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Pocketful of Bullets

 

"I said give them to me!"

Chet Yancy shoved the bullets into his pocket, and shouted, "Get
out of my face, Miller.”

John backed down and considered his next move. He’d never seen
his best friend like this. He searched for his K-9 partner, who was
christening a new holly bush covered in fresh snow along the fence.
He and Yancy had cracked heads before, but this was different.
Yancy wasn’t himself. He was too unstable.

But, Miller didn’t have time to think about it. He gave a
high-pitched whistle; the dog, Lugnut, came running, and stood on
John's left at attention.

"Let's move out," said Yancy. He patted his pocket in his
fatigues.

#

The convoy, loaded with supplies, dogs in carriers and soldiers,
rolled down the hill from the facility, and onto the highway. They
would arrive at the CDC Children's Facility by 4 AM.

They’d been given the order to arrive in darkness. "No
possibility for containment," had been the last of the message,
sealing the deal.

One-quarter mile from the bottom of the hill where the facility
was nestled, the convoy killed their engines and rolled in quiet.
Miller, Lugnut and the rest of his team were in place. They fell
silent.

Miller’d been dreading this all day. The last time he spoke with
his daughter had been yesterday morning, and she’d cried so hard
for her daddy to take her home, that she’d become hysterical. He
heard a nurse finally take the receiver, and assured him that his
daughter would be sedated and made comfortable. This had upset him
more than her crying. And now, sitting there in the darkness,
awaiting word from command that the time had come to finally
destroy the facility, he felt that familiar knot in his stomach
again. Angela would’ve been so disappointed in him. He felt a flash
of anger at her for dying, leaving him to deal with all of
this.

#

Yancy, in the rig just behind Miller, sat in the passenger's
seat, silent. He pulled a photo from his wallet—it was of Janine
and the kids on their trip to Myrtle Beach last year. They were
smiling at the camera, unaware of the fate they would suffer
shortly after the photo was snapped. Yancy felt his heart clinch.
He shifted in his seat. He could just hear Janine, trying to talk
him into doing the right thing. They’d talked many times about what
they would do if the disease had ever spread beyond the point of
containment. He could never seem to convince her that protecting
the population from contamination took priority over trying to save
her, or their children.

“But that’s what antidotes are for!” she screamed one
afternoon.

He’d swallowed hard. “We can’t take unfair advantage over the
public. It just doesn’t work like that.”

She’d dissolved into a pile of screaming tears at his feet,
making him feel even more helpless because he couldn’t fix it.

It wasn’t a week after that, they were dead.

Yancy had been best friends with John Miller since they were
kids. When they landed in the same unit after basic training,
they’d been excited. Neither had been away from home before
enlisting. Then years afterwards, Yancy had been the best man at
John and Angela’s wedding. Their wives had been pregnant at the
same time, and their kids had played together.

Now they were sitting in a dark ravine, waiting for him to give
an order that would exterminate the lives of 500 children—one of
whom belonged to Miller. He had to admit to himself, that this
didn’t sit well. He’d held that little girl on his lap at Christmas
and watched with joy as she squealed and giggled as she’d opened
her special present. Then his heart melted like goo when she gave
him a soft, little kiss of thanks on his rugged cheek.

“Yancy? This is command, do you read? Over.”

Reluctantly, Yancy picked up the mic. “Loud and clear,
over.”

“You’re go for Operation Yearling. Do you read? Over.”

This time, Yancy sat staring at the radio.

“I repeat, go for Operation Yearling. Do you read? Over.”

Again, he refused to key the mic.

“Yancy, do you rea… ” He clicked the radio off, and jumped out
of the truck.

"Aw, fuck!" He began to pace.

Miller leaned out the window and whisper-shouted, "Yance? What
the fuck are you doing?  Get back in the truck. You an
idiot?

Yancy only stared into the night and continued to pace.

"Yancy!" shouted Miller again. "You wanna jeopardise this whole
damn mission?"

Without turning, Yancy said, "I won’t do this anymore!"

Miller, now facing his friend, stood cold.

"Miller, who we kidding? None of the things we disagree on are
going to amount to more than a poker chip and a chair in the light
of morning. You agree?"

But he didn't give Miller time to answer before he was off on
his own sortie again.

"I'm sick of watching a General get oiled as a diesel train,
bonk his flavour of the week, then expect us to have to be Michael
fucking Crichton when we're asked to explain the logistics of how
we got him from point A to point B, without any pants, mind you,
and if the White House kitchen really does have a tunnel."

“What the hell you smokin, Yance? Get back in the damned truck
before you blow it.”

The troops now stood outside their trucks, and those who had
witnessed this one-eighty felt the chill of mutiny and the heat of
patriotism. For in the cry of a tired, desperate man, a change of
purpose was born.

"Miller, are you with me?"

John stared at Yancy, studying his face—his poker tell. This
time it wasn't there. “You saying what I think you’re saying? You
sure you’re ready to throw away a career for a wild hair that got
up my own ass?"

Yancy pulled a handful of bullets from his pocket—the very ones
intended for Miller's gun. "Janine and the kids would've certainly
approved."

Miller wasn’t convinced. “They told us there was nothing we
could do.”

Yancy didn’t even blink. “Would you rather she die in some cold
room without you, or at home in her own bed, in your arms?” He put
a hand on his friend’s shoulder, and softened. “Miller, we can’t
catch it. You know this. And while you can’t make her better, you
can at least spend time with her, instead of talking to her on the
phone.”

Miller sighed. God, how he’d wanted to hold his little girl
again, just once. The longer he thought about it, the more excited
he became. He looked at Yancy, studying his face. “Tell me what I
need to do.”

Yancy yelled back to the troops who were ready to proceed. "On
my mark. And don't fuck it up. This one's for Miller's kid."

 

 

 

 

Road Rage

“Get the hell off the phone and drive like you
had some sense! It’s a Yugo for god’s
sake!”

Words that become my mantra each and every
time I set wheel to the pavement on our interstate system. Wait,
just a sec.

“It’s called a blinker! Use it before I tear
the rear-end off your Pacer with my
Gremlin.”

Where were we? Oh yes. Mantras. Ya know, I
don’t think of myself as a particularly special person. I’m just a
normal house-wife with three beautiful, god-given children. I vote,
go to church, cut my husband’s toe nails on the weekend … I
live a pretty normal, run of the mill Mid-western life that most
people would kill for.

But you get me behind the wheel of a car, and
suddenly, that driver’s seat is a place of honor, my cheeks are the
chosen ones, and I believe that only the pure of heart for traffic
laws may inhabit it. I am an advocate for stopping road rage. And
the ironical thing is that it took me seven whole tries before I
got my driver’s license. Pssst. But that’s just between you and me.
Road Rage is an unnecessary evil that must be abolished on the
highways and bi-ways of America and I am the one to do it. It just
boils my onions, “HEY! STOP RIDING IN THE PASSING LANE!” when
people don’t observe the law. You know, those rules are posted for
everyone’s protection.

Oh I’m sorry, are you all right there? Yeah,
just buckle up next time and you won’t hit your face with the
dashboard. That idiot just stepped on his brake for no reason. When
I pull up next to him, shoot him the bird and then I’ll speed up so
he can’t pull a gun on us. Well why not? Well, I say if these
people are going to act like idiots on the road, then it is our
civic duty to give it back to them, full
force.

Oh for cheeze sake, did you just see that? He
stopped for a Yield sign! It might as well have said “Beer”. What?
Oh yes, I’m sorry. Back to the interview.

How common a problem is road rage? I’d say
very common now that you can buy firearms over the counter. But let
that not be a deterrent I say. So you end up with a tiny bullet
hole in your windshield. It’s fixable, get over it. And at least
when you see yourself looking down the barrel of that gun, you can
take pride in knowing that when you slammed on your brakes
suddenly, it was to teach that guy behind you not to tailgate like
a bitch in heat. “HEY! ARE YOU RETARDED? IT SAYS NO PASSING!” It is
that commitment to abolishing road rage that will make this country
great.

Excuse me, got a live one. No, it’ll be fine,
just let me handle this. Can you see him? He’s riding my ass. I’ll
just let him pass. Here he comes. Yes, yes, the interview. Just a
minute, I’m working here. Look at that, he’s talking on his cell
phone with the windows rolled down. Heh heh; I’ll just blow the
horn so he can’t hear anything. Oooh, did you see that? He’s not
happy. I’m so glad you’re here to witness this moron’s driving for
yourself. Wha? Well, now you can see me in action. Oh boy, he’s
pissed. He just swerved into my lane! Can you believe the gall of
some people? Hold on, I’m going to swerve back at him. Hah! Take
that you piss-ant Would you mind staying on your own side of the
car please? You’re breaking my concentration. And if you want to
hang your head out the window, please roll it down first. Oh hey,
look at that, he’s getting off at the next exit. I’ll just slow
down to make sure. Wait. What’s this? Can you believe it? It looks
like the assbag stopped on the exit ramp, and now he’s flipping a
finger at me; just shot it straight up into the air! Well now that
was just rude and uncalled for. I think it might behoove the
department of Motor Vehicles to make everyone take a class in
common manners each and every time they renew their license. You
can quote me on that if you like. It’s all my own idea ya know. Oh
my gosh, did you see that? It looks like the lady behind him didn’t
see him in time and just rammed him in the rear end!! WOO HOOOO!
Drivers everywhere are now avenged. I wish I could be a fly on his
phone when the cops ask him how he got himself into that
predicament …

All right now, where were we? What? You don’t
want to finish the interview? But what about your piece on me for
the six o’clock news? Oh, you’ve changed your scheduling. Well,
yes, I suppose I understand. That’s show business I guess. What
about another wee… Yes, I understand, busy; lots of news to cover.
I’ll just drop you back off at your car, and well, thanks so much
for your time. Pardon me? Do I have Tourette's Syndrome? No, I
don’t think so? Why do you ask?

 

 

 

Stone Witch

(An account of the true story of the
Bell Witch ghost of Tennessee in 1820)

by

Carla René






"Run!" Katherine Stone screamed at her four children from the
porch of their Hermitage farmhouse.

The children screeched and shot toward Katherine.

From the porch, Katherine could see a large black dog following
the children from the edge of their cornfield.

"What the… " she said, while squinting to see.

The dog ran after the children, gaining ground with each stride.
 When he saw Katherine, however, he stopped and sat
stone-still, as she watched. The children grabbed her skirts,
screaming, "Mommy, it had red eyes and a rabbit's head!"

That's what Katherine thought. The dog heard the word rabbit,
and took off for the thick corn rows, disappearing into the hazy
Tennessee afternoon.

Katherine led the children inside, bolting the latch behind
her.\

Jack, her husband, just returned from the tractor shed and heard
the children's screams, but couldn't reach them in time.

"What's going on?" He said, while slipping off his rubbers.

Katherine stood with her mouth agape, unable to speak, for it
was too ridiculous. Fortunately, Victoria, her eldest child and
only daughter, chimed in with the story first. The children had
been playing in the cornfield, just at the edge of the rows, when
they heard a rustling. Thinking it was one of their siblings, they
all congregated toward the sound, and when the dog caught them
unawares just feet away, they screamed, turned toward the house and
ran.

"Jack, it's almost like it saw me studying its head and stopped
so I wouldn't see it."

"You sure you weren't seeing things? I mean, the head of a
rabbit on a dog's body? It's humid today, perhaps the image was
distorted."

"Well, dearest, I suppose it could have happened that way."

Victoria spoke. "No mommy! We saw it, too, and close up."

The tiny crowd hushed inside the kitchen while the horrible
truth sank in.

#

"Dearest, it's a bit nippy. Could you throw another log on?"

Jack leaned over from his armchair, put his paper aside, and
tossed a hefty log onto the fire. He leaned back, winked at his
wife and resumed reading. The children and Ruckus, the family
pooch, were on the rug in front of the fire, playing jacks. The
autumnal air had chilled not long after the sun sank behind the
rolling hills of the March community and the family tucked
themselves in for the night.

Just then they heard a light scratching.

"Is that a dog?" Katherine said.

Jack walked to the door, and stared into the black night. "Hunh.
Might've been the wind." He closed the door and returned to
reading.

Ten minutes passed, and the scratching returned, louder.
Katherine ordered the children not to move, and walked to the door
with Jack. Both checked the porch to no avail, closed the door, and
bolted the latch.

Katherine whispered, "What's doing this, Jack? I'm starting to
get spooked, what with seeing that thing this afternoon."

Jack frowned. "Not sure what to make of it, love. Could be a kid
slinking away when they hear me make for the door. I don't know.
Maybe I'll take a candle out and look."

"No! I don't want to be alone. That thing chased our children
today."

Jack could see the glistening on her cheeks, and put an arm
around her shoulders. "Don't worry, it's probably a possum."

"That's right! They scare of noises and see well in the dark.
We're probably just scaring him each time we open the door." She
sighed.

Jack agreed. "Indeed. Why don't we get the kids to bed?"

Katherine kissed him. "Good idea."

After settling the final of their three boys, Katherine and Jack
saw Victoria was already snuggled in. "You going to be okay?"

Victoria nodded. "I'll be fine, Mommy. I'm twelve now. It was
just a weird dog. I've got Ruckus to keep me company."

"Sleep well," said Katherine, as she snuffed the bedside
candle.

It wasn't ten minutes after Katherine and Jack had retired to
their room that they heard Victoria screaming.

When they reached her room, they stood in horror as they watched
Victoria pawing at her eyes, blood oozing from the deep gashes on
her cheeks, and bruises developing on her forearms.

"Do something, Jack!" Katherine screamed.

Jack stood frozen.

Katherine ran to Victoria's side, and wrangled Victoria's hands
away from her face. Just as she grabbed Victoria's wrists, the
scratching and bruising subsided, leaving Victoria to cry and
bleed.

"Honey, why did you do this to yourself?" Katherine asked.

Victoria screamed, "I didn't, Mommy, something awful did this to
me!"

By now the boys were standing at Victoria's door just behind
their father, crying at the sight of their sister.

"Jack, take the boys."

Jack herded the boys back to their room.

"Victoria, are you sure you didn't do this in your sleep? Were
you dreaming?"

"Mommy, I didn't. Please believe me."

Jack returned and sat on the edge of her bed, examining the
scratches which continued to bleed down the front of her dressing
gown.

"I'll get some water and antiseptic," said Katherine.

"Daddy, you believe me, don't you?" said Victoria, sobbing.

"Sure honey," said Jack, as he smoothed her hair and made
soothing noises. "I need you to calm down, though. Can you do that
for me?"

She nodded.

While Katherine washed her wounds, she asked, "Can you tell me
what you remember?"

Victoria nodded. "I was almost asleep, when I heard this
scratching at the foot of my bed. Ruckus even heard it, but when I
lit the candle and we leaned over the bed, nothing was there. I
thought it was a mouse. I snuffed my candle, lay back down and a
minute later heard it again. This time I looked all over, and
Ruckus sniffed everything, but nothing. I lay down one more time,
and heard a hissing sound near my head, then felt hands on my face
that tore at my skin. Mommy, I'm scared!" She worked herself up
again.

Jack held his daughter. "It's going to be okay, Victoria.
Remember how I told you once that there is a logical explanation
for everything? Even though we can't see it, there's one for this,
too. We just have to pretend we’re detectives and uncover it. Won’t
that be fun?

Victoria didn’t think so, and began howling again.

Jack spoke to her in hushed, gentle tones. “Can you be brave for
Daddy?"

With her head on his shoulder, she nodded, exhausted.

"Here, take this," said Katherine, as she administered chamomile
tea to Victoria.

A few minutes later, Victoria was sound asleep and Katherine and
Jack tip-toed out of the room, leaving Ruckus curled against her
leg and the candle to burn.

Katherine studied Jack's face as they walked. "Would you mind
telling me what that explanation is?"

Jack only stared.

That was a long night for Katherine, who kept checking Victoria,
much to Ruckus's chagrin. When she met Jack downstairs to prepare
breakfast the next morning, she looked pale.

Jack slid his arms around her. "I hope you grab a nap
today."

Katherine smiled. "I'll be fine. I'd rather find out what did
this."

"I've been thinking about that."

"And?"

"And, I think I know what to do. There's a pastor up the road a
ways that can come and bless the house. We'll bless the rooms, and
that ought to do it."

Katherine looked relieved. "How soon can he come?"

#

That evening, Jack showed Reverend Roger Wilkinson into their
sitting room next to the fire. Katherine offered him tea, and they
sat down together. After Jack filled him in, the Reverend looked
pensive.

"What is it?" said Jack.

"Well, it does sound like more than a coincidence that the dog
and the attack occurred on the same day. Problem is, both can be
reasonably explained, which kind of shoots the poltergeist theory
in the head." He sipped his tea.

Jack shifted nervously on the couch. "But what if we've missed
something?"

"I'm listening."

"What if this spirit is intelligent? What if this spirit, knew
enough about us to know how we'd react once it began upsetting
things?"

"Like what?"

Katherine spoke up. "Yesterday afternoon when the dog chased the
children, one of them said the word 'rabbit,' and I swear… um,
sorry father, but I can attest that as soon as the word was
uttered, the dog turned so I couldn't get a better look."

Jack continued. "And last night, as soon as we stepped out of
the room, Victoria got attacked."

"Okay, let's assume you're correct. If it's true, there should
be a way to test it."

"Okay, now I'm listening," said Jack.

Before the Reverend could speak, the front door opened and
closed, and the temperature dropped ten degrees. No one moved. A
hissing started near the fireplace, and grew louder. Only the
Reverend moved closer. "I hear whispers," he said to Jack.

"I hear them, too."

The whispers floated through the room like a gentle breeze,
growing louder with each pass. Finally they stopped behind
Katherine on the couch, and as they stared in its direction, a mist
materialised.

It was the Reverend who spoke. "Who are you?"

Silence.

"Who are you and what do you want?"

The whispers turned into a whine, and the voice grew
audible.

"My name is Kate."

The Reverend looked at Jack. "Was there anyone named Kate who
used to live in your family?"

"No, but I know a Kate now. She's a neighbor they've suspected
of witchcraft, and she hates me."

The spirit let out a high-pitched laugh. "I am not at liberty or
of the disposition to lie to a man of God who asks in the manner
you do. I am nothing but Old Kate Batts' witch, determined to
torment Old Jack Stone out of his life."

"Please!" said Katherine. "Don't hurt my family. You already
hurt my little girl!"

"Yes, little Munsy."

"Who?"

"Munsy. My pet name. She really is sweet. She let me scratch her
eyes out," and it laughed again.

Katherine lunged for the mist, but Jack held her back.

The Reverend tried again. "Tell me what it is you want?"

"I told you, I want Jack dead. Why is that so hard to
understand?"

The Reverend pulled Jack aside. "I've got an idea. Have you
talked to your brother today?"

Jack nodded.

"What is he doing right now?"

"He's in Kentucky on business, why?"

"When is he due back here?"

"It was supposed to be earlier tonight, but he didn't show."

"Okay, I have an idea," said the Reverend. "Play along.
Katherine? What happened to your brother-in-law? Didn't you say he
was missing?"

"Uh, yes, I did. I don't know where he is—he should've been here
hours ago."

The spirit spoke. "I'll go and see."

The front door opened, closed, and fifteen seconds later, opened
and closed again. "He's in Kentucky at his hotel. He got a late
start and he'll be here in the morning."

The group stood stunned.

The Revered said, "Ain't no way it could've heard us."

He spoke again. "Spirit? I will ask you once more, in the Holy
name of Jesus Christ, tell me who you are and what you want?"

This time the door opened and shut, but did not open again.

"Hunh. I think we just hit a nerve," said the Reverend.

That night, Victoria slept uninterrupted, and Katherine was
relieved.

#

Two days later after the Reverend's visit, Katherine was
churning butter on her front porch in the afternoon while the
children played in the shade trees next to the house. Even the dog
enjoyed the shade. Jack was out back working in the shed, so they
were alone. Katherine whiled away her work by humming, and the
churning went easily.

Suddenly, she looked into the churn and a bloodied face
appeared. A hand reached out to grab her. She screamed, grabbed a
hot poker and shoved it into the hand. The face disappeared as
quickly as it came.

#

Halfway across town, Kate Batts sat in her candle-lit kitchen
near her cauldron, nursing her hand that sported a second degree
burn.

#

After Jack returned from a supply trip to town, he met Katherine
in the kitchen while she prepared dinner.

"Maybe we'd better have the Reverend come out again for a
blessin' prayer, just to be safe."

Katherine nodded her approval.

That night, the attacks resumed on Victoria, and this time were
more brutal than the first. Each time Katherine got her calmed down
and left the room, they started again—hair pulling, knocking her
head around, scratching, and the hissing growing louder.

The next afternoon the Reverend returned, armed with a Bible,
anointing oil and cross. They prayed in each room, blessing it in
the name of Christ, and quoted scriptures. Convinced there would be
no more activity, he said his good-byes.

Months stretched into years, and the attacks on "Munsey" only
worsened. The spirit became brave, too, pestering people in the
community. Many times Kate Batts was heard swearing at Jack
publicly, but never once did she threaten his life.

The ultimate act of hatred came one night as Jack Stone lie sick
of an affliction that caused his mouth and tongue to swell. Having
slipped into a coma the day before, the doctor administered a
liquid from a vial periodically, and placed it in the cupboard.

On the morning of December 20, 1820, Jack Stone breathed his
last breath of 70 years. When the vial was inspected after his
death, however, the liquid found proved to be a very different
substance than what the doctor administered.

"This smells funny," said the doctor while inspecting the vial.
He leaned down to Jack's dead body, and noticed the same smell
around his lips. "I've never seen or smelled such a liquid before,
and I know not from where this came."

One of Jack's eldest sons took the vial, and administered a few
drops to the family cat. It was dead before it hit the floor.

Just as the doctor claimed the vial to take back for testing,
the spirit Kate laughed, and jerked the vial from his hand, landing
it directly into the fireplace. The vial exploded into a bright,
blue flame, then a fireball shot up the chimney. The voice was last
heard saying, "I'll return to visit you in the year of our Lord,
nineteen hundred and thirty-five. My work is done here for now."
Then she disappeared.

#

In June, 1935, Robert and Marcia Farnsworth moved the last bit
of furniture into their new farmhouse in the March community.
Having migrated from North Carolina for new jobs, the couple was
hopeful in their new beginning.

"Yep," said Robert. "I have a feeling we're going to be happy
here for a long, long time."

As the couple settled in for the evening in front of the roaring
fire, they heard a scratching at the door… .

 

 

 

Blood Alley

by

Carla René

Early morning. I'm alone since Hurstlea moved locations, and
the dust quickly builds up overnight. I saw it as I got ready. I
could feel my blood pressure rise, but I had no time. My hunger
required sating. My appearance was impeccable; balmed hair, shirt
starched to white perfection, and cufflinks shimmering. I tied my
Irish Setter and patted his head. He wagged at me, and my heart
melted with compassion. I was ready. I walked down to my basement
workshop, where I waited… . —Journal entry of John George
Haigh, Jr.

18 February, 1949

Worthing Hospital

Lyndhurst Road, Worthing (West Sussex)






"Well, Olive, your test results show a gallstone about the size
of a grape."

"Oh, my," said Olive Durand-Deacon. "Is there anything you can
do?"

"I'm afraid not. It's situated in such a way that we can't
remove it, and a stone this size won't dissolve, so we just have to
wait for you to pass it. Might be pretty painful. We can give you
something for the discomfort, but it could take a few weeks to
expel it. Make an appointment with my nurse on the way out for a
re-check."

"At least I know why I've had such horrible pains in my side all
these years. I'm 69-years old, and have never had such pain. I
wrote it off as indigestion. Thank you, doctor."

While waiting for her cab, she called her son. He would be
giving her a ride home after her meeting.

Mrs. Deacon was a benefactor of Worthing Hospital, and a
respected philanthropist. She also used her money to fund her
imaginative schemes, which had served lately to deplete most of her
discretionary income. Today she would meet with a contractor and
chemist, all rolled into one. John Haigh had promised he could
manufacture the artificial fingernails she wanted to market. They'd
never met, but she'd heard through close friends many things about
his wonderful charm, and this intrigued her into calling Haigh. It
was imperative that she meet with him soon—her finances depended on
it.

As she exited the taxi, a pain struck her, causing her to grab
her side, and alarm the cabbie.

"You awright mish?"

"Yes. Just a little pain. Would you lend me your arm to steady
myself?"

The cab driver led her to the door where the pain subsided. She
tipped him, he drove her to her designated location, and she
knocked on the door. Her anxiety soared as she heard approaching
footsteps.






18 February, 1949

Hurstlea Products Warehouse

Leopold Road, Crawley (Sussex)






John George Haigh heard the car door slam. His heart pounded in
his throat like an irregular bass drum. He looked at his watch.
"Right on time," he said. He had lured Mrs. Duran-Deacon to his
warehouse under the guise of manufacturing the artificial
fingernails, but in reality, he created a fantastic ruse to cheat
her. He'd been just weeks away from ruin and was desperate for a
fresh influx. He could feel his palms sweating through his gloves.
"Get a grip. You've done this before. This'll be no different.
Remember, you can't get caught," he said to himself.

Always the gentleman, he opened the door and greeted the widow
with a warm handshake.

She studied him and responded at once. "I wasn't aware that men
still wore gloves. I like that. I think it's the mark of a
gentleman."

This pleased him. "Thank you for noticing. Do come in." His
manner was congenial—he was a good actor.

"I hope I'm not late. I've just come from my doctor, and I'm
afraid I'm a bit under the weather."

She's weak. This'll be better than I'd hoped, he thought. "Oh,
I'm so sorry! Is there anything I can do to make you more
comfortable? Do they know the ailment?"

"Yes. It seems I have a gallstone. Of all things! Had it for
many years, and today they found it."

Gallstone? How laughable. Maybe she'll fall over dead. "How
awful. I do hope they'll remove it soon. Those things can be
troublesome." He moved with ease and his chit-chat relaxed her
forthwith. He showed her to a chair, and as she sat down, he stared
at the huge vein in her neck. His heart flipped.

"Actually, no. It's apparently inoperable, and they don't
dissolve with medications."

He brought over a plate of sandwiches and tea, still appearing
to listen. "I'm sorry to hear that. Let me know if you need
anything."

He saw she was impressed with his attentiveness, and his
arrogance grew as his insides unclenched.

"Thank you Mr. Haigh." She looked around. "I don't think I've
ever seen a workshop so clean. Are you unnaturally attached to your
mother?"

He chuckled. This would be too easy. "Your wit increases your
beauty." He'd say anything to get the old bat to turn over her
money. He noticed her looking at the industrial rubber apron
hanging near the chair. "Oh, that," he said. "I do a lot of
restructuring work. Nothing interesting."

She nodded and took a sip of the tea.

She finished her drink, and as she placed the china teacup back
on the table, it slipped through her fingers while she attempted to
place it back on the tray. She saw it in slow motion, the cup and
saucer smashing into little pieces, which made the hackles on
Haigh's neck stand straight.

#

It was raining. He didn't understand why his mother had gone
into town and left him alone with his father. Sometimes, his father
scared him.

From the other room, his father heard the crash.

Haigh's gut flew up into his chest.

"What did you just do?" said John Haigh, Sr. from the other
room.

"I dropped my cup, daddy, but I was done with my water." He
strained at the silence, hoping that was the end of it.

No such luck. Mr. Haigh moved with swiftness to his son's side
and grabbed his left ear, bending it backward until John
screamed.

"You know the rules." While holding onto the ear, he took his
belt off with the other hand, doubled it, and proceeded to put
blisters on the back of John's neck. "Now, what do we not do,
son?"

With blood dripping down his shirt, Haigh began the expected
rhetoric. "We don't grieve the Lord daddy. It angers him and that's
worse than dying a poor man."

His father released his grip and smoothed Haigh's hair. "That's
right, son. You've learned well. I'm proud of you."

Haigh stared at his shoes, pretending to be invisible.

"Here." His father handed him a dustpan. "Clean this up before
your mother gets home."

Haigh dropped to a knee, stifled a cry, and gently scooped the
broken cup into the pan, placing it into the garbage.

Haigh's father carried the trash bag to the outside can,
returned, and sat down with his newspaper. "There. We don't have to
tell your mother, do we?" He winked.

Haigh could only nod. He went to the bathroom and cleaned the
blood from his shirt. His mother had gotten used to hearing from
both men that her son had fallen yet again. She never questioned
it. Every time his father took another fit, as Haigh called them,
he ended up bleeding. And it was always when his mother wasn't
home… .

#

"Mr. Haigh? Are you unwell?"

Haigh had broken out in a cold sweat. He snatched his
handkerchief and dabbed his forehead. "I'm fine, Mrs. Deacon," he
assured her. "It's a little warm in here, wouldn't you agree? Now,
are you ready to look at my proposal?"






I saw before me a forest of crucifixes
which gradually turned into trees. At first there appeared to be
dew, or rain, dripping from the branches. I approached the forest,
I realized it was blood dripping from every branch when suddenly
the whole forest began to writhe, and the trees, stark and erect,
oozed blood. A man carrying a shining silver cup went to each tree
catching the blood. When the cup was full he approached
me.



"Drink," he said.

I was unable to move.

I always awoke from this dream before ever drinking the
blood. But not today. —Journal entry of John George Haigh,
Jr.






After laying out his plan to manufacture the fingernails, Mrs.
Durand-Deacon questioned his safety figures.

"I'm not sure I agree with this."

"I've been in this business for over twenty years," he lied.
"I'll leave finances to you, you leave production to me.
Agreed?"

"Please, don't misunderstand me, Mr. Haigh. I think this is
brilliant, and your interest heartens me. I'm just not sure: is
this figure correct? It seems high for an EPA factor."

"With all due respect, why would I make this up?" He heard his
heartbeat in his ears. Was this cow backing out? Did she know what
awaited her?

"Isn't it obvious? To secure my funding, then pull out!"

"Is this about trust?"

"Yes, I suppose it is," she said. "I always do research before
investing. I refuse to back anything that's not safe.”

How dare she doubt him! He began pacing the shop. Something was
wrong. He acted quickly. "Look. I appreciate your interest in
Hurstlea. However, we do have a lot of projects scheduled for the
coming months. I'll refer you to a friend of mine that may be able
to help." He moved to his desk, pretending to look for a number,
and waited.

Her voice softened. "Mr. Haigh, if that is what you wish, then
I'll be happy to take my idea elsewhere."

He slammed his hand on his desk. NO!" He muttered something
about his father.

She became alarmed and moved to go.

He imagined that she'd probably been barking orders at people
her entire life and he saw red. His composure gave way. He left the
desk and moved between her and the door. "No."

"I truly didn't mean to offend. But I've had enough for today,
as I'm tired. Let us re-schedule for next week?"

He was tired of this bitch's sniveling. He kept his voice even
against his rising excitement. "I say when you've had enough." He
pulled his .38 Enfield revolver from his pocket. Soon he would
taste her and he became so excited he couldn't see straight.

She stood frozen.

"Get in your chair."

"I… I… "

In one swift motion, he grabbed her wrists and shoved her into
the chair.






She was so caught off-guard, she didn't fight.

He pulled two long handkerchiefs from his pocket and tied her
wrists to the chair. Then he went to the jugs of chemicals, pulled
one down, and walked back to her.

She began to whimper.

"Aw, I'm sorry. Am I making you nervous?" He guffawed. He pulled
on his rubber gloves and apron. Carefully he opened the jug, poured
the acidic liquid, and held it close to Olive's face. "Do you know
what sulphuric acid does to a body?"

She cried louder.

"Now, now, concentrate, and answer the question for £100."

"I… I… don't know."

"You're not even trying! Think."

She swallowed. "It stings the skin?"

"Wrong! You lose. The correct answer: it eats away flesh and is
so painful the victim prays to die. Thank you for playing."

"Help me!"

He ignored her pleas, and tossed the cup of acid onto her chest.
The liquid immediately began to burn her flesh, and her howling
gave him a headache, but he watched the show with glee. Slowly and
before his eyes, the undiluted chemical began eating away at her
shoulders, exposing the very bone beneath. As blood dripped down
her body, his heart thumped wildly.

As he moved for another round of acid, this time in her eyes,
she pulled the handkerchiefs loose and made for the door. She tried
to get past, but he grabbed her wrists and they struggled. She
freed herself and ran for the back door, but before she reached it,
he rounded on her, grabbed her hair and yanked her backward.

"It's rich whores like you who spit on God-fearing people like
me. You had this coming."

He leaned close and could smell her—Vaporub and Chanel. He
caressed her weathered cheek with the revolver, making her howl
like a bloodied dog. "What type are you?" he whispered.

"W-What?"

"Y'know, type. A? B? O-negative?? Ooh!"

"You'll never get away with this!"

"Threats: the last bastion of the doomed."

She dug her fingernails into his thigh.

He screamed, repositioned his grasp on her head, and shot into
her jugular at point blank range.

She fell forward into his arms, eyes open.

For a long moment, he stood, holding her as if just being given
a gift. He longed to devour her, become a part of her. He needed to
become one with her. He let her body drift to the floor, and went
to his car for a penknife and glass.

The mere clutter of her was enough to panic him, so he dragged
her dead weight to the chair, making sure he smoothed her
disheveled clothing. Then he brushed her hair.

He closed his eyes, cut into the Carotid artery, and savoured a
full cup of her. He reveled in the feeling as it traveled down his
body, and a warm honey oozed over him. He then dabbed the corners
of his mouth, rounding off his nice meal.

He put on his mask and dragged the forty-gallon drum from
against the wall.

Next, he removed her fur coat, took any cash she had, and pulled
off her jewels. He forced her portly body into the drum, and
covered it with as much sulphuric acid as he had. He secured the
lid, pushed the drum back against the wall, and waited for two days
to allow the acid to work.

His Irish Setter was happy to see him, and he smothered the dog
with attention for the next hour.

On the morning of the second day, Haigh appeared from upstairs,
coiffed as always. The remains were now a thick, black sludge, and
he slid the drum outside and dumped it in the alley behind his
home, with the other sludge.

That afternoon, Haigh made a quick trip to town, where he sold
her personal belongings.

"These are nice. How much you want for all of this?" asked the
pawn broker.

"I'd say five hundred pounds is fair, wouldn't you? They don't
make jewels like these anymore, and that fur is vintage."

The man laughed a belly laugh. "Someone's duped you, mister. The
jewels are costume, and the fur's about the only thing of worth.
Give you a hundred pounds for all of it."

Haigh wanted to choke him. "Fine."

"By the way, where'd you get these? They're quite old."

"Oh, it was my mother's dying wish."

After the transaction, Haigh headed home.

As soon as he was safely in his car and pulling out from in
front of the store, the pawnbroker pulled out a photo from behind
his cash register: "Wanted: Information leading to the whereabouts
of Mrs. Olive Durand-Deacon." At the bottom of the flyer, it
described in detail what she had been wearing two days ago when she
disappeared. The pawnbroker picked up his phone receiver and spoke
into the mouthpiece:

"Operator? Get me the police."






God stalks the mind of those who would seek to defy him, but
he labours under a misapprehension, for what is a crime without
evidence, what murder a punishable offense without a body?
—Final journal entry of John George Haigh, Jr.






On the morning of April 30th, 1949, Haigh received a knock at
his warehouse door.

"Open up, Haigh, we know you're in there."

Haigh, upstairs, saw a battalion of Sussex police outside his
warehouse door. He laughed, and gladly went down to let them in.
"May I see a search warrant, gentlemen?" His arrogance was
palpable.

"Haigh, we know you were the last to see Mrs. Deacon alive, and
we know you killed her. What we don't know, is how you did it."

"Indeed, she was a client and we discussed a prosperous business
venture, but she pulled out at the last minute. I've no idea
why."

"Make sure he doesn't go anywhere," the sergeant said to a burly
officer, who stood guard over Haigh while the men ransacked the
warehouse.

"Sergeant! Out here!" One of the officers yelled from the
backyard.

The sergeant grabbed his mouth to keep from vomiting when he
smelled the thick sludge in the yard where his men had overturned a
barrel, spilling its contents. The sergeant, kneeling down and
snatching on his rubber gloves, grabbed something of interest from
out of the sludge. Something that sparkled in the light.

Haigh was then escorted to the backyard and observed,
unconcerned. "I'll do anything I can to help you find her. She was
a sweet lady," he volunteered. After all, the police didn't need to
think he was uncooperative.

When the sergeant walked over to Haigh, all the policemen were
smirking. "So. Don't know anything about her disappearance,
eh?"

"Yes, that's right." Haigh smiled.

"Did you know her son was supposed to pick her up that
afternoon, but when he got no answer he contacted us?"

Haigh smiled. "So? What does that have to do with me?"

The sergeant continued. "May I ask you a question? How long have
you been working with chemicals?"

This was getting ridiculous, but he played. "Many years. Twenty.
Why?"

"Did Mrs. Deacon ever mention her ailment to you?"

He chuckled. "As a matter of fact, she did. Something about a
gallstone. Why?"

"This stone?" The sergeant held the stone up to Haigh's eye
level.

In a flash, Haigh took off for the warehouse, but was met with a
line of officers, who promptly carted him off, while Mirandizing
him.

But before they loaded him into the wagon, the sergeant spoke
once more.  "You thought you couldn't get caught, didn't
you?"

Haigh only stared.

"What you didn't consider, was the gallstone wouldn't dissolve
in chemicals. Isn't it ironic that your own victim fingered you
from her grave?"

The sergeant laughed, and threw Haigh in the back of the
wagon.











Bitch

by

Carla René

Bang, bang bang!

"I said shut up!" Rob screamed to the ceiling as he lowered the
broom handle.

"What does she do up there anyway?" said Marissa.

"We've sent notes, spoken to the landlord, and nothing. She's
still thumping away, whining… . Too bad she doesn't land a nice,
juicy stroke. That'd teach her," he said, throwing on his
pants.

"What're you doing?"

"If we can't get the mountain to come to Mohammed… ."

"Please—we all have to live here." She lay her head down and let
the full moon stream across her face.

Rob fought an urge to take her right there.

"I have a right to silence, too. Gonna talk, that's all." He
kissed her, tossed on a plaid shirt, and made up the stairs, two at
a time.

He'd complained for three months, and the landlord didn't hold
out hope. But Rob snickered at the chance to meet her. He grabbed
the knocker, and listened. Footsteps. His heart quickened. He could
be diplomatic, too.

The door creaked open. She wore too much lipstick and her lips
stretched thinly when she smiled.

"Yes?"

"Hi. I'm Rob, from downstairs."

"Yes! Nice to finally meet you. Come in."

"It's late, but I thought I'd ask if you could keep it
down?"

"Oh," she said. "Was I loud?" Her voice dripped.

"In this building the sound carries."

She grabbed his hand, leading him inside.

Rob swore he heard the door lock.

"You're exaggerating. I can't be that loud."

His mouth gaped open. "I've tried to be nice… "

"… have you? The landlord's been here several times. That wasn't
courteous." She turned away.

He froze, watching the print skirt sway in hypnotic fashion and
didn't notice what she was doing.

Her voice deepened and she moved close to the open window.
Suddenly, Rob gasped as her form began lengthening, tearing,
stretching. She growled, and the temperature dropped ten degrees.
The sickening silhouette spoke.

"I've… .been… .waiting… .for… .you… ." it rumbled.

He grabbed for the doorknob but it was locked. He began yelling
and pounding for help.

"No… .one… .can… .hear… .you… ." In one motion, her dew claw
sliced into his back and he screeched.

This excited her, and she moved over his crooked body.

"Stand… .up… ." She lifted him to eye level.

Her eyes were yellow smoke and her breath was putrid upon
him.

"Wh-wh-what do you want?"

"Respect."

As she sank a fang into his jugular, he felt himself slipping
away. She fed on his flesh, ripping, snarling, tearing, gorging
herself on his sinews. Finally, she took her last bite out of his
head and dropped his corpse to the floor. She howled, skulked back
to the window, and let the moon turn her back into her original
shape.

She smoothed the print skirt, and watched Rob's body dissolve
into steam, then disappear.

She poured herself a cup of tea, and dialed the number.

"It's done," she said.

"Good. Thanks, Edna. And don't forget, I'll be collecting your
rent tomorrow. G'night."











The Needles Drip
Blots of Blue

by

Carla René

Life is a dance of the grotesque. Find the beauty bemused and
you've mastered your demons.

The blood gushed river-raging down my cheek, orchard sweet. Wine
I'd tasted once, when Jimmy took me to my junior prom. We drank it
on the way home before he fucked me raw. I never told
them …

"Now look what you've done," Mr. Lewis said. Eyes flashed red
like Satan's scrotum.

I sat up, trying to focus. Mistake. My body floated back to the
pillow as another blow locked with my head. I began to dream of far
away fields of clover and golden retrievers.

Sleep, child.

"Guess what? Today makes one year since the courts said you
could live with us. Isn't that *wonderful*?" Mrs. Lewis gave a
thread-bare smile when Mr. Lewis was around.

He sat proselytising to no one.

"After breakfast, we are taking you to the Museum. Wouldn't you
like that?" she asked with fear singeing her eyes.

Nodding was a way of life for me. Safer that way, I s'ppose.

But not today.

"The LORD has kept me from having children. Go, sleep with my
maidservant; perhaps I can build a family through her." He
whispered in my ear and shoved into me until he fell sweat-stained
onto my padded cell bed. He hiked up his pants.

I didn't look him in his eye — mine was still swollen blue from
yesterday.

"You are doing God's work here, my little maidservant. Get ready
for the museum. I'll be back to unlock the door when you're
ready."

Mrs. Lewis watched from her hole in the wall.

The golden retriever jumped over the fence.

My mind ran rampant with joy at the museum. The paintings were
full of cheap-paint colours I adored. Cold marble felt good on my
bare feet and the air was like in our refrigerator. When "he"
wasn't looking, I would smile at Mrs. Lewis and she would
muse-touch my shoulder. For an instant, it was almost
like …

We always had lunch in the café. I was allowed water or
sometimes if I was good, iced tea. Today I wasn't good. As they
munched burgers I saw pig teeth and giggled. I didn't mean to. He
kicked my leg. I was brave as the knot raised on my shin.

"Is anything wrong?" said the manager, whose head was twice its
normal size. "Did you just kick that child?"

Mrs. Lewis dropped her coward-head and Mr. Lewis lowered his
fool one.

"No sir, I had a leg cramp and accidentally kicked his." I
waited, heart-leaden.

He ignored me. "If I ever see you touch that child again, I will
have you arrested." He didn't wait for an answer.

Mr. Lewis glared at me.

I've never seen a man's bathroom before. It's not like I
imagined. The stalls are big enough for two people. I always got to
wear dresses cause they hid things better. This time lasted a long
time, and the hand-gagging kept me from making noise, so as not to
"'mburrass the family."

"My, doesn't she look pretty? What a beautiful young lady. I'll
bet the boys are lining up for you already. Dear, did you see that
beautiful golden retriever just jump through those clouds?"

The tile was cool. I was dizzy. He shoved me to stand up
straight.

The whispering. "That you may tell your children and
grandchildren how I dealt harshly with the Egyptians and how I
performed my signs among them, and that you may know that I am the
LORD."

He brushed my cheek.

I'll try harder.

Mrs. Lewis gave me sunglasses and we walked to the Van Goghs. I
liked one they called "Starry Night." It swirled and massed and
danced and eye-flirted with me. I stared at it so long the colours
washed into each other and began to drip.

"Will you behave yourself while we're over there?"

Another nod.

I resumed my game. Its circles hypnotic and beckoning. Endless.
Joyous and endless. I followed each brush stroke around the
perimeter of each star. I couldn't stop myself. Each stroke pushed
me into the next and the next and …

"May I swallow you whole?"

I turned but no one was there.

I resumed my star-gazing.

"Let me swallow you whole."

This time it exhaled from the painting, and I walked as close as
they would allow. I heard a euphony like ocean waves. It so soothed
me that I wanted to fall asleep on its shores.

"Are you talking to me?" I answered my own question by assuming
I was now brain-busted.

"Your visits here are as welcome as a swallow in the spring."
The voice had a chime-like quality while still floating on top of
the whooshing wave, and I got greedy and wanted to hear more. It
read my thoughts.

"And in the proof much comfort will I give, If ye will take that
comfort in its truth and enter in." The lights from the stars began
to pulsate and I stared transfixed, the soporific combination of
wave-chimes and pulse-particles nearly tipping me over.

"Are you for real?" I sounded like I was in the third grade.

"Soft voices had they, that with tender plea

Whisper’d of peace, and truth, and friendliness unquell’d."

For a moment, the voice went quiet and I waited. Instead of
soft-water poetry, a wind began to blow the fields beneath the
rotary sky, and as the wind became louder, the grasses and trees
swayed with such vehemence that they overlapped the entire
community below. Everything in the painting increased in
concentration: intensity of the starlight, colours of the sky and
field and the din of the wind. The painting was coming to life!

I looked for my fosters, but they were still on the other side
and didn't notice me for once. Fear welled up and blow-punched
every thought in my head, making holes in my logic where meager
wisdom had once resided. My heart began searing strips of pain as
my breathing laboured, but I was powerless to stop it.

Then, as if on cue, a golden retriever raced across the field,
leaping higher than any amber wave. He stopped and turned toward
me, and wagged his ragged tail as if he really saw me.

My heart leapt for joy and pushed a tear onto my face
simultaneously, and as I stared transfixed into his trusting eyes,
I watched the canvas getting closer, the frame drawing nearer, my
body becoming smaller, and the rope passing beneath my feet as I
sailed toward the painting. I closed my eyes and stifled a scream,
but when I opened them, I was standing in the field next to the
golden retriever and he was licking my face. I could feel it — his
hot breath on my tear-tracked cheek.

I turned back to see the gallery, but it was no longer there.
Bright blue and aquamarine fields surrounded me on every side,
running stately between the purple and black dwellings. I could
still see each brush stroke, only this time each was larger than
me. The colours were so intense and vivid that I felt if I had to
look at one more, they would cause my insides to ignite.

At that moment, the golden retriever nuzzled my hand and pointed
upward with his nose. I looked up.

There, shining above me, was Van Gogh's starry night — his
illumined vision. The very sky I had lost myself in. The circular
brushstrokes began fading into solid colours that washed
effortlessly over one another, and oh the colours they were!
Brazilian blacks, illicit indigos, purples dripping with passion,
saturnine stars …

"Welcome home."

It was the voice.

"Is this my home now? Will you never let me go?"

"Do you wish to go?"

The golden retriever licked my palm.

"It is time to sleep. You must prepare," said the voice
again.

I wanted to ask for what, but suddenly I was so tired I couldn't
stand. The golden retriever lay down at the same time I began to
fall, and my head softly landed on his side.

At sometime during the night the voice awakened me with a chorus
of singing, and I got up and danced. The golden retriever morphed
into a man — a handsome, rugged, dark long-haired man with gentle
eyes and touch. He placed his arms around me and we tangoed. He
never stopped staring into my eyes. We danced circles around trees,
flower fields and rivers; each measure accompanied by doves that
flew from my chest, then lit delicately on tree limbs as they
watched our pas de deux.

When the song ended many hours later, the man leaned in slowly,
placed a hand to my hair and kissed me as softly as I'd ever
imagined. He lingered for a moment, pulled away, smiled deeply, and
I watched him turn slowly back into the golden retriever.

I arose the next morning to green fields, a gleaming sun, and
hunger. The food materialised as I wished it, and soon there was
enough food for ten. I shared with the golden retriever who hadn't
left my side all night. Above me, I was distracted by the sound of
cooing doves…

"It is time," said the voice.

"For what?"

"You have much to do before they arrive."

The word "they" blood-boiled.

"Don't be afraid. Here, the sky obeys your commands."

A deep hum came from the forest behind me. As I turned, a
soot-black swarm of wasps, one mile wide, targeted me and ice-water
ran up my veins, certain it would drown my heart. I stood
motionless as the swarm came closer, growing in size and din. I
looked for a body of water, but remembered I couldn't swim. There
were no caves, and no covering to protect myself. So I did the only
thing I knew to do.

"VOICE! HELP ME! What do I do?"

Silence.

Again, I pleaded as they swarmed closer.

Silence.

I begged once more.

"You have the strength within you. Use it."

"But I don't know ho … "

The wasps were upon me and I let out a throat-ripping scream.
They flew around me, above, between, chilling me to the bone. They
dived bombed for a relentless two minutes, and as they did, I felt
an anger well up from within. It felt foreign, as if I had red-hot
goo in my belly, and it spread to my extremities.

The wasps continued, but this time, I heard them laughing —
taunt-teasing my fear, and as the queen drew up in front of me, now
as large as an adult human, her eyes flashed green as she stared me
down, her wings creating an intimidating tumult.

For a moment, we both stared, neither moving. She advanced on
me, her stinger raised high and wings outstretched, and I'd had
enough.

"STOP! NO MORE! You have no more power over me. Leave!"

She stopped forward-moving, beckoned to the swarm to return, and
with a final nod of her head to me in defeat, retreated to whence
they came.

"Well done. Now."

I was getting tired of the voice's plastic bread crumb clues,
but I waited. At that moment, Mr. Lewis's voice rang over the once
serene flower-fields. I heard Mrs. Lewis crying. They rounded the
corner of the church, and were now standing in front of me. For an
instant, the golden retriever cowered behind my legs, but I
swallowed hard and comforted him, then returned my steel gaze. I
was on home turf now, and I refused to be afraid.

"What are you doing here?" I said.

"Where in hell are we? Did YOU do this?"

"I did not, but don't think you didn't deserve it." My courage
continued to rise.

He became so indignant his fat face beeted up. "How DARE you
speak to me in such a manner." With that he advanced on me and in
one stride was in front of me, fists raised.

I did not cower. My hand made contact with his face and the knot
on his forehead sent him backwards. I braced for a second attempt,
and he delivered. He kicked his leg into what should have been my
groin, but I side-stepped him and laid my own boot into his
crotch.

He folded like origami.

The doves, swallows and forest animals were laughing. So I
laughed, too.

"Have you had enough?" I said as he gasped.

"Why? After all I've done for you."

"Touché."

Mrs. Lewis spoke up. "I … I … "

"Can't stand to watch now, can ya?"

Mr. Lewis only coughed and she just stared dumbly.

The golden retriever began to circle me excitedly. The doves
cooed even louder.

"C'mon, you fat bastard! Bring it on!"

He shot up like a missile and charged me once more, with a force
as great as a hurricane. Again, I only braced, prepared to use his
weight against him. But this time I misjudged and he landed with
his arms locked around my windpipe, squeezing as hard as he could.
He continued squeezing and I began choking and gagging. He was
close enough so that I could smell the booze on his breath. I felt
the air slip from me and as I looked over the fields once more I
saw them begin to dim, certain my time had run out.

I noticed the golden retriever out of my eye's corner, and he
wasn't moving to help. As my eyesight drew darker, I pleaded with
my eyes for help.

He stood on his hind legs and into my ear, whispered, "Love
yourself enough to fight. You are worth it."

I looked back at the drink-ridden fat-bastard beet in front of
me and got pissed one more time. Raising my arms above my head, I
brought them down across his own and turned, loosening his grip on
me. With a free foot I kicked straight up behind me and into his
crotch once more, which sent him down a last time, passed out.

I fell to the ground exhausted, and the golden retriever licked
my face as the sky turned to night.

"How long has she been like this?" the nurse said as she
tightened the restraints.

"Four years now. Just keeps staring at the picture. Won't
talk."

"She have any family?"

"She did, but they came up missing about two years ago and were
never found."

"It's a nice painting. Van Gogh, isn't it?"

"Starry Night."

Both of the nurses left, and the girl in the bed began to
chuckle at the painting and its two figures in the field who moved
around like bugs in a jar.

"You there?" she said.

A wet tongue caressed her restrained hand, then the golden
retriever lay down beside her bed — where he had been sleeping for
the last two years.





















Sometimes, ya
Gotta Go Down to Go Up

by

Carla René

7:00 a.m., Monday morning. Social Security Administration. Hilo
Business District. Island of Hawaii. Three men and two women escape
the torrential downpour and board the elevator.






Martin Jones. Extremely handsome man of little distinction.

Job: Records' clerk Manager in the Social Security pool.

Hobbies: The records in the Social Security pool and
self-denial.

Dull as a knife. Even I've lost interest, let's move on.






"Martin! Don't touch it!" Ida Mae screamed as he was about to
push the 'up' button.

"Touch it," said Roger, winking at Gina. She rolled her
eyes.






Roger Jones. Bad toupee, bad sense of humour; in love with
Gina.

Job: Records' clerk in the same pool.

Hobbies: Being horny and self-deluded.






Gina Ravine. Big breasts, tiny waist; in love with Keoni and
Martin.

Job: Executive Assistant to Martin.

Hobbies: Making every man horny, and… .that's it.






Martin stopped in mid-punch. "Why?"

"Because it could be rigged!"






Ida Mae. Early fifties, no sense of fashion.

Job: Processes Social Security claims.

Hobbies: Paranoia, and being jealous of Gina.






Martin chuckled. "Too early for that."






As everyone piled on, Keoni stood waiting.






Keoni Lehua. Islander, gorgeous. In love with Gina.

Job: SSI claims processor.

Hobbies: Himself.






Roger looked at him. "Oh for god's sake, what are you waiting
for? A Palapala Kono?"






"No, I don't need an invitation." Keoni made his grand entrance
and took his place behind everyone.

Gina looked at him. "How are ya today?"

"You don't want to know," Keoni said in a sugary voice.

"Ding, ding, ding!" said Roger. "We have a winner!"

"Keep it down, folks," said Martin. "I've got some files to look
over before we get upstairs. Video conference."

Gina slithered over to him. "Anything I can help you with,
sugar?" She moved her cleavage within his reach.

"Thank you, Miss Ravine, I've got it." He didn't look up, so she
sulked back over between Roger and Keoni.

Ida Mae let out a snort of disgust.

The crew rode in silence another ten floors. An alarm sounded
between the fifteenth and sixteenth floors, the car lurched to a
halt and the

red flashing emergency lights kicked on. The car now looked like
a bad rendition of Saturday Night Fever.

Ida Mae screamed out. "OH GOD, I knew it, we're gonna die!"

Roger said, "And me without any hair spray."

Ida jumped into Martin's arms, strewing his papers to the
floor.

Martin, not being a young man, grunted an old man noise — for
Ida was not a thin woman.

"Unhand him, this instant, old lady!" Gina yelled.

Ida Mae jumped down.

"Who you calling old?" said Ida.

"Who you callin a lady?" chimed Roger.

"YOU!" Ida Mae pointed at Roger. "You planned this disaster,
didn't you?  I should have listened to my horoscope
today."

Martin attempted to console Ida Mae.

"Hey, look at that. One of my toes is bigger than the other,"
said Gina, now sitting on the floor.

Both Roger and Keoni scooted towards her.

"Turn this whole thing around to be about you." said Ida
Mae.

Gina shrugged. "Calm down. It won't be long before the repairmen
get to us. In the meantime, nothing wrong with making the best of
it, is there?"

"That's easy for you to say, Miss, 'Fifty cents on the dollar,'"
said Ida Mae.

Gina flinched. "You implying that I'm cheap?"

Roger said, "I could afford you." He then turned to Keoni. "And
while we're at it, you've not been able to peel your eyes off her
ass since getting stuck on this hanging asylum."

Keoni stood, but Gina intercepted. "Guys, please. Can we not
fight? Save it for when we've been here for twelve hours and we're
desperate for food."

Twelve hours later everyone in the car was desperate for
food.

Another fight broke out. This one had to do with Roger's toupee,
and somehow Keoni's racial heritage figured into the
conversation.

They fell silent. Martin studied reports. Ida Mae kept looking
around her, as if expecting the S.W.A.T. team. Keoni and Roger kept
Gina sandwiched between them, and each time she snuggled up to
Keoni, Roger inched closer to her.

Another hour passed.

And another. They could hear the rain's relentless beating on
the roof of the building.

"How in hell can you read by the blinking whorehouse light?"
asked Roger.

Ida Mae snorted. "Must you reduce everything to sex?"

"Hmmmn, could be you're just a bit jealous?" he asked.

Ida Mae snorted again.

Gina was tired of the rain-song, so she stretched, which
garnered the attention of everyone in the car, save Martin, which
made her frown.

"Martin. How's the leg?"

He looked up and suddenly noticed how beautiful her eyes were.
Almond and exotic, like the eyes of a trusting cat.

Martin had a wooden leg. Horrendous computer accident that he
never talked about. He continued to stare.

"Martin?"

"Orgasms," was all he muttered.

Everyone looked up. Gina giggled. Roger whistled. Keoni said an
"atta boy." Ida Mae snorted.

Martin blushed. "Er… ..I… … der… … ."

Gina stopped the bleeding. "No need, sugar. It happens. But you
have to buy me dinner first."

The joke caused almost everyone in the car to chuckle. Ida Mae
snorted again.

Gina sat next to Martin and looked him in the eye. "How's the
leg working out for you?"

"Thank you for asking, Miss Ravine. Rather well, actually. Had a
third fitting last month and those last adjustments did the
trick."

"Call me Gina."

"All right."

"My dad had a wooden leg."

"You're kidding! You never told me that."

"To be honest, you've never really gotten to know me on a
personal level before. Just thought it out of bounds for office
talk."

"Guess I've always been wrapped up in my work."

She nodded again. "Safer that way."

This surprised him. "Hmmmn. Guess so. Very astute."

She smiled. "I'm not all brawn."

"How did it happen? Your dad, I mean?" said Martin.

"Tractor accident. He was alone in the field when the brake
disengaged and it backed over him before he could move. He nearly
bled to death before we got him to the hospital."

"When did he die?" asked Ida Mae.

"Not long after. Developed an infection, and before we knew it,
he was gone."

The rain continued the morose soundtrack.

Keoni broke the silence. "Lost my dad bout two years ago.
Kilauea."

Ida Mae gasped. "He didn't… ."

"… .he did. Took a rock with him. Pele was angry. He didn't put
it back before he died of cancer. He was working. Lava samples. He
knew better. We were angry at him for the longest time."

Roger said, "Lost my mother to breast cancer. Hardest thing in
my life. We were really close."

"You know, Roger, I think that's the first time I've ever heard
you be serious about yourself. It becomes you," said Ida Mae.

He blushed. "Thanks. I don't even buy what I sell half the
time."

"Then why do it?" asked Keoni.

"Cause it's what I'm used to. It works on the shallow girls I
date. I don't have to be responsible, ya know?"

Gina looked impressed. "I think that shows real self-awareness,
which like Ida said, becomes you."

"Does that mean you'll go out with me?" his eyes twinkled.

Everyone laughed.

"Hey! Anyone there?" The voice came from floor sixteen. Everyone
began yelling.

"We'll get you out of there soon as we can."

"We need a bathroom, and a bucket of chicken, stat!" said
Roger.

"If one of you can give us a hand, we'll get you out sooner.
Need one of you to get on the car and reach up to the sixteenth
floor. We've got to lessen the weight in the car."

Roger and Keoni helped Martin through the ceiling. But his reach
was just short of the paramedic.

"I can't get to you," said the paramedic. "I can't drop anymore
weight on the cable or it'll go. Got a way to hoist yourself
up?"

Without thinking, Martin took off his leg. It was just enough to
reach the paramedic.

Within the hour, the car's cable had been secured with a pulley.
Each person was helped out, and everyone made a beeline for the
bathrooms.

They met back in the hallway.

Martin looked at Gina. "I want to thank you for what you did for
me."

"What?"

"Got me to open up; something I just don't do. It was nice.
Could we meet for coffee sometime?"

"I'd love that."

Roger said, "Gina, I'm sorry. For everything. You showed me that
you're a real person. I have a whole new respect for you."

"Thank-you, Roger. And I wouldn't mind having coffee with you,
too."

"Guys? Do you see what time it is?"

It was 7:00 a.m. the next morning. They'd been there for
twenty-four hours. Everyone nodded, but they knew that today would
be different.

"This time, let's take the stairs."

 

THE
END.
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Zen
In The Art of Absurdity (2010)
In “Sounds Like...A Self-Portrait” we see Fern’s struggle to go
for it with Rogers or not. But will her gas keep them apart?

“Road Rage” shines a light on all those crappy drivers--who are
driving YOUR car.

“See Dick and Jane Beat The Hell Out of Jack and Jill,” is an
all-out farce that writers everywhere will love.

“Sleep Walker” is the same story, told from 3 different points
of view, with 3 very different stories emerging.

An exercise in writing purely horrible fiction is what “The
Tokyo Kens” is all about.

Watch Delores have a controlled meltdown in “It’s All Just Water
Under the Fridge.”

In the essay “We All Need Traditions,” Carla’s mother asked for
a pink azalea for Mother’s Day every year. And every year, her dad
would buy it, and then mow it down. Why they never got hobbies,
we’ll never know.

“That’ll Be Seven Lipsticks, Please,” is an all-out mockery of
Canadians. All Sam’s wife wants is a bathroom. All Sam wants is to
find someone who speaks Canglish. Or Englanadian.

Even the suicide notes from avid shoe-lovers can be funny in
“The Suicide Ranks.”

Find out why living in the south in the winter, and being
married to a man who picks his ears with his keys is comic fodder
in “Radio Shack, Earwax and Toilet Paper.”

And finally, “Justifiable Lack of Initiative” teaches us to
celebrate our under-achieving, and see why a writer in search of
his own writing space is driven to desperation by his wife in “Zen
In The Art of Absurdity.”



	


The
Gaslight Journal (2010)
The year is 1881. In spite of being in America, how you appear
to Victorian high-society determines your future.

Isabella Audley is on Christmas break from Radcliffe, returning
home for the first time in 3 years to Fairtown, NY. Grieving the
loss of her father, who died of pneumonia a month before leaving
for school, she is excited to finally spend holiday with her
mother, Lilly, see cherished friends, and step back into the life
of privilege she's always known.

But her bliss is cut short with rumors of a tragedy that's
befallen her mother. While rummaging for decorations one afternoon,
"Izzy" discovers her father's journal and reference to his hidden
secret, and confronts Lilly.

Soon, it's evident that their relationship may not stand against
Lilly's deception at having prior knowledge of the situation (a
dark truth that’s already set the course for their family’s
destruction), and it will tear them apart unless they cannot learn
how to overcome it.

Only Thomas, a childhood friend, whom she soon discovers has a
secret of his own, has it in his power to pull them from ruin. As
Izzy finds herself falling for him, it's apparent that their
difference in class, now caused by her slip in status, thanks to
the repercussions of her father's secret, may prevent them from
finding the happiness they were meant to have.
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