What Say You?
Editorid by Jason B. Sizemore

After publishing nineissues of Apex Digest, | till struggle with the question “What type of fiction do you
publish?’

| think | finally have an answer.

Our fiction can be broken out into three categories. Firgt is the application of technology to create horrific
or terrifying visons. Indeed, | would count seven of our stories this month fitting that description. Then
there's the unknown creeting havoc. A smplified example would be an dieninvason. Thethirdisthe
expansion of the human element, be it powers of the mind or of the body. Y ou could argue thisismore
magica and should be defined as fantasy, but we're not going to pass on afantastic story dueto
semantics.

Now, st back, and alow usto use the future to frighten you...
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THE SUM OF HISPARTS
By Kevin J. Anderson

Lightning turns the castle tower into a silver silhouette. Energy collects in metal rods, floods into
a crackling apparatus. Sparks fly from wires connected to a bandaged figure composed of
cadaverous tissue assembled with thick sutures.

The doctor studies his creation, the mismatched parts, the thick sutures.

Soiderwebs of electricity flow like white-hot blood into the patchwork body, awakening the
components like embers under an insistent puff of breath. The reattached hands twitch, the
fingersflex. Transplanted lungs expel fetid air, unleashing a flood of memories.

* k k %

He drew adeep breath of the open air. The snow-capped Alps framed the fragrant meadows where his
sheep roamed. He preferred to be aonein the mountain vales, away from his brother Stefan and his
flock; hedidn't like the sound of talking. In fact, hedidn't like sounds at all.

The wind spoke to him with breezes that whispered in his ears and taunted him like the hot breath of a
wolf. Thewaving grasses hissed and rustled.

One afternoon during athunderstorm, he huddled next to arock, wrapping his hands around his ears, but
the thunder made his head ring. Thewind was dl around, plucking at his clothes; gasping, wheezing,
shrieking. He abandoned hisflock, ran to his hut, and dammed the rickety door. The wind moaned
through the cracks, dipping insdeto get him. Plugging his ears with beeswax only amplified the sounds of
his own breathing, the blood pounding inside his head. There was no escape...

When it wastime for the two brothersto join their flocks and take them to market in Ingol stadt, he and
Stefan climbed a passthat separated their grazing fields from the valley. His brother was|onely,
loquacious, and pestered him with constant conversation, to which he received no reply. Asthe two
hiked up the steep dope, Stefan began panting, louder and louder, bresthing so heavily that he could not
even keep up hisinane patter.

The shepherd squeezed his eyes shut, but couldn't block out the sound of the awful, heaving bregths.
Each loud inhdation and exhalation was like the thunder, until he could stand it no more.

He spun and wrapped his hands around Stefan's throat. His brother struggled frantically while he
squeezed, but the shepherd focused only on stopping the noise, smothering it. When helet his brother's
limp body tumble down the steep path, the world was peaceful for atime. A few moments of blessed
glence. Then thewind picked up again.

Hefled toward the valey. When the shepherd reached Ingol stadt and left his sheep in the market pen, he
passed an old woman gitting in front of her candle shop. She coughed incessantly, hacking, wheezing; she
gpat amouthful of phlegm into the gutter and started coughing again. The sound was like hammers
pounding on his nerves. The old woman breathed and coughed and wheezed and coughed and breathed
—until he knew he had to Slence her aswell.

She stood on cresking legs and tottered into the dimness of her shop, still coughing and coughing.
Without hesitation, the shepherd stalked after her. She turned, no doubt thinking him a customer. Before



she could spesk, before she could cough again, he wrapped his callused hands around her thin throat.
His muscles were strong, and he clamped down harder and harder until her struggles stopped, and the
Slence came back.

When he reeled outside again, the streets of Ingolstadt were a storm of people, a constant din, far too
much noise. He had to escape back to the high mountain meadows, but before he could run from the
square, atown crier began to bellow at the top of hislungs, announcing atax that old Baron Frankenstein
had imposed. The crier'swords broke through the air like cannon shot.

The shepherd wanted to scream for silence. He needed the crier's mouth to stop opening and closing, to
stop spewing words. Unable to control himsdlf, the shepherd threw himself upon the man, shutting off the
breeth and the voice. It took four grown men from the astonished crowd to pull him away. The crier
sguawked and gasped, but his throat was so damaged he could no longer speak.

After the strangler was dragged before the magistrate, he was convicted of killing the old candle-shop
woman and his brother Stefan, whose raven-pecked body had been found by another shepherd. In
addition, severd children around Ingol stadt had disappeared over the years, and (Snce hewasin
custody) he was accused of killing them aswell, though he denied that. He did not, however, deny the
rest.

While the shepherd sat in his cdll, the mocking wind stole through chinksin thewal and laughed at him.
One blugtery night, he watched the Baron's son, Victor Frankenstein, cometo talk to thejowly jailer.
From where he huddled sullenly in hiscdll, he could overhear the conversation. Victor had an edginess
and acdculating inteligence. “1 am here on behdf of severd medica students from the University. We
arewoefully short of cadaversfor dissection.”

When thejailer's breathing quickened, it set the strangler's teeth on edge. Victor looked at the pot-bellied
and splotchy-skinned jailer; distaste was clear on hisface, asif he dismissed him as a potential specimen.
“If we are to become physicians, we must have materia with which to practice.” He indicated the
miserable prisoner. “ This madman is penniless and without family. Hewill be hanged tomorrow. | would
like to purchase his body afterward. At present, | have a particular need for apair of hands and a set of

lungs”
Thejaler pretended to be offended. “ That'shighly illegd, Sir!”

"But quite commonly done—as you well know.” Victor pulled out a pouch of gold coins. “Perhgpsthis
will salveyour conscience?!

Thejailer looked at the coins, looked at the Baron's son, then sneered at the strangler in hiscell. “Done.”
Victor's breathing was cam with satisfaction. Outside, the wind scraped past thewalls. It never
stopped...

The following day, when the shepherd was brought to the gibbet in the town square, he heard the mob
shouting, breathing.

Asthe rough noose tightened around his neck, the strangler realized that the loudest sound that had
haunted him dl hislife came from air passing through his own throat from his own lungs. Every waking
moment he had been forced to listen to each breath whistling in and out of his mouth and nose. Findly,
that noise would cesse too!

When the hangman hauled on the rope, lifting him into the air to dangle under the gibbet's crossbar, the
noose squeezed off the sounds he made. All of them. The straining pulse grew to aroar in his heead—and
then hefdl into blessed, tota slence...



Until nowv.

* k% k %

Sorm electricity floods the muscle tissue. The bandaged legs twitch, asif remembering how to
run.

"Just nerve impulses,” Victor says, checking his apparatus. The legs spasm again, trying to break
free and bolt from this hellish place...

* * * %

Heloved to run. Asaservant in Castle Frankenstein, he preferred being sent to town to perform errands
for the old Baron. He was fleet as a deer, and his muscles sang with the satisfying ache of tired legs after
along and gloriousrun.

His main duties were to tend Baron Frankenstein's menagerie of exotic animas on the castle grounds:
peacocks, awildebeest, an aardvark, a spotted ocelot, even alemur. The Baron's noble friends marveled
at the private zoo, while his son Victor studied the creatures with ascientist's eye. The Baron aso
indulged the boys and girls from Ingolstadt who crept onto the estate to ook at the animals.

The runner was a happy-go-lucky man with many flirtations, and the young women did not mind his
attentions, especidly the innkeeper's plump daughter. The old Baron paid his servants well enough, but
coinsdid not stay long in the servant's purse. He cheerfully bought food, wine, and friendship for his
companions, though the generosity usualy went only one way.

Theinnkeeper's daughter chided him for his spendthrift ways, especidly in the evils of gambling, but he
samply laughed her off, then pinched her substantial bottom. He frequented the dicing tables, invoking the
name of hismaster to gain specid privilegesor to increase hisline of credit.

Unfortunately, hisluck was never good, even in the best of times. Finding himsdlf out of money and in
debt, he assumed that hisfellow gamers (who had been happy to accept his coin when he bought food or
bottles of wine) would be sympathetic to his plight. But his supposed friends vanished like smoke, and
the gambling-house proprietors demanded repayment.

Twicein the past four months, the old Baron had lectured him to be careful. “Because you work for the
House of Frankenstein, you have aresponsibility not to cause shame and scanda.” So the servant knew
he could never ask hismaster for aloan. Baron Frankenstein was a hard man, not unjust, but not
softhearted ether.

Owing so much money, the runner didn't know what he could do. Collectors had cornered himinan
dley, describing in greet detail what they would do; first they would tie agag around hismouth to stifle his
screams, then they would beat his boots with iron clubs until his ankles shattered. Afterward, they would
dowly pull off hisboots, drawing out the pain. Once his broken feet were bare, they would take a set of
curved tongs stolen from the local blacksmith, and twist his toes one by one, bending them backward and
up until the bones snapped. He would never run again.

He could not alow that to happen. He couldn't! Therefore, when the old Baron went off to be donein
hisisolated hunting lodge deep in the forest preserve, aswas his habit, the runner dipped into Castle
Frankenstein. He bundled up four silver candlesticks and hurried out the servants' entrance, beyond the
squawking and grunting crestures in the menagerie, and ran down the path to Ingolstadt asfast ashislegs
could take him.

The candlegticks were more than enough to pay his debt, but his tormentors showed no sympathy. They
accepted the stolen silver and looked at him asif they knew he would gamble again, that thiswas only the



first theft he would be forced to commit. But they had their money, and the servant wasfree of his
tormenters. Relieved but not at al interested in the pleasure of running, he stayed the night with the
innkeeper's daughter, who did not know of histroubles. In the morning, shaky with both rdlief and guilt,
the runner went back up to the castle, glad to have afresh sart.

When he arrived, the household staff were distraught, and young Victor Frankenstein glared at him with
angry eyes. Hisvoice was cold. “We know what you've done. Those candlesticks were my mother's
heirlooms, fashioned out of the purest silver from the mines of Transylvania.”

"l ... | did nothing. I didn't take them.”

"Y ou were seen!” cried the head housekeeper, her face streaked with tears. 1 saw you, and so did two
otherd"

Victor said, “You are hereby discharged from service."
The runner stood aghast. “1 will make up for it, Sir. I'll pay you back. Please don't tdll the Baron!”

"l amin charge while my father isaway. Y ou cannot repay this debt. Y ou have stolen from us. Y ou have
betrayed people who trusted you. L eave Castle Frankengtein before | call the magistrate.”

The runner went dgjectedly to town. Hearing of hisdisgrace, adl those who had laughed and played
gameswith him, al those who had delighted in his generosity, now did not wish to be seeniin his
company. Very hungry, he begged the innkegper's daughter for food, and she scolded him for gambling
despite her warnings. She dammed the door in hisface.

Asheleft theinn, the runner turned into anarrow, dim street where he hoped to curl up and deep
undisturbed. At firdt, he didn't see the shadowy man following him, but oncein the dley, the stranger
came close. He had sharp eyes and a broad face with athin dueling scar on hisleft cheek. The man said,
“I have agift for you from Victor Frankengtein.”

The runner felt asudden irrationa hope. Perhaps he was forgiven after dl! Then he saw along stiletto
with anivory hilt. With aswift jerk of hisarm, the other man dashed histhroat. “ There, not ascratch on
the rest of the body, especidly the legs. Exactly as ordered.”

The runner gurgled, feding hot blood pumping onto his skin, his shirt, and the cobblestones. The assassin
leaned over him with aferd smile. “Now Victor saysyour debt ispaid.”

The hedls of the young runner's boots beat an erratic drumbeat on the ground. His legs stuttered, then
stopped running forever.

* * * %

The thump isfaint at first, then louder. Stronger. No other sound is such a powerful symbol of life.
Victor lifts his head from the bandaged chest, raising his triumphant voice to the storm. “ One of
the heartsis beating!"

Thump. The blood begins to circulate through quiet blood vessels. Thump.

* k k %

With aloud thud, the sllver smile of his sharpened axe bit deep into the trunk. Pine chips sprayed asthe
woodcutter swung again, using his mighty biceps. Theimpact rang through his hands and writs, up to the
shoulders, absorbed by asturdy chest. His heart was pumping heavily.

His old clothes carried the hedlthy smell of sweet earned through hard work. The axe handle was stout



oak polished by the sweat of his palms, smoothed by years of use. His muscles ached after aday of such
labor, and it was a good soreness.

Five more swift strokes, and the gouge had gone to the core. The woodcutter checked the angle, judged
where the tree would fall, and struck again. Splinters flew; with agroan of wood and awhisper of
scraping boughs, the pine toppled. He stood back with satisfaction, then guided the old horse and cart
around fresh sumpsto the site of the felled tree. With asaw and a hatchet from the cart bed, he trimmed
the branches and cut the trunk into smaller pieces. He could el the load in Ingolstadt. He would never
become arich man, but he had a cottage in the forest, food to eat, and a beautiful wife, Katarina. She
was the most important part of hislife.

He'd been gone from home for weeks, chopping wood in the dense and untraveled forests near Baron
Frankenstein'sisolated preserve. Thelondiness of the forest only made the time sweeter whenever he
went back to Katarina. WWhen he was home, he liked to carve little animals out of scraps of wood. Since
he and hiswife had not yet been blessed with children of their own, he gave the toysto girlsand boysin
town. The woodcutter loved children.

Asnight fell, he saw the glow of anearby fire. Wanting company, he entered a clearing where another
man had stopped hiswagon and built acamp. “Y -y-you are w-w-welcome to share my f-f-fire,” the
stranger said, hiswords durred both by a severe stutter and aforeign accent. “1 h-h-have vegetables, but
no m-m-mest."

The woodcutter offered some smoked venison that was chewy but edible. “I can add thisto the pot.”

The other man was atinker named Goran, from Budapest. His wagon was full of oddities, pots, tools,
trinkets, and five cages of birds (three doves, two songbirds). A gray wolf circled the campsite, making
the woodcutter uneasy. Goran introduced it as his pet, named Odin after aNorse god.

Asthey atetheir stew, the woodcutter talked wistfully of Katarina. “1 met her in Ingolstadt, a dark-haired
beauty. Her eyes are the color of roasted chestnuts, her lips asfull asfresh berries, and they taste as
sweet when | kissthem. | don't understand how such abeautiful woman could have married aman like
me. But one does not spit in the face of good fortune.”

"N-n-no, my friend,” said Goran.

The lonesome woodcutter inspected the tinker's wares, hoping to find a specid treasure for Katarina. His
eyes sttled on afabulous gold medalion etched with awide-armed cross and trimmed with ruby and
sapphire chips. Making up his mind, he went to his cart, where he had two stout axes, both of the finest
manufacture. They had served him well. He gripped the wooden handle of hisbest one, lifted it from the
cart, and stepped toward the tinker. “I can trade you thisfor the medallion. To giveto Katarina. It's not
gold, but made of sweat and wood and iron."

The tinker smiled but shook his head. “N-n-not for s-s-sdle. A specid k-k-keegpsake.” Goran explained
with halting sentencesthat akind priest had recently given him the jeweled crossasareward for driving
off arobber in the woods. Thetinker could never part with histreasure.

Downcadt, the woodcutter returned his axe to the cart. He knew that the forest was not safe from
highwaymen and ns.

Whilethewolf prowled around the campsite, the woodcutter dept, dreaming of Katarina. He wished he
could find some way to show her how much heloved her. The quiet cottage life did not suit afancy
woman like her. While he was away, Katarina spent most of her timein Ingolstadt with her best friend
Greta. He didn't begrudge her that. He wanted his wife to be happy ...



After he and Goran parted company, he spent two more weeks cutting and piling wood that he would
sl throughout the winter. When he returned home at lagt, calling Katarinas name, the empty cottage
only answered with silence. It took him only a moment to guessthat she had goneto stay with Gretain
town.

Grinning, he decided to surprise her. His horse pulled the loaded cart down the rutted trail into Ingol stadit,
where he sold hisload of wood in the square. He ignored the jeers and catcalls from the gibbet, wherea
mad strangler was being hung. Earlier, there had been a beheading, but the woodcutter didn't care about
such spectacles. He used the money to buy all the supplies they needed and found he had enough left
over to purchase some sweet pastries he could share with Katarina.

Hetied the old horse and the now-empty cart in front of the half-timbered town home where Gretaand
her husband lived. With aspring in his step, he went to the door, surprised that the windows were
shuttered even in the warm afternoon.

As he gpproached the loose shutters, he heard laughter, muttered conversation, and the sounds of
exertion, groans, agasp. His brow furrowed as he identified Katarina's sweet-husky voice and Greta's
musica timbre—and the thin nasal voice of Greta's husband. He heard rhythmic sounds, heavy breathing,
awooden bed frame cresking under Strain.

The woodcutter's blood ran cold as he peered through a crack. He saw a crowd of arms and legs on the
bed, naked flesh, a patchwork of intertwined bodies. He recognized both Greta and K atarina cavorting
with alean man, Gretas husband. He had long dark hair, awide face, feral eyesand athin dudling scar
that traced his|eft cheek. Hislipswere drawn back in asmile so deep it was dmost agrimace. Inthe
candldight, dl three were sweaty and panting, asif they'd been exerting themselves for sometime. By the
coordinated way they moved together, shifted positions and pleasured each other, they seemed quite well
practiced at their ménage atrois.

The woodcutter couldn't fed hisarms or his hands, the muscles that had ached from swinging the axe and
lifting heavy wood. He redlized he wasn't bregthing. Before he could tear his gaze away, he saw
something else; next to the candle on the fine lacquered nightstand lay the beautiful cross medalion
fringed with sparkling chips of sapphire and ruby. Two weeks ago, the tinker had refused to sdl it to him
, but somehow Greta's husband had gotten it.

The woodcuitter's heart dissolved, leaving only acold vacuum in his chest. Conscious, rationd thoughts
vanished with an inaudible pop. He walked leadenly back to his cart, where he sdected his sharpest and
stoutest axe. Helifted it in one well-muscled arm; for good measure, he took the second axein hisleft
hand. Holding both, he strode back to the door.

With asingle blow, he smashed the latch and the crossbar. Sparks and splinters flew. He kicked the
ruined door inward, then stepped insde, raising both axes.

The two women scrambled backward on the crowded bed. With just aflicker of his conscious mind, the
woodcuitter redized how beautiful Katarinawas; her pale skin flushed, her dark and swesty hair thrown
back behind her shoulders. Her lips—yes, asred and full asfresh berries—were now open in afdtering
scream.

* * % %

* * * %

Greta's husband sprang off the straw mattress and into a crouch, not caring that he was naked. He
grabbed along ivory-handled stiletto from the nightstand, knocking the medallion asidein his haste.



Katarinaand Greta continued to cry out as the woodcutter waded forward, one axe in each hand. Ashe
swung them, their sharp silver smileswhistled through the air. Greta's husband danced with the knife,
twirling thetipintheair asif performing some sort of embroidery. He seemed as familiar with his iletto
ashewasin fornicating with Katarina. He didn't even seem afraid.

But the woodcutter had no need for knife play. Without finesse, he swung his axe, and asingle blow
severed the man's forearm, which fell to the wooden floor, fingers till clutching the knife. A second
broad sweep decapitated him more cleanly than he deserved. The head fell to the floor, eerily
undamaged, and rolled so that the wide-open eyes could watch the rest of the spectacle.

Then the woodcutter turned his axes upon the two women until they were no more than red kindling.

Drenched in blood, he stood with both axes leaning against him. His muscles ached asthey did after a
day of hard work, and it was a good soreness.

The screams had drawn ahorrified crowd, many from the strangler's hanging. The woodcutter did not
resst asthe congtable and the town guards cameto arrest him. He did not explain his horrific actions,
though the answer was obvious for anyone who could piece together the myriad of body parts.

He did not speak aword in his own defense. In fact, he never uttered another sentence throughout his
tria, sentencing, and swift execution.

* * * %

Bandages shroud the broad, firm face. Victor touches the creation's head like a lover's caress,
placing both hands on the stranger's cheeks, one of which is marred by a thin scar from a knife
fight.

"Can you hear me? Are you there?” he saysin a voice full of hope.

* * % %

His head hurt from sharing one-too-many bottles of wine the night before, and the thin scar on his cheek
throbbed again, asit often did ... but if the wine and fine food kept Greta and her friend Katarina happy,
hewould gladly pay the price.

Thethrill of the crowd in the town square buoyed him up. Two executionsin asingle day! Hewas
particularly interested in the beheading of the foolish stuttering tinker. He stood close to the block, one
woman on each am, al three of them watching with intent amusement.

The mad strangler's hanging would take place later in the day, but by that time, he expected that the two
lovely women would be entertaining him in bed, enjoying their good fortune. Life wasfine.

More than asmple cutpurse or highwayman, he took any job that paid well enough. He was known in
loca taverns as aman who could accomplish difficult tasks that must remain quiet, diminating debtors,
traitors, spies... even rich old uncles who needed to die so families could have their inheritance. Recently,
Victor Frankenstein had hired him to dit the throat of a servant who had stolen some family silver to pay
off agambling debt. In hiswork, he had been cut in knife fights, dashed in the face, even endured the
pain of alead musket bal in hisribs. Thus, the ache of a hangover was nothing.

He had afondness for good wine and brandy, dice and cards, stylish clothes, and especialy women.
Gretawas as lusty as he was, and both of their appetites extended to her friend Katarinaaswell. For
appearances, Greta's friend had married an unlettered and oafish woodcutter who was gone most of the
time. Doting on Kataring, the oaf gave her trinkets that were small in comparison to what Gretals
husband provided.



A month ago, as a masked highwayman, he had waylaid a plump and red-faced priest who carried a
jeweded meddlion among histreasures as he traveled through the forest. The medalion would have
fetched an excellent price, but before the highwayman could complete his robbery, ameddling tinker and
his pet wolf had come upon them and driven the robber avay. Some days later, dressed as afine dandy,
he encountered the tinker again and learned that the red-faced priest had given the stuttering foreigner his
medadlion out of gratitude!

Incensed and wanting it for himsdlf, the now-undisguised highwayman tried to buy the medallion for
Katarinaand Greta, who were both with him. They ogled the treasure on the tinker's cart, but the
stuttering idiot wouldn't part with it. So, they had gone back to Ingolstadt with a concocted story.
Weeping, Gretareported that the stranger had stolen her dear aunt's jeweled cross, and then raped her
and her friend. The constable and town guard rushed out to arrest the tinker straightaway .

Once the medalion had been “returned” to them, and the tinker got the punishment he deserved, Greta
and Katarinawent back home with the handsome highwayman, where they al engaged in an afternoon of
cdebration. Everything was going so well.

No one had expected Katarina's husband to find them, or his axesto be so swift.

After hishead fell to the floor, the highwayman's vison faded swiftly. He couldn't fed hisbody, which lay
much too far away. Thoughts, and blood, drained out of him.

* k% k %

Once the second heart beginsto beat, the creation is close, very close to real life. Another jolt,
and the muscle clenches, pumps, stuttersto life. Sutters...

The memories flow smoothly, without the logjam of words that had always caught in his throat.

* k% k %

Asatinker, heloved to make piecesfit together, to fix things that were broken. He owned awagon full
of pots, pans, prisms, swatches of bright cloth, and assorted treasures from foreign lands. Though aone,
he had anima friends to keep him company. He whistled to his caged doves and songbirds; his pet wolf
followed the cart like adog. None of them cared about his stutter.

Once, he and hiswolf had driven off an evil highwayman who wastrying to rob a priest on the forest
road. In gratitude, the kindly priest had given the tinker ajeweled cross meddlion, one of thetinker's
most prized possessions. Not long ago amuscular woodcutter wanted to buy it asagift for his beloved
wife. Another ingstent woul d-be customer was awell-dressed man with adueling scar; the man was
accompanied by hiswife and her friend (both of whom clung to him so adoringly it wasn't clear which
was the wife and which was her friend). With halting, tangled words he tried to sell them something else,
but the three had stalked angrily down the road.

A day later, to his astonishment, the constable and a group of guards cameto arrest him. Sensing danger,
the pet wolf attacked, trying to defend his master—and the guards shot the beast dead. The tinker wailed
in grief for Odin, unableto find wordsin any language.

Hewasthrown into jail, ppalled to learn that the scar-faced man and his two female companions had
accused thetinker of tedling the meddlion from them; both the wife and her friend wrung their hands
and swore that the tinker had rgped them. His denias were vehement, though inarticulate. With growing
terror, his stutter became worse,

Digtraught parents, including the town's blacksmith, came forward to point fingers of blame, suggesting
that the stranger must be responsible for Ingol stadt's missing children. A baby had vanished only the day



before, and ten other young sons and daughters had disappeared in as many years. A mad strangler had
a so been recently accused of the crimes, though no onetruly believed him to be the crimina. Now,
despite the fact that the tinker could not possibly have been in the areafor that amount of time, the poor
man was a convenient scapegoat. Once someone in the crowd voiced the suspicion, many others took
upthecry.

Since he had been seen talking to birds and consorting with awolf, the tinker was convicted asa
warlock. He had stolen a holy artifact, no doubt to be used in some satanic ritud (which must involvethe
blood of the babies or innocent children). The townspeople demanded that he be burned at the stake.
Theloudest voice came from the blacksmith's young apprentice, whose family had perished in aforest
fireyears before. The boy seemed hungry to smell the smoke of burning flesh.

Oddly enough, Victor Frankenstein begged for mercy. “Ingolstadt isacivilized town and should not bow
to superdtitions.” But the crowd wanted some medieva touch of justice for such heinous crimes, and they
aready had an upcoming hanging. Very reasonable and persuasive, the Baron's son suggested, “ Perhaps
the headsman's axe should be brought out of retirement? The chopping block could be set up in the town
square, asin olden days.”

This sated the bloodlust of the people. And so the old executioner's axe was sharpened by the vengeful
blacksmith, who fervently believed the tinker had stolen and killed his daughter Maria.

Hands tied behind his back, the falsely accused tinker was brought out and forced to hisknees. Ashis
neck was stretched across the bloodstained block, his frantic gaze caught alast glimpse of one man inthe
crowd. Victor Frankenstein looked intensdly interested, a scientist sudying a specimen. Thetinker felt
theripple of acompletely different kind of fear. Why was the Baron's son looking at him so hungrily?

Because the headsman's axe was razor sharp, and the cut exceedingly swift, the flash of pain seemed as
gentle as afeather. The stutter of his heartbesat stopped.

* k% k %

Victor checks the machines, adjusts the electrical flow, then hurries back. He presses down on the
cloth windings of the sturdy chest. “ Live!” he shouts, asif the dead partswill hear him and obey
his command.

"Live!"

Victor hammers his fist down on the sternum. The torso is thick, muscular, like a suit of armor
around the two implanted hearts ... a blacksmith's chest.

* * % %

His broad chest was dways smeared with soot and smoke from the forge, his hair singed from sparks
and cinders. His arms were strong from pounding on an anvil, pumping the bellows.

He had a good wife and fine children, whom he loved more than anything else. But his oldest daughter,
Maria, had disappeared ayear ago while picking mushroomsin the woods. Many boys and girls had
vanished around I ngol stadt—yesterday, even a baby had gone missing! When Mariahad been log, the
blacksmith and hiswife spent agonized days combing the hills, caling the girl's name, praying for her
safety ... and then, resigned, weeping for her soul.

Tofill the emptiness, the blacksmith adopted a new apprentice, an orphan boy whose parents were killed
in aforest fire. Though the boy worked hard in the smithy, no one else's son could make up for the lost
Maria



A traveling tinker had been arrested and charged with the crimes. The blacksmith and hiswife were both
convinced he had abducted their little girl. Even next to the blistering heat of the forge, the blacksmith
shuddered to imagine the things the stuttering foreigner must have doneto Maria..

Sparks flew from the grinding whed as he sharpened the headsman's axe. The monstrous crimina would
pay the price the following day. The bitter but unsatisfying taste of vengeance bubbled like bilein the
blacksmith'sthroat.

He closed his eyes, quoted scripture to himself, and prayed for forgiveness. Hiswife often cameto St
with him in the smithy, to comfort him by reading aoud from the Bible while the gpprentice boy continued
the daily work, hovering closeto the blazing fire.

Lately, ingtead of words of consolation, he was more interested in stories of demons, how the darkness
of Satan was ashadow over the land—such astherituasthe guilty tinker no doubt performed with the
blood of children while hiswalf, his demon familiar, watched.

The blacksmith could not get Marias musical laughter out of his head. She had loved to ride on her
father's broad shoulders as he walked down the streets. She had played with other children, plucking
flowers from the meadows, even running up to Castle Frankenstein where the old Baron showed them
the exatic animasin hismenagerie.

Now she was gone. The damned tinker had done terrible things to her!

When the blacksmith saw thefiery forge and the sparks flying from the grinding wheedl, he thought of
Hédl'sinferno where this razor-sharp axe would send the evil tinker. He intended to stand so closeto the
chopping block that the hot and satisfying blood would splash onto hisface.

Finished, he lifted the sharpened axe from the whed!, but it seemed very heavy al of asudden. The
blacksmith tried to stand. His apprentice came closer, looking worried.

Though his chest and arms were strong, the blacksmith's heart was weak. The thudding sounded hollow
in his chest, the dowing blood flow faded to afaint roar in hisears. He found himsdlf faling. Asthe
executioner's axe dropped to the ground, hislast thoughts were of hiswife, his daughters. How would
they survive without him?

Then he clung to the vision of lost Maria, her large blue eyes, her laughter. He collapsed dead to the
amithy floor, unable to watch the execution after dl.

* * % %

At lagt, with the bandages removed, the dull yellow eyes open. The lids flutter, the transplanted
eyesflick from side to side, seeing the grandeur of the lightning storm outside, the frenzied
apparatus in the laboratory. Flashes, sparks, littlefires.

* k k %

Heliked to sareinto the flickering flames and watch the hungry elementd spirit devour wood. Hiseyes
had an unhedthy yellow tinge, asif part of the fire's glow hovered there.

He had lived with hisfamily in a cottage near old Baron Frankenstein's hunting preserve. The summer
was dry, and alightning strike started a nearby fire, which raged in the night. He awoke, smelling bitter
greenwood smokein the air, then crept outside to waich the swift fire come like amarching army. He
went far from his house, to ahigh rock outcropping where he could sit and watch. The hypnoatic flames
enrgptured him so that he did not even think about hisfamily trapped insde the cottage asthefire
engulfed it. He had never seen the house look so beautiful, so bright and cheery and ablaze.



Then theflames curled in adifferent direction—maybe the wind changed, or maybe the fire smply chose
to avoid him. When the villagers found him later, they consdered it amiracle that the boy had survived,
while hisfamily was overcome by smoke.

Though an orphan, he was old enough to be taken in as the blacksmith's apprentice, where heloved to
toil near the blazing heat of the forge. When he pumped the bellows, he made the heat blossom likea
flower. He was accepted by the blacksmith and hisfamily, who were grieving over their missing daughter.
They thought they understood the boy's “loss.”

The young apprentice went aone into the forest—an excuse to build secret fires, some of which (not
unintentionaly) got out of hand. One of his blazes nearly burned down the Baron's hunting lodge.

Later, he was the loudest voice demanding that atinker, convicted of being awarlock, be burned at the
stake. The apprentice wanted to see a person tied to an upright log, the flames consuming clothes and
flesh. He was furious when Victor Frankenstein insisted that the man be beheaded instead. Why did the
Baron's son have to meddle? Thefire would have been so glorious, a spectacle he could have
remembered for therest of hislife!

It was either irony, or divinejustice, that the vengeful blacksmith had died while sharpening the
headsman's axe. Now, the apprentice did not know his future. He was too young to work the forge
himsdlf, and he feared the distraught widow would sdll the business and turn him out into the Streets.

The future did not concern him. The apprentice saw one way to make everything right. On the night after
the tinker's head was chopped off, helit aflaming brand from the blacksmith's forge and set the smithy
building onfire

But that was only astart. He went to thejail and then the magistrate's home, setting them dight aswell. It
was sure to be the greatest fire in the history of Ingolstadt. The apprentice made no attempt to hide what
he was doing. While the alarms rang and people rushed out to help douse the fire, angry men chased
after him.

The arsonist ran. One of them shot him in the back with amusket, and the ball lodged just benegth his
shoulder blade. The pursuers were coming closer, shouting for hisblood, carrying torches asthey hunted
him down. He staggered into the Baron's hunting preserve, until he reached a swollen, fast-flowing
stream. Hetried to crossit, but he was too weak. When he stepped into theicy, rushing water, he could
barely keep hisfooting.

The pursuing mob shot at him again. Another musket ball shattered hisleg, and hefdl into the water. As
he was swept downstream, he caught a glimpse of Ingolstadt and the smoke rising into the air. He hoped
hisfirewould burn for along time.

His head was dunked under the fast current, and he couldn't breathe. Asthe musket shots drained the
lifesblood out of him, the apprentice gulped frigid water, praying for fire, yet the spark within him was
extinguished. The darkness was cold and wet, but findly hiseyes saw aspark again, lights, life.

* * * %
The mosaic of a monster is alive, functioning, but without a mind it does not truly live.

Victor attaches an electrode, unleashes a flood of condensed lightning. A sharp shock poursinto
the head, like a musket touching off a flash of gunpowder, the last surge of memories. A mind
adrift, separate. Thoughts run like raindrops down an uneven pane of glass.

* * % %



Despite hiswedlth and bloodline, he had never been astrong man, the runt of thelitter. His younger
brothers—even his sister—spurned him, though the noble title was his by birthright. Y ears ago, as a boy,
he had turned hisfedings of inferiority againgt smal animals—secretly killing cats, clubbing puppies. The
young, helpless ones were the most gretifying.

Copying the more eccentric European nobles, he had purchased exotic animals from foreign lands,
darkest Africa, South Seaidands, the Americas. He kept amenagerie on his estate, and though the
miserable creatures did not live long, he replaced them with other specimens asfast asthey died. His son
Victor ddighted in having so many dissection subjects for hismedica studies.

The Baron's fondness for strange animals made him popular among the children. Generous and
benevolent, hewould |et them Stare at the creatures, even pet the tame ones.

Mogt of thetime he could control hisurges. Most of thetime.

And when it became imperative that he follow his obsession, he had a specid private hunting lodge deep
in hisforest preserve with secure doors and stout shutters. After he lured the children out to the cabin,
just likein the story of Hansdl and Gretdl, he would lock them in so he could have hisway with them over
and over; then hewould kill them and bury them out in the forest.

All the sarvants at Casgtle Frankengtein were familiar with their master's habit of dipping off for solitude.
No mere peasant would dare to accuse, or even suspect, Baron Heinrich Frankenstein. A wandering
band of gypsies or a suspicious stranger could always be blamed for the latest disappearance. Over the
years, many were arrested; a shepherd had been hanged and atinker had been beheaded that very day,
both accused of the same crime, providing a convenient excuse for thelittle“lamb” he had just stolen.

Back at the Castle, he regularly told the cook to prepare ved, suckling pig, afine tender lamb, or fresh
kid spitted over afire. Innocence seemed to give the flesh a better flavor. Thus, once anew idea had
occurred to him, he couldn't driveit out of his head. What might be the taste of another sort of tender
flesh?

Only two days ago, he had wandered the streets of Ingolstadt in afilthy disguise, until he saw the chance
to snatch an infant, till breast-fed. After roasting dl day over adow fire, the flesh would be succulent,
better than vedl.

Now, asthe forest darkened around the hunting lodge, the Baron was glad to be awvay. The meat was
till on the spit over thefire, dmost ready for an evening feast, when he heard the shouts of searchers
outside, musket shots. From the window of his cabin, he looked down the steep s opesto Ingol stadit.
The city itsdlf seemed to be on fire!

Alarmed, the Baron went to the door and threw it open just as the constable and six guards rushed up
the path. “My Lord Baron, beware! Thereisan arsonist in these woods. We are hunting him—"

Then the constable saw what was on thefire. One of the guards cried out in horror before he began to
retch. The old Baron could not dam the door quickly enough...

Locked in thejail—the same cell that had held astrangler only two days before—the Baron confessed.
Despite hisadmission, the torturers till wanted to bresk hisarms and scourge him. The townspeople
howled for his blood, ready to lynch the old Baron, and only a contingent of guards rel uctantly prevented
them from doing so. His noble rank would not save him. The magistrate had no choice but to sentence
him to death by adow garrote in the public square.

Victor—now the new Baron Frankenstein—came to see him. Oddly, the intense young man showed no



revulsion at hisfather's crimes, no greed for the position of power he now held. He looked at the older
man clinicaly, asif hewas dready making plans.

Victor turned to thejailer. “It isapity what my father has done. He aways had such afine mind.”

* % * %
The beating hearts grow stronger. “ He's alive!” Victor cries. “ Alivel™

The yellow eyes are open, the patchwork body twitches and trembles. Victor unwinds the gauze to
reveal the scars on cadaverous flesh. He unstraps the restraints binding the arms and legs. The
creature is awake now, aware.

"I made you. You will be greater than the sum of your parts!” Helooks at his creation with pride.
“ Can you hear me? Do you know who you are?"

Yes, the pieced-together man knows who he is. The hands and lungs of a strangler, the legs of a
thief, the head of a hired assassin, the torso of a vengeful blacksmith, the eyes of an arsonist, one
heart from an axe murderer and the other from a wrongly executed man, the mind of a child
molester and baby killer.

* * * %

Voices clamor through him, so many identities roiling in a single body. Fusing the cacophony into
a consensus, he remembers the Bible he read in his blacksmith persona, a particular verse from
the Gospel of Mark. The other converging memories and lives know it aswell, and they all agree.

His voice crackles out like a dry wind. Victor, face shining with perspiration, leans closer to hear.
"My nameisLegion,” the creation says. “ For we are many."

He grabs Victor's throat with the hand of a strangler. With all the livesinside him, he finds it very
easy to squeeze.

* * * %

* * * %

Kevin J. Anderson on the origin of THE SUM OF HISPARTS...

"When | began working with Dean Koontz on our novel, FRANKENSTEIN: PRODIGAL SON, |
developed a lot of fictional “ background” of the famous monster, brief biographies of all the
various criminals that made up his component parts. During the actual writing of the book, Dean
wanted to keep the focus entirely in the present with very little extraneous background or
flashbacks. However, | felt that all those little vignettes could be “ stitched together” into a very
interesting story, and Dean gave me permission to use the material as a standalone piece.”

Katherine Sparrow isasocid worker who livesin Sesttle. Her writing drifts between the shores of
sciencefiction, young adult, and fantasy. She's sold storiesto the Glorifying Terrorism anthology, Cleis
Press, and Son and Foe. Shewasdso afindist in the Writer's of the Future content and attended the
Clarion West Workshop in 2005.

TheEnd of Crazy
By Katherine Sparrow

Allison sucked in the cigarette smoke al around her and closed her eyes. She hated doing this, but it was



required. She spoke as quickly as she could, not looking at any of the peoplein thecircle.

"Hi, I'm Allison. | started hearing voiceswhen | was sixteen after | was raped by my brother. | used to
hear them congtantly. | saw things too; none of the meds helped. Cops scared me alot. | used to bite
people and threaten them with knives. | used to take babiesthat | thought were mine. | refused to take
Sanify at first; | was sureit was poison, but asocial worker convinced meit could make al the bad stuff
stop. | have been sanefor five years now.” Allison took in another ashy breath and stared at the floor.
They'rejust words, don't think about them, don't remember, don't let it touch you.

She sad flatly, “ Everything'sterrific now that therésacure. | thank Sanify every day for the end of
Schizophrenia”

"Thank you, Allison!” everyone a the Beyond Schizophrenia support group said.
Her hand did into her jacket to check, again, that the package was still there, hidden. It was.

The man next to Allison started talking. He held onto his own shaky hands. The cure didn't take away the
shakes, the night terrors, the anger, or the mood swings. It just made you not crazy: not psychotic. There
was alook to everyone in the room—an invigble uniform—that marked them. They were dl too skinny,
jittery, rotten-toothed and ill-fitting in their skin. It waslike ‘| used to be crazy’ was psychicaly tattooed
on them, aong with all the scars and red tattoos.

The wolfish eyes of the psychiatrists watched the shaky man speak, and for his sake, Allison hoped he
wouldn't mess up. People who didn't say theright thing ... therewere all kinds of storiesfloating around
about what happened to them. Crazy stories.

Allison sat through the twenty-minute speech on the importance of never missing the Sanify shotsfor your
own health and safety. The meeting ended with everyone putting one hand towards the center of the
room and saying, “ Sanity'sfor everyone, Sanify'sfor mel"

The dow busride home wasfull of noisy high school kids. A drunk sat next to Allison and kept leaning
agains her, then apologizing. She wastwo days late for her Sanify shot, and it made her nervous.

If dl goeswell, shethought, I'll go to the clinic and get it tonight. She watched the rain roll off the greasy
windows, and gazed at the gray sky beyond.

Allison climbed the four floorsto her gpartment; the elevator had broken down ayear ago. Let the
formerly mentally ill hoof it, they need the exercise, she could dmost hear the public housing manager
say. They're cured, why are they still here? he seemed to think but would never say out loud.

Flip was making pancakes and the microwave dinged just as Allison camein. Shetook out the hot plastic
srawberry syrup bottle and put it on their smal table, then flopped down on achair. The mirror from the
hallway door was angled so she could see both herself and FHip. Both of them wereredlly thin these days,
hewith his short black hair and fine native-Macah looks, she with short, red hair and freckles
everywhere. Allison studied her young-old face in the mirror—thirty-two, but she looked older.

After the cure, they had |eft each other and tried to return to their families. But no one knew them
anymore. No one wanted them, except each other. Hip and Allison, two people who didn't look like
they belonged together, unless you could see from the ingde.

"Hey, you,” shesad.

"Hi, how was your mesting?'



"l love Sanify and every wonderful thing it'sdonefor my life, exclamation point, exclamation point,”
Allisonsaid. “I'm so glad | don't see Nazis anymore, now | just see assholes.”

Hip held thetip of histongue between histeeth as he put down the rubber spatula. He walked behind her
and laid his hands on her shoulders. “Did you buy it?'

"Yeah.” She patted the package in her coat pocket.
"Can you take the test right away? Or do you have to wait?"
"l cando it now."

His handstightened on her shoulders. “Go do it, then. Y ou want some flapjacks? I'll have awhole stack
of them ready for you."

"l want some Hipjacks."
He grinned at her, worry not far benesth his madrone-brown eyes. Two people playing at being fine,

Allison sat on thetoilet and peed on thetip of the pregnancy test. She waited for aplus or minusto
emerge, to tell her what her life was going to be about.

"Pancakes areready!” Hip yelled to her, aquestionin hisvoice, Do you know yet? She came out of the
bathroom and sat down at their table. Alison stared at the dingy, cracked wall beyond Hip, their smal
kitchen painted an ugly green, and the frayed wall-to-wall carpet on the floor. Not much, but it was hers.
More than she had ever had before. Flip sat across from her and tried to look strong. Allison cut into the
pancakes and put abig bitein her mouth. If | don't say it—before| say it, it isn't true, she thought. She
swallowed the pancake and told hersdlf that was stupid—magica thinking. Crazy thinking.

"Wd|?'

"Yep

Flip nodded his head and stared at her serious as stone. What did he see? Allison always saw two
images of him, superimposed upon each other—the sane Hip, and the crazy one. The earnest,
trying-to-be-strong Flip, and the tattooed-neck, manic-eyed Fip. He whistled as he breathed in, then
out, the pitch changing with his breath.

Allison dathered her pancakesin margarine and red syrup, then felt sick as shelooked at the food and
pushed it away. She bit at astray flap of skin around her thumb's cuticle until she drew blood.

"How did it happen?’ Hip asked.

"You werethere.”

"l mean..."

"The depo-proveras not 100%. Neither isyour pill,” Allison said.

"We can't keep it. We can't get rid of it. What are you going to do?’ The stoic facade fdll off hisface,
and helooked like hewas going to cry.

Allison stabbed at her pancake and pretended she was cutting skin. “Thanks, Hip, I hadn't thought about
it. It hasn't been running in an endlessloop over and over in my head that | Sgned five hundred legal
documents saying | wouldn't have kidsif | took Sanify. Or that abortion istotaly illega. Thanksfor



pointing out how screwed | am.”

"We are. I'm with you. It's not our fault. They can't blame us ... If we go to them they can't blame us,”
Fipsad.

"Right, just like cops never beat you up for being acrazy Indian. They've never arrested usfor being
homeless, or locked us up for being psychotic. Why would they blame usnow?’ Allison held ascream
insgde of her. Violence was not norma. Rage was not normal. She filled her mouth with pancake to keep
itindde of her.

"I'm sorry. I'm here, Allison. I'm right here with you.” Hip had abad ook to him. Allison remembered all
the times when he had burned himself, back when he was crazy. When shewould yell a him, and later
shewould find cigarette burns on hisbody. That had been part of the attraction, hadn't it? She didn't even
haveto cut Hip. He hurt himsdlf for her dl on hisown.

No, that couldn't happen now. There was no insanity. Everything wasfine now.

"I'm sorry, Hip. It'stoo much. | don't have any answers. | don't know what the Sanify would doto a
baby, and | don't know what would happen if | sopped taking it. There are so many weird stories out
there about what happensif you stop. | don't know where to get an abortion where it's not some
Chrigtian front trying to catch people like me. | don't want to go to jail. Jeez, things were going so good,”
Allisonsad.

"No they weren't. Weve been getting by, pretending we know how to live like normal people, but it's so
empty,” FHip sad.

Hiswords hurt. Allison hated the truth in them. She put her hands over her face and pressed on her
eydids

Hlip leaned across the table and said, * Something has been coming toward usfor along time. Now
something ishere, that'sall.”

"That's crazy tak."

"Crazy isover, Allison. Whatever is coming, it'snot crazy. Something new. If thiswasn't complicated,
what would you do? Pretend we're normal for asecond.” Helooked at her like she might hurt him. Not
with knives, the other kind of hurt.

"Tdl mewhat you would wart, firg."
He shook his head and wouldn't answer.
"Fine I'dkeepit,” Allison said.

That made him smile. “Y ou would? Me too. We could be real good parents, Allison. We could have so
much love"

"Butit'snot smple” shesaid.
"People disappear al thetime. We could. It's not so hard.”
"But without Sanify? What'll happen?’ she asked.

"Itsacure” Hip sad. “Everyone knowsthat."



"People can die when they stop taking it. All those paperswe signed said s0.”
"That's just the pharmaceutica company tricking usinto taking it forever. Weve both heard stories.”

"But it'snot gone. | can fed the schizophrenia, not that far away. Can't you?” Allison stood up and began
pacing. She hadn't meant to tell anyone that.

"Our brain scans are normd, Allison. Thereé's no more schizophrenia. It'l befineif we stop taking Sanify."
"Likeadl the timeswe stopped taking medsin the past? That was fine?"

"Thisisdifferent. Maybe well be better than fine. I've heard Sories”

"Crazy people dwaystdl crazy stories. That's nothing new.”

The telephone rang. Paranoia coursed through Allison that their gpartment was under surveillance.

Hip answered it, spoke hdtingly, and then hung up.

"That was asocid worker. She's going to stop by today."

"Why? Does she know? Y ou think this place is bugged?’ she asked, hating hersdf for the question.
"Probably,” FHlip sad.

"No, that's paranoid,” Allison said. Her head hurt.

"l think we should go.” Go. Hip said. Allison heard afaint echo to hiswords, even though his mouth
wasn't moving.

"Where?'
"Remember that time, that old school?” School? his voice echoed again.

"Not there. Anywhere but there.” They had been off their meds when they found the old school—lost in
the darkness and logt in their heads. When the mental health counsel ors had found them, they were close
to Sarvation.

"It won't be like before. It can't be.” Can't be.
A blip of apalice car sounded outside.

Cops: the blue Naziswho gtick needlesinto you, Allison thought automatically. No. They're just cops.
Don't think like that, she ordered hersdif.

Flip went to the window and looked out. “ They're coming inside. Weve got to go, if we're going. Are
we, Allison? It'syour decision, but if we're going to, we should go now.” Now.

The echo of hisvoice made Allison fed jumpy. There are hundreds of peoplein this building. The cops
could be herefor anyone, she thought. Another part of her—a part that felt like it was running downhill
too fast and couldn't do anything but run faster to keep from falling—told her to go.

"Okay, let'sgo,” Allison whispered. Electricity ran up and down her spine.

Flip grabbed their cash and abig bag of potato chips. Allison threw some clothesfor both of them into
her backpack, al the while listening for aknock on the door. They I€eft their apartment and walked down



the hallway. The fluorescent lights buzzed and crackled overhead.

A door opened and Allison stifled acry. Old Maude stuck out her head and said, “Where you off to,
Jane and Rock?’ Maude had known them before Sanify, and could never remember their real names.

Jane Eyre and Mr. Rochester—the names burned through Allison. The paranoid, delusional woman with
the depressed and suicida boyfriend. That's who they had been. Who were they going to become? They
ran down the urine-stained stairs. Their feet hit the concrete steps hard, and Allison was gasping for
breath by the time they made it to the lobby.

Two copsin blue stood in front of the eevator, pushing the up button and looking irritated.

Don't turn around, don't notice us, Allison willed as she and Hip walked as quietly asthey could toward
the front door.

One of their radios hissed and a mae voice asked, “Have you secured the girl yet?” Yet?
"Almogt. Werein the building now,” Now, one of the cops said.

They made it to the front door and pushed it open. A gust of cool ar and rain hit them. Don't turn
around, don't look to seeif they are following, she ordered hersdlf asthey stepped out onto the sdewalk.

Hip's hand dipped into Allison's and he squeezed hard. “Don't run, not yet,” Not yet, Fip whispered.
They walked quickly to the corner, then turned and ran like kids playing tag—fast and hard. A couple of
blocks later, they stopped and looked behind them. No one followed.

Wer e the cops even there for us, or are we being delusional ? Allison wondered.

They took abus, then waked to the abandoned school on the edge of the city just before sunset. Like
she remembered, it was made from red bricksthat looked like blood. Tal grass surrounded it beyond a
chain link and razor-wire fence. Allison stood in front of the“No Trespassing” sign and wanted to be
anywhereese.

Hip kicked at the fence asthey circled the hill. He found a place where it was loose enough to crawl
under. All the doors were padlocked with heavy silver locks, except for onein the back. Hip tried to turn
the handle, but it waslocked from theinside. He hit it twice with his open pam.

"Wecandegpout inthegrass,” Allison sad. “I'd like that.”

The door popped open afew inches and awhite girl—chubby, pierced eyebrow, probably about
twenty—Iooked out behind achain lock.

"Hey, can we crash here?” Hip asked. Crash here.
Allison heard the echo again.

"What's the magic word?’ Word? the girl said. Her eyes scanned the grasses behind them, then she
looked at Hip. “Hey, what areyou?’ Are you?

"Native” Native.

"Coal. Power to your people. I'm Veronica. I'mtotaly into Indian rights.” Rights. She unchained the
door and let them into awide, dark hallway with cellings obliterated by darkness. Allison had amemory
of being chased, of being lost here.



Veronicabolted the door behind them. It took Allison amoment for her eyesto adjust and seethe gray
formsin the hdlway. They walked into an old schoolroom. Fingers of sunlight reached through the gaps
in the boarded up windows.

"Mi escuelaestu escuda How'd you hear about us?” Us? Veronicaasked.
"We were here before. Seven years ago,” Ago, Hip said.

"Weve been here sx months,” the girl said. “Weloveit, and the cops have no ideawere here.” Were
here.

"Good,” Allison said.

Along onewall of the schoolroom was agas camping stove, an ice cooler, and somejugs of water. Dirty
kids, just past adolescence, sat on the ground inacircle.

"Thisis Spaz, Makeshift, Kendra, Tony the Tiger, Ali, and Blunt.” Blunt.
"Hi, I'm—"
"She's Jane, I'm Rock,” Rock, Hip said.

Allison shivered dl over. She fdt like everything bad was coming back towards them, and there was
nothing she could do to stop it.

"Y ou hungry? Weve got spaghetti.” Spaghetti.

Allison and Hip sat down on the floor as V eronica brought them food. The kidstold funny storieswith a
gentleness that seemed too sweet for their age, like maybe they'd had bad childhoods, and were making
up for it now.

After dinner, Veronicagrabbed aflashlight and abunch of blankets. She took them up awide creaky
staircase and down adark hallway to an empty schoolroom. There were holesin the floor where wood
had rotted through—dark pocks that ooked like wounds as the flashlight bounced over them.

"Thank you,” Allison said. It wasthefirst time she could remember someone being niceto her without
being paid for it.

"Noworries.” Worries.
"You okay?’ Okay? Hip asked when they were aone.

"l don't know. We can't go back, can we? Thisisthe only decision, isn't it? For the baby?” Allison said.
“Wedidn't just leave because were mentaly ill, did we?

"Nope,” Fip rubbed hiswarm hand over her flat belly. “ Our baby's going to be so beautiful, and we're
never going to let anything bad happen to her.” To her.

The next day was Allison's third day of missing Sanify, and Hip's second. It felt like walking over adliff.
Fdling and where would they land?

There were changes for both of them in the following weeks. The echoes of people's words grew more
and more tangled up with their spoken words, and Allison felt confused most of thetime. At first just the
end of sentenceswere garbled, then the middle, then al the way through. She had to listen very carefully
to catch what they were saying. Flip's body was hot al thetime, like he had afever. They both felt



clearer, lessin ahaze than they had been. “Like cloudslifting off my soul,” Hip said.
The changesworried Allison and excited FHip.

What was strangest of al to Allison was that the kids befriended her and Flip. They fed them with their
dumpster food and didn't ask why Hip and Allison never left the school. They would play cards, or read
books out loud on the roof, or talk politics and never think to exclude Allison and FHip. It made Allison
think that someday she and Flip could leave the school and no one would know they were formerly
mentally ill. Allison felt herself relaxing as days passed and nothing bad happened. 1t seemed like Flip was
right—schizophreniawas over, and they were becoming free.

Onasunny day Flip and Allison laid out on the wideflat roof of the school—all the kidswere at an
immigrant-rights protest—and stared up at the puffy white cotton ball clouds overhead.

Allison wore an old, soft swesatshirt that VVeronica had given her. She held Flip's hand and traced patterns
on hispam with her ring finger.

"It'slikeaninvisblepainisgone. | was so used toit, but now it'sgone.... | fed good, normal,” Allison
said. She pointed at acloud and said, “Wolves."

The cloud twisted and turned into amore definite shape of wolves. She pointed at another one, “Baby."

Hip laughed asthe cloud grew more distinctly baby-like. Our baby will be just as fat. “Our baby will
bejus asfat."

That was new—hearing the words before he said them. Weird, but not schizophreniaweird.
We should talk. A best later, Hlip said, “We should talk."

"About what?" She didn't want to.

Our future. “Our future."

"l want to talk about names. | want you to give our baby area Indian name. Something with alot of
gyllables™

Hip put hishand on her belly. We need to have some kind of plan. We need to leave Seattle, | think.
They'll be looking for us. Allison had amoment to think before Flip spoke the words out loud.

"I need to rest. Maybe we can stay here until the baby comes, then head up to Canada? We can cross
the border in thewoods.” The second after the words left her mouth, Allison wished she had not
mentioned the woods, the place of her hdlucinations. A cloud—the wolf cloud—settled acrossthe sun
and it grew colder.

Okay, but we should plan for our future, Flip said, only hiswords didn't repest out loud. A deep mae
voice laughed instead. Allison looked around, but there was no one there.

"Did you hear that?’ she asked.

Yes. Again, therewas no repest. Allison looked at Flip. Blood poured from hisnose dl over hisface. His
eyes moved back and forth, watching something dart acrossthe sky that Allison couldn't see. The wolf
cloud dowly seemed to be moving toward them.

"Hip! Get up, comeon!” She dragged him to hisfeet, then took him down the staircase, down and
down, running in dim light, their feet squesking against the worn wooden steps. Above them she heard



footsteps clunk on the roof. Clean him up in the bathroom, nose bleeds dways ook bad, it's nothing, it's
fine, shetold hersdf. We're both fine.

Hip'shand grew dippery in hers, and he had trouble keeping up. He sstumbled and dmost fell down the
dairs before catching himsdlf.

"Hip?" Inthe dimness she saw he was bleeding from cuts up and down hisarms.

When had that happened?* Hip, you can't start cutting on yourself again.” Allison tried to not scream at
him.

| didn't, he thought. From above them Allison heard laughter and a pounding of footsteps. They ran
down the halway at the bottom of the stairs. Allison left Hip in a schoolroom as she ran to the bathroom
for toilet paper. As soon as shelet go of him, he started screaming—a double scream with his echo and
voice combined.

It made it hard to think. Isthisreal? Allison wondered, as she grabbed arall of toilet paper and turned
back for him.

"Run! Hidel” A little girl suddenly standing in the bathroom's doorway yelled. The child had long black
hair and moon eyes. “Mom, they're coming for us, run!"

Allison fdt hersdf collgpsing inward. | know what thisis, Allison thought. Psychosis. It did nothing to
shake off her growing terror.

She pushed passed the unredl girl and ran back into the hallway. Someone crud—someone not
there—laughed. The sound echoed and bounced off thewalls. Allison waited for the laughing man to
show himsdif.

Allison? Hip caled from down the hdlway, fear and pain laced into histhoughts. Allison, please?

She ran toward him. Three thwumps came from his schoolroom, and flames flickered out of the
doorway. A writhing figurein flames danced out of the room, and Fip's thoughtsfilled her. Help me!
Help me! I'm burning!

Thefigurefdl, and Flip screamed. The cruel laughter grew closer. She couldn't see anyone, but Allison
knew who it was—ablue Nazi.

Thelittlegirl ran a her and said, “Run! They'll find us, Mom. Come on!”

Allison turned from Hip's burning form. She scooped the girl into her arms and ran into the dark cavern
of the old school. Sheran and ran, but didn't come to any walls. Of course not, thisisn't real, she thought.
Hip'sfine. I'm fine. The darkness around her went from grey to complete blackness. Flip's screams died
behind her. The ground she walked on grew softer, and the air around her colder and cleaner. Allison
held the unredl girl tight to her body and was glad she was not alone. The girl breathed onto her neck and
it was caming.

Is this my child? How did she get here? Allison wondered. She was heavy but Allison didn't put her
down. The mindlessness of holding her and walking kept some of her fear away. Her eyes burned with
the darkness, trying to see anything at al. Therewas nothing. It dl felt so redl.

A twig snapped just behind her, then fingers grabbed onto her hair and pulled her backwards. Allison fell
onto her back, and her girl was wrenched away from her.



"Mommy?'

A torch erupted in the darkness and Allison saw three blue Nazis standing over her. They weredl the
same height, wore the same police uniform, and had identical faces. They looked like her brother—fair
skinned, straight nosed, and hard mouthed with blond hair poking out benegth their hats.

It'snot real.

They tied her hands and legs to the ground, spread-eagling her with ropes and stakes. Allison saw one of
them make faces at the girl he clutched in his hands. She squirmed and tried to get free. The smell of pine,
wet earth, and her bitter body odor filled the air.

None of thisisreal.

One of the blue Nazistook out long slvery scissors from his holster and cut the clothes of f her bodly.
Allison shivered.

Another pulled out along syringe with afat needle from his pocket and jabbed it into her breast. It
sucked at her tissue and flesh, dowly filling with athick orange-brown liquid. Allison screamed and tried
to get free, but her bonds did not loosen, no matter how hard she pulled a them. Allison breathed in
gulps of air as he pulled the syringe out of her. He put the syringe'stip near hislipsand squirted the liquid
into hismouth. Allison closed her eyes.

Not real.

"Délicious” the blue Nazi murmured.

She opened her eyes.

Her liquid dribbled down hisface. The other two laughed. Allison saw that the girl was gone.

They stuck another syringe deep into her thigh. It sucked away her essence; sinew, nerves, muscle and
marrow.

Allison focused on the green branches that flickered with torch light above her. They stabbed her with the
syringes up and down her body, arguing with soft grunty voices, “ There? Ddlicious, painful, yes.” “No
there, better, yes, hurt, hurt.”

It went on and on. Prick, suck, drink.
A crow landed on the branches above her and stared at her with calculating eyes.
Carnage? Not yet. Soon, she heard it think beforeit flew away.

A wolf lingered at the edge of the torch'slight. Allison raised her head and watched him. He had no
thoughts, only adeep hunger. Prick, suck, drink.

"Her neck."
"Her foot."
"Her cheek. Yes, there."

Hours and hours passed, but it stayed dark out. The torch did not burn down. Needles poked into her
deeper and deeper, taking more of her away.



Then she heard avoice cutting through the night. Jane? Allison? “ Jane? Allison?’ Hip said, then
screamed.

It was atrap. They wanted her to want him, so that they could take that away from her too. Except, the
blue Nazi's|looked worried asthey drew near her with their syringe.

Allison! Hip thought. She heard him groaning.

Out of desperation to find Flip, she turned and faced the closest Nazi. She really looked at him. Indl her
years of hallucinating, Allison had never met their gaze. Sheld never been able to stare down her worst
fear. The Nazi'sface was plain, blank, and held ahunger to hurt her.

* * % %

Allison? Help me! Hip thought.

The Nazi sneered and raised his syringe. Allison didn't look away, though she wanted to, and hisface
started to change. It began to grow fainter and transparent. Like wisps of smoke held together for a
moment then dissipating, his face began unraveling. He sank to the ground and like some old melting
witch, he collapsed into himsdlf. Allison faced the next one, who was at her sde ingtantly. He pulled out
knives from hisbelt loop. Her gaze unmade him, and he squealed as he disappeared from her nightmare.
Thethird blue Nazi turned and ran into the woods.

Allison, please? It's so hot.
Shetried to go to Hip, to find him in the woods, but ropes ill held her down.

No, she thought, and focused her mind on them. They loosened, then dissolved away from her ankles
and wrigts. Everywhere she looked, the woods grew sparser, branches|ost their leaves, and grass
withered away into the ground. Thetorch flickered, then went out. Allison sat in complete blackness.

Then, as her eyes adjusted, she saw a glow coming through adoorway. She sat up, naked and sore, and
saw that she wasin one of the classrooms. Her body oozed blood from all her sores. She touched one. It
wasred. The glow flickered in the doorway.

Allison. Hurry, Flip begged.
She crawled toward the doorway. “Hip? Where are you?"'

Helay on thefar end of the hallway, surrounded by red-black embers. He twisted on the ground and
groaned. The sight of him made Allison stand up and run to him, no matter her legswereriddled with
syringe wounds. As she grew near him, she saw his whole body was a mess of burns.

She knew thiswasred, because it was not something she would ever imagine. Her halucinations dways
took placein thewoods. A haf-dozen steps away from him, ablistering hesat stopped her. The air was
50 hot around him that she smelled her hair starting to burn.

"Hip, you've got to make this stop,” shetold him. “Y ou've got to makeit go away."
Can't, thefireis everywhere, and it's not real. It'sjust in my head, hethought. Just like before.

Allison remembered dl his scarsfrom cigarette burns.



"No Hip. It'snot like before. It'sreal, so you haveto stop it. Y ou're burning yoursdlf. Crazy's over, like
you said. Now, | guess...” Her mind groped for areason to what was happening. “Now our illnessis out
inthered world."

You're not real, hethought.
Shetook astep toward him. If | can reach him, and hold him, helll come out of this, she thought.

A fiery hawk screamed and reared its head up. No, it was apile of papers, spinning through the air
toward her, full of flame. Allison stepped back and it fell to the ground. She stared &t it, but her attention
did not dissipate it. She stepped forward again, and debris on the ground drew together into alarger
bird-golem. She stepped back.

"Hip, | can't help you. Y ou've got to make it stop.”

Heturned hishead to look at her, and his hand caught on fire. He screamed, but only on theinside. Just
as she could hear histhoughts, Allison could fed him weaken.

"You haveto look at it straight on. Y ou haveto faceit!” she said.
Can't. It'sinside of me,

Allison felt anew presence enter the room, traveling from outside the school. She felt someone's essence
reach out and study her.

Who are you? she asked in her mind, unsureif thiswas another halucination.

Run! They made me track you. They're coming for you. Imprison you. Run, hide, or they'll use you,
like they use me, afrantic voice spokeinsde of Allison.

Areyou real? shethought.

I'matelepath, like you. | used to be paranoid. Now, after Sanify, | can hear everyone's thoughts,
just like you. The government will take you, use you. Run, stay free. We're almost to your school
now. Leave. Join the resistance. Don't get caught. His message carried a desperate, frenetic energy to
it that sent adrendin pumping through Allison.

She heard the sounds of rubber tires squealing on the road outside of the school. Tree branches grew
down from the ceiling and reached toward her. She banished them with aglance.

"Hip, weve got to go now. Y ou've got to let me come near you!” It seemed impossible that she could
carry him. She could barely stand on her own. But he was too burned to move,

Sheraninto the heat. Flames shot up in acircle around FHip's body. Allison jumped toward Fip, her skin
on fireand burning. A blast of fire flung her backwards.

Flip screamed. The sound pierced her mind and her ears. He convulsed on the ground, wrapped infire.

You have to leave now. They're deciding the best way to capture you, the urgent and strange voice
said to her. They will put collars on you and own you like a dog.

"Hip, weve got to—"

| know, | heard himto. It's not real. But if it is Allison, you've got to go, Hip'svoice sad fantly
inddeof her.



"| can't leave you, Hip. Y ou're my only good thing."

Save yourself. I'll befine.

Allison caught the wry humor mixed into the sadnessin histhoughts. It was so Hip-like.
Allison heard achainsaw gstart up outside.

Please, the voice begged her. We're cutting into the fence. You have to leave.

"l can't leaveyou, Hip,” she said, even as she knew she would; even as she turned and ran down the
halway, naked, burnt, and bleeding. She ran out the back of the school, under the fence, and into the
blackness of night.

* * * %

* k x %

The Gundlinger of Chelem
By Lavie Tidhar

The dream called him to it, sucked him into amaglstrom of swirling colours, hand-drawn clouds, feet
stamping, hands clapping, the sound of asren, the smel of hot mustard, egg yolks, dust devils, the hint of
akiss, ahigh, yellow sun, sands spreading in the distance, houses made of wood.

High noon. The sun erased al shadows. He stood in the heart of atown, of the kind that appeared in old
Westerns. A clock-tower, the hands standing at a minute to twelve. One-storey houses. Onelong main
street: abank, abar, achurch, ahorse trader, agun shop. In the corner, the prosperous front of the
coffin-builder.

Quiet. The town was deserted, a ghost town. Or maybe, he thought, maybe they're dl hiding.

He discovered apair of gunson hiships. He tried them, one after the other. They were like additiona
fingersin hishands. Hewas fast.

Of course.

He remembered now. He practised drawing them and smiled.
He was the best of the best.

And then he saw him.

The gundinger stood with his back to the clock-tower. A wide-brimmed hat shaded hisface. The hands
of the clock moved towards the hour, touched it together—

They both drew their guns but there was only one shot.

The dream spat him out, wiped him out, threw him out to a maelstrom of swirling darkness, chak-marks,
clapping hands, awhistle, the taste of blood; at last, the taste of nothing.

* * % %

"Y$"



"Whereisit?'

"Near Y okneam.”

/as"

What?"

"Was. Where 'Y okne'am was."

"For your information, the Society for Bringing Back Y okneam employs severa people with the capacity
for Degp Dre—"

"Who?'

"Aharoni."

"Aharoni? The city won' last five minutes and it would be populated by snails. Or bats."
"Shimshon.”

"Not capable of dreaming even one whole street.”
"Anyway."

"es"

"We want you to go there."

"ToYokneam?'

"ToChdem."

"Whereisit?'

"Near Y okn€am—"

* * * %

Raphael woke up. The darming clock swore at him in Russian.

Alarm, hethought. Alarm clock.

The crock began to make the sound of ten newborn babies being eaten smultaneoudy.
Clock, damnit, he thought, and findly heard the norma ring.

Y okneam, he thought. And then—Chelem.

Whereisit?

Coffee. He pulled himsdlf towards the kitchen.

Over the course of the night, the espresso machine had turned into a chicken and had just laid abrown
€go.

Hetook the egg. It had no shell. He tasted it carefully, shrugged and ate it whole.



The cigarette pack, he thought. On the table.

When he approached the pack turned into alizard and moved away with a cough.

"l was going to quit anyhow,” he said to the air. Theair ignored him.

A pat on the chicken's back produced another egg, and he took it with him on hisway out.

Sumit up for me” Raphadl said. He didn't fed so well. The singing birds had amost disappeared to the
corners of hiseyesand their song—an a capella rendition of “ The Sea of Wheat"—had faded to a

whisper.

"His name's Stephen Cohen,” Micha said. Micha drove. Raphadl sat in the passenger seat, equipped
with dark shades and a headache.

"American?'
"The parents made Aliyah."
"Can you turn down themusic?’ Raphadl said.

Micha turned her head to him, began to smile, changed her mind and returned her eyesto theroad. “The
radioisn'ton.”

"0y
"Doyouwant apill?'
"What have you got?'
"Something that'd wake you up.”

He dry-swallowed the pill. It had a bitter, not entirely unpleasant taste. The birds disappeared. Silence
Settled on the world.

Raphad liked silence. Raphad liked to deep, and to dream. Raphael liked hisjob at the REM, but
slencewasn't usualy afact of life at the unit. Silence was athing of luxury, reserved for those regular
policemen who only ever dealt with routine murders, robbery and theft, blackmail and kidnapping that
were the waking world's natural lot.

Heliked hisjob, but for those days when he had to get out of bed, get dressed, drink coffee, wear dark
shades, take those energy pills of Michal's and go to some damned place in the middle of nowhere.
Before noon.

"Sowhat did hedo?’ he said now. “What could be so important that | haveto get up for it? My
range—"

"Y our rangeisn't enough,” Micha said. “Y ou need to be physicdly close."
"What are you trying to tell me?’ Raphadl said, and he smiled.

"Don't gtart,” Michd said.

They droveinslence.

"Sowheat did he do?’ Rephael said.



"Didn't you see?'
"What?'
"The dream. Before you woke up.”

Hetried to remember. Fragments came back to him, became at last awhole memory. Thetown, the
hour, the sun. The gundinger.

The shot, and then ... nothing.
"He doesn't just shoot people,” Raphadl said.
“No."

"He's good,” Raphael said. “ The town itself wasn't too detailed, more like a blueprint for abuilding than a
building itsdf, but the focus was extraordinary. Even from adistance, even second-hand, you can fed it.
He built that dream carefully, and he has enough power to hold it there. Who are the people he shoots?”

"Youwon't bdieveit,” Michd sad.

Outside, the view was green; trees and square, blooming fields. A pterodactyl circled high overhead,
became suddenly ayellow plastic duck, and disappeared. Raphadl cursed dl the people who overdept.
Apart from him, of course. For him it was work.

"He lives somewhere near where Y okne'am used to be. He cdled the place Chelem. The town exists
even when he's awake. Y ou could say heis stuck in the dream. And in the dream, hel's the best gunfighter
there ever was. Better than Billy the Kid, better than Doc Holliday, better than Jesse James, better
than—"

"l getit,” Raphad said. “He'sgood. Nu?’ It occurred to him that Micha was becoming alittle too
enthusiastic about her subject.

"So people come to him. Y ou understand? They come from al over the country. All over the world.
Hée'skilled more than thirty people so far—at |east those we know of. They cometo challenge him.
Gunfighters. People egg each other on in the pub—Iet's see you take on the gundinger of Chelem.”

"The gundlinger of Chelem?’ Raphad said. “Who came up with that name?"
"The papers,” Michd said, “Cohen just doesn't sound the same.”
"So what do you want me to do, exactly? Fight him? A stand-off at high noon with guns drawn?”’

Micha smiled and stopped the car. “1 knew you'd understand.” She opened the door and got out of the
car. Outside, the green had turned to desert.

"Werethere"

* * * %

Raphael napped. It isathing different from deep.

Raphagl napped and dreamed of graves. Chelem's cemetery spread out before him. Chelem's cemetery
was wide. Spacious. It had personality.

It had more than thirty graves.



He approached the gravedigger, a short, bald man who lacked distinct facia festures. Hisvoicewasa
kind of faded memory of the way people spokein the old westerns.

"Y ou work herelong?'

"All thetime,” the gravedigger said.

"And a night?'

The gravedigger shrugged. “Night?"

The place that is dways one minute from high noon...
"Anyone ever |eave here and not through the cemetery?!

The gravedigger shook his head. His movements, too, were limited, Raphagl saw. Shoulders, heaed. The
hands either digging or resting. “Never."

"He'sgood, then?!
"Hésinvincble"
Raphadl woke up. No cemetery. No gravedigger. The desert remained.

How do you beat someone like that? The rules of the dream were the gundinger's rules. Y ou couldn't
change the dream and give Raphadl, say, a machine gun. Or acannon. Or a bullet-res stant body. The
dream was Stephen Cohen's dream, the gundinger of Chelem's dream.

Therules. There was only one way to fight the gundinger. At high noon, in the town square, by the
clock-tower. Guns drawn.

And then he began to think. There was away. Maybe. He thought of the old films.

Hewent and talked to Micha. She was looking into the distance, into the desert, towards the town. She
had adreamy look in her eyes.

"Michdl!"

She shook her head, stood up, and opened the camp bed above the sand for him. Raphaegl sighed. He
hated going into thefidd.

He climbed into bed and curled up in the blanket. “Where's Teddy?"
"What?' Michd sad.
"Teddy,” Raphadl said. “Where's Teddy!"

Micha sighed, said, “Hold on.” Looked in the back seat of the car and brought out ateddy bear with
oneeyemissng.

"There's Teddy,” Micha said, but Raphagl no longer heard, nor did he see her look towards the town,
sgh again and begin stepping towards Chelem, leaving light footprintsin the sand, two heavy guns around
her wais.

Raphadl, instead, fell adeep. His degp wasimmediate, and deep.



He dept, and in his deep he dreamed.

* k% k %

The Man With No Name walked in the desert. He wore a dusty poncho, and awide-brimmed hat
covered hisface. He had been in the desert for along time. He was searching for the gundinger. He and
the gundinger had met in the past. The gundinger had killed the Man With No Name's sweetheart. If he
ever had anameit was buried deep in the past. The Man With No Name planned to leave the gundinger
himself buried in the past. He had been searching for him for along time. And now he had found him.

The town was before him. A wooden sign that creaked in thewind said ‘ Chelem'.

He passed through the open gate. Main Street spread out before him. He saw alone figure, ascared old
man who approached him and began to timidly measure him from head to toe.

Measure him for a coffin.

The Man With No Name laughed, and he put a coin into the man's hand and walked towards the square.
The clock at the top of the tower showed aminute to twelve. The sun was high in the sky. Therewasho
shade.

The gundinger waited for him in the square. The Man With No Name stepped towards him and stopped
inthe distance.

A firing digtance.

"Youl” said the gundinger. “You can't!"

"By therules,” Raphadl said, and the Man With No Name repeated hiswords aoud.

"l assumeyou're good,” the gundinger said, and he was talking now directly to Raphadl.
"The best,” Raphadl said through the man he had dreamed into being.

"Then it would be an honour for meto kill both you and him,” the gundinger sad.

The Man With No Name smiled and chewed on an unlit cigar. “ Y ou can try,” Raphadl said, “but no one
beats Eastwood."

The second hand ticked, ticked, ticked again ... wasthat sweat on the gundinger's face?
The hand moved.

Tick.

Tick.

"Wait,” the gundinger said.

The hand had stopped. One second to noon.

The Man With No Name looked at the gundinger and spat on the ground.

"Interesting,” Raphael said, “but the whole nature of your dream isin the passing of these seconds
towardsthefight. Y ou can't stop the clock forever.”

"If you shoot me,” the gundinger said, and now it was his turnto smile, “I'll kill her "



Thewhistle of an gpproaching train sounded in the distance, and rail tracks appeared in the middle of
Main Street and passed through the square. On the track, tied to therails, was Michal.

* * * %

What are you doing here?’ Raphael shouted.

"She can't speek,” the gundinger said, * her mouth isgagged.” He shrugged. “ Shetried to chalenge meto
afight. They aways do. The women especidly. | thought that instead of killing her | could use her as
insurance. Againg you."

"So what happens now?’ Raphadl said. The Man With No Name moved impatiently. Let me handlethis,
he seemed to say.

"Now?’ the gundinger said. “Thetrainisonitsway here. Can you seeit, coming towards us? In ashort

while—avery short while—it will arrive. I'll be able to control the time eement until then. Until asecond
beforeit hitsyour girlfriend. In the last second, the clock will strike twelve, and then ... you can try killing
me, or try saving your sweetheart. And if you try to shoot me now, I'll shoot her."

"Colleague,” Raphad sad.

What?"

"Colleague, not girlfriend. Or sweetheart.”
"Not inthisdream,” the gundinger said.

The smoke from the train appeared above the houses. Raphadl 1ooked towards the train. The Man With
No Name pulled a matchbox out of hisponcho and lit hiscigar.

"The choicgsyours,” the gundinger said.
The Man With No Name smiled, and threw the burning match on the ground.

"I'm going to kill you,” the Man With No Name said. “Then sheand | will ride together towards the
unst.”

"Y ou haven't got ahorse,” the gundinger said.

"There will be ahorse waiting for us around the corner. As soon asI've killed you."
"And an orchestra, too, I'm sure.”

"Of course.”

"Don't try anything stupid,” the gundinger said. His hand shook. Something burned at the Man With No
Name's back. The match had lit asmal line of gunpowder that moved away in the direction he had come
from. Heat, growing. Thetrain on itsway, so close now, one more moment and it will hit—

The Man With No Name smiled—
A loud explosion sounded asthe barrel of gunpowder he had left behind caught fire—
Thetranroseinthear—

And fell on the coffin maker's shop—



There was the sound of a shot.

The Man With No Name fell to the ground. His hand examined the round holein the poncho. A tired,
wondering expression gppeared on hisface, as helay till on the sand.

In the slence, the only sound was Michd's cries. “Raphad!” she shouted. “ Raphagl!"
Thetimewas one minute past twelve.

Something moved.

"Raphael!”

The Man With No Name sat up. He shook his head and opened the poncho. Underneath was ablock of
meta. Heuntied it and let it fall to the ground. He looked towards the clock-tower.

The gundinger was lying on his back below the tower. He didn't move. When he approached him, the
Man With No Name saw the small, neat hole between the gundinger's eyes.

The Man With No Name shook his head, turned, and went to Micha. He untied her and helped her
stand.

Shelooked at him admiringly. “1 never imagined...” she said. “Not even in my most intimate dreams, that
the day will comewhenyou ... when| ... together..."

"Micha,” Raphael sad, “I, too ... | have, fedings..."
"Raphedl,” Michd said.

"y e

"I'm grateful and everything, but, do you mind...?"
"What?"

"Leaving usdone?’

"Comewith me,” the Man With No Name said. Hetook Micha's hand in hisand led her behind the
corner. A black horse waited for them there. The Man With No Name helped Michd onto the horse and
then climbed on its back himself. Michad hugged hiswaist and heled the horse, dowly and with
confidence, through Main Street, where people had begun to gather, and to look at them, and to
whisper, and point, and findly smile.

Michal and the Man With No Name rode into the desert, towards the setting sun.

The orchestra played.

Raphael woke up and felt as though he had swallowed afrog.
He hated it when that happened to him. He didn't know why he dreamed of frogs. He hated frogs.

He sat up. Hewasin the car, in the back seat. Michd was driving. She was whistling an old, familiar
tune. The end of the dream, he thought, and then, Ennio Morricone. Pain blossomed in his head.

Then he remembered the rest. The headache grew. “Michd,” he croaked, then swallowed the frog and



burped. That was better.

"Raphad.”

"About what | said ... in the context of the dream ... | just wanted to say, | wasn't serious, you know?"
"What?' Michd said. She had adreamy look in her eyes. Again. “Fine."

"Oh,” Raphad said. “Good."

"Yes” Michd sad. “It wes."

In the end Raphadl had to look for the pills on hisown.

* * * %

LavieTidhar (www.lavietidhar.co.uk) was the winner of the 2003 Clarke-Bradbury Prize, the editor of
Michael Marshall Smith: The Annotated Bibliography (PS Publishing, 2004) and the anthology A
Dick & Jane Primer for Adults (The British Fantasy Society, 2006), and isthe author of the novella An
Occupation of Angels (Pendragon Press, 2005). His stories have appeared in Sci Fiction, Chizine,
Postscripts, Nemonymous, Infinity Plus, Aeon, The Book of Dark Wisdom, Fortean Bureau,
Clarkesworld Magazine and many others, and in trandation in seven languages.

Laviesstory “Letters From Weirdsde” appeared in the Apex Publications' Stoker Award nominated
anthology Aegri Somnia in 2006.

Mary Robinette Kowal isaprofessona puppeteer who moonlights as awriter. Her design work has
garnered two UNIMA-USA Citations of Excellence, the highest award an American puppeteer can
achieve. Mrs. Kowal isthe art director for Shimmer Magazine. Vist her webste
www.maryrobinettekowal .com.

Locked In
By Mary Robinette Kowal

Astheventilator pushed air into hislungs, Samuel savored the brine from the sea. He pretended that he
controlled his breathing, but that was as much afantasy as adjusting hiswhedlchair. Hed logt hislast
voluntary ability to Amyotropic Laterd Sclerosisayear ago.

For amoment, his nurse's hand interrupted hisfield of vison. She pushed down on hiseyelids so he
could blink.

"Dad!” Jacob's voice sartled Samudl, but he couldn't flinch. 1 found a brain to computer interface that
might work."

The need to smile burned insde Samuel, going nowhere.
Jacob |ooked at the nurse. “May | take himin?"
"Five more minutes. He likeswatching the sun dip over the edge.”

No. Forget the ingtructions that he'd given when he could still communicate. He wanted to see thisthing
his son had brought.

The sun seemed to push the horizon away. Insgde hismind, Samuel beat againgt thewall. Go!



His body took regular bresths.
His heart beat, unconcerned with his thoughts.
His nurse touched his eydids. Blinked.

Findly, the sun vanished and she wheded him ingde. In theliving room, hiswife and son stood at a
computer. Samuel imagined kissng Madd aine and whispering, “I loveyou.”

"Thisisthe BioDym 3000. It's helped other familieslike ours.” Jacob placed amesh cap on Samud's
head and connected an umbilica cable to the computer. “It uses biofeedback to allow communication.”

A red ball glowed in the middie of the monitor. “Think about making the ball go up or down. Up means
yes, down means no. Got it?"

Y es. Oh God. Samud drained, imagining the musclesin hisarms standing out. The ball moved up.
Madeaine voiced the ddight trapped insde Samud.

"Can you moveit down?’ Jacob asked.

Again, Samud focused on the bal and pushed, wanting to grunt with effort.

Thebdl fell.

Madelaine wrapped her arms around him, weeping. “I knew you were dill in there."
He wanted to make the ball rise to answer her, but couldn't focus past hisjoy.
Jacob cleared histhroat. “We have some questions. Is that okay?"

How long had it been since he could answer aquestion? Of courseit was okay.
Thebdl rose.

"Areyou happy?'

Heloved hiswife. He loved watching the sunset and seeing Jacob every day. Up!
Thebdl sank.

No. He hadn't wanted that. Samuel thought, up, but the bal didn't move.

"Do you want to live?"

Thebdl sank onitsown.

Madeaine squeezed his hand. “ Do you mean that?*

Thebdl rose.

No! Hisbody took dow breaths as he tried to force the ball down.

Nothing.

While he wrestled, knowing the ball wouldn't move, Madel aine wept and ran out of the room.



Jacob looked at the nurse. “ Give us amoment?"
The nurse nodded and |eft the room.

"| tried everything, Dad.” Jacob fished aremote control out of his pocket. “1 know you wouldn't want to
live, locked in likethis” He held up the remote and pushed.

The bal went down.

Daniel LeMoal livesand writesin Winnipeg, Manitoba. His most recent short gory, “An Obtuse
Argument Againgt Foreign Products,” appeared in the summer 2006 issue of On Spec.

Projector
By Daniel LeM oal

Thereisno such thing asa hit man in The Pegs. There are undercover police officers putting the sting on
bitter husbands and wives before they cash in on lifeinsurance. There are liars and lowlifestrying to make
aquick and lagting impression on other criminals. And then there are people like me.

I'm not abad person. But | am adrug addict. I've spent most of my adult life taking money and never
paying it back; it's one of the few things I've ever been good at. But somehow, | always knew the
business end of running an addiction would bite meintheass. I'dend upinjail. Or worse.

Somewhere aong the way, | made the mistake of borrowing money from aman by the name of Napur
Nospharrat. Nospharrat routingly loans out five hundred dollarsto losers like me and considersit a
hidden investment. Looking back, | would have been better off robbing fuel depots.

Here'sthe thing: when aman like Nospharrat calls you on your cell at 2 am. and saysthat he hasajob
for you—and then asks how your mother and father are doing—you redlize that you have been
bought—body and soul. Make no mistake: 1've burned my parentsfor years. I've stolen their money,
their car, and even my mom'sfew pieces of jewdry. But | ill lovethem, in my own margina way.

"Areyou crying, Andy?’ Nospharrat asks, hisvoice sounding low, rich, and well rested. I'm surprised to
find | fill have afew tearsleft in the tank, or maybeit's because the last of the UrsaM@gjor ran out hours
ago. | look around my mold-encrusted hotel room and watch the walls push in towards me. Nospharrat
iseverywhere.

"Don't beafraid,” he continues. “ Thisisagood opportunity. If you do thisfavor for me, I'll freezethe
interest and cut your principd in half."

Thismeans nothing to me. | can't keep ten dollarsin my pocket for more than fifteen minutes; that other
two hundred fifty might aswell be $2.5 million. But maybe | can earn my family afew weeksof living.

"All right. I'min,” | say, feding thefirst pang of withdrawa in my guts. “Just tell me what you want done.”

"No. You and | don't talk ever again. Get in the car downstairs and you'll meet with middle

"Thank you, Mr. Nospharrat."
"And one morething, leave your cdlular and walet in the hotel room.”

| stare at the curtains as the wind pulls them out the open window. | could easily make the jump; it'sonly



a second-story room. But to be honest, | don't care one way or the other anymore.
Mainly for my parents, | write aquick note and shove it in the waistband of my boxers.

My name was Andrew Jessop. | was 26 years old.

* k x %

| haf-stumble down to the lobby and promptly get collared by Stokes, alow-level mesathead that
Nospharrat keeps on the payroll. Like every other associate of Nospharrat's, Stokes|ooks like he's just
waked out of aboardroom. | haven't met one piranhayet who doesn't like to play dress up.

"Cotton Andy,” Stokes grins, leading me through the front doors by the collar of my T-shirt. “What's
new?'

"Lay off,” | snap, pulling out of Stokessgrasp. “1 dready told him | would do it."
"And your word's as good as fucking gold, right Andy?"
"I'm not stupid,” | say. “It'snot like theré's anywhereto run.”

"If you weren't stupid, neither one of uswould be here,” Stokes says. Y awning, he points me towards a
taxi.

When | get into the vehicle—a Zulooc 350—I find mysdf in acar full of peoplelike me. There's Albert,
arunny-nosed “cub” who isacomplete write-off. He won't be alive come two months from now.
Greenway, by contrast, isinit for thelong haul. He's probably at least ten years older than me, hiding a
perpetua smirk under an overgrown mustache. Audrey, the last member of our little band, isahard one
to peg. She'syoung. There are still braces on her teeth and she's managed to keep most of her looks.
Her bright green eyes are hidden by amassve layer of black eye shadow and stringy brown bangs. But
she hasthat non-committal starethat'sall too familiar. Six months? Six years? Hard to tell when shelll
check ouit.

The thing with UrsaMgor isthat you know it'll end up killing you. Some might drop out early, but there
isthe chance—if you're lucky—that you'll get agood ten years or so. All you haveto do is maintain your
balance. | was good at that. Binge if you must, but make sure to eat often. Slegp and shit at least twicea
month. | was able to churn out the bulk of the CGlI for two Northern Star movies under that smple
formula. Of course, after seven months | was unemployable: in full psychosis and headed for the first of
many crashes.

Once abearhead loses their job, they usuadly take up other hobbies to consume their hyper-productivity.
Mine was storyboarding—not on a computer of course, that was sold off ages ago—but by hand, on any
shred of scrap paper | could find. My planned animated opus didn't have aredl titleyet. | just cdled it
Untitled Ursa Major Project. | ill remember the day when | stared a my accumulated storyboards
completely straight, fresh out of rehab. Each drawing was a precise mini-masterpiece, a shining example
of the bear's autistic perfection; but if there was astory in the collective whole, it waslost on me. | tried
for daysto figure out what the drawings meant, before | finaly relapsed.

* k% k %

Stokes gets behind the whedl and cramstherest of usin the backseet, like he'staking hiskidsto the
movies. He elevates the Zulooc into aglide and drives straight from the Boons to the lower-lying flood
digtricts, flying by endless streets of river st and water-damaged stilt-houses. It dl lookslike wet
cardboard to me. The withdrawal is coming on full force now, so | close my eyes and concentrate on
trying not to vomit.



Audrey isthefirst oneto get edgy, tiring of our seemingly endlesstour of the city'slowlights.

"So what exactly are we supposed to be doing, then?’ she says, her voice implying the bearhead's usua
threat: you wouldn't like meif | was bored.

"Wrong W,” Stokes says. From my vantage point in the back seat, he'sjust a set of teeth floating in the
rearview mirror. “Not what—who. Who, in this case, is Bob Keeney."

At this point, Stokes may aswell be speaking Japanese. A string of drool oozes from Albert'slips. If you
listened closely, you might be able to hear the faint buzz of four brainstrying to connect the dots.

"Y ou want usto kill somebody?’ Greenway findly sputters through his mustache, the smirk gone now.

"Good guess,” Stokes says. “And the answer isyes. Keeney's aprojector, an employee of ourswho
went AWOL."

A projector. That explains why Nospharrat wanted four druggiesfor thisassgnment. The only braina
projector can't play with isonethat's already fried.

Stokes hands me asmall dip of paper with an address (White Horizon Apartments, Room 519) and a
shiny new cdllular phone. He aso passes around asmall photo, a headshot of Keeney, | assume. Keeney
doesn't make much of an impression. He has the sort of face that would try to sall you insurance. By the
time I've passed the photo over to Greenway, 1've already forgotten what he looks like.

"Ishea360?7" | ask.
"That's not important,” Stokeslies.

When it comesto dedling with projectors, that'sdl that matters. There are plenty of low-rez types who
can hit you with the odd hdlucination for afew minutes. But atrue 360 can pull awhole city block of
peopleinto afull-blown movie. A projector can't read your mind. They don't haveto. Y ou're going to
read theirs, and that'sjust dl thereistoit.

"Why arewekilling him?’ Albert asks.

"That's not your problem,” Stokes says. “All you need to know isthat he walked out on an exclusive
contract with Mr. Nospharrat. End of story.”

"I don't want to kill anybody. Can't we just beat the shit out of him or something?’ Albert saysto Stokes,
obvioudy still confused about the nature of our employment. | cringe and shrink down in my sedt,
seconds before Stokes turns around and punches Albert square in the face. Despite the blood spurting
out of his nose, the blow doesn't appear to have registered in Albert's brain.

"Just do what everybody eseisdoing and you'l befine,” Greenway says, obvioudy feding sorry for the
kid.

"Fucking druggies ... real nice vibe weve got going onin here now,” Stokes complainsto himsdlf, before
snapping out of it. “Never mind that. The good newsisthat you're al going to get nice and wet before we
send you in. Compliments of Mr. Nospharrat.”

Despite the fact I'm sick and scared out of my mind, | feel alurid grin of anticipation spreading across my
face. Which saysalot about why | ended up herein thefirst place.

* k k %



We make apit stop a a Chitaian restaurant, the kind that's dways closed. Definitely one of Nospharrat's
many properties. Stokes orders us around of beers and promptly seats himsalf at another table for a
midnight sneck.

"Eat well, you dlitist fuck,” Greenway mumbles, glaring over a Stokes, while Albert stuffs a paper napkin
into his nogtrilsto stop his nosebleed.

| have to admit that Greenway islow class, even by druggie standards (I guessI'm abit of an dlitist
myself). But he'sfunny. He has a dozen different theories asto why Nospharrat is using projectors. One
isthat Nospharrat needs at least three to help run his whorehouse on the north end. A quick illusion
makeover can patch abanged up progtitute in seconds.

"He might not even be using actud humansin that place,” Greenway says, obvioudy troubled by the
thought that's just crashed into his brain. “Maybe he has the placefilled with farm animds... or
mannequins ... or hasthe johns doing each other. Nobody'd know the difference...”

And then he starts talking about the convenience of using a projector in the fast-paced world of
narcotics. Place a projector adjacent to the buy areaand you could sdll asuitcase full of flour for a
million. Mogt traffickers get ajunkie to test the product on site. With afew well-placed hdlucinations, no
onewould be thewiser. Other budding entrepreneurs run strings of shooting galleries on nothing but
projectors and placebos.

"Theseareviletimes,” Greenway saysto himsdlf, shivering. “ They should shoot every last projector in the
head. Or givethem dl alobotomy at the very least. Public safety and dl of that."

"Too much money to be made,” | tel Greenway. “C'mon, are you telling me you wouldn't drop afew
dollarsfor anice, cdlean hdlucination?

"That'swhat drugsare for,” Greenway laughs, exposing amouthful of half-rotten teeth.
Disgusted, | turn away and look a Audrey, who's dumped hafway under the table.
"He'sgoing to kill us,” she says, glancing over at Stokes.

"Not yet,” | say. “Not when Nospharrat can till fuck usfor awhile longer.”

Stokes seems to sense the negative mood from our table. He pushes his chow mien away and strides
over to us.

"All right kids, it'stimefor your medicine” he says, emptying asmal pill bottle onto thetable. Eight small,
white tabletsroll out. “ Taketwo each.”

"What isthis?’ | ask Stokes, as| separate out two pillswith an index finger.
"Mest your new Magjor,” Stokes says. “ Just swalow them. Weve got aschedule here.”
"l don't swalow the Mgor,” Greenway complains. “I smoke him."

"Greenway,” Stokes says, suddenly grabbing him by the shoulder. “If you don't take those pills now,
you'll be smoking the corner of thistable."

Stokes gets his point across. Greenway complies by licking histwo pills directly off thetable, like some
anteater from the world's sickest zoo.

Audrey bresksthe tifling slence a the table with severa involuntary squeaks. Her pillsare dready long



gone, and her eyes are sarting to pop like amanga heroine.
"Isit good?’ Albert asks her.

"It'snot the bear, but whatever it is, it'sred,” she says, getting flushed and pink. “Not very strong
though.”

Once we're convinced that the lab rats are going to live (to be honest, | think we only wait about 30
seconds), Albert and | swallow our pills. Audrey's right, the drugs are weak, but they do thejob. Aswe
leave the restaurant, the concrete fizzlesand glowsin therain.

"Nothing like tonic for the troops,” Stokes winks, before he shoves us al back into our death cab.

* * * %

Forest Greenisamisnomer. It isan endless suburb of white high-rises and grey condos, al competing
for theminimalist equivaent of absolute zero. Home to software grunts and accountants who will never
own redl estate, despite their relative successes. But it beats living in the mold and mud.

Stokes gets us past the gates by flashing aknowing smile to the lone guard. The gate road leads us
through an architect's rendition of a petrified forest. Between the cement branches | catch aglimpse of a
broken-antlered deer, staring back at us with the soulless eyes of astatue. Thislone stab at architectural
flavor quickly givesway to the usud strip mal banks and grocery stores, and eventually block upon
block of gpartment buildings.

Therewasatimewhen thiswasdl | ever wanted—a Forest Green gpartment, agirlfriend, and some
disposableincome. | waswilling to cut cornersto get it. Just like haf the people living out hereright
now—muscling out the employment competition with brain simulants, deep nullifiers, persondity
amplifiers, and whatever the next breakthrough in persond-achievement pharmaceuticals might be.

The popular theory isthat two generations of pill-popping proletariat produced the first generation of
projectors. Some might argue that was the only positive side effect of the endlessline of “ office
enhancers.” But | supposethat redlly depends on what projector you talk to: the one who's making a
decent living in the streets or the poor soul who's locked up in agovernment laboratory or sanitarium.
For al we know, Bob Keeney might just be another projector who findly lost his mind.

Within minutes, Stokes stops the Zulooc beside a sound barrier wall that's veined with artificia creepers.
He hauls a briefcase out from under his seat and gives usour first ook at the artillery: four smple
stubguns (probably kept under aremote safety, if Stokesvaues hislife) and several dim metal tubes.

"Here's how thisisgoing to work,” he says. “ The best strategy isto Smply get into hisunit and take him
out immediately. Don't waste time mouthing off or trying scare him. Get a couple of good body shotsin
with the stubs, and then..."

Pausing, Stokes reaches under his seat again, thistime handing Greenway asmdl vibrasaw and
backpack.

"What the fuck isthat for?’” Greenway says.

"Mr. Nospharrat wants the head and hands,” Stokes says quietly. “He wantsto set an examplein case
anybody €l se getsideas about going AWOL."

Greenway releases adeep, rattled sigh, but | can't tell if he's upset or not. He simply packs away the
vibrasaw and looks out the window.



"What if Keeney isn't done?’ | ask. “He might have hired out protection.”

"Then you usethese” Stokes grins, holding up one of the dim meta tubes. “ Defib grenade. It'll drop
everyoneinthe place. I'll get thesignd on my cdl if any of you pull apin.”

"Thedefibsare alast resort,” Greenway says, trying to make serious eye contact with each of us. “I've
aready had two heart attacks, and I'm not exactly crazy about getting another jolt with one of these.”

"What were you expecting, acompany medica plan?’ Stokes barks. “Use the defibs or take your
chancesin ashootout. But just know that if you fuck this up, there's some things that are awhole lot
worse than dying."

With that bit of motivationa therapy, Stokes hands us our wegpons. In about two seconds, Audrey is
pulling the trigger on her stubgun, trying to shoot Stokes through the back of his car sedt.

"Haha, that's cute—stupid but cute,” Stokes laughs, as Audrey continuesto pull the trigger to no effect.
“Those safeties aren't coming off until you get insgde. But trust me, I'll remember thisthe next time | check
inonyour kids."

Audrey breaks down hard, but we manage to get her out of the car without further drama. Stokes points
ustoward adog park that lies at the foot of Keeney's apartment tower. Even though it'sthe middle of
summer, al of the trees are Stripped of leaves, asthough the entire park has been sprayed with napalm. It
looks like nobody's bothered to pick up after their dog either.

"I'm heading to the end of the block,” Stokes calls out the car window. “I'll keep in touch with our intel in
the building. If the situation changes, I'll call you."

"And onceit'sdone?’ | ask.

"Punch the preprogrammed number on your cdll and give me confirmation,” Stokes says. “ Then you get
to go home. Sorry, but you'll have to find your own limo ride back."

"What about your souvenirs?’ Greenway says, holding up the empty backpack.
"Giveit to the gentleman in unit 623, Stokes says. “He knowswhereto send it.”

With that, the Zulooc veers away from us. We reach the park and take cover behind a half-dead oak,
peering up at the lights emanating from Keeney'sfifth floor window. Allegedly, it'sthe only occupied unit
ontheentirefloor.

"Shit, he's seen usdready,” Albert hisses, and crouches down.

Up on thefifth floor, asolitary shadow leans againgt the living room windowsill. With Keeney'sfacejust a
blank shadow, it fed s like an al-knowing, hidden eyeistaking in everything a once—the skyline, the
dog park, and the half-assed firing squad lying in wait.

"Evenif he does see us, heisn't running,” Greenway notes, snuffling.

Just then, another, much larger shadow disrupts the glow from the gpartment window. A sumo-sized
figure emerges, wrapping athick set of arms around the smdler human form.

"Shit! Who'sthat then?’ | say, asthe two shadows appear to gently dance to unheard music. “ Stokes
said this guy was supposed to be dlone.”

"Well, cal Stokesup and tdl him hisintel man ison drugstoo,” Greenway says.



| look acrossthe park to the end of the block; of course, the Zulooc is nowhere to be seen. Asl1 hit the
speed did on the cdlular, the first smack of nervousness hits my system. Stokes picks up on thefirst ring.

"Thereld better be agood reason for thiscall,” Stokessvoice crackles. “1 know there's no bloody way
you've got to the projector aready.”

"Wherethe hell have you disappeared to?’ | say. “| thought you were waiting at the end of the block.”
"l just turned your safeties off,” he says. “Blame Mom-of-the-Y ear. She's made me paranoid.”

"Forget that! Are you sure Keeney'saone up there?” Asl say this, the larger shadow lumbers out of
view; the smdler form seemsto have smply vanished. “From down here, were seeing a |least two
people moving around in that apartment.”

"l just talked with 623 a minute ago. He's kept awired eye on that door for days. Keeney'saone.”
"623 isdegping on the job. Something's not right up there.”
"You're armed and ready for this. | don't careif there's one person or twenty up there. Get it done!"

| wait too long before answering. What Stokes says next isn't worth repegting, other than to say he
reminds me exactly where | stland in life. Audrey takes onelook a my face and knows the score.

"God, let'sfinish thisand get out of here,” she says, pulling her hood down over her eyes.

Albert, however, isn't budging. He sits down at the base of the tree and shakes his head. “We need to
cal this off. Keeney's obvioudy hired out protection, or he'sin our heads."

"Y ou keep missing the point,” 1 snap. “If we don't get popped upstairs, Nospharrat will still have our
heads by the end of the night. Either way we're history.”

"And what about my brother? What about your kids, Audrey?’ Albert says. “What's Nospharrat going
to do to them when were gone?”

Of course, no one has the answer. Greenway stares at the backpack and chokes out awithered sob. |
reglize with sudden vehemence how much | hate these people. Nothing's worse than staring into amirror
and seeing yoursdlf just asyou are.

* * * %

They must bein ahurry to rent rooms at the White Horizon. The halways shine with fresh white latex and
someone has even made sure dl of the fluorescents are working. Industria orange air-freshener has
asserted military control over the usua gpartment-related odors. But other than that the building is barren:
no wall of fire, no pit of cobras, or any other halucination to scare us away. For some reason that
depresses me dmost as much as anything dse.

Wetakethe gairs. The exertion pumps more of the drugs through our veins, and by the time we hit the
fifth floor landing, the mood has become considerably less humane. When we reach the door of unit 519,
we're nothing more than four rats. cornered, agitated, and ready to bare our teeth.

"Shoot everything that moves,” Greenway mutters from behind us. | am my stubgun at the bolt lock and
pull thetrigger. Thefirst pulse ruptures the lock and doorknob with ease, while the second cracksthe
entiredoor in haf. Albert kicksthe remainsinward and we go storming through the gap. Waving my
wegpon in an arc in front of me, | scramble into the bedroom. Other than a bare mattress, it's completely

empty.



"Nothing?" Greenway asks, as he appearsin the bedroom doorway.
"No! No!” | pant with fear and confusion.
"Bathroom's empty too,” Albert reports.

We reconvene in the living room and exchange puzzled glances for afew minutes. Other than some
leather furniture, the unit looks unlived in. It's certainly free of sumo-sized bodyguards.

Suddenly, Greenway raises his stubgun to the wall.

"Give meafucking bresk,” hegrowls, aming at aset of eyebdlsfloating in theflord wallpaper. “Y oure
going to need better camouflage than that."

A man-szed section of wallpaper walks toward us, its arms held high aboveits head. With adight ripple,
thefloral pattern disappears and a shivering, naked Bob Keeney materializes before us.

"Okay, okay. | won't try anything else,” he saysin awesk voice. Keeney looks like he hasn't had amedl
inalong time. Still, he has enough bravado to size us up for another moment. “Y ou know, amind'sa
terrible thing to waste. | could have put on quite a show for you."

"Trust me, you're alittle late with the anti-drug speech,” | say. “Who'sin here with you?'
"I'm aone,” Keeney says, lowering hisvoice. “But we haveto get out of here ... now."

"Enough,” Greenway says, brandishing his stubgun. “We saw somebody elsein here. Or wasthat
another magic trick?'

"That's ... my son.” AsKeeney saysthis, heinvoluntarily foldsto hisknees and starts crying.
"Whereishe?’ Greenway shouts, getting more manic by the second.
"Y ou won't see him now,” Keeney says. “He's scared. But please, lower your voice.”

"He fucking should be scared,” Greenway says, shoving the stubgun against Keeney'sforehead. “ Tell him
to get out here now!"

Keeney dmost gartsto laugh.
"No, no. Hewon't. He's just ababy."

At this point, Albert flinches and points to the black sofa, where the decaying body of woman, bloated
and blue, has suddenly appeared. Long dead, by thelooks of it; the straps of her nightdress cut into her
inflated armslike parcel cord. All a once, the smell of death floods the room. Greenway doesn't take this
development very wdll.

"Now what the fuck isthis shit?” he shouts. “ Enough of the smoke and mirrors.”
"I'm not doing it,” Keeney moans. “It's him. I've been trapped here for days and days and days.”

Albert'sthrowing up now, while Audrey smply backs out of the living room. Me, | can't take my eyes off
her. A rusted stain coversthe lower haf of her nightgown, and her hands are frozen in areaching out
position. God wants meto seethisup close. | deserveit.

"Makeit disappear,” Greenway commands, pushing K eeney's head against the wal with the barrdl of his



stubgun.

"l can't, she'sred,” Keeney sammers. “ That's my wife.”

"Why'd you kill her?” Greenway asks.

"l didntdoit,” Keeney crieshoarsdy. “Hedid."

"Shoot him, Greenway,” Audrey shouts from the halway. “ Stop talking to him and just do it."
"He came weeks early,” Keeney continues. “We just weren't ready. He was hungry dl thetime.”

Findly, Greenway has had enough. He points his stubgun at Keeney'slegsand pullsthetrigger. Keeney's
thin kneesfold backward and he'swrithing on the floor.

"Hyaaaagh...” Keeney's screaming now, trying to grab onto Greenway's pant leg. Greenway pulls back,
like he's shaking off ants, then he kicks Keeney three or four timesin the head.

That's when the room goeswhite hot, and it feeslike my eardrums are shredding insde my skull:
EEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE ... and everyonefdlsto the
floor, and | seethat Greenway has wet himsdlf, and | suppose | probably have too and
EEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE ... it Sopsfor abrief moment, and dl you
can hear isthe sound of five scared people, in agony.

"He'snot going to let usleave,” Keeney moansin defedt, just before his head disappearsin acloud of
red vapor. Greenway keeps pulling the trigger on his stubgun, destroying most of Keeney and the firewall
behind him.

"Greenway! No!” | yell, and the high-pitched shriek starts again:
EEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE ... and | gart to fed my ssomach swell. | twist on the floor and
see Audrey behind me, her eyesralling up into the back of her heed, the pin of her defib grenade hanging
loosdly from her index finger. In seconds, athick pulse of éectricity cuts through the room, taking out the
lightsand my consciousnesswithit.

* * % %

I'm back in Keeney's bedroom when | wake up, gagged and hogtied. Audrey's beside me, aso bound
and gagged, her eyeslarge and streaming with tears. | turn to my right just in time to see the top of
Greenway's head being blown off. No sound of discharge, of course, just the click of Stokes's finger and
the wet impact.

"Fucking druggies,” Stokes says, wiping the barrel of his gun on the mattress. “ Red nice vibe weve got
going on here now."

| roll over and seethat Albert isaready gone. Audrey starts shaking and screaming as Stokes shoves his
guninto my neck.

"Thething is, the head and the hands were important,” Stokes says. “ They were part of an overall public
relations message that needed to be sent. To the next projector who might decide to run out on his job
just to play house."

Stokes spits on the rug, asif making a parting shot at Bob Keeney and hisfailed domestic dream.

"Y ou should dl know by now: if you go against Mr. Nospharrat's wishes, he punishesyou.” Raising his
gun to my forehead, he continues, “Y ou have nobody but yoursdf to blame.”



"No, please,” | start blubbering, even though neither Stokes nor Audrey can probably understand aword
I'm saying. “Greenway did it. | couldn't stop him..."

But Stokes freezes, hisface taking on a puzzled expression. He drops his gun and grabs his chest with
both hands. In seconds, hisface and neck have inflated to twice their normal size, but he does not
explode. Instead, he hoversto the ceiling and hangsthere, like a captured helium balloon. With asmall
shudder, Stokes groans and half of hisinsdes spill out of his mouth.

That'swhen the boy findly decidesto show himself. The defib pulse should have killed asmdl child;
theré's no way around it. Unless he was hiding in the bathtub, or made himsdlf ... disappear. But
inexplicably, there heis, gtting quietly at the edge of the bed.

"Hesonly ababy,” Audrey cries, having worked her gag off.

Whatever hisnameis (if Keeney and hiswife even had time to name him), he'sthe smallest baby 1've
ever seen; adried piece of umbilica chord sticks up from hisbelly likeasmall horn. Hisskinis clean and
whitelike only babies skin can be. But hiseyeslook very, very old.

"Oh, my little boy,” Audrey starts cooing, haf out of her mind. | cringe and wait for him to scream again,
but Audrey's voice seemsto have acalming effect. The baby smilesand startsto grow in Size, getting
fatter and happier until he dmost fills the room entirely. The world sartsto hum:
MMMMMMMMMMMMMMM ... and| fed aflood of relief coming over me, even as Audrey's
eyes close and her skin gartsto turn blue. | sareinto histoothless smile, which is still dmost as bright as
the sun.

"I'mready,” | tel him, as| remember what happinessfedslike: having someone hold you and knowing
that it will never, ever fade away.

* k% k %

* * % %
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At the 24-Hour
By William F. Nolan

It was midnight on a Saturday when Allen entered the 24-Hour Coffee Shop. Hewas very hungry. Had
not eaten for three days. His stomach rumbled, demanding food.

"What'll it be?’ asked the waitress. Her name was Joyce. In her early twenties. Thin, plain-faced, with no
figure

"Judt coffeg,” said Allen. “Black."

"Only kind we got,” said Joyce. Her tired voice resonated with the long hours of her night shift. “Want
cream or sugar—you put ‘emin.”

"Never usethem,” said Allen. “They'reredly not hedthy.”



"And I'll bet you don't smoke either.”

"Right. Gave up cigarettesin senior high. My lungs are pink as ababe's.”

"Y ou sound proud of yourself."

"l amindeed. | have very strong willpower."

She st the cup of seaming coffee down on the counter in front of him. “ So you're a hedlth nut?*

Hesmiled. “No, | just believein proper care of one'sbody. | work out, take supplements, walk alot.
Never get theflu."

"Goody for you,” said Joyce.

"I haven't seen you in here before,” said Allen, wrapping his hands around the cup to warm them. It was
rather chilly thistime of yesar.

"I'm new to Cdifornia,” shetold him. * Came down from Oregon last week. Sign in thewindow said they
needed awaitress, so..."

"How doyoulikeL.A.?'

"I like the weather. No snow or ice.” She shook her head, pushing back aloose strand of hair. “No more
Oregon wintersfor thisgal. No Sreee”

"What did you do in Oregon?"'

"Went to school. And froze my rosy buit, if you'll pardon the French.”
Allenignored the harmless vulgarity.

"I comein here often, late at night,” he said.

She nodded. “Like avampire, huh?!

Hegrinned at her. “Do vampires come here late a night?”

Joyce returned the grin. “Nonethat I've seen so far.”

"My nameisAllen,” hesaid. “And I'm not avampire. | sel red etate.”
"Hi,” shesad, “I'm Joyce."

They shook hands.

"Y ou must makeabundle, seling red edtate.”

"It'sagoodliving,” said Allen.

She sighed. “ Anything else | can do for you? Sandwich ... cake ... dice‘apie?’
"No, I'm fine with the coffee.” His stomach rumbled.

"You live around here?’ she asked him.

"Yes, | do,” said Allen. “I livein the San Fernando Vdley. Thousand Oaks."



"l know wherethat is” Joyce said. “Got acousin who livesin Thousand Oaks. Been meaning to run out
andvist her."

She scrubbed idly at the counter top. “Kind of far from home aren't ya—way out here in Northridge?"
"It'salongish drive,” admitted Allen, “but | don't mind."

Hedidn't tell her why he came here. For the college kids. From Cal State Northridge. Y oung.
Strong-bodied. In the prime of life. They liked to hang out at the 24-Hour on Saturday nights. In fact,
two of them were sitting in the booth directly behind Allen. Two boys. Early twenties. Full of lifeand
laughter. Allen enjoyed their banter and loud voices.

At forty-five, hisyouth was gone. Here, in the 24-Hour, he was able to recapture apart of it.

"| read this graphic novel about Batman,” the shorter of the two students declared. He was reed-dim,
with an uncombed mop of red hair. “ All aout how Ole Bats comes out of retirement after ten yearsto
battle these freakin’ mutants that are causing bad shit to happen in Gotham City."

His companion, blond and overweight with ruddy cheeks, was duly impressed. “ Awesome."
"Old Bats getsinto this humongous fight with the Joker."

"Joker's acool dude.”

"Sticksadart in one of his eyes and then breaks his back."

"Awesome."

A slence. Then...

"Hey, dude, you know what cregps me out?’ the lean, red-headed boy asked of his blond companion.
What?"

"Watching these candy-ass phonies from Washington spouting about war on TV. They suck.”
"All politicians suck,” said the blond.

"Y eah, when | graduate I'm going into social work. Make the world a better place.”

"The world sucks,” said the straw-haired boy.

They were digging heartily into plates of pancakes drenched in syrup.

"Breskfast a midnight,” said the redhead. “Way to go."

"Way to go,” echoed the blond.

Allen was enjoying ther talk. Ah, to be young again, with everything in life ahead of you.

"Sure you don't want anything to eat?” asked Joyce, breaking into histhoughts. “'Y ou look kind of
hungry.”

Allen's somach growled. He smiled, shaking his head. “Nope. Just the coffee.” Hetook along swallow.

"Suit yoursdlf,” said Joyce, moving on down the counter to wait on another customer.



When the two college boys had finished their pancakes, they |eft the booth, paid the cashier, and headed
for the parking lot.

Clearing their table, Joyce groaned. “Lousy seventy-five centst Sometip!"

Allen |eft her adallar, paid the cashier for his coffee, and headed for the door.
"Haveagood night,” Joyce cdled after him, smiling warmly.

"l intend to,” Allen replied, smiling back at her. If she wasn't o flat-chested, then maybe...

In the parking lot the thick darkness was diminished by four tall sodium-vapor lights mounted oniron
poles. They cast apae yellow luminescence over the cracked asphalt.

The two boys were about to climb into a blue Honda Passport when Allen hailed them.
"Hey, felasl Which way you headed?

"Burbank,” said the redhead. “Why you askin'?"

"l need aride."

The blond peered at him. “Whereto?

"Burbank Airport,” said Allen. “I've got aflight out tonight, and my car won't start. Dead battery. | need
to catch the redeye into Chicago.”

"What about your car?’ asked the blond.

"I'll phone the Auto Club from the airport. Have my car towed. | can pick it up when | get back from
Chicago."

The two boyslooked at one another, shrugged.

"I guessit'll be okay,” said the redhead. The blond nodded.
Allen visudly checked out the lot. Deserted. No onein sight.
"Get in,” said the blond, opening the passenger door.

"Funny thing,” said the redhead, as he walked around the Honda to the driver's side. “Us going to
Burbank and you flying out of there. What if we were headed for Pasadena?”

"Then I'd beout of luck,” said Allen.
The blond stared a him. “ Areyou legit, mister?”

Allen grabbed him by the throat and banged his head sharply againgt the driver's sde window, shattering
it with the force of the blow. The blond fell to the asphalt, unconscious, bleeding from cuts on his cheeks
and forehead.

"What the fuck!” shouted his companion, racing around the car toward Allen, hands baled into fits.
Allen met him with awicked kick in the ssomach. The redhead doubled over, retching.

Allen reached into the Honda's glove compartment, found a heavy metal flashlight, and dammed it across



the boy's skull. After that, the redhead didn't move.
Allen's stomach growled. God, he was so hungry!

He removed asmal bottle of chloroform from his coat and poured the liquid on two white surgica pads.
He placed a pad over each boy's mouth and nose.

"Seepwel,” sad Allen.
Hetook arope which hed wound around hiswaist, and tied up both boys.

Hed lied to Joyce. He didn't live in Thousand Oaks; histrue home was Aantar 111 in the Alpha Cludter,
far from this solar system. Held ill be on Aantar had it not been for the Earthship that had landed there a
fortnight ago with its crew of humans.

Allen and hisfriends a the Grand Feast, he had acquired an overwhelming taste for human flesh. A trip
to Earth, which teemed with edible humans, seemed alogical step.

* k x %

As he stood looking down at the unconscious bodies, Allen regretted that they were both males. Females
were more satisfying. Their full, young breasts offered delicious fare. But, on this particular night, he was
far too hungry to care.

His somach grumbled.

Timeto est.

* * % %

* * * %
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Pyramusand Thisbe
By Jeremy Adam Smith

I. Cooking Meat, Baking Bread, Garlic

It istold among the exanimate that Pyramus stole into the port of Eusapia undetected by the confraternity
that guardsthe city. Entering the narrow streets through the Arsenal Gate, Pyramus saw a sky unlike any
he had seen before. In the vault overhead, a sunset lit the underbdllies of the clouds vermillion. Music and
laughter played through the stucco homes, mingling with the lgp of water againgt stone. Standing done on
one of the viaductsthat crisscrossed the city, Pyramus smelled cooking meet, baking bread, garlic.
Humans, heredized for thefirst time, are creatures of pleasure, their bodies yearning to be caressed.

Hewaked al that firgt night, deepless, asare dl machines. The floating city, which had appeared so
serenely young at first sight, aged as he walked. All the piers seemed to sag and thewallsto lean, so that
the water's plangent lapping took on amore sinister cast, like that of atongue licking a cube of sugar until
itisgone. In the hour before dawn, when fishmongers called in the market and awnings opened, Pyramus



saw what appeared to be a human skeleton in the shadows of an aleyway. He approached, but the
bones seemed to melt away in the alley's chiaroscuro. Pyramus shrugged, a gesture heldd written into the
behaviora subroutine of his human guise. Even machines may be tricked by accidents of light and
darkness.

II. Baleful Chambers, Secret Passageways

Of course, at that time, no city in the solar system was more inclined than Eusapiato enjoy life. Because
its citizens|oved Eusapia so much, they had built amirror image of their city benegth the firs—so
Pyramus had heard—to serve as a destination for their dead. Hearing the tales of Eusapias
beauty—whose passing exiles and the exanimate alike now lament—Pyramus had formed adesireto see
with hisown optical unitsthe city's peaceful waters and eegant galleries. Powerful among hiskind and
proud in histhinking, the android's desire to see the city was only increased by Eusapias embargo against
activated intelligence.

On the morning after that first night, Pyramus saw Thisbe sitting in acafé on the Via Vittoria, aporcelain
cup raised to her lips. She iswell-remembered by those who tell the story. Her face had the strength of
carved wood but its skin was white as vellum. Her hair and the irises of her eyes were of a hue that
seemed darker than black. Pyramus sent ayellow rose to her table, and she, liking the fleshly mask that
conceded histrue face, invited him to st with her. At the table Pyramus read her eyes as human beings
read the sky, fashioning congtellations from the patterns of light he found there. New to the mechanics of
love, he did not yet understand that Thisbe's eyes were not windows but mirrors.

The two strolled down the street through the stalls of the bazaar, where Thisbe purchased alavender
scarf and paper cone of roasted chestnuts. As they walked, Pyramus pretended to eat the chestnuts,
leaving atrail of burst shells aong the cobblestones. That evening they rode the bottle-green vaporetto
along the city's Grand Cana and watery byways, surrounded by many strangers as they conversed.

From the gunnel, Thisbe pointed to an ivory line of colonnades arrayed aong the canal. “ There | played
when | wasagirl, with my friend Fabrizia. My family lived nearby on the Pdazzo Pisani.”

"What did you play?'

"| was sometimes a unicorn, occasonally adolphin, often amermaid!” As she said the name of each
cregture, Thisbe gestured and wiggled with imaginary hooves and fins. “For many minutes at atimel truly
believed that | was a dolphin, and that Fabriziawas amermaid. Sometimes, as| would St a my
harpsichord lessons or do my chores, | felt mysalf suddenly and secretly change, becoming again some
far-fetched animd.."

"It soundsto melike awonderful childhood."

"Oh, no,” said Thishbe. “I wasaways afraid. Just as| concedled many beasts within mysdlf, so | assumed
that others did the same. | feared that a any moment, my papamight be transformed into amindlesdy
ferocious griffin, or my tutorsinto monstrous ants. | imagined that behind the doors of the cathedrd
where we played—" she pointed back to the diminishing spires and colonnades “—were concealed
baleful chambers and secret passageway's, where acaba of griffins and mermaids conspired against me.”

Pyramus feigned a deep breath while he searched for asimilar sory to share. “When | was new to
cregtion, | did not imagine mysdlf to be anything but what | was. | |ooked up, however, at the planetsand
dars—true ceestid bodies, not theimitation lights of the Eusapian vault—and yearned to travel among
them. | wanted those idesin the sky to be united in the body of my memory. | wanted and | till want the
entire universeto be apart of mysdf.”



"Such aquest will take an eternity,” she said.
"Doyou fear an everlagting life?"
"No,” shesaid. “I look forward to it, as do al Eusapians.”

He gstared at her. Though his argentic eyesreflected only the lights on the water, behind them Pyramus
surrendered to sympathy for Thishe's mortal plight. “Like you, | had fearsthat grew from my fantases,”
hesaid. “In my imagination | saw the universe expanding and al thingsin creation moving further gpart
from each other, and | grew old in the distances between objects. | did not die, but astime stretched |
grew tired, knowing that everything around mewould perish.”

Thisbe leaned againgt the white handrail, the wind gusting as the boat curved around Santa Marta. “It
sounds to me as though you are the one who fears the prospect of perpetud life,” she said; her black hair
was cast across her face like a shadow.

"Perhaps,” replied Pyramus. He touched her coal, dry hand with his own and then brushed the hair from
her face. “It isaso possible, Thisbe, that | lovelifetoo much.”

I1l. The Sky of aHundred Hulls

In the days and nights that followed, Pyramus found within himsdf the capacity for pleasure—both giving
and receiving it—that had previoudy lain dormant in his psyche. It was as though the metal benesth his
skin had melted to organs and bones, the mantle of flesh absorbing and transforming what it concealed.
His disguise was so complete that even in greatest intimacy Thisbe did not guess.

How wasit, then, that Pyramus was eventualy detected? Those who tell this story do not know. Perhaps
amechanical gesture betrayed him to someloya citizen of Eusapia. Possibly he stepped within thefield
of some device whose power he did not anticipate.

It isknown that when the agents of the confraternity burst into the room Pyramus and Thisbe had come
to share, thetwo lovers flew apart to either side of the Corinthian bed.

"What isthis?” Thisbe demanded. A primadonnaof the city's operaand every hit as proud as Pyramus,
shedid not hide her nakedness. Had Pyramus and Thisbe been given more time together, we may
suppose, surely the weight of one's haughtiness would have borne down on the other.

"Madame,” said thefirst brother, eyes conced ed benegth the shadow of a scarlet hood, “ perhaps you
are not aware—or perhaps you are—but the one you lie with isa Jinnee.”

Shelaughed. “Y ou cannot expect meto believe that! Look at him. Heisaman and nothing else."

The brother drew aweapon from his robe and flame flashed from the nozzle. Thisbe did not scream but
covered her eyeswith her hands. Faster than any human could, Pyramusfled to the balcony overlooking
the city's Grand Canal. The flame creased the air and caught him there between the French doors,
devouring the flesh until only meta remained. A dervish of black smoke filled the balcony.

How well we know the fear and hatred of our people for the unborn! In such moments as when the
facades we know crumble, then fear doesitswork. We must therefore pity Thisbe as a breeze cleared
the smoke and revedled alustrous white figure crouching among the balusters, its violet optical units
searching her darker-than-black eyes. All reason |eft her face and she dashed from the bed to the

bal cony, as Pyramus had amoment before. He opened hismeta arms asif to receive her, but she leaped
past him and over the balustrade, down into the Grand Cand. No machine can ever forget anything, and
s0 Pyramus must gill remember the reverberation of her body shattering on the surface below.



He jumped after her, the weapons of the confraternity dashing after him, crashing down into the
dun-colored water, sinking to the debris-scattered bottom. He recovered himself and stood gazing
around. Schools of fish hung like mirror shardsin the auroral waters and green algae covered every rock
andwall.

Thisbe, her body cruciform, was aready ascending to the surface. The eyesthat had been mirrorswere
now walls. Pyramusfled dong the cand floor beneath the ky of ahundred hulls. He pulled agrate from
the brecciaed wall and retreated into the algae-lined tunnel behind it. Foolishly, Pyramuswaited for death
to come. Hours passed, but he did not die. He would never die.

* * * %

* * % %
V. Messagefor Cordelia

That night he roamed the cand floors until he found, in the submerged foundation of a palace, an
underwater grotto that he could enter through the eyes or open mouth of aface carved in the stone. The
eyes of the face were wide with what he supposed was terror; the mouth formed the ova of a scream.
Insde, the wdls of the smal rotundawere lined with pilasters and entabl atures whose friezes depicted a
myriad of birds sailing through the solar system. Swimming up to the level of the frieze. Pyramustraced
an abatross perched atop Mercury. Sparrows nested in the planetoids between Mars and Jupiter and, at
the solar reaches, hummingbirds flitted among the cometary masses of the Oort cloud. The grotto was
very gill and yet somehow Pyramus expected something to be born there. It seemed to him like areplica
of the universe at some cosmic Precambrian point, swathed in nebulae and il gravid with ars.

Astime passed, Pyramus began scrounging the cast-offs of the city, sculpting them into images of Thisbe.
One such Thishe, was congtructed entirely of variegated meta rings, twirled on arope like aballering,
toes pointed and arms raised above her head. Another cut from driftglass seemed lost in amoment of
corpored rapture. As Pyramus built his Thisbes and watched Eusapia from its foundations, the
impression held formed of the city on that first night deepened. The face behind the mask of serenity
emerged aslasstude. The tattered whole of Eusapia seemed to be sinking into its own canals.

* * % %

From one month to the next, his creations grew greener with algae. Thisreverie lasted until one evening
he ventured to the surface seeking a particular carndlian glass. Ascending a cobblestoned dope dick with
rain, he crept across a piazzato a glass shop held robbed twice before. Pyramus carefully removed a
window and climbed inside. He wore astolen scarlet robe of the confraternity, which concedled his
mechanical appearance.

Standing in the moonlight of the workshop, Pyramus found that he was not aone. An old man degt,
dumped in acorner chair, caged in bars of moonlight from the jalousies. The old man did not wake up at
theracket of hisentrance, so Pyramus felt no concern as he sought the glassin the cubbies where it was
stored.

"Who isthere?’ the old man suddenly croaked.

"Only avigtor, old man,” said Pyramus. “1've come for glass, but I'm afraid that | cannot pay for it. | will
leaveif you ask meto."

"That voice, likewind resonating within a bronze bucket. Are you aghost?'

Pyramus redlized that the old man, whose irises were like two pearlsin the moonlight, could not see him
adl.



"Yes” sad Pyramus, feding it safer to call himsdf adead human than aliving machine.

The old man smiled and pulled his chair closer to where Pyramus stood. “Wonderful. Did you cross over
under the Pagode just thisevening?'

"Yes | did."
"What was your name when you were dive?'
"Wra‘r]l,ls"

"That's an unusua name; | do not think I've ever known anyone named Pyramus, and I've known amost
everyonein Eusapia. Y ou must have died avery long time ago. My own nameis Cavino."

"Gredtings, Cdvino."

"Tel me something, Pyramus, about the underworld. Have you ever met my wife, Corddia, there on the
other sde of theriver?'

"Cordeia? Yes, | know Corddia. She speaks of you often.”
"Does she missme, then?"
"Yes, she dtsat the edge of the river and waitsfor you. | passed her on my way to your city."

Calvino lowered his head. “ Shewaitsfor me,” he said, and then burst into laughter. He stood, raising his
ams, and hislaughter fdll off into choking, amscirclingintheair.

"Shewaitsfor me, doesshe?’ he said. “ Could you tell her something for me?"
"Of course.”

"Tdll that old witch I'm glad she's dead, and that life's been better without her. Tell her that when | get to
the underworld—and it shouldn't be long now—that | plan to look up Mireille, afine woman who knew
how to treat aman, whom | should have married instead of her. Tell Corddiathat | won't need her
nagging and her pity in the underworld.”

He paused. “ Could you do that for me?"
"Yes, Cavino, | will."

"Thanks so much.” The old man collgpsed back into his chair with a shallow wheeze and folded his hands
inhislap. “I am glad to have encountered a ghost instead of one of the unborn,” he said. “It's rumored
that aJinneelurksin the cands of the city and ventures out to frighten little girls.

"Redly?| find it difficult to credit such tales."

"Oh, theré's nothing to believein, redly. The Jnn are acreation of the science we left behind.” Calvino
lowered his voice to araspy whisper. “My father, however, claimed that the unborn could serve as
intermediaries between the city below and the city above, and that's why the Brothers banished them
from fair Eusapia. Couldn't stand the competition!” He laughed again. “ Y ou're dead,” he said, “so | don't
seeany harm in reveding thisto you.”

"Thank you for your confidence. May | ask you aquestion?"



"Cetanly."
"Could you tell me how to get to the Pagode from here? | seem to have lost my way."

"No sense of direction, en? Start at the Campo di Confraternita on the Grand Candl...” Calvino gave
Pyramusthe directions.

"Thank you, Calvino,” said Pyramus, “1 will now take my leave."

"Wait, Pyramus,” Calvino called, asthe android swung aleg through the window frame. “If you braved
the river to enter the city of theliving, you should at least get what you came for. Take the glassyou
want, no charge. | know that the dead have no money. And please, leave through the door thistime. |
indgt uponit.”

Pyramus withdrew hisleg but did not accept the glass. He did not return to the grotto that had been a
shield againg the city and his grief. If Thisbe could be found in the necropolis of Eusapia, then Pyramus
would go there. Asfar as any of the exanimate know, his scul ptures till stand in the grotto—lifeless,
unseen.

V. The Three Noses of Cerberus

Stll disguised in the scarlet robe of abrother, Pyramus followed Cavino's path from the Campo di
Confraternitato the Pagode. He surmounted the high, crenellated wall without difficulty and found himsalf
standing in an elegant parterre dominated by atemple whose facade was formed as an enormous human
face, flower-festooned and vine-crossed, its mouth a gilded arch. If the face of Pyramus' grotto seemed
gripped with terror, this one seemed almost to guffaw.

Pyramus crossed through the arch into the nave of the temple. He heard voices behind the dtar.
"That was bloody awful,” said one.

"It getsworse every year,” said another. “The city grows less pious by the day."

"Oneday, mark me, the funerdswill turntoriots” said athird.

"Until thet day,” said the first brother, “we have our duty.”

"Yes, let'sdispose of thisone and get some deep.”

Pyramus heard footsteps, a heavy thud, and adoor dam. Then silence.

He stole behind the dtar, where he found a curving stairwell. It unfurled into a chamber below, adim
circular room dominated by unfamiliar and archaic machinery. Behind the tessellated walls, he heard
rushing weter.

As Pyramus skulked in the dusky shadows at the foot of the tairs, he saw three brothers, their hoods
thrown back, standing in acircle around a corpse. They had severed the head and placed it into a
trangparent sphere. The beheaded man had ahandsome face, till young, with thick, black hair and high
cheekbones. A second sphere sat next to the head, hollow but viridescent. In one rack along the far wall
there sat arow of adozen slver human skulls.

One brother removed a note from the coffin that sat in the center of the room. “He wantsto be afamed
actor in the underworld,” he said, reading it. The three of them laughed.

Not waiting to see what would appear in that second shimmering sphere, Pyramus retreated back up the



stairs and found a passageway that curved above the chamber and then down a second stairway.

Pyramus stepped through a portd into afulgurite cavern. A fast-moving river cut through the cavern,
flowing into and out of the tunnel that was as dark as Thisbe's hair. Hundreds of sickles of light creased
the cavern's glassy celling, flickering.

Pyramus approached the river and stood on its terraced earthen banks. As he gazed down into water, a
shadow took shapein its depths. He stepped away. The shadow grew subtle and swelled to the surface.
Three canine heads emerged from the water, and Pyramus retreated from the banks to the wall. Ashe
did so, the whole metal blackness of the canine's body stood in the water and then on the banks, its ears
brushing the top of the cavern, six violet eyesfixed upon Pyramus hooded form.

"Y ou resemble one of the confraternity,” began the middle head, “but you do not smell like one of them,”
finished the head on theright.

"Dont1?'
"No,” said theleft head. The middle one growled, lips pegling back over rows of sharp teeth.
"What does my scent revea ?’ Pyramus stepped away from the wall, drawing near the dog.

"That you have traveled from beyond Neptune,” said thefirst head, “but lived in the gutters of fair
Eusapia,” said the second, “and then walked amid the brothers,” said the third.

"It'sdl true. Y ou possess ahighly perceptive nose."

"Infact, interloper, we have three noses,” said the first head.
"Dog, may | ask you how one gains entrance to the underworld?
"Isthat what brings you to theriver?’ said the second.

"Yes. On the other side | seek my truelove Thisbe."

"Y our true love? We suppose that in your travel s you must have gathered that among the living that only
members of the confraternity are permitted to enter the city of the dead,” said the third head while the
first one snapped at the air.

"So | have gathered.”
"Why then should we dlow one such as you to passinto the dead city we protect?”

Pyramus removed his hood, revedling hisviolet eyes. “ According to your confraternity, | am not among
theliving,” hesad. “ Surdly thisis sufficient causeto let me pass.”

The three-headed dog rose up on dl fours and stalked the android on the wide bank in an incrementally
tightening gyre, growls rippling from head to head. “ Do you want to know what we are, Jnnee?’ it
asked.

"Of course. | am interested in the essence of al things.”

"We are what divide theliving from the dead,” said each head in turn. “When the barriers between the
two realms began to fal on Earth, the founders departed for Neptune and hid the two cities of Eusapiain
its sky. The people of Eusapia came here to escape one such asyou, abomination.”



Thethree headsleered at Pyramus. The teeth, he saw, were formed of stalagmites and stalactites of
diamond, each mouth aniicy, glittering cave.

"Areyou not an abomination yoursdf?’ said Pyramus.

The three heads reared up as one and roared across the glassy celling. Astheroar died, Pyramus
redlized that the dog had been laughing.

"An abomination? Us?’ it said. “ Our form does not in the least resemble yours.”

"My shell isof metd, asisyours. Like your own, my eyesglow violet and perceive heat aswell aslight.
Do you bregthe in the water or on land?'

"We have no need of breath.”

"Nor do|. Do you deep?!

"Wemug beever vigilant."

"Asmugt |. Neither of usknowswhat deepis, do we? Nor do we know what it meansto forget.”

The first head lowered between the shoulders. “It istrue,” it said. “I remember al who have ever passed
thisway. | wish it were not so. My head grows heavier with each moment..."

"Fool!” snapped the third head. “Why do you listen to this outrage? Do you not see that heistrying to
trick us?'

"Do not spesk to methat way!” said thefirgt. “Too long have tolerated your imperia barking!™

"Brotherdl” said the middle head, rearing up above its counterparts. “ Do not bicker, please, in front of
the interloper!”

Taking advantage of the momentary diverson of the argument, Pyramus darted between the dog's legs
and plunged into the rushing green river. He tumbled end over end through the water. Carried deeper by
anirresistible current, Pyramus saw the dog's three-headed shadow blur and diminish and disappear
behind him. Thewater stilled and seemed to freeze. Pyramus had the sense of tumbling once again, and
yet heremained at rest. Theinvisible antipodes of down and up exchanged places. Colorstook shape
above him. A paddle dipped down and he passed under the narrow cloud of aboat's hull.

VII1. The Spirit of Thisbe

Pyramuswaited until the following night to leave the cand. When hefinaly climbed granite seps cut into
the sde of apier, hefound acity that was strangely reminiscent of the one held lft. Y et nothing grew or
swam in the Eusapia of the dead—indeed, there was little atmosphere to support the lives of plants or
fish. Ason the moon from whence Pyramus had come, vibrations traveled dowly through thethin air,
leaving it acity of odd echoesand slences.

Perhaps only his machine ears could have heard the aria. He followed it, sung in aweirdly hollow voice,
aong the canas and over the bridges of the hushed and vacant nighttime, until he saw alonefigure
garbed in along saffron cloak standing at the parapet of the Grand Cana. He could not see the face, but
he knew the voice—wintry though it was—as that of Thisbe. Pyramus approached, not daring to spesk,
knowing fear for thefirst timein hislong life. As he reached for her shoulder, the artificid dawn broke
over the buildings and the night collgpsed into shadows that grew jagged in the new light. Sheturned at
histouch.



"Pyramud” shecried.

Pyramus drew back. Benegth the hood he saw asilver skull, itsjaws opening and closing, mechanical as
amuseum clock. “My love, my unicorn, my griffin!” said the skull. “I have waited for you here, knowing
that you would seek me out.” The eyes, darker than black, which had so entranced Pyramus that

morning on the ViaVittoria, were gone. Two smal red starstwinkled in the sockets that now faced him.

The spirit of Thisbe saw Pyramus cringe and, misunderstanding his gesture, said, “I forgive you, darling.”
She flung back the hood and twirled around in her saffron robes. “See me now! | am asmetal asyou are.
| could not live with the thought of having lain with you, but now that | am dead, nothing stands between
LS"

Daybreak stained the pilasters and pediments crimson. Hundreds of metallic voices rose in aubade,
gtraining through the sparse medium. As Thisbe reached out with her phaangesto touch Pyramus
nacreous metal face, hefled past her. A thousand doors opened as he ran. From them streamed a
parade of skeletons draped in different styles of multihued robes, filling the streets and dleyways with
bobbing hoary skulls and the clatter of metal bones. The necropalis kept changing as he ran, growing
younger, becoming less and lesslike the city above it. Through the teeming lanes and past the gaudy
facades, there was no hint of the rot Pyramus had found in living Eusapia. Dead children ran through the
piazzas, dressed in costumes of the Sixth Crusade. Violinists played on rooftops, laughing with every
muffled note. Acrobats tumbled through streets and over viaducts. Though there were no naturd birds,
convection-carried bright-festhered kitesimproved upon them.

Pyramus ran through the day until he found the littoral reaches of the city, which lay againgt the curve of
the dome itsdlf. Glittering waves stretched off to afar horizon, equivaent to Neptune'sinstead of Earth's,
where the orange sun sat low over the long ocean. The sky-makers had done their work well: every new
sunset was different from the one before.

VI1ll. The Recitations of the Exanimate

Here endsthe story of Pyramus, for he grew derdlict in the Arsend at the edge of the city. Though living
Eusapiahaslong since sunk into itsdlf, he fill haunts the dead manufactories of the Arsend. The
confraternity no longer looks for him, although Thisbe does. He must hear her arias as she searches
among the listing carracks and boom cranes. One inimitable sunset succeeds another, athough those who
tell the story suspect that they al look the same to the android. Remembering him, we may suppose that
Pyramus believes that he livesin adream from which he cannot wake. It is not Eusapiathat imprisons
him, but his own thoughts.

For the exanimate citizens of Eusapia—and as we speak there are, das, no others—Pyramus exileisa
kind of performance. Nothing in the necropolisis prized more highly. While the living Eusapiafled care as
well as change, the necropolis till seethes with invention and restless beauty. Many of the dead take
extravagant new names and professions. The necropolisis crowded with aeriaists, generds, achemidts,
dudigts, and terpsichoreans, and permeated with the recitations of artists and dandies, which begin with
first aubade and end only at thefind nocturne. To be sure, dl the mundane trades of living Eusapiaare
practiced underground, often to little effect—fishermen, for example, mechanicaly troll the waterways
with their nets, which come up empty every day. The stdls of the fish markets stland barren, athough
exanimate customers ill arrive to haggle over the price of fish that are not there. To those customers,
and to Pyramus and Thisbe, the necropolisis hell. To those of uswho tdll their stories, however, itis
heaven.
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aufficiently advanced
By Bev Vincent

Thefirst native materidized beside Henry shortly after he clambered out the escape hatch of the Odyssey
. The craft had crashed in agrassy field not far from what gppeared to be a primitive village.

Until held expended the last of the fuel for the navigationd thrusters, Henry had hoped to maintain a
controlled descent al the way to the planet's surface. After tumbling the last severa hundred feet, the
Odyssey lay in ruins behind him. No amount of effort or materia was going to make the shuttle airworthy
again. Hefdt fortunate to have escaped the crash with only afew bruises, ringing ears, mild
disorientation, and anasty cut above his right eyebrow.

Henry was so preoccupied with checking his body for injuries, he didn't immediately notice the aborigina
person—aterm held been taught in sengtivity training. He jumped with surprise when he looked up from
his ingpection and saw the man staring at him from afew feet awvay.

When the second abo popped out of thin air next to the first, Henry gasped. Now he understood why he
hadn't heard the first man gpproach. Unless he was delusiond, these people were either capable of
teleportation or of making themselvesinvisble. He had witnessed many strange things during histravels
but nothing likethis.

The men said nothing, merdly stood with folded arms, looking at him. Henry's spacesuit made folding his
arms uncomfortable, so he just stared back. Both men were dark-skinned and wore strands of colorful
beads around their necks. They reminded Henry of pictures held seen of Zulus: bare-chested and
barefoot, wearing what looked like flaps of rawhide around their waists. They weren't carrying spears,
nor did they have bones piercing their noses, but they looked vaguely feral. He hoped they weren't
cannibas. Given the state of his ship, he was stuck here. The distress signal held triggered before entering
the planet's gravitationa field wouldn't reach Earth for hours and it would be weeks or months before
anyone could respond. He didn't relish playing Charlton Heston on the planet of the teleporting savagesin
theinterim.

Simply raising hisarm to check the gauges on hiswrist was enough to make him wince. He might not
have broken any bones, but he sureashell hurt al over. At least the atmosphere was breathable. If it
hadn't been, he would have lasted only aslong as hisair supply.

Clenching histeeth to hold back any groans that might frighten the natives, he released the sedl on his
helmet. Air hissed. The natives frowned and jabbered a each other in an unintelligible lingo. Heinhaded
dowly—the only familiar aroma he detected was smoke—and tucked the helmet under hisarm. He held
out his hands, padmsforward, in what he hoped was a universal gesture for them to remain calm.

One of the men tugged the helmet from Henry and scrutinized it. When he noticed hisreflectioninthe



faceplate, he peered at it, making exaggerated faces. After amoment he grinned and showed it to his
partner. They jabbered some more, then the first abo waggled hisfingersin the air and the helmet
vanished.

"Hey, | need that,” Henry said, taken aback by what he had just witnessed.
Thetwo men frowned. They conferred for aminute, glancing occasonaly in hisdirection.
"I didn't mean to yell, if that'swhat you're going on about,” he said.

Thefirg native pointed hisindex finger at Henry and twirled it inasmdl circle. Henry'sinner earstingled
and histhroat itched.

"What was that?"

"Y ou understand us now?’ the finger-twirling abo asked.

"How did you do that?"

The man shrugged. “1 am Kamir. Thisis Jdvin."

Henry wasn't sure about shaking hands. “Henry,” he said.

"Come,” Jdvin said. “Wewill seeto your injury and get you food."

"I still don't see how you—" he started. Kamir grabbed his gloved hand and they were suddenly
somewheredse. “Holy gods,” Henry said. His body felt like it was made of foam. Then, gravity and
mass reasserted themsel ves and normal fedling returned to his body. They were standing in the middle of
acircleof logsin the village hed spotted during the last, dizzying seconds of uncontrolled descent. “ That's
unbdlievable”

"What?" Jevin asked.
"Theway you zip from placeto place.”

Kamir waggled hisfinger intheair again. “No, it'sworking properly,” he said to Jevin. “We don't
understand.”

"I | need to get from hereto there,” Henry said, pointing to the ground in front of him and then to a spot
near atree, “I haveto move my legsand walk."

Kamir grinned. “Y ou are primitive, then?"

"I wouldn't exactly...” He stopped. It wasn't the time to debate who was more advanced than whom.
Unlessthese guys had some other interesting tricks up their metaphorical deeves, he was going to be
hereawhile.

Though smoke plumes wafted from the chimneys of severd of the wooden huts, the village looked
abandoned. “Whereis everyone else? Are you aone?

"We are not used to strangersfaling from the sky,” Jelvin said. “We were sent to greet you. The others
will be here soon.”

"Can the otherstele—?"



Hedidn't get achanceto finish his question. Static eectricity and ozonefilled theair around him. A
moment later, the village was full of people, adults and children dike, who gathered around himina
ragged circle. A smdl boy ran up and tugged on hisleg. The next thing Henry realized, he was dressed
only in his shorts and t-shirt. His spacesuit hung from anearby tree branch. His helmet was on the ground
benesth.

"Did hedo that?"
Kamir shrugged and looked at Jelvin with raised eyes. Jelvin shook his head.

"Marcandawill seeto your injury,” Kamir said. He indicated a young woman sitting on atree-stump seet
infront of one of the huts. When he reached for Henry's hand, Henry flinched.

"Il walk, if you dont mind."
"Of course™

Marcanda had long dark hair tied back with aleather strip. She wore acolorful skirt that reminded
Henry of the South Pecific, and nothing else. He tried his best to be polite and keep his eyes averted
from her pert breasts, but the way they swayed when she rose to greet him challenged hisresolve.

"I'm Henry.” He pointed histhumb over his shoulder. “They said you would..."

She dipped her hand into awooden bowl that hadn't been there the moment before, and moved closer.
Her body hest radiated against him like afurnace. Her dark ova eyeswidened and her pupils dilated
when she reached out to run afinger over the gash in hisbrow.

Henry tried to speak, but the words died in histhroat as the blanket of her warmth made itsdlf felt. He
flinched and raised his hand to hisforehead. The place she had touched suddenly grew hot. “Hey!” His
probing fingers found no trace of hisinjury. He swalowed. “How'd you do that? Magic?'

"I smply heded you,” Marcandasaid.

The heat disspated throughout his body like adrendine. The achesin his muscles vanished. “Wow,” he
sad, sretching hisarms. “That felt nice. Could Kamir or Javin have heded me, too?'

Marcanda's smile was enigmatic. “ Of course, but why would you want them to? Unless you prefer—"
"No, no—not at al."

"Areyou outcast?'

"Huh?'

"We know people live across the mountains. We have seen their smoke. Did your people put you in that
container and hurl you over the mountains? Isthat why you fell from the sky?*

Henry's gaze had dropped momentarily to Marcanda's chest, so he wasn't paying close attention to her
words. When he redlized she was waiting for aresponse, he blushed. “No, | came from up there. From
another planet.”

"] do not know that word."

"It'swhat were standing on.” Her brow remained furrowed. “Thisbig lump of rock.” He somped on the
ground and swept hisarms around to indicate their surroundings. “All of it. There are other placeslike



this up there, circling other suns.” In case she didn't know that word either, he pointed at the glowing
ydlow massin the sky.

"You must have injured your head inthefdl,” Marcandasaid. “I will prepare another potion.”
"Y ou've never seen the people across the mountains?’

She shook her head. Her breasts bobbed.

"Couldn't you just ... wrinkle your noses and zap yourselves over there?'

Shelaughed. “Of course. But why would we? We have everything we need here.”
"Everyone can cast spells?’

"We do not understand why you cannot. Y ou breathe like we do.” Her long fingers touched the bare skin
of histhigh and did up to his crotch. “'Y our body reacts the same way as any other man's. Aretherest of
your people over there smilarly impaired?”

Pleasant as Marcandas intimate touch was, Henry couldn't think with her hand on hisgroin. He eased
back and tried to will hisbody to settle down.

"Likel sad, | came from another planet.”

"Up there,” Marcanda said.

"Right."

"From where the rains come.”

"Beyond that. From where the light and the darkness come. From the stars.”

Marcanda considered thisfor aminute, then she put her hand over her mouth and giggled. Her dluring
body swayed, but Henry felt his musclestightening at her reaction. Shetook him by the hand. An
eye-blink later they were standing amid the other villagers again.

"Stop doing that,” Henry said.
"He says he comes from the source of light and darkness,” Marcanda announced.
Thevillagers burst into laughter. Henry's ears burned with humiliation.

"He must have been serioudy injured,” Marcandasaid. “Wewill gather together and cast aheding. The
harm must be gravefor him to believe such athing.”

"Do you seetha?’ Henry said, pointing at the smoldering ruinsin the distance. “That isa... Spaceship.”
Hewas going to call it an escape shuttle, but he didn't want to explain how held been forced to abandon
his shipmates. He didn't want to think about how they were probably al dead now and drifting forever
onward ingdetheir hollow metal casket. “It brought me herefrom far, far away. My homecirclesa
different sun. Out there.” He pointed to the clouds.

No onelaughed thistime. They muttered among themsalves and nodded gravely. Three villagers gathered
around a cauldron that hung over araging fire and added things Henry didn't recognize. Bubble, bubble,
toil and trouble, he thought.



"I'm not from across the mountains,” he said.

They didn't appear to be listening any more. They had dismissed him asaraving lunatic. They added
more ingredientsto the boiling water. Henry hoped their recipe didn't include him.

"I can show you.” He marched over to the tree and rummaged through his spacesuit pockets until he
found his portable computer. He shook it near his ear to reassure himsdlf it hadn't been damaged in the
crash, then brought it back and stood next to Kamir and Jelvin. “Look at this."

Marcanda approached from behind and stared over his shoulder. Henry felt her body brush againgt his.
Steding himsdf against untoward thoughts, he powered up the computer. With afew thumb strokes, he
pulled up the encyclopedia and Started a video about space travel.

"Thisisarocket-powered spaceship taking off from my home world. Here is my ship, orbiting our moon.
We're called astronauts.” He flipped to another video and tilted the display so everyone could seeit.
“These are my crewmates. That's the captain.” Was the captain, he thought. By now, the radiation leak
would have killed everyone aboard the ship. And Henry would be dead, too, if he hadn't been on an
EVA repairing abroken sensor.

"People like these will come here from my planet one day soon to pick me up.” He looked up when he
sensed Kamir and Jalvin moving away from him. Behind him, Marcanda hissed.

"Witchcraft,” Kamir said.

"What?"

"Release those people a once,” Jelvin said. Histone was low and threatening.
"What people? These? No, you don't understand. Thisisjust arecording. A video."
"He has captured spiritswithin thisdevice,” Kamir announced to the others.

A groan arose from the villagers. The sky seemed to grow darker.

* k k %

* * % %

"Heisawitch,” Marcanda said. She had teleported severd yards away from him. Her armswere
crossed protectively across her chest. “A conjurer. He steals souls.”

"Wait! | can explain. Thisisjust acomputer. There are no soulsin—"

Something crashed into the back of hishead. Pain and abrilliant sun of light flashed through hismind.
Then everything went black.

When he awoke, it was night. His head throbbed. His spine was stiff and his shoulders were pulled back
uncomfortably. As his eyes adjusted to the darkness, he redlized he was tied to something. The ground
beneath hisfeet was uneven and ungtable.

A flameflickered nearby. Inits glow, he saw the villagers gathered around him. Marcandawas holding a
torch. “Nature does not abideawitch tolive,” she said, and thrust the flaming tip into the kindling at the
base of the mound to which he was staked.

Asthefiretook hold, smoke burned his eyes. Hetried to make them understand, but they wouldn't listen



to hisexplanations. He couldn't help thinking that his crewmates had gotten the better end of the dedl. At
least they had died quickly aboard their spaceship. He was the unfortunate one—the one who escaped.

Rob D. Smith (noirsouth.blogspot.com) lives and writesin Louisville, KY . Although he graduated from
U of L with adegreein Fine Arts, writing is how he conjuresimages now. “Don't Show Y our Teeth” is
hisfirst published short sory.

Don't Show Your Teeth
By Rob D. Smith

It took us half aday of down-cycleto reach the Centra Community Supply Node on AculaO.C., but it
wasworth it to Perri. We could have been drinking hard ones with the crew or watching relays of the
games or just grabbing some extranap time. But we spent amost ten terran hours transferring between
cramped maxivators|loaded with angry, sweating worker drones (not that we weren't drones ourselves)
just off work-cycle. Now he held the shipment we had come for in upraised palms and declared it
glorious.

"It'sa paking pair of mongter tegth.”
"Correct,” said Perri.
"I rode with you for this? Work sucked this week, man. | needed some recov."”

| shook out the Parliament Journd text from my flexi-reader, rolled it tightly, and smacked him on the
back of the head. He amost dropped his purchase.

"Nik! Be careful.” He shuffled away from me after regaining his balance.
"It's encased in plastacrete, you wuss.”

"But it'spriceless. The origina dental appendage for Milton Xavier in ‘Night Driven.” Noticethe classc
Nosferatu fang syle.”

Insdethe clear block of plastacrete, it looked like adentd retainer relic with two sharp buck-teeth. The
only thing scary about the teeth was the green bacterid buildup on the mouth piece.

"How did you afford it?” We didn't make afortune working on the fabrication crew. A nice living wage,
but few benefits.

"With collectors, it'sall about the barter system. | had something he needed and he had something |
wanted."

His glossy eyestold me his statement rang fase. He needed those teeth. | nudged him in the direction of
the nearest maxivator. It would be the first of nine before we were back on the Jakarta Platform.

"I'm not coming back when you trade those chompers for some anime toy from your childhood.”

"l gill watch anime. But thisismy last acquisition. Promise,” he said, aswe reached the long line of
people waiting for the next ride.

* * * %

Theintense odor of burning plastic. It smdt likethetime | |eft the wrong cookware in the microhester. |
adjusted my bed tube angle thirty degreesto upright and unfastened my resting belt.



In the small corner workstation, Perri sat bent over, furioudy working on something. His back to me, a
hidden light source outlined his hunched body with an eerie hdo. Ah, the burning odor came from there.

"Perni?'

He swiveled on hisstoal. “Hey, big guy. | didn't mean to wake you. Even disconnected the fire detector.”
| could see half ablock of plastacrete. He had used aminiature arc laser to dice through the “ crete.
Hespuninacircle on hisstool. “Notice anything different about me?!

"We've got to be at work in afew T-hours.”

His spinning had revealed the other side of the * crete block. 1t was empty. When | looked up to Perri, he
was smiling with sharp bucky teeth.

"Taketha nasty thing out."

Hewaved me away. “I washed them off. It'scool.” He bent over and inspected them in asmall
gationary mirror. “1'm thinking about wearing them to work."

"If you wear that may dom thing to work, find anew partner. | would rather work with Norton than be
seen with you and those paking teeth.”

He removed the teeth, placed them on the table and came over to me. “ Sorry, okay? I'm just playing
around. | can't believe you hate my teeth more than Norton.”

| nodded. “ Just ratchet it down anotch. I'm going to get some deep.”
"Sure. I'mjust going to clean up and get some rest mysdif.”

| was dmost adeep when | heard a sucking durp and knew he was wearing the teeth again.

* * * %

* k x %

AculaOrhital City was an enormous satellite hub. Long-range logistics had it connecting with Brava O.C.
or Ceylon O.C., depending on which crew worked faster, east or west. Crews worked non-stop, cycle
after cycle, adding on to the city. People needed housing and corporations needed factories. Neither
could come without additional room, so we fabricated more spacefor living, for creating, for consuming,
but there would never be enough. Soon there would be north and south crews aswell.

| ate my mid-meal in amakeshift break area under the Sde conveyor system. It was lit well enough.
Every place seemed to have just the right amount of light while retaining enough shadows for peopleto
fed comfortable. Norton sat at the far end of the break area eating a cheese wrap that stank beyond
endurance. Kaydee appeared out of some shadows and sat her lunch down next to mine.

"How come you aren't chatting with Norton, your new partner?’ She unpacked her food, benzo balls
and fresh greenswith acold chai to drink.

"Hisfood gtinks.” | bit into my wheat wafers, mashing them to bits.

"Posit that. HEs King Stank himself.” She wiped the table of my wheat rampage. “Y ou ought to go back
with Perri.”



"He gtill wearing those paking testh?!
"It'sharmlessfun, Nik. Can't you seethat?"

She was on adiplomatic misson, | understood that, but she hadn't seen the ancient sdivadripping from
Perri's teeth. No amount of hot water or anti-bac detergent would clean off that infectious gunk. Made
me sick just thinking of it in Perri's mouth, next to histongue.

"He's not acting right. | won't work with someone like that. It's unsafe. And as soon as my transfer comes
in, | won't livewith one either.”

Thinking of the teeth made my stomach heave, and | lost my appetite. | wadded up the remainder of my
lunch and tossed it into the recycle chute.

"Let'sgo, Norton."

"Somebody's not acting right for sure,” Kaydee muttered between bites, aswe | eft.

* k x %

| sensed anew sméll in our refurbished cabin vent system that brought back an old memory. Back when
| was on plangt, I'd frequented the Wangenheim Didtrict where vendors and merchants of al kinds had
pushed their legd and illegd wares.

My favorite areawas dways the street carts in the Farmers Market where they offered grilled food of al
sorts. Once | purchased a chicken kabob with acream curry dip. Feeling closed in, | retreated to the
aley behind the market to enjoy my meal in peace. A brick wall separated me from the food court. As|
bit into my tasty charred chicken, an unfamiliar aromadistracted me,

A nose can find apath as well asthe eye can, and my nose led my eyesto athin, sherbet-green stream
snaking out of adraininthe brick wall. | couldn't tell exactly what it was so | leaned closer, exhaded, and
took adeep breath. Within seconds, | was on my knees having vomited until | was dry-heaving. Oncel
was able to catch my bresth, | had run away, leaving my medl behind.

Now, here, that same smell blanketed our room. And it came from my roommate's bed tube. He wore
the teeth in his degp because I'd mentioned something about burning them up on reentry if | found them
lying around.

| stood next to him. At the sixty-degree resting angle, hisface was positioned just right for access. |
unfastened his resting belt, positioned hisarms by his side and cinched the belt, effectively trapping his
arms. | pried apart hislips, where those two sharp teeth gleamed a“ hello'. The teeth didn't bother me. It
wasthe filthy green bacterial could see glowing in the dark that blackened my soul.

Perri roused. He mumbled something.
"| thought you washed them.” | grabbed the edges of the mouth guard and yanked.
"Noommpph!"

They popped free like aboot from mud. | fell to the ground. He fought the bed restraints but couldn't get
himsdf loose.

"It'sminel” Neon green spittle splattered hislips.

"For your own good—" In my rage, | squeezed the monster teeth hard. The buck fangs diced my palm. |



could fed the bacteria ooze into my bloodstream, course through my veins,

"Out! Get it out!” | was burning with fever—that fast. Too late, | dropped the teeth.
"Nik, cdm down. It'sokay.” Perri looked afraid for me.

"Just let me out. | can help you."

| smdledit dl over him. Histeeth. That back aley with the putrid green rivulet. None of it would wash
out. | bent over, picked the teeth up and walked over to him. | put the teeth where they belonged. And
bit. And bit. * Til dl of hisgreen spilled out.

Geoffrey Girard has penned dark fantasy and horror tales for such anthologies as Writers of the Future
(he was a2003 winner) and the recent Damned Nation. Hisfirst book, Tales of the Jersey Devil, a
collection of thirteen stories based on the legendary monster, was published by Middle Atlantic Pressin
2005 and Tales of the Atlantic Pirates—YES, they fight zombies—set sail last summer. Two more
Tales Of ... bookswill arrivein 2007. Geoffrey was born in Germany, shaped in New Jersey and is
currently teaching high school studentsin Ohio about Ray Bradbury and Shakespeare. Y ou can find out
more online at www.GeoffreyGirard.com.

* * % %

* * * %

Cain XP11: TheVoiceof Thy Brother's Blood
By Geoffrey Girard

This boy was every boy.
The standard-modd boy. T-shirt, jeans. Straight bangs faling over arounded face. Big brown eyes. The

fixed playful grin of apirate. Plato's Eterna-Form boy. Ten yearsold, legstoo long, degp summer tan.
Fidgeting in hischair. AniPod dung around his neck for later.

Hed raped hisfirst victim with ametal bar wrenched from the bed frame, then carefully positioned the
body and the inserted bar for her family to find. Another dead woman, he'd bitten off both nipples before
grangling her with apair of stockings that'd been pulled so tightly around her neck, they'd cut down to
the bone.

He'd done dl these things. This boy.

Theodore.

Done more, actudly, according to his summary file.
Or hisDNA had.

Becker had not yet made any distinction between the two. And, he wasn't so sure the two men standing
behind him had either.

"Phase One, where Applications till does most of itsresearch, isonly restricted therapeutic cloning,” Dr.
Erdman, the division head, continued. “What you'd cal ‘ stem-cell research.” Hisvoice remained distant
and flat, and Becker wondered if the man might still be in shock. Based on what he'd seen earlier inthe
Activity Center, it would have been understandable. “ These subjects were part of Phase Two."



From behind the two-way mirror, Becker looked over the rest of the boys sitting in the room.
Ships and snails and puppy dog tails.

Sitting beside the first was another they'd tagged as Jerry. Fifteen years old, thefile read. Hisformer salf
enjoyed intercourse with dead girls and fastening the bodies with copper wiresfor electrical shock
experiments, which he meticuloudy documented and photographed. Held kept breasts as souvenir
paperweights. Hisformer self had been executed ten years ago.

Another teen named Dean watched TV from the couch. Twenty-seven bodies were uncovered on “his’
property back in *73. After authorities found the torture room.

Thelast, Andrel, had committed fifty-three murdersin the Ukraine, according to the sheet. Even Becker
found the number unsettling. The Rostov Ripper. Preferred method was to cut away the eyes and then
casually eat the uterus after hisvictim couldn't “see him” anymore. This boy was arecent addition, no
morethan eight.

"Where do you get al the DNA?’ Becker asked.

The second doctor, a stout man built like a Tolkien dwarf and introduced as Mohlenbrock, actudly
chuckled. “Where don't you?' he said. “ Archived evidence. Autopsy samples. We had Gacy's brain
here on loan for months. Hair on old brushes and clothes bought from family members. Hell, some of
these guys are dill dive, and they just Sgn over the Stuff."”

"We bought some of Gacy'son e-Bay,” Dr. Erdman added.

"Isthislegd?’ Becker asked, hiseyes ill on the boys.

"Iswhat legd, Captain?'

Therewas just atouch of forewarning in the geneticist's voice, and Becker turned.
"Cloning humans” he sad.

"Itis, actually,” Erdman replied. “ For now. Though some states have recently prohibited the practice, the
federa government, asyet, hasnot.”

"l just assumed.”
"Mogt do."
"| dso thought we were at least ten, maybe twenty yearsfrom ... from this."

"So does Congress.” The doctor pulled off his glasses to wipe them with histie. “For thosein
Washington who know better, the biotech |obby has become rather substantia in the last fifteen years."

Becker studied thefirst boy again.

Theodore/12, thefile and photo read.

A clone.

The genetic carbon copy of another human being.

And not just any human being, Becker reminded himself. Developed in some lab for the scientific goa of



isolating, understanding and curing violent human behavior, this boy was the genetic offspring of aknown
killer. A name even Becker recognized, athough he could never remember if it was the good-looking guy
out west or the one who dressed like a clown.

Ted Bundy.
Thiskid's DNA had history. This DNA had celebrity status.
ThisDNA had killed.

Considering the boy's face, Becker decided, Bundy was the good-looking guy. Considering thefile, he
was amongter.

Becker looked for something in the kid's eyes, anything that revedled the kind of person who'd dowly
and rhythmically besat a young woman to desth with a piece of plywood while masturbating with hisfree
hand. He saw nothing but aten-year-old boy and the partid ghost of his own reflection in the glass.

"How do you keep them here?’

"DSTI hasaprivate school on premises. Their adoptive parents, employees of DSTI, naturdly, have
enrolled their sons here.”

Becker rescanned thefile.

BD: June 10, 1996 SCNT: January 1, 1996
IMP: January 10, 1996 FH: N300

"What's SCNT, Doctor?"

"Somatic cdl nuclear transfer. IMP isembryo implant. FH isthe femae host. Look, Captain.” The
doctor shuffled hisfeet behind him. * Perhaps this was a mistake. We thought it might be easier for you to
understand therest if—"

"No,” Becker stopped him. “Thiswas hel pful, thank you.” He turned from the two-way mirror and
resorted thefolder. “And the six who escaped...” He reread the “ parent gene” names, having only
half-recognized two of them.

Albert Fish. Jeffrey Dahmer. Henry Lee Lucas.
Dennis Rader. Ted Bundy. David Berkowitz.

"| thought the kid in there was Bundy."

The doctor looked uneasy. “ Theodore 12, Captain.”

Becker alowed himsdf an extramoment to process the implication before spesking. “How many are
there exactly, Doctor?"

"Most die during gestation. With respect, wed prefer to focus on the Sx who are missing.” Erdman reset
hisglasses. “Mgor Genera Durbin assures us you were the best man for this”

In other words, Becker thought, none of your fucking business, soldier. Not aunique circumstance
considering he'd been Combat Applications, i.e. Specid Forces, for nine years now. If there was one
thing he'd learned in the 1st SFOD-Ddlta, it was when to shut up. For now, he'd alow his question to



remain unanswered. He held up the briefing they'd pulled together. “1'll need completefilesfor each of the
escapess. Everything you have.”

"Certainly,” Erdman said. “They're being gathered for you as we speak. Psychiatric and medicd reports,
the—"

"And the three hostages,” Becker interrupted. “ Everything you have on Dr. Jacobson and the two nurses.
Santosand...” he checked his notes. “Kelso."

"Of course. Human Resourceswill assist you in any way possible. Do you redly think such information
can hdp?'

"Do you redlly think I'd be asking if it didn't?’ Becker noticed the shocked look cross Mohlenbrock's
face and checked his next words. “1t might help,” he amended instead. “ That's sometimes reason enough.
Perhaps find something to point usto where they might have gone.”

Erdman nodded in agreement. “Any chance our people are il dive?’

"Basad on what | saw in the other room—" Becker handed M ohlenbrock back thefile “—I'm not sure
which answer you realy want to hear right now."

Erdman stared back at him, gppraisng him again, Becker redlized, like another one of his specimens.

"I'd like to head back to the Activity Center now,” Becker said, freeing the doctor from the pressure of
having to spesk first again.

"Of course.” Erdman lifted an arm to shepherd him from the room.
"Their meeting was scheduled?”

"First Monday of every month for this group. Our psychiatric head, Angela Corwin, and Dr. Jacobson
aways run the session together. Though, | didn't even think hed make this one today."

"Why isthat, Doctor?"

"Beenout dl last week,” Erdman said. “ The flu. Wasworking from home. Camein just today.”
"How'sthat for luck?’” Mohlenbrock asked.

Becker didn't respond.

Within the double doors, the room'swalls were painted a striking light blue color that immediately
reminded Becker of the Aral Sea, so the fresh dark sprays and splatters of blood were even more
congpicuous than usual. Becker pretended it was coral.

Two menin light hazard suits and masks moved about the room ill, gathering more evidence, snapping
more pictures.

Becker followed the two doctors directly through the center and dowed to study the body splayed
acrossthe fooshdl table. The sheet they'd covered it with was aready soaked through and Becker could
perfectly make out the person beneath. A modern Shroud of Turin, sill dripping over the plagtic players
tothefield below.

"Which oneisthis?’ he asked.



"Dylan."
Becker waited.
"Kleybold. Columbine.”

"Right,” Becker forced himsdf smply to accept thisinformation as nothing more than sandard intdl. “ And
you've confirmed that's the other kid?"

The other body had been bound with network cablesto the railing, which led to the second floor. Becker
eyed the dark shape half hidden beneath the sheet, embossed in blood like the charcoa rubbing of an old
tombstone. Standing with itsarms still held outstretched like some Halloween prankster.

"Dr. Bauer,” Erdman waved over one of the men in hazard suites and claimed his clipboard.
Mohlenbrock excused himsdlf and scurried through the opposite set of double doors as Erdman flipped
through afew pages. “Eric Harris, yes. Eric 6. Blood and PCR tests match up.”

"Have they found the skin yet?’ he asked.
"No, Captain.”

Becker looked down again at Kleybold and furled back the sheet. The body beneath had been flayed.
Completely and immaculately. The skin cut away at every turn so that the boy, except for afew gouges
out of hisarm and between histoes, now looked like something out of a Michelangelo sketch book. The
report suggested the other one looked exactly the same. “Why did they hate these two so much?’
Becker asked.

"Isit that obvious?'

"This boy was alive when they skinned him.” Helooked into itslidlessdark eyes. “I ... I've seen this
before.”

"Where wasthat, Captain?'

Becker ignored the question and replaced the sheet. “It'sin the hands.” He moved towards the Harris
body. “The arms. Ingantaneousrigor. Just like adrowning victim'slast cadaveric spasm. Thesetwo
drowned choking on their own blood.”

"The others never...” The doctor followed Becker deeper into the room. “It was amistake to have those
two here. Naturaly, spree killers were never the same asthe others."

"Naturdly,” Becker hid hisdamning grin. “ So, how do you know it's not Eric 3 or 47"

He made sure to make it sound like a genuine question and not a challenge. The pissing contest seemed
worse than usud with thislot. A bunch of Betasin ties and lab coats with delusions of Alpha-ness. God,
how | hate the twentieth century.

Twenty-first. Jesus.
"Doctor?’ he prompted.

"There are ways. If there's one thing we know around here ... Besides, the other Ericsal terminated
during gedtation.”

Becker looked at the doctor. Terminated, he mused. These pricks speak just like we do. “The



tranamitters,” he said.

Bloody metdlic pelletsthe size of asmdl pill. They'd been left on the pool tablein the shape of asmiley
face. The body of the psychotherapist remained sprawled just beside them, she, too, covered with a
shest.

"All subjectsimplanted at birth for their own safety.”
Becker squatted down for a better look. “ Of course.”

"It appears they each cut them out right here. Over the table. We'd thought they'd carved up Eric and
Dylan looking for them, but—"

"No,” Becker said, “I think that bit was mostly for, what, fun? They seem to have found and cut these
transmitters easily enough without that. Question for you, how'd they even know to look for them?”

Erdman just shrugged.

Becker |ooked about the rest of the room and took in the other signs of recent history sprinkled
throughoui.

The security guard brained againgt the steps. The torn and bloody nurses' uniforms. Crimson scrawling
onthewadlls. Severd smdl bodies siwaddled in sheets on the floor, those students not invited, for
whatever reason, to come dong on the field trip. The glossy arterid spray painted in stregks acrossthe
televison and X-box.

More coral.

What had happened here, the who and the how and the when, would take time. The tapes from the
Security cameras were missing. Becker turned to Erdman. “Where's Jacobson's room?”

"Right through here.”

Jacobson's office proved spacious and expensive. It had also been completely destroyed. The chairs and
coffee tables splintered into pieces. Cabinets emptied. Built-in shelves split and bare, the booksin uneven
piles on the floor. Someone had clearly tried starting afire with some of the paperwork. Mirrorsand
framed pictures had been shattered into snarling shards of glass, and several computers and monitors
were smashed into a hundred pieces so that the whole room now glittered beneath the harsh unnatura
lighting recessed above. The large desk was covered in blood that pooled aong the edges of the missing
doctor's |aptop.

"Thisthe teacher's blood? The one from the stairwell.”

"Mrs. Galagher,” Erdman confirmed. “ Right. Damned woman would have been sixty-five next month.”
"Dangerousjob.” Becker looked around, pointed to the swaddled cloth in the sink. “ And that's the..."
"es"

Becker nodded, made to ook about the room casually, while his mind absorbed the information. Mrs.
Gdlagher's entrails and uterus not ten feet away. Thisis worse than Towraghondi, he thought
suddenly. Jesus Christ, | didn't think that was even possible.

To clear hismind, hetried focusing on the only two thingsin the room not completely destroyed. Thefish
tank, which, though tinged dightly pink with blood, was dtill intact with adozen satweater beauties floating



about.

And the framed needlepoint behind the desk. Old English lettering:
And our LORD set amark upon Cain,

And he dwelt in theland of Nod,

on the east of Eden.

"Henicknamed it the‘ Cain gene' early,” Erdman said behind him.
Becker looked back. “Cain gene?'

"Canand Abd."

"Got that part. Y ou might wannahelp me with the genetics.”

"In essence, it'san anomaly on the X P11 strand of DNA that scientifically indicates, and potentialy
influences, agenetic predisposition to various degrees of aggresson, rage, and violence, whose
chromosomd dldetravesonly onthe X gene” Erdman sighed. “Meaning men, who have only one X,
are hereditarily predisposed to the affliction.”

"Thekind of men who would do something like this."
"Precisdly, Captain. This. And precisdy why weretrying to help such menin the future.”
"Sure. What wasin thefish tank?"

Dr. Erdman paused too long, deciding how to play it, and Becker let his annoyance show. Did they redly
think he wasthat stupid?

"A key,” Erdman said. “But we have no ideawhat it goesto.”

Becker nodded, made a note of it, and moved dowly across the room to look at the files strewn behind
Jacobson's desk. “ Y ou guys keep daily log files,” he asked, “or any way to know for sureif something's
missing? Thisroom seems even more trashed than the others. Could be hiding something.”

"If 1 may.."

" Speek fredy.”

"Isthisredly necessary? Every minute we wait—"

"Measure twice, cut once, Doctor."

"What'sthat?'

"Mesasure twice, cut once. Something my dad always said.” He picked up and sorted a stack of papers.
"Wasyour father an Army assassin aswell, Captain?’

Becker looked up and smiled. Christ, these guys are cocky. With the accountability in this massive
fuckup, you'd think they'd just want to keep their heads down awnhile. “No,” hesaid. “Hejust sdlls
shit. Regardless, the paint is, | can run outta here right now with my proverbia dick in my hand to track
down six peoplein aworld that's got some fifty-seven million square milesto play in. Or, | can do my



homework, asit were, to Start narrowing the boundaries down abit.” Becker's thoughts had turned again
to Uzbekistan and the hills of northern Pakistan. “Y ou're asmart guy, Doctor. Which course do you think
affords the highest probability for success?!

"Fair enough,” Erdman nodded. “I meant no disrespect.”

"Nonetaken. | dso need al of Jacobson's phone and email records, as soon as possible. Any cell
phones, too."

"Dr. Jacobson? May | ask why?'

"Sure.” Becker set the papers on the edge of an upturned table. “Take alook at your preliminary crime
scene report. Something's not there. Something that should be, based on everything else weve found.”

"And what'sthat?’ He held out the clipboard.
"Blood,” Becker said. “Y ou'd think weve got enough here, right? But were il alittle short.”
"Jacobson.”

"Right.” Becker smiled. “Where's Jacobson's blood? Kidnapped by a pack of raving lunatics and you
don't have one drop. While everyone else is daughtered. How's that?'

"l don't know,” Dr. Erdman said. “Tdl me"

"How are you guyswith the idea that Jacobson's the one who let them out? That thiswasintentiond.
Explansthe trouble-free escape, the tranamitters, the missing security tapes.”

He could tell from Erdman'’s expression they'd considered this aready. Maybe from the very beginning.
"But why?" Erdman asked. “Why would aman do something like that?"

"Who knows, Doctor. Maybe the same reason you guys do alot of the shit you do.”

"And why isthat?"

"Maybe just to see what would happen.”

The geneticist looked directly at him, folded hisreport back together. Cleared histhroat. “ So,” he said,
“what will you do now?'

Becker eyed thefish tank again.

I'll do what I've done fifty times before, he thought, watching the cerulean and gold angelfish float
through the milky strands of dissolving blood. I'll hunt them, find them and then...

“I'll domy job,” he said.

Albert could not deep again.

His head bubbled over with just too many thoughts, each idea and image leading to another as he stared
up a the shadow-lined celling.

Quiz in Spanish. Gym first bell. Why bother getting dressed? Never understand aword the asshole
teacher says anyway ‘ cause the guy's from Honduras or something. Don't ever go anywhere. Never even



been on aplane. Albert McCarty. Who cares? Stupid class anyway. Wetbacks should al just go home.
Marian Wren and her quarter-sized nipples. Two rows back where he could watch her. Her mouith.
Loved to watch her mouth. “ De donde venéis?” it said. “ De donde venéis?” Sometimes, sheran the
pen aong her lips and he knew what she was redlly thinking about. Probably had stinky breath anyway.
Adhtray-breath like hislame mother. Cock tease. Heard Mike Gaffney waslooking for him after school.
Wanted to kick his ass or some shit. Asshole. | need a car. Go somewhere. Jacobson. Anywhere. Take
Mrs. Nolan somewhere and suck on her nipples.

Hed aready jacked off threetimes.
Tryingtorelax. To get tired.

Just want to deep.

No more thoughts.

Had to keep busy or they just came back again. Every night. Sick of the shitty picturesin his Gallery
magazines. The one girl had dark hair on her arms. Like an animd. Ripped those pages out and flushed
‘em down thejohn with hisstuff al over them. Sick. Freak.

Mrs. Nolan.
Right next door. No more than a hundred feet away.

He turned onto his side and looked out the window towards her. Her bedroom. She probably jerks off
sometimes too, he knows. She's, like, thirty but even old people jerk off. Liesin bed and puts two deep
insde. Probably tired of that dopey husband. Chris. Faggot. Bet shed love...

Noise from the living room. Something bresking. His drunk mother sumbling over the end table again.
No doubt pouring hersdlf alast round of Jack and Diet Coke before bed. If he were lucky, shed go
sraight to bed. Sometimes shed comein and just start laying into him. Stupid shit about his grades or
friends or playing War craft too much or other stupid shit. Like she was just starting shit to start shit.
Drunk bitch. Just talk to Jacobson. He's got something to makeit go away.

Mrs. Nolan walks around in her black thong underwear. Seen it. Just last week. When she bent over to
pick up the newspaper. Just pull those panties aside and suck her nipples. Stupid virgin. | should have
donethat fat chick with Kevin when she was passed out. | could kill Mike Gaffney. Just shoot himinthe
head with the gun in mom's closet. Or Mr. Nolan. Whatever. Or me. She thinks I'm aloser anyway.
Freak. Who'd fuckin' care? She would.

He'd reached into his shorts. Fourth time would ache alittle but it was worth it. Pictured her beneath him
with her arms over her head, tied to something. A bedpogt, he guessed. Thoseral things. Keeps saying
‘no’ but that's just because she doesn't want to take the blame when they get caught. Squirming benesth
him while he's sticking her good. Sticking it in. Can't make out the face. Marion. Mrs. Nolan. Shit!

Someone standing just outside his room.
Heard the creak.

If hismom caught him again ... He remembered that ordedl well enough, she'd vanished for awhile and
then come back to tease him abouit it for hours. He quickly pulled his hands away.

"What?' he snapped into the dark. Tried to sound tough with his heart thumping hafway out his chest.



The door opened a crack and someone's silhouette stepped into the den television's ghodtly light.

Kenny?No. Too tal. Some other guy who'd come by to screw his mom. Another asshole who'd
probably end up laying into him some afternoon for looking at ‘im wrong.

"Whoisit?" he asked, Stting up. “Who's—"
The man now stepped into his room.

Didn't make sense. Not at dl. Why is he here?
"Dr. Jacobson?”

"Hello, Albert. I'm sorry if | scared you.”

Almogt asif hed willed him here with hisvery thoughtslike some kindagenie. The boy climbed from his
bed. “I don't—"

"Nothing to fear, son,” the man said, hisface haf lost in shadows. “Not any more. Everything'sgoing to
befine now."

Severa darker shgpes moved in the living room behind him, but Albert couldn't make them out. “Wher€'s
... wherés my mom?'

"First, we need to talk,” the doctor said.

"Why?Why are you here?” Albert found held pulled the blanket closeto his chest as some childish
protection. “We're not supposed to meet again for weeks. What's that?"

"This, Albert, isafolder with al the information we have about who you are.” He'd taken a seet at the
end of Albert'sbed. Casually crossed oneleg. “Who you really are.”

"What do ... you mean, like, those tests and stuff?

"Some of that. Bit more of where you truly come from.”

"My birth parents.”

"Inaway.” Hed lain the thick folder on the bed. “ Go ahead. Have alook.”
The boy reached out carefully and took the folder.

ALBERT/5.

Jugtindde: Albert Henry DeSalvo. (11/3/1931—11/25/1973), and a picture.
"Isthismy dad?"

The black and white photo so very familiar.

Asif held seen it before when he knew that he had not.

"Not exactly,” the doctor smiled.

Photocopied newspaper headlines.



'‘Boston Strangler Escapes From Sate Mental Ward,” * Boston Srangler Murdered at Walpole
Prison.'

Picturesof old ladies.
Anna Sesers (55), Mary Mullen (85), Nina Nichols (68), Helen Blake (65), Ida Irga (75).
Faded shots of their dead bodies. Then, the younger ones.

Sophie Clark (20), Patricia Bissette (23), Beverly Samans, (23), Joann Graff (23), Mary Sullivan
(19).

The Sullivan woman had gay hair but was still kind of cute. Blonde. Pretty eyes. Looked alittle like Mrs.
Nolan.

Albert kept reading.

How much time passed he did not know. He ignored al the noises from the other room. And Jacobson,
who sat quietly watching him throughout. Eventually, he looked back up.

"Albert Desdvo.” Hetried the name aoud on hislips. Not McCarty, his adoptive name.
But Desdvo.

Hisreal name.

"The ‘Boston Strangler,” he whispered into the darkness.

Hisreal name.

Thewordslike magic. Hed never felt...

Better?

The boy looked at the doctor and noticed for the first time there was blood on the man's pants. It did not
change his overwhelming emotion.

Peace.
"Thank you,” Albert said.
The doctor patted the boy's knee and stood. “ Every person should know who they truly are,” he said.

Jacobson moved towards the bedroom door and Albert trailed dowly after him. No clue where his
mother was, but there were severd other figures shuffling into the hall and out the front door. He
wondered if they were the other students he'd sometimes met in group counseling sessions. The doctor
retrested just behind them.

"What do | do now?’ Albert called after them.
Jacobson did not pause or answer. He didn't need to.
Astheir cars backed away, Albert understood that the front door had been |eft wide open.

Into the night.



Where Mrs. Nolan was probably still wide awake, too.

Andwaiting for him.

* k k %

Jacobson's house sat done atop ahigh hill inapricier section of Haddonfield, New Jersey. Wooded,
private. Old vines, new construction. The country club no more than amile avay. Aesthetic security lights
glowed at every turn, theinside of the small estate remained dark. Thoseinside moved about only in
shadows.

Becker had confirmed there were at least two men upstairs. Listened to and followed their distinct steps.
Heard their muffled and clipped conversation. Could be more. He could now see their flashlights
sweeping the darkness upstairs. The voices clearer. Anxious. Rushed.

Becker camly waited for them just outside the room.

One of the voices had grown more familiar.

When the two figures stepped into the hallway, each carrying abox, he switched on his own flashlight.
One of the men actudly screamed.

"Mohlenbrock?’ He cast the light directly in the doctor'sface.

"God damnit, Becker,” he squinted into the light. “Y ou scared the shit out of me.”

"Shut up. Y ou guys don't waste any time, do ya?Hey,” he pointed his 9mm. at the other form. “You
move another step and you will die. Understood? Good. Who eseisin the house?'

"No one,” Mohlenbrock replied, the box trembling with the shaking of hisarms. Becker refocused his
gun. “No one, just us. Shit,” the doctor groaned. “ Thisfucking box is heavy, Becker."

Becker put onthe hdl light.

The other guy was akid. Thirty-something with abad complexion and aworse goatee. Didn't ook like
any of the pictures he'd studied back at DSTI.

"Back into the other room,” Becker said. “Kegp anice hold on those boxes until | say otherwise. Got it?"

The younger guy looked at Mohlenbrock, who nodded, and the two moved dowly back into the other
room. An office of dark leather and more books than Becker had ever seen outside of alibrary. “Put the
boxes down on that table. Sit down over there.” He turned on the office light and switched off his
flashlight. “Move.” He directed with the gun.

"Just take it easy, Becker,” Mohlenbrock said, sitting down with grunt. “ Cut the Delta Force act for a
minute, will you?'

"Y ou guys on some kinda scavenger hunt, Mohlenbrock? Becker flipped a hand through one of the
boxes. Filefolders. Books. CDs. A laptop. “Mysdf, I'm supposed to find six genetically-mutated seria
killers™

Mohlenbrock started to speak, then saw the look on Becker's face and merely waited.

"Cdl him,” Becker said. When Mohlenbrock just sat there, Becker pulled the cdll from the man's front
pocket and pushed it againgt his chubby face. “Cal him."



The doctor took the cdll, sdlected anumber. “It'sme.”
"Giveit here” Becker took the phone. “Hey."
"What isit?’ Erdman barked on the other end.

"If you guys are gonna play detective, Erdman, I'd prefer if you let me know upfront. Otherwise, it'sa
good way of getting one of your guys shot."

"Captain Becker.” Erdman paused. “Where's Mohlenbrock?!
"Sitting here beside some other nerd and two boxesfilled with evidence.”
III %II

Becker eyed therest of theroom. Didn't look asif anything had been disturbed. “| gotta admit, Doctor,
our working relationship hasn't gotten off to the greatest start. I'm beginning to suspect atrust issue.”

"| understand how it looks."

"So, I'm now asking myself, am | redlly supposed to find these guys or not? If so, continuing to hide
information from me probably won't help. And, if I'm not, just tell me so | can spend three weeks looking
for them at Hilton Head."

"Find them. We absolutely must find them. But ... we just, Richard Jacobson heads DSTI's entire
genetics program, from Devel opment to Applications. Applications, asyou aready know, isinto some
pretty advanced ventures and Development islight years ahead of that. Military programs are involved,
and Jacobson is privy to matters and information of—"

"'National security.” Got it. Look, Erdman, these boxes stay with me until I'm done with them or | walk

"Thenwak, Captain.”
Becker laughed and tossed the cell to Mohlenbrock.

* * * %

Hewas hdfway to the Philly airport beforethe cal camein.

"Good evening, Sr,” he picked up. “ Always nice to hear from you."

"LikeHell,” Mgor Generd Durbin laughed on the other end. “How you doing, kiddo?"
"Fine, gr. Just fine"

"Jugt got off the phone with our new friends.”

"l canimagine. Tota screw job, Sr. These guysdon't—"

"Pick up everything you need back at the house. | explained some things to them and the matter cleared
up rather quickly. Just let *em know when you're done with it.”

"Bverything?"
"Everything. I've been assured of that, and they know better than to fuck with me."



"Request more men on thisone, sir. Need afull team.”

"No can do. This one needs to be fast and quiet, kiddo. That's you. FOX News goes apeshit when some
drunk teenager getslost in Aruba What do you think they'd do with this?!

And if something goeswrong ... tough shit, kiddo. You're gone and this never happened. Becker
considered that inherent threat, even more so now with this mission, with his next words.

But, wasit really fair to doubt Durbin?

It was Durbin, and Durbin aone, who'd come back for himin Iran. Got him out of that ‘jam’ when most
otherswould have scrubbed the whole thing with atidy M.I.A. and just left him to suffer.

Becker knew he owed the Mgjor General ahell of alot more trust than that. Only problem was, Becker
figured, the Mgor Generd knew it too.

"Therésakey,” Becker said. “1 think Jacobson left it in the fish tank as some kinda clue. Guy wantsto
get caught. The key probably fitsto his house somewhere.”

"I'll make sureitstheretoo. But Captain...”

Not ‘kiddo' or *Sting’ he noticed, but something much more officid. “Yes, ar.”
"I'm boosting your clearance for this. Whole new ballpark now."
"Understood, Sr."

"| sure hope s0. ' Causeit getsugly inahurry.”

"How ugly?'

"Hdl's4ill uglier.”

"Yes gar."

"And there ain't no going back. Not ever."

That | know.

"Keep meinformed, kiddo. Keep smart.”

"Yes, dr,” Becker said, and pulled into a gas station to turn his rental around.

The boxes were waiting for him in the empty house asthe Mgor Genera had promised. And the key to
Jacobson's private safe, which had already been emptied into the boxes.

Becker spent the next four hours skimming through the files and Jacobson's private diaries, watching the
video CDs. By morning he had more questions than answers.

But heknew this.

If hell was uglier, it probably wasn't by much.

* * * %

When she saw the clown, she knew for sure.



Beforethat, it had only been asuspicion. That inimitable nervoustickle in the somach that hints you might
now be in adangerous situation, that something ‘Bad’ could happen. Could. Not nearly enough to make
you grab your two children and run screaming for the car. That'd be too embarrassing. No, not Fear.

Not yet. But an emotion more akin to Nervous or Anxious.

Thetwo cars pulled in dowly beside each other on the gravel parking lot. Both filled with kids, teenagers.
Mostly boys.

Ashley checked her watch. It was only onein the afternoon. Too soon for school to be out. Maybe the
schools were off for some kind of in-service day, or the kids were college-aged. A couplelooked older.
Maybe they were just skipping school. God knew she'd done so acoupletimesin her day. It wasanice
enough day for it.

But why cometo aplayground?

Sheturned back to find Cassie, her daughter, still winding through the top of the park's small wooden
cadtle.

Morekids dowly climbed from the cars.
Two girlsamong them. Dirty hair hung over their eyes. Both moving strangdly.

Ashley absently handed Michael another pretzel stick and looked back towards where two other
mothers had been having a picnic lunch with their young sons. Was overly relieved when they were il
there, chatting away.

"Poc,” Michad burbled beside her. “Poc."

Poc, Tik, Mop. The ever-evolving officid language of young Michagl Steins, fifteen months. Words she
kept inasmall diary to share with him someday.

"Poc,” sheamiled. “Pretzd."
Michee! giggled.
She sarted packing their things.

"Honey,” she cdled out to Casse. “Honey?’ Wanting to get her attention without using her name. Why,
she wondered, was that suddenly so important? Her daughter moving away from her deeper into the
cadle.

Ashley stood and moved after her.

Two of the boys had taken seats at the swings and were using their feet to twist themsalvesup in the
chains. Another pair was wrestling atop the see-saw.

Fine, Ashley thought. Just trying to recapture some haf-remembered joy of childhood. Very Holden
Caulfidd. They'll dl be bored in five minutes. Girls are probably just stoned. She fumbled for her cell
phone, half remembered sheld left it in the car. Clapped her hands. “ Cassie, come on now. Timeto go."

Her daughter turned. “Whyyyyy?’ shewhined from the top parapet, her dark pigtails hanging over her
ydlow dress.

"Come down now, honey. Hurry up.”



Her four-year-old scrunched her face in displeasure.
Severd of them looked older than teenagers. Y oung men.

"Comeon.” Ashley waved her down. Can't get up there quick enough. “I'll buy you both ice creams on
the way home."

"Mikey, too!"

Don't say his name, baby. Don't say his damned name.
"Yes, yes. Let'sgo now, honey."

A horrible sound.

Van doors shutting.

She spun around.

The other table suddenly empty. The other children aready somehow collected, smal bags of books,
toys, McCalls and Pringles aready packed.

The only other SUV now backing dowly out of the parking lot. Leaving her alone,

With them.

She turned back to Cassie and amost collapsed to the ground as the whole park seemed to tilt.
She was gone.

Casse. Her daughter.

Where once thered been alittle girl, there was now nothing.

What do | ... dear God, thisisreally happening.

Ashley moved toward the castle like a half-formed ghost.

She's gone. She's really gone. What have these monsters done to my—

"God!"

Her daughter appeared with a squedl at the bottom of the green tube, diding to the end ‘til her feet
dangled just above the mulched ground.

"Casse, fucking...”

"What, mommy?’ She climbed off thedide,

"Nothing.” Ashley fought the urgeto collapse again. “I'm sorry, baby. Comeon, let'sgo.”
Y anking her back towardsthe picnic table.

She saw the clown then.

Standing perfectly till by the cars. A scarecrow.



Watching her. And her children.

A red suit with white frills and buttons and amatching red hat. Huge blue triangular eyeslikea
jack-o-lantern. Its mouth blood red and covering the entire bottom half of the face. In the shape of an
enormoussmile.

Now, she knew.

Scooping up the rest of their things and dinging the bag over her shoulder. Dragging Michadl in onearm,
pulling Cassewith the other.

"Poc,” Michad sad. “Poc!"
"In the car, baby. Hush now."

Shelooked up at the swing s, clearly saw the girl therefor thefirst time. A woman. Her “boyfriend”
dowly and mechanicaly pushing her swing from behind. The woman's face masked behind grimy hair,
head drooped to the sde. What Ashley had thought was a shirt was not. The woman was nude from the
waist up. What she'd figured was a shirt's pattern was only dried blood.

"What'swrong, Mommy?"

Ashley staggered forward toward her car.

Michad started crying.

"Mommy, what'swrong?"

"Shut up,” she hissed, yanking her closer. “Please, baby, judt...”
One of the boyslaughed.

She'd reached the car.

"Pox,” Michadl yelped again. “Pox!"

"Pox,” Ashley replied in a hdf-laugh that shuddered through her whole body. “ Pretzels. That'sright,

Door haf open when they findly stopped her.

One of the boys had squatted down to playfully wave afinger at Cassie. The girl's eyeswere wide, her
grip on Ashley'shand like avice.

The other boy reached out and touched Ashley’'s mouth.

"Please...” she stammered over hisfingers.

Around the back of the car, another shape moving toward them. A horrible thing made of white and red.
One she'd somehow been waiting for.

"Pox.” The clown smiled at them in agrin that now filled the whole world. * Pox?"

Miched giggled.

* * % %



2 Sep—-psychopathic subjectsrated *J or greater remain lowest asymmetry scores among all
offenders. During interview, subject continuesto illugtrate classic psychopeath criteria: superficialy
charming, unmotivated, manipulative, inadequate sense of shame, paucity of emotions. Today, | asked
the subject how hewould fed if | put agun to hisface and robbed him. He said held find away to
escape, give me the money or perhaps fight to take the gun. When | pressed him on the issue of how he
would ‘fed,” not what he would think or do, subject had no response. MM P! scheduled for next session.
CSubject's custodian contacted to increase subject's materna neglect by 2.0 degrees, mf abuse by 1.0.

6 Sep—Dreams should remain banished only to night. In the sun, they are vile trespassers. They are
worse. The Triazolam shots abridge REM deep, but now they have somehow found mein the day. |
could not see her face again. The warmth spilling from her insgdes was like amother's blanket enfolding
me. | awoke at my desk, drenched in sweat, my stomach warm and wet with my own semen. | heard
from Rochester today and everything is now arranged. Mankind remains ceaselessy motivated by
characterigticsinherited genetically from ancestors long-buried which individua experiences of childhood
can modify, inhibit, or augment, but can never truly erase. But | shdl be there when heislifted again from
the earth.

9 Sep—L unch with Dr. CarlaBrown (Tulane), who is heading a symposium next spring and asked if |
would beinterested in presenting. Perhaps. Reviewed impact of common functiond polymorphismin
MAOA on brain structure and function. Low expression variants found on al subject's MRIs. Erdman
maintains reservations on limited test group. Recorded pronounced limbic volume reductions and
hyper-responsive amygda e during emotiond arousa. Marked diminished reactivity of regulatory
prefrontal regions compared with the high expression adlele. The clearest link between genetic variation
and aggression islocated on the chromosome Xp11.23. Thisisthetrue mark of Cain. Xpllisthe new
number of the beast.

22 Sep—ssubject's MAOA levelsremain identical to DNA patron. Latest blood tests confirm sustained
low serotonin, norepinephrine, and dopamine levels. Dogs bark as they are bred. Note to visit John and
Albert a secondary environments. V oxel-based morphometry prescribed to canvass subject's brain for
regiona volume changes related to genotype. He requested his room be painted tan. A genuine emotional
preference or mimicry of conventiona exchange? He adso called me ‘father’ today. Perhaps, | should
never have brought him here.

04 Oct—Itisamatch, and | am filled with abundant joy. It is, as1'd dways hoped it would be,
comforting to find our basest traitsin our forebears. It absolves us.

* k x %

Becker tossed Jacobson's journa back inside the box with the rest. Papers on something called
Klinefeter's syndrome. More reports, PCR printouts from amachine Jacobson kept in his office which
mapped double helix pairings he couldn't understand in the dightest. Color photos of mutilated victims.
Sliced and broken. These he understood perfectly. Maps of East London from the 19th century. Old
photos of Francis Tumblety, and ahoary pamphlet by the same entitled The Kidnapping of Dr.
Tumblety. Graphs comparing oxytocin and vasopressin levelsfor severd subjects. From the diaries,
Becker had figured that subject * Nobody” was Jacobson himself.

And then there were the CDs. Hed watched only two but it had been enough. Both showed surveillance
video of various children being beaten and molested. Records suggested the abuse had been
methodically ordered in the name of science. In one was some kid grown from the cosmic cream of
Richard Ramirez, the ‘ Night Stalker,” no more than nine in the static-wizened black-and-white video
while some guy came in and gave the boy ahand job. In another CD, some other kid. Some other
abuser. Test Group #2.



Ontheinsde of Jacobson'sjournd:

And the LORD set a mark upon Cain, lest any finding him should kill him. And Cain went out
from the presence of the LORD, and dwelt in the land of Nod, on the east of Eden.

Why different than the other in the office? Was there something there he wasn't seeing? Or just the
lifelong motivations of abroken mind.

Becker leaned into his hands and rested against the desk. It had been along night. HEd grown too numb
to think.

The Mgor General had been right.

There was no going back.

Heflipped open hiscell.

"Y ou finished, Captain?’ Dr. Erdman asked at the other end.

"Wer mit Ungeheuern kdmpft,” hereplied.
"Goon."
"Nietzsche. *Who fights with mongters should—"

"'Beware that he, himsdlf, does not become amongter.” Very well. May we now move back to the
matter a hand?'

Becker laughed. “What the hell do you see when you look in the mirror, Erdman?
"What most men see, Becker. Do you have the information you need now or not?"

"Maybe. Heré'swhere I'm at. For the sake of marketable pharmaceuticals, bioengineering prospects,
and potentid military applications—otherwise why the hell would | beinvolved?—DSTI, ahighly
financed but little known geneticslab purposaly breeds monsters. Sponsors the abuse of children ... No
wait, sorry, sponsors the abuse of only half of them for the sake of environmentad testing—"

"Those tests were discontinued four years ago and, officidly, never happened, Captain.”
"Whatever. How familiar are you with Phase Three, Doctor?"

Erdman paused on the other end. “ Jacobson had plans, but we never ... DSTI rgjected the proposal.
Jacobson did those subject insertions on hisown.”

"'Subject insertions.” By adopting out genetic psychopaths to unknowing parents. Putting these kids out
into thered world?'

"DST] rejected the proposal.”
"How many? Mohlenbrock falled to leave thelist.”

"We don't know for sure. Lessthan adozen. All other embryos have been accounted for. We have our
own men moving out to known locations now. I'll get you thelist.”

"There could be as many as sixteen now. Jacobson will vidit these homes. Thisisbig time, Erdman.”



"We have taken all necessary steps to assure—"

"Jugt get methedamn lig.”

He hung up and tapped his chin with the phone, thinking.

All necessary steps.

"Damnit,” he cursed. Then hedided.

"Krigin Romano."

"It's Becker."

Slence.

"Been awhile, | know,” hesaid into it. “ How have you been?’
"What can | do for you, Captain?’ The voice of atotal stranger.
Fine. That's what | need to hear.

"I need your help.” He stood.

Her voice changed. “Have you had—"

"No, no. Nothing likethat. I'm fine. Y ou cured me, remember?"'

She laughed softly. The sound so familiar, athough held thought held forgotten it forever. “I'm not that
good,” she said, and he heard the smilein her voice. “What can | do for you?’ The stranger'svoice
returning.

"Y our doctoral work at..."
"Maryland."

"Right. Wasin crimind psychology, yes? | remember you said ... you were dwaysinterested in, well,
serid killersand thingslike that. Right?"

IIWW?I
"Who's Francis Tumblety?'
"l don't know. Somewhat familiar but nothing. Who ishe?"

"Shit, Tumblety. White Chapdl. London. . Louis. Maybe aserid killer in the early 19th century.”
Becker had moved into the hallway, dowly walking past each room.

"Okay, fine. White Chapel iswhere Jack the Ripper committed his crimes. Maybe he was one of the
suspects. There were dozens."

"Jack the Ripper.”
"Sure, hold on. What the hdl's this about?"

"Nothing. I don't know."



"Articulate asdways.” She Sghed.
Becker found the stairs leading upward. Turned on thelights.

"Yeah, okay,” she said. “I've got Sugden's book right here. Francis Tumblety. He was one of the primary
Jack the Ripper suspects.”

"Who's Dennis Rader?’ he asked.

"That'sthe B.T.K. killer."

"Theodore Desalvo.”

"Boston Strangler. What isthis? Hell week on Jeopardy?'
"Y es. Seemsyou knew these guys pretty well.”

"A lagting failing of mine. Interest in the wrong men."

"I need your hdlp, Kridtin."

"Krigin? Wow ... what's the—"

"I'm in something now that's ... Maybe| just need someone | can trust, someone not Delta. Maybe
someone who knows serid killers.” And maybe someone who can hold me together through this.

"You were never a‘ maybe guy, Becker. What the hell do they got you working on now?"
Moving dowly up the steps towards the door and a darkened room. An attic of some kind.
"I can't tell you. Y ou know that."

"Yes” shesad. “I know."

"Will you hdp me?'

Pause.

"Kris?'

"Yes” shesad.

Door opens. Flipping the light on. The bedroom upstairs. Bland and undecorated. A lone bed and some
dressers. A guest room.

"l need you to gather everything you can get on these men..."

"I'm ready. Go."

"Gacy, Fish, Lucas, that Rader guy, Dahmer and Bundy. And Tumblety. I'll send you an email soon.”
"Okay.” Confusionin her voice.

"Thanks, Krigtin."

Thisroom painted tan. A fresh coat for sure.



"Anything ese, Captain?'

Becker thought. Maybe held try something like ... I'm sorry | left the way | did. What the hell have
you been up to the last ten months? How's that damned husband of yours doing? No...

"No,” hesaid. “I gottago anyway. Be safe.” He shut the phone and put it away.
Drew hisOmmiinitsplace.

"I won't hurt you,” he said into the empty room.

Movement in the closet.

Just enough, and he turned with the sound.

"Comeout,” he urged. “Y ou can come out now."

The dotted door folded open. The boy seated inside beside awicker hamper was more than twelve
yearsold. Blond hair. Glasses. Lanky. Familiar without the glasses, from the photos, but Becker couldn't
remember which one. There hadn't been enough time. He lowered the gun.

One down, as many as fifteen to go.
"It'sokay,” Becker said. “1 won't hurt you. Y ou're alone?'
The boy nodded. No weapons that Becker could see.

"Come on out of there” He waved him forward, and eyed the rest of the room. “What you doing in
there, pd?'

"Hiding."

"Not too good at it, are you?'

"Fooled those other two good enough.”

Becker nodded, smiled. “I guess so. Metoo for awhile, huh? Guessyou're right."
"Areyou gonnaarrest me now? Take me back?'

"To DSTI1?Isthat whereyou live?'

He shook his head no.

"You live here, don't you?'

"es"

"Anyone ese live here besdes you and the doctor?*
"No."

"When have you beento DSTI?"

"Sometimes. At night. Tests. Tests with the other boys."

"Doesanyone eseat DSTI know you live here?!



"l don't think s0."
"] see. Has Dr. Jacobson been back home?'

He shook hishead again and finished crawling out of the closet. “No.” He stood dowly. “He hasn't been
back in, um, not since yesterday, | guess. Y ou gonha arrest my—are you gonna arrest Dr. Jacobson?”

Becker shrugged. “1 don't know. | need to find him, though. Him and some of the others. The other boys.
When'sthe last time you saw Dr. Jacobson?”

"Two nightsago. He..."
"What?'

"He cdled meinto his study and gave methat.” The boy pointed to a swollen folder on the desk beside
hisbed. “Told mel should learn about mysdf. Then heleft.”

III %II
"Have they been bad? The other boys?*
"Yeah,” Becker sad. “Actudly, they have.”

He waited while the boy |ooked away, mouth moving dightly in silent thought. “I could maybe help you.”
The boy sadfindly. “Maybe help you look for them.”

"Now why would you do that?"
Theboy stared a him. “ So they don't do the bad things again.”

Becker nodded. “Maybe so, pa, maybe so. Bet you know what they al look like, don't you? The kinds
of placesthey talk about going? Even places Dr. Jacobson likesto go.”

"Sure, | guess. Y ou want to help them?”

"| do,” Becker said. And felt good when he said it.

"That'scoal."

"Yeah. | guessitis. Youredly sureyouwannahdp?” Am| really sure | want your help?
The boy looked around his own room. “I'm sure.”.

"Wdll, we should probably get started then. I'm done here. Why don't you throw some clothesin abag
or something, okay?"

"Okay."

"Then we can go find them.”

"And bring them home?'

"If | can,” Becker said. “If wecan.”

"Uh-huh."



Becker waited for him at the door. Watched him stuff some shirtsinto ablack Philadelphia Flyers
book-bag and grab his Gameboy for the road. “ Ready?

"Yup,” the boy replied. “Ready."
Becker held out hishand. “I'm Becker."
The boy half smiled and shook back.
"Hi,” hesad. “I'm Jeffrey Dahmer.”

* ok k *
* ok k *
* kK ok

Part 1 of 4

To be continued in our next issue...
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Poppet's L eft Impression~
** ok *

Black eyed poppets offer Grim'sreminders of astrange affair;
Oh, effigy inhand, 'l dar€

Do you deep? Third eye wide awvake—

Her body lies seemingly peaceful,

Y our heart too close for comfort addressed a convulsive shiver~
Her cold warmed hand glides down your chest a-quiver,
Flexing muscles spasm fear? Excitement—

Eyesto eyesreflect Un-ret;

What iswicked? Those following hours...

Do you spesk of the ember bed?

Through ared hot iron door you were led and not blindly,

'You' smoky darkened soul~

She wears the colors—Y ou dressed her that adorable scorpion,

Tradefor trade, now dl isfair in lust and battle



9 seared into your palms—

A name she whispers, yours and yours...
Crude doll knows aface,

Y ou cannot return the clock to her welcome~
She said * Good-bye, Good-bye

Curtains go down thereisno view,

She harbors afugitive behind her breast

That criminal con of cons—

Blink alie of innocence,

Sadly thing of shalow breeth,

Would you disprove the woman'stwisting lack of sentiment?
Vertigo Impression sculpted astonefigure,
He named her—

'Poppet Within'

* * * %

Poetry by Brandy Schwan www.apexdigest.com/grimtrixter

What Wouldn't Kevin J. Anderson Do?
Interview by Alethea Kontis

In the course of doing al these interviews over the past few years, 1've made an interesting observation:
the better | know the person I'm interviewing, the harder it isto come up with questions. Since | know
lots of stuff about them already, | wouldn't ask the same sort of questions other people would ask. |
would more likely ask the sort of questions that would be nobody else's business. This doesn't exactly
make for agtelar interview.

Or, rather, it might makefor adightly TOO stellar interview.

| met Kevin J. Anderson (and hislovely and talented wife Rebecca Moesta) awhile back—as fellow
Dragon* Con frequenters we were bound to bump into each other eventually. Kevin is both afantastic
guy and amachine, together in one neat and tidy package. He juggles other worlds (like Star Wars,
X-files, Dune, and Krypton) aong with his own books (like the Saga of Seven Suns series), the books
he writes with Rebecca (the Crystal Doors trilogy), and other offeringslike San Hunter, where he
finishesthe last book in SFlegend A.E. van Vogt's catalog. He also keeps a My Space page (aswell asa
blog and a newdetter), mentors ayoung man with Asperger's Syndrome, donates hundreds of books a
year to charity auctions, and appears at libraries and SF conventions al over the world.

In 2006 alone he wrote and delivered over 750,000 words.
| fed like adacker just thinking about it.



With dl this stuff on aplate bigger than my house, in order to cover dl of it adequatdly, an interview with
Kevin would need to be as big as thismagazine.

| had afeeling Jason was never going to let that happen.
Help! What was| going to do?

For crying out loud, | answered mysdlf, it would be easier to do an interview about what he doesn't
do...

* k k %

Alethea Kontis: Since you do absolutely everything on God's green earth and | have no ideawhereto
gtart asking you questions, | decided to make the theme of thisinterview: “What Wouldn't Kevin J.
Anderson Do?'

Kevin J. Anderson: (laughshydericdly)
AK: What TV show would you never watch?

KJA: | had aniece who got married not too long ago, and she was watching al the wedding makeover
shows, and the how to plan your wedding show. In the morning, Rebecca had on the Martha Stewart
Show. Those arethingsthat | redly don't need to have in my mind.

AK: What color would you never wear?

KJA: | haveno fashion sense or style. | can't think of acolor | would never wear. But my wife might
have better opinions on that.

AK: What book are you exceptiondly glad you did not write?
KJA: Thebook I'mglad | didn't writeisthe OJ Simpson If | Did It book.
AK: What sport would you never play?

KJA: Therearealot of sports| don't play. | wasthe kid with the thick glasses and the skinny arms and
the clumsy gait. | was dwaysthe last to be picked for the team. | couldn't catch aball, because | had
bifocal glasses. When | lifted up my hand to catch the basebal, | would turn my head up and go to the
second lensin the bifocd ... so then the lenswould make the ball shift...

I'm avery active person. | climb mountains. | hikefor 23 milesaday. | go swimming and snowshoeing. |
do al kinds of stuff, but that's me doing things. | don't do team sports. I'm afreak of American society in
that | don't like to watch football or basketball. | vaguely understand it, but | don't see what the
excitement is.

AK: What superhero would you never write about?

KJA: When | wasakid | read so many comic books. | found something cool in everything, whether it
was Man Thing, or Man Woalf, or Man Geek, or whatever. | loved al the different incarnations of The
Green Lantern, the Flash, The Hulk—DC or Marvel—I used to read stacks of them. | have such alove
of superheroes, | would be happy to write just about anything.

The great superheroes are very hard to write about—X-Men, Spiderman, or Superman because they've
got such abacklog of history behind them. The fansknow al 1000 issues that Superman wasin or
Spidermaniisin.



AK: What difficulties did you have with the K rypton book?

KJA: For The Last Days of Krypton, the biggest difficulty wastrying to tell the strongest story using as
much of the Superman mythos as| could. There are so many contradictionsin the universe—from dl the
different comic incarnations to the Christopher Reeve Superman moviesto the new Superman Returns
to the Smalville TV show—all of them have varied interpretations.

| got to pull al thethingsthat | thought were al the coolest parts of Superman history and wrap them al
together into abig story. It'sabig space operaon an dien planet with acool culture which isvery dmost
Greco-Roman.

One of the thingsthat people think isastrange thing about The Last Days of Krypton: they'real ON
Krypton, so none of them has superpowers. It's abook that's about Superman, but nobody has
superpowers. Nobody fliesin this book. Nobody gets shot at by bank robbers who then throw guns at
them at the end of it.

AK: What food would you never eat?

KJA: | livein Colorado, and | liketo try just about anything. I'm a very adventurous egter. I've eaten
insectson live TV, I've eaten dl kinds of sushi—some | like and some | don't. It's not that I'm not willing
to try them. I've had duck feet in adim sum restaurant. I've had caf'sbrain. I'll try just about everything.

But in Colorado, we don't have oceans. So when you see something on the menu that says, “ Rocky
Mountain Oysters,” it's not redlly oysters. It's cow testicles. | have heard they're very good, but | couldn't
get up the courage to order them. | would, however, liketo say I'vetried them if somebody could trick
me at one point so | wouldn't know what it was until after I'd eatenit.

AK: What country would you never vigt?

KJA: Right now, Irag. That would be asure thing. Afghanistan has some very beautiful mountains, but |
think I'll crossthat off thelist right now too. Somaiaand some of thereally squaid African countries|
have no interest in.

| love the United States too much. I've been to most of the 50 States. I've spent time out in the Rocky
Mountains, the Utah Desert, Death Valley, the SerraNevadas, and the Grand Canyon. I'm so muchin
lovewith dl of thosethingsand | know that | can't possibly seeit dl in my lifetime, so | wouldn't want to
bend over backwardsto go to a place I'm only haf-interested in.

AK: Do you know what States you haven't visited?

KJA: | haven't been to Alaska, but | would loveto. I'm sure we will go sometime in the near future. |

haven't looked at the exact map and checked them off, but off the top of my head | don't believe I've

ever been to Arkansas. There are some of thelittle New England States that | might not have been to,
but | think | have. I've been briefly to Maine, in the airport and stuff, so that doesn't redlly count. But |
have been to most of them. | want to go back to agreat many of them.

AK: What kind of beer would you never drink?

KJA: I'velearned my lesson on some of them. I'm not abig fan of the jalepeno-chile beers. | don't quite
seethe point in that. Some of the redlly frou frou fruit basket beers. kiwi-blackberry beer and thingslike
that don't even sound good to me. | don't want to drink the thing that most Americans call beer. | just
don't want to be anywhere close to Budweiser or Coors, or the stuff that ooks like some other flat,
ydlow substance that | don't really want to drink.



AK: What kind of music would you never listen to?

KJA: | would never listen to things like Country & Western or show tunes. I'm not abig fan of big band
eramusic or Rat Pack/lounge lizard stuff. | like classic rock, heavy metal, progressive rock, classica
music, and movie soundtracks.

AK: Do you sng in the shower?
KJA: | plot storiesin the shower.
AK: Isthere anyplace where you would not write?

KJA: Inavat of acid, or aboiling cauldron. Or on the hospital bed while undergoing open-heart surgery.
But those are probably the only limitations.

AK: Wasthere ever atime when you weren't writing?

KJA: Between the ages of one and four | don't think | waswriting. But | do remember | started writing
when | wasfive. There was never atime when | wasn't absolutely convinced that | wanted to tell stories
or beawriter. Since | wasfivethat'swhat | wanted to do, and my whole life has been on that track.

AK: What cliché would you never say?

KJA: | think some of the people have complained that I've used about every cliché | could probably use.
Thereisno cliché unturned. | don't use them on purpose, but when | write try to write something that
comes naturally. | don't want peopleto think they're reading when they're reading my books. They're
supposed to forget that there are words on the page; they should just be living the story with the
characters. That meansthat | write in acomfortable and conversationa way. If it'ssomething | usein
every day speech, it may very well crop up in my writing. Other people may seethat asacliché.

AK: What kind of car would you never drive?
KJA: A broken one. | demand that my cars actualy take me where I'm trying to go.

I'm not ahuge muscle car guy; | don't care what car I'm driving. | don't have any real prejudice different
kinds of cars. A car isavehiclethat will take me someplace where| can go hiking.

AK: Who would never dect for president?

KJA: He'saready been in office two terms.

AK: Haveyou ever had George Lucas on speed did?

KJA: I've spoken with him, even met with him a couple of times, but never on speed didl.
AK: What movie would you never watch?

KJA: A George Bush musica where he singslounge lizard songs as show tunes while eating Rocky
Mountain Oysters.

AK: What did you never want to be when you grew up?

KJA: My dad was abank president and my mom was an accountant. | never wanted to be a
businessperson when | grew up. They were very successful ... it'sjust the thing about kids who don't
want to do what their parents do. | mgjored in astronomy and Russian History. It realy got my parents



UPSEL.
My parents listened to Country & Western music dl the time too.
AK: Isthere any flavor of ice cream you don't carefor?

KJA: No. At least, none that I've tasted. Y ou can be gross and say “pickle and horseradish ice cream”
or something, but I've even had garlic ice cream and it wastolerable.

AK: My kind of man. What genre would you never writein?

KJA: | tend to be like achameeon asawriter. If | study something enough, | can get afed for what the
genre expects. At the moment, | haven't read more than a couple of romance novels—I'd have to do
moreresearch onit.

But the artsy-fartsy literary genreisthe onel just couldn't do. | couldn't ssomach it. I couldn't write
something that was flowery prose with no plot or characters.

AK: Where everyone dies at the end?
KJA: Where everyone dies a the end, yeah.
AK: Isthere anything you're glad you're not doing right now?

KJA: Asmuch aslove hiking and snowshoeing, it's snowing in Colorado right now—it's gpparently very
cold and windy. So at the moment I'm glad I'm not snowshoeing up on a peak. But the moment it getsto
be better wesather, | plan to be up there doing it.

L ook for Kevin J. Anderson in 2007:

[l Wind (w/Doug Beason)—paperback reissue/March

Crystal Doors#1 (w/Rebecca M oesta)—paperback/May

Crystal Doors#2: Ocean Realm (w/Rebecca M oesta)—hardcover/June
Hunters of Dune (w/Brian Herbert)—paperback/June

San Hunter (W/A.E. van Vogt)—hardcover/duly

An Interview With Liz Williams
Interview by Lavie Tidhar

Liz Williamsis athree-time nominee for the Philip K. Dick Award (2001, 2002, 2004) and is one of
Speculative fiction's most respected short form writers. A noveigt, ashort fiction writer, and aregular
blogger, the prolific Williams has recently found timeto join the editorid saff of the British genre
magazine | nterzone.

* * * %

LavieTidhar: You've emerged as one of the most interesting new noveistsin the UK in recent years,
but—paradoxica ly—your books were first published in America. How did that come about?

LizWilliams: | sent a proposal to an agent who was advertising in Locus for new clients. Her name was
Shawna McCarthy and she had just Ieft her previous agency to set up on her own. She wasthefirst



agent | approached. She did not take me on immediately, but asked meto rewrite Ghost Sster. | did
30, and she sold it to Bantam six weeks later, her main focus naturally being the US publishers.

LT: Youdraw alot on cultura backgroundswe don't see alot of in Western S—Nine Layers of Sky
for exampleis, | understand, inspired by your timein Kazakhstan—what draws you to that, and do you
think the SF reading public is more open to such non-Western settings today?

LW: | don't fed equipped to writeanove set inthe US, as| have never lived there, and | don't think it
would fedl authentic. Also, so many books are set in the West and | get abit bored with that. There are
obviousissuesrelating to cultura appropriation and no, | don't think one can ever write from the point of
view of another culture with total success. But the dternativeisto play safeand | don't like doing that!
Besides, | get gripped by idess...

LT: Many of your books dedl with issues of gender—in Banner of Souls, for instance, there are no
maes, whilein Darkland you describe a society that heavily oppresses women. Isthis something you
conscioudy think about and try to address?

LW: Yes itis. | anafeminit, and the role of women concerns me (I am one, after al). Looking at
placeslike Afghanistan, which iswheretheworld in Darkland and Bloodmind (coming out in February
07) isbased on, one can see how quickly things can change from ardatively libera climateto a
profoundly oppressive one. | think societies likethe onein “The Handmaid's Tal€", for instance, areall
too likely.

LT: You are currently writing aseries for Nightshade Books, the Inspector Chen novels, that take place
in afuture Singapore and, to alarge extent, in the Chinese version of the fterlife. How did that come
about, and what do you particularly enjoy inwriting the series?

LW: It'snot actudly in Singaporeitsdf, but in afranchise of that city on the Chinese mainland (thiswas
an actud ideathat Singaporean government had, to make money. Y ou can't make this stuff up!). |
wanted to write something fun, and thisis great fun to write. I'm aso fascinated by Chinese mythology
and by Hong Kong. A friend of mine used to live on ahouseboat in Degp Water Bay and she went out
for abit with someone on the HK vice squad. So | know the city fairly well, and the stories just grew out
of that.

LT: Youvewritten mainly stand-aone novels so fa—what do you find isthe biggest differencein doing
series? Would you consider doing another at some point?

LW: | like the continuity of series, and the room that they give you to expand. But my main work has
been sand-alone—room in adifferent way, to play with ideasin many different contexts. | might do
another series—well see what happens!

LT: You'reaprolific short story writer (and been in quite afew Y ear's Bests anthol ogies)—how do you
ba ance short story writing with nove writing?

LW: | tend to write short fiction at weekends, as a break from the novels. | like short stories, and | enjoy
theingtant gratification.

LT: Speaking of short stories, you've recently taken an editoria position with Interzone. How do you
find being on the other side of the fence, so to speak? What is the chalenge—and what isthe
satisfaction—of being an editor?

LW: I think you learn alot from it. Y ou get to see what works and what doesn't, and it givesyou a
chance to andyse why, which isawaysinteresting. The Interzone team workswell, | think—therésa



remarkable degree of consensus.

LT: Three of your books have been shortlisted for awards—two for the Philip K. Dick and one for both
the Clarke and PKD awards. How important are awards to you?

LW: It'saways greeat to have that recognition, but I've no particular ambitions asfar asawards go. If |
get one, gredt, if not, then it's not the end of the world. I've lost one partner to cancer and nearly lost my
current partner to the same disease. That tendsto put these thingsin perspective.

LT: What was, for you, the persond highlight of your writing career so far?

LW: Getting published in thefirst place. | was very pleased to be nominated for the Clarke. I'm aways
pleased to beinthe Years Bestsand thingslike that. Ultimately, however, the highlight isbeing a
professond writer.

LT: Findly, what isyour next project? And can you tell us anything about the next Liz Williams book?

LW: Bloodwind iscoming out in February 2007, and it'sa sequel to Darkland. Next year, Tor will be
publishing Vanish, whichis partly set in afuture and mainly Idamic Britain, and is about politica
disappearance. I'm hafway through the next Chen novel, The Shadow Pavilion, and the one before
that, Precious Dragon, will be published by Night Shade thisyesar.

Unspeakable Horrors: The Legacy of Darknessin the Visual Artsof Western Culture
By Deb Taber

A canvas will be beautiful, or it will not be.... Everything is wasted if the spectator flees and fails
to return. And if he should come back, punctured eyes and infected wounds ... would disintegrate
and beauty would never again be reconstituted. Total failure.

Philosopher Jean-Paul Sartre[1]

To Sartre, horrific art was afailure on the part of the artist, and to paint or depict human sufferingina
way that was beautiful rather than offensive was an even worse abomination, abetrayd of human fedings
for the sake of beauty. In spite of this, artists have been depicting the anger and grief of the human
condition in both harsh and beautiful ways for millennia, without any harm coming to the concept of
beauty on the one hand, or on the other hand, betraying humankind for beauty's sake. So perhaps,
instead, horrific art is here to stay because it actualy defines beauty in one sense by presenting its
opposite, and aso bringsto light the absence of beauty which is part of every human life, the darkness of
theworld inwhichwelive.

Violence, gore, pain and fear have found ahomein art for nearly aslong as humans have been creating.
Graphic depictions of hunt scenes and battles are nothing new, nor isdark art with fantastical leanings.
Not only isdark imagery linked to the human psyche and experience, it isaso closely related to the
sorieswetell through speech, literature and film. It expresses the fedings that words cannot dways
capture, and strikes each individua differently, alowing a personal experience of darknessthat goes
deeper than conscious thought[2].

TheBirth of Fantasy and Shadow

Fantasy artwork, including dark fantasy and horror, owesitsrootsto the religions of the world, and to
the storiesthose religionstell. In Western civilization, Ancient Greek artists painted and sculpted their
minotaurs, gorgons and angry gods with intense detail and aflair for the horrific. Pottery from the Archaic



period in Greece (seventh and sixth centuries B.C.) contains depictions such as a gorgon bare-handedly
ripping apart adeer, and heroes triumphing in bloody battles againgt their foes. The East hasits own dark
artistsand history, but here, let us focus on the West.

With the spread of Chrigtianity, the tone of dark artwork often departed from depicting the fear of
godlike mongters. Instead, violence was used to evoke pity and compassion for the victim in various
paintings and scul ptures depicting the crucifixion. The theme of triumph over enemies, be they demon or
human, found new outlets in representations of the crusades, and in his never-completed sculpture, “The
Gates of Hell,” Auguste Rodin combined Greek and Judeo-Christian mythology on his panelsdepicting a
variety of mythologica and human formsin various states of torment and contemplation. Regardless of
the specific mythology represented by these works, the underlying themeis till the same: we are human,
we are vulnerable, we are afraid.

In the works noted above, the stories are the beginning, the place where art forms before it steps away
into the nonverbal redlms where literature cannot follow. The art isinspired by the triumphs and horrors
of the culture's legends and beliefs, but the work itsdlf createsits own story, not only retelling the events
which the stories detailed, but infusing them with araw emotion that comes from a place of visua
gimulation, rather than an intellectua reaction. Thisviscera response viewers have to darkly themed
artworksisalarge part of what keepsit in demand throughout the ages, regardiess of the current trends
in beauty. It expresses the forbidden sides of culture, the taboos, the stories that those in power don't
want to hear told.

Propaganda Backfires: The Birth of Best-Sdlling Horror

Thetrue marriage of dark art and literature was born by coincidence in Audtriain 1463. The printing
press had recently been invented, and new processes allowed for the production of cheap paper. Now,
rather than meticulousdly hand-copying every word that was set to print, an early form of mass-production
was available, and that meant books could be sold for profit.

In the late 1400's, King Matthias of Hungary had a vested interest in issuing propaganda against Prince
Vlad Draculaof Wallachia. He subsidized reports of Draculas bloodthirsty practices, astold by the
monks of the monastery at Lambach, who were said to have witnessed the Wallachian prince's atrocities.
By 1463, Dracula had married into the Hungarian roya family and the propagandawas no longer of
politica use. That didn't stop the printers from seeing a potentia for profit, however.

In 1463, aman by the name of Ulrich Hans printed thefirgt “ Dracula Pamphlet” sold gtrictly for the
readers enjoyment (and coin), rather than with politica amsin mind. Although this pamphlet has been
logt, at least thirteen others are known to exist, dating from 1463 through the early 1500's. By 1499, the
publishers had contrived to boost their sdeswith asmple strategy: pair the writingswith agory
illustration of Dracula's crimes. Pamphlets printed in both 1499 and 1500 portrayed an incident
popularized by King Matthias anti-Draculacampaign. The popular woodcuts portray the Wallachian
prince Stting before afield of impaled bodies while his servant in the foreground dismembers others.
Draculahimsdlf isenjoying amedl, and both he and the servant wear pleasant expressonswhile the
bodies beyond them writhe in pain.

Of these pamphlets, Florescu and McNally write:

"The continued publication of the sensational tales confirms the fact that the horror genre
conformed to the taste of the fifteenth-century reading public. We suspect that Dracula stories, in
fact, became, during the late fifteenth and early sixteenth century, the first best-sellerson a
nonreligious motif ... Sales of each [ pamphlet] would have been upwards of 300 to 400 books a
year."[3]



Movinginto the Modern

In astrong argument againgt Sartre's comment on the destruction of beauty through horrific art, we have
theworks of H.R. Giger and other contemporary artistsin the modern horror genre. Perhaps best known
for hisinvolvement with thefilm, “ Alien,” Giger'sworks frequently combine technological aspectswith the
whole or part of the human form.

Giger'sart gained agtrong following in the 80'sin America. Our rapidly rising technology in Western
culture at the time was aso bringing forth alarge number of dark sciencefiction stories voicing the fear of
the roles technology might play in our lives and the personification of that technology into something
malicious and destructive, bent on having its own way and sweeping the humans aside.

Giger'swork, rather than keeping technology in its place—shiny and mechanicd and menacing—used his
talent to give an organic quality to the sheen of the machine. In his*Biomechanoids’ series of works, the
sensuous curves and tentacle-like architecture give his paintings an animdigtic fed, whilethe use of light,
shadow, segmentation and hard, clean lines keep them in the realm of the machine. By adding human
characteristics—from partsto whole body shapes—we are fully integrated into the machine, becoming
something other than human, something greater, but aso something we fear.

Giger dso incorporated the use of mundane objects, from German garbage chutes to standard wegponry
to bathroom fixtures, into hisartwork. Through his eyes, agun becomesa“Birth Machine,” abathtub
becomes a place of claustrophobic fear, and even the landscape comes dive with writhing forms.

Despite the shudders these dien scenes may draw from the viewer, those who appreciate darknessin
their art would not hesitate to use the word “beautiful” to describe them. It isn't a beauty which clawsthe
viewer'seyesout, as Sartre says, it isabeauty that draws the onlooker in, begging him to look closer, to
face the frightening scenes and maybe even love them alittle. What isit in these works of darkness that
givesthem their endurance? The answer to thismay lie both in symbol and psychology.

The Power of Symbol: Baring the Bones of the Human Skull

For alook at one of the most powerful imagesin dark artwork throughout history, et usturn to theimage
of the skull—particularly the human skull. Thisrdatively smple bone structure has been used in art, both
religious and secular, throughout history. One of itsssmplest and clearest interpretationsisthat it
represents the findity of death. The starkness of white bone in contrast to dark eye sockets and the holes
of the nose and mouth speaks to the contrast of life and death, being and not-being. There is no hope of
reanimation once the body isthisfar gone, and until recently, no hope of identification. Assuch, it isthe
image of oursaves. When we strip away the flesh and hair, the lively eyes and expressive lips, we have
an imagethat issmply human. Dead human. For al we know, the Skull could be our own. The empty
eyeslook back at us, their depths unknown, but it is the teeth—the grin revealed by the lack of
musculature surrounding it, that most often bringsthe chill.

Used to great effect in art, these bared teeth, in the human world, have double meaning. Our ancestrd,
animal sde saysthey are athreat, amenacing gesture to warn off competitorsfor food. The bared teeth
asoaeasmile A grin of happiness, of enjoyment. The bared teeth of the skull carry both the threet of
death and something about that joy, agrin that meansthe joke is on us and the dead are the only ones
entitled to laugh last.

Some of the most haunting dark art takes the bare human grin out of the context of any recognizable face
and into the body of something twisted, grotesque. Something of fear.

Francis Bacon's classic painting, Three Sudies for Figures at the Base of a Crucifixion isaseries of
three pandls which morphs avaguely human abstract figure into three different forms. The pand on the



right gives us a protruding neck and a human mouth bared in ahaunting grin. Said to be based on the
figure of Nazi leader Hermann Goering giving a speech[4], this pane takes that haunting symbol and uses
it to tell the story of atrocity and horror that issued from such amouth and led to the legions of haunting
art that came out of that erain our history.

The Shadow and the Sdlf

More than five thousand years after the * best-sdlling” pamphlet of Draculaand its accompanying
woodcut, dark artwork is growing in popularity and establishing a place in the art world. No longer
relegated to religious contexts, dark art istaken serioudly in showsthat offer artists' reactions to persona
tragedies, globa trauma, and the celebration of beauty in darkness.

Professionasin psychology and psychotherapy have come to recognize the value of such art, as
witnessed by the growth of the expressve artstherapy field in Western culture. Carl Jung, one of the
forefathers of modern psychology, had the following to say about the way man dealswith his darker
thoughtsand impulses:

"Unfortunately there can be no doubt that man is, on the whole, less good than heimagines himself or
wantsto be. Everyone carries a shadow, and thelessit isembodied in the individuad's conscious life, the
blacker and denser it is. If an inferiority is conscious, one aways has a chance to correct it. Furthermore,
it iscongtantly in contact with other interests, so that it is continually subjected to modifications. But if it is
repressed and isolated from consciousness, it never gets corrected.”[5]

Artistsuse ther craft to bring to consciousness that “ shadow” materid in away that may be very
persond to them, yet which aso strikesachord in the viewer, alowing him to aso recognize the parts of
himself reveded in that darkness.

Another school of thought in this posits that traumatic events are stored in the area of the brain known as
the amygdaa, and that this area being separate from the speech centers means that conventiond “talk
therapy” doesno good in certain cases because the amygdaa can't understand that form of language[6]
Itisan older part of the human mind, one which worksin symbols and sensation, not in words. In cases
where the traumais buried too deeply to respond to conventiond therapy work, art therapy may be the
only way for people to process the events which have occurred.

The Expressionist movement fueled the art of many Holocaust survivors after World War 11, alowing a
lessredlistic gpproach to the human figure, which became blurred and shadowy, alowing both the artist's
and the observer's unprocessed thoughts to come through. The viewer isinvited to place his sympathies
not only with the victims of the atrocities being committed on canvas, but aso to recognize himself inthe
perpetrator of violent acts.[7] Asartists and survivors used the techniques of their work to come to terms
with the ambiguity of their fedings, so too were people who merely viewed the art able to be touched by
it, and come away with arecognition of the darker sde of themsalves. Perhaps, as Jung says, this
conscious viewing of the darker portions of the self can lead to akind of visua catharss, and a
recognition in the viewer aswel asthe artist of his cruder aspects—the knowledge that heredly isn't as
good or kind as he might think he is or want to be. From there, it isup to the individua to choose
whether or not to initiate achange in his own darker nature.

Creaturesof the Dark

Not al dark art comesfrom a place of traumaor psychotherapeutic need, but even the workswhich
don't tem from there tend to take on the artist's view of the world, much asthe language of awriter will
speak to hisworldview whether he addresses the topic directly or not.

Expressve arts thergpist and contemporary painter Amanda Wilkening says of her painting, Guilt :



"| painted it as a reaction to a news story about a man whose greed led to the deaths of his whole
family. It wasn't until a while after the painting was completed that | realized how much of my
own ‘stuff’ came through."[8]

Giger recounts his own redlizations more starkly, saying, “ Suddenly, | became awvarethat art isavita
activity that kegps mefrom fdling into madness."9

So if some potential viewers are driven away by the power of these works, isit, as Sartre says, atota
falure?

The simple answer isno. If workswhich generated aviscerd repulsion in the viewer were complete
falures, dark art would not have survived the centuries of human creation. As much aswe love our
horror stories, it is often the cover art which draws usin, makes us pick up a magazine or abook and
takeit home. The picture reachesinto our minds through our eyes, stsitsdf insgde our living skullsand
looks out, coloring our perception of the words to come.

Whether that art isthe black and white print of people dying in pain by Draculas dining table or the
haunted village scene on the front cover of thismagazine, dark art iswith us, to give usachill, to draw us
into the unknown that we dread to explore, yet crave. The“shadow” side of al of uslieswaiting.
Perhaps, if wedlow it to expressitsdlf though the arts, it will stay satisfied awhile longer, and the culture
can be hedlthier on the whole because of that expression. We may not be as good as we would like to
think we are, but most of us aren't as bad as we could be, and art may be apart of the reason why.
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Kill Me Then
By Alethea Kontis

2007 has been along time coming.

I've dubbed 2006 “The Y ear of the Dark-Hunter” for al the work | did on the Sherrilyn Kenyon
Compendium (look for it in stores this October!). But after svimming in Sherri's brain for an entire year,
living with, dreaming of, and catal oguing vampires, | was more than ready to jump back into the deep
end of my own twisted psyche. | started off the year with alist of projects, aburning desire, and a blank



Word document.
It waslike trying to remember how to walk.

| stared at the big white nothing on the screen for avery long time, and then | walked away from the
compuiter. | threw mysdlf into my day job so hard | came home every night exhausted. | initiated a
complete purge and reorganization of my entire house. | caught up on my emails. | surfed message
boards. | even started working out again.

Y ou know it's bad when going to the gym isthelesser of evils.

About aweek or two (and 2000 paltry words) into 2007, someone in the Codex Writers Group started
athread with a story about how she had accidentally been a bit too creetive on one of her medical school
writing assgnments. It had dmaost gotten her into serious trouble with the department. She asked if
anyone else had had smilar experiences—if their love for the written word had ever caused problemsfor
them. What followed was a spectacular dew of crazy stories.

Mine among them.
Ninth Grade

After years of writing stories, notes and travelogues that friends loved and teachers didn't get, | wasredly
looking forward to high school. Higher Education. English Honors. A place whereintelligenceis praised
and creativity isencouraged. A place where | would finaly be understood.

Oh, how wrong | was.

Ninth grade brought the indomitable Mr. Hendrick. Just to give you an idea—the quote | remember from
Mr. Hendrick was, “Thoreau isright, and you arewrong.” Hisfavorite editorial comment wasthe
unadorned question mark, and | was the one student upon which he most often bestowed this beloved
symbol. | probably should have contacted Guinness after receiving one red-ink-stained paper boasting
thirty-three question marks—over six marks per page.

What do you do with that, | ask you?

We had to rewrite our Member of the Wedding paper three times, our Raisin in the Sun papers“had
coffee spilled on them” and were never seen again, and we wereforced to read Sster Carrie. | hated
The Sea Wolf; it waswhere | learned to despise anything having to do with yeast, and the term “universal
truth.” We even read some Dickensthat year. Which isashame—I might have actudly enjoyed Great
Expectations otherwise.

The only bright spots were the 5+ on my poetry portfolio (five-plusses were about as widespread as
whooping cranes, but | had at the last minute added a four-page unassigned narrative poem), and the
time we were given extra credit for memorizing the Romeo and Juliet balcony exchange.

| memorized the whole scene. It was about three pages of our Literature textbook.

[ ... would through the airy regions stream so bright, the birds would sing and think it was not
night ... |

At the end of that year Mr. Hendrick and | parted quietly and civilly. | was not sorry to see him go.
Tenth Grade



Tenth Grade brought Mrs. Watkins—a soft, charming older woman who never understood me no matter
how much | loved her. She couldn't comprehend why passages from A Separate Peace sparked dl
these abstract thoughtsin my brain. If you didn't get out of the book what you were supposed to get out
of the book, you weren't doing the assignment.

Cliff's Notes were agodsend. It wasn't cheating; those little yellow bookl ets taught me how and what the
rest of the world expected meto think.

Themost revealing unit was the peer editing. Historically the most evil, thankless experiment, the class
broke into groups of three and anonymousdy co-edited three smilarly anonymous papers. Let metell you:
fifteen-year-olds pull no punches. (Had we known that one of the papers we hacked to pieces was
written by our Vietnamese friend for whom English was a second language, we certainly would have
acted differently ... talk about embarrassing.) Asasaving grace, Mrs. Watkins went over the papers and
put her own, compassionate, real grade on top of the peer grade. No pressure, right?

This assgnment would have made Hitler swest.

Ever the overachiever, the paper | turned in was a thirty-five page handwritten fairy tale edited down to
four typed pages with non-existent margins. My biggest fear wasthat | had abridged so much that the
readers wouldn't be able to follow the plot. But | shouldn't have worried—my ruthless peers gave me an
A.

Mrs. Watkins gave me aB-.

| was as surprised as you. And more than alittle confused—if the purpose of peer editing wasto
successfully please my readers, then what was the problem? 1 knew from our experience with Trien's
paper that had the grammar been an issue there would have been machete evidenceright therein red and
white. | was never popular enough—even among the Nerd Clique—for the grade to have been a gift,
that was certain.

Baffled, | whispered an inquiry after class about the lowered grade.
"| gathered it was supposed to be afary tale,” she said casudly. “But it wasn't ppropriate for children.”

| may not take any of that nonsense now, but | was not one of those kids who walked around with a
“Question Authority” T-shirt. Hell, a thetime | was till too shy to ask for extraketchup at the
McDonad's counter (afact with which Tom Piccirilli takes grest pleasurein torturing me). There was no
way | was going to put up afight.

But my brain was screaming.

Had she never actudly read the origind Grimm's“Cinderelld’ ... the one where the evil stepsigters cut
off parts of their feet to squeezeinto the dipper? Or “The Goose Girl,” wherethe didoya maid
unknowingly suggests her own punishment in the form of being placed naked into abarrd full of nallsand
dragged down the street by two white horses?

Apparently not.

Mr. Hendrick may have been ajerk, but at least he waswell read.

Not knowing what elseto do, | took the grade and waited for my life to get better.
Eleventh Grade



Thanksto the luck of the draw, Mr. Hendrick decided to teach eleventh grade English Honors that year.
| dreaded every moment ... and blocked out most of them.

| do remember that | read William Goldman's The Princess Bride that year as an independent movie
tie-in project. | was amused to report that Goldman's universa truth wasironicaly: Life IsNot Fair.

Mr. Hendrick and | fought over whether the book was written before or after the movie. Hefinally ended
up taking points off, probably because he thought | should have hunted down the origind S. Morgenstern
verson instead of Goldman's* abridgement.”

Our very last assignment was a poetry anadyss. It wasn't even for agrade—we either got acheck or a
check plus. The purpose wasto test our skillsto seeif we were ready for AP English the next year.

Because of the Advanced Placement program, there was no English Honors offered in our school inthe
twelfth grade. If you didn't go into AP, you had to settle for College Prep English with dl the*normals.”

Of course, | had aready made up my mind—I had no intention of wasting my senior year stressed and
overworked while reading books | didn't like and writing papers teachers hated all to exempt the easiest
4.0'sin collegeto procure.

| may have been reticent, but | wasn't stupid.

Only four peoplein the classreceived one of Mr. Hendrick's parsimonious check-plusses. | was one of
them.

Ohyes, shy girls can gill be smug.
Twefth Grade

Mrs. Smith's College Prep English Class of 1993 waslike one of those TV sitcoms where the nerdy
chubby girl issurrounded by jocks and pretty girlswho can't read. Thefirst day, someone asked Mrs.
Smith the eternd question of what we needed to do to exempt the exam. Her answer: “Don't pissme
off."

Y es, maam. Piece of cake.

| didn't haveit so easy in my other classes—my schedule was crammed full with AP Chemistry, AP
European Higtory, AP Government and Economics, and AP Calculus. | figured I'd just sit in the back
and do my Calculus homework and cruise through the class without a care in the world.

Mrs. Smith sat mein the front row, right beside her desk.

| rebelled by turning in four-page papers when the minimum requirement was one, and yelling out the
answersto the classroom every time she gave us a pop quiz and then lft the cubicle to go smoke a
cigarette or flirt with her favorite adminigtrator.

Weread A Tale of Two Cities, Tess of the D'Urbervilles, and Canterbury Tales. | loved them dl.
When | was bored in class| smply flipped around in the Literature book, enraptured with T.S. Eliot, ee
cummings, and the short stories of Ray Bradbury and Roald Dahl. Sure the classwas crap, but | actualy
had fun.

All the*“normas’ thought | wascrazy ... and | let them.
(I ill do.)



The only snarl Mrs. Smith and | had was during the Chaucer unit. | got back my paper to find the word
“microcosm” circled, with “ plagiarized?’ written aboveit in red pen.

Microcosm was aword we had learned in our ninth grade spelling books. At least, it was aword the
English Honorskids had learned. When | asked Mrs. Smith about it, she told me that there was no way |
could have come up with that word al by mysdlf; | must have seen it in the Literature book and
subconscioudy memorized it and stolen it for my own.

It's not like she was ever going to expend the energy to get mein trouble, so it was never abig ded. But
| have to admit, I'm gill wondering how one plagiarizesaword.

Reading it, learning it, and using it again properly ... isn't that how you learn vocabulary in thefirst place?
Graduation

| ran into Mr. Hendrick again in the bowel s of the Coliseum when everyone waslining up before
graduation. Having acquired ateeny bit more gumption, | walked right up to him and said, 'Y ou know,
you made me hate English.”

In retrospect, that was a horrible thing to say. Just because it was true didn't make it okay.

He came up to me later after the ceremony and apologized, but | shrugged him off. | didn't haveto like
English—I may have been writing since | was eight, but my parents had told mein no uncertain termsthat
English was not an acceptable college mgor. We had toured colleges up and down the eastern seaboard
the summer before and | had tried to make it work, looking at journalism and mass communications and
any other career path that might have had to do with the written word.

Ultimately, parentd pressures and budgets decided for me. | stayed at home, worked like a madwoman,
and went to the State University. | ended up mgoring in chemistry, but only because | wasgood at it.

| dropped out of college after three years—ironically enough, after dl those AP classes | had enough
creditsto get adegree. Technicaly, they cdl that graduating.

Funny how life works out.

| never had a proper writing class until 2003—ten years after high school—when | was accepted into
Orson Scott Card's Boot Camp. Not much slimmer but oceans braver, it wasall | could do not to burst
out laughing when Scott ingtructed us dl to NEVER pursue an academic English career. He maintained
that kowtowing to professors and “learning” how to write was the worst thing awriter could ever do.

Mom aways said that everything happensfor areason.
A universd truth if ever there was one.

S0 here | am—agirl who mixed up the aphabet, who brought together an internationa SF Legion of
Superheroes to benefit victims of the worst naturd disaster in history, who had the privilege of assembling
abook of facts on one of the most popular paranorma romance series of dl time, and who publishes silly
stories about herself in ahorror magazine for the Best Boss Ever.

I've taken up permanent residence outside the box, and spray paint rainbow graffiti on it in my spare
time. My family is belowstairsin the genre ghetto; my misfit siblings post on aboard called Shocklines,
my honorary Uncleis Orson Scott Card, and my guardian angel is Andre Norton.



Even the shyness has come along way—I now have alife goa of acquiring as many friends as humanly
possible. I'm not asbrave as| till could be; there I'm till awork in progress. But | have actudly waked
into aroom and said, “ The party can start now."

| have had to fight upstream in order to do what I'm doing right now. But | think because of that, |
appreciate every agpect of my very long list of jobs. | carpe diem, noctem, and every hour in between.
Every opportunity isamiracle. Every publication isagift like no other.

Itsapretty amazing life.

| wouldn't have it any other way.

Oh, bugger.
That's the end of the essay.

| guessthat means| haveto go finish that short story now...

* * % %
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Whether it's teeming with worms or bunkered by crawlies, it's yours. You found it, stuffed
awkwardly between half a hollowed tree trunk and a grouping of mossy rocks. Not entirely sure
what it is, but you've got a quarter notion that it's some sort of old musical instrument, judging by
all the holes. Flute or piccolo or some type of instrument you don't even know about.

It was slver, that much you knew, for the dull gleam of it in the afternoon light brought you toit. The
slver wasfant and faded, with yelowish circles dirtying its body. All around, the treeswere hushed, as
though awaiting your next move.

Wereyou redly going to play it?

Y ou shakeit free of nasty things, noting the blowhole at one end and severa in the middle for fingersto
cover. Don't worry, you're alone. Y ou have no skill, but that doesn't matter. Redlly, no one's going to
careif you want to play it, even just to hear anote or abadly produced whiff of air and spit.

So you wipeit clean with the end of your shirt, dirt smearing off in thin streeks. Cleaning itsindgdesis
nearly impossible, but you do your best and forget about any remaining mud or ants trgpped within the
thing. Yes, that's right, you forget about it. There are |etters and numbers etched into its shaft, like aseria
code of some sort.

EXPMNT346787.

Y ou raise the instrument Sdelong to your face, wet your lipsand blow, timidly at first, then with dl you
have.

Nothing.
Not asound besides your sputtering breath, abit short at that.

Y ou check the instrument over again, turning it in your hands and holding it up inthe light asif that might
do something. There doesn't seem to be any noticeable cracks or bresks. Y ou try again, now determined
to produce a sound.

Nothing.

Y ou hold out the instrument before you, wondering why you wasted your time on such a broken thing.
No wonder it's been | eft out in the woods. Junk, certainly.

Then you hear it. Faint, at first, but increasing in volume, like the dow best of adrum, tapping &t the
ingde of your chest. It thumps and pounds, then drones on in an unnerving fashion. Y ou whirl, wondering
where the sound is coming from, or rather, whereit is heading.

Off in the distance, beyond your vision, adark blur rushes toward you, unshapely yet massive. It appears
to be hairy with long necks, or arms or legs or branches protruding from its center mainframe. Now there
are things thumping to the dirt around you, faling from trees and the sky. Squirrdls, birds, bugs, leaves.
All dead and 4till, some hitting you as they come down, others dropping hard to the earthen floor.

The growling grows louder. Y ou can dmost taste it, a burning sensation of ash and stale bread, or bile
twice swallowed. But you cannot see it. Something is moving—charging—but it'stoo fast for your eyes
to focuson. Y ou think you see agleaming ring of slver around its neck, maybe with holesin it. Maybe
even an amber light blinking away, asif to proclam: danger, danger.

What do you do?



Y ou run, of course, sprinting with al the might in your legs, ever knowing that you're just ahuman and
that thing is certainly not, and that before long, it'll catch up with you. It heard its call, some sonorous
sound bringing it forth, stirring it from the shadows. What happens when it catches up with you, though, is
amydtery, one you'd rather not fathom.

And 0 you run, without sound.

* k x %
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