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“Get your shit- it's carnival o’clock.”
- Spiderjaw Slagg

The midday sun illuminated like a fistful of dreams
It was thedesert
Tell it to the people.

The health of the place was bookended from allemlgy decisive lines, beyond which there was
nothing — tectonic plates of death made real bytréraors of life. A vacuum that stretched out
like anawewas there, up where the sky stopped. It was gseaise through a lens beyond the
measure of things commonly used to gauge the gpa¢edt was an untouchable scope.

An asphalt road ran from one end to the otherdik®lded concussion. Everything else was
sand. Cancerous prisms that pounded toward theywattre unfiltered because there wasn’t any
real atmosphere, the same way there was no undeidjro

And that's the best way to describe it.

Somewhere along the baked stretch laid an irregoigar by the name of Saw Kennedy. Nobody
else knew his name.
Nobody didn’t know nothing.



And let me tell you about something else, for autenlt’s important.
Just let me do that.

Somewhere near the back of a dense olive roomvegbeople at a table.

The room was dark, but it was bright like illumiedtgrey. It might blind you if you looked
directly at it.

And then, over there, a woman with thick cascadilogde hair looked down and said “I'll
always love you.” She held an eraser in one haddadong piece of fabric in the other.
There was a tall window near the horizon line. glege of the interior lights shielded all but the
silhouettes of wicked eyes.

Somewhere looked up at the woman. She was goiagrtinilate him.

She knew what to do to him to make him do whateherwanted to her. She wanted to be
everything.

She was going to have him kill everyone.

The people seated at the table — men, old anddéwvepaid no attention to what was going on.
But they were in charge of everything. The outlinétheir eyes matched the darkness of those
at the window. Sons and daughters; fathers anohttesmtors of incest.

Okay.

Saw sat up on the heated pavement and did noh®anmment question how he got there. His
mind was busy at work like a puzzle learning hovweronciate.

What curios’d him was the house sitting in the rfedaf the road not 1 kilometer in front of him,
juxtaposed like rat on rice.

It was a modest, 2 story structure with a slanted. The kind house that never actually existed.
It was the sort of thing someone had to wish realglly hard for.

Not skipping a beat or pausing for context, he leapio his feet and walked 675 paces to the
front door, like he was picking up where he left of

He then knocked 12 times and waited. The curtairtiee window shook and fluttered like
someone reading with their eyes closed.

A figure swings open the door all double quick.

“Hold fast” he screamed half a breath before grabbing Sathéghoulders and pulling him
inside.

He dotted the t on theleughtby slamming the door shut behind him. He pressetdddy
against it in a panic. He was secretly posing. fEaetion is a silence, unfathomable.

“This name’sSammyPoolhall Sammy, and you owe méasour,” explained the sweet
mysterious stranger, having already thrust hisxrfdeer towards Saw.

“Why?” asked Saw appropriately, feeling much likeiadex.

“I just saved your life.”

“From what?”

“Starvation and dehydration. Lucky for you | gotuym before the house took off.”

His posture made him look like he was very proudliofself.

“Is this your house?” inquired Saw.



“I wish”

“Yes, whose house is it?”

“Hushnow! Now! hissed-then-shouts’ted Poolhall, clutching hghtihand as if to summon the
ancient drama spirit, “Last person who asked tisgtppeared!”

Some say that in the world of worms a sock is idiiie. Nothing crafty, no, nothing remotely.
Deceptively so. Nobody ever said that.

Saw was many times grateful to not transmutatearigathery hide in the forever midday
firefield. But keeping your cards close to your sth@oesn’t afford you the face-estate to fit a
smile.

“Thanks for being a hero this day” sneered Saw pDei¢hin him, some long abolished vault
deep in his gut, he had the sincerity necessagiwothis comment merit. The ace of hearts
shook its head softly.

“Think nothing of it,this guy | wanted a favour.”

“What's that?”

Poolhall Sammy looked floorward at a bizarre abkull locked around his ankle.

“I need you to remove this”
FADE TO CASH

It's high noon and all things remain the same.
It was like Medicamentia Paenitentiamorbus.

Saw and Poolhall Sammy were speaking in a codaeresbuld decipher.

“Saw Kennedy, you're in danger,” explained Poolhall

“That there’s some bullshifhem” said Saw, trailing off...

“Don't talk to me like that. You'll learn what wosdyou can and cannot say. You don'’t talk
about that which is expelled. If, at any poirdn to utter such a thing, you shouldn’t talk about
it. You shouldn’t talk about it to anyone. I'll veatching.You”

Saw put his hands in his pockets and began playitigloose change.

“You can’t watch my words. That's some unkindnesg] it’s trailing right off my back. Cause
it's aknifeand you're trying to make a corpse outta leeny’

Poolhall thrust a finger up at Saw’s nose.

“You're trying to use my tactics. You need to fipour own. You can’be me.”

“I’'m just trying to fit in.”

“Fuck through and figure yourself out. Or you'll heckedup.” He pulled his finger into a fist,
and then pulled the fist down. He then pulled hiifis&ck, and then pulled his chin up. Saw
reworded the instructions.

“Through...out... up.”

“It's the code of the bad peoples’ universe.”

The time came when a third man entered the thiddoath were relieved so much that they
deflated a little. They jumped out of it like jadkan a helicopter.
It was the sweeping of the entrance that deprassetilk into the non-underground. The third



man had a sharp, full head of gray hair which heewath his chest puffed out like a robin. It
was a radical new sort of deception because theloo&ed not the age that his hair claimed.
And claim it did with volume like nothing else.

Each finger had the finesse of a swan’s neck. Hisgmce demanded that life itself expand on
his behalf. His movements and posture borrowed ftwrimage of a drunk senator. He had a

weathered green vest that clung tight to his clielstoked like a dead man had stolen it from a
skeleton and sold it to a dust devil.

And the rest is history.

“Where did you put the forks?” asked the strangddressing Poolhall.

“They’re all in the urn” replied that, you knowgdressedPoolhall —cold.

“What urn?”

In one whimsical movement Poolhall craned his aetifid his back and swung it back out with
urn in hand. The new man snatched it from Poolkih the full strength of both arms.

“Thanks muffihhe beamed, using flashlights blasting infraraa;lear, despicable cones.

The bold new identity turned to walk away, but Sead to get a word in edge wise. Something
all the way down inside him felt familiar with makj a scene.
All dust was unsettled at the sonic thunderclapest inquiries.

“Heyl” Saw screamed.

‘“Mmm?” asked the stranger with a sideways glaneewids still using the devil’s light.
“Is this your house?”

“No, I'm just staying here.”

“How much?”

“No moneys.”

“How's that?”

“I'm trapped,tar-ta-tar. If | had to lease someone’d surely receive angipi

Saw leveled his eyebrows. “Bwhon?”

The third man paused and ran his fingers downlirs ¢t sounded like a lobster being dragged
across sandpaper.

“You first” he replied with an underlined periodo&thall intercepted the discomforting
exchange with the fist of a body of comic relief.

“Don't listen to him,” he warned, locking eyes drettrail of ether left on the stairs, “he used to
be awoman”

“That’s awful,” declared a not-enough -astonishad/SWide-eyed and nondescript he sacked
the warning for further consideration.

The third man exited up the stairs like Viethnamhwitn underarm, the steps creaking the sound
of yearning seals.

“I'd watch my back around him,” continued Sammy *ha vindictive woman who now has the
means to molest with ease.”



Saw said nothing for several calculated secondbtlaan abruptly left to explore the house.
Poolhall was left in the entrance to digest the flaat he had been abandoned for louder
groaning pastures. He leaned heavy to the righpaaded into the adjacent room.

Our mouthpiece entered what some secular groupthegbarlour A lonely figure sat in an
oversized leather chair, straw dangling from ig@nd its skin like reassembled sack. Its eyes
held nothing but one million shadows, its mouthhargying, but its hat the same weight as a
thesaurus. A wisdom permeated through his cloth.

Indeed there was a scarecrow waiting in the parlour

Saw washed into the place with a cordial “hellofieTscarecrow was unimpressed, but
understanding.

“Hello” he said.

“Can | ask you about this house? | met this PobBammy and —*

“Oh.” interjected Scarecrow, “Don’t mind him. Were younding him?”

“I was, but then | wasn’t. | might again...”

“He’s simply paranoid,” continued Scarecrow, “arassume he was paranaityou, because
someone was very inquisitive and vanished notltdmgt ago. He knew him as much as he was
able. And that's the story of the vanished.”

Saw jumped into a stranger’s present like it was &ll along.

“Did anyone go out looking?”

“No. Good riddancel said. Plus we never stick around for very lorig...

It scratched at its right arm likeehim

“Did anyone ever ask why that is...?” he asked, girs best to pass avoid responsibility.
“It's important to keep your best foot forward. Arfdve don’t move, we start to choke, like a
shark or something...” Scarecrow leaned back in harand rustled his insides.

“In fact...” he continued, pitching his head back &moking up at the ceiling...

“...We may be en route as we speak.”

Poolhall’s voice came barreling through the wadlshoing into an entity all its own.
“Where’s Widget?!” he screamed.

Scarecrow craned his head towards the voice.

“In the basement!”

“Get him for meright now!”

Scarecrow retracted his head to neutral and remiaeated.

As far as Saw was concerned, Poolhall had melted.

The survival of Poolhall Sammy was held in the pafrsuppositions of his demise.

Saw asked Scarecrow “Who’s Widget?”

Scarecrow, under his rough, sundried skin was ogcin eyebrow.

“Not who...how”

“That’s exactly what | wanted to hear.”

“You can ask him yourself. That's the best way ¢b g know him, anyway. | don’t want to get
into the semantics of it, but he might be a Caesar...

For a moment, like a hiccup, the atmosphere flagimeidthe air skipped a beat. Saw recoiled
slightly as if a sneeze leapt up into him.



“What happened?” he asked, surveying his orgabe tsure everything was kosher, “Where-*
“I think you should be asking how it was you caméé here. It worries me,” suggested
Scarecrow, cancerless and never more alive.

FADE TO CASH

Fluorescent light flooded down a crooked staircAsgilhouette at the brow of the stairwell
absorbed into the chopping blocks at its feet.

“Widget you miserable artisthe screamed.

A quivering “moo” and the sound of sizzling flowsgiderly along the concrete walls, crusted
with lime and mildew. The light pancaked at thedmeace of a cow suspended upside down by a
paranormal rope. The light melted its face intauddgde of guts on the floor.

A troubling creature knelt beside the cauterizimgg.

“You killed it,” mumbled the Widget.

“I was yelling for you. You shouldn’t be down hérpressed the third man. The Widget did not
break his concentration on the floor. The movenoétihe accusing gentlemen allowed pieces of
light to illuminate the crouching other one. A srtiogray mask is attached over his face with a
thick, heavy chain floating heavy above a mouthghgad out in an expression of horror and just
below big, round, hollow eyes. His hair is gredewng, vertical, and unkempt. Like a frozen
waterfall.

In all truthfulness of the sentence, Widget wasisoper of his own style.

Widget explained to him that “Juice wanted to $e=rhammals.”

“How can you tell what a negative person wantsRedg¢he man, once a woman.

“You'll never understand.”

“I don’t want you hanging around thatiice He’s bad for you.”

“She.”

The third man narrowed his eyes. His head shruitktea

“Oh, that's how it is then.”

“You don’t have an imaginary friend. You won’'t und&and.”

“I understand women. She’ll just hurt you in thelemuch like | want to hurt you now.”

Widget was defeated. One feels compelled to pity &8 no real woman ever could.
Saw Kennedy was there in spirit, walking by thersgzbdoor at the top of the stairs and
spreading general unease.

“Leave me be,” demanded Widget softly.

He had either left or fallen so silent as to became with the shadows. Widget began stroking
the deceased cow’s face, curving his head in caneays. From the farthest reaches of the
basement, out where there was absolutely no ligteroperature, but still a heavy tension, music
was playing. It sounded like it was coming all tii@y from another country- from another time-
realized through piano but played by hands thatrtwasipirit.

It didn’t affect Widget; he was sitting in the wind

Back on the main floor, in the devillian embraceh# parlour, Scarecrow was standing
nervously against the far wall. Saw was studyiimg Wwith all the science he could conjure. The



Scarecrow began scratching across his brain witd), lvicker nails. His feet double-took like a
child approaching a stranger offering toys. Surthog the house was vast green field as far as
the eye could see. An alien wind flirted with tilades of grass.

Scarecrow stood up against the glass, fingersipgeagainst it, and then, something deep in his
stomach began to slowly tick. He could hear it teaffin his own head, but it was so loud even
Saw could hear it across the room.

Seconds later he darted back to the other sideeafoom. He held his hands against the wall as
though her were under interrogation.

“This is the worst place yet,” he said, nearly auing.

Saw took a seat on the worn plaid couch as anwdisamongst thieves. Much like the people,
the couch looked like it'd been around the world didn’t know what it was doing.

“Speaking of that, what was that noise?” asked $H#tone remained unbroken — he was still
like a child asking what hands were for.

“Don't tell him!” wailed Poolhall from the hall, #8n tumbling in. His chest was heaving, his
breathing labored.

“For all we know he’s...”

Poolhall’s sentence trailed off. He stared blanktp the ether, wide eyed and empty.

“Exactly. You stop that,” commanded Scarecrow dyern

Poolhall, however, was not deterred from the scrap.

“You'll see” he warned.

“Sammy..” hummed Scarecrow.

“He’s sketchyy’all.”

“Reboot.”

Poolhall abruptly pulled a needle out of his righ#ast pocket and injected it into his arm. His
shoulders slanted- all the steam expelled fronmhiscles.

“Sorry. | was out of my elemehexplained a not nearly apologetic Poolhall. Byange then

slid up his sleeve, pulled by a telekinetic string.

“Drugs kill” cautioned Saw from the sidelines.

“Where did you hear that?” snapped Poolhall.

"Satan.”

And then it all came into scope.

Widget and the mysterious stranger entered thensieftmor, but stood outside the room as if
waiting for some inevitable levee to snap. A repatapreceded them and a villainous fog
supplemented their presence. Poolhall Sammy sdappegtention.

“Damn you Tim with a BullBthe screamed with his left hand clutched justshee as before.
Sawhmmmm’do himself, relieved that he has a title for epelson present.

His collection was complete.

“Seduction will get you nowhere” seduced Tim thrbwgthin, devious smile.
“| disagree,” chimed one Saw Kennedy.

Poolhall did not waver his eyes in the slightest.

“You stayawayfrom me Tim with a Bullet!”

Tim with a Bullet finally flooded into the room.

“I come as driend, not as a suitofY’all.””

Poolhall growled like a beast with mange multipibdt waved himself off.



Scarecrow, ever the diplomat, tossed in his twascetStaff relationships are discouraged. My
wordshaveto stop falling on deaf ears.”

Poolhall Sammy barked sharply.

Saw, disconcerted with the drama slowly filling teem, punctured himself into the soft meat
of their arena of experience.

“You are Tim with a Bullet and | want to know hovwewvent from desert to field. Is this a trick
window? If it's a trick window | should be the fired know.”

Tim swung his head over to Saw.

“I'm supposed to like you, and | know that, but géftmy back or I'll climb up in you like...

like fuck”

“That’s vulgar,” condemned Saw.

“You're new, and I like that. It means | can talkijim said calmly.

“If there’s one thing you should never, ever d, @pen your mouth. You should keep closing it
until it turns into an ass,” growled Poolhall frahe back.

“All I wanted was information. | want to be a paftthis; | can help. | have fresh opinions...”
said Saw.

Tim rubbed the side of his head with his hand,intp&is eyes as if he were massaging his soul.
And then suddenly, his eyes snap open and héigthand from his face.

“Alright, I'm excited. Let’s go!”

Tim marched out of the room and towards the stagd¢eading up.
“You'd be wise to follow him,” said Scarecrow.

Poolhall and Saw stifled up the staircase behima dimd into the attic. The door opened like a
bad jaw dropping. Cobwebs twirled and swam thraighoftiest snarl. Makeshift timber
suspended snapped, some collapsed, but very fgaorh health amid the grimoire realized.
Poolhall lately asked “...Better thavhat?

Tim with a Bullet stomped slowly over to a wet stomell in the center of the room with Saw in
tow. While he made his gradual approach, he masigat®anter.

“What's your favourite colour then, Kennedy?”

“Probably purple... It's very regal,” said Saw. Paglrtlapped his hands together, but no noise
occurred.

Tim with a Bullet smiled; “Mine’s polka stripe. D@u dig?”

I... I digit, yeah...”

“We’'ll get along just fine, you and |. Make surenBay knows that. You tell him that.”

“I'll... not make any promises.”

Poolhall, standing near the doorway, screamedesatoj of his lungs, but still he could make no
sound.

Before long, they were near the middle of the r@d the well became a nagging reality.
“This,” he explained to Saw “ismagicwell. We throw things in and the house travelsiatb
instantaneously. Either that or it freezes tinma.not totally sure. But it getesults”

“What things? Any things?” asked Saw.

“Yes; objects. There need not be anything to stdrted when we got sick of potatoes and it
took us deep into the jungle primeval.”



Saw ran his eyes all along the grime that was cgdkie brickwork.

“Thing is,” continued Tim, “is that there’s nothimjse in these places. We kept on guard in the
jungle but there were no animals, or insects, gtrang. And... theair, it's different. There’s no
reasoningwhere we end up.”

Grazing his hands across the wet stone, he recahiede he hid the bodies, but only vaguely.
There was home, there were lovers, enemies, ttibokand triumphs. Enougho have him
feeling like a martyr.

Snaking from slime into his pores were memories ltaa been repressed with aid from his
current situation. Images shoved their way forwarder recommendation of the body, trying
only to fix itself and move on. He reserved litilme for reminiscence. Such things flower in
silence, and silence was afforded precious litten in the house.

“I feel lonely,” muttered Poolhall from the backtbie scene.

“We're all stuck here, you fuckingseriously” snapped Tim.

“Where are you from?” asked Saw at Tim, absentnahdglazing the well with the sweat from
his palms.

“A place that doesn’t want to cause me harm. Prigdéte you, if you're worth your weight in
salt.”

Saw remained concentrated on the well. “You shdutdmst me. | might kill again.” His
muscles spoke for him.

Tim smiled and replied as if they were discusshgweather.

“Oh | wouldn’t worry about that. Poolhall will kijou first. He thinks he can read minds but he
can only read lips and eyes. He’s also insanedBnt tell him | told you.”

“There’sno wayyou don’t know that I'm within earshot!” holleréebolhall.

To no avail.

The circumferences of the severed eyes were n@btggn a fingernail. They'd all been
compressed, or stomped, or crushed tw’nervous pdesouldn’t burn them or cut them up, so
he stuffed them in a big brown sack. When he digkithought of the lyrics to death metal songs
to make it seem cool. He was cool.

When that didn’t work he tried to imagine all tienigs he’d accomplish when he was finished
his task. He told himself that he’d learn how tedst money properly. He’d get more girls as
casual friends, not just as people he hadn't figunat how to fuck yet. He’d ration his money
better so he could go out more.

He’d do all this when he was done burying the bahasweren’t ground up.

And the stuff he ground up... well he’'d just haves&d that.

He’'d have to eat all that stuff.

Like Medicamentia Paenitentiamorbus

Down in the parlour, Scarecrow bonded with Widgethie same way wood bonds with water.
The Scarecrow had long ago trained his hat on Samn&dy, a name he had invented. His
antenna calculated every possible equation for Sawistence.

He didn’t like the sounds of any of them. But comvenal wisdom told him half of anything is
hideous.
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“Tim with a Bullet still can’t find hiseyeglass explained Widget in monotone. “| think he
suspects Juice.”

“Couldn’t imagine why” replied Scarecrow with theage of brushing a centipede off his
shoulder.

“Will you protect him if Tim comes after him?”

“I don’t see how that’s possible.”

Widget sat completely motionless for 15 secondsthmn...

“Open your mouth...”

Scarecrow stared blankly, empty eyed and ice he&tadewhere inside him, with great
certainty, he isiot opening his mouth anibt cooperating. Both pause for a handful of moments.
“Good. He’s in your throat now” says Widget.

Scarecrow looked back towards the window, the caat®n surrendered to the enemy.

He would have suffered more regret if he had sdeesd to a steak. And that’s all she wrote.

In the attic, Poolhall remained belittled and unagjated.

Tim, for then and forever, controlled the room.

“We’d best get out of here as quickly as possiBtEarecrow has thing with fields.”

Tim turned his head to and fro to find any craftsnan to throw into the hole. He shuffled
across the dusty floorboards, snatched a chairlifaed it up to the tip of the well.

“Now nobody can sit,” objected Saw.

“Do you want to sit?” asked Tim.

“l was saving itfor later.”

Tim shoved the chair in and down and dropped mssdo his side. Saw’s aspirations and
dreams were promptly exploded. He dropped his termguvn his mouth.

Five Mississippi.

Saw arched his eyebrows. “I didn’t feel anything.”

“You wouldn’t,” replied Tim, “the attic exists in\@acuum.”

“Yes, but you see Sammy’s gone.”

Tim twisted around to the far doorway and there,wafact, no Poolhall Sammy.
“He prefers Poolhall.” muttered a calculating Tim.

FADE TO CASH
And so it occurred that all tenants collected i plarlour; the air was chocolatey with tension.

Saw took a look through the large window and gagmsh a rich forest in the throes of autumn.
The window might as well have been the frame cdiatihg because despite the heart casting
from the tress and the soil there was no life.tdlitere was an emotion identical to that of the
desert Saw had first made out to.

His body trembled with something from long ago.

And then, as life in the house had taught him elvesis a sharp noise that stole him back to the
interior. Poolhall’'s swamp vernacular ripped ‘crdiss place.

“He blew it ug” he shouted, thrusting a finger at Saw.

“I didn’t! Ask anyong yelled a panic stricken Saw, not entirely surieatvwas transpiring.
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Poolhall pivoted to the audience.

“Widget?!”

“l...” Widget was speechless. He dropped his heaul i hands and denied entry.

Poolhall dashed the attention back onto free agents

“Useles¥

“Ah, ta hell with ya!” hollered an equally scornful Tim withBallet. He was leaning in the same
fashion as Poolhall was in the attic.

“I have an idea. Use motkings Chairs areneverenough,” submitted Saw, wild-eyed, innocent,
and youthful.

“Chairs always did ibefore.. unless it is getting smarter...” mused Poolhakyréha prophet in
sinister skin.

Scarecrow was quick to devour this whole.

“The house doesnthink. It breathes and iileedsand itsleepsbut it does nokearn and it does
notthink”

Saw did not recoil, but rather, leaned erect: “8@minds disgusting.” This was decided
beforehand.

“Machines cannot feel love aontempf’ sneered Tim.

Poolhall objected: “I’'m moreentaurthan machine.”

“Power off!” commanded Scarecrow, loud enougheallyected at anyone.

Widget hopped to his feet with a flea’s agitation.

“Give meJuice back

Scarecrow leaned back into his fine leather claagineutral as smoke, saying not a word. Some
say it was impatience and some say it was obedi&Miciget then grabbed madly at the air in
front of him and hugged himself tightly. He cradietb his person.

“We need to keep Juice out of this-" explained Safey the sake of the group.”

Poolhall apishly stomped his feeghut up’

Scarecrow’s head slid slowly upward, like his elgad seen something traumatic and his
muscles were forcing themselves around to compenshe gravity of his motions made up for
his lack of expression. Saw took notice becaudealdethe same affliction. Scarecrow was
looking through the skirmish and out the windowofi&thing terrible is staring at us.”
Everyone turned their heads towards the window watimmon urgency.

Smeared across what should have been the strikiagd of a field was a thunderous face,
smiling unnatural with beady black button eyeshkad was like a reversed triangle with a flat
haircut and “12:00 stamped on its forehead. Théesdipped down sharply in the centre like an
upside down arrowhead, overtaking all the spacedittrthe nose. The head meditated on those
inside the house for several seconds before lifiiwgy. In a land of metaphor his image left a
specter in its wake, one that represented the darhégt on the balance of things.

All the residents meditated equally on what had pagppened — the fantastic transient - the
silence being broken indefinitely by Poolhall rekiag

“I don’t know howto kill a giant.”

“Power off!” snapped Scarecrow.

“Stop it!”

“Power off!”

Poolhall Sammy dropped to the floor, still andléfes. The eyes of all concerned follow his
descent but don’t give it much regard.
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“Three times-" said Scarecrow, speaking indiretlsaw, “remember it!

FADE TO CASH

The hot potato had changed; the infidels switcmftbe Parlour to the Drawing Room, but all
things remainefundamentallythe same.

Poolhall, the unconscious prince, was left on tberfin the Parlour to the devices of whoever
finds him. And they all secretly knew it could beything.

Tim addressed the audience what was as naturasageey as all of Pompeii.

“Ill never be night, and if | am still opar...” he pondered, “he cannot strike because all bad
things strike at night. We have the high grounditigenen.”

Saw remained the strongest skeptic, and it showédsitone.

“Is the giant new?” he asked.

Scarecrow, seated along with Saw, replied thustly:

“Very.”

“Who am | talking to?” asked Saw

“I've taken the reigns” replied Scarecrow

Tim fiddled his fingers down his sides like a nars@ccountant.

“Glad to be of service” he said, taking a seat din@, deep leather loveseat; never a lover but
possibly a cradle robber.

Poolhall lied on the hardwood floor, unconscioud dreaming. He dreamt of one million, he
dreamt of one thousand, he dreamt of one hundeedrdamt of ten, he dreamt of Widget. A
blurry and transfixed Widget stood in his purvieairig torn apart by solar winds but
nonetheless completely audible.

“Insects-“ he explained “-are just like everyonat they all dream the same thing, like they
couldn’t afford to let their fantasies feed thamlztion.”

He was neck deep in some pocket that was filledl saciopathic shapes. A poisoned ether
rained down in fist-sized drops.

There were two characters there, but they couldgsi®asily been the same; a splintered illusion.

There, Tim gathered himself together from a handflbose change. He was far away from the
lunacy, and there was only one of him. Neverthelgsssound of footsteps compressing leaves
beneath them grew closer.

“Widget is a spy,” said Tim, “I saw him talking tbe bugs in the attic. He keeps us wandering
blindly.”

Widget took stage one final time, grabbing the aantck to the savage maelstrom.

“Don’t go in that phone booth! It'll take you toghmiddle of nowhere!”

Scarecrow rose to the occasion in the Drawing Rbefare all involved.

“I can’t help but think that the beast is respolesior us being fixed here. These places cannot
sustain life, much less giant liffower on’
They fell silent, as if curtains were rising.
Frantic footsteps clapped through the atmosphellewfed by one dissident Poolhall driving his
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fist through the Drawing Room wall.

“I was not moved!” he screamed.

“We tried, but you were tofat,” explained Saw

“Who tried to move me?!”

Widget raised his arm.

“Did Widget raise his arm?!” Poolhall screamed wattsolute, undeniable, unforgivable
guestion marks and exclamation shapes.

Saw hesitated, but; “Yes.”

Somewhere | assure you that Poolhall was bitindjjnis

“Give me myshit back’

Widget shuffled over to the hole in the wall. Heged in a handful of poker chips, condoms,
gold teeth, and syringes through.

Inside Widget’s head, he talked to himself.

“You'll see. Wait till the fly enters the womb...”

Saw replied to the interior monologue like a maggits hand.

“With a sword,” he muttered casually with lips amot gray matter.

Widget was appropriately astonished. He snappebdad towards Saw like someone did it to
assassinate him. It head began shaking with teéFleg.chain strapped across his face clanked
like a passing freighter.

“He’s onto me!” he thought to himself before dagtinom the room and into the basement.
There was a beaten path leading from every roomrdadhe basement; a bold faced challenge
to goanywhere elsavhile stepping through the main hallway. Such tiesunspoken challenge
given to every resident. Most stayed true to thatred of the unknown.

Imagine the floor depressed. You walk in the ergeaiand to your left is the staircase, to the
right is the Parlour, and further on the left is ttesement door. Further up on the right is the
Livid Room and straight on till morning is the Khien. The space before you, the path leading to
all rooms, is cracked and cloven. Not literally.

“You've upset him,” disclosed Scarecrow with a tqaety of pity and contempt.

“Now I'll never get my monocle,” sneered Tim.

Saw arched a single eyebrow. Surely something lo@e his interest.

“I didn’t know you needed glasses.”

“I only need one. Due to this bullet lodged in nyggeyou see.”

“I hadn’t noticed.”

“You cheekywomanfolk’ scoffed Poolhall, still in another room but miaggihis case through
plaster.

“What's your crutch with the new guy?” asked TimRoolhall.

Poolhall’s fist presented an apt substitute forshigrply angled disposition; it began to twist and
contort to mimic his face.

“A saw murderkilled my mother.”

“Electric?” asked Saw, uncharacteristically conegin

“No, a killer with a sawlt was a killer with a saw

“I knew a guy named Rapist. A lot of people hadgsame problem with him.”
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“It's a dead body, man!” screamed Poolhall.

“Don’t cast that morgue talk on me. Get out of n@adl,” commanded Saw.

“I'm up in your thoughts, Kennedy! I'm walking arod your memories and I'm kicking up
pieces of spit!”

“You're stuck in another room talking with your fdarLook at you. You can’t govern anything.”
There was no reply. Tim watched eagerly from thelgies, resting his chin on his hand and
biting at his fingernails.

“It's like clash of the titans.”

The house itself took on an eerie glow. The waltkéd a bit cleaner. Indeed, the ceilings
seemed just a bit higher. Peoples’ bodies expahdethey didn’t take notice of it.

“We must kill the giant soon” declared Scarecrolarh feeling queasy.”

“You should sleep,” suggested Saw, staying in wite his newfound helpful misdemeanor.
Scarecrow stared across at the adjacent wall. “Smae cannot sleep.”

“| forgot you were a scarecrow. | can’t see rigfy; glass, you see...” explained Tim under a
charade of cellophane. He barged into the converseaiith the grace of a corporate trend.
Saw asked Tim “Where was the last place you saAithill ran down his spine from using his
own name in a sentence without planning it as dernaendo.

“Juice has it. | know it- he borrowed it for thewe®in the basement.”

“How do you figure?”

“| established motive, and opportunity. I'm buildia case against him, and | haven’t found any
evidence to the contrary.”

“Did you used to be a law-*

“Ut! Ut! Don’t say it! Don’t you say that word!

Saw sits cautiously for a few moments, and thewlglonouths the word “lawyer.”

Tim ran his hand through his hair and continued:dt hear him talking sometimes. He’s real,
and everyone knows it, and he wants to make himselfeal by discrediting me.”

Saw nods and looks about the room.

“How did you lose your eye?” he asks.

Tim struck not the pose of a gladiator, but ragrepared his figure like a mannequin.
“Tanglin’ with a Russians.”

“That’s cool. | like that. Sorry about all the gtiess; it's my first day...”

As he said that he looked over to Scarecrow whiddaleep in contemplation. Saw became
bombarded by curiosity about what he was thinking.

“Juice is a rebel and a trife thief,” continued Padi, “and |1 don’'t know why people love him so
much.”

Saw turned his head back to Tim, struck with préyp#ie most pressing question of the hour.
“So... how do you get something back from an imaginargqe?” continued Saw.

"Last question?”

"Yes.”

“Imaginaryfists”

Saw cleared his throat, but couldn’t dispel thesitam

“You... go girl.”

The giant face was back in the same spot as befoteide the Drawing Room, pulling and
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pushing around the side of the house. Poolhallatasidio ground zero; he approached the wall
and locked presence with the menace. Poolhall wlaedkeund the room, tracing the fingertips as
they dragged along the exterior. He pressed higéafto the wall and listened close. It hovered

perfectly still; perfectly silent.

“I’'m gonna figure you out,” he said through the e “You're fucking with the wrongunt”

He shoved his body away from the wall and the nbegan again. He walked towards the other
side of the room, preparing to open the liquor eabiwhich held not liquor, but surreal juices

and nectars. The creature drifted along the batkeohouse, and then away. Poolhall grabbed an
orange bottle from the cabinet and walked backsahair. He lit the liquid with a match and set
it on the ground, inhaling the weird mist that sedlout of it.

“You've come a long way, kid.”

Across the floor was dusty wood and down the stegssfilthy stone. Widget was sitting on the
pill-littered concrete floor beside one of the dgdaranormally reversed cows. They stared off,
locked in a trance, until Widget placed his hanalshem, blessing them with the opportunity
and close their eyes. He wanted them to sleep lgqual

“The house is bleeding” he remarked with eyes &dain the cow’s neck.

“How’s that?” asked Tim, standing in the shadowas,ffom the light, standing over Widget,
kind of afraid and maybe interested.

“The giant. It's a puppetmaster. | can hear itsi\g scraping on the bricks.”

“I don’t hear anything.”

Widget had nothing more to say. Tim was not intee& how Widget could hear things the
way he did.

“...What do you want?” Widget asked.

“Where is Juice now? | need to talk to him.”

“He’s hiding in my skull.”

“Don’t get in the way of this. This iseyondyou.”

“Fluid is nature’s way of identifying weakness.”

The exchange came to quick it gave Tim little timeegister it. He licked his tooth.

Across the house in a diagonal direction was awtarse texture is of wicker clashed with
coins. Back upstairs in the Parlour, Scarecrowgoudl book from the titanic oaken shelf. It was
thick, biblical, bound in leather, well traveleddligh fingerprints and perhaps bite marks, and
made no apologies. He cracked it open halfway aaiied over to Saw.

“What's that?” asked Saw.

“We the damned call it thBookof Words”

Scarecrow shoved the book over to Saw. All the paggre filled up with random words. Any
words, all words, every word was there. Saw flippfedugh the pages curiously.
“It's...words!” he exclaimed.

“Truly.”

Saw flipped through it eagerly, examining randonrdgo

“Paper. Dig. Zenith. Lips. Ragging. Motion. Nighgade. Shoes. Butter. Delightful.”

Every letter looked like it was hand stamped wité dislodged components of a typewriter.
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Scarecrow dug his finger halfway in and spreagbéro Sprawled across the pages was what
ambience dictated as a map, less like a map and likera blueprint. It was drawn in the same
fashion: hand crafted with professional tools.

“This is a map of the house-,” he explained, “Lab&ver and commit all unusual aspects to
memory. It is good to be familiar. There was toachmput into creating it.”

“I find myself drawn to the words.”

“I know, but pay them no attention.”

Saw examined the map closely. There were wordghleytwere too close together, and he
would have to sit down and figure them out.

“What was put into creating it?” Saw asked.

“Peoples’ lives. Peoples’ minds. It's not easy fimgltools to write with in this place.”

“You could use blood.”

“I lost all of that a long time ago. All | have ta$ spit, and I'm saving it for Widget.”

“Why don’t you like Widget?”

“I like him plenty. I'm saving it because it mighe the only thing that can bring him back
someday.”

Saw clutched the book close to his heart and waddaver to the bookshelf. He scanned over
the spines of the collected knowledge of mankindl tiwe collected fiction of gifted illusionists.
In his travels he identified a copy of the Holy EBib

“Do you believe in god?” asked Saw.

“I believe in the prophet Muhammad” replied Scao@grnot turned to watch Saw but of course
omnipresent.

“Is that so?”

“Poolhall Sammy is so. You might find better corsagron with him.”

“He didn't strike me as one who would have faittsamething greater in himself.”

“He does not, he just despises the evolutionargrihs such a degree that he follows the closest
thing that negates it. And he’s lazy so he settledhat. He’s one with popular culture.”

Saw turned to join Scarecrow in observing a diogcthat yielded no reward.

“Why does he hate the evolutionary theory, my dgareend?” he asked Scarecrow.

“He despises the idea of being related to primist@sy way. Ironically. As | said before, hey,
you will find better conversation in him.”

Scarecrow fell to his side onto a chair, curvinguch a way to sit appropriately at the last
second. It was incredible.

Overhead, up and along the roof, a definite scapiapt along, catching the ears of Scarecrow
and Saw Kennedy respectively. Their foreheads dexen to the pinnacle of the disturbance,
their eyes trailing not far after, hands relaxialyjplood shot to their problem solving glands.

Across the planet, next door in the Drawing Roorraakily seated Poolhall, inhaling the fumes
of burning nectar, once again encountered the solitite giant exploring the dexterity of the
house. He did not waver, nor open his eyes or hlémcfists, almost as if he were expecting it —
exactly like he was expecting it.
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He winced his mouth open to dispel the fury risipginside of him, only after he had meditated
on it for a few moments. It was not reactionaryvdis not involuntary.

Scarecrow remarked casually; “The giant is messuggything up.”
FADE TO CASH

Saw was the only one still looking towards the rhpigce of the noise. “Maybe it’'s his house. |
bet it is the giant’s house.”

“If so then | guess we're doomed” expressed Scavewvith no decent amount of musing.
Poolhall stomped into the room, yet Saw remainembaowinced that it is anything worth looking
at.

Poolhall spread his legs in a power stance allutiaghe has dire news.

“There is somehing in the livid room.”

Scarecrow, Kennedy, and Poolhall step lively toRadour Livid Roon) to see what the fuss
was about. Standing at the midriff of the room figgare wearing a long, black coat, utterly bald,
no face but probably eyes because round sunglasses bamg his not-nose, astoundingly. His
head was tilting slightly down, like he had fallesleep on his feet.

Scarecrow grabbed the helm: “Explain yourself.”

The stranger repositioned his head forward ané@dtar

“l ask you again!” hollered Scarecrow.

“Where is this?” asked the stranger.

“Nobody asked you!” snapped Poolhall.

“You're lucky; | appeared in heat,” chimed Saw'la gentleman, ever the diplomat.

The stranger lifted a shaky arm towards the window gestured towards the giant. It was
sailing through the air and defying every goverrlang of physics.

Saw remained the realist; “I find it incredible tie knew the giant was there with out looking.
Not saying just saying.”

“My head is on backwards” confessed the stranger.

Scarecrow was as artificial as the new guy; “Fastong.”

“1 knew a guy” said Poolhall.

“ Are you sent on behalf of the giant, then?” as&edl.

The stranger paused to consider his answer. “| doone the Lord’s belly.”

Saw replied: “Cough.”

Poolhall kept a handle on what was most urgerttlddks like we need not worry; that thing’s in
control now.”.

Scarecrow kept a handle on the most irritatingo &t Tim, will you?”

“I'd rather you do it,” replied Poolhall.

“He has a crush on you. He’'ll listen to you.”

Poolhall looked down and found himself shacklethsfloor with a Rococo chain.

He declared he was stuck.
“Fake your seizures, boy. Your day will conay”



18

Scarecrow exited for a time to reclaim Tim with allBt. After he left, Poolhall, reassuring
himself thoroughly that the scene was clear, snapffenis leg at the thigh like an old baguette
and tossed it away. He was very, very pleased hittself.

“It's a ruse”

Scarecrow yelled down the cellar for Tim, but thewees no reply. Puzzled, but you'd never
know that, he moved to the second floor, but belf@eould shout, he heard a tussle going on
above his head. He continued up the stairs andgaved through the grey doorway. Tim was
tearing the place apart in cold blood. There wéiars tipped over, and piles of boxes
avalanched, and lamps stomped on.

“Wisdom begets haste,” imparted Scarecrow.

Tim was sweating profusely from his face and musaead his eyes were flared like a lunatic.
“I can’t find it. | can’t fuckingfind it. I don’t know where it is anymore. | thought | did

“Juice has it, remember?”

“He hid it. He hid itsomewhereWidget knows. They're trying to drive noait”

“I'll help you look later. We have a new guest datairs in the parlour. Perhaps you'd like to
introduce yourself?”

“Whe-who?”

Scarecrow angled his body to let Tim pass, whewdseready.

“He claims to be from inside the giant outside. Plu@pet master. THerd, he calls it. | think
that's pretty interesting...”

Tim sighed heavily 4 times, and then fixed his postHe knew that posture was everything.
“How do | look?”

“The nicest thing | can do for you now is bite nopgue.”

“Did | ask for the truth? Did you hear me say sdmrej?”

“You look like Princess Diana.”

Returning to the Livid Room we find Saw conversimith the stranger in privacy, or it might as
well be since Poolhall was a ghost amongst tribatreants. He was looking at the back of his
hand, listening closely like the good cop.

“Tell me more,” Saw eagerly requested. His attentias cranked to rapt.

“I came from the stomach... Or so they told me. dt'dark catacomb filled up with stone horses.
Half of the things they said were lies, thoughwdtrks.”

“Anything interesting about those stone horses?”

“It was difficult to tell if there was a vast fielof them, or if there were mirrors in the back that
reflected the same twelve. | was free to walk betwthem. The ground was covered in seeds.”
“How was it you learned how to speak our language® King's English?”

His shoulders puffed up, but then depressed baakdo

“I was taught by them in the ways of man. M&heyspoke in punches. There was screaming
and fluid. There was enough of it.”

Viewed from the side it is like watching mountagxshange banned dialect.

“What's your name?”

“I shrill yelp, followed by a cough. And then...And.”
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Saw raised his right arm, one soaked in regency.

“l dub thee...Stone Horse.”

“No. No. It can’t work.”

Poolhall raised a glass of the Queen’s brandy.

“Long live Stone Horse!”

“No. No.”

He lowered his arm and poured the glass out ofidbe He tucked the glass away under his
shirt, flattening the fabric over it and pressetfiait like wrinkles.

“So, how long were you in there?” Saw asked.

“What do you mean how long?”

“What do you mean what do | mean?”

“l don’t understand.”

Saw turned to Poolhall. “We got a live one here!”

Poolhall fished the glass out from beneath hiseftetd shirt, raised it to a toast, and laughed
heartily. Saw turned back to the interview at hand.

He then asked “What does the giant want?”

“To kill.”

“Where is it from?”

“Razorwire.”

“How is it keeping us here?”

“It controls all things. All of it. Suddenly.” It s a question that hinged on the grand supposition
that the giant was responsible for everything. 8awmd the answer he wanted to find. A
doctor’s error.

“What do you want?”

Stone Horse, for once in its miserable existenicenadt have the answer of mavien Saw was
visibly triumphant.

“I beat you.”

“No. No.” Stone Horse’s head pivoted like a skudllbwed out and stuck at the end of a pole. It
was smooth and calculated.

Tim and Scarecrow finally entered the room, bupgéel straight into an impenetrable wall. This
wall was like a television; they could not penedrtite force field what consequently thrust them
into the field of observers. They dared not pgraté because the heated exchange was beyond
them. A killer and a new hedonist locked togetiier & Rubik’s cube.

“You silly creature. You should talk to Widget. Y@umight destroy each other,” Saw quipped.
“Wow, where did that come from?” remarked Poolhidk. slapped a satisfied grin and looked
about the room. Nobody noticed it, so he went liackatching.

Stone Horse claimed, “I wouldn’t worry. There ismado come. There’ll be mothings”

“I hope to all masonry you indulge,” dared thanSa

“Its brain is in its liver. Its real mouth is irsistomach. | heard its plans. You're all going¢o b
torn to bits. That’s all it dreams about. And wliethinks it mouths words, and whispers when
he yells in his fantasy world. It wants what itsther wants, and its mother wants to be there.
And then it wants to kill. In that precise order.”

Tim raised his finger and stepped forward to obgscany sane man would, but Poolhall grabbed
him by the shoulder.
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“Let him go...”

Saw continued as if the preceding did not transpire

“We won't let ourselves die.”

“You don’t understand. We're in its head.”

“More bullets can be fit per square inch on hissparthan us. That means something. | don’t
expect you to understand.”

“I wouldn’t fret. | will die as well.”

“We’'ll find you some memories. Some good ones. Ty will think differently.”

“Be careful. Soon it will regret sending me in ds@tome enraged.”

“Then you should get on becoming a desperate pensdnwvant to live and buy some time.”
“None of those lend to an efficient mind.”

“You say that now, but I'm older than you, and FFight.”

Stone Horse went silent. Saw rubbed his eyes anldagk to the matter at hand.

“How long do we have?”

“Several days. It is slow to learn and slower tacte

“Hey it's a lot like you,” Saw remarked playfully.

“That's incorrect.”

Saw loosely raised his first two fingers like heswelding an invisible cigarette.

“We’ll house you if you help us, and get in its beand save our lives.”

“I am from its gut. All my words will be crucial.@8sure there is someone recording it.”
Everyone in the room turned to Poolhall. They aited with bated breath. He ran his fingers
‘cross his cheek, reveling in it.

“Good form.”

Saw leaned imeal close to Stone Horse.

“You think there’s something in this world | carkitl?”
Stone Horse remained utterly motionless.

“I don’t think. And this isn’t your world.”

FADE TO CASH

Stone Horse dismissed everyone else citing reasdietoquent fatigue” (translated by Poolhall
Sammy). He remained in the Livid Room but everyelse unclustered. Saw pulled Scarecrow
aside- his only trustable companion.

“I have an inquiry about this book,” began Saw.

Scarecrow was naturally welcoming. “I'm all ears.”

Poolhall burst out with a thick peal of laughteddlipped a chair over in the kitchen down the
hall.

“In the basement, there is nothing there. Likahimbook I'm looking at it and it's just a
guestion mark on the paper...”

There was, indeed, a question mark stamped justible staircase and it was, indeed, paper.
“Oh, right. Good eyeThere is no blueprint for the cellar. Widget speall his time down there.
I'd refer you to him but he’s utterly useless. I'veen down nadncebuttwice | know it is full

of upside down cows and there is a boiler roommia of the farthest flung corners. The rest is an
undiscovered country; we’d all go down for oursele&cept it's completely horrifying. ”
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“How’s that?”

“Well,” then he sighedthere were all sorts of rumours. I've been Herea spell and I've met
people who went down. They came out with piecesimgs or they went a little bit crazy. Or
sometimes they never came back at all. It's sotthef.. digestive tract of the house, if that
makes any sense to you. If it doesn'’t, just... damsh it.”

“Thank you. | don’t want to go down there but | knthat if | don’t know I'll kill myself.”

“I completely understand.”

When he finally hauled the courage up on his shersltb go and check the window, he did it.
The woman let him do it. We walked all the acrdssfine, fine roomBut there wasn’t anyone
out there Beyond the eyes, there was just a fog what lodikeda concrete wall painted dead.
Even as he stamped his fingerprints all over theglthe eyes were still staring at him. There
was a notoriety to them that kept them from scampgeaway. They had to be at least half
human, he thought.

They all wanted him to do somethin’.

They needed someonettike careof them.

The tops of their eyes reeked of liquor; he couh@l it through the glass. They were desperate
for redemption. They needed a hero to swoop dowthem and...

On the second level, below the attic in a spacdyatsited by the tenants, Poolhall Sammy had
his feet kicked up in one of the bedrooms. It wasiawritten rule that it was his bedroom and
nobody else was to put their bodies in it.

Despite this rule and it being declared his spheeyas very rarely in it, and in fact had made no
alterations to it since he first opened his mountbwa it. From the red stripe wallpaper to the
shelf lined with dolls carved out of brains, evéigg was just as he found it. There was a closet,
an end table, and a red rug on the ground. Toefihef the bed was a window that Sammy
looked through at the PuppetPlurocrat. He paidfebagtention to its movements and
mannerisms. He studied it, trying to figure out satesign error. He could see its entire figure
from up there. It no longer spied into the houa#her, it floated freely over the landscape,
entertaining itself withts self The body below the head was dressed in a blatwigh a

yellow bow tie. The neck was thin; animated. Itadsand feet were tiny. The head was around
the size of its thorax. Like a baby.

For the first time since its appearance not 1 lpoiar, it spoke. It spoke not in verse or verb but
in sounds of natural disasters. Poolhall Sammy taalce of the hurricane-earthquake-drought
chatter leaking through its tightly clenched te&ammy turned towards the shelf of 6 brain
dolls and tilted his head sarcastically.

“That’s awful peculiar, don’t you think?”

Mere inches down past the membrane of the cellatg¥¥ sat at his usual spot, surrounded by
opposite cows, not out of reach of the light. He nés nails down the mushy preleather hide, his
head hanging low. Out the corner of his ear hechaajuaking from someplace down there with
him. He lifted his head to make the incident acutdact a pained groaning is creaking from
behind the door of the furnace room. It was théh&st corner of that side of the basement. It
was also the closest corner. No noises came fremttier end.

“You... | smell something inside you, child... in thdsgcked senses... annihilate,” is what ran
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through his head. He translated it and sprangaoton.

Widget stood up with calculated nonchalance, waltkest to the room, and opened the door.
Inside the room there was a boiler and there wasnace and there was a window with soiled
bandages strewn in front of the granite on therathde.

Some call it a travesty.

The maggots call it home.

And nobody knows where they're at.

A sharp and elongated groaning stemmed from theafie what Widget began to punch and beat
like an infant. He attacked it savagely. He fevdyishrew his body at the hollow metal,

clanging it and bending it in. It began to morpld aeel away, the malleability mimicking flesh,
quickly giving way to a naked human arm clawed serétching at the floor. It followed the lead
of a vagina the best it was able; it was wet, ahdtit was wet with was strange and purple.
Widget backed away with a dense swagger. The dagsand grasped at dead moths and
assorted pills, gaining ground and pulling a fulhdan forward. Arm leads to shoulder that leads
to torso and a twisted screaming face, eyes clasddkin covered in a constant layer thin slime.
It was a full grown man with brown and slimy skillidget fell back against the brutish interior
wall and watched in no small amount of amazemeatraaked man pulled the tip of his left foot
from the wet cavern, letting it fall to the coneetith a loud slap. He had black hair that sat high
above clenched eyes.

Widget twitched his neck leftways and ran clum§igm the room. The fantastic newborn
functioned like an amateur, moving his limbs witimsidered effort and calculable failure.

Elsewhere some citizens were being assaulted.
Widget brought a secondary havoc.

He collapsed on the main floor to the sound ofamic smash — not his own. A giant white-
gloved hand smashed through the window in the Badod fumbled for somethinganything
that would be likely to fight against it. The howg®ok. Scarecrow spread himself on the floor
and crawled underneath it, away from it, and peakadi it. He narrowly escaped its index finger
and would forever remember the smell of pungerdredes. The shrill shriek of a shipwreck
filled the room from itsome sort of aalien voicebox. It knocked over the bookshelf and
clipped lanterns over. As time elapsed it becanp@eentially enraged and slammed its
clenched digits from one wall to the other. As gly@s it punched it retractd the appendage,
pulling a small section of plaster out with it. 8athe entry point was beyond the window of
repair. Odd bits of debris tumbled from wherevdrat settled. The calm allowed the dust to be
appreciated- there was enough. Saw hurried todhew late to figure out what happened.

Scarecrow threw a backwards glance at the roommaticed a foreign blood dripping through
stressed floorboards and cracks in the wall. leddn to the rhythm of a pulse from deep inside
the drywall.

“I bet a hand did this,” Saw exclaimed.
“You're one of the best,” panted Scarecrow, kneeledhe ground.
“You don’t breathe air.” 2 seconds after he notad,tScarecrow’s chest stopped heaving and he
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rose to his feet. He wasn’t embarrassed, but galbth make sure they were square. Such a
man, such an Adonis, surely knew what to do.

“Let us confer with Stone Horse.”

Saw double took and stumbled back.

“You're supposed to be the smart one!”

“I'm willing to throw in with the enigma that’s tigig to help.”

“Well then get your hands off my chips!”

Scarecrow tossed a handful of coloured gamblingscimnto Saw’s face. They bounced off his
cheeks and scattered to the floor. Saw kept a bardthe situation with a pensive expression.
“I don’t know what life you lived to get in my heaBut... fuck that.”

“I lived a life with time frozen on carnival o’cl&c’

“That’s some shit.”

Stone Horse stood alone in the Livid Room like aangguin. Saw and Scarecrow walked-with-
a-purpose in, valuing every moment that a giantihaas not waving before them with
intentions to dethecate.

“StoneHorsé” cried Saw, “We have just beattacked’

“Have we?” he asked with words rich with wisdom gpérhaps, callousness?

“Yes, we have. | was assaulted in the Parlour giaat hand.” He took credit for another’s
misfortune. Nobody corrected him.

“Don't flatter yourself. He was not assaulting yéie was trying to assault us all. And.”
“He made a mess of the entire room. He has noddgainterior design.”

“Stay away from windows. Nobody can die yet. Therstill much to know. We must all be
together if we have any chance of defeating it.”

“Why do you want to defeat it?” asked Saw, “what diever do to you?”

“No. No.”

Widget, who had collected himself already and tiemed rooms, collapsed once more before
the audience. The wood ‘neath him gave some ardlibunced back. Saw and Scarecrow
stared down at he who laid motionless.

“You embarrass us,” condemned Scarecrow. His gyetommahat scanned the landscape for
auditors.

Widget raised his trembling head skyways.

“There... is aglemon.. in thecellar.”

Saw punted Widget in the ribs, who made not a sdwrdecoiled and dropped his head back
down to the ground.

A necessary evil.

“A necessary evil,” remarked Scarecrow.

The three of them raced down into the basementrdadhe boiler room. They, naturally, paid
no mind to the film of depravity on the floor. Thews swooned from the direction of the transit
like a v. Saw kicked the boiler room door open vethig flat foot. He was a man possessed by
purpose. There was a naked, slimy man crawlindnerilbor, uneasy and not at all certain where
he is. He screamed in long throaty howls.
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“I can’t believe he has no clothes,” said Saw.

“Widget, how is there a naked, slimy man on thef® inquired Scarecrow

Widget held his hands together behind his backipti't know. He crawled out from the side of
the furnace.”

“The boiler?” asked and corrected Saw.

“No, the furnace.”

“I heard boiler.”

“We had best carry him upstairs before the cows ltheir way with him” decreed Scarecrow,
already bending downward to grab at one of the smforearms.

Saw recoiled, not horrifically, but much more likdean.

“You must go this one alone, Scarecrow. | needotéirgd a room to stay in.”

“I completely understand.”

Saw, a man who kept his purview as far away froenftinnace between inauguration to exit as
possible, in a moment of weakness glanced overwasdsubjected to his own flash; one not
from the house changing location but from sometlhiicged deep away within him trying to
vault back up. Something wanted out of him andanted it as bad as he’d ever encountered.
Like this-

In that second he saw a pile of dirty shoes tuckeay in a corner. Shoved there clumsily.
Someone was trying to clean the concrete, but hadme a good job. To the casual viewer, and
even to Saw himself for that moment, it meant altsty nothing.

But time opened all wounds. Long nails unstringimg skin.

Thatsamemoment of weakness that allowed him to be these allowed him the breadth to
forget what it meant and assume that it was sirtiyhouse making him think weird things. It
was trying to get in his head just like it'd triemlget into everything else.

Perhaps pills being crushed under his feet wetingehto his bloodstream.

Perhaps a lot of things. There was no time forafniy,

As Saw left he shot a bitter sideways glance atrtherted herd that, despite their brains being
mash, understood that humans are capable of &thilgs towards mammals. Saw resumed
tasks to the main landing, but was confronted Imy With a Bullet who had a wine bottle
sticking out of the side of his head at a 45 degregte. His body curved side to side with a wide
smile balanced in the center of it all.

“What the hell is this?!” shouted Saw.

“Poolhall Sammy put a bottle into my head!” expkdnTim.

“Surely you must be dead or are dying!” cried Sawhwnuch distress.

“Now I'm drunk all the time!”

“What about when the bottle-*

“All the timé”

“Tim with a Bullet, you should fix your sights oméling your lost monocle. Stay focused.
Gawdammit’

“Now | have the courage to confront Juice aboaftér all these years. Just you wait!”

“I don't believe you.”

“Before he put the bottle into my head... he triedghoot me in the face, but the bullet bounced
off the one that was already in my eye. He smdiledvapours.”
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“You're destroyed.”

“I... 1.7

Tim with a Bullet stumbled madly out of the roondanto the ruined parlour.

“Tim with a Bullet,no! There was an assault in there! It may happen Hgain

Tim with a Bullet thrashed and kicked wildly at tteen scraps of drywall and curiously moist
timbers. Saw’s eyes shapped to attention and Heedds the Livid Room in hot pursuit. He
grabbed the Book of Words off of a coffee tabldyading deeply with relief.

He tucked it under his arm.

He looked down at the fallen bookshelf and wondeviy there were no scattered books. But he
wondered passively.

His reasoning was overcome by the utter insardtiirig at his sidequarter. Tim was laying on
his back and thrashing like a wounded animal.

Hugging the book close to his chest, Saw marcheo tipe second floor to look for a place he
could find peace.

Tim was thrashing upon the floor like a beached eel

FADE TO CASH

Tertiary delusion: a term found in one of the maaololarly literatures found in the parlour.
When considering Juice, it is one of two neces#angs It's thethird.

With Tertiary Delusion, the axiom is the third pairtvolved in thething. Whereas with Binary,
one is hoisted up while one is hoisted down (ortebthe insanity and one further into it,) in
Tertiary 2 parties revolve around 1, supportingdefinitely.

The one in the centre (crucible) is usually thet ke one who began the delusion — while the
other 2 orbit around it, usually referred tosasellites

Always referred to as satellites.

In this setup, the crucible mirrors the same dedjer found in singular delusion, and it is only
in binary delusionwhere the host is able to rise above it. The lgateparticipate, but passively.
There’s 2 things about it; one is good and oneads b

The bads that this delusion will continue indefinitelyless one dies and it shifts into a Binary
Delusion.

The goods that it is very easy for one of the satellteexpire. It is rather unlikely, bdr from
impossiblethat one of the satellites exits of their owrefrell.

It near impossible that the crucible expires, atsgbefore the satellites.

Saw shuffled around quietly. The first room he deecwas at the far end of the hall, the furthest
from the stairwell, and by association, the closesafety. It was occupied by Poolhall, who
was conveniently sitting on his bed, convenienitityrg) with his back to himgonveniently

drawing him closer.

“What doyouwant?” growled Poolhall.

“I am looking for a room to sleep in.”

Poolhall turned thisaway. “Oh, | didn’t even knovaevit was.”

He positioned himself to back-layin’ against thadiigoard of the bed.

“There are 3 rooms up here. Widget disappearsti@@ellar every night and Scarecrow never
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sleeps. Tim with a Bullet has a room up here batdly see him in it. And rarely meansver
within reason. He is usually trying to get into mitham sure you can appreciate how much |
hate that.”

“How does he find his way in? | noticed you hawi#fla under your pillow.”

Poolhall placed his hand on the pillow, one thaklyaconceal’d a long, black barrel.

“It's just about out of bullets; the ones that camith it...”

“You could just beat things with it,” offered Saw.

Poolhall thought about the idea, looking off to taewall near the door.

“Sometimes he hides in the closet. | had to habedrded up. He kept finding a way in so | had
it forcibly removed. He’s a crafty son of a bitch.”

Poolhall pointed to the wall what was covered imc&s and seams that were crudely stitched
shut. “I think he’s starting to get the point,” bentinued.

“He tells me you put a wine bottle into the tophes head. Is this true?”

Poolhall removed his head from the pillow and tdlke at the ceiling.

“I did. He was trying to seduce me and I've hadgtto here And | love wine. | love drinking it
and having it in my belly. So I'm in a vebjtter place right now.”

“There was a time where | thought Tim with a Bullets a great man. You were there,” said
Saw, completing the gesture by leaning his shouid#re doorframe.

“I cannot tolerate romance in this day and ageisHbe least acceptable because he is the
calmest one out of all of ublell theworld can he be at ease with this? Look at this shit!”
Poolhall waved to his window, giving Saw opportyrid watch a giant black eyeball pass
across. The eyeball gave way to a massive toathythen a red bow tie, and then to a black
suit jacket. And then there was nothing.

“Surely this will fix itself” reassured Saw, for @ reason, wholly convinced of this.
Counterpoint; “I wouldn’t be surprised if this tggrs even stranger things.”

“Even if you were surprised,” go’d Saw, “l don'titk you would let anyone know.”

“Boy, you have made me pleased.”

Saw redirected the conversation into sketchy tewrit

“A man crawled out from the boiler in the cellar.”

“Are you sure it wasn't the furnace?”

"Don’t try to change me. This bird you cannot charig

Aw left it at that. He let Poolhall register whatd just been said. A few moments passed before
Sammy put a close on the conversation.

“Watch your back, young man. You're lucky to bevaliAnd it's because of me. If you get me
some wine we’ll be square.”

“Will you put it in the side of my head?”

“If you don’t get me any | will.”

Poolhall went back to exactly what he wanted: wiaigihe Puppetmaster sail through the air
like a magician in zero gravity. His eyes grew ahdank as it gleefully explored all three
dimensions. It swam over the terrain like a bardacut was enchanting as it was the ice age.

Saw took this as his cue to exit and resumed laicbeof a place to rest his head.

He entered the second room from the back; therenatagdy in it. He attempted the third room
just because he did not want Tim visiting him wiieewas slumbering. The third room was
Tim’s as it was wrecked. The bed had been drageser the room. The walls were green
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stripes rather than red. There was a silhouetéernidget burned on the wall over where the
headboard used to be. A jar sat by the bedsi@alfilith tears, or perhaps saltwater- rich and
foggy. There was a closet, true, and inside ofi$ & pipe. It stuck out of the wall in front of
Saw at around neck level, dripping rich black oibia bucket on the floor. There was a tin film
over the oil in the bucket; it hadn’t dripped intate.

He stared at the pipe with the lines on his fadealyng his gut, his gut flexing that something
was wrong. Time, a precious commodity to find ie touse, most notably in its raw form,
began to slow to syrup. He was dragged into a é&rastaring into the thing; the house was
dragged into a puddle of darker hue. It startedrifo again once it had him.

But he didn’t pursue it- ripped his body away fréme closet.

Fully able to evict Tim, he chose not to. He chieseto have anything to do with that room.

Saw shut the door resoundingloud never to entardt again. He returned to the second room-
hisfuckin’ room. He threw himself on the bed and let hissginrve whatever way it wanted.
He let the tension rush from him on a tide of audand tiny fingertips. He cracked his neck and
turned bones into stiff muscles. A casual perusdi@room revealed what looked to be a
wooden mummy slumped on a chair in the corner stasethe closet and furthest from the
window by his bedside. He sat up hoping that tleeteyn of his back will correct any fault in his
vision. Nothing changed/’all.

Relinquishing the right of rest he slid to his faatl crouched down at the thing’s chest. A tiny
knob sticking out of the right side of its chestgavay to a thin black line drawing a box all the
way down to its stomach and up to its collarbortee Thin metallic joints connecting the limb
pieces rattle and the forearms tapped againstihie. ®ulling the chest door back opened up a
secret compartment, and hidden inside the wood#dthwhs a collection of aged parchment.
Casing the hands of whoever lifts them away in dust flakes, the papers didn’t look to be aged
in any way other than their unexplainable coatBaw blew the dirty flesh off the pages and
began to read what was written on them. They optdnestly (sp):

“Enclosed are my memories as | fear that | havemath timee. | have ncountered terrible
sadism at the hands of one who calls himself Pddiizanmy (II) although | have reasons to
believe this is a fabrication. | realizze that thesmes against my body are not his direct fault
and that he is the bastard child of a mutant @atlon, but nonetheles | have locked myself in
my room. During the first decades when | decidedaibsanctuary in my room he pounded on
my door day and night, but he has since ceasethasmtieen quiet for some time now. Like he’s
figured it out. But he’s not that clever. | think’s just hopeless. | fear he is plotting but faizeas
that he is dead. | can’t last much longer on thagee amount of food that | brought with me and
with my last ounces of strength | attempt to reaosdyears in what some call the ‘Bug House’
and what | feel are crucial clues in discoveriggiitentions. The one you will undoubtedly
encounter by the name of Widget will be pivotathie future, although his real name is not in
fact Widget. For the life of me | can’t remembes first name but his surname is ‘Salem’. The
Widget | hove come to know was first to refer te tiouse as the ‘Bug House’. The Widget |
have come to terms with speaks wholly in cryptsamty but | will attempt, with the entirety of
my being, to translate it. Older tenants to theseowill also be crucial as they will be able to
unravel the riddle of Widget and then Widget wi &ble to unravel the riddle of the Bughouse.
I hope the pieces necessary to the aforementiola@dape present at the moment of this reading
because it is the only way anyone will make it alite.”
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He stopped at that. Saw, ever the kitten, reaciseldamnd back into the wooden mummy, felt
around the sides and floor, and then pulled oeta@py looking pencil. It had been chewed in a
wooden spring. He turned the soiled paper overfamad that each page was written only on
one side. Before returning to the tale at hand &g possessed to grab the scribe and scrawl
“Saw Kennedy” on that reverse side of the pagepldeed the pencil on the floor beside him
and flipped the page back over.

Saw was ready to read through the rest but there faat sounds of a scuffle bursting from the
main floor. The banging of boards ricochet’d a# thay up the stairs. What would seem like
commonplace in another world, in a house whereiogls congregated, sent shockwaves
throughout whatvashere and now. He briefly scanned the pages andekbéne whole
consumption of its secrets futile for the momerd.tblssed the papers back into the wooden
mummy child, gingerly clicked the door shut, andec down to the front foyer, eager to assist
as far as his cynicism would allow. When he arritiedvitnessed Scarecrow and Widget
fumbling with a decidedly slimy human man. Theygjved and grabbed at his appendages
before releasing him on the couch in the Livid Rodime sound sounded like the sound of wet
hands clapping. They stood accused by Stone Hals®present, of beingurious little things

“He is spreading all over the upholstery,” noteadvSa

“If we put him on the floor then there would be saving us” explained Scarecrow.
Shall we cut him open?”

“No... no, we shalhot”

Widget fell against a mirror, smashed it, and thaok down into the basement in frenzy. He
slammed into practically everything during the ekibthing was paid. Rather than sweep the
mirror off the ground they stepped all over it, lidraging the powers that be.

Saw grabbed at the strange newborn’s arm and tuafged

“I don’t like him in here, sir!” he declared. Scarew did not bat an eye in the time between
rendering this memory and assisting Saw to dragnize out of the Livid Room and into the
adjacent kitchen. Stone Horse wasn't as insultdeeaghould have been. His cards were taken
care of. Saw stopped noticing familiar things beeale was either hard at work unraveling his
own flag, or solving problems to get back to tragfl

Surely enough the floors were made muddy and hdwagehis vile act transpired. It was a bad
time to be human. They hoisted the superstar up thietkitchen table and left him, as they
would have in the Livid Room, but all the more amttul.

Conventional wisdom told them that discomfort awekthe tired et cetera.

Saw meandered over to the refrigerator. He he&edupboard doors creak ungracefully,
inching open by method of tiny hands. His eyesavaiike coin slots on them the more the
space widens. As he reached for the handle orrittgefhis eyes were as thin as coins that once
could have slid into them.

He opened the fridge and looked for food, not nemély hungry but desiring to chew on
something with a dirge of a passion.

Inside the fridge was a chef, crammed and bluetatiadly dead. He was not a fat man, but not
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altogether thin. He was dressed in appropriately.afins were broken and squeezed awkwardly
above his head. His legs were bend upward likexarerae goat. Along the side of the body,
however, there were soda crackers and select ghaedepickled herring tidbits. Saw made a
grab for the cheese, but did so only after pokitggdead chef in the nose and goibgép”

With cheese in hand and hand close to mouth puttiegse in mouth, Saw shut the fridge door
and paid the heckling cupboard creatures none at mb thought they were after. Poolhall was
somewhere in the background, whispering to him show ignoring the house was pivotal to
victory.

In fact, he took 2 steps, took 5 big bites, anddtuthe cheese at the laughing demons, but to no
avail. It bounced off and left nothing remaining lboute failure.
They shuddered and shook as if the cupboards ttessssere laughing.

“Scarecrow, my oldest friend, where are the rest®m this place?”

Scarecrow placed his hands on the kitchen coudteprepared himself.

“I think what you want... is upstairs. It's the ordye, unfortunately, but it is rarely in use, so
enjoy yourself. | think.”

“I promise you that | will.”

Saw struggled to remove pieces of cheese fromideeos his teeth for nourishment. He began
picking at his gums. Scarecrow waited with confadio see if Saw would make a break for the
washroom.

“So Scarecrow,” he began, “what’s your deal?”

Scarecrow removed his hands from the table. It eea#t his positon.

“How do you mean?” he asked.

“Well, what's your story? Like, stuff?”

“A matter of fact, of course. “

Saw hopped up on the chair adjacent, crouching l#thands grabbing the seat, and listened
with an infant’s prescription. Scarecrow lean't kac

“I was the only fetus to be born in a box, you kndhat is something that has followed my
name from one end of the globe to another. | wlasra back then. And...when | could not be
drowned they attempted a firing squad. Thankfulstranger rescued me and put me on a ship. |
spent the rest of my time in the Eastern Mooresr&vhassisted in smuggling humans. | don’
know how old | was, but | was pretty old. | didghiot out of necessity for food, water, or
vanity, but to support my ever growing addictiorfitayers... It’s all very complicated. | learned
how to act in that world. And how to talk.”

“How many times have you told this story?” asket/Sa

“Four hundred and thirty times. | have had fourdn&al and thirty friends and they all died. It's
sad, so sad. And.Now you'll die. I think.Yall.”

“Have you ever wondered if perhaps you are cursed?”

“I am cursed, but it is not radial and it will naffect you. I've come to the conclusion they died
of old age. Or things that had nothing at all tordth me. I'm so old. I'm so..fucking old.”

“Oh, right. Yeah. So how old are you then?”

“Old enough not to be surprised.”

“Oh yeah?”

Saw reached into his left waist pocket and pulleteopair of green dice.
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“You ever seen a pair of these?” He held the digarohis palms.

“Yes.”

“You ever seen..Venug”

“‘Once. “

Saw rolled the dice across the table. They botledtat the things expectantly. One came up one
and the other came up five.

“One through three means heads, four through sers&ils. That's as close as | can figure,”
explained Saw.

“You a big dice man?”

“I’'m more interested in hearing about you. You mhite some stories.”

“You roll two coins, with multiple sides meaningetsame thing.”

“What about it?”

“I don’t know. | suppose that the story of everyidpi then. That's all my stories. That’s every
story. | think we’ve learned the same things. kslgt matter what they're dressed like.”
“Where did you learn how to act? And talk? Wag ih@ same place?”

“No. But everything changes. When | came here ptathbecause you need to pretend that you
know everything. You can’t look the question in thee, and you have to pretend that you don't
want to. Poolhall came here with his own take phetdidn’t get it from me. He’s doing a better
job. | feel like I've done everything | can do...tims life.”

Scarecrow’s voice and posture trailed off. Saw gidune felt his sadness, but he had no idea.
“I think,” he continued, “that we’ll have the sarparts, and the same stories, and | think
you'll... one day you'll say the same things thabl thave age over you, but you... you've got
something in you, and it troubled me once, buthdiunderstand it.”

“I don’t think we have a lot in common...”

“No, you don't... you'll get it one day. It doesn’tatier what you did; all that matters is what
you think about it, and what you want to do about i

“I've done some bad things and... | don't think E\ver be able to sort it out. | don’t know who |
was, or what possessed me, and | know that if{ &at... It's a big unknown. It might be
catastrophic or great. But | don’t wanna take tisit”

“When you get out of this, you’ll do some good. Italling you that and it doesn’t matter if you
believe me. You'll sort everything out, because gan just draw on the dirt. And get different
coloured dice.”

“You really like the dice.”

“I think you took them out just in time. You've gtitat on your side.”

Saw exhaled deeply. Too deep, in fact.

“What the hell are you doing here? What's... | ddmibw. What's going on here?” he asked.
Scarecrow rubbed the side of his head. “Who told tgoask those kinds of questions?”
“Nobody. Poolhall told me not to reason it out, aod’'re saying what you're saying, and I'm
walking around not looking down, and everyone’syiag on like this is normal. | just need to
know... | need some context. I've only been here...twadew hours, then? | think I'm doing
well, but...”

Saw dropped his head and stared at the table ngdkie he was working out some equation in
his head. Scarecrow took his time in answering.

“You're doing good, child. Don’t ask anyone... anyi)i Don’'t ask questions if they pertain to
solving the nature of this place. You need to ttabkut what I'm saying. There’s... so many
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people who did that. And we had to learn from theistakes. You're learning how to act all on
your own.”

“Have you seen what goes on in the basement?”

“NO."

Saw ran his hand through the hair on the backohbad. He closed his eyes; his body was
getting ready to surrender. He was turning baak ihé sort of person who could-

“You've ever see Juice?” asked Scarecrow.

“I have... NOT!” shouted Saw, shapping out of his ditch.

Scarecrow began to wind a lingering piece of stargund his index finger.

“Occasionally he will become fatigued and sleefhalgh these instances are few and far
between. He sleeps beneath the floorboards ardgkin$ithe walls. You should try it sometime.
He, or rather she, or no, it's a she. | forgheonly lets her guard down when she is sleeping.”
“Is she pretty?” asked Saw.

“She is a Witch Priestess. In some circles, perhggs To each his own. Glass houses, right?”
“I would have liked to know you before all of this.mused Saw.

“We have to work with what we’re given. It's nottine cards. Or dice. Again with the dice. |
like the dice. Use projection to know me in thetpasd use it to make yourself the person who
lives through this.”

“I don’t know how we found this pocket of sanityhig, and time, they don’t happen, do they?”
“They come to you when you need them. Like sle@p. ihentioned this before.”

As if waking up from a coma the table man sat uh\aihead full of self-realization. Saw
jumped back and lands on the floor.

“I need some clothes,” he calmly said.

Saw walked briskly from the room, missioned toténeth, but bumped into Poolhall who
bunched a brown suit close to his chest. Poolhate melted into abstract puzzlement.

“This isn’t the laundry room...”

“I need this suit,” popped Saw, who immediatelyreled his hands at the bundle. He snatched
it away and tossed it sharply at the new man’s.fédeh pants tossed over his face he chewed
and yelled like he was trapped in a hole.

“El Morte” lamented Poolhall, who then walked away to theed Parlour. Scarecrow and Saw
were silent as if knowing something sinister wasdme. They waited for the inevitable-

“God damn it Tim! You are a cyst upon my existefice!

Saw returned to the Furnace Man’s side and begaidprg him, using his finger with parabolic
force.

“Look at hiny’ mused Saw, “he looks just like a real boy.”

Scarecrow instructed him to “be civil,” like a reaan.

The cupboards above the stove and sink began tlwiehand cackle just like before. Saw’s
attention was grabbed by totalitarian hands towtrdse things supposedly mocking him.
“When the new guy comes of age...” foretold a craSkyv, “I'm going to train him to Kkill
whatever lives in thoskicking cupboard$

Scarecrow warned him “to do such a thing would Igureelt us all. Believe me, | speak from
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experience. I've seen it. I've seen it over thetkbgn waving his hands across the space over his
head.

“What are they?” asked Saw, falling back into thmiliar reality of cause and effect.

“They'’re pieces of wood made out of rot. They'lt gau if you let them. They find everything
hilarious. They move in packs and like to watch.”

“I've seen them before.”

“Well, everything’s everywhere, so | believe it.”

Suddenly, a mechanical drill bit noise stirredite beneath Scarecrow’s hat. Saw cranked his
expression to quirky, but upon receiving no expliema turned back away.
Just like that.

The new man strapped on his new clothes, ScaremmavwSaw not offended by his stark
nakedness but neutral as if he were a true babgadof a man in baby’s skin. As he fixed the
last of the buttons on his attire, a white wrinktdss shirt and dull brown pants, he looked
ready to address those in attendance.

“My name is Muhammad, and | am a therapist,” s&d h

“How was it you came to be inside of the boiler8ked Saw, falling forward into an inquisitive
pose.

Scarecrow warned that “This is becoming an issue.”

“I can’t remember. Did | crawl out from the furn&e

"You did,” replied Scarecrow.

“Where am 1?”

"This is the bughouse. You are 30 minutes old.”

“Is this true?” asked Muhammad, turning to Saw wias staring away at a curious teakettle,
arms crossed and shoulders hunched. He switchedag& to Muhammad but switched nothing
else.

“Listen to the Scarecrow.”

He then switched his eyes back to the teakettle.

“Scarecrow, what is the meaning of the bughouse?”

“It is just the name that is given to it. The elde@mber here gave it that and | can only assume
he got it from someone trailing back as far as tioisid opera stretches.”

“How is it you can speak? It sounds as if... as i yoe speaking from your hat.”

Scarecrow is silent for several minutes. He stalaskly at Muhammad, who does not know
much else to do but stare right back.

“...Black magic.”

He was crawling on the floor like a dog. He wathatwoman’s feet, and she held stebding
there She said “l love you” ninety seven years agochi@e back the window like a ship from
the war. The monsters he was after scampered dffedinhim with fewer pieces.

He was better off doing nothing.

He felt like he had no place in her world. And vkmmws, maybe he didn't.
She knew. He asked the only way he knew how: wihdeth.
“What the fuck do you want from me?” he asked. [@eafely — sounded like yelling, almost. He
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sat back and crossed his legs. He looked awalesibbarrassed, but as a man. He knew
embarrassment could get him places if the righpl@esaw.

“Those men over there...” she softly said. She walslenly pointing at them like a frame in
between had been lost. Wasting no time.

At the other end of the olive room there sat the taen that had been there the whole time.
Since the beginning

He was carrying a notion in his pocket for as lasdgie could remember, and it was that she
wanted him to kill the merKill someone

But he didn’t know and she wasn't tellin’.

He’d tried to talk to her one thousand and seveatyen times, but she was in her own world — a
zombie. Wandering around her own private afterlifelegating chores to the only man she’d
ever actually knowrHim.

As close as he could figure.

Over there, Poolhall wandered into the Livid Roamd dove face to face with Stone Horse.
“I want to have a word with you...” he snapped, “bdbn’t have anything that can destroy
you.”

“Where is the one called Widget?” asked Stone Horse

“He is where he always is. He's in the basement.”

“He is the eldest tenant, yes?”

“Yes he is. | don’t know how you know that, but Have you know | don’t care. You are the
only one who might have the patience for him. Rbk lenow you are a reptile.”

“He has much he needs to know.”

“Don’t tell him. Tell one of us. Tell someone wharxo things”

“None but he who has seen all of it can understhnsiall coming to a drastic close soon.
You're..."”

“Are we going to stop? Is he sending us home? Azgyetting out of here?”

"Either he will die or all of us will die. Eitherr@ will happen very shortly on account of him
showing his face. This place ... wants something.”

“I don’t want to go home.”

“That’s out of the question,” pressed Stone Horse.

“We can kill him. We have tools.”

“It is not up to you to submit ideas. “

“I don't like you... I... | hate you’

Stone Horse floated across the floor and desceintiethe cellar. Poolhall Sammy’s eyes
erupted in a catastrophe unlike any caught up irtahooils.

In the kitchen, a place prepared for surgery butldiorever be unfulfilled, consigned to lesser
butchery, the strange new man was full of dialogue.

“Stone Horse, my slave, and now you?” complained.Sa
“My name is Muhammad. What's yours?”

“Pissed off

“Don’t mind him” reassured Scarecrow, “he useditbpgeople.”
“These hands... don’t get nstarted!

“So you say | came from the furnace?” asked Muhadima
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“Boiler.”

“Yes, you crawled out from the furnace. | helpeddia you up the steps. | believe you may be a
stage in the death throes of this riddle,” expldittee man of straw, “so we need to start a
dialogue. | know you must have lots of questions,\b"

“I'm very afraid,” the man confessed, distantly,ifalsis head were carried away, his neck
following its scent.

Muhammad jerked his head towards the kitchen dodieft the room very, very, very slowly.
Scarecrow and Saw exchanged confused faces ammbdtapprecise rhythm to his leaving,
finding him static not far from the kitchen doararsng down at the wall.

Saw braced himself for a surreal trap. Muhammad Bcarefully measured breaths and dug his
fingers deep into his pelvis like talons into putide bent forward in agony and screamed. His
eyes clenched tightly shut, causing veins to spum@ll around them. He shoved his hands
deeper and deeper into the flesh, wrenching histsvand twisting his form from left to right.

Half a minutes later he yanked his hands out vibfemith a pair of headphones held tightly in
them. He stared down not with confusion, not witgHt, not with disgust, but with feline
curiosity. He traced a rolled up cord with his @rd fingers and unrolled it. He raised his head
as a cat hearing a burglar and turned to speakae&ow and Saw.

“Don’t panic.”
FADE TO CASH

Widget sat cross legged in the Drawing Room, ragkiack and forth in a pensive fashion. Like
spiders- like sandy little fingertips running us lairm- he was alerted to tingles running up his
arm and promptly pulled it close to his body. Heatl was in a box. The air was sucked from his
brain.

“What happened to you? You used to be so smart.”

Those words clapped like 2 palms against 2 eath®@ sides of his head. Wholly aware of the
stigma one gets from talking to oneself, Widgettkep voice to a whisper.

“What's this?” he asked.

“You don’t remember me?”

“No. Wait. No.”

His body crumpled into a fetal position, yet histievas at attention.

“Y... you need to listen to me now. Can you hear me?”

Lights flickered from inside the mask. Widget's Odall back into a gradual coma. It was
incomplete, though; he kept snappin’ in and odit.of

“Can you see me? Pay attention... W-*

Widget bolted across the room on all fours. He tedidgainst the wall and forced himself to
shake. He was beating his head for a bit.

“What happened to you? What in the hell happensatp then?”

Widget tipped over and went to sleep.

“‘Remember me?” he asked. Widget jolted awake butdsn’'t where he left himself.
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It was decidedly white, except, umot He recollected his thoughts and remembered wivast
white. He'd decided it was white. And it wa&nd of. It was light and deceiving. In the White
there was nowhere to hide.

Someone was talking to him; the voice was comingifthe veryyeryblurred frame of an
almost man

“I think... I know yoil" stammered Widget. He was still laying down, baotwhat?

There was a big nothing pushing up against his paBut he could look down forever. He could
seeeverythinginside the house, and it wasn’t anything you'destp

“I doubt it. You don’t know much of anything. Buitey... you're still usable. | didn’t think |
could getahold of you. They called me crazy

“Are you from the house? Are you here to try amcktme? Like everyone else in there?”
“I'm the only friend you got left. This right hereyou see this2 thisis the result opersistence
You don’tsleepand you don't reallyhink. You're a dead line of communication. You're usyal
avery reliablefailure, Widget.Salem What's different now?”

Widget hoisted his body up with his arms, but sliling to what supported him.

“Nothing’s different. It's still going to hell aroud here. And | called it. You're getting to n#dl
of you There’s nothing else to find out about this place

“Now there’s alwaysomethingo figure out. You're respected around here. Aatjast by
me...I'm just crazy?

Widget grasped his filthy mask.

“Why are you here? What do you want from me? I'ea@&so much. You do somethingpu do
something to help.

‘I am. I'm having faith in you. I'm talking to yought now. And look how good you’re doing;
talking. | don’t think we cartalk for long, though. | know you better than you kngourself.
You're gonna wake up soon, so before you do. Ligtghis, here: you're going songeod
work. You're the best man we got in there. Andvyl mean me and my sponsors. Try and
remember yourself and get it all out. That’s alliyave to. Wait until someone asks you the
right question. Just wait for it. That’s all youMesto d-*

He sat up from his coma.

Widget was back in the house; stuck in the samg hedll left in a place h#houghtwas alright.
“Don’t ever do that again...”

Medicamentia Paenitentiamorbus.

Poolhall Sammy walked into the scene, expectingqititeanything of anything, or nothing of
everything. He didn’t wantothin’ to happen. He just wanted to walk and stand.

That was his principal error.

Much to his chagrin he stood in tensiwhilst observing a brown skinned man plugging the jack
end of a long cord into the drywall, and placingdalied, crusty headphones on his head. It
made a sick sound. Poolhall Sammy, the fires hajusigextinguished moments ago, left to
return to his room, unprepared to grapple with aaotigly truth. He paused on the first step,
looking as if he might say something, but then plstked his eyes hard and continued on.

Arrows were drawn for him but he batted them ava@yying the universe and resetting his
mind back to a feral state. If there were any rhyathe universe it would endorse such a human
concept as justice and then it would allow himetturm refreshed and ready to meet the day.
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Believing firmly that the universe was a conseqeesmud that mankind a bitter afterthought he
knew he would return downstairs and have to beaesoe.

Pity Poolhall Sammy.

Do it now.

Scarecrow and Saw met in congress to discuss whatly Muhammad was up to.
Nobody could hear them so they just stood still.

“What do you think Muhammad is up to?” asked Sae.tépped his heel lightly in place,
building up to a sinister rhythm, one that did waiver the indispensable Scarecrow in the least,
slightest — at all.

“I am not boasting myself as an excellent judgel@racter, but he is operating in much the
same way as Stone Horse,” replied Scarecrow. Healwabout being unaffected by the rhythm,
however some might have remarked about how his ladystanding more professionally.

“Is there a connection there? Should we bring thegether, or smash them together, or make
them have a baby?”

“No,” replied Scarecrow, “they both come from aldaess, but there might be different
temperatures in it, you see. They came into thik wimission, and they’re both listening, but it
might not be the same. One came from the creahd®@ae came from the house. That might, in
fact, be a conflict...”

“The house is finding more about itself and theatuee is trying to find out more about us?”

“I never said they were spies.”

“You inferred it.”

“That would makemea spy.”

Saw shut the fuck up. He scowled at the fifth disen.

He turned back to Muhammad and watched him casually

“I don’t understand what he is doing.”

“Well...” sounded Scarecrow, fumbling his way to arclusion, “It seems he is listening to the
house.”

“Houses do not talk you silly carrion.” Tap, tagpttap, tap.

“The bug house does.”

“How did you know | would know what you were talgimbout by referring to it as the bug
house?”

"It is the only house around. | assumed you woualitlt on. You're doing alright so far,
anyway.”

Saw exhaled through his nose and leaned back. iH&sthing more.

“Good form.”

Tap, tap, tap-tap, tap.

In the ruined Parlour, Tim lied slumped againstacked bookcase, his pants floorstruck aside
splinters, broken glass, and dust. The lights dichared the environment sank back. He burst his
body out onto a pediment.

“Hung over...” he lamented, “...this bottle driven deep into brgin is a blessing and a curse,
something, something... | sit here with one eye dthmer socket driven through with a bullet, the
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slightest movement of which could threaten my difesurely secure my death. A wonder of
miracle medicine this is that the glass has ndiedahe bullet closer to my brain. Truly | am
blessed with life but also cursed by the knowlethge this bottle will never run dry and | will
never be sober. It is bottomless — this | have lzssared by a self describethe man| am
damned to cracks in the plot where hangover creeghé only hope resting in that very
knowledge that the bottle is never ending andithst in fact, a miracle and if a miracle was
proven to be imperfect even for a day that the ensi® itself would fold, crunch, and collapse
upon me no matter where | may be. This is safe latid | alone and | shudder to think of the
danger | put myself, and indeed, all other livingatures, in by pulling Saw into this. I'm by
myself because | took a different path. This tedesec..| am like you like everyone is like me. |
am, in death, the same that | was in life, and.ddfeat | live forever. That's what I'm trying to
get at. I've seen a million people play unfair amad become invincible. I'm invincible right
now.

In my weaker moments | fall to the floor and shpa a coma, in my stronger moments | smash
up all that is within my reach. In my mediocre mase truly the most pitiful, | stand in static
while a riddle blossoms like some loathsome flotver.

The pediment then retracted on his lamentableosplyl.

“I wonder...” he concluded, “...who will be the first tlie?”

And then he crawled away. Back to the staircase.

Out of the way while the grownups were hard at work

Poolhall stood far out from where Tim’s light fadaad was extinguished under weight of
darkness, but yet it was illuminated by a lighhaf own, blasting down from above him. His
pupils in and ex haled like he was watching thepetimaster, or Muhammad or any other riddle
in fits of spasms. His arms were crossed like d goy.

“I don’t regret any of it.”

He said.
FADE TO CASH

The house creaked constantly as the PuppetLordastly manifested; he discovered his hands.
He discovered how to use the wires attached to.them

The sounds came at such frequency that they stapgestering with the tenants.

The heightening volume as the closest thing thelytba ticking clock.

Saw Kennedy meandered past Poolhall into the rufatbur. He looked down at the fallen
bookcase, darted his eyes about the room, ancctirdronted Poolhall.

“You want to give me a hand with this?”

Poolhall raised his head so he was able to lookndmivEaw.

“Why theassare you gonna pick it up?”

“Well, so we can move around. Get books. Tell tlis.”

“You ever lifted a bookcase before?”

“No. What? No. You want to help or what?”

“l don't.”
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It took not moments before “finally” was in hindbigand Poolhall grabbed the corner of the
bookcase opposite Saw. They extended their legsigon and stood it back up against the wall.
It was true: not one book had fallen, not one bietlkduring the lift, and every book was exactly
the way it always was. They breathed in their aqd@hment.

“The hell is up with that?” wondered Poolhall aloud

“Maybe it fell with such a velocity that-*

“No, seesshut up cause they would have fallen when we put it hgzk

“You didn’t let me finish.”

“I know you. | can read thoughts. | don’t know yknewthat.”

Saw paused, looked over at Poolhall, and leaneg.awa

“I’m going to let you meditate on what you justdéor a good while.”

Saw began to back out of the room, keeping hisupedixed on Poolhall, like he was a rabid
dog.

“A good, waxywhile...”

Just then, Tim with a Bullet slammed his body agitihe wall at Saw’s back.

“I've seen him! Idid it!” he screamed.

He grasped at the wall with the hands of a jailbird

Saw tried his hardest not to pay mind to it — iswlze law. He knew Tim was part of the
architecture. Poolhall sensed his disdain, knewt\whd to be done, and joined in the debacle,
asking the obvious question:

“What thefuckare you talking about?”

Tim cleared his throat and chuckled. “JuiceaWw him Just now. I'd never seen him before. And
neither have any of yolnd... and...”

Tim bolted from the wall towards the kitchen, laughmadly and stumbling into furniture along
the way. He pumped his limbs like an unimpressieelmanical man. Muhammad acted like
nothing was going on. Saw looked like he was abmldse his mind.

The old men conversating at the tali@gy o’er therewere reserved for whomever could keep up
with them. The creatures peering through the windam’'t bother them.

The woman was neven pointe They weren’t letting anything break their Herane
constitution.

Saw walked over but didn’t take up arms alongddent. He stood just within earshot to try and
make ideas. They talked about: fingers being pottight holes, wrapping long things around
short things, licking irrelevant surfaces, turnthgngs off, and slamming doors on weaker
people. They kept looking over at Saw and... theyfeadin their eyes. It was like their mouths
were running the show. Their bodies were frozeplace. They weren’t even breathing.

And their eyes said it all. If they could sweag\tsurely would have. They'd sweat through
their eyes but those were called tears stndtly prohibited Someone said that.

They tried to send messages with the whites of thas. It looked like they were trying to form
signals with the red veins what peeked out frombilieksides of them. All he could make out



39

wasthe panic Nothing really worked, but he could appreciat éfffort.

Even though he had no idea what to do.

He looked back at the woman and she looked stréigbtigh him.

The air was tightening around him. He felt likevags stuck in a pillowy tube.

It was tense; he was caught between 2 partiesvérat counting on him to solve something.
Something important.

Of course she wanted him to killthem?And they wanted him to.stopsomething

Was she doing it? She might tesponsible..?

The monsters weren’t there. They weren't to blaftey weren’t even in thequation

He had to kill something. Both of them wanted hankitl something

By the time Tim practicallgrashedinto the kitchen, Scarecrow had crept to receigitagus,
standing as the only one supervising the situation.

Tim ran over to the cupboards and tried to flingnthupon. Something on the other side pulled
back, and he was left struggling in vain. He slichg and yanked the fridge door open. He took
hold of the dead chef's hat and pulled it into tlside. The rest of it followed like a blanket
full of bones.

There Tim stood; in the middle of the kitchen, chihg hat of the dead, bloated chef in his hand,
panting heavily and surveying the room.

“I did it!” he shouted.

Scarecrow stormed over and struck Tim in the sfidhehead with his forearm. Tim crumpled
to the ground like a pile of clothes. A pile of tles and a blanket of bones.

The cupboards shuttered with glee.

“We're all trying to work over here, Tim. Nobodyrea if you saw an imaginary person in a
drunken stupor.”

Tim spread a thick mist on the tiles with his hedwg breath.

“What about me®¥oumotherfucking... scarecrow. Talking from your fuckihat. Look at me!
Look what happened! | know whag®ing on | figured itall out! 'm...”

He grabbed Scarecrow by the pelvis and looked tip avpitiful claim.

“Look what theydid to mé’

Scarecrow calmly placed his palm on Tim'’s forehaad pushed him away.

“You've done all this toyourself”

Tim slumped backwards and sat on the ground- drgepstaring at the floor. Legs crossed.
Knuckles to the floor like an ape.

Saw Kennedy fought against his gut what told hirede what was going on. He knew he had
work to do, and things to read, but still there wadgnoring the man in the hallway listening to
the house. He shuffled up behind Muhammad and géle¢eleft cup of his headphones away.
Before he could get a word in, Muhammad swallowiechkad off.

“I'm busy. He yanked the headphone back, but pulled thewndaround his neck, giving Saw a
chance to plead his case.

Saw slid his lips in closer to the divot betweenrsband ear. He licked his tongue across his
teeth like a pedophile and arc’d his fingers lipeder legs. The world thatill be will remember
this for the hour of Saw’s death where he askedéiffiwhat did | do to deserve this? Am | not
the superior man?!” But there he went:
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“I'm well aware, but those involved would like tméw what it is that you are doing.”

“Don’'t you understand?! Can you not comprehend?!”

Saw was appropriately taken aback. His eyelidh@dpen, but then cracked back down in
defense. He almost broke them.

“Why are you listening to the house? | véliffocate yoli

“I was struck by the urge to listen! There are mtghings at hand! The house speaks in code
and | am working meticulously to discover the cip#nd | don’t expect any of you paid mind
to it so there’s much work to do. I think | havevibrked out. From what | can gather, it is a
warning as well as a taunt. I'm so busy.”

“The bug house cannot talk, it ortyeathesandbleeds’

“I can have the full story within a few hours...!”

“Just so you know, someone else told me what Igagt, so if ’'m wrong, I'm really not.”

“I'm busy. Go away. Leave me alone.”

There was one time he broke a woman’s arms. Hethest with a crowbar in the backseat of
his car. It was a furious commo@ascenesituation.

He decided to wear a mask because he fully intetmleglease her. It was a sheet with holes cut
in it to see through, like a ghost head. She ramfthe parking lot into the night and eventually
got to tell her story. The way she told it, it waadaring escape. He’'d tried to kill her, of course!
She had broken arm3he two of ‘em!

The media was obsessed with the assassinatiomis @bint, and a story ofspectacular error

on the killer’s part got a cynical population aligiith frenzy.He was a man after all

There was no doubt thaheman was responsible, and tbae manvas areal man

Thatone real marhad a plot. Conspiracies became verified.

People started saying “I told you so.” He was hstg to all of it. He read those newspapers, and
magazines, and paid close attention to the paatsciled him anything but a lunatic.

He was amartyr vigilante- not his words.

He fashioned his technique off movies and musictvhie indulged in before and after every
incident. He sang along to the lyrics, which allovieem to pat him on the badke was part of

it.

Somewhere far off, he thought that those he admuere@ watching.

Good job, Saw. You done us proud.

He’'d spared one. He’'d gotten it out of his system.

Back to work, then.

Saw rose to his feet and shuffled back over toesraw with a mouthful of words he jusadto
get out.

“‘He says-“

“I heard it. | understand it.”

“I don’t think you do. I think you're trying to makme look stupid in front of everyone!”

Saw waved his finger madly towards the kitchen ahthe cupboard doors slam shut, quaking
like vibration from the inside, a trillion nondegitrphantoms giggling.

“Muhammad is the cipher. What | cannot figure aunvhether or not he is here on behalf of the
house or the puppetmaster.@aw longhe has been in here. I'm still working all thig.6u

“I thought we agreed it was called theppetlord”

“I never agreed to that.”
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“This is just like the boiler incident,” observed&.

“Who's fault is that?”

Saw narrowed his eyes in confusion. “I don’t knohatvyou’re trying to say.”
“Don’'t worry about it.”

Saw became painfully aware that there was a raceha had been the last to start. He started to
think that his lack of experience might be his sgwjrace. He thought of looking wherever
everyone thought was stupid, and give chancesos®ethveryone had given up on.
Nothing else was going on. Even the newest faces ard at work.

The most recent events in their past lives wereglimg them in bold directions.
Perhaps... he thought... it wasn’t an idea. It wasnaptgm...

His muscles began to turn and shift with that ptithest for survival.

They seemed to think that going back was...

He had to write this down.

He had to go and get everything recorded.

But the basement door was open and...

Beneath feet, all the way through the rotted waadl thick leath’ry veins, Widget and Stone
Horse stood within earshot of each other. Thereamaair of unease down there. Widget was not
distressed or troubled like he’'d been before, a¢ @s always within reach of the inverted cows.
But Stone Horse is on the prowl for clues.

“You are Widget. | need to ask you some questiosaid Stone Horse.

“I've heard of you. I've heard flattering thingggplied Widget, unflinching, unmoving, and
unaffected by the heaving and retracting of higpsspd lungs.

“I am gathering clues. | am gathering clues whie¥ill compile in a report | will use this report
as the base for a greater equation that | will tdate with the sum being the thing that will save
all of us.”

“You are going to save all of our lives? Are yolspiwe? Are youwsure?”

“Only | can do this. There is something specialdbmu. | know what it is but | dare not speak
it because | fear that it is too important and roajapse each and everyone in this house. | fear
this but do not wholly believe it. You must worloskly with me because only you will have the
answers.”

“I don’t want to help you. This has been a longdiooming. I've heard so many people like you.
I've seen it all. You're not the first to say thiis.

“Do not surrender. Do not let this end on his terthgou surrender he will become too powerful
and egotistical. This is bigger than your suffering

“I will help you but only because you can help ne¢ what | want.”

“I can help you get what you want.”

“Juice has been acting strange. He has not beem@me in a long time. He has been close to
the new one named Muhammad. | don’t know what itakth

“I will help you get Juice back but | will also gsteon Muhammad. Keep in mind that this is not
all about you and | would have pursued this undgiomn accord.”

“You tricked me, sir.”

“There is no time for semantics. The point theytayieng to get across is that we are all agents of
our last bad decision, but | can’t let them affiacs mission. If | listen to the | will become them
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“You tricked me, sir.”
“Shut up.”

Stone Horse hovered back up the stairs.
And what about Scarecrow?

Some say he was born away in a desert. And theyiight. It might have been a hundred years
ago as time may strip him away, but succeeds i @viealing more power.

See, the thing abothe deserts that its inhabitants never kept score of tdegds.
They were just there, doing their thing.
And it was smiles for miles.

Their desert was vast and inspiring. It was encapsulafexistroke of mountains and jagged
cliffs, and the area was small enough that youdsak the entire ring if you concentrated. It
was possible to scale the mountains, but by theedaken, it was possible to burrow into the
sand and get to the middle of the world.

Throughout it there were small, tight villages- het$, even. There must have been close to a
hundred, | reckon. Each village had naught butxadezen people.

None of them had anything to do with each otheer&lwas no need for trade or
communication.

They could see their neighbours, you understandydny rarely did they ever wander over.
Maybe they'd wave. They'd look over and make swerghing was still alright.

It was just far enough to be out of the way.

It wasso damned haluring the day.

But at night as it cooled and relaxed and stretched its legstloere was a phenomenon that
occurred without fail. In the thick of twilight cdters of luminescent tornadoes touched down
like giant glass fingers. They danced across thd sahousand of them, at the vanishing point
or just down the way — but never close enough ta anger. The villages had developed just
out of reach of their natural patterns.

Hundreds of years of careful study had their nafigreed out.

It was during this time that the villages had thestrcontact with each other, whatever that
means.

There was no history, however there ywassent so the peoples interpreted their existence as
success.

The men, women, and children of the desert watthedightly funnel clouds with celebration.
It was eerily silent.

And then by day, they’d farnsjphon waterplay, and live their lives.

Whatever that means.

And at night, the children would run out into therkhess. They knew not to run too close to the
tornadoes — and they never did — and they alway® ¢eack.
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Often times the children would camp out in theit$and wonder aloud what went on past the
mountains. There was talk that everything floated.

And then theoften timegsurned ugly: children begatisappearing By daylight, one or two
would be missing. Before short they weren’t allovgedhg out at night. The fingers would not
be celebrated.

But see, one time a kid did. His father went otgrafiim. They ran out into the arena of god’s
tornadoes. The father disappeared, but the kid decle.

He said his father was taken away by men on migtatgds.

Stolen into the night.

The desert turned dire and desperate. Children meetenger safe. Truly, no village was safe
with a roving band of deviants stalking by nighlhelvillages unalienated themselves. They
started talks to spread the word on what was hapge8urely information would defeat the
unknown.

Children began disappearing from their beds- froyoae’s bedTheystated stealing away
entire families at a time.

If a mother was taken the father would follow tlextnight. But never all at once. They never
left a bloodline red. They made it grey. And nobé&dgw why.

So after the villages held communication firm unthardened into pipes, they instigated a
program: since children were inarguably the futtime,children of one village would be shuffled
and traded with another. By day a group of kids ivdne escorted by an armed adult, arriving at
one of the neighbouring villages by nightfall in@tempt to trick the bandits — to confuse them.
If something happened to the parents, the childreud already be miles ahead. Strength in
numbers; power in movement.

They began to talk of the predators’ origins, timgkperhaps they came from beyond the
mountains. Perhaps the marauders floated.

The man later known as Scarecrow was one of thérehis’ escorts.

He was walking to the next village with seven kigigler his watchful eye. They arranged their
path in a star, he holding sway over half of its iHeighbours had been taken away by the
mysterious transients. There was a hatred livingisrbelly that he couldn’t shake. He could feel
it growing and hardening, like frozen oil maybe. lkeew it wasn't healthy. He knew it's not
what his mother would have wanted for him. He kitemasn’t the right sort of mind to be
casting over children as their precious umbrella.

He decided to keep to himself as to be sure nigttie ice oil in his belly roll out ontilve

future

He carried a spear. He wore a big hat that loolkedifd been across the entire world, beaten
but stronger on account.

He looked like he really wanted to be there, whemaeryone else just agreed with it.

It made him offer up his umbrella when it was neeaeg.

His stories gave the children hope. He'd beenéootlitside territories — beyond the mountains —
and he knew that nothing floated. He denouncedhénetical majesty of the murderers. He told
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them that everything could be destroyed, and tlet&actly what they wanted to hear.

The sun was high in the sky, but apparently thankaood enough.

They dug themselves out from the sand on the geskiike scorpions. It was an ambush.

Five dark characters atop giant substitute hostaading tall like the perspective shifted. The
horses were fashioned out of straw andr -lap. The men riding them were draped in heavy
leather and metal. They had irregular knives stedgdp their personage and deep, cavernous
sockets where conventional men had eyes. Theiebadére dried; lips torn away, skin cracked,
and hair dusted. Long, black hair. Some of it wghbn plateaustangents

Seven of them. Atop substitute horses, looking éi&eventional men who had simply been
buried in the sand for many decades.

He commanded the children to run as fast as theldcblad they not felt threatened by the
approaching hangmen, they would have been frigdtamay by his tone.

They darted towards the closest village, but it stdksa long way off. No amount of running
from anywhere could save them. That's why the speearalready halfway to murderin’ height.

One of the horsemen took the lead and disattacleldia as thick as an arm from its back. On
the business end of it was a trident that had beabhup like a scoop.

The hooves of the horse were weighted with wareshks of lead. They were stomping
towards him, kicking up sand like bombs, gainingud, but he wasn’t turning to fight; maybe
he could just-

The scoop landed right above his tailbone, deaphi# spine. The chain was as heavy as three
men. The momentum of it collapsed him instantlys blody pitched forward, but the passing
horseman yanked him up. He couldn’t feel his bddhe villain broke formation and took his
prizeover there The rest kept on after the children, moving oth& shape of an upside down
arrow head.

The execution didn’t take long. It went right tolkaaking Scarecrow apart. It beat him in the
face until his face wasn'’t a face. It broke eveopd it could get its hands on. It dug its hands
into Scarecrows torso and pulled out everythingbiog it all over its face and the horse’s face.
It dripped the blood into its eyeholes. It fsdmehow

Scarecrow wouldn’t die. He just kept screaming jit$ kept on fighting it with whatever
actions he could force his body to respond taaltted ripping his skin off; first his face, theis h
arms, and then peeling away the stray fragmentssochest. The icy oil in his guts was
shattered, but remained thick. | stirred awake.

“You son...of a bitch! he screamed, choking it through the blood. Heldatk into habits

picked up from the further territories.

The horseman, tired of savaging Scarecrow’s fifraste, threw him upon the back of its horse
and curved around to rejoin the clique.

But Scarecrow’s eyes wouldn’t close. He took evesgve in his body and pointed it right into
his one unbroken arm. He hissed blood throughlbigcbed his teeth. His eyelids had been torn
off so he pumped out tears to keep himself focus&isubconscious pumped the unformed oll
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into the arm, and his neck, yet still collectedhis belly as an anchor.

He lurched his body back up and threw his arm tweshoulder of the horseman. He jerked his
hand over its face, shoving his fingers into ite sgckets.

“I’'m gonna rip you apart yopieceof shit!” he coughed insanely. He put his body weight into
and went over the edge; the horseman fell down@okithe horse with it. The whole show
ground to a halt; they all fell and kicked the sapdike a tidal wave. The predators slowed and
turned around to see what was up.

And who’d given a fuck about the Puppetmaster?
Colour me interested.

Colour everything else bastadiist like that

Those old minds afeventeen wise medriven mad by the trials of black holes commaniiy
death, were bound together inside a sicko’s med#él They’d fled the cold vacuum of space
and taken refuge in an abomination. It was warm.

They spread themselves upon the very timber fasdiabysswise, stretched over one another,
connected, broke, rearranged, and solidified infanky mass. It was nothing beyond
fragmented sentences. Then they got eaten apartdsy Then they were slept in by the demons
what lived behind the brickwork; the ones that hpdainted themselves up and hid in plain
sight. All the minds met again. Then broke off. iselidified again.

And if you thought it was bad before...

The house emoted very much likeessel The only thought it could manage was that it was
there for something better. It hadameandhope

And hunger.

It had a little bit of that

It spoke with legion. Every so often a couple esievould carry through the rest and they would
trick one of the shadow kids into the well in thigca They’'d fall through the house, into the guts
of the house; into a swirling mass of acid, eneayyl sometimesnagic And hatred, and pain.
And desire. And monsters crawling up the walls.

Then it would move; the stimulation of every transeihsional nerve shunted the thing as far as
it felt like.

When it found someone and tricked him into beingrat started to get an idea of what it
wanted. It took his brain and his memoriedewly— and before long it began to get an idea of
the brain it wanted to need what it actually wanted

It wanted to eat more.

And so it did. It kept eating. It kept stealingkéipt speaking, and the more crowded it got, the
more frightening it became, but the more the wondsle sense. Stopped making sense. Making
sense again. The sanity fluctuated, but neverano f

It became convinced that it wanted to be a motheranted to be a host; it wanted to be sure
that what it had been thinking made sense. Or dungetl wanted it all. What little information

it had, it wanted it all.
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The desire fused with the hope and then melted tineeambition. Like a rotten egg wearing a
purple hat.

It got pregnant. It felt better.

And the explanation “just by thinkin’ it” might lea the scholars at large unsatisfied.

But it was as simple as that. It buried all theidesnd hope, and hatred and hunger and
ambition deep into its lowest section. Some demeers in there. Some bugSome fluidSome
of everything; exactly the way the house was crkate

And in the darkest, warmest, most horrifying fattsooh the house, all these things sat and
cultivated and festered. It rotted.

And it started kicking.

It fell through a fault line into reality, or a mie of it — a memory of it.

And then they waited.
Everyone waited. Even if they didn’'t know it.

Scarecrow’s bones were raw and blotted with saredwess still alive and it came as no surprise.
He hadn’t stopped moving since he saw the ordealrap

The horse had become pierced over his body, andriver was alongside it somewhere.

He kept working his nerves like tiny whore machirtés tore his way up through the horse and
fell into a schizophrenic coma. His body startedhat down and his sense became
overwhelmed.

He lapsed in and out of consciousness. Long stfipgy got caught in his wounds; everywhere.
It got stuck to the thick oil what leaked from Rissh. It retreated back inside him and dragged
whatever was around him with it- hay and bits d@frifa clung to his frail shape like a skeleton
that had been tarred and feathered.

He was one gaping wound and it kept going in. He maving even when he was asleep. In an
out, back and forth.

And before long, he found his strength again. Taie pras muted and he could work his body
like in the good old day (earlier.)

A fist ripped through the other side of the horstha transdimensional thunderclap.

The rest followed. He clumsily dragged his body; tvaty mohawked all along his buried form.
His head was just a big messy oval. And his eyes Vomg gone.

The criminal was regaining its composure not fanfithe horse. It was just turning its head to
look over the incident. The whole ordeal had takenatter of seconds. All sense of time was
shoved beneath a solid slab of revenge.

He yanked his whole body out from the horse and# toe first awkward steps over to the
creature. He snatched up one of his own ribs likata flower, stuck up from the sand.

It saw him coming, but didn’t react, really.

“I'm gonna fuck you up like this!” he screamed. Tthéeng slid one of its knives from its right
breast pocket, but then Scarecrow hit a second amadrushed at it with rib raised high. He
drove it right through its cheek. Pulled it outemhinto its forehead. Pulled it out ,then into its
neck. He grabbed one of the knives off it chésntplunged it into its stomach. Rib into its
throat. Knife into its flank. He could see his oblpnod pouring out its new holes. The poetry
wasn’t lost on him.
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And then it fell down.
It didn’t make any sounds.

The rest of the killers were called to attentiommphe alarum of the one trailing behind. It was
watching something most foul going on by the falemse, but they couldn’t see what it was.
They had no eyes to squint and no pupils to shiihky were all dilated so they assumed the
worst.

Hell, it's probably what got them doing what thegre doing.

They abandoned the children completgtyey’'d up and stampeded over.

Scarecrow lifted his body up like a lion who'd Bhied feasting. He’d stolen on the creature’s
clothing and found the means to hold the hay is@l&le took the vest but not the pants cause
he had not the time.

He spotted them coming for his blood, whatever theant. He'd gotten the hang of walking
with a purpose and he did it with such skill thatrhade it to his hat before they got to the point.
He was dragging the scoop chain that did him id,\aith the other hand he put the hat back on
his head. He tucked the loose strands of hay otlteofioles he used to watch with. He looked
more like his old self.

By the time he got himself together he could maketioe fault lines on their faces.

They were getting their knives ready. The govemnoé their arms meant that they had a good
idea of what they were gonna do.

They were all moving with purposes. Purpose waliespe/ar.

They never saw the scoop until he swung it thely.\tehit the legs of one of the horses and it
came crashing down just like the last one. Thedmes catapulted forward and landed not far
from Scarecrow’s feet. He yanked the scoop backwahde the thing was recovering, drove it
crudely into the back of its head. He flung theypoder onto its back, stuck it right in its face,
pulled it back out, stole the knife from its faugdgand returned to receiving position.

He was too late to avoid harm. 2 of them rode bgitimer side and swiped their blades down on
him. He caught wounds on his shoulders but it didrdtter; he was so far beyond pain.

They were circling back but the other 2 had disntedrand were coming at him like gladiators.
He knew they thought little of his ability to takees, which caused him to release a snarly
cackle.

They didn’t respond; they were so far beyond comoation. He dropped the chain and let them
come at him.

They had knives in each hand and moved smoothlyetHHbem drive the knives into him as
deep as he wanted. They both wanted it. They ktdhled in the same fashion- at the same
time- which is exactly what he needed. He knifed ohthem in the spine, and just as the other
was stepping back to rework the assault, Scarearasvalready mid swing. The knife went right
into the side of its head, stopping once the hamdiewith skull. Took it out- into a spot just
below the first entry point. It fell down with ndd. It fell downHe turned back to the first of the
two and started stomping on its neck ; he still bad decent foot bone left and a furious
network of bones to guide it.

The thing was good and dead. He leaned his head dmser to the corpse; “If | catch you
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around heragainI’'m gonna eat you alive yason of a bitch?

The last two were already galloping back with thilves held adjacently.

“I've had just about enough tis,” he mumbled to himself. He grabbed 2 knives am/ed

them into what mess of hay constituted his handsyWwere bearing down on him, and as they
both swung down, he stabbed furiously at the sidi¢ise horses. History repeated itself.

He couldn’t escape the unfamiliarty of his own pbysbut he was as good as anyone had ever
seen.

Once he was looming darkly over one of them, hetjugw the knife into its back. He put it in a
meaty section that is conventionally used to bide’'®time. He kicked it in the side of the head
with thatone good footHe let it lay there and think about what it hahel.

It was convulsing softly.

It spit up a thousand strange, dried patrticles.

Scarecrow walked over to the last uncut one, creddbw, and shanked it right in the side as it
was on all fours. From snake to dog to asshofdotted.

It deflated back down on the sand. No souhtisnothin’

“I'm taking that blood back for all the tiny peopfeu robbed. Go ahead and die, you.”

He planted as many fingers as he could into itsseg&ets and pulled back as hard as he could.
He used his legs. The dried skin on the neck czthikbroke apart, and drifted away. The bones
snapped with ease, ajubt like thaf the head dislodged. Scarecrow fell back; he hsdl¢arned
something about their anatormgood stuff

He marched back over to the last living transierat began beating on it furiously with the
severed head. Its life crawled off, but slowly. Bvs ability to die was crippled. The sign was
spasms ceasing. It coughed up strange things, bad they mingled with the dust and sand, it
looked like mist.

The head he used as an instrument dissolved imahids, but not before the life haver had its life
had by someone else. All the blood trickled out.

It soaked into the sand; his own waeck therewith the first one.

They were all dead. Every last one was shoved frosnworld against their will.

Scarecrow stood up and surveyed his work; theredeath all around him. There was blood
everywhere.

He could see the children down the way. They canménalike things better than people.
Perhaps they didn’t understand what was going erhds they knew more than he did and
lived life like a circle. Sickos wanted to put theands on the untouchables, both in theory and
practice.

Who was this manHe looked like a scarecrow.
The story of the Documentarians is more establighedban dictionaries rather than legitimate

encyclopaedias. Their story is one wealthed witly.fo
And it happened like this.
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The Documentarians were first established in ttee géthis lord, anno domine 152003.

They connected their hands to each other’s heatlthair legs to their thoraxi, forming an
institution in the same manner of a cyst or tumour.

Nobody knows why it occurred. So everyone left ithat. There was enough meat near the end
of it to keep everyone busy.

But, howeverpn the other handt was common knowledge years later that theenti
organization was hovered by the desire to be pblpey all wanted to be in charge of the
Vatican. They wanted absolute regency.

Urban Dictionaries would refer to them as “pope matres” or “pope posers,” or “pope
poseurs.”

Their first foray into the public eye was upon agama of attempted assassination.

The Documentarians made an attempt on the Pofe'srlithe day of May the Tenth, 1981.
Their plans were detailed in a ten thousand pagefesto called “The Book of Humanity,”
which would be discovered decades later, but theapdly lost while in transit along the Great
Atlantic Ocean (sp.) The Book of Humanity contain@ehong many related tangents and
murderous fantasies, plans to install a puppet FAopeuld be accomplished by means of a
Pope Suit fashioned out of skin that could be wiyrianyone. It was a really literal plot.

The purpose was to make the leadership intercladtgyeDue to the age of the skin, it would fit
most anyone, and the genius of it all was repeadedauseunwithin the text.

Prototypes of the skin were used by Cardinals @ibcumentarians for years, and each one
was named “The Melting Man” by the public. And ®rtbere was more than one, they were
called “The Melting Man Plural, Child!” People sesped something was up, and since nobody
could see any real danger in it, they all laugedm the belly

Despite this, the plot was carried out with stézmelled faces.

Some said the failure drove them more insameaner

It hoisted their esteem way, way down.

This realization coupled with the knowledge thattlorganization was garnering public
attention but absolutelyo respecput them on the fast track to extremes. Everyone peénting
right at them, laughing from the belly.

Scarecrow had the children standing around himyBs&ed him what happened, not because
they couldn’t see, but because it couldn’t havendie they saw it. They believed his story.
They believed that he was who he said he was.

He walked them back to their destination. He maudte people knew what happened. He made
sure they knew the horsemen were dead, but if caoree back, just to go out and kill them.
Nobody floated — nothing incredible.

He had to leave.

Another world had taken a part of him and he hatiéwe to accommodate the world’s wisdom.
So he went up and over the mountains into the wexrd that would have him.

Lookin’ for freaks. A hatred still burned in hisllye but it had taken on parts, just like the refkt
him. It was hungry and wantedoreparts; some eyes, some shoes, some machines.



5

And it would find them over the mountains.
All he really needed was a home...
FADE TO CASH

Stone Horse laid steps underfoot and returnedetorthin floor. There to his right was
Muhammad, studying the wall with cups around his.eatone Horse ran his lowers into
Muhammad'’s side and shoved him a kilter. Muhamnisth@d his head up sharply and widened
his mouth for protest.

“I need to ask you some questions,” Stone Horsesbathacross his face. Letters went
everywhere.

“Wh... what do you want?'am very busy pounced Muhammad back, claws unfolded and
eyes lit up like a nebulae. Contemporary man tdwdtsr leaving Stone Horse with no secrets or
allusions to what he really was.

“Is Juice with you? | have good reason to believe lgave entranced him.”

“Yes, and why wouldn’t I? He is my oldest and cktsieiend!” barked Muhammad, quickly
becoming a bastard in the face of inquisition.

“You have only been in this world a matter of hodrdo not understand this.”

“I have known Juice for 15 years. He and | havenbeend out of places you cannot fathom.
Juice has saved my life on more than one occasion.”

Muhammad jumped to his feet and let the headphfatieedong his ribs. Saw peeked out from
behind Scarecrow’s shoulder, standing static irkitelen entrance. The sight of other people
getting their work done had high voltage sparkiligean his chest. He’d forgotten what he was
there for.

“I find this very strange, Mr. Muhammad-*

“How did you know my name?”

“l am very curious as to your travels as well asrk that you have stolen Widget's friend away
from him, also nameduice”

“Widget? | recall someone named Widget but | thimére must be some mistake. Juice is my
soul mate. I... no, you're full of shit!”

“You had best get back to work. | believe in whatiyare doing. Thank you.”

Stone Horse floated away from Muhammad. The swe&i®forehead was reflecting light. He
dropped to his ankles and began deciphering thetimgumelodies send from the belly of the
house. Scarecrow stepped away from the kitchening&aw exposed to the elements soon
caught back up in another relationship by the agghimg Stone Horse.

“I'd like to speak with you, if that is alright.”

"Why do you want to talk to me?” asked Saw.

“I am compiling a report. | need to gather inforroatfrom all of the tenants.”

“I just got here. | don’t know anything.”

“Do you think you could tell me if Tim is a homose&t?”

“No, but he used to be a woman. | knoiiall.”

“That is very intriguing. | may need to quote yautbis.” Saw leaned back and kicked his chin

up.
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“I cannot comprehend you, Stone Horse. | was leduktieve that you didn’t care what became
of us. You were beyond this whole mess. ou of a bitchWhat happened to you?”
"I discovered indignity.”

Saw stepped back from Stone Horse, sending a sablisignal to his underwater antenna; a
message that read “all finished”. Stone Horse i a fingerful of seconds to register it this
before he went about to leave. He didn’t not goliarveered left into the ruined Parlour where
there sat one Scarecrow and where there slump’d iomevith a Bullet. Stone Horse went right
past the Scarecrow to make an issue out of Tim.

“Tim with a Bullet, | am evicting you.”

“To... to what do...”

“I must commandeer this room for my experiments imaydvork. This is to become my office. |
cannot do work with you here. This is very impottafou are antihuman.”

“But sire...where am | to g8 You are takingverything..”

“You cannot stay. If you stay | will have somebativour you.”

Tim slowly crawled to his feet with the grace angnity of a cripple splashing in the mud. He
was getting the hell out, setting himself up fal@sing remark:

“You've broken my heart, Stone Horse.”

He then sprayed himself from the room.

FADE TO CASH

Down there in the basement was a robot naughhlewirze of a child. When it moved, it
breathed, and when it breathed it sounded likeag drowning.

It was sitting at the piano; indeed, it might haWeays been sitting there.

With the voice rendered through a vast, imagin@san, it sang a song, striking keys in an
abstract rhythm.

... “Time was when | had no address
Time was when | put no stress

On the world — the cord of existence
Time was when | was nameless

Wash the gallows- time to hang him high
With no audience there’s time to fly

Play with planets falling from the sky
Play with prayings long since rised

Grenade, just one of those games | play
I made more space for the claiming clay
Watch hands tear out in a slaving way

They'll stay long as | make them graves

Carry clouds up on my shovel
Kick up the pitch through a leather muzzle



Unstrap the back and swagger, shout
Let these transients know just what I'm talking aibo

It's a call to arms to crawling worn
It's a walking tall to call the storm
It's a wailing wall to stall the worm
It's an opened jaw to swallow horns

Rumours of my death have been greatly underestiimate
Estimated, estimated.

No vision- it's lonely at the bottom of the world

| found a new religion in bringing you down

It's all kinds of box when you're naked with a girl
| found a new mission in hearing her sounds

Curled in my drawer is a dictionary of the universe
| wrote it, | drew it with a pen and spit

I climbed the hill and held it to the Acropolis
Broke, folded-crumbled, exhaled before it

| remember, | remember these walls like my birth

| remember turning my back on all of it, what's wer
| remember, | remember holding it off the balcony
| remember, can’t forget the diction of the hearse.

Hearse, hearse, hearse...

The children of the night sound just like bells

The road, the sight of it smells just like hell

They're dangling from their necks by the side «f tbad
It's night; Twelve O’clock and all is well

Ask yourself what you want from me

Then ask if I've got what | want from you
Stroke me faster, no, I’'m not asking you to
It's a threat, can’t imagine what I'll do

I think of you like calligraphy

My rise from the walls was a mystery
His missus, my blister- its symmetry
Slaves sniffing some tumbling imagery

How’s the stage look now, you seeing this
How swagger’'s my cocky, where’s the weakness
No, there’s no poetry, this is strictly business
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I get what | want. | pick up pieces.
| get what | want, | trace the creases
| get what | want, come on anti-thesis

Come on, come on, pick up pieces”...

It came and went through a mist that envelopa#etd strobe light.
It happened, and then it was gone.

Saw was behaving like a fly with his back to thdlw&ecret agent fly.

Tim transferred his home to the stairwell, collagsbackwards and planting his feet firmly on
the first steps. He let himself get stuck there.

Stone Horse stood stationary in the ruined Parotlr Scarecrow leaning deep into his leather
chair, once by the window, then tilted slightly tve far wall. Mr. Kennedy swung his head
around, making absolutely certain that each andyawember was in their place. After that he
decided that speaking with Widget would prove taemount torture, stepped over Tim with a
Bullet to barricade himself in his room. Peoplepgted working.

He didn’t not regret leaving it all; in fact he tfébhter with every ascending step. Like a
freebird.

In his room was a mystery all his own.

In his room was a problem only he could solve.

If they only knew how in his debt they were.

To him.

“Y'all.”

Before he let himself tumble to the mercy of hisnasevices — the things he created by
investigating - he travelled to the far end of seeond-floor hall, down where the light dimmed,
through a hidden hallway, camouflaged in 3 dimemsi@nding at a doorway smaller than the
rest. It was an illusion, shrinking and expandimgt, only at the right hand corner. He channeled
a cat, opened the door, hoping against all thihgsit was the washroom and not a portal to the
deepest, most ill spoken fathoms of the ocean.

It's the washroom; it was a place for waste, butigtzed into a funhouse mirror. It was dark and
it looked like it was sketched on bark with glass @ail. Upon closer inspection, the toilet was
not a toilet at all, but a drawing on the wall, amiden Saw moved his hands closer, challenging
the illusion, found that it would shift conventidmaatter into marrow and scissors. The lines of
it were loose, but organized like barbed wire. Tiare he looked at it, the more it became
sound, and that in itself had him stepping back.

It was all over the floor, or drawn inside of itvétything was disorganized illness primed to slip
into sound skin. He stayed there because it madddel whole again.

Someone was keeping track of what happened themee@e wanted it that way.

It might have been god, the devil, or whoever spitbair sweat upon human clay back before
there were stories to tell.

Like his devices, it came from within him.

The floor swirled around his feet and the wallsstetl like eyeballs rotating to rude at someone



54

in the slowest manner possible. There was dateehiddthe cupboard above the sink, and in
that room, writ vulgarly wittwhispersandtricks, there was the faintest sound of Hagne
fucking cacklinghat pestered him in the kitchen. The cabinetrdmtandle and no seam, but it
rattled like a fridge. He followed that dotted liage far as it would go; something to do with
food, maybe.

Fuckinggremlins He could hear movement behind the walls. Somgthiampered across, then
up, then around then away. And even more horrihlre was a thick, slow churning above the
ceiling; like an upset stomach. There was somethappening all around him. It all funneled
into one grand sentence: something was waking up.

Saw’s mind, off kilter as it was, swirled in synefith the floor. The trance crushed his will into

a whimpering little vex. The cackling swarmed héatl and he had not the intelligence to
disperse it. It took over his face and puncheddkinto his scalp. Soon he had no grasp at all on
reality and feverishly attempted to maintain fogtiithe lines became sounds, which became
shapes, which became thick lines that rushed afroim behind. He fell down and became
horrified at the thought of losing consciousnesthat place. He felt like falling asleep in an

alley built out of rape bricks.

The sound of guts and coughing fogged his mind betcould take no more and broke down
onto the flow. It was the beginning of some daystahed.

That laughter- the heckling- oh yes, the snidepnégsall: it stopped. It ground to a halt and
evaporated into apteryxes and gagging and childremjers.

He was visited by 3 ghosts, all coming as thirdsrte abhorrent frame.

Sprawled on the floor, unable to shut his eyessaupiestered to the hope that darkness might
overtake him{inish it - something invaded, and it did it ugly; it didhrough his conscious
mind.

Something that knew where to dig.

In a time of lesser reconciliation, Saw was a artsf lovely architecture. The moment things
came into focus was the same moment that a meltggmal face appeared. He fashioned a
scope out of an insane person’s logic. He sectir@wund his eye and pounded it in with a
frozen metal hammer.

He was then rewarded with inspiration unlike anyllexperienced before.

He knew exactly what he had to do.

The abduction of one of the Cardinal’s men’s wigagkly shifted from conventional to
obituary. So details the tragedy of an unfit hero.

Bad things happen at night, but bad intentionsdalosduring the day.

He kept her in a red car and it was the evenindegerted parking lot.

He spent his days observing her and thinking albiali. He got his self wound up as tight as
DNA. He stole her away something like 9 in the PM.

She was with child and he didn’t have the heatbtture her. All the records of everything he
had told himself evaporated. All the tapes wersgudazed and destroyed.

She knew nothing besides his identity and thatseasething that could not be made into
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anything. He just knew how he wanted it to end.

Despite what they thought, this is what they warnbed It just wasn’'t how they would have
chosen it be done. Their eyes blinked excitedlyeahey had figured it out.

Until then... they just shook and got blurrier. Arldser. Out of focus.

Already his cold feet were escalating to moist eJé® more he looked out the window the
more he saw shattered glass. The more he sawltigsnore he recited his plan in his head the
more he could hear her moaning in fear. It wasgy sound. It wasn't really pitiful. It made
bloody thoughts smoother and maybe that’s a badjtilore and more. Looking through 2
pieces of glass.

“Shut the fuck up!

Some devil’s instinct swam up into him; he shovsel knife into her vagina.

Like pulling something sticky off. The scene ruslimg frantic spotlight; it accented every bead
of sweat on his forehead. Suddenly he was manadé&uy he couldn’t look out the window. He
tried to silence her screaming with a plunger, mese for making short work of evidence; part of
a clumsy plan from a miscast protagonist. She wasaming so loud she was tearing apart her
throat. It was like a tree trunk turned inside dusounded wet and primal.

He beat her over and over and over and over the drs@ over the stomach. He punched her
throat and bit at her arm carnivorously. He waskjpg in tongues. They were both crying and
screaming and there was nobody willing to endearRhe height of sortleng paramount fell
over and caved in on them. At the height of violecgtasy they connect in a way that nobody
could understand. All radiance was sucked out otlreemoment she expired, twitching and
grabbing much insanely at life. Once it was allrpve struggled with every ounce of his being
to recall why he took her out of her home.

He thought it was extortion.

He thought it was revenge.

He thought of a song.

A giant window stood tall at his backside. It wasam as big as a library. It was dark and
reeked of literature.

The stranger stood before one of the lesser Cdsdimat a broken man, but a rag doll. He had
been thrown to the ground and put the fear of gtal He was dressed like he didn’t know it
was coming.

The assailant stood with a flayed cat squeezedkifilthy fist. It belonged to the Cardinal’s son,
and confessed the sent the message like twistenjgrtifie,

He’s covered in so much blood that the clean geeklike they should be washed. The
Cardinal- in his office, in his building, in histgi broke down, but was not fortunate enough to
be confronted by someone who knew what to do wetbpge. All that the criminal wanted to do
was hurt him. He wanted to play dirty. He thoughwas owed to him- to be as dirty as he
wanted.

Saw was a man that had seen too much.

A crumpled, bereaved pile on the floor- beggingdome -any - form of liberty. Some sanity.
Anything, god damn it!
Disbelief morphed into bargaining. Then into hdtréhen worse hatred. He called upon every
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form of justice he could think of to damn Saw iryavay that existed. Grandiose blanket
statements to appeal to theodin the world. He was quivering for all of it, ékhe was
jitterbugging to keep from falling over the edge.

Saw delivered liberty- he did it with the businessl of a pair of scissors to the right side of his
skull.

It justification for all dirty faces that won't létim sleep.

He took it to the top from the bottom, to parliarhdmwough the nursery, and the hospital.
He remembered that his family wasn’t there anymiou¢ what was family?

What's anything?

He was beginning to forget.

Blood all over his brain.

Some of us can never sleep.

FADE TO CASH.

It was dark room. Darker there. Darkest here.

Every room was darlOut there.

It was nighttime, if not there, then somewhere.

He stood still like only a Kennedy could. He wall seckdeep in it.
There was much more blood to be spilled.

It blossomed like a bedtime story.

There were violas tracing it for certain, and hotgit above water was a xylophone. With
whatever clarity he could muster he tried to shumself out of his delirium. He tried to throw
himself from the dream.

But...

He was wrapping his fingers around dirty littleesylheels and toes, shoes and baggy pants. He
crammed the carcasses of children- the ones tamdorbury- into an incinerator like the rest.

It was down in a basement, somewhere just outgidewntown. Squished windows ran along
the crownline of the walls. The floor was coverediuff.

The ones that reminded him of things he shouldavehto remember. Things that had to have
been necessary. The flesh didn’t burn away likéhbaght it would. He bashed the ugly pile of
grey tissue into the far corner.

Dogs and cats also caught in between, or deemed/tatile to live”, were tossed into the
flames where there existed no remorse. They w&snteare of first- naturally - like pulling a
tooth. The adults that he was able to recover wenéxt, the béchamel of his mission; cream at
the bottom.

All remains collected in one empathetic carbon mass

He was shedding tears in the fashion of an aliencii¢d for betrayal, for broken promises, and
for doing what nobody would even remotely consitierLord’s work.

He was crying, but for the life of him, couldn’gfire out why.

He cried from the pounding heat and choking stench.

Maybe that was it.
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Saw Kennedy, who are you trying to impress?

He fumbled repeatedly, trying as he did to pulirtBenoldering bodies out. He reached for
cinders that were once button noses. He grabbibe diames that carried away what tired
fulfillment the little ones represented. In speif<larity, one is able to muse about things like:
spells of madness, what does a moment of clargylifee?

It felt like adrenaline and pain. Saw sweated ftbminside out, impressing someone with the
fact that he knew what he had done. He sufferemutiir remorse.

A dreamer; he grabbed at things he couldn’t expldiemories that weren't his flooded him.
What would family say? What would the police doHeould his mother feel if he saw him
doing this?

He dropped his hand down, curious as to why heesedf He became disassociated again.
He let his backhand lay against the ridiculous hedling away from himself, seeing all things
innocent and all things sinister becoareesomething and only faaction of anythingfrom this
world. It's sad, so sad.

The pile of dead children and revenged old men’thamify anything.

His hand was burning hard.

His eyes were sores; he stared at his raw palms biecome a man of wicker.

A lone problem solver.

Absentee-human and post frailty.

He saw his wife without a face and questioned vii®woman was anghy she is in my bed
The little ones have no arms. They are torsoswpliin the floor. He remembered why he put
them back there. There’s bodies stuffed into avtadd. Living things expel and fluid.

Surely this must be a trick, he thought.

She was sitting in the kitchen when he found hkee I$ad seventeen slits in her neck. Someone’d
put a shovel into the youth. Someone’d robbed him.

He only burst out of the tomb they put him in oheeforgot what he’d become.

He had to see it, and he had to deal with the nubde then... sleep.

He rolled the corpsed pregnant woman up in a leageet and took her to a dead end in a place
where industry died. The car was covered in hesitgg. He tried to shove her into a pipe with
the circumference of her forehead. He pounded oslmulders and beat her head down on it.
Her head split open and her teeth were knockedkerhder skin ripped on it like a balloon
filled with concrete.

“Care about me” he pleaded with her as he, fillpdaithe top with panic, rammed her face
repeatedly into the pipe. Fragments of skull begdiake off and fall into the hole. Blood and
brain matter formed a mash that caked to the edge.

“Be interested!” he screamed.

His arms fell like stressed saplings.

He vomited violently on the back of her head andaff into the night. He was hunched
forward, unsure of what he was supposed to do.

They wouldn't let him sleep. He could not be rebdtie was stuck in purgatory until the tiny,
dirty fingers let him die.
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He stood tall before the boldest generation, a reaB#®se who ignite the psyche, and he was
there dressed as a pauper and as a plagiaristartedvto be lovedind he wasand then it was
taken. The foreground flickered like a broken bdlbe background- well, it was a choir of
hands waving back and forth, every one colouredmem

Men betrayed have the logic of a mob. “Take theme,would have said.

He stood before a jury of his peers and a hangidgg. He wasn'’t as tall as he was when he got
there. The pews wound in circles like meat grinders

The judge asked him sternly “are we supposed impeessed?”

Such was the nature of what he invented. He couldwént himself a way out.

He’d written himself into the position of a symptom

His god was a revenge archetype. His consciencealisapproval.

And in the heat of the night, when everything cdogether, it was gloriously literal.

As he awoke, he was slamming the door shut behindHiis eyes pieced together where he was
long before his brain did; his quest.

He was back. Like an octopus unfolding, the houatenalized into his eyes. He had exited the
washroom on both legs. Disregarding everythingdwjbst seen, disregarding all the things he
remembered, Saw was more horrified by the notiahttire house had gotten into his head and
guided his body. It was in control when it wanted.

He closed his eyes, pushed all thoughts of looketgnd him into the behind of him, and

walked away.

He pretended that he went directly from Tim tordoism. Truth was there to lead him astray.
Saw Kennedy was not about to let those gigglingdsodet the best of him.
If nature called, there was always Tim’s room.

He tossed open the wooden door safe in body and tnat there were no detonators or noxious
fumes to invade his ecstasy. Another one of hientiens.

He grabbed the pamphlets messily from the woodemmmgiand leapt backwards onto his bed.
He kicked back and settled, but didn’t lose his edicy. It was a pose like he'd gathered.

The volume of collected memoirs held enough fordaiger mind, especially since higg last
horse was convinced that these were truly the end times

Page the third read as follows:

“...I fully realize that the first error of judgmentas venturing into the basement when it was
established that no man or beast should go théedr Teasons were never fully disclosed. It was
explained ad nauseum that the house was a liviegtting mechanism, but it was always
debatable whether or not it possessed a sentigtiert. | had my suspicions but gave no
credence to them. What | learned after spendingraéevenings in the basement is that the
house does, indeed, have a mind, but what shoulceco you, gentile reader, is that it is very
sinister and operates with an agenda. SometimdsalNbe time. And the reason behind that is
much more puzzling, but I'll get to that lateridtwhat triggered my downward spiral into a new
life, a life before death and perhaps not cancddied. Not all the time.”
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The clock on the wall tried aswtouldto draw Saw back into its favour, flexing its mieswith
the passage of time, but having no results, retde&tlock diesExeunt.
He was using his imagination, even though it waggeig to the rails of something alien.

“...there is now no doubt that the foul mind of thisuse has poisoned mine. It occurred slowly,
feverishly- strategically. Through nightmares ibkp to me, in my waking hours it whispered to
me, in my weaker moments it guided my hand. | bédgdlucinating and thinking terrible
thoughts. It was if | was a memory that had goltesh and it was attempting to draw me back. |
know that | have not much time before the darklliete of the bughouse overtakes me
completely, as it had told me, again and again,kingty as well as cautiously. It has a hunger
that | can’t explain. | know this because it hdd toe. At first | thought that it was the house
itself describing the hunger, but | realized thatas something within the house. | know this
because the house does talk, sometimes, and wtieest it's pathetic.

It allowed me to keep only a precious few memorniesprded on post-it notes that it promised it
would not devour. | have no option but to trust thean cling to these with animalistic
obsession. | hope it does not find these. It hagoproved them and, maybe, it might take them
like most of my small motor functions and shortstanemory. Whatever is in the house might
come out. Whatever is in the basement, or in tHeswa hidden behind the doors we don’t go
through, might stalk through the halls and stdlinlg. | hope someone, sometime, can use these
to destroy it and end the fatality game forevere Fbuse and whatever is living inside of it.

One voice carries above most of them, and | caiit'sebn a downward spiral like myself. His
words explain one point: there’s a plan. And themant it becomes clear, it'll be too late. Figure
this out before it starts to make sense.”

There was more, but a pilot got up in him, andpitet, all he wanted, was to write.
He turned the pages over, handled the warped perftdnd, and touched the tip down. He
continued from where he left off; the first pageamnhe had previously written his name.

“My name is Saw Kennedy and | never tell my namartgbody. In my past life everybody
knew my name and everybody that knew my name 8iechuse they didn’t know me anymore.
| am going to tell you why.

| call the last year my ‘year of victory’ becausgefeated one of my greatest foes: tragedy.
Something happened to my family.

My wife’s name was Bathory Kennedy, and my daugbteame was Lady Kennedy. | never
wanted a daughter because before she came arémed/lhow boys are and | had seen how
girls can get while they are growing up, but yowknuntil you have one, you never know what
it's like. And all those doubts just disappeareddAhen all the worries you had just seem vain.
You become less petty, and it's the healthiesigtlyiou’ve ever encountered. It turns out that I'll
never get to worry about her being chased aftdrdyg after all. | guess I'm still vain. | think

like an idiot. Certain truths have come to lightldrieel my ego decomposing.”

Saw fiddled with the pencil in his hand for a fewments before continuing.
It felt like Medicamentia Paenitentiamorbus.
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"Bathory and Lady were murdered by someone thatrtbédia dubbed the ‘Metro Noise Killer,’
because contrary to popular methods practiced st serial killers, he made lots of noise and
called attention to himself. He was never scarad,ldhink that was why he was so good at it. |
never figured out how he got away with it, evenehfigured out how it all went down. | also
found who did it. My life was never in grave dantee more of the conspiracy | uncovered,
contrary to what cinema promised me. | was nevay threatened, and | assumed it was
because they didn’t see me coming because | wgsaasas the Metro Noise Killer. I've come
to believe that assumption was false.

The year of victory chronicled these efforts anat fyear was a very vague one. | can’t remember
exactly what | uncovered or how many people | Hillbut | remember that it involves a group
called the Documentarians and that there were nraagy fatalities.”

Saw writ the period so definitely that it punctutbd paper.

"The year of victory that | had ended when | appddrere. By the end of it all my friends and
family were killed by the Documentarians. The ctdsgot to killing them, the more of my loved
ones they murdered. And | didn’t stop because Idtou And they couldn’t stop because they
wanted me closer. They wanted me to get them.”

Saw stopped for a moment and appreciated the wefdghe word “couldn’t.”

“I couldn’t outsmart them so | tried to outhurt theAnd the more | hurt them the deeper | got.”

He stopped for a moment and appreciated the sityilaetween the words “deep” and
“desperate.” His eyes were like Poolhall Sammy’s.

“I recall they resided primarily in Bolivia, butll agents all over the world. One of them was
the Metro Noise Killer, but much to my disappointihd don’t think | uncovered his role in all

of it. Like, maybe he was just crazy. Maybe nobetbe knew about it. Whatever his story was,
they wanted him, and they told him what to do. ¥kar of victory was all about revenge and...
whatever came after was to find out ‘why me?’ Iugbt that perhaps my being here, in this
house, was one of their tricks, but | left as mahthem as | could dead and this seems very far-
fetched, even for them. The only reason they wbale to come after me would be anger that |
hadn’t killed enough of them.

They were mostly old librarians, anyway...it wasaailery tired idea, and they controlled
nothing, but assassinated very frequently. Theyevagroor man’s mob with an inflated fucking
ego. They used to mean something but they’re darfgmld and out of touch that they fucking
drive around like gangsters and point thugs at lgewpo forget whoever the fuck they are.
Taking this into account they really were more é&m@orist organization than a secret society. |
didn’t realize till much later that all they wantegs someone to break them down. They wanted
someone to take revenge on them to give their reome weight.

It makes a bit more sense now, actually. | havep#drepective. | analyzed every single detalil,
and somewhere during my research, | lost the loype. And then | tried to forget. And then |
was reminded of everything in some fucked up washroThat's the best way | can explain it.”
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The wall facing Saw’s backside was disturbed buléeh It spat through the plaster and became
lodged in his closet. Saw gripped the paper irhhiwd like an irritated stock broker. He took his
act on the road to Poolhall’'s room. A warm riflelan the bed beside a seated Sammy, facing
the other direction, slumped over, maybe. Saw amtred with blissful caution; in fact, Poolhall
Sammy was hunched over observing a literal pilerbSupplies at his feet.

“What's all this?” asked Poolhall sort of backwdyds

Saw tried to compose himself to handle it.

“Um, it looks like paint and brushes and chalk,replied.

“I found it in the closet. | never went in becatisere were spikes all over the walls, and cause
Tim went in there and | fucked with it, but | thdugio time like the present, eh? | mean, with
Tim sort of drunk all the time and not knowing wkajoing on...”

Saw looked over to where the closet should hava bees- and witnessed the once mended
wall rippedopen, its stitches dangling helplessly on shaepszs that look like edges of a
cannon wound.

“Are you under attack?” Saw asked.

“No, | don't think so, probably. There was a jargafsoline in there, too. | might use that.”
“Are you going to make a masterpiece? For me?”

"No, not for you. Nothing | do will ever be for yotou son of a bitch.”

“You're a monster.”

“You'll never make it out of this if you have frids. You should start writing about how much |
suck.”

“That bruises me deep. Deeeeeeeeeep.” He was Inendran love with himself.

“Did Widget talk to Stone Horse?” asked Poolhall.

“He did. | think. Maybe. | saw Stone Horse come authe basement” he replied.

“I hope Widget is burned alive but | hope it's hafore we can sap all the precious knowledge
out of him.”

“You know something. Everyone knows everything @taae. | don’t know anything.”
“There’s not much to know, you know? What's ther&khow? Know how this place works?
You can try. And then you’ll end up fucked, andoh&t know what | can do for ya.”

“I mean about the people. About people who were rethepast Nobody talks about them. |
have some bright ideas.”

“Widget is the oldest one. He has been here thgdstnif that’'s what you're after. One time
Scarecrow and | worked it out that he is severaldned years old. The math is in the Book of
Words somewhere. We hid it on one of the pages.omge drawings. If you ever see his face
you'll get it.”

“What was your relationship with him?”

Poolhall paused.

“What are you after?”

“I think that you’re a villain.”

Poolhall was not so mudbken abaclas he was speechless and forced to reflect.

“I had a bad spell... If you're gonna beat it ouhoé. Cause everyone goes through one. If
you're here long enough. @nywhere And you try to figure things out. He was a viction a
dayand came out of his room a new man. Somethingdreggband | think | know what it was
but... you know, | can’t really say.”
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Saw was not so mudhken abaclas he was curious.

“What is that supposed to mean?”

Taken abackkommaas he was

“I'm not in complete control here, you know? | felif for awhile and someone else took over
my brain. It happens from time to time. To everydaecept Scarecrow. But nothing ever
happens to him. It's what happened to Widget, leutéver came back. I've seen a couple
people come and go. They all say different thitlgsugh. | can hold it off now. You need to go
all the way and dig yourself out before you caneéheontrol. Tim...might have’

“Stone Horse will be able to crack Widget. Theythalike. They're both rogues. They speak
the... same&ode | guess.”

“I refuse to die here.”

Before Saw exited, he peeled away the closet douwtsaw that the walls were lined with black
and white striped spikes. They hissed and droaledrgslime down onto a jar of gasoline.

“I sense an open rebellion, but hold off until ysl&om now...”

The spikes on the wall split open revealing curded| fangs. The green slime came from within
them, from what one would assume is their throats.

Saw closed the doors tight on the mausoleum anthieiroom.

It is midday and all is well.
FADE TO CASH

As Saw sealed the doorway shut behind him, Poaditethmed his body against it from inside
the room, stopping Saw dead track wise. Sammy g@addsis cheek against the wood to talk
through it:

“The Book of Words was forged for 40 days in thddypin the basement, in the heat of all
that’s perverse. It was salvaged and rendered &@wmon Magazines we found in the attic, a
blueprintfor ablack hole and3 poundf lead collected from the kitchen cabinets. | can’t sdres
how important this book is. Read it over. Findntdanemorize it. Just fuckindp it. Fuckingdo

it. Use fists and not opinions. This isn’t my vaiten not here. | am everything. Don’t be me if
it means listening. A man is judged by his actibns.

Poolhall cranked the lever up on the tension dtetliback from the door into some godforsaken
corner of his room. Saw stood frozen for a few motsdefore going on his way.

He panicked, you know. The fear in the gentlemeniss got all up in his chest and he couldn’t
take it anymore. He looked back at the woman tliat Bim off, and she wasn’t making him feel
welcome. He had to get tieck out of there

He ran for the doors; the big, heavy, dark woodeorsl Not far from the men what spoke with
hijacked lips.

But...when he tried to pull them open... he could faal] see, and even hear these thick black
veins creeping from his knuckles and up his armhe flrther he parted the doors, the longer the
veins got. They grew all the way up to his shoidder

But he could see through the crack: there was #igiptostaring him in the face. He couldn’t
make heads or tails of anything else because,tasans of the stage will tell you, the spotlight
hijacks you like the lips of gentlemen in worldsuycan’t understand.
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The veins what encroached dangerously close tfatéssounded like someone gasping in fright.
They felt warm and gross.

And they looked like they were drawn in thick aaypaint.

He shoved the doors closed. He didn’t want to lebleewanted to stay where things made
sense.

The woman was staring somewhere else. The gentlemenstaring at each other. Everyone
had something to do. Without his interference, takkgxisted in limbo.

He wanted the monsters to come back. They wereyhgpdy. They ran off somewhere. Where
the hell did they go? Did theget out?

A sick affection for the horrid birthed in him. Arstiarted kicking.

Kennedy trotted down the steps, and was caughté#ie masterpiece that was Tim with a
Bullet. Tim grabbed Saw’s ankle tenaciously and &iwimself be guided down.

“Tim with a Bullet, you disappoint me,” Saw sneerkl tugged his leg away once out of reflex.
“Truthfully... 1 am... a lepet” he panted in reprise.

“You are an injury.”

‘I am homelest

“Don’t worry, goddamn youyou have your own room.”

“That room? That room is something that has beenlated”

“Eh?”

“That upper floor... The second floor... It belongga.Sammy he panted as if fighting back a
delirium.

“Is he that villainous?”

“He...he had @&ad spell’

“I heard. And it turned Widget mad, yes? Right? Gsbhow?”

“No, not that... not Sammyo... but he went mad. He just reacted immaturely. Toieplace a
new one. Made someveryrude remarks to...me.”

“I am uncovering a conspiracy and | expect veryralag revelations. Nobody else is invited.
Shut up.”

“You must travel with me... Comel!.Follow us!”

It shifted drastically to center stage. Curtaingpged like the hooks released as according to
plan. A pediment thrust out from the stage whatrge beneath their feet. Wax was applied to
hardwood and then scuffed from a thousand pacirigswith a Bullet collapsed to his knees in
a virus’ lament, his head hanging lovery low terribly low, but Saw sequestered himself to the
corner of the curtain.

Papers of ancient wisdom were torn into halveskdoain into the air, his highness blinking to a
fiery rhythm inspired by something completely néde. spoke through whisperedyturedteeth.

“And what of thiscrippled anddouble crossetife of mine? | speak in the present but I live in
the future at the moment of nagath nearer now than ever. Perhaps that is what iesjpire to
save this handsome nymph to mine right. Poolbaalrantflurry’d by bonelustis the closest
thing to human that we have, misery man- flawetham. Saw is a meideaof human, and 1?
The savior of drowning information, the martyr Bopopulation, a wealth of wisdom to come?
An ambassador, now an interpreter for this intru8eother script to baonchalantly studied
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another story for thpit.”
This lament rang from a place of ill preparatiombarrassed in years to come he will regret it.
The sharpest knife was that split from a lightrstigke. Pearls in a fault line.

The fantastic illusion was squeezed to a poinhasmalls reformed and closed back in. The
stairwell uncurled forth once again and Saw foumasklf leaning against the railing.

“What troubles me most...” finished Tim, “is that Viget the Sad, Widget the Abysmal, Mr.
Salem thdJnheard Of is the only one safe, no longer an architecti®blwn discretion but an
extended cedar plank connected to the house...”

Saw cleared his throat and put his hands in hikgisc

“He is in its favour, then?”

“He is the Bug House’s fingers. It is my will thitse Whitebe spoiled.”

“And what authority do you possess?!”

Saw drove his fist through the wall to his right.

“As... the fallen Duke... ofnimicry.”

“Well it takes different strokes to paint a witch.”

“Be a gentleman and leave me to my own devices?”

“You have spoiled Widget for me! And gave me sonmeking prose! And an illusion!”

“All idols fall apart.”

“You're drunk.”

“I’'m outgoing.”

“You're a madman.”

“I’'m your guardian anggbossesset

“You are deluded on the steps.”

“I’'m heroic and on point.”

“You're a bitch!”

“I'm a lady!”

Saw vaulted into the air, arced over Tim’'s head), landed on his floor feetly like a magician.
“Tim with a Bullet, you talk like a widow and arriiation. | deal in twos like the world, so it's
fact.”

In the world of what should, Tim’'s head was knockegkwards and split off from his neck. It
bounced up the stairs and out of sight, neveeeatersight, this promised by mountainous
tyrants who amend all questions. But it never hapde

Saw took to the Parlour before Tim could retaliate.

FADE TO CASH

Saw, still clinging tightly to the sparse and cruetgppapers, walked into the Parlotwified)

with intention at bookcase.

He surveyed the lines and rows of literature amdfime wondered as he did before: how it was
that not one book was misplacd in the havoc.

But those thoughts went quickly when he turned anoee to the present: why he was théoe:
conceal

He noticed a definite null between two leather-lbbooks and slid between them the worn
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sheets of paper.

No sooner had he done that than was a book two lawes and several across pushed out.
Displacement like a perfect bucket.

It wasn’t bound in anything except for the very paghat was reserved for text.

Saw bent over and read the title.

On the cover was one word and that word was “Kill.”

He thumbed through it. The text on each page whkartd thick. Not more than a sentence fit on
each one. Each sentence was a suicide sentenceaghdentence spoke of Saw in the first
person.

Like he had written it himself. And he not for asecond wondered why he would have written
such a thing.

In theBook ofKill it spoke of ways to live capsulated, and in betwegeh capsule were bitter
pills that spoke briefly of killing oneself.

Those words which spoke of murder with such cetyaiewitched him.

Surely, he thought, it couldn’t have been from him.

“Don’t forget what you've done.”
“There’s nothing out there for you.”
“Don't talk as much.”

“Cherish what you have.”

“Excess is the golden road to expulsion.”
“Start working out again.”

“Use pills.”

“Nobody here will ever understand you.”
“Listen more to those you love.”

“Be humble but not apologetic.”

“Start learning guitar again.”

“Keep in contact with old friends.”

And every last one seemed familiar. Saliva rushéal his mouth, and it was stuff he’d tasted
before. Words like food that made him make eaggd fl

For someone whose mind had wandered away from atiedif the world of absolutelyo time
and absolutelyo humanitywas an arena for that thing.

And then he began to drip.

Drip from the fingertips.

Drip from his knees and other places that were lyhoiable. Joints and pipes.

Something began to walk.

Somewhere behind him, switching between his perghesions.

Out from one of the cracks.

And then it grabbed him. It puts its hands aroummad énd held him and then pulled him close.
So close as to seem like into. A rush of coldnefgied into his bones, followed by a foreign
euphoria. He could feel something was wrong, brgdbwhat he could do about it.

It took him to the place of soliloquies and thenar@/here memories make torture.
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And there he saw movement. For a moment it loolkedd pencil moving and then it looked like
a door opening. Then came a thick solar wind.

He was in a chilled place- colder than ever befthineas a cold that comes with numbness.
There was the phantom sensation of some place bad.
A room within a room like the place got a migraine.

Someone strolled into Saw’s peripheral vision.

But then, likejn front of him

“What's this?” asked Saw. And halfway through tkatence someone lit a match.

The character before him was familiar, but at e time, no - but more like remembering a
quote.

Somewhere deep in the belly of the house’s dregmesiteere were whispers of this thing. And it
had spoken to him. In a voice that sounded like:

“Saw Kennedy.

There was a phantom sensation of something darnkadtdarker than the rot produced by one
million years.

“What's this?” asked Saw, “Where am | now?”

He was surrounded by transforming shapes, half matef light, half made out of colours that
didn't exist. There was no real sense of direct@mreven space. There was movement that
looked like it was being kept behind frozen glass.

The whole place was like coming out of a dream.

He soon got the sense of a figure walking towams Hlis size kept changing, and his detail
kept disappearing before appearing halfway actossvorld. It was a man who spoke with a
steady voice.

Saw was reminded of a larger than life Tim with.dl&.

Like Medicamentia Paenitentiamorbus.

“I tried to get ahold of you... but.you know..” the figure said.

Saw forced his eyes to focus, but it didn’t worle tded desperately to make sense of the thing
walking at him.

“l used to be the best dressed man in Prague,bhentied.

It wasn’t long before he was within whispering diste. Saw remained silent.
“l invented Prague. | invented it in the kitcherowrdidn’t even know that.”
Saw cleared his throat. “What are you doing?”

“Don’t you want to know who | am?”

“l don’t care.”

“Pretend like | died for something.”

Saw groaned from his gut. “What’s your name, then?”

He got a face then. It was painted in primary crdou

The ghost kept its distance, but: “I tried to getauch with a bunch of others. But it didn’t
work.”
“Yeah | guess you believe in what you're saying.”
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The sky rained down splintered images of guts.al$ Vike his fear describing a dream.
“You're the first one | could really get ahold @ind | figured out how to do it,” said Luxury,
“Do you want to know how?”

And just like that, there was a narrative fingentsgway down his face.

He felt like he was being lowered into the stomatthe house. The blood rushed to his noggin.
The voices he’d heard so much about came at hinwand right through him, doubled back,
went through him again, and again, and again. lié&od get back up no matter how hard he
pumped his fists in the air. The voices got loudéey went omnipresent. He didn't at all like
where he was going. Nothing good goes down.

Worse things live down.

One voice barged its way through the rest, tholigtame in a clean cut right into his temple.
It was like an arm and once the shoulder touchedhirline he started to take on visions. He
was suddenly self deep on the outskirts of an evstould feel his body- he cowdéehis
body.

An atomic explosion turned on its side, colouredtgyland sucking in thousands of creatures. It
was like he was staring at a television screercloge to his face.

The terrain was julienned and evenly spaced iraihdike in the background, but not quite. It
was scratchy like steel wool. Like it was in 7-D.

“Whatever that means.”

Evil things went in the same way as dead thingst'$fall he saw. The deceased and the wicked
piled high in thin air, sucked in by a reverse wirBbme coiled around the explosion, but some
went right into it. And some just hung there likeelves.

He figured that the julienned landscape was aragghdimension, plural?

The minds of titans streamed in through those malnacks; whispy lines of white smoke. He
could see their thoughts dripping from the edges.

“Whatever that means,” he repeated.

They condensed into liquid once they hit the white The liquid percolated upon the piles of
dead. The evil things clawed at it. Some of theddeare shaking violently.

The ground was undefined, but he figured it washmafdhe same: another dimension. The
whole show was abstract. What he could make sdnbke mmade sense hard. What patterns he
saw, he developed into paper swans.

He decided early that he was witnessing the cneaticghe house. Keeping this in mind, he tried
to make sense of everything while it took shapedida’t need to know that it was made from
sick bits. “What about the thoughts?” he asked. béayvice. It didn’t matter.

He started looking for clues; bias. Was this trtie?his someone else’s memory?” he wondered
aloud. There was no real truth; but waadturate

“Do you know where insanity comes from?” asked Lyauvoice. It circled around Saw as if he
were the centre pillar of a carousel. He didn’ecar

It all checked out. There was too much detail téhgerambling fiction of a ghost. There was too
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much glory to be from anyone save the house itself.

And there’s nothing more useful that discoverinmeone else’s pride.

The house was quickly taking shape; the walls wpesmingsucking up soil and meat.

The bugs came next. They stuck to the muscles eveted the veins. He wasn’t quick enough
to catch where they came from; they were jbste

Some insects took on vague shapes and built adsimielind them. Like bones, placed obtusely
there, or theregr there It was all haphazard, but it shook and quakedsaah everything fell
into place. It shifted its body disjointedly, arebn it found harmony. The plaster gathered from
dirt. The paint was vomited from what creaturesemérheld between the walls.

They painted each other. They rolled around irfittrethat splashed down from the correction
moments before. They caked themselves in mess. thiegrpainted over it. Then they ran into
each other. They ended up black and laughing.

And then they all hid.

The bughouse was absurd. It was born of tasteiliéssation. It was cobbled together from the
dead and wicked creatures of a crooked world. Slicke an anomaly. Reinforced by sick
things. Given life by furious spirits, all mashedéther and locked in place. Like twelve and one
half spiders crushed together in a machine.

It stood before him.

A magnificent screarbeat down on him from above. His head swung dawrmas so loud. The
house was horrified. The rest of the voices stastegdaming, too. Everything was screaming in
terror; hundreds of voices. It just stood there.

And then it was gone&/anished

“It comes from a place aghath”

A Saw Kennedy was suddenly back in a more fanmsliarealist abortion. It seemed like it was
more further than back, but you know.

He was suddenly irate. He felt the fire shuddereainside of him, and the memory became
flames and it coated the chill on his bones.

“Explain yourselfgod damnit! he hollered.

It took a few seconds for his memories to syncinweility. Soon enough, Luxury was back
where he recalled him being. The unreality switchadk like a double tae.

Luxury stepped into focus just a little bit moree Had more the frame of a gentleman, his voice
the same, but altogether more composed.

“| was eaten alive. | was swallowed whole. | wasiiewed or nothin’,” he explained.

“I was there back before Widget was Widget. | weere before Poolhall found his voice. | was
there before Tim tried to prove something. | waalkywed by the ceiling and... | fell into the
guts. | went to where we get digested. You knowrehleat is?”

.8

“You've never been there. It's beyond the basemg&atbeyond the subconscious where the
hunger lives. And do you... know... what happens?”

Saw was expressionless.

.8

“You... getdigested Slowly It'it happens, in a place beyond the mivitere it's someone else’s.
It's who your parents are, you understand? Whetecgone from? The hunger and the other
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reality? It's all honest, and it's genuine and ttise and as real as desire. It takes your body and
it breaks it down. It suffocates you in stomachdabut you don’t die. But you know what
happend’ll tell you... what happens.”

There was a long pause. Saw was waiting for...it...

“Some say it drives you crazy. All the voices- nestop — all the pain, and the depression.
Cause I'd heard voices before, before | was edtkéheard people talking — it's such a slow
process. They all try to warn you, but it never sgmkense. Their brains break down too much
by the time they’re able to project. And by thedithey can walk among you, they're nothing
more than husks full of fear and an ancient languaabody can understand. But I'm almost
done. It's almost gadlla me. But... that means | can see into it. It wavitat | got uphere” and
just then, his face came into remarkable focus.tBer, gone, when he started to speak again.
“- cause all it wants is to bethinker. It wants our brains because..”

He trailed off once again. Saw clenched his fisfgHAT?"

“It wants to be a mommy... It had maternal institett now it has something else. And it gave
birth. And its boy is so terrible. And now... noal it wants to do is get out of heaad Kill

things. | don’t know where it got that from... whet it was us or... if it wamadethis way. If it
was made. You saw it. You were there. You saWNature versus nurtur&.a dig?”

What didn’'t Saw know?
The Documentarians aren't finished. Witness:

Nobody gave a shit about the Documentarians. Thes meade fun of them and namedropped
them whenever a celebrity threw up their own sHiis didn’t sit well with them so they set out
to reinforce their organization like a third woddvernment.

They put themselves out there on the black madketie whatever they could get. They were in
a frenzy to gesome sorbf shape to them.

They had the organization, care of ancient cardjrddfunct politicians, and despot heads of
state. They had a house but nothing to put inoin&ne said that.

They took on mercenaries of all types. They cotthdozens upon dozens of independent
gentlemen to supplement their structure and beddmisters of Defense. They were granted
their own offices. They were even unionized. Thegdme their own bosses. They became
franchisers.

The mercenaries made connections with gangs aodsféb add additional structure. Men of the
streets, they thought, could generate a word-oftmoelebrity status. They could also
accumulate a fortune in drug funds in the formwarethe tiniest percentage. They hired these
cells as their own employees. The Documentariadsibahand in directing any of it.

After all the criminals were brought on, the Docuntagians contracted legitimate bodyguards to
buffer the image. Men in suits and bulletproof glasen that would answer only to them.

At the end of the day they were surrounded by na@aponry than they could control.

When they travelled they had escorts, armoured,\argssnipers. They stopped the world when
they presented.
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The various gang leaders — and they wexteat all adverse to broadcasting this — were iorit f
the credibility. They were in it for the opportundnd the influence. They wanted to be a part of
the largest only unofficial independent militarized city state hretworld.

So when a certain under leader wanted to bringiialiskillers to defend him, or add more street
to their walk of life, well they became the Docurterans’ serial killers. And you can’t control
a serial killer. It wasn’t long before half the paly consisted of psychopaths and criminals
interested in their own diabolical ends. And it flgrdwn so large and unruly that they couldn’t
disband it. To do so would have their hired gums tan them and assume control much faster
than they were already undoubtedly planning.

Their hands got bloodier by the day.

Soon everyone wanted in. And only the craziestrittieest, or the brutalest were allowed in.
And if they weren’t allowed in, they broke ifhey got in

“Cause I've been digging, you know... I've beengilig all over you.”
Saw came out of it. Like before, his body was ragrnitself. He trusted the pilot.

Muhammad was ever vigilant in his pursuit of trdthwas one two absolutes that could be
counted on alongside Widget being nothing.

Despite his ears being completely coveadill the way around he spoke openly with Juice.
Saw, having assessed that Stone Horse was invisived own pursuit of truth and that
Scarecrow was his willing accomplice, darted oedvithammad in a lucid craze with fists
ready. He slid across the floor and booted Muhammgdd there in the ribs. Muhammad pitched
into that directionwith pointed eyebrows and stretched down frown.

“You make stupid noises when you’re under attapkgclaimed Saw.

“What are you doing? Why are you so determinedutd ime?” Koff, koff.

“Because | think you are an imposter.”

“Whatever do you mean? | avery busy-*

“As the designated scientist of this house | decleru an enemy!”

“You have done nothing, as far as | am concerretelp the cause! You're as bad as Poolhall
Sammy!”

“The causeThe cause?!”

Saw booted Muhammatifht therein the face. Muhammad'’s apt objection was muffledugh
the hands clasped over his bleeding mouth.

“| stab friends in the back and | will not hesitébestab you in your front,” warned Saw.
Seething with anger and hissing through his fingdusammad shot to his feet. He stepped
toward Saw, but then whipped his head towards iticbén.

“Juice! Wait!”

A thump touched off the posts of the doorway. Theas the sound of weight pressing on the
floor. Cupboards could be heard being slammed &tdgbeing rattled.

“Are you happyAre you pleased now?screamed Muhammad.

“I am utterly satisfied!”

Saw drove his fistight thereinto Muhammad’s underarm. It was one half striggittfand one
half church.

Stone Horse levitated hitself from the ruined Parlour to alleviate the Sia



71

“So Juice has fled, then?” he asked.

Saw replied firmly: “This is very true.”

“Before you retaliate, Mr. Muhammad, | request\a faoments alone with Juice. | wish to ask
him a few questions.”

“Whatever for?” asked Muhammad.

“While you waste your time trying to decipher a edtlat everyone except you has deemed
unimportant behind your back some of us are slagireg white hot mathematics.”

“My deciphering is not-*

“-The topic ofdiscussionsir. | must inquisition Juice. You approve. Paraoe.”

He divided the conflict indefinitely, the whole @a ending up like a fan sliding into a crack in
a wall. He entered the kitchen and was heard spgaki

“You and I... from now on... arbitter rivals’ decided a very convincing Saw.

True to form he left before Muhammad could reply.

When theblackasnightreatures returned to the window — lookin’ throligh smarty pants —
Saw was the first one on the scene. He dartedanastamped his fingerprints on the glass.
Nobody else in there cared. Those things looke# beawe. They were in line with the men,
and had Saw not been there, god knows what theylddking at.

They weren't at all interested that woman anddwosr little bloodthirst

Most of them put their fingers on the window to afaw’s. It was that sort of progress that
got him going off his rails. He tried to sign aéth butit didn’t work. He tried to mouth words:
“help,” “tell me,” “where?” and ET.

All they responded to was frustration. All they wethto do, it seemed, was relate.

Saw angled his head to see where they scamperéal lwgfore. He figured a window was no big
deal. He figured he’d earned it.

It was the same sort of opaque anti-space thaawenhien he tried to leave.

Surely if he broke the window... paint veins wouldasiew him up.

Then he’d be no use to anyone.

Of course he wanted to help; tiiatking woman needed hifihosemenneeded him.

He had tosave the both of them

The monsters on the other side of the glass dg#® to comprehend his urgent hand signals. It
looked like they wanted to be in there with himt Bidn’t know why they couldn’t. They kept
glancing over at each other.

There were as useless as the rest of them

They couldn’t have gotten away; they just evapaated percolated again. What other
explanation could there be?

“If you want in, get in here,” said Saw. They ditigét it.

“I can’t get out. I'll die. | have to finish thising...”

He closed the basement door shut; nobody couldfattiosing it before he wrote the record.
Encircled from all sides byossiblegoblins andnaybedemons, he stepped without hesitation
until he felt concrete underfoot. The darkness wvasite.

He called out for Widget. Nothing called back.
He screamed the name over and ovfidget! Widgét but there was no parent or echo of
acceptance. Nothing registered, like talking infmal of water.
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What sounded like stone being dragged againstedusttne tickled at his brain from the left. It
was the opposite direction than the boilerfurnéice;direction nobody was supposed to go. To
fathom it was to engage in a fool’s errand.

A large box formed from lines of light and fuzz bed his eyes, thickening and growing,
spreading out, before erupting into a glorious bklotlight. Not a box, not entirely- it was a

large shape that in his eyes equated to a boxp#gdnole of irregular design blasted forth,
followed by a loud crash on the ground. The sitratidjusted; the light was accounted to no less
than154 candles hidden behind a wall, exposed by the rahwiwone of the bricks. He was
deconstructing back there in no man’s land. That liguminated most, but Saw fixated on the
walking shadow of Widget dragging a thick chainhatite full weight of his body, the end of
which was linked to a grand piano. It scraped agdhre ground, separating the pills and dead
bugs from one another. Saw strolled out to meet horionger afraid.

“Did you do that all by yourself?”

“Something was not right,” replied Widget, oddlyoaigh not verbally strained by the incredible
weight.

“To what do | attribute this to?”

“l was screamed at for 40 days to do this. It hesoine unbearable.”

“Widget, | am intrigued by you...”

“There was some signing down here,” explained Widgefazed by the physical exertion. “A
hologram of a ghost. | think | figured it out...”

Saw paced to the farthest spot on the piano anainbegshing, assisting Widget in the absolute
slightest.

“...I have good cause to believe that you areattart of a conspiracy.”

Widget dug his heels into the ground, leaning sdé&ek that his tailbone touched the floor.

“I think that you live in my room now,” mumbled W\get.

“l found some documents. | think that they are go@r, ratherwereyours. You talk about
Widget in the third person, but | think somethireppened. Care to validate this?”

“The change was not as terrible as | initially thbu | shouldn’t have listened to everyone.”

“Is that afact?”

“No. Please do not listen to anything | say. | arlonger... anybody. Wait.".

The legs of the grand piano whined against ther fl8aw waited. But then...

“What happened to you, Widget? Or do you pr&alen? Y’all.”

“I can’t remember. Everything you need to knownghose pages. And in other books. There’s a
reason | wrote everything down. If | thought | abtell you anything | wouldn’t have written
them. | did it all. Wait...”

“But you're still whole enough, you enough, to téike you were, then...?”

“What do you meanWhat do you me&

“You remember what it was like to be you before p@eame you?”

“No, I’'m smart enough to remember.”

Saw rubbed his eyes in fatigue, sighing like a dad.
“You are the key to solving this thing. Stone Hoisen the case but | don’t think he’s looking
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in the right places. He just got here but he’s @asstrazy as you. | think I'm onto something
here.”

“I want Juice back. | won't talk to him until hetgeme Juice back.”

“He’s working on that, indeed he is. But Muhammad-*

Widget threw his head backwards.

“You have to rea@ll the documents. | left myself notes, a pile of notesl bleft all the clues on
those papers. One of the notes dictates thatamgibne that everything they need to know is on
the papers. That is the old me. | can’t help my<ei#f my god...”

“This is scary.” Saw gauged his peripheral visianedully, diving his attention into thirds.
“Everything you need to know is in the wooden pbard remember this. This is all | remember.
Everything else | know is screaming and terroridust... do that.”

“You said there were other books.”

“Did 1?”

“You did. You gave me an inch from a ruler you'va tucked away on you somewhere.”

“It must not be important then.”

“Are you telling me it doesn’t matter? Or are yesting me? Like a bitch?”

Widget didn’t respond.

“Yeah, okay. | need you to tell me about Juicenthenplored Saw, leaning forward with
testosterone and anticipation.

“There is... only one thing you need to know, the tineg that is possible to know. There is
only one thing you can know.”

“Yes, yes?”

“Imaginary people go to space to rot in pieces.”

Widget released the massive chain to the floor wignim thud. Dead moths flew into the air
and floated gracefully back down. For the firstdiever, Widget locked faces with Saw, the
only one, something identifiable. A warning, persiamore accurately, an understanding.

A goodbye.

“Where did you get that mask?”
“This isn’t a mask.”

FADE TO CASH

Poolhall watched the Puppetmaster’s aerial darwe fris bed. He had become more casual with
his observation, letting his eyes do all the warll &tting his body fall back like a king.

The thing behaved like a baby; it dragged its fitige along the dirt, throwing soil and dust into
the air, spiraling and drawing concentric circlaghwits body.

Poolhall looked down at his hand, alarmed thapjtesared foggy. He furrowed his brow and
shook it like an apple. His eyes darted about tloe; everything was covered by mist.
Standing to his feet he proceeded to apply higédiByzantine logic to the thing. He walked
over to the brain dolls. They were still moist drekh, still with thoughts in them. He took hold
of one and squeezed it absent-mindedly. Somethasgthere -out of the corner his eye — he
followed it to the crease where the walls connetietie ceiling.

A murder of palm-sized ghost-stars were inchingvlaown the wall from above the ceiling.
They dissolved when they hit the half-life of thallwbut moved so slowly as to not be ignored
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even if someone wanted to for all the right reastirisad the profile of a drug, but he knew how
to beat drugs. He knew how to rally his sensesséaylfocused. All this was expressed in the
opposite of words, in the methods he believed in.

He moved back towards the bed until he could gi¢ar look out the window. He watched the
puppetmaster fly.
“And just what in the hell am | supposed to do witiat?”

Saw, warm from the belly, made his way to the filsdr with full intention to continue on back
up to his room and heed Widget’s advice and sthdydbcuments. But he couldn’t twat He
was there in the fray: Scarecrow holding a thraglimd flailing Muhammad back. Stone Horse
looked on and Scarecrow looked to Saw for support.

Another street fight, another church.

“Your services would be greatly appreciated, oldrfd” casually remarked that-that Scarecrow.
Muhammad was screaming and spitting like a mad ‘tddgrderer! Murderer!?” he cried.

Saw stood tall amid their tiny confusion machines.

“What's this about?” he asked anyone would do.

Scarecrow, in between waving bouts in holding bedew lunatic, said it:

“Stone Horse killed Juice. Muhammad is in no sraaibunt of distress.”

“Is this true?” asked Saw to the collected StonesEo

"He clouded judgment. He clouded everybody’s judgtrie

“| agree with you perhaps more than | should” asdiBaw towards the criminal. He have Stone
Horse a man nod.

“I'll kill you! Tl kill you! I swear toGodI'll kill you!” screamed Muhammad, his hands clawed,
his eyes wide, teeth bared, tears welling up irelies.

“Your god suffocates in the belly of the beast”uassl Stone Horse to the victim.

He moved towards the hazardously busy group te shicbugh what little gap there was.

“There is much work to do.”

Saw twitched his hands, wishingdephyxiated d-tethat he knew what to do with them. Stone
Horse was resigned lilgine own hando the ruined Parlour, one that looked out inemngi

waving hands and swinging teeth. To watch it ggtimarter.

“Do you endorse this?” asked Scarecrow, Muhammag &go collapsed to his knees on the
floor in mourning.

Saw paid the bereaved no mind, as was his nature.

“Juice, while being invisible and perhaps not a$ thorld... was a bastard. | firmly believe

this,” replied Saw, turning 90 degrees to plantdhisulder blades against the wall. He examined
Muhammad for the briefest of moments, singular.

The most depressing of all events uncocooned whidgét/came scampering up the steps. He
planted his hand on the opened door, leaning hamthythe scene, looking like a man of suspect.
Saw caught his big bladtollow eye but said nothing- everything of use exhaustedements to
close the book already being spoken. Widget shbieday past the 3, one a crying pile, one
concerned, and one waiting for the inevitable. Heeéd his body in the doorway, receiving a

full picture of the kitchen, in its entirety, pangifor what seemed like 5 measured forevers. No
breathing- no nothin’.
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Then he darted back to the Parlour, driving fudespptowards Stone Horse. Saw followed. And
then Scarecrow sauntered in third, cautious di@aw's muted urgency.

Tim, crumpled on the stairs, was struck in the h@ad doll made out of brains. He grabbed at
his temple and screamed in agony. Poolhall leaoedd the corner of the staircase and laughed
heartily. He gripped his belly and bounced likgrant.

Widget pounced at Stone Horse, wrapping his haraisd his neck. Stone Horse denied the
right to fight back, simply twisting and swaying\Wddget’s violent bass and rhythm. He didn't
even say anything.

Too much like a bad dream, Stone Horse’s long, yeauat disrobed itself to the floor, revealing
what lied beneath. There were no arms, there wetegs, and there was no chest. Beneath the
disguise there was simply a long wooden pole caeddo a pair of metal shoulder blades upon
which a head sat. Stone Horse, of course, wasamaiecned, and simply replied:

“Are you finished?”

Widget staggered bacwhat is he thinking He broke down into old mannerisms, backing up
towards Saw and Scarecrow, themselt@s,startled by the unveiling. His bravery and
concentration were gone. The second hiccup ofysaeihad had in a long, long time was gone
in a flash.

Widget, shaking his head, slowly but then quickly then violently, turned around and took off
up the stairs. Saw gave chase, fearing the worst.

Scarecrow remained glaring creepily at the nakedé&Horse.

“Where’d you get thevon tongo start asking questions?”

Saw was in late pursuit, but not so far as to eatrtwhere he was going. The footsteps continue
past the second floor, up a toothpick of a hallweathe attic. The door was blasted open, already
closing on its own, and when Saw reached its tremglitame, Widget was already halfway
across the room. He didn’t allow time to pausekgp a beat, keeping up the constant pace,
shouting his name, sadly in vain, sadly too far...

He raised his hand in a pitiful attempt to grahiatheels; heels that pitched upward, following
his thorax that went right into the well.

By the time Saw slammed pelvis against the sliropest Widget's body was being shrunk and
swallowed in the darkness. No falling sound andereaming; just the sound of outer space as
he flew away. He was into the well.

Widget was gone.

For reasons unknown to him, Saw’s hand remaineageld into the well, most assuredly not the
behavior of a murdered. Most assuredly not somagreewouldkill again. Hid the bodies.
Despite popular promotion. He fell to the ground aglaxed his weary bones, fullptally, for

the first time in a dog’s age. His mind went blaskhhhut His eyes were wide open, but
nothing went inNoscope. He surrendered.

The house blinked.
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FADE TO CASH

When it blinked it had its eyes wide open.

“Look at it!” she screamed at him. The White carhiim like a very smart train.

And before he knew it, he was out. It was the teteftash that never ended. Or so he forecasted.
“Look at it!” she screamed again. Finding its whgough the horizontal rainfall of a thousand
dying men was the reassuring rage of a woman lgearchild.

Each and every otherworldly creature shared somgthith each other. The house
communicated with her son, and the son was inwitteits parasites.

Stone Horse was on the menu

He born of an egg dropped down from the Puppetmiagieer. It hovered there in an arena of
darkness. The ground was grey; sick.

The egg’s shell was composed principally pus amtagge. The rest was justagic

It squeezed through a fault line what ran alongatteadth of the abysmal organ. It was as simple
as that.

It rolled around the vast field of stone horseslyatrasites opened it up. Poison vapours took
their toll on the protective membrane.

And lg all the magic came stampeding out. It was flusthwide.

And before you knew ithere he wasStanding there among the livestock. Sudden aadl to
He was a grown man and all he wanted to do wastfiimgjs out. Or, they told him he had to
know. He only knew what they knew.

Things moved so quickly in there. They spoke sg fag he knew nothing else. He had to listen
and listen hard. They taught him their language;ttihgue of the stone horse, as itsvasiey

filled his head wittmostlylies. They spoke of the miserable things insidgrtimagination.

They taught him the devil’'s math. Most of theirdess summarized with how important math
was. His very presence was equated to a stringnv&$tic numbers. He committed it to memory
and carried on. The stone horses told him thatygivelg made sense with numbers, but you
could never stop and arrange them. Numbers nevppatl. There was work to be done.

When he was unruly he was hit. When he did wely teehim fall onto the grey, moist ground.
He got a coat, you know, from the backs of onéeftiorses. It was hung there like someone
was coming back for it.

Maybe they did and maybe they didn’t. One of thiwge He used it to hide his shame.

And then he added more numbers.

His brain didn’t bend the right way, though.

They'd taught him math like history. He couldn’agp the context. The numbers just stared at
him with impregnated value. They yelled at him.wgrked out half of it. The sum didn’t work.
They struck him across the temple. He went a lgilénsane. They liked it when that happened.
He did a little more. They let him roll around Hretfilth.

And then... he was gone.

The world there was turned by nonvisible handsyThek him from the belly of the beast and
planted him in the house. There was no agendaraaybe it was making the Puppetmaster sick.
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Maybe the house wanted to torture the tenants. Maylything.

He didn’t ask because it wasn't in the math.

And using that crazy person’s math, he was tryingnéke sense of the numbers flying at him
even as he was flying through dimensions, out efstiomach and into the skirmish. For all he
knew it was part of one long, unbroken equation.

So he carried on.

The house put these thoughts in Saw’s head fdny?w
“Why are you telling me this?”

LOOK AT IT!It screamed.

“Was... he sick?” he asked the nothing.

Why Stone Horse?

Back there, he was eight years old. He was starmthikgd in the bathtub. He didn’t know why
he was there. The adult recollection was bewilddredcouldn’t put every piece of his body
there; it wouldn't let him. No matter how hard heupded his fists against it, it couldn’t feel
normal.

He had to let it be. He had to watch from thred@scabove the child’s head.

Luxury was somewhere else in the room. He coulgkettcomfortable or let his guard down.
The scenario ticked him like a trick.

His mother walked into the room. It was white ahd s/as brown.

Fog carried her in there; thin, bracketed musiodééd kept her there. All they did was radiate
off heat. She looked like she had been cryindote you” is all he can vividly remember.
Maybe it was all that she actually said. OmnipreSaw fought against the creeping rain that
cast doubt on his own instincts.

Her words anchored him. She had always made saréaéhknew she would always be there for
him. His instincts told him she was the best mather

There was always some safety in the world.

But the Documentariangerelooking for something: a way out.

Their senses had become so twisted in the chanfiltieeiocreation that “out” meant some awful
things. When they met in secret their hands weénead¢ and shaky. They were talkin’ crazy.
While they were heavily guarded and revered forr tivepower, they were disrespected due to
their inability to actually do anything. They waagurposeless institution.

During these secret sessions they planned theirdmath. They yearned for their own
assassination attempt. They wantegefame quickcheme.

Out there in their secret rooms, they were remdread the reality of the matter: lives were
being destroyed. People were being murdered byiaspand the trail of blood ran all the way
back to them. Seasoned law enforcement types kmevarce of the thing, but the layman
would assume that the Godfathers of Documentanamisre pullingEvery. Single String
Ha.Ha. Ha.

Despite their public image, they had the delusibabsolute control. They forgot about what
went wrong. They made up what was going right.
All they needed, they thought, was the confidend®iiow through.



78

All they needed was someone to fire a clumsy shot.

Surely, nobody else would be truly calling for theeads.

They were untouchable and... nobody out there Bgtkrzew what was going on.
They said that.

She told him directly- she told him the world wasKed up. She said it more than once, without
cause. She said it wasn't fair; the world was maateof harmful electricity.

She told him that once he grew up and saw how st Wwa could always count on her. He would
always have to come back.

She couldn’t be hurt. She couldn’t be disappointed.

He tried to remember more. All emotion connecteldisochildhood had long since been buried
under the sand of his terrible actions.

He shovelled into the soil and threw it behind him.

It wasn't his serial killing that had him forget ese they were. Something swallowed him.

Her promise didn’t work cause she hadn't actuafigrbthere.

He remembered telling himself that. Then he stadtgding. And he never stopped.

Saw loved his mother in a way he would never allow.

He hated the Documentarians in a way she promised.

“He... was sick...”
And then...

Saw was already walking himself slowly downstapiached by the sacrifice, confused by the
action, yet aroused by the wallpaper. He trustsdbdy by that point, at one with the pilot in a
cockpit he had recently visited. The memory of whatvas thinking before he was gone caught
up with the present, but then was weighted accghglimfhe weight wasound inferiot

By the time it had worked itself out, Saw was anTi

Tim squirmed against the arrows in his back. Tlensron his head.

“Where... where is Widget? Whedid he go?

Saw stared down with pragmatic sternness.

“Widget is gone forever, yowaste”

“What... What?!

“He is dead youlrunk motherfucket

Scarecrow stuck his head out from the ruined Parlou

“Saw, there is something out here you should see.”

Saw blasted his finger towards Scarecrow’s faceehes enraged.

“I'm busy’

Tim clutched desperately to Saw’s ankle.

“What?! Where is Juice!? need to talk tduicer

Saw kicked his hand off angrily.

“Juice is deadjod damn i Go look for yourselfWhat the fuck do you want from me?!

“My eyeglass! My...my monocleHe had it! How am supposed to find it?!

“I don’t know! Maybe you never fucking had oné®aybe Juice never existed?!

“Juice took it'Widget knewWidget knew where... Juice hadgivd damn you!

“You're fucking pathetic!”
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“..00.

“Okay. Okay, wait. Hold on a second here.”

Scarecrow dipped around the corner again

“Mr. Kennedy?”

Saw snapped his head with fire coming out his eyes.

“Never fuckingcall me that!”

Scarecrow sank away.

“Answer me this, Tim with a fucking Bullet. Whatddduice look like? You saw himight?”

Tim began to breathe like someone in disbelief.

“He... he looked like a man. | saw him just... befdfie. looked sort of... like &roken.. ghost.
You know?It was him!l just saw him walking by! And... when | am makinggtry, sometimes,

| seehim there. And | can feel him watching me...”

Saw crouched down to Tim’s level.

“You ever heard the nambikury?””

Tim stopped breathing. And looked up at Saw. Jkstthis...

“Um... yeah.Once”

Saw sucked the saliva from his teeth and staretiycol

“Where?

Tim looked away and scanned his thoughts. He rdsgekdand on his head, just left of the bottle.
“There was.. Widget he said something. ling time ago. And then, every so often afterwards.
But not, like,anythingabout it. After the first time he just sort of¢ai to himself. As he was
walking. Walking to the basement.”

Saw grabbed Tim by his shoulders.

“Okay. | need you tohink carefully Shake it off. Okay? Listen to me. | think Widgeds on to
something. | think if there was a Juice, that he alaight, and not a bad guy. Cause there seems
to be enough people convinced of his existencasolim not even going tdotherwith it. But
this thing, thisd_uxury guy, | know this thing’s real. I've seen him. Ahd’s put his hands on me.
And | think you’ve seen him too, and | think thex@ lot of people getting confused around here.
| think there’s a case of mistaken identity, anelllya, itstinks”

Tim cleared his throat and swallowed deeply. Heégmeed to collect his thoughts.

“So... are you saying, that Juice might not evendad? That it's this..otherguy?”

Saw released his grip and fell back against tHmgai King of Mimicry.

“I didn’t... wantto think that, but maybe. Maybe this has all baénck...”

He leaned in close to Tim once again and begarkspgequieter.

“See, the only one I trust at all in all of thiswsdget. And what he used bee And when he was
sane and normal, he was talking about Juice. Andldsetalking about what goes on in this
house, with the most clarity I've encountered abhare. So I'm pretty sure they're separate.
Problem is, maybe everyone else has it foggy. Yawe”

Tim nodded slowly- uncertainly. But then he shapkurrowed his brow, and;

“No... no, no, what do you mean how he used to be? You wereen here. How do you know
all this?What.. | don’t get this.” He was shaking his head drumie

Saw climbed to his feet.

“I can’t tell you right now. Just. start thinking Try to remember anything you can about
Widget, and this Luxury thing. Any conversationsiywad, or anything that seemed out of place.
And Juice Just...do something, you know?”

And then he was away.
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Tim climbed to his feet, legs teetering, and th@asing on his breaths. Wouldn't let ‘em out.
He lunged at the wall, the bottle erecting fromgkde of his head clinking and dragging. With
the finesse of an exploding machine, he fell ihi lobby.

“I... It's in here.. Do youhear me?!

Scarecrow dragged the rest of his figure out ofpdwour to investigate whether or not his hands
were necessary. Tim smashed his body through theayawith Saw in hot pursuit. He tumbled
over Muhammad, whose inexperience with those thgog$iim on his feet with the quickness.
“It's in here! Juice had my monocle! Juice ysan of a bitch?’ll find you!”

Saw stood stationary in the hall and screamedmatal he lumbered into the kitchen.

“You fucking idiotHe’s... he’s in spaceWidget said imaginary people go to space to rot in
pieces!”

Tim stopped in his tracks and jerked his wholeddrack.

“You don’t understand... | needed itheed that monocléPast tense, present tense.

Saw operated carefully, as he should if he weragiled) a hybrid bomb.

“Tim... What happened to you? What happened to tpostic laments? What happened to that
reasonable mahmet when | first got here? What happened toging! could count on to keep a
level hea@ Just start thinking! It's just wine! There’s nmé for this, sir,” Saw implored.

Tim extended his jaw like an ape, encapsulatedrarmia and fury.

“You think this is a museum? Do you think | am onae million things?!

“Now Tim... weren't you the one who guided me arotinel house? You were-*

“Shut up!” he shrieked, “I am one million thingscayou knowthree! | can’t think like this!l

don’t know what to thinK!

“Tim, listen-*

“I've got to get out of here!”

He heaved Saw against the wall and bolted forribra floor. He dittoed to Scarecrow who
stepped out to impede his escape.
“Tim with a Bullet!

He rammed the door open with his shoulderpiecerameut onto new terrain. Saw was shocked
to see that the house had traveled, opening autibiack desert. He hadn’t even noticed.

Dusk hung low ‘n heavy. The house was sitting drilacasting a long shadow over the valley.
Mountains to his left painted a harmony againststhe the rock purple with thin red veins
tracking all up and down. The palette was purpd, and black.

Saw’s awe tasted of confusion as he switched badKath between the landscape and the
danger at hand. Tim was pumping a drunk’s dextéhnityugh his self. Nobody could match his
speed.

Tim’s feet kicked up dust during the poor man’sagec He panted heavily, eyes stressed closed
or hopelessly squinting. He shoved fear of hismaxitgation into the soles of his shoes. His
running was like the heaving of a pile and thelbatt his head threw his center of balance off.
He tripped and stumbled, but he wouldn’t let hirh&sl.

Scarecrow clung to the window and Saw stood omtheh, unable to think. His breaths were
much like Tim’s except coarse with hope unlogical.

Something, anything. Don’t do thiBlease don't let this happen.
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The PupperLord soared overhead and launched g @tiwires at Tim. They slid out from its
fingertips and snagged Tim by his feet, hands,reewk. The goliath glided overhead and
stopped once it was casting a blockade before grgeastures. He was within sweat’s reach
from the promise land. But...

He was hoisted into the air screaming before tleechanging expression of their principal bane.
A messy escapist. Somethiragything

Tim’s cries for help twisted into a gurgled deatfan@s the strings are pulled, separating limb
from torso and head from shoulders. His head sghsharply.

Blood poured out from the savage wounds, each piwet@nd fresh and oddly entrancing as it
hung. The spectacle lasted only as few momentsd#ie torn body of Tim the Bullet was
yanked out of sight, behind the house, into a plelcere the fantasies and pleasures of the
PuppetPlurocrat were undisputed.

It was over.

Thick drops of blood trailed in the air, strikingetground all the way along; right there at Saw’s
feet. Special delivery.

FADE TO CASH

Out on the roof, statuesque as ever, stood Po@aatimy, throwing vinyl records at the
dominating entirety of the ‘Lord. Saw had the wordsd the position, he even possessed the
means, and yet he said nothing. Saw watched frbadsg that felt sunken. Poolhall exhausted
his supply of records in quick time, noticing Saswwh below as he turned to leave. He'd seen it
all.

He was throwing records long before anyone died.

“I figured it out, Saw!” he screamed down, “You kmevhat you have to do too! | can hear it in
your voice!”

The surreal tragedy was befouled by the amazinglaedscape, alongside Poolhall Sammy’s
new liberating assault, a collision that struck Sawuch awe that he stepped back into the house
not sure of what to do next.

All the carefully laid plans deflated.

He shut the door behind him.

“Where is Muhammad?” he blankly asked.

Scarecrow stepped softly; soft even for him.

“He went into the Livid Room.”

Saw, not really having any idea of what he was glodghnifted into the Livid Room to look for
Muhammad, hoping to reclaim some sers®gything

One of the barest walls was manipulated, distodkdngedmutated’sthe best way to describe
it. Come to life.

Stretched across the midriff of the wall was a gararly mouth. It grew organically like a fist
pressed against thin rubber. The teeth were clanggedher tightly, looking like cuts of wood
and fiber, sharp but misshapen. The lifeless Iabelomen of Muhammad hung from the teeth,
blood splashed on the enamel, his hands limp &sldds. The skin, the bone, and the meat was
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pinched as it connected with the unreal jaws.
The morbid truth was that the house ate Muhammad.
The third fatality of the parabolic minute.

Saw, possessing then more than ever before askf@énd, turned to Scarecrow who was
standing close behind him. They huddled togethén@snly sober minds left.

“What did you say to him?” Saw asked

“I told him that he had to go back into the houstn be recycled. | believed it was why we were
not moving.”

“You may have been right.”

“Nobody is as troubled as | am about the passinguiammad. | believe he might have been a
prophet. My prophet.”

“No you don’t. You're too cool for that.”

“I believe what I'm saying.”

"You believe in a lot of things, and none of thesoks normal cause, and I’'m running on fumes
here, you're a scarecrow who'’s probably centurlds o

“With experience comes change, and change is good.”

“No it's not. Look what it did to Tim.”

Scarecrow carried on like he’d had the conversdiefore.

“Sometimes change is like fractured suicide. Thatly you can’t understand him, get inside
him or believe what he says. All you can do is Watand listerat him. And learn from him.
Maybe he’s older and cooler than me. But | donitklso. | actually don’t think anyone can be
as cool as me.”

“I'll be cooler than you. One day. And when thaydames, I’'mcoming for you.

“The only ones who come for me are stupid women.”

“That was funny. What the fuck’s wrong with you?”

Scarecrow carried on like he’d never encounteratilibfore.

“An echo. Probably. With change comes death, anid death comes ghosts.”

“You have a haunted hat. | just explained it and gan’t shoot me down.”

“No, you're wrong. | am haunting this hat. You dumin

Saw bit his fist and looked away. He was, no doassuring himself that one day he would be
cooler than Scarecrow. Before long it was backusiress.

“What more of the encounter?” he asked.

“I mentioned this to him some time ago. When wekspan the matter | told him it was
necessary that he return where he came from, thibpgimed me to do so. | was met with stark
opposition, and might | speculate, fear...”

“I don’t blame him. Who would want to go back irtee boiler? Shut up. | don't believe that you
are faithful to this Muhammad at all. Stop.”

“What's this? You are making wild accusations...!”

“In fact | question your faithfulness to slaves!”

“I am non faithful to slaves. | used them as a rsdaran end. You are saying nothing of merit.”
“Is that so?”

‘L ltist”

“Silence? screamed Saw.

Scarecrow heeded these words but did not resigefeat. He knew what he was doing, and a
large component of that is giving frenzied youteitispace.
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Saw had few words in him. What world he clung tswpinning hard.

“It was... either man or madness that brought us,herased Scarecrow.
“Insane people go to space to rot in pieces...”

Scarecrow paused to reflect. The air was tekisiée tense

“Widget told me,” resumed Saw.

“Widget is dead.”

“He lives on as a proverb.”

Saw leanedight in the hellback, a triangle driving between Scarecrow andni¢dy, and there
Poolhall Sammy came into plain view.

“There is a murder most foul in this house!” heldes.

Saw snapped back: “Everyone knows what happened.upk’

“Shhhhhhhh.”.

Poolhall curved his finger towards himself repebtedingerly - hinting that he wanted them to
follow. He exclaimed this notion by returning temoom. The other 2 involved decide to oblige.
Albeit obliquely.

When Tim first met Saw, there were a hundred thimgsvas going to say. They roared in
circles, boring a ring down to his feet.

And in his mind, he said all of theiery quickly

He told him toget out Run awayGet as far away from the house as you daii!yourself. Kill
yourselfright nowotherwise you're in for a world of misery. | caaih people to love me.
You're being rewardedEmbrace theatreFuck as many women as yoan, boy! Follow me, I'll
explain it all...

When Saw didn’t respond to his thoughts he invergedtions for him. He invented and kept
inventing even after he was gone; the final timeypereciated his room.

He talked to Saw about why he carried himself glasly.

Who could understand if not Saw Kennedp®w there’s a man who knows the importance of
taking care of one’s stances.”

Most of Tim’s conversations floated upon a seéofgs that wer@ever said This whole ocean
was preciousnutritiousit was. They would have blown the thingde openmadearly.

But he’d learned that utilitarian discussions werge. Real people played games.

Real humans used poetry. But men diémiterwith poetry. They made peoplant it Hunger
for it. Saliva

He did it once. He showed Saw the attic. He explhithe well. For a fleeting moment he was
everything he should have been.

You should have heard whatasn’tsaid. You should have probed the depthiho$sewaters. It
was perverted; his entire demeanor was flippedhdad.

And then the downward spiral.

Listen to mel've seen it alll wasn't always like this. You look tired. | sawreaan split down
the middle, just from being left alone for an hdban’t touch the chef. Don't ever touch the
chef. You're likely to catcla germ!l believe in the sea.

| sail these oceans alone.
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Poolhall's Room was changed. All contents wereegljtall drawers opened, his bed flayed, his
walls dug into. He briskly halted and pointed te helf of brain dolls hanging to the left of the
window.

“Look...” he said, “Is there anythingifferent?

“I have not seen these before,” confessed Scarecrow

“Son of a bitch | wasn’t asking you themas 1?7

“Please tell us, Poolhall Sammy. We hawbiag going with Stone Horse. We want to save the
day before he does,” explained Saw.

Poolhall narrowed his criteria to 2 dolls on thel§lone fully formed like the others, one only
half a body.

“New andnew Look, brain dolls appearing out of thin fucking air. | shouldn’testo repeat
myself. So, what’s going on? Anything strange happeny absence? Anything you wanna let
ol’ Poolhall Sammyn on? If you're not too busgolvingeverything. Solving this Orwellian
fuckingpuzzle without me.”.

“Muhammad died. Widget disappeared. Probably soimerdhings | am overlooking,” listed
Saw.

“Okay was Muhammad, sagut in half? Eaten in half? Haéxplode® I'm working in measures
of half here.”

“He was eaten by a wall. Half of him is dangling and looking like an embarrassment down
there,” explained Saw once more.

“Okay, sohalf. That one’s Muhammad, nifty. So what about theotne? Was Widget, say,
covered in worms? Carried away screaming?”

“Widget... He threw himself in the well,” thrice plained Saw.

“How do you know any of this? Perhaps it's a dblttis only half formed,” stated Scarecrow, a
disguised persuasion.

“No, you see, it doesn’t work like that. It fiti$ works. It makesenseThe half doll lets us in
on it...” demanded Poolhall, now leaning in and exang the dolls with a private eye, “l don't
know what it’s trying to tell us. | smashed oneTom’s head. Maybe that has something to do
with it. Or maybe it was the meager trauma coupled the wine. Maybe I'm wrong. But I'm
never wrong.”

Saw tugged Scarecrow on the arm and gesturednteyashould leave. So they did that. They
left.

Scarecrow went back downstairs to do his thing. &awt to his room just like that.

He opened the door like a husband, and therendfllecount of small, haunted-up, shadowy
figures crowded over the Book of Words. It struchid cranium like a bat but didn’t get one up
on him. The creatures were built like imaginary tkeys with bright red teeth and no eyes to
speak of. He'd seen those eyes before, but nbieimgal world, and not on those bodies. He
connected the dots and the more he traced it beembre furious he got.

Saw shouted at them tgcat! and in return they cackled like one would expfeain a kitchen
cupboard. They spasmed laughter. He identified thiém, but at the same time, they weren’t
the creatures that he wanted them to be. The veayttinched over, and the way their smiles
made him uneasy, had him treating them like rahithals. He hated the possession, not the
children. He hated what that world had done to them

He stomped toward them and punted one into the Watllade contact with it with the constancy
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of gelatin. Tiny bones bent like cheap fabric #iedh ripped apart like tissue with the gel all up
in it. It was enough to scatter the rest; thoseaissthat scuttled between his legs and around him
and disappeared back down the steps, or down therhato holes. Saw tossed a blanket over
the diffused creature and forgot about it.

Instilled with a new sense of purpose, Saw scrasnibie documents together and resumes
reading. The pilot was full and tired.

In his head he was the savior. In reality he wagrdartunate, armed nonetheless.

He was about to turn the whole place into his ménitg range.

And...

“...deep in the basement, in what | have come to rataled as the Central Nervous System of
this wicked place, | encountered a hiccup. | meéhwihat | believe was an apparition escaped,
either that or a trick in the voice, the madnetgge-White. He called himself “St. Malcolm
Hundred.” He was the one who gave me the mostyl&te spoke with urgency leading me to
believe he was a mistake in the carefully perspiatern, the plot- the feeding. He told me of,
among other things, the end and how it would oddidden in the notes | left for myself, that |
was allowed to leave for myself, | wrote clues tlvauld let me, no matter how | manifested,
know what to do, what signs to recognize, and walegbns to take. St. Malcolm Hundred was
undoubtedly one of the tenants of this house, grtad name of “Dexidrus Machina”, one
whose disappearance caused a tidal wave of pardmermember when it happened. | don’t
know if they talk about it anymore. After he disepped, other people started disappearing, too.

Dexidrus was one of the strongest because he wies attack from the White, but he resisted.
We knew it was battling paranormal entities, butdidn’t know to what degree they were
ripping him apart from the inside. It was the fitiste we’d heard anyone talk about it, assuming
it had plagued others who just went insane angtranght into its guts.

One day he was taken away by insects, into thenfexste and never seen from again. Worms,
thousands of worms, came out of the ceiling andiéed) him completely. They were devouring
him to keep him docile as they slithered him irte tarthest regions of the basemen; places
where | have attempted to map, but failed becausest go on forever. Poolhall Sammy was
affected most by Dexidrus’ hijacking, triggering t@rratic and often violent behavior. It was
laying dormant, this | am for certain, but he wasedmined to use reason on this thing. Dexidrus
was the same. They succeeded mostly.

St. Malcolm Hundred, the reincarnation of Mr. Maehiwas aware of the inner workings of the
house, but neglected to disclose them. He thougllebhld see the whole thing through. After he
told me about the end, about a message kept baribé “BugHouse’s brain,” one that detailed

a sequence of events that would empower a creatitedesign with ego and bravery, he told
me about rebirth, about recycling, about digestitée disappeared before he was finished
speaking, which was probably the last of DexidriecMna being digested. | think that the
moments before being incinerated and disintegiayestomach acid, the brain was absorbed into
the very being of the house and he was alloweddje@ himself in those fleeting moments of
power through the house’s powers. He must havematto the house’s vocal cords, a system
that is even more unfathomable than the infinigt ffes in the basement. It uses this system to
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torture us, but | believe that every so oftennéas so compelled, they can take it over and...
well, I just said it.

That is only a theory. We'll see if | can achieliestwhen the guts of this place are destroying
me. | hope it will never come to that, but | kndvat it will.

I close these memoirs now because | can feel ThéeWdking control of the bones in my hands
now. | will attempt to reconnect with my memorigge | am taken by the house, and if | am not
taken by the house, | will try against every fibéthis new self | feel taking over to reconnect
with the house..ronsensicgl..This house has to die. This house has to dieh&Vve to kill
Nouveau King. We cannot let this spill overr... Thmuse has to die this house has to die this
house must rot this house must be left behind... @usisal)...”

And that was all he wrote.
FADE TO CASH
It's the evening and all things remain the same.

Saw turned the pages over and traced the famyliaptto where he was last writing. Just as he
expected he found a new typeface: Poolhall Samrhlfsparanoia was paying off

Intrigued but not completely sure he was trying¢ecomplish he read feverishly.

He jumped into it like a professional, he did.

“So your name is Saw Kennedy. | knew it. | hope o't expect me to flatter you, because |
read this already. | think Tim did as well, befbeeturned into a freak. We all know to one effect
or other what is written down here and the storgd¥t put to paper. His mind was wandering
near the end as you could tell, but truthfully heesviucked up when he went in. He never
disclosed his real name, so we’ve all known hir\égget, which is what he carved into his

arm. Ask him to show it to you.

My name is Poolhall Sammy. | am not a murderer ftwumany years | was kept in a cage. | was
kidnapped at the tender age of 24 and kept ined gtesson beneath the city streets for 3 years.
THIS MANY.

It destroyed my mind, literally and figurativelyh&re was a base of operations in the sewer
tunnels, and | was kept in isolation for most @& time. They were like a low rent, savage

militia. They were tall and slender with long arrilke stretched monkeys. | never got a good
look at them, but | remember their silhouettes rgfahe lanterns they had carried behind them. |
can only imagine what the lantern carriers lookleel. |

They jabbed me with poles and out of these poleesa a thick green slime that stole my
memories. The slime was all | had to drink sodfdn’t drink it | would die of dehydration. That
is what | figured at the time, anyway. | could feg} brain shrinking and ever since then I've
had a vivid sense about what brains feel like. ink&le of your skull is like the palm of your
hand if you experience brain shrink.
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They eventually began replacing my body with aniared machine parts. | still don’t know why
they were doing this. They employed huge apes lebme down while they took apart my flesh
and bones. | wasn’t given any sedatives, but nutdilating brain bore the weight of the pain like
waves in a hurricane. The apes touched me inagptelyrbecause all the apes they employed
were corrupt. It was the most terrifying thing Iietworld. Somewhere between the apes and the
thought-control slime and the sewage | must haseddit of my mind. | went a little crazy, they
said. That might have been their purpose. They nthighe been trying to drive the man out of
me.

The moment | began regaining full confidence wasrtoment | turned into an enemy of the
state. The apes let their guard down, or they wargged or dying. | don’t know what

happened. | had found my way into my captors’ labwty and at my feet was a suicide note. My
hands were covered in blood. | don’t know if tligenwas legitimate or, you know. All around
me, in the heart of their mad experiment, weretshemd animal shaped cookies. Recently | have
begun to doubt that they were scientists. | thinkaaptors were bored geniuses. | think there’s
enough evidence in this world that powerful pedpbe become institutions become as stupid as
stupid idiot Tim with a Bullet. There was nothitiggy gained by transforming me into their
murderer. In the end | was half horse and half nmecand half caterpillar. Surely they didn’t
entertain the idea that they could hold a centaarnwmachine.

Who knows what they were thinking. | couldn’t thifkobody was thinking like regular.

| found no trace of the apes at ground zero. | gtiesy must have escaped into the sewers. They
knew what | would do if | found them. For all | kmehey were flushed down there as babies. |
like to think they're riding alligators.

We do have a lot in common, don’t we?
How many people in that world needed to die fordatlon? How many murderers were created
by mechanics who thought them absolutely necessary?

I never married and never had a kid. | drove a nm&ch got my name from when | arose from
the underground laboratory. | followed the clogest | could, feeling my way through the
darkness towards clean air. It was a ladder tmatied out in some sort of bar, beneath a pool
table. | lifted it up and crawled out from undertiethe thing. An Irishman with gout shouted
“Poolhall Sammy!” from across the bar and | kepiWe became fast friends. It was then that |
began to drink a lot. That’'s how | know my wine. #idn’t ask me where | came from. He just
asked me what was on my mind. | told him he wasrtbst ironic guy in the world. He’'d laugh
and drink a shot of something muddy. Walking betweerlds makes you quiet, and he
understood that, and despite all the dark truthsdseapparently comfortable with, he still found
time to laugh.

| am hearing voices now. | lost myself a while agal | think | am going to lose myself again.
When you don't listen, you’re vulnerable.

The White, as we called it back in the day befoeskwew what to call it, reeeeeally. Some of us
took up where Widget left off. We all read it. Wielead our own thoughts. We stopped talking
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about it once the arguments turned into feuds hed brawls.

The White is the remainder; the screaming of trdppegested minds. It's still going. I still hear
some of Dexidrus in there. He doesn’t say anythieny, though.

Two things: either he’s been in such a world ohpatithis point that it's nothing at all, or
they’re merely recordings of echoes being repefmtedur discomfort. To hell with all of this. |
don’t remember killing but I'll re-learn quick ihts thing doesn’t clear up soon.”

“He did not paint a flattering picture of me.”

Poolhall was standing over there in the doorwags@nting with the air of a scientist, depressed
into it as he had been for a generous allotmetitrd, watching Saw read, sweat, and love.
“Are you finished it?” follow up.

“l... yeah. Unless you have anything else...

Poolhall Sammy eased himself off of the doorway @washted himself entrance. He was Classic
Saw.

“He was under a lot of stress when he wrote iedrd him screaming at night, | heard him
banging around during the day, whenever that ignatre decided to fall into a coma, | suppose.
He must have let it happen. When he came out sfrtldm he was heathen; whether he was a
tool or a victim | can'’t tell. He stopped gettingrge. He was on some plateau of madness.”
“How long have you mused on this?” he asked Poblhal

“Too long, but... I worry that it’s still not long emugh. It must be either of those two; | don’t
think | am missing anything.”

Saw explained thustly, “He made you out to be asteramongst men. He seems to know what
he is talking about. He still did, up until his tea

“True, true. I like to think it was the White makitim paranoid. And it just got too bad. It kept
at him in a way I've learned | will never undersdan

“I believe that you are a dangerous man, Poolhathi@y. Widget believed this too. Don’t come
any closer.”

“I don’t want to. You couldn’t make me if you triethd had a pistol.”

“Don’t challenge me. | have done worse to betteok at my teeth.” He sneered his teeth like a
proud dog.

“I don’t want to hear about your undoubtedly sordast. Nobody in the universe is going to ask
you. Nobody wants to hear it.”

Saw died a little bit down there. He wrapped higgliaround his broken heart.

“Why did you attack Widget, then?” asked Saw.

“I tackled him because he attacked Scarecrow wiedmolted out of his room one grave autumn
morn. It was the dawn of a new day. | saw he hadec’'Widget’ into his arm.”

“I wish you’d write more. You left gaping holes your story. Tell me about the good times.”
Saw leafed through the pages and reread what ieagded at him.

“I didn’t write it out of coherency; | wrote it asgesture of good faith.”

“When did you read Widget's notes, then?”

“Not long after he left his room for good...” he éajmed, “I didn’t fully understand it at the
time, and a lot of | bet | won’t understand... bahihk you do.”

“l... do.”

“Well, now we’re married. You might as well help rhe
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A light exploded in Saw’s head. He let his eyes deardown.
“...Have a curioushought’

Time stopped and bubbles of raw sewage hinted approaching storm.

Steps were suppressed. He was downstairs on thevepee Muhammad did his work. Poolhall
was watching from the first step.

Saw snatched up the only evidence of Muhammadsepiee- the abandoned headphones - and
threw them upon his scalp. They were jacked insilidvarm, whatever that means. You know.

He sat with Poolhall, casting a shadow over hinvitighad close encounters with tiny shadow
chimpanzees he felt a chill deep in his gut thatiléke something was present that should be
expelled.

Listening,listening listening.

There was a code stampeding through the cableeVnere sounds, noises, and signatures...
clacks and hissing; what sounded like an audiopégnged backwards while engulfed in flames,
blood splashing against sheet metal... nonsense, jjumik

“| appreciate you telling me your story,” said SemwSammy. Correction, confessing- over the
noise.

“Companionship helps one get through this. | wésead of Widget's,” returned Poolhall.
“What happened, then?”

Just a moment...

“I was different for awhile. It wasn’t my fault. Was theapes’

Saw processed the words but gave no inkling tha& Heing so. Poolhall interruptd what should
be beautiful silence with:

“Did you hide any of the bodies?”

Saw ran the tongue across his teeth.

“Some of them, but only a special few. | buriedvany of the children as | could. | buried the
bones and ashes. | left the men to rot. | hid tbmen.”

He cleared his throat.

Who was he fooling witlpart of that?

“Did he want the women to be found?”

But then Hust then— he heard something familiar. He heard a drorangaving... Saw heard
what sounded like a credible voice piping in.

There was: Widget’s voice caught up in the statid erashing.

“I can hear him! can hear Widget'he announced triumphantly. The rising of his wowas
powerful enough to hoist th’ stiffest chests.

Scarecrow batted nothing and Stone Horse was tkeven there. They were paired up like
employees of the month, off doing something else.

Poolhall let his attention drift off, wondering hamself “I wonder if Muhammad really
accomplished anything...”

In a moment of Saw-like enlightenment, he boltooveér to Muhammad’s chewed body and
examined his hands. Success hit him like a spe¢dBoawled on his hands were words written
in fabulous ink. He grabbed his right hand and litelgh to his face.
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“In the (?) catacombs | find ugly in how is tha}.(? Machina drops dead, Machina meets
(meats?)... There was screaming, screaming, so skrganml he stomach is alive with voices |
don’t understand but it's quiet | don’t... | lookedto (?) and saw wonderful things... he said
crawl, wooden people, crawl, and | believe him.. where are you going with this (?) you see
the absence of humanity yields white...”

He grabbed the left hand and read:
"My baby.”

He grounded his foot square to the wall and ripppechands away from the teeth, frantically
snapping the bone what bended like a sapling. Bime Blid around against the muscle, but
wasn’t going down without a fight. And it foughtdhit lost.

With gored appendages in tow he jogged back to\8agvwas assuming a very
Muhammadesque esteem.

“I found something you may be interested in,” ijgeted Poolhall Sammy.

“Just a moment-“ waved Saw, “...I can hear Widget..ddgs he’s merged partially with his
devoured self... but. Butttttt...It was not as he imagined.think...”

“Shame, although | never liked him so I'm just saythat for your benefit.”

“Oh yes, I'm well awareOooooohyes.”

Poolhall’'s eyes, for the second time, flared ughvaitilliant novaes. Slow at first, but the picture
of exponential. Parabolic small numbers. All ughare.

He placed the severed hands at Saw’s side and baok upstairs to his room.

Saw, on the other hand, wasn’t looking down, fomas boxing timelrish style

Widget shouted frantically through the riot, stgtoiearly that he was in the stomacta the left
of the brain as close as | can téll!

He also confessed that he will not be able to neahthimself as a specter as “St. Dexidrus...
wait...!”

Saw pressed the phones closer to his headboneoandrtrated with all available senses.
“There is not..much timeThereis notmuch timelListen closelyKeep the Book of Words
close... The House is a creature and shefeenzy!lts hearts are beating rapidly! This will be
the final time! | will not have time or the strehgb speak for much... | will not have time to
speak for much longer! | can read its thoughtshlkaee deep in the lake of dead!”

Widget'’s voice fell behind a masque of static ardtimgs. Saw threw the headphones against
the wall angrily and fell on his back. As soon addid, he fell under a spell. An unnatural sleep
over took’d him, like sandy hooks pulling his eyssed.

His’s Mortal Coil was liftedup andawayand Saw’s mingplummetednto a bottomlespit.

He didn’t land as much as he righted himself imewm.

In the center of that hijacking, Widget materiatlzposture correct and atmosphere void of
tension.

“Saw Kennedy...” he prophesized, “The White is comafigr you... | am going to try to get it
out of your system, but this is the only meansvehi@ speak with you...”

“How did you know my name?” asked Saw.

“I am inside of you. | am absorbing all your infaxtion but | assure you it will leave me once |
am baclkdownin the acid. | can’t do anything much.”
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‘I don’t know what to do! Everyone is dying! Poolhia the only one | have left but | don’t trust
him.”

“Do not trust him, but you must rely on him becabsds your only hope. He’s been preparing
for this for longer than he’d like to admit. He’sigg to take something apart.”

“I'm sorry you died. I'm sorry you had to sacrifigeurself to send us here, and | do not fully
understand how you were able to do it. We’re alrhoste, aren’t we?”

“You are. The BugHouseSpawn is going to invadef&jlou soon and kill you, perhaps torturing
you beforehand. | cannot say for certain. He’srledra lot about his body, but he’s going to
experiment on you before crossing over.”

“I hate this puppetmaster. | want to kill it.”

“You must destroy it. If it spills over into therlg@’s reality it will do awful things. It is
unnatural.”

“Why do | need to keep the Book of Words close? ighy so important?”

He struggled, squinting every eye beyond his base idake sense of Widget’'s words.

“The Book of Words is something stolen from the Bogse. Poolhall knows this, Scarecrow
has a vague idea, but that makes him understémadtér, and he knows it, and they will tell you
the same but not know why. Know that while the BobkVords is in your hands the organism
will be agitated and anxious. This is to your... Hérie

From unfathomable depths, from behind Widget th&regamed: “Don’t get in that phone
booth!It'll send you to the middle of nowhete!

“What in the hell was that?” asked Saw, his innathmorphed into a broken puzzle.

“It's the White. | have to go. It's going to dig e into you. There’s no time. | am being killed
slowly.”

“Widget, | am going to murder everything for whaey did to you.”

“Don’t regret a moment of it.”

The hooks sprung back up out of sight, allowing $@aweturn to the fingerquote real world. He
exhaled softly and made sure he could feel his body

He then sat up, pitched his head up at the ceitind,screamed:

“WIDGET! | SALUTE YOU!

Scarecrow poked his head out of the kitchen.

“Some of us have work to do.”

FADE TO CASH

Saw, in swift retaliation, poked his head into kitehen to witness Scarecrow mop the floor.
The makeshift man paused to address the visitor.

“Before you ask, | am not enjoying myself.”

Saw launched across the freshly waxed floor andddrcoyly on the table.

“Scarecrow, my oldest frienehy are you cleaning?

"There was a murder here. It is unsanitary. | ggme the Book of Words, correct?”

The cupboards shuttered unanimously with what seditile tin can cats heckling.

“Yeah yeah. Scarecrow, what can you tell me of Stoneséis studies?” He was more playful.
Scarecrow mopped without interruption. He knew whas going on.

“He is compiling an equation. Through this mathidits me, he will save the house, and us by
proxy.”
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“We’'re not trying to save the house! We are tryiagill the puppetmaster and destroy the
house!”

Scarecrow stopped mopping.

“Someone had better tell him that.”

Before the sentence had finished Saw was, in hislntéaring Stone Horse a new something-
whatever he cherished most. Whatever he held ahlbetse would be ripped out and replaced
with something awkward arglrning There was a map manifesting on how it would beedo
Takin’ it!

When the sentence was out, Saw was there in the hal

Stone Horse was standing, as he always was, bsi®samashed window and stressed wall, a
pile of papers at his feet. He had his coat backuich made him easier to confront.

Saw burst in and began stomping and kicking thersagll over the room. He made tantrum his
mission, and then his art.

“Stop it. Stop doing that” insisted Stone Horse.

“You're doing it all wrong! You're trying to savéné house®What is wrong with you?

“Why should we not? What else is there?”

“There is a world! There is a universe outsidehi$,tthis..fucking bubbleM/e have to kill the
puppetmaster, I've heard it from so many people, lyaveno idea’

“I... kill it?”

“Yes! It is going totorture andkill us. | understand that you came from inside ofd Bhave
taken this carefully into account, but nobody cdmasyou, and surely it does not care. It's
somethin’ twisted.”

“I don’t understand.”

“Then start! Start understandin’!”

“You... Why would you kill it?”

“Some stuff needs to be killed! That’s how the wionlorks!”

“No. No.”

“My world does! The better world! The world thisinly wants to get into and fuck up! And it
wants to do that cause my world’s better! Trustanehis!”

Stone Horse scanned the mess of papers at higlisdiead pivoted around to signal his
contemplation. Saw was fucking tense.

“I... will have to alter the... parabola, but it showldange nothing...”

“Are you sureBe certain nowWe’re working together. A bunch of people havedddaed | need
your head in the game on this one. Use your fuckitigcking maths.

“Yes. Yes.”

“When we get out of this | will treat you to somammer of pastry.”

Saw was all about the exit, but stopped by thesstai

"I'm sorry | stepped all over your papers. | hadeal spell.”

He put a hat on it and went back to Poolhall’'s room

He barged in with drastic sickles on the mind. Rathlhad been hard at work, drawing on the
walls, and painting on the bed, and stabbing afltioe. Y’all.

“I saw you throwing records at the PuppetLord earli what was going on there?” asked Saw.
“There’s a spy... there’a spyin thatthing’s eyeand it keeps fucking passing by my window
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and looking in. | don’t know what his story is the’s got binocularand fuck:

Poolhall held fast; thrashing and stroking likerazy man. Saw held the hands behind the back
and perused the room like this:

“So what's up nowPainting?

“Yeah... | don’t know, | just got the urge to stadipting. All these ideas are coming to me. It
feels like they’re pushing up against.... Againstimaad see. | should find this bad but if | don’t
get them out they're going tall me.”

Saw stepped closer to Poolhall to get a view oftveavas painting about. It was what looked
to be a house, unimpressiyeu know scratched and scraped- with a sad face underiteath
“This painting is awful'condemned Saw Kennedy, “What's driven you to tg@a

"l am beginning to hear and see things. This istwiy are telling me. | think it is a riddle. |
wrote most of it on the floor...”

“Do you need help solving it? Wait.”

“No, you have to keep everyone together.”

“Everyone is dead. No, not everyone, | don’t mdaat.tStone Horse is negligible and Scarecrow
is always.”

Poolhall reassured nothing and denounced no négativ

The headgpassed by the window, and then: Poolhall direS&dg’s attention to a man standing in
the Puppet master’s eye. He was, in fact, holdingdulars and spying on them. It was only for
a moment, obscured as a fingerprint of black atidwebehind the complexities inherent in an
eyeball. Saw stretched over to the window and, witace full of fury, proceeded to scream:
“You're fucking dead!

Before long the moment was gone and the man wasd@way along with the rest of the
abysmal creature.

“I don't believe in evil,” Poolhall.

“Apparently evil doesn’t believe in you” Saw.

“Bad people don'’t suffer.”

“You'd be surprised.”

“I’'m not trying to convince you. Don’t you understhanything?”
“I understand the necessity of denial. Now moretéeer.”

Poolhall redirected what little mental alertnessétained back down to his art.

“Does any of this make sense to yduy of it?

Saw leaned in closer to the painting.

“To be honest with you I think we know all we ngedknow. Right now this BugHouse is trying
to confuse us and mock us. It seems totally asshegdve will die. It's after being up to
something, man! We’re on the clock here!”

Poolhall snatched the painting up and climbed loetwindow. He hopped across ledges and
hoisted himself onto the farthest roof. Saw scraahhip after him, not completely certain why,
but nevertheless empowered by Poolhall’s recklessrighe PuppetPlurocrat swimm’d through
the air like a bewitched dolphin, sent to hell,tdgarck, crammed through an organ grinder, ET.
It rocketed up towards them and saileds over thesids, peering down devoid of expression or
emotion, effort, whimsy, or fancy. Poolhall hurlga painting at the

‘lord like a discus.
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“Is this what you want you fucking son of a bitdh&vear to god I'll kill you?

The slab of art snapped upon its flesh and felldomthe dirt.

“I'm not playing your fucking game! Get the fucktaaf my head!”

Misguided, yes. It was not the PuppetMaster irhle&d, but he was in the right book so Saw did
not correct him. He stood back in quiet, unadutegtaplendorY’all.

A whip from one of the ‘lord’s dangly fingers flesowards them and sliced across Poolhall's
leg. It was a clean cut; quick and hott. He wasdloav in shifting is body weight and crumpled
to the rooftop.

Saw paid no mind to th’ fortune of Sammy still kfeag, but rather worried that the
BugHouseSpawn was learning how to play with prey.

Poolhall was too old to thrash and kick. His legwasevered, but surely not able to function. A
clean gash wound over the thiglofresh that the blood wa® slow to react. It might as well
have been fresh water.

Saw supported Poolhall on his shoulder and cahimdback inside. It was not easy by any
stretch, but Saw was not about to allow the Puppei€at one more notch to his staggering
ego.

This PuppetMaster was quick to the learn. They weténg graves dug.

FADE TO CASH

You know how the woman died? Her th’ ghost eyes.

He was standing by her side because he was stubk past. Every other square’d area yielded
something that subtracted from him; he clung tofémeiliarity of she who gave directions. She
was the only one who sounded like she knew whawsisetalking about. He waited for her to
say something. He didn’t do what she saldl-em - cause he smelled something fishy about
the whole thing, and he didn't like it. She wasduwog her cards through her chest, out her back.
He wanted a clue; something else to let him knowtvehe was getting at. He was hunting for
that scope.

She was held hostage by the air that made himtotguobic. She was motionless and that was
the only conceivable reason.

But then...

She ran her hands up and down one of his armdceegin’t matter which.

She lifted it up and he let all the blood draimfrin. The displacement went right into his pelvis.
She rested one hand on his upper arm and usethidreto handle his wrist. She bundled his
fingers into an awkward fist. Her eyes were lockachis.

She put the hand up to her lips and opened herhmbleatr eyes were still kneedeep in his.

She heaved the fist into her mouth and simultarig@h®t her head forward. His fist exploded
out the back of her head like a shotgun blast tagaous range.

The teeth bent inward and went out with her tongee wall of her throat, and most of her brain.
Her eyes rolled back and saw the hole. That wakattehing she saw.

Or so he figured.

She was hanging off his arm like an ape on a traedh. Her body curved back and forth until
he forced his hand back the way it came. She creainph the floor and let her minerals spill out.
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That was enough of that “he thought.”

He swoopted down to the table where the 2 gentlezaered their graves out with grave
emotions. He took ahold of one of their heads ~skef the one on the right — and started
smashing it into a pool of blood that looked like Chinese symbol for “decadent rest.” He
wasn’t even thinkin’ about it. One was dead. He twight on over to the other; he was still
talking. He bashed the gentleman’s head in theteseame way. The word of the minute was
“glory switch.”

And then it was curtains close on all those peoples

And then he waited for something to happen. “Shawine grand finale.”

Saw Kennedy heaved Poolhall Sammy through the wirfdame. He left him on the floor and
hear’t no criticism for it. His rest was short ldjeunfortunately, because no sooner had he let the
nerves in his neck kick back, than this: the windeas violated by 4 gigantic fingers. They dug
in like the nails of a deranged beast.

The giant’s hand grabbed the inside of the wind&e & latch and began tearing upward. He
made a complete mess of the roof, peeling it awily wngrace buabsolutepower.

With little strain the wall was split and the romés gored. It was with such momentum that the
debris and guts was launched out with the detac®aaie of it came raining back down.

The two of them made no claims to bravery when dangs in effect.

Saw scrambled to his feet and dragged Poolhalstadspectively. War buddies. They put their
arms over their heads to defend against the showéiis of bloody drywall.

They both shoved the pain into their shoes, whesas landed against piles of viles of sadness
and doubt.

Fleeing down the hallway, swaying back and fottlejitonly choice of escape was the lower
floor. They had to head down; enemies lurked eveeye else.

As Saw limped under the restriction of Poolhall $&yis weight, he couldn’t help but notice
that the walls expanded and contracted as if bieifftefed and deflated; as if inhaling and
exhaling. He paused only to place his hand agéirsttonished to find it damp, nearly moist-
nearly humid. Wiping the grime on his pants he beha arduous task of assisting Sammy
down the steps.

It wasn't as difficult as he anticipated because®g let himself fall. He was a tough lad. Don't
worry about him.

Of course Saw forgot the Book of Words in his ro@hcourse this alarmed him. It couldn’t be
any other way.
He ignored the objections of his fellow citizens|timg back upstairs and down into the hole.

Wishes in favour of the book’s disvalue went un¢ggdnhe was stuck risking body and mind for
a stack of paper. This was made into a startliafityewhen the BugHouseBaby made the
second pass over the second floor. Quick on thieh&aw barged into his room and
encountered, once more, tiny chimpanzee shadowchitkcted around the object of his desire.
Saw, having no patience for repeat bullshit, catrieean like someone disenfranchised. They
smiled sorely at him and got ready to rip at hgsleHe stomped and kicked them furiously,
ignoring the fingers that dug and splintered intlbgs. They screamed and laughed like they
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couldn’t deal with it. He screamed back becausknaev how it used to be, and he knew that
there was no way to bring the children back fromitlmess that turned them backwards. He
destroyed them because he was ashamed to seevhentiat way. His screams were turned up
at the end like he was demanding answers; theytdijly.

Their tiny bodies became smears that spread aorossof the floor, and up the wall, and on his
feet and up on his chest.

He brushed their slop off his bed and held the bxdoge to his chest. The house was shuddering
and quaking. There were moanings that were aketiihale death.

He removed himself from the room not seconds bdfedBugHouseBaby plunged a crippling
punch down through right where he was standing.fldoe buckled in, exposing the soft innards
composed principally of mealworms and fingernallsces pumped out. And then pus, and
bubbly milk.

He didn’t count himself lucky but counted himseHwcker for not getting out before because he
had to combat the debris spraying on his backa# mever good enough.

Not for Saw Kennedy. He could feel it soaking thgiatnis clothes and it made him anxious.

But you couldn’t get Scarecrow scared. He could hedl, but so could everyone; the wires
what pierced through the walls in the kitchen likgent whispers, betraying their entrance by
grabbing at anything and throwing it around themmoeplitting the walls in the process. They
worked like surgical tentacles, or lunatic snakekve electrical cords; extended digits
mission’d to wreck up the place.

The only time Scarecrow got involved was when tHes®lish, shadowy littl¢hingsclimbed
out of the basement and down the steps and obedditchen; fromeverywhereThey were
ecstatic. Whatever was going through their headahatever they had become or how the
understood what was going on, will remain a mysgsrjyong as sanity prevails.

They discovered the Parlour before long. Scarestowd at attention and grabbed one by its
stumpy, fat littlethroat as it leapt towards him. With no more than theasdage of leverage, he
hurled it to the ground, into what can only be diésd as androgyny of form. He cranked his
attention to rapt, as was the custom, and gotdnsl§iready to return onslaught. Half were
running up walls and the other half were tryindigmre out why one of them turned into
something else.

Saw himself was preoccupied with the little dewlith whatever infrequency he could muster.
While he scraped and clawed them off and away tiom they scampered away. They were
returning the sentiments he had expressed eaviee came out, and then some disappeared,
and then some died, and then some were pickedtbgether again. Some were carrying the
dead.

The unlucky ones were swamped by black flies, aedeally unfortunate ones were subjected
by a waterfall of maggots that spouted from a ciadke ceiling. A couple were carried away
like bags caught in the wind. Worms allow nobodyuack death- not even the fragile. They ran
around, screaming and licking, falling down inte ttesement and into walls and into
Scarecrow’s impressive foot.

Soon enough the Shadow Kids pounced not atetiie@ntsno longer content to hug and kiss, but
towards any accessible exit. The downward spiraiwaonfused by their weird wisdom. They
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went for windows and doors and any stray cracksyiletded fresh air. They were not without a
notion of torture. None of them could get out; s got to them first if they tried.

And there were bugs everywhere.

Their cries were like mice being crushed. Theirt$teps were like crabwalk. Their power in
numbers stripped away, they migrate to a cemetigpp\eerty; a place for the extinct. Very, very
slowly.

Saw soon joined Scarecrow in his neutrality, hisrdton drawn sharpishly to an axe leaning up
against the hallway leading to the kitchen; afgdin the other side. Ethereal needles plunged
into their hearts and pumped panic into them. Twese slaves to their veins.

Saw’s actions were quicker than they'd been singenassacre. He’'d carved a grave for his
brain, only to be used in dire circumstances. Whthbrain buried he rested his decision-making-
machines to the hands of lgst

Scarecrow pointethat facetowards the axe; the second time since everyitauged falling
apart, but didn’t motion intent, leaving it in thealm of Kennedy. Saw waded over yelping
Shadow Kids, swatted black flies out of the aid almawed worms off of his skin. It only takes
one...

Stuck to the axe there was a note that read: “hel|3
He knew what to do and his stomach pulled a bigeeelr.

Saw instinctively grabbed hold of the axe and sthitacking at the wall. The house shuddered
and moaned; a soft loud moaning turned soft, crayulip from the basement. Saw didn’t stop, or
listen, or unscowl his lips. He kept hacking, chiogpsplitting, andsplintering The skin of the
house was tough- wet and slimy- but it tore like’'dloexpect, and from the malicious wound
poured so many teeth. Hundreds upon hundreds thif $¢péled out of the hole in the wall and
onto Saw’s feet. Each muscle was a waralmmatomb that held leftovers. He rammed his arm
in and felt around inside. He had no shame in ntakigly things worse.

Granting him no prize, he thrust his high torsoitite hole and into a dimension of rotting
molars and weathered enamel. His scowl was songethanumental.

He shoveled out fistfuls of teeth, throwing thenaiagt the opposite wall, pulling himself deeper
and deeper in. Scarecrow, taking the initiativdeasler when one seems unfit, grabbed Saw’s
legs and pulled him out.

“We're too late,” panted Saw, “He’s been digested!”

Scarecrow released his grip on Saw and resumegraghtiposition. "I am sure he would have
wanted you to know what the house is a mammalttsetdyou tried your best.”

“I hate them!” he screamed.

“Stop talking, | know.”

“Widget you romantic fool!”

Binary Delusion was the idea of the hour. Wheroiirded.

If anyone else went after the books in the partbay’d be familiar with it. It occurred very
frequently deep in the sea or high in the sky.dtsociological handicap used by cripple headed
peoples.
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Muhammad, due to his religion, didn’t believeginosts He didn’'t even believe in demons.
Someone said thato him.

He wastotally incapableof grasping the fact of the matter. It was hidtfeeally, for not being
honest.

It was a textbook scenario: He was bewitched bygétid ludicrous ramblings disguised as
confidence. Who could blame him? Widget had disgliigp a ghost as something better;
Muhammad bitdeepinto it. Let it trickle down his chin and onto meck. Widget's reasons

were his own, but he owned them, delegating Muhadnasathe try-harder.

His seven hour brain couldn’t distinguish betwedratshe was told and what he wasn’t told. The
sum of this conflict was bawling. Kicking and sareag.

Binary delusion: one’s pushing itself up by pushiing other down. One ends up emerging their
head from the water or submerging it from the sky.

The one going up is usually the one what infechedather. Widget would have been the first
one, shoving Muhammad down by his head. Gettingpbittand finding the ability to make
mouth words with the mediocre of them.

If it weren’t for Muhammad, who knows what wouldvieghappened?
Not uncommon.

“I'm going quite mad,” confessed Poolhall, standihgre in the parlour. In his haze he
continued:

“Widget isdead.. but he would have wanted us to lellerythinginvolved.”

The giant mischievous face passed in front of threlaw of the ruined parlour; not so much a
window as it was a wider, impractical doorway €lt but a tremendous bellow sounding identical
to a tidal wave colliding with a meteor shower.

Poolhall continued...!

“I've lost my faith.”

It was ready for round second-hand. They all drdgpethe floor and began crawling out of the
room; anywhere else!

It peeled the walls up like it did before — likeniis doing everywhere. Poolhall was furious,
punching the floor as he crawled, tearing up hiscktes and causing his teeth to clench.

Saw made it to the hallway first, fully intent iad sanctuary in the kitchen, but was startled
backwards by a set of wild blue veins explodingfooin the wall and grabbing him at the face.
They were as thick as wrists and as primary asddoell The others — well, they had problems of
their own; there were things bursting out all ambtimem. The same veins came at Poolhall but
he was quick on the draw and caught them in higlh&oarecrow threw his arms up to defend
against another tooth spout coming down on him.

Saw'’s tension got the better of him when the vlihscausing him to overreact. He leapt away,
which lost him his footing and sent him staggetiagkwards into the basement. He tumbled
down the stairs violently like a Tim.

Still black.

Still taking without asking.

Still up to its old tricks.

You shouldn't...
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He landed not with a thudpt with a slamnot a splash of pain and dust and pills, bsdjaish

He planted a load-bearing hand into several inofi@giggling meat. Lifting his head he
encountered hundreds atibusandsandmillions of worms falling from overhead like death
rain. They squirmed on the ground and crawled gpdg. Mealworms and maggots and thick
meatyother onesstood up to greet him. Saw knew what they wardad,he wasn’t above
mashing them to make sure they died hungry. Hekaukkis chestpiece and noticed that the
book was absent. It was over there being eatevadtsinking in slow motion, and from above.
Saw swung and beat his way through the floor aablgrd it up once again, but not without
opposition. It took only seconds for them to ovketais arm, and sadly, several more seconds
for Saw to scrape them off. In a fit of frustratiSaw hurled the book down to the floor. He took
out many of their best men.

From the back of the room — the opposite end fioerboiler room — there were sounds of
indigestion. There was the sound of knuckled paugpdepeatedly into a liver. A shriek of
unimaginable decibel struck Saw in his temple.

It was the land of the wandering damned. Thosedceaint, well they wanted freedom.

But they wanted everything. They even wanted ehérgtthey didn’t have before.

Those who could. Want.

Someone vomited behind the bricks.

Were there people alive down there? What was cowuidgrom the drywall?

The bricks started falling over. They were coming io legion. The candles Widget exposed
prior were extinguished; they were nothing butakest membrane.

What the fuck was going on?

“What the fuck have you been hiding?”

He looked deep into it and saw a tiny robot walkirogm one side of the room to the other on an
infinite loop. The thing was stepping across thesrke it was an honest floor.

They trickled down form darkness and dropped omdogkeys, playing distant chords and
macabre arpeggios. He kicked so hard that he &k bgainst the steps. He carved the last of the
worms off his body and hurried back upstairs. Heestl on all fours to keep it serious, using his
legs like rocket propulsion.

Their sound was the sound of constant feedindnidfltouse had a soul it was there, in that
basement, in the form of one million worms.

“Go damn it!Get the fuck out of herehe screamed at his followers. He didn’t havefaet up
there yet but he knew more than they did.

The house howled in agony as the PuppetPluroceaeshhis fingers down through the roof,
through the second floor, and indeed down to them.

Blackflies were swarming in the kitchen. The cupbladoors were cracked open with an oily
slime dripping from inside of them. Something behihe scenes wouldn’t stop throwing up.
Tiny children’s arms hung out of thews thin as toothpickslragged out of some ill begotten
crack between reality and perversion.

Saw was past remembering; he lived in a world ofstant realization, but nothing could throw
him off his game. The ghosts of angry children lmaahoff his newly exposed chassis. Worlds
collided for everyone.
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There was work to be done.

The floor above them collapsed outwardwayward- sucking up from them and dragging out.
That smile foretelling things not of asynallimagination shone down on the fewtenants. So
they went over to the Livid Room, Saw supportinglRall as if it were nothing at all.

They all disregard the halved, handless man fabhimigof the wall. Then another, and then
another. Corpses were excreted out with everyteisgs Some were grey and malleable; cyclical
clay.

For a spell things seemed well. They were backexarcorner and never more alive.
Cancerless.

“Alright,” delegated Saw, “We’'re going to rufgst and we’re going to get back into the kitchen,
and we're going to grab whatever weapons we Kaives and... just knives, then. Then we’re
going to get out of this house and... | don’t knoinddesn’t matter. We’'ll think of something.
Bring cover. Bring one of those shadow kids if y@aun get your hands on one. Decoys. | don’t
know. We’re going to be chased by a giant psychuopatagine you’re running from it; what do
youwish you were carrying?

“It will pick us off. It will eat is alive,” anti-&plained Stone Horse.

“I don’t need your fucking negativity! You were agjgoodfor awhile there, Stone Horse! Stay
with it, youwantto live!”

“No. No.”

“Work with a muthafucka!” Saw ran at him and gratbitight to his padded shoulders, shaking
him angrily. Stone Horse had no recourse.

“Go get some fuckinknives? continued Saw, “I've gone too far, I've done towch, I've paid
money, and I'm not going to be taken back to H&ti!not going to let the fucking spinning coin
get the better of me!”

Scarecrow watched like everything was going acogrth plan, like his kindred spirit was
breaking out of his shell. His protégé was takimg teins, only the first of many takings, but the
most important, and the sweetest.

There was a pensive excitement all around him.gdedd forward, eager to see what

would occur. The more alive he felt, the furtherféaded to cash.

“There’s nothing we can do. This is a hurricanelled’ damned Stone Horse. Saw reacted better
to this than most were expecting, Poolhall halfleaning to hold him back. Saw released his
grip on Stone Horse’s coat and turned away. Heeddss eyes tight and ground the fury
between his pearly whites.

Scarecrow was cranking it that way.

“We all walk like we’ve been given a second chawe. all talk like we’re in control. We've

been through the wrong, and we’re... gonna fail #wed part... ”

Poolhall was quiet. Stone Horse was quiet. Kenmeglyt quiet. The tremors became so

powerful that they almost seemed necessary. Scavegave the world a man nod and collected
himself in the emotion of accomplishment he migist jhave well invented.

He stood up walked out of the room. Saw had notieedlistening, and noticed the common
ground, but got too wrapped up in his pseudo breakdo see him get up. BY the time he saw
what was going on, Scarecrow was nearly out.



101

“Scarecrow! What are you doing?!” yelled Saw, dighen’. His words bounced off
Scarecrow’s back blades. He was already turningdheer. He was already gone.

Scarecrow picked up the pace and headed for the llewas already a dead mile; there were no
more things to erupt. The worms cascaded over dhinwn his shoulders, and trickled down his
legs. They don't stick and chew and carry off itite midnight underfoot. He wasn’t the meat
they’d dreamed of. He wasn’t even the book thay'thbeen fooled into thinking was meat.
Everything that could burst had been bursted, aedything that could run had already run.

He punched the front door open with one outstret@ren and burst out onto the exterior — into
the dead field.
Saw was in far flung tow. He was fed upon by woeand took twice as long to do half the walk.

Scarecrow’s belly began to twitch. Something cative anside his thorax. He vaulted over the
corpse of the spy that once resided in the Puppsttvia eye. The thing was severed in half and
crushed, as if plucked out frantically. The thingsastill gripping tenaciously to its second set of
eyes; in the theatre of daylight, it became death, an object, like a chair or a head.

The PuppetMasterthePuppetPlurocrattheBugHouseSpawnt flew above him and winded
freely like a snake.

His belly begins to click; clockwork was what caaiere. It heated up and vibrated every little
bit.

The PuppetMaster took position before Scarecrowreached outard. He took careful aim
and spread his fingers. He had learned how thesdenk, and the things they have inside of
them. He was going to try something out.

Tick, tick, tick.

The PuppetMaster sent forth his strings and gralSoagecrow by each limb. Just like Tim.

Saw and Poolhall and Stone Horse had kicked thrthugklime and worms. They’'d avoided the
incident of what was stressing the basement daanynt the point of destruction. They left it
all behind them. Saw directed them forward, knovihngt one way or another, they weren’t
going back in there. He held tight to a bad atgtud

Tick, tick, tick.

The PuppetPlurocrat lifted Scarecrow high in thiedriawing the strings in, pulling him into its
left Palm.

Tick, tick, tick.

Fasterfaster The BugHouseSpawn began wrapping his fingersnarsuarecrow like a boy and
incest, like a vagabond to a bug. He wanted td.ddéa wanted to do it so ugly. It wanted to do
him so messy. Scarecrow threw a furious fingetsrdce.

“I’m gonna turn you into shit!”
Tick, tick-

The thing’'s hand was disintegrated by a magnifiexplosion, one that splintered itshis arm all
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the way up to his shoulder. Splinters of flesh flawt like a separating constellation. His chest
was knocked away like a door held in place by tputs. His neck shredded away allowing the
incredible flames to lick up through it and int hiead. Panicky jerks only lead to exponential
cracks and fractures by the force of it. The ghlgtumbled in mid air, attempted to move itshis
head, but extinguished the last of his strengthénprocess. Everything snapped as he tried to
save himself. Ithe couldn’t do it anymore; he pkadctand fell grave.

Ithe plummeted on an acute angle towards the bugghawoi fact, towards Saw and the tenants.
Instead of retreating into a beast in its deatbdbithey take the hazard route and break for the
exterior. They went right forward at the other ie§sw grabbed Poolhall and, with the last
fading embers of his person, hauled him into tHgpse cast by the fallen prince.

The BugHouseSpawn collided with the parent Bughoaisencounter that drew death on the
both of them. The house broke inward and fell eiranangled half-life of the once great
Puppeteer. It was still alive as it swallowed him 8hrapnelike bonecaved inwards and
snapped. Oil and mess squirted from burst artedesilky nondescript fluid spilled out from
wounds warm with murder. Debris spread outwardstespveb. Slime gushed out of select
orifices, worms slithered under the giant’s preseand you see, the breathing ceased.
They were going to die slowly. They were goingdaband be alive for all of it.

But they were going to die.

Just as had been promised.

He was part of the control; the only way to have it
FADE TO CASH

And so he was able to open the doors without beusgtaken by acrylic paint veins. He didn’t
know this before committing to it, but he felt tldithe had left to do was lose.

The doors were heavy, bysu know He swung them wide open; wide enough for two toen
walk through.

Saw was staring square at the same ol’ spotlightwblked out onto what felt like cold soil; he
shielded his eyes. He approached the spotlightvemd alongside it- ran his hand upon it. It was
supported upon a swivel device that was drivenweg grassy ground. He pivoted it opposite
and shone it on the landscape: he was standingematery at the stroke of midnight.

The ground was flat and darted in gravestonedgchirg out as far as the eye could see.

A few trees, but they might have also been giantleavringing at the sky in agony.

It was graveyard for infinity.

He looked to where he came from but it wasn't thveitbout the light.

He remembered where it would have been, and frenptbximity of the side of the house, there
sounded the scampering of tiny feet.

The monsters what crept outside the window wereingmfter him.

It was unfamiliar, between the present and futang, lost in the space between revelations. They
reminded him of what he had done in a previous litek before he became something other
than a man, back before he found himself someplace
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Reality triumphed through his dense symbolist maidm, but only because he took a breath of
its air that he kept in his pocket during a monwrdreation and desperation that was all too
human.

Despite their appearance, and despite the parératiavould overwhelm any normal person,
they were coming to help, because they were fangiereatures. How they exist was an avenue
where a billion peoples had wasted their time. Wigy exist was doubly so.

It was these creatures, and this moment, that chtbleepast out of his fingertips. Before the next
revelation came redemption. It was a brief reprigsfore the all too criminal test to come.

It wasn’t necessary, because better men have dorewith less, but the powers that be saw the
good in his soul, and no matter how aside it hashlaFiven by the madness of a casual world,
through the smiles of mystery kids, he was asstivaidbetter men can be made by their own
hands if given the right images. He thought so, fastl breathed harder and harder, and told
himself this with wide eyes while they crept towatdm.

His story would become everyone’s story, as anylons belongs to anyone. He would tell it

like this and like this and like this.

Something would beget something.

With one silent image.

All remaining citizens of the house made a cleaakifor civilization.

They crossed the desert channel under the ocdaniiks they were inside water.

The pulse of the World grew in glory before theies. The 3 survivors- Poolhall Sammy, Saw
Kennedy, and Stone Horse- stood on the brink eftib Only after leaving the theatre of
revengeWere they able to

What was not evil, but was a failed experiment ppgmfluencedby wickedness, relaxed and
died where their frantic footsteps began; this twewyld tell anyone who asked.

The flies disappeared into the mountains. The Ska€ids were gone. The ghosts were gone.
The worms took the PuppetLord as their provincelzeghn what will undoubtedly be a
legendary feeding. This they would tell the world.

“The three of them; they were the future.”

“Beyond this valley”, said Saw, “lays industry aaltithe glorious follies of man.”

“Is it home?” Poolhall Sammy.

Saw paused as if holding his breath under the weigtontemplation.

“It is the womb from which all homes are spat.”

“Home is dead, and we return to a tomb. It's a late to live for a bunch of shit people. Shit
bitch people like us.” Poolhall’'s mouth closed iatbalanced line.

The one tonne weight lifted; thrust up and awagtme geyser of clarity.

“It'll have to do. We're not invincible enough toedyet.”

“Idiot, you drinking reefer?”

“I'm drunk on the stuff of life.”

He let her disappear and rest however she wowavdierself to.
The ghosts had to haunt with the knowledge that Were able to be dealt with. They had never
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seen spectral pills; for the first time in perhép®ver they had to evolve.
She might taste the nectar of invincibility upoalizng the truth of what ended her life.

Dealt with a dirty hand; dealt a card drawn by aamaaring a shirt that read “them’s the
breaks.” His hands are beaten, yet lit up. His eyessunken, but lit up from behind lie a
lampshade. His nails are sharp, but there’s ageoygl reason for that.

People are able to rest in tombs. They say; teititmgthe people, like Medicamentia
Paenitentiamorbus, the chorus; the presence of @sadhat takes life, but orbits it and protects
it from the harsh unreality of the layers of deatfade real by the persistence of the tremors of
life.

Saw turned to Stone Horse, the scholar, a babyemettician, and some lllegitimate Son of
Wickedness; no past and with nothing to take omibid with.

“You enter the civilized world as a stranger anceaemy.”

The End,

Wicked Stripe

Dictated but not read.



