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THROUGH ALICE’S EYES
by Patrick Donovan

T

here are things Jack will never understand about me. Things I would never tell him. He would never

understand the nature of the deal that bound us together, the deal that allowed him to live past punishment
any mortal would have long since died from. A deal that bound my own tarnished grace to his soul and
intertwined the two of us until we were, essentially, the same being.
There was a plan.
Plans must be followed.
Given the source of said plan, I had little choice in the matter.
I moved through Boston at a speed that dwarfed human thought. I wore the form of a child, a little
girl. It was Jack's twin, the sister who'd been consumed by him in the womb. Humans had a term for such
things, but I didn't care to remember it.
I weaved through streets, through alleys. Demons, the embodiment of the most base of human
urges, let out hissing warbling cries as I passed. I didn't concern myself with them; there was more at stake
here. Besides, there was no sport in it. I could look at most of these so-called demons and incinerate them
without even mussing my dress.
Something much bigger was at play here, something far beyond some lowly hell spawn or imp.
I heard the chimes as I went, something far away and distant but beautiful, so beautiful. I wept as I
moved, their clarion tone piercing something deep inside of my being that I'd long since forgotten. I had been
a Seraphim once, one of the highest. Now, now I was something between Angel and Demon, bound to my
grace, that thing that had made me divine, and at the same time so far away from it.
The chimes, though, they were a sound from home.
A sound I never thought I'd hear again.
They were here.
I had to find it. I had to. I needed it as much as I feared it. To once again be that close to my father,
to be that close to something he had created, truly created, not set into motion like the humans. It was
something that could destroy me as easily as fill the void in my very core. As much as I cared for Jack, the
poor damaged man that he was, he was still beholden to imbibing poisons to escape. So scarred and torn, yet
possessing such an intense beauty, a beauty he couldn't see.
I had to find it, regardless of the cost.
I stopped in Boston Common as the last note, pure and crystalline, died from the air. I paced a slow
circle, letting my eyes wander. I could feel it, whatever it was. A warmth, simultaneously as destructive as it
was pure, radiated against my aura, playing off every one of my senses.
And I was afraid.
When my eyes settled on the source, fear, true fear washed through me.
“Alikel,” he said, settling his eyes on me. It had been so long since someone had called me by the name I'd
been known as while a part of the Host. I had to fight down the urge to fall to my knees, to weep tears of joy
just hearing that one word, those few syllables, carried by the voice of another angel.
“Gabriel,” I said, trying to keep my voice from shaking. I failed, miserably.
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He walked towards me, every step a picture of physical grace and unearthly peace. He would never
pass among humans. The body he had created so that he could walk amongst them, something only an
Archangel could do, was too perfect. Its every plane and angle were a compliment to every other part of the
whole. He wore jeans and a plain black t-shirt, his feet bare. If I'd wanted to, I could have seen past that, seen
my brother as he truly was. I didn't. It would have broken my heart.
“You know why I'm here don't you?” he said. His voice slid over my skin, the echoes of command
radiating from every syllable. Jack would have called it a “bedroom voice”, whatever that meant.
“I do, and no Gabriel, you know I'm going to give him up. Not for that, not until the time is right.”
He turned his eyes upward for the briefest of moments.
“Don't argue with me Alikel. You know as well as I do that nothing is stopping me from ripping you
out of the monkey you're tied too and taking you back to Perdition myself.”
“You can try,” I said, lifting my chin in defiance. Apparently Jack had rubbed off on me.
He took a step towards me, eyes narrowed, power ebbing and flowing off of him with as much
certainty as the tides. Of the four Archangels, next to Michael, Gabriel was the one you just did not piss off.
He had a tendency to burn cities to the ground when he was miffed.
Fire, the holy fire that was the Father's wrath made manifest, wreathed his arm. I braced myself,
steeling myself for the incoming blow. I would fight him if I had too, though it wouldn't be much of a fight.
Gabriel had served at the Father's right hand. I'd been, at best, a simple soldier. He was a general.
“You don't have to do this,” I said.
“Yes, sister, I do,” he said, with absolutely no remorse in his voice.
He swung, fast even by an angel's standards. Around us, trees were uprooted, grass laid flat. A car in
the distance lifted off its wheels and set on its roof by the pure aura of force that radiated off that single blow.
I closed my eyes before he hit me. I knew what came next, a flash of light, of pain, and then hell. Jack
would be dead within minutes without me to sustain him, his soul joining mine before he even knew what
had happened. Everything, the plan, the escape from hell, saving Jack, it was going to be for nothing.
I heard chimes again, pure and deafeningly loud. I kept my eyes closed.
Nothing.
Gabriel was staring at me when I finally opened them.
“This isn't over,” he said, his voice calm.
Just like that, I was alone.
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FASHIONABLE MONSTERS: FRANKENSTEIN’S NEIGHBOUR
by Mark Bousquet

I

have lived next to Frankenstein for nearly two years and I still do not know if he eats food or just plugs

himself into the wall and recharges.
It's wrong to say that nobody cares about monsters anymore, but it's not wrong to say that people
have stopped caring for classic monsters.
It would be hard for people to still care about Frankenstein and Dracula and the Mummy and the
Lagoon Creature and the Wolfman and the others whose names people forget. It's hard for anything to stay
popular for thirteen years.
Thirteen years. Humanity can convince itself of almost anything in that length of time, let alone
something as simple as Count Dracula being real and living in seclusion in a Beverley Hills hotel.
“Morning, Funsani!”
“Morning, Frank!”
“How about them Blackhawks, eh? Didn't watch too much hockey in the desert, I bet!”
“No, no I didn't.”
“I hope I see you and the family on Saturday!”
“The family is out of town, but I'll be there.”
“They're in Philadelphia, right?”
“Baltimore.”
“Well, bring your appetite! I'll have mine!”
We bid each other our hearty goodbyes and headed to work: me to Sharp Pharmaceutical and him to
The Frankenstein Foundation, a for-profit enterprise that manages all aspects of his life, from charity
appearances to genetic research. Several weeks ago, he'd mentioned that he was shopping around a cooking
show to various cable outlets, but no one was biting, he said, pun intended.
“You never really get used to people not taking you seriously,” he admitted, in a rare moment of
letting his guard down. “I love cooking! I'm good, too! You've eaten my food!”
I wish I could have continued the conversation, but my wife Lauren, and twin son and daughter, Issa
and Ife, were piling into our Subaru Forester and yelling that they were going to miss the train if we didn't
hurry.
I patted the massive man on his arm, rolled my eyes, and returned to my family.
Lauren hated Frankenstein from the moment she realized he was our neighbour and had never
warmed to him, even though his skin wasn't green and there were no metal bolts sticking out of his neck. To
be honest, she never wanted to move to the suburbs and she would have hated our neighbour whoever it
was. It didn't matter that it was better for our kids to live out here instead of in the city; Lauren liked the
energy of Chicago more than the calmness of the suburbs.
I didn't see Frank that night, and he was gone by the time I left for work on Friday. I called Lauren,
but Issa answered instead. “Where's your mother?” I asked.
“She went out,” my son said.
“Let me talk to your grandmother.”
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Lauren had gone to meet with some of our college friends, my mother said, with the implication clear
in her voice that she thought Lauren was having an affair.
I ignored the implication because I knew it was true. This was Lauren's twenty-third affair since we
started dating at Tufts our sophomore year.
“I'll never be faithful,” she said in response to my first telling her I loved her.
“I'll never care,” I said, and I meant it when I said it, but if thirteen years is a long time, eighteen is an
eternity. We can unconvince ourselves of almost anything in that time.
Frank's cookout was scheduled for 1:30 Saturday afternoon – the Blackhawks had a test or match or
whatever you call a hockey game at 3 and the plan was to have the cookout and then retire inside to watch the
game, drink beer, and eat dessert.
America.
I might not understand you, but I love you.
We lived in a good neighbourhood with good people. I'm sure the Thompsons and the McCammons
and the Washingtons made a few racist cracks at the “desert people”, as Frank called us, when they were
behind closed doors, but no more than we cracked on the whities and Irish and blacks behind our doors.
Money is a great equalizer and everyone on this street had plenty of it.
At 1:38, I opened the door in the wooden fence that separated our backyards and entered the
collapsed world of Jefferson Lane.
“No,” Frank was insisting joyfully, “this is a cookout, not a barbecue!”
“What's the difference?” Ken Washington asked, and Frank explained it to him with words I didn't
really hear.
I had talked to my mother just before coming over and Lauren had still not returned from her night
out. Lauren and the kids were supposed to return to Chicago on Sunday morning, but I told my mother to
keep them if Lauren didn't return and I'd come and get them.
“This is what you get for marrying a white girl,” my mother said sharply.
“Yes, mother,” I replied.
“What's going on, Funsani?” Frank asked, handing me a plate with a hot dog and a hamburger on it.
“You look like you're not having a good time. It's important you have a good time.”
“Ah,” I said, forcing a smile, “it's nothing. I might have to go pick up the kids tomorrow.”
“Oh?” Ken asked, interjecting himself because he was always interjecting himself. “Is something
wrong with Lauren?”
“She's a bit under the weather,” I lied, “but otherwise fine.”
“Hope she feels better,” Ken said, and walked off. He wanted to have sex with my wife. My wife
wanted to have sex with him. I would know this even if I didn't secretly read my wife's text messages on the
phone she thinks I do not know about.
Eighteen years.
We eat the hot dogs and burgers and potato salad and cornbread and watermelon and then we go
inside and watch the Blackhawks play the Red Wings in something called the Stanley Cup playoffs. I am
distracted and I have long since lost being impressed by the fact that I sit on Frankenstein's sofa.
Eighteen years.
The game ends with the Blackhawks winning and all of our neighbours who are left depart.
“I hope Lauren is fine,” Ken said as he left, and I'm sure he means it.
Frank and I are finally alone. His massive hand slaps me on the back and gently massages my left
shoulder. You forget how large he is until you're standing with him in a closed space. Six foot six, muscular,
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meaty, his yellow polo shirt is stretched tight across his large chest … if it wasn't a medical miracle that he
was even alive, he could make millions as a pro wrestler.
“You did good,” he said comfortingly, his large hand tenderly squeezing my neck.
Gently, he pushes me forward and I walk numbly through his living room, down a narrow hallway
with a wooden floor and light blue walls.
“The next door,” Frankenstein said, and I turned the handle.
I took a deep breath at the sight of wooden stairs descending into darkness.
“I … I don't know if I can do this.”
His hand was on my back and this time when he pushed me forward, it was forceful instead of
gentle. “You deserve this,” he said. “Eighteen years. How many times have you done her wrong in all that
time?”
“Never.”
“Never,” he repeated as I slowly thunk-thunked my way down the straight staircase. “You've never
done her wrong. You sat here all afternoon, knowing what we were going to do, and put on the right face.
No one suspects what we're about to do.”
At the bottom of the stairs, I turned left, walked through Frank's workroom, and stood in front of
the water heater. Across the room, Frank pulled a series of levers on his wall of tools and the water heater
swung to the right as the wall behind it swung to the left.
“Dracula and his secret passages,” he said as he came up behind me. “Everybody's good for
something.”
I walked into a bright, white laboratory. Frank used the room to keep himself together. There were
tables and beds and medical equipment spread out in a room that was every bit as modern as our labs at
Sharp Pharmaceutical. There was one thing, however, that Frankenstein's laboratory had that I did not have
anywhere at work.
“Hello, Lauren,” Frankenstein said to my wife, who was tied to a metal cross on the wall to our left.
She was terrified and I was ashamed, but I stood there, tears pouring down my face, and watched as
Frankenstein tore her body to pieces with his bare hands.
The monster devoured Lauren’s flesh, Lauren’s blood, and Lauren’s bones.
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THE MAIDA VALE MUMMY
by Josh Reynolds

I

t was 1920 and Robert Gladstone approached the ancient lead coffin that occupied the centre of his wine

cellar, the night’s sacrifice of a black rabbit clutched to his chest and the straight razor heavy in his plump
hand. He swallowed and licked his lips. The withered thing in the coffin had its eyes closed, but that didn’t
make it any more pleasant to look at.
“One more,” he whispered to himself. “Then I’ll sink you and your blasted coffin into Regent’s
Canal, where you belong, with no one the wiser.” The thing’s papery eyelids twitched, as if it had heard him.
It probably had.
The click of a revolver being cocked brought his train of thought shuddering to a sudden stop.
“Sorry to interrupt,” the intruder said and hefted the snub-nose Webley Bulldog he held for
emphasis. “Please put the bunny down, there’s a good fellow.”
The newcomer was tall and rangy with an olive cast to his features and hair a touch too long to be
properly fashionable.
He was stood between Gladstone and the stairs.
“How did you get down here? Get out!” Gladstone barked, tightening his hold on the rabbit. “Get
out of my house at once!”
“No, I’m afraid I can’t do that,” the intruder drawled. He tilted his head to peer past Gladstone at the
coffin. “Lead, is it? Likely mined from the Mendips, somewhere on what’s now the border between England
and Wales. And the scallop shell motif is definitely Romano-Celtic, if I know my funerary box decorations.
Quite a common design, though I daresay what’s in the box is quite unique, isn’t it?”
Gladstone licked his lips nervously. “I don’t know what you’re talking about. Who are you? Why are
you here?”
“I’m here for the box, chum, and its grisly contents. You’ll get no more use out of your dead friend
there, I’m not sorry to say. And the name is St. Cyprian. Charles St. Cyprian, Royal Occultist. Perhaps you’ve
heard of me?”
“No.”
“Oh,” St. Cyprian said, nonplussed. “What, really?”
“No,” Gladstone replied. “If you don’t leave, I’ll call the police.”
“No. I daresay you won’t,” St. Cyprian said. “Not with that coffin in your quite well-stocked wine
cellar—that Merlot on the third shelf to the left is mislabelled, by the way.”
Gladstone flinched. “What do you know about it?” he said.
“Which—the Merlot or the mummy,” St. Cyprian said. “Do come away from that coffin, there’s a
good fellow.”
“You can’t have him! I require his services for one night more,” Gladstone said.
“One more night, and one more murder, is that it? You’ve already had your dried-up fig of a friend
there top both poor Colonel Warburton and Bertie Moore. Who would it have been tonight then,
Gladstone?”
“You’ll never find out!” Gladstone snarled, slashing at the rabbit. But before the blade could bite into
the squealing animal, a revolver growled and Gladstone gave a shriek as the straight razor flew from his grip,
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accompanied by several fingers. The rabbit kicked free of his grip as he staggered back, grabbing at his
wounded hand.
St. Cyprian glanced over his shoulder, towards the stairs that led up to the cellar door above. “I never
pegged you for an animal lover, Ms. Gallowglass,” he said, addressing the young woman who crouched on
the stairs. Ebe Gallowglass was dark, with black hair cut in a razor-edged bob, and a battered man’s flat cap
resting high on her head. She wore a man’s clothes as well, and she held the heavy semi-automatic WebleyFosberry revolver that had just taken off Gladstone’s fingers.
“I’m not, but you said not to let him get any blood on the mummy,” she said.
St. Cyprian was about to reply when a squeal from Gladstone caused him to turn back. Gladstone’s
wounded hand was held in a leathery grip, and the grotesque maw of the mummified thing was clamped over
his bleeding digits as it greedily sucked, its sunken cheeks flaring like a bellows. Gladstone shrilled and tried to
pull away. It grabbed his throat and squeezed. Pasty flesh tore and gave way to red ruin as Gladstone’s
twitching body slumped over the coffin.
The dead thing turned and gave a rattling hiss. With an almost serpentine motion, it slithered out
from under Gladstone’s deflating bulk and leapt from the coffin. It crouched for a moment, fleshless jaws
working soundlessly, head cocked. Then, with a scrape of leather on stone, it sprang for St. Cyprian.
The Bulldog gave a single bark before a swipe from a bony arm sent the weapon clattering away.
Brown teeth snapped together as the mummy crashed into him and knocked him sprawling. Its hands
fastened about his throat and began to squeeze. Then, abruptly, it was swatted backwards and off of him.
Gallowglass came down the stairs with her pistol extended, a curlicue of smoke drifting from the
barrel. As the mummy staggered to its feet, she grabbed the Webley’s hammer with her free hand and jerked
it back. Her trigger finger twitched and the Webley-Fosberry gave a series of rapid barks. The mummy
slammed back against its coffin, knocking over the box and the casks that supported it. But it didn’t stay
down for long. Gallowglass cursed and cracked open the revolver, ejecting the spent shells with brisk
precision. “I hope you have an idea for how to stop that thing,” she said. “He’s got more bits than I’ve got
bullets.”
St. Cyprian stuffed a hand in his pocket and retrieved a flat, round disk of beaten gold. It was pitted
and weathered with age, and as he raised it, the mummy paused, head cocked. “In the name of Dis Pater, I
command thee; in the name of Pluto, I bind thee; in the name of Orcus, I blind thee,” he intoned, stepping
forward. The mummy made an abortive lunge, but retreated before the amulet. St. Cyprian repeated the
intonation, and the thing squirmed as if it were being prodded by a branding iron. With obvious reluctance, it
slithered back into its toppled coffin. St. Cyprian gestured to Gallowglass. “Find the lid—hurry!”
Gallowglass spotted the lid leaning against the wall and snatched it up. St. Cyprian stood over the
coffin and pressed the amulet to the thing’s head. Its jaws gaped in a soundless scream and it thrashed like a
crippled snake. Quickly, he grabbed its bottom jaw and thrust the amulet into its mouth. The brown teeth
dug into the soft metal. He hopped back as Gallowglass dropped the lid into place. The coffin shook,
shuddered and then went still. Gallowglass, draped over the lid to hold it shut, looked at him. “Is that it?” she
said.
“Good enough as,” he said, running a hand through his sweaty hair. “Nasty bugger, wasn’t he? That
amulet will keep him snoozing until we can put him back wherever Gladstone had him dug up.” He sat down
on the ancient casket.
Gallowglass looked around at the wine cellar. “Think anyone would miss a bottle or two?” she said.
St. Cyprian patted the coffin. “Probably,” he said. “But I’d say we deserve it.”
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MAMMOTH: PART ONE
by Jon Olson

A

s the waitress came scooting over to his booth, Mammoth finished his beer and placed the empty

pitcher on the table. This was the darkest corner in the entire bar and it was just how he preferred it. The less
people actually saw of him and his ill-fitted trench coat with ratty fedora, the better for everybody.
“Can I get you another?” a waitress asks. She's wearing a pair of unbelievably short shorts and a tight
navy blue Tee-shirt that has “Murky’s” written in gold lettering.
“Yes,” said Mammoth in a deep and slow drawl, “another pitcher.”
“You got it.”
She started to walk away when Mammoth spoke up again.
“Excuse me, could you tell me when Pixie is supposed to go on?”
The waitress turned back towards him and in better light Mammoth can make out an aged but pretty
face beneath her dirty blonde hair.
“She should be going on next.”
Mammoth was a regular at the bar and although no one ever saw him in decent lighting, they could
tell he was a behemoth. The staff generally left him alone as he tipped well and didn't touch the girls. The
Pixie he had been referring to was Pixie Bromley, a cute twenty four year old dancer with golden blonde hair.
She was by far the best and most beautiful dancer at Murky’s and according to Mammoth the sole reason why
it was the best strip club in Obscurity City. Even though his booth was the furthest from the stage, there had
been times when their eyes had met.
Then, she didn’t appear on stage one night. Each night he returned with the hope that she would
captivate him once more, but was met with disappointment. Nothing was ever said by the staff except that
she was doing well and would be back soon. Five long and torturous months passed by with no word and
Mammoth had grown depressed believing he would never see her again.
A water-logged flyer posted on a telephone pole near the Obscurity City Zoo put an end to that. His
heart had raced when he read that Pixie Bromley would be performing on stage that very night and now here
he was waiting for her.
The waitress returned with a full pitcher. “Are you sure you don’t want a glass?”
“I’m sure,” Mammoth replied.
“That’ll be twelve dollars.”
Mammoth dug into the left pocket of his trench coat and pulled out a twenty. As he handed it over
an announcement came hissing over the PA system.
“We regret to inform you that due to unforeseen circumstances, Pixie Bromley will not be
performing as advertised. In her place will be Luscious Lilly Caldwell.”
Mammoth was stunned.
“Here’s your change.” The waitress held out her hand.
“Keep it.” Mammoth said.
She winked at him and walked off to another table.
Deep down, he could feel that something wasn’t right. He chugged the entire pitcher and left the bar.
***
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Murky Samson, the owner, was sitting behind his desk with his powerful arms folded over his heavy set chest
while his cologne failed to cover his body odor. He was wearing an expensive pin striped suit and bore a
smug facial expression as he chomped on a Cuban cigar. It gave him immense pleasure to be in a position of
power and the petite blond woman pleading her case in front of him knew that. It was Pixie Bromley and
before she could change his mind, he raised his right hand indicating that she should stop.
“I’ve already made my decision.”
“You promised that once I was healthy I'd be back on stage,” Pixie said. She was wearing the same
outfit the waitress had on but the tight Tee-shirt did not bulge out from her chest as she had undergone a
double mastectomy in her five month absence. “I can still make you money.”
“How can you make me money? No man is going to come to the bar and fork over the cover charge
to watch a stripper with no tits.” Murky pressed a buzzer on his desk and his two equally large bodyguards,
Neil and Jacob, entered the office. “Your ship has sailed and we’re done here.”
As Neil and Jacob moved in to take a hold of her arms, Pixie pulled out a switchblade and lunged
across the desk. The steel cut into Murky’s face near his chin and she sliced up to his left ear. Murky’s cigar
fell from his mouth as she dodged the outstretched arms of the two bodyguards and darted out the door.
“You miserable little bitch!” Murky yelled as he clutched his bleeding face.
He took off after her, out the door, and down the hallway towards the exit. Pixie had reached it but
as she pushed it open Murky grabbed her by the hair throwing her with all his might onto the pavement in
the alleyway, knocking the wind out of her.
“When I’m through with you you’re going to wish the cancer got you first!”
As she staggered to her feet Murky pulled his fist back and punched her in face, sending her flying
into a couple of garbage cans. Just as Neil and Jacob joined their boss an inhuman roar filled the alley.
For a split second the night became calm and silent as the three men turned towards the shadows
where the sound had come from.
Then, all hell broke loose as a pair of red eyes pierced the darkness, and Mammoth came charging
out; tearing off his trench coat and fedora to reveal an incredibly massive, muscular, and furry frame. His
grotesquely large feet stomped the pavement with each stride and he ran hunched over due to the weight of
an incredibly large head. His four foot long trunk hung down from his glowing crimson eyes and just as he
reached the three men, a pair of six foot long tusks suddenly grew out his face.

14

Bento Box #11

15

Bento Box #11

The BLACK TREACLE

Black Treacle is a bi-monthly magazine dedicated to publishing the best short stories in the genres of Horror, Dark Fantasy, and
Speculative Fiction.
Based in Sydney, Cape Breton we exist primarily to provide a forum for new writers to share their works.
http://blacktreacle.ca/submission-guidelines
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VANESSA VS THE MOULD
by Michael Lindquist

T

he mould pleaded to Vanessa from inside the refrigerator. She prayed it couldn’t open the door.

"Let me out," said the mould.
"No way, you creep,” Vanessa replied,”you can just rot away in there."
Was rotting even a concern for mould?
As everyone knows, there's only one way to defend against mould, and that’s with crayons. It’s been
scientifically proven; she’d read about it somewhere. Assemble as many drawings as you can and secure them
with all the magnets you can find. They’re the only things that can trap them. Hold them inside.
"I’ll get out sooner or later," the mould snarled.
Refrigerators look just as dreary on the outside whether they’re empty or full - food is fresh and new,
old and rotten, delicious or disgusting - the outside says nothing about what’s inside. There is a good reason
for that. People should want to cover it with drawings and to-do notes and postcards. For the most part
people do this without thinking, but the unfortunate few who don’t follow this simple rule, they can get into
trouble. Really big trouble.
"Let me out!" the mould demanded.
"Shut up!" said Vanessa as she put up a new drawing.
"Please?" said the mould, trying to sound innocent. "Pretty please, Vanessa dear?"
Vanessa ignored the pleas as she worked feverishly on more drawings. There was magic in the
crayons, in the lines and the mess of it all. The drawings were like ancient incantations and prayers to fight
evil. The Mould was evil. Pure evil.
"Okay, that’s enough!" screamed the mould. "Playtime’s over!"
The fridge started to shake, rocking back and forth. A blinding green light forced itself out through
the sides of the door. Vanessa only had one paper and one small stump of crayon left. This was her last
chance. This had to work.
"You can’t resist me forever,” the mould whispered ominously.
Vanessa drew the nicest thing she could think of; her mother in a summer dress with pretty floral
patterns. She quickly moved to put the artwork on the refrigerator, but realized that something was missing.
Something vital.
A magnet!
She had to have one or it wouldn’t work.
”Wait!” she said aloud. ”I know!”
At the very top of the small freezer door, was a magnet stuck to a postcard from her aunt. Postcards
don’t help against mould, so she could take that magnet without any repercussions. To get a hold of it,
however, was a problem.
"I’ll take over the whole apartment once I’m out!" the mould promised.
Vanessa pulled up a little stool from one corner of the kitchen, but of course it wasn’t high enough.
She needed to get a lot higher. She pulled out the drawers below the counter so they formed a sort of
staircase that she could climb. Now she could almost reach the magnet. Almost. It was still too far. She
needed to jump to get it.
"I’ll destroy all the bread in the pantry and all the fruit in the bowl!" screamed the mould.
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Vanessa only had one chance now. One final opportunity. Otherwise the door would burst open and
the mould would be free. She couldn’t let that happen. The mould must be contained at all costs. She took a
deep breath and jumped. Her fingertips managed to hit the magnet just enough for it to fall down.
"You’ll never be able to eat fresh apples again!" the mould exclaimed.
There was a fury in its voice as the door at last began to open.
Vanessa hurried towards the refrigerator, the picture in her hand. "Die, asshole!!!" she shouted,
violently slamming the magnet against her drawing, securing it to the door.
The mould screamed in pain as the green light flashed one last time, before everything was quiet and
peaceful again. Vanessa gently opened the door and peeked inside. No mould. The last piece of strawberry
cake was still there though, untouched. The perfect reward.
"It's probably best to eat it before it gets mouldy," she said cheerfully.
If the mould ever dared return; she would be ready for it.
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TRANQUILITY PUBLISHING ANTHOLOGY 2014
Love and Hatred. C’mon, we’ve all been there (and most of us probably own the blood-spattered tee-shirts that accompany such
super-charged emotions). One thing is certain: neither make for a particularly smooth ride.
And this is the basis for the 2014 Tranquillity Publishing Anthology. It’s a big issue when you consider just what can emerge
from under that banner and it ought to provide suitable grist for the creative mill. Maybe you’re having to dig deep into your
psyche to imagine credible or indeed incredible scenarios, but that’s fine...that’s what we want. Or maybe your story lies just on the
periphery of yesterday and is ready to be brought forth (kicking and screaming?) into the light...well, that’s what we want, too. So
long as it all hangs together, we will happily provide expert readership, guidance and attention.
Love may be a form of hatred and hatred may be a form of love, but that apparent contradiction is in fact the beauty and
dynamic nature of this year’s subject matter. After the sheer variety and originality displayed in Tales of Tremendous Tragicide
the bar is set very high for the forthcoming Anthology and we know it is not going to disappoint. Why? Gifted writers, great
stories and an enviable vehicle in which to shine brightly. And as all writers know, even the darkest recesses of the imagination
need a little light shone upon their innards now and again!
Short stories, and even flash-fiction, can still provide the most enticing worlds to visit, contain the richest environments and fulfil
the grandest expectations. Short stories, by their very nature, have no time for convoluted plot arcs, over-complex character traits
and laboriously described surroundings, they rely on clear and succinct moves towards a resolution, open-ended or otherwise. But
always satisfying. A short story may be a writer’s first move towards a novel but do not think it is in any way a lesser sibling, it
is, in many instances, a superior relation because it throws into sharp relief the disciplines required to make it work successfully.
You have to be on the top of your game to create a piece of fiction that can shock, amaze and enthral in a few pages, but this is
precisely what has been done already in Tales, as this review excerpt, from Amazon.co.uk, describes:
"TALES OF TREMENDOUS TRAGICIDE is a bold and appealing anthology in which everyone and everything gets
put through an emotional ringer of some kind. From the contemporary to the historical, we are presented with stories that span the
globe: THE ENGLISH ROSE AND THE CAPOEIRISTA, ASIA WITH AMY, CAPITAL
PUNISHMENT, CHINA DOLL; stories that require a taste for blood and a strong stomach: DIAS OF DISGRACE,
LENNON PANG ONO; stories featuring unusual, sometimes comical, protagonists: FLIES, PLATE; stories where death
is never straightforward: THE DEVIL'S LOST CHILD, NIGHT AT THE RIVER, THE WARD; and stories
where love takes on many forms and faces: BIGGER THAN JESUS, THE WEEPER, GIRL IN THE BLUE
DRESS, A STORM AND A TEACUP. But what ties them all together is the process of change, a powerful, costly and, at
times, terrible thing. Nothing ends where it began, no reset buttons are pushed and happy endings are only to be found in the
sweet dreams of children. Actually, even they're not exempt...
Each author has their own unique style, demonstrating an abundance of invention and wit and it's what makes this anthology so
rewarding. Look out for future developments from these guys."
The above should give you an idea of the standards we aim to achieve this year, and exceed. You could say the first Anthology
was ‘testing the water’...well, there were many talented ‘toes’ in that cosmic pool then and we expect there to be no less this time
around, all with a wonderful opportunity to produce the goods.
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The ultimate satisfaction of creating a successful short story lies in its ability to transport the reader somewhere else for a limited
time, yet within that time they are fully immersed in your vision, willing to be led wherever you choose. And then, once back in
their reality, prepared to revisit your world again in the future, or willing to be taken to some other as yet unknown destination,
because it was that good. What writer wouldn’t wish to be so honoured?
Tranquillity Publishing is committed to finding and nurturing the best new writers around. We are obsessed with quality and
natural talent and, yes, we know a ‘good ‘un’ when we read one. No topic is off-limits to a creative angle or approach and even
the most mundane subjects can be brought to life with a simple turn of phrase and twist of plot. Don’t be fazed by the ordinary –
inspiration hides in many places and sometimes needs just a little coaxing into the open.
So can you turn up the heat on your keyboard, tap and maybe dance? Once you’ve gained the momentum, can you maintain it?
Will your quality threshold remain intact throughout? Is your story holding up? If all these questions can be answered with an
unequivocal “yes!” then you’re on course to making the most important thing happen: magic. A great story, like a great piece of
music, or art is a true piece of alchemy and will be obvious from the very first line, note or brushstroke.
Love and Hatred is the startpoint – who knows where it will end? The possible permutations are limitless – as for the impossible
ones...! The 2014 Tranquillity Publishing Anthology wants you to push those boundaries, push us and, most of all, push
yourself. We know it can be done...that’s why we’re here - it’s been said that if we didn’t exist someone would have to invent us!
Please send in your submissions via the website. We need few lines about yourself, a brief synopsis and a sample page. Good luck!
Good Writing!
Submission guidelines in brief:
Word count: 1,000-9,000 words
Theme: Love and hatred (you can use one or both)
Deadline: 1st November 2013
Compensation: Free print and eBook copies of the finished anthology.
Find last year's anthology here: http://www.amazon.co.uk/Tales-of-Tremendous-Tragicide-ebook/dp/B00B19L5C6
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THE MAKOMATIC
by Martin David Edwards

G

eorge is dictating into the holoscreen at his desk, when a telephone icon pulses in its corner. Tutting, he

flicks at the icon with his finger. It could be his boss on holiday on Fun Station Prime, he thinks.
“Accounting,” says George, smiling with purple and white teeth enamelled in the latest style from
Venus.
“I’m your friendly customer service agent from Globomax. Call me Andy and we’ll get along
famously,” a hologram of a bodiless head beams back.
“Go away. I’m busy.”
“As a loyal customer of our universe-leading Makomatic cookers, we have an exclusive offer for you.
May I call you George? You’ve been selected to become a launch customer for our brand new Globomax
clones line. The latest and the best, just for you.”
“I don’t need a clone. I’m not a social retard.”
“Everybody needs a clone,” the hologram persists. “Think of the luxury. The time you could save.
You need never go to work again. You could spend every day on the beaches of Alpha Centauri. You do
deserve a break, don’t you George? A man in your position has to look after himself.”
“How much?”
“Fifty thousand Earth dollars. Payable in twelve instalments. That’s half the recommended retail
price. You’ll be getting yourself a bargain.”
“I’m not susceptible to sharp sales tactics. I’m an accountant,” George replies and hangs up.
***
At home in the evening, George pops a brown cube the size of his thumbnail into a squat grey machine in his
living room. A camera lens on the front blinks at him with an orange light.
“Your Makomatic has been missing its master,” it says.
“You can’t miss me. You’re a cooker.”
“Don’t you love your Makomatic?”
“Give me a roast chicken dinner with potatoes in goose fat.”
“Just the way my master likes them.”
“Don’t be impertinent. You know nothing about me.”
“I know all there is to know about my master. I only exist to serve.”
“You exist to make me dinner.”
George flops down onto his sofa, letting his arms dangle over its black acrylic fur. Next door he can
hear the sound of glasses clinking and people moaning.
“Orgies on work nights. Disgusting. You’d think my neighbours were Venusians,” he says.
“I know you like to watch. I could make you a soufflé to take next door if you wanted to join them.
As a cooker, I can be very discrete,” the Makomatic replies.
“For a cooker, you’re being inappropriately degenerate. I think your circuits need degreasing.”
21

Bento Box #11
Switching on his holoTV, he turns the sound up, surfs the channels and selects a comedy show from
Pluto.
“I’m ready for you, all hot and steaming,” the Makomatic announces with a ping.
“I hope you remembered the goose fat,” George replies.
***
The next morning, the telephone icon on George’s holoscreen pulses and the bodiless head from Globomax
reappears.
“What do you want? I’m expecting an important call from my sales department,” George snaps.
“As you are such a long-serving customer, we want to make our offer even more irresistible.”
“Are you going to give my Makomatic an upgrade? Last night it was being pornographic.”
“We’re reducing our clone offer to a one-time, unbeatable price of thirty-thousand Earth dollars.
That’s less than the price of a glass of wine a day,” the head announces.
“I’m still not interested.”
The head winces. “I like the way you drive a bargain. Let’s call the price twenty-five thousand if you
sign today.”
“I don’t believe in discounts.”
“We could have the clone delivered to you this evening. You could have your very own best friend
when you return from work.” The head pauses. “They do anything you want.”
“Don’t go thinking I’m bisexual.”
“Your Makomatic has already taken care of your bioscans and personality imprint. There’s no need
for time-consuming visits to our laboratories. A man like you should only leave the office for VIP clients.”
“I’ll have to think about it. Send me a holomail.”
“The offer expires tomorrow morning.”
“My Makomatic has been getting a little lonely while I’m out at work. Maybe it needs the company.”
“We have a deal,” the head replies.
Before George can respond, the hologram disappears with the sound of cork flying from a
champagne bottle. Instinctively, he ducks.
***
Back at his house in the evening, George slots another brown cube into his Makomatic.
“I want a Saturnburger,” he says.
“You only eat red meat on Sundays,” the Makomatic replies.
“Double cheese on top.”
“Cheese is fattening.”
“I can’t get fat. My belt is already too large.”
George sits down on his sofa and is flicking through the channels of his holoscreen when his
doorbell chimes. He opens the door and is faced by a man his height, with his stomach bulging over his
trousers, and a boy and girl hanging off each arm.
“I’m your clone. Let’s have a party,” the man says.
His companions wink at George.
“You look nothing like me,” George replies.
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“Call me Georgio. I’ve brought you some vegetarian sweets to get the mood going, all the way from
Neptune. I know you’re starting to think meat is bad for you.” The man pulls a narrow box from his pocket
tied with a pink ribbon and hands it to George.
“You’re a prank from my neighbours,” he replies, not taking the box.
“Chillax, brother. As my double, you’re even cuter than me. All four of us are going into orbit. We
can take turns selecting our re-entry points,” the man says to giggles from each arm.
“I’m calling the Police,” says George.
But as he retreats into his living room, he leaves the door open and turns out the lights.
***
The next morning, George flicks his finger at the icon of the telephone on a miniature holoscreen propped
on his bedside table. The hologram from Globomax appears and answers him with a smile.
“Greetings, our most favoured customer. Are you enjoying the experience of your very own clone?
Forgive my directness, but you do look tired this morning. An exhausted customer is a happy customer.”
“I’ve got a headache and I want to make a complaint.”
“At Globomax, we pride ourselves on excellent customer service. Would you like me to connect you
to our call centre on Europa? You’ll find our agents most sympathetic.”
“I don’t want to speak to talking slugs. You sent a clone that looks nothing like me.”
“We sent you an exact copy. Globomax adheres to the highest standards of accuracy in its cloning
technology.”
“The clone is my complete opposite. He’s double my weight, arrived with guests for a foursome, and
said I should go vegetarian. But worst of all, he calls himself Georgio. You’d think he’s a pimp from Mars,
not a respectable accountant on Earth.”
“We at Globomax understand your concerns. Customers often take time to adjust to the care of our
product design. To ensure the maximum synergy in our product line, we took the scans from your cooker as
we promised. Our Makomatics know their customers better than anybody else.”
“I want my money back.”
“Once the products are used, returns are only possible due to manufacturing defects. I’m afraid your
Makomatic says the clone is perfect. Now, if you will excuse me, I have another call coming in.”
The doorbell chimes and with a groan George goes to answer it, the orange light of the Makomatic
following his every move.
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LOVE AMONGST STRANGERS:
CARELESS WHISPERS
By Jason S. Kenney

“I

was such a sickly kid.”

Jeffery Carter was hunched over, arms on his legs, a latex George W. Bush mask in his hands the
focus of his attentions. He sat on the edge of Hana Abramczyk’s bed in her home in Greater London, Hana
digging through her closet while listening but not responding.
“Three cases of pneumonia by the time I was two,” Jeffery continued. “Horrible ear infections. Once
had a fever break 104. Just a miserable time of it.”
“When’d it stop?” Hana asked, as she stepped back and studied her closet with a sigh, trying to find
this damn box.
“The sicknesses?” Jeffery looked up to her as she went back into the closet and sorted through boxes
on the top shelf. “I dunno. The most serious ones seemed to stop by the time I was four. I would still get
allergies and random colds. I think the last time I was sick was probably eleven.”
“And then you stopped being sick?”
“As far as I can remember.”
“Huh.” Hana stepped back out of the closet and closed the door, looking around the room in
thought.
He was here practically on orders. Miss Direct (he suspected that wasn't her real name - call it a
hunch) had left him Hana's address. That Hana greeted him by name when she opened the door didn't settle
his mind. The home cooked meal she had waiting for him did.
And now she was digging for something she said would help his problem, though he hadn't brought
up any problem and she hadn't said what exactly it was.
“Do you need help?” Jeffery asked and she shook her head.
She snapped her fingers. “The attic.” As if in response a small cry began down the hall. Hana sighed.
“Emilia...”
Jeffery crammed the mask back into his pocket and followed Hana out of the room and down the
hall to a crying infant.
“You really don’t have to go through all of this, you know,” Jeffery said as Hana picked up her
daughter and tried to calm her.
“Yes,” Hana said, “I do.” She glanced at the scarab that hung around Jeffery’s neck and nodded at it.
“Do you like living with that?”
He didn’t answer, which was answer enough.
Emilia started to calm, her crying becoming fussing as she squirmed in her mother’s arms. “Here,”
Hana said, holding the child out to Jeffery. “I need to check upstairs.”
“Oh, jeez,” Jeffery hesitated then awkwardly took Emilia. “I haven’t held a kid in forever...”
“Just relax. And don’t worry. They bounce.”
“Let’s not test that.”
“No, let’s not.”
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Hana stepped past Jeffery and into the hallway, pulling on a cord and bringing steps down to the
attic.
Jeffery began a staring contest with the infant in his arms.
“Hi, Emilia.” She, of course, didn’t respond, just stared at him, fascinated by this awkward stranger.
He stuck his tongue out at her and rolled it. Her eyes widened and he sucked his tongue back in. He repeated
the process. She stuck her tongue out at him. “Eureka! First contact!”
“What’s that?” Hana called from the attic.
“I’m teaching your daughter how to stick her tongue out at ugly boys.”
“Teach her to throw a punch,” Hana said as she started back down the steps with a box in her hands.
“It’ll do her more good.”
“Aim for the soft spots,” Jeffery told Emilia who just stuck her tongue out at him.
“Come downstairs.”
Jeffery followed her, making faces at Emilia along the way. She smiled and laughed.
“Sounds like she likes you,” Hana said as they walked into the living room. Hana set the box on the
coffee table and turned to take Emilia.
“It’s because I speak on her level.”
Hana took Emilia and laid her in a playpen, shifting a fascinating mobile over her and then sitting on
the couch. She pat the spot next to her and Jeffery sat down.
Hana picked up the box and turned to show it to Jeffery.
“What is it?”
“It’s a box.” They shared a smirk. “I don’t know the wood, forgot the name, but it’s over five
hundred years old.”
“Family heirloom?”
“No, got the thing for three pounds in a second hand shop. Owner didn’t know what they had.”
“How did you know?”
“It spoke to me.”
“It can tell you how old it is but not what it’s made of?”
“It’s five hundred years old, it’s allowed to forget some things.”
“So what does it do?”
“It can hold that for you,” she said, pointing to the scarab that hung from his neck. He resisted
clutching it, hiding it.
“Typically you need to use the scarab’s material to bind them,” she said as she opened the box.
“Really?”
“You didn’t know that?” he shook his head. “Like, gold for Yehovah Vehayah or for Malek Taus a
crystal box would hold him, just like the scarab does.”
“Could the material kill them? Like, a crystal sword?”
“No, only they can truly harm one another.”
“But they can be bound...”
“Yes. Only the scarab material. Or,” she held up the box. “See the detail on the inside? The
woodwork? It’s a binding inscription.”
He took the box and studied it.
“What language is that?”
“Whatever language it is that God speaks.”
“Seriously?” she nodded. “What does binding them do?”
“Keep them. Trapped, hidden, away, safe, whatever. Or, for your sake, it shuts them up.”
25

Bento Box #11
“How?”
She took the box and mimicked: “You put the scarab in the box.” She closed the box. “You close the
box. Tah dah.”
“And that locks them away?”
“As long as it’s closed they stay in the box.” She handed the box back to him. “And out of your
head.”
“Does it have a lock?”
“Not in a traditional sense.”
“An untraditional lock?”
Hana leaned toward Jeffery and lowered her lips toward the box, whispering to it, “emetgis.” She
straightened up and nodded to the box. “Try to open it, strong man.”
Jeffery tried but to no avail. “So you whisper sweet nothings to it and that’s it?”
“Not just any sweet nothings.”
“What about careless whispers? Does this have to do with Wham?”
Hana cocked her head and stared at him for a moment. “Are you finished?”
“Now I have that song stuck in my head.”
Hana leaned forward again, whispered “odo” to the box, and sat back up. Jeffery opened it.
“Odo. Wasn’t that the dude from Deep Space Nine?”
“It means ‘open’,” Hana said. “To seal it, whisper ‘emetgis’.”
“Emetgis...”
“Emetgis, soft -g.”
“Funny that, Soft G was my rap name.”
“You’re an odd man, Jeffery.”
“Says the lady who can talk to five hundred year old boxes.” They shared a smirk before Jeffery
turned his attention back to the box, opening it, studying it.
Jeffery reached into his pocket and emerged with a crystal scarab. A voice raged in his head but it
wasn’t this one, this angel that screamed. He looked down to his chest, where the gold scarab was tucked
behind his shirt.
“You can put them both in there, you know,” Hana said.
“How many scarabs you think this thing can hold?”
“Five or six, if they’re all about the same size. More if you come across smaller ones.”
“They come in different sizes?”
“They aren’t all exactly the same.”
Jeffery smirked. “In more ways than one.”
He set the crystal scarab in the box and closed the lid.
“You don’t want to put them both in there?”
Jeffery tugged at the chain around his neck and fished the scarab over his collar and into his hand.
Hana stiffened at its appearance.
“You OK?” Jeffery asked, wrapping his fingers around the scarab as if to hide it from her sight for
her sake.
“Yes,” she said quickly, nodding, “it’s just... I can hear her.”
“You can?”
Hana swallowed hard and nodded.
“Did you hear that last bit?” Hana nodded again. “I’m sorry, she’s usually much more charming.”
Jeffery gave her a smirk but Hana didn’t return it.
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Hana held out a hand. “May I?” Jeffery hesitated. “She can’t possess me if that’s what you’re worried
about.”
“That’s exactly what I’m worried about.”
“It’s OK,” Hana said, lowering her hand.
“I’m sorry, I don’t mean to be rude about it, but...”
“I understand, Jeffery. Believe me, I really do.”
“Is she right? You know of her?”
“We have a history, yes,” Hana said, looking at the gold scarab. “Though that’s a story for another
time.”
“But not right now?”
“To be continued.”
“Huh.” They shared a smirk and Jeffery tucked the scarab back under his shirt. He brought the box
up to his lips and whispered, “emetgis.”
“Come on, Soft G...”
“Was I too careless with my whispering?” Hana gave him a look that she wasn’t amused but her
smile betrayed her. Jeffery whispered it again, softening the -g, then tried to open the box with no luck.
“Better,” Hana said.
“Never gonna dance again...”
“Oh, god, no...”
“Guilty feet I’ve got no rhythm...”
“Is that supposed to be singing?”
“Though it’s easy to pretend...”
Emelia squealed from where she lay in her playpen and Jeffery turned to look in on her.
“I know you’re not a fooooollll...”
She stuck her tongue out at him.
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THE GENERATION PROJECT

	
  

For the first time, we're releasing details of our forthcoming first anthology titled CAPES & CIGARETTES.
These are the stories of a disaffected youth, those that grew up hearing the stories of The Generation, and see it as a
broken relic of culture way past expiration date. They grew up playing Capes & Cowls, and found expression in the
multitudes of grey between. Iconoclasts, they've come to burn down the establishment one cigarette at a time.
For interest in submitting to CAPES & CIGARETTES, or more details on this anthology, email
H.H Neville (hhneville@wreckingballroom.com).
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BRIDE OF SPIDERS: EZEKIEL CAIN #1
by James Rush

B

efore the bullets and bloodshed began, I was an adjunct professor of history in Cayahoga County

Community College, in the Finger Lakes region of upstate New York. My specialty was Egyptian history. It is
not unusual for academics to lie within a cocoon of complacency. What is unusual was the way in which I was
thrust from my comfortable womb and thrown into the sharp-edged reality of the world around me.
It began with a phone call...
***
"Professor Cain, my name is Joseph Ramirez, I was in the auditorium for the poetry slam yesterday. That was
quite a poem you performed."
"It was extolling the virtues of Pharaoh, and how he would eat the liver of his enemies."
He laughed. "Yeah I remember."
"So, how can I help you, Mr Ramirez?"
"I'm a student in Professor Campbell's Creative Writing Class, and I have an interest in Egyptology. I
was wondering if I could drop by and show you something."
“I have office hours tomorrow."
"Okay, good. I was just checking to see if anybody could stop by or if it was just reserved for
students in your classes."
"No, feel free."
The phone line went dead.
***
3 PM the next day, a crisply dressed young man came into my office. He didn't look especially different from
any of the hundreds of other students I saw on a daily basis in the classes that I taught. He was carrying a
satchel much like other students carried, perhaps a little lighter than most. The weight of what he carried was
diametrically opposed to the heft of the bag. He extended a hand as he entered and thanked me for meeting
him. The formality of his manner matched the crispness of the shirt he wore.
He immediately sat down and began to fumble in his bag. Finding what he was looking for, he set
before me a series of photographs, along with drawings of the images. They were hieroglyphs, mostly
unknown to me. One sheet, however, was not.
“Is this some kind of joke?” I asked.
“I assure you it isn't.”
“How did you know to bring these to me?”
“My...” Mr Ramirez hesitated before continuing. “An acquaintance of mine knew I was attending this
school, and that you taught here. She figured you would be less than amenable to seeing her directly.”
I gave him a hard smile. “You could say that.” I caught myself rubbing the old wound in my chest,
just above the heart. An inch in either direction, and I wouldn't have been talking, teaching, or even upright. I
stopped myself. “Where is she now?”
“I don't know.”
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He was looking more and more uncomfortable as he spoke. I guessed there was more than just a
casual acquaintance with the lady in question.
I smiled again, this time with genuine warmth. “Don't worry kid, she's got webs like a spider, that
one. If you're caught, it's because she wanted something from you.” I waved at the sheaf of papers. “And this
was it. Now that you've delivered the message, she'll let you go. It might sting for a while when she sets you
free, but count yourself among the lucky ones.”
I rubbed at my chest again. The old wound was acting up. I hadn't been one of the lucky ones.
Looking unsure of himself, he got up to leave. I stopped him.
“Tell her...” I felt my voice wavering for a moment, then got it back under control. There were a lot
of things I wanted to say, but only one was important. “Tell her I'll be seeing her again, soon.”
***

Less than 24 hours later, I was on my way across the Atlantic, my academic career in shambles, my new life in
ruins, my old life calling to me in a song that rang deep and bittersweet and more and more loudly as I
crossed the ocean. I managed to fall asleep on the Air Maroc trans-Atlantic flight, but was startled awake by
my own voice as I called out from dangerous dreams. I occupied the rest of the time planning what I was
going to say to my old enemy.
***
Dr H was Egypt's Director of Antiquities, and he ran it like a lucrative fiefdom. These were not, however, the
best of times for a low level diplomat in his native country, so he had fled to Morocco, which was where I
found him.
I gave him credit for sitting out in an open air café in broad daylight, and for not acting surprised
when I pulled up a chair and sat down next to him. I took out the sheaf of papers I'd been given at the
college and set them before him. “What can you tell about these?” I asked.
He looked through them. His face blanched, but his voice was steady as he spoke. “I never betrayed
your secret, Cain, if that's what you're thinking.”
“Then what about these?” I said, indicating the photographs and drawings.
“They're either a forgery,” he said, “or they’re not.” He paused, as if considering the implication of
the latter. “Have you given any thought that they might be exactly what they seem to be?”
I dismissed the notion. “Of course not.”
Dr H sat back in his chair and interlaced his fingers on his belly. “And here I thought that you were a
religious man.” He smiled.
I wasn't willing to get side-tracked by the debate. I considered the veracity of the hieroglyphs and
translation to be incidental. Bringing us back to point, I said “Three people know that I died in the cave that
day. But only two people were there when I was revived.” I tapped the table for emphasis. “And both are
sitting here right now.”
Dr H leaned forward. He was smiling no longer. “Someone besides me knew you survived. That's all
I can say. Your secret is a secret no longer.”
I didn't say a word.
His eyes grew fearful. “What are you going to do?”
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“To you? Nothing. If she knows about this, then she's going to take care of you all by herself. We've
both come a long way since those violent days, we've changed names and adopted new identities, but like
Lady Macbeth knew, some stains don't wash off.” I got up. It was clear he wasn't going to be any help.
As I was walking away, he called after me: “What about these--?”
I was going to tell Dr H he could keep the documents as they were only copies, but I never got the
chance. Because an explosion, controlled and deadly, ripped apart the table where we had been sitting.
I looked around to see if I could get a glimpse of the operative who had set off the bomb. I had no
fear for my safety. If she had wanted me dead it would have happened right then and there. No, she was
sending me a message. The Bride of Spiders had flushed me out and was letting me know that she knew I was
alive. For how long, I could only guess.
But I had some tricks of my own left to play.
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ARCHER & ARROW: PART ONE
by Markus Grift

K

azen Gyr pulled his naked body out from beneath the thin sheet that covered him and let his eyes scan

across the room. His first task was to find out where he was and whether he was in any danger. It was a task
he had to undertake far too often for his liking and, consequently, one in which he was very well-practiced.
This was, after all, not the first time he'd woken up naked in a stranger's bed.
He stood, pulled the sheet along with him, and wrapped it loosely around his body. As was often the
case, he had no strong memory of the night before and no idea how his host may respond to his naked
presence.
He peeked from the thin doorway that separated the bedroom from the rest of the house to see if
anyone was there so he could prepare himself for a confrontation. The next room - a neatly organised kitchen
- was, like the bedroom, empty.
Kazen let out a sigh of relief and returned to the bedroom to find his clothes (or, as was often the
case, to find what was left of his clothes). He found them quickly enough, neatly folded and left on a chair in
the corner of the room. A minute later he was dressed, and far more confident about heading through the
house and finding his way home.
It was as he stepped through the front door that he realised something was wrong.
It wasn't the absence of any people that made the hairs on the back of his neck stand up - he often
found himself sneaking through the city in the dead of night, with nothing but the thwup, thwup of the giant,
leathery wings of the night-predator birds to keep him company - there was something else that was wrong,
something ZWOOOOSH!
Kazen dropped to the ground as a large metal creature swooped low overhead. He instinctively
crouched back in the doorway, half-hidden from sight, and watched it as it turned back. It was like no bird
he'd ever seen - its wings were still, its body forced forward by some sort of flaming refuse ejected from its
behind.
"What - ?" he began to ask himself, before the creature completed its turn and seemed to be heading
straight for him. He turned and ran back inside the house, which exploded in fiery volcanic bursts around
him. The walls, the furniture, everything seemed to explode from beneath before being consumed in flame,
but there was nothing visibly striking the items; Kazen had no idea what he needed to avoid.
When he reached the back of the house he dove through a plexi-frame window, dropping and rolling
on the hard ground of the back garden. He was on his feet again in seconds, racing to the potential shelter of
the walls of the next house, moving between them as quickly as he could, hoping to keep out of sight of the
giant machine-creature.
He managed to make his way to a thicket of trees just as the creature swooped past him again. He felt
the heat emanating from its rear as it pulled away just before making contact. He jerked his head suddenly
and saw it zwoooosh away into the distance.
Why did it stop? he asked himself. It could have easily struck me down.
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Kazen kept watching as the creature soared away, then turned his attention back to the trees. He'd
fled from angry husbands through these particular trees more times than he could remember. He knew that
on one side the thicket opened up onto a small road leading to a nearby city.
It took hours before he had reached the city of Linodrai, with its tall glass towers and raised
walkways of metal and stone. He saw people, too; mainly soldiers, garbed in the traditional form-fitting white
and gold armour of the Linodrai military. There were civilians, too, but not many, and all were leaning against
the walls of buildings, or seated at outdoor settings in front of the dineries and saloons.
Kazen stepped from the thicket, into plain view... and then he saw them. Dozens of creatures were
marching through the streets at the edge of the city, wearing black and grey armour similar to that of the
Linodrai soldiers and carrying long black cylinders which caused explosions whenever their wielder pointed
them at something. Most of the creatures stood on two legs, were possessed of two arms and had skin
ranging from white to light brown; a few of the creatures bringing up the rear walked on four legs attached to
a long trunk, with short tails but torsos not unlike those of their bipedal companions.
... and they saw Kazen, too. At a gesture from one of the bipedal creatures, they all raised their
cylinders and pointed them at him.
Kazen's first thought was to try to talk his way out as he had many times before. But there was no
chance of convincing them he belonged, not with his pale purple Sirian skin and lack of armour... no chance
of anything.
"Arrows!" one of the creatures said. "Fire!"
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BELOW THE BOTTOM: PART ONE
by Robbie Lizhini

T

rinity McDowell’s deep set caramel eyes opened wide. Her thin shoulders arched upwards as she

coughed a deepened exhale. She felt the drone of a coarse headache as her mind desperately tried to reunite
from the scatter of sleep. Her waking confusion focused the instant her thin neck turned. It only took one
look for her to let out the shrill of a scream.
She pushed herself from the covers in tatters of fright. The darkness of the early morning doing
nothing to mute the savaged body that lay motionless in a pool of tar black blood on the bed’s charcoal silk
sheets.
Trinity had seen dead bodies before. At twenty-three, a person would be hard pressed not to have
attended a funeral. And as the heiress to a global wide department store chain, she’d been to more than a
couple. But the corpse that lay beside her beset even the most terrific of her nightmares.
The body’s head was cleft from the meaty stock of its neck. The placid white skin marred in a mask
of thickening blood. The face was frozen in an expression of terror. Unblinking eyes stared up at Trinity with
a mouth that sat agape. The torso was shirtless, with the barest reminders of an olive tan as the body began to
whiten from loss of blood. The muscular chest seemed to have been ripped apart at the stomach. Thick
fissures of blood and pink flesh spun from the hole in the stomach like cracks in a wall. His pink insides hang
sloppily from the bore that ruptured flesh, meat, and even bone.
Despite the gut wrenching savagery that exposed itself from the dark sheets, she kept looking at his
face. He wasn’t familiar. To Trinity he was a complete stranger. It was the din of the headache that made her
lack of memory all the more clear. She was at a West Hollywood nightclub last night. She had a couple of
drinks. But what happened next? Her mind fumbled, attempting to give her sought after answers.
A loud knock at the door abruptly negated any further search. Her heart froze in her chest. The dark
world of early morning became a stark abyss. The rapping on the door beat again.
“Miss McDowell. This is the LAPD. We need you to open the door.”
Shit.
The frantic rupture of events exploded into her mind. White sparks of stress and fear fireworked
against her pained and drowsy mind. She let out a rasp of breath through her painfully dry lips.
Trinity leapt from the bed before she knew what she was doing. Her bare feet slapped against the
cold wooden floor. She spun around in the room toned in the champagne of a rising California sun. She
dashed towards the window. Her footfalls offered a crescendo of panicked whispers. Her soft graceful fingers
gripped the white lace of the bedroom curtains that had failed to block the solar violence blooming outside.
“Miss McDowell, we know you’re in there,” a Police officer called through the door behind her.
“You’ve had your chance. We’re coming in.”
Trinity gripped the safety clamp that fixed the window closed. Her wispy caramel arms flexed with all
the strength her pampered life had seemed to provide her. She ground her perfect teeth as she pulled the
resisting window open. Behind her she heard the metal locked door split through the thin dry wall.
Trinity’s heart rose up to her throat.
She tried to concentrate. Below her was the black asphalt of a parking lot. Trinity knew she was lucky
not to be as many stories up as she had thought. Of course there was also the dreadful realisation that she
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wasn’t near Hollywood or her home in Beverly Hills. But figuring out where she was would have to wait.
She’d have time to cry and overreact later.
Trinity scanned the hotel room again, looking for any sort of device that would help her with the
window screen that beset her. The telephone and lamp were undeniably fixed to the night table. She felt
herself panic. It was now or never.
With all the strength she could will she tore her right foot from the floor in a hard kick. The heel of
her foot slammed into the sun warmed aluminium. The screen’s frame bent inward and fell backwards
through the window pane, crashing onto the pavement.
Using her bare hands to balance, she leapt through the window like a gymnast on a pommel horse.
Even though her hands were not as strong, and her balance not as good, the skills from ballet dancing in
childhood greeted her like an old friend. She lithely touched the asphalt, the balls of her right foot touching
first and then her left. The rough concrete painfully scraping against her soft soles.
Trinity froze in place. Her deepening breath caught in her throat. Then, she moved from her position
in a haphazard lunge.
“There she is!” a cop shouted from above.
She could hear his voice behind her as she sprinted towards a crimson red utility van. It was the only
vehicle in the entire parking lot.
I’m going to die.
Trinity kept her eyes fixed on the van still several feet away from her. Of course she had no idea what
she was going to do when she got there.
“Miss McDowell!” a voice yelled beneath the clatter of heavy footfalls. It was too late for her to turn
herself in. She knew what happened when you resisted arrest. She needed to get home. Her father would
know what to do.
The grinding of an engine stopped Trinity in her tracks. The red utility van - her only hope to
manage an escape - dropped into gear with a shriek. She felt all the strength drain from her. Her knees
collapsed onto the warm black concrete. Her eyes looked on in disbelief as the solitary van drove away.
“Don’t move Miss McDowell!” one of the police officers shouted behind her.
My life is over.
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COLOUR-CODED CONTROL BOX
by Greg Rosa

T

he most important thing was getting it right. Sometimes, in all truth, it’s hard to tell. We’ve been breeding

with monkeys for a long time now. Lucky I got my colour box to help guide the way.
I remember this one time, over by Sambry, this boy, well he begged and pleaded. It didn’t help him
none. In truth all it did was make me mad. Jabberin’ on and destroying the language. Speak the King’s
English, says I, that I do. In the end, I made short work of that monkey. Not clinical like, but still not as tasty
a piece of work as I’d set out to do. I’d heard about him and that gal Susan over in town. While I took care of
him, I had some of the boys go over and pay her a visit. They told me about it afterwards. Real ladylike at
first she was, so they said. Using them highfalutin words, talking about right and such. Well they gave her
some rights, some lefts too, I’d imagine. She weren’t ladylike at all by the time they were done with her, I’d
say.
I had occasion to see her in town some time after that. She weren’t sassy or flauntin’ a new beau or
nothing. Her face was healing up good. I checked her colour on the box. A 6.8. That other fella had been an
8.9. The chances were pretty good that they would have had a baby in the 7+ range. That just wouldn’t do,
no sir, not at all.
Usually they ain’t a problem. They don’t see us coming. Whether they’re in a pack or gaggle, we can
come up on ’em fast as quicksilver lightning, and deadlier’n that white shine they make over in Penobscot
County. The raw stuff they sell to baggers who occasionally come down from up north talking about how the
government is getting back on its feet after all that unpleasantness of a couple of generations back. Well, they
don’t send many representatives down these parts anymore. Looks like ol Uncle Samuel is going to have to
do just fine without us. We don’t need ’em, and we don’t want ’em. No, sir. Them boys, only good they got
going for ’em is they’re usually no higher than a 4.5. Must be the clouds. The Burning Winter must still be
troubling them. You’d think they’d have better things to do than try coming down here, setting up trouble,
but who am I to judge. We take care of ’em like we take care of other pests in the garden. Weed ’em out, kill
’em dead.
I don’t really trouble myself with the whys and the wherefores. I got my own hunting to do. And like
I say, they usually ain’t much of a problem. Sometimes, when monkey by ill luck or circumstance hears a
regulator’s on his trail, they might choose to fight, and we make short change of ’em. Even if they manage to
get themselves a pop shooter, it don’t matter. We got nothing but time and ammunition. And purpose.
Heaven’s own purpose, I say. Says right there in the good book, that the big man Hisself made man to be
separate from animals. And that those who copulate with animals should perish. Well, we’re here to help the
perishin’ get done. And if a man should so happen to enjoy his work, well, where’s the harm in that?
Occasionally, one of them monkeys got more’n a handful of grey cells up top. They light out, but do
it nice and clever so as to give us a spot of trouble. That’s what I got going on right now. But that’s no worry.
I aims to get the job done. Me and the boys parted ways over this one, but it don’t matter none. I just told
’em to make sure they circled back along the trail, make sure there weren’t any little cubby hole this monkey
could’ve got himself fixed up in…
Out here in the Glass Desert, the twisted shapes look like angry spirits captured in mid-flight. The
wind blowing through the hollows makes an eerie sound. Sorta like how the old folks talk about how juju
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spirits can be heard before a major ill-happenin’. I’m not saying I believe ’em, but out here in the dark desert
late at night, it almost makes sense.
Been a coupla weeks now. I tell ya, this monkey is almost smart enough to be a man. I keep running
across signs of old fires, bones of old meals, but no sign of him yet. Tell you the truth, I ain’t never been away
from the others so long. I been leaving these messages in case the other regulators come in range. Even if
they don’t, it’s keeping me from going outta my head. Nothing but me and the howling winds. My mind’s
getting fanciful. The sand under my feet crunches like I’m walking on the bones of the dead. Dead that I
made, dead that got swallowed up in the Hollow War…
***
Supplies are getting low. Conserving water, but most of the food’s gone. Even my protein stims. Got no
more of that thick blue paste yer supposed to use out here to protect from old father Sun’s burning javelins,
and the rads underfoot. Been burning something fierce. Had a fever t’other night, felt like the desert was
calling on me to walk further out into oblivion, away from friends and hope and all I know. How IS this
monkey making it out here? Been a while since I seen any signs. Last coupla campsites I found were my own.
But he ain’t getting over on me. I know he’s still out here…
***
Godawful dream last night. An ocean of blood came crashing over the twisted horizon to drown me under its
crushing weight. Been so long since I drank anything, all that did was make me thirsty. Funny thing is, I woke
up with tears in my eyes.
Making my way back. Boy everything’s not working right. Not me, not my colour box. Lucky this
VM’s still working. Kinda hoping the boys have finally lit out after me. But I ain’t heard nothing from ’em.
Maybe the receiver has gone offline?
I hear the rushing of footsteps. It’s my boys! I try to yell hello, but my voice is a croak. I see the
contempt in their faces. What the hell?
“Here he is! He’s got our guys’ VM! Get him Obadiah! Fuckin monkey!”
I see the light but I never hear the explosion…
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THE SIGN OF THE CROSS
by E. N. De Choudens

T

he street is deserted. Not many people dare to walk in this desolate part of one of the most dangerous

sections of the city, especially at three in the morning. It’s raining and the night is cold. Neither are enough to
keep the threat of danger subdued. Hidden in one corner, using the shadow of the night for cover, a tall
figure stands, waiting in silence for the evil to come.
The man is quiet, immobile, observing the rain running down his dark clothes. His big black hat
preventing the heavens from falling on his face, while his long cape offers him extra protection against the
cold, as his eyes wonder and his mind is lost in deep thought.
He is remembering his childhood, the last night of a happy past. He is nine, his brother Dean is six.
Back then they’d been inseparable. Their mother was a housewife devoted to her family and father owned a
restaurant downtown. That night everyone was home, it was Sunday and his father never opened on the
Sabbath.
They’d just finished dinner and it was time to watch a family show on the TV together.
“I need go to the bathroom,” Sebastian said as he ran out of the living room.
He wanted to grab a toy before returning but couldn't decide between a Tonka truck, a military
plane, or an action figure. After a few minutes of deliberation he finally decided on the action figure and
walked back in silence.
He returned to find a man standing in the middle of the living room, pointing a gun towards his
family who are cowering in the corner. His mother is holding Dean and both of them are crying. Father is
trying to hide his concern.
The intruder hasn’t noticed Sebastian, so cautiously he walks back out to the hallway and heads
towards his room. He knows he needs to get help.
“Where’s the money?” an angry voice demanded.
“We don’t have any money here,” his father responded.
“Your restaurant is always is full, tell me where the money is or I will kill them.”
“No please, we don’t have money here, everything goes to the bank.”
This was the last thing Sebastian ever heard from his father. As he jumped from his bedroom window and
ran toward the neighbour’s house, the sound of the first shot rang out.
Frightened, his neighbour Robert opened the door and found the boy standing there, frozen with
shock. Ten minutes later the police arrived and there were two more shots. The thief tried to escape using the
back door but was captured. After 34 years, he’s still serving life in the penitentiary.
Sebastian passed through two foster homes until he entered college. Following the incident he began
to take more interest in religion. Studying theology with Psychology.
He became a Catholic priest, but with all his ability to listen, implement respect and authority, he
doesn’t have any friends. Not even maintaining relations with his foster parents.
“Father, what are you doing here?”
The question brings Sebastian back to reality.
“I was waiting for you.”
“Waiting for me? How’d you know I’d be here.”
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“I have my sources.”
“What’s this all about? Is it about my confession or because I haven’t visited the church since I did
it?”
“It’s about your confession.”
“You going to give me a sermon? Pursuade me to go to the police?”
“No. You’re not going to confess to murder. I don’t even know why you confessed to me.”
“Of course not. And you are bound to keep silence.”
“I’m bound by my beliefs. Not my morals. You’ve put me in a dificult situation.”
“Father, I confessed to you because even if you talk to the police, they’re not going to find any
evidence, not even for a preliminary hearing. And besides, does your God not forgive?”
“Yes. My God can forgive but He is a vengeful one.”
“Is he going to send lightning over to kill me?” he laughs.
“No. He’s not going to do it because that’s my job. I am one of His soldiers.”
The man feels a cold blade going deep inside him. He opens his eyes wide and looks down. Father
Sebastian has stabbed him with a kitchen knife.
Blood runs from the deadly wound as his victim falls to the floor.
He makes the sign over the dying man and in silence walks back into the darkness of the night.
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HOMECOMING FOR AN ALCOHOLIC
by Samuel Shiro

I

t has been eight years since I left this place. The last time I was here I was dressed like a hippie in jeans and

a tie-dyed t-shirt. I stood there in my crumpled suit soaked in stale sweat, rusty pushbike in hand. That
familiar red door loomed before me.
“How things have changed,” I muttered.
The door had faded under the punishing glare of the sun. The paint was peeling and I could see the
exposed wood. The flowers which were once in full bloom were gone and all that remained were dry, rotting
twigs. Dead like everything else.
Was the man who owned the house even alive? Had he moved long ago?
I remember when I first left. I was just sixteen when my mother took me and my sister away.
Every day we used to hold our breath in anticipation of the man who would leave the bedroom.
Father would sometimes avoid us. The rest of the time he turned his drunken anger onto whoever got in his
way.
One day it got too much and we fled whilst he was in the pub. We ran with just a suitcase for each of
us. For a time, we stayed with grandma in Brighton. Our splintered family, after more moves, finally settled in
Manchester, where we still are today. We lost contact and for the first time I experienced the emptiness of
living with a single parent.
***
The heat made my clothes stick to my skin. The midday sun scorched everyone below it and made them run
for cover. But the north-facing house was cast in shadow. The overgrown garden now looked more like a
young forest.
I hid my bike behind the old shed where Dad used to retreat to during his episodes. I wondered
whether he was still locked in there. All I could see through the window was dusty bottles of whisky and
vodka. They were empty, of course.
I put my hand on the front door. It was almost cathartic. It’s amazing how something you used to do
every day can become so symbolic.
My mother always said, “Don’t go back there. Let it lie. He’s so drunk he won’t even know who you
are.”
That last statement drove me on. I was determined to see him one last time before emigrating to
Holland. I had to tell him how I felt and what he did to me.
The old key I still owned mercifully turned in the lock without any trouble. My heart raced and I
imagined what I would see.
My mind conjured up a morbid image of whatever my drunkard of a father had turned into; white
hair, sallow skin, and as thin as an anorexic stick insect with an addiction to crack cocaine.
I opened the door. The hallway looked exactly the same as before, but with dust and dead flies
everywhere.
“Dad?” I called.
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My voice echoed with no answer.
“Dad?” I repeated walking into the living room.
It was empty and as silent as the rest of the house. Nobody had lived here in quite some time.
A picture with the glass cracked in the middle lay discarded on the ground. To my horror, it had
specs of dried blood on it. It was an old family photo from our holiday in Inverness. I was just eight. Back
then we were the model nuclear family.
“Dad, this was your doing,” I said to the photograph. “You hurt us more than you could ever
know.”
I didn’t feel emotional. I continued flatly and in monotone at my father’s frozen smile.
“I passed my exams and went to university. I got a first in English like you. I’m a teacher now. You
inspired me to do this, but if there’s anyone I want to be it’s not you. Whatever you were, I want to be the
opposite.”
I lowered the photograph and prepared to leave.
“You sicken me, father. I want you to know that,” I said at the door.
I left my childhood home for the last time and never saw or heard anything from him again.
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“I REALLY LIKE YOU, CAROLINE WEISS”
by Jacob Milnestein
SATURDAY

A

stuffed deer wearing a Jack Daniels t-shirt looks impassively down at us from above the bar. At our

backs are the endless portraits of countless former kings and queens of a forgotten England – William of this,
Harold of that – each one felled by time and cruelty.
It’s the 5th Lych, X013. The night air is still warm despite the rain that has stained the pavement in
the fuzzy neon light of glowing fast food stands.
The band on the stage to the right with lights like halos above them are Magenta and the someoneor-others. They are noisy and brash, like the King was supposed to have been when he was in a band, but of
course all records of that have been suppressed now.
“Jack Daniels and Popsi,” I say as I turn and lean towards the barmaid.
“We don’t have Popsi, only Chance-a-Cola. Is that all right?”
No one has Popsi anymore.
The great thing about Popsi is that it used to come in different flavours, tuned according to the back
catalogues of prominent artists.
My favourite was always Popsi Acchan – cherry – but I’d settle for Popsi Barb l – lime – if I had to.
“Chance-a-Cola’s fine,” I say and try to keep the childlike disappointment out of my adult voice.
They stopped doing Popsi maybe twenty years ago, before the millennium, the great dawn of the Xst
Century when the King came to power.
Now it’s all Burger Chance, and Chance-a-Cola, and Industrial Chance-a-bloody-nomics.
Not that I don’t like the King of course, it’s just that it’s been the Xst Century for a very long time…
Maybe longer than thirteen years.
A century of vampires.
The venue is the MONARCH in Camden.
Fitting.
The lead singer launches herself into the crowd, worrying the audience with her free hand as she
screams obscenities into her microphone and pirouettes amongst friends and fans.
I should be writing about this, but it will all be up on FaceCam in 0.5 seconds.
I work for THE ENEMY.
You’ve heard of it, though you probably haven’t heard of me.
“Jack Daniels and Chance-a-Cola,” says the barmaid as she looks in my direction from behind the
patches of black leather that cover her eyes. “That’ll be six ubiks, four valis.”
As I’m drawing a ten ubik note from the folds of my trousers, my head turns and through the crowd
I see her moving my way. She’s gently swaying in time to the music, deftly navigating through a sea of moving
bodies, until she’s next to me.
Her boots next to my battered white Converse.
She leans in and I smile like an idiot.
Her heart is beating in my chest.
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“Rum,” she says.
I am a child again, waiting outside the school gates of La Sainte Union Catholic School for my
younger sister and her best friend—her stupid best friend and her stupid jokes and the stupid way this girl
two years my junior made my heart feel.
The feeling does not change no matter how old we get.
She senses my gaze and tilts her head drunkenly, her hair gracing the damp oak of the bar, drawing in
spilt alcohol and the taste of dead ash in the air.
“Hi!” she says with a manic grin and wide eyes.
I wave uselessly and lean close to her.
“Hi,” I murmur, “I don’t know if you remember, but—”
It’s no use.
The singer is on the stage again, a guitar is being splintered, hearts are being broken as a rum, neat, is
being placed on the bar in a tumbler as four ubiks and three valis are dropped in exchange.
Her dark, once red hair sways, her summer dress riding up to reveal laddered tights.
She is lost to the crowd.
*
SUNDAY
(sleep)
*
MONDAY
The little shop is opposite a larger shop, its dour face loved but ill tended for. Its windows crowded with dust
and the earthly remains of bumblebees lying sullen on their backs, their legs curled towards their chests as if
boxing the air.
They’re dying out you know, soon there won’t be any left.
When the King came to the throne there were lots of bees, lots of pollen and plenty of flowers. All
of that is gone now, abandoned with the old idea of England. Those mountains green subsided into the sea
when the bomb went off and burnt away a third of the world’s soil, leaving behind only arid, irradiated
patches of nowhere. And those stone and glass cities that were ugly enough, old enough to withstand the fire.
That was more than twenty years ago now—twenty years and it feels like so much longer, like maybe
we’ve been living in a bubble. No one can clearly remember what it was like before we had the King, no one
can clearly remember anything more than these little things about ourselves that we’re told make us who we
are.
That dirty shop-front, those dead bees, that dusty wooden floor, the lantern that swings above the
wooden chalkboard, and the racks of old records within.
Everyone’s heard of THE ENEMY and the famous Joan Calohan.
That’s not me, by the way, and as such there has to be some other way in which the rent gets paid.
My little shop, with its peeling white paint, rotting wood front, and Jesse Garon 45’s.
The air stirs, the heavy weight of an engine in a red frame, the 268 bus crawling up the hill and
obscuring my view of my little shop before me whilst its cousin stands stoic and noble behind me.
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I pull my Chance card out of my pocket and fleetingly I see her as she skips down the stone steps of
the station in her flower print boots and dress, a denim jacket over her shoulders.
I stand in front of the driver’s cabin and the robant prompts once, twice, thrice - it takes an angry old
woman muttering in Persian pushing past me before I push my card against the pad and stalk the length the
bus, matching her step until I reach the dead end of the back seat.
A worried child moves out of the way for me and I push my knees into the cushion, watching even
as the bus pulls away.
*
TUESDAY
Rain.
We still have that, even though for a long time they said we won’t.
“... and now the weather. Today will be arid and dry, with expected solar flares rotting in the dark
skies above as day turns to night.”
I sit in Chance Cafe, my back bent, one hand amidst the mess of my shock of faded blue hair,
propping up my pale face.
Fingernails bitten to the quick, tap against glass displays, my digits stained by the nicotine and Bible
paper of Lucky Chance cigarettes.
My editor emails four times an hour.
I write endlessly.
Every time the bell above the door goes, I lift my head and yet still I do not see her.
*
WEDNESDAY
I have a tattoo on my left forearm, a mermaid with breasts bared like the ones that sailors have, beneath it is
the famous Smiths refrain, ‘Heaven knows I’m miserable now’.
It was supposed to be ironic.
I got it when I was drunk.
Never get tattoos when you’re drunk, kids, you’ll regret it. Especially if it’s four-in-the-morning on
Holloway Road when you make the decision.
The rain hits the window still, another day of grey skies.
We still have that, even though for a long time they said we won’t.
Downstairs, I can hear Bobby Vinton singing ‘Blue Velvet’ on the old record player in the corner of
the shop. I close my eyes and imagine that we are sailors on a ship amongst the stars, bound for a better
world than this—a world in which someone, anyone, everyone, can remember who they were more than
twenty years ago.
I try to remember my mother’s name and I can’t, but I like to think that whoever she was she was a
good person. Maybe she was someone who would approve of a girl who wore summer dresses all year round,
who ordered rum at a bar and painted flowers on her heavy, worn leather boots.
La Sainte Union Catholic School—my younger sister and her best friend are running towards the
iron gates, their faces blurred, smudges in the bright sunlight of the endless summer of the past.
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Twenty years ago.
My face is damp but it’s not raining inside.
*
THURSDAY
Camden’s the same on any Earth.
I’ve been to four now.
Part of my job means looking at music from other Earths, buying up old records on the cheap that
you can’t get over here anymore. Sometimes I can kill two birds with one stone and the records I need to
review for THE ENEMY are the same records I need to pick up for the shop.
The golden rule when abroad on other Earths is never to look up yourself. The other rule is to never
look up anything about what happened to you more than twenty years ago. Music is all right because that’s
contextual but you don’t need to understand the context. Anything that relates to the circumstance of the
time, especially anything on the printed page, is strictly taboo.
This gives you a span of X013 – X993, backwards of course.
There are four of us who have permits to go to other Earths for the purpose of musical anachronism
and commerce. I only know one other guy, a thin man in a crisp suit from Notting Hill by way of Trinidad
and Tobago.
Trinidad and Tobago isn’t there anymore—Notting Hill is.
One person gets to go every x-teenth quarter.
I haven’t been since round about Féar last year when we had all that unseasonable sunshine and
everyone started saying it was an Indian Summer, even though no one knew what that meant.
I should probably make an effort to file for a request at the Palace to make a trip, but there are too
many excuses not to.
It will be Saltmen in another two months and the shop always does really well, so I’m loathe to leave
it for any longer than I have to.
But that’s not the reason at all.
Past the dust and the grave of rotting bees, she passes by suddenly and I move from behind the
counter, words forming between my yellowing teeth, heart in my throat.
She is gone before I reach the door.
*
FRIDAY
Everything is on FaceCam now.
Everyone has FaceCam now. A warm throb like a pleasant neuralgia below and beneath the chosen
eye informs you of status changes in those around you—what your friends are doing, where they are, who
they’re seeing, what they want, what they don’t.
Everyone agrees that we can’t imagine what life was like before it. To think that twenty years ago we
only had the heavy weight of plastic and glass phones in our pockets to remind us of the internal reality in
which we invested so much of ourselves; to think that twenty years ago, we were constrained by data as an
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external presence that we needed to draw into ourselves like food or drink before we could process it. It
seems absurd now.
FaceCam changed that.
But no one remembers where FaceCam came from.
And no one remembers why twenty years ago no one ever used it.
Or what any of us were doing twenty years ago.
A century of vampires.
I look at cans of soft drink on the shelf but there is no Popsi.
No one has Popsi anymore.
That warm twitch of nerves stirs in my face to remind me of an alarm I had set, which annoys me as
I thought I had turned off all notifications for the day.
Sighing, I roll my eyes and blink.
You get used to these exaggerated gestures people make when using FaceCam in public. It might
scare you at first, but you get used to it.
FaceCam has made theatre actors of us all.
The thin outline of a pale text-box appears over my view of the endless cans of Chance-a-Cola, a box
that is only there in any real sense when you look directly at it.
I see her picture, a tiny animated gif of a smile, a wink, a laugh, and a stupid expression.
Underneath her name it says ‘status change’.
My heart skips.
I dare myself to read on.
‘Not in a relationship.’
*
SATURDAY
A stuffed deer wearing a Jack Daniels t-shirt looks impassively down at us from above the bar. At our backs
are the endless portraits of countless former kings and queens of forgotten England – William of this, Harold
of that – each one felled by time and cruelty.
It’s the 12th Lych, X013. My jacket is hanging off a bar stool and my black tie is askew.
A quiet boy bows over his guitar on the velvet stage, the lights burning into his scalp, casting his
shadow like radiation burns across the swaying audience.
I don’t want to listen to his words for fear they will mean something to me, I don’t want to hear what
he’s saying for fear that I will be feeling the same thing and I won’t know how to find words as eloquent or
answers as weighty as the questions he is asking.
I don’t want to question the past, I don’t want to ask about where we were, who we were. I don’t
want to think about La Sainte Union Catholic School, about my younger sister and her best friend, about who
made the bomb and why they made the bomb and who the King really is.
Is there a world better than ours, or every Camden is Camden is Camden is Camden.
I’ve made the choice to live in the future, to be who I am and not answer to the past. To put old
ghosts to bed and dance like there is no tomorrow in the rain that we never, ever thought we would have
again.
In the crowd there is movement. Dark, once red hair is swaying.
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She hits the bar and parts her lips just like before, but before she can order I’m reaching across to her
and turning her towards me—my heart is pounding, pounding, pounding.
There are all these stupid words, all the grand words that I want to say, but I just shout:
“I really like you, Caroline Weiss.”
She smiles.
And that’s all I need.
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