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           Editor’s Note 
As a child, I loved all things terrifying. I stayed up past my bedtime to watch Tales from the Crypt 
between my fingers. Every Halloween, our family rented Michael Jackson’s “Thriller” music video and 
danced along with the undead King of Pop until sunrise. While a wild eyed, zombified Michael Jackson 
often gave me nightmares, and the theme music from Tales from the Crypt regularly sent chills down 
my spine, I was a brave girl. I knew they weren’t real, and eventually, I learned not to fear them.  
 
If only all horror stories were make-believe television programs and music videos we could outgrow. 
Unfortunately, some of the scariest tales don’t originate from a script. 
 
On these pages are not your typical ghost stories, legends of angels and demons. These are the voices 
of wine glasses giggling behind the kitchen cabinet, tree roots slithering across the forest floor like 
snakes. These stories are about becoming prey to sexual predators, suffering from eating disorders. 
These are religious fanaticism, racism, infidelity, paranoia.  
 
This is a haunting…  

Nortina Simmons 
Founder, Editor-in-Chief 
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Mitchell Grabois 
Glass Shards 

1. 
 The glass shards embedded in my side usually work 
their way out slowly but sometimes emerge quickly, as if my 
body is spitting them out. Once, a Vietnamese woman woke up 
bleeding. My projectiles had pierced her as she slept. She 
screamed. She knew a bad omen when she saw one, a lover 
whose body was an unconscious weapon. I had to run—her 
father was the police chief. I never had the time to explain. I 
crossed the border into Cambodia. 

2. 
 When I came back to the U.S., I put an ad on 
Match.com: I do not have blockages in my sinuses. I have 
Dustbowl allergies, allergies my parents brought from Oklaho-
ma in the thirties. I don’t sleep. I’m unpleasant. I want you to 
know the truth. 
 Cheryl was the first to respond to my ad. Cheryl rusts 
from the inside. Her organs are pig iron, the connectors 
(intestinal, esophageal, eustachian) are lead, green corruption 
at their joints. She was made strong by Russian ancestors but 
not made to last. She’s rusting on the inside and her female 
organs are doing something down there, she doesn’t know 
what. She’s only seventeen but already menopausal. Three 
years of sex was all she’d had before this disaster befell her, 
erasing her maternal fantasies. But boys still crawl in her bed-
room window, the sex as mechanical as heavy-metal drum-
ming, but satisfying all the same. 
  Kayla was the second to respond. Kayla has a yard 
sale, sells her Minnie Mouse ears and matching gloves, then 
snap…! She has a vivid memory of herself as a suburban 
Mouseketeer, naïve, sweet, innocent… Regretting the loss, she 
runs down the street breathing hard. Her hair flies out behind 
her, snarled red. She hopes to spy the buyer—maybe at another 

sale… Kayla’s neighborhood is not so good. When she returns 
home, all her other possessions are gone, things she wanted to 
sell and things she had decided to keep after all. Even the tables 
are gone. 
 Kayla wakes to Olivia Newton-John working out on 
the Total Gym, $14.95/ 30 day trial. Kayla remembers when 
she herself wore a tight black leather mini-skirt and looked so 
good. Kayla switches channels, watches a documentary on the 
Holocaust, goes into the bathroom and gazes at the reflection of 
her thin, weak arms. Kayla’s not so sure the Holocaust ever 
happened. 
 Kayla squirts sunscreen on her toothbrush, realizes 
her mistake, laughs to herself, a light moment, one few and far 
between. Kayla’s cat wears a chronically peeved expression and 
wonders if it’s too late to become feral, already his fate in two 
of nine alternative universes. 

3. 
 Entire villages perish in an earthquake, crazed gun-
men kill moviegoers and the righteous at prayer. Bankers steal 
billions, children go hungry. The only thing that rivets Ed’s 
attention is a report on Lady Gaga’s heat-seeking bra. He won-
ders: How does that work? What’s the technology behind that? 
Sex is so distant in his past, he lacks the muscle memory to 
begin to understand. Ed has had breasts in his hands, certainly, 
but not a celebrity’s, not even somebody locally famous. Shit, 
he says, rousing himself. He gets out of the chair. Lady Gaga’s 
heat-seeking bra—the thought won’t leave him. He’s obsessed, 
transfixed, but his mind can’t find any traction. He stares out 
the window of his farmhouse at the drought-parched corn. He 
responds to my ad on Match.com because he thinks that I 
might be the kind of guy who knows things. 
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Anna Ivey 
Sackcloth and ashes 

10 

—for Meghann 
 
While loving Chad the sadness grows between my ribs that Monday after she is murdered—and her child too. Fingers of  
mourning settle within marrowtendonscells quiet and aware. I am silent as a flabbergasted trout and return to sackcloth 
and ashes that color the skin. Everything collides and burns. Her parents are wisps against that sky refereeing her white 
casket—smooth and horrid—sliding into the dirt like a shamed Pleistocene glacier. 

Emma Banks 
Tainted Memories 

11 



Hannah Highfield 
I Still See Her 

 It felt like the world slowed to a stop before spinning 
in the opposite direction. Things looked the same, but they felt 
foreign and I lost my footing. I never imagined what his lips 
would feel like. I never really thought about it. He was a face in 
the background that added volume to the laughter of drunken 
nights. He wanted to be more than that. He sat on the floor 
next to the wine-stained velvet couch I was perched on, his 
face coming up to my knee. That was the last time I felt above 
him.  
 “Do you want a cigarette?” It was innocent enough, 
though I should’ve tasted the poison that laced the proposition. 
My groggy buzz and lungs that itched for something toxic 
made it easy to ignore better judgment. He was nice. He made 
me laugh a few times. I got up and followed him outside. Pine 
trees jutted towards the stars. I wanted to talk about how far 
away they were. How they looked so small, but they could 
swallow us all whole. I wanted to tell him that those stars—the 
ones right above the red roof that shone a little brighter than 
the others—they could be dead and gone. We don’t know. I had 
a feeling in my abdomen that something exciting and  chaotic 
was stitched in the next hour. Something irreversible. The 
smoke blurred details. Lips on lips. I could taste cinnamon 
whiskey and feel the aggressive eagerness that ruled the   
movements of his mouth. I smiled in the face of attention. He  
wanted me. I wanted to feel wanted. His hands found places 

that didn’t invite his touch. I was a virgin in the company of a 
thief. Pulling and grabbing, groans of discomfort and uneasi-
ness, unsure and pleading for a moment of clarity that he did-
n’t want to wait for. I didn’t remember signing up for this. A 
messy fight that was over in an instant, but the dizziness of 
defeat still follows me. I was so easily silenced. He whispered 
two sentences that dissolved my spine: “It’s okay. It’s okay.” 
The black and white spirals of hypnosis pulled my body onto 
busy streets. Eyes glazed and sullen cheekbones highlighted by 
headlights from oncoming and unstopping traffic.  
 I still see the girl I was that night. Walking by herself 
at four in the morning. On her way home. Emptied and hollow 
and moving a body that no longer felt like her own. A toy 
manufactured for one purpose. She had a voice, but it meant 
nothing. She had dreams that warped into nightmares. Happi-
ness was overrun by fear. I remembered seeing the deer from 
my grandpa’s hunting trip. Suspended upside down, fragile 
thin hind legs tied together. It’s marble black eyes still open 
like the gaping slash from its neck to the abdomen. Red, vis-
ceral death matted briny fur. But even that doe had a purpose 
within the lines of dinner plates. That empty girl crossing rain-
soaked streets had no purpose. She was broken for the hell of it 
by a man disguised as a friend. When I drive down that road,   
I still see her trying to find her way home at four in the   
morning. 
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Ian C. Williams 
Submerged 
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Gerard Sarnat 
fathering father 
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    “ ...the man who bred me breeds me yet...” 
     — Gael Turnbull, from “Bjarni, Spike-Helgi’s Son” 
 
 
               holy schnikes — 
 
 grabbing the car keys, 50 Cents’ rap running wild  
                                                                      exiled 
                                 everything about him reviled 
                                                                      recalling what he wished to forget    am I 
                a better dad to Dad than I was his child? 

 
softer since Mama who breastfed me died 

     washing beagle hairballs off his wheelchair’s widow’s peak smile 
       so controlled and beguiling 
          piling 
           dear Daddy into the Rabbit, I’m unriled 
            ‘cause the VW’s finally mineminemine! 
 
                                with that tight “Son-keep-things-clean” style 
                                                                          he droned    I drive  
           Pops’ three-pronged cane to senior daycare ...wait a while 
               (though nobody stayed at nursery school my first time). 
 
                                                   Oedipus Schmoedipus, Pop’s Alzheim- 
                                                          er’s mess spread out like  
                           my adolescent room    this apprentice somehow survives  
                 at a moody master’s knee as he dictates his last CV which I file 
                                                           hiphopping that extra mile 
                                        as a cold family’s hostile  
                                    oldest tyke. 

Amanda Bess Allen 
Green Forest Pond 

15 



Ira Joel Haber 
untitled notebook drawings 
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Adam “Bucho” Rodenberger 
Welcome to the Fireworks 

 The hard light of the hotel vacancy sign lit up the 
parking lot in electric blue, made the muggy midnight hour 
feel cold. Amanda shivered, though her skin was hot and clam-
my to the touch. She needed to shower again. Days like this 
made one want to shower three or four times just to keep the 
sheen of sweat off the skin.  
 Another motel, another parking lot. She didn’t want 
to think about how many of them she’d visited this week, how 
many of them she’d become acquainted with in her search. As 
of an hour ago, the ATM refused to give her the last bit of 
money she’d cobbled together, and still she kept on, knowing 
the longer she looked, the more pay-by-the-hour motels she 
visited, the harder it would be for her to get home before dawn 
to get ready for the work day.  
 Her car had run out of gas at the last motel (or was it 
the one before?), and she’d had to have it pushed in by a vaca-
tioning family who saw her struggle on the final fumes. She’d 
gotten beyond the point of being embarrassed now. At some 
point, she’d stopped caring about what others thought of her 
bedraggled clothing and sleep-deprived eyes. She’d stopped 
caring about anything on the periphery of her search since it 
was the search that drove her, the thing that pushed her be-
yond the rational mind her friends knew she possessed.  
 Pure passion never played with pure reason. Oil and 
water, those two. Poorly behaved siblings born of unstable par-
ents. When she first felt herself going down the rabbit hole, she 
smiled grimly, remembering the stories of musicians and art-
ists who fell prey to two mistresses—the one of the physical, 
their lovers, and the one of the abstract, their art. She was nei-
ther artist nor musician, but she finally understood the com-
plexity of loving what one does and loving who one does. And 
that rational mind, the one that was back home curled up 
asleep beneath the sheets? Gone. As if candlelight had been 
snuffed out leaving one to fumble around in the dark by     

intuition alone. 
 She looked down at her hands, blanketed in blue from 
the steady neon above. They were inflamed and the skin was 
breaking open in several places. She’d turned her engagement 
ring around and the diamond had begun to break the skin of 
her palm under the weight of knocking on so many doors every 
night.  
 There were flimsy doors that allowed the quiet sound 
of disappointed sighs to slip through them. There were heavier 
doors that kept the sounds of sex (paid for or given freely) from 
floating up into the night like prayers to lesser gods. There 
were doors with numbers and brass knobs. There were doors 
that used key cards. There were white doors and brown doors, 
wood-paneled and corkboard. The knocks reverberated differ-
ently but all meant the same thing.  
 There were windows with curtains and others with 
blinds while some doors gave way to rooms with sliding glass 
doors in the back and not the front. There was orange carpet-
ing and brown carpeting, carpeting with intricate designs and 
carpeting with solid colors like congealed paint spilled through-
out the hallways.  
 But there was always a single bed, maybe two. Two 
lamps on either side, a dresser (though she didn’t believe any-
one ever put it to use), a television, a single chair (hardback or 
plush), and a tiny table upon which one could dine from take-
out delivery. The rooms always felt the same regardless of the 
color schemes or the laughable art hung up on the walls. The 
rooms were always laid out the same, no originality to the set-
up whatsoever. It was as if everyone had bought into the illu-
sion of the room being a home away from home without fully 
committing to the idea. A crude patina that remained effective. 
 At this hour, the beds were rarely made, the sheets an 
ocean of a wilted and poisoned imagination, making her believe 
(every time) that he was here or had been here or that he would 
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be here soon. She believed she could smell the scent of him 
floating on the air blowing from the AC unit by the door. She 
could envision him there, head on the pillow and legs wrapped 
up in the white sheets (they were always bright white), smiling. 
She knew this to be irrational and still the thoughts bubbled up 
inside her. 
 She looked up at the neon: Starlite Motel. Weirdly 
appropriate as the light seemed to block out the stars above. 
She shoved her hands in her pockets, shivered again, and 
strolled up the stairs to start knocking. God, how she fucking 
hated the intentional misspelling of these places. Like they 
wanted you to know exactly how much class they lacked so 
they didn’t have to advertise it overtly.  
 
PAST EXPERIENCE TOLD HER that it wouldn’t take long for 
someone to call the motel manager, who would then call the 
cops. She’d figured she had a finite window of time to knock 
and question the people that answered this late at night. She 
made the mistake of pounding on the door of an abandoned 
(but well-lit) room last week. She must’ve imagined movement 
behind the swaying curtains, imagined black figures scram-
bling to hide from her persistent knocking and eventual 
screaming through the thin walls. By the time she’d given up, 
frustrated, a police cruiser was pulling into the parking lot of 
the complex, and she bolted down the stairs. Bolstered by a 
strange sense of calm, she walked right up to the officers as 
they exited the cruiser and explained that there was a woman 
who had been beating around on doors and that she’d run out 
the back of the complex. And like that, they were off to hunt a 
phantom midnight knocker. Just like in the movies, she’d 
thought to herself, laughing as she drove off to the next motel. 
 Starting with the second level (and they were always 
only two levels) of every new place was risky, but she was less 
visible from below, so there’d be fewer spectators that could 
point her out. Usually, multiple exits existed throughout the 
elevated row of rooms, so it would be easier for her to dip out 
and run in several directions unless more than two cops 
showed up, which would certainly complicate things. 
 Stop overthinking it. You’re totally allowed to be here. 
Your search is a serious one, and screw anyone that can’t see 
that for what it is. These people would go back to bed eventu-
ally. 

And that was true; eventually, anyone she awoke 
would slide back underneath the covers muttering to their sig-
nificant others about the crazy woman at the door. Some would 
raise suspicions about infidelity and arguments would break 
out, lasting for weeks, sometimes months. Other times, the 
utterance of ‘just some crack-head’ or ‘some crazy woman’ 
would keep them up a little longer than they were comfortable 
with.  
 But often it’d be a single occupant (man or woman 
didn’t matter) who would be rattled for a bit, but would then 
turn off all the lights and leave the television on. No sound, 
just the late night picture lulling them back to sleep as they 
could hear the crazy woman knocking on the next door and the 
next door and the door after that until finally it stopped and 
their eyes opened up to sudden morning. They’d wake up late, 
haggard and exhausted, but they’d forget it all by the next 
week.  
 She would become an apparition in all of their sub-
conscious memories until the next time they set foot in one of 
those rooms. They might unpack and relax for a bit before the 
vision of her would glide back to the forefront of their minds, 
or they’d get far enough to slip beneath the sheets, but that 
first knock heard through flimsy walls would bring the experi-
ence back to haunt them.  
 She climbed the stairs, each step covered in gaudy 
and decaying Astroturf carpeting. So tacky, but it made sense 
in dealing with the elements, she supposed. And it’s not like 
she was thinking of buying a room here, she was just having a 
look around. She’d be gone soon, one way or another.  
 At the top of the stairs was a blank wall with two 
signs in the shape of arrows pointing to the left and to the 
right: Rooms 201-240 and Rooms 241-280 respectively. Left or 
right? Which direction felt good? She looked to the left and 
saw two teenagers leaning over the balcony, having a spitting 
contest on to the cars below. They must have felt her staring 
because they turned to look at her and stared, instantly quiet-
ing. Right. We’ll go right.  
 She walked all the way down to room 280, wondering 
what kind of view of the busy expressway one was given from 
this room. Even this late, semi-trailers hurtled down the road, 
diverting gusts of wind in every direction. It was breezier up 
here than it was down on the ground. Small consolation.  
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 The Astroturf continued down both lengths of walk-
way, some parts in need of patching or full on repair. The 
doors here were an ugly muted red, most pockmarked with 
black streaks at the bottom from shoes or luggage and never 
covered up or painted over. The brass tack strip leading into 
the rooms was tarnished and barely glistened in the glare of 
the neon, which covered everything in a ghostly hue as if this 
were all just a Christmas-colored moment in the afterlife. She 
turned and looked back down the long walkway. The two teens 
had disappeared, but where they previously stood seemed ages 
away.  
 Amanda knocked repeatedly and let her hands fall to 
her sides. This was the moment she hated the most, that weird 
in-between time of purest optimism and purest cynicism. She 
began to sweat, wondering who would come to the door. No 
matter how many times she practiced the speech she would 
give him, the nerves always got her for a brief few seconds. 
After that, it was all improvisation. Would room 280 be the 
last time she knocked? She hoped so, but expected to make her 
way down a few more rooms without finding him.  
 She knocked repeatedly again and saw a light flicker 
on and light up the peep hole. A chain slid into place while the 
deadbolt came undone. The door opened and spilled soft lamp 
light out onto the walkway.  
 Cigarette smoke came wafting through the gap. A 
single eye, older, the skin around it wrinkled and mottled with 
liver spots, stared out at her. She tilted her head a bit and stood 
on her tiptoes to try and see more of the room. The bed was 
still perfectly made and hadn’t been disturbed at all.  
 “What?” the voice croaked from behind the door.  
 Amanda cleared her throat. “I’m looking for my hus-
band. His name is Roy. Is he here? Please let me talk to him. I 
need to speak with my husband, Roy.” 
 “No Roy here,” the eye said gruffly before exhaling 
smoke in her direction. The door slammed into place and the 
deadbolt slid back into the jam.  
 She coughed and fanned the air in front of her before 
knocking again, this time with the flat of her palm. Over and 
over and over and over.  
 “I know he’s in there!” she yelled. “I know you’re 
hiding him. I don’t know why, but you’re hiding him! Is he 
cheating on me with some old man? Has he always been gay? 

Is the elderly thing a fetish? Let me in, dammit! Let me talk to 
my husband! I’m not leaving until I do.” 
 She saw the flicker of light and movement through 
the peephole. The deadbolt unlocked. The door opened an inch 
and more smoke emerged. The eye was less pleasant this time, 
narrowed to a dangerous slit.  
 “Look, bitch, I’m tired. I’ve been working all day and 
I’ll be working all day tomorrow. I don’t know any Roy, I’ve 
called the cops, and if you knock again, I’m gonna pull the 
trigger of the .38 I’ve got pointed at your stomach through this 
door and I’m not gonna be sorry for doing so. Go the fuck 
away. Ain’t no Roy here.” The door slammed in her face, 
wooshing the last of the smoke into the walkway.  
 She kicked the door and felt it shiver in its frame. 
“Dammit.”  
 Amanda saw the fluttering of curtains in the window 
of the next room over and turned to try the other side of the 
motel. She looked out over the balcony railing in the parking 
lot and noticed that the teens from earlier had gone down to 
share a smoke on the curb. They stared up at her, saying noth-
ing to each other. She stared back as she walked quickly down 
the corridor.  
 She came to a hallway lined with vending machines 
and headed out to the back balcony where another strip of 
rooms lined the length of a separate parking lot. More available 
exits here too, and no one loitering outside to see her. She 
looked up and down both directions and saw only a few lights 
on, decided to choose one at random.  
 Same red colored doors, same tarnished brass tack 
strip on the floor, but the Astroturf on this side had seen more 
action. Ratty holes lined the floor, exposing brown and rusting 
metal beneath. She checked her watch again and realized ex-
actly how little time she’d have to find her way home. Did the 
buses even run this late this far on the outskirts of the city? 
There was no way she’d be able to afford a cab. 
 A light flickered on beyond. Amanda made her way 
over to it and stared inside, keeping herself well out of view as 
she kept a lookout for anyone else around. She saw the wom-
an’s face, a pretty blonde with a satisfied smile, poking up out 
of the bedsheets. The man, wearing only boxers, had his back 
to the window, but it certainly looked like Roy from behind. 
She  watched as he  motioned for the  woman to get out of bed. 
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The woman was completely naked and had the kind of body 
most women worked their entire lives to achieve. Amanda felt 
her face get hot. She clenched her hands and felt her ring dig-
ging hard into the soft flesh of her palm, breaking the skin 
again. 
 She watched as the man (Roy!) led the woman into 
the bathroom. The door closed behind them. Amanda pressed 
her ear to the door and thought she could hear the shower run-
ning. It took her no time at all to choose, but she waited a few 
minutes to make sure. This close to finding out, she had to 
force herself to be patient. Things could turn very ugly very 
quickly if she wasn’t careful.  
 She counted three minutes off in her head while lis-
tening at the door. She looked down at the doorknob and won-
dered. No one could be this careless…could they? She tried the 
door and, to her surprise, it opened easily. She looked down 
both sides of the corridor before stepping into the room.  
 The sound of raw, unbridled physical lust emanated 
through the shower door, steam gently streaming through the 
crack below. She could hear the woman, but not the man 
(Roy!). Roy had never been much of a noisemaker during sex, 
but most of her lovers before him never did either. She needed 
proof.  
 Clothing was strewn about the floor. The man’s 
(Roy’s!) suit hung limp and folded over the back of the single 
chair at the small table by the window while the woman’s dress 
lay crumpled near the corner of the bed. Amanda noticed there 
was no luggage, but saw keys and pocket change—the detritus 
pulled from good slacks—laid out along the dresser by the tele-
vision. Where was the damn wallet? She searched through the 
man’s (Roy’s!) suit quickly, fumbling through all the pockets of 
his pants and then down the inner pockets of his jacket. Noth-
ing. She threw the outfit to the ground in disgust. Had she 
caught him in the act or not?  
 The sounds of lovemaking from the bathroom had 
stilled, replaced with sighs and short, low laughter. The water 
stopped running and Amanda looked around frantically for a 
sign of anything in the room that would prove Roy’s presence 
here.  
 She put her hands to her head, panicked for time. She 
looked at the table again and—there!—underneath a folded up 
batch of papers was a glasses case. Same dark grey color as 

Roy’s, but she’d have to open it and see the glasses.  
 The handle of the bathroom door jiggled as she 
reached out. She looked up and cursed beneath her breath as 
she bolted out of the room and shut the door quietly behind 
her. She scurried several doors down and leaned over the bal-
cony, breathing heavy. Angry at Roy. Angry at herself for fi-
nally finding him. Angry at pushing so hard to look for his 
infidelities. Angry that now she’d have to walk home and show 
him what it was like to turn a relationship into this kind of 
smolder.  
 
TWO HOURS LATER, Amanda hiked up the driveway to their 
house. By her watch, it was nearly three in the morning, but it 
felt much, much later. Maybe that was the exhaustion taking 
over. She had to walk through some dicey parts of the city to 
make better time, but figured even monsters had to sleep, 
quickening her pace anyway. She was too filled with rage to 
care much about the outer world and that anger kept her warm 
as the morning chill came and cooled off the humidity of the 
evening slowly. 
 She fumbled with the keys in her pocket and un-
locked the front door. The house was pitch black, and she 
heard picture frames tremble against the wall when she 
slammed the door behind her. She stared up at the wall lining 
the staircase—a menagerie of photos of her and Roy—and 
growled. She wanted to rip each of them off the wall, scratch 
out every image of him until the paper beneath gleamed white.  
 She turned on lights in the hallway and rooms as she 
went to the kitchen, looking around in wonder. Furniture 
they’d bought together, tokens from trips they’d taken dotting 
the accoutrement of the landscape of the home they shared. 
Each artifact contained a different memory spark, each piece a 
reminder of their coupling over the years. She picked up a vase, 
a marbled blue color filled with dying flowers, and turned it 
around in her hands. The soft lip of the opening seemed to be 
taunting her, laughing at the fact that she would never forget 
him as long as the vase remained intact. She felt the heft of it 
in her hands, imagined it begging to be thrown through the 
air.  
 So she acquiesced, shattering its porcelain smile 
against the living room wall, and immediately felt calmer. Not 
perfect, but better.  
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 She went to the hallway and gathered up the knick-
knacks on the table where mail and keys collected, strode back 
into the living room and threw it all—pictures and ceramic 
figurines and little metal nothings that thudded, then twinkled, 
until she’d worked up a sweat while the sun began to rise. 
More than an hour of therapeutic anger displacement until 
finally she showered and got ready for work. She called a 
coworker for a ride into the office when she dried off, having 
decided on one slow, final act, a façade of accident to cover up 
the years of lies and hurt, to eliminate the artifacts of memory 
and wipe things clean. She would start over, and what would 
he think when he came home? She no longer cared.   
 She gathered up her purse and jacket when her 

coworker called to tell her she’d arrived. Amanda needed an-
other minute and she’d be out. She strolled through the wreck-
age of the house and picked up a stack of mail before heading 
into the kitchen. She slid the mail into both slots of the toaster 
and depressed the button. Satisfied, she went to the gas oven 
and turned a single knob to the ‘light’ function, heard the rapid 
succession of clicks that meant it was trying to light the gas 
pouring forth from the burners below.  
 She locked the door on her way out and waved a 
friendly hello to her coworker before getting into the car. It was 
like nothing was wrong, like nothing was about to turn the day 
into so much ashen memory. It was like nothing.  
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Amanda Bess Allen 
Wooden Bridge 
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Translated from German by Jim Bartruff 
The Morgue 

I  Little aster 
 
Someone had clamped a purple aster 
between the beer man's teeth! 

He'd drowned but I raised him 
to the table, cracking his chest 
using the longest pair of scissors, 

amputating tongue, 
dividing his lips, slicing his gums, 
which shocked her into gliding 

into his brain to hide. 
As I sewed him back together, 
I packed her deep between his ribs: 

My dear, I made a vase!   
Drink deep of him and rest ye soft, 

 O tiny purple aster! 
    
    
      Gottfried Benn, MD, 1912, age 24  
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Emily Waryck 
Purgatory 
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rancid grip of day-old vomit 
curdled cheesepuff flashing neon 
bubble & foam with diet coke fizz… 
stuffed inside a shoebox 
meant to house memories 
photographs & movie-ticket stubs 
but instead edges drip with bile 
soggy-wet & collapsing  
heave heave heave & come up 
                                    hollow 
vile & unnerving  
smells like early-morning an xi e  
teeth scum nausea-gag 
baking soda scrub  
& brush     & scrub  
let the dentist poke & prod 
finger in your mouth  
just like your finger in your mouth 
just like your finger 
at the   back   of your throat 
retch hurl & chuck 
heart   beat   bird-   like  
aching empty throb 
gag — again & again  
heart-stop beating  
heart-slow down 
gasp breath in blow sludge back     out 
need a way to fix this  
need a way to become e m p t y  
step one :    chug warm water 
step two :    hold back your hair 
then lean over the sink and  
hope it gets gone have to 
get it all out &      gone 

shshshaky hands press coins 
into the palm of the cashier 
you went to high school with 
smell of copper on your fingers 
& you know you’ll taste it     later 

W. Jack Savage 
The Hunger 
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Roopa Dudley 
Life Goes On 
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Liz Breazeale 
Hicks Hooch 

Selah’s mom told us ghost stories about the bar when 
they first bought it—faithless women who carried themselves 
like crumbling mountains, slaughterhouses and murderous 
lovers, how the air we breathed was never empty—stories that 
grew darker and bloodier with the years. Selah gasped in the 
right places, eyes never leaving her mother’s face, hearing the 
gospel in every word. 

I pricked her with questions my father never an-
swered. Mrs. Hicks, where do we go when we die? Mrs. Hicks, 
why would someone haunt a place they hated? Mrs. Hicks, do 
you believe in ghosts? 

Her grin never reached past the wrinkles punctuating 
her mouth. Her lipstick-sealed cigarette wilted from her fin-
gers. She said, Jenna, there are voids in the world we have to 
fill and the way we do it is with something of ourselves.  
 
IT WAS THRERE A.M., a week before I left for college. Selah 
and I stood in the cavern-silent Hicks Hooch, close enough that 
I could touch her hips through her jeans, press my chest into 
her back where it curved a little. 

She snatched two glasses from behind the bar, poured 
shots of Jack. Stretched, her shirt rising and her belly button 
ring glinting. Said she felt a chill, prickles under her skin. 
“Someone’s here. Smells like whiskey. Whiskey and roses.” She 
whispered the same thing every time. It smells like Mom, she 
was saying.  

“Disinfectant. Disinfectant and old wood.” I drifted 
toward the bar and snatched the glass from her hand. Downed 
the shot. “I’ll prove it. Nothing here but some rats.” 

“In a week,” Selah said, the words already darkened 
and fading, “you’ll be Jenna Louise May, trainee savior of the 
pill popper and the alcoholic and the redneck.” She banged the 
bottle down onto the wood and laughed, dry and crackled. 
Voice scathed. “Oh, but you won’t tell them your girlfriend is 

one of those, right?” 
“Your support means the world, Sel.”  
“Mom supported you enough for the both of us.” 
In her sober moments, Mrs. Hicks smoothed my hair 

on my sleeve, said, Jenna, baby, you’d be wonderful at social 
work. Pulsed with earnestness, echoed the way she’d hugged 
me, fierce and angry and biting like a wounded animal, when 
my father kicked me out. That day she called him and 
screamed, told him he wasn’t a parent but a ghost of one.  

“Don’t puss out now, baby girl,” Selah mocked. 
“Thought you had something to prove.” 

It worsened over the year since we found her mother 
dead, the resentment. She fell away with the speed of a rock-
slide; I spent my time prepping for college, living with Selah 
and her father and the cold spaces where her mother was not, 
unable to interact with my own parent outside of screams. But 
Selah, she wove herself together with Xanax and booze. Count-
ed the minutes her mother was gone in ghosts, in demons in 
basements.  

Selah raised her voice. “Do another shot with me, 
college girl. Can’t hold your booze anymore?”  
 I squeezed her arm, harder than necessary, and crept 
through the room. Ancient jukebox, walls littered with beer 
signs and photographs of the bar in its past incarnations: a 
faded black-and-white ghost of a slaughterhouse, a shadowy 
brothel, a crumbling facade, all circled by the arms of trees and 
sky. Her dad bought the bar when Selah and I were young, 
when it was a ruin, stuck up in the hills. Kids hunted through 
it on dares, came back with stories of screams, growls. The 
wood was black and rotted, the roof caved in. The first time her 
dad took us out to see his new purchase, Mrs. Hicks nodded 
without speaking, walked to the car. Sat, arms folded, breath 
fogging the windows, until she was completely obscured. 
 “Your dad  needs to do  something  about  these walls.  
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All the cracks and dents and shit.” 
“Stay and tell him yourself.” 
It’s like a person, Mrs. Hicks had garbled, this place. 

You can paint over yourself and make yourself different, but 
you’ve always got those fingerprints in you, those punches and 
stabs. And we’d stumble her back home, across the parking lot 
to their house, Selah and I, while she whipped her long hair 
dusted with gray and tried to tell us stories we already knew 
the endings to. I used to do social work, she said. I used to be 
like you, Jen.  

“C’mon. We’ve had a few drinks.” I pushed past 
chairs matted with film, light from the window reflected dully 
from them, rasping across the wooden floor. “There’s nothing 
here to see.” 

“You’ve been here so many times and you know—” 
She moved back into shadow. Her voice wasn’t as strong as her 
mother’s; it was skittery, barbed. “Anyway, thought you were 
gonna prove it. Isn’t that what you told me?” 

My gut pitted. Said, there’s nothing here but crema-
torium air and people who love ghost stories more than they 
love you. 

She shook her bag of pills, popped one and chased it. 
“What?” She grinned, mouth looped around the words. 

“You’re going to kill yourself.” 
She dumped whiskey in her glass until it sloshed over 

the sides. Rested her hands on my shoulders when I leaned 
over the bar, tried to take it from her. “Momma always said 
you were too good for me.” 
 “Such a martyr.” I leaned in; she met my lips. Backed 
away. Laughed like sleet on a window and wiped her mouth; 
her hand came away slick. Her mom’s lip gloss. Rimmel or 
Revlon. Mrs. Hicks wore it every day, even toward the end. We 
could count her bottles by the shiny traces on the rims.  

“Gonna forget all about me. Just the way she wanted.” 
“No.” I reached for her hand. “I can’t stay, Sel. You 

can’t.” 
“Got it in your blood. Mom thought so.”  
“I asked you to come.” I could feel them on me, those 

venom-glistened eyes, set back in craters. Deep and angry and 
falling into hatred.  

Selah drank straight from the bottle. Pleaded. “She’s 
here. I—I’ve felt her, you know?”  

“Tell me something new.”  
“There’s something down there, in the basement. I’m 

not the only one who’s—” She’d found a pile of hooks and 
chains in the basement years ago when I dared her to go down 
there. She screamed and screamed the whole time, sobbed 
about something touching her. Mrs. Hicks investigated, came 
back white-faced and snapped at all of us to stay out. We never 
ventured down the steps again. 

“There’s nothing.” 
Her voice trembled, feathery. “Prove it.” She grabbed 

the bottle and poured. The dark crept in around her face. It 
snuck into the lines and made them wrinkles. She took the 
shot.  

 “If I can—” I paused. “If I prove to you there’s noth-
ing here, would you leave with me?” 

“Already told you no.” She tried to sit on a barstool 
but slipped instead, caught herself with a smack that rang 
through my bones. I reached to help her but she pushed me 
away. “A year. A year it’s been. Since we found her. And—and 
you need to see her before—”  

I’d always told Mrs. Hicks I’d never stay here in these 
dull gray hills. And she looked at me, something glimmering 
even behind the booze, something like pyrite, and she gripped 
my hands and said, of course, of course, do something. Of 
course. You’re better. 
 Her daughter sat before me, swirling the bottle in 
circles on the cracked tabletop; it kachunked through dips in 
the wood. 

I said, “She was never going to come back.” She slid 
off the stool and stumbled after me and I turned to face her. 
“I’ll prove it. I promise.”  
 Mrs. Hicks told us how the earth moved on, and the 
wind drifted the prehistoric mountains away, the ones that 
used to surround this place, higher than the Himalayas. She 
told us they had become nothings, ancient and collapsed by 
caverns. Hunched behind her desk, swiveling her chair, glass 
empty of anything but leftover boozy breath, she said the lime-
stone cliffs were stories told too many times, riddled with 
faults. 
 The last time I spoke to her, she repeated this, held 
my eyes in hers, craters in the ocean, told me this was love, the 
mountains: the waiting, the slow annihilation.  
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I kissed Selah, violent and hurried, and for a moment 
afterwards, she focused on something behind me, glance jut-
tering and cave-dark. Touched my cheeks with hands that 
were always cold, and I saw the first time we’d kissed, three 
years ago, because she said she’d never kissed a girl and pulled 
my face toward hers and her lips were glacial in the summer 
air.  

I grabbed her hand, tracing my way around the bar, 
needing no light, knowing the landscape.  

She whispered, “I’ve been hearing her stories.” 
The wooden walls were made from trees growing on 

nearby slopes, the tables and chairs fitted so close together I 
heard Selah suck in her nonexistent gut and squeeze past ra-
ther than disturb them. “When Hicks Hooch was a slaughter-
house slick with cow blood and pig blood and goat blood—”  

The air in the room was a breath on my neck.  
I traced my hand over the cool wood of the tables, 

slashed and pitted by years of violence.  
 “Hurry up.” I pulled her toward the hall. I opened up 

my phone to light my way even though I knew how the plank-
ing fell away in a depression.  
  Selah’s bare feet scuffing the wooden floor, tiny white 
jacket cutting through the thick darkness. She used to walk 
this way home from the bus stop, shuffling through puddles or 
anthills or piles of trash outside trailers. We weaved through 
the woods, leapt through leaves with no one to rake them, un-
earthing creatures that scuttled away, thick-legged and black. 
Ignored the hills sprawled behind us and before us because we 
knew they went on forever. Spun as fast as we could, arms 
outstretched, imagining we could gather enough speed to lift 
off, fly over the peaks and valleys until the ground was flat and 
spacious and left us room to breathe. I asked if she remem-
bered this.  

“No.” Her voice tiny against the black. 
We stopped at the basement door.  
Everything seemed to close in, confine us with the 

deepest darkness. The old-timey light fixtures jutted out at odd 
intervals, delicate curls.  

Something slammed. Selah bucked. 
“Wind,” I said. 
She, pale and slim, looked as though she would wither 

away. “How d’you know?” From her hollow sockets, her spider 

eyes glittered, words clicked from her pedipalp lips. “Maybe 
it’s—” But her thoughts disintegrated in the air. “She never 
went down there, remember?” 

I told her I didn’t, that I was pretty sure her mother 
went down there all the time. Even though this was never true, 
especially toward the end, when she would go out the back 
rather than pass by the cellar, would refuse to set foot in it, 
telling disjointed stories about demons and murder. They be-
gan empty, the stories, they began with spending long renova-
tion hours entertaining us, but Mrs. Hicks was a house waiting 
to be haunted. 

In that moment, I hated the place, hated how Selah’s 
eyes were like her mother’s and leaned into something she 
could never focus on, how her mother hadn’t left us at once but 
pebble by pebble, in the way mountains are eroded. Hated how 
her missingness and the missingness of my girlfriend could be 
felt in holes where words stopped fitting, in absences of foot-
falls, in lack of breaths and kitchen scents and tangles of hairs 
in the carpet.  

I held Selah’s arm when she stumbled, pointing from 
office to cellar door. “Said she didn’t believe when people said 
that about haunting.” 

“No,” I whispered, tugging on her arm. “She never 
believed it.” 
 “But she never went down there.” She sang the words, 
stumbling forward. She turned and tripped over the sticking-
out floorboard she knew to avoid. “Something’s down there. 
You don’t believe she’d—” 

“Your mom hated it here. Why would she stick 
around?” 

“I’ve seen her, she’s here and I smell her and—”   
“There’s nothing.” I stepped through the door and a 

wave of cold air and mildew washed over me. “You can’t keep 
walking around here, walking and walking because she’s not 
here.”  

“Don’t you miss her?” 
Exactly a year before, we’d walked into the office, 

Selah’s hand cool in mine, knowing immediately when we 
opened the door it was too cold and cavernous for summer, and 
Mrs. Hicks lay across the desk glowing pale, the fool’s gold 
Selah and I found when we were so young we thought we’d 
found something real glittering on the floor. 
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She slapped me away. “You just wanna forget her.” 
Her voice scalded, malignant. If I didn’t take her with me from 
this place, she’d sink further away. Become one of those cave 
dwelling creatures, blinded and pale. 

I shoved into the mouth of the basement and my 
stomach sank into an ooze. 

Selah scrambled behind, clunking on the steps. The 
thumps coated themselves in the thick, cold air of the base-
ment. It was dark, the angry dark of evil eyes, and I felt only 
hate seep in from the shadows. The light from my phone 
glowed weak against the stone walls. Wooden pallets stacked 
around the perimeter, mold-scented. Something scuttled under 
the stairs. I reached the floor, ancient, tamped down dirt. 
Drainage holes in lower areas, blackened and caked. I imagined 
blood seeping into them. Stools strewn across the room, broken 
chairs. An outline against the far wall, a fireplace-shaped hol-
low where the slaughterhouse well had been.  

The dark crushed, soaked us in itself. 
“Mrs. Hicks!” I called. The air around us, around me, 

seemed to fill. “If you’re here—”  
Selah whimpered. “Jen…” 
I waved my phone and shadows leapt behind piles of 

debris. I pushed forward. Waded through newspapers, yellowed 
boxes. Metal against my shins. Made my way toward the well. 
Selah cried behind me, screamed words I couldn’t discern.  

Smell of sweet decay. I turned and stumbled over an 
empty crate. Movement against the far wall—corner of my 
eye—a shift in the darkness. 

“Mrs. Hicks! Hey, anybody!” The air turned cold. I 
spun, faced where I thought I heard Selah whimpering.  

Cold lunged against me. I dropped my phone. Shoved 
over wires, stuck my foot through a sign. Something shattered. 
The air frigid.  

My breath caught.  
I stepped on wadded up tarp and stumbled forward 

until I reached the far wall where I’d seen the shape.  
“Mrs....” I whispered. Held my breath.  
Silence pounded waves.  
Selah sobbed, “Please, please.” 
A moan.  
I twisted. Smashed backward. Flailed. Collided with 

boxes, shapes, poles. Shoved through debris. Swore something 

jumped next to me, breathed into my limbs.  
Selah’s shoulders shook when I smashed into her. She 

latched onto my shirt, weeping and weeping. I couldn’t see 
anything, couldn’t feel anything but her weight stretching my 
clothes, pulling me down, her hair tangling in my buttons and 
in my fingers. 

I crashed through the cellar, dragging her behind me. 
She yanked back against the steps. Her nails slashed against 
my arms.  

I shoved Selah up the stairs, scrabbling, cursing. Her 
eyelashes thick and clumped.  

Only empty air. 
Selah was shouting, pounding against anything. The 

door we’d just slammed behind us. Me. “We have to go back, 
we have to—” 

I pushed her away. When she came again, I seized her 
wrists and held them until I thought they would snap.  

Nothing tingling my neck, nothing in the air.  
 “I don’t, I can’t, don’t make me…” 
“No. We’re going.” My words tumbling boulder-thick. 

I couldn’t stop shaking. Nothing had put its hand down my 
throat and squeezed my stomach, my lungs; nothing tugged at 
my jeans. I yanked her behind me toward the broken window 
we’d come through earlier. “Staying here looking for a ghost? 
Are you serious?” 

There was a silence where the air staled. My heart 
beat in my ears. Her hair hung limp, her hands balled up, and 
her jacket hung askew off her shoulder. Her words jumbled 
together. “Then why the fuck are you here?”  
 “Because.” She’d walk that slaughterhouse for as long 
as she had legs and maybe longer. She’d drink like it would 
wash away all her loss. “Come with me,” I said, legs shaking. 
Her body softened in my grasp. She became fluid like the first 
time I ever held her, river-fresh and clear. Every day, I saw 
her, both of them, I breathed them in with brushfires that 
couldn’t be put out and the dust that always lodged in my 
lungs and in Selah’s handprints across my body. 

She stood there, smearing her makeup in watery 
strokes, digging mascara into her dark circles. I yanked her 
with me, but she sank her heels in, and her skin squeaked 
across the floor. She flailed. 
 I shouted. “She’ll never come back for you.”  
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She shoved me. Snapped back, my fingers catching 
her sleeve as she fell. She smashed to the floor. Lay there, shiv-
ering and sobbing. 

Once, I spun with her on the bluff, thought we’d lift 
off, seeing Mrs. Hicks from the corners of our eyes while Selah 
shouted, Mommy, Mommy, look! Dust flowing past Hicks 
Hooch, her mother beginning to be haunted, the mountains 
tumored with caverns deep in their throats. 

 I didn’t tell her I was sure something was down there. 
Something angry and deep and sad all the way through, some-
thing waiting for her. How I feared it was true, all of it, that 
there was something to stay behind for. How she looked like 
her mother, in her coffin before it was closed, some creature at 
the end of the world with sinkhole eyes, so deep and holding so 
many dead bodies she’d never let rise up.  
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Translated from German by Jim Bartruff 
The Morgue 

II  Pretty babies 
 

The virgin girl was on the shelf too long. 
Her lips were horribly gnawn. 

I cracked her chest, and I saw her esophagus 
was spindled with holes. 

Under the arbor of her diaphragm, 
one little sister had died. 

The rest of the nest of adolescent rats 
had lived on her liver and kidneys; 

they'd sipped her ice cold blood; 
                                                     until their Death 

arrived and was nasty and neat. 
I threw them all in water!  O, how wee 

       pink muzzles can shriek!      
 
 
        Gottfried Benn, MD, 1912, age 24  
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Amanda Bess Allen 
Giant Tree 
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Amanda Bess Allen 
Duck with Reflections 
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Yuan Changming 
Winter Vision 
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Like billions of dark butterflies  
Beating their wings  
Against nightmares, rather 
Like myriads of  
Spirited coal-flakes  
Spread from the sky  
Of another world 
A heavy black snow  
Falls, falling, fallen  
Down towards the horizon  
Of my mind, where a little crow 
White as a lost patch 
Of autumn fog 
Is trying to fly, flapping   
From bough to bough  



Nelson Stanley 
Sanctity 

 She was cleaning out their flat when she found the 
box of tapes. She pulled it out of the back of a cupboard, tried 
to ascertain what was on the blank ones by popping each one 
into the camera—not yet packed; neither were their books—
and wasted a few hours of the lonely morning fast-forwarding 
through random footage, most of it left over from her final year 
degree project. Three tapes of light dappling autumn leaves, 
scarlet and gold, two of test footage from the short film she had 
shot for her final show. She was about to give up and just add 
the whole lot to the pile of things to drop off at the charity 
shop. Then, what passed for their home movies, and the tears. 
 There was nothing particularly exciting on most of 
them; just the two of them fucking around with the video cam-
era, usually whilst high: 
 -A short clip of their hamster, Gerald, whizzing 
around its cage. Stoned giggling, from out of shot. 
 -A long shot, black and white, of him sitting on the 
window-sill, smoking a cigarette, staring out the window at the 
street below. He looked up quickly, as if she had been filming 
him in secret and he had just noticed her presence. Zoom in. 
He said, “Is this why you won't marry me?” 
 -Her face, covered in snot, from when she had con-
tracted the world's worst cold two or three winters before. On 
the screen, she sobbed and pawed at the mucus as it poured 
from her nose in great oozing waves; she appeared to be pite-
ously whining for a tissue, which apparently he thought it fun-
ny to withhold. On the tape, she could hear him talking to her, 
but though she strained her ears, the signal noise or the soft 
whirr of the video camera's motor meant his words were lost. 
 The last tape was different. 
 He sat cross-legged before the window, facing the 
camera. The curtains behind him were closed, but the window 
itself must have been open, for as she watched him lean into 
the screen to fiddle with the camera's controls they moved gen-

tly in a manner that suggested breath. A gap where they had 
never quite fitted let in a shaft of slanting diagonal light. As he 
leaned forward, he passed through it and it revealed the thin-
ness of his hair at the front, though on the tape—as in their 
last year together—he had it cropped short to disguise this. 
 Having satisfied himself with whatever operation he 
was performing upon the camera's controls, he sat back on the 
chair and sat stretched out in that almost unconscious, uncouth 
way men do, legs sprawled as if clamping a beach ball between 
his knees. Your dick wasn't that big, honey, she thought, then 
cringed at her own unkindness. The light falling through the 
gap in the curtains fell on his faded tour T-shirt—the same one 
she now used as pyjamas, the one she had carefully avoided 
washing, the one she like to imagine still smelled vaguely of 
him—and a pair of jeans she had a few days before folded and 
washed and sent to the charity shop along with the rest of his 
clothes. On the camera's screen, his face was now too far back 
to be seen, obscured by the brightness of the sunshine through 
the window behind him, but the light picked out the hair on 
his forearms, turned each one to a filament of gold. Then, after 
a moment's silence, he began to speak. 
 “I'm sorry,” he began, his voice gruffer and lower than 
she remembered, the Estuary squeakiness buried in gravel. 
“I'm sorry to do this, to try to contact you this way. I know I'm 
taking a risk. I thought you'd like to hear my voice, see my 
face. So. Here it is. But I need... I need to see you.” He paused, 
leaned forward toward the camera, his face passing through the 
light, features emerging out of the motes of dust flickering in 
the sunshine. He looked away, at something off-camera, tensed 
as if listening for something, then, having apparently satisfied 
himself, leaned back again so that she could not see his face. “I 
know I'm taking a risk, making this, I know she could find it, 
but... That's what makes this worthwhile, right?” 
 He leaned forward again through the light, grew huge 
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as he reached out toward the camera, face filling the frame, 
each groove in the skin, each open pore and burst capillary 
magnified and recorded for posterity, displacing the smoothed-
off, edited version which she carried within her, which she 
realised then belonged to a much younger version of him, one 
that she had glimpsed in old photographs but had never known 
in life. 
 His face, huge, swam into focus, filling the screen. 
 “You're all I need,” he said. “You. Not her. When you 
get this, come to me, like you normally do. Meet me where we 
met, by the mermaid.” He stopped again, and his face assumed 
a look she knew, one that he wore at what he liked to think of 
as times of great import, a grave, pious face he employed when, 
she knew, he was feeling especially benevolent.  
 The tape clicked into static. She sat for a while, alone, 
listening to the sound the rain made against the windows, 
picking at a loose thread coming off her jeans, drumming her 
fingers on her knee. She rewound the tape, watched it through 
two or three more times. Try as she might, no matter how she 
racked her brain, she couldn't remember a mermaid, couldn't 
remember a pub or a restaurant they'd gone to or a play or a 
film they'd seen together featuring a mythical sea-creature. 
They had met at a mutual friend's house party under six thou-
sand decibels of bad German techno and the influence of 
enough chemicals to stun a horse. No mermaids; no fish. It 
hadn't even been fancy dress. 
 What could he have been referring to? 
 Then, with a noise that she assumed was her own 
sigh, there in the empty flat with the shadows lengthening 
toward afternoon, it came to her that the message wasn't for 
her, couldn't have been intended for her. 
 And then, following one after the other, came other 
questions: who was the other person to whom he referred, the 
one he didn't need? What risk could he have been running? 
Why would he send a tape to someone, to arrange a meeting? 
After all, that was the sort of act one would perform for a lover, 
or an old and cherished friend that you had not seen in a long 
time. But I was his lover, she thought, and I saw him all the 
time, right up until the end. 
 You're all I need. 
 All at once, the past, their shared past, the certainties 
of it, their life and his death, yawned open beneath her, as if 

the floor were on a hinge. She realised her bottom lip was 
trembling, and the acknowledgement of that tremor followed 
itself like a thread up inside her until she realised her heart 
fluttered desperately inside her ribs, her throat was stopped up 
with something she couldn't swallow, her stomach leaden yet 
roiling. The flat suddenly seemed very cold, very empty. The 
shadows thickened in the corners. The empty smell of it—dust, 
that lack or cessation you notice when you have been happy in 
a place and never will be again, which indicates of course a life 
or two lives displaced—hit her stomach. She rushed to the toi-
let, fell down before it and stared into the bowl as if vomiting 
copiously, stayed there on her hands and knees while the tears 
wrenched their way out and she howled and sobbed, howled 
and sobbed, howled and sobbed, her voice coming back 
wreathed in ghostly echoes from the porcelain. 
 It took twenty or so minutes to get herself together; 
even then, she noticed she was still trembling slightly. Alt-
hough she had given them up months before, she felt the in-
sistent urge to smoke a cigarette, smoke anything, and she 
regretted keenly the great purge of smoking materials that she 
had led in the grip of her health-kick some months before. If 
only she didn't know his hiding-places, the places he stashed 
things, if only she hadn't been so efficient at winnowing out his 
emergency baccy, the spare rolling papers, the box of matches 
with the tiny blim of hash gone stale inside… 
 The thought sent her stomach lurching again and she 
yowled at the world, felt the ropes of pain tighten about her 
heart until she thought it might stop altogether. She lashed 
out, blindly, a blow wrenched from inside her nervous system, 
from the base of her spine, from all the secret things she had 
thought that she had shared with no one but him. It was worth 
it, just to strike back at the world, at the empty air, at life for 
taking him away, and to strike at him, for whatever he'd done, 
wherever it was he'd gone, for leaving that tape, for distorting 
things, for contaminating the pure fuel upon which the engine 
of her grief ran. 
 You're all I need. 
 The pain from her split knuckles did little to bring 
her back to the world, but wiping the smear of blood off the 
white gloss of the lintel gave her something to do other than 
fret, and panic, and wail. 
 Once she'd erased the hieratic mark on the paintwork 
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and wrapped her bloody hand in a clean-ish duster, she looked 
around at the remaining detritus of their lives, severed now but 
still partly intertwined. The hollowness of this house. The box-
es half-filled, the shelves half-denuded. The dizzying, sicken-
ing idea of touching anything else that he had ever placed a 
hand upon—and the lure of nicotine, the blissful cell-deep 
craving reignited within her—sent her hurrying from the flat, 
out into the street. 
 The rain had stopped. The sun came out and the 
pavements glowed gold, steamed in the sudden resumption of 
the heat. Early spring, you're either sweating inside your coat 
or cursing the flimsiness of whatever you're wearing in lieu of a 
coat as the rain lashes down. She blundered about, her feet 
shattering the golden surface of puddles, the hot tarmac 
treacherous underfoot. When she looked up, something about 
the look on people's faces after the morning's heavy rain, the 
way they squinted in the strong sunlight, the way they sighed 
and unzipped coats or shook off umbrellas, something about 
blessings unasked for and received soured her heart inside her, 
brimmed her eyes with tears. Blinking, she staggered on, gaze 
downcast, trusting the unevenness of the pavement, the savage 
working of her jaw, the sheer mechanical effort of placing one 
foot in front of the other, one in front of the other. 
 You're all I need. 
 When, finally, she looked up, the city's roar and bus-
tle had faded to a background hum. She'd fumbled her way 
into a gap between two buildings, down by the deserted indus-
trial estate past the bus station. Blinking away tears, she stared 
at the shabby factory units, which now appeared to be a small 
wildlife refuge for teenage graffiti artists, small-time drug 
dealers, illegal fly-tippers and intrepid skateboarders. Every 
window was covered with thick chipboard, every silent cladded 
wall gathered up the distant rumble from the main road and 
compressed it into a whisper. The narrow avenues between the 
buildings were choked with fern and brambles, the wet smell of 
them in her nostrils. The barbed-wire was turning to rust. A 
corrugated plastic notice advising trespassers that the security 
firm that patrolled this area used dogs—clinging on by a last 
defiant twist of wire—flapped madly in a sudden cold breeze, 
which brought with it a few scattered drops of water, though 
whether these fell from the hazy sky or were blown off the roof 
of one of the buildings, she could not tell. 

 Empty lager cans, the brands long worn-off, tinkled 
forlornly against concrete. She tried to imagine the place bus-
tling, the car park crowded with lorries and vans, lights 
streaming out of the windows, the clash and roar of machinery. 
Nothing of that was left. Whatever original use the place had, 
whatever they had made here, was now gone. The sad little 
piles of discarded condoms and the remains of drug wraps 
where kids had huddled in doorways seemed as old and as for-
gotten as the place itself. 
 One of the buildings, the vacant units, was burnt-out. 
The smell of melted fibreglass, harsh and rotten, in the back of 
her throat. An empty fire extinguisher rusted in the scree of 
lichen-spattered asbestos roof tiles. An old television set, the 
top half of the screen of which someone had coated in some 
sort of thick red paint, the drips cascading down like a map of 
nerve endings, frozen tendrils that sought for but would never 
reach the floor. Skeletons of charred beams with sad remnants 
of molten lath clinging to them.  
 She kicked her way through an opening that had once 
been a wall, past the returning weeds pushing their way up 
through what remained of the floor, through the tangle of dis-
carded car tyres, the broken bits of plumbing, torn black plastic 
rubbish bags spilling befouled rags, smashed video cassettes, 
faded and rain-bleached magazines.  
 Inside, the place was a shrine. Small alien skulls, 
bulbous, huge-eyed, tapering to a cruel point—sparrows? They 
must be sparrows—tied on posts driven into the corners of the 
building, marking a boundary within the hollowed-out space. 
Trails of ribbon dangling from the blackened joists, ribbon that 
had once, possibly, been white but now had taken on the colour 
of a fading bruise. Small hanks of human hair twisted and 
knotted in strange fashion hung seemingly at random over the 
rubbish and detritus; somehow—a trick of the light?—it was 
darker inside than outside, as if there was still a roof, some-
thing above her head to cast a shadow. 
 In a space cleared amidst the rubbish in the very cen-
tre of the building, she found the mermaid, but even as her 
disbelieving eyes widened, they caught a flicker of movement 
off to one side, at the edge of her vision. Someone was there 
with her, inside the building, all at once, perhaps emerged 
from the shadows clinging along what was left of one          
wall.  Despite  herself,  she jumped—shoulder blades squirming 
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together beneath her skin—let out a sudden, embarrassing 
squeak. 
 The rain started again, but softly, blown in on the 
wind gusting through the gaps in the roof, the walls. Above her 
head, the clouds swirled like boiling water. There was a taste in 
her mouth, part industrial, part medicinal, like the fillings dis-
solving out of her teeth.  
 The figure was tall, a filthy novelty baseball cap pulled 
down hard over the lowered face, hands thrust deep into the 
pockets of a creaking leather jacket that looked like its owner 
had once spent a lot of time falling off of motorbikes. The jeans 
were filthy, threadbare; they hung loose around the figure's 
legs. Inside its makeshift tourniquet, the wound on her hand 
began to throb. The figure nodded without raising its head, a 
slight upward bobbing of the befouled brim of its cap. 
 “Should I be here?” she asked, surprised at how calm, 
how composed her voice sounded. “What I mean is, d'you 
mind?” 
 In lieu of an answer the figure shrugged, which she 
took as indicating assent. 
 “I know this is a long shot, but you don't smoke at all, 
do you? I could fucking die for a—”  
 She caught herself, shivered like a wet dog.  
 “I'm desperate for a fag.” 
 The figure shook its head, but pulled a pale, long-
fingered hand from the depths of its jacket, threw a battered 
packet to the ground at her feet. Carefully, carefully, she knelt 
down amongst the wet weeds, fished about until she found it; 
inside, one last filter-tip, a brand-new disposable lighter. She 
fumbled it out, lit up, coughed her soul up, nearly retching 
amidst a cloud of foul smoke. It made her heart hammer even 
faster, immediately seemed to replace all the oxygen in her 
blood with carbon monoxide. Vision swimming, temples throb-
bing, she tried to fix her gaze on the figure. Its hands had re-
turned to its pockets. It stood head down in the gloom. She saw 
that from the back of the baseball cap flowed an immense mass 
of greasy, auburn hair, stuffed roughly into the raised collar of 
its jacket. 
 “I realise,” she said, once the coughing fit had subsid-
ed, “that this might sound quite strange, but I'd really like to 
have a look at your mermaid, if you don't particularly mind?” 
 No answer. Did it cant its head slightly, almost im-

perceptibly, to one side, as if straining to listen? She couldn't 
tell, but as it made no move to stop her, she turned away and 
picked her way across the detritus to where the mermaid 
sprawled in a space cleared at the centre of the room. 
 It was beautiful, in its way. Maybe eight feet long, 
perfectly white, perfectly, as if made from icing sugar, it 
sprawled languorously on its side, propping itself up on its 
elbow, the great fishy hindquarters tapering to meticulously 
carved flukes that flared to a good couple of feet across. The 
scales were fat and ridged, more like lamellar armour than 
those of a fish, decorously sprouting from the figure's hips, 
down over its navel. The top half was naked, shapely, but 
smooth like a mannequin's, complete but somehow indistinct, 
as if whoever had sculpted it—if it had  been sculpted—refused 
to titillate with anatomical details. But the neck—the finely-
wrought shoulders, the attention paid to the clavicle! The 
arms, slender yet sinuous, their muscles finely-wrought but 
not stringy or pumped: a gymnast, perhaps, or a swimmer, all 
her days. 
 The face disturbed her—underneath the expected 
great sweep of albino weeds that sprouted as its hair—cruelly, 
coldly beautiful, somehow unearthly yet almost undetectably 
so, a high forehead, epicanthic folds at the corners of huge al-
mond eyes, but the nose sharp, up-turned, the lips pouted in 
permanent scorn, or a strange contentment that did not bode 
well for someone.  
 You're all I need. 
 She was about to ask where it had come from, who 
had made it, how it had got to this place, when a growl behind 
her—savage, bestial, torn from no human throat—made her 
jump, the last kisses of her cigarette falling from her fingers to 
the ground. She yelped and spun about, expecting to see the 
figure at her side, but she was alone. The rain stopped and the 
sun came out, the air inside the building lightening at once, as 
if someone had thrown a switch. The ground, the rubbish, the 
bare, blackened beams began to steam. The air inside the 
shrine began to fill with a soft vapour, something like the 
smoke given off when rubber burns. By the time she heard the 
growl again, from somewhere inside the thickening smoke, she 
was already running. 
 When she stopped, desperate, breathless, drenched   
in her own sweat,  she found herself back by her old front door,    
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at the flat she had shared with the dead man. The rain came 
on again, soaking her further whilst she struggled with the 
lock.  
 Safe—as she thought—back inside, amongst the rem-
nants of their things, of the life she had shared with a man she 
loved, she smashed the tape to pieces, pulled it off its reels, 
shoved it into the kitchen sink, and torched it with the bright, 

shiny cigarette lighter she found in her pocket.  
 She managed, eventually, to chip and peel most of the 
molten remains off of the stainless steel, but the acrid smell of 
the burning plastic it left behind wouldn't leave the flat, and 
the letting agent decided—in light of the stink and the dam-
aged sink—to withhold the deposit. 
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Emma Banks 
Requiem 
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Amanda Bess Allen 
Wolf Moon 
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Joanna Rosenberg 
We Are Scary 

Whiskey has fingers, did you know that, 
Eve murmured to Adam. 
Stop it, he said. I hate whiskey. 
Yes it still grabs me, she said, 
it tucks me under. 
Under what? he said. 
Eve rose from the bed, naked, 
swigged, swallowed, dribbled 
down her chin. 
You’re so messy, he said. 
You make me smile. 
She stood naked, 
a new child. 
She held her breasts in her hands. 
I forget I’m a woman, 
she said, 
this drinking’s making me horny. 
Oh Eve, Adam said, let’s just sleep. 
Soon he slept, and Eve stood, 
touching the midnight that bled through the blinds. 
The moon on her breasts was warm, 
oatmeal, a baby’s gaze, unforgiving. 
Babies know what they’ve gotten into, 
thought Eve. She hoped so.  
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Sea Sharp 
The Prairie Witch 
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//  
but not even the demented can shriek like the meadowlarks / who only rattle a little on my beak / strung necklace like everything / that is 
sacrifice / and we shall wear their feathers if we ever wish to fly / so pluck them all / clothe my boy in the colors / masquerade him as an 
inky sunshine bird / and  i used to be an angel / you know 

//  
with the souls of the dead in my palms / like crystal goblets / i used to be an angel /  but i never sip when i drink / i throw shit / i thrust 
my wings like hell / i dare you to do a goddamn thing about it / and everythings a sacrifice / you know 

//  
and you have to be careful down here / try not to eat all the woodrats / and when the copperheads and cottonmouths start rolling / down 
the valley do not move they will trip / us down beat us up / bruise our bones over those limestones / rip you into pieces / scatter you over 
on these hills like crusted drops of flint / you have to be careful down here / everything is sacrifice / and i used to be an angel / you know 

//  
but i should   have been  
a bobcat chewing   on the spines  
of prairie dogs   lapping up the 
streams marking up   the slopes panting  
in the shade   of my den 
pleased    and purring 

//  
but my wings look bomb blasted / in this place like amputations like flesh / and bone and skin and everything / is sacrifice and i work too 
damn hard / and i sweat so damn much these days / and i am putrid / and i am rancid / and I am cursed / you know  

//  
but tonight 

  //  
icarus my little boy bird will learn to rise / and i will praise luna / singing wallah wallayyyy weemama wallayyyy weemama / and you can 
hear the coyotes weeping a lullaby / on the plains where i will disrobe / amongst my melancholy lovers / you will think my breasts / look 
nearly sacred beneath the orange of a harvestmoon / and the blood on my hair will dry quickly / you know 

//  
and  your anguish / cannot last forever / and the wailing / will just / you know 

//  
i was an angel once  but tonight 
i will sway  like a dying  
pregnant fawn  as the magnificent  
konza bursts  into flames like  

//  
hallelujah 

//  
 

Ian C. Williams 
Memory 1 
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Translated from German by Jim Bartruff 
The Morgue 

III  Cycle 
 

A murdered, unknown prostitute, 
a lonely molar 
filled with gold. 
The others looked to be waiting 
for a date. 
Our attendant knocked it out, 
put it in his pocket 
and began to dance. 
Now, he said, 
she's dirt we can put in the earth. 
 
 
        Gottfried Benn, MD, 1912, age 24  

 

William Doreski 
Like Many Giant Footprints 

The cold wind tastes of stone. 
You claim that despair stalks friends, 
poaching in their teacups and slurring 
their favorite words. The post office 
slumps on its foundations. Mail 
from the last century still awaits 
delivery, gummed flaps muttering. 
Several generations later, stones 
will be plastic-cast in China 
 
and our skeletons will display 
themselves in dusty shop windows 
where merchants sell legalized drugs 
in pouches sewn from our hides. 
Meanwhile the wind plunges and plunges 
with the angst of dolphins hunted 
to extinction. Shoppers toting bags 
of primary goods recall 
their childhoods in other nations, 
 
even if born here in a welter 
of sticky limbs. You want to warn them 
that when the snowdrifts melt 
certain clues will emerge. Maybe 
diamond tiaras stolen too late 
to catch the evening news. Maybe 
cigar butts that crawled from Cuba 
to subvert fat-headed old men 
who always vote Republican. 
 
The newly kindled sunlight fails 
to deter the wind from prying 
into our open pores and scalding 
tears we’ve saved for our funerals. 

But you laugh your rhinestone laugh 
and note that wherever volcanoes 
burst the earth new opportunities 
follow, like many giant footprints 
leading to the planet’s far edge.  
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W. Jack Savage 
His Imprint Was Still Fresh 
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Malcolm Friend 
El Moro 

Your skin absorbs 
thick Alicante air 
in the midst of festival. 
You have finally 
figured your way back home 
and are approaching the door 
when you see finger flung 
in your direction. 
 
Skin tingles 
as if that finger 
has thrust upon you 
and you keep your eyes 
focused ahead, 
pick up your pace. 
You know what is coming. 
Soco has warned you 
that the hoguera flames 
ignite a special kind of fire 
in Alicante streets. 
But even before that, 
you knew. 
This skin 
has always known. 
Still, his words 
cut you open. 
 
Yo quiero una foto 
con el moro. 
 
In an instance 
you are no longer you, 
no longer person. 
His finger 

jabs through you, 
Lets you know this skin 
says you are thing. 
You are desired 
object. 
You are prop 
in Reconquista 
reenactment. 
This skin 
is inscribed, 
tells him history. 
 
Your stomach 
begins to churn. 
You fumble your keys 
as you struggle 
with the lock. 
You won’t blame it 
on a stranger’s words, 
or an accusing finger 
shot at you. 
You won’t tell him 
the histories 
he inscribes 
are not yours. 
Instead, you blame pints 
poured down your throat 
earlier that evening in ecstasy. 
 
Problem is 
the sour of bile 
won’t leave. 
Not the next morning 
as music from the street 

floods your room. 
Not the next week 
as you return home. 
Not the next month 
when you move to Pittsburgh. 
 
This nausea stays bubbling 
in your gut, 
gets caught 
in your throat. 
Worse, it remains chiseled 
on your flesh.  
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June Calender 
Fog 

 I drove four hours across Nebraska and into Colorado. 
I drove through driving rain, leaving—escaping—as always the 
place I grew up. The windshield wipers, on high speed, hissed 
and thunked rhythmically nearly hypnotizing me. The arrow 
straight highway took me toward the mountains in Colorado, 
which I knew were a bastion on the horizon, but I could not see 
them in the gray murkiness of the late afternoon. The amber 
lights of the car created a yellowish space into which I drove. I 
thought of the puppy pee I had cleaned yesterday on the 
cracked, ugly linoleum of the old house I hoped I had visited 
for the last time. I knew I had reached the mountains as I felt 
the road rising. My mood rose too. Home was ahead; Raoul 
expected me and would hold my hands as I relived the last few 
days. 
 I focused on Aunt Geneva sitting at the kitchen table 
cuddling the cute but un-housebroken puppy. She had moved 
there after Gramma died. “I’ll miss him,” she said.   

“Like a hole in the head,” I mumbled.   
 She made kissy sounds to the puppy, a brown mutt 

she rescued from drowning when John Fowler stopped on the 
way to town. He was going to toss the pup off the bridge as he 
drove over. I thought she was ignoring me on purpose, but 
then she said, “It’s been hard living with Chet after I was so 
happy with Tom.” 

“You’re a saint,” I said. Tom died in a nasty tractor 
accident nearly five years ago. I remember Aunt Geneva’s al-
most catatonic stiffness as we waited for Tom’s funeral to 
begin. Thirty-seven years of love were clenched inside the 
vault of her motionless body.  

They were childhood sweethearts. I always thought 
the warmth between them was like sorghum molasses on bak-
ing powder biscuits, in contrast to the dry toast blandness be-
tween my parents. For the last three years, she had been living 
with her weird brother in that sad old house that needed so 

many repairs. Uncle Chet was the reason I had left the state the 
minute I graduated from high school, the reason I went back 
only for funerals. I had been inclined not to go to his, but I 
wanted to see him dead and buried. 
 I also wanted to hug Aunt Geneva and wish her good 
luck in selling the house, preferably to someone who would 
tear it down and build something decent on what was left of 
the farm. She planned to move to Arizona where a widowed 
friend wanted her to share a condo. It’s beyond me how she 
could have lived in that same house with Uncle Chet, even if he 
was her “baby brother.” The warmth in that phrase was once 
upon a time only in the voice of Gramma who told people, even 
when Chet was a grown man, “Baby Brother is a little slow.” To 
have lived with him for three years made Aunt Geneva some-
thing like a martyr in my book.  

I had thought I would feel lighter, happier, on the 
drive home, but driving in bad weather always made me tense. 
My hands were tight on the steering wheel. Every so often, I 
took one hand off the wheel and shook it like a dog shakes off 
water after a swim. I hunched and flexed my shoulders. I tried 
to breathe deeply and slowly but I couldn’t concentrate on 
breathing. My mind kept going back to that house and the 
short funeral. The minister didn’t bother talking about Chet; 
he took the opportunity to offer his fundamentalist views on 
the brevity of life on this earth and the infinity of the life here-
after. Eternal damnation, I thought, but the preacher stopped 
short of spelling that out. It’s possible he didn’t know Chet at 
all, but Aunt Geneva attended his sermons regularly. Maybe 
Chet did too, for all I knew. I didn’t know anything about his 
day-to-day life. I didn’t want to know. I was glad to see an 
open casket, glad to see he was really dead. My mind was full 
of medieval superstitions from seeing trailers for horror movies 
that I never went to. Drive a stake through his heart, I thought. 
Be sure he’s dead. 

The wan light between the land and the heavy alumi-
num lid of low clouds disappeared rapidly. Soon I was driving 
in complete darkness. The road was getting higher. The fog 
became so thick it blotted out both sides of the two-lane high-
way. I had to drive by the white stripe on the outside and the 
dashed, but often double, line in the middle of the road. There 
had been very little traffic all day, now there was none. I was 
alone in the ever-denser fog. I did not dare go more than twen-
ty miles an hour for fear of losing one of the lines by which I 
drove. God forbid I should hit a deer or a coyote. 

I reached the flashing yellow light where another 
sometimes busy two-lane road crossed. I was only fifteen miles 
from the turn off that would take me to the cabin where Raoul 
expected me. I hoped I would be able to see the mailbox, which 
was on the left side of the road. I had tried to phone him when 
the fog closed in, but I’d forgotten to recharge the phone’s  
battery. Raoul is the kind of intellectual rarely in touch with 
reality. He would sit in a yellow circle of light, his laptop on his 
knees, the table beside him covered with books, pondering the 
choice of words as he translated American poetry into Spanish. 
He might not even be aware of the weather conditions. I don’t 
know why I love him, maybe because he’s not like anyone in 
my family. He mumbles lines of poetry in Spanish to me when 
we make love. I don’t speak Spanish; I really can’t tell if he 
loves me. Right then, I wanted to be in that room with him 
more than anything. I wanted to be out of the car, in a place 
full of objects clearly visible in the lamplight. I drove steadily 
but slowed to fifteen miles an hour and then to ten. 

Shouldn’t I be near the turn? Oh, God! A left-hand 
turn, how will I find it? The center stripe and the right edge 
are my guides. I could not see the white stripe outside of the 
other left lane. Should I drive on the left side of the road? What 
if there’s another car and I’m in the wrong lane? What should I 
do? For the first time, I was not merely tired and tense from 
driving, I was growing frightened. I knew this road well in nor-
mal light. Even on a moonless night, I never doubted I’d see 
our mailbox in my headlights. But now I felt as if I could have 
been in Inner Mongolia or outer space. I might have gone past 
our road already. Should I turn around and drive slowly on the 
other side? Why didn’t I look at the mileage when I came to the 
blinking yellow light? I’d lost all sense of distance. My throat 
was getting tight, I felt like a child who wanted to cry, 

“Mommy!” 
Then I saw a figure standing in the road, right on the 

centerline, arms waving. The tall, gaunt figure reminded me of 
Uncle Chet. The arms flailed at me in that uncoordinated way 
he moved. Then he stepped right in front of my car. I hit the 
brakes and gripped the steering wheel like a shield. It was   
Uncle Chet, younger, much younger than the man in the    
coffin. The tip of his tongue slowly licked his bottom lip as it 
had when I was twelve, and he stared at me with his misty, 
hungry eyes.  

 I stared back as I had then, when I could only look at 
his eyes as I tried not to feel what his hands were doing. They 
caught what I called my secret place as if it were an apple he 
was plucking off the tree…then I felt…I could not remember. I 
remember only his eyes and the tip of his tongue slowly   
crawling along his lower lip like a slug on a flower petal. I don’t 
know how long I stared at those eyes, but slowly they were 
replaced by closed eyelids in a wrinkled face beneath tufted 
eyebrows; the mist around him became the cheap lavender 
satin he lay on…but still, the figure stood there in the        
headlights refusing to let me pass. “Goddammit, it’s late, I’ve 
got to get home. What the fuck do you think you’re doing?” I 
said. I might have spoken aloud. Or maybe not. My cold fear 
had turned to sweating anger dampening my forehead. I 
turned the car’s heater to A/C. I lowered the window and    
ordered, “Get in this car! Get in this car and apologize you shit-
eating sonofabitch.” I’m sure I changed the heater, sure I 
opened the window and shouted at him. 

The stooped, aging man I had last spoken to four 
years ago when my grandmother died was sitting in the seat 
next to me, his head down, his chin nearly on his chest, exactly 
as I had seen him during Gramma’s funeral service. Yes, he had 
been a pallbearer, but this was how I remembered him until I 
saw him today in his coffin. “Look at me!” I commanded. 
“Look at me! …Uncle Chet, you hear me?” 
 He looked at me from beneath those old man’s eye-
brows. His neck was ugly as a plucked chicken’s neck. His   
Adam’s apple looked like a cancerous growth as he swallowed.  
“Do you remember what you did to me?” He just looked at me. 
“You remember. Some part of that half-educated, selfish brain 
remembers when you came into my bedroom when I was stay-
ing with Gramma.”  
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“Just getting titties,” he whispered. 
“That’s right. And you were always hugging me, rub-

bing against me.” 
“You were the prettiest girl in three counties.” 
“That’s what you always said.” 
“You grinned when I said that. You laughed your 

twinkly laugh. Teasing me.” 
“I never teased you.” 
“You teased me. You rubbed against me when I 

rubbed against you.” 
“I did not.” 
“I remember.” 
I turned the A/C off and closed the car window. The 

sweat on my forehead and in my armpits felt clammy.              
“ …maybe a little bit.” 

“You DID. You liked me.” 
“You had no right—” 
“I’m a man.” 
“You were a man then too and I was a child. People 

don’t do that to children.” 
“You were not a baby. You had titties.” 
“I was twelve. You just came in and grabbed me.” 
“You were so pretty.” 
I was sweating again. I held down the button for the 

window. “YOU RAPED ME!” 
He looked out the windshield then his head dropped. 

“I didn’t rape you.” 
“YOU RAPED ME, YOU BASTARD!” 
“I couldn’t help myself…” He slumped down, shrink-

ing against the upholstery. 
“Weren’t you ever sorry?” 
“You went away.” 
“Damned right I went away.” 
“I dreamed about you.” 
“I hated you. I was so glad to see you dead and put in 

the ground. Good riddance to a pile of shit—that’s what I was 
thinking while the preacher was saying those endless prayers.” 

“I was not a bad man…”  He looked at me sideways, 
just a moment and then looked away. 

“You made me feel dirty and ugly and used. I dressed 
in overalls so no one else would want me like that.” 

“I tried to live an honest life. I wasn’t very good at 

things, but I paid my bills. I never cheated people. I did the 
best I could.” He sat up a little straighter. “The minister said I 
was a good member of the community.” 

“Hypocrite!” 
“I confessed my sins.” 
“You confessed—?” 
“To God. I asked God to forgive my trespasses.” 
“You should have asked me, I’m the one. Were    

there others?” 
He shrugged. “I tried to live a Christian life. I tried…it 

wasn’t easy…life wasn’t easy…don’t you know that?” 
“I’ve known that since I was twelve.” 
“I…I didn’t mean to…to make you hate me. You were 

just so pretty...I didn’t have any girlfriends…I was shy…girls 
scared me. They never were friendly to me. You were the only 
one who ever flirted with me.” 

I was beginning to shiver. I closed the window and 
flipped on the heat. “I didn’t flirt with you.” 

“You did. I remember.” 
“I didn’t flirt.” 
“Women never did…like me much. It was a lonely life 

I lived.” 
“God was punishing you.” 
He shrugged. He was a pathetic figure sitting there, 

shrinking, sinking into the old gray suit that he was buried in. 
I could see the flowers, not many.   

Aunt Geneva sniffed a little as we walked away from 
the gravesite. She said, “I’m the last one. Your mother’s gone 
and now Chet’s gone… He’s been a comfort to me. I’ll have to 
sell the horses. He was a wonder with horses and dogs. I know 
you didn’t like him, but he was a good man. Not as bright as 
most…handicapped. I guess nowadays we might say he was 
autistic.” 

“I don’t think he was,” I said. But I had heard her say 
“artistic.” I thought of the little cedar jewelry boxes he made by 
the dozens in the workshop in a corner of the barn. After he 
sanded and varnished them, Gramma would line the boxes 
with velvet or satin and sell them from a card table at the end 
of the driveway. As the conversation replayed in my mind, 
Uncle Chet was fading. I could see through him. Maybe he  was  
artistic and never had the chance to make anything more com-
plicated  than  the cedar  boxes.  What did I  really  know about 
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him? I had nursed my hate and disgust.  
“Go away,” I said to the remnant of a man sitting 

there. “Go wherever…it is the dead go. Into the fog…” 
“I loved horses and dogs and Geneva…and you,” he 

said very softly. 
He looked at me, his eyes became young, his face be-

came a young man’s face with a cowlick of light brown hair 
that fell over his forehead and nearly into his right eye. He was 
looking at me sitting on the swing on the porch of Gramma’s 
house; he was sitting on the floor not far away. He said, “I see 
London, I see France…” He laughed. I laughed and did not 
change the way I was sitting. We were looking at each other, 
laughing and laughing. Until he was barely there and I was still 
stopped in the road, sweating and cold, unable to see three feet 
ahead of the car. 

At the edge of my awareness, a ghostly light glanced 
off the rear view mirror. Then I looked and saw it in the out-
side mirror also. It moved in jerks, it drew my attention away 
from Uncle Chet, although I could still feel the laughter on my 

face. The light was not another car. It was a real light, it 
seemed to be approaching from behind more rapidly now. 
Should I start the car, drive away? I didn’t dare drive fast…I 
wasn’t at all sure where I was. Was the drive to our house 
near? Had I passed it? There wasn’t another house for nearly a 
mile after ours and it was down an even longer drive. I felt a 
cold, paralyzing fear that was entirely different from the shock 
I’d felt when I saw Uncle Chet waving me down. My throat 
constricted. I don’t think I was breathing. I willed my foot to 
press the gas pedal. I began to ease the car along. The light 
bounced closer. 

“Stop! Janet, stop!”   
I stopped. All the fear dissolved in a gush of relief. 

Raoul was knocking on the window beside me. “It’s me.” I 
pushed the button for the window. He leaned in. “Janet!”   He 
kissed me then gasped for breath. “Thank god you stopped. I’ve 
been trying to catch up with you since you passed the drive.” 
 I pulled his face to mine; his lips were warm and soft.  



Amanda Bess Allen 
Roots 

54 55 

Christine Degenaars 
Empty Chair 

There’s a darkness in his dimples, now, 
that wasn’t there before. It seems to sprout  
from his crevices and crawl across his face 
like something I don’t want to get my hands on.  
At the kitchen table, it looks like a potato’s eye 
 
and I imagine it smells like fungus  
or mildew or bread mold.  
I won’t touch it. It moves when  
he asks me to pass the boat and when  
he tells me what the railroad men  
 
have been saying about the hail. Guzzling gravy,  
he splatters it and it fills in his darkness  
like grave soil. I ask him why  
he wants me to meet these men 
who I have met before and he says it’s to heal me; 
 
that they would unpack my soul from the aluminum foil 
he says I wrapped it in for safekeeping. Jackson carries 
a darkness in his dimples that he never had before. 
At night, I can sometimes catch it, staring at me, 
one black eye, cold as railroad metal. 
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Cynthia Gallaher 
Bewitching Witch Hazel 

I. 
Osage, Oneida, Pottawattamie, Menominee,  
Mohegan, all know the power of “magic water.”  
  
Putting to boil leaves and twigs 
from which “Great Spirit” arises. 
  
Its essence in sweat lodge steam 
to limber up legs for games of lacrosse, 
  
Bathe sore muscles,  
strained backs and ever-tender emotions. 
  
While fork-tongued settlers used  
forked branches as infallible divining rods  
  
To dowse for precious metals, or deep springs  
of water underground. 
  
II. 
It’s a little spooky when the shrub  
finally blossoms spider-shaped flowers 
  
Around All-Hallows Eve, 
after dropping fall leaves. 
  
It’s a little spooky when it spits hard,  
black seeds like catapults at passersby. 
  
It’s a little spooky when lightning storms  
turn its clear bottled liquids milky. 
  
But a little bewitching, when at day’s end 
a woman can face the oval mirror 

  
To let common cotton and witch hazel 
usher a simple, balanced beauty, 
  
Lending the air a hint  
of autumn apples.  
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Ira Joel Haber 
untitled notebook drawings 



Translated from German by Jim Bartruff 
The Morgue 

IV  Negro bride 
 

Her neck was pillowed in a bed of blonde- 
black blood. The sun raved in her hair, and licked 
along her white, exsanguinated thighs. It knelt 
before her brownish nipples, undefiled 
by childbirth, knife wounds, blue tattoos.   
A nigger next to her was sliced from eye 
to chin. A horse had kicked him, drilling grooves 
into his small white inner ear canals 
with angry, filthy shoes. 
She lay beside him, sleeping like a bride 
upon the hem of happiness, a love 
that's poised on tiptoe to take flight 
into forever.   
                            Until I sank my knife 
into her white, unguarded throat. 
Around her hips the purple squirt 
of rancid blood wrapped like a skirt.  
 
 
        Gottfried Benn, MD, 1912, age 24  
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Roopa Dudley 
Lemon Drops for Paige 



Nina Kossman 
Abduction 
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Samuel Patchin 
Chaos Eternal 

 There are things worse than death; Emmerson knew 
that now. As he awoke to the screaming pain of the blade em-
bedded in his chest, he wished he did not. He reached to the 
hilt of the combat knife and pulled, feeling it buck, lodged par-
tially through a rib. He dropped his head back to the wet carpet 
with a scream. His fatigues were glued to the floor with blood. 
Something had been cinched around his wrist. He tugged and 
heard a metallic rattle. He pulled again, feeling the handcuff 
and chain more acutely, and became aware of a stir under the 
blanket of darkness. Across the expanse of the dark living 
room, obscure shapes seemed to climb into view. Barely audible 
groans crept from the corners of the room, crystalizing his 
panic. His arm jumped, almost wrenching whatever object he 
was chained to from the wall. Turning to his bound arm he 
found a kneeling position and began to pry the knife from his 
chest. The pain came in a white hot haze that made the nerve 
endings in his head glow; the slow scrape of bone blocked out 
the sound of his own agonized screams. As the blade began to 
give through his chest, his cries transformed into mad, desper-
ate laughter. The room seemed to agree. He tore the weapon 
from his heart as the echo from floor to ceiling gave way to 
unintelligible human noise. Overhead were loud screams and 
pounding with the pitter-patter drip of something. Perhaps the 
undefined roars of animal rage from the floor above had always 
been there. The black forms around him crawled; they rolled 
and twisted with agonized gibbers as his widened eyes adjusted 
to the blackness. He wished he had not seen them. The humble 
Afghani living room was ravaged and seemingly dipped in 
blood; what remained of the home’s eight residents lay scat-
tered across the floor in wriggling, gulping pieces. Corporal 
Reyes sat in the corner holding his severed head between his 
legs. Emmerson watched mesmerized as Reyes’ feet wiggled in 
his boots across the room. The head tilted up, its glassy eyes 

acknowledging Emmerson’s presence with a hollow stare that 
grew into a slow, terrible smile. He realized in a shock deeper 
than any wound could create that the ragged trunks and limbs 
of human beings were not slaughter; they were afterbirth. 
They’d been reborn through suffering into an alien world so 
much worse than imagination. Private Emmerson covered his 
eyes and began to pray to any god that would listen for the 
mercy of death, knowing now what the men, women and chil-
dren around him gurgled in tongues. Suddenly… “What is 
love?.. Baby don’t hurt me… Don’t hurt me… No more.” Dance 
music? Upstairs, buried beneath the pained screams and angry 
shouts, he could only imagine was the worst dance party in 
history. The rest of the squad must be there. He looked down 
to his hand chained to a metal bar on the coal heater, then to 
the knife. He would stop them… 

Fourteen hours earlier, a rectangular, metal box la-
beled “Death Corp” had been accidentally left in the mess hall. 
Inside it contained tin snips, a bag holding fourteen human 
fingers, and a digital camera with forty eight pictures depicting 
the murder of Afghan citizens. The two MPs, Emmerson and 
Reyes, grabbed the only squad member of the unit not current-
ly on patrol and showed him the box. Then the whole terrible 
mess came out. His unit had been specifically targeting civil-
ians and planting false evidence to make them seem like enemy 
combatants. The squad member didn’t know why they’d start-
ed doing it; to them it was hilarious. After they’d thrown the 
man in the brig, they radioed his squad, ordering them to re-
turn, and heard… nothing. The patrol had gone dark and no 
one from their outpost had seen them. When Reyes and Em-
merson went to investigate along the squad’s route, everything 
seemed normal—except for one house. There was an unnatural 
vibrant shimmer along the cracks of its doors and windows. 
Any lead  was  worth investigating  at  that point. The moment  



they turned the door handle, the blinding light seeped from the 
cracks and engulfed them. 
 When they opened their eyes, a golden throne room 
stretched before them, impossibly long and misshapen. It was 
empty save for architecture ending in hyperbolic curves and 
points that seemed to distend and move like a thin sheet of 
rubber. Behind them was the same long, strange hallway, and 
at the end was a large shape extending from floor to ceiling. 
They walked forward, guns drawn, trying not to notice the 
shapes of gaping human figures that pushed into the walls 
beckoning wordlessly. They dare not look down and see that 
underneath the gold floor were rotten shapes and a long carpet 
of human flesh. Nor did they look up to see the still living ani-
mals shaped together into decorative chandelier-like protru-
sions. And in the distance came the chanting, “IA KING IN 
YELLOW! IA HASTUR! HE WHO SHEPARDS US TO IMMOR-
TALITY!” Emmerson glimpsed back to find they had halved 
the space—it was the same distance behind them as walking 
forward. Shapes began to come into view: soldiers in a semicir-
cle around a brutalized family, their hands and feet zip-tied. 
And before them it sat, rising fourteen feet tall in tattered yel-
low robes, its skin like porcelain, its face a pallid, immovable 
mask. They thought the thin figure wearing a pointed crown a 
statue—until it moved. It slowly waved its hand over the fig-
ures before it, and a shiver of despair ran through the group 
and brought them to their knees. “MY KING! MY LORD AND 
SAVIOR!” they cried out desperately. The soldiers removed the 
combat knives from their belts, then their shirts, and began 
making shallow cuts across their trunk and arms. It cocked its 
head at their prostration as if it didn’t understand, then it ab-
ruptly looked up. The two MPs approached, Reyes shouting, 
“Drop the fucking knives! You’re all coming with us!” The men 
stopped aghast and surprised. They looked to each other for 
several seconds, and then one screamed from the mass, 
“PROTECT THE BOOK!” Before they even began to charge, 
both MPs were firing, providing a stream of gore as the last one 
collapsed at their feet. “My god has abandoned me…” the sol-
dier gasped, and choked to death on his own blood. To his 
chest he grasped a faded yellow tome with upraised white let-
ters. “The King in Yellow,” Reyes spoke aloud. Emmerson was 
moving through the bodies to the bound family, his knife 
drawn. “Fuck all that, we’re leaving,” he spat while cutting the 

zip-ties. “.نحن بحاجة للذهاب اآلن. يتبعني ” he told the family urgently 
and helped them up. Emmerson looked above him to see the 
King slowly standing. As he gathered the family up to run, he 
looked to his partner, Reyes, seemingly lost in the pages of the 
arcane manuscript. “NO!” he screamed. His shocked partner 
dropped the book and could only utter, “Nothing will save us… 
Lord God…” Emmerson grabbed him furiously. “What did you 
DO?! Diego, what did you fucking DO?!” Reyes stared over his 
shoulder. Emmerson turned to the King. The awful creature 
had risen its arms to each side as sinewy tendrils crept along 
the floor from its decaying robes; they found each of the 
gunned down soldiers and stabbed deep into their chests. With 
a coughing fit and newborn cries, each man returned to life. 
The men cut themselves free from their King’s umbilical cords 
and stood. Emmerson trained a gun on them. He looked to 
Reyes and began, “It’s the book! Tear the pages from the..!” 
and the knife plunged into his chest. Emmerson reeled back-
wards and dropped the gun, betrayed, bewildered, and stared 
at his comrade. “I want to live, Caleb,” Reyes said. ‘Through 
the Father I will live forever.” Emmerson dropped to the floor 
as the room filled with a cacophony of violence. And darkness. 
 With a crunch, the knife slid through the web of his 
hand taking the thumb off. He didn’t scream. Sliding his hand 
from the cuff he stood and took a moment to gather his bear-
ings. They’d been transported from the other world back to 
Afghanistan, but for what purpose? Then he saw that the walls 
were the same rubbery material as the throne room. No, he 
realized, not rubber… flesh. It was colored exactly the way a 
floor and ceiling should be, but was by no means natural. He 
hadn’t even noticed the heat, or the stench, wafting all around 
him. The shouts and pounding continued overhead alongside 
the dance music. He went to Reyes and searched his belt, find-
ing a sidearm and an unused clip. Lucky indeed. “Let’s kill that 
fucking radio,” he said aloud. He looked to the stairs and 
breathed deep, then started climbing upward. Through the 
door, the yellow light burned hard and jagged amidst flailing 
shapes; he pushed it open slowly. The throne room had shrunk 
to a claustrophobic degree, tooth-lined and angry, reverberat-
ing with the violence of the bloodletting men. The flurry was   
a dance of stabbing, punching, choking and kicking that   
killed them only to allow them to settle and return to life mo-
ments  later.  They  were the mutilated,  the destroyed,  avatars 

62 63 

deformed by war; and just behind them the King stood, its robe 
parted, revealing a blanket of stars that seemed to pulse with 
energy as it collected every last drop of blood. At the far side of 
the room, only one man stood in place, his shirt hanging like a 
butcher’s apron from his tucked in fatigues, his torso covered 
in cuts. Opposite the King he read aloud from the decaying 
yellow book, “Tekeli-li wgah'nagl fhtagn grau mehst fohl 
Hastur!” Emmerson approached and fired, shredding the book 
to pieces that fluttered around the room. The soldier screamed 
and attempted to grab the pages from the air, from the floor, to 
put them back together—the stumps of his fingers destroyed 
by the gunfire gushed across the paper. From the floor the man 
wailed, “NOOOOOO! WE HAVE TO APPEASE GOD! DON’T 
YOU UNDERSTAND?! WE MUST BE PURIFIED OF OUR SIN! 
OUR EARTHLY FORM MUST BE REMADE IN HIS IMAGE!” 
The radio blared, “Baby don’t hurt me!.. Don’t hurt me!.. No…” 
and died in an electronic gurgle as a bullet tore through the left 
speaker of the portable stereo. The King’s robe began to close 
and he receded slowly into the throne until he’d left them en-
tirely; with his absence so did the light go, leaving them in the 
bare, destroyed dining room. Exhaustion gripped Emmerson’s 
heart as he fell to the wall and slid down. The soldiers had 
since settled on the floor and stopped moving; their fight was 
over. The last of them wept over that awful tome, The King in 
Yellow. “It’s not our fault,’ he started. ‘We had to! He called us 
to war! We slaughtered the infidels in His name..! And now we 
sit alone in our judgment.” Emmerson clasped his hand over 
the red oozing from his chest and sat in silence. He had not 
noticed the hum that the noise and music had blocked out be-
fore. Emmerson said solemnly, “I think God will judge us all 
the same…” And closed his eyes. 

He blearily awoke to screaming in the harsh yellow 
room. He focused on the object protruding from the center of 
him and traced it down until in the distance, he beheld the 
King sitting upon his throne. It cast a light from its robes upon 
the frenetic subjects that cried out to a ceilingless opening of 
blackest starlight. The Death Corp crouched around the bound 

family stabbing wildly—their bodies obscuring the destruction 
they caused. Before the King, Reyes kneeled, his arm pumping 
at his neck like a violinist’s, the saw-toothed back of the com-
bat knife chiseling away his screams. Emmerson stood and ran 
in the opposite direction away from the light and the violence 
that flooded back anew. Slowly, it faded until darkness and 
starlight enveloped him whole. His footsteps thudded for a long 
time until he could make out something in the distance. A 
wall? No… a door! 
 As he reached it, it creaked open to reveal the interior 
of the Afghani home. Reyes stood behind him dazed but un-
harmed as his flashlight illuminated the family huddled to-
gether in a corner of the darkened living room. Emmerson 
reached down to find the weapon had vanished from his chest. 
The family motioned to the dining room and he crossed to it, 
pushing through the door to emerge ankle deep in slaughter. 
The eight young men of the Death Corps had stabbed each 
other nearly to pieces. One sat before the seven scalped to the 
brow with sad eyes; on the wall behind him was a message 
sticky with blood. He began to read as Reyes spoke aloud, 
“Only God will judge me.” He looked to Reyes and then to the 
quote… How many times had Emmerson seen this? All he 
could do was hope to not close his eyes. And as he looked back 
to Reyes in wordless horror, a stir suddenly came from the 
dark; he pushed them both out into the living room and 
slammed the door. Gathering up the family and his partner, he 
ushered them to the front door as light began burning from the 
cracks of the dining room. He could hear their gurgling. Chants 
and screams became louder as he turned the knob and 
wrenched the door open. Staring back at him was the cold, void 
blackness of space without top or bottom. And at the center of 
it was the King; his cold, immovable face stared endlessly from 
hollows where its eyes should have been. There came a hum 
from it as it floated among the blanket of stars surrounding the 
house. And just as Emmerson began to scream, the dining 
room door exploded open, the sounds lost forever in the echo-
ing darkness.  



Amanda Bess Allen 
Sleepy Hollow 
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Karen Vande Bossche 
War Zone 

They dug under the walls 
left the passageways open; 
so running back and forth 
food accumulated 
underground, tucked into 
corners where the heat 
leaked in to stop them 
from freezing, kept dirt 
soft as their feet hushed by. 
 
Neighbors feigned ignorance. 
Somehow there were no 
footprints on the snow; 
sounds only mimicked 
a cracking expanding house 
at deep night when no one 
was supposed to listen. 
 
But I couldn’t sleep, felt 
their ridiculously fast fetid  
hearts beat below where I lay. 
I panicked to see their 
trepidation, their hunger. 
Didn’t want them in, 
couldn’t send them away. 
I didn’t keep their secret. 
 
“Bodies fell out,” he wrote 
when he found them. 
“There was a horrid smell 
in the left front.” An entire  
family wrapped together  
then laid in the truck bed  
to be taken and dumped. 

 
I won’t look in the cellar; 
won’t walk by the loose 
earth. I sleep with my pillow 
wedged between my elbows, 
covering my ears. I understand 
annihilation of a species; 
but fear their ghosts, 
their nails on the wall.  



Jason Bertucci 

Madness in Kansas 
(A Wichitan’s Sermon) 
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well, the old devils are at it again 
this whole rotten city has gone insane 
gangs of criminals mark their territory like dogs 
I can’t drive to the store without seeing a black and white 
they’re after the meth heads and African Americans 
here they shoot before protecting or serving, fuck questions 
funky Broadway has more shitty motels than I can count 
shameless pimps and working girls litter that old street 
on Friday and Saturday nights you can get lucky with $5 on a fish hook 
there are drive through Mexican taco shacks open 24 hours a day 
whole families work in shifts to keep their heads above water 
the Vietnamese populous sticks together like magnets 
their dense numbers and markets love my side of town 
quasi-legal pills are for sale almost all day at ‘Pho’ something or other 
rednecks, hillbillies and hunters are also very prevalent 
they’re the real charmers and GQ level dressers too 
 
then there’s the local biker bar with 75% in all leather 
clouds of smoke are free and the drinks are over priced 
you can find it just past the train tracks and before the Walmart 
the only time I’ve been, I met a man that called himself ‘Peanut’ 
I said my name was ‘Uncle Ras’, both of us also lied about our occupations 
it’s like a casino in there, would it kill them to install some windows? 
I creatively drove home thinking that it’s a tropical oasis for greasy speed freaks 
you must be wondering why and I have a very good reason for being there 
on Sunday nights in Wichita you can’t buy beer at a store after 10pm 
this is hugely problematic for a procrastinating alcoholic 
 
downtrodden and weary folks are attracted to this town 
the homeless have become like street signs 
wherever you go you can’t avoid them 
they’re usually partnered up with the mentally ill 

begging for food or panhandling on the corners 
the afore mentioned Walmart is like Disneyland to them 
you wouldn’t believe some of the stuff I’ve seen there 
most are on some form of government assistance 
trust me, you don’t want to be there on pay day 
it’s like they lost the keys to the madhouse 
 
what I’m trying to tell you is… 
I rub elbows with the people, common men and women 
we have all races, shapes, sizes and colors 
 
you could call it the ghetto or the hood 
is it a cliché or is it actually just a funny fact? 
the area I live in is called South Central 
maybe every South Central is the same in every city or state? 
but somehow I think not. 
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W. Jack Savage 
Figures Began to Appear 
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Kristi Petersen Schoonover 
Our Lips Are Sealed 

 Robyn’s wine glasses look back at her from the hutch.  
Some are hand-painted, some have colored glass, 

none are alike. She’s spent years collecting them, and there is a 
design, it seems, for each of her moods—petunias for impetu-
ous, polka dots for playful, tropical birds for chatty, autumn 
leaves for sorrowful. 

That is, when she drinks. She isn’t supposed to any-
more. Her husband despises it when she drinks.  
 But, oh! How the glasses beckon. What good is having 
wine glasses if you are never going to drink out of them? If she 
didn’t have this collection, she would never need to keep drink-
ing. 

Well, that isn’t exactly true, because there are days 
like today, ones that dawn after nightmare-plagued sleep, ones 
that begin with shooting pains in her wrist and bruises on a 
swollen knee (last night, she was in the basement, so she must 
have hurt herself there). Then she was late getting out of the 
house, not only because she couldn’t move fast due to the pain, 
but because half of the pair of new earrings Bill had given her 
for their anniversary—filigree-threaded peacock feather “eyes” 
she’d selected from her favorite catalogue—was missing, and 
her twenty-minute attempt to find it was in vain. At work, a 
migraine headache incubated while people mosquitoed around 
her desk: get a pen cup for my (gangly daughter who failed 
everywhere else so she’s coming to work here)! File these fax 
confirmations! Order more (not everybody carries them) gold 
paper clips! When she got home, the cat, Lee-Lee, projectile 
vomited and couldn’t move her back legs. Bill, whose life re-
volves around their cats, rushed Lee-Lee to the emergency 
clinic.  

Now, Robyn waits for another bad news phone call. 
 She knows where Bill keeps his wine—in the base-
ment, behind a coat rack draped in the oilskins of his long-ago 
commercial fishing days. He probably thinks she’ll never find 

the bottles there—in his defense, they are well-concealed—but 
he also isn’t aware that his dry wife needs things to fill her 
time, and one of those things is brooming the cobwebs from 
dark corners. Which is what she’d been doing when she’d 
found his stash. 
 She could, once again, swipe one of the inexpensive 
bottles; Bill is only an occasional wino, so he doesn’t go down 
there often. She always replaces whatever she’s consumed be-
fore he even notices. 
 But you’re not going to drink tonight. She watches the 
phone fail to ring.  
 She hears a honeyed voice say, “One glass won’t hurt 
anything.” 
 Startled, she looks around the room. Who the hell 
said that? She’s the only one at home. She listens.  
 “It’ll make you feel better,” coos the voice.  
 The voice doesn’t repeat. 

No, you just thought that, and you said it aloud. 
You’re hearing yourself talk. Boy, you really need that drink, 
don’t you? 
 Her mind made up, she goes to the basement. 
 
AFTER THEIR LAST CAT, a Maine Coon named Barrett, had 
died of hyponatremia, Bill swore he wasn’t getting another 
one—it was too sad, he said, when it died. And everything died; 
there was no getting around that. “If you have asthma, you can 
get one of those designer cats with the dander-free fur and not 
have to take your Claritin,” he said after they seated Barrett’s 
headstone in the pet cemetery in the woods behind their house. 
“But nobody makes a cat that’s impervious to death.” 

Of course, a few months later, when Bill was working 
on his motorcycle in his friend Brian’s garage, a stray calico 
started to visit every day. The slight creature was emaciated, 
and Bill felt sorry for her, so he brought her food. 



Everything had been fine until about a week after he 
finished the repairs. 

“Brian called today.” Bill sawed at the honey-stung 
chicken Robyn had made. “He said that little cat that’s been 
following me around is sittin’ there every day outside the door 
waitin’ for me.” He stuck a square piece in his mouth, chewed, 
and reached for his glass of wine. 

He was using her favorite glass, her clear one, crystal 
and bearing no design. 

“I’m thinkin’ we’re going to have to take her in.” 
She looked at her own glass of water, then back at 

him. “I thought you weren’t going to get another cat.” 
“Brian says she looks like she’s dying. She’s got no 

fur, and she’s way too skinny. I feel responsible. I was feeding 
her.” He reached for the bottle of Lyeth Cabernet and poured. 

Robyn set down her fork. “Why can’t he feed her? 
She went to his house, not ours.” 

But he didn’t answer, and two days later, Bill brought 
her home and named her Kali: Multi-colored Destroyer of 
Worlds—Lee-Lee for short. Lee-Lee was sick with worms and 
was allergic to fleas, so she was hairless in some places; it was 
like petting warm, raw chicken skin. Of course, Lee-Lee’s 
needs came before Robyn’s—it didn’t matter that there were 
blankets Robyn would rather keep hair free; if Lee-Lee wanted 
to sit on them, she could. Lee-Lee got the best food and strictly 
organized mealtimes. Lee-Lee liked TV, so if she seemed enter-
tained while she sat on Bill’s lap, there was no changing the 
channel, and Bill wasn’t going to get up even to answer the 
telephone—and some nights he even favored sleeping in the 
chair with Lee-Lee instead of going to bed. Lee-Lee had eyes 
that Robyn swore were like those of a snake’s: small, narrow, 
and…penetrating. 
 Still, Lee-Lee had a sweet innocence—she was kitten-
esque, even though the vet had insisted she was full-grown and 
estimated her age at eight years old. Lee-Lee played with toys, 
rolled in catnip, and sometimes raced around the house for no 
reason. When Bill was out, Lee-Lee wasn’t bad company. She 
watched Robyn wash dishes, sat on the floor at Robyn’s feet 
during episodes of Long Island Medium, and although she ran 
away when Robyn wanted to pick her up, sometimes in a still 
moment, she let Robyn pet her. 
 All in all, they got used to each other, Robyn and Lee-

Lee. Most of the time, things were peaceful. 
 
AN EMPTY WINE BOTTLE on the basement stairs almost 
sends Robyn tumbling to the concrete floor. 

It is her lunge for the railing that spares her, she 
thinks afterward as her lungs burn in panic. She slumps on the 
bottom stair and envisions herself, dead, her neck corkscrewed, 
her tongue a bloated worm, her eyes glassy. 

She shudders. As if in response, the drained bottle 
clunks down another step and lands beside her. 

The bottle’s appearance confuses her. It’s a Tisdale 
Pinot Noir, her pilfer of choice because it’s easy to get at the 
liquor store two miles down the road. She always, always, gets 
rid of the evidence in a conveniently-located drainage ditch at 
the bus stop a mile beyond the shop, and she never, ever vio-
lates the replace-the-wine-you-took-from-Bill’s-rack-within-
twenty-four-hours-so-he-doesn’t-notice-it-missing rule. Wh- 
ere did this bottle come from, then?  

Last night.  
You drank last night.  
 She remembers the Tropical Bird Glass, and one of 

her socks—the right one, yes—bunched up at the toes; the 
elastic was shot, so it slouched. She was talking to someone on 
the phone, and her left ear was hot and sore.  

Regardless, the bottle shouldn’t be around, let alone 
out in the open where Bill can see it or she can trip on it. 

She hears the breathy whistle of the heating system, 
indicating the heating system has kicked on. Bill hates it, be-
cause every time it happens, it startles Lee-Lee. 

Robyn thinks it sounds like a mournful ghost. 
The sound is always louder in the basement. That’s 

right. She was talking on the phone and she had to turn up the 
volume because of the noise. Who did she call? After a few 
voicemails she’d left for some people who didn’t pick up, she 
called…her former co-worker Al. He’d been lucky enough to get 
out and relocate himself to Raleigh. Was that where? Or was it 
someplace else in North Carolina? She remembers thinking 
how lucky he was that he’d also lost twelve pounds because the 
weather was better and he didn’t have a desk job anymore. 
Right. She remembers Lee-Lee, running to hide down behind 
Daddy’s rack of oilskins, making a nest in his oversized boots 
because she just loved the smell of her Daddy!  and because the 
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“ghost” had once again startled her. 
Robyn sets the bottle upright against the railing and 

rises to her feet, enduring every pain in her knee, her wrist, 
and now, her back and upper arms. She makes her way over to 
the wine rack and discovers that there are no more Tisdale 
bottles. She stands there, puzzled. Had she really had the balls 
to just drink his last bottle on there and not re-stock it?  

That can’t be right. She crouches down, grimacing at 
the hot squeeze of her damaged knee, and shoves the flaps of 
Bill’s oilskins aside for a closer look. 

It’s true; there are no more Tisdales. The only bottles 
available are his premiums, his hundred-dollar-gifts from 
wealthy charters. If she drinks one of these? There is no way 
she’ll get away with it. 

Something glints beneath one of the empty cradles. 
Her earring! 

 Gasping in pain when she fully kneels, she jimmies 
her fingers beneath the cradle to wrench the delicate filigreed 
piece free. 
 She isn’t sure when Bill will be returning, but some-
thing tells her she needs to get to the liquor store, replace what 
she drank, and buy a bottle for now. 
 She struggles to her feet and returns to the stairs, 
groaning as she leans down to grasp the empty by its neck. Is 
she sure this is what she needs to do? Is she sure there isn’t a 
bottle she’s missed? 
 With much stiffness, she crouches to peer over in that 
direction. 
 A hulking shadow startles her. She drops the bottle, 
bolts up the stairs, and slams the door. 
 It takes a moment to process what she’s seen: the 
oilskins. The way he has them on the coat rack. It wasn’t a 
shadow of anything. It was just the oilskins. 
 Silly girl, she thinks. You’re an idiot! 
 Her palm stings. She opens her fingers. Beneath is the 
missing earring, mangled, its feather quills cock-eyed like 
those on a dead bird. 
 
WHEN SHE RETURNS FROM the liquor store, her wine glass-
es gleam in the dining room light. Which one should she 
choose? Definitely not anything spirited, because she isn’t hap-
py right now despite being on the cusp of her favorite evening 

activity. She certainly isn’t feeling impetuous, or playful, or 
chatty. She’s… 
 Sad? She should choose the glass embellished with 
autumn leaves; that’s her sorrowful favorite. 
 “You’re anxious,” says the honeyed voice from earlier. 
 Robyn closes her eyes and takes a deep breath. It’s her 
own voice she’s hearing. She’s definitely speaking aloud; that’s 
all. Anxious means the all-black glass. In its mirrored finish, 
she can see herself, her face distorted like one of those clocks in 
that Dali painting, a replica of which hangs in her hall. 
 Still, no need to keep spooking herself. Her first in-
stinct was the Autumn Leaf Glass, and so the Autumn Leaf 
Glass will be her companion. She’s going to get this liquid into 
her stat and then call someone, anyone, some friend she hasn’t 
caught up with in awhile. It’s the Saturday before Christmas. 
Someone will be home, and maybe, even, someone will be tying 
a small one on while he wraps gifts.  

Robyn whisks the glass to the wine bar, fills up, and 
fetches her cigarettes, ashtray, and cordless handset. She settles 
in the head seat at the dining table and wonders who she can 
dial. She used to know all the numbers, but realizes suddenly 
there are some she doesn’t recall. 

She sips, revels in the pinot’s warm tang on her 
tongue. 
 “Come now, you don’t need to talk to anyone.” 
 It’s the voice again. Robyn definitely knows this time 
that wasn’t from her own mouth—hers is still holding her pre-
cious first sip. 
 “No, she doesn’t.” That’s another voice—this one me-
lodious, soothing. 
 “She can talk to any one of us any time she wants.” 
That voice is female, high-pitched, nasal. 
 It came from the hutch. 
 She scrutinizes the collection, and she catches a flut-
ter. She opens the beveled glass-paned door. 
 “See, now doesn’t that feel so much better?” 
 The voice she’s been hearing is coming from Black 
Mirror Glass. 
 The glasses are talking. 
 She instinctually swallows the wine she’s been savor-
ing; it plummets down the wrong pipe and she chokes. When 
her esophagus clears, fat, purple drops fountain into the air.  
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 “Easy, easy! You can drown in a glass of water, and 
wine’s liquid too, you know.” The melodious, soothing voice 
comes from Polka Dot Glass. 
 Robyn closes her eyes. “I am not hearing this. I am 
not hearing this!” 
 “You are.” 
 She opens her eyes. 

“We miss you, Robyn. You just don’t visit with us as 
often,” says a reserved voice from across the room: Snowflake 
Glass. “I miss our time together, our hot baths, our Kindle 
books.” 

“Oh, stop it, there, Frigid,” peals Polka Dot. “She 
likes me best ’cuz I make her feel young. She always wants to 
do something childlike after she’s been drinking from me.” 

Robyn covers her ears. This is a fucked-up dream, 
that’s what this is. She focuses, counts to ten, and grabs the 
phone. 

“Forget the phone,” says Black Mirror. “You can’t 
remember those numbers ’cuz you haven’t dialed ’em in a 
long time ’cuz no one wants to talk to you. You talk too much 
truth when you drink out of Petunia, and you spend way too 
much time with her in the spring.” 
 “Don’t you listen to Black Mirror!” says Petunia. Her 
voice is the high-pitched nasal one. “He makes you do bad 

things. Like last—” 
 The front door slams; Bill is home.  
 “Robyn!” He’s clearly been crying; his eyes are   
swollen.  

Robyn inhales; her stomach lurches. 
He motions to her wine. “Are you kidding me?” 
“I just…I just…poured it—I…I was only going to have 

a sip. I was nervous. I swear…” 
“What did you do?” 
“You know it’s hard! I just can’t stop drinking just 

like th—” 
“No. To Lee-Lee!”  
The glasses in the cabinet tinkle against each other 

like distant wind chimes. 
Robyn’s wrist sears; her knee throbs. 
“What?” 
His voice trembles. “Lee-Lee has severe internal 

damage. They’re keeping her overnight, but we’re going to 
probably have to put her down.” 

The news hits Robyn full in the chest. “What—I 
don’t understand—” 

“Broken ribs. Twisted intestines. Internal bleeding.” 
He steps closer. “Damage that can only be caused by...” He 
seizes her arms. “What did you do? What did you do to her?” 

“I didn’t—” 
“You never liked her! What did you do?” 

 “I didn’t do anything!” 
 “You did!” 
 In the silence, the heating system makes its spectral 
wail. 
 Robyn suddenly remembers. 
 She was downstairs in the basement, glass in hand, 
and Lee-Lee was assessing her with those snaky eyes. Robyn 
drained her glass and started for Bill’s wine rack only to stum-
ble on the loose sock and stub her toe; the phone had gotten 
stuck in her earring, so she hung up amid ridiculous promises 
that she’d fly down to visit Al. Lee-Lee was still staring at her. 
Robyn reached the wine rack only to realize there wasn’t an-
other bottle, and so she gripped the empty, knowing she need-
ed more, and the store, it was only two miles away, she could 
do that, even loaded she could do that, and she stumbled to 
the stairs. Then she saw the oilskins, and it reminded her of a 
person, a hulking shadow in the corner guarding Bill’s wine 
bottles. It spooked her and she clambered to get away from it, 
and the heating system ghost wailed, and Lee-Lee was startled 
and bounded up the staircase and— 

 —Robyn tumbled down the stairs, and Lee-Lee was 
somehow in the path. Did she crush her? Knock her? Fall on 
her? There had been that MOO-OW! sound that cats make, 
and… 
 Now Lee-Lee is going to die. Lee-Lee is going to die 
because, like Bill said, everything dies, and there’s no way of 
getting around it.  
 “You disgust me.” He lets go of her arm and storms 
out of the house, slams the front door.  
 “It was an accident!” 
 He doesn’t hear her. His car is already roaring out of 
the driveway. 
 The house is silent. She looks at her glasses. 
 “I’m going to smash you!” She storms up to the 
hutch. “I’m going to break you all!” 
 From behind her, Autumn Leaf Glass’ brittle voice 
says, “Just one more sip before you do that?” 
 She envisions Bill, Lee-Lee in his arms.  
 She knows how this will end.  
 “One more glass won’t hurt anything.” 
 Her mind made up, she reaches for the bottle.  
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Amanda Bess Allen 
River in Fog 

Translated from German by Jim Bartruff 
The Morgue 

V  Requiem 
 

Two to a table. Men and women, 
crosswise. Jammed and naked. Out of pain. 
Each cranium uncapped, bivalved each chest, 
fresh bodies born on Tombstone's train. 
Three bowls abrim with brains and balls— 
God's cathedrals and the devil's prams— 
now mixing in the earthen bowls, 
Golgotha with the fall of man. 
 
The scraps in coffins are the newly born: 
kid's tits, the men's shins, the hair of wives. 
I saw a couple of them who'd been whores 
wrapped in maternal love there side by side. 
 
 
       Gottfried Benn, MD, 1912, age 24  
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