





SSSSSS
April 2017



VAMPS

GENERAL EDITOR:CONRAD LEIBEL

POETRY EDITOR: LEVIF.BINNEMA

FICTION EDITORS : EMMA SKAGHEN and DONALD KIMBER
NON-FICTION EDITORS:RACHEL LALLOUZ and TOM NIENHUIS
DIGITAL EDITION AND WEBSITE: ALLISON MURPHY

FRONT COVER DESIGN AND ILLUSTRATIONLIZ HILL
BACK COVER CONRAD LEIBEL
DESIGN AND LAYOUT: LIZ HILL AND CONRAD LEIBEL

Copyright VAMPS Independent Journal2016



CONTENTS
VAMPS A MANIFESTO OFMONSTROSITY

MY BROWN EYED GIRL
THERESA FAULDER

RE: RECTO/VERSO
DAVID ESO

GROUNDED IN MYTHOLOGY
J.R. LOUDEN

STEPHEN
ROBYN HOLLY TAYLORNEU

UNTITLED
ALANA SAYERS

OUT OF THE STORM
JUNIPERMAE GITTENS

PIECE
MELANIE OBERG

EVA
EMILY DRIVER

THEGARG® , %63 ! ##/ 5. 4
ANDY GOERTZ

THE GOSPEL @& JACK KEROUAC
ANDY GOERTZ

THE CAT
NICHOLAS EVENESHEN

THE RIVER
ROBYN HOLLY TAYLORNEU

RIBBONS
ROBYNHOLLY TAYLOR-NEU

ART OF THE VAMPYRE

FLY
CONRAD LEIBEL

10

14

14

15

17

23

25

26

30

31

33

49



UNFILMABLE SCREENPLAY 51
TOMAS ANDEL

BEOWULD AND GRENDLER 61
RAPHAEL RUTHVEINN

GARF 63
TOMAS ANDEL

THE GARDEN OF HEAVEN AND HELL: RELIGOUS SYMBOLISM IN THE BLACK MONK 67
ALLISON MURPHY

ANTI-#1 4 (/) ,)#)3- ). -144(%7 , %7)38 4(% -/.+ 71
KATE ADAMS



VAMPS
A manifesto of
M onstosity

The current Christian age cloaks itself in the masque of secularism. Popular western culture
presents history and its past in such a way that believers have built up a dichotomy between the

zeal ous, religious pastrelics &nd a seculsrpresent of Brime Binisters S a
and neoliberal capitalism. This is the lie that we have all been fed. The medieval period is used
as a catch all phrase to include everything fip

The glaring untruths of the current Christian ideology can only be apprehen ded one piece at a

time. The 19" and 20" Centuries reveal in cinema, literature and visual arts that no other time

period is as preoccupied with imagined demons, torture, zealous mysticism and cults of

authority. If a celebrity gets a new tattoo, waves of followers flock to their local ink {arish and
receive the blessing of the head of someone el
upheld as the highest value in political democracy and faith in the strength of belief often

elects politicianswhom we donodt | i ke very much (save Mast
Duke of Brooklyn). fAGeek cultureo has replaced
favourite icons and buy miniature statues, sacred texts, signatures and sometimes hairs or other
corporeal remains attached to these celebrities. The cult of Elvis is nothing less than a rock and

roll cult of sanctity.

The most disingenuous of all untruths upheld by the Christian world order is that Atheism is a
contemporary phenomenon and that there were no un-believers before modernity. This is how
contemporary Western powers mask their own Christian pretenses. The medieval period is one of
incredible disbelief. In the early period, pagan myths and legends had to be used to create

local saints throughout Europe because Christian theology did not appeal to most Pagans.

Many would resent my wuse of the term Pagan. n P
it did for the patriarchal church order in the early centuries. The term still generically re fers to
countless vastly differing belief systems that are Christianoform in scope. Is there a way to re-
appropriate Paganism from the establishment?




NO.
This manifesto discards the old systems of parody and opposition.

We discard Satan and Wediscard the gods of Europe.

Wediscard Internet Atheism, which is often nothing but a group of teenage boys who have just
discovered how to disbelieve and presume that it gives them social and intellectual advantages
over the rest of society. Pretentious and unprovable like Christianity.

Weflagellate all of my own religious theology. Pretentious WASTE of TIME.
Thanks for reading,
Did we waste your time?
Perhaps youbve been converted.

Love=blood=life=

VAMPS.

Neither the Victorians nor the Medievals canthmatalrrent obsession with blood, pain, mysticism and
monstrosity.

This MANIFESTO

DEMANDS MONSTROSIT
GIANTS, CYNOCEPHALLI,
ANTHROPOPHAGI, SUCCUBI,
INCUBI, CHANGELINGS,
CYXIOMOLGI, REVENANTS, SERREENTS
WEREWOLVES,
GOLENEd their paper scrabuls)

WILD BODIES




VAMPS.

THIS PLACE IS RESERVED ONLY FOR THESE.
MONSTROSITY>humanity

WELCOME TO THE
SECOND CYBORG
AGE

HAIL to Anton LaVey and his SATIRICAL
SATANISTS
For they have given a language of parody to
religion
HAIL Pope Francis for taking his faith to task for
its HYPOCRISY AND PERVERSION
HAIL SATAN
HAIL SATAN
HAIL SATAN
HAIL PAN for shattering divisions between the
BEAST and man
HAIL the BACCHAE for ripping things to

shreds

DAMN ZEUS for an inherited cult of rape
enshrined in wester n values
DAMN

1¢KS FTANRG $2dA R 0SS (GKS TemNBaRR2OGAZ2Y 2F WFYSa /' YSNRYQ&
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THOSE who CHOOSE to build a
WAR of CULTURES
HAIL THE WWE FOR A FUNNNNN TIME
HAIL FANTOMAS for the modernist cult of
v illainy
HAIL DAVID LYNCH for the lucidity of his vision
as a seer and prophet of the modern world.
HAIL MARILYN MANSON, DAVID BOWIE,
DANI FILTH, and PAGAN METAL because |

LIKE them.
HAIL BERNIE
HAIL BERNIE
HAIL BERNIE
ONLY he can BEGIN to dismantle the CHA INS of

SOCIETY and CULTURE
DAMN THE PHONIES
THEM

FOR THEY SMELL OF
PHONINESS (delicious , Sweet )

THE HOUND OF JUSTICE
CAN SMELL THE PHONIES FROM MILES
AWAY

WE TIE THEM TO THE END OF OUR SALTY
ROPE AND THROW THEM INTO

DUST Y. con eser6s

THE PHO NIES
DAMN THEM
DAM N PHONIES
DAMN A LL
DA MN ALL
DAM N ALL

| HAVE A GIANT SALTY PIT OUTSIDE
THEY WILL TASTE OF MY SALT

OR THEY WILL RECANT THEIR
PHONINESS




NNNNNNNNNNNNN
EEEEEEEEEEEEE
FFFFF

FFFFF PERSONAL
COLLECTION

(KEEP IT IN
DAWSON C




THERE IS TC

NONE AUCTOF
BUT

OTHE POPE®F

N@I’HIEIRY RISE

TO THE SEATS
NOR SPEAK FROM THE PU

OF SODOM AND GOM




My Brown -Eyed Girl
Theresa Faulder

Even in sleep, his ear is always attuned to the monotonous, electric lullaby of
the freezer. At night, the sound seeps from beneath the basement dar and laps its
silvered water over his eyes, his noseand his mouth. He curls his body into the
watery murmur like a foetus nestled in syrupy-warm amniotic fluid. It is the most
perfect sleep before death.

In the morning, he makes himself a pot of coffee awl stands at the window. It
Is shaping up to be a Nice Sunny Day. Unseasonable weather for the beginning of
November, he notes. He will share this observation with someone in the
supermarket today. He smiles as he sips his coffee, his dark secret like honeyn his
tongue.

He walks out on his porch just as his neighbour from across the street
AAOAAT AO EEO AOEOAxAU8 4EAEO A uihdedianiiAOr
hollow. He lifts his coffee in silent, neighbourly sympathy and prods his facial
muscles into the appropriate setting for compassion and sadness. The neighbour
stares for an uncomfortable second too long before nodding dejectedly in
AAET T x1 AACAT AT 08 (A AOEOAO AxAURUAAOEL
seeping into the suburban morning air.

He stands on his porch, sipping at his coffee, waiting for his heartbeat to slow.
When it does, he goes inside and rinses his mug.

He descends the stairs into the basement. He takes the wet laundry, pink and
sequinned, from the washing machine. Helifts it to his nose briefly and throws it in
the dryer. He pauses by the freezer, a small smile lingering on his lips. He taps his
AET CAOO 11 OEA ADAR OEOOWm8i ) O @AAN 1 U EO




RE: Recto / Verso
David Eso

poem in mitation of bookishness
for René Daumal

Daily, when the sun trades its crutches
for stilts, make hay!

For Tweedledee and Guildenstern!

Two friends who commiserate

foreign frictions in an altered state.
Florentine gelato

IT ' OEl Aumd OI 1T ¢OAn
British at boot and chin.

Tweedle, blurry his passport photo
spies shapes in Copenhagenean clouds
wherein two crows, relatives, relate
protests to each of the nearest breezes.

The moon drops, drops, drops and then it lands
what a wonder what wonder withstands!

The holes in our plot stopped-up, or fretted

over. The rest just this:
what should be and not should be.

Make way for Rosencrantz

and Tweedledunm

who never meet. Having only friends
they have none and have known

only black damask of fidive paragraphs.
So? Fit them to that alter.

00AOO OEA [ AOESO 1 DPAI

to the key-hole spot
in the middle

of your own

and only

back.




Grounded in Mythology

J.R. Louden
first published in Migratory Words Vol 4

We questioned everything

when we were stll freebirds

fiery and young

High as prophets

we ravenous few flew solo

on great and wide campfire wings

And gnawed loose

starving and half mad

from Liberty's Promethean bosom

the manifold inquiries of desire-unbound
And now

more afraid to fly than fall perhaps

we pigeon together on desperate psychic ledges

Our childish questing-why?

lightly fell away unnoticed

like night -times childish tooth

To be stolen

by P.R. fairies,

totalitarian swine

and the domesticating mythologies of parenthood




Stephen
Robyn Holly Taylor-Neu

Stephen. Stephen. Stephen.

He awoke suddenly. Tried to sit up. Fell back, poleaxed by a gutleep pain.
Eyes watering in the sunlight that filtered through the window. Stephen blinked
rapidly. For a tense twenty seconds, he gaped at the nearness of his feet, before
OAAT EUET ¢ OEAO OEI OA OxET DPAAEO xAOAh ET
OUOOAI EAA A PAAOI EAOh ATEI Al xEET A8 30APDP
Bony fingers pressed theglass. Gasps of colour, reddening leaves. One. Two. A third
(orange), was dislodged and spun away, out of the frame. Leaves. Stephen let his
EAAA £AI 1 AAAE8 (A OOAOAA Obp ET OI OEA Ol E
Massproduced stigmata.
leadA 08 /T 1T U A EFAx Al 01 ¢c8 4EAOA AOOOEAA 3
palms around a low branch. He hung back, resting on his shoulders, and walked his
sneakers up. Looping a leg between branch and trunk, he levered himself upright.
Bark scraped the soft skn of his thighs where the shorts rode up.

O 8 8 8 OAOAT h OE®h &Z£EOA 8 8 8 o

Stephen tucked his feet beneath him and stood against the trunk. He
stretched for a higher branch, stepped up, reached, stepped again.

O 8 8 8 Oxih 1T1TA 8 8 8 0o

StephenrestediE O OPET A ACAET 0O OEA OOAABO8 (A
laddered branches.

~

O 8 8 B8EAOA ) AiIilA8o

4EA T OAAOI U AT OO0 pOI OAA 1T AOOAAOGET ci U8 3

gathered thick strands of spit, mouthmatter. He rubbed away the maggoty threads
with the back of one hand. Turning his head, Stephen saw a white paper cup,
i AOEAA xEOE Adnd AdurAdDlaEkBe@dbsd Eva? Eve. The first syllable
I £/ EEO 1 OEA0O8O 1T Ai Ah OEA PEITAOEA AiI OA 1T
the window. W hat time was it? The sky offered no answer. Stephen turned his gaze
upwards once more.
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Cheek pressed to the bark, Stephen listened. A churn of traffic, not close.
Rustling leaves. He strained for a sign: voices, laughter. He squinted in the dying
rays ofsun. Although the leaves were scarce now, there were enough to ablate his
OEAx8 7A0 OEA CAI A 1T OAOe 30APEAT xi1 OOEA
.. He could almost, almost hear voices. Yes. Definitely. Maybe. Stephen adjusted his
toes alongthe narrow branch. Shifted a hip against the trunk. Maybe, he did not
care if the game was done. He could perch here forever. Here, drifting with the
OOAA3O AAAPh AEADPEOACIi AOEA OxAus 3EOOOE
He felt ill. His mot her would soon be here. There. At the school. With eyes still
shut, Stephen could see her.

3EA xT O1I A AA OEAAET C A EAT A ACAEIT 00 (
parking lot, landing across two stalls. Pausing to examine the iPhone in her lap
before shrugging off the seatbelt. Stephen imagines her charging into the rec hall.

O(ATTAEAG6 &OT 1 AAOheddad sisterdooks lip skips joyposty, CE |
I AAPO ET UI 661U ET O EEO 1 OEAOB8O AOI Os8
mother smoothsdl xT Al UxAU xEOPO I £ (AT 1T AE8O EA
His sister? little suck?» OAEAO EEO 11 OEAO8O EAT A AT A 1
coatroom.

)T OEA OAAOAAI 680 Ai AOGbp T1TAA 11 0AR 3¢
the ignition.

O7TEAOA E® 30ADPEAT e

O(A xAO cOOi bU8d

3O0APEAT 80 i1 OEAO OECEO8 21110 EAO AU/
O- AUAA EA xi1166 AT i A EITi A8o
O7A AAT 111U EIiI PA8SH

The air had turned cool. Stephen shivered and pressed his hip against the
AAOE8 (A xOAPPAA EEO AOI O dfelii®lughné&sg A OO
through thin cotton. Imagined the wood peeling up to receive him, folding around
his sacrum, his protruding spine and shoulder blades. Given time, moss would
blanket, then cloak, then shroud him. Stephen inhaled, tasting the crispnesf the
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air, redolent of dying leaves. Felt his diaphragm against the bark with each breath.
(A AT Ol A EAAO OEA OOAA8O AOAT AEAO AOAAEN
stomach reminded him that it had been hours since anything solid has passed his
lips; (this is not true, technically? the first bite of his lunch had, in fact, passed his
lips in both directions.) Nauseous most mornings, Stephen had managed half a glass
of milk and a handful of almonds before leaving the house. Had been looking
forward to the sandwich and apple that his mother had prepared, but with the first
bite, his stomach turned. Cheddar. Ok. Lettuce. Ok. Mustard. Ok. Wonder Bread.
Tolerable. Miracle Whip . . . treason. After depositing the unchewed mouthful into
his palm, Stephen peetd apart the layers. His suspicions were confirmed. Thick,
gelatinous, gobby, slightly translucent in a plasmatic, mucusoid way. Its whiteness
was alien, perverse. Stephen almost gagged again, noting how it coated the bread
and lay slick upon the slabs ofcheese. Carefully, he tucked the plastic wrap back
around the sandwich. His stomach burned and he blinked back tears. Was
immediately ashamed of his own weakness. His mother had simply forgiben. Easy
enough to do. Exceptshe knew. He would just not eat it Ok. He contemplated the
apple. It would just make him hungrier he reasoned. Appetite? Let sleeping dogs lie.
As those around him gathered garbage and swept crumbs from their desks, Stephen
dropped the fruit into his backpack. He ducked down and pretendedto rummage
through the bag while his classmates filed out of the door. Alone, he moved towards
an adjacent desk, pulled the drawer out as far as possible, and shoved the plastic
wrapped package towards the back, beneath a wedge of papers. Stephen slid the
drawer back in. He allowed himself a small smile.

Ten hours later. Gurgle. The rumble and burn gave him a sick satisfaction. His
mother is so concerned with what Hannah eats that she does not care if Stephen
AT A08 31 EA xI110608 %AaQdihgharfieh sqOddedidseyksht OEA
OEOO8 (EO i1 OEAOB8O pPOI £ZE1 A OxAi AAZEI OA EE

(A AT Ol A OAA EAO OI ATOET ¢ A EATA ACAETC
Moments later, soaring through the double set of double doors. She sweepsio the
large recreation room and scans for her children. Hannah, she finds immediately,
OEOOETI ¢ AO A O1T O1T A OAAI Ah EAAO AAT CI EI
(ATTAE COAOAI U OAI AAOO A AOAUIT EOTI1 O
resumes her survey of the room, the halfsmile fades from her face.

O(ATTAER xEAOA EO UI OO AOiI OEAOeo6 3 0APEAT 6
colour flees her tightly-drawn lips. Hannah shrugs out of her reverie, or just shrugs.

She packs the crayonsintte AO DAT AEl AAOA AO 30APEAT B8O i
supervisor.

Ch
EA
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Perched in the tree, Stephen felt suddenly, unbearably ashamed. The san
molten, yolky? sat upon the line of the horizon. Vermillion bled into violet,
darkened to indigo. By now, his mother would surely be here. There. There.

(AOA8 4EA OEAAO A1 O ¢ AAibPI U OI 30ADE
of his eyelids, he imagined that he could feel his pulse. His right shoulder and
collarbone were made of wax. Hard, fleshcoloured, sensationless. Stphen did not
bother trying to move his fingers. He craned his head sideways again. The coffee
cup was perched upon a stack of file folders and bracketed by a pair of spindly arms.
Drugstore variety reading glasses, built for a face somewhat wider than his | OE A O 6

30APEAT 80 EAT A0 xAOA 11T OETCch EEO EAAC
"AlTx EEih ET OEA AOOEh OEA OOAAGO 007 C
AT A COAAA EAA EAAAA xEOE OEA 061860 1 ECE
burst through the cage of branches. He soared up towards the ground.

13



Untitled
Alana Sayers

Seduce me in shadows
the point where it all began
hidden away

from everything | have.
Run your fingers along
everything in reach

let it be our secret

way to meet.
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Out of the Storm
Juniper-Mae Gittens

Behemoth rises

frothing at the lips

gurgling oceans between cavernous
jaws.

The sea has been swallowed,

the skies crack apart at the horizon,
Everything is Devoured.

This moment hangs suspended,
Salt water glistening,

dripping from his chin,

gulls caught,

above his open mouth,

their ungodly screeching
somehow silenced

for the moment.

This monstrosity,

shatters the surface of the sea,
dark body arcing

over wavetops and

causes the heavens to shader.




Piece
Melanie Oberg

They have locked me up in this tiny little cement room. There is a bed, a basin
on a stand and a hole in the floor. No window. A fluorescent light. It is so quiet that

- ~ ~ -

OEA AITTTA ET 1T U EAAA AAEITKA &slugGluskisteall BIO A (
the thump effect they do in horror movies.

3AOEAI 88AAOAAI 8

The same sound in a different word is called a homonym Jeff was havmg an
AEEAEO xEOE EAO8 4EAU Ai OE EAA A OOACE/
(she newer did like fruit loops). They actually may have not had anything at all.

- AUAA EO xAO OO xEIT AEAT 80 EAOA AT U0l

Serial and cereal are homonyms.

) xAO A OAAAEAO AAZAI OA ) OEOAx A AAO
OAAAEeb®

Every right, you little fucker. Like paying for years of schooling.

888-EITA Ui Oh ) ¢i1 O OEOI OCE OAEITI1 OFf
thesis on the leftovers from sales.

-U AACOAA xAO 11 AAPEOAI EOI 80 OAAS

Who was Shakespearanywayse ) 61 OOOA OdedA Middummer E |
. ECE 06 Omust ddvé been dancing with Mary J pretty hard as well. Maybe
I PEOI h T O xEAOAOGAO OEEO OEAU EAA AAAE O

Profound, profound.

| shuffle across the floor in my paper slippers. Schrish schrish, on concrete. |
stick my face into the lavatory-laboratory in the floor to try to see if | can drown, or

suffocate in it. Apparently this has been tried before because the edges have been
scrapped away enough to fit my face comfortably. | sit back on my heels and laugh.

15



O3EEO EEOGAAANOAT UOBO
So witty. So pretty.

Do they tell you people shit themselves when they die? (H| George') Probably

T17T08 111 OEAO Oii AT OEA AOADP AAT OO EAOT EA

in movies. We have approximately six litres of blood. When | shot that man in the
liver, the blood was a purplish black. All six litres of it. AND he shit himself.

Blood from the lungs is a frothy pink? mixed with the bubbles, you know.

Serial means a successive amount of incidents punctuated by a time inteal.
The number of times is irrelevant. It can be two or thirteen. Or you could go all
Hitler and shoot for the highest number possible and label it as revolution. He
never would have beenmearly as famous as a painter. We love to hate.

I wish | had a mirror. All those pretty -little -broken-edges that would divide
my face into millions. Those sharp little pretty edges.

-E1ITEITTO T £ 1A8 .1 x OEAOGEO A OAAOQU
would kill the girlfriend by strangling her in the bathtu b. Perhaps they would get
creative and outdo myself? Or would one of my clones have all the concentrated

OET

CIlT AT AOGO OEAO 1T U yyyy 1TOEAO AT180 EAOA Al

Lying, lie, lie, lay.

Homonyms. She lied so | left her lying on the floa. If you read it one way, it
sounds like | walked out the door as she was lying, fibs to my face. If you read it the
other way it sounds like | stepped over her body as | walked out the door.

Words are like people. They can look just like something andbe totally
different from it. They can also act totally different and eventually say the same
thing anyways. They are the original traitors. The ones whom you believe can
OOAT OBPT OO Ui O6h [T AEA UT O OTTATTA Al OAs
fragmAT 0O OEAO OEA T1TA CciTA PEAAA AAT 60
sharp.

16
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Eva
Emily Driver

O) EAAOA OEA xAO A PEATEOO AT A OEAO
xAO AOOOEAA OI AAAOGEhO OAUO , AiAdk ddphto EA O
OEA AAAT AT TAA PIT1I ET OEA OAEIT160 AAOA

O3EA8O OODPDPT OAA OF EAOT O OEA OEAAOOAN

O) ETiI x EEAAhOAOADO , AOOAI 8 21T AEATIT A
more around Rochelle, for reasonsE AO OEA AT AOT 60 1 EEA OI
have to do with the fact that her friend intimidates her. Rochelle has piercings and a
DPAOEAAOI U POI PT OOETT AA EAAA AT A xAAOO £
skipping class, while Laurel is inadvanced classes and spends most of her time with
EAO AT i PpOOAOh 11 O AOEATAOG8 'TA , AOCOAI E
DAT P1I A OAU OEAO OEAGO OOPDPI OAA O EAOI O
OAU OEA xAO A DE Aé. EcKed it up.iSHe wasguat@rdEdglishT © O
teacher who directed all the school plays. She died in 1979 and was like eighty years
1 A8d

O(OEho OAUO 21 AEAI 1 A8 4EA OOAEOO AT A
lead into the branching hallways of the underbelly of the school. The floor is yellow
AT A COAU AEAAEAA 1 AOAl Ah xEEAE EO EI x
OAAOET T8 4EA TAx OO0OO0O&FZZ EO AEAADP AT A COA

O$EA OEAU OPAAEEZEAAI T U OAU OEAO OEA /
Yyayeod

O* 000 OEAO OEAGAEAA ET Yyaysgs " 00

031 OEA AT OI A EAOA OOEIT AAAT AOOOEA/

O300Ah xEAOAOAO8 ) 060 DI OOEAI Afiiet OAUC

OEI ¢ OEA DPIT18 4EAOGO0 xEAOA )
80
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O7A80A 110 CiTTA OAA AT U CEIT 600606hd OAUO

AT A %i ETU EAOEI ¢ OAg ET OEA 11 AEAO Oiii85d
O%OAT 11 O0A AERIT BT &l ORARAT A1 ®BAOhd , AOGOAT O
OAl EET ¢ AAT OO CAOOET ¢ ET O OEA PIT1 AEATC

at a wooden door that reads POOL in yellow paint and Rochelle jerks the handle.
O3EEO8 ,1 AEAAS8G
O$AI 18 4EABGIBTIBT A xAUAAO Ei x 27100 AT A ¢
O4EAOAGO AO 1T AAOGO Ox1 11 O0OA xAuobs8hs
O4EA 01 OGAOOS ' OEI A
O4EA AQAOAEOA OI1T11 086

O9AAE8 ''TA ) Ai1680 AOGAT ETT x xEAOA O A
says Rochelle, pointing to a door with ALL VISITCRS MUST REPORT TO THE
OFFICE painted on its window. The window looks into darkness.

O. AE8 , AOG6O AT OEA AQGAOAEOA OITi1O0ho OAL
ghosts. Still, she keeps scanning the doors they pass, half expecting to see a
monstrous old woman leering from the windows with Hamlet clutched in dirty
fingers. The girls pass doors with names like Transformer and Electrical Room.

O4EAOA TECEO AA A cui Al AOGO OOEIT ¢ OEA i
against the beige marble walland i© AT 68 O0) AT 18680 OEET E OEAOQ/
OEAQKkEsAd OEAGO AAOOAET OEAO OEAOA EO 11 11
through the lighted hallway. A Sharpie sticks out of her pocket. Laurel follows.

AEAUGOA AAAT PIATTEIC Ol TAGAMDE I EIT OFE OBE A
both been there before; when they were in Junior High the drama department had
put on a haunted house in the pool area that had been both gimmicky and
genuinely terrifying. You would have expected Rochelle to be the one to suggest
looking for the pool since she owns a vaporizer and a healthy disregard for
authority, but it was Laurel. Lately Laurel has been thinking a lot about ghosts and
old things in general.

18



O) 060 xAEOA OAAET ¢ OEA | AAEET AOCa®l i AZ
Rochelle.

O9AAES8SG

O7TEAO0B80 x0Ol T cCe 971 O60A NOEAODOS8SHG

O.1 OEET ¢C8 ) EOOO Ei PA xA AAT CAO EIT Oi
xI 61 A AA CiT A8 ) EAOA AEI EIT Z£EAOU i ETO

011780 xiI O0OU8 7A81I1 CAO OEAOA8 4EA )

amazinC 8 6

O2ECEOhO6 OAUO , AOOAI 8 4EA TA@O xAU EI
covers the hallway. Rochelle and Laurel can see a piece of paper that says Pool Rules
beyond the grate, and she can smell chlorine. Rochelle rattles the grate.

O3EEO8 -AJ OT A OEA Al OT AOeo

I OT 6T A OEA AT 0T Aoh OEA ATT O OF OEA AQC
OiTii © EO 1 PAT 8 O&OAE UAAEhoe OAUO , AOOA
OEAOAS8 4EA 11T AEAO OIi1i 086

21T AEAT T A AOi xO xEOE AAITECEO8 O(T1 A EA

091 O ETiTx EOhe OAUO , AOGOAT h AT O1 AET C
OEAU xAIT E AOTIT O1 A : DO0T 1 AOOEOQET 1 A
locker room.

Laurel had been worried about whether it would be dark, but the fluorescent
lights from the exercise room continue into the locker room and run in a circle
beside a row of narrow pipes. Teal, skyplue and rust red lockers line the room. The
school is obviously using the space for storage because the room is littered with
wooden slats, dusy chairs, cardboard boxes, then in one corner, a Christmas tree
and a pile of mannequins.

O0)6i O ET OF OEEOhd OAUO 21 AEAITT AR Al
pale excited blur, the sharp wings of her eyeliner barely visible. The room isisected
by a row of stone shower cells that are open so that in the event that someone

19




OEl xAOAAh OEAUGA AA OEOEAI A £OiIiI Ai OE OEA
shadows within their crevices reminds Laurel of teeth. Rochelle pretends to shower

and shave her face with asinglelAT AAA OAUT O OOEI T A1 T OOAA «x
Laurel, laughing.

21 AEAT1T A PEAEO Ob A 1T ATTANOET 8 2AA DPAEI
AOAEET ¢ CIT A 07 AA OAAI 8 4EEO EO ClIEDBC OI
OEA OAUOh EAO AAI AOA &I AOEET ¢8 4EA OAETT I
lEEA xIT T A ATA AOOO AT A OEAOA8O A EI Oh COA
wide her mouth hurts. She feels faintly sick.

O31i A11 O I EEA -As$iTTAITAEO AT A86

O3i A1T1 O 1 EEA AEI T OET A8d

4AEAU AET A OEA AAOGEOITI O AT A OET xAOO AT A

open. Behind another grate, they find a curved hallway that says POOL in black tile.
O&OAE UAAEAS6 OAUO 21 AEAI 1 A8
O, T AEAAhR6 OAUO , AO@&dkdniockbdndgrg Offof tie mé&dl A Al
mesh of the safety grate. She hooks her fingers in the grate, shakes it.

071160 TPAT8 10 1 AAGO xA Cci &6 O OAA OERA
O9AAES8 411 AAAR OEI OCE8 ) x1 01 A EAOA 1E
, AOBGIOA CHEDAOOAO xEOE OEAI 86
09106 ci OAEA O1T I A OAl ZEAOho6 OAUO , AOOAI
I AOT OA OEA Ai AEAT AA8 31 Ai1 OEA AEI T OET A86
O!'1 OECEOh 1 TTA xi1 £6 OAUO -tidshavdrs 1 A AT A
with the Christmas tree and the mannequin head.

When Laurel hears the sound of her moving in the dust and wood, she gives
OEA 1T AE A OEICi Ah OEOI PEI C EAOE8 3EABA O
suspects that it has been left at the opening spot.
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It snaps open. Laurel cringeswaits for Rochelle to come running from two
OTii 6 1T 6Aoh AOO OEA AT AOI 60 Al i Ah 1 AAOGE
I AAAET ¢ O OEA bPiiTi18 0O0)O 1PATAA8 ) xAO
as she squeezes past the grate and intihe pool area. She takes the lock with her:
she trusts Rochelle, but she has seen too many horror movies to think that leaving
an open lock unattended is a good idea. The lights end before the vaulted chamber,
and Laurel walks into the gloom. Her eyes do ot adjust to the absence of light and
OEA OOOAO EAO OI A ACAET OO0 A PEAAA 1T &£ AO
when if she finds her in the pool area alone, and she doubts that Rochelle will be
distracted enough from taking selfies in the siowers to look. And besides, Laurel
T AAAO O AA EAOA xEOEI OO 21 AEAI 1T Ag EAO
AEAT AA O1 1 AAO A CEI 008 )0860 110 1 EEAIU
during her spare and that the lock will slightly open. One of the two things might
happen, but not both. It has to be now.

The pool area has a vaulted ceiling and stinks of chlorine and another sharp
chemical smell. The pool itself has no water, but brims with shadow with solidity
OEAO , A O OikithatAldtkihdsdcOuldPdssess. She resolves to come back one
AAU xEOE £ AOEI ECEOO8 4EAOAGO A AOCAA 1 £
diving board used to be. Laurel climbs up one, squints through at the cracked tile

walls. A spraypainted messsCA 11T BOh AOO EO80 AAAT OAC
Ei 1T ACEAI A8 | OECI OAUO O.1 B3EIAO ET OEA
UATTT 4 +OBMA G *O xAUU EDOOG

She climbs down the bars and sits on the lip of the pool, her legs dangling into
the empty tiled space beneath. She waits. THE GAME says one part of the wall in
AOITO T £ EAO8 37%$ OAUO Al 1T OEAO8 0AOO 1T
Keeps waiting. Part of her had known there would be nothing here, but a part of her
had hoped. Fuk. She squeezes the lock in her pocket, too upset to be scared of the
emptiness and darkness around and beneath her Nothing here. Nothing
ET OAOAOOET ¢ch AT UxAU8 * 000> $nEvipeg@richebk& OE
She knew that there would be no ghosly Eva O. Howard in a dress from the thirties,
of course. No Karen, her beloved aunt, smiling at her amongst the broken tile, her
stomach swollen with what everyone had thought were just fibroids. Not even a
chilly spot indicating a possible connection between the living world and the dead.

3EA ET Ax OEAO T EZLZA AEAT 60 x1 OE OEAO ~
EA O xAU 21 AEATT A xAOT 60 OEAOAh AT A 1 AU
horrendous part of the school, maybe there would be something moe than an
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empty pool that had stayed empty for the last fifty years and would stay empty until

OEA OAETITI1 EO O1 Ol Aixi 10 OAAI AA Obp8 , AO
and books can be so much fun while in reality, there is only the dry chlorire smell,

OEA PAI PI A xEI xiI160 OEO xEOE UIT O ET Al AO
weed and imperfectly loves you.

She fingers the lock, tucks a piece of broken tile in her pocket, and shuffles

AAAE O1 OEA A1 OOAT AA Ol thédastvertolhek gudstion.dnl 1 I 8

OEA 1100 ET OAOAOGOET ¢ Pl AAAOh OEAOABO EODOO

OEA OAETT1806 £O6001 AAA COET AET ¢ OEOI OCE EO

AT 1T AETAQGETT 1 &£ OEA 11T AE AARABEDA DBDEASAD( ABA

she thinks, otherwise it will impossible get into the giant waste of space that is the

AAAT ATTAA PIi18 10 1 AAOO OEA EAO 21 AEAT T A
SEA EET AO EAO MAOEAT A ET OEA AAOEOIT I Os8

yellowish stains them look like they are brimming with urine. The girls scrawl

messages in Sharpie in the bathroom stalls. Laurel quotes Hamlet. Rochelle quotes

&A1l |1 00 "Tus )O060 &£0O0i 8 , AOOAI OAEAO PEAO
smooth stone stgs to math and homework and busses. Dust settles in the locker

room. The furnace grinds on.

*kk
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AEA ' AOClI Ul AdO ! AAT O1 O
Andy Goertz

(AO TAIT A xAO &OATAET A AT A OEA EAA OA}
name, | just heard that name alled in the streets. She was a nun, so | wonder if she
chose the name Francine, like the new popes do. And | wonder if she chose it after
Francis of Assisi, the naturex T OOEEDPDPET ¢ OAET O xEI OAEA
AT AT usée (A T1ARA ryahdiadhvedthe Sul@n)ib &n att@inpt 10 end
OEA AiTT AU AOOOAAAO8 )O AEAT 60O x1 OEh AO
first person ever to have the stigmata: the person spontaneously get holes in your
EATAO 1T EEA *»AOOO80) OEERAT O 0OI OAOEERCBOAR
AAAAOOA )81 A CcAociul As ! cOl OAONOGAR AA
"AOCT Ul AO AOA OEA TTAO OEAO OPTI OO xAOAO

| never had a name but if | could choose one it would be Peer. It used to be
David. Before that, | really liked the name Ed, if you can believe it.

Francine walked past me every single day for seven years. She was studying in
OEA AT T OAT O AT A xT Ol A OOOAI T U OET ¢ xEAI
softly, quietly, like she was embarrassed about her voice but loved the songs too
much not to sing them. | liked it best when she sung in German, if you can believe

It.

31 1T AOEI AO OEAGA xEEOOI Ah AT A )YBA xEOE
too. | could picture it in my mind, the exact notes, and | could think of harmonies
too but they stayed in the stone. Seven years | watched her get older and never
name me, though she did see me once. A few other glances here and there, yes,
especially at first. But this one ime in the beginning she came around that corner
there and she looked right at me, right in the eyes, and it scared the shit out of me.
She saw me, like really saw me, like, her eyebrows changed and she slowed down
and everything. It was brief, a few secods or a thousand years, and all | tried to do
for the next I-A T T-kéav-how-long was try to get her attention again. Nothing felt
better than that moment. | promise you, as crazy as it sounds, we really connected.

AEA PITETO T £ 1 U OGIIOU GAE OEE &R OQARATATS
usually unpleasant. But when she came around, I tell you, friend, there were flowers
ET Al OAoOuU8s /O Oi i AOEEI C 1 EEA £11 xA0OOS8
sure anymore. It was something sweet | think, and tamgy. Tasted like overripe fruit.
' TA ARAAOOA OEA EAOT 60 AAAT AAAE EAOA £
forgotten. The smells are certain in my memory. Now, every scent, sweet or not (it
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AAT AA AOOOEAO OI i1 AOGEI AOh TsOnatartAamén cAk® A E Qg
AAET ¢ AAEAA T AAOAU8s ) 060 Ail EAO T1x8 )
even given that drive?> the romantic love thing, | mean, that seems pretty fucking

AOOAT AT AOT 60 EOe 41 AA | EO£ZAkoOwrise feclingskok A 1T O
someone who has probably been dead for like 250 fucking years? So basically

&OAT AET A EO x E WBGodandiwhy | dospluddrmustA OA ET
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The Gospel of Jack Kerouac
Andy Goertz

The howling hounds of

death are barely a breath upon
my back.

Lead these feet over

rain-slick streets and

uproot each fresh step

before stillness becomes me.

These untrenched soles, wholly
unwary,

carry me through these bastions and
gunnels

and barroom jungles that are sticky
with topcoats of sweat

and spilled drinks drying slowly
beneath the soles of my boots.

Lead me through to the
prophets of pride

and their unmarried brides:
the motherless mystics

with wild, dizzy eyes.

Let our ears ride
conversations likeradio dials
on seas of white noise,
heaving endlessly as,
restless, we pray these
intrepid feet stray

from the patchwork of
blackened gum and halflit
cinder sticks still smoldering
in the oxygen.

Lead these gravelcallused feet
beyond the comfort of known streets,

25

beyond the graves marking the
birthplace

of each person bold or

boring enough to believe that the three
most

bl xAO&OI x1 OAO AOA(q
Tonight | am Jack Kerouac.
Moaning for man,

bones groaning as unknown roads
unroll before me like

canvassed spidetweb spools of
teletype paper.

) 060 OAEAO Ol
try and trace the cut-and-paste
cadence of those deacons of doom,
those Beatniks of the Boom,

too soon.

OO0AU

Lead us to angelheaded

hipsters with tar-stained lips,
junkies strung out on culture

and pubic beards with

measured grins,

and as the lowest of our

limbs begin to sink into

these streets,

let our bodies be uprooted.

Let our shadows be relieved,

lead our hungry eyes to find

their feast?

let our beatnik hearts stay restless,
and let the faintest scent of sweat
be the only clue that death is left with.




The Cat
Nicholas Eveneshen

| still x A O hstedpat 3:30when the cat howled again. It wasa short, moving-
from-low-to-high pitched howl just outside our door, which droned on for ten
minutes everyhour and a half. This wasthe sixth time in arow ) 6 stafledover at
my CE Ol Alhsédn A@r@om weekdaynight and the cat washowling, not
meowing. | wasconvincedit x A O hodm@l? not by the way | wasable to detect
eventhe smallestof soundsin the night, asif my peripheral awarenessvasat its
most alert right before | fell off the cliff of consciousnessand into troubled sleep,
but by the way it wasrepeatedlike this everytime | washere. Either the cat knew |
wasin the room it A E Ahade&ccesgo, and hated me for it, howling to drive me
sleeplessand insane, or it simply went on like this everynight. O * @évéit be, just
leaveit A A myogirlfriend alwayssaid. How could shesleeplike this? 1 AT O1 I8aved O
it be. Not again. The cat had to be silenced.

| checkedto my left, staredinto the darknessuntil the dim outline of my
CE Ol /kpBybhécdntesclear silhouetted figure rising and falling to the steady
rhythm of deepsleep.No worriesthere. O/ x x x xweht éhe cat again. Pulling my
side of the coversoff, | resistedthe urge to storm to the door, and instead crept out
of the bed one foot at atime. Other times) @&rid to surprise the cat with quick
movements had beenfutile; it had just scurried awayand had come back to howl
againlessthan two hours later. The door glowed with beigelight around its edges.
The hallway light had beenleft on. O/ x x x x x OE 8 6

| tripped over what must have beenseveralpairs of pants on the floor, but
caught myself on the bed. My girlfriend A E Amayedl took afew more stepsover
some sweatersand shoes.| felt very light then, asif | could glide acrossthe floor. |
imagined the cat, just outside, just in front of me, looking up, earscockedto the
left, wondering what these seriesof soft soundswere. The shuffling noises,the
stronger smell of the human. | breathed slower, quieter, and openedthe door not
violently.

02 0O000AT x x xTPherdat>whsxpati@ring a metre awayfrom me to
stand in front of another bedroom door just down the narrow hallway. 02 OO OOAT x x &
It looked sosoft, soinnocent then, this howling creature of thick grey fur, matted
and tangled into a plump ball of hair sitting before the door. Black slits between
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yellow marbles, and a flattened, dark-grey snout, whose hairs blended into tufts of
white-grey around her lower cheekbones.White whiskers. | carefully measuredmy
footsteps, said, O O E thedelhere E A Gall@pproachedthe cat, bent down, and
picked it up with both hands. 02 OO OAT x x 8 6

This wasthe first time ) GvAken up from the noise of the cat and beenable
to seeit, interact with it, without it running off. | walked down the hall and into the
foyer and living room. Outside, thick, heavysnow crystallized in the deep cold and
sparkled under white moonlight, which poured through the window in broken
panesacrossthe wooden floor. It wasquiet. The cat x A O pudrifly. Afraid to make
any noise and wake up my girlfriend and her roommates, | tip -toed towards the
long couch that extendedfrom one edgeof the room to the other, and put the cat
down on the arm. That wasits favourite spot during the day.© 2 O A it boaked up
at me, waggedits tail slowly to the left, to the right. A soft rattling sound. It started
to purr.

O 7 EAJO Ayodobiet? Why the howling all the OE | Rsaidtoit. IAEAT & O
know what elseto do. It wasalmost four in the morning. | had gotten up to stop the
cat, and now | wastalking to it. | E A A bxpebtedit to let me pick it up. | satdown
besde it, beganto pet it with my left hand. | felt not fully awake,still somehow
asleep,but my actions had carried me here with suchintent. | felt bizarre, like |
werehovering. 07 T Ol tAid b2 &O1 11 8hid to myself> thought about the kind
of facemy girlfriend would make if shecameout right now and sawme, in my
boxersand without ashirt, petting the cat on the couch. 3 E ApgoBably just go back
to bed. 3 E Al&udh and think me ridiculous and go backto bed.Shex | O1 Aared O
Shehad to work early in the morning too. Shewasopening up the restaurant, and |
had to getto classby 09:00.,butit A E Ahabitéd to her. Shecould put up with the
howling cat eventhough we both knew that we were both wakenedby the creature
in the middle of the night, tossingand turning in bed, pretending to be asleep,
sighing out of feigned slumber and not out of frustration at being awake.| pet the
cat more firmly, felt the small curvature of its spine, the taut back, but | had gotten
up this time. | had gotten up, not she.l x T O1 ettt Gisturbed sleepbother me
anymore; | could never handle it during the day, the weight of my eyelids, the
lethargy of my exhaustedbody that subdued any thinking power | could muster
with overdosesof black coffee,the angerat not being able to understand a lecture,
having to read and researchwith aheavypen and a blinding white computer screen,
checking my phone for nothing. The howling of the cat. And shejust let it happen.|
felt the back of the A A @atkhow, gripped it with the whole of my hand. This thing,
this stupid thing that had kept me up all thesenights, it wassitting here, purring
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besideme. Did it know what it wasdoing? Did it know what damageit wascausing
to me?Did my girlfriend know? My girlfriend who did nothing about it?

| switched my grip and lifted it into the air with both hands, shook it left and
right, twisted it upside down and flipped it. It tried to meow and screechand howl
all at once, but the suddenviolence | inflicted upon it surprisedit completely. The
only sound finally coming out, a strained, gurgled gaspas| flipped it againwith my
hands. | grappled its shouldersand neck with my right hand, raisedit up and
pounded it down againstthe couch once, twice, three times, and threw it aganst
the wall left of me. The silence of the night only made the thump of its body hitting
the wall that much louder, and it landed on the other couch on its front, still, quiet,
and eyesshut, its head laying down, crooked to the left just on top of its left paw. It
x A O mdvidg.

| stood there, staring at the white rug just below the couch, dumb and
motionless in the blue moonlight. The clock abovethe bookshelf wasincredibly
loud then. | wassurprised | had just noticed it. | had just killed a cat. My eyesdarted
around and stared down the darknessof the hallway. Had | turned off the light to
my CE Ol AkeBrdom?l dvated for the ruffling of sheets,the rumbling of feet as
sherushed to seewhat the matter wasoutside, shouting awhisper of, O 7 E #&\@ding
on?ls everything | E A Uwaibed longer, every clock stroke the tap of ametronome
againstmy skull. Nothing came,no sound. | wasalone.

Trembling, | turned around again.| had just killed the cat. | wasbreathing
fast, like tumultuous wind scraping pastbare treesin the dead of night. | slowedit
down to adrawn-out, controlled inhale and exhale.My heartbeat uneasily obeyed
and fell into a softer rhythm. Pulling my eyesup the rug, pastthe darknessbeneath
the couch, light opaquely reflected off its worn, beigeleather, | fixated on the
motionless left paw. O/ E T htidought. O/ E 1 Bféll to my handsand knees,
shaking and convulsing with silent anger.No pain. Only worry. This stupid cat, it
had made me do this. Look, look how annoyingly elegantand sure of itself it even
looked in death, asif it were resting, asleepon the couch, only a couple of feet away
from its favourite spot. O ! émperor without aO A A 11 &lrBot chuckled to myself
as| rememberedthat line of poetry? how absurdly uncontrollable T T Atoahts
were? and beganto move towards the cat one hand and knee at atime.

AT O1 dkip da€stomorrow again, not when it would have beenthe second
time this week, | thought. | wassotired, but this cat? it E A A be@r@ired. No, it
had wailed and howled besideour door. | had shut it up. 4 E Ai© &h@d just shut it
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up. Look at it, that scrunched-up face.Getting closernow, | counted its white and
grey whiskers. Maybeten. | E A A Bvén®nown whosecat it was.Maybe my
girlfriend hadtold me,but | AT O1 r&rhetnkr. It x A O hed dat. It must have been
oneofherOT T 1 1 Ap@dbl®ldhéver sawbecausethey were barely here,but) 8 A
never seenthe cat gointo their rooms. It would alwayssulk around the house,
patter around corners, sit on the couches.It wasthe E T O Gdt.&i cat belonged
to the house.

Who wasl, in this pale moonlight, crawling on the floor towards a deadthing,
awayfrom my girlfriend slumbering innocently, a whole dark hallway awayfrom
me?My girlfriend. The actressof nothing, but | E A A btay€dmy anger. Instead |
had let it drive my arms and operate my hatred, inflicting it on this cat. | had hated
it, and it wasdead.| had taken action, and wascrawling, on all fours, to its
outcome. My handsand arms looked red. | caught myself holding in laughter at the
exhilarating hilarity of the ideathat my first powerful act of free will wasto kill a
cat. It wasreally dead. What was| going to do now? It wasnot daylight yet. | had
time. Could | openits eyesagain?What colour had they turned? Leaning forward,
almost falling over | reachedwith an outstretched hand, pastthe shadowsof the
twisted treesrefracted in the dark moonlight, to feel the hardnessof its forehead,
the dry nose,and the motionl essjaws.

The eyesopened.

Their yellow malice widened into surprise and fear, and the cat sprang off the
couch asl yelped and jolted upwardsinto standing position, bending backwards,
but then floating completely upright again.It ran around the corner, skidding on
the hardwood floor, and disappearedinto the incompletely renovated, abandoned
basement.Another vacuum of silence.| ran around the other corner, pastthe foyer,
and towards the basement.Its white light wason. | could seeit stretch acrossthe
walls and fade off asit met its absencenear the back door. | held my arm
outstretched towards the basement,reaching for that light, but thought better of it.
The cat wasalive still, and | neededto sleepnow. | tiptoed down the dark hallway
over the thickest boards of the hardwood flooring to minimize the screeching.
Opening, closing the door. It wasall dark. My C E O1 /ESitodelted Gglre wason
the other side of the bed, sol climbed in immediately and glided my hand down her
left side, petted down the wrinkled blankets. Sleepovertook me. | pausedat the top
of her left shoulder, pastthe curvature of her spine, and gripped it with the whole of
my hand asl| faded into a noiselessmirage of thick, piling snow.
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The River
Robyn Holly Taylor-Neu

The children crouched in the shallows. They had removed their shoes and the
water lapped around their ankles. The river was slowmoving, icy, grey-green.
Behind them, crags of alluvium resolved into tufts of oat grass, sloping up toward
the highway. The bigger boy picked a flat stone from the water. He drew his arm
back, then snapped it sideways in a motion like the cracking of a whip. The stone
skipped across the surface. It rebounded one, two, three times.

Four. He turned with a widening grin, back to face his brother. Four.
The smaller boy squinted at the blazing water. His hair was pale and fine. At the
back it brushed his dark, burnt neck. He glanced sideways at his brother.

The bigger boy sucked air through a tooth gap, issuing d@hin whistle.

Il TUET xh UT O EAOT O ci O i1 0A81T Ox18 (A EE
scanning the pebbled riverbed. The first stone that he pulled from the water

was dark and shiny wet, ringed with pale strata. He weighed it in his palm. It

was too large, too heavy for his purpose. After a moment, he made to drop it

back, but pocketed it instead.

His smaller brother had been squatting by the shore. He exclaimed, and
pounced at the water, and rose triumphant with a sleek, flat stone. Beautiful.

The older boy moved towards his brother. Give it here. Come on.

) 060 I ETA8 (EO COED OECEOAT AAh £Z£ET CAOO
i AOAEAA OEA OOI 1 A60 EOAS

) 060 xAOOAA 11 Ui 08 #1Ti1 A 1178 )81l 1 OOAAR
seizing a bony wrist. The child squealed and tried to wrench his arm away. Come
ITh OEA AECCAO Al U OAPAAOGAA AO EA DPAAI AA
once, he palmed the pebble and released his grip, sending his brother sprawling in
OEA OEAI I 1 x O8fack wds te@ stéided, and & lutént bubble bloomed
from one nostril. He sobbed quietly and cradled his wrist. The older boy turned to
the light of the dying sun to examine his prize. He turned it over. He tossed it into
the air. Beautiful. He drew up oneknee and coiled his arm in a pantomime of a
DEOAEAOGO xET AOP8 4EA DPOAOOOOA O1 AAI EOAO
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almost too perfect to part with. He gazed at it, a perfect moon in the middle of his
palm.

Hey, the smaller boy had risen, stillOT E A& ET ¢8 ) 811 OOAAA
dark stone, ringed with pale strata. His brother laughed in delight, recognizing the
OxET T &£ EEO bi AEAOCGAA PAAAT A8 ) 060 OI1T A

The smaller boy glowered. His fingers whitened around tle rock. It served his
purpose. Perfectly.

Ribbons
Robyn Holly Taylor-Neu

O, A6 66 c¢ci 1Ti1xh UT O ATA ) 8 8 8 806 4E
OEA O1 £#O0h PAT A £ AOGE T £ ! OOEI A6O AAlT il U8
tip of his pencil. After a lazy blink, a mere flicker of translucent eyelid, and a
measured twist of the head, Attila continued his slow pilgrimage across the page.

His toe nails made whispery, scrabbling sounds on the yellowed parchment. Behind
him, in a languid whorl, OOAE1T AA OEA OOAET AT A OEI EU (
dress.

OA AA (AOGA UT O OAO OEA OAAI Aed

He squeezed his eyes tightly shut. Open. Shut. Open. He admired the way
OEAO OEA AOOE O1 OA 1T &£ OEA AOAOGO 1T £FEAAOD
AAOOAO 11T Ui O OEAT EO ATAO 11 EAO8 3EA
O« AR A8
0) AOEAA Ui 6 O1 Al OIi AOCEET C856

O$EA OEAeod wUAO xEAA8 )T 11 AAT 08 * AAT /
AOOOEET C ! OOEI A608 (A Al ET EAAgoopedidi A DI
through the loose ribbons.

O* AAT A8 &1 O #EOEOOB6 O OAEA8 .1 x80d6 | * AR

O, A0 00 ci T1Txh Ui O ATA )Yedo "OO AO * A
ribs, he began to pedal his legs spasmodically. He twitched his tail in agitationthe
gesture amplified by the billow of his skirts. Wordlessly, Jacob placed him back on

s
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the page. Standing abruptly, he almost upended the straightbacked chair. He

moved towards the doorway. Half in the hall, he looked back to where Attila sat,

still perched upon the desk.

O* AAT AA6 4xEOAEET C EEO EAAAR AO EZ£ O AEO
pulling the door firmly shut behind him.

I PDAA OEEOOAOAA AAOI OO OEA DI AOGAh Ml AAE
done, put your plateinthe AEOEx AOEAO806 *AAT A O1 1T xI U DOAC
pale blue ceramic. Blips of green burst up between the prongs.

08 8 8 I EEA A DPAOEAT Oh AOEAOEUAA ObPIT 4
from the slender, yellow-paged paperback and teethworn pencil, the desk was
empty (bare). These two items, Jacob slid into the drawer. He scanned the chair, the
dark hardwood beneath the desk, the bed with its taught shroud and the dark
hardwood beneath it, the bureau (bare), the meticulously-ordered oaken
bookshelves, the narrow windowsill, the dark hardwood at his feet . . . He glanced
once more at the desk, but it remained obstinately bare. Desk, chair, floor, bed,
A1 1T oh AOOAAOR AT T EOEAI £Z#h OEI T h £ 17108 O!
own voice. Desk, chair, floor, bed, floor, bureau, bookshelf, sill, floor. Turning, he
peered out into the hallway. Crossing the hall, he knocked softly at the door, and
AT OAOAA | ABEOAO A PAOOAQh xEOET 60 xAEOET C
Clarashoe EAO EAAA | OOAT uUs (AO AAOE AUAO i AO
Oui PAOEU8 (A TTTEAA AxAU8 O4EATEOhd EA 10O
quickly enough to avoid the sight of the swollen blankets, the silicon tube. Back in
the hall, Jacob looked left ar then right. He peered along the landing, swept the
top of the staircase, and then turned back into his own doorway. Stopped. Desk,
chair, floor, bed, floor, bureau, bookshelf, sill, floor. Narrowing his eyes, Jacob made
out a tendril of pale pink ribbon, £ EAEAOET ¢ AO OEA AACA 1T £ O
sighed. Stopped dead. A waft of acrid smoke crept into his nostrils.
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ART OF VAMPYRE

Mystics have the Holy Spirit in their hearts, the rest of us have demons in our guts.
-Liz_Kill
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Elizabeth Hill - GUTS
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