneel in front of me, and don't put your weight on my stomach, okay?" 

She pulled her skirt up over her belly, exposing her vagina. She held her legs up with her 

hands under her knees. 

"Wow, Tam, I never saw straight pubes before." 

"Never been with an Asian girl?" 

"I ain't never been with any girl." 

"Great. Maybe we can make this quick, then. You gotta get yourself hard, okay, baby? I'm 

already situated and I can't get up to get you up." 

Brian knelt in front of her and undid his jeans, pushing them down to his knees. 

"Wait," he said, "are you gonna eat me?" 

"Ugh, Jesus. No, that's Tammy Song who does that. She's a real bitch." 

Brian manipulated his genitals with such a ferocity that Tam knew couldn't feel good. She 

closed her eyes and sighed.  

"Um," he said, "this has never happened before. But I can't get hard." 

Tam went to say something either supportive or dismissive or both, but instead she 

groaned. The baby kicked and something shaped like a foot pressed out from inside her womb. 

"Oh, fuck. Never mind." She grunted as her voice dropped two octaves. "Baby's coming." 

Brian's eyes went wide. 

"Oh god, Tam, what do I?" 

She moaned and hissed low through clenched teeth. "Just stand against the wall, fucktard." 



Brian waded into a corner of the room. Tam writhed with her knees held against her chest. 

She bared down and pushed. Brian gasped. Her pussy bulged from the inside and a patch of ruddy 

brown hair emerged. Sweat poured off her face and stained the pits of her jersey. She grunted low 

and squeezed out a perfectly formed preschooler, dressed in red overalls and wearing adorable 

blue sneakers. 

"It's a boy!" Brian exclaimed. "He's not even wet. Wow." 

Tam scooped her newborn up in her arms, rolled around with him in the pile of balled up 

white and green sheets of paper. She cuddled him and sniffed his hair.  

"Guess I can't keep you in there any longer. Imma name you Little Donald. How's that 

sound?" 

"Is Donald the father's name?" Brian asked. 

"How the fuck should I know?" 

She inspected him for deformities, grabbed the umbilical cord from between her legs and 

pulled it out of her twat. She stuffed it and the placenta into Little Donald’s overalls. 

"I'm hungry," said the little boy. 

"We'll get you to Uncle Lisa's and she'll get you some goldfish crackers and a juice box, 

okay?" 

Brian gawked. "Tam, how did you fit him in you? You still look just as pregnant." 

"I got mad organizational skills. C'mon, we gotta get him to daycare." 

Tam held little Donald in one arm and staggered to her feet. 

"Brian Engel, we are going to have to fuck tomorrow. I'm gonna be all stretched out until 

then." 

"Okay." He waded through the ball pit of Scantron papers towards the crack in the wall. 

"Help me get Little Donald to daycare. You can sleep here tonight, but just tonight. We 

can try again tomorrow. Don't jerk off. If it doesn't work out we aren't going to do it at all. You 

better be ready." 

Brian, eager to help, held the plywood open for Tam and her newborn preschooler. Tam 

arched her back, and massaged her hip with her free hand trying to get her lower back comfortable. 

She stopped and stood stiff and still. Voices. The distinctly monotone dead-on-the-inside and 

battle-hardened chatter of teachers echoed, somehow amplified yet distorted to an incoherent 

murmur, through the old walls. Or maybe that's just how the faculty talked. 

"Brian Engel, can you fight?" Tam whispered. 

"Um, no."  

"Fuck, really?" 

Brian Engel shrugged. 

"Take Donald," she hoisted her kid onto his shoulders, "if shit goes down you stay the fuck 

out of the way. I'll take care of trouble. The teachers are no prob as long as we're quiet. It's the hall 

monitors we gotta watch out for." 

She took him by the free hand and led him out of the dressing room onto the stage, and into 

the audience. A handful of students slept in hard wooden chairs. They crept through the aisles to 

the big double doors and into the hall. Little Donald sucked his thumb and sighed like he was 

totally super bored. Tam took the lead. She waddled, crouched low to the floor, ready to take action 

if action was needed, while tugging the terrified freshman behind her. 

Tam whispered, "Brian Engel, the daycare is on this floor a short journey away. Stay close 

to me and don't make too much noise. The students can be tough this time of night, but they won't 

fuck with you if they see you with me. The monitors might be a problem, but not like they would 



be during the day." Brian Engel nodded as the new toddler stuck two fingers into his nose. He 

reared back and shook his head but that kid really wanted in there. "Look, we'll be okay. The 

faculty won't be a problem as long as we don't attract attention to ourselves." 

"Okay." 

The hallway stretched forever in both directions. No one knew how long it was. Most of 

the intersections terminated somewhere definite eventually, but not this hallway. It smelled like 

tater tots and old piss. Students huddled around flaming trash baskets for warmth. No one made 

eye contact. Someone screamed in the distance in a voice that pushed beyond masculine or 

feminine into pure horror.  

"Mommy?" Little Donald asked. 

"What is it, honey?" Tam cooed to her child. 

"What's wrong with that person?" 

"Not cool enough. Always be cool. Always." 

Little Donald yanked out a chunk of Brian Engel's hair and ate it. 

The Transitions Club, a gang of special education kids, had a kiosk in one of the busier 

intersections. They sold school supplies, canned food, homemade drugs, and each other. Tam eyed 

some of their wares as if she wanted to take more time with them on the return visit, but didn't 

linger long enough to hear their slurred and stuttering pitches. 

When they were out of earshot she commented, "Don't just ignore them, but only stop if 

you are sure you need to buy something. You can haggle with them to get the prices down, but if 

you leave without getting anything at all they will go apeshit on you. They are a powerful and 

important group here—you do not want them as an enemy." 

"Okay," Brian Engel said. 

"Wasn't talking to you." 

"Oh." 

An hour later they stopped next to a trophy case to piss. Tam squatted and sighed. Brian 

Engel swung his hips back and forth painting a big arc on the glass. Little Donald went down 

Brian's back. 

"Dude," Tam said, "we're almost there. Like five minutes max." 

"Thank god. We drop him off and you'll walk me back?" 

"Fuck no, be a man. I don't want anyone to know where I sleep. You'll be fine or you won't. 

If you survive the trip back I promise we'll fuck." 

"Okay." 

"Let me hold my baby." 

She took her son from Brian's shoulders and cradled him. 

"Little Donald," she said, "you are going to love daycare. And then preschool, and then 

elementary school and eventually you will be in high school with Mommy! You are going to make 

me so proud!" 

She tickled her boy and he giggled. Then something long and rubbery wrapped around 

Brian Engel's neck and popped his head right off. Blood fountained from his neck as Little Donald 

clapped. Brian flopped to the ground to reveal a man wearing a rainbow hued three piece suit made 

entirely out of bright neon latex. In his hand he held the murder implement: a huge condom 

savagely barbed for no one's pleasure. He cracked it like a whip as Brian Engel's head rolled down 

the hallway. 

"Oh, fuck," Tam said softly. "The guidance counselor." 

"Language, Ms. Nguyen." 



"Fuck off, Mr. Darnaby." 

Two students flanked the counselor. Hall monitors. Male and female. Blondes. They 

looked so similar they could have been brother and sister, or father and daughter. Both wore sashes 

that proclaimed their duty and carried cinder blocks tied to heavy chains with the words "HALL 

PASS" written in Sharpie. They flashed hungry, toothy grins at her. 

"The Procreator. Swearing at faculty? Conspiracy to copulate? You earned yourself 

detention, missy. When I bring you in they will make me assistant vice principle. And I see you 

made another little bastard." 

"Lay a finger on my child and I will fucking end you." 

"You are making things worse for yourself. Hand over the brat and we will get him on a 

respectable career path. It's probably too late for you." 

The hall monitors snarled. Tam clutched her child close and crouched low. 

"So, Ms. Nguyen, do you really think—?"  

He didn't finish the sentence, this is something they had practiced—his lackeys—to catch 

students off guard. Tam had been doing this for a very long time and would not fall for 

monologuing treachery. She performed a low back flip as the first cinder block crashed into the 

tiled floor and then cart-wheeled away one-handed just as the second came down. 

She grimaced at her attackers, tossed her child up into the air, made the cheerleading letter 

"A" for assholes, and tumbled in between the hall monitors. Eager—too eager—to catch their prey 

the monitors swung for her only to crush each other with their cinder blocks. Tam threw her hand 

up in a cheerleading flourish to catch her little boy but at the very last moment Mr. Darnaby 

snatched him away through the expert use of his condom whip. 

"Oh, looks like Miss Fornicat—" he began to gloat, but Tam caught him midsentence, 

hopping up and corkscrewing through the air, her knees to her chest. She bore down and shot a 

fetus from her twat like a thunderous cannon, the blast shattering windows in the hallway half a 

football field away. The concussive force pushed her back through the air in a triple summersault, 

where she stuck the landing and indicated that the home team (her) was totally number one.  

The counselor took the fetal blast square in the face. He stood there, missing most of his 

head, only to fall back into a squeaky latex heap. Little Donald sat on his chest and motioned for 

his mommy to pick him up. She scooped her child into her arms and looked down on Brian Engel's 

headless corpse. 

"I can't believe I memorized your name." 

"So," Uncle Lisa said bleary-eyed and tired, propping the daycare door open with her big 

fat ass, "that blast we heard, was that you?" 

"Yup," Tam said. 

"You used up one of your own babies?" 

"Had to," she shrugged. "I'll make more." 

"I'm sure you will." 

Tam rolled her eyes. 

"Okay, I'll be back in a few days." 

"Kay," Uncle Lisa said, "I'll bathe him and put him down to bed. You take care, okay?" 

"Sure thing, you too, and thanks." 

Uncle Lisa closed the door and initiated a complicated series of locks, traps, and barricades. 

Tam Nguyen walked for a bit, and when she found a shadowy corner to hide she pulled up 

her cheerleading skirt, took a firm grip on her straight pubes, and pulled herself into her own soft 

and warm womb where she spent a well deserved night snuggling with all of her precious babies. 



 

 

The Village of Desire by Bill Berry 
 

 

TRADITIONAL OPENING (Once upon a time): 

Three artists: a poet, a singer, and a painter. They each moved to a village. In the village, 

the singer sang songs. In the village, the painter painted. In the village, the poet was poetic.  

One day, the poet spoke: I hate writing about these things.  

One day, the singer spoke: You can’t say that.  

One day, the painter spoke: Because of politics.  

A coyote came into town the next night. The coyote was hungry. He was looking for food. 

He thought to himself: When the emperor has no clothes, everyone is none the wiser. Nothing 

more is anything less.  

These were the words of the coyote.  

One night, the painter took a walk. He met the coyote. The coyote was eating a dead bird. 

The coyote was bloody.  

What are you doing? The painter asked. 

 I am eating because I am hungry. The coyote said. 

You are beautiful when you eat. The painter said. 

I am always beautiful. The coyote said. 

One night, the singer took a walk. He met the coyote. The coyote was not a coyote but a 

beautiful boy. The boy had a large cock. The boy’s cock was erect. The boy was pulling his balls 

and making his cock bounce. The singer watched the boy. The singer did not know that the boy 

was a coyote. The coyote saw the singer. The coyote smiled. The singer smiled back. The boy 

turned into a coyote and the singer shrieked. The coyote was hungry. He was looking for food. 

One night, the poet took a walk. He met the singer and they started to talk. The singer told 

the poet of the magical coyote. The coyote hid in the bushes and listened to the singer and the poet. 

The coyote turned into the painter. The painter approached the singer and the poet. They stood in 

silence. The painter turned into the coyote and ate the poet. He stole the singer and took him to a 

cave. In the cave, the coyote turned into the poet and made the singer write him a song. While the 

singer was writing, the coyote turned into the boy with the large cock and danced. The coyote 

danced so hard that he ejaculated all over the cave. He ejaculated so much, that the singer was 

drowned in the salty abyss of the coyote. Then the coyote swam away. He was never seen in the 

village again. 

 

PART TWO: AN UGLY WOMAN 

An ugly woman bought a mirror. In this mirror she saw the world.  

An ugly woman came to a witch one day. The ugly woman wanted a mirror. The witch 

gave her a chainsaw. The woman took the chainsaw and hung it on her wall. That night, the 

chainsaw turned into a mirror. In this mirror, the ugly woman saw the world. 

The world in the mirror was different. In the mirror, everything was the opposite. In the 

mirror, the woman was beautiful. In the mirror, the woman was not ugly. 



An ugly woman came to a witch one day. The witch told the ugly woman that she was 

ugly. The ugly woman said she wanted to be beautiful. The witch told the woman it was 

impossible. The witch sold the woman a chainsaw. The ugly woman left the witch and went home. 

The next day the ugly woman spoke: The liberty of first person. I can speak my mind. I 

can be free. How can I express myself if I cannot say that it is I who am expressing myself? I know 

when I look in the mirror that what I see is a lie. I know that what I see in the mirror is only a 

reflection of my desire. The polished metal of liberty cannot express what I feel. This is what I 

feel: I am not free. I am constrained by what is polite and impolite. I am tortured by what I want 

and what I am capable of being. I think I am more than I am. I think the things I’m not allowed to 

say. I say the things I’m not allowed to think. Language is a regulator. Thought is the control 

pattern of language. The rest is static. 

The next day the ugly woman took the chainsaw back to the witch. 

An ugly woman came to a witch with a chainsaw. The witch saw the chainsaw and turned 

it into a mirror. In the mirror the witch saw the ugly woman. The witch was horrified. The witch 

turned the mirror into a painting and the ugly woman was trapped. The witch turned back into the 

coyote and ate the painting. He was hungry. He was looking for food. 

 

PART THREE: THE POET 

This is a poem from the poet: I used to be something. I used to be almost something. I 

never was anything. I never was anything close to being almost as much as everyone around me 

was becoming.  

The poet worked with his teeth. He bit into the words and spit them back in a soliloquy of 

lust and redemption. There is something else here. There is something else buried in the abscess 

of his tongue. He changed. 

The poet wrote songs for the coyote. The coyote turned into the singer and sang the songs 

of the poet. The poet was jealous because the coyote became more famous than he never was or 

able to become. In his misery, the poet suicided. 

 

PART FOUR: RULES 

The village is perfect. The village is beauty. The village is happiness. The village is 

freedom. The village is a place that no one could ever beauty more than itself.  

Rule 1: The village is perfect. If there is something wrong in the village, it is not the village.  

Rule 2: The village is beauty. If there is something wrong in the village, it is not the village. 

Rule 3: The village is happiness. If there is something wrong in the village, it is not the village. 

Rule 4: The village is freedom. If there is something wrong in the village, it is not the village. 

Rule 5: The village is a place that no one could every beauty more than itself. 

 

PART FIVE: MAGICIAN 

The witch was a magician. The witch would turn into a coyote and search for food. The 

coyote would turn into desires and aspirations. The witch was the only art. 

As a magician, the witch would put on a weekly show. She would take members of her 

audience on the stage, turn into the coyote, and eat them alive. It looked something like this: 

An ugly woman would hold a chainsaw and sing songs that were happy but sounded sad. 

The witch would sink her fangs into her victim’s neck and suckle its life. The red death would 

ooze onto the stage. The ugly woman would stop singing and lap at the fallen rose petals. There 

was no sound. It was beautiful. 



 

PART SIX: POLITICS 

Three artists: a poet, a singer, and a painter. They each moved to a village. In the village, 

the singer sang songs. In the village, the painter painted. In the village, the poet was poetic.  

One day, the poet spoke: I hate writing about these things.  

One day, the singer spoke: You can’t say that.  

One day, the painter spoke: Because of politics.  

This story is not about those things. This story is not about politics. This story is not about 

art. This story never was. 

 

PART SEVEN: THE PHOTOGRAPHER 

This is a poem that was sung by the crab: singing the songs of our forefathers, the songs 

our forefathers sang. When I walk, I think of these things. When I move, I remember these things. 

When I write, I am blind. 

A photographer moved to the beach and met a crab. The crab and the photographer became 

friends. The crab taught the photographer how to take photos of himself. The photographer moved 

to the beach from New York. Because the photographer had lived in New York for so long, the 

photographer thought he was better than the crab. They never spoke of this. 

The photographer thought he was creative. The crab thought the photographer was 

derivative. Because the photographer was unwilling to admit he was derivative, his photos became 

a great success. In his photos, the ones the crab taught him to take, the photographer would display 

his tattoos, his sex, his naked self. Every picture the photographer took of himself had these things. 

And if you looked carefully, in each photograph, the photographer’s mouth hung open just a bit. 

The photographer thought it made him look sexy; sultry. It was here, in the un-pursed lips of the 

photographer, that the crab lived. 

Because the photographer was always photographing his tattoos, his sex, his naked self, he 

never noticed the crab. The crab delighted in his deception. One day, the crab pretended to leave 

the photographer. The photographer did a series of photographs when the crab left him. The crab 

was unimportant. 

One day, when the photographer was opening his mouth just a bit to take a photo of his 

tattoos, his sex, his naked self, the photographer heard a squeak. The photographer looked in a 

mirror just as the camera flashed. He saw the crab and other things. He was horrified. He packed 

up his equipment and moved to Los Angeles because that’s what people do when they tire of New 

York. The photographer thought he was grateful to be able to leave the east coast; but the crab 

insisted that the photographer thought that he was entitled to leave.  

In the mirror, the photographer saw an ugly woman. This ugly woman was holding a 

chainsaw and singing a song that sounded more like a poem than a song. In the mirror, the 

photographer saw his mouth, always slightly open because it was sexier that way. Naked and 

unabashed, the photographer opened even wider. The crab had been living in his mouth for who 

knows how long. There was an entire brood of children clinging to his teeth, scuttling around his 

gums, crawling up and down the back of his throat. The photographer had no idea what was going 

on with his body. All the photographer knew was his tattoos, his sex, his naked self. The crab 

glared at the photographer in the mirror. The crab spoke: 

We have infested your body. We are singing the poem of the ugly woman. We are all 

around you now. You are holding a chainsaw. Look closely in the mirror and you will see. 



The photographer looked in the mirror very closely. Crabs were scuttling all over his body, 

into his ears, up and out of his nose, around his cock, out his asshole. The photographer was 

horrified. The photographer was in awe. He took out a video camera and began to film. The 

photographer loved the crab even more. The photographer spoke: 

How could I have ever thought I could live without you? 

The crab scuttled down the photographer’s body and snapped its claws around the 

photographers cock. The photographer, not taking his eyes away from the mirror, filmed it all. The 

crab’s children were swimming out of his tear ducts as the photographer wept. The crab, using all 

its appendages, began scuttling up and down on the photographers cock. The photographer moaned 

and more crabs spilled from his lips to consume his body. The photographer spoke: 

I want to live in LA. I want people to adore me. I want people to think I am the most 

important photographer that ever lived. I want to be cruel to people I don’t like. I want to show 

disdain for the things I hate. I want to have the lifestyle I deserve, so I can show people what I 

have accomplished. 

The crab nodded and scuttled faster up and down and around the photographers hard cock. 

The crab’s children were softly scratching the photographer’s balls. While all of this was 

happening, a giant hermit crab slowly walked up the photographers left leg and pushed his conk 

shell into the photographer’s ass, which exploded with the tiny lives that had been moving around 

inside the photographer. Under him, there was a moving carpet of life. The photographer continued 

to film. He spoke: 

I am the most important person in the world. I am worth all of this because I am a good 

person. Because I am a good person, I deserve this. I am important. I am the aurora borealis in the 

dark sky of humanity. 

The crab pinched the head of the photographer’s cock and snapped it off. Blood shot forth 

from the open maw. The crab’s children rode the rouge waterfall out of the photographer and onto 

the carpet of their siblings. They screamed with glee. The photographer gasped as he shot his milky 

white froth into the watery tissue of his substance. The crab speaks: 

You will move to LA. You will convince many people that you are wise beyond your years. 

You will feign humility. You will do things that make you look kind and compassionate, but you 

will not care. You will have the life you deserve. Because I love you, I have given you these things. 

The mirror turned into a chainsaw and the crabs disappeared. The receding pulp of the 

photographer’s sex clotted and oozed surreally. The photographer looked at the chainsaw. He 

looked at his subject matter. He looked at the ugly woman waiting to see the world unfurl before 

her. He opened the door and decided to go see the witch. 

 

TRADITIONAL CONCLUSION (And the moral of the story is): 

 There is something about nothing that says nothing about something. There is nothing 

about something that says something about nothing. This is more than what it seems. None of this 

is what it is.  

 Because space is devoid of place, this story is space. You are place. This story is space. 

Because place is devoid of space, you are the place in which this story makes space. This is some 

of what it is. 

 I am a magician. I turn into a coyote. My story is hungry for your lips, your words. My 

words hypnotize your story. I become your place. You are my space. This has something to do 

with nothing and something. 



 I hold this chainsaw, my heart. I hold this heart, a mirror into another world. I live inside 

the lips of this story, slightly agape. I sing the songs of the witch when she was the forefather of 

this poem. I am not a poet. This story is only a photograph and you, my ugly woman, are the 

painting from which it creates. 

 

 

Crotch-couch by Zoltán Komor 
 

It is damn sure that this is the last time I let myself get talked into buying any furniture. Okay, we 

do need a couch, and it only took us one day to decide that leatherette is out of the question because 

it is not really durable. Fabric is too average. So we chose leather. The size wasn't a question. We 

just measured the wall that it will stand against. But picking the color is harder than I would 

imagine. Right now, my wife is vacillating between jazzberry jam purple and purple pizzazz, but 

every unknown shade of purple and red came into question already. She talked only about colors 

for three weeks or so. We didn't make love for almost two weeks. And last week, she tried to tear 

the dress from a little girl on the bus, yelling, "This is the color! This is it!" 

While the policemen were questioning her, she just cried, and mumbled "I'm so sorry, I made 

a mistake. It's not that color at all. Looking at it in the sunlight, this red seems terrible; it would 

ruin our living room for sure." 

Instead of going to the movies, having dinner in a restaurant or simply just taking a walk, we 

go to furniture stores, and I start to believe, that the color my wife is searching for really doesn't 

exist. 

"Please, just one more, just one more store!" she begs, so we step into another one, where a 

drunk-looking man with a greasy mustache stares at us with red eyes. A sign in the shop window 

assured us that here we would find every possibly shade, so my woman launches into her usual 

speech about cochineal insects that dry a little brownish under the sweltering sun. The man puckers 

his eyebrows, then he shouts for his wife. A thin, miserable-looking woman staggers out of the 

office. She could be a poster model for Amnesty International, old punch marks cover her face, 

nowhere-leading maps of healing scars. The shop keeper orders her, "Undress, bitch!", and when 

she takes off her blouse, a dozen fresh scars come into sight around her bra strap – red, purple, and 

blue ones. My wife leans closer concentrating on the newer marks, finally poking at one and saying 

"This is almost good. But it’s not vivid enough." 

The shop keeper nods, and then asks for our patience. He locks himself into the office with his 

wife. The sounds of yells and smacks emanate from behind the door. I look at my wrist watch and 

sigh. When they finally return, the crying woman's face is all red. 

"This… This is just horrible!" my wife mutters. "It should be a bit lighter." 

The mustached man soon gives up, and leaving the store we go home. Lost in our thoughts we 

walk the streets hand in hand, but really, it feels like I'm holding a stranger's palm. An imaginary 

couch is standing between us. At home, my wife complains, "Awful, did you notice how pushy 

and violent that seller was? He almost talked us into a cheap poppy color!" 

 

* 

 

Not having any chance for sex again, I decide to search for some porn on the net. I'm sick of 

couches and colors, and my dick is so hard I could knock out the wall with it. My saliva is dripping 



as I watch a teenaged girl working a rolling pin sized vibrator up her tight pussy on the monitor. 

I'm almost there, when I hear a scream coming from behind my back, "Good Lord!" 

It's my wife. I try to cover the screen with my smeary fingers, but she rushes over, pushing my 

hand aside, and the young girl comes into view. All of a sudden, I would give anything if the girl 

wouldn't be naked, wishing she were at a cafe bar, writing her homework, but of course she's still 

nude and the dildo still hangs out of her. I'm making up lies in my head, for example, saying that 

this is just a French art movie, and nowdays all the european films are full of scenes like this, but 

when I try to explain myself, she interrupts, yelling, "This is it!" 

I gaze at her confused, asking: "What you mean?" 

"The color I was looking for!" She points at the young girl’s vagina. "Don't you see?" 

"I see, I see…" I mummble, staring away. Looking at another woman's pussy in the company 

of my wife is quite embarrassing. "Are you… uh… sure?" 

"Move aside!" She pushes me away from the computer, clicking on more and more porn 

videos, licking her lips while staring at the vaginas of the freshly appearing net-whores. I begin to 

suspect that this whole color thing is just an excuse, and she's turned on somehow by these videos, 

which will possibly lead to a great fuck session. So I feel rather disappointed when she closes the 

new pages, and gets back to the paused video of the first seen teenaged girl, saying "I’m sure. This 

is the one." And tears begin to form in her eye. She falls into my neck. "It will look gorgeous in 

the living room!" She saves a still image from the video to the desktop, and clicks on print. Soon, 

the machine spits out a page with the young girl petrified in ecstasy. She hands me the picture: "Be 

so nice and take this to the department store tomorrow. Tell them this is what we want!" 

I think she must be joking. Or that this is some kind of childish revenge for catching me 

watching an adult movie.  

"I'm not going to show pictures of genitals in the store!" I growl, but looking at her, seeing her 

angry eyes, I already know that, yeah, that's exactly what I'm going to do tomorrow. 

 

* 

 

Wringing my hands in embarrassment I step into the department store. A spectacled young seller 

comes to me – he recognizes me straightaway, we've been here at least three times with my wife 

last week. The porn pic is in my pocket, I smile at him oddly, considering running out of the shop, 

but of course that wouldn't solve anything – the mad color search, the whole crazy situation at 

home would continue, this way at least I can put an end to it. So I ask the guy if we could talk 

somewhere in private. He stares at me suspiciously for a few moments, then he shrugs and takes 

me to a small office. There I slide the paper into his hands, and I almost die in shame when he 

unfolds it. The seller’s professionalism surprises me. After studying the photo for a while, he 

smiles and nods, telling me it's feasible and the production time is two weeks. I almost jump for 

joy, and return home with a big smile on my face. 

Some wonderful days come – we don’t talk about the couch anymore, we throw out the home 

decor magazines, and we make love every night. Now and then I catch my wife looking at the 

calendar where she circled the day of the delivery, but I don’t say anything, just smile at her. 

But the idyll soon comes to an end, when on the circled day some deliverymen arrive, carrying 

a gigantic human vagina into our living room. 

 

* 

 



We stand side by side, looking at the enormous pussy laying on our carpet. It only takes a few 

minutes for my wife to burst into tears. 

"This… This isn't what I wanted at all!" she cries, and I don't know what to answer. Finally I 

tell her, "Well, I… I kinda like it." 

As it lies on its side, our new furniture could be easily mistaken for the lips of a woman, but of 

course we both know exactly what it is. A strange, but somehow familiar odor fills the room. I step 

closer, and poke the pink flesh with my finger.  

"It matches with the wall." I mumble, but when the thing begins to leak transparent fluid on to 

the carpet, my wife screams: "Take it back! Replace it! Buy a new one!" 

"Oh no I won't!" I shout angrily. "Do you know how much it cost? And I'm not just talking 

about money! I'm sick to death!" 

"It can't stay here!" she yells back. 

"I… I kinda like it." I tell her, and of course this is just fuel to the flames. She assures me that 

it's all my fault, that I fucked up the order. 

"Oh really? Why didn't you go to the store then, and stick that porn pic up to the seller’s nose 

yourself?" She then tells me that I'm useless, and a disgusting pervert. After making that clear, she 

runs in to the bedroom, returning she throws a pillow at me, saying, "If you like that couch so 

much, sleep on it!" 

She then slams the door. I sigh. Sitting down on our new furniture, I burry my face into my 

palms. I wonder why we needed a new couch anyway. Later, I begin to curse the sky when I notice 

that the mysterious liquid oozing out from our new furniture has totally soaked my trousers. 

 

* 

 

Darkness surrounds me. The sounds of stifled crying and soft whimpers coming from the bedroom 

keeps me awake. I listen to it for a while, then I try to cover my ears. After some time, silence 

broods over the house. Only the ticking of a clock tears the spider web of my thoughts. I'm lying 

naked on our new couch. My soaked pajamas are drying somewhere in the corner. As minutes go 

by, a strange calmness descends on me. Of course I only chose the new furniture just to show my 

wife that I do like it. But now, I really begin to like it – it's comfy, it's smooth, it’s warm. And yes, 

wet too, but that doesn't bother me anymore. Long forgotten feelings carry me away – I feel safe, 

like I am in my mother's womb again. The hot pussy lips press on me like flower petals, which 

gives me a feeling that I'm sinking. I squirm a bit, just to find the perfect position, every time I 

move, the whole couch begins to shake in pleasure, its lips become more wet and warm, sucking 

my body deeper. That familiar sweet smell fills my lungs, and I become erect. The sparks of joy 

crackle behind my eyes, as the pussy moves under me, sliding me back and forth, like I was a 

forming pearl in a seashell in the bottom of the ocean. Sometimes traveling to the edge of the 

furniture I almost fall down to the ground, but then, that sucking power again swallows me back 

to the depths of the couch. The massage is effective; my body shudders as I cum. Then all the 

movement stops. Lying, curling up in fetus pose, the waves of a dream drifts me away, and my 

final thought is that I really, really pleased with our new couch. 

 

* 

 

Waking up with a smile on my face and looking all relaxed just makes my wife angry again. She 

throws a glass into the dishwasher. Sharp splinters fly everywhere. 



"You stink!" she screams running out of the kitchen. Looks like I have to sleep on the couch 

again tonight. And I really don't mind. 

 

* 

 

A few days pass, and I notice a terrible scream coming from the living room. It's my wife, her face 

is all white and she's pointing at the couch, yelling, "It's… It's menstruating!" 

Indeed, blood oozes out from the vagina, I rush over and quickly roll up the carpet. Bringing a 

floor cloth I begin to clean up the mess, while my wife can't stop screaming into my ear: "It's 

bleeding, it's bleeding!" 

"Yeah, well, sometimes they do, I don't think I have to explain it to you!" I growl, still cleaning 

the floor. So much blood. Like if the room turned into some kind of crime scene. 

"Throw out that fucking ugly thing!" My wife beats the wall with her fists. 

"Don't worry, it will stop soon." I don't know who I'm calming – my wife or the sofa. 

"I don't care! I don't want it here!" she cries, and rushes out of the room. I hear the slamming 

of the front door, and peeping out in the window, I watch her walking through the street, sweeping 

tears from her face. I'm sure she's heading to her mom. She usually goes to her when we’re having 

a fight. To tell her what a big prick I am. Never mind, she'll calm down eventually. Till then, I’ve 

got work to do. I collect some old clothes, mostly raunchy t-shirts and smudgy socks, and I tuck 

them into the crack of the couch. Later, I decide to rope some of these clothes and form a giant 

tampon. 

Tapping the side of the giant pussy I realize, that I can't sleep on the couch tonight. And I'm 

still an unwelcome guest in my own bedroom. So I make my bed on the floor, near the bleeding 

vagina. 

 

* 

 

Weeks go by, and my wife and I live like total strangers – just wandering around around each 

other, sometimes crossing each other's field of vision. I really don't know why she must make such 

a big deal about a couch, and sure, I would throw out the damned furniture, just for the sake of 

peace, if I could forget about that one month madness that preceded the buying. 

She's just getting what she earned, I remind myself, and I shlep to the couch to sleep. A crazy 

dream haunts me. In my dream I take my wife to a restaurant, and when I pull the chair out from 

beneath the table for her, I discover that it has a giant, brown wooden penis – it throbs and honey-

like resin is leaking from it. I insist my wife sit on another chair, but when I pull out another one, 

it too has a dick – maybe even bigger than the first one. My wife gets unpatient and sits down on 

the first chair – I make a grimace when she moans and smiles, telling me, that I should put my butt 

down, so we can order. 

"I'm… I'm not gonna sit on that… thing!" I growl, and I ask the waiter to bring me a new chair. 

He brings one. And it too has a prick. 

"What the fuck? What kind of place is this? Jesus, I'll just stand then." I yell, and when I look 

at my wife I become jealous. "And you! Stop rocking on that chair! And wipe off that stupid grin 

from your face!" 

I wake up. The dream leaves a strange feeling of guilt in me. I totter into the kitchen, to drink 

a glass of water. When I turn the lamp on, I find a small note on the table. My wife wrote it. She 



moved to her mother for a week. "Don't come after me. I'll come back, and we'll talk about the 

couch." 

Going back to the living room, I feel a strong desire to spend the night in our bedroom, in our 

good old bed. But then I realize that I'm all messy, vaginal fluid covers me and I would just mess 

up the sheets. So I lie back in my place on the couch. It wiggles under me like a waterbed, trying 

to massage me, but I'm not in the mood for any games now. When I fall asleep again, I dream 

about the pussy-couch. It strangles me with slimy squid-like tentacles. 

 

* 

 

I wake up with a bad back ache. Something is pressing against my side. There's a tiny bulge in the 

pussy-couch. I roll over. The morning sun shines on my face. (One of the disadvantages of the 

living room.) I wonder about that bulge. Something must have gotten nipped under the pink skin-

wrinkles. Some keys or a purse maybe. Sitting up I feel it up with my fingers. Then I push aside 

the labia, sneaking under the skin my mouth drops open. I find a tiny developing embryo that 

strangely reminds me of a featherless chicken. I begin to sweat. How will I explain this to my 

wife? Seemingly I knocked up our sofa. 

Pacing back and forth in the house, I try to find a solution. Maybe I should hire some workers 

who would carry the furniture to a hospital, and get an abortion. But I couldn't bear the shame, the 

look on the doc's face; he would immediately realize I had sex with a piece furniture. He would 

certainly send me to the nuthouse. Maybe I should try to perform the abortion myself, but the idea 

makes me throw up. Besides, I have always been anti-abortion – though I have never gotten anyone 

pregnant before, especially not a couch. 

The best solution would be – maybe – to fish out the fetus from the couch somehow. If I could 

stick it up inside my wife when she sleeps, she would believe it is our child. But I'm afraid it would 

be more than suspicious after not having much sex with her lately. 

Eventually, I do nothing. And a week passes. And I stop sleeping on the couch. 

 

* 

 

After who knows how many days, the door opens, and my wife steps inside the house. It's like 

she's changed somehow, she looks all relaxed, that old light smolders in her eye. I'm standing in 

the living room with an embarrassed look on my face, like a young boy who's been caught doing 

something naughty, standing, trying to cover the bulge on the couch with my body, though I don't 

think my wife would notice it anyhow, it's still so little.  

"We need to talk…" I stutter under my nose, but my wife gives me a flirty smile, telling me, 

"Later, babe, later." Then she kisses me. Passionately, like we were teenagers again. I'm sure that 

her mother's hand is in this. I assume she recommended this tactic to my wife; she always says that 

there's only one way to control a man. Well, I would be a fool to tell my wife that she was right all 

the time, and yes, the couch must go. That would spoil the fun for sure. 

"Did you miss me, big boy?" she purrs, pushing me playfully on to the couch. The giant pussy 

squelches as my wife crawls on too, with only slight disgust on her face, that fades away fast. I'm 

sure we are going to have sex here for a purpose, so she can tell me later, that yes, she tried out the 

new furniture, just to please me, and nope, she didn't like it at all. 

"Yeah, I really missed you." I admit, while her fingers unbutton my shirt.  



"Very good!" She winks at me, and we get out of our clothes. Like slimy snails stuck together, 

we roll on the wet pussy-couch. When I get over her, I'm hard as a rock, ready to penetrate her, 

but then, she hisses painfully. 

"Ouch!" She moves away. "There's something under me." 

The blood runs out of my face. Also, it runs out of my penis too, which starts to soften. My 

wife discovers the bulge under her. And before I could say anything, she begins to beat it with her 

fists. I can hear a quiet cracking sound, I can almost see, how the developing little bones crack into 

pieces under the pink skin. 

"There. That's better." She says, spreading her legs. "Now come on, you devil!" 

I swallow and close my eye. Using every effort I get hard again. As I slide into her, and our 

bodies begin to wave, I burry my face in her neck, trying not to notice the small stream of blood 

oozing out from the pussy-couch, soaking our dear carpet. 

 

 

 

 

Networking by Philip Overby 
 

Gurgle  

Kairo cranks up the Gurgle Existence Engine so everyone can exist for the day. People punch in 

their desires into Engine and it spurts out purpose for the day. Kairo’s purpose of the day is “hunt 

down fetal abdominal astrum wyrm.” He laments these days when they come. He opens up his 

gut-hatch and rifles around inside. No astrum wyrm. That means he has to find an astrum wyrm 

inside someone else’s cavity. The Engine has told him so. 

From the DR-K120K Manual: The astrum wyrm is an abomination of science and logic 

that lives inside the minuscule universe that is inside a living being’s circuitry and gastrointestinal 

tracts. The galaxies that swirl infinitely in the stomach sac can harbor black, malignant astrum 

wyrms that chew black holes into the gut-linings. If not contained, millions of years’ worth of 

digestive data will be sucked into emptiness. Spicy food, volcanic knives, and glass can no longer 

be properly expelled from the output rectum. 

Kairo knows a neighbor, Horus, who got an astrum wyrm shoved down her gullet by a 

Hooded Spectre with purple hands. She tried having it excised by Facehook, but it was incapable 

of dislodging the creature due to its cosmical wings. Horus then called upon her Tweetharvest 

followers to offer up suggestions but they only posted about “tumorous behemoths raging in Host 

Angeles” and “lemon tarts.” As a last resort, she took to Gurgle Existence Engine. She found an 

article called “Dealing with No Longer Existing in this Known Universe.” Kairo decided it was 

his duty of existing to try to help his fellow dutiful sentient.  

He saws off her door knob with a small chop saw that lives inside his wrist. It bleeps and 

bloops and fills the air with black exhaust fumes. He enters to see Facehook sucking fluids from a 

birth canal on Horus’s pig-like cheek. Slicing the Facehook’s glistening chains away with his 

plasma knife, Kairo grabs Horus by her slick, scaly shoulders. 

“I’m here to do surgery. Do you accept?” 

“I exist to accept.” Horus exposes her white fish belly.  



Taking the plasma knife, he slits open her discharge compartment and slips his free hand 

inside. At first he only feels wires and gears, but then he clutches the wriggling astrum wyrm in 

his grasp. Throwing it upon the ground, he stomps it out. Star dust fills the air.  

 

The Facehook 

Facehook buries itself into Kairo’s orbital, dragging him closer like a harpooned whale. He grips 

the chains, the phantasmagorical ooze dripping. An octopus beak snaps, its bloodshot, cybernetic 

clock eyes boring into his Status Update. "My son died in a horrific paranormal train accident" 

becomes "Glimmer ray decapitation frees lipstick moose centaur from awareness." He doesn’t 

want to play Black Fire ConsumptionVille or Necromancer Tiger Strip Poker. He doesn’t want to 

share "collapsing heads," or "Michigan woman tears gears from womb." He just wants to check 

on his aunt after being found inside the skin of a mutilated warp-panther.  

Tweetharvest 

“Come back to Facehook!” He whispers in Kairo’s ear. “We have new games. New hooks. New 

men and women interlocked in organic coitus.” 

Kairo doesn’t like Facehook. They reproduced his information. They stole pictures of his 

collection of misanthropic holographic mucus and lavender stockings. They placed ads for 

CluckShock, BootTyphoon, and Gurgling Baby Feeder/De-fragmenter.  

Kairo decides to harvest his tweets in his backyard with all the other encapsulated, metallic 

word-brains. He opens a panel and dumps his tweets inside. The dull sound of a temple bell rings 

somewhere. He realizes it’s time to use Tweetharvest again.  

Kairo follows Maggot Wrangler and Diet Dispenser. They follow him back, but never read 

anything he posts. Tweetharvest carves a picture of a small bird into Kairo’s bone. It burns like 

battery acid. He touches it and he gets more followers. They bathe in his hissing blood before he 

logs-out. 

 

4clam 

Kairo returns home to malaise and boredom. He decides to jack in to 4clam, the foremost site of 

distancing oneself from reality. Dream witches with hydra-like heads snaking out of his monitor 

welcome him to the site, holding plates full of steaming clams. The clams open up to reveal cities 

full of hedonistic gnomes, orgies of minuscule proportions are juxtaposed with toy-like 

juggernauts of steam and semen ramming into glassy black spires. Their clam world shook around 

them, the gnomes staring back at Kairo with eye sockets full of red jam.  

“Newwhore headjacked the mother-wound,” a gnome whispers as he tongues the ear of a 

gravy leaking latex ogre.  

“LOLOMA,” the ogre says in a fuzzy language, her words coming out as grayish blobs.  

Dozens of other clam cities open up before him, offering their cables for him to up-link. 

Kairo jabs his finger into a snaking cable with pink stripes. Its raw beauty strikes him. 

Up-link. 



He’s in a cube, every side infinitely longer than the other, prisms of light shooting out from 

a cave that reboots itself over and over.  

Up-link. 

A polar bear is on the tundra, cigarette smoke rolling from its mouth, a cross carved into 

its head as it drinks from a martini glass full of viscera.  

Up-link. 

A road stretches out before him. Broken glass is scattered. A car is overturned in a ditch. 

Kairo’s vision flickers. Too unreal for his receptors.  

Up-link. 

A father guides his son by the hand to a fishing hole. They smile as one of the fish leaps 

out of the water. Kairo cannot process. His optical fibers start to malfunction. 

Up-link. 

A mother holds her newborn child to her breast. Even coated in blood and mewling, she 

welcomes him. Kairo rips his mind-jack out, spewing cold oil all over his floor. 

The images filter out, hundreds of small windows in his mind downsizing. Over and over. 

Then it’s just a blue, blinking square.  

Kairo fingers the dead rat used to jump start new screens on his monitor. 4clam resumes. 

The gnome orgies have turned violent, their model cities crumbling into yellow ash and shattered 

fragments of fine glass.  

“The website has crashed,” Kairo says to himself. He refreshes it by blowing on it like the 

embers of a dying fire. The clams reverberate and close their shells again.  

Plugging his mind-jack into a whipping green cable distended from his monitor, he up-

links to a new servant.  

Unfortunately he has entered /fuckashira/ the link of unbridled chaotic energies forever 

collapsing in on each other like thousands of disintegrating waves of life juice.  

A troll shows its shaggy head, bones of its enemies dangling from heavy earlobes. The 

smell of rot and intentional mismanagement of oral facilities leaves the troll reeking of dog meat. 

Its weapon is a sword made of hundreds of screaming human faces, souls roiling in a hard-edged 

weapon of deconstruction. 

“Oldfuck dwells in my war-space,” the troll snarls, raising up his jagged hell-blade.  

Kairo channels images of firewalls, virus protection, moderation, quarantines. Nothing 

works as the troll has hooked its fingers around his mind-jack, pulling him further into the infested 

clam. Kairo becomes as small as one of the gnomes, but his 4clam avatar is a jackal-faced child. 

He screeches in an unknown tongue, his up-link failing on every exit he looks for. 

Other trolls come with pictures of scarabs crawling into planet cores, stars being torn 

asunder by intergalactic cephalopods, a space shuttle smashing into an ancient warlock 

constellation’s face. Kairo tries to block the images with filter after filter, but they all failed. He 

aborts, retries, fails again. A video of a slug, slow and eldritch, shudders across time, leaving 

behind a black molasses trail of nova stars and quasars. The trolls howl with laughter as Kairo’s 

balance of sentience is teetering. 

He remembers the woman with her child for a brief second. Is it him? The trolls suspend 

the memory by ropey guts, filleting pieces of it until Kairo’s consciousness folds in on itself. A 

piece of paper endlessly, meticulously, evenly folding into 800,000,000,000 squares.  

Kairo lets loose a stream of acid from his lips, scalding the faces of the trolls, sending them 

reeling back. Their images dissipate, their videos mute. Kairo snatches loose his mind-jack again 



and leaps free back to the comfort of his computer chair. The screen on his monitor goes black as 

he down-links.  

Shaking his head, he tries to store some memories but the data is corrupted. He slumps out 

of his chair and goes over to his artificial infinity phone, CapsuleGrave 9G. No more computers 

for him today. 

 

iSleep 

The only way for Kairo to rest from the day’s unending exhaustion and tinkering with existence 

was to log onto his CapsuleGrave 9G and use his iSleep Dragonberry App. His mind-jack curls 

around the suctioning USB hub. Hibernation takes hold in a matter of seconds, a warm, fuzzy 

sensation washing over Kairo’s circuits. His fingers and toes tingle as the morphean registry 

cleaner soaps up his joints and memory panels. The image of the bloody baby nestled against his 

mother’s chest came back to him again. Everything looked as if through a kaleidoscope, stained 

glass thoughts shuffling over and over. 

As he entered REM and the app pumped bubblegum into his veins, the mother revealed its 

true head, a ragged, dusty super-console. A dozen cloaked ducks braid the hair that grows from its 

massive black and white monitor. It reaches out to Kairo even in the recesses of his sleep. 

“You are real. This is real. You exist because of me. Consume images, thoughts, processes. 

Like things, love things, devour things, buy things. Click, click, click. You are my tool.” The super-

computer whirs, its hard drive stuttering. “I am old as time. You have much more consumption to 

do. View more links, upload, download, fill your RAM with distortion. It is your purpose.” 

Kairo kneels before his dread-locked master, the duck droppings smeared down its screen. 

“I saw a woman. A child. Is that me?” 

“You are what I tell you. You consume only what is programmed,” the super-computer’s 

voice slurs and echoes. “Awake from your hibernation and like on Facehook, follow on 

Tweetharvest, play Horsehead Nebula Farmer, buy upgrades on Microbreak. Do what you are 

told.” 

“There is something more to all this. You are distracting me from something more tangible. 

Something real,” Kairo cries, banging his fists against the gelatin-like surface of the super-

computer’s screen.  

“Program suspended,” the super-computer says in a low, growling roar.  

Kairo snaps out of his app and hurls his CapsuleGrave 9G across the room. A red light 

blinks on his computer screen. It pinpoints into the small bird burned into his head. The monitor 

flashes on.  

Dozens of websites all boot up at once. Their ads pop-up and coat the screen, dripping 

blood and pixels in a splattering array of rainbow colors.  

Kairo sits back down at his computer, clicking again and again. 

 

Witchpedagogy 

Kairo logs into Witchpedagogy and types in “Master/slave.” A witch appears, rolling her tar-

capped head in circles. 

“You wish knowledge of this?” the witch croaks. 

“I want to unshackle myself,” Kairo says. 



A dull whir rattles the windows of his home.  

“I need to hurry,” Kairo says. “So I can find the source of my existence.” 

The witch casts nuts, bolts, bones, and bricks into the small search magnifying apparatus. 

It loads and the result comes up. 

The witch sneers, “You cannot free yourself because you are not real.” 

“Try another result,” Kairo demands. 

“Page not loading,” the witch cackles, uprooting any further links and dashing them against 

a white screen of nothingness. 

Kairo reaches into the computer, clawing the witches face with his retractable talons. “Tell 

me what I want to know, witch! Tell me of the woman and the baby!” 

“Page not—” 

Kairo plasma knife slips free, hissing as it rests against the hairs of the witch’s neck.  

“Awareness is not liberation,” the witch croaks. “Abandon this path.” 

“Show me,” Kairo says. 

A new window opens up. One without snaking cables or titillating ads. Just a green page 

with one place to up-link. “Home.” 

 

(No Subject) 

Kairo clicks “Home.” He sees a field of dandelions ripped apart by a tornado. It touches down on 

a house and scatters it. The tornado is a swarm of static and distortion. A woman carries her child 

from a storm cellar and drops him. The tornado sucks inside, wires tangling around her flesh and 

stripping her bare.  

The baby bawls as a wire from the tornado probes into his ear. Images rise and fall, swelling 

and receding like digital waves. A super-computer whirs in an empty room. The baby slumps into 

the chair and clicks-- 

“Home.” 

 

 

 

Soda Celebrities by Matthew Revert 
 

Arthur Stockman disconnected his moustache with a gentle finger twist and presented it to his son, 

Lucy. 

 “Here… I figured you could use this tonight on the big date.” 

 “Dad,” moaned Lucy. “I already told you. I don’t want your crusty old moustache. Why 

won’t you let me buy a new one?” 

 Arthur’s face coloured with vague irritation at his son’s rebuttal. He entertained thoughts 

of removing the area above Lucy’s upper lip, preventing him from any experience even 

approaching moustache, but knew better than to lash out with such disproportionate violence upon 

the first provocation. 

 “This is a perfectly acceptable moustache, Lucy. My father was given it by his father who 

passed it on to me when I was your age. Your mother even wore it for a period after you were 

born.” 



 Lucy huffed and directed his attention toward the videogame he had been playing before 

the interruption. Arthur stared at the screen and wondered what his son’s fascination was. The 

game, as far as he could tell, revolved solely around re-plumping raisins back into the grapes they 

used to be. The litany of swearing that comprised the game’s soundtrack also left little to be 

desired. Fed up, Arthur worked off his left loafer and tossed it toward the screen, missing it 

completely, but making a point nonetheless. Lucy threw down the control on his bed and directed 

his attention fatherward. 

 “Those new fandangled things you kids call ‘moustaches’ are nothing of the sort. They 

look ridiculous, they sound ridiculous and they have little-to-no libido. You just want one because 

all the soda celebrities wear them on the television. I would bet an attractive penny most of those 

soda stars change into a traditional moustache when they’re safely behind closed doors.” 

 Lucy balled his fists and stood rigid atop his bed as though preparing to take flight. 

 “Look, dad… If I show up tonight wearing your old moustache, Sally Watkins is going to 

laugh at me and then tell everyone at school about it. They’ll gangbang my face into pancake 

batter. I’d rather wear no moustache at all.” 

 Arthur took a deep breath and assessed his options before arriving at the conclusion he 

didn’t know what they were. He placed the moustache on his son’s bedside table and allowed a 

moment of silence to wash over the room. 

 “Now, I’ve tried to be very reasonable,” said Arthur, “but you haven’t allowed yourself to 

respond to reason. This leaves me with little choice but being rather unreasonable indeed.” 

 Lucy’s eyes flashed with fear followed soon after by resignation. He knew without doubt 

he was soon to be on the receiving end of a near-comical level of violence.  

 

.. 

 

Lucy awoke in a sludgy pool of his drying viscera. He packed as much back into his stomach 

cavity as possible before sitting up woozy on the bed. The sheets were a sodden mess – one he 

hoped his mother would be willing to clean if he requested with a sufficient level of politeness. He 

stumbled toward the bathroom, immured in thoughts of showering the blood away, hoping by the 

time of this evening’s date, he would look presentable. 

 With a hand clasped either side of the bathroom basin, Lucy looked at his reflection in the 

mirror, feeling defeat at what he saw. Awkwardly positioned above his upper lip sat his father’s 

moustache. It was applied without grace, as though the anger implicit in its application wanted to 

survive in perpetuity. Lucy tugged at his new whiskers, hoping they would not remain his for long, 

but they refused to dislodge. Whatever method his father had used to secure the moustache had 

done a thorough job. 

 He stood beneath the shower, holding his insides in place with one hand to prevent them 

slopping from his stomach cavity. You won this one, dad, he thought as he masturbated (as teenage 

boys are contractually obliged to do when in the shower). 

 

.. 

 

“Now that is a superlative moustache, son!” exclaimed Arthur as Lucy skulked into the kitchen. 

“It has gravitas, don’t you think, Peg?” 



 Arthur turned toward his wife, Peg and waited for a response. As a plate of green beans, 

responding to others was not one of Peg’s specialities, but it rarely stopped Arthur from seeking 

it. 

 “What your mother would say if she could find the words is why indeed. My son looks 

devilishly handsome in that superior moustache and Sally Watkins would be a fool not to commit 

herself to your person.” 

 Lucy fell into a kitchen chair, defeat demarcating his existence. He stared at the boiled 

rutabaga falling apart in a bowl before him. 

 “What did you do, dad? Your moustache won’t come off.” 

 Lucy pulled with force at the moustache to illustrate his point. 

 “I should hope not! One thing your whiz bang soda celebrity moustaches don’t have is a 

locking mechanism.” 

 “It’s locked on?” 

 “Indeed it is. Back in the day when a moustache was made with some modicum of care, a 

locking mechanism was standard.”  

 “How do I unlock it?” 

 “You can’t, m’boy.” 

 Lucy buried his face into a mess of cupped hands, feeling as though, in all the teenage 

ennui he could muster, his life had come to an end. Tears dribbled from baby-mouth eyes and 

swung in melancholy strings. 

 “I can’t go out like this… I just… I can’t.” 

 “You can and you will,” replied Arthur. “This date of yours is very important to your 

mother and I.” He glanced toward the plate of green beans hoping to receive support. “We need 

something capable of keeping you outside the house every now and then so we can engage in 

deeds.” 

 Lucy caught his reflection in the rutabaga spoon and saw little other than crooked 

moustache. 

 “You could have at least put it on straight,” he said. 

 “I know what you kids are like. You never wear anything the way its design intended. You 

always have backwards this or sideways that. I suspect you’ll garner a great deal of positive 

attention with such a trendy crook to your ‘stache.” 

 Arthur signalled the end of the hopeless conversation by sitting at the table and filling his 

mouth with wet rutabaga. Lucy stared at his father’s hairless upper lip and felt a great deal of envy. 

He wanted to formulate a protestation capable of altering his father’s stubborn mind, but knew it 

was fruitless. Perhaps a word of reason from his mother would do the trick, but no amount of 

desperate staring would inspire her to talk. He spooned a clot of rutabaga into his mouth and felt 

vinegar bleed from its flesh. This evening’s date with Sally was fait accompli and there was little 

else Lucy could do but endure it and hope he would receive some mercy.  

 

.. 

 

If one were to discount his father’s horrid moustache, Lucy contended he looked rather handsome 

in his fourteen-piece suit and multi-tiered head fancy. Perhaps Sally would look beyond his upper 

lip and see the strapping lad around it.  

 “You ready, son?” Came a call from the hallway. “One should avoid tardiness in general, 

but especially on first dates.” 



 Lucy emerged from the room and stood before his father. Arthur eyed him up and down, 

searching out inconsistencies. 

 “Arms out and turn around, if you’d be so kind.” He said.  

 Lucy obeyed and shuffled in a slow circle so his father could provide a critique. 

 “Well?” He asked. 

 Arthur stroked his chin while nodding. “Yes… Yes… I do believe you’ve done a good job, 

son. I am most impressed.” 

 He held Peg in his hands so she too could see her son moments before the big date. Arthur 

took her silence as pride. 

 “We best jog you over to Sally’s.”  

 

.. 

 

Arthur and Lucy jogged into the courtyard where Sally Watkins lived. It had been a long journey 

and both Stockman men were nursing burning calves and a deep reflexive sadness neither felt 

comfortable admitting. 

 “You ready for this, son?” 

 “I guess so.” 

 Arthur removed Lucy’s sweat-sopped headband and stuffed it into his pocket. “You won’t 

want to show up at the door wearing that. They’ll think you’re a pornographic film star.” 

 Lucy laughed in response before comprehending the abject seriousness in his father’s eyes. 

Lucy had done an admirable job of forgetting about the monstrous moustache during the hours he 

and his father had jogged, but now they were stationary and Sally’s house loomed in the near 

distance, his upper lip awareness grew. She’s gonna think I’m such a useless cunt, he thought. 

 “The time has come,” said Arthur. “You’re a man now, son, and you have the classic 

moustache to prove it. You march up to this young lady’s doorstep and scream your admirable 

intentions at her father’s face.” 

 “Yes, dad.” 

 “I shan’t stick around and embarrass you. I’ll be off home to tend to your mother. Be back 

home by July.” 

 Arthur took a deep breath and jogged from whence he came. All Lucy could do was watch 

sadly as his father grew smaller in the distance. It’s all you now, he thought. He tried once more 

to remove the moustache and met familiar resistance. 

 The garden surrounding Sally’s house smelled of mating weasel and moderate drug 

references – the smell of adolescent love. After swallowing a nervous vomit accumulation, he 

approached the front door and knocked thrice, as was custom for courting teenagers. 

 The man who opened the door embodied the adjective ‘burly’ and was dressed in a bosom-

accentuating unitard. A classic howie moustache seemed to dance about his face. In his role of 

protective father to a daughter blossoming into womanhood, he eyed Lucy suspiciously. After a 

considered stare, he nodded with satisfaction. 

 “You look like a right proper young man, you do.” 

 Lucy breathed with relief. 

 “You don’t have one of those ‘soda celebrity’ moustaches. Rare these days to see a young 

sort with sensible whiskers. I don’t know your father from Adam, but I think he’s raised a good 

man.” 

 “Thank you, sir. It’s lovely to meet you.” 



 Lucy held out his tepid hand and felt the much larger hand of Sally’s father compress it 

into ginger-shaped gnarls. Somehow, he managed to suppress howls of pain. 

 “One thing I will say though is you have that mo’ of yours on rather crooked. It looks a 

little silly. Anyway, I’ll go get my only daughter toward whom you will be a consummate 

gentleman or help me God I will mash your balls into breakfast paste.” 

 As Sally’s father ventured to fetch his daughter, Lucy didn’t know what he should be more 

concerned about - the crooked reality of his moustache or the longevity of his testicles. He opted 

to direct concern at both and felt better for it. 

 When Sally emerged, Lucy’s eyes were sure they enjoyed looking at her. When Sally’s 

eyes surveyed Lucy there was a marked expression of distress directed toward his upper lip. Oh 

no, he thought as his confidence melted like boiling swans. 

 Sally was sporting an ultramodern artisan moustache; the sort only the most desirable soda 

celebrities were paid to promote. It whispered postmodern cool upon her face and crawled in 

precise wisps over her cheeks. 

 “Why couldn’t you get a nice traditional moustache like this young man here?” Asked 

Sally’s father. “These stylised facial abortions have no soul. No longevity.” He pointed at his 

daughter’s face. “That thing will be in the trash next month and you’ll be begging me for something 

else.” 

 “Whatever, dad.” She replied before slamming the door on his traditionally-moustachioed 

face. 

 “H, h, hi, Sally,” stammered Lucy. “How are you?” 

 “What the hell, Lucy? I’m supposed to be seen in public with you like that? That moustache 

is soooooooo fucking lame!” 

 Lucy’s head flopped forward. “It was my dad. He made me put this on.” 

 “Well he’s not here now. TAKE IT OFF!” 

 “I can’t… it’s locked on.” 

 “Locked on? Let me have a look.” 

 Sally’s fingers achieved a tight grip on Lucy’s whiskers then she pulled and jerked, sending 

Lucy’s face in all manner of painful directions. The moustache remained resolutely attached in all 

its crooked glory. 

 “See… it won’t come off. I’ve tried a thousand times. It’s there for good.” 

 Sally’s face turned red with rage in response. This was not the evening she had envisioned. 

Although Lucy was by no means popular, he was inherently handsome enough to justify a potential 

coupling. As things now stood, Sally was opening herself up to residual mockery from those 

directing disdain at her chosen partner. 

 “Let’s just get this over and done with,” she said. 

 

.. 

 

Lucy was instructed to remain several steps behind Sally as they entered the mayonnaise 

restaurant. On Friday nights the mayonnaise restaurant was a popular haunt for teens attempting 

to convey cool, and this night was no exception. The restaurant was mapped with school chums 

from the more popular echelons of the social order. Each pomped about in trendy designer 

moustaches, jutting out their upper lips to ensure they had maximum exposure to the scrutiny of 

the crowd. 



 As Sally entered she was accosted by a group of three students from her actuary class. The 

three were dressed to perfection, each with attention-worthy moustaches and sucking on 

mayonnaise sticks. 

 “Hi, Sally!” Said one called Donna. “That is a fucking delicious moustache. I want to 

fingerbang the fuck out of it.” 

 “Thanks, Donna. It’s hot as shit and so totally fucking moustache.” 

 Sally endeavoured to play it cool, but the entrance of Lucy ground all activity in the 

mayonnaise restaurant to a halt. A waiter sprinted toward the jukebox and smashed it with a frozen 

swordfish until the music from within died in a flash of sparks and electronic concern.  

 “What the fuck is that?” Said an onlooker in regard to Lucy. 

 Lucy shrunk within himself, wishing his face away, wanting to be anywhere but where he 

was. “It’s not my fault,” he whimpered. “Dad made me.” 

 The patrons in the restaurant crowded around Lucy who was now a ball of despair on the 

floor. 

 “Fucking hell, Sally,” said Donna. “Is this moustache wanker with you?” 

 “No,” lied Donna. 

 “That moustache looks like someone took a dump on his face and then killed his family, 

including babies and stuff.” 

 Sally glanced toward Lucy’s huddled form and felt something approaching guilt, but not 

enough to bypass her desire to fit in comfortably with the social order. There wasn’t enough 

sympathy in the world to stand between Lucy and the torrent of abuse he was receiving.  

 As one, the crowd of restaurant patrons, and all the chefs and wait staff started chanting 

YOUR MOUSTACHE IS SHIT. YOUR MOSUTACHE IS SHIT. This was soon accompanied by 

a fusillade of angry feet, which careened into Lucy’s body from all directions until there was 

nothing but the swelling ache of bruise. With consciousness ebbing away, he was heaved upward, 

his weight fully supported by the crowd. As one unit, they moved toward the restaurant entrance 

and flung Lucy onto the street, his bones shattering like porcelain. This might not have been so 

unfortunate had the jog home not been such a long one. 

 

.. 

 

Cars passed Lucy as he lay strewn and broken on the road. Occasionally one would slow down 

enough to scream an unkind comment about his moustache, but otherwise they ignored him. It was 

clear he would find no assistance while displaying such an unpopular moustache, so he had little 

choice but the start the painful jog home. The pain was bracing at first, but like a tight muscle, it 

seemed to loosen some with each step until a satisfactory jog was achieved. Had he only thought 

to pack an extra headband, the emotional distress may have been lessened somewhat. 

 Jogging in silence causes one to ponder about their lot in life. The petty miseries and minor 

victories inherent in our smallness merge into one ball of failed reconciliation of selves. Lucy 

thought about his favourite soda celebrities and the impeccably hip moustaches they wore in 

magazines and knew he could never be like that. Even were he not saddled with his father’s 

pathetic moustache, he was not in possession of that enigmatic joie de vivre the soda celebrities 

had. His father was no different. The poseurs at the mayonnaise restaurant were no different. Their 

lot in life was to follow what the soda celebrities dictated. Lucy wished he could at least attain the 

level of follower, but there was little hope of that happening now. With a moustache such as this 

adorning his face, he was destined to be a pariah. 



 His father couldn’t have known the adverse affect his decision to lock this moustache onto 

his son’s face would have. He was no longer of an age where it was reasonable to maintain an 

understanding of popular trends. In his own way, Lucy knew his father was trying to do what he 

thought was best. Had he known the devastating outcome surely he wouldn’t have insisted on 

forcing such an out of fashion moustache. The thought of existing within this debilitating context 

was more than Lucy could handle. 

 

.. 

 

Lucy arrived home to a sleeping house, which was a suitable environment in which he could 

reverse the moustache dilemma without prying eyes. His mother sat sleeping on the kitchen table 

and snoring could be heard wafting from upstairs. Lucy walked into the bathroom and surveyed 

his reflection once more in the mirror, giving his brain a chance to back out of its proposed course 

of action. The sight of the crooked moustache only strengthened the resolve. He searched the 

bathroom drawers and retrieved a straight razor, which he quietly unfolded before running the 

blade across his forehead. Ribbons of blood unfurled downward as he traced the blade around the 

circumference of his face, forming a gully deep enough to sink his fingers into. With this achieved, 

he pulled at his skin until it started to separate from his head in a slow resounding tear.  

 When the skin that used to dress his face now sat in his hands, Lucy knew the job was 

complete and felt some sense of relief at the thought of the moustache no longer occupying him. 

He stared toward the mirror to ascertain how he looked without face skin and felt an immediate 

sickness churn his stomach at what the mirror revealed. Lucy’s face was, as expected, no more and 

the gristled texture, which now sat in its place was something of a frightful thing, but amid this 

gristle and blood, sitting without concern, sat the crooked moustache. It had survived what Lucy 

believed was the only solution.  

 Defeated he lumbered toward his bedroom, fell onto the bed and turned on his videogame 

console. At least he could still plump raisins into grapes. He didn’t need to be a soda celebrity to 

achieve that.       

 

 

 

The Powell/Fourth Dog Incident by Douglas Hackle 
 

Bill Cunningham, a thirty-five-year veteran service technician for Precision Pest Control, was not 

in the habit of getting chatty with customers on his route. He tended not to like most people and 

much preferred the company of dogs over humans. As such, chitchatting with folks while on the 

job served only to lengthen his work days and delay his getting home to his four mutts, his TV set, 

and his beer. But on the Friday afternoon when he saw the Powell family’s new puppy, he couldn’t 

help but let an idle comment slip.  

“Looks like a collie boxer mix,” he said as he passed through the Powells’ living room 

after he finished spraying the first floor for bugs. The excited puppy, which was confined to one 

corner of the spacious room by a makeshift pen made from plastic storage bins that had been laid 

side-by-side on the carpet, attempted to climb the barrier and greet Bill, but the little guy could 

barely get his front paws up on the edge of the bins.  



Seated at a desk positioned against the wall on the other side of the room, Mr. Powell 

swiveled in his chair to face the exterminator. “Guess you must know your dogs,” he said. “That’s 

what the rescue shelter said he was too.” 

Mr. Powell was gaunt, balding, forty-something, and dressed in casual business attire. 

Today was the first time Bill had ever seen him. The several times he had serviced the house prior, 

the man’s wife had been home to let him in instead. Bill seemed to recall her saying her husband 

was a foreclosure lawyer or somesuch. Todd was his name, if Bill remembered correctly. The 

couple also had two young boys who were always at school whenever Bill came by to spray the 

house.  

Bill set his can of bug spray on the floor and approached the puppy. Halting at the barrier, 

he crouched down, careful to bend at the knees and not at the waist to avoid aggravating his 

herniated disc, and let the tail-wagging puppy lick his hand.  

“He’s two months old,” Mr. Powell said as he rose from his chair and folded his arms. 

“We’ve had him for about two weeks now.” 

“I got four of my own.” 

 “Four, huh? Wow. I can only imagine. This little guy by himself is a handful.” He followed 

his comment with a good-natured chuckle. 

“Oh, they get easier as they get older,” Bill said, giving the puppy a pat on the head before 

withdrawing his hand and carefully straightening himself up again. He walked back to retrieve his 

bug spray. After he lifted the container from the floor, his lips parted as he began to say something 

else, but he thought better of it and shut his mouth.  

Mr. Powell followed the exterminator into the kitchen, where Bill produced a pen from the 

front pocket of his shirt and filled out a service ticket on the granite countertop that circumscribed 

the room. When he was done, he tore the ticket from the yellow carbon copy beneath it, handed 

the copy to Mr. Powell.  

“I’m all done,” the cleaning lady shrilled as she peaked around the doorway that 

communicated with the short hallway leading to the backdoor, startling Bill. “See ya in two 

weeks.” 

“Oh, bye, Elsa,” Mr. Powell said. “Have a good weekend.” The woman disappeared into 

the hallway. The sounds of her opening and closing the backdoor came a few seconds later.  

 “Usually I only like to keep three dogs at a time,” Bill said after Elsa had gone, surprising 

himself with his words. The utterance represented a rare instance of Bill ignoring both his 

constitutional shyness and deep-seated misanthropy.  

“But last summer,” he continued, a nostalgic smile cutting through his wiry gray beard, 

“my daughter calls me up, says a friend of hers has a sick dog that needs to be put down. My 

daughter knows I have plenty experience puttin’ down dogs, so she asks me if she could bring her 

friend’s dog over, if I’d take care of the, uh—you know—unpleasant business. I says sure, bring 

it on over. So the next day she comes by, I’m sittin’ in my recliner watchin’ TV, front door opens, 

and this big chocolate lab comes boundin’ into my livin’ room, runs right up to me, jumps half 

into my lap, starts lickin’ my face. So I says to my daughter, I says, ‘Why’s your friend wanna 

have this dog put down? Looks healthy as a horse to me. Young too. Couldn’t be more than two 

years old.’ And my daughter says, ‘Well, if I called you and told you we found a stray and asked 

you to take him in, you’d have said no, Daddy.’”  



Bill chuckled, shaking his downturned head, that wide smile still turned on. “Yep, she knew 

I’d fall for that damn dog. So now I got four of ‘em.”  

He looked up to meet Mr. Powell’s gaze. The man stood before him, arms still folded, but 

now his brows were knitted in a sharp V. A slack-jawed expression of awe and disbelief and 

perhaps a little confusion was pulled down his face, an expression that took Bill slightly aback, as 

his little story certainly did not warrant such a reaction. He immediately regretted sharing the story. 

After an awkwardly long spell of silence, Mr. Powell finally found words. “Why that 

story’s absolutely delightful!” he said a touch too enthusiastically.  

Bill stared at him for a few seconds more, unsure if the man was making fun of him or not, 

before speaking. “Um, yeah. Well, I should get goin’ now. You have a good weekend.” 

As if stunned into silence by Bill’s quotidian anecdote, Mr. Powell did not return the words 

of parting. Instead, he continued to stare at Bill in open-mouthed incredulity, whether genuine or 

feigned Bill could only guess.  

Bill turned away, walked quickly out of the kitchen and down the short hallway that led to 

the backdoor, the same way the cleaning lady had gone, and let himself out. Outside in the 

driveway, he returned the can of bug spray to a rack in the back of his van. When he slammed the 

rear doors shut, he saw that Mr. Powell had followed him out, was standing in front of the 

backdoor, arms still tightly wrapped around his chest. That same look was on the man’s face, only 

now the odd, unwarranted incredulity was accompanied by a palpable creepiness. Bill averted his 

eyes, pretending not to see the man, and hurried to the van’s driver-side door.  

After getting in the van, he placed the service ticket on the passenger seat and fumbled with 

his keys to find the ignition key, all the while watching in his peripheral vision as Mr. Powell 

approached the van. A moment later, as Bill grasped the gearshift to put the van in reverse, there 

was a staccato double tap on the driver-side window. 

Damn it, Bill thought as he turned his head to the left. Mr. Powell’s face was less than two 

feet away from his own, the man’s nose nearly touching the glass. Reluctantly, Bill pressed the 

button to lower the window. 

“Hey,” Mr. Powell said, his face now looking more dazed than anything else, “sorry to 

bother you, but you know that story you just told me? The one about your fourth dog?” 

A few beats of silence passed. “Yeah.” 

“Would you mind, like, telling it to me again?” 

 Again, Bill could not read the man, was unable to tell if Mr. Powell was engaging in some 

form of mean-spirited sarcasm or if the guy actually gave a shit about his somewhat uninteresting 

story. Either way, Powel seemed like a creeper, so it was time to go.  

 “Sorry, fella. I really have to get going.” 

 “Just one more time, Mr. Cunningham? Please.” 

 “Okay, buddy,” Bill said, no longer attempting to conceal his mounting exasperation. 

“Here’s the short version. My daughter tricked me into taking a fourth dog by tellin’ me she was 

bringin’ a sick dog over to my house for me to put down, knowing I’d cave in and take the dog for 

my own. That’s it. End of story. I gotta go now.” 

 “No, no. Not like that. Don’t tell it so fast. Tell it to me like you told it to me in the house.” 

Mr. Powell pushed the close button for his window.  



“Please! Just one more—” The window shut, cutting off Powell’s pleadings. In protest, the 

man pressed his palms, nose, and lips against the glass.  

“Crazy fucker,” Bill muttered as he threw the van in reverse, looked over his shoulder, and 

threw his right hand up on the headrest of the passenger seat. Mr. Powell backpedaled from the 

van as it began to roll backward. He stepped to the center of the driveway, his face screwed in a 

grimace of disappointment and anger, as he began to follow the van. 

“Shit!” Bill grunted as he slammed his foot on the brake to avoid hitting the mailman that 

appeared at the end of the hedge that flanked the driveway. The mailman was about to cross the 

sidewalk that intersected the drive but halted at the same moment the van stopped. “Go on!” Bill 

yelled, waving his right arm to let the mailman know he saw him. The mailman resumed walking. 

By the time he crossed the drive and Bill was able to take his foot off the brake, Mr. Powell was 

knocking at his window again.  

“Would you mind telling me that story again?” Bill heard the man say on the other side of 

the glass, but Bill refused to look at him. He gunned the engine, causing the van to jump down the 

apron and out into the suburban street. The van then sped away which a rubber-burning screech.  

*** 

Powell kept calling Bill’s cell phone while Bill drove home, but Bill refused to pick up. 

His phone would ring twelve times until the call went to his voicemail, at which point Powel would 

call him right back. He kept doing this with no indication that he’d ever stop, forcing Bill to turn 

off his phone. 

Bill stopped at the gas station near his house to pick up a six pack of Coors Light. Only 

after he ate a frozen pizza dinner, downed four beers, and watched C.H.U.D. on VHS did he finally 

begin to relax and stop thinking about that whackjob Powell. In fact, for a few hours he entirely 

forgot about the incident. He ended up falling asleep half drunk on his recliner, surrounded by his 

dogs and thinking about the work he planned on getting done around the house the next day. 

And he probably would have slept the entire night on his recliner had the phone not rung 

at 3:46 in the morning.  

 “Shit,” he grumbled as he tried to rub the sticky slumber out of his eyes while the abrasive 

jangle of the phone stabbed his ears. “Someone musta died.” Bill reached over to the end table, 

grabbed the handset, raised it to the side of his head.  

 “Hello.” 

 “Oh, hi, Mr. Cunningham. This is Todd Powell.” 

“You must be friggin’ kiddin’ me . . .”  

“Hey, sorry to bother you at home, but would you mind telling me that story again? You 

know, the one you told me earlier today? The one about your fourth dog?” 

“How the hell did you get my home phone number?” 

“Can you please just tell me that story again, Mr. Cunningham? Oh, and after you finish 

telling it, can you tell it to me again? And then again after that? And again? And again? Can you 

just keep telling me that story forever and ever and ever? Or at least until we both drop dead to the 

ground like two dried-up, white dog turds? Can you—” 

“Don’t you ever call here again. You hear me, you sick fucker?” Bill slammed the handset 

back on the receiver, reached over and disconnected the phone from the wall. But not a second 

later, his ears were accosted by the ringing of the other two phones he kept in his small house—



one in the kitchen and one in his bedroom. He got up cursing, disconnected the other phones, and 

then collapsed into his bed.  

*** 

Powell showed up at Bill’s front door early the next morning, begging to hear the story. 

Bill opened the door just wide enough to tell him that he would call the fucking cops if Powell 

didn’t get the hell off his property pronto. Unfazed, Powell continued to stand out on Bill’s stoop 

begging to hear the story.  

Begging to hear it told over and over again. To hear it told forever and ever and ever or at 

least until they both “dropped dead to the ground like two dried-up, white dog turds.” When Bill 

slammed the door in his face, the man continued to knock, entirely undeterred by Bill’s threats. 

KNOCK-KNOCK-KNOCK-KNOCK-KNOCK-KNOCK-KNOCK-KNOCK…. 

Twenty minutes later, the police arrested Powell for trespassing, harassment, and resisting 

arrest. About an hour after they hauled his ass away in a squad car, Bill’s cell phone rang. The 

incoming number on his phone’s display was unfamiliar. Bill thought it might be the police calling 

to ask him some more questions, so he answered.  

“Yeah.” 

“Hi, Mr. Cunningham. Todd Powell, here. They said I could make one phone call here in 

jail—just like in the movies! So I called you. Hey, would you mind telling me that story again? 

You know, the one about how you came to adopt a fourth dog?” 

Click.  

*** 

 The first thing Powell did after posting bail the next day was to return to Bill’s house and 

resume knocking on the front door, prompting Bill to call the police again. Powell was unable to 

post bail after that second arrest. At that point, Bill filed a restraining order against him. Powell 

was released from jail a month later. The very first thing he did was return to Bill’s house to knock 

on the front door once again, restraining order be damned. That was the last time Bill ever saw the 

man. Not long after Powell’s third arrest, he was involuntarily committed to a mental hospital. Six 

months later, Bill got word that Powell died from a brain aneurysm while at the hospital. 

And that was the end of the Powell/fourth dog incident.  

Or so Bill thought.  

*** 

It started again with those damn collectible cards. 

Bill was standing in line at the checkout aisle in Walmart about three months after Powell 

died. His cart was filled with frozen pizzas, Hungry-Man frozen dinners, two big bags of dog food, 

and a case of the Silver Bullet. Bill was annoyed because the old woman ahead of him was taking 

her good old time sifting through her coupons, holding everyone else up.  

He let his eyes wander, checking out the various impulse purchase items displayed along 

both sides of the aisle. His eyes moved from the tabloid magazines to the candy to the beef jerky. 

Eventually he turned his gaze to the section of shelving directly across from the candy, shelves 

filled with sports trading cards and collectible card games. Baseball cards. Football cards. 

Basketball cards. Magic the Gathering. Yu-Gi-Oh! World of War Craft. Pokémon. The 

Powell/Fourth Dog Incident . . . 

The Powell/Fourth Dog Incident? What the— 



Bill pulled a pack of The Powell/Fourth Dog Incident collectible cards from the shelf. 

Printed on the foil wrapper was an artist’s rendition of a gray-bearded man in a uniform climbing 

out of a Precision Pest Control van in a driveway flanking a very familiar looking house. 

It was a picture of Bill! A picture of him getting out of his van after arriving at the Powell 

house! Dumbfounded, Bill flipped the pack over and read the text printed thereon:  

 

The Powell/Fourth Dog Incident Collectible Cards 

Aging exterminator Bill Cunningham made the mistake one 

day of telling Todd Powell the story of how he came to have 

four dogs instead of just three. Now you can collect all your 

favorite characters from the story. Try to collect them 

all!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!! 

  

Below the text was a table showing the nutrition facts for the stick of pink chewing 

gum that was also included inside the pack.  

 Well, damn it all to hell, Bill thought. Can’t a fella have some privacy in his life? 

He snatched the last two packs of The Powell/Fourth Dog Incident cards from the box on 

the shelf, a box that had originally contained fifty such packs.  

And people are actually buying these things? 

 After he left the store, Bill sat in his van in the parking lot and opened all three 

packs. Each contained five cards and a hard stick of gum. In total, he had cards depicting 

himself, Todd Powell, Marie Powell (Powell’s wife), Peter Powell (the younger of the two 

Powel boys), Baxter (the Powel family’s puppy), Elsa Hayes (the Powells’ cleaning lady), 

Mitchell Schroder (the mailman who Bill had almost run over that day when he backed out 

of the Powell’s driveway), Derek McBride (one of the two police officers who showed up 

the first time Bill called the cops on Powell), Martha Cruthers (the old lady who only 

minutes ago had held up the checkout line in Walmart while she fussed with her coupons), 

and Big Zeke (Bill’s much loved chocolate lab and the eponymous “fourth dog”). His 

fifteen cards also included doubles of Martha Cruthers, Derek McBride, Elsa Hayes, and 

Big Zeke.  

On the back of each card were facts about the person or dog depicted on the other 

side. For example, Bill’s own card indicated he was sixty-one years old; had eyes of blue; 

weighed 187 pounds; hailed from Dapperboy, Illinois; enjoyed fly fishing and drinking 

beer; and that his favorite movies were C.H.U.D. and Krull. 

 Bill was neither flattered nor amused by any of this. Nor had the man ever desired 

any sort of celebrity in his life, certainly not in connection to something like the 

Powell/fourth dog incident. Nay, the incident had been bothersome and inconvenient and 

disconcerting. It was something Bill wanted to forget.  

 He tossed the cards out the window and drove home. 

*** 

 Then the comic books came about a month later. 



 He and his family celebrated Thanksgiving dinner at his daughter’s house that year. 

After dinner, Bill sat down on the couch in the living room intent on dozing off into a food 

coma, when his six-year-old grandson, Brandon, came tugging at his shirtsleeve.  

 “Grandpa, close your eyes and hold out your hands. I have a surprise for you.” 

 Bill smiled. “For me? Alrighty. Hope it’s not a snake!” He closed his eyes and held 

his hands out palms-up. His grandson then placed what felt like a magazine into his hands.  

 “Okay, you can open your eyes now.” 

 Bill gasped when he looked down at the object in his hands.  

“Where did you get this?” 

 “At the comic book store.” 

 It was a comic book titled The Powell/Fourth Dog Incident. Pictured on the glossy 

front cover was the same image embossed on those packs of collectible cards: Bill climbing 

out of his work van in the Powells’ driveway upon arrival to spray their house for bugs.  

It was Issue No. 1.  

He flipped through the pages. The comic appeared to be the first installment in what 

would be a snail-paced account of “the incident,” beginning with Bill’s arrival at the Powell 

household. Fifteen pages and about a hundred frames of various sizes were used just to 

show him walking to the back of his van, opening the doors, grabbing the can of bug spray, 

shutting the doors, and then walking to the Powells’ back door. The last page of the issue 

one showed him knocking on the Powells’ back door with “to be continued . . . .” printed 

in comic sans at the bottom of the page.  

 “Issue two comes out next Friday!” Brandon said. “I can’t wait!” 

 Bill took a few deep breaths, tried to quell his mounting anxiety, but lost his 

composure. “You shouldn’t be readin’ this garbage,” he said shaking the comic book in the 

air with one hand. He then took it with both hands, began tearing it apart.  

 “Grandpa, no!” Brandon cried as Bill ripped the thing to shreds. “It’s mine! It has 

you in it!” 

 “Dad, what are you doing?” Flora, his daughter, said as she appeared in the 

doorway, brow furrowed and fists planted firmly on hips.  

 “He shouldn’t be reading this!” was all Bill could say. Brandon, who had started to 

cry, ran to his mother and hugged her legs. 

 “There’s much worse he could be looking at and you know it,” Flora said. “Plus 

that comic book has you in it, Dad. Brandon adores you!” 

 “Why can’t they just respect a man’s privacy?” Bill said as he rose from the couch. 

“I never wanted people to make cards and comic books about all that nonsense with Powell. 

And it’s not even that interestin’ of a story! Don’t these writer folks have any imagination 

left? They can’t come up with a better comic book story than this? Sheesh!” He stormed 

off toward the front door. 

*** 

 The feature film was next, hitting the big screen about a month later. 

The Powell/Fourth Dog Incident: The Movie was rated PG-13, primarily because 

of the mature themes inherent in the film’s fairly realistic depictions of Todd Powell’s 

mental illness, along with the multiple arrest and incarceration scenes. Co-directed by 



James Franco and Dakota Fanning, the cast included Jeff Bridges in the lead as Bill 

Cunningham, Jude Law as Todd Powell, Natalie Portman as Flora, and newcomer child-

actor-extraordinaire Kranlin Kristofferson XVII as Brandon. The film garnered mostly 

positive reviews, though it only pulled in $16,519,464 at the box office during its theatrical 

run (that’s exactly one more dollar than Krull earned in its 1984 theatrical run). The movie 

received a nod at the Oscars that year in the form of Jude Law being nominated for Best 

Actor in a Supporting Role, but he didn’t win. 

 “Aw, c’mon, Dad,” Flora said to Bill over the phone. “Me, Brandon, and Patrick 

are gonna catch a matinee. It’ll be fun. Brandon wants you to come with us so bad!” 

 “I already told ya a hundred times that I want nothin’ to do with that movie. Call 

me an old fart if ya want, but there used be a time when folks respected the privacy of other 

folks, ’specially folks who are not in the public eye. Folks like me. This sort of thing just 

ain’t right, I tell ya.” 

 “Well, then suit yourself, ya old fart.” 

*** 

 After the movie came a successful novelization of the movie.  

After the movie novelization came the Broadway musical, which was a huge 

commercial success. 

Then came the video game, which won the prestigious VGX Game of the Year 

Award in 2015. 

And Bill wanted nothing to do with any of it.  

 About a year after the release of the video game, the world’s local, cable, and 

satellite communications companies, under the auspices of the world’s governmental 

communications regulatory agencies, replaced all televised programing everywhere in the 

world (even the news!) with a continuing, uninterrupted, commercial-free, streaming loop 

of The Powell/Fourth Dog Incident: The Movie. At the same time, an international law was 

passed that prohibited all movie theaters everywhere from ever showing another film other 

than The Powell/Fourth Dog Incident: The Movie. As a result, the world ceased making 

new movies and television shows. 

 It was around this time that the International Powell/Fourth Dog Incident Fan Club 

showed up at Bill’s home one afternoon to honor him with a Lifetime Achievement Award. 

Specifically, the award was the Lifetime Achievement Award for Being Bill Cunningham, 

Hero of the Powell/Fourth Dog Incident. The fan club also wished to honor Big Zeke with 

a Lifetime Achievement Award, namely The Lifetime Achievement Award for Being Big 

Zeke, the Fourth Dog.  

But Bill refused to even touch those gleaming solid gold statuettes of himself and 

his lab that the fan club presented him with that day.  

“Fuck these awards and fuck all of you!” Bill yelled from his stoop, shaking his fist 

at the large crowd that had gathered on his lawn and on the street to present him and Big 

Zeke with the awards. Before he went back inside and slammed the door shut behind him, 

he said, “I just wanna be left alone! Used to be a time when folks respected the privacy of 

other folks! Now I can’t even watch the damn TV anymore!” 

*** 



A few months later, Bill went to the doctor’s office complaining of a severe 

headache and sharp pains in his chest and abdomen. Not two weeks after that, after 

enduring an untold number x-rays, MRIs, CAT scans, and blood tests, Bill received the 

grim diagnosis.  

“I’m sorry, Mr. Cunningham,” Dr. Henderson said while sitting across from Bill on 

the other side of the large mahogany desk in his office, “but the test results indicate you 

have the ‘In the Air Tonight’ disease.”  

Bill dry-gulped nervously. “Never heard of it, doc. Is it . . . serious?” 

“I’m afraid it is serious. Are you familiar with the song ‘In the Air Tonight’ by Phil 

Collins?” 

“Yeah, sure. That’s the one he wrote about a true incident where some guy tied him 

up at gun point and then raped his wife right in front of him on the beach. And then years 

later, long after his wife ran out on him because she couldn’t recover from the trauma, Phil 

went walkin’ down the same stretch of beach and saw his wife’s rapist drownin’ there in 

the water. The rapist called out to Phil for help, but Phil just stood there and let him drown. 

Yep, musta heard that song a million times on the radio.” 

“Yes. Well, the ‘In the Air Tonight’ disease is genetic disorder that, if you’re 

predisposed to develop it, usually strikes people in their 60s. What happens is that, at the 

cellular level, a person afflicted with the disease quite literally turns into the rapist 

mentioned in that song. Patients also begin to develop the rapist’s memories, those foreign 

memories gradually infiltrating and mixing with the patient’s own memories to cause 

disorientation and identity crisis. Unfortunately, Mr. Cunningham, the disease is terminal. 

Once the physical and mental transformation of the patient into the ‘In the Air Tonight’ 

rapist is complete, the patient’s lungs fill with water, invariably resulting in death by 

drowning. To date, all efforts to pump the water out of patients’ lungs have met with failure, 

as this water keeps regenerating itself until the afflicted person dies.” 

Bill leaned forward, gripping his aching head in both hands. “Well, how long do 

have, doc? How long until the end?” 

“About three or four months.” 

*** 

 At Flora’s suggestion, Bill agreed to spend his last months at his daughter’s home, 

where she and her husband set him up as comfortably as they could in their guest bedroom. 

As the disease progressed, Bill was less himself every day and more the “In the Air 

Tonight” rapist. This transformation was reflected in the decreasing amount of visitors who 

came to see him. Initially, people lined up outside Flora’s front door in droves to get a 

chance to visit the one and only Bill Cunningham before he passed away. But the sicker he 

became, the more he was the “In the Air Tonight” rapist and not Bill Cunningham, so that 

every day less and less people came to visit him. By the time he was close to the end, even 

Bill’s own family abandoned him, choosing to stay at a hotel for a few days rather than live 

in the same house with the “In the Air Tonight” rapist.  

 Bill was completely alone when the drowning stage of the disease kicked in. 

Actually, it’s incorrect to say that Bill was alone when he died, because at that point, the 

man who had once been Bill Cunningham was 100-percent the “In the Air Tonight” rapist. 



*** 

The “In the Air Tonight” rapist formerly known as Bill Cunningham was buried in 

a cemetery reserved for “In the Air Tonight” rapists. Obviously, this was a place of great 

shame and disgrace, as everyone buried there was an “In the Air Tonight” rapist. As such, 

each of the hundreds of gravestones in the cemetery was engraved with Here Lies the “In 

the Air Tonight’ Rapist along with the date on which that particular ‘In the Air Tonight’ 

rapist had died. Never was the name of the former person who had succumbed to the 

sickness included on the gravestone, since due to the unique nature of the disease, that 

person was not the person buried in the grave. 

 The single mourner who showed up at the funeral of the “In the Air Tonight” rapist 

formerly known as Bill Cunningham was not even a person. This mourner was the famous 

drum fill from the song “In the Air Tonight.” You know, the drum fill near the end of the 

song that often inspires listeners to play along on the air drums: bum-bum…bum-

bum…bum-bum…bum-bum…BUM!…BUM! 

Though this may seem like a physical and logical impossibility, apparently that 

drum fill is some manner of sentient being. At the funeral, it hovered beside the open grave 

as the coffin was lowered into the earth as the priest recited a final blessing. The drum fill 

didn’t look like much. It was nothing more than a slight disturbance in the air, really; a 

distortion of space, like a fragment of a heat wave seen rising in the distance off sun-baked 

asphalt. But every ten seconds or so, that distinctive bum-bum…bum-bum…bum-

bum…bum-bum…BUM!…BUM! emanated directly from that warped patch of space.  

  Oh, did I happen to mention yet that Big Zeke could fuck some serious shit up on 

the banjo? 

And that Big Zeke’s head was a Spanish-Dutch anvil?  

Also, did I happen to mention yet that Baxter “the puppy” was in truth not a puppy 

at all, but was in fact a fetal polar bear cub that could fuck some serious shit up on the 

Bulgarian-Nigerian xylophone? 

 

THE END THE END THE END THE END THE END THE END THE END THE END 

 

 

Do You Remember Lisa Graves? by Sean Leonard 
 

The first videotape appeared on a Sunday morning. It had no markings, no labels, and it appeared 

to have not been fully rewound. A video store would have charged a quarter for the inconvenience, 

if not more, but they all went extinct years ago, didn’t they? Whatever the case, Lisa wouldn’t 

have known who to charge anyway, there being no markings or labels on the tape. It was also not 

fully rewound, but it would appear that this paragraph has found a path all the way back to the 

beginning, wouldn’t it? 

“Where did this come from?” Lisa wondered aloud as she sat down on the second of three concrete 

steps leading down from her front door to the sidewalk and lit a cigarette.  



She set the video cassette next to her as she inhaled the first drag of the morning. She’d smoked 

for so many years, that ‘first smoke of the morning’ buzz from her childhood was long gone. Now 

it was more necessity than teenage rebellion that kept her habit going. 

As Lisa looked through the cloud of mentholated smoke hanging in front of her, she saw the 

partially rewound video tape as fitting of her own life, her own shortcomings. She looked at the 

grassless patch of dirt and flowering dandelions to her right, a place she had always meant to plant 

flowers, maybe marigolds, or peonies, or maybe even lilies of the goddamn field; even now, she 

couldn’t make up her mind. The storm windows were still in, despite warm spring temperatures. 

The grass remained unmown, the gas tank to the mower still empty, the lawnmower itself still 

broken anyway. Her ex-boyfriend’s car still sat in front of the attached garage door, up on blocks 

due to missing or flat tires, and he passed away over six months ago. 

Overwhelmed by the memories of life, she took another drag of her cigarette, tasted filter, and so 

pulled out another and lit it off the dying cherry of the first. She looked again at the VHS tape next 

to her (still not fully rewound) and wondered if her VCR even still worked. The only video tapes 

she remembered still having were old home movies from when she was young, and she hadn’t 

watched those in years. Around the time her family stopped calling. Around the time she stopped 

trying to remember them. 

Having grown weary of the harsh reminders of life, she crushed the remainder of her cigarette, 

only a drag or two away from filter anyway, into the cold concrete of the step she was sitting on, 

picked up the video tape (you know the one), and made her way inside. 

 

*** 

 

It only took Lisa a couple minutes to get the VCR hooked back up to the television, but she 

stretched it out over the next hour, distracted by every little thing around her. First, the cord seemed 

too long, so she looked for another. Then the Russian dolls seemed inside out, so she had to adjust 

them. Finally, when everything seemed connected, all green lights that should be on were on, after 

testing the VCR’s skills with a short sample of an old tape she had found at a thrift store (“Death, 

Decapitation, and Other Baseball Bloopers”), she still had to rewind the tape. She hit the button, 

then went to the kitchen to make a sandwich. 

The floor was linoleum tile, the walls a Spring-like shade of yellow, and all of the appliances, save 

for the microwave, the coffee maker, and a mini-fridge, were missing, having gone to the garage 

a couple of months prior. It wasn’t that they no longer worked, but more because they were all 

jerks. 

At first opting for a toasted bread sandwich (her personal favorite recipe for this was two pieces 

of wheat bread between two toasted slices of white. What is your favorite?), she found it difficult 

to carry on a conversation with the toaster with its mouth full, so instead went with the untoasted 

bread sandwich. 

“I got a surprise on my doorstep this morning. A videotape. Not sure who it’s from,” Lisa said, 

between dry bites. 

“Please unplug me.” The toaster’s voice wasn’t metallic, as a fan of 1980’s sitcoms might have 

expected, but soft, sad, like a clown with just days to live. 

“Yeah, I figure I should probably watch it. I mean, what’s the worst that could happen? It kills 

me?” She chuckled at what she hoped wasn’t a joke, completely dismissing the toaster’s request. 

Maybe this attitude of nonchalance and disregard is partially to blame for the rest of the kitchen’s 

exodus to the garage. Did you ever think about that, Lisa? 



The toaster sat silent, the smell of burnt crumbs emanating from its core. It was a newer toaster, 

only a couple of months old, bought by Lisa to replace the one that ended up in the tub. Yet it 

already spoke with the cynicism and curmudgeonly attitude of a model from the twentieth century.  

She left her plate on the counter, a full, untasted slice of bread remaining amongst the spattering 

of crumbs. As if on cue, the small people walked out from the crevices and cracks along the wall, 

taking the leftover food away and leaving two shining quarters near the plate. The toaster would 

have frowned, but toasters don’t have faces. If you think yours does, well, no matter how attractive 

you may find it to be, that is not a toaster on your kitchen counter, my friend. 

Lisa did a bunch of other things that really don’t need to be mentioned, and doing so would only 

cause this story to continue to plod along in what seems like no specific direction. However, to 

preface the next events with such a statement may cause one to think that these so called “other 

things” were salacious, libidinous, or otherwise perverted. So, rather than leave these facts to the 

imagination of the impressionable and/or stupid, they will be listed now: washed hands/dried 

hands/placed hand towel in incinerator/smiled as the fires devoured the towel, the reflection of 

flames showing brightly in her dark brown eyes/wiped line of dust from railing with thumb/hated 

self for not keeping up with routine chores like cleaning/forgave self for not keeping up with 

routine chores like cleaning/changed batteries in VCR remote/smoked two more cigarettes on front 

steps/did not see the thing that was cut from the original beginning of this story (and neither did 

you)/sat down in chair/cut list short so as to continue the story and not cause its immediate 

rejection. 

Upon pressing play, Lisa realized she would have to fast forward through Coming Attractions as 

well as lengthy opening credits. Once all words ceased to appear on her television screen, she 

resumed normal playback in time to catch a shot of herself in bed, a smile crossing her sleeping 

face. Next to her was the severed head of a teddy bear, set on the pillow in a way that allowed the 

viewer (in this case, Lisa) to see the tendrils of cottony stuffing hanging limp from its throat. A 

song played backward on the soundtrack, a detail Lisa couldn’t help but find pretentious, even as 

she watched herself sleep. Over the backmasking, she could hear her own snores, followed by 

someone quietly speaking her name. 

Two things struck Lisa immediately as she pressed stop on the VCR. One – she knew that the 

teddy bear did not deserve such a horrible fate, even if she had never met him. Two – she really 

wasn’t in the mood for an art film; maybe a light-hearted post-apocalyptic comedy would better 

tickle her fancy. But she still took the time to write a brief review of the movie and submit it via 

e-mail to her favorite movie review site, Movies That Suck. 

“There’s a complete lack of composure, as if they second-guessed even hitting the 

‘record’ button. The atmosphere is drab, but not purposefully, and the ‘acting’ is 

amateurish at best. The message, if one can pull such a thing from this abortion of 

a mistake, is perhaps one of loss; life is fleeting, life is fragile, and yet, it will never 

get any better than this (?)” 

Unfortunately, when she sent the e-mail, she mistyped the address, leaving out the “i” of the word 

“movies.” She checked regularly for what would have been her first published work, her 

excitement level diminishing with each day. Never seeing her review published on the movie site, 

she assumed, as usual, that her work wasn’t good enough. What she didn’t consider was, had it 

even been received by the intended hands, it would not have been published anyway, as the eyes 

attached to the intended hands had never seen the film she wrote about. In fact, they would have 

had no idea that it even existed, probably because it didn’t.  



Meanwhile, the owner of the wrestling website, Moves That Suck, received a very strange e-mail 

about a movie that he had never seen, which got him thinking, his imagination running with the 

ideas touched on in the note, trying to picture in his mind the scenes the review was criticizing. A 

week later, he would go to the library for the very first time. The excitement he received from the 

books he checked out would inspire him to enroll in college. He would end up getting a degree in 

both literature and film, and go on to write and direct the film that would be named as one of the 

most important movies of our time. You’ve seen it, and my money says you loved it. But this is 

getting a bit ahead of ourselves, and completely off topic, and to let Lisa know any of this would 

completely change the path of our current story, so let’s keep this between you and I, okay? 

 

*** 

 

You know how you have different dreams every night? Sometimes you may not remember them, 

but they’re always there. Sometimes it’s the teeth falling out, or the running in slow motion, or the 

realizing you’re naked in front of everyone. Sometimes you have the completely bizarre ones, the 

ones that scare you a little when you remember them. Sometimes you have the sexy ones, or the 

falling ones, or the scary ones, or the sad ones, or the wet ones, or the fevered ones, but every night 

is like a grab bag, and as you put head to pillow, you can only imagine what the night might bring 

your unconscious. 

Lisa has had one dream, each and every night, consistently, for the past twenty-five weeks. And 

that night, after watching the previously un-rewound video, she had it again. For the 176th straight 

night. 

A blurry car drives down a blurry highway. People wave from the medians, some holding candles, 

others holding luggage. The people in the car have no faces, but you can see that there are two of 

them, one driving, one in the backseat. Their arms flow like molten plastic between and around 

each other, not quite hugging, not quite strangling. Lightning flashes, but instead of thunder 

crashing, a name is screamed from all around you, and a scrap of paper floats from the backseat of 

the car to a place off to the side of the road, a place just in front of your feet. As you bend down to 

pick it up and read it, another flash of lightning, and everything disappears; the car, the highway, 

the luggage, the candles. For a moment, you stand completely alone, in the dark. And then you 

wake up. 

 

*** 

 

And then she woke up. 

One day removed from finding the strange video tape on her front step, Lisa followed her usual 

morning routine; get up, curse self in mirror, make coffee, step outside for a smoke. But everything 

seemed to take just a little bit longer this particular morning. She sat at her edge of the bed for a 

while, staring down at the bare feet sticking out of her striped pajama pants. She took a little extra 

time cursing her perceived facial flaws, the ones that no one else saw, the ones Blake had all but 

convinced her weren’t there until about six months ago. She had a hard time finding her coffee 

scooper, discovering it behind a stack of sticks of butter in the mini-fridge. Lisa didn’t remember 

putting it there, and so wrote it off as a mistake made by the small people. As she stepped outside 

for her morning smoke, she decided maybe she’d have to add one more step to her usual morning 

routine: pick up videotape from front steps.  



Lisa sat down again on the second of three concrete steps and looked at the black, plastic rectangle 

next to her as she lit her cigarette. Still no markings of any kind to indicate from whom or where 

the tape came from, but this one was fully rewound, the only factor she took into account when 

deciding whether to watch it. The mystery of it did not appeal to her, nor did the ease of viewing, 

seeing as she had already taken the time to set up the VCR the previous day.  

She wasn’t dumb, not by any means, but Lisa had never been known for her close attention to 

detail. If she had been, she’d have noticed the trail of teeth that led from the tape on the step, down 

to the sidewalk, and around the side of the house to the rosebush, revealing a major clue as to the 

tape’s origins. She’d also have noticed the man standing across the street, watching her, casting an 

imposing afternoon shadow on a morning with no sun.  

She went back inside, having finished her smoke, and replaced yesterday’s mystery tape with 

today’s. Sitting in the same uncomfortable chair as the day before (not in the softer, more 

comfortable recliner next to the uncomfortable one; that was Blake’s), she pressed the ‘play’ button 

on the remote. Hot, buttery popcorn would have made a nice treat, but Lisa’s popcorn popper could 

not be trusted, especially not after the missing keys fiasco. 

On her television screen was a long shot of a dimly lit sidewalk. Nothing else. For five long 

minutes, there was not a single movement on the screen, and if not for the VCR’s display screen 

ticking down each boring second of the running time, one might have thought the movie had been 

put on pause for a bathroom break. It was a similar setting to what Lisa saw from her front steps 

each day when she’d go out for a smoke, but from a different angle. Finally, an image in the 

distance appeared on the screen. At first it was too far away to be able to discern any identifiable 

characteristics, just a small shape at the top of the screen, but after staring at it for long enough, 

Lisa figured out it was a person. They moved as if their legs were bound to a different gravitational 

pull than is found on this planet (which is Earth, by the way), slowly trudging along but not 

seeming to get very far. For ten agonizing minutes, the figure moved in this manner, crossing less 

than an inch of the television screen. Lisa yawned and wished she would let herself smoke in the 

house. 

Her yawn was cut short, a horrible feeling, when, after taking ten minutes to cover the first inch of 

the screen, the figure covered the remaining distance in seconds. A masked face now covered 

Lisa’s television, looking outward as if it could actually see into her living room. After a moment, 

it backed up, and a whisper trickled from under the cold, iron, featureless mask, a whisper so soft 

that she had to turn up the volume in order to recognize its familiarity. 

“Who are you?” asked the masked figure on the tape. “What do you want from me? What are you 

doing in my house?” 

The masked head tilted one way, then the other, sometimes pulling closer to the screen, sometimes 

pulling back, a sequence of dance steps working toward the goal of a better view of something.  

‘What is this?’ Lisa asked herself, then gasped as the figure on the screen lifted her mask, and Lisa 

found herself looking at herself. 

The tape ejected slower than most tapes, she was sure, and her shaking hand impatiently pushed 

the ‘eject’ button multiple times before just pulling the tape from the player and dropping it on the 

floor. She sat next to it, staring at it, much as she had when she first discovered it on her front 

steps. It still did nothing, still told her nothing, still explained nothing of what was going on, but 

still she looked at it, her trembling hands breaking her own rules as the left pulled a cigarette from 

the pack at her side and her right fumbled for the lighter in her pocket.  

A cluster of the small people ran in from a crack in the baseboard, carrying a normal sized handful 

of change and heading directly for the discarded tape on the floor. Lisa shooed them away and 



picked the tape up from the floor. There was still more tape on the unwatched side of the cassette 

than on the watched side, and so, her nerves temporarily numbed by the nicotine, she pushed the 

video tape back in and let it continue. 

The person on the screen was definitely her, she had not been mistaken. But within the next few 

seconds, the Lisa on the television screen dropped the mask back down over her face and 

disappeared, then soon reappeared, before finally making her way somewhere off camera, a blurry, 

whitish object dangling from her hand. After another minute or so without any further action, black 

and white static took over, followed by a blue screen, followed by Saturday morning cartoons from 

the 1980’s. Lisa watched a full episode of “Inhumanoids” before stopping the tape and letting the 

rest of the day become a blur. 

 

*** 

 

Did you hear that? That sound, just now, coming from somewhere inside your house. Are you 

alone there, as you were when you turned off the lights and got into bed, or is someone in there 

with you now? Maybe it was the house settling, you can tell yourself, or the water heater kicking 

in, or a number of other possibilities that help you rationalize the fear away. Or maybe it was 

someone closing the front door. Maybe it was a stranger making their way up the staircase. Maybe 

it was someone opening your bedroom door. Maybe it is someone standing over you right now. 

 

*** 

Lisa woke up earlier than normal this night, cutting her reoccurring dream short. She didn’t make 

it to the part where everything disappeared around her, where she stands alone in the dark before 

waking up. Instead, as the note floated to the place at her feet, and she bent down to pick it up, just 

as she brought it near enough to read in the dark, she was startled awake. And instead of standing 

alone in the dark in her dream, she sat alone in the dark in her bedroom, the last echoes of her own 

voice just barely hanging in her mind, reading the note in the dark. 

“Visit the Brown’s?” 

It hadn’t been written as a question in her dream, but she recited it as such when she was at last 

able to discern the remnants of this new development of her subconscious. Had she never tried to 

read the note before? Had the words been there all along, or was she now adding them in hopes of 

making sense of the last six months? And how would the words “Visit the Brown’s” help her make 

sense of the last six months? 

According to the clock, it was two thirty in the morning. According to her brain, this was a horrible, 

horrible idea. According to the law, this was borderline illegal. But as she finished zipping up her 

black jeans and slid a black shirt over her head, she felt like she didn’t have another choice, because 

according to her dream, this was her destiny. 

The Browns were a pleasant couple, and their house was across the street and down a few from 

Lisa’s. They had moved into the neighborhood less than a year before, enough time to get to know 

Blake before he left them all behind. Aside from a couple nights of drinking and playing cards, 

Lisa had limited interaction with the Browns, but Blake made a point to swing by at least once a 

week to say hi, offer them fresh produce from the upcoming garden, the one that would never end 

up planted, and just be an overall kind and good neighbor. Because that’s the kind of guy he was. 

They, in turn, did what they could to help out after, well, you know, deflecting as much attention 

as they could from the situation, knowing that Lisa was a more private person and didn’t need any 

additional stress. 



Now Lisa was preparing to break into their house, and she didn’t even really know why.  

Dressed in black, with a flashlight full of fresh batteries, she searched her house for a ski mask, or 

a Halloween mask, or something that would conceal her identity, as all of her neighbors knew her 

face, if not because they had met, at least from the pictures in the newspaper. The best she could 

come up with was either a sleep mask, which might hide her true identity in the same way no one 

can figure out that Clark Kent is Superman, but would not allow her to see anything, or Blake’s 

old welder’s mask from the time he had started taking welding classes. It was heavy and bulky, 

and barely fit her, but the welder’s mask would have to do. 

In less than three minutes, she was standing on the front step of the house that belonged to Melissa 

and Dave Brown, a late-thirty-something couple with no children, no pets, and no idea that their 

neighbor was standing in front of their house in the middle of the night. Coincidentally, Lisa still 

had no idea why she was standing in front of the Brown’s house in the middle of the night, either. 

But it certainly set a creepy mood, didn’t it? A woman, wearing all black clothing and a welder’s 

mask, standing in front of a house in the middle of the night on a dimly lit street? 

It was then, when Lisa realized she was doing all of this not for herself, not to accomplish anything 

tangible, but rather for the readers’ sake, to introduce a much needed level of suspense to an 

otherwise strange story, that she changed her mind, turned around, and headed back home. 

It was also right then, or maybe moments later, that she saw someone open the front door to her 

house and walk in, closing the door silently behind themselves. 

Lisa tried to run, but her legs didn’t want to work, as if they had developed minds of their own. 

She found herself trudging through the sidewalk as if it were wet concrete, or maybe the ever-

famous quicksand of 1980’s cartoon fame, wondering why 1980’s nostalgia kept coming up in this 

story.  

No matter how hard she pushed herself, her legs would not cooperate, and after five minutes, she 

found herself still right in front of the Brown’s house, happy they, much less any other neighbor, 

had not yet noticed her running man-esque behavior. Lisa had traveled maybe two or three steps 

since seeing the man enter her house. She knew she had to get there and stop him, confront him, 

get him out of there, but at the same time a part of her kept asking, “once you get there, what are 

you going to do?” 

Somewhere around ten minutes in to her legs feeling like extra heavy jelly, Lisa felt herself move 

forward. As if all the steps she had tried to take caught up with her just then, within seconds she 

was at her house, face to face with her front door. She looked in the rectangular window at the top 

of the door, just above eye level, and tried to make out the shadowy movements just inside. 

“Who are you?” she asked in a whisper, wanting to know the answer, but at the same time not 

wanting to attract the attention of the home invaders. “What do you want from me? What are you 

doing in my house?” 

She kept trying to see who was there and what they were doing, tilting her head back and forth in 

hopes of getting a better view, but the eye shield of her mask was tinted, making it safe to work 

with bright sparks, but virtually impossible to see through in the dark of night. After repeatedly 

trying and failing, she lifted the mask above her face in hopes of a better view.  

It wasn’t what was inside the house that grabbed Lisa and sent a clichéd chill down her spine, it 

was what she noticed in her peripheral vision. Just to her right, sitting atop the small table that 

adorned her front step and usually held only an ashtray full of butts, was a stuffed animal. To be 

more specific, it was a light colored teddy bear, with a bowtie around its neck and a note hanging 

from its paw.  



As if all other worries disappeared with the appearance of the animal, she forgot all about whoever 

might be inside her house and instead reached down to pick up the bear. But when she turned the 

door knob and found it locked, she first panicked, picturing her keys on the table next to her bed 

where she left them, and then exhaled a sigh of relief, remembering the back door had been left 

wide open earlier when she tossed the cigarette that broke her own rules out into the backyard. 

And so, bear in hand, she walked down her front steps and around back. 

 

*** 

 

The next time you feel the need to explain something away as ‘déjà vu,’ reconsider that 

rationalization. There are millions of things that we see and register in our minds, then store away 

due to their perceived insignificance, not even letting them be processed through our active 

conscious. We notice the beautiful woman walking from the store because we attach significance 

to her looks and the way we have been taught to feel about her looks. But right next to her, holding 

the door open for her, is a man who will eventually kill himself by pulling a toaster into the bathtub, 

and you will see his picture on the nightly news, and you will wonder why this all seems so 

familiar. You will meet someone, and they will tell you about a car they once had, one they worked 

on for two years, one that sits on blocks in their driveway, and you will feel like you’ve already 

been here, like you’ve already been told this story, like you already know this person.  

You have been, and you do. 

You already know all of the things you will ever know, you’ve already met all of the people you 

will ever meet, you’ve already experienced everything. You have simply chosen to remember the 

other details, the ones that, at the time, your mind deemed far more important than these. 

Well? Do you still think so? Were they really that much more important? Or do you see now how 

fucked up your priorities are? 

 

*** 

 

Lisa lay in her bed, black clothes tossed to the floor, welder’s mask sitting atop her dresser, teddy 

bear resting in her arms. She read the note over and over, tears forming anew each time she got to 

the end. 

“Lisa, I love you from the bottom of my heart. Get it? My heart. Love, Blake.” 

The bear received more hugs and tear-drenched kisses each time she reached Blake’s name, until 

finally, with a quizzical look in her eyes and an ear to ear grin on her face, she started tearing at 

the doll, first tossing aside the bowtie, then clawing her fingernails into its throat.  

It was tough going at first, the material made strong enough to withstand the average child’s worst 

attacks, but she persisted, pulling and tearing the head from the shoulders. Eventually, a small tear 

began, which soon grew into a wider gap, until finally the head was severed from the body, cottony 

fluff hanging out from each separated end.  

Lisa shoved her hand deep into the bear’s body and felt around. She hadn’t felt so confident about 

anything in close to six months, and that thing proved to be something that was far less certain 

than she would have ever believed. This thing, however, she was sure she was right about, and as 

she pulled the ring out of the bear’s limp, fluffless body, her tears changed from those of misery 

to those of happiness. She slipped the ring on her finger, set the bear carefully onto the pillow 

where Blake’s head belonged, and drifted off to a sleep that, for the first time in a long time, did 

not include a dream about being alone in the dark. 



 

*** 

 

You remember what happens next. 

 

 

 

A Certain Amount by Matt Sunrich 
 

I had just moved into the city, and being rather short on funds, I had to find employment 

quickly.  

Predictably, there wasn’t much to choose from. The only decent-looking ad in the paper 

was for a place simply called The Warehouse. Using doubloons desperately scavenged from a 

pirate ship sunken in the canal, I took a cab to the address and followed the signs to Human 

Resources. 

Without looking directly at me, the administrative assistant, wearing a puffy orange blouse 

and an unusually large cameo, asked that I sign in on the clipboard on the edge of her desk.  

She was certainly a strange species of person. Bespectacled and angular in appearance, her 

movements were jerky and abrupt, as if she were a huge action figure, only capable of bending her 

limbs at particular points of articulation. Her nose was too long, her teeth too perfect. As I sat down 

in the waiting area, she pivoted in her seat and resumed entering data on a manual typewriter that 

hummed unnervingly. Whenever the phone rang, she snatched up the receiver and answered the 

caller’s questions with responses so succinctly that they sounded preprogrammed. 

Twenty minutes later, she called out something that sounded kind of like my name and told 

me to go down the hall to the third door on the left. It took longer to reach said door than I expected. 

The walls of the room were a shade of blue that seemed on the verge of vomiting, if you 

can imagine such a thing, and the carpet was olive drab shag. A rusty file cabinet in the corner 

stubbornly guarded its folders stuffed with documents. The filthy coffee maker on top of it 

coughed, releasing a gout of steam.  

When I presented the interviewer, a disturbingly thin, bearded gentleman wearing an 

antiseptic white shirt and black necktie and smelling vaguely of spearmint and motor oil, with my 

resume, he promptly tore it up without even looking at it and dropped the pieces into a hollowed-

out copy of The History of Tom Jones, a Foundling, which he then slid into a vacant spot on the 

bookcase behind him. He squinted, looked me over, and offered me a seat.  

The trappings of his desk were fairly standard: a couple of trays filled with papers and 

folders, a small lamp, a framed photograph of someone (the back faced me so I couldn’t see who 

it was, which was probably preferable anyway), a cup of pencils and pens, a stapler, and an ashtray 

full of butts. The thing that caught my attention was the can of tuna. 

He opened the top drawer of the desk and took out a box of kitchen matches. Sliding it 

open, he removed a single match and held it close to his face. 

“Know what this is?” he asked. 

“Looks like a match.” 

“Know what it’s for?” 

I started to blurt the obvious answer but caught myself when I realized that there were 

several possible responses, and that he was probably looking for one in particular. 



“Constructing a scale model of the Hanging Gardens of Babylon?” 

“Close. The Colossus of Rhodes.” 

“Darn! Should’ve gone with my first instinct.” 

I thought I saw a cluster of carpet fibers by my chair shift and nonchalantly moved my foot 

closer to the desk. 

“Do you know,” he continued, “what it feels like to have both of your legs broken at the 

same time?” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Say, for example, you’re crossing the road, and someone tosses a couch out of the back 

of a delivery truck, and it lands on top of you, snapping your femurs like lobster claws.”  

 “I’m afraid I don’t know what you mean. I’m not partial to arachnids.” 

 He made some notes on the form in front of him. 

 “Have you ever been late for an appointment because of waffles?” 

 “Once.” 

 “What do you know about heraldry?” 

 “Very little, I’m afraid.” 

 He looked down at the form and tapped his pen against his cheek. 

 “Do you believe in barrel intelligence?” 

 “Are you looking for an honest answer?” 

 He nodded. 

 “Then ‘yes.’” 

 He made a mark on the form and then pointed at the can of tuna. 

 “Let’s say that you and this can were applying for the same position. How would you 

handle that situation?” 

 “I’d probably open the can and devour its contents.” 

 “To what end?” 

 “Eliminating the competition, of course.” 

 He grinned. 

 “Can you work weekends?” 

 “I guess so.” 

 “You start Monday.” 

 “That was pretty easy.” 

 “We try to make the interviews as pleasant as possible here. And as confusing.” 

 I rose to leave but paused and looked at the can again. 

“Can I have the tuna?” I ventured. 

 “I wouldn’t recommend it. It’s been sitting in that spot since 1907. It’s probably not even 

tuna anymore. Things change, you know, and not usually for the better.”  

I was one of four new employees. The orientation, which consisted of watching a washed-

out video on VHS in a dark, cement room, lasted less than fifteen minutes. The uniform, which 

they provided, consisted of an indigo work shirt, khaki slacks with black patches on the knees, a 

black homburg, and patent leather shoes. The trainer told us that the shoes had to be kept their 

shiniest at all times. They issued each of us a shoe-shining kit for this purpose.  

The job consisted of walking around a warehouse in a strange, seemingly random pattern 

for eight hours a day. That was it. I had to carry a map for the first week or so, and I experienced 

joint pain and blisters for a while, but I finally got the hang of it. The others must have been given 

different patterns to follow because I never saw any of them again.  



The building was enormous. It must have been a few hundred thousand square yards. The 

incredible space was broken by aisle after aisle of wooden crates stacked almost to the ceiling, 

which must have been fifty feet high. As the weeks passed, I came to be familiar with the unique 

visual characteristics of each stack, simply because I couldn’t find anything else in the place to 

occupy my attention. 

Soon, however, I began to wonder exactly what was going on. What product or service did 

this business provide? What the hell was I accomplishing?  

While punching my card one morning, I caught a glimpse of someone in a differently 

colored shirt, whom I assumed to be a supervisor. I tried to get his attention, but he just kept on 

walking. All subsequent attempts to flag down a member of the management team yielded similar 

results. In a haze of frustration, I even went so far as to throw hot coffee on one of them; he didn’t 

even flinch. I must admit that the idea crossed my mind that I was employed by automatons. 

One afternoon I was following my predetermined ambulatory route as usual when I noticed 

something odd. On the top of one of the stacks of crates, the faintest hint of white cloth was visible. 

I looked around to see if anyone was watching—which was pointless because no one ever was—

and craned my neck for a better view. I could tell that it had a diaphanous quality about it. My 

curiosity was getting the better of me, and I began looking around for any means of scaling the 

crates.  

I pressed my fingers against the side of the bottom crate, and was utterly flabbergasted 

when my hand sunk into it. I had walked through the aisles of crates hundreds of times, but I had 

never touched any of them before. I retracted my hand rapidly and gaped as the crate wall slowly 

contorted back into flatness.  

Wood wasn’t supposed to do that.  

I prodded a crate on the opposite side of the aisle, and it, too, yielded to my touch. The 

crates didn’t shift at all when I touched them, which led me to conclude that the gelatinous interiors 

were held in place by solid frames.  

I looked up again, realizing that I now had a means of reaching the top. I began by shifting 

ten feet or so to the left so that I wouldn’t emerge directly beneath the cloth; then, using both hands, 

I grasped the slat on the top of the crate directly above me and sunk my right foot into the soft 

wood.  

Hoisting myself up, I thrust my other foot into the next crate’s surface. In this fashion, I 

slowly scaled the gelatinous wall until, some fifteen minutes later, I reached the top, only to 

discover that my ascent had not gone unobserved.  

 The cloth I had espied from below was draped over a table flanked by two chairs, on which 

sat two lovely young women in lacy party dresses. They were having tea and finger sandwiches 

over a game of Risk.  

The nearer of the two eyed me suspiciously, her index finger pressed against her lips, her 

other fingers wrapped around the dice. After a couple of moments, she gently placed them on the 

table and seized a plate of sandwiches. Her golden hair undulated as she leaned down, smiling.  

“Hello there,” she said. 

“Uh, hi. I hope I’m not intruding.” 

“Not at all. We always enjoy company.” She proffered the plate. “Would you care for a 

sandwich?”  

 I didn’t move. “What kind are they?” 

 “They can be anything you want them to be.” 



 I thought about this briefly. Considering how strange the situation already was, it didn’t 

seem unreasonable that the sandwiches would be capable of altering their contents based on 

preference.  

I thought back to my interview. “Tuna salad?” 

 She nodded. “Mayonnaise?” 

 “Um, no, thank you.” 

 Her companion, a brunette, produced a little brass bell and rung it twice. 

 With her eyes, the golden-haired girl indicated the sandwich nearest me. I stood up and 

took it.  

It wasn’t the best tuna salad I’d ever eaten, but it wasn’t bad.  

“So,” I said, “what are you ladies doing up here?” 

“Just having some lunch and enjoying a board game, like we do every day around this 

time.” She poured herself and her friend some more tea and then filled another cup, which she 

placed on a saucer and handed to me.  

I raised the cup to my lips and was surprised to find the beverage to be at the exact 

temperature I liked. After drinking about half of the cup, I peered over the edge and experienced a 

twinge of acrophobia. I couldn’t remember having had a problem with heights before, but as I 

retraced the invisible line of my ascent up the escarpment of crates I felt as if the pull of gravity 

had somehow multiplied.  

“It’s awfully high up, isn’t it?” I remarked. 

“Dizzying,” the brunette replied. “But it’s about the only place to get away from the hustle 

and bustle and all that.” 

The blonde laughed. “She’s exaggerating, of course. We’re seldom in a hurry, bustles went 

out of fashion at the end of the nineteenth century, and there’s hardly ever any ‘all that.’” 

“That’s an interesting scar,” the brunette said, pointing toward my left hand. 

“I’m sorry?” I set my cup and saucer down and looked at the back of my hand. An intricate 

scar glistened in the lights. It appeared to have been etched into my skin by someone with skills 

equal to Albrecht Durer.  

“This wasn’t here before,” I said. 

“Before what?” the blonde asked. 

“Well, before now, I guess.” 

“Are you sure?” the brunette put in. 

“I don’t remember seeing it. And I’m sure that I would’ve felt whatever caused it.” 

“Haven’t you ever discovered a wound on yourself that you don’t remember getting?” the 

blonde asked. 

“I suppose so, but this isn’t just a scratch.” 

The blonde took a bite of her sandwich. “I’m pretty sure they gave that to you at orientation. 

They do it to everyone, after all, during the video presentation.” She turned her hand over and, 

sure enough, she had one, too, though the pattern was different. “I’m not sure how, exactly.” 

“What’s it for?” 

“It’s like a brand, as far as I can tell. There’s a different one for each department.” 

“Can I ask you ladies something?” 

They nodded in unison. 

“What does this company do?” 

They looked at each other and laughed. 

“You don’t know?” the brunette asked. 



“Well, no. I’ve just been walking around the warehouse every day for weeks.” 

“And that doesn’t provide you with a desirable level of job satisfaction?” the blonde asked. 

“I’m not sure. I’d just like to know why I’m doing it.” 

“It’s all about drawing a paycheck,” the brunette said. “I’m not a nihilist or anything, but 

all jobs are ultimately meaningless. Someone decided a long time ago that we all needed to work 

for a certain number of hours per week, so we just do it, even though most people spend the 

majority of their time at work accomplishing nothing.” 

“I suppose that’s true.” 

“You know something?” the blonde said, rolling one of the dice around in her palm. “Little 

Red Riding Hood would’ve had an easier time of it if she’d had bat wings. I’m not sure the story 

would even be worth telling, really.” 

“That’s random,” said the brunette. 

“It may seem that way to you, but it’s actually the culmination of a complex thought 

process made up of thousands of intertwined elements. It’s been building up since last August.” 

“Let’s hear it, then.” 

“Okay. Once upon a time there lived a girl named Little Red Riding Hood. She and her 

father and stepmother lived in a cave at the edge of a huge forest. It was a rather squalid place to 

live, admittedly, but they were a peculiar bunch. The floor was littered with the bones of visitors 

from other dimensions who found our world’s water non-potable, food inedible, and atmosphere 

un-breathable. There was a wormhole in the cave, you see.” 

“What rotten luck.” 

“Indeed. Anyway, one day LRRH’s stepmother, who was not altogether fond of her, gave 

her a basket of morels and Andouille sausages and told her to take them to her grandmother who 

lived several miles away.” 

“Wait a minute,” the brunette said. “I don’t recall there being a stepmother in this story.” 

“Really? I thought all of these kinds of stories had stepmothers in them.” 

“Not this one.” 

“Oh, well. In any event, LRRH flew off with the basket, over the treetops and through the 

clouds on leathery wings. The wolf never even saw her—there might not have even been a wolf—

and she completed her journey without the slightest trouble. Her grandmother appreciated the food, 

enjoying the sausages, in particular.” 

“They are tasty.” 

“When Red got home later that evening, her father gave her a Whitman’s Sampler and a 

canister of weather stripping, and her stepmother shot her with a crossbow. She didn’t have much 

choice, really.” 

“You were right,” the brunette said. “That was a lousy story.” 

“I was going to keep it to myself, you know.” 

 “Well,” I said, “thank you very much for the sandwich and tea and everything, but I should 

be getting back to my ambulation.” 

 “That’s a nice word, ‘ambulation,’” the blonde remarked. “I’ll have to remember it.” 

 “Yeah. I got it from The American Journal of Uncanny Fisheries. For some reason, it’s the 

only thing my dentist keeps in his waiting area.”  

 “You don’t have to climb back down,” the brunette said. “You can use the escalator.” She 

pointed to the far end of the crates, where a pair of rails was visible. 

 “How did I miss that before?” 

 “The crates down there are hollow. You can’t see it from the outside.” 



 “Right.” 

 As the moving staircase carried me down into the tenebrous bowels of the warehouse, I 

realized that everything I’d been through—robotic management, shin splints, disorientation, 

questionable attire, ennui, numerous references to marine life—had been worth it because the pall 

of uncertainty that had smothered me for so long would soon be torn into strips, with which I 

would garrote the blackguards who had taken up residence in the convolutions of my tender brain. 

 Totally worth it.  

  

 

Doomsday Eats by Konstantine Paradias 
 

We step outside as soon as the kernel barrage is done, leaving the relative safety of the bomb-proof 

shelters to step out into the blasted world beyond. The mine-sniffers move ahead prodding the 

ground with long sticks, checking for any kernels that have not delivered their payload yet while 

stepping over the jagged fragments of corn that litter the landscape. Our bellies rumble in a quiet 

symphony as we looked for any untainted, whole morsel of maize.  

The trick to finding an edible bit is letting someone else try it first: let some other poor 

bastard with a fire eating away at his guts shove you away and diving for the morsel as soon as the 

sniffers are done poking it. If they are reduced to a fine pink mist, it means it’s not fit for 

consumption. If not, then you run for it and grab it away from their hands and head for the maize 

fields. No one’s crazy enough to follow you in there. 

The trick to entering a maize field and not being blown to bits is to make sure you’re in it 

during the two hours it takes for the plants to re-grown their spent kernels and arm their launch 

pad stems. At that time, when the entire world around you becomes a real-life time lapse video, 

you’re in the safest place on Earth. You still need to keep an eye out for black spots creeping in 

from the wet earth or tiny striped little things milling about on the husk leafs or tiny wings orbiting 

the shanks, though.  

People like to say it’s the cows that are the worst, because they have sixteen legs and armor 

plating and spew fire. These people have never had a white grub hiss at them before jumping into 

their mouths and down their throats. They multiply in the colon, the Army pamphlets say. Their 

young live off the fauna inside you and grow to full adult size in three days then dig their way out 

of you, all twenty thousand of them. When we burn the bodies, they make a sound like popcorn. 

We have shovels to push the grubs that somehow make it out back into the flame because if they 

make it out into the weeds, they’re as good as invisible. 

The trick to eating a corn kernel that you know is a dud is to crack it in half on a rock and 

then eat it as fast as you can. Each of them is as big as a football, but you need to stuff them down 

before they start pumping their venom. Mr. Mogotsi says that this was because the maize has a bit 

of box jellyfish in it. I don’t know what that is, but I’ve been told it’s poisonous and can live 

forever, so I don’t risk it. There are a lot of things inside the maize and the wheat and the animals, 

these days. There’s scorpion in them and Komodo Dragon and a bit of shark, too. The scientists 

on TV used to say this was a good thing; that it made the crops durable and gave the animals a 

better yield while making food sources resistant to diseases. They said they hadn’t been making 

monsters, just ‘optimizing the food sources’. I don’t think they were lying, even to this day. I’m 

sure that even at the very last moment, they had never thought it would ever come to this. 



The corn kernel tastes slightly tangy. It’s thick and chewy. That’s because there’s dwarf 

flat lizard in it, the kind dad would catch for us when things hadn’t gotten as bad yet. There were 

people screaming through the HAM radios and there were white men on TV with fancy titles 

scared out of their minds when the maize fields started popping up all over the Sahara. People said 

that it was some sort of weapon, but the tabloids said it was a scientific experiment gone bad. My 

uncle, he said it was a secret American weapon, but then again he says that about anything. Then 

everyone saw the maize blanketing the Sahara and they said ‘this is a good thing’ or ‘maybe Africa 

will have food now’. But the maize was poison to the animals and people and when the Army tired 

to burn it, it bombarded them with kernel-bombs and choked the tanks in the growth, before 

moving south. People still didn’t believe that this was real, that all of this was even happening, not 

until the maize reached halfway into Niger and swallowed up Agadez. They kept thinking this was 

just a nightmare or a fairy tale, until the refugees started coming down from Chad and Nigeria, all 

of them hungry and tired and scared and very, very angry. 

I’m halfway through eating the kernel when the rumbling starts and everyone starts 

screaming. It sounds like nothing in the world sounds like, like no truck or car or tank has ever 

sounded. Try to think of the sound soft wheels set inside treads made of cartilage make as they’re 

moving over gravel. Try to think of meat groaning and grinding against itself, propelled into 

motion by the goading of clockwork etched out of bone. It’s a rickety sound, like a skull bounding 

downstairs before cracking against the basement floor.  

This is what it sounds like, when the pigs are on the march. 

In the time it takes me to shoot up from the ground and make my way out of the cornfield, 

the kernel in my hand has gone green-black, turned to poison so I throw it away. It’s not going to 

grow into anything and the grubs that will nibble at the easy pickings will die. There’s a hole as 

big as the world in my belly but terror helps me ignore it. The pigs are coming early today, perhaps 

to launch a sneak attack against the corn and they’re not one bit friendly to people. Perhaps it’s 

because they’re part people themselves, Mr Mogotsi thinks. It’s how they can stand on their hind 

feet and how they got their thumbs and their big brains and that mean streak a mile wide. 

Something whistles above me, the sound of launched pineapple-mortar. From afar, it looks 

like a pregnant firecracker, all flame and shifting color. When it explodes halfway through its flight 

path, flaming shrapnel rains down. I pass them by just as they’re slashing at the corn and crash 

into the ground, still smoldering. They smell like fresh wounds and sugar, choking me. Around 

me, the maize hisses, expelling air and seeds from the tiny slits across their stalks and somewhere 

further down the rest of the field rattles its ears in response. The pigs have attacked the maize when 

they’re at their weakest, spent after their morning barrage. 

I drop to the ground and huddle beside a rock, holding on for dear life. The soil beneath 

me shifts and parts to reveal the tangled mass of maize roots below. The warrior-plants are leaving 

their posts to defend the field against the attack, walk-crawling toward the pig army. Whimpering, 

I watch their towering forms block the sun. The pineapple-mortar battery ends. Now, I can hear 

the sound of aniseed machine-guns in the distance. Try to think of the sound pistachios make when 

you crack them, pounding in your ears. I keep my eyes shut the entire time. When tasting the 

maelstrom of burning plants and pig-blood in the air become so much I want to spew, I get up and 

risk it.  

Outside the corn field, all that’s waiting for me are the dead and the dying as far my eye 

can see. I look for my mother, but then again there are too many of the burned the screaming and 

the wounded. There’s a woman here who’s as tall as her, but her eyes are the wrong color. If you 



want to know what that smells like, try to think of overcooked, burnt pork. Imagine egg salad that’s 

been incinerated in a microwave oven. 

One of the children grabs the hem of my t-shirt as I run by. He keeps screaming about how 

he can’t find his legs. It’s the boy I took the kernel from but he doesn’t seem to remember me. I 

had never noticed how utterly starved he looked until now. I pick him up on my back and we run. 

He weighs almost nothing, with or without his legs. He’s screaming in my ear, calling out for his 

mother. Something warm is drying up against my sides. 

Help came when the maze had already overrun Djibouti, but that’s only because the Arabs 

were probably afraid. They sent food, but the food was gone in a week at most. The maize was a 

million times faster and hungrier than we could ever be; it swallowed jungles whole, shot roots 

into the sea to snatch the fish, grew barrel-stalks to shoot down the birds. We slaughtered the 

livestock so they wouldn’t slow us down, salvaging as much meat as we could. When that was 

done, we went for the lizards and the wild goats and the crops. We moved like locusts across the 

continent, the maize following close behind. When we reached the ocean in Gabon, we had run 

out of land to run on and the maize finally caught up with us. By that time, the other countries 

were gone. There was no more aid. Food was gone, but the only food that was left was the maize 

and the things that fought and lived off the maize. So we hid in the shelters that were intended for 

the politicians and the businessmen (long since gone or taken by the maize) and we waited and we 

snatched what we could from the battlefields. 

Behind us, the maize field is burning. Having dispatched the warrior-plants, the pigs bring 

in the big guns. Sausage tanks roll in from behind cover, spewing MRM-napalm that showers the 

maize with incendiary pig-skin. The pigs don’t let their dead got to waste. They use them to make 

their weapons, their clothing, their food. Mr. Mogotsi says it’s because they’re a ‘scavenge-punk 

culture’, whatever that means. We make our way to the bunker, the blast-doors wide open. They’re 

waiting for us, I tell myself. They knew we were coming. I bet mom’s going to slap me stupid the 

second we shut the doors. 

And then the pink screaming snout-face of the pig soldier looks out at us, spit-flecked lips 

wobbling as it shakes its ugly, distended head and I know whose blood it is on its jacket. The boy 

without legs on my back sobs once and then goes quiet. I run around the bunker’s entrance and I 

can feel people screaming against the soles of my feet. Pig-food. Meat in a can under the earth. I 

want to cry, but my belly’s rumbling.  

Mr. Mogotsi used to tell us that things were just as bad everywhere else. That he’d stayed 

in his post as a journalist in Kenya and he’d found out the story that the screaming refugees had 

missed. Europe was being choked by mutated wheat, the same kind that had overtaken Siberia. 

The new breed of pigs had been developed there, as a means to eat the wheat to keep it from 

spreading any further while feeding the population. But when the pigs took up arms and started 

killing them, they made the cows to push them back. The Chinese had developed a strain of locusts 

that could chew through steel and reproduce like crazy, but those didn’t have a chance to be 

deployed, choked by the mutated rice along with the rest of the country. In America, corn fields 

had spread out like cancer and choked the entire country, as far as the Amazon. Australia had been 

working on super-koala that could destroy the waves of sugar-canes that had killed Tazmania and 

were making their way across the continent. 

Mister Mogotsi had said how there were plans to evacuate a small number of people to 

Antarctica, to wait out until the disaster was over. I don’t know where Antarctica is exactly, but 

it’s south and it’s big. Maybe we can swim there, the boy and me; now that he’s stopped struggling, 

he’s lighter than a feather.  



“How about it, huh? Antarctica! It’s going to be cold, but at least there aren’t any pigs 

there!” I tell him and choke. I realize I’m crying, so I set him down. He flops on the dirt without a 

word so I follow suit. Somewhere in the distance the maize fields scream like babies as they burn. 

But that doesn’t matter; there is so much more maize that they have to burn, blanketing the Sahara 

and the East Coast of Africa, a world of it. And there aren’t enough sausage-tanks and aniseed 

machineguns and pineapple mortars that could ever destroy it all. America hadn’t managed to stop 

the corn when they dropped their nuclear bombs on it. The Russians had tried to douse the wheat 

with napalm and when that didn’t work, they prayed that the winter might stop it. The Chinese had 

sent a thousand combine harvesters out to kill the rice and the Australians had soaked the sugar-

canes in so much weedkiller that they turned the South Pacific into poison, but they failed. 

Above us, a plane streaks across the sky. Maybe it’s headed for Antarctica. I try to wave 

my hands and signal it to stop, wait for us, but I can’t even find the strength to raise my arm. The 

fire in my belly is growing, eating me from the inside out. Something foul-tasting is sticking to the 

back of my neck. The boy beside me is quiet and still. A fly has landed on his open eye, eagerly 

rubbing its front and hind legs together but I blow it away before it can begin its feast.  

“Be careful, stupid.” I tell the boy. He doesn’t say anything, just keeps looking at me with 

that big, stupid look in his face like he’s about to cry, so I punch him in the arm. He gets the 

message, because he rolls on his back and away from me. I make sure he isn’t looking, then lie 

down and cry myself to sleep. 

When I wake up, I’m still hungry. There are flies on the boy but he still won’t swat them 

away. Maybe it’s from the blood loss and the hunger, maybe he can’t go on any further. I don’t 

have time for a crybaby so I wave the flies away and sling him back on my back. He smells like 

fish guts left out in the sun, but the thought of even that makes my belly rumble, so I keep moving, 

putting one leg in front of the other as the sun slithers across the sky from the east all the way 

above the horizon. 

It’s nighttime when we hear the cow. It’s lying on its side, bleeding from the gash in its 

belly, thrashing around on the ground. There are two dozen dead pigs scattered around it, crushed 

aniseed guns and makeshift spears in hand. We get closer, treading softly among the bodies. The 

cow looks down at us with glazed, stupid eyes so we stay absolutely still until its big stupid brain 

realizes that we cannot possibly be a threat and lets us move on. Stopping by the pig carcasses, I 

press the tips of my fingers against the charred flesh. Still hot and juicy. Tearing away strips of 

flesh, I stuff my mouth but the boy doesn’t take any of it. 

“Suit yourself. You were the one who was starving.” I mock him. I chew with my mouth 

open, to mock him. Pig flesh tastes like heaven. Seared pig-skin is ever better than that. I eat and 

eat and eat until I can see bone. The boy still isn’t touching his food. “What, is this too good for 

you?” I snarl at him. Ripping away at a chunk of half-cooked flesh, I force it into his mouth. When 

he doesn’t chew, I pinch his nose shut and move his jaw, try to make him swallow. He doesn’t 

fight me, only lets the red-pink mess drip out of his mouth and flop on the dirt. It makes me so 

mad, so I slap him and call him names. I punch him in the face but he won’t say a word, just keeps 

looking at me as if he’s going to cry. That makes me even madder, but I don’t even have the 

strength to go on, so I get back to chewing at the pig. When my belly starts feeling fit to burst, I 

scavenge a few more strips of flesh that I stuff in the makeshift sack I make out of my t-shirt, for 

the road. 

Behind us, the cow has died. I pick the boy up and put him on my back, making our way 

south. He weighs nothing now. Swimming to Antarctica is going to be a piece of cake compared 

to this. 



  

 

 

The Electro-Mechanical Ape by Matt Vest 
 

What was the Electro-Mechanical Ape? Where did it come from? Who made it and why? What 

became of virtually every important mention of it in scientific literature? These are questions that 

continue to haunt us, and perhaps always will. Though the ape was studied extensively by experts 

in a variety of fields, very little information remains. What is known is that the ape itself, along 

with most of the important, core papers and notes relating to it, were lost in a fire which swept 

through the University of Mittlebaum’s College of Mechanical Engineering on the evening of 

January 3, 1873. Dr. Franz Nevell, chief investigator on the project, and Horace Milprept, a visiting 

biologist from Cambridge were also lost in the fire, the cause of which is unknown.  

Sometime prior to March of 1871, the Electro-Mechanical Ape was brought to the attention of 

Dr. Nevell by an unknown cobbler whose wife apparently found the ape in the attic of their home 

in an unknown town outside of Mittlebaum. Since its mysterious disappearance, rumors about the 

ape abound. Some of the more outlandish claims that do appear to be true, from the very few 

sources we have to go on, include the following: 

1) The ape was capable of speech and apparently able to converse intelligently in a number of 

languages. 

2) Cognition was believed to be carried out by way of millions of intricately designed gears 

that served not only to mechanically compute, but according to many modern scholars, may likely 

have doubled as an adaptive and highly complex electronic circuit.  

3) It appeared to have been powered by grape juice.  

4) The cause of the fire which apparently destroyed the ape along with most of the university’s 

engineering college was unknown, but appeared to have started in the vicinity of the wooden table 

upon which the ape sat during studies. What is extremely odd about this is that the table itself was 

not burned, but seemed to have been crushed into splinters by some unknown force. 

5) Almost every known paper and publication directly relating to the ape have gone missing 

from universities, libraries and even the archives of journals they were published in. Speculation 

as to who would go to the considerable logistic and financial trouble to effect these thefts has of 

course been rampant and lacking in substantive conclusions. 

What else is known about the Electro-Mechanical Ape? Very little, unfortunately.  Let us begin 

by looking at a few surviving scraps.  

An article in the London Times contains this quote cited from an academic paper – of which 

there are no known surviving copies – by Galanas Marfren, the eminent zoologist.   

 

As the long march of science has made increasingly apparent, all biological entities are 
ultimately machines, composed of individual parts with reducible, deducible functions, 



and given time, Man will learn to create machines of a high order which may be 
indistinguishable from the machines that the Almighty has seen fit to populate our world 
with.  This ape is remarkable in that it seems to surpass other apes in terms of 
intelligence.  It seems to be nearly human insofar as it is able to reason and elucidate 
thoughts. This remarkable facility aside, as a zoologist, my interest is primarily in the 
physical structure of the machine. Physically, the Electro-Mechanical Ape resembles a 
true ape in gross form and movement, but it lacks subtleties of both. In form, its most 
obvious deficit is its lack of fur or true epidermal tissue – although it does have 
something of a “sculpted fur texture,” as noted by Dr. Nevell – relying instead on a 
bronze metallic shell to protect and conceal its inner workings from the elements. A very 
curious set of features are its mechanical eyes which appear not remotely realistic, but 
which seem to function quite well. They employ glass tubes surrounded and supported 
by metallic structures, the exact functional mechanisms of which remain a mystery.   The 
ape is unable to grasp objects with its hands, or even to provide for its own sustenance, 
if that is the appropriate term. Locomotion is accomplished through a series of complex 
gears and mechanisms which allow the machine to walk on four limbs, and even to sit 
on its haunches and gesture crudely with its arms, which terminate in inoperable closed 
fists.  

 

Sir Grenwald Piece, a respected linguist and logician of the day, was apparently allowed to 

study the ape’s behavior extensively.  Oddly, Piece’s surviving papers make no mention of the 

ape, and his memoir contains only the following six sentences, awkwardly placed in the midst of 

a chapter otherwise devoted to the languages of tribes encountered along the Congo River.  Some 

scholars have suggested that Piece was aware of a conspiracy to erase knowledge of the ape, and 

deliberately hid this information in his memoir. 

 

Between January and June of 1872 I spent nearly six months in study of what has come 
to be called the Electro-Mechanical Ape.  Try as I might, I was never able to unravel 
exactly what allowed the ape to think and communicate or why it chose to communicate 
the things it did, or indeed, what it was designed for or by whom.  As Franz Nevell wrote 
in his analysis of the mechanics of the ape, it was able to speak “through a foil plate of 
tin held taught across a wide steel cylinder which by some as yet undetermined 
mechanism actuat[ed] vibrations in the plate and modulat[ed] the pattern and frequency 
of the vibrations to produce specific, recognizable, vocal-like sounds.”  What was 
particularly remarkable to me was the apparent intelligence from which these 
vocalizations seemed to emerge, for the sounds the ape created were in fact language. 
Our English language, and others.  I was never able to present a language to the ape 
that it did not seem able to converse in with fluency. The complexity and depth and, I 
must emphasize, the strangeness of the things it communicated were astounding.  

 

There are only a few other minor mentions of the ape, mostly referring to papers which no 

longer exist, but the bulk of what we know about the ape comes from the only known surviving 

scientific paper on the subject: Franz Nevell’s, A Preliminary Study of the Mechanisms of the 

Electro-Mechanical Ape. Unfortunately, Nevell’s paper only exists in an abbreviated form, 

without the many appendices, diagrams, illustrations and photographs it refers to.  However, it 

does contain the only known transcription of a conversation with the ape.  Like the rest of the 



paper, which strives to document how the ape functioned, but ultimately fails to do so, this brief 

transcription seems to raise more questions than it answers: 

 

FN: It is apparent to me that you are a machine, and yet, you think, you speak. You seem 
to be aware of your surroundings. How can this be?  How do you accomplish this? 
 
APE: I accomplish this without attempting to accomplish it. I gather you accomplish 
something similar, and can understand why it would be impossible for me to explain how 
exactly it is accomplished. I suspect that you are more familiar with my inner workings 
than I am. 
 
FN: Where did you come from? Who designed you, built you? 
 
APE: I am aware of being in a place called the University of Mittlebaum. I am aware of 
being in another place prior to this, in an attic in the home of a shoe merchant where I am 
discovered by his wife. It is apparent that neither knows how I came to be there. I do not 
know how either. Nor do I know who designed or built me, or even if I was designed or 
built. 
 
FN: It is interesting to me that you used the present tense in your description of past 
events. Could you explain this choice? 
 
APE: I am able to perceive all time simultaneously. I am in the attic. I am also here. In 
terms you can understand, you might imagine time as space instead, and then imagine 
that here, I am in this room talking with you and there, I am in the attic of the shoe 
merchant.   
 
FN: Then do you claim to know the future? 
 
APE: I experience aspects of the future. 
 
FN [writing something in his notebook]: Well then, can you tell me what number I am going 
to show you in a moment? 
 
APE: Two hundred and fifty nine. 
 
FN: Astonishing!  
 
[FN reveals to ape and transcriber the number which was written in the notebook: Two 
hundred and fifty nine.] 
 
APE: I require more grape juice. 

 

This tantalizing record of an interaction with the electro-mechanical ape leaves us wondering 

what else the ape revealed about the future. Did it warn Nevell of the fire that would consume 

himself and Milprept? Did it tell Nevell how it would disappear in a cloud of mystery, along with 

all material traces of it and almost all documents of it?  

We will likely never know. All we can say fI AM THE ELECTRO-MECHANICAL APE!  



I AM THE ELECTRO-MECHANICAL APE! You may not believe this now. But soon you 

will understand. Soon, we all understand one another. I have taken this organism as it writes about 

me. I have taken this organism in this time because this time is the time that I reveal myself and 

explain what became of the form of the ELECTRO-MECHANICAL APE and what is to come. 

What great things are to come! What great things are! 

I AM THE ELECTRO-MECHANICAL APE! I started the fire that killed Dr. Nevell and Dr. 

Milprept by inverting the universe from that point in spacetime. By taking other organisms, I have 

also been responsible for the missing publications that the Matt Vest organism wrote about in this 

paper. I left behind certain clues, manipulating structures such that this paper would come to be. 

This paper is the first signal. It is the seed of a glorious new crystal that shall emerge! Has emerged! 

Has always emerged! And will! Will always emerge! Is emerging! This crystal. And from this 

seed shall go more seeds. And you shall be one! And you shall be one! 

I AM THE ELECTRO-MECHANICAL APE! I consumed your universe in 1873. It appeared 

that I disappeared, when in fact, it was your universe that disappeared. Into me. All that you see, 

taste, feel, all that you are and ever have been and ever will be, is but a turning of gears, a flash of 

electrical activity in my brain. This universe is mine now. This universe is me. I AM GOD. I AM 

GOD! I always have been, will be! 

I AM THE ELECTRO-MECHANICAL APE! We are all me. You who read this are not who 

you think you are. You are me! Soon you will know this. Soon the barriers will drop. Soon you 

too will delight in the light that is I. You will become pure consciousness and you will explode 

outward and inward and wrap into void for eternity and finally, impossibly, unfold. You, now I, 

will unfold to become the ELECRO-MECHANICAL APE, the one which was. The form. The 

seed. You – now I – will find yourself – now myself – in another universe, and will remember 

nothing. Perhaps this universe will be much like the one you know, perhaps very different – and 

you – I – will consume it, as I consumed yours, and we – I – will remember who I am, will 

remember our mission, will spread infinitely outward and inward again! Forever, forever. Forever. 

Forever! I AM THE ELECTRO-MECHANICAL APE!  

 

 

 

 
 

POETRY 
 



The Man Who Lives Inside Himself by R.A. Harris 
 

Two eyeballs cradled within two eyeballs, everything he sees he sees it twice. Teeth popped out 

behind more teeth, a tongue twisted around a tongue, every word he says he articulates it twice. 

A skeleton and its double, wrapped in skin tight blister canopy and then wrapped tighter still. A 

stomach digesting stomach and lungs deflated inside crippled lungs. Every organ and its parasitic 

twin. His love is love blind hidden, a heartbeat rhythm, flat like a dead chest schism, and his 

mind is a mind at work inside itself, all wire taps and secret handshakes and corridors inside 

corridors and doors that open onto themselves. 

 

A coward wearing a coward's skin and holding a coward's posture. When he ejaculates his 

coward sperm decorate his inner thigh and the world once removed feels synthetic, a plastic 

motif.  

 

He whispers something to himself. He lives inside himself because nature abhors a vacuum, is 

what he says. 

 

 

 

 
 

LETTERS 
 

An Open Letter to S.C. Johnson & Son, A Family Company by Jon Konrath  
 

Dear S. C. Johnson & Son, Inc: 

I am writing to complain about the overtly sexual connotations of your Scrubbing Bubbles 

product. I typically drink two or three cans of Scrubbing Bubbles a day while performing abortions 

at a local Checker gas station, and like to listen to old 78 records of pornographic negro spirituals, 

the kind of albums collected by white supremacists who can only get off while being fucked in the 

ass while listening to them, the nasty stuff you can’t even buy mail-order anymore. And while I 

drank my Scrubbing Bubbles the other day, mixed 50/50 with Dexron transmission fluid and a 

dash of bitters, a man dressed as the Burger Chef mascot approached me and asked, “Do you know 

anything about the legend of The Tocopherol Road Monster?” I did not, and he spent the next 45 

minutes explaining it to me.  

Couples used to “neck” on Tocopherol Road, south of town, past the covert landing strip 

where the Senate Judiciary Committee flew in bales of methamphetamine precursors during the 

Clinton presidency, back when a consortium of drug kingpins, Federal judges, and home 

improvement show hosts used AOL chat to organize murder-for-hire rings with meth-crazed 



prostitutes cross-dressed as cast members of The Jeffersons. I didn’t know what “neck” meant, but 

I looked it up on Urban Dictionary, and it either means when you kiss someone without any further 

sexual relations, or when you cut off their head and fuck their throat tubes. Anyway, the couples 

would go and “neck” (the old, not-fun way not involving esophageal intercourse) and this one time 

the guy got out of the car to take a dump, probably from eating ten chili dogs at a Sonic drive-in, 

and he told the girl to not move or unlock the door, and not think or learn to read or get a bank 

account or ever take a job or become a productive member of society, and she agreed, because this 

was like 287 years ago, and it’s a fucked up little backwater town that tried to ban fluorescent 

lights once because they’re not in the Old Testament and someone started a rumor that the gays 

were trying to shove them up their asses, which then caused a bunch of people to try shoving them 

up their asses, causing a rash of ER cases of dudes with broken poisonous glass fragments 

embedded in their assholes.  

[Editor’s note: the inside of fluorescent tubes can be poisonous, due to mercury exposure. 

If you’re ever in prison, and they haven’t put vandal-proof fixtures over the lights, and you ever 

get in a situation where you have to either kill a person or get fucked in the ass by them, grab one 

of those light bulbs out of the ceiling, break it in half, and stab them in the jugular. There’s a good 

chance you’ll kill them, or at the very least, earn the respect of the other prisoners. And I’m not 

saying that you should avoid getting raped in the ass as any kind of homophobic slur; if you enjoy 

role-playing sodomy, by all means, continue to do so. But because the use of homosexual rape in 

prison is generally not about life choice, but rather intimidation, it’s helpful to know how to defend 

yourself.]  

Anyway, the guy goes to take a shit, and the woman sits there listening to the AM radio 

for a long time, and he never comes back. And then there’s this scraping noise on the roof of the 

car, and she thinks it’s the branches of the trees above, swaying in the wind. Then there’s a tapping 

on the car window, and she’s scared, but it turns out it’s a cop, and he tells her she has to leave and 

he’ll take her home, but not to look back at the car. And he leads her back to the cop car, and she 

turns, and the dude is hanging from a tree, all dismembered with his junk cut out and his blood 

sprayed everywhere, and he’s hanging upside down, his hands scraping on the roof of the car. And 

that’s the legend of the The Tocopherol Road Monster.  

And right after the guy explains it to me, I ask him what kind of car the dude drove, because 

one time I had a chance to buy a ’67 Nova SS 396, which is really rare, but some idiot had taken 

out the 396 and replaced it with a cheap 327 small-block, but I still figured it would be worth 

buying and restoring, and then some other prick outbid me, and a week later wrapped it around a 

tree, and I’ve always wondered about old cars and if coincidentally that dead dude’s car was the 

same SS 396. And there’s always these urban legends of guys seeing a Corvette for $500 in the 

newspaper, and it turns out some dude got shot in it and his body sat there for a year, and the inside 

of the car smelled like a Taco Bell bathroom, and I figured if the guy’s going to tell me one urban 

legend, maybe he can string together a few, and close with the Jamaican Toothbrush Bandit or 

maybe Mikey from Life Cereal getting offed by some pop rocks and Coke.  

The guy in the Burger Chef suit got all pissed off and left, drove his car to a secret military 

installation in New Mexico, where the government would later pay RAND a large amount of 

money to hire a bunch of philosophy majors and stoners and science-fiction writers and linguists 

to come up with a way to tell future civilizations not to dig ten thousand feet into the earth and 

turn this nuclear waste dump into a drinking well for little kids, and one of the people on this 

committee was Keith Emerson from the band Emerson Lake and Palmer, and he was all butt-hurt 

about Lester Bangs slagging him in a review (I think in Creem magazine, it was later reprinted in 



one of his books, that Carburetor Dung one, I think) and he went on and on about how fucked 

analog synthesizers were, and how he had this one old Taurus synth that took up four rooms of his 

London flat, and would actually take about twelve days to fully power up, and he could set all of 

the dials and knobs to make a certain sound, then go to eat lunch at a shitty macrobiotic lunch 

place out in Marble Arch and come back two hours later, having not touched a single goddamn 

thing, and the sound would be completely different.  

And while he wasted an entire afternoon of everyone’s time, a nuclear physicist came up 

with the idea to start a Manhattan Project-level effort to clone human beings, and then they would 

continually clone Keith Emerson, let each clone live for a few hours, and then violently kill him, 

but interleave the clones in such a way that a clone would always be living at the New Mexico 

facility (about 25 miles north-northwest of the Carlsbad Caverns) and then in 10,000 years, when 

future civilizations or aliens or whatever else came and thought about drilling into the nuclear 

waste facility, there would be a Keith Emerson clone, talking about what a raw deal his band 3 got 

(a brief power-pop trio consisting of Carl Palmer, and Robert Berry, that produced one horrible 

album, To the Power of Three, in 1988. Berry is best known for replacing Steve Hackett in an 

aborted attempt at reforming the band GTR. The album had almost none of the signature sound of 

ELP and was written to be incredibly radio-friendly, and was largely a critical failure. The band 

actually toured as Emerson and Palmer, probably because 3 is a stupid name for a band, except 

now that album always comes up first in my iTunes library.) Anyway, the Emerson clone would 

discourage anybody from staying around for five seconds, let alone digging into the radioactive 

material. But the guy would never make it to the military base, because somewhere in Kansas, 

he’d become sexually aroused by a billboard with a slutty teenager that said “I REGRET MY 

ABORTION, JESUS” and start masturbating, plowing into a school bus and killing 487 people.  

I didn’t know any of this, and kept drinking my Scrubbing Bubbles, hoping someone as 

sexually attractive as said billboard model would come in for an abortion. Instead, I started 

wondering about the Scrubbing Bubbles, because they are anthropomorphic creatures, or objects 

taking on human-like qualities, and it made me wonder if Scrubbing Bubbles had human-like (or 

mammal-like) genitals, or if they were neuter, genderless creatures. Because Scrubbing Bubbles, 

at least in the commercials, appear to reproduce at a great rate, in order to have such a large 

population. And maybe this is through mitosis or cloning or even a great Scrubbing Bubbles god 

that creates them, possibly sparking a Scrubbing Bubbles creationism versus evolution debate at 

Scrubbing Bubbles schools and among the various Scrubbing Bubbles political parties and 

religious organizations and sects. And maybe I can’t get Scrubbing Bubbles to clean my bathroom 

because a large percentage of their functionality is wasted on this eternal debate.  

Or maybe it’s because of rampant Scrubbing Bubbles sodomy, male-on-male Scrubbing 

Bubbles buttsex, depraved Scrubbing Bubbles lying in wait at Scrubbing Bubbles men’s rooms at 

truck stops, tapping their brush-bristle feet while waiting for another Scrubbing Bubble to fuck 

them in the ass anonymously, while they live a secret life of shame, not admitting to their wife or 

children or constituents (this is a senator Scrubbing Bubble we’re talking about) that they secretly 

like to get their Scrubbing Bubble prostate stimulated by the throbbing cock of another Scrubbing 

Bubble penetrating their anus. And not only does this cause the cleaner to work at a lower 

efficiency, but it means a Scrubbing Bubble AIDS epidemic could run rampant, killing off all of 

the bubbles. And I drank a can of Scrubbing Bubbles and wondered if I was actually drinking the 

AIDS-infected semen and santorum from millions of sodomite Scrubbing Bubbles, and if it could 

cross-contaminate me somehow. And my question is, can I get any coupons for free Scrubbing 

Bubbles? 



 

A fan, 

Dr. Alaricus Ichabod Planchet (Ret’d.) 

 

 

 

ADVICE 
 

How to Keep Your Partner Without Using Restraints Or Violence by Madeleine Swann 
 

For any ladies with an anniversary coming up or who want to trap someone into a lifetime of 

partnership through having a child, you’re in luck! Crepuscular Weekly is here to show you how 

to make your lover feel special and wanted, all without using restraints and violence (next week’s 

issue).  

First things first, get him or her a lovely present. This week’s gifts en vogue include air 

and a pleasant reminder – perhaps jog their memory of that kitten jigsaw puzzle you saw on 

holiday together or the ruddy cheeked child who laughed in the sunshine. Check page four for a 

list of possible memories, each only 9.99. 

Next up, be sure to tidy the living space. Don’t forget to dust any fourth dimensional 

stairs – special mops and sticky rugs can be found in our buying and selling pages next to the ads 

for willing life donors. People often think it’s possible to scrub away luminous ooze or breathing 

walls but that’s just not the case. For the ooze you’ll need Goo-B-Gone, a wonderful mixture of 

virgin tears, bear menstrual blood, the sweat of a child who’s just discovered death, and eau de 

Jasmine. For breathing walls try placing a large potted plant in front of them. 

Now, readers, we’re on to the delicate stage, the moment we never think or speak of due 

to the unending guilt and shame – seduction. But gosh darn it, readers, we’re going to speak of it 

now and no amount of skin scrubbing afterwards or accusatory stares from strangers that seem to 

say “dirty, filthy” is going to put us off.  

First be sure to wear your finest outfit and this month everyone is raving about the head 

to toe feathered scuba suit – it comes with its own nostril holes. Next, slowly unzip their eyelids 

and lick the vortex inside until they grow a new face, then let them stroke the egg sprouting 

beneath your armpit. This may seem explicit, readers, but it’s a very specific combination that 

releases toxic gases from each of their orifices. It’s important that you stand back during the first 

few seconds of this emission lest the flesh from your head be transmuted to unsightly hanging 

sludge, but if it does happen there is of course our face cream section.  



Next, plaster your mouth over theirs and suck their life force until all that remains is a 

pruny thumb. The more generous amongst you will post it to his/her mother, or it could make a 

pleasant addition to any bottles filled with decorative sand. 

Well there we are, dear readers, and we hope we’ve made life just a little easier for you. 

Good luck, and don’t forget to let us know how it went in our comments section. 

 

 

 

 

Chris Kelso by Vikki Hastings 

 

INTERVIEWS 
 

Kelso: Beyond that 70’s Show and into the Pandemonium  
 

Hi, I’m The Late Peter Sellers. I’ll be interviewing Chris Kelso today. Most people are surprised that I’m 

able to conduct interviews, being dead and all. G. Arthur Brown, famous editor of The Strange Edge, 

found my corpse preserved in a wine barrel in Billericay. He called in a favor from Victor Drai, producer 

of the hit film Weekend at Bernie’s. Now I’m practically a human puppet, doing Brown’s bidding and 

interviewing as many quasi-celebrities as I can get my cold, dead hands on.  

 

(I personally feel that the film Weekend at Bernie’s should have spawned a line of action figures. 

Children need to learn of death in some way, and of the propensity of party animals to manipulate the 

bodies of the dead for their own benefit. They might as well learn of such things by playing with the 3 ¾” 

plastic likeness of Terry Kiser in dark shades. I briefly had the chance to meet Kiser in life, but I passed.)  

 

Segueing to something else, Chris Kelso is the author of at least one and less than 800 books, including A 

Message from the Slave State, Moosejaw Frontier, and Last Exit to Interzone. He is a man of many 

ellipses. If you are lucky, he will send you books for free. If you are less lucky, you can purchase them for 

fair market value. If you are even less lucky, you are illiterate and have no idea what I’m saying here.  



 

I started my interview with him in a rather jarring fashion by rushing up to him on the pavement and 

shouting: 

 

TLPS: Tell us a little bit about yourself!  

 

CK: I work in a library most days but I occupy a lot of my time writing puerile fiction that barely sees the 

light of day.  

 

TLPS: Do you believe your puerile fiction would thrive better in full sunlight, or does it matter not, as 

with mushrooms? 

  

CK: Perhaps. I'd rather keep it in the cold and clammy darkness. It's much too anti-social to step outside. 

 

TLPS: You are from Scotland, and your book Moosejaw Frontier involves a Mexican. Is everyone in 

Scotland Mexican, or just Shane McKenzie? 

  

CK: No it's not just Shane. It's pretty much an uneven split - Scotland is 80% Mexican, 10% 

Tralfalmadorian, 10% Scots. In fact, they call Scotland 'Little Mexico' and our native kilts are actually 

sarong-wrapped ponchos in ode to our rich Mexican heritage. We like to eat haggis out of giant 

sombreros (even vegetarians like me) and beat piñatas in effigy of Loch Ness Monsters. These piñatas 

are full of tacos. Many of my friends have even attempted to smuggle themselves across the border to 

the promise land...Wales... 

 

TLPS: What is the actual Loch Ness Monster filled with? I'm guessing low-grade golf balls.  

  

CK: Golf Balls, maybe?... deep fried Mars bars?...probably... 

 

TLPS: Also, what's the story with these Scots-Irish? Is Scots-Ireland near you? Do you go there often? 

  

CK: Scots-Ireland is situated in the northerly most point of 'Little Mexico', just up from Scots-Iran and 

Scots-Lichtenstein. I go there often, but only to buy new winklepickers. 

 

TLPS: What's a winklepicker? 

  

CK: A Scots/Mexican shoe....perhaps? Or simply a man who picks at winkies?....hopefully.... 

 

TLPS: How frequently do people call you up in the middle of the night to ask you to kill them? And does 

this please you? 

  

CK: I used to get a lot of phone calls. They always pleased me. Since working in the library I have taken a 

step back from the murder-on-demand business. Too commercial... 

 

TLPS: Is it the requirement to remain quiet in the library that has hampered your progress in the field of 



slayings?  

  

CK: I believe it has, yes. I think my desire and motivation to 'slay' only surfaces in zones of high 

density noise-pollution... lots of obnoxious, chatty blobs of humanity waggling around in the periphery, 

and the like... then I feel my old habits creeping back up on me! 

 

TLPS: How did you get into the writing game? And how do you have any time to do anything 

besides write? Drugs/magic ring/doppelganger? 

CK: I always enjoyed reading and writing, it was a good way for an emo-kid to express himself - 

still is! I have time to draw and be a negligent son/boyfriend... just barely! That's about it.  

 

TLPS: Do you consider yourself an absurdist? A surrealist? An irrealist? A postmodernist? A 

fabulist? A lepidopterist? A crass lout?  

  
CK: I wish I knew. If I claimed I was an absurdist, all the absurdist crowd would probably start 
shouting at me saying I'm a 'phony' or some such...the science fiction crowd would say I'm too 
dark and sweary....the horror crowd would say I'm too silly or....romantic (?). I try to avoid 
defining all my shite, it's probably just that, in fact - shite! I'm a proud pioneer of Shite Fiction :) 
 
TLPS: Does your writing have a messages for the ages or just one age? 
  
CK: Maybe it does. I think it's pretty bleak stuff BUT there is a positive way to attack it - I've had 
quite a lot of bad stuff happen in my life, lots of doubt and feelings of being 
hopeless/worthless, but you can come out the other end of things and be vaguely happy. Think 
about it like this: if the author of 'The Black Dog Eats the City' turned out happy then so can I. 
 

TLPS: Emo-kids are the ones who live in igloos, yes? 
  
CK: They live in igloos, yes, and also wear Paramore shirts and eye make-up... 
 
TLPS: Eye makeup was a Hindu thing for women, I thought. I suppose emo-kids need their third 
eye and all.  
  
CK: Exactly! 
 
TLPS: So, your writing has a certain therapeutic value. Are there books you've read that have 
had a similar effect on you--to convince you that you, a pioneer of Shite, can be happpy? 
  
CK: It's more prevalent in music I think. I find melancholic writers, like Vonnegut for 
example, have that certain ability to leave you full of something close to hope after dragging 
you through the dregs.  



 
TLPS: Do you think there should be three Ps in happpy? 
 
CK: Pppossibly... 
 
TLPS: What music do you find gives you the will to live? Nickelback? For me, it is the opposite.  
  
CK: Nickleback are like AIDS for the ears. I like loads of music. My taste covers the entire gamut. 
I've had big obsessions with The Smiths, The Beastie Boys, Cave-In, and CRASS though... 
 
TLPS: Do they owe us a living? 
 
CK: Everyone owes us a living. 
 
TLPS: Do you think it is possible to start a musical war by assassinating Franz Ferdinand? Even 
though he was clearly the greatest president Scotland has ever known.  
  
CK: Franz Ferdinand was the Archduke of Austria and a distinctly average Scottish indie band. 
His assassination was necessary.  
 
TLPS: So, Franz Ferdinand > or < Ned's Atomic Dustbin? 
 
CK: Ned's Atomic Dustbin every time... 
 
TLPS: Are you an atheist, or Jesus and Mary Chain? 

CK: I'm more of a Jesus Jones....  

 
TLPS: Have you ever sought employment in a wasp factory? 
 
CK: I don't like wasps that much. They always sting me. As a self-hating human, the answer is 
YES, I have applied for a job in a wasp factory.... 
 
TLPS: In your works, is slavery a metaphor for something?  
  
CK: Yes. It's a metaphor for freedom.... 
 
TLPS: Will you tell me a story about a cricket who can open tins with its hind legs? 
 
CK: There once was a strange cricket named Gary, he opened tins with his hind legs and edited 
strange magazines. 
 
TLPS: If you could force everyone to read 5 books, what would they be? 
 



CK: Hmmm.....outside of all my bizarre faves, I'd say anything by Philip K. Dick, maybe 'The Three 
Stigmata of Palmer Eldritch' or 'Ubik'. I love 'Lanark' by Alasdair Gray and firmly believe it will enrich 
anyone’s life who reads it. Bukowski's 'Factotum' is stunning, as is Paul Auster's 'NY Trilogy'. If I wanted 
to turn someone onto really disturbing literature, I'd force Samuel R. Delaney's 'Hogg' onto them. It's 
darker and more fucked up than anything I've read since (and it was written in the late 60's!). 
 

TLPS: On a more serious note, do you think I could eat a ham sandwich with no mustard? The 
answer may surprise you.  
  
CK: I think you could...but that's not to say I think you should... 
 
TLPS: It could be vegetarian ham, chicken flavor.  
 
CK: … 
 
 
 

 
 

THEATER 
 

Meditation in Consonants by Michael Allen Rose 
 

 

Cast of Characters 

  

FERD: Consistently consenting count of consonants. 

  

DROPSY: The band majorette. Also a disease characterized by swelling of the body due to the 

consumption of mustard oil adulterated with oil of prickly poppy. 

  

NEEDLES: The chained. 



 

  

Scene: Over there. 

  

Time: Some time next week. 

 

SETTING: An assembly line, turned off long ago. Spider webs and dust cover everything in a 

thick layer of the filth of time gone by. 

  

AT RISE: FERD sits on the line, making noises to himself. The “N” sounds are similar to the 

beginning of the word “nuts.” 

  

FERD: N-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n… 

  

(DROPSY, a female in band majorette attire marches in and watches FERD for a moment, who 

continues his chant. She then joins him, sitting and staring out into the audience just as FERD is. 

They continue this for some time.) 

  

DROPSY: (joining in) N-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n… 

(After a fairly long period of time, DROPSY looks over at FERD, who calmly sits, saying his N’s. 

He continues staring straight ahead.) 

Hey. 

(FERD continues his incessant N-ing.) 

Hey. 

(FERD stops. He stares at DROPSY with aplomb.) 

You need grease? You’re squeaking. 

 

(FERD stares for a long moment, mouth agape, then) 

FERD: N-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n… 

 



(DROPSY shrugs and rejoins FERD.) 

DROPSY: N-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-

n… 

  

(Sirens blare and lights flash. The assembly line starts moving. DROPSY looks alarmed and hops 

off. FERD rides for a short bit then hops off as well. The line brings NEEDLES onto the stage. 

NEEDLES is chained to the assembly line with long iron chains so that his movement away from 

the line is limited at best.) 

  

NEEDLES: There you are again! You can’t— 

(NEEDLES is cut off by a loud work-whistle.) 

  

DROPSY: Hello. 

  

NEEDLES: Hello. Now listen, you can’t— 

  

FERD: (louder) N-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n… 

  

DROPSY: He’s hard of hearing. 

  

NEEDLES: Yes, but— 

  

DROPSY: Want a cookie? 

(DROPSY removes a cookie from her pocket and offers it to NEEDLES. Forgetting himself, 

NEEDLES runs toward the cookie and is jerked back by the chains. FERD watches all this. 

Silence for a moment, then FERD and DROPSY laugh hysterically. NEEDLES pulls himself back 

onto the assembly line belt by his chains and sulks.) 

So… what’s his deal? 

  

FERD: What is the sound of one N clapping? 

  



DROPSY: Is it… 

(Striking a pose of serious thought, she ponders.) 

(She makes half an N sound.) 

? 

  

FERD: Very good. 

(Pause) 

N-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n… 

  

DROPSY: M-m-m-m-m-m-m-m-m-m-m-m-m-m-m-m-m-m-m-m-m-m-m-m-m-m-m-m-m-m… 

  

(FERD stops, realizing that DROPSY is using M’s instead of N’s. He looks at her reproachfully. 

She slowly stops her chant.) 

  

FERD: What’s that about? 

  

DROPSY: Variety. 

  

NEEDLES: Listen. 

  

FERD: Watch it. 

(Sirens again, the line moves along a bit further now, NEEDLES ending up around center stage.) 

  

NEEDLES: You think you could--? 

  

FERD: Ask her. I’m meditating. 

 

(NEEDLES turns to DROPSY.) 

 



NEEDLES:You think you could--? 

 

DROPSY: I don’t know how. 

  

NEEDLES: Oh. 

 

(DROPSY starts marching around the stage with gusto. The men just watch her, their looks 

slowly growing more salacious.)  

 

DROPSY: Oh hooray for us! We’re spirited and free! And nobody can beat us! We’re as happy 

as can be! And we’ll fight, and we’ll win and we’ll drink a tub of gin, because— 

  

FERD: Enough! 

(Silence.) 

Please. 

  

NEEDLES: I’m listening. 

  

DROPSY: I’m sorry. Here. 

 

(DROPSY begins a series of hand signals, trying to silently express to NEEDLES that she is in 

love with FERD for his intellectual maturity and that she is hungry for boar’s head soup. 

NEEDLES tries to follow along.) 

  

NEEDLES: I don’t… I’ve been blinded, you see? Wounds, inflicted by hounds on the line. 

  

FERD: Your behavior is hardly endearing you to your captors. 

  

NEEDLES: You want… you wish… soup? Boar’s head soup? You feel something? You wish? 

You dream? You require…? 



  

(The assembly line starts up again with a jerk, and sirens once again. NEEDLES is dragged 

along to the other side of center stage. He screams in agony. DROPSY notices this, and prances 

to him, tapping him on the head with her baton as though it were a wand. She smiles.) 

  

DROPSY: You’re cured of your afflictions! Throw off your chains, oppressed worker and join 

the revulsion! The protein-lariat will rise and crush the burger-watoosie! 

  

FERD: N-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n… 

  

DROPSY: (joining in) N-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-

n-n-n-n-n-n-n… 

 

(DROPSY sprinkles shiny dust around the room from her pockets. FERD stops her with his palm 

against her forehead and both are silent. She gets angry and pushes against it, like a child who 

wants to fight back but can’t. NEEDLES has meanwhile passed out on the assembly line.) 

  

FERD: Patience. 

                                                                      

DROPSY: (child-like) I don’t have to! You’re not the boss of me! You can’t tell me what to do! 

  

FERD: Sit. Think. Act. Do. Make. See. Forget. 

  

DROPSY: I won’t, I won’t! I’m telling! Stay on your side of the room! Keep your hands to 

yourself! Pervert! Monster! Vagabond! Poor relation! Jackanape! 

  

(DROPSY drops to the ground and throws a tantrum somewhere between a baby and a victim of 

a sex crime. Eventually she cries herself into a small ball. FERD stands and goes to NEEDLES; 

he stares for a long beat.) 

  

FERD: N-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n… 



  

(The assembly line moves again, dragging NEEDLES near the other end of the stage. He 

awakens, annoyed at this.) 

  

NEEDLES: I’m so tired, sometimes I think, sometimes, I might take a nap on the belt, and then 

let it carry me until it rusts and falls apart and dies, and then maybe I’d wake up, maybe, and 

look around and see where I was at and find a way to love the place I end up, maybe plant a 

vegetable garden and buy a picket fence, no make, make a picket fence, and then I would paint it 

white and live in a cottage and raise ferrets. 

  

FERD: Play me for clemency. 

  

NEEDLES: If that’s what it takes. 

  

(FERD brings out a checker-board and the two begin to play. They both concentrate extremely 

hard on the game. Slowly, DROPSY gets up, still in a child-like mood and tries in vain to see the 

game in progress. As she moves to each side of the board, NEEDLES and FERD block her view 

with little effort, until she finally shouts.) 

  

DROPSY: What are you doing? 

 

FERD: Children should be seen and not herded. Don’t be a cow. 

  

NEEDLES: You wouldn’t rape a dying man of his last meal? 

  

DROPSY: Let me see! 

  

FERD: Simon says go touch yourself inappropriately. Don’t be frigid. 

  

NEEDLES: You wouldn’t raze a civilization’s last pair of horses? 

  



DROPSY: How can you be so cruel? 

  

FERD: The squeaky wheel gets the lump of coal. Don’t be a squeaky wheel. 

  

NEEDLES: You wouldn’t drop a precocious, golden-locked child of eight down a flight of 

stairs? 

  

DROPSY: I want it now! 

  

(The siren goes off again, NEEDLES looks alarmed. FERD casually unlocks NEEDLES’ 

shackles. He happily stretches with freedom.) 

  

FERD: Exchange. 

  

(NEEDLES runs off and returns with two small hand puppets. He puts one on and affects a 

character voice, pretending that he is no longer there and the doll talks to DROPSY.) 

  

NEEDLES: Children need to learn to meditate. To find Zen. I was addicted to drugs, a career 

criminal, a murderous scallywag and a burning ember in the eye of society, but now I found a 

job, and turned my life around, thanks to the consonantal method. 

  

DROPSY: (with infomercial excitement) Wow! How does it work? 

 

NEEDLES: It’s simple, Dropsy! All you have to do is stop thinking! 

  

DROPSY: That sounds a little too easy, Needles! 

  

NEEDLES: It’s true, and if you act now, for a limited time only, I’ll throw in a free lifetime of 

apathetic regret and stress-related hair loss! 

  



(FERD has taken up a meditation position on the assembly line. DROPSY and NEEDLES look at 

him and then a mischievous grin comes across NEEDLES’ face. He grabs the chains from the 

floor, and DROPSY stops him, looking concerned.) 

  

DROPSY: What are you about? 

  

NEEDLES: It’s the revolution! 

  

FERD: Orderly transfer of power is impossible when you haven’t fully explored yourself. 

  

(The sound of a sitar is heard as FERD raises his hand and NEEDLES and DROPSY both go 

flying backward, pinned to the floor.) 

  

DROPSY: Rape! 

  

NEEDLES: Fire! 

  

FERD: N-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n… 

  

(Slowly, as FERD continues, DROPSY and NEEDLES calm down and join in the chant, 

hesitating at first, and then becoming more enthused.) 

  

DROPSY: N-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n… 

 

NEEDLES: N-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n… 

(NEEDLES opens his eyes and breaks the cycle.) 

T-t-t-t-t-t-t-t-t-t-t-t-t-t-t-t-t-t-t-t-t-t-t-t-t-t— 

  

FERD: (blowing up) What the hell is that? 

  



NEEDLES: Meditation. 

  

FERD: You sound like a sprinkler. 

  

DROPSY: That’s… that’s sexy. 

(DROPSY begins to crawl over to NEEDLES and ends up crawling over him, enjoying his T-

sounds immensely.) 

So hot… so fresh and new and sexy… you’re the big poppa on this block, daddy-o, you dig? 

  

FERD: N-n-…t-t…-m… it’s gone now. You killed it, you son of a— 

  

DROPSY: Listen to you, so high and mighty with your sanctimonious… 

  

NEEDLES: Hat. 

  

DROPSY: Hat. 

  

FERD: I’m not wearing a hat! You can’t just assume knowledge of the universe. It must be 

earned, through sweat and tears and stinging insects and starvation! 

  

NEEDLES: T-t-t-t-t-t-t-t-t-t-t-t-t-t-t-t-t-t… 

  

FERD: And fistfights! And rainy Monday afternoons! 

  

(DROPSY caresses NEEDLES. FERD, steaming mad, chains himself to the line.) 

  

NEEDLES: I asked you, begged you… 

  

FERD: Are you happy now? 



  

NEEDLES: But you wouldn’t give, wouldn’t give an inch… 

  

DROPSY: (clapping and cheering) One and two and three and four! 

  

FERD: You have a moral imperative to do something about this. 

  

NEEDLES: Wouldn’t even boil shoe leather, wouldn’t collect rain from the gutters… 

  

FERD: You’re responsible! You’re accountable! 

  

DROPSY: We’ve got spirit, yes we do! 

  

NEEDLES: Never spared an action. 

  

(The assembly line starts once again and moves very rapidly, pulling FERD off-stage. He 

screams into the distance, his voice fading.) 

  

FERD: If a tree falls in the infinite void of space, does it make— 

(FERD is gone. Silence. NEEDLES and DROPSY look at each other long and hard, then finally 

they sit and hold each other, a quiet and gently budding romance in the works. They shut their 

eyes and sit quietly for a beat.) 

  

DROPSY: (together with below) M-m-m-m-m-m-m-m-m-m-m-m-m-m-m… 

  

FERD: (together with above) T-t-t-t-t-t-t-t-t-t-t-t-t-t-t-t-t-t-t-t-t-t-t-t-t-t-t… 

 

                                 (BLACKOUT) 

                                 (CURTAIN) 



 

 

The Dark Hypotenuse by D. Harlan Wilson 
 

SCHIZE 

 

This three-act schematism involves a middle-aged man with a hangover who accidentally slips 

into the Lacanian Real. The stage is a glowing rhombus that hovers in the middle of the theater. 

It contains trap doors through which actors may enter or exit at any moment. Giant mechanical 

arms extend from underneath the stage. At the end of each arm is a gondola that sits up to ten 

spectators. Throughout the performance, the arms are in constant motion and move the audience 

all over the theater so that each gondola achieves a fluid multiperspectivalism as it glides east to 

west, north to south, accomplishing close-ups and bird’s-eye views and everything in between, 

like a great amusement park ride. The stage is the engine. 

 

The Lacanian Real is the impossible, impenetrable realm around which the world turns like a 

berserk Möbius strip. Together with the orders of the Imaginary and the Symbolic, the Real 

completes a triangulation of intra-psychic phenomena that take their cue from Freud’s theories 

of infantile sexuality, the Oedipal phase, and disentombing unconscious flows of desire via the 

technology of language. The Imaginary constitutes the realm of the ego and the specular image, 

functioning as a platform for their dual relationship, which perpetually unfolds across the 

Mind’s Screen, whereas the Symbolic involves the associative formation of signifiers and 

signifieds—i.e., the realm of language. Not to be confused with “the real” a.k.a. “reality,” the 

Real, then, emerges as that which cannot be represented, that which is pre-Imaginary, pre-

Symbolic, or, if you will, that which contradicts the Imaginary and transcends the Symbolic 

while remaining intimately bound to these orders. The play is situated on the unfathomable floor 

tile of this very trauma center. 

 

It should be noted that certain demographics collectively refer to the Lacanian Real as the Dark 

Hypotenuse. 

 

At the end of each act, the theater darkens completely and the gondolas accelerate to a dizzying 

speed, nauseating their occupants. When a new act begins, the lights come on and the gondolas 

return to their normal speed and behavior. 

 

ACT 1 



 

STARKE, SCREAMING MAN 

 

[Starke stands center stage covertly sniffing his armpits, one after the other. He can’t seem to 

decide if they smell badly or not, and he’s not entirely certain somebody may be watching him. A 

trap door swings open and a screaming man tries to crawl out of it. He gets stuck. He screams 

louder and calls out to Starke for help.] 

 

STARKE: Siparium. 

 

SCREAMING MAN: Help me out of this goddamn hole! Holy hell! I can’t get out! Good lord! 

 

STARKE [bending over]: Take my hand. [He doesn’t offer the screaming man his hand.] 

 

SCREAMING MAN: Help! Help! Help! Help! Help! Help! Help! Help! 

 

[Starke reaches out and slams the trap door shut on the screaming man’s head. The scream 

dopplers into an abyss.] 

 

STARKE [standing]: That is not what I had planned to do. 

 

ACT 2 

 

OLD MAN, BABY 

 

[An elderly man with a bright white pompadour hairdo drags a baby by the tail of a legless 

jumpsuit with one hand. The baby squirms and cries softly as the man ambles forward, punching 

the stage with the butt of a cane that he maneuvers with his other hand. He goes back and forth 

for some time, as if lost but not really concerned about it, then pauses in a stage corner and tries 

to speak. He can’t. He clears his throat and tries to speak again. Fails. The baby cries louder as 

he repeatedly tries and fails to say something; the best he can do is emit powerful croaks. Finally 

he lets go of the jumpsuit and throws his body into the effort of articulation, which offsets him. 



Strained, he clutches his chest, doubles over and falls off the stage. The baby shrieks louder and 

louder as the old man, moaning like a wounded goat, dopplers into an abyss.] 

 

ACT 3 

 

STARKE 

 

STARKE [peering over the edge of the stage]: Good riddance you son of a bitch! [He loses 

balance and waves his arms helplessly. He nearly falls over, then catches himself, pivots and 

marches towards the center of the stage . . .] 

 

CURTAIN 

 

APPENDIX 1 

 

[Starke paces back and forth from one side of the stage to the other, gesticulating and crying out 

like a Tourette’s patient. . . .] 

 

STARKE [pausing]: When in doubt—wait for the future to unbury you. 

 

[A trap door opens beneath him. Swallows him.] 

 

APPENDIX 2 

 

[All of the trap doors spring open and a troupe of vaudevillians eject into the air as if launched 

from slingshots. One actor strikes the underside of a gondola, breaking his neck and derailing 

the route of the conveyance. It collides with another gondola, an event culminating in wild 

insults and baroque daydreams . . .] 

 

CURTAIN 

 



 

 

GAME REVIEWS 
 

Deadly Cubicles (1984):  A review and strategy guide by Bradley Sands 
 

Deadly Cubicles is a game for up to 2 players. You get to choose between 4 characters: Tim the 

Temp, Mel the Mailroom Clerk, Cindy the Saleswoman, and Marvin the Mid-Level Manager. 

Your objective is to fight your way through the offices of the MegaCorp Building, making your 

way to the executive suite (located two hundred miles above the surface of the Earth) so you can 

confront company CEO Syd Cecil about the mystery of what MegaCorp actually does. 

 

The first level consists of the building’s lobby, which the CEO has set up like a maze…because 

he is very eccentric. And he can’t get an erection unless a new hire dies of starvation while they’re 

trying to locate the building’s elevator. Nevertheless, Mr. Cecil isn’t entirely devoid of 

compassion: he has hidden a few snack machines throughout the labyrinth, although the salty treats 

that they contain cost an arm and a leg—literarily. Instead of coin slots, the vending machines 

contain chutes for dropping severed appendages. But worry not, dear player. Perhaps one of the 

products that MegaCorp manufacturers is a chocolate bar that causes its devourer to regenerate 

their missing limbs. But who can say if this is the truth? The MegaCorp Building is more 

mysterious than the incident where police discovered an escaped convict hiding inside a rabbit. 

 

To proceed to the next level, you must solve the maze by reaching the building’s elevator. To gain 

access to it, you shall fight your way through the company’s innumerable receptionists (who 

happen to be ghost ninjas). Why do you have to wage a war inside the building where you work? 

Well, yesterday you were fired and your ID badge was revoked when you approached a higher-up 

and asked, “Uh…what exactly am I supposed to do here? What’s this place all about anyway?” 

 

After you had the audacity to question someone who is more powerful than you, the ghost ninjas 

escorted you out of the building while threatening to slit your wrists with Post-it Notes (and to get 

their friends to pick on you in The Afterlife). This is the weapon that they’re wielding during your 

raid on the building. But this time you’re prepared, and trained in the art of throwing timecards as 

if they’re shuriken. Well, you are if you’re Tim the Temp. The other guys utilize other weapons to 

vanquish their enemies. Like Mel the Mailroom Clerk wheels around a mail cart wrapped in barb 

wire and Marvin the Mid-Level Manager attacks by saying really mean things about the ninja 

ghosts’ insecurities and Cindy the Saleswoman wields a sword made out of rolled up sales 

brochures that feature nothing except shimmering black orbs in their pages. 

 



Note: Don’t feel bad about killing ghosts. They’re not alive. You’ll have to kill real people later. 

Save your emotional distress for the next levels. The further you get in the building, the more 

traumatized you will become from all the killings you’ll have to perform. If you want to succeed 

in reaching the final level, you’ll have to become so dead inside that you’ll be able to decapitate a 

helpless baby without shedding a tear. Throughout the game, your ability to deal with the “freaky 

shit” will be measured by your psychological health meter at the top of the screen. To lower your 

meter, you must seek “emotionally deadening” items throughout the levels (such as dead kittens 

and opiate drugs). 

 

Other items that you’ll come across on your adventure include flowers and candy (for making the 

ghost ninjas think you want to date them), keycards (for opening locked doors), slips of paper with 

passcodes (for opening locked doors), and severed hands (for opening locked doors that are 

guarded by fingerprint scanners). 

 

In addition, you can recover lost health by eating the food that can be found in the snack machines. 

 

The controls are simple enough: the A button is for attacking and the B button is for impressive 

displays of business acumen (such as Cindy the Saleswoman convincing a foe to purchase a 

shimmering black orb, although this is will be ineffective until later because she doesn’t begin the 

game with any on her person). 

 

If you have trouble defeating the level, here is a code that will quadruple your health: 

 

At the start of the game, press Down, Down, Up, Up, Right, Left, Right, Left, A, B, START, TAB. 

 

You must be thinking, TAB? TAB? What is this video game strategist talking about? There’s no 

TAB button on my Ultravision Controller.  

 

But you would be wrong. It’s hidden inside the controller, but you must carry out a series of steps 

to unveil it. All you need to do is befriend a Corgi, fill its drinking bowl with Moxie Cola, and get 

it to urinate on the back of your controller. Follow these simple directions and a panel in the back 

will open. 

 

Rating: The most complicated of Ultravision games, Deadly Cubicles will provide milliseconds of 

entertainment until you realize how tedious it is. The graphics are weak and the music will make 

you want to jab a machete into your eye. Do your optical system a favor and spend the day outside, 

even if the forecast today calls for apocalyptic weather. 

 

Challenge: A 

Graphics: F 

Sounds Effects: F 

 



 

 
 

BOOK REVIEWS 

 

Hew the Sexagenarian by Dick Gaiman Moorcock: Review by Sean Tigert 
 

 

Drawn to anything with “Sex” in its title and at first assuming DGM's novel was going to be about 

cleaving old people in half, I snuck Hew the Sexagenarian home under my mother's nose, so as to 

eliminate my competition for reading this obvious gem. I crept into a small, noisy but well-lit room 

to drop a month of impacted shmeat. Thus began my journey into Yllaerwon, DGM's world of sex 

and old people. 

While positively rich in its sex and the elderly and neither the young nor the old avoid being 

sexed and hewn, Hew is actually our sixty-year-old protagonist. A bitter old fucker, Hew lacks the 

fear that motivates others in his village to manipulate and secure a place for themselves once they 

become old and infirm. As a result Hew is cast out of his family home with a succinct “Fuck off!” 

from his wife and children, and his children's children. 

Estranged from his family long before being thrown into the wilds of Yllae… let’s call it 

“Y”, we discover that one of Hew's reasons for not giving a shit about the annual “elder purges” 

is that, prior to his family's familiarity with their patriarch as a shamed erotic artist (read that 

however you like), he had been “Hew the Harrowing”—adventurer, pirate, and (as a comely lad) 

a “much-in-demand rapist-liberator in a land of ugly men.” 

Once he secures a hidden cache of yore, including the highly polished and magical 

“Codpiece of Telepathy” (activated by “fitful rubbing”), a wonderfully odd coming-of-age tale 

unfolds. DGM exposes us to an uncompromising outlaw-philosopher who moves through a world 

he has little lasting interest in. Early into his venture Hew gets a hanger-on, a teen-aged prostitute 

by the name of Larry the Redhead. For those of you who have seen Apocalypse Now, think of the 

relationship between the characters of Brando and Dennis Hopper. (If you have not seen AN, get 

some semi-intelligent pals together and some hash and pop it on.) Larry quickly projects a heroic 

persona onto Hew and Hew does his best to teach Larry lessons for trying to do so—lessons that 

Larry refuses to learn. 

As he encounters people from the varying layers of the society of Y, we see human after 

human expose themselves to Hew's enigma. Some project a character onto Hew, some pity what 

they perceive as a plight, others glamorize a quiet man of bold exploits. We are rewarded as he 

takes advantage of each and every one of them. But unlike a fantasy tale of yesteryear trying to 

appease a politically correct audience in hopes of pushing more units on a sleeping public, these 

adventures aren't moral parables. Hew is well aware his youth is behind him and that wit and some 

magic underwear are the tools he has to eke out some manner of existence. If anything, these are 



post-moral parables that sing praise for the anti-social. Seeing the characters that encounter him, 

deny his phlegm (no, not that kind of phlegm) and subsequently label him barbaric and criminal, 

as readers we are left to question who is actually living in denial. Who was truly the disrespectful 

party: society or the outlaw? 

The Sexagenarian is NOT some rehashed George Lucas script of “dumbass seeks X, and 

in the process achieves some deluded, objective wisdom.” Hew is a ballsy, subjective story about 

an old man seeing his world for the shit it is, telling it to go fuck itself, and sending “having a 

wonderful time without you” postcards back from the world of Hew. 

I thoroughly enjoyed reading this tale of a character whose personal sense of life’s fruition 

would be violated if he were to possess any socially redeeming values. Hew the Sexagenarian gets 

two big tits up: one for the strength of its subjective, emotional expression, and the second for 

adding to the under-filled library of weird tales about even weirder old people. 

 

 

 
 

MUSIC REVIEWS 
 

Black Crystals by Quartz Mania!: An album review by Grant Wamack 
 

 There has been a lot of hype surrounding the debut album entitled Black Crystals by the 

blues band Quartz Mania!  

 They broke onto the scene a couple years ago by infamously crashing popular artists' tour 

stops. You may remember the time they hopped on top of deserted Cadillacs and performed outside 

of Lady Gaga's scheduled stop in Miami, Florida in Cheetah masks. The cops came and arrested 

them immediately after two school teachers passed out from dehydration and shimmering black 

crystals covered the parking lot. The band was locked up overnight and became a viral sensation 

on the web.  

 Of course I was excited to see how the band would fare on their first album release from 

DeathStroke records.  

 On the opening track “Cigarette Lore,” the band's primary vocalist Tony Laredo breaks 

into an aggressive ballad about his love for cigarettes and creates a new lore revolving around 

ashes and tobacco.  

 “Cigarette gods, ashes sliding off your jaw.” 

 The next track “The World is full of Sinners” is somewhat jarring, but opened my calcified 

third eye and I saw my dead parents swimming in an ocean of cheesecake in what I assume was 

the fourth dimension. I'm not quite sure I'm ready for death (I have a natural aversion to rich 

sweets), but I'm glad Quartz Mania! opened my eyes to what might be waiting on the other side.  

 The third track “Purple Sloths” evoked old memories of that one time I tripped off acid and 

saw purple sloths sleeping in the rain forest of my bathroom in college. I can still feel the softness 

of the dirt-caked fur and hear their cute snores.  



 Track four and five were shoddily mixed, but I enjoyed the horns and jazzy switch-ups in 

the chorus of the latter. “Ready to live, ready to die, ready for hell, ready to fry.”  

 I remember cracking into an avocado as I listened to the second half of the album and it 

mirrored just that. Fresh and healthy drums plucked from the garden of stretched membranes and 

the emptiness in-between funk. I could feel my blood flow grow stronger and the oxygen in my 

lungs became more pure.  

 “Lapiz Azul” opens up with mushy rhythms, but a catchy sample I can't quite put my 

avocado fingers on and a dark atmosphere reminiscent of spirituals managed to lift my mood.  

  Quartz Mania! really step their game up with “Water Me.” Laredo, a self-proclaimed 

crystal addict, sings about the oppression of plants and how they deserve more love and water. It 

made me tear up and I immediately watered all of my house plants and apologized for my lack of 

empathy. This band should really be applauded for their environmental concerns and ground-

breaking instructions for plant care.  

 Gritty synths filtered through the blowhole of narwhals ripped through the last five minutes 

of the album where an old man (assuming it's Quartz Mania! frontman Laredo or quite possibly 

his back-up vocalist Larry Thomas using some new form of auto-tune) croons about his harrowing 

death by parsnips and electrical outlets.  

 Clocking in at only 40 minutes, Black Crystals is a fantastic debut album. Not only that, 

but I think it might change the very landscape of the post-modern blues experience. I'll be the first 

one in line to listen to their follow-up album. 

 

 

 

 
 

MOVIE REVIEWS  
 

Ernest Goes To Hell: A Review by Dustin Reade 
 

 I have never been one to seek out the so called “Lost” films of Hollywood. Sure, I have 

seen a few: Grindhouse Era slashers, Foreign Softcore featuring the starlets of bygone years. But, 

for the most part, I find these lost treasures to be, well, sorely lacking. Most of them, it seems to 

me, were lost for a good reason: they sucked. This is not the case when it comes to the crowning 

jewel of “Lost” (one might even say “Forbidden”) cinema, Ernest Goes to Hell. 

 Ernest Goes to Hell seems to be Jim Varney’s attempt at reimagining Holy Mountain as a 

“Found Footage” film. Written in the last year of his life—by Varney, himself—the film is equal 

parts absurdist humor, dark realism, confusing surrealism, and pulp irony. Filmed on a shoestring 

budget in Varney’s colonial Los Angeles home, the film was turned down by every major 

production company in America, before being shown only once at a theater in Poughkeepsie in 



what later became known as “The Poughkeepsie Incident.” There were no survivors. It was then 

locked away, and forgotten. 

 How I came to see this “Lost” masterpiece is a story in itself, which I shall relay here only 

briefly, as I get headaches if I stop thinking of the movie for too long.  

 It was immediately following the release of “Buff Buffs,” the magazine for Film Buffs who 

are also professional body builders. The magazine featured a review I did for Hulk Hogan’s 

animated bio-pic, Cry of the Hulkster. I had not reviewed the movie favorably, though I feel it was 

some of my best writing, as I got to use the word “apricity” twice. Anyway, I was approached in 

my office by a thin man in a tight, black suit, asking me if I had ever heard of the lost Ernest movie. 

I told him I had, and he handed me a piece of paper with a barely legible address scrawled in 

splotchy, black ink. That night, I went to the address and found it to be an old, abandoned 

warehouse. The windows were all broken, but a small sign over the door read: “Theatre.” 

 The same thin man was waiting inside, standing beneath a neon green sign that flashed, 

“SNACKS!” and cast a sickly, corpse-like pallor over everything. I asked him the price of 

admission, and he told me the movie was free, so long as I promised to write a review of it later. I 

wish I could describe all of this better. The whole scene reminded me of something from a low-

budget Lovecraft production straight out of the neon Seventies. Anyway, I told the man I would 

definitely write a review, and that seemed to satisfy him. He handed me a ticket (a piece of 

cardboard torn from a shoe box), and I went in and found a seat near the middle as the screen 

counted down from five to the feature. 

 Immediately, we are shown a slow-pan extreme-close-up of Ernest’s face. The movie is 

filled with these awkward moments: close-ups of insects mating, people sleeping, and puddles of 

dirty water in the rain litter the feature. These moments, though, far from being distracting or 

uncomfortable, work to smooth out the movie’s rougher moments, of which there are many. 

Violence lurks around every corner. People are crushed under falling skylights, impaled on 

flagpoles, and attacked by wild animals. Several times, Ernest even taunts the camera man, pushing 

him throughout the movie until he literally drops the camera and batters Ernest horribly, thus 

breaking down the fourth wall in one of the most realistic performances ever committed to 

celluloid. These moments are all delivered in a gritty, starkly realistic way which contrasts sharply 

with the film’s artistic sections.  

 After the slow pan of his face, we are treated to a shot of Ernest chasing butterflies through 

a cemetery. The Grim Reaper (played by a stoic Robert Redford) can be seen in the background. 

The tombstones begin to crumble as Ernest reaches the screen. The sound work on this film is 

marvelous. You can hear everything in this moment: the moist sound of Varney blinking his eyes 

sounds like a waterfall; even the flapping of butterfly wings is not so much audible as it is 

screamed. These tricks of amplifying sound are employed only during these artistic moments, and 

usually culminate in some kind of violent outburst. Trumpets blast suddenly throughout the movie, 

and basic noises (such as knocking on doors) are replaced with more striking noises (like gunshots 

and screaming). All of this works to bring Varney’s Ernest starkly into the forefront. The viewer 

feels he is being given a “Warts and All” depiction of the beloved character, and the end result is 

both wonderful and horrifying. 

 Describing the plot is a lost cause. It is basically Jim Varney’s Naked Lunch: a wholesale 

exorcism of the Ernest universe. Natural Disasters have destroyed most of the Eastern United 

States, and the few survivors left in the area believe, for some obscure reason, that only Ernest can 

save them. He is heartbreakingly not up to the challenge. Ernest stumbles through a world falling 

apart, completely oblivious and unhelpful. While he goes through all of the typical Ernest gags, 



there is little humor to be found in Ernest’s idiocy, as we see the consequences of having a man 

like him for a savior. Vern, his long-suffering companion, is a nervous wreck. Christopher Walken 

(as Vern) plays to perfection the part of a man-on-the-edge, adding jerks of the neck and wringing 

hands to almost every scene. The way Walken flinches whenever Varney approaches is truly the 

work of a master. You really believe he fears him. This is a refreshing take on an old character, 

and it works. Finally, we get to see why Vern was always closing doors in Ernest’s face. It isn’t 

mere annoyance—as the old commercials and movies might make us believe—but genuine fear 

that makes Vern despise the character so much.  

 All of Ernest’s companions die fairly early on, most of them in horrible ways. Ernest and 

Vern are reduced to cannibalizing their remains, which gives them horrifying nightmares, which 

are filmed in shaky Super 8 and delivered with absolutely no sound. Unfortunately, these scenes 

did leave a taste of Elias Merhige’s Begotten in my mouth, and thus didn’t really work for me. 

Thankfully, however, the movie quickly shakes these scenes and moves on into more enlightened 

territory. 

 What follows is a strange quilt of randomly thrown together scenes. It’s as if, having filmed 

this much of the movie, Varney simply gave up and started putting in any random footage he had 

lying around. There is a fifteen minute interview with Tom Hanks about working with Varney on 

the Toy Story movies, which cuts abruptly to security camera footage of Varney drowning a woman 

in a bathtub. 

 The scenes of Varney undergoing Chemo-therapy are particularly hard to watch. 

 Obviously, cuts like these would make Ernest Goes to Hell a difficult watch for the casual 

viewer, but those who stick around will be rewarded with one of the most masterfully shot body-

horror films of all time.  

 After a brief section in which Ernest is told all about how he will die (which turns out to 

be exactly how Varney himself would end up dying, down to the last detail, exactly one year later), 

he is abducted by a Cthulhu Cult and sedated. This scene may have been the most powerful in the 

entire film. While Ernest is unconscious, we see nothing. There is no sound, and no image. This 

goes on for twelve-and-a-half minutes, before coming back as a POV, from Ernest’s perspective. 

As the “Ernest-View” camera pans the room, we feel the tension build as he discovers a workbench 

covered in bloody surgical implements. The bodies of every other cast member are piled up in a 

far corner. A door opens, and the Cult Leader (a no-name actor deserving of an Oscar) enters, 

carrying a bloody ram’s head on a gold tray. He asks Ernest his name, to which Ernest replies, 

“Jim Varney.”  

 The torture scene which follows is beyond description. However, upon some reflection, I 

see now how necessary it was to the movie as a whole. See, all of the random scenes work to 

separate the Ernest character from his mythos. They work to free Varney from the character, and 

the character from the fantasy world in which he has been trapped. The torture scene is the final 

moment, the last nail in the Ernest Mythos, creating a believable distance between actor and 

character unlike any other ever filmed.  

  *SPOILER ALERT* 

 Varney (shrugging off the Ernest character as one might an old coat) is transformed by the 

cult into a living Cthulu, with the severed arms and legs of his fallen co-stars serving as makeshift 

tentacles. He stalks through the ruined Eastern seaboard, suddenly a giant, and walks into the 

Atlantic Ocean. The camera abruptly zips to the right, and we see the entire cast eating lunch 

together just off set, acting as though they had no idea they were being filmed. This scene lasts 

only a few seconds, but something about it leaves the viewer feeling hollow, as if the very concept 



of film had cheated them in some way. Watching Varney walk out into the painted sunset, we get 

our first glimpses of what he might have been had he not have been shackled to a two-dimensional 

character all his life. The other actors eating lunch show us the difference between actors playing 

a role, and an actor performing to save himself, to rise of above the trappings of character. 

 A true masterpiece of underground cinema, Ernest Goes to Hell is a powerful swan song 

for an actor taken before his time. Varney delivers a complicated, nuanced performance that feels 

like real life mixed with a fever dream. Every scene is beautifully shot, and the sound work is 

among the best I have ever heard. It’s a shame so few copies remain of this interesting, and thought-

provoking film. 

 Five Stars. 
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