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Telephone Pre-Interview
Michael Schmidt

Mad asHédl and trying to ssttledown from something or another, the phonerang.

O, God, whatnow?Q saidto myself| pickedup theline.

0¥s?0

OMr Schmidt?0

O¥sWhoisthis?O

OM name is Nha. 16 calling due to thesume you sent @syading our list
ing. For the carpetcleaning.O

OQ. Okay Hi, Mina.O

ShegiggledOrella | havgustafew questiongor youEOQ

O¥ah®Dkay Go ahead.O

@reyou overtheage21?0

0¥s.0

OOxay Do you hawe avaliddrive®license?0

0¥s.0

OGkay Do you haereliableransport?0

0¥s.0

OGkay Would you hae anyproblemspassingdrugsceen?0

on.O

OQkay Do you hae acleardriving history?0

0¥s.0

OGkay Do you hae acriminalrecod?0

on.O

OGkay How are your bowel movements?0

QVhat?0

O youhae regulamovementssir?0

QVell, yesbutEO

OGkay Are youwilling to work on weekends?0

Oun, yeahure.O

Okay It say$hereyouwere attendingcollegeWill that affectyour scheduléf
weweeto emply you?0

ONb. | put thatoneon the shelfO

OGkay Do you live alone?0

OMb. I@ married.O

OGkay How is your sexife?O

ORcusamne?0

O¥ur sexife, sir, do you hae one?0

OFomtimeto time.O

OGkay And whatisthatlike?0
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‘ Visions form
QVhat kind of i
theseE?aé n of quedions are the G hetto

OQxay If offered employment, would

you be ableto gat immediatdy Mel Waldman
Oes.O
O8, youte not working currently?O | Throughthe apocalyptieyesf my patients,
OoN.O | weardak, mutilatedeyestraumatizdeyes

OQxay Whatisyourpenissi2?0 | trappedwithin horrific visions
@lright. This is some stoof bullshit
gagjsn?O and | sewith brutd, batered horror within the
ON, sir st a few @iiminay ques | torturedvisionsof the ghetto
tions,sirO
QwellEerector soft?0
Oftect,sirO N | Within ther traumascape, | seaith ghetto eyes
OMybe seven inches | donBknow.O | and | wesp forever my soul ripping and dying
O8 you haverbmeesured recently?O eachdarkdayin thewastelandf despair
OM.O
OWay I@® pasghisalongto my bossThankyoufor yourtime.O
OkayO
I hungup andhada regulatbowel movement thoughtabouthavingsex,and,
aftersomeeffott, gotanerection.But | didnbhavethe heartto measue.

The Queen for K&L

Bryan M. Huizi

A bruised ky whigpers srmons of summer gorms as he stsin theliving room read
ing about the controversesthat linger in theworld. Sender syllables of light illuminae
the hardwoad floors a odd intervas degant shadows linger on the royd bluewadls In
the large house voices carry, ssep around ddicate comeas Hedtsin alarge chair, hiding
in plain dght, reading and ligening to foreéign voices Her feet tep like gentlerain drops
upon the polished floar as she ssarches for him, exhding quegtionsto vecant hdlways A
conwy of wooden toys gream dong the rug like abent tears Sip p eyblack words bend
on the digening pages of the magazing, cynidam and criticiam polished like the frame of
atiffany@caendar. Her large blue eyes are cgpable of deciphering digtant trangmissons
She entersthe roam with golden locks congructed in chaos a bright gorybodk hdd in
her andl hand. Shewould likehim to read to her. Hrefliesblink in thefading face of the
day as he dimbsinto the chair with him. He locates the gentle distiples of his voice.
Crigp pagesturn and her ddicate heed regsupon hisshoude. She has becomethe quiet
guen in the kingdom of his ddfensdess heart.
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Poem from
Notebooks

KennethDiMaggio

Whatdoyousay
to yoursoulmate
whoasks:

Oy youwant

to ticklethetrigger
befoethecashier
attheall night
gasstation

or coneniencetoe?0

the Netherworld
(Soul  Mates)

A gunshop

nextto amortuary
onabusysuburban
commecialstreet.

FREP) All thatis missing

isabigliquor stoe

r rv Liffick to completehe
G egory ¢ Americarhattrick.
Welike our crime,

Nand befoeyoucanansver violenceanddeath
whispers: local,handyand
OtGtheonlyway boozdup.
wewill see
thesoul
thatbroughustogethed
| The Hawk
leavingyou both
no choice
but to pursue \] ason Sturner
your love
in thecar The sun beginsto warmthe day Soft light filters
you will both throughthe fields.The flora awakens$o reclaimits place

taketurnsdriving

until youfind
thecrime

thatwill forever
commityoursouls

together
asone

in Hell

amongthe ecosystemf our world. A lonered-tailechawk
sitspeacefullpn the BraeburnMarshBird Sanctuay sign,
facingthe incomingmenwith their had-hatsand con
struction maps Keysto giantyellav machinesiangfrom
thick beltsaound their waists Seamfrom a coffeemug
risednto the briskmorningair astheyhuddletogetheifor

the da@ instructionThe proud raptor sits quietly upon his

pech, anticipatingagooddayfor hunting.Muchtime will
be spentsoaringacossthe wide opensky far aboe the
mayhentha®seepingicossthe earth.And he knows his
life hee is nearits end. Soon he will haveto goawayNo
onewill saygoodlye andno onewill wishhim well. Sill,
hewill goawayquietly andhewill gowithout bitterness.
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Afterimages

Daniel Flaherty

The doorbellrangbut Mike didn®think anythingof it. He waswatching_ost
in Spacehisfawrite shav andonehe usuallycouldrdseebecausef schoolNow
that summewacationvashere he hadthreemonthsof Lostin Spacen the morn-
ingsandsummeiir outside.

But thenhehead hismotheranswethe doorandsay O, hi there, RandyO
andthatwasMike@dreamsor the summercrushed.

OsMike home?0

O¥ahhedin theliving room.Comeon in.O

Mike listened as Randy walkedsscthe linoleum floor of the kitchen and into
thelivingroom.He punchedMike in thearm.

Okey whaBup, dude?0

OH, RandyO

QVatchawatching?0

OLosh Saced

QVhat?0

OLosh Yac&Mike saidalittle louder Ot®justsomeprogram.O

Randycrashediown on the couchnextto Mike andsatthereslumpedstaring
attheTV. Mike lookedat him andsawthatthere wassomethingn Rand@pocket.
The bulgecausedJike to feela dreadednticipationfor whateveescapadeandy
hadplannedor that afternoonRandyalway$adadentuesfor him andMike to
do whenevetheywer togetherTheseadentuesoftenleft Mike feelingmorally
sick,andterrified of gettingcaught.The mostfrighteningthing they did wasto
dump their sodas do a mailbox because it wouldehaeant juvenile hall for sur
if theyhadgottencaughtBut the worstwaswhentheysnuckinto Ms. Richad)
backyat to pull herdryinglaundy down from the clotheslineanddroptheminto
the muddy lawrThe Richails wee close friends withiké® parents, andiké kept
thinking of the treatghat theysometimebroughthim ashe snappedhe laundy
from the clothespins.

A few nights after they did this, the Ridbdrad comever for a visit. like sat
up in hisroomandlistenedo the conersationslownstairs.

O you know whathappenedthe otherday?®s. Richadssaid O8mejack
assameinto our propety andpulledall the laundy | hadsetout to dry, andleft
themlayingon the ground.| meanwhywouldanybodydosomethindike that?0O

Why indeedMike wonderedwith hisheadying on his desk And why didn®
heewersayanythingto Randytell him thattheyshould®do thesekindsof things?

Becausé a fraidy-catMike concludedBecauséh a cavard.

Randysuddenhgae ashot laugh.

OMan, this shav blows.Le®gofind somethindo do.O
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Mike turnedoff the TV andput on hisshoes.

OBe, guys,MikeBmom said.

OBe,mom.O

WhenMike steppedutsideandlet the door shutbehindhim, hefelt like he
wasleavingoehindhis motherandthe saferoutine of the morningtelevisionand
putting up anotherbuilding blockto an adulthoodthat destinyhadoriginally
intendedfor him.

Theyrodetheir bikesto a clearingn the forestwhee new housesvere being
developedat first, Mike thoughtthat Randywasgoingto havethemvandalie the
incompletéhousesBut whenRandygot off hisbike, hewalkedaroundlookingfor
somethingn the ground.He foundit andcrouchedlown.Mike wentoverto see
what it was and saw augyp of caterpillars crawling arouné. ¢buched den next
to Randywho pulleda magnifyingglasgrom hispocketandheldit in awaysothe
sur®rayswere concentrateéh a directbeam The unfortunatecaterpillatried to
wigglefrom the intenseheat,but waseventuallyncineratedRandyfried a second
caterpillamndthenhandedhe magnifyingglas$o Mike.

Oker,youtry.O

Mike took the glassndpositionedt soit wasfacingthe sun,andheldit over
acaterpillarHe sawa bright circleof light, anintensespotof white light that hurt
Mike@eyes,afewinchesrom the caterpillarHe movedthe glassothe light was
concentratedn theinsed®back At firstit seemethe caterpilladidn®feelit. But
thenit begarsquirmingin discomfar, andthentrashingn pain.

Randylaughedssmokedrifted from the caterpilla®hairy back.

OClassich@said.(Orakethat onethere!O

Mike blinkedhis eyes,tryingto getrid of the afterimagef circularlight, and
thenheldthe glas®ver anothercaterpillarH e felt badaboutdoingit, but wasstill
fascinatetly howhedirectedhe beamof light like alasetbbeamandhow it caused
areactiorwhenit hit its target.It hurt to watchbecausef the brightnesshut he
couldrdlook awayBut then thee was a stabbing pain in his eyes kel dquezed
themshut,lookingawayThe magnifyingglassell to the ground.

Owh!themoaneddiggingthe heelf hispalmsinto hiseyes.

QVhaBwrong?0

OHurtsmy eyes.O

Mike openedhiseyes,but all he couldseenere circularafterimageswimming
aoundin darkness.

Olcarbsee!O

Mike jumpedup andpoundedhisfistsagainshisthighsin panic.

OMke, calmdown!O

Olcarbseel carbseanything!O

Mike statedrunning,not thinking straight.
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OMke, comeback!@®andyshouted.

Mike tripped on somethingand crashedo the
ground.The impact caused his jaws to snap shut
ing into histongue Mike begarsobbing.

He cried,but no tearscameout.

* * %

Mike® paentssatin the waiting room of the
Maine Pedatic Childrer® Hosptal. The doctor
cameout to tell themthe situation.

OHs eyesare seriouslydamagedThere® acute
dilation of the pupils.O

QVill heeverseeagain?®e fatherasked.

Orherd a chance. | ddwant to get your hope
up too muchThere® a seventy pent chance of fai
ure, and evenif we succeedvith the operation,
thered still bepermanentiamage.O

The motherturnedto weepandthe fatherheld
her The doctor watched, but felt no sympattfiyen
he had askedMike how he had hurt his eyeshe
learnedthat the kid had doneit while frying bugs

Ny
But Dust

Chris Butler

I amnothing but dust,
contributing to the dump
that is existence.

Moundsof molted skin
cellsmixedwith plucked
grayingfolliclesmake

smearolling tumbleweed,

briefly bouncingacross
the barren furniture, before
collectingmyselfwhen
the gustssettleasstaleair.

But | amnothing,
justdust.

with amagnifyingglassThe doctorclockedVike as
abullying,snot-nosetirat. The schoolsvere full of them.Whenhewas®hurting
smallanimalshe wasprobablythe terror of the playgroundAnd the paents?An
entitlementouplewho spoiledheirkid andraisechim to expecto geteelything
hewantedhewrto understandhe consequences$hisactionsWell, heknewthe
consequencesw. The docto®only concerrwasthat if the operatiorfailedtheyd
probablysuethe hell out of him andthe hospital.

In order for surggrto hae any chance of success, the operation had to be done
immediatelyBut the doctoroptedinsteado pefform anappendectomgn a girl
whowaskind andapleasugto havearound.

After the appendectontiie next task would be ty tind savMiked eps. Bit
it wasalmostthreeandthe doctorhadr®hadlunchyet. He satdown in the cafete
riawith hislunchanda Timemagazine- e satholdingthe magazinén onehand
andasandwiclhin the other He sniffedandbegareating.

* *x %

Mike saton the couchlisteningto Lostin Spacd=rom the kitchenhehead his
motheron the phone settingMike up to beenrolledn a schooffor childrenwith
speciaheeds.

Somethingexciting washappeningon the TV. The musicgrew sharpand
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intenseMike head aroarandthensomebodgcreamWhatwasgoingon?

Mike put hisfacein hishandsandbegarcrying.

* *x %

BOOM BOOM BOOM

The baseomingfrom the suped-upMitsubishisteeopoundedWheneerthe
cardrove neara housethe windovswouldwhineastheyvibratedn their frames.

The driver was Rangdgionv 31 and a managing consultant livingAnHe was
in Mainewith hisgirl Beckyto visit hisfamilyandsomeold friendsTheydrove to
Portland whee theywere goingto meetup with a coupleof Rand@high school
buddiesaataclub

Randyhit the acceleratandcut off apaneltruckloadedwith pumpkinsThe
driverblaedhishorn, but Randyjustturnedthe stereaip. The musicwastoo loud
to makeout thelyrics,but Randyknewthemby heat anyway:

Hellsyeah!

Me andmy crew, readyfor somehumpir0Q.
Cruisir(or thehoneys

SereothumpirD.

O@1, comeover here andsiton my lapO
Bitchescomecuztheyknowsl@ whee it®at. Ugh!

Randyfound a placeto pak, andtheygot out andwalkedin the directionof
thecluh

RandydidnBrecognie his old schoolfriend, but up aheadMike satbehinda
cart that held some appleskévheat the couple appaching and said: X0fEse me
folks.Carto buyanapple?0

ONMb, thanks ORandy said, and then reached out and grabbed an apple off the cart.

Beckylookedat him agape.

O my god, thatwassocheap!&hesaidwhentheyturneda corner

Shetried to soundangy, but Randyhead the amusemenin hervoiceand
knewthe dangeof thetheftexcitedher

OHe wor®missit. | mean,hédsellingthemfor a dollareach A buckfor an
appleTalk aboutarip-offlO

Hetossedhe appleto Becky

@\nd how muchof our taxdollarsdo youthink it costdo takecae of him?0

Beckytook a bite of the appleandgrimaced.

O god, it@all soft!O

Randy took the gople and bit off apiece, immediatdy itting it out in the gutter.

OcChristGuesshesererdin seasoanymore.O

Randylookedaroundfor a trashcan.Whenhe spottedone,hetossedn the
apple.On the sideof the trashcanwasa signthat read:PLEASEKEEP OUR
STREETSCLEAN. DONOTLITTER.

It couldbearguedhat Randywas®a completeasshole.
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MaggieOs Choice
Pat Lotito

It wasan acddent. Her parentsnamed her Margaat . Somavhee dongtheline
she became Magge and then Mag. He own daughter she named Maueen and
Maueen, agang al Mag@®wishes bypasing her hopes became Moe Moédaughter
Molly Ann became - God forbid - Mol. Her own husband, Billie, the child®grandfa-
ther wasreppongble Thinking that the young Mally Ann waswondefully aggressier
and sometimes dy, he garted bouncing her on hisknee and dling her hislittle Mol.

S thereit wasMag,MoeandMol. Herhatredof thiswassointensehatshe
thoughtsometimesheoughtto die on the earlysideto cawe it down to two.
Sometimes she caught herself with a clutch airhibimking that an early death for
oneof the otherswaspossible. At anyratetwo wouldbebetterthanthreebut her
unplannedlaydreamsamepf courseto naught.

HerdaughteMoelookedlike acarboncopy thoughalittle smallerof herself
Not muchsmallerthough, becaussheherselivasfive nine andMoewasalmost
five eight. Thelittle gangstelookeda bit more on the normal,girly sidewith her
bright inquisitie face and her long dark hair brushed back into a pongtadllyA
Mag didgive her much thought and was certainly not what one might call invest
ed in her Her thoughts of both bk and Ml wee contemplative and distant rather
than anchad in the moment.She edy to some degree, when something goed hap
penedto themandwhensomethindpadhappened Whenit wasgoodsheknew
how to expess herself witivdat a good thing, good work, so glad to see it &nd isn
thatwonderful.@On badthingsshecommiseratedndthenwassilent.

Slencewasnot amarkof sensitivitgthoughshehopedit seemeda Actually
silencavashernaturalreactiorto ewerything. Whenshewasyoungersheoftenfell
silentin the companyof othersunsue of whatshethoughtor felt. Asshegrew
oldersherealizedshejustdidnbcae.

Onemorningshewokewith the pleasansensé¢hat somethingnew, different,
was about to happen. And happen tonmtjust happen around héatience was
alwaystthereadyfor hersoit wasno choeto letthoughtgoandsimplyallowthe
feelingto stay Sheateherusuabreakfasgrunchyceealandskimmilk andmade
acupof instantcoffee. By ten oQclockhehadalreadyistenedo the woesof oth-
ers,two phonecallsfrom her circle of friends. The morning§topicswee the
remaoved gall bladderof a mutualacquaintancand a rebelliougeenageaughter
She acknaledged the concerns of both callers, kept the conversation going with lit
tle murmursof empathetiunderstandingThe feelingof somethindn the air per
sistecandshefound,to herastonishmenthat shewasalmostinterestedn thelives
of others. O@ist for my millOshethought. OM God, tha®it. 1@ goingto bea
writer. Therewasno naysayingn herheadno automaticshutdown whichhap
penedf shecameuponathoughtor acircumstancehichdisturbecher
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Insteadacalmsteadiness purposeanunfamiliarfeelingof pleasie.| haea
mission she thought, a missionrefy tha® what has been missingilynov was
sheableto think that somethingmight hawe beenmissing. She tidied up the
kitchen,ranthe vacuumcleaneovertherugin the living room,wentto the mait
bax andbroughtthe mailinside. There were two bills, a pageof grocey stoe bar
gainsandarequestrom ¢lley CatAlliesfor acontribution.

She checkedhe laundly hampetin the bathioom and decidedhere wasnot
enoughto warrantatubful, betterwait until tomorrow Shefiled the bills, wrote a
tendollarcheckio Alley Catsandgotit readyfor posting. Thenshesatdown in
her fawrite living room chair and let the mornfdgstounding edation ceep ver
her take bodyandsoul. Little intersticesn hercompehensiorf herselseemed
to befilling evenasshesat.

A writer is a quiet persona writer obseves,a writer rememberandunder
standghe activitieof others. Even antipodalexistencesese, againgristfor her
mill. Grist for her mill. The years of listening became a ban&rémbered kmd-
edgeof the livesof othersthe write®well, gristfor the write®mill. Grist. She
couldtastetheword in hermouth. It hadthe substancef somethingneactually
ate. Asshesat the yearsslippedawayonly the missiorremained.Thank God she
wasin goodshape.At fifty severnerfacewashadly wrinkledatall. Shewasthe
right weight,shesleptwell, shewalkeda mile or two evey day Shehaddeveloped
a comfoiable elationship with Me and Ml and Mbe® husband Bnny They saw
eachotheraboutoncee\ety threeor four weeksspoketo eachotheraboutonce
ewly two or threeweeks. Her write®life, the only life shecouldnow envision,
wouldfit quitewellinto that scheme.

She felt shecould evenhandlebook signingewents, could organizeher
wadrobe,buy whatwasneededo makea fine impression.Everything wasright,
nothingwaswrong.

Callnumberthreecameat tenthirty.

Oljust dorknow what he®thinkingdgaspeder friend Sally She spoke
throughboutsof weeping.

Ok says he do@swant a divorce, just a litt@om. FRoom for what for 6d®
sake.Whatroom?And hesayshere definitelyisrDanyoneelse.O

Maggievassilent.

Ol believe him about thattpade neer could tell a lie, ew a little one.O said
Sally hervoicealittle stronger

Maggi®silencegrew.

O%u dordthink | should?@aidSally OBelige/him | mean. You think there
mightbesomeonelse?0

Slence.

Osthere something/ouknow andjustdorbwantto tell me?QA little sympa
theticmurmurfrom Maggiealittle ambiguousigh.

Of ther s you haveto tell me.You hawe to.O

ONvOsaidM aggiesoftly,
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OButyou think there might be,dor®you?0

OunGsighedMaggie.

O GodOsaidally  Of thereis| justdordknow whatto do. Whatwould |
tell thekids?

OOofferdMaggie.

ORtterwait, right? But I1&n goingto belookingdown his Goddamnedhroat,
looking at evegthing he does, the badtatbkeep at him till he tells me thattr.O

@hOventuedMaggie.

@\t leasthe kids are okay Theyge oblivious. Onething Don andl havebeen
good at is keeping trouble to ourselves. Antethegzy about hirdvell. I gotta
run. Will youbehomethis afternoon?0

O¥SbreathedMaggie.

Olbcallyou then. And let®keepthisto ourseles.O

Maggieshuthereyesandspokea few wordsto herselfthengot up andwent
into the kitchento makealist. Whenshewasfinishedthelist readlike this:

potatoes

ovencleaner

saladyreens

divorceon theway

husbandinfaithful

lying to wife, children

Wife hysterical

Childrenhurting

Wife worriedaboutchildrer@suicide

ShewasdoingresearchWritersdo reseah. Theyresearctheir books. She
fell into a sot of rewerie. Gentlethoughts, happythoughtsfiltered throughher
untroubledmind. Theyswamalmostto the sufacethendisappea&din a golden
glow. At eleenfifteenthe phonerangagain.

OMagHeylistenit@Miriam.O

OunOoffeedMag.

0Osally®phonébeenbusyall morning.l checkedvith the operatorandthey
saidit® out of order Haveyoutalkedwith her?0

O¥SbreathedMaggie.

@\nd?Any reasorshemight hae takenit off the hook?0

OHim...GaidMaggie.

O¥u cantell me.Sh&oneof my bestfriends. Wha®up?0

QVell...GaidMaggie drawingthe word out into threepieces.

O'herBtroubleisrbthere. | canjusttell. Did shetalk to you aboutit?O

QVell...GeiteratedVlaggie.

O chon. If shéin the soupsheneedsll of us.O

QVell, ye©breathedM aggieaftera considerablsilence.

Osit Don? He@suchamamtly pamly. Carthink whathe coulddo except
bore herto death.O
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OOoffeedMaggie.Slence.

Ot isDon. Well 1@ bedamned. Sill waterandall that. Doeshe havesome
bodyelse?0

OOsaidMaggieagain.

O youknow who?0

ONb...Odrawnout with alittle lift attheend.

QWVell shemustbein shock. Thoughit doesmakehim more interesting How
arthechildrendoing?0

Oun...GsaidMaggie.

OHw bad?0

000.

ORalbad?0

Oun. SheSprettyworried.O

@sin reallyworried?0Oh my God, tha®the worst,anythingwith children.O

O¥©ageedMaggie.

Os shetakingthemto someone®id shetell you?0

oun...0

O8edid, didnbshe. How baddo you think it looks?0

QVell...OsaidMaggie.

O youthink theywouldhospitalie the kids, that bad?0

OHIm..O.

O my goodlord.. The neaestpossiblelaceis eightymilesaway Hasshe
talkedto anyoneelse?0

ONoo®O

Qw/ell 1én goingto callPam. Shedgoodin anemergencySally hasherhands
full, Don scewing around and mothe kids!. Bg| wouldr®wish that on anybody
Poor Sally Thosekidsalwayslid seermalittle, well, unsettled.O

O¥SoffeedMaggie.

QVill you behomethis afternoon?0

ouno

Olibgetback. Bye.O

In thekitchenMaggiestated anewlist. Thisoneread:

potatoes

ovencleaner

saladyreens

Ingredientdor meatloaf

Srawberries

Diet soda

Childrenhospitalizdeightymilesaway

Parentsdistraught.

Finishedshe drew aline belav thelistanddecorated with little scolls. She
tore off the top, endingwith diet sodaandgotreadyfor the stoe.

At the stoe she bought potatoes amenocleanesalad grens and strawberries,
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ingredientdor meatloaf dietsodajcedtea, andapackagef little cakelike shot-
cakesAt the checkoutislehercheckoupersonanolderwoman remakedon the
strawberriesayingve knov summe®aroundthe cornerwhentheseare for sale,
dorbwe? Maggieageedandfelt a glow of pleasu at the little exchange.SheBa
pleasantvomanandwe hada pleasantonversatioshethought.

At homesheput away the meat,the potatoesthe strawberrieandthe salad
greens,put the ovencleaneunderthe kitchensinkandthe sodaandicedteain a
cupboad, resevingonewhichshedrankoverice. Stting atthekitchentableideas
for theinsidebackcover of the dustjacketbegaroccurringo het Widowedseven
yearsago, MaggieTallsmarhasestablished rich, interesting,friendfilled life
which includes her daughteatseen, son-in-law @&ny and granddaughteoly.

After a bit sheose and &nt into the livinggom where she pulled a book from
thebookcaselt seemedbouttheright siz, 300 pages.Shecountedhelineson a
few pages and found an aver@gen she counted the werin an arage line and
settled upon the figeiof 210 words per pagéhis gae her a total of 63,000 words.

Shefigured on one month for reseah leaving 11 months for writing - how ddli-
doustha would be, she coud hardly wait to gt dated.  Shedivided 63,000 by 325
daysand found that she nesd writeonly 193 wordsaday! How hard could that bel She
dedded shewould risea eght, edt breskfad, have coffeg, begin writing & nineand work
until noon. She coud see hedf a noon, hitting her dride words flowing eesly.
Perhaps | @ write a little longer, she would think. No, | am adistiplined, professional
peron. | writetill noon. | quit & noan and resume a nine tomorrow.

The phonerangat two thirty. Shewentinto thebedopom,satin hercomfot-
ablebedsidehairandpickedit up.

OrhisisMaggie.O

OBRmhee.O

Herfaintly Britishaccentnformede\ety syllable.

OunGsaidMaggie.

OMriam saysSall@@havinga dreadfutime with someseriousamilyissues.O

OHim..GsaidMaggie.

O youhawe anynens?0

Oun, not really®

O¥u dorbhaveto beataroundthe bushwith me,Maggie|@ like to helpif |
could.O

avell....O0

Oy youthink | shouldgoover Justfor avisit, mind you, not giveareason |
dothatoncein awhile.O

avell...0

Olguesshathethingto do. Hawyoutalkedto Miriam againtoday?0O

OoMN.O

QWVell if you do, tell herl calledand i@ goingto justdrop in on Sally check
outthelayof theland.O

0¥s.0
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oB theway somet|meberk|dstakespr|ngbreakW|th hermotherandstepfa
ther Soif the)@a athospitalno needo inquire.O

ORight.O

They saidtheir goodlyesand Maggiesata momentmore befoe gettingthe
dirty laundy from the hamperin the bathbom. She starteda tubful, mixd the
meatloaf anceturned it to theafrigeratgrpicked up a new piece of note paper and
satdown atthekitchentable.

Her fathershe wrote, aell knavn polymath, set the stage for his gifted daugh
ter Fatheranddaughteron theirlongnatue walks exploedthe history of fiction,
discusseitls effecton the sociaklimeof eachcentuy. A gentleman,headoedhis
longlimbedandgregariousffspring. Sensing the greatnesef herfuture he gae
objectie shapeo herinstinctive understandingf literatue. Soon she becameas
well versedishimself Addedto this knowledgewashervivid andsoaringmagi
nation,givingriseto plotsand intricacie®f charactebornoutin herlaternovels.

She took jg in raising her daughtésok joy in her elationship with her hus
bandBilly andgrievederribly at hisloss.Her sorow waseasedy her closeand
almostdaily relationshipwith her granddaughtekolly. Like manywritersof
geniushernovelstook shapenly afteryearf living. thefirst onebeingpublished
duringherfifty seenthyear

The phone rang againallg was driving and they had a fenderbebdarhut
hislower backbut hedfine, saidPam.

Theysaidgoodlye andsheturnedto whatshehadwritten.

Pleasedshewentinto the living roomandbroughtbackinto the kitchentwo
photo albums, old and dogehr®elookedat eaclpicture caefully Part wayinto
the first album she found the pietof herself at age 10 with her fathiés hat was
squaely on his head his shit seemedtiff andnen. He wasstaringat something
beynd. Shecontinuedpagingthroughthe album, knowingfrom long habitthat
no otherpicture of him wouldappear That wasthe endof it, the endof him.

Oncemore shereadwhatshehadwritten, sawring eachword, eachthought.
How true, hav wonderfulWhat a shame therem no pictues of the two of them,
herself curiousyoungwomanof twenty herfather soeducatedsosweenatued,
soattentive. Oldo you up proud,&hethought,|Oldo youup proud.O

Sartled shenoticedthe clock.An hour hadgoneby. She hadforgottensome
thingson hertrip to the stoe andplannedo goagain.

Shebegarherlist:

Ceral

Orangguice

margarine

Shestaedinto the middledistancethenadded:

Accidenton wayto hospital

Sallydriving,Don hurt

Docto®repot - hismanhoodvagustslicedight off

The phonerang. OMaggieit@Miriam. 1®e gotawfulnews.O
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OOsaidMaggie.

O18sally Theygotin anaccidentakingthe kidsto the hospital. Sally was
driving. Don hurt hislower backbut hewascheckeaut andhe®okay Nobody
else got hurtThey left the chilém at the hospital andode home okayDor® laid
up alittle but nothingbad.O

OunOoffeedMaggie.

ODd Pamcallyou alreadyYou soundasif you knew. Shecalled?

O¥©saidMaggie.

Qwvell | gues®orBokay justasoeback.O

Slence.

Ot wasfdworsewasitO

Slencethenalittle sigh.

OMaggietell mesol canhelp Hewashurt worsethanhisback?

ouno

OHw bad?0

oBd

O my Sally insists on drivingh& says @n thinks i® unmanlybut she says
tha®silly How badisit?0

Qwell....hethinksit®unmanly...O

O¥ah. They fight aboutit. What happened?omethingaboutmanlyor
unmanly?0

vell..O:

OQfion Maggie. | kne you doflike to gossip but what is it.idcche hurt his
penisor something.O

Longsilence.Ore®©

O Esusow horrible. How bad?0

oBd

O my God. 1@e gotto getoverther. But wecarsayanythingwehaeto
goalongwith whattheyge putting out.O

(0)13)

QWVell thanks,Maggie. I@® call Pam and wed just keepthis to ourselves.
Remembetthe kidsareat hermother®Talk to youlater maybdOlsegjou there.O

OBe.O

Calmanduntroubled,sheput the photoalbumsn the kitchentrashcantied
up the bagandthrew it down cellar There wee two more albumsin the living
room. Shefetchedhemandtook a pairof scissorBom herkitchenworkbasket.

The pictureswere all of women herselfvith hermother herselfvith afriend.
Lateron, MaggieandMoe,MoeandMol. Moe,Mol andDanny And Billy mixed
in. Billy. A nicepersorthoughshedidn®misshim atall.

Carefully sheremored eachpicture and cut her faceor her body awayand
replaced it in the little holderfieSvas still wking as it gaw dak. The phone rang
seeraltimesbut shewastoo busy havingtoo pleasanétime. Whenit grew quite
dak shetook a pair of gadenshearandcaefully cut throughthe cod of thetele
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phone. She laid the phoneout vely carefullythe receier off the pedestalpoth
pointedthe samedirection.

It was too d&rto work so she sat contentepligasantly aweaof the blackness
whichedgedn sograduallyHer mind wasclearandunclutteed. Only Moeand
Mol will remain shethought. That®betterthanthreeof us.

A strange way toward a
tragic truth

Alexandre SZbastien

That night, a howling wind swepthe streetsof CamelsGaidenandwreathed
in thunder clouds, a temtial rain was pouringwn on the village. Sheets of lght
ninglit the skyfrom time to time, andEarlwasamousedrom hisdeepsleefby the
suddercrashingf the window shutterdn the storm.Rubbinghis eyeswvearilyhe
glanceatthetime;it wasfive by the alarmoOclockWithout warning hewassud
denlyawae of faint whispersvhichseemetb bedistantcallsfor helpoutside.

Confused and gartled, hegot out of bed and went to thewindow. Outdde branch-
es in the copse ssemead to dance rhythmicdly and freneticdly through the gorm.
Musng on the voice which gill murmured in hisheed, it ssemed to betha of achld.

He peared into the darkness grugglingto ssein thegoom and hisgaze cameto ret on
afigure in white emerging from the shadows . A ense of panic & in, and his heart
begen to thud againg thewadl of hisches; hisgomach churned in anticipation.

He shookhis headin bewildermentat the strangeand confusingoccuences
which hadjust takenplaceandthoughtaboutit again.In aninstant,asif being
struckby lightingthe person-likeshapéadvanished.

He had no time to catch his breath leefiosudden thunderous knocking at the
front doorsetall hissenseeeling Hisheat missedgeeralbeatsandheranfull tilt
down the stairgo the hallwayComingto anabupt halt, he beheldhe samdigure
brieflybefoerit flitteredawayinto the darknesdyut not befoe he hadthe time to
recognisthe strangdigure bit washer

With hisbreathingnow returrningto normalhe leaptoutdoorsWith anirre-
pressible impulsedit ty the unusual mystewhich he had witnessed, he called out
hernamebit wasn vain.The howling Eastwind, blowingatits full strengthin the
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midstof the storm,almosthadhim off hisfeetand his voicewaslostin the com
motion. Rainpoundechis eyesandbroughthim to hisknees.

Now lost in his thoughts, hecalled ents from hisecent past which obsessed
him andmadehim wishfor that timeo/er oncemore; hiswife, howeer, did not
shae hisfeelingsEarlfoundthis odd,anddespitehe manyattempthemade she
wouldneer breathea word aboutit. This refusabn herpat atrousedsuspicioum
him that shemayhavehadsomethindo do with their daughte®death.

By the time he hadregainedhis senseshe gale-focewindshadbrokenanda
thin tube of spinningair arowed downwadstowardsthe ground. Inexplicablya
sudderchangef directionhadthe tornadochargingowadshim. He hadly had
timeto move aninch or evercry out in alarmbefoe hisfeetleft the ground.While
hisbodywaswhirling in the air, thewhisperingf hervoicegladdenedtiisheat.

Ghe®nothingto beafraidof, Daddy(Carriecalledsoothingly

OcCarrigarrie....... Beyelledasaresponseyut it was®long befoe his voice
fadedawayashekeptspinningrelentlesslinsidethe tornado

Now much later on, he landed on his feet and dusted himgeliaaking not
only astonishethathewasstill alive but alsoat whathewaswearingandwhee he
stood.This grassgroundfull of daisiesvith scattezd bushesshiubsandtreedn
blossomwhoseboughswere gentlysingingin an eveningsummeltbreee beyond
somebird&chirpingsheldfor him astrongsensef dZj"vu.

Ghis black and white t-shand this faded pair of jeans?0 he asked pionself
deringoverthe question.

He glancedaroundhimselffor a while beforethe light suddenlydawnedHe
wasright backin the copsgustbefoe hishousewhee the disastehappenedvhile
he and his wifeete playing hide and seek with Carrie, their littleTgiel place was
at the far endwheke the copseslopedirmly downwadsto the seasohe hurried
there andreachedhisdestinatiorbefordong.

Lookingdown in abjectterror, a growing chill of self-reppachcameto him
while befoe his vety eyesCarriewasstrugglingor herlife againsviolentwaves
which theatened to take her last dying bré&fitnst of all was when he saw his wife
strugglingagainsthe relentlesandturbulentsean aneffott to swimbackto the
shoe. Soeechlessith rage he sankdown to hiskneesandslammedisfist on the
groundsweepingn anger

In aninstantadazzlindight risingfrom the seadisturbechim, drew hisatter
tion andhe amsewith anarmlifted beforehisface.Throughhisfingershe made
out Carriéghostlyshapegoingup andup to the sky to heaendissapearinigtle
by little andoncemore hermurmuringscaughtisears@dieu.| love you,daddy.

Oloveyou sotoo, Carrie, e sobbedndwhendarknesgraduallyetunedasif
the spellhadbroken,hefound himseltbackat home sittingin theliving room.

In a state of shoclofn his wif® inconceivable behavidhe considerable dis
tresf theirlittle daughtemadehisangeboil up insidehim. He struggledo con
trol it andrepesdheincessartremblingsn hishandsNeverin hiswildestimag
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nation had he expected such afaaed lie although his @fgilence about this dra
maticeventhadhintedatit.

With Amy@unexpected warning voicesounding in his ears derted by the thor-
ough messin the hdlway, Earl®fury wasaroused. Thesmal o pandled table had fall-
en into ruin, dothing swegpt the floor dear of the debris from the gorm, and shards of
dasshillowed before her in adoud of dug. With agringin her gep, she entered the
room, dmiled and hurriedly threw her amsaround hisneck, her heart now & peace

ORssyou, youte safeandsound,®heburstout, kissinghis cheek @hatthe
hellhappenetiee?€heaskecim, herfaceetchedvith amazement.

No responseameandat hercompletesurprisehe leaptto hisfeetbrushing
pastherarms.Stting still anddumbfoundeda frown creasedn herforeheadnd
asshemethiscold stae anuneasyeelingcreptthroughherbody The silenceson
tinuedand Amy perceivedrom his mannerof pacingup anddown the floor that
shehadmadea mistakeof somekind. Far beyond herthought,it wasnot until he
lookedat heragainthatall becameleaer.

At oncefearclutchedat herheartandsentherpulseracing.Horriblethoughts
startedo flashthroughhermind - herthroatdriedandshelickedherlipsnenous
ly; shefoughtbackthe tearsThe tensionwasat its heightand his curt refusato
speakirstraisedhe tempeartur andmadeit unbearablé her Soppingabuptly
andteemingwith ragehefocusedisgazeon herandatthe very momentherheat
missed beat.His lips parted breakinghe deadlysilence.

Oléw couldyou haelet....?8e askedherbitterly unableto gofurther

®Vhatare youtalkingabout?€heinquiredin mocksurpriséeforeshecontin
ued:@nd whatis all the messn the hallwayabout?0

Qou woulddbelievemeif | told you aboutit. But | know whatyou did; the
dreadfulmeaningf your silence A& saidharshlywalkingpasthet

No longerableto stand hisgazeshetook hereyesfrom him, summonedip
hercouragandtook adeepbreath.

@Vha slence®hesid in abreathlesshwasin agae of shock after the acddent.
Nothing unusud &fter such aevent, | sruggle esch day to live through it,Ghe cried.

GhatSthe point; living throughwhatyou did or did not do,eyelled ou
didn®lay down your life for hers,®etold hercruelly

@vhat!| didnlet her..andnewer would have!&heshouteddwould hawe let
her..,Gt wastoo painfulfor herto gofurthet

Hushedwith angersheleaptto herfeetandwalkedaroundthetable keeping
asafedistancérom him.

Owid all my bestto saveher Earl,8hesaidfirmly. @henCarriefell by acci
dentandrolleddown to thesea| hurriedto catchup with herbut againsthe pow-
erfulfloodtide...andha®enough,éhesobbedtearswellingup in hereyes.

Oléw couldsuchan outrageougleahavecrossegour mind?@heaskechim
shakily

Qi stretchesredulity to the limit but shereappearedndewen talkedto me.
Carriebroughtme backto that dayand| sawyou hadly trying to sae herChe
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explainedhis eyesglisteningwith tearswith the
intensityof theflashback.

®Vhat! You@e simply monstuousand com
pletely out of qur mind. | ca®beliee your wais
for asecondAll thisis beyond me, | carbbearit
anylongerGshesnappedstrugglingo hold back
hertearsandappalledy hismacabetalk.

OM, monstuous?ou disgusime; your own
little daughter You shouldbe in her place,®e
sharledsavagelyefoe sweepingout of theroom.

It wasthelag graw, she good therein slenceas
if she coudn®do otherwiss, feding a pang of con
sdence dthough she refusad to admit it. Ovelcome
with emotion, teerstraced pathwaysdown her chesk
and dragging herdf to the ofashedumped down in
it, burying her head into hishands

Earl,meanwhileywaspackingup upstairand
thenwentto the bathoomto gathersomeother
things. Her baefacedie hadtorn his heat out,
his own wife to whomhe gae unconditionalove
hadbetragd him, hadlet their daughtedie. He
wason the brink of the albyss he couldno longer
standsomuchsufferingandwhilehe snatchedhis
raor, suddenhgrippedby afit of rage he struck
histhroatwith it. Little by little, angerpainfreed
him and he smiled.éHfelt good ng and he cher
ishedthis momentaseer becausée knew that

Motivations

Andre w Cook

And| try to getmotivated
to getup

andthrow rocks
throughmy windowv
atthegrueling

nightmae.

And| try to getmotivated
to put feathers

on my armsanddesie
you like no other

And| try to getmotivated
becaustheris

amanatmy door
speakingridescensunshine.

And| try to getmotivated
causeherisakiller
underneatimy eyelids,

sck insne from theviolent aunssts
onthewesterrcoast.

eachsecondemainingvasaclosestepto Carrieuntil hiseyesclosed.

By thistime, pouringout all hersuffering Amy tried in vainto fight backher
sorow whichkeptweighingheavilyon her Lifting herhead herheat gawe asud
denleapandmissed beatasshesawCarriejustsittingat herside.

OcCarriesBegaspeth bewirldement.
Otéllo,mummyGsherepliedin awhipser

0@, my God,Bhegaspedyefoe shecontined:O®, sweetiel@n terribly sory
for whathappenedut you know | did my best.You missedne somuchandlove

you too saO

Carriejustleeed at her andbefoe long Amy wasseizedy a strangsdit of
coughing. @aring at her daughtahe stéed to sense the meaning of her lookv N
herthroatwasconstrictecaindsheswallovedhard; breathingstartedo becomatif-
ficult andhereyesbecaméloodshotShe stretcheaut ahandto Carrie the other
holding her throat. Amy lookedin astonishmenasher daughtetbeganto float
upwads to the figure of her fathemiling in wait for heHer last vision was of the
two of themlaughingasthelife ebbedawayfrom herstrickerform.
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The White Wolf

Benjamin Green

He peeedat the world throughthe fish eye of his six-paver scope.It almost
felt like hewascheatingbut it wasa signof hisgrowing prosperity

Besidesthiswaswar The wolvesmight regad the cattleme®stockaseasy
pickingsbetheysheepr caws. Sill, theywouldhae to reckonwith him. They
preyedon the weakandhelplessandhewasthe predatortheyhadlearnedo fear

The fewwolveghat would exen comenearnow approachedith greatwark
ness.lt wasameasueof succeds hisone-marwaragainstwoles,andanindica
tion heshouldprobablyquit soon.

That thoughtbroughton a paradeof mixed emotionsin him. Part of him
craed the thrill of the hunt, the pitting of his wits against the beastadthought
like awolf for solong,hefoundit washad to getout of the mindset.

No, that was®quite true. Wolveskilled for food. His killing wasto feeda
deepgmoreprimordial needE

He found himself becoming disturbed by dineof his thoughts.ust then, he
sawhistargetcomestalkinginto view. He put asidehisquanday.

It was clear the wolf hagbevations about the action he was taking.widuld
trot forwad a coupleof stepspefor hesitatinghis eargwistingback. Then he
wouldstartforwardagain.

It wasclearthe way his ribs were outlined againstis fur that hungerwas
impellinghim. Probablyit wasthe smellof deaththatwasholdinghim back. A lot
of hisbrethenhadmettheirendhete. Sill, theneedto eatspuredhim on.

Heremained ill, moving only to scoop omesnow into hismouth, les hisbreath
ing give him away. Thewolf had abandoned caution, loping towad the shegp pen.

He waitedandwaited the triggeronly a half-poundawayfrom breaking.He
wantechisenemyclosesnouglhto tastethe prize, befoe herangdown the curtain.

The wolf crouchedjn preparatiorfor hisleapoverthe sheepen. He grinned
as he stked the triggeiThe wolf seemed to leap into theguing spraddle-legged.
Thenhetoppledover sidavayssurenderingo theinevitabilityof death.

Helet out awhoopof triumph, andbegarrunningtowad the proneanimal.

It seemed infuriated lits immediate desttion, because its muzzle was pulled back
in asnarl.

With thelastflickeringember®f life, the wolf gloveredat the manwhokilled
him. Whether thex was any recognition or not, it was difficult tcsBae the eyes
glaedoverin death.

He spent a moment gloatingohis latest triumphlhen he pulled out auBk
knife,andbegarto skinthe cacass.

The gaernment man ran his fingerswtbowhat had once been the spine of the
wolf pelt. Ot@abeautifulspecimen.O

(page 20)



The hunternodded more in acknavledgemerthanageement.Ot@oneless
wolf killing cattle that muchis certain.O

The governmentmanlookedup, squintingthroughhis spectaclestou hawe
to admitthat theyare beautifulcreatues.O

The huntersnortedandcrossediisarmsover hischest. Oheyie pestss what
theyare.O

OReryone has to eat, and it has been a bad wifvsr the liestock & stug-
gling.O

The huntershookhishead. Oldorbcae whattheydo. Aslongasthe bounty
remainsvheeit is, I&n goingto saythat theyge fair game.O

The governmentmar®headbobbed. He hadbeengiven his oppotunity, and
hewasgoingto takeit. O#iceyoubroughtup the matterof the bountyEO

The hunter stiffened, then let out a long sigh. Ol guessthiengay was cem
ing.O

The governmentmanheldup hishands.ODo®worry. | canpayyouthefull
twentybucksfor thisone.O

He hesitatedor aminute. Ot is justthat you hae beertoosuccessfal what
youdo. Thegorernmenthasdecidedo reducehe bountyto five dollars.

Orhe cattlemerbeliee the wolf populationsare now down to controllabldev-
els,andthere are thosewho haveexpessedoncernshattheymaybetoolow.O He
neglectedb mentionhewasthe headof thatmovement.

The hunte@eyesiarowed. QVhatdo youmeanby that?O

The governmentmanshrugged @ certainnumberof predatorsie necessgr
to keepthe deerandmoosepopulationsn check.O

The hunterscratchedhis stubbledchin. OrOknw, | neverthoughtof it that
wayO He shugged.Olthink it&time to retire Old TrustyO

The geernment ma@ egbiows wagged up andvd, then he shved his glass
esup to the bridgeof hisnose. rhee®alwayshunting, you knon.O

Theycommiseratefbr afew minutedonger Thenhegavehe othermanhis
money Oncethe hunterwasgone he pickedup the phone. He hadto pasghe
word alongto hisnewfriendsat the SerraClub.

RachelCarso®book,Slent oringhaddoneallot to openthe public®eyego
thedangersf envionmentadegradationHejusthadto remembewhatpseude
nym heusedwith them. Afterall, havinga convictionfor violatingthe HatchAct
wouldput acrimpon hiscaeer

He kissed the rifle, beggoutting it up on the rackt was &Vinchester Mdel
70, with the hugesix-pavered scope.It hadbeenbuilt justbefoe the turn of the
centuy, andwasaboutsixty-fiveyearsld.

Hisgandfather had bought it for what westhen frontier duty. By then, the Wild
Wes was pretty much gone, having been tamed by the iron horse and the td egraph.

Alreadyit wasbeingromanticied by BuffaloBill@Wild WestShow. Sill, in
more remotearea®f the Westthe lawwasanabstractonceptandordercameout
of thebarelof agun.
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His grandfathehadmarkedout a homesteadgnddefendedit with histrusty
Winchester Whencivilizationat lastbegarto encoach his claimwasrecognied
by dint of squatte®rights.

He camefrom along lineof men tha aether daly bread from thar ability to use
afirearm. Heknew hewastheled, because hisex-wife had taken the children with her.

Maybethete wee otherswho weke keepinghe family nameandlineagealive.
Afterall, Presidentbhnsornwasseeking resolutiorfor anincidentthat hadtaken
placecalledthe Gulf of Tonkin.

A coupleAmericardestoyershadcomeunderattack,andthe presidentvant
edto escalate A warwould meana needfor soldiersand anothergeneratiorof
McCartergo gettheir baptismof blood.

He could care less, thoughlerkEthough he was only the tbuecade into his
life, hewasaliving anachonism,andheknew it. The old rifle, andwhatit repe-
sentediredhisblood. He chafedht the restraint®f civilization.

He fantasized about the primeval battle of man versus nature, living off the lan
beingthe biggespredatorof all.

The ethic of the yeomanfarmerwasdyingaway By the time he wasborn,
Americavasalreadybecomingurbanizedasit grew into anindustrialcolossus.

Huntingwolvesremained thelagt tenuous connection with the old order and now
e\en tha wasgone Heknew hewoud adapt and survive Patt of hisancedrd heritage
was Sodd Da miniam. Howeet it did nothing to lessn hisfedings of dienaion.

* * *

It wasnDas if he didn®have enough to worry ebout. Double digit inflation and
inteed rates meent that money wastight, and the cattle busnesswas capitd intensve.

The oil shockof the pastfewyeardadplacedmerry Hell with hisbusiness.
Histrucksneededjago deliverthe hayfor the cows.

It waseasyor PresidentCater to put on a sweatermndencouragpeopleo
turn down their thermostatsHe wasresponsibléor severahousancheadof beef
cattle,andhissuwvivaldependedn their suwvival.

Hewasbeingsqueredby a gorernmentthat wascallingfor nationalausterity
andenvironmentalisthat begrudgetim evey resouceheused.

Then thee was bracketegp That was threatening to sponge up iesavhat
little profit hemade. The busineswith the so-calledvhite wolf wasthreateningo
drivehim out of business.

Like mostof the cattlerancherén the area,hewasin debtup to hiseyeballs,
andthe only reasorthe bankscontinuedloaningmoneywasto keepthe loanson
theirbooksgood.

Thefact that someone or omething waskilling cattle threstened to upset thedd-
icae bdance of things The rumor making the roundswas it was omekind of dbino
wolf Hdf ashig asaregular wolf, 9 the gorieswent, and imperviousto hullets

Erik Mansfield was not one for listening to far-out tales, especially when the su
vivalof hisfamilywasat stake.He intendedo confiont this so-calleélbinowolf,
andseehow impewiousto bulletsit was. Presumingt evenexisted.
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He suspected wassomekind of varmint, or group of varmintsthat was
responsiblelt wasclearthat it wassmartetthan the averageritter, sinceit had
awidedall thetrapslaid for it. Sill, hesuspectethatits successofarwascausing
hisfellow rancherso inflateit.

Rebecca, hiswife, looked a him asshe packed athermosof coffeefor him into his
lunchbg. Her brow wasknotted with concern. @\re you suethisisagood ides®O

He shugged. O you haveanybetterideasmother?0

Shesighed.Olworty aboutyou. Whatif somethindiappensut thee?0

He shugged again. OIf | meet a wditne da® old rifle to take @aof him.O

QWhatif it®anenvionmentalist?0

Hegrinned. Olfiguredaddold gunwill answeto the samepurpose.O

Hereyeswidenedandhermouthopenedo anO of astonishmentThenher
eyebowsknitted, andsheput herhandson herhips. OFik LouisMansfield!You
should®eventalk thatway!O

He hung his head, a hangdog smile twisting his lipssofin@am.Dhen
hiseyesflickedupwands. OrHbw Obouit promiseto only winghim?0

Shefrowned, handson her hips ONow youfe being sexist! What if it€@awoman0

Helet out awarwhoop andslappedisthigh. Oree-haw!if | ropeandbrand
her doeghatmeanl getto keepher?0

Her arms crossedeo her chest, heoivn deepening into a sdo @bsolutely
not!OThenhereyesgrew hooded. QVhatif shebitesyou? Who knowswhatyou
mightendup with?0

Shethrew herarmsup in theair, hereyesrolling upwands. @sif theveterinar
ian bills are not badenoughalready!O

Thatbrokehim up. Herhadenedcarapacerackedinderthe strainof it, and
shebegarto giggle.

He movedto put anarmarmundherwaist,andgiveherakiss. Thenhewhis
peed, OYou need®worry your prettylittle headaboutme,mommy 1@ goingto
hae my besthiredhandwith me.

O'he worst th& likely to happen to me isidiss a night of sleepind if vefe
lucky wed getrid of thevarmint.O

Shefrowned,andput herhandson herhips. ODof®tell menot to worry! 1Gn
your wife. It ismy job andmy prerogatie.O

Hesnoted,thenkissecher Olknow. [t&something haveto do. We cannot
allav someanimalto goaroundkilling our cattle.O

She bent her head, and nodded. Olkieaest. Ust come back to me in one
piece.O

He grinned and srted a couple of times. @Mnly will | eturn in one piece,
oncel getthatvarmint, 1@ berandierthanakenneffull of houndsin heat! I@ bea
wild stallionfor you!O

Shelaughedandgavenim aswaton the posteriar O, behavgourselflO

The domestigladiatoriajamesvere interruptedby the soundof heavyfoot-
falls. They turned to see @ar Mulligan enter theoom. He wore a blacksuit, with
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matchingwatchcap skintightgloves,andboots. He hadalsoappliedblackcos
meticson hisface.

Hewasanintimidatingpresencestandinga full headandshouldergabore his
bosswho wasjust shyof sixanda half feethimself Carte®heightgavehim a
deceptig appearancef ranginessThe truth was he weighedwo seventy-fivof
solidslab-likemuscle.

He had always been a big bat it was the ldrines that had put him in fight
ingtrim. Hesewredtwo toursin VietnamasaMarinesniperwhichleft him with a
tastefor the Remington700Rd4rifle.

The only negativeffectdiehadsuffeedfrom seviceto hiscountryy wast had
madean alreadyreticentyoungmanevenmore quietandindrawn. Whenhedid
speakn mixedcompanyit waseitherto espouseadicalpolitics,or tell hair-raising
talesof atrocities.

Thetruth washewasonly atepidconsevativein politics,andhadneitherwit-
nessedor participatedn any allegedAmericanatrocitiesthoughhed seerthe
South Vietnamesdo somecyebow-raisingstuft

When hed comehome, he had beenspit upon, and calleda baly-killer.
Nobodywantedo hearhistalesof heroismandwhatthe Americanfiaddoneto
helptheirerstwhilallies. Theyhada fixedtemplatdn their mind.

S hewould spiton themby givingthemwhathe thoughttheywanted. His
silencandhis stae couldbequiteintimidating,whichwaswhy Rebeccaidnlike
him.

Erik took acouplestepdackwat, andgavehim anappraisingtae, handson
hiships. Ofou look readyfor awarO

The only responshe gotwasa smallgrin, andanarcheceyebow The other
manhada Remington700R4slungover hisshouldeby the lanyad, tonightspot-
ing a Sarlitescope.

In his hand was the other rifle, an old and well-wartinrMever action.t had
beenboughtasa varmint rifle, and had beenusedfor that purposea few times.
Howevermostof its sevicehadbeenshootingat cansyocks,or anythingelsethat
couldbemadeto ansverfor the purposeof atarget.

Hetook the proffeedweapon(rhanks. | presumeou wantto gonow.O

Catter just nodded. After grabbinghis lunch pail, andcollectinga good-lye
kissfrom the wife,thetwo of themsetout for thetruck. Neitheronesaidanything
for seeralminutes.

Whenit becamelearhis farmhandvas®goingto initiate comersationErik
tookit uponhimselfto dosa Whatwasthe big rushto getout the door?0

Catter shrugged QVife doeslike me.O

Hefelt asmirkrisingto hislips,aneyebow arching. O®e,| wonderwhy?0

The othermanshrugged Oker prengative.O

Erik was chagrined’hat was the other m@rfinal wad on the subject, and he
hadrdevengottenhalfadozerwordsout of the otherman.

He wassilentfor along minute,considerindpis nextconversatiogambit. At
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lasthe managedYou think the presidentvill getre-elected?0

The othermansnorted. ONbvt likelyO

Erik rolledhis shoulders Orou think the countuy is readyfor a B-movie actor
for president?0

Cartter shrugged OCafdo anyworse.O

Erik@shouldersquaed. OResidenCarter®aheadn the polls.O

The othermar®eyesvere heavy-liddedOt@earlyO

Erik wasinclinedto agee,andhewould hawe votedfor a rutabagdefoe the
incumbentpresident. Sill, he wasfeelingornes, and eggedn by his patnel®
laconiaesponse.

@\re you sue? Afterall, Ronnydjust a genialB-movie actorwith movieslike
OBdtimefor BonoGo hiscredit.O

The tallermanregadedhis emplager from hoodedeyes.OHe wasthe gover-
nor of California. Twice.O

He hadto concedehe point. That wasanimpressivaccomplishmentHe
pakedthetruck, andgotout. QVe oughtto haveaplanof attack.O

Carter pointedto arise. Oisuggestouwaitup there, andmaintainawatch.
I@ takethe point, andactasarover, beatinghe bushes.O

They talkedit over, with his subodinateopeningup, and becomingquite
loquaciousln theend,theydecidedo gowith Carte®plan,ashavingthe greatest
likelihoodof success.

Erik took his pezh on the bow of the hill, while his hired hand melted into the
dakness.The minutesslid by, piling up to anhour, thentwo. The grainsof time
slidthroughthe hourglass/ith anachingslavness.

He wasbeginningo getboredwith the entire exerciseandwasbeginningo
suspedhatwhomeer his mysteriousattlekilling visitorwasheor it wascom
ing tonight.

He gotoccasionakpotsfrom hishiredhandin aserie®f soundghat sound
edlike birdcalls. He shookhishead. The manhadaremarkablgift for mimicry.

He washusbandingoffeefrom the thermosand snackingn the thingshis
wife hadpackedim. If somethinglidn®happersoonhewasgoingto fall asleep

Hefelt the heavyhandof Letherestinghad uponhim, makinghiseyelidgeel
weighted. He wasbeginningo waverbackandforth, readyto give into the siren
songof unconsciousness.

Justthen,a screanpiercedthe night, cuttingthroughthe mentalfog that was
tryingto pull him down. That wasfollowedby a shot,anda secondanda growl.
Erik put the scopdo hiseye andpeeedthroughit.

Catter was lying pne on the ground, his rifle still in his hand. Bounding away
from him was a white blolie only saw a flash of it, and was unabledd erhat
hesaw

Sill, it lookedlike the hindquatersof awolf. It couldr®be,though. That
thing lookedbiggerthana GreatDane.

A quick check of hishired hand stidied him the other man had not been hurt bad.
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Then helowed hisrifle, trying to see the thing he had only caught adimpse of.

At first, hewasonly ableto makeout shadws,andhints of movement. Ashis
eyedbecamadjustedo the daknesshewasableto makeout hiscows. Theywere
startingto standup, andwandermamound,lowing.

It wascleartheywere gettingagitated. If somethingvas@®donesoon,they
might star stampeding, which would mean some of them would geThartjues
tion waswhatwasgettingthemsoupsetandwhatcouldhedo to stopthem?

He sawsomethingnoving in the directionhe hadbeenlookingin. He saw
whatlookedlike anlIrishwolfhoundchargingowau the knot of agitatedtattle. It
wasevenmakingdoglikesoundsbut heknewit was®an Irishwolfhound.

It lookedgrayratherthanred,andasit gotclosemandcloserherealizedt was
too biganywaysNor wasit reallygray It waswhite,andit washuge! The thing
washugeenougho beanalbinobull, but the facewastoo longandlupine.

With acoldchill down hisspine herealizdwhatit was. It wasahugealbino
wolf. No, thatwas®quiteright either

The eyehada swirlingreddish-orangglow, insteadf the pink eye of analbi
no. It alsoradiatednenacandevil,like anauraaroundit.

Thatthingmaylook like awolf, but it wagustamaskhidingadeepemalev
olence.Theword deadlightanthroughhisheadike arampagingteer

Hewas panting for bregth, adrendine gdloping through hisbody. 1f hisphincter
had®damped dosed, he would have pesd himsdlf by now. It was now fight or flight.

Hebroughtup the Marlin, without pausingo peerthroughthe scope.At this
range, he wabtikely to need it. © stood up and began shooting, jacking tee
to clearanothercatridge. He keptgoinguntil the magazingvasempty Thenhe
lookedto seevhathehadaccomplished.

The wolf-thingwasstandinghete,ichor oozingfrom seeralpointsin its side.
By all rights,it shouldbe lying there dead. Insteadto his astonishmenthey
woundsbegarsuckinghemselgsclosed.The ichorousbloodbegammeltingback
into hispelt.

The wolf-thing turned toegad him with alupinelook thatwasmeantto con
veycontempt. With abound,it tookacon. Shelet out ableatof painandterror
asthe wolf@jawsclosedaroundherneck.

The otherconsstampedheir hooves,andlowedin agitation. He shookhet
serratingheflesh,andcausindgherto bleedout. Onceshewasdeadthewolf-thing
begarnio feed. It did soin aliesurlyfashionasif in contempftfor the punyhumans
thatsoughtto constrairhim.

The othercavsbegarto settledown, sinkingbackdownin their bavinetorpor
astheybegarto chewtheir cud. Theybehaedasif theywere unawae that oneof
their own hadjustmetherviolentendat the handsof a predator

Erik wasatacompletdoss. How washe supposetb dealwith somethindike
that? Justthen, Carter appeagdat hisside. ODd youjustseeahat?0

The othermannodded. Otbw do you dealwith somethindike that?O

Carer wassilentfor alongmoment,stroking hischin. At last,he said,0rwo
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words,sir SuartMcCartexO

He whistled as he wed on getting the little stuffed bird posed on the branch.
It hadtakentimeto find a seconadtaeeroncethetradein wolf peltshaddriedup.

Hisfirstthoughtwasto becomemottician. Whenhed confidedheideato a
friendthough,the manhadgonepapemwhite,andsuggesteidyingto find a differ
entcaeerpath. It wasthenthat hefirst heardabouthisfearsomeeputation.

His first reactionwasto be indignant. Wheie did thoseotherpeopleget off
telling him whathe couldandcouldi®do? Thenhefound himselfenjg/ingadak
chuckleoverit. Peoplecouldgolimp-wristedoverthe strangeghings.

It was®like he had fallen into the jasither He® had to wash cars, wash-dish
es,andfold launds, or a dozn other menialjobshe had doneto put himself
through school. Then hed moonlightedasa janitor, and deliveed the morning
papetto keephimselfafloatwhile hed openecdhis own taxidermyshop

It hadbeenhand-to-mouthfor severafearsandhe hadoftennappediuring
busineshours,becauske hadsolittle time to sleep Businestadpickedup, and
hewasableto devotehisfull timeto hisnewpassion.

It waslike hewasrakingit in hand-werfist,andhegotalot of strangdooks
fromthelocalbusybodiesSill, hewasmakingaliving, andstayingout of trouble.

He sawhimselfasa craftsman.He wasgoodat whathe did, andthete wasa
certainpridein ajob welldone. Sill, theeweetimesin the dak of the night that
hewasdleftto wonder

Ther was a dain pat of the population that thought him ghoulishe kever
offeled them a second thougfihey had affady made their minds, gmd would
nBbedissuadetly anything.

Then there were the envionmentalistand animal-rightdypes,who wee
demonstratingnincreasingmilitancy Theyhadmadetheirfeelingknownin acts
rangingfrom picketinghishouseto throwing stones.

HisModd 70 had remained on thewdl, wherehehad put it &fter retiring asawolf
hunter After gdking the wily wolf, turning hisillsto lesser game left him cold.

Hed boughta BB rifle for shootingpirds,andplinking varmintsthat soughto
invadehis propety.

Hed threatenedo pull the old Winchestedown afteran extra-violenprotest.
That hadbeenenoughto cav theminto submissiorandit hadbeenawhilesince
hehadhead apeepfrom them.

Of coursehecouldsensgherisingtide of resentmendgainsthem,andknewv
thatastormburstvason the horizon. Thatwadikelyto leadto violence.

That thoughtkeyedup anold fantasythat hadbeenlurking in the backof his
mind. Eversincemakingthethreatthere hadbeenthedesieto skinandstuffone
thathehadshot.

Evenworsehewouldthink aboutshootingoneof the women,andhewould
get a hat-on. What was that about? thought they werscruffier and dier then
themen.

It wastruethelag few timeshe had sought out femae companionship, he suffered

(page 27)



the humiliation of being unableto perform on command. Thewoman had bean polite
about it, but it was dear he had auffered adiminution of hismanhood in her eyes.

He had tried dismissing the links that arose in his minekipeitvg setting fires
on the stove by droppingcoffedfiltersonto ahot burner andhisincreasindpabit of
catchingwild animalsandskinningthemalive befoe stuffingthem.

The reasorior the latterwasa vestigeof the huntinginstinct. Nothingmore
than that. H might evn that he was a little obsessed with fire, but it was like want
ing to hunt andstuffoneof the protesters.

He had been living as a semi-hermit for segaralWas it any wonder he had
strangadeas?Nothing sinisteraboutsucha confluencef things. Sill, he was
unableto shakehe feelingof somethinglak andugly mavingunderthe sufface.

The bell wer his door tinkled. &lturned awagrateful for theespite from his
dak reflections.He wassurprisedo seeCarter Mulliganat the door O8, what
bringsyou to thesegpats?0

The othermanstaedat him. OEk and| haveseerthe whitewolf.O He let
thathangin the airamoment. Otou needto takecae of it.O

Suart®handsshotup, befoe comingdown with athump. GVha® You must
bekidding! | gaethatupEO

The stone-facetbok from the otherman cut off his protest. His eyesbored
into Suart. Ot®immuneto ourrifles. It wantsyou.O

His palmsbegarto sweat.Wheneer hewasaskedf hehadeventhe slightest
regets about the wolf killings, he always aedwéth a lusque noThat was a lie
though.

It went beyond the daiceberg of his personality that lurked jusiible sur
face. Whenhehadbeenhunting,he hadsleptthe sleepof thejust. It wasafterhe
hadhungup hisrifle thatthe nightmaeshadbegun.

He stuggled to remember what it was that haunted the twisted nightmarescap
hisbedhadbecomebut heknewthe thing hadbeenstalkinghim for fifteenyears.
Somethingbig, rough,andbreathingire andreenge.

The matteronly got worseafterthe sightingof the white wolf began.An icy
handgrippedhis heartasthe door betweerthe dreamandwakingworldsopened,
andthe monsteisteppedorwad, to confronthim.

In that moment,he knewhewouldhaveto confiont the beast.It wouldgive
him no peaceandit wouldkeepkilling livestocko keepthe pressugup.

Henodded. Ores.OThere wasno point in fightingit. His nostrilsflared,and
hiseyestook on thethousand-yatrstare.

Inside hefelt hisblood heatingup at the prospecbf a confrontation. It was
clearthat this wasno ordinary wolf, but aterriblevisionof vengeancégenton his
destruction.

W, it went againg thegrain for him to leaveachadlengeunansveied. Herepeat
ed to himsdf, O¥O Then headded, @nd |® haveits pdt to lay on by the fireside.O

He was shockeg the brashness of his @gowhen they came out of his mouth.
Howevertheypackeda surgeof confidencén their train.
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He was the master huntand whether it was flesh and blood, or something not
of thisworld, it wasgoingto die. Hisfury wasatleastamatchfor thisroughbeast.

The dark part of his personality that had been submerged began tecbofak fr
its restraints, and was $tag to suface. H felt godlike, and moalive than heav
remembedfeelingin hislife.

Adiabalicd grin lit up hisface Theother man nodded, and garted backing away.

That evening,hefoundhimselfoccupyinghe samehillock Erik Mansfielchad
occupiedhe previousnight. He wasunableto explainwhy he hadchosernt. All
hecouldsaywith unshakableetitude wasthiswaswhee hisnemesigvouldcome.

In additionto his old Model 70 he had broughtout of retirement,he had
broughtaniron mallet,adouble-bladede, andthreeknives. It wasclearthatthis
beastvasgoingto requie alot of killing, andthis wasgoingto become hand-to-
handengagement.

This wolf wasgoingto goquietlyinto the goodnight, andthat wasgustfine
with him. Hs blood was afiiwith the idea that this was going to badggrmatch
for all of themarbles.

He hadsufferedor fifteenyearsat the handsof this fiend, from the hunterto
the hunted. Tonight,the matterwould be settled andhe would destoy the thing
that madehim afraidfor thefirsttimein hislife.

The convshadbeencleaedfrom the pastue, but it wasanunnecessgprecaud
tion. The only other thing alwas a staked lamb at the foot of the hdlopgped
thegrasspausingdn occasiomo look aound. It washait. A final mealasit were.

Thelamb began to get agitated, tramping itshoovesasit lodked around. That was
agre 9gn hisnemedswas about. Then he saw aghoslike shape heading towad him.

There was no attempt at stealth or misdireclitie. beast was headingaal
him like afurredguidedmissile.He broughtup hisscopedifle, andlet out agasp

The wolf@eyesglovedwith areddish-orangglow. The word deadlightsco-
chetedaroundin hishead.

In that moment,herealiedhis confidencevasmisplacedandhewaswayout
of hisleague.lt alsobroughthometo him that the beastvagustanechoof him.

The puzzlepiecesell into adistinctpattern,andhedidn®like the picture that
emerged.If hesomehw suwvived,hewouldbecome menacéo society He had
thrown off the lastrestraint®of his psychopathigersonalityandthe beastwithin
him wadloose.

Sill, he wasready to just lay dm, and accept his fate. As long as the breath
of life remainedn him, hewasgoingto fight.

His lips peeledackin a snarlashe tried bullying his recalcitranbodyinto
doingwhathewantedt to. Hisfingerdfelt dumbandwoodenon thetrigger but
theywere obediento hiswill, evenf theydid it in slaw motion.

He set the crosshairs lestwthe as, and med it up a fractionThen he felt
therifle buckagainshis shouldeasthe triggerbroke.

The next morning, Erik and Carter hurried out in the truck, to deerif isad
indeedbroughtdown the whitewolf, ashe hadpromised.
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They had not eatendakfast, which had upsg

Racheto no end. Shebecamewenmoreput out
whentheypromisedo bring the othermin in for
breakfast.

Thee was nothing she could have done
though. Asthe old sayingwent, theywee like a
pair of long tailed catsin a room full of rocking
chairs. At last,shechasedhemout, soshecould
hawe alittle pieceof mind.

The truck pulled up behind the hillock, and
both men balled out. Then Erik went back to shut it
off, and collet the keys With eve sthing dss it
would®do to have to explan to the wife why the
truck had been qolen.

They cauld see him gtting crosslegged on the
top of the hillock. The Modd 70 lay in his lgp.
Cater wasthefirg around. Hiseyeswidened. GHey
boss You mug sethid®

The sheepecameskittishupon seeinchim,
retreating to the end of the teth@hen it eturned
its attentionto grazing.

Erik®eyesalsowidenedvhenhe sawluat®
body The throat had beenripped out, almost
decapitating him. élhad also been torn open w
teethandclawsandhadbeendisembueled.

Despiteall the signsof violenceijt didnBlook
like his attacker had eaten any of fitre front of
the body was wered in white furand the face wa
stretchedbut in alook of unimaginabléorror

Eventhoughhe wasa Baptist,Caiter crossed
himself Erik did likewise,andmurmued, OBor

devil, looks like he difdhawe time to put up much

of afight befoe thething saagechim.O

Carter shookhishead. QVhatkind of animal
woulddosuchathing?0

The lamblookedup, andasif to answver the
questionjt said,ORaaa.O

The funeralwasheld threedayslater The
only onesin attendancevere half-dozerranchers
who hadbenefitedrom his sewices. All of them

‘Gone Green

JosephDeMarco

Theyaskme

Of 1@ goinggreen?0

If my thumbhappenso becoloed
with the samdilament

If | happeruponatreein thewoods
Would | hugit

or maybe do more perve ted thingsto it
like smackts trunk from behind
andmakeit BARK

| reply

Olhavefdgonegreen.O

| amgreen

| alway$awe been

They@e tried to teachmedifferently
Qwith religionandsexandT.V.O
Theyetried to brainwasme
Theye promisedmeabig house
And ashinycar

it hey told me my life would be essier

than any humans
in existence
andall it would costmewasmy soul

15| didn®listento them

| dord

| neverhawe

I@ hae Crypt-tonight

in my pocket

And e\enthoughl@ happy
Later 1@ befeelingglad
AsthoughSupermarhimself
Hewbackwatsaroundthe Earth
And slovedtime

So we could

livein thismoment

forever

lookeduncomfortablefidgetingin the pews.
He did not leave awill behind, and there was dl

kinds of gpeculation about wha the

probate courts might dedide. Somebody ended up torching the cabin before the wesk was
out, which resulted in dl hisworldly goodsbeing burnt up. Tha was conddeed to bethe
end of thematter. After hisdegth, the white wolf was never ssen again.

(page 30)



Two OIld Men Doug Downie

It wasaquietafternooratthe DankDen. At the barwere two old mentalking
quietlyandat oneof the tablefour Mexicanstwo men,two women satdrinking
andtalkingloudly The mendrankBud andthe womendrankwhatlookedlike
vodka or gin. B, the batendey sat on a stool off/thimself reading the local news
paperOnce inside the Dank Den the outside world disagh€he windavs vere
covered soyou couldrdseeout andno light from the outsidewasallovedin. The
floor wasbale formicatile, the wallscheapfake-woodvallboad, and a facadeof
fake-brickoutlinedthe backbarin a backroomtherewee two pool tablesThe
usualglowvingbeeradsadornedhewalls.

Olwasa hell of amanin thosedays.@harlesvassaying.

OUhhuh.GansveredHenly.

Olhadmore womenthan| knewv whatto do with. Theyusedto buy mepres
ents.Buy mepresentd! didn®buy themanythingTheyd takemeout to dinner!O

O¥s that®the wayO

Olwasmarriedonce It wasamistakd vowedneerto repeat.O

Charlesvasin his earlyseentiesHe wasa dappetittle man,alwaysiressed
impeccablya presseduit, tie, hisshoeshinedandatweedhatcockedustabit to
the side.He alwayzarriedaleathemportfoliowith him. Hewasanattist. He spent
his daysand nightscommutingbackandforth betweenthe threebarsin thelittle
touristtown that the Homewassituatedn. Hed shav his sketcheto anyonehe
couldinterestand do a chacoalportrait for a coupleof drinks.Hed walk slovly
from onebarto the next,hiscandeadinghewayin ajelky sot of strut thatmade
him look like hewasbeingguidedby marionettestrings.

OM wife died tenears agd\ long time na.O Henry took a gulp ém his beer
He wasa shot stockymanof obscue MexicardescentH e wasa quietmanwho
keptto himselfat the Home,waitingthroughthe dayswatchingTV andreading
magazinesll the night whentheylet him godown to the Dank Denfor acouple
of hours.He hadto bebackby lightsout howeer, 11:00PM.

QWVell, youfe betteroff Henry, believame.| keeptryingto tell the youngmen
newer to getmarriedbut theyworlisten. Theyjust keepgettingmarried having
babies. Rtty soon the® going to be so many peop e stacked on top of each
otherlike sadinesin acan.O

Orhat®right.O

OYu carbeen breathehe air anymoe in LosAngelesThee®somanycars
and highways and factoriisey doeven kna where thde goingThey just go
TheydorDeverknow whattheyee building. Theyjustdo it. Progressheycallit.O

Ovesseeniike progessdoest.O

ONb, it doesBHenny. Beliee me, when you get as old as |@rcgn see what
awasteof timeit allis. Youngpeoplethink they@eimmortal. &Charlesurnedstiffly
in the batende®direction.OHI, two more, please.O

Orhat®right. Theythink theyd alwaydeyoung.O
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Orheyscratctandwork tryingto getaheadtryingto getall sortsof thingsfor
themselgs biggerandbetterhouseshetterandbettercarsmore of thisandmore
of that andpretty soonhee you are.Old andreadyto die.O

From the table the four &kicans werat came a curse. Carmesnbiz picked
up herdrink andthrew it in herbrother-in-lawHerma®face.

O¥u bitch.ChissedHerman.

Herma®brotherPedropushedHermanbackfrom thetable.

Ordcallmy wife no bitch Herman.O

Orhebitchjustthrew herdrink in my face!O

Omndcallherno bitch, Herman.O

O8eisabitch!O

Pedo pulledbackandthrew a right which glancedff Herma®jaw hitting
him in the chestandknockinghim off hischair

O@ddamnyou, Pedro!@®ermanwasup in aflashandat PedioSthroat.

Oha®whatit is,GCharlesvassaying@reed plain andsimple More, more,
more. Peopledor®know whento stop Everyonewantsto getrich, e\eryonewants
more, no oneis e\er satisfiedNo oneeer stopgo think. Theyjustkeepon gomg
alongthlnkmg Whattheﬁe doingis very important. And makingmore babies.O

Ohat®right.Ganswesd Heny.

Pedio and Herman, locked together in a stranglehold, careeoesitherroom,
smashingnto thewallandbouncingback.Theyknockedover chairsthentripped
up on a tablélhe table wentver, landing on top of them as theited on the beer-
stickyfloor, sweatingandcursing.

@\nd you carftell youngpeopleanything We were the samevayD

Ohatdright.0

O¥u getold, youlearn,andthenit&too late. Thetroubleis, it&too latefor the
wholeplanet.lt®gottensobig, soout of contiol. We couldneer haveimaginedt
wouldgetto belike thiswhenwe were young.O

OUhhuh.CHenly suckedat hisbeer

The bartendemwaspacingbackandforth behindthe bar, raisinghis armsin
futility, hiseyedead®f fearasHermanandPedrofought.

Herma®wife, Carlita,pickedup anemptybeerbottle.

OCarmeniou good-for-nothingslut!Céhe threw the bottle. Carmenducked
andthe bottle sailecbn passingvithin two inchesof Charle§jauntytweedhat and
crashednhto the mirror behindthe bar

ONb! No!O criediR Bits of miror fell clinking onto the line of bottles beneath.

Carmenwasat Carlita,goingfor the hair, grabbinga big handfulandtugglng
andyankmgat it. Carl|ta©head)obbe(hndflapped|ke aragdol@

O'he human race is like that.O Charles continued. OLikenidpet yhinks its
time will goon forewer, thinksthe wholeworld wasmadejustfor it andwill neer
stopgiving. Wefe a youngspecieblenry andwe mayne\er geta chanceo bean
old species.O

O¥u and! will belonggoneanyway)
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O¥uie right Henty, wefe almostgonealreadyO

The doorof thebaropenedandayoungmanp

okedhisheadnside.

ORey!'Wha®goingon in hee?® e wasthe town taxi-driver. His main fares
were the old gentsfrom the Homecomingdown to the barsandbackagainHe
lookedammund andsawthe overturnedtablesandchairs pottlesandglassestiewn
overthefloor. HermanandPedo still tussledogetheion thefloor.

ORey!Billl Callthe copsDondjuststandthere!O

The batendea ssamed to be in some sort of

shock, ganding with a mortified gare a the branl
befoe him. Carlitalunged & Carmen and the two of
them went down knodking CharleCarm asthey fell.
His drink doshed onto the bar top. He cdmly
grabbed abar rag and wiped it dean.

OMaybea betterspeciesvill ewlveout of it
all,Chewentonto Henry.

OMaybe...maybes@idHenry.

QWVelle had somanychanceso learnandwe
just haveigot it. it® olvious for amyne to see tha
the waywegoon is no good,that we@e destoying
the things that make life whotiving. Hther people
are just too stupid or they just dor care.They
ignoke it and hope they can get away withutmb
shitsdesere whateer they get, really Sill, it a
damnshamehattheyhae to takesomuchof the
goodstuffwith them.O

Ot isashameA shame.O

Thetaxi-driver calledacossheroom.

ORey!CharlesHenry! Céon! 1@ giveyou a
ride!O

Pedio lifted his headfrom the floor whee
Hermarhadhim pinned.

O¥u better get outta keepunk, befar you get
hurt!OHermanslammedPedio®headto thefloor.

ORey!CharlesHenry! Céhon!O

Charles lifted his arm and edvthe cabbie of]
Go awayhemouthed.

Back out on the ddewdk the cab-driver took a
dep bregth of the soring air. Jeus what next?What
ajob. 1& not making peenutsdaing this hethought.
Maybe | @ cruise around up a the Home, sx in the
aternoon, some old guy probably wants to come
down for Happy Hour He hopped into hiscab and
gunned it out of the parking lot of the Dank Den.
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Ghost

Mary Bernadette

Blue eyeslike ice
Soft but not cold
Hisblacktangledchair
Fell all over hisface

t Ashebentdownhisglance
To hidehisexpession

The smokeheheldin hishand
Droppedwith hishand

And fell to theground
Ashisfingerdetlose

Hewiped hisface with both hands
Thenbentbackup hisgaz

Nailspaintedblack

It shavedhisexpession
Blackeelineraoundhiseyes
It hadmeltedandwascold
No onecouldtell

How manyyeardiehadlived
No onecouldtell

¢ How manyyearshewasold

Tallandabit slender
Helookedlike aghost

His palecomplexion
Haddakenedhiseyes
Hisblackeelinerwassmudged
Hiding all tears

No one,no, no one

Could sedo hissoul




Layaway Gregory Liffick

Sebastiamaddonesomethingrely bad,somethinge felt wasalmostunfor-
givable. He hadbeenin anargumentvith hislive-ingirlfriendandhadcompletely
losthis coolfor thefirst timein hislife andhit hersohad in the facethathehad
knockedout oneof herteeth.She hadfallento the floor bleedingandcryingand
holding her handto her cheekWhen shehad calledthe local county sheriff
Sebastiamadfled.

For the lastcoupleof hourshe hadwalkedaimlesslgown onedirt roadafter
anotherfurtherandfurtherawayfromtheruraltrailertheyshaed,feelingexteme
ly guilty and fearful that a patrol car would pull up to him at any moment, siren blar
ing andlightsflashingandtakehim into custodyfor assaulandbattey. Growing
exhausteddm walking and from his churning emotions, he sat do the cement
stepofanold backwoodshurch.

Sebastiamight haveassumethatthe churchwasabandoneffromits isolated
locationandits appearanc&here wasno otherstructure with two milesof it andit
lookedon the vergeof falling down, its timberssagging@ndrotting andits paint
peeling. ®l, the doors of the cheln wee open andebastian could hear that some
onewasinsidegoingabouttheir businessSsomethingdrew him inside.

He foundthe pastorof the church,an old-fashionedressededneckooking
man, neara makeshifialtar and appoachechim. OCan speakwith you, sir?0
Sebastian asked, a bit despereing for a chance to unten his feelingsYes,
of courseson,@epliedthe pastorseemingurprisedy andunreadyfor company
but opento speakingvith anotherisoul.The pastoidedhim througha smalldoorin
the backof the church to astoermomthat doubledashis officeof sots.

The pastorhad Sebastiarsit in a chairin front of his deskand he satdown
behindit. O8, whatcanl| do for you, son?@skedhe pastorconcerne@ndeager
to help Orou seenvel troubledby something.O

Oldid somethingrely badtoday..somethingompletelyout of charactefor
me,Bebastiapainfullyexplained.

Olsee,@oddedthe pastorO® on.O

Olgotvery madat my girlfriend...thegirl | reallylove...and assaulteder..hit-
ting herin thefacesohad | knockedout atooth,C8ebastiamontinued.

Ohat isvery sriousOreponded the pagtor, rubbing his chin with troubled con-
sideration.

O8methingdrew mein here...maybe chanceo unbudenmyself.getmy
guilty feelingoff my chest...tsomeone gxidSebastian.

Ol gladyoucamen andtalkedto me,Qhe pastorsmiledwith genuinecom
passion.

O fed likewhat | did isdmog unforgivable Osaid Sehagtian, looking ve fyashamed.

QWhat you did is ver bad...but | think God can forgiyou,O the pastor agslr
SebastianQlfyou arewilling to truly makea sacrificéo him.O
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O willing to make whatever sacrifime gsk. | came in here hoping thateher
wasa waythat you...Gd...couldhelp me forgivemyselfand faceup to what|
did...tomy girlfriend...tothe police...whoer OSebastiaalmosiplead.

O®od,son,@miledthe pastoragain pleasedt Sebastia®answer

Ther wasa silentpauseasthe pastorseemetb think longandhaid, ponder
ing how to help SebastianOGve meyour hand,son...théhand you hit your girl-
friend with,O the pastor finatiguested e®astian somewhat puzzl@thihand?0
Sbastiamskedwaverinalittle, but shavingthe pastomisright hand.

O¥s,son.Give meyourright hand...theoffendinghand, Qlirectecthe pastoy
his faceintent and full of authority Sebastiarhesitatedandthe pastorinsisted,
OPleassgn...dovhatl askThisisimportant.| wantto helpyou.O

Sbastianvasunsureandslightlyshakingput heldout hishandto the pastor
The pastorgraspe@ebastia@right handin hisleft hand,asif to praywith him or
consoléhim, Sebastiardeelingslightlyrelievedln aninstant,though,the pastor
forcedSebastia@handdown onto the deskbetweenthem. Befoe Sebastiarould
reactor try to pull his handawayfrom the man€graspthe pastompulleda large,
machetdike knife, thekind usedo clearbrushin the backwoodsrom som&vhee
underthe deskwith hisright handandin onestokechoppedff Sebastia@hand
atthewrist.

Sebastiascreameih shockandpain,bloodpouringfrom hiswrist. Vhatin
the hell did you do?!@ebastiamellovedin agonyanddisbeligftrying to stopthe
bleedindy holdinghisshirtto the woundwith hisotherhand.

O¥u havemadea paymento the lord for your sin,Gaidthe pastor alook of
religious ecstasy and invigorating purpose about hime @kieavaway the offend
ing partof you andgivenit to God.O

OYule crazy!Gebastiashriekedrisingunsteadilfrom hisseatt the desk.

Ot another part of your body offends God, return and we will make further pay-
ment...fuher saorifioe Osad the pagtor in akind of chant, raising hisarmsto the cdl-
ing asif in the glow of grace. OVéwill buy your eternd soul away from the devil...one
pat & atimeO

Sebastian ran from the office and the chura&adyrggwing weak &m loss of
blood,andnow pleadingor helpof adifferentkind.

Assassin Jon Brunette

Billy Bensorsaton the weedyhillside lookedat the well-keptcoutyard belov
him, andloadedhis powerful rifle. Throughthe riflescopehe sawthe wood podi
um, metal bleachers, and stands that held light brdssh@irs brought people into
focus.It would focusthe target,aswell. Billy could pinpoint anyone.The crowd
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amasseslavly, orderly like prisonersnto thejailhousechapelTheywalkedneatly
into thirty rows,andsatcomfortablyin bleachersboutto listento the blackman.

Tha black made had won the podtion of Governor Now, he wanted the White
House Only assasination would stop this Governo®powe ful dlure. Nobody coud
digputetha Randolph Jackson could hypnotize audiencesmagicdly, with histhick bari-
toneand handsbrought dowly but grongly beforehim. Somehway, hecoud swvay minds
with words People did what he wished, happily. Some people jug posesstha ability,
and eppedidly when they handleit properlyUsuallythey lead with popularity, like the
fraernity jock with the liquor tolerance

Whenit happensandpeoplebeliee wordsspokeraggressiveindyet some
how gently intelligentlyand emotionally by a patticular individual, the word
@harismatidfinds usageNobodyrisesswiftly to leadpowerful countrieswithout
likeability and charnwealth wohurt, but it wor®help Reople want to hgabey
willingly, andtrustleader®f wealthynations.One manhasto standpowerfully
bring worries of his hungfollowvers to the f@front, and seduceters like a blonde
temptesdo ateenagedirgin. It lookedpossiblavith the blackmaleon thewood
stagahat stretchedenormouslypefoe him. Momentarilyhe would standbehind
the fuzzy miaphone, spread his beefy arms, and spéglblat passionatelyntil
hewrappedveyonein vocalblanketsThenhewouldlikely heighterhistone,and
bringthetroublef hispeopleandall peopleto light like abrightlylit lighthouse
beacon that just found millions of lost ships in choppy Weters.he spoke, wher
ewer he spoke, hies would cheer anellyand hold banners that announced his goal
boldly Like all presidentiatandidated)e wantedto hold nasvebut needyminds,
like thosein the metalbleacherandewerywhee,insidehisthick darkpalms.

Minutes passed like hourdlyBvatched patiently from the hillside, behind sev
eral jaggedcks. @vernor Randolphagkson, aged fifty years, in wool blue suit and
silky ed tie, walked pudly into the open auditoriumurghine ghaed brightly off
his baldheadFinally he stoodby the wood podium, by a pudgymanwho wore
equallypowerful attire. Shortly, Governor Jacksonvould beginthe well-written
speecihatwouldinsightapplausenaybdaughterbut probablywin the election.

Billy didnDlike the blackmale,and didn®want him for PresidentOf The
United Sates,unlike e\xeryonewho satand watchedWhenthe statehad slashed
budgetsandcut hisjob in the localpoliceunit, Billy hadtroublepayinghis house
paymentsShortly aftewvad, he hadto relocatdo a smallramblerinsteadof his
three-levethome Later hefound employmentthat he didnenjoy asdeeplyWhen
theblackcandidatstampedhe VETO on thebill thatwouldhaveallovedBilly to
stay empled in his police jolBilly thumbed his nose désipectfully at the cobor
hopefulto the White House and vowedto stopthe African-Americapolitician.
With Billy behindthe causelRandolphlacksorwouldneverattainwhathewanted
badly It wouldjusttakeaction,whatevethe punishmento him or anyone.

Sill, Billy understoodis new job. New paydayskepthim in wool suits,not
silk, but then,hehadneerwornsilk befoe. Hewishedor millionsbut neededit-
tle. Yet, he couldrbforgetaboutRandolphlacksonandthe lossof hisjob in the
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localpoliceforce, like a child jailedby a vindictive parent.Naturally the blackness
of thelocalGovernordidn®harmBilly. He meely hatedthe politicianfor abusef
position.Anyhaw, it becamabusef officeto the steady-handeshooterandwith
rifle in handBilly wouldr®allow it to happerto the positionhewishedo obtain.

Currently the flably moderatoin the brown suit stoodat the podium,talked
briskly but with words aplentywhile his threechinsbobbedaboutto handthe
fuzzymicrophoneto the blackman that Billy despisedéhtenselylt took but a
momentand GovernorJacksorstoodproudly with headheldhighly andsplagd
his thick armstriumphantly He waitedwithout knowledgefor the bulletto tear
throughhiswindpipe.Throughthe scopeBilly trainedhisbeadon the shinybald
head.One bullet alonecouldrip throughRandolphJacksonplow his skullinto
pieces that would look like cantaloupe filled wébréickers, and kill instan@®ne
bulletwouldkill him. Aimedpefectly it wouldtakebut onebullet.

Befoe Billy acted, he heard thunder. 1t echoed loudly through the 2eady breee.
Skies hone bludy above the crowd, and looked like abeach bdl turned inwardly One
londy doud played lazily with the humid sunshine No cause arose for thunder. No
lightning shot anywhere Sill, Billy could seetha rain would fal quickly. It began with
theloud bleat beyond the crowd.

Aiming the massve rifle, Billy gpotted bent branches behind the wood podium
whee Randolph Jckson goad litarily. They shodk violently, above bushes and odd-
shagped Fones, behind thewood gage QuicklyBilly pulled thetrigger. Thunder echoed
loudly through the empty Hue sies Overhead, birds flew wildly, and chirped sjueski-
ly. They vanished swiftly, before Billy shegthed the rifle Like expected, and like his
emplge wanted, hisshot worked perfectly

One bullet rippedthroughthe skull, like a chery bomb insidea ripe can
taloupelt brokebonegquickly Blood splatteed pinkly amidthe treesThe breeze
whippedsoftly for the moment.With athud, the bulky malein the pointedhood
with the egholes toppled limplie landed on his back, ninetydgaiom the podi
um. He landedninetyyads behindthe presidentiahopefulwho hadthreeSecet
Swviceagentn him. Theylookedburly, reactedpeedilylike well-tailoedline-
backersn the quarterbackn the SuperBowl. Grippedin hiswhite handsablack
rifle with scopeclickedquietlyon the boads. With the lengthywoodtrackbuilt
solidly beyondthe stagdike ringsamound Saturnwhichevaporatethto the metal
bleachergheimpactdidndbendor warpboads. Theyshook but didnBbreak.

Then the breee became a fiery wind, to blow the assssin back to where he
bdonged, and probebly from where hehad come originaly. When it did, it brought the
white hood partidly over historsn. Gold gparkled bdow the robe, bdow the hoad, and
the badge bdonged to the lod police dgpartment. It was plainly visble to Billy, look-
ing through hisriflescope Onebullet done had gopped the murder atempt. And Billy
jug packed hisgun likeawdl-trained Marine, in which hehad been enralled beforethe
police job tha the Governor had jeopardizd, before Billy found employment in the
SWAT Team. Now, he wore a bulletproof ves and hdd arifle, with the intent to kill,
like he had in the United Sates Marine Corp. He had jug gone home
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With static,the unit on Billy®armbleatedBilly said,QNith the shotl had, |
could®miss.Jhe Secret Bviceagenistoodbehindthe crowd on anotherillside.
He said Orou performedexpertlyWilliam, like we hadhoped.@hroughthe static,
Billy head the ®cet Rvice agent announce,r@®ullet killed, mfessionallyike
we wanted We hiredyou for the SWAT Teamexactlyfor that reasonUnlike some
who applyfor the Svat Team,you kill emotionlesslyike a paidassassitit took a
paidassassiwhokills legallyto kill anillegalkiller properlyOThen, Billy walked
down the hillside,whek the Governorwaitedhappily In view, he noddedappov-
inglyto Billy.

Althoughit didn® suit him, Billy smiled,tightly. Grudgesheld againsthe
Gowernorvanishedike wetdew in daytimehumidity Whenhelanded finally by
the wood podium, Billy told the Governor Olwill vote RandolphJacksorfor
POTUS afterall.CHetold the manwho personifieghotential:Oespitefaults,you
will sit comfotablyin the Oval Office,and commandproperly With the White
House,which standsregallybetween grand statuesyou, Governor Randolph
Jackson, il said, Will blend like black coffee with whiteaon When hied, you

will fit perfectly and dlow

pdliticians and vaers to mix
with your style.It will happen
with appoval by eveyone in
your country. After al, the
United Satesbelongdo you,to
lead hagically and wpu will lead
hewicallyO Thosewords came
with a tight handhake to a
black man whom Billy had
hatedpreviously

He had haed the blad
male for anotheeason than th
hoodedmalewhom Billy had
killed had. Somejudgenot by
skin, but personalityAnd Billy
put little behind raceand all
behind intelect and pasion.
They who live tolerantlylive
successfulband Blly now lived
happily finally.

Regret Of The
Drunken Text. ..

Brian Anthony Hardie

Agnostideardelieefaithisa

Love not ableto betorn from. Theinnocent
Housedinedin the parkdeceiethe
Scriptswrittenby a

o Homelessensatiorfrom coasto coast,

To the avenue®f sorow mistakerfoodsare soldon
Circumstancedattooingthe sensitie

Voiceson theopposng spectrum. Abrasigpigtalssend
Theill fatedintentionsof soulssuffering

Theharm to hurt. Informd attires of the pods sadness
Isto foreverconfidein the hopeof anotherShe
Foreshadesthe lossthroughthe sensatioonf
Desolat¢heoriesDripping from the pipesof my
Somach burnsarelatheedwith oilsof hostile
ScentsThusPainis curedwith theflexiblearmof

A dngle-handed litary ad. Condde the oceensfilled
With perished liquorsgimulating the fluidsof imagery.
IndecisefHoridashoresobservetheindulgence Glossy
Eyesdo not intrudeon chances,

Only the originaldaringplead.
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The Red Hooker Room Nathan Hahs

1.

| guess first becameawae of it lastwinter | hadbeenseeindiakenzidor a
couple of months and had beeerdo her house a number of times before | noticed
thedoor It wasaregularplaindoorattherearof herkitchen. Whenl askeder
about it, she said it was nothinge $en esused herself and left tbem. Having
neer noticed the door bedon was curious. | walkegtpand turned the knolit
was locked. | lookedwln. |looked up and there was the kegached for it, but
Makenzigeturnedand| playedinnocent.

Two weekdaterl ambackat Makenzi®and| askherwhatthe doorleadgo.
Again shesaidit wasnothing. Thistime| tookthekey | didn®think shenoticed,
but the nextdaysheaskedneaboutit. | confessedShe saidit wasimportantto
herandaskedor it back. That exeningl wentto herplaceandreturnedthe key
Sheaskedf | hadbeenin andl told herthatl hadnot. Sheseemedel reliewed to
know that| hadrdgonein. This, of coursepiquedmy curiousityevermore.

Thened¢ morning | brokeinto her house usng the credit card method. | took
down thekey and cracked open the secret doar. Theewasno light switch tha | coud
fed, 201 openad thedoor dl theway. What | savwasboth bizareand frightening. The
entieroom: wals cdling, and floor were covered with pictures of Jelsus Wha little
pant | could ssewasred. | waked into the center of the room, where therewas adn-
der block with onered candle on it. Besdethe candle was a box of matches | took
one more look around the room and quickly left. | locked the door and replaced the
key | dmog wished | hadn®gonein. Now I couldn®plead ignorance

2.

MakenZie did not see pidturesof Je=us Shedid sethe dnder block and the can-
dle The pictures she saw were of an old woman dressed in black, dtting in arocking
chair with ablack cat on her Igp. Thewoman from whom Makenzie had bought the
househad told her that thebackroam wasgpedd. Thiswoman wasaprogitute When
the dosng on the house had been stled, Makenze had gone into the goedid room.

A weeklater Makenzidnadgonebackin theredhookeroom. Again,shesaw
the picturesof the old woman. Shelit the candleandclosedhe door Assoonas
the latch caught, the piotisrcame alivéhe women began to spealot Nist one,
but all of them. Each was tellingkénzie something diat. Makenzie sat on the
floor, listening. Hr surprise led to confusion, which led to pahie.bigv out the
candleranout of theroom,andlockedthe doorbehindher

Makenziavasnewto town. Shehadno oneto tell. Shewasovemwhelmecdoy
this speciabom. ®e did not knar how to best handle the situation. She hagrnev
given any thought to the supernatural, but sbe was living with ith&spent the
nextseeraldaygryingto makesensef it, but couldcometo no conclusionsShe
decidedshewouldgobackin theroom.

3.

Sheknew. | dorknow how, but sheknew. But, | wasperplerdbecausshe
asked about pices of an old lady sitting in a rocking chailidr®know what she
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wastalkingaboutandl told hersa | told herthatthe roomwascoveredwith pic-
turesof Jesus.Shegae meastrangédook. | told herthatthisroomhadpicturesof
Jesus.Afteralengthyconversationye decidedhat everyonemustseesomething
different. ®ie asked if | had lit the candle. 1told her that I@age told me that
if | wantedto takeit to thenextlewel, | shouldlight the candle.l gotup from my
chairandappoachedhedoor. | unlockedt andwentin. Jsusvase\erywhee. |
lit the candleandclosedhedoor It happened| wassurroundedy a lesusym
phony It wasmesmerizingndterrifying. | stoodmotionlessholdingmy breath,
takingit allin. Whenl begarto feelfaint, | blew out the candleandstumbledo
thedoor Makenzidhada hugegrin on herface. | wasdumbfoundedbut at the
samdime hungry for more. We agreedo tell no oneabouttheredhookemroom.

4.

Summerturnedto fall and the temperaturevasgettingcoolerand cooler
Makenziesippedher coffeeasshepondeedthe redhookerroom. Todaywasthe
day Whenshefinishedbreakfasaind dressedor the day shetook the key and
unlockeathedoor Sheput the keyin herpocketasshewalkedoverto the cinder
block. Shelit thecandleandshutthedoor The picturescamealive. Thistime she
knewwhatto expect.She spentall morningin theetryingto discerrthe meaning
of whatthe old womenwee saying. Asinterestingasit was,sheewentuallygrew
tiredandblew out the candle. This room musthawe somepurposeshethought.
Shealsowondeedwhythe prostitutewould sellthe house.She neededo talk this
overwith someonehut shedid not know wha

Shedroveto thefirst barandordeedawhiterussian.To hersurpriseadark-
haiedmantold the batenderhewould payfor it. This manwasseatedwo stools
awayfrom her WhenMakenziesmiledandthankedhim, he movedcloser They
struckup aconversatiorhut Makenzieaidnothingof theredhookemroom. After
anotheround of drinks,theyageedto meetthe following night at that samebar
At home, she stood irofit of the doqrpondering the questions that had arisen ear
lier. Asthenightworeonandshefoundno answershedecidedo goto bed.

5.

I metMakenzighat winteratthebar | paidfor herwhiterussianandipped
my whiskey We quickly becamdriendsand spenta greatdealof time together
mostlyat my houseplayingcads. We hada greattime, but | felt shehadasecet.

A fewweekdater | figured out whatit was. Shehadsomethindockedin the
room off of her kitchen.h& said it was nothing, but | was resbie find out what
it was. | tried to probe her for information, but she wowdchggvnothing. | would
haweto handlethis on my own.

6.

Thethird time | wentinto theredhookerroom, Makenzieventwith me. As
befoe,the picturesof Jesugalkedto me,but shesawthe old womanwhospokeo
her Neither of us could make out one clear voieayting blured togetherWe
both soonleft theroomandhadadrink. Makenzisaidshedidn®think shewould
go back in. 1% just couldBmake any sense of it. | did not tel] bet | had esty
intentionof goingback.

The nextmorning,whenshewasgone,| wentbackin. Thistimel head one
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voiceabore the others. JesusvassayingOlamfor you.Olt wascomingfrom the
picture | was standing on. | knelttoand caafully emoved it. | blew out the can
dleandwenthome. | hungthe picture over my mantleandwentto work.

That evening wentto Makenzi®. | couldtell shewasupset. Sheinterrogat
edmeaboutthe missingpicture. | told herthat the picture hadtold meto do it.
Shebecameuiteangly andaskednenot to comebackover.

7.

I drove home,feelingmelancholyhat | hadlosta friend. | pulledinto the
drivewayanda chill ranup my spine.| wondeedif | hadtakenthistoofar. When
| openedny front door, | wastakenback. All of thewalls,aswellasthefloorsand
ceilingsyvere coveredin picturesof esus.The picture| hadtakenfrom Makenzi®
hadmultipliedandtakenover The picturesbegarto speak.It wasdeafening.l
walkedthroughmy houseand eveything wascovered with picturesof Jesus. |
becameaickandranto the front room. The voicestoppedbut there wasa horri-
bleringingin my ears.My headwasspinningand| felt like | wasaboutto vomit.
| stepped outside and closed thetfdoor behind me. | could not go back ingher
| shouldnot hawe takenthe picture. | bentoverandthrew up. | mademy wayto
my car completelydelirious. Then,| drove here.

Bent and Venting Adrian Ludens

| know theyge out there, skulkirGaoundin the woods. HidinOWaitind.

Theyte federahgentsookindo bringmein. Granddaddyvoulde called®m
OrenueMerO.

TheyworDtakemewithout a fight; tha®for damnsue. Evely gunl own is
cockedandloaded.

My daddytaughtme aboutrunnindmoonshine.Granddaddyaughthim. |
airbaboutto throw awaythreegenerationsf had work Gausef somebod9idea
of whatis andwhatairright.

S herewe s, hunkered down, waitin(on thefeds Theyge out there | know it.

The reason | knw is €wuse of theof on the barn. e of the ventilatf pipes
abarewher| gotthestill setup is bentoff-kilter Gottabefrom oneof themgov-
ernmentmen crawliffaroundup there, spyirfon my operation. Like | wouldr®
noticethedamagéedone.

| priedthe castiron door off the woodstose andriggedit with rope. | tied it
aound Ruti®chestandtold herto wearit for protection. | knowall aboutthem
sharpshooter<ClimbinGreesandshootiffolkswho are justworkirfio makeends
meet. Sonsabitches!

Sorry. Beingcoopedup@got meprettybent,andi@ venting.

Ruth sayswve@e fixinGto run out of food soon,but we ainbleavidthe house.
Wefk gonnasittight. Saybuttonedup. Letthe fedsmakethe first move.

| know theyie out there, skulkirGaoundin thewoods. HidinO.WaitinO.

So aml.
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Nothing
Sarah Bailyn

I®e beenstandingon the parkwayfor at leasffive minutes staring. The cold
seeps tlough my unsuitable jacket, which adds to my general sense of numbness.
wassosueit wouldstill behere. Obviouslynot literally but | thoughtl@ beable
to feelit somehw. Like aninvisiblesci-fiforcefield maybepr achangen atmos
pheric pesswe. But there is nothing.l@ shocked by the nothingne3here had
beerahouséee, for Goddsake. A fairly sizablehree-bedroorhouse. It wasa
big solidthing, filled with smallersolidthings:furniture, dishesbooks toys,pen
cils. Theywere there for solong youd think theyd hae left somekind of echo
But thereis only a patchof dirt, scattezdwith brick dustandstones.

The empty goace gapes like amising tooth betwean the houses on ether sde |
am suddenly overcome by the snsation that thewhole place hasbeen dolen. Solenis
betteramomentary shock and afeding of violation, but golen thingscan bereceered
or replaced, aliferebuilt. That ca®happen here. Thehouseisin piecesand its con
tentsold & auction. Thisin itdf isdmog incomprehensibleThe partstha had
formed the whole had ssemed 0 firmly locked together, like the partsof an atom stuck
to oneanother with dectromegnetic force. But now they@dl digpersed, ssparated and
weak. Atablehere acupboard there. | suppose mogt of them wele period piecesany-
wayripped from thar origind sttingsand old to my parentsat antiquefairs so | sup-
poseit@only right that they should separateagain and re-form with other piecesin other
homes. But that®a broader view than | can presently manage:

| walkalongthe bordersof thelot. | cat®bringmyselto walkacosst, right
throughthe house. | concentraten practicathings,to contiol the force-10gales
blowing aroundinsidemy head. | paceout whee the living roomhadbeenthe
dining mom that was used twice a ye@hahksgiving and Christmas, the kitchen.
| put my handsup andtracethe outline of the upstairdbedooms. Ther wasmy
room,facingout theside. In thatroom| criedevery summebecauskedidnbwant
to go to campand in that sameam | cried two months later because |Gadnt
edto comeback.

It hadbeena smallroom,asbedroomgya Morean extensiorof the space
insidemy headthanathreedimensionabox. Greenandyellav. Who chosdhat?
Maybea leftover from the previousnhabitants. | wonderif theyeerdrove by the
housejustto seehow it waswhethemwed doneanythingto it.

Eventuallyl lower my eyes. I@ readyto goin. Throughthe doomway of
course. 1@ feellike aghostgoingthroughthewalls. | turn right andgointo the
living mom. A beautiful room, but too daand quiet for amne to spend any time
in, like aVictorianparlor | quicklymove throughit to the familyroom,justas
eweryonedid whenit still existed.

I@n standingn whathadbeerthe mostclutteed,unlovelyroomin the house.
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It wasalsotheroomeveyonespenthe mosttimein, by far. | canseany mother
sittingin herchair coughingandclearincherthroat. Dadis slumpedn his,doz
ing, the caton hisstomach. Hour afterhour of televisiorhadpouredout into this
room. Thedirt heeis probablytoxic.

Millie® red two-door pulls up at this poirine looks pale as she gets &he
smilesabit tentatiely Isit OK to smile,sh®probablywondering.

Ooudthink thetreewould havefdlen,Oshesays  Theoek that had lesned againgt
the house for yearsis gill there. DadSbirdfesder hangs off it like aplumb bob.

| sayOt wasmy escapeoute,youknow, in casenyneeverbrokein.O

Ol planned on playing dead@ hesitates, shocked at what she said, then con
tinuesto walktowadsme.

QVait!O | call.

QVhat?0

Ovu catbwalkstraightthrough.O

QVhy not?0

Oesit feelweid?0

ONvt really® Millie hasalway$eena pragmatist.

Not to be outdone, | hold my armsin front of mefor protection and walk graght
acoss. | fed ungrateful, like | @ bdittling eve gthing my parentsworked for.

| amastonishedt how quicklyl canwalkfrom onesideof the houseto the
other 1t@only afew steps. How crampedife is! We treadthe samesmallcircles
overandoveragain]ike aniceskatepracticindgigureeights.

Qe should@e moved,Osays Milie. Crhis wouldn®be o hard if wewe e
army brasO

Oljust catbgetover the factthat the housds simplynot hee anymoe,Q say
ONothee How canit not behee? | feellike @ in somekind of alternativeini-
versethat®exactlythe sameasours,with the exceptionof the house.O

Millie kicksthetree. Ot®in yourheadthough. Andmine.O

| feel dizzy | car®cary it all in my head.It belongs out herlocked in uphel
stey andcarpeting.

OBit in my head lIidorget things. I® forget whether the downstairs badinn
waswhiteor blue. 1@ forgetwherethe crackin the front window was. Andwhen
| die,thaSit, goneforewerO

Millie startgo cry.

ONb onewill ever say Ohe Pertyslivedthere. The olderdaughtemhadthe
smaller bedom, but sh@ chosen it herseifge two In 1978 her pants attempt
ed to lacquer a slice of pireetto form a coffee table, as was the fasHialf-fin-
ished,the slabsatin the basementor the nexttwenty-fiveyears. In 1987 Mrs.
Perty finally threw out herorangd_a-Z-Bg andboughtaleatheone.00O

O®p it, stop it.OMillie pleads with meThe cold air makes vapour rise from
hertearsjike asoulfromabody ORerythinghasto gosometime.O

| turn to her. 1@ nearly shouting. QWhy does everything have to go a
once?Why couldn®we get rid of afew things at fire? Take our time over it.
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Thensdl the house.O

QVhy are youmakingthis sohad?0

Ot ishad!O

Millie screams Otouwanted to get rid of it dl, Marsha, not mel Yousad wed
makemoremoney on theempty land. Yousold dl theguffiO Sheobsinto her hands

| fed exiled. Asif the world was a pla 1@ been on holiday, but now |@
guck there.

We sitin Sarbuckdor mostof the afternoon. Alwayshe rebel,| ordertea.
Ther®no papework to sot through;we hired someonéor that. So we just sit
ther, not sayingnuch. Millie watcheshe snowcomeslantingdown. | stir my
tea. 1t®like wete sittingshivafor the house.

At aboutfive, my brother-in-lawphones. Appaently onathanmy siste®lit-
tle boy, isrDfeelingtoo well andwantshisMommy  Millie startgto tell him sh&®
busybut | shakemy headandmouth, OtI®0K. Go home.O

| leave soon after she does, and go back to my gpartment downtown. It@
cold indde. | never did get around to aking Dad how to bleed the radiators
Grabbing acomforter | wrap myself up on my ancient couch. | gill canery, but
maybe | @ getting close.

| sitfor alongtime. A familiarwaveof guilt washeeverme. My paentsdid
not do anythingto deserethis. Not to saytheyweteidealcare-giersbfarfromiit
Dbut theyloved andprovidedfor us. 1@ not sue why 10e alwaysegardedheir
houseon Theobald3reetasakind of supernga, a collapsedtarwith infinite grav
ity that | could®appoach without getting completely sucked in andbgestr So
| stagdaway But in factmy rebellionwasalwaysatherweakandunsuccessful.
My manyand smallrejectionshurt my paentswithout truly settingme free.
Would| finallyfeelfreenow? Boththeyandthe houseare goneandsoonld@ hawe
somemoneyin the bank. This couldbeawholenew beginning. But in fact, it
feelsmuchmore like an ending. Not ewen a realending,onewith fireworksor
epiphaniesr amarriage. dustthe frustratingtypethat dwindlesdown, distracted,
unresoled,slowlypeteringout to nothing.

Little
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