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This issue marks the beginning of a new trend with Deadmanõs Tome, no 
longer free. We know that this may bother some of you, but please note 
that  the funds gained from this will allow us to actually pay the 
hardworking writers for their work, along with many other wonderful 
additions.  
 
When we first started, we opened ourselves as a portal for ambitious, 
dedicated, and talented writers, some of wh ich were just beginning to 
develop their craft, hone their style, and even gain mastery of the 
medium in which they strive to express themselves in. We found 
ourselves becoming a new home to not just writers, but also for those 
that absolutely love everyth ing horror, dark, and wicked. Perhaps our 
ambition mirrors that of our talented contributorõs, but we strive to 
become a respectable, influential medium , while firmly keeping close the 
complete freedom we offer to the authors. We donõt want to lose the edgy 

vibe we rightfully established as our own. Because of these two 
important aspects , we had to bring  a price to this growing, ambitious 
online magazine, while resurrecting an old title that dares you to read 
without wincing.  
 
Not only will you be privilege d with an interview with the award winning 
author, D. Harlan Wilson , you will also be presented with another, 
commented feature, òDaddyõs Little Girló.  
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K. S. Riggin  

$ÏÎȭÔ ÆÏÒÇÅÔ ÔÏ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÏÐÉÎÉÏÎȦ 
 

Arsenic in the waterline, deaths, but no cobwebs... 
 
 
 
Everyone knows a haunted house has broken windows, half - mast 
shutters, creaky doors, and spider webbed corners. Ranch houses 
are never haunted, not the ones with rose gardens in the front, 
trimmed lawns, and pink petunias in a plant er by the door.  

http://deadmanstome.com/MODSept09.php


 
Yet, that's why my husband and I got a steal of a price on the 
house ---  because in spite of all that, it had a reputation for 
being haunted. Of course, we knew about the prior owner dying in 
the upstairs bedroom. So what? People die all the time. He 
committed suicide and jumped out the window, but that happens. 
People have troubles and take the easy way out.  
 
But no one told us about the owner before that one, or the young 
couple who lived in the house for a week and were then committed 
to the Institution over in Claremont. And there was an old man, 
and he . . . But coincidences happen like that sometimes.  
 
Peter and I moved in on a bright Saturday morning. Both of us 
were early birds; we believed in watching sunrises. They started 
our sm iles, our kisses, and our hugs. We did a lot of that 
because we were still newly weds.  
 
That morning we unloaded our furniture and then sat down on the 
front porch to drink our cups of coffee. Peter drank his black, 
but I liked a spoonful of sugar in mine . I was still stirring 
when Peter fell over and convulsed.  
 
I set my cup down and hurried to his side. Then I waited for the 
fit to end. It was a rough one, even though he¡d taken his 
medicine. After it was over, and we¡d cleaned him up, I put him 
to bed. Peter always slept like a baby after a fit overtook him. 
I didn¡t question that he slept a long time. 
 
I spent the day tidying the kitchen. About eight o¡clock that 
evening, I finally went upstairs to ask Peter if he wanted a late 
dinner. When I bent over to kiss him, my husband was cold and 
stiff.  
 
The doctors had told me that death might one day happen like 
that. I dealt with my tears, kissed Peter goodbye, and then 
walked to a neighbor¡s to call an ambulance, 
 
¢It smells like arsenic,£ a policeman told me later, sniffing at 
my coffee. It was a good thing I hadn¡t drunk mine, he told me 
with suspicious eyes.  
 
When they carted my husband away, the police took me in for 
questioning. Then they put me in a cell and locked me up for the 
night.  
 
¢Punish me,£ I'd told them. ¢I should have seen the difference. I 
should have known it wasn¡t a normal seizure.£  
 
They released me the next day. I went home to an empty house.  
 
I spent that week in bed. I never got up to move a thing. I left 
it all in disarray. I no l onger cared, for my beloved Peter was 
dead.  
 
My husband¡s funeral came and went. I didn¡t bother to go. I sent 
a check. What more was needed? Peter¡s body was only an emptied 
shell of a walnut. The meat inside, the Peter I knew, was gone.  



 
No one came to see me, not before, not after. I was glad. I 
stayed in the room, inside the house that was supposed to have 
brought us happiness.  
 
I don¡t know what day it was when the police came again, but they 
booked me for murder. So, I sat inside a cell --  a room in a 
house, a cell in a jail. What difference did it make? I wept 
throughout the days.  
 
¢Enough all ready. Snap out of it,£ said an elderly man, one I 
hadn't heard enter my cell.  
 
I didn¡t care if he were an attorney or another criminal. ¢Go 
away,£ I said. 
 
¢I like you,£ he told me. ¢Passive death is so much more pleasant 
than violent death, don¡t you think?£ 
 
I opened my eyes and looked at him. Then I closed them again. 
Tears streaked my face. My eyes hurt.  
 
¢I have chosen you to be my companion,£ the man said.  
 
I didn¡t react to that. I sobbed into my handkerchief.  
 
¢At first I wanted both of you dead, but now I am glad you lived. 
You will suit me well.£ 
 
I looked at him then, wondering why an attorney would say such 
things.  
 
¢I put arsenic in the waterline,£ the man said. ¢They will find 
it tomorrow when they inspect the house. You will be back home 
soon.£ 
 
¢Are you my lawyer?£ I asked. ¢I don't know anything about 
arsenic, but I know that my neglect killed my husband.£ 
 
The old man let out a nasty, cold lau gh. That startled me out of 
my apathy. ¢Who are you?£ I asked. ¢Why won¡t you leave me 
alone?£ 
 
Someone knocked at the outer door then, and it opened. ¢I¡m your 
attorney,£ a tall, well- dressed black woman said.  
 
¢I already have one,£ I replied and gestured to the man, but he 
was gone.  
 
¢No one has been to see you, and I have been appointed,£ she told 
me briskly.  
 
It was all so confusing; I grew silent.  
 
The woman came back to see me the next day. ¢Your case has been 
dismissed,£ she said. ¢The arsenic was in the waterline; so 
you're not a murderer.£ 
 



The police sent me home that day, just as the elderly man had 
said they would.  
 
I went up to my room and crawled into bed. The same strange man 
who'd visited me in jail made me a meal and fed me. Then he 
insiste d on playing Poker.  
 
The house keeps itself neat and trim. The yard is always 
immaculate. I can see the former from my doorway, the latter from 
my window. That man still takes care of me, bringing me food, 
putting out my clothing. We play Poker everyday.  
 
I¡m cutting back on my pills, but even so, I¡m beginning to see 
things, and I think the house is haunted.  
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The Stories  
 

 

 

 
 

Terry J. Larson  
Donôt forget to voice your opinion! 
 
 
Coming home from his first outing with the girl he had been 
dreaming about the entire school quarter, Ramdu had never 
before felt such conflicting emotions. He was on proverbial 
planet nine one moment and in the depths of despair the 
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next. Thoughts of pride and triumph alternated by those of 
shame and deceit reverberated through his brain as he lay 
in his bed knowing that sleep would be difficult. His 
positive thoughts resulted from his thinking about how he 
got up the nerve to ask Oughlah t o go with him to a 
razzleball game between their high school and arch rival, 
Iron Hill High School. His negative thoughts concerned how 
he had the nerve to ask her when her boyfriend, his best 
friend, was away on a short vacation.  
 
On the other hand, it w as not as if Aglad and Oughlah were 
going steady. The two of them had been going on casual 
outings for fewer than six weeks. It was just the way he 
did it by asking her when Aglad was away, knowing that 
Oughlah loved razzleball almost as well as being seen  with 
one of the big studs in school.  
 
As he lay there in his antigravity bed in the dormitory, 
reveling in his body gently undulating in the soft 
cushioned air, he began thinking of the old days when 
diverse nationalities, ethnics, morals, and convention s 
existed. Rules and behaviors covered a wide spectrum. 
Nations existed with freedom prevailing. It was also the 
days of all kinds of competition, including contesting for 
a lover.  
 
Lifestyle was different today. Thanks to cloning, there 
weren't many diff erences among persons of either sex; the 
cliché was that one sex partner was as good as the next. 
Ramdu did not quite believe this, as he found that a few 
persons, such as Oughlah, had unique personalities and 
traits. Cloning had achieved a great deal of h omogeneity, 
resulting in worthwhile characteristics, such as strong 
bodies with protective skin from the now more intense 
ultraviolet radiation because of the rarity of ozone. 
Physical appeal, emotional stability, better intelligence 
and, most critically, moral fiber had also been accredited 
to cloning.  
 
Moral fiber . . . Emotional stability . . . Fair play . . . 
Lawful behavior . . . Playing by the rules . . . Such were 
the words running through Ramdu¡s mind as he drifted off to 
sleep.  
 
Ramdu awoke to a raucous clanging. He had to think for a 
few seconds before he realized it was a call from the fire 
alarm office. When was it that he had heard the alarm the 
last time? Before he had reached the telecommunicator, he 
knew that it was during his fire - fighting  training classes 
over a year ago. Sleepily, but yet stimulated to full 
awareness, he anxiously answered, ¢Yes, what is it?£  
 
¢Fire at section 16, plot 05.£ the voice blared. Ramdu 



peered at the map on the wall behind the communicator. It 
took a few secon ds before he realized that the fire was 
just a few kilometers from his home. ¢Please assume 
responsibility for put -out.£  
 
¢Yes sir.  I, Ramdu, assume responsibility for fire put- out 
immediately. Will standby for aerial pickup. Over and out,£ 
he responded.   
 
He then ran to his closet and grabbed his well - pressed 
fire - fighting uniform. Within a minute he finished dressing 
by slapping on his hardhat as if he were an old pro. Making 
a quick stop in the personal room, he then ran to the 
kitchen, pushed the past ry and fruit storage buttons and 
grabbed a breakfast roll and an overripe banana.  
 
While peeling his banana and swallowing the last of the 
roll, he heard the gentle roar of the auto - pyrocraft as it 
descended to land in the provided flight strip behind the  
dormitory. As soon as it touched down, an awful wailing, 
seldom heard, filled the air from the craft¡s siren. As he 
ran out one of the doors in the back of the building, he 
could hear the yells of many of the young occupants of the 
dorm. Although most had  heard the sound of the warning 
siren of pyro vehicles on telecasting programs, it was a 
rarity to hear the actual sound.   
 
As the auto - pyrocraft took off, with Ramdu swallowing the 
last bit of banana, he gestured to the children and dozens 
of adults in t he travel way, many who were frantically 
waving signs of good luck in defeating whatever fire that 
he was going to. At last, he thought, a real fire that I 
get to extinguish. His heart racing, he suddenly found 
himself feeling older and more responsible, g ratuitous for 
his society¡s program of giving young people the 
opportunity to be involved with mature people¡s 
assignments.   
 
Scanning the fire info panel, he checked to see that the 
fire retardant capsules were filled to capacity. He then 
checked the fir e map to locate the exact location and 
extent of the fire. He was surprised to find that it had 
already consumed over four acres of dense trees and 
undergrowth in the Copperland Forest, fewer than ten 
kilometers away.  
 
What a waste , he thought. He looked at the estimated time 
of arrival to the fire area and the projected extent of the 
fire by the time he arrived there: Six more minutes and 
almost another acre of burnt trees.  Such a pity. He then 
glanced at the deduced cause of fire and time that it must 
have ignited: ¢Human caused, about two hours ago, surmised 
to be by carelessness.£  



 
What a crime.  He knew that if the fire had started in a 
remote area, the person who had caused it had already been 
identified from GPS and personal identification informatio n 
coded on his internal body chips. This information was 
classified and not broadcast to the general public or to 
the auto firefighting vehicles.  
 
As he and the auto - pyrocraft were narrowing the distance to 
the fire, he thought of what his father had told him ten 
years ago: ¢Son, a few years back when I was a youngster, 
man couldn¡t put out fires. It was terrible. Sometimes 
forest fires burned for weeks or even months before they 
put themselves out.£ 
 
 Hard to believe , he had thought. I wish I was the guy w ho 
had invented the fire - extinguishing chemical compound that 
efficiently puts out fires,  he dreamed, remembering reading 
that this man was now a multibillionaire.    
 
Before he knew it the auto - pyrocraft had positioned itself 
along the downwind side of th e fire. Pillars of smoke and 
bright orange flames were vying for prominence in the sky. 
The smell of smoke invaded the interior of the craft, 
causing his eyes to water. The craft stopped in midair. It 
was waiting for the one human operation necessary for t he 
extinguishing of a segment of the fire. Ramdu obliged by 
pushing the fire repellent button. Streams of liquid 
jettisoned downward from the large wing canisters.  
 
Seconds later, the devastating flames below flickered 
before vanishing, replaced by a larg e column of angry 
smoke. As if by cue, surrounding flames for hundreds of 
feet around the area disappeared.  
 
Romdu smiled as the aircraft turned 180 degrees, seconds 
after he released the fire repellent control button, to 
head for the upwind boundary of th e fire line. As soon as 
the craft was positioned and stationary, he pushed the fire 
extinguisher button again. The same results were soon 
evidenced. Two more such ventures on the perimeters of the 
other land fire quadrants and his job was finished. Other 
t han bilious clouds of smoke, Ramdu could see no evidence 
of the treacherous fire that had scorched more than six 
acres.  
 
On his way home, he thought how unnecessary was his 
participation in putting out the fire. It was just a 
reflection how man still want ed to be the ultimate 
controller. Earth Watch satellites were responsible for 
detecting fire outbreaks with their ultra - sensitive heat 
and sight sensors scanning the entire world with the 
exception of out - of - sight small gullies and ravines; radio 



signals f rom these satellites transmitted  the fire 
detection information to the nearest fire control stations 
on Earth. Appropriate auto - fire - fighting equipment was 
scheduled to go to the location of the fire, and then a 
sole fire fighting person was automatically  notified that 
he or she could be visited by the appropriate vehicle on 
the way to the fire so that he could board it to have the 
final act of pushing the button that ejects fire 
repellents.  
 
Ramdu had arrived at school missing his first two classes. 
He wouldn¡t have missed the second one if he had hurried a 
little, but why should he, a person who had done a good 
deed, break his neck to get to school?  
 
He was an instant hero. Oughlah was impressed. ¢I never 
heard of such a big fire before, Ramdu. Just thi nk, you 
must have saved the lives of countless animals,£ she raved 
as they hurried to their third period class. Turning his 
head and trying not to smile pompously, he spied a 
glowering Aglad a few steps behind and to the right of 
them. ¢Oh, hi, Aglad,£ he said cheerfully, ¢Have a nice 
vacation?£  
 
Aglad nodded, vaguely. Ramdu noticed that Oughlah looked 
somewhat embarrassed but showed no sign of acknowledging 
that Aglad was there. He marveled how as a cloned blonde 
she could look different than any other pr etty blonde he 
knew. It must be her expressions, he guessed. A reflection 
of her moods ¥delights, anger, puzzlement, wonderment, and 
yes, even embarrassment? Maybe that was why he was 
attracted to her.  
It certainly wasn¡t her attire, which was the conservative 
and respected style of long skirt and plain blouse.  
 
#  
 
It was a strange morning. He was paged in the middle of his 
fourth class to go to the principal¡s office. He had never 
been called to the office before. What could he have done 
to warrant this a ttention? Fearfully, he walked up to the 
android receptionist and identified himself.  
 
¢Have a seat, young man, Principal Agupjo will see you 
shortly,£ the android said as it continued compiling the 
latest student test scores for computer input.   
 
Ramdu sat down and stared at the opposite wall, which was 
filled with famous quotes and rules of conduct. One, in 
particular, caught his eye: ¢The difference between right 
and wrong is not just obvious, it should not even have to 
be contemplated.£ As he was pondering this, Principal 
Agupjo¡s door opened, revealing the seldom seen magistrate, 



a common cloned model depicting sternness, respect, and, of 
course, authority.  
 
¢Enter, Ramdu, and have a seat.£  
 
The soft music that had been playing changed to a patrioti c 
symphony as if by cue by the time he was seated. Agupjo 
closed the blinds as if he were afraid to let the rest of 
the world know about their business, and pointed at the 
light controller in the ceiling to intensify the brilliance 
before sitting down. ¢First, I want to congratulate you on 
your fire - fighting assignment. You did very well. Now then, 
I see by your citizenship records that you have one mark 
against you already, Ramdu. Reckless driving, a pretty 
serious offense. Now, this morning I have receive d a report 
that you are involved in a situation that could lead to a 
further record of misconduct.£  
 
>Ramdu¡s heart began racing with both anger and fear. The 
anger was over the half demerit he had received for 
reckless driving a year ago. As he was just 15 at the time, 
still driving with a learner¡s permit, he had a law agent 
represent him in an attempt to erase the record. He was not 
successful, Ramdu¡s story of losing control of his mini-
trans while dodging a stray dog running across the travel 
way, not  accepted. But what was the problem now? ¢What is 
the complaint, Principal Agupjo?£  
 
¢I¡m not allowed to mention names, of course, but one of 
your classmates reported to me that you have unethically 
enticed his girlfriend to go out with you while he was a way 
on his short and approved vacation from school. That¡s a 
neg -neg, of course.£  
 
¢What did I do that was a neg-neg, Principal Agupjo?£  
 
¢The act itself was unethical, young Ramdu. Not informing 
him in person of your intentions to ask his girlfriend for  
an outing was unethical. Now what you have done does not 
warrant a citizenship demerit, but the act will be recorded 
and could have some adverse influence on your future 
citizenship evaluations. I would hate to see you end up 
with serious restrictions on your future life, Ramdu. If 
you want to be a full member of this world, you must not do 
unethical or criminal things. You understand?£  
 
¢Yes sir, but what about Oughlah, is she in earthquake-
country too?£  
 
¢Not serious trouble, Ramdu. I merely intend to talk to her 
about her unethical conduct, just as I have with you. As 
principal, it is my duty to slip these incidents in the mud 
before they erupt into criminal acts. Now then, need I go 



over the citizenship rules and penalties with you?£  
 
Ramdu didn¡t know how to respond. Yes, he knew the rules 
all right, but admitting that he did, would he be 
subjecting himself to even a worse evaluation? He finally 
stuttered, ¢I . . . I have no excuse because I know them. I 
guess I just didn¡t think enough about it when I asked 
Oughlah for the outing, that the act was unethical.£  
 
¢I will excuse you this time, Ramdu. Look inwards. You 
better behave, Ramdu. Contemplate, before you act the next 
time, man of youth.£ 
 
Ramdu went back to the dorm that night steaming. Maybe w hat 
he did was unethical, but was it anybody¡s business besides 
that of Aglad, Oughlah and himself? This incident on his 
official citizenship records? What nonsense!  
 
Suddenly, he felt as a little boy again. He wondered if it 
were right that at the age of  16 assigned children¡s 
mentors were dismissed. He knew that he missed the advice, 
counseling, respect, and concern of Mentor Saphond. True, 
he wasn¡t on his own, being housed and nourished in the 
adolescent dormitory until he was 18, schooled through 
coll ege and advanced degrees if he so desired, advised and 
trained by federally assigned youth - care personnel. But he 
missed that one adult whom he could always run to. He felt 
the need for one now.  
 
He then thought about the world¡s justice system. Yes, it 
was geared to create and maintain a world¡s citizenry that 
was good and kind, an antithesis of the one that was left 
behind forever. But the enforcement was strict ¥so strict. 
It was historically modeled after the old United States 
Three Strikes and You¡re Out rule, wherein one strike is 
equivalent to today¡s one demerit. He already had that half 
demerit, given for his ¢reckless driving.£ He was still in 
cosmic fury about that.  
 
At least when one attained a third demerit, he was not sent 
to jail for life.  
He was generally restricted in his activities. There was 
also still a chance, even at that, that the offender would 
be spared such action: His citizenship records, including 
the circumstances of his misdeeds, were input into The 
Supreme Justice Computer Pro gram for review after reception 
of the third demerit. On the basis of some subjectiveness, 
the offender might be given one more chance. Any subsequent 
demerits would then doom the person to even more dire 
penalties.  
 
If a single person were found not to w arrant another 
misdeed, the most profound restriction of the many he would 



receive would be he could never marry or have children. If 
he or she attained the three demerits after marriage, 
whether the person had children or not, he or she would be 
according ly punished, including sterilization. That, he 
thought, was cruel. There were also many occupational 
restrictions, such as particular jobs in public office, 
teaching, counseling, doctoring, and so forth. Then, of 
course, a person was a social outcast, as i f he were on the 
bottom rung of an ancient time, rigid caste system.  
 
He thought of how easy it was to accrue demerits. Although 
traffic violations were just a half demerit, serious social 
crimes were at least one demerit; murder, rape, kidnapping 
and esp ionage all were ten demerits and were penalized by 
death within 24 hours after sentencing.  
 
Even though he thought the system was harsh, he had to 
agree that with weeding out criminal persons from the 
genetic makeup of the world by forbidding them to marr y and 
having any more children was very effective. This procedure 
had been going on now for sixty years and was astonishingly 
successful in cutting down violent crimes.  
 
Ramdu decided that he needed to talk to somebody about his 
problems. Maybe he should phone Oughlah? Maybe his desire 
to do so was his attraction towards her? He was most 
assured that she was attracted to him, or why did she walk 
part way home with him this very afternoon?  He had no 
desire to apologize to Aglad, who had done him much 
disse rvice by reporting him to Principal Agupjo. Regardless 
of any of Aglad¡s possible reactions, Ramdu would always 
feel guilty about his impetuous action of asking his girl 
out for an outing. Without further thought, he called 
Oughlah.  
 
He briefly explained to Oughlah about his visit with the 
principal and asked her if she had been contacted by him 
yet. ¢Why, no,£ she answered in a startled tone.  
 
¢You probably will be tomorrow,£ he said. Then he patiently 
explained what Agupjo had said about why she wasn¡t in 
serious trouble, but that the episode would probably be 
reported in her citizenship records.  
 
Oughlah began sobbing and protesting that even though she 
had gone out with Aglad several times, she did not regard 
that as a serious relationship or one that  could be called 
¢going steady.£  
 
¢Also, I didn¡t tell you this before, Ramdu, but I had just 
broken up with him before you called me for an outing.£  
 
Ramdu was stunned. He wished he had known this this before. 



Then he realized that Aglad had acted irrat ionally by 
reporting to Principal Agupjo that he had stolen Oughlah 
from him. He did it to get back at both him and Oughlah. 
¢What an android,£ he said in the phone.  
 
Oughlah agreed. ¢The reason I broke off with him was that I 
found out he isn¡t a very nice person.£  
 
¢Thanks for telling me all this, Oughlah. It puts a 
different perspective on everything. Maybe we could talk 
more about this at school tomorrow.£  
 
¢How about meeting me at the cafeteria at lunchtime?£  
 
##  
 
Ramdu was on planet 9 again. He h ad just asked Oughlah a 
few minutes earlier to go to the school dance with him next 
Friday. After they had lunch together, they found some 
privacy by sitting together on one of the park benches in 
the school garden area. She had explained to him that she 
had been called in to talk to Principal Agupjo that 
morning. After she told him that she had told Aglap that 
she would not go out with him again before accepting a date 
with Ramdu, Agupjo apologized and said that she should tell 
Ramdu that the both of them were exonerated. Happy life!  
 
That was the reason he had the nerve to ask her to go to 
the dance with him.  
 
Just as he was turning the corner on his block on the way 
home from school, he saw Aglap smirking while standing on 
the sidewalk a few yards away in front of the corner vacant 
lot. ¢Hi, Ramdu,£ Aglap said with a smirk. ¢I hear you got 
into a little trouble with Agupjo.£  
 
¢Oh, where did you hear that?£  
 
¢It¡s all over school. Maybe next time you won¡t steal a 
man¡s girl?£  
 
¢I didn¡t steal her. You didn¡t have her.£  
 
Aglap clinched his fists and said, ¢You little fecal alien, 
I should kill you.£  
 
Ramdu couldn¡t believe such talk. He also wasn¡t anxious to 
fight, especially with someone thirty pounds heavier than 
he. ¢Let me by,£ he said as he strode towards Aglap, who 
was now blocking his way, his right arm pulled back ready 
to punch him.  
 
¢Yeah, come and get it, butthead,£ Aglap screamed.  



 
Ramdu almost walked into the wildly thrown fist, but dodged 
it at the last second. A split second later, he  threw a 
straight jab into his adversary¡s face. Regaining his 
balance, both fists now ready for any further action, he 
surprisingly saw that Aglap was on the ground, mumbling 
incoherently, his face streaming with blood. A prolonged 
look told him that Agla p was no longer in the mood to 
fight.  
 
¢You¡re account will discount for this, butthead,£  Aglap 
said, blood dripping like a faucet from his nose. Ramdu 
turned his back on Aglap and headed for home.  
 
##  
 
The next day, as soon as Ramdu had come back to t he dorm 
from school, an android law officer accompanied by a 
medical inspector visited Ramdu. ¢I understand you had a 
confrontation yesterday afternoon with a school 
acquaintance of yours by the name of Aglap. It was over a 
mutual girlfriend named Oughlah.  Is that correct?£  
 
¢Yes sir. He accosted me as I was on my way from school to 
the dorm here.£  
 
¢You say he accosted you?£  
 
¢Yes, that¡s right.£  
 
The officer looked at him sternly. ¢Did he harm you in any 
way?£  
 
¢He tried to hit me.£  
 
¢Why did he do that?£  
 
Ramdu explained in detail the quarrel between Aglap and 
himself.  
 
¢Yes, that agrees with what I found out this afternoon from 
your principal, Agupjo. You say he tried to hit you. Did he 
throw the first punch?£  
 
¢Yes sir, but I dodged soon enough that it didn¡t land.£  
 
¢Is that when you hit him, breaking his nose?£  
 
Ramdu, looking surprised, said, ¢Oh, did I break his nose?£  
 
¢Yes, I¡m afraid you did. So you hit him after he tried to 
hit you?£  
 



¢That¡s right, sir.£  
 
The officer, shaking his h ead, said, ¢That¡s not the story 
from Aglap. But, at any rate, he did not strike you. Is 
that correct?£  
 
¢Yes sir. There was just that one punch. He went down as 
soon as I hit him.£  
 
The officer smiled and said, ¢Then there is no reason that 
our medical inspector need check you for any injuries. All 
right then, if you will just sign this paper, I¡ll excuse 
you.£  
 
Without hesitation Ramdu read the statement, which 
indicated that he, the undersigned, had engaged in a fight 
with Aglap in a quarrel over Ough lah during which he had 
struck Aglap, breaking his nose, and that Aglap had not 
harmed him in any manner.  
 
¢You¡ll hear from the Personnel Justice Administration 
regarding this citing in a couple of days. Good day.£  
 
##  
 
Three days later, Ramdu got the official notice that he was 
found guilty of fighting and harming Aglap. For this crime 
he received one demerit, giving him a total of one and a 
half demerits. He later learned that Aglap received a half 
demerit for his part in the confrontation. Needless t o say, 
Ramdu was furious. Why should he be punished more than 
Aglap? He had not started the argument, the fight, or the 
name- calling. It was not fair.  
 
##  
 
Ramdu finished high school with top honors and went on to 
college, getting a masters degree in ani mal behavioral 
science. His personality had mellowed after getting his 
last demerit. He vowed to be careful in his own behavior. 
He could not afford to strike out. But even by becoming 
conservative, he was pessimistic about his future, 
especially any invol ving his one true love, Oughlah. In 
fact, after going with her during their senior high school 
year and the first two years after that while they both 
were in college, Ramdu had called it off. He argued with 
Oughlah that he didn¡t want to jeopardize the chances for 
her to have a happy marriage life by his getting three 
demerits. They remained friends, often calling one another 
while they were in different towns attending college.  
 
Oughlah had dropped out of school right after they had 
broken up, but decide d later to become a veterinarian, 



possibly because of Ramdu¡s interest in animals, and so had 
reentered school. At least Ramdu liked to think that was 
the reason, although the two of them never discussed it, 
even though now and then they talked to each oth er on the 
phone.  
 
Ramdu was confused about his own reasons for choosing to 
become an animal behaviorist. He did not know if it was 
because of his natural love for animals or something 
deeper, such as seeking a better understanding of the basic 
instincts a nd drives of humans.  
 
# 
 
It was one of those warm starry nights when a person feels 
like the world and all that are on it are insignificant. 
The Milky Way, now brighter with the elimination of visible 
pollution, hung over the sky like a magic, diamond - stud ded 
wand. Four more weeks until the end of his last quarter. 
After finals Ramdu would begin his career by working for 
the Behavioral Sciences Institute. He hoped to get enough 
experience and a reputation that would allow him to go into 
private business, tr aining and perhaps performing 
psychotherapy on people¡s pets.  
 
The hour was late and he was tired, having spent six hours 
in the school library until it had closed at 10:00 p.m. As 
the traffic was light, he continually glanced up at the 
stars from the dim ly lighted travel way. Suddenly, an alarm 
sounded. Even though he had never heard it before, he 
realized that it was the car¡s violation alarm telling him 
that he was breaking a traffic law. Glancing at his 
speedometer, he saw the reason: speeding 95 km/ho ur in a 90 
km/hr zone. ¢Oh, my Cosmos,£ he yelled as he hit the 
brakes.  
 
¢Speeding violation. Please pay fine at Local Ticket 
Station 432 by June 6th of this year. Repeat . . .£  
 
Ramdu hit the vocal cancel button as if he wanted to 
decommission it foreve r. ¢Damn it, anyway. How could I have 
been that thoughtless? Another half of a demerit.£  
 
He was so angry, he delayed paying his fine. He had two 
weeks to do it. Why not wait until after the three - day 
weekend coming up just before the deadline? In the mea ntime 
he would study every moment of the day so that he could go 
backpacking on that weekend. He hadn¡t been off to the 
mountains by himself since back in high school. He deserved 
a little time for relaxation.  
 
##  
 



Ramdu marveled at the coolness of the d ay. The city had 
been warmer than usual that spring: everyday since the 
first of May, it had been warmer than average by five to 
fifteen degrees. It probably was that much warmer up here, 
too, he thought, but at 8,000 feet, he guessed it was 
twenty degrees  cooler than the city.  
 
Ramdu had arrived late Friday night, pitched his one - man 
tent and fell into a deep sleep. Saturday morning, as the 
sun was just casting its first rays through the pines, he 
began his backpacking trip to Lake Serene, 22 miles away. 
Located in a remote serac between two towering mountains at 
an altitude of 10,200 feet, he doubted that he would find 
anybody else there. About 4:00 that afternoon, he found 
that he was correct. In fact, he hadn¡t seen a soul on the 
little - used trail since  leaving the campground.  
 
Anxiously, he had found a large rock next to the lake that 
made an excellent casting platform for a little trout 
fishing. Within a half - hour he had caught his limit of 
three. He was happy that fishing was again allowed with the 
gradual rebound of sea life. He had read that the ozone 
content of the atmosphere was practically back to what was 
considered normal way back in the twentieth century.  
 
As he sat at his campfire that evening munching on peanuts 
after cleaning up after dinne r, he thought about his latest 
traffic offense for the first time since arriving in the 
mountains. He could feel his anger mount the more he 
thought about it. How could a minor traffic offense, 
especially if it occurred innocently, be important enough 
to r uin a person¡s life? It didn¡t make sense. 
 
 He knew that a rigid, inflexible and strict justice system 
was mandatory for man¡s peaceful existence. But there had 
to be more than that, there had to be some room for 
compassion and human frailty. Man was neve r meant to be a 
perfect entity.  
 
The idea of having an universal computer program to act as 
judge and jury was fine, but the rules and edicts that the 
program was based on were, of course, those of man. The 
program was impersonal and supposedly objective,  having no 
prejudices other than what was programmed within it by 
humans. The idea of ¢three demerits and you¡re punished£ 
was subjective and had been somehow determined by the old 
judges and lawyers. If anyone was to blame for injustice, 
it was man, not t he computer program.  
 
He turned in early, now able to see the stars from his 
sleeping bag out in the open, feeling secure and away from 
the wiles of man. Sensing some stiffness in his legs and a 
general tiredness, he was also now aware of a slight 



headach e. He¡d be all right in the morning, he reasoned.  
 
It seemed he was awake half the night until near sunrise 
when he drifted off into a fitful sleep filled with 
insecure events. In one dream he was being chased by a 
mechanical monster that he recognized as  a giant computer.  
 
When he awoke as the sun was just peeking over the nearest 
mountain to the east, he knew that he was sick. His head 
throbbed, his throat felt as if somebody had stuck a rasp 
in it and was filing his tonsils. Feeling his perspiring 
fore head, he knew he had a high fever. With his stiff legs 
he could barely move, and he ached all over. Some of it is 
from the hike yesterday, he thought, trying to pep himself 
up a little. But no, he knew something else was terribly 
wrong. With great effort h e emerged from his bag. As he 
stepped out of it, he began shivering uncontrollably.  I¡m 
sick, all right.   
 
Making himself some instant coffee, he sat on a rock, still 
shivering despite having on his commercial space jacket. 
Well, what a time to get sick,  he thought. Not in the least 
hungry, he went back to his sleeping bag after drinking a 
second cup of coffee. It was then that he began periodic 
vomiting.  
 
Ramdu spent the day either in his sleeping bag or crouching 
a few yards away heaving his guts out. He  had never felt 
this rotten in his life.  
 
Night arrived with him feeling no better. He tried some 
soup, but soon vomited. Returning to his sleeping bag, he 
began wondering if he would ever get well. I should have 
brought a thermometer , he thought during o ne of his more 
rational moments. I know I must have a high fever . 
Hallucinations began to overcome any rational thought hours 
before he was able to fall into a comforting sleep.  
 
The next morning, Monday, he awoke feeling a little better, 
but quite weak. One more day and I¡ll be all right, he told 
himself. His mind was now fuzzy to the extent that his 
single thought was that he was supposed to return to work 
on Tuesday. I should hike out of here today, he admonished 
himself.  
 
After drinking some coffee an d eating a couple of crackers, 
the first of anything he had eaten since Saturday, he put 
on his boots, rolled up his down sleeping bag and packed 
his backpack. At last, ready to depart, he staggered under 
his load after the first step. He continued on anyw ay. He 
walked for maybe a half - mile before he fell down, skinning 
his knee on a protruding rock. Swearing to himself under 
his breath, he staggered up, his legs trembling and his 



spirit broken. ¢It¡s no use,£ he said aloud.  
 
Tuesday morning, he awoke to t he sound of a scolding blue 
jay. Normally, the sound would have irritated him, but then 
it sounded like a Jaskinisky symphony. The clearness of its 
tones, the sharpness of its notes rivaled with how he felt. 
His headache gone, throat feeling fine, his legs  
experiencing a slight stiffness, his stomach normal except 
for a roaring hunger, and an eagerness to hit the trail.  
 
It struck him that he had a problem ¥a real problem. Damn 
it, I¡m supposed to pay my traffic fine by 10:00 this 
morning. How could I have forgotten that? All of a sudden 
his stomach did not feel well. ¢What time is it now? ¥6:15.  
How far away am I from my car? Over twenty miles. No way 
can I get there in time.  He vomited one more time. Maybe 
they will excuse my tardiness if I get there this a fternoon 
and explain why I¡m late. I got to be kidding myself. No 
way will they excuse this for a minor sickness ¥as they will 
say.  
 
##  
 
Arriving at the Local Ticket Station 432, Ramdu looked at 
his watch. So I¡m five hours late, maybe they will excuse 
it , he tried to convince himself again. Beyond any doubt, 
he was wrong. ¢I¡m sorry sir, we will accept the payment of 
your fine, but it will go on your record that it is in 
arrears.£  
 
¢What does that mean?£ he asked, his eyes portraying 
innocence.  
 
¢You should be well aware of what it means,£ the android 
said, his  eyebrows arcing higher. ¢It means that you will 
be penalized one demerit.£  
 
It did not take advanced mathematics for Ramdu to figure 
that he now had three demerits. Fear, anger, disgust, 
disbeli ef, dizziness all hit Ramdu at once. ¢Let me explain 
my tardiness, sir,£ he said in the calmest tone he could 
muster. ¢I would have been able to pay my fine on time if I 
hadn¡t got violently ill.£ He continued with how his 
sickness occurred 22 miles away f rom his car and that he 
was unable to walk.  
 
¢Not my turn for your concern, sir,£ the android mouthed, 
as he must have everyday on the job. ¢I must take action on 
the fact that your fine has been paid past the deadline for 
payment. For that, you receive o ne demerit.£  
 
¢But that will give me a total of three demerits. It isn¡t 
fair,£ Ramdu lamented.  



 
¢I am sorry about that sir, but rules are rules.£  
 
A sorry android, all right , thought Ramdu.  
 
¢You understand, of course, that you have recourse,£ the 
and roid said in a tone that almost sounded sympathetic.   
 
¢Yes, I do, and I shall file for a review of my case.£  
 
¢Very good, sir. You are now dismissed.£  
 
 
# 
 
 
Three days later, Ramdu was thinking of calling Oughlah 
when she called him.   
 
¢Have you heard about the LPJA Computer being bombed this 
morning, Ramdu?£ 
 
¢Yeah,£ isn¡t that awful? It¡s a good thing nobody was 
killed and they caught the guy that did it in the act.£ 
 
¢I started thinking about it. I know, it¡s crazy, but I 
imagined that it could have  been you that did it.£ 
 
¢Why would I do that?  
 
¢Just kidding, but you were upset with it.£  
 
Ramdu cleared his throat and said, ¢Well, it¡s ironic, but 
I was angry enough to have a reason to do it.£ He then told 
her about getting  a message from them tel ling him that the 
computer had reviewed his records and decided that he 
should be exempted from penalization. ¢Isn¡t that great?£  
 
¢Oh, Ramdu, I¡m so happy for you.£  
 
¢Thanks, it is galaxical news. I have a new respect for the 
LPJA Computer Program, but I can¡t get any more demerits or 
I¡m all done.£  
 
¢You¡ll be all right, Ramdu. By the way, I just got hired 
as an aide to a very good veterinarian. So I have some good 
news too. But back to today ¥I wonder who blew up the 
computer?£ 
 
¢I think I know,£ Ramdu said emphatically. ¢But, first, 
congratulations. Your career is starting.£  
 
¢I know and I can¡t wait. Tell me, though, who is the guy?£  



 
¢Let me start at the beginning. An hour after I got the 
word from LPJA that I was exonerated, I got a call from 
Agla d.£  
 
¢Aglad? Why would he be calling you?£  
 
¢That¡s what I thought, until he asked me if the Computer 
was going to punish me.£  
 
¢Oh no. How did he react when you said that you were 
exonerated?£  
 
¢Not very supportive,£ Ramdu said in a singsong voice. ¢He 
said ¥and I quote you his exact words ¥¢You lucky fecal 
android.£  
 
Oughlah was not use to such talk from Ramdu even though he 
was stating it as a quote. ¢Oh, no, and then what did he 
say?£  
 
¢He hung up. Two hours later, the computer was blown to 
pieces. Wait a second, Oughlah, they¡re making an 
announcement right now.£  
 
Oughlah, who had turned her TV off, asked after a half -
minute of silence, ¢What are they saying?£  
 
¢They¡ve matched the DNA of the victim at the computer site 
as belonging to Aglad.£  
 
¢Oh, Ramdu, that¡s terrible. But he had to be insane to do 
such a thing just because of you.£  
 
Ramdu said without thinking, ¢I think you might have 
something to do with it, too.£ Wincing, he hurriedly 
continued, ¢You know what, though, maybe you and I can 
start going steady again.£  
 

The End  
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M. J. Nicholls  

Donôt forget to voice your opinion! 

 

 

Alan Barbrush, Chief 

Editor at Scalped Olives 

Publications, had always 

been accused of skulking 

around the office cynically. Yet today, his undying cynicism had reached 

such a huffy zenith, it was as though the weight of a lifetimeõs misery 

had finally ð after twenty years ð crippled him.  

 

For two decades his organisation had ð cynically ð waded through over 

1,292,827 submissions, rejecting every single one and publishing 

material from its own editing staff. Having failed to break even the 

previ ous year ð losing £10,000 on a self -help guide for brainless 

neurotics, Stop Whining & Just Do It  ð tensions were running high 

around the office.  

 

The new secretary, Lorraine, fresh from her Creative Writing MA, was 

looking to screw her first novel, Elain eõs Chest, into print. Alan had hired 

her because her grades were outstanding and she had a bright, 
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burgeoning clitoris. He knew that regardless of whether he hired her or 

not, she would ascend to a lucrative role in the industry, either 

horizontally or le gitimately.  

 

She tapped on his office door, a gentle but firm tip -tap, signifying she 

knew her place but would soon have people tip -tapping on her  office. He 

swigged from his vial of absinthe and coughed up a pubic hairball ð he 

had been snacking on the v ulva of an underground poet -cum -hooker the 

previous night.  

 

òCome in,ó he said, muttering sotto voce, òmy face.ó 

 

òMorning Alan. I trust your wrinkly old pecker found a home in the 

snatch of some rancid Chelsea tart over the weekend?ó she asked. Alan 

found  this remark rather forward for her third day ð she must have been 

chatting with the co -editors.  

 

òYes, something like that. Do you have the final edit of Dannyõs novel? 

What godawful putrescence masquerading as contemporary genius are 

we churning out now?  More self -help to the terminally retarded?ó 

 

òYou canõt say that word anymore, Alan. The correct term is mentally 

spastic,ó Lorraine corrected.  

 

Alan wanted to bash her face in with a tire iron and spit mercuric 

chloride over her breasts until her pretty  pink skin singed into a bloody 

black painball. Yes, he was almost definitely in love.  

 

òLorraine, I want your honest opinion on this novel and Dannyõs so-

called talent. I mean, heõs simply another snotty sub-Burroughs arse -



budgie churning out hackneyed s chlock, isnõt he?ó he asked. He reached 

for the pills on his desk and hurled two down his throat, not bothering to 

check the label.  

 

òGod, youõre an ancient fucker, arenõt you? Alan ð the kids today lap this 

shit up like heroin pasties. Kids are always loo king for the latest 

decadent poet -of-the -streets to come blow their tiny minds with his 

trashcan rhetoric,ó she said, parting her fringe. For all its spirit-level 

straightness, it served merely to enhance her clone -like chic.  

 

òI know, but this feels like a step too far. You can only serve the same 

roadhouse slop for so long before the clientele starts choking to death. 

Anyway, itõs too late now. Maybe we can slip it out in summer unnoticed. 

No one reads books in the summer.ó 

 

òReady for the team brief? Your minions are awaiting your instruction,ó 

she said, smirking ð a smirk that masked a desire to drain the blood 

from his decrepit body and steal his chair.  

 

As Alan left his office, he stopped to look at the painting on the wall. It 

had been commissioned by  an acid -popping millionaire asshole who 

spent his days draining his spunk into a fish tank for his latest 

installation, Spermy Gills . He wanted to punch a hole in the wall.  

 

òAre you all right, Alan?ó Lorraine asked.  

 

òFine. Just fine,ó Alan replied. He wasnõt fine. He was so far away from 

fine, fine might as well have been hidden in an underground catacomb 

somewhere halfway across the world.  

 



As he looked around the office, every nuance of the place piqued him. 

The photocopier sat like a constipated rh ino atop the hideous green 

carpet, snorting out endless pages of fuming hot poop ð next monthõs 

poorly received zeitgeist -throttling wank. The windows and their peek -a-

boo blinds bugged the arse off him. His staff could surreptitiously gawp 

inside as he wa s downloading his X -rated entertainment for the evening.  

 

His industrious worker -bees were buzzing around the office, sharing 

gossip, taking pops at new submissions, and trying to close the 

drawbridge between colleague, friend and lover. More vats of magma  

spurted inside him. He knew these people so well, so bloody well, he 

wanted to belt them around the brains with an iron dildo. His eyes 

turned to Mark.  

 

Oh, Mark! Mark, writer of profound hodgepodge about single mothers 

and abused children. Reports from t he frontline of life. So devilishly 

moving and clever. Alan knew Mark was trying to wheedle his way into 

the slacks of Rebecca, the copyeditor whose capacity for snide humour 

knew no bounds. She was a proponent of slick comedies about the 

endless push -and -pull of man -woman relationships, fuck -and -fight fests 

for self -loathing students.  

 

As he looked around the office at the pitiful display of subhuman life, it 

struck Alan that he was descending into oblivion. This was the beginning 

of his much -anticipated e nd. His emotional scaffolding was about to 

collapse. When he shut his eyes, he imagined a dozen donkeys dumping 

their bowels around the office until the entire room was seven cubic feet 

of whiffy excreta. He yearned badly, so bloody badly, to rid himself o f this 

nightmare, this endless burden of printing words, that he seriously 

started to think about a career in advertising.  



 

òRight, listen up,ó he began. òDannyõs novel is a petrochemical 

aberration. I want every copy printed to be pulped. Seriously, pulp the 

fucker.ó 

 

òActually, I think youõll find Tarantinoõs already made Pulp Fiction,ó 

Rebecca chipped in.  

 

òShut up, Rebecca,ó he scolded, his left hand twitching. òJust shut up.ó 

 

This was it. The moment of his meltdown. It had come so suddenly. Ten 

minute s ago, he had been looking forward to searching the internet for 

uncopyrighted material he could plagiarise for his winter schedule. Now 

he was in the teeth of a full -blown nervous meltdown. His chin was 

wobbling. He wondered if everyone could see that ð his freakish wobbling 

chin.  

 

òJusté shuté up.ó 

 

A silence descended in which the entire staff turned to face Alan, staring 

through him in case he dared to show a crack in his veneer. A soft 

rattling noise emerged from the silence, ignored by all. Lorraine b it her 

knuckles beside the photocopier: she knew it was close. Her time on the 

throne. Alan could feel his jaw clamp shut, speechless at the thought of 

his own demise. He knew this day would come, but had prepared 

nothing to save himself.  

 

The rattling sou nd intensified, followed by a susurrant hiss, like air being 

let out a tyre. The source of this interruption was the photocopier ð a 

faithful old banger that had lived in numerous offices and had seen more 



arses than a Russian bordello. Lorraine was too ca ptivated by Alanõs 

imminent blow -up to notice the noise: her time as chief cock -at -the -top 

was near. Soon she would be sipping chianti with Martin Amis and 

Salman Rushdie and killing the dreams of saps daily with the twitch of a 

finger.  

 

Meanwhile, a small  portal was opening up inside the paper -loading tray 

of the photocopier.  

 

A blinking black eye, dripping with ink toner, was expanding through the 

plastic panels of the machine. As the silence widened, so did the eye, 

absorbing the plastic and paper as it coughed up thick balls of inky 

sputum onto the carpet. Lorraine was halted ð she didnõt know whether 

to take Alan outside, pop him in a cab, then steal his desk, or let him 

dribble down himself before taking him outside, popping him in a cab, 

and stealing his desk.  

 

òI have hadé it upé to HERE with you self-interested shitmunchers!ó 

Alan cried out. Several titters escaped the pros, while the newbies looked 

on dumbly, anticipating a very funny joke.  

 

Lorraineõs eyes goggled in expectation, her pupils expanding in tandem 

with the squelchy orb of the photocopier, which made an audible gargling 

sound at her side. The portal had expanded to cover the entire left half of 

the machine, coughing Malteasers of ink at Lorraineõs feet. A few hacks 

looked over to see wha t the problem was, but Alanõs meltdown was much 

more exciting than office equipment, so they returned to the show.  

 

òYou can take this company andé andé and shove it up your arses! All 

you want is to get your rotten books into print, so you can sip chianti  



with bloody Martin Amis and Salman Rushdie. Iõveé hadé enough!ó 

 

The photocopier was buckling now, its insides churning with thick grogs 

of ink. It kicked and struggled like a horse gone mad; its engorged panels 

aspurt with hot liquid menace.  

 

òWould someone shut that bloody photocopier up!ó Alan shouted. 

Lorraine finally took her eyes off Alan to acknowledge at the puddle of 

ink at her feet. As she stepped onto dry carpet to protect her expensive 

shoes, the photocopier spasmed nearer, spraying a hot jet of toner across 

her legs. She leapt back in shock, but the inky beast powered up and 

lunged after her, backing her against the wall.  

 

òWhat the fuck? Would someone stop this thing?ó 

 

The portal opened fully into a wide, bottomless void. A stream of ink 

bl asted her legs, knocking her to the ground. She shrieked and slithered 

as the portal took hold of her body, sucking in her legs, reversing the 

flow of ink so it ran backwards then forwards. The flow was relentless, 

encasing her in a bubbling torrent of vis cous ooze, slurping in her hips 

amid menacing mechanical gargles, then her torso, and ð at last ð her 

head.  

 

After devouring Lorraine, the photocopier inched back into its regular 

spot, turning its ink shooters off. The office froze in hopeless stagnancy. 

What are you supposed to do when your colleague is devoured by the 

photocopier in the middle of your bossõs mental breakdown? Call out the 

technician? Upon shedding their bowels, no one had the slightest idea 

how to react.  

 



A moment later, the machine rock ed left and right, flashing its buttons in 

a victorious green swirl. The beeping stopped. Calm beckoned. From the 

silence came a cavernous munching sound. Then more silence. Then the 

machine shook, spitting out the inky black skeleton of Lorraine in a 

migh ty belch, her ribcage shooting across the room towards the slush 

pile. The room erupted in horror. Distorted wails, horrified screams, and 

despairing murmurs came from the staff as the lights went out, the 

blinds streamed shut, and the doors self -closed.  

 

Lockdown . 

 

Alan stood still, oblivious to everything ð a bystander in his hijacked 

nightmare. Copyeditors leapt around the room as the office equipment 

mobilised in a tyrannous revolt against their masters. 30cm rulers 

pinged from the desks in unison, pinn ing Dennis ð the newbie working 

on a graphic novel retelling of The Three Billy Goats Gruff  ð against the 

toilet door.  

 

A strategy of desks broke loose from the creative throng, churning 

monitors and keyboards around the room, cornering Simon beside the 

file cabinets. Simon had no time to wonder, as the drawers opened and 

shut against his head, pummelling him into submission, whether his 

poetry book 9 Dreams  would make the 2011 winter catalogue. He 

certainly didnõt have to think about the 2012 catalogue as the desks 

nailed him to the wall, severing his legs from his torso. The desks 

clanged and clattered in a ritual triumph dance, soaking their scratched 

pinewood surfaces in his blood.  

 

Temp #2, Vincent, with his four weeks experience editing novels from 

Rambunctious Slime Press, found himself at the mercy of the paper 



shredder, which chased him around the room until it sank its teeth into 

his blazer. Like the photocopier, it expanded its depths to accommodate 

human prey, showcasing an impressive set of gnas hing razors and 

slicers. It nibbled on Vincentõs scrawny legs, widening its jaws, as he 

began to feel a deep regret at having left his old job so quickly.  

 

Arising from the dim corner of the room was the leaning tower of rejected 

manuscripts. Swirling thro ugh the air, this enormous pile of unloved 

writing no one had bothered to read sped into a small interoffice twister. 

It set about the editor -in -chief Ronald Steegers. Ronald, caught in the 

grip of this 1000MPH vice, was swirl -sliced by a record number of 

papercuts. The blood drained from the forty million lesiures in his skin, 

sluicing out cartoon -like as his bones were dumped in a bundle by the 

dustbin.  

 

Rebecca, agog at the mayhem, was oblivious to the guillotine making its 

way up to the ceiling. It posi tioned itself at a diagonal distance from her, 

swung down in a parabola, lobbed off her head, then flopped back into 

its old spot by the disused monitors. Nice and clean.  

 

Hot coffee scooshed from the percolator, scolding unfortunate Frank. He 

didnõt even work in the office ð he only came down to drop hints that his 

novel Custard in Outer Mongolia was looking for a publisher (wink wink). 

Still, as the scalding coffee melted his flesh into mulch, and an 

impressive silver -red froth foamed upon his bones, he h ad to admit to 

himself ð it wasnõt very good anyway. 

 

Danny hid beneath a desk, but a band of chattering staplers advanced 

upon him, staples shooting from their jaws and spiking his neck, making 

a perfect suture around his windpipe. Hole punches drained th e blood 



from his skin, easing him into the big sleep.  

  

It was almost over. Receptionists banging on the exit door were clobbered 

and strangled by flying keyboards. Others were taken out by CD trays 

ejecting at frightening speeds, overhead fans snapping fr om their cables, 

being spun to death on swivel chairs, fire extinguishers shooting people 

out the sixth floor window, and pens boring holes into hearts and 

squirting toxic acid in there for a laugh. The Venetian blinds wounded no 

one.  

 

Mark ð the last man alive ð cowered as the photocopier cornered him 

three feet away from Alan.  

òYou did this, didnõt you? You sick bastard, you did this!ó he said. The 

portal opened and the inky deluge came flooding out once more, sucking 

in the sub -Tarantino hack. Alan didnõt emote.  

 

With the whole office massacred, the equipment returned to its previous 

positions. Alan bit his lips.  

 

òRight, well. Thatõs that, then. Back to work,ó he said. 

 

And it was. Back to work, indeed.  
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Donôt forget to voice your opinion! 

  

 

 

1819 ï Eastern Europe  

The Catholic Priest was tall, stout and strong ï as Catholic priests generally were 

in those days. In his mighty hands he held a solid brass crucifix as thunder rumbled above 

his proud young head in the black skies of night. He brandished it as a crude weapon and 

brought it down heavily to smash the skulls of the advancing villagers asunder as the 

lightning flashed across the tops of the dark forest that surrounded their villageé they 

loved him, he was the moral to their immorality. Their hovels were burnt to cinders and 

their pauperôs graves were hideously vacated. There was nobody left here other than the 

blood-soaked Priest, for they were cursed to devour all of their loved ones until none 

remained ï it is lore. The brave Priest had accepted that he would be eventually devoured 

also; he knew that soon his arms would grow weak through his exertions and he would 

not be able to lift the cross anymore to defend himself anymore. 

 He watched from the window of his castle and smiled at his new beginning; his 

dark clothes pristine and free from bloodé his universal beauty apparent. 

The Priest eventually fell at the hands of his people and never to rise again. 

 

August 26
th

 2009 ï Multiplex Cinema, Market Town  

"...A D Dawson... is a modern 

master of strange fiction..." 

Crossing Chaos 

http://deadmanstome.com/MODSept09.php


He hated it when people talked at the beginning of 

the movie; that irritating few moments of idle chatter in the 

audience just as the movie had begun. The beginning was 

the most important part of any movie; for how can an 

ending come about without first a clear beginning? He 

didnôt really want to watch the movie ï for what is it when 

the vampire is reduced to thisé this is the end. He saw 

beautiful young actors playing out yet another love story. 

Hasnôt there been enough of love? For love is not where it 

all began. 

 

October 6
th

 2009 ï Brunchy Café, Market Town  

A greasy spoon café at the side of the bus station is 

a grim place to take a meal; especially later in the evening 

when the crack whores and thieves slump across the tables 

drinking tea from chipped mugs. The biggest and rudest of 

them all, Gregor, is sat in his grey greatcoat slurping his 

steaming brew and greedily eating a thick sliced bacon 

sandwich as if it were ambrosia from the gods and not cheaply cured pork.  

The door opens and all eyes fall onto a stocky man as he enters; he shows no fear 

but he is wary. Gregor stands up to his full height; he dwarfs the other to more than a 

foot; he steps outside into the bitter night air. The man cautiously follows him and gives 

him an envelope. He takes it without thanks and puts it into his inside pocket. He turns to 
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go and the big man laughs out loud to his back. 

 ñYou cannot sort out your own mess, Dodgeé what kind of man are you?ò 

 Dodge turns to face the giant. ñI can fucking sort you out, thatôs for sure,ò he 

returns with a glint of humour to his tone. 

 Gregor looks away; there is something in the others keen eyes that disturb him. 

However, he needs to reply to save face. ñLucky for you I am already late for my work or 

we would see who would be sorted,ò he utters without turning his head. 

 ñFuck off, you Polish bastard,ò said Dodge as he strides away; he turns briefly to 

give him the finger, as they say. 

***  

 The brewery was shut down years ago and the workforce is well gone. Now only 

Gregor patrols the derelict buildings and warehouses keeping trespassers out. His fire 

would soon be burning in his brazier as he went about collecting scrap wood to fuel it. He 

was in a good mood tonight; not only did he have a £2 000 next to his breast but he had a 

promise of further £2 000. Further to this he also had a treat waiting for him in one of the 

secured outhouses on site. A young couple had sneaked through the chain linked fencing 

the previous night looking for a place to fuck; Gregor had smashed in the head of the boy 

as he dropped his trousers and gagged and tied his naked girlfriend till he was ready... he 

liked to wait.  

 

August 27th 2009, Afternoon ï The Swan Public House, Market Town  

Anything seems a good idea when the sun is shining and the drinks are flowingé 

Dodge took a long draught from his lager bottle. He pushed it to the side as the 



young and attractive waitress put down his lunch plate ï he had gone for the fillet, rare. 

He picked up his fork and pricked the steak; the blood oozed from the tiny holes and 

soaked into his leaf salad. 

 ñI donôt know how you eat it like that,ò said one of his friends, Gary, a stocky guy 

in his early thirties. 

 Dodge laughed and cut into the beef with his knife. He put the chunk of meat he 

had cut into his mouth and allowed the blood to run down his chin as he chewed it like a 

dog. 

 ñYouôre a dirty bastard,ò said Dan, the third of the threesome, as he pushed away 

his pasta dish in disgust. 

 ñWhatôs up with you?ò said Dodge as he cut another piece. He was just about to 

put it in his mouth when a tall pale fellow in his early twenties came over to the table ï 

his clothes were dishevelled and dirty. Dodge took off his shades and peered at him. 

ñWhat do you want, twat?ò he asked bluntly as he shaded his eyes with the back of his 

hand from the scorching sun.  

 ñWe need to talk,ò replied the tall fellow with an East European accent, as he 

pushed his fingers nervously through his knotted hair. 

 ñCanôt you see that Iôm eating with my friends? Why would I want to talk to you? 

Do I look like I do drugs?ò 

 ñWhy donôt you do one, you fucking scumbag?ò said Gary menacingly. 

 ñButé buté Ié Ié need to talk,ò stammered the nervous fellow. 

 ñCome and see me in the gym tomorrow,ò said Dodge, his interest was 

awakenedé he was intrigued.  



 

August 28th 2009 ï The Body Parts Gymnasium, Market Town  

 The gym was on two floors; the upper held the boxing ring and a variety of punch 

bags that hung from the ceiling by chains. No one else was in there apart from Dodge 

who was expertly hammering at one of the bags. He stopped to wipe the sweat from his 

brow. He had been a professional when he was younger and had a dozen fights under his 

belt. He was only beaten once and that was political ï he fought no more after that bout. 

He was still in good shape and was well muscled; he stood at around 5 foot 8 inches. 

 The door opened and in walked the tall scruffy fellow from the day before. He 

held out his hand. ñI am Joseph,ò he said hesitantly. 

 Dodge ignored his hand. ñWhat is it you want to talk about?ò 

 ñI want for us to make some money; quite a lot of money.ò 

 ñWe?ò 

 ñYes, we.ò 

 Dodge suddenly sent a powerful left into the bag. ñDonôt fuck me about, Joseph; 

get straight to the point will you?ò 

 ñOkay, okayé I get to the point. It is that I need somewhere to hide some people 

for a few daysé a week at mosté you will be paid well.ò 

 ñWhy do you think that Iôd be interested?ò 

 ñYou do not want money?ò 

 ñHow much?ò 

 ñÃ20 000.ò 

 ñWho is paying?ò 



 ñYou donôt need to know that.ò 

 ñWhere would I put these people?ò 

 Joseph smiled. ñNo one ever goes to your cellar; it is full of old gym equipmenté 

it has a secure door to the outside and a lockable inner door.ò 

 ñIf I thought somebody was snooping around my gym, Iôdéò 

 Joseph quickly interrupted. ñIs it not alright for to snoop for Ã20 000é I have Ã10 

000 for you now.ò With that he took out a bulky envelope and handed it to the gym 

owner.ò 

 ñThat might help,ò said Dodge as he took the package. ñHowever,ò he added with 

menace, ñif I catch anyone in my gym again without an inviteé.ò To stress the point he 

punched heavily into the bag. ñDo you fucking get it, Joseph?ò 

 Joseph nodded but he did not look afraid for once. ñI need access tomorrow 

night.ò 

 ñWhyôs that then?ò 

 ñI need to stock the roomé mineral water, food, blankets, buckets to shit and piss 

iné things they need while they waité a weeks provisions.ò 

 ñHow do you want to go about that then?ò 

 ñI pull a van up around the back alley in the early hoursé you let me in the back 

door and we carry the things through.ò 

 ñOkay.ò 

 ñIt is right? Iôll be there at 3am.ò 

 ñMake sure no one sees you or the deals off.ò 

 Joseph smiled. ñThe deal can never be off now, my friend, so I be very careful, 



yes?ò 

 ñWho else knows about all of this?ò 

 ñYou and I are the only ones that know where they will beé they will be 

transported from here to a distribution pointé I, alone, will see to that,ò replied Joseph 

earnestly.  

 ñWhat I mean is who is behind it all?ò 

 Joseph became irritated. ñAll you need to know is that he doesnôt know you and 

you will not know himé unless youéò 

 ñUnless what?ò 

 ñYou donôt worry about that, nothing is going to go wrongé relax.ò 

 

August 29th 2009, 3am ï The Body Parts Gymnasium, Market Town 

 Breathlessly Joseph loaded the last crate of mineral water into the cellar. 

 ñYou arenôt very fit, Joseph, maybe you should join a gym,ò said Dodge with a 

smirk. 

 ñMaybe I should, do you know of a good one?ò 

 The twain laughed. 

 ñWhen will they be arriving?ò Dodge asked. 

 ñSooné very soon.ò 

 Dodge waited for Joseph to come out of the inner chamber before he went to shut 

the heavy oaken door. 

 ñWhere does that bricked up doorway lead to?ò asked Joseph indicating to the 

back wall of the cellar from where he had just come. 



 Dodge shrugged. ñThis building used to be a bakery a few years ago. The baker 

used to store his bread and cakes down here to keep them fresh,ò said Dodge as he 

pushed the heavy door shut. ñI havenôt a clue why it was sealed off.ò 

 They walked through the second door and Dodge secured it by turning the lock. 

ñFucking secure, donôt you think?ò 

 ñIt is secure,ò agreed Joseph. 

 

September 10th 2009 ï The Body Parts Gymnasium, Market Town  

Unseen, Dodge watched them skulk down the stairs towards the cellar ï two score 

and ten. They whispered in an alien language that Dodge assumed was East European, 

probably Polish. Their clothes were grey and threadbare and some of the youngsters had 

only thin shirts to their back. A fat middle-aged man wearing a 1980s Manchester United 

shirt appeared to be their leader and he helped Joseph usher them down into the cellar. He 

suddenly looked up the stairs towards Dodge. Dodge looked away but not before the man 

had managed to scrutinize his face with his blue steely eyes ï a deep scar ran the length 

of his cheek. Joseph roughly pushed the man through the door before following him 

inside. He emerged 5 minutes later and beckoned Dodge down to him. 

 ñThey are all out of the way; let us make them secure in there.ò 

 Dodge walked into the outer chamber and went to the heavy inner door. He put a 

large key into the lock and turned the bolt ï it clunked into place. ñI was thinking that we 

should shove some of this stuff in front of the door just to make sure,ò he uttered as he 

looked at the discarded Gym equipment that lay untidily around. 

 Joseph helped him as they manhandled a large wooden crate to the front of the 



door. After they manoeuvred it firmly into place they filled it with unwanted dumbbells 

and barbells. ñThey would never shift that even if you left the door unlocked,ò said 

Joseph as he unsuccessfully tried to move the crate. 

 They stepped outside the outer chamber and Dodge locked the door with the 

second key he had on a wooden fob. ñYouôve told them to keep the noise down, Joseph?ò 

 Joseph nodded. ñI wouldnôt have thought anyone would hear them anyway even if 

we had put an orchestra down there,ò he sniggered as they walked up the stairway. When 

they got to the top he sighed heavily and his tone changed. ñMaybe you should give me 

the key now.ò 

 ñYouôll get the fucking key when I get my other 10 000.ò 

 Joseph stared hard at the gym owner. ñAs you wish.ò 

 Dodge pointed to the exit. ñNow fuck off; I donôt want to see you again until you 

are giving me my Ã10 grand.ò 

 Joseph did as he was asked without a further ado; he waved his hand impudently 

as he left. 

 

September 12th 2009, evening ï Market Town  

 Dodge joined his friends at the crowded bar ï it was a ritual come every Friday 

evening. They would drink in the pubs and then move on to a club later. It was the usual 

Friday night in Town; the pubs heaved with loud revellers drinking alcohol in huge 

quantities. He bought a round and passed the bottles to Dan and Gary, who immediately 

necked them ï Dodge did the same and Gary pushed forward to the bar to order some 

more. It went on like this for most of the evening and into the nightclubs. Much later in 



the evening, Dodge found himself going home alone ï Gary and Dan had pulled, as they 

say hereabouts. He staggered out of the club and stumbled out into the road. 

 ñWatch what youôre doing, idiot,ò said a young policeman, who stood with a 

group of other officers in a shop doorway. 

 ñFuck off,ò he returned under his breath. 

 ñWhat did you say?ò asked the officer. 

 Dodge walked up to him and pushed his face into his. ñI said, Fuck Offé thatôs 

what I said, Fuck Off. Now what are you going to do about it?ò 

 ñCome on, Dodge,ò said a broad Sergeant, ñyou canôt be talking to my officers 

like that.ò 

 Dodge immediately recognised the Sergeant; he was one of his members from the 

gym. ñSorry, Bert,ò he apologised. 

 The young officer added a snide comment. ñYeah thatôs right, Jammy Dodger, 

apologise or else.ò 

 ñLeave it, Derek,ò ordered the Sergeant as he saw Dodgeôs agitation stiffen in his 

broad shoulders. 

 ñGoodnight, Bert,ò muttered Dodge as he moved unsteadily on. 

 After a few minutes he needed to piss and he went up an alleyway next to the 

kebab shop. Just before he got back onto the street a tall familiar figure blocked his way 

at the mouth of the alley. 

 ñHave you brought my Ã10 000?ò Dodge asked. 

 Joseph didnôt answer but pulled out a long blade. 

 ñFuck me,ò said Dodge unfazed, ñwhat the fuck are you going to do with that 



thing, Joseph?ò 

 Joseph held out his hand. ñThe Key noéò 

 Before he had finished the sentence he took the full weight of the Dodgeôs head in 

his face, he reeled backwards out onto the street dropping the knife as he went. Dodge 

scooped up the knife and stepped into the street. ñYou wonôt be needing this, Joseph,ò he 

laughed as the other covered his face and groaned. 

 ñPut that knife down, NOW,ò shouted a police officer as he hurried towards him, 

his colleagues followed closely behind. 

 Dodge took him out with a straight jab and he fell backwards into his following 

officers causing disarray. He was just about to run for it when he heard a familiar voice; it 

was the Sergeant. ñYou might as well stay and hand it over, mate,ò he said as he held out 

his hand towards the drunken gym owner. With the knife taken he told the others to take 

him away. ñNo rough stuff or youôll have me to answer to,ò he bellowed after them as 

they struggled along with their prisoner. A police vehicle pulled up and Dodge was 

thrown in the back ï Joseph was long gone. 

***  

 The row of derelict houses next to the football stadium gave a dire home to 

squatters. Most of them were immigrants alongside a few local druggies who took their 

pleasure behind the boarded up windows. Joseph was breathless and blood poured from 

his broken nose. He banged on a door and a youth cautiously stuck his head out into the 

warm autumn night air. ñFucking hell, Joseph, you look a bit rough.ò 

 Joseph pushed by him and went into the nearest room. He sank down onto a piss-

stained mattress next to a teenage girl with kaleidoscope eyes. Her pale thighs were open 










































































