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The holidays loom just around the corner with 

thanksgiving shoved away for  a frantic day of 
shopping that resemb les the ancient days of 
savages. People fighting one another for items that 

seem too tri vial to invoke such greedy response, 
much less be symbolic of any human instinct. Alas, here we are with 

another full edition of Deadmanõs Tome ready for you to enjoy.  
 

mailto:Dedman@demonictome.com
mailto:Legato10@swbell.net


 

 

    

 

 

 

 

 

 

Poetry  

 

 
Thom Olausson 

 

Dark souls. They are very real. I have been watching three grizzly documentaries 

about one of the darkest souls in modern history. A series of interviews with man who 

committed murder without any remorse. He was a man who came across as a nice guy; 

but he was anything but nice. Like he said himself: ñActually, I am what you call a 

personôs nightmare.ò 

 

I am talking about the legendary Mafia hitman: Richard Kuklinski. He killed 200 + 

during his lifetime. He said he had killed at least a hundred before he became a contract 



killer. Kuklinski could kill someone for just looking at him. As a contract killer for the 

Gambino Family he killed at least a hundred men. What is so fascinating about Kuklinski 

is that no matter how brutal a murderer he was, he still had a sense of twisted moral. For 

instance, he refused to take any contracts where the target was a woman or a child. He 

felt that that would have been sick. Yet, he killed men without any remorse. He killed in 

so many different ways that law enforcement had a hard time connecting him to the many 

murders. Most serial killers have a memo, a sign to let everyone know that they did the 

murder. Kuklinski did not. He was a killing machine, and he made a lot of money on his 

abilities. He did not want to get caught and therefore used a wide variety of methods 

when killing. Still, he was not insane as one would think. He simply had a dark soul. 

When asked what it was like to dismember a corpse, and if he had been disgusted by it, 

he answered: ñI remember eating pizza while cutting someone up. Nah, it doesnôt bother 

me at all. The smell can be annoying, but I used to put cologne in my nostrils to get rid of 

the smellò 

 

During the interviews with him he talked about murder as if it was the weather they were 

discussing. The only times he showed any kind of feelings was when asked about his 

wife and children. He even cried at one point. Kuklinski was ashamed of his tears, but 

they fascinated me. They proved that the ruthless killer was capable of loving, and there 

was no doubt that he loved his family, he killed anyone who threatened them when he 

was active. No one was safe, as his best friend Baby-Face found out too late. He 

threatened to hurt Richardôs family and Richard shot him at once. When asked, he 

admitted that Baby-Face had been the only one he really liked apart from his family, but 

he had made a mistake.  

 

No, Richard Kuklinski was a fascinating man in so many ways. His soul was pitch-black, 

yet, he loved his family above everything. I truly recommend you all to see the 

documentaries about him. They are called: The Iceman Tapes. It is not for the faint of 

heart since they are packed with unnerving crime scene photos of Kuklinskiôs victims. I 

will not spoil anything, but some murders he committed will give you nightmaresé 

 



Yours truly, 

Thom Olausson 

Author/poet 

 

Killing Machine  

Thom Olausson  

 

A lonely child whipped into a killing machine  

Violence the  only parent he was raised by  

Death became his friend from childhood and on  

 

A killer without any remorse, a living nightmare  

A vicious murderer fueled by Hate  

The Reaper cast his shadow over him always  

 

A man who never knew Love as a young child  

Taught th e way of life by a demented father  

The boy grew to become a homicidal deathmachine  

 

He knew he had come full circle when he was alone  

When the loneliness from childhood came back  

To the grave he went without any friends or family  

 

He left a legacy of Death  behind, a way of murder  

His words will echo throughout eternity:  



òAll thatõs left for me now is to dieéó 

 
 

 

 

 
Paul Handley 

 
 

Plunging the sink I tip over  
The beaker, making a melon  

Gruel that I feed with elbow dips,  
Slaps and loving caresses to the  

Microscopic, baby birds,  
 

Resulting in the keeper of the  
Elixer snapping his Maxim to a  
PG-13 spread.  Thus armed, I  

Brush arms in the swirl  
Of the dance floor.  

Hairs electrify, others recoil  
As birds spit their gargle.  

 
They are living things that  
Wonõt let me sleep.  I  

Contemplate cutting them  
Off.  I conduct a pay -per -view 
Event for the acrotomophilia  

Paul Handley spent a career as a student and a student of odd jobs.  He 
has an MA, an MPA, and is ABD.  He has driven a cab and sold meat 
door-to-door.  Paul has work included or forthcoming in  Apolloôs Lyre, 
Boston Literary Magazine, Ophelia Street, Poesia and others. 



Crowd, using a French  
Guillotine replica.  I  

Nearly die because the nurse  
Practitioner faints like an  

Adolescent French maiden,  
Until I boot him conscious.  

 

 

The Lost Stories  
 

 

 

 

Nick Medina  
 

 

ñThe body was found by a Miss Sherilee 

Jones,ò Detective Stanley said. 

 ñUnder the bridge over the south 

branch of the river?ò Detective Fletcher 

asked. 

 ñYep.ò 

 ñLet me guess, she wasnôt down there fishing for tomorrow nightôs 

supper?ò 

 ñSays she was just out for a walk.ò 

Nick Medina is a young author 

from Chicago, Illinois. He has 

recently had short stories 

published by Black Petals 

Magazine, Screams of Terror 

Magazine, Dark and Dreary 
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To read more of his work visit 

http://sites.google.com/site/nic

kjmedina/. 

 

http://sites.google.com/site/nickjmedina/
http://sites.google.com/site/nickjmedina/


 ñWhat woman takes a walk alone along the south branch of the river 

at one in the morning?ò Detective Fletcher scoffed. ñThe womanôs a whore.ò 

 ñShe says she doesnôt do that anymore.ò 

 ñThe report here says she was arrested for solicitation less than three 

years ago. That makes her a whore.ò 

 ñWhore or not, sheôs pretty shaken up.ò 

 ñI want to talk to her.ò 

* * * * * *  

 ñI was walking along the bridge and I heard someone calling me,ò 

Sherilee sniffled. She dabbed at the mascara streaming down her cheeks 

with a balled up piece of tissue paper. 

 ñWhat were you doing walking along the bridge alone at one in the 

morning?ò Detective Fletcher asked. 

 ñI was just going for a walk like I do every night, and I heard someone 

calling me from below.ò 

 ñAre you sure you werenôt looking to make a few bucks, Miss Jones?ò 

 ñNo. I was just going for my nightly walk. You arenôt listening to 

what Iôm trying to tell you. I heard someone calling me from below the 

bridge.ò 

 ñCalling your name?ò 

 ñYes. Over and over I heard it. It started out like a whisper, but got 

louder and louder. ñSherilee...Sherilee,ò she said, imitating the hollow 

whisper she said she heard, ñSherilee...Sherilee.ò 

 ñOne of your customers?ò 

 ñNo, dammit! Youôre not listening. There was no one down there. No 

one but the body.ò 

 ñYou had two-hundred-fifty dollars in cash in your purse. Where did 



it come from?ò 

 ñItôs just my money. I donôt trust the banks.ò 

 ñWhat do you currently do for a living?ò 

 ñIôm unemployed,ò she mumbled. 

 ñInteresting,ò Detective Fletcher grunted. He scribbled something on 

his notepad. ñSo you were out for a walk in a mini-skirt and high heels - 

reeking of cheap perfume, I might add - at one in the morning when you 

heard a voice calling you from below the bridge? Is that what youôre telling 

me, Miss Jones?ò 

 ñYes.ò 

 ñAnd when you looked over the side of the bridge you found the 

body?ò 

 ñYes.ò 

 ñJust laying there in the mud?ò 

 ñUh-huh.ò 

 ñYou didnôt touch it, did you?ò 

 ñNo.ò 

 ñDo you have any idea how it got there?ò 

 ñNo.ò 

 ñAny idea how the man died?ò 

 ñNo. I donôt know. Am I under arrest?ò 

 ñNo, but as they say, donôt leave town.ò 

* * * * * *  

 ñTwo nights in a row, two bodies found in the exact same location, 

and both of them found by you, Miss Jones. What do you know about these 

deaths?ò Detective Fletcher demanded from across the interrogation table. 

 ñNothing. I swear. Iôve told you everything that I know.ò 



 ñWhat were you doing by the bridge this time?ò 

 ñJust taking my nightly walk.ò 

 ñThree-hundred dollars in your purse tonight. You must have had a 

busy evening.ò 

 ñNo,ò Sherilee said, shaking her head, ñthatôs just my money.ò 

 ñJeremiah Quinn and Clarence Pitney. Do you recognize those 

names?ò 

 ñNo.ò 

 ñOf course you wouldnôt,ò Detective Fletcher sniped. ñThose are the 

names of the men you found.ò 

 ñIt was the voice. It called me to them.ò 

 ñI did a little research. You want to know what I found when I ran 

those names through the system?ò 

 ñWhat?ò 

 ñBoth of those men had been arrested for paying for what you 

provide.ò 

 ñI donôt hook!ò 

 ñJeremiah Quinn was arrested twice. Once in 2002 and again in 2006. 

Clarence Pitney was picked up two months ago. Both were arrested within 

blocks of where you found them dead. Care to explain that?ò 

 ñIôve never seen either of them before.ò 

 ñQuite frankly, Miss Jones, I donôt believe you. I think you knew 

those men - maybe not by name in your profession - but I think you serviced 

them, and furthermore, I think you had something to do with their deaths.ò 

 ñHow did they die?ò 

 ñYou tell me. Or did the voice not tell you that?ò 

 ñI have no idea how those men died, Detective. I donôt understand 



why youôre blaming me. I donôt understand why you wonôt listen to me. 

Someone called me there. Someone wanted me to find those men.ò 

 ñThis voice,ò Detective Fletcher said with a smirk, ñis it male or 

female?ò 

 ñI donôt know. I couldnôt tell.ò 

 ñI have reason to hold you.ò 

 ñI havenôt done anything wrong.ò 

 ñIf I were you I wouldnôt take anymore walks, Miss Jones.ò 

* * * * * *  

 The sound of the rushing water below nearly drowned out the clicking 

of Sherileeôs high heels against the concrete of the bridge. Sherilee couldnôt 

hear her high heels or the water. She only heard the voice calling her. 

 ñSherilee...Sherilee...Sherilee...Sherilee,ò it hissed and moaned. 

 ñComing, coming, coming,ò she rambled. Her voice quavered. A chill 

overtook her. Fear consumed her, but the voice had her in a cold grip that 

she couldnôt escape. She couldnôt turn and run. She had to follow it. She had 

to obey the calling. 

 The headlights from a car approaching in the opposite direction 

blinded Sherilee, but she didnôt need to see to know where she was going. 

The light reflected off the large gold buckles on her oversized purse, her hot 

pink mini-skirt and her red patent leather high heel shoes. 

 ñSherilee...Sherilee...Sherilee!ò the voice grew louder and stronger. 

 ñComing. Iôm coming,ò she panted as she reached the top of the 

bridge and started the descent down the side closest to the east bank of the 

river. Another pair of headlights washed over Sherilee from behind this time. 

The car slowed to a speed that equaled Sherileeôs frantic pace. The hum of a 

power window being lowered sounded and the driver whistled. Sherilee 



didnôt hear. 

 ñHey!ò the driver hollered and whistled again. ñHey, baby!ò 

 ñComing, coming. Iôm coming,ò she said in an empty monotone. 

 ñYeah, but what about me?ò the driver retorted with a chuckle. ñHow 

much for a quickie?ò 

 ñIôm coming. Coming, coming, coming. Iôm coming,ò Sherilee 

repeated, still oblivious to the driver. 

 ñCome on, letôs go for a ride,ò he persisted. ñIôll make it worth your 

while.ò 

 Sherileeôs pace increased with the downward slope of the bridge. The 

long thin heels of her shoes looked like they might snap if she stomped any 

harder. 

 ñWhat are you a saint, honey?ò the driver mocked. ñWhy donôt you 

get on your knees and pray in front of me?ò 

 ñComing, coming, coming, coming, coming.ò 

 ñForget it!ò he shouted and sped away, leaving Sherilee alone with the 

darkness and the voice, which got calmer as she neared the end of the 

bridge. 

 ñSherilee...Sherilee...Sherilee,ò it came for the final time. 

 ñIôm here. Iôm here,ò Sherilee huffed and came to a stop beneath a 

streetlight that shined over the bridge. ñIôm here.ò Sherilee lifted her left leg 

and carefully wedged her high heel between the grate on the side of the 

bridge. She gripped the edge so tight that her knuckles went white. She 

hoisted herself up and looked over the side. There, face down in the mud 

with its feet in the shallow waves of the water, was another body. 

* * * * * *  

 ñThe medical examiner says it looks like it was the fall that killed 



them,ò Detective Fletcher said. He paced the interrogation room while 

Sherilee shifted in the uncomfortable old wooden chair that she had almost 

gotten used to by now. 

 ñThey fell?ò Sherilee asked. ñI told you I had nothing to do with their 

deaths.ò 

 ñMaybe...maybe not. Iôm not quite so sure that they fell.ò 

 ñWhat are you saying, Detective?ò 

 ñI think they were pushed.ò 

 Sherilee swallowed hard. ñI donôt suppose I have to ask who you 

think pushed them?ò 

 Detective Fletcher shook his head. ñAre you ready to tell me the truth, 

Miss Jones?ò 

 ñI didnôt push those men.ò 

 ñHow much money do you have in your purse tonight?ò 

 ñEnough to get by.ò 

 Detective Fletcher tore the large bag from Sherileeôs lap and flipped 

open the top flap. ñHmm,ò he laughed to himself, ñlooks like you have more 

than enough to just get by. Especially if youôre pulling in that much every 

night. Thatôs pretty remarkable for someone whoôs unemployed.ò 

 Sherilee chewed on her lower lip. 

 ñHow am I supposed to believe that you had nothing to do with those 

deaths if you wonôt even tell me the truth about who and what you are?ò 

 ñIôm just trying to get by.ò 

 ñI know what you are.ò 

 ñIôm not a killer,ò Sherilee said with tears forming in the corners of 

her eyes. 

 ñYouôre a whore.ò 



 ñWhat was that manôs name?ò Sherilee asked, her face reddening. 

 ñOliver Duffy. He was one of your customers wasnôt he?ò 

 ñThey hurt me,ò Sherilee answered after some time. The tears 

streaked down her face now. ñAll three of them hurt me. But I didnôt kill 

them.ò 

 ñSo you did know them?ò 

 ñHardly.ò 

 ñYou know what I mean.ò 

 ñI havenôt known any of them for months...years probably,ò Sherilee 

insisted. 

 ñHow did they hurt you?ò Detective Fletcher asked. 

 Sherilee sniffled and dug a wad of balled up tissue from her purse. 

ñThey just went too far.ò 

 ñI see,ò Detective Fletcher almost laughed. ñAbout this voice. Itôs 

really yours, Miss Jones, isnôt it?ò 

 ñNo. Not at all. I donôt know who it belongs to. I donôt know where it 

comes from, but itôs definitely not mine.ò 

 ñMaybe a night behind bars will help you determine whose it is then?ò 

 ñYou have no evidence to charge me with.ò 

 ñI have probable cause.ò 

 ñWhatôs your first name, Detective?ò 

 ñJack. Why?ò 

 Sherilee rolled the name around in her head for a bit before 

responding. ñThereôs something familiar about you, Jack.ò 

 ñTrust me, we never met before three nights ago.ò 

 ñNo,ò Sherilee said, ñI suppose a man like you wouldnôt know me. I 

want to go home now.ò 



 ñGo home, but if I see you again tomorrow night itôll all be over for 

you.ò 

* * * * * *  

 Sherilee struggled to ignore the voice, but it just got louder and 

angrier and before she knew it she was outside approaching the bridge. 

ñComing. Iôm coming. Oh, God, Iôm coming!ò she screamed as she walked, 

hoping that the voice would stop yelling at her. 

 Gnats and mosquitoes buzzed around Sherileeôs head. She could smell 

the dampness of the water and the heavy, humid stink of the mud along the 

opposing banks of the river. She still couldnôt hear the thrashing water or the 

clomping of her high heels, though. She only heard the voice. 

 ñSherilee...Sherilee...SHERILEE!ò it wailed. 

 ñAlmost there. Iôm coming. Coming, coming, coming.ò 

 Sherilee broke into a trot as she reached the highest point of the bridge 

and started down toward the end closest to the east bank. When she came 

even with the streetlight shining overhead, she threw herself at the bridge 

and hoisted herself up. Just as she was about to look over the edge, red and 

blue lights began to circle behind her, sending her shadow bouncing off the 

bridge and the trees around the river. 

 ñGood God,ò Sherilee gasped. 

 ñStep down from the bridge!ò she heard Detective Fletcher say from 

behind her. 

 ñI didnôt do anything, I swear,ò Sherilee screamed. 

 ñStep down from the bridge and put your hands in the air!ò Detective 

Fletcher repeated. Sherilee pried herself away from the side of the bridge 

without looking down at the water and the mud, and lowered herself back 

down onto the concrete. She turned around to find Detective Fletcher 



standing in front of a squad car and aiming a gun at her chest. ñI warned you 

didnôt I?ò he said. 

 ñI havenôt done anything!ò she insisted. 

 ñStep over to the car and place your hands on the hood,ò he said, 

guiding her with the barrel of his gun. 

 ñWhat are you going to do to me?ò she cried, placing her hands on the 

black and white hood of the squad car. 

 ñKeep your mouth shut!ò Detective Fletcher hollered. He backed his 

way toward the edge of the bridge, keeping his gun aimed at Sherilee the 

entire time. ñDonôt move,ò he said, and then he jumped up onto the side of 

the bridge to peer over. ñWhere is he?ò 

 ñWhere is who?ò Sherilee asked. 

 ñThe man you killed tonight,ò Detective Fletcher said, casting a quick 

glance back at Sherilee. 

 ñI havenôt killed anyone.ò 

 ñGive it up,ò he hollered and leaned over further, squinting to get a 

better view into the darkness below. 

 Sherilee opened her mouth to object again, but just as she did 

Detective Fletcher lost his balance. The gun went flying in the air and then 

splashed in the water. Detective Fletcher landed with a sickening thud in the 

thick mud. Sherileeôs objection turned into a scream. She ran to the side of 

the bridge and found Detective Fletcher just as she had found the other three 

men; face down with his feet bobbing in the shallow water just off the river 

bank. 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 
Bruce Memblat t  

 
The evening air falls soggy - humid and heavy. I 
walk towards a vision, a tree in the distance.  
There¡s a band of men traveling closely by. I 
don¡t know who they are, or why they¡re at my 
side.  
 
 The night is lit by the shadowy sweep of the 
moon.   Fires  are burning around me blazing wild 
like torches.   The clean crackle of tight twigs 
snapping as we slowly advance fills the air. The 
pointy rush of leaves brushing away from my feet 
jars and I suddenly realize my feet are bare. My 
nerves sizzle with fear,  but I keep walking 
steadily as if drawn to that tree. Inherently I 
know there aren¡t any options all  
choices have vanished.  Now the piercing bark of a 
dog followed by the pained yelps of tens of dogs  
barking and snapping wild and a strange scent in 
the  air, an odd mixture of must and stinging  
burnt rubber. Then a chill, and then another as 
the wind whips up in a fury and dies down just as  
quickly. The tree is still pretty far off in the 
distance, but we¡re getting closer with each step.  
 
Why do I kno w we¡re heading towards that tree?  At 
once the sound of muffled speech, but words are 
hard to distinguish and then I realize there¡s a 
piece of cloth covering my head, a heavy coarse 



piece of  cloth like burlap, but  I can still see. 
I can see everything.  Everything I don¡t want to 
see.  
 
 Quickly my heart begins to gallop like a steed.  
I breathe in deeply. There it steadies for a   
moment, but the fear is still beyond anything. I¡m 
still here, wherever here is, this strange place.  
The moon grows brighte r. We¡re in a clearing, then 
a trickle of water seeps under my cold feet and 
the cakey moist feel of mud around my toes. It 
must have rained here recently.  
 
 I try to make out the faces on the other side of 
that beckoning merciless tree.  There are people 
behind that  tree, people that seem familiar, 
almost a crowd. They¡re standing on the other side 
of that tree, silent and still like  they¡re 
watching  something. Like they¡re watching an 
ambulance, or a fire engine racing down a street, 
but they¡re not watching an  ambulance or a fire 
truck their  eyes are pinned on me.   
 
 My heart starts to gallop again.  The tree is 
getting nearer and nearer.  We¡re almost there.  
The face  
of a preacher smiling sends rapid chills down my 
spine.  Oh my God! I know what¡s happening! I know  
 what¡s happening. Suddenly, complete darkness. My 
eyes are open now. Oh my God, dear Lord it was  
just a dream, just a sliver of  my mind. It felt 
so real. I¡ve never dreamt a dream that felt as 
vivid as that  
torment. There are beads of sweat on my brow. A 
cold wet sweat.  A cigarette? That¡s what I¡ll do, 
I¡ll  
turn on the radio and  light a cigarette. Forget 
the cigarette I¡ll just rest here still for a 
moment and catch  
my breath. It was just a dream, just a silly dream 
nothing to f ear.  
 
 My eyes. I¡ve never felt so tired before.  My 
eyes feel heavy, so laden they can hardly stay 
open. The rain is gently falling. I¡m outside 



somewhere, I don¡t know where. There are men at my 
sides, a group of men. We¡re walking towards a 
tree. The g low of fire nearby flickering against 
the night is met by the sound of dogs screaming 
like crazed wolves. My heart is racing. Why do I 
know we¡re walking towards that tree? The moon is 
so full tonight, bigger than it¡s ever been. The 
moon looks like it cou ld swallow the earth. The 
night is cold and sharp like thistle.  The tree is 
still pretty far away, but we move closer and 
closer. The moon is shining even brighter.  We¡re 
in a clearing, a muddy clearing. The rain is 
gaining strength and my heart stiffens . Have to 
slow down. If only these nameless faceless men 
would slow down!  There¡s a crowd in the distance 
with familiar faces stark and starring bewildered. 
Further down I see an ambulance. Wait, we¡re 
walking past the tree. Why are we walking past 
that t ree?  The men at my sides speak in mumbled 
tones. I can make out words. One mutters, ¢She¡s 
dead. He did it.£ What could he mean? Then a harsh 
rush of wind and the group of faceless men by my 
side vanishes into the night.  
 
My heart is speeding like a trai n, like a demon 
train. Deep breaths. I try to close my eyes to 
forget, but they won¡t close. I¡m in a car driving 
on a road right near that tree.  The rain is 
falling hard. The windshield wipers can hardly 
fight the pounding rain. A shadow darts out of 
nowhere.  
 
 
Wait it¡s not a shadow, it¡s a little girl!  I try 
to swerve. I can¡t see! Suddenly, a sharp thud, oh 
my god! My god, the little girl! I must have hit 
her. She must be hurt, or dead! An ambulance 
appears. My heart is going to spin out of control 
l ike a crazy scream. Everything appears in 
staggering flashes now. A preacher stands still as 
ice amongst a crowd. The preacher is reciting the 
girl¡s last rites.  The ambulance speeds off, 
sirens whirling in anguished screams. The preacher 
remains. The tre e appears again, there¡s a noose a 
round the tree, a hangman¡s noose swinging from 



that tree. My heart is beating   like a   drill, a 
steel super - maddened drill. Suddenly, total 
darkness. My eyes are opening. Oh dear god. It was 
a dream, another dream. Bu t my heart won¡t stop 
pounding; it¡s racing fast, faster than fast. 
 
  I can¡té 
 
  
High pitched staccato beeps wailed through the 
hospital room where Jack Stewart was having a  
heart attack.  Suddenly harsh white light filled 
the room as nurses and doctors  darted in, a sea of 
white  
shoes, and   pants  and shirts dotted with silver  
tools, stethoscopes and needles dangling  and they  
pounded  his  chest. Pounded and pounded until Jack 
would come back.  Till his heart ran at a normal  
pace. The   lights on h is heart monitor flickered 
erratically. The top numbers read twenty - five, 
fifty - nine  
seventy -  nine and then  back to twenty - five   then  
sixty,  eighty, one hundred and twenty  he was  
 coming back. A doctor furiously recorded what was 
happening on a hard  silver chart as he stood   
quietly next  to Jack¡s bed. A nurse was sitting 
in a small metal chair on the other side of the 
bed  
watching her watch and  holding  Jack¡s wrist as 
she checked his pulse, her  white  shoes tapping  
against the shiny white flo or as she counted beats 
off in her head.  
 
£ How many heart   attacks has he had, I mean this 
week? she asked.  
 
  The middle - aged doctor with graying hair around 
his temples and calm hazel eyes responded  
 
 Three.£ 
 
 ¢How is it possible? ¢ How does he survive, one 
after the other? ¢  
 
The doctor shook his head. ¢Does he ever wake up? 



Have you seen him alert?£ 
 
  ¢Once briefly£ the nurse wistfully continued, 
her hands gently twisting her black hair é 
 
¢He was reaching for something on the table next to 
his bed,  then his eyes suddenly closed again.£   
 
¢You know he¡s not in a coma, there¡s nothing 
physically  
preventing him from waking up and walking out of 
here, it¡s the strangest thing.£  
 
 ¢Not so strange though, considering his 
circumstances.£ 
 
£Well, yes and no.£ the doctor answered.£ 
 
¢Thing is they can¡t execute him while he¡s in the 
hospital.£ The nurse said calmly. 
 
£But what a way to live.£  The doctor sighed as he 
checked off items on his hard silver pad.  
 
£Worse than death, I guess. I wonder if he knows 
what¡s happening, the heart attacks, I wonder why 
he doesn¡t just get up?£ 
 
£The mind is a strange thing.£ the doctor answered 
in a sing - song professorial manner é.  
 
 ¢His may be in a way be protecting itself, but in 
this case the cure seems pretty crazy , because his 
heart can¡t maintain this kind of stress too much 
longer. Fear does strange things; fear of things we 
can¡t face, or fear of things we can¡t escape. 
Either way he¡s had it. He either wakes 
up ,or dies from the strain his heart is taking, or 
he gets hung by the state. I wouldn¡t want to be 
in his shoes. Not for anything.£ 
 
¢Sad really there¡s no happy ending to this story.  
Guilt is a powerful thing.£ 
 
£His conscience I¡m sure has a lot to do with this 



strange condition. At least we know he has  one, 
that he¡s not a sociopath.£ 
 
£ I hear he has, or had a pretty average life. 
He¡s a widower. His wife died a few years ago from 
a liver disease. He had been living in their house 
all alone since she passed. His son tried to see 
him every week or so, h is daughter used to come by 
fairly often as well until it happened. He¡s 
retired.  It was a terrible rainy night when it 
happened é£ 
 
 
I¡m in my car. I¡m driving. I¡m driving home from 
the supermarket. The rain is coming down  
hard, like pellets, like beady bullets.   The 
windshield wipers struggle to fight the steady 
rain. There's music on the radio but the rain is 
beating so hard I can hardly hear the song in the 
air. All the way home I¡ve been thinking about 
putting the food away, normal every day thoughts . 
Nothing odd at all, except for this rain this 
heavy, scary rain.  
 
 When will this rain end? Will it ever stop? I¡ll 
be passing Chester Drive soon. It¡s on my right. 
There¡s that big white birch tree on Chester. The 
tree someone ran a car into last year. Someone 
died.  
Imagine? I¡ll bet it was raining, raining that 
night just as hard as it is now.  
 
Funny, I¡ve never noticed it before but that tree 
has a dent in it, I think. I can hardly see where 
I¡m 
going, but that  s  where he must have hit the tree 
on t hat sorry night. There are lights on in  
the house across the street. It looks like every 
light in the house is on. They must be running  
up some bill.  
 
Oh shit a flash of lightning, and thunder striking 
like rockets! I should pull over until the storm 
stops . I¡m so close to home though, just a few more 
miles and I¡ll be safe and dry behind familiar 



walls.  
 
What¡s that? What¡s that?  A girl she¡s running out 
of that house. The house with all the lights on! I 
have to swerve, if I don¡t I¡ll hit her! Phew she 
made it across the street! Why is she running so 
fast? Oh my god she¡s turning around she¡s coming 
back, oh fuck! A small thud, my God I hit her, but 
she¡s still standing. She¡s going to be okay! 
Suddenly, bright light, my eyes are opening.  
 
It was a dream , just another dream, but my heart 
isn¡t racing I¡m going to be fine.  There¡s someone 
in the corner dressed in white. She looks like a 
nurse¡s aide, or an orderly. Why am I in the 
hospital?  
What¡s happening? Sweet Jesus what is going on?  
I¡ve got to talk to that orderly. I have to move 
my  
mouth and make sounds.  ¢Can you hear me, can you 
hear me?£ Good, she¡s smiling she¡s walking 
towards me, she looks friendly enough é.  
 
£Hey, Mr. Stewart, you¡re awake.£ 
 
£That little girl, I didn¡t kill her, I hit her 
but just tapped her really she¡s going to be fine!£ 
Jack Stewart  
 
smiled.  
 
 
 A steady high - pitched beep filled the 
corridor. Nurses and doctors scrambled into Jack¡s 
room like pistols. They pounded on his chest, 
silver metal instruments flailing. They pound ed 
and pounded, and placed suction cups on his chest. 
They¡d shouted and counted, but Jack Stewart 
didn¡t move. He lay there silent and still. The 
number on his heart monitor read an empty zero it 
wasn¡t going to rise to ten,  or twenty,  or one 
hundred  a nd thirty.  His heart stopped beating. 
It wouldn¡t pump again. No more blood would pour 
through his body. No more dreams would haunt him, 
but a simple smile remained on his face.  



 
The nurse turned off the heart monitor and sighed é 
 
¢Guess you saved the state a few bucks, old Jack.£ 
 
The orderly softly walked over to the nurse.  
 
¢He said something£ 
 
¢What?£ The nurse was filled with surprise. 
 
¢He said something? He spoke?£ 
 
£Yes, he was happy, he was relieved, he said he 
didn¡t run over that little girl that she was okay 
and  
 
then he smiled.£ 
 
£Little girl? What little girl? He murdered his 
daughter.  Ran his car into her over and over as 
she stood trapped by an old white birch tree over 
on Chester Drive.  
 
 
 

 

Lawrence Barker  

 

Instead of drifting from ursa l sleep, Sheppard Sloan awoke with a red 

pain start.  His medical training, the best that his native Hellas Planitia 

could provide, let Sheppard estimate that he had been down about ten 

days, a fifth of his scheduled time. He opened his opaque hibernation 

pod. Two of the freighter Beckenham 's crew of five floated before him.  

 Sheppard glanced at window two. The void seemed to beckon, 



summoning him into its infinite embrace. 

He turned away and looked at the 

calendar display. They should be headed 

inward fro m Charon, Pluto's largest moon. 

Several million EurAsos, as much money 

as Sheppard might earn in a lifetime, 

worth of avernite ore should be safe in the 

hold bound for the refineries on Ceres.    

He turned back to his fellow 

crewmen. The elephant shaped bi ndi that usually decorated the forehead 

of Jananki Gurudutt, the ship's engineer, was absent. That, as much as 

the grim expression that had replaced her usual smile, confirmed that 

something was very wrong. His eyes darted to Matloff Kellman, deep 

space sp ecialist. Kellman's uncombed mane only emphasized his widow's 

peak. Kellman's piercing blue eyes focused on a dark purple fist -sized 

dodecahedron that floated before him, motionless instead of in a normal 

zero G spin.  

 "Medical emergency?" Sheppard asked.  It was the most likely 

explanation for this impromptu reveille. He pulled his lanky form from 

the pod. "Is it Yao or Elena?" The  team lead and exo -geologist were the 

only ones absent.   

 "They're dead." Gurudutt's lips barely moved. "In the cargo bay."  

 Sheppard's mind raced. Space presented the incautious a 

thousand ways to die. Beyond suffocation, and radiation, there were the 

subtle hazards of the loonies, the madness that claimed those who spent 

too much time with only the void between the planets. Ma ybe someday 

scientists would whip up an AI that was close enough to human to 

count. Sheppard doubted it though, since a century plus of effort hadnõt 

pulled it off yet. "Accident?" he asked.  

 "We hoped you could tell us." Gurudutt's voice trembled.  
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 "And maybe make something of this," Kellman added. He flung the 

dodecahedron toward Sheppard. Instead of continuing in motion, as 

Newton demanded, the dodecahedron slowed and then stopped in mid -

flight. "Artificial," Kellman added, scooping it back up. "But who  could 

manufacture it?"   

 Sheppard propelled himself toward the dodecahedron. Charon's 

ammoniacal grainy gray dust dotted the dodecahedron. Beneath that 

dust lay an indecipherable inscription made up of six distinct symbols. 

Sheppard touched the dodecahed ron. A slippery coldness ran from it up 

through his arm to his brain, where the chill exploded in a burst of icy 

fireworks. Sheppard shivered and released the dodecahedron.  

"These symbols é numbers in base six?" Sheppardõs rounded brow 

creased. The only s igns of non -terrestrial life so far were the squishy 

bugs of Enceladus and Europa's black slime. But what could a base six 

numbered object that ignored basic physics be besides an artifact of 

intelligent, technological aliens? "Where did this come from?"  

 "Your unthrowable rock is very nice, but people are dead." 

Gurudutt's voice dragged Sheppard back to reality. "We need you to tell 

us why."  

 Sheppard pushed himself from the wall. He bounced off the 

exercise center and floated to the cargo bay's door. The  door slid open 

and he drifted into the bay.  

 Had the Beckenham  picked up any avernite, he would know. The 

tanks were supposed to be airtight, but enough of the avernite's cat -box 

reek always managed to leak  to make a filled cargo bay a place to clear 

one's sinuses. Here, there were only the scents of the aldehydes, ketones, 

and esters that form within hours of death. The origin of those scents 

floated in the bay's center: the bodies of Yao and Elena. Both had their 

heads arched back and arms and legs exte nded. Yao's blank and staring 

pupils wildly differed in size.  



A quick examination showed no bruising, punctures, or cuts. He 

found no sign of suffocation. Hibernation pods provide some radiation 

protection, but if enough cosmic zaps to do this had hit the  ship, 

Sheppard would never have awakened from his artificial slumber. "I 

would need an autopsy to be sure, but between the postures, the eyes, 

and the lack of visible wounds, I would place my money on traumatic 

destruction of the brain stem."  

 "How?" Guru dutt and Kellman spoke at once.  

 Sheppard's eyes darted over the hold. Caught between two empty 

tanks that should have been filled with ore were two of his sonopuncture 

needles. Sonopuncture was the perfect medicine for space ð no 

perishable supplies, no m essy bleeding in zero G, one piece of equipment 

with many uses. Except sonopuncture needles at maximum setting, if 

applied incorrectly, were dangerous. Randomly applied, their sound 

beams could cause hornet -stings of pain. Applied to just the right spot at  

the base of the neck, they could shred a brain stem. Why would the 

needles to be out of storage unless someone had broken in and removed 

them? Unless Yao and Elena had died in some bizarre suicide pact, each 

needling the other, there was one conclusion: e ither Gurudutt or Kellman 

had nicked the needles and killed Yao and Elena.  

 There was one way to test that theory. "Anyone look at the 

surveillance camera data?" Sheppard asked.  

 Gurudutt shook her head. "Memory wiped. No record of anything 

that happened after entering Charon's orbit."  

 "No way to report what has happened until we reach civilization. 

The radio just produces static." Kellman's voice sank to the limits of 

audibility. "We're as far from home as Odysseus sailing the wine -dark 

seas between Aeol ia and Telepylos." He paused a moment, a frightened -

rabbit look in his blue eyes, as though he contemplated the vastness of 

space for the first time. "At least we aren't alone, as Odysseus was after 



Zeus's thunderbolt killed his companions."    

 Sheppard c lenched his teeth. Machines malfunction, usually 

because someone cut corners to save a few EurAsos. Stray cosmic rays 

can sometimes replace data with random bits. Mischance might wipe the 

whole memory. Since only what had happened after reaching Charon 

was gone, it meant that someone had deliberately destroyed the records. 

If any doubt had remained, the radio breakdown settled it. That left one 

possibility: he was in deep space with a murderer.           

Sheppard shoved himself from the wall. He settled ato p an empty 

avernite tank, using the handholds to steady himself. "What do we 

know?" Sheppard asked, trying his best to hide the icy fingers running 

down his spine.  

 "The machines woke me, according to schedule." Kellman floated 

toward him. "The hold was em pty. No one there. Nothing unusual except 

that, motionless in mid -air." He nodded toward the dodecahedron. A 

disturbing smile crossed his face. "This é Clarke's monolith."       

 Sheppard frowned. The phrase 'Clarke's monolith' said that 

Kellman understood  that the dodecahedron could be alien. Kellman had 

been a scientist before he wound up here in the trucking business. Only 

he had made a fool of himself, advocating for searching the plutoids for 

aliens. The perfect place for an advanced civilizationõs bird-watching 

blind, where they could observe the primitives work their way from their 

planetary cradle, he had said. There had been no evidence, no funding, 

and, eventually, after he had embarrassed himself and his colleagues 

enough, no job. Wasn't Kellman c oming up with the first artifact, and 

from Charon no less, a bit of a coincidence?  

But sonopuncture needles were tricky. A centimeter off, and 

someone gets a headache instead of a ruptured brain. Would Kellman 

have known how to use the needles?  

 "I woke Gurudutt," Kellman continued. "Alone in deep space 



without a radio, the loonies can start in only a few hours, so I roused 

someone as quickly as possible." He shuddered as though the thought of 

the endless blackness chilled him. "Hamlet's pretend madness, with a 

defined end, is one thing. The long voyage out into real madness is 

another."   

Gurudutt cast Kellman a brief, disapproving glare. "I found Yao 

and Elena. I gave the order to rouse you, hoping you could figure out 

what happened to them."  

 Sheppard n odded. With Yao dead, Gurudutt was in charge. 

Gurudutt's mother had been a physician. Did she know enough about 

the needles to use them?    

Gurudutt spent hours memorizing everything, from current and 

projected azimuths to duty rosters. Sheppard recalled t he times, when 

she didn't know he was looking, that he had seen Gurudutt spending 

time that she should have devoted to projected engine capacities 

reviewing historical videos of the Karnataka Rebellion. Hari Gurudutt, 

her father, had crushed the rebels whe n the Indian state of Karnataka 

had rebelled against the Euro -Asian Alliance; the 'Elephant of Karnataka' 

they called him, both for his victories and his legendary prowess in the 

Indian martial art of chuvatu. The Euro -Asian Alliance had put him in 

charge of Karnataka after the war.  

Could the daughter of a war hero and a state director really be 

happy as a third rate freighter's engineer? The commander of the ship 

that recovers the first alien artifact would be a hero. The Euro -Asian 

Alliance had a history  of handing state directorships to heroes. Just what 

schemes of power did Gurudutt's usual smile conceal? Just how much 

aggression had passed from father to daughter during chuvatu lessons?  

Would the double killer strike again? Fewer survivors would make 

the story all the more dramatic. That would make the odds -defying 

commander all the more of a public favorite. That meant that one of the 



crew (the killer wouldn't risk the loonies by being the only survivor) was 

in danger. There was only one thing he could  do. Sheppard's gaze darted 

between his shipmates. "Yao and Elena were murdered," he proclaimed 

with as calm a voice as he could manage. "One of you did it."  

"Ridiculous," Gurudutt scoffed.  

"We were both in ursal sleep," Kellman added.  

Sheppard nodded. "Gu rudutt, you and I only have Kellman's word 

about being awakened by the machines. Kellman, how would we know if 

Gurudutt had put herself under, expecting the machines to 

automatically rouse you?"  

"The surveillance records may be gone, but the duty roster 

remains." Gurudutt looked indignant. "The roster will tell us who was 

awake when." She floated to the wall and pushed a few buttons. The  

roster appeared on the screen, white letters on a pale blue background. 

"Yao and Elena were scheduled to go down to Char on. They were the only 

ones awake."  

"When was the last time an entire thirty -one month Ceres -to-

Charon -to-Ceres run went as scheduled?" Sheppard answered.   

"Suppose you're right." Gurudutt snapped. "What do you propose 

we do?" She crossed her arms defiant ly.  

Sheppard scowled. What could they do? All go into ursal sleep? 

Newer ships could fly themselves, but the Beckenham  required human 

intervention. Nobody goes into hibernation? Not only was Titan, the 

nearest permanent settlement, a long way off, but peop le could only 

function so long without normal, eight out of twenty -four hours sleep. 

Who wanted to leave themselves vulnerable with a killer on board? That 

left one option. "We have to figure out who did it. Put that person into 

hibernation while the other  two stay awake. Redirect the ship to Titan. 

Turn the guilty party over to the authorities there."  

Kellman snorted derisively. "Just how would you go about finding 



your killer, Mr. Holmes? Assuming there really is one." He pursed his 

thin lips. "And assumi ng it isn't you. How would Gurudutt and I know if 

you put yourself in ursal sleep while we were down?"                

 Sheppard frowned. What did he know about crime? The closest he 

had come to law enforcement was once witnessing Mars' Water Police 

arrest a balding older man who had stuffed a liter bag of untaxed water 

into his envirosuit before boarding the shuttle for Ceres. That long -ago 

smuggler had been no criminal mastermind. The cop who had nabbed 

him had simply noticed the bulge. Sheppard needed mor e detective 

firepower than that.       

 "Wait a minute," Sheppard said. "Kellman said that the radio was 

out. Gurudutt, did you see Kellman check it?"  

 "What does that matter?" Kellman growled.  

 "Just listen," Sheppard warned Kellman. Sheppard floated acro ss 

the bay and retrieved the needles. He turned back to Gurudutt. "Did you 

see him check the radio?"  

 She shook her head. "He said he did."  

 "Being afraid of getting the loonies is natural in deep space." 

Sheppard paused for emphasis. "But how often has Ke llman mentioned 

the isolation of space? Someone who prides himself on knowing literature 

and science might be more afraid than most of losing themselves in 

madness."  

 "So?" Gurudutt looked genuinely confused.     

 "Kellman knew we were incommunicado, but y ou didn't see him 

check the equipment." Sheppard pocketed one needle. He gripped the 

other all the harder, its rounded surface digging into his flesh. "Imagine 

yourself in Kellman's place. You wake up. Everyone else you can find is 

in ursal sleep. That mak es you a candidate for the loonies. Only, instead 

of rousing anyone, you check the radio. About how far are we from 

Titan?ó 



òFive light hours,ó Gurudutt whispered, her eyes widening as 

Sheppardõs meaning registered on her.  

òSo it would take ten hours to hear back from Titan, five for the 

message to get there and five for the reply. Not only do you waste time on 

a message whose reply is  hours away,ó Sheppard continued, òbut you 

never look for anyone in the cargo bay." He shook his head. "It doesn't 

add up é unless you knew where the bodies were, and disabled the 

radio yourself."  

 Kellman launched himself across the bay with a rocket's fury. "You 

won't claim  the glory of my discovery!" he screamed. "I was right about 

the plutoids!" He slammed into Sheppard . The wind went out of 

Sheppard. Bending over in pain, Sheppard fired up the needle, maximum 

setting. He swung the buzzing implement toward Kellman's throat.  

 Before the disabling blow landed, Kellman's fingers clamped about 

Sheppard's wrist. Kellman turn ed the needle back on Sheppard. 

Sheppard fought hard, but Kellman was too strong. The needle's sonic 

beam passed through his chest. A jagged edge of broken -glass pain filled 

Sheppardõs world. Then all was blackness. 

 When consciousness returned, Sheppard w as atop the empty 

avernite ore tank, feet tucked into the handholds. Kellman and Gurudutt 

floated a few meters away. Kellman's lips held the sneer with which he 

had all but accused Sheppard of killing his shipmates. Gurudutt's arms 

were crossed in defiance . Had the last few moments somehow erased 

themselves?  

    "Wait a minute," Sheppard said. Or at least something speaking 

with Sheppard's voice did. Sheppard tried to stop himself, but the words 

kept coming. "Gurudutt made a show of checking the duty roste r, but 

she should have it memorized."  

 "What does that matter?" Gurudutt snarled.  

 "Just listen," the voice speaking through Sheppard warned. 



"Gurudutt could modify the electronic the duty roster, past or future, any 

time she wanted. She could have made it show that anyone was 

scheduled to be awake at any time."  

 "So?" Kellman looked genuinely confused.  

 "Anything touching the surface of Charon smells like ammonia for 

weeks. Like the ore." What was happening? The harder Sheppard tried to 

stop speaking, th e more authoritative his voice sounded. "Check the 

boots of everyone's envirosuit. If anyone besides Yao and Elena went 

down to Charon, the boots will tell."      

 Gurudutt launched himself across the bay with a rocket's fury. 

"Being a state director is my  destiny!" she screamed. She slammed into 

Sheppard, feet pounding in a  flurry of chuvatu kicks. The wind went out 

of Sheppard. He bent over in pain. Gurudutt's left arm wrapped around 

his neck. Her right hand, bent into something that resembled a claw, 

slammed into his chin. Then there was blackness.  

 When consciousness returned, he was back atop the empty tank, 

feet in the handholds. Kellman and Gurudutt floated a few meters away. 

At least their dead bodies did, joined in a four -way pirouette with the 

corpses of Yao and Elena.  

 Sheppard gazed in horror at the purple dodecahedron floating in 

front of him. The memories of the last few days came gushing back into 

his mind.  

 Everyone but Yao had gone down to Charon. On Charon, half 

buried beneath a dune of fro zen dust, Sheppard had found the 

dodecahedron. They had recognized it as the find of the century, and 

headed back to the ship. Who needed avernite when they had an alien 

artifact?  

Kellman had wanted to preserve the dodecahedron in its pristine 

form, protec ted in the near vacuum that surrounded Charon. But the 

artifact had called to Sheppard. While the others were busy, he had 



shattered the protective container that held the dodecahedron. When he 

touched its purple surface, a slippery coldness had filled his  brain, 

exploding in icy fireworks. Those fireworks had transformed themselves 

into a twisting root. That root had tunneled into the fertile soil of 

Sheppard's mind.  

*Come into the void* that root had murmured in the deepest 

recesses of his being. *The sp ace beyond. The shining, shimmering, 

radiant darkness beyond.*  

He had resisted. But the voice had continued to whisper its 

invitation. *Come see what lies beyond* it had said, until he had 

succumbed.  

He tried having his shipmates touch the dodecahedron. Their bare 

flesh had contacted it, as had his. They had felt only the cold, not the 

fireworks. They had heard nothing.  

Without hearing for themselves the dodecahedron's summons, they  

would never have let him turn the ship away from the solar system and 

out  into the unexplored depths  beyond. Sheppard knew that before the 

dodecahedron had told him.  

And so he had killed them all.  

 Sheppardõs wide-set green eyed bored into the dodecahedron. Did 

it really resist Newton's laws? He shook his head. It did not matt er. For 

all he knew, the object's lack of conservation of momentum had been 

part of the loonies.  

 And there was no doubt that, heading into the void where the 

dodecahedron called him, riding a ship of the dead, he was in full grip of 

the loonies. The exten ded hallucination he had just experienced had 

proven that.  

 Who had made the dodecahedron? Why had they left it on Charon? 

Some sort of trap? Or was it an invitation to a transcendental realm as 

incomprehensible to humans as the world of humans might be to  a 



civilization of mice?  

 And why had only he heard its siren song ? Because he touched it 

first? Or was he, as he suspected, specia l in some way that he would 

only understand beyond the solar systemõs bounds? 

 Sheppard floated out of the cargo bay and sta red out a window. 

The blackness beckoned. Would he learn the dodecahedronõs meaning 

before the ship's life support system malfunctioned, killing him as surely 

as his sonopuncture needle had killed his shipmates? He would find out.  

 Sheppard Sloan settled d own, prepared for the long voyage out.       

END  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
Brick Marlin  

 

Devins stumbled into the back alley of the bar bleeding from a slice across 

his gut. His fingers touched something soft, sticky, poking out of the wound. 

He did not have to look down to see what it was, nor did his imagination 

have to give much of a picture what his intestines really looked like outside 

his flesh. Keeping his eyes averted, swallowing back the urge to vomit, he 

scanned the scenery around him - especially, shooting a glance over his 

shoulder every so often, because of Gates. 

 This time the guy had cut him real good.  



 

 

After a heated argument with the guy, 

Gates had been quicker with the blade than 

Devins had thought. Devins wasnôt quick 

enough to counter with his own knife.  

 ñDevins...ò Gatesô voice wasnôt very 

loud, but gave Devins the feeling of dread - 

a light prickle on the back of his neck. The 

guy was coming to finish him off, wiping 

Devinsô life clean off the face of the earth.  

 Devins stumbled, knocking a garbage 

can over, spilling out the contents. A nearby light over a doorway 

illuminated a dead cat lying on the ground, its eyes very silent, its fur rippled 

from whatever squirmed beneath. 

 Blood oozed from Devinôs wound, warming his hand. He felt his 

intestines shift, trying to peek back out. Using two fingers, he pushed them 

back in.  

A horrid thought pictured a scene in his brain of him tripping, 

doubling over, his hand dropping to his side, and his guts uncoiling like a 

snake, smacking the pavement. 

 He swallowed down a dry throat. He still felt like vomiting. He really 

wasnôt sure if he was going to make it or not. The Nova was only a block 

away - which seemed like ten miles - and if he could stagger down the next 

alley, well, he would make it. Devins felt sure of it. 

 Step by step. 

 

The end of the alley approached. After Devins crossed over a dead 

end street where a homeless man lay sound asleep under the wraps of a 

homemade cardboard box, the next alley began.  

Very dark, very gloomy. Not a light shining to ward off any of the 

darkness. 

 So, Devins, sluggishly, walked. 

 ñDevins...ò Gatesô voice drew up behind him, as if it pecked on his 

right shoulder. 
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When Devins glanced back, he saw nothing. His adversary was good 

like that, hiding in the shadows, unseen to the naked eye. Gates was one of a 

kind, an efficient killer. Devins had known the guy for a lot of years, while 

working for the mob. 

 Halfway down the alley a pain exploded in his gut, his legs buckled, 

bringing him to his knees. And coldness settled in, saturated into is skin. 

Had he lost that much blood? His hand still felt so damn warm and sticky. 

 Footsteps echoed in the darkness... 

 While shutting one eye, wincing from the pain, Devins glanced back 

to see Gatesô silhouette materialize out of the dark in the alley behind him 

and walk towards him. When he opened his other eye, he saw something 

completely different, and not the scene of the alley. 

  

A female figure in a white dress stood in a field of tall grass holding a 

white umbrella. By her side was a young boy, also dressed in white. In the 

backdrop of the view the sunôs glow accented a large oak tree. On one of the 

branches that stretched out like an arm, a body was hung, lightly swaying in 

the wind. 

At first, both the woman and the child had had their backs facing him. 

Slowly, they swiveled around to face him. Both gave Devins a warm smile 

and stepped toward him.    

 The voice of Gates reminded Devins that he was still coming. 

 The woman and the child drew closer, smiling. 

 Devins could not understand why his brain registered each 

approaching figure at the same time. Perhaps the woman and the child were 

coming for his rescue? He did not know. 

 ñDevins,ò Gates said, ñthe end has come. The Reaper has come for a 

short visit.ò He followed his speech with a chuckle and even in the darkness 

the flash of his knife made its second appearance of the night.  

 The duo from the odd scene reached Devins and bent down. The smell 

of perfume reached Devinsô nose and, oddly, a hint of chocolate and peanut 

butter. The woman grinned, showing her  

 

white teeth while the boyôs blue eyes lit up and his face twisted into an even 

happier expression. 



 Laying her umbrella down, the woman reached for Devins, slipping 

her warm hand over his, while his other hand continued to cover the 

bleeding wound. 

 Devinsô other eye rolled in its socket, looking up at Gatesô frame, now 

standing over him, as if ready to cover him like a burial shroud. A sinister 

grin stretched under Gatesô nose and his eyes were suddenly a milky white. 

 The blade rose high in the air. 

 The womanôs hand began to tug on Devinsô, slowly pulling him 

forward.  

 Devins watched the blade descend ever so slow, as if time had 

suddenly slowed down frame by frame.  

 Before he realized it, the warmth of the setting sun, the scene that held 

the woman and the child, touched his bleeding body. 

 Happiness settled into his heart as he felt blood crawl into his throat, 

giving it a slight tickle, causing him to cough bright red.  

 The woman spoke, but Devins could not hear her; though, he could 

read her lips: ñWelcome, she said. It was wonderful to  

 

finally see you again. How nice it was to finally touch you again.ò 

 ñSee me again?ò Devins could only whisper. 

 Between her breasts a red spot blossomed, staining the white dress. 

Her eyes burst and something black oozed out of  the sockets, slithered 

down her cheek, and slipped between her lips. With her mouth ajar, she 

shrieked, her voice echoing.  

A slit in the boyôs throat opened up as if it imitated a toothless grin. 

His mouth fell open, unleashing a shriek also. 

Devins choked back a scream. Where was he? Why was he saved and 

this terror driven into his veins? 

Each figure took hold of his hands ï the woman grabbed one; the boy 

held the bloody one ï and began dragging him toward the tree which now 

not only held one body, but three, swaying in the wind. 

The portal from the other world closed up, but not before leaving 

behind the final scene of Gates bringing his blade down, over and over, 

finishing off the ñotherò Devins. 

And when the rope was slipped over Devinsô head, pulled taut around 



his throat, his feet left the ground, his intestines unraveled out of his skin, 

lightly touching the grass below.  

Feeling the explosion of pain inside of his gut, he heard the woman 

say:  

 ñDevins, my beloved, I knew you would eventually come to me. My 

suicide was for you. I wanted so much to be like those other women. I 

wanted to make myself like them so you would keep loving me for the rest 

of your life. I tried so much to mutilate my body, you never once noticed the 

scars on my wrists, did you? It was to show how much I loved you so, my 

love...ò 

And the boy said: 

ñDad, momma made me do it! She stood there while I used the knife 

to cut into the skin beneath my chin. Momma said I would feel much better. 

She said God up in Heaven forgives. Do you forgive me and mommy, 

daddy? Do you?ò 

Devins could not reply. The rope was snug against his throat, making 

him gasp for breath.  

Before darkness clouded Devinsô eyes the three that dangled beside 

him twisted their broken necks and smiled. The pop and crack of bone 

beneath their withered flesh reached his ears.  

Each one was a duplicate of Devins. 

Gazing at him through their hollowed out eye sockets, their lips 

moved, explaining the tale of how many times Devin would have to die over 

and over in the place of Gates. Sure, the woman and child were once 

Devinsô adversaryôs, but Gates caused the woman to die for him, as a 

sacrifice; the child was an extra, an additive.   

Gates had long wanted to pass his dread onto someone else, and 

through a bit of black magic he practiced, successfully gave it to Devins 

after the heated argument in the bar. Poor Devins had been at the wrong 

place and wrong time. Now, man wore the infection forever, like the clothes 

used to dress a corpse for a funeral. 

# 

A Nova pulled up and parked. A man named Devins got out and went 

inside a bar and sat down, ordering a drink. 

In the corner a man named Gates, drinking his fifth shot of whiskey, 



fumbled for the blade tucked deep into his pocket. Tonight, someone was 

going to bleed...        

 

  

 

 
 

 

 

 

 
Jesse Dedman  

 
 

   Throughout our present day world one can easily 

observe, whether on a micro or macro scale, the escalation 
of tension as it dramatically evolves into an explosive 
entity. Our world, un less you live under six feet of 
concrete and steel in the rusted bowels of some forgotten 
bunker, obviously exists in a state of constant contracting 
and expanding, a conundrum that violently tears at the 
seams of everyone¡s schema in variable degrees. Through the 
course of our history, there are pockets in which 
opposition and challenge broke through the norms, values, 
and regulations of society, fundamentally changing the 
mindset of almost everyone. The shattered structures of 
society, however, do not dis appear or dissipate like the 
dust and smoke of some ungodly explosion. Instead, the 
ideologies, beliefs, and philosophies once held by many 
remain like phantoms of a former past, but unlike specters 
and silly haunts, these phantoms are quite real and quite  
pervasive, building in strength while remaining ever quiet.  
 
An obvious example of this would be of any former society, 
nation, and/or political power that united under commonly 
shared ideals and goals that were taught through religion, 
philosophy, and va rious other belief structures. These 



institutions incorporated a stern grasp of values, norms, 
and regulation that acted in accordance to the respected 
beliefs. These very beliefs, being constructs, are not 
grounded to any organic matter and thus not depen dent upon 
them. It is true you could burn all the books, all the 
images, and destroy everything that remotely relates to 
given threatening belief, but the image of you doing that 
would instill a set of provocative questions that would 
eventually reveal wha t was thought o have been silenced.  
 

Powerful iconic movements of our past, especially those 

that preached hate, echo into the future. The fact that 
Nazism exists in any form and that people organize clubs, 
rallies, and other gatherings under its name exe mplifies 
the dilemma. Whenever change ripples through the fabric of 
a given culture, especially if there is a shift from 
minority to majority, the beliefs carry on and could grow 
under quite lips. The content of the change may not be the 
same, but the reac tion will be very similar: resistance, 
opposition, and challenge.  
 

Sociological changes are whirling around us, unraveling 

the various threads of our daily lives, but on top of all 
that there is the rise of an iconic tension between those 
that have and th ose that have not. Whether it is from a 
combination of rising radical practices, challenges, and 
riots mixed together like chop suey or the product of 
correlating events that interconnect like some giant tree 
of pain, the aggression, resentment, and hatred  ripples 
through not just the workforce but every pivoting dynamic 
on a global scale. Focusing on the horrific events and 
dismal conditions, though better than our former 
generations passed, in the workforce creates a very 
polarized picture and exemplifies  the build in tension. The 
economical systems are what they are, and though they may 
contain the root of the problem, I care little to address 
it exactly. Regardless of Capitalist, socialist, communist, 
and others the power struggle between those that have  and 
those do not go away, and though they may change in 
structure and intensity, the tension would fuel the 
animosity.  Instead, what we ought to look at to awaken us 
from our plastic selves is the rise in hate groups.  
 

Our current situation appears more cut - thoat than ever 

before, a dismal depiction of a shattered world that has 



all the right tools but without the knowledge of how to use 
them. AS human beings we have the amazing gift to create 
ideas, concepts, build philosophical theories, and be the 
God of our lot in life, and with this we would hope that 
peace could be a possibility. As you sit and read this, 
depending on your location and grasp of the current issues, 
may believe a level of peace exists, but one glance in any 
newspaper and you can see th at the soil of our earth is 
still fresh with blood. This increasing tension seems to 
have no end, but if what we have learned from physics is 
true, then there will eventually be a breaking point. 
Ladies and Gentlemen, I do not mean to be a downer or the 
br inger of morbid news. I simply want us all to be aware.  
 
*Awareness, amazing isn¡t? In a way, I feel bad for placing 
this, for writing this, as knowing without doing is more 
painful than the opposite, as the emotional lash of shame, 
guilt, and remorse stin gs like salt coated wounds. We 
should enjoy the simple things in life while we have them, 
but we should not allow such simple things to become our 
opium. But for now, take enjoyment in the holiday season. 
Treat yourself to a warm, soothing glass of whiskey  and 
sing a few merry tunes about a retarded reindeer, a smoking 
snowman, and a psychopath fat guy that likes leaving behind 
toys for kids.  

 

 

 

 
 
 

 

What to look forward to next month:  

 

The Charge: United Prognity: A family struggles for survival in the darkest of 

times. Finding themselves in the depths of a desolate city, they gather basic nescities for 

survival from scattered dumpsters, while avoiding the tormenting eyes of The Charge. 
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