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VAMPS  

A manifesto of 

M onstrosity 
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 

zealous, religious past of crusade warfare. Saintôs relics and a secular present of Prime Ministers 

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 ñprimitiveò, Christian and violent.  

 

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

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

period is as pre-occupied 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 -parish and 

receive the blessing of the head of someone elseôs dead bulldog on their thighs. Passion is 

upheld as the highest value in political democracy and faith in the strength of belief often 

elects politicians who m we donôt like very much (save Master Sanders of House Vermont and 

Duke of Brooklyn). ñGeek cultureò has replaced the cult of relics and people choose their 

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 use of the term Pagan. ñPaganò has the same negative valence today as 

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? 
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NO. 

 

This manifesto discards the old systems of parody and opposition.  

 

We discard Satan and We discard the gods of Europe.  

We discard 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 un-provable like Christianity.  

 

We flagellate  all of my own religious theology. Pretentious WASTE of TIME.  

Thanks for reading,  

Did we waste your time? 

Perhaps youôve been converted. 

Love=blood=life=  

VAMPS. 
Neither the Victorians nor the Medievals can match the current obsession with blood, pain, mysticism and 

monstrosity. 

 

This MANIFESTO 

 

DEMANDS MONSTROSITY 

GIANTS, CYNOCEPHALI,  

ANTHROPOPHAGI, SUCCUBI, 

 INCUBI, CHANGELINGS,  

CYNOMOLGI, REVENANTS, SERPENTS, LAMIA, 

WEREWOLVES,  

GOLEMS (and their paper scroll souls), 

WILD BODIES 
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VAMPS. 
 THIS PLACE IS RESERVED ONLY FOR THESE. 

MONSTROSITY>humanity 

 
 

WELCOME TO THE 

 SECOND CYBORG    

     AGE1 
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 ¢ƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻŘǳŎǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ WŀƳŜǎ /ŀƳŜǊƻƴΩǎ Terminator 2 
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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 I 

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  

DUSTY %03*50½4 ,&5$)61  

 

THE PHO NIES  

DAMN THEM  

DAM     N PHONIES  

DAMN A   LL  

DA   MN ALL  

DAM     N ALL       

 

I HAVE A GIANT SALTY PIT OUTSIDE  

THEY WILL TASTE OF MY SALT  

OR THEY WILL RECANT THEIR 

PHONINESS  
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AND BE PUNISHED  

MAKE THEM BLEED OR EAT VINEGAR 

FRIES  

 

OR WINE 
 

 

 

FILL (and crush) T HEM WITH 

GARLIC AND STUFF THEM UP  

FOR MY     PERSONAL   
                                     TAXIDERMY  

COLLECTION  

 

(KEEP IT IN 

DAWSON CITY) 
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THERE IS TO BE 

NONE AUCTORITAS 

BUT  

ðTHE POPE OF PAINð 
 

NO OTHER MAY RISE 

TO THE SEATS 

   NOR SPEAK FROM THE PULPIT 

 

OF SODOM AND GOMMORAH.  
L.R, V (Lord Ruthveinn, Vampire) March 2016  
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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 door and laps its 
silvered water over his eyes, his nose, and 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 and 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 honey on his 
tongue. 
 

He walks out on his porch just as his neighbour from across the street 
ÄÅÓÃÅÎÄÓ ÈÉÓ ÄÒÉÖÅ×ÁÙȢ 4ÈÅÉÒ ÅÙÅÓ ÍÅÅÔȟ ÈÉÓ ÎÅÉÇÈÂÏÕÒȭÓ ÅÙÅÓ ÁÒÅ ÒÅÄ-rimmed and 
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 
ÁÃËÎÏ×ÌÅÄÇÅÍÅÎÔȢ (Å ÄÒÉÖÅÓ Á×ÁÙȟ ÐÁÔÈÅÔÉÃÁÌÌÙȟ ÔÈÅ ÎÏÔÅÓ ÏÆ Ȱ"ÒÏ×Î-%ÙÅÄ 'ÉÒÌȱ 
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. He lifts 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 
ÆÉÎÇÅÒÓ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÌÉÄȟ Ȱ9ÏÕȟ ÍÙ "ÒÏ×Î-ÅÙÅÄ 'ÉÒÌȱȢ )Ô ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÉÓ Á ÖÅÒÙ ÃÁÔÃÈÙ ÔÕÎÅȢ 
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RE: Recto / Verso  
David Eso 

  poem in imitation 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  
ÏÎ 'ÕÉÌÄÙȭÓ ÔÏÎÇÕÅȟ both 
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 landsɂ 
 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 Tweedledumɂ 
who never meet. Having only friends 
they have none and have known 
only black damask of fictive paragraphs. 
So? Fit them to that alter. 
0ÒÅÓÓ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÓËȭÓ ÏÐÅÎ ÅÙÅ 
to the key-hole spot 
in the middle  
of your own  
and only  
back.  
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Grounded in Mythology  

J.R. Louden  

first published in Migratory Words Vol 4 

 
We questioned everything  
when we were still 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 
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Stephen  
Robyn Holly Taylor-Neu 
 

Stephen. Stephen. Stephen. 
 

He awoke suddenly. Tried to sit up. Fell back, poleaxed by a gut-deep 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 
ÒÅÁÌÉÚÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÏÓÅ Ô×ÉÎ ÐÅÁËÓ ×ÅÒÅȟ ÉÎ ÆÁÃÔȟ ÈÉÓ ËÎÅÅÓȢ 4ÈÅ ÒÏÏÍȭÓ ÖÅÎÔÉÌÁÔÉÏÎ 
ÓÙÓÔÅÍ ÈÁÄ Á ÐÅÃÕÌÉÁÒȟ ÁÎÉÍÁÌ ×ÈÉÎÅȢ 3ÔÅÐÈÅÎ ÄÁÒÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÓÕÎȭÓ ÓÈÁÒÄÓ ÏÎÃÅ ÍÏÒÅȢ 
Bony fingers pressed the glass. Gasps of colour, reddening leaves. One. Two. A third 
(orange), was dislodged and spun away, out of the frame. Leaves. Stephen let his 
ÈÅÁÄ ÆÁÌÌ ÂÁÃËȢ (Å ÓÔÁÒÅÄ ÕÐ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÕÎÉÆÏÒÍ ÈÏÌÅÓȟ ÔÈÅ ÃÅÉÌÉÎÇȭÓ ÎÅÁÔ ÐÅÒÆÏÒÁÔÉÏÎÓȢ 
Mass-produced stigmata. 
 

LeavÅÓȢ /ÎÌÙ Á ÆÅ× ÃÌÕÎÇȢ 4ÈÅÓÅ ÂÒÕÓÈÅÄ 3ÔÅÐÈÅÎȭÓ ÈÁÉÒ ÁÓ ÈÅ ×ÒÁÐÐÅÄ ÈÉÓ 
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 skin of his thighs where the shorts rode up. 

 
Ȱ Ȣ Ȣ Ȣ ÓÅÖÅÎȟ ÓÉØȟ ÆÉÖÅ Ȣ Ȣ Ȣ ȱ 
 
Stephen tucked his feet beneath him and stood against the trunk. He 

stretched for a higher branch, stepped up, reached, stepped again. 
 
Ȱ Ȣ Ȣ Ȣ Ô×Ïȟ ÏÎÅ Ȣ Ȣ Ȣ ȱ 

 
Stephen rested hÉÓ ÓÐÉÎÅ ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÅÅȭÓȢ (Å ÐÅÅÒÅÄ ÄÏ×Î ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÅ 

laddered branches. 
 
Ȱ Ȣ Ȣ ȢÈÅÒÅ ) ÃÏÍÅȢȱ 

   
4ÈÅ ÏÒÄÅÒÌÙ ÄÏÔÓ ÐÕÌÓÅÄ ÎÁÕÓÅÁÔÉÎÇÌÙȢ 3ÔÅÐÈÅÎȭÓ ÔÏÎÇÕÅ ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ ÈÉÓ ÔÅÅÔÈ 

gathered thick strands of spit, mouthmatter. He rubbed away the maggoty threads 
wit h the back of one hand. Turning his head, Stephen saw a white paper cup, 
ÍÁÒËÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÁÎ ÁÎÁÒÃÈÉÓÔȭÓ A and a burr of black letters. Eva? Eve. The first syllable 
ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÍÏÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÎÁÍÅȟ ÔÈÅ ÐÈÏÎÅÔÉÃ ÃÏÒÅ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ Ï×ÎȢ !ÇÁÉÎȟ 3ÔÅÐÈÅÎ ÇÌÁÎÃÅÄ ÔÏ×ÁÒÄÓ 
the window. What 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 of sun. Although the leaves were scarce now, there were enough to ablate his 
ÖÉÅ×Ȣ 7ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÇÁÍÅ ÏÖÅÒȩ 3ÔÅÐÈÅÎ ×ÏÒÒÉÅÄ ÁÔ ÈÉÓ ÌÏ×ÅÒ ÌÉÐȢ )Æ ÉÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÏÕÇÈ Ȣ 
. . He could almost, almost hear voices. Yes. Definitely. Maybe. Stephen adjusted his 
toes along the 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 
ÔÒÅÅȭÓ ÄÅÅÐȟ ÄÉÁÐÈÒÁÇÍÁÔÉÃ Ó×ÁÙȢ 3ÈÕÔÔÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ ÅÙÅÓȟ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÏÎ Á ÓÈÉÐȢ ! ÃÒÏ×ȭÓ ÎÅÓÔȢ 
He felt ill. His mot her would soon be here. There. At the school. With eyes still 
shut, Stephen could see her. 
 

3ÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÓÈÁÄÉÎÇ Á ÈÁÎÄ ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ ÔÈÅ ÓÕÎȭÓ ÇÌÁÒÅȟ Ó×ÅÒÖÉÎÇ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÓÃÈÏÏÌ 
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. 
Ȱ(ÁÎÎÁÈȦȱ &ÒÏÍ ÁÃÒÏÓÓ ÔÈÅ ÒÏÏÍȟ ÈÉÓ ÇÉÌÔ-headed sister looks up, skips joyously, 
ÌÅÁÐÓ ÊÏÙÏÕÓÌÙ ÉÎÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÍÏÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÁÒÍÓȢ Ȱ(Ï× ×ÁÓ ÙÏÕÒ ÄÁÙȩ 7ÈÁÔ ÄÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÄÏȩȱ (ÉÓ 
mother smooths dÏ×Î ÆÌÙ×ÁÙ ×ÉÓÐÓ ÏÆ (ÁÎÎÁÈȭÓ ÈÁÉÒȢ Ȱ$Ï ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ ÙÏÕÒ %ÐÉ0ÅÎȩȱ 
His sisterɂlittle suckɂÔÁËÅÓ ÈÉÓ ÍÏÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÈÁÎÄ ÁÎÄ ÌÅÁÄÓ ÈÅÒ ÔÏ×ÁÒÄÓ ÔÈÅ 
coatroom. 
 

)Î ÔÈÅ ÓÅÁÔÂÅÌÔȭÓ ÃÌÁÓÐ ÏÎÃÅ ÍÏÒÅȟ 3ÔÅÐÈÅÎȭÓ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÈÅÓÉÔÁÔÅÓȢ -ÁÙÂÅȢ +ÅÙ ÉÎ 
the ignition.  

 
Ȱ7ÈÅÒÅ ÉÓ 3ÔÅÐÈÅÎȩȱ 

 
Ȱ(Å ×ÁÓ ÇÒÕÍÐÙȢȱ  

 
3ÔÅÐÈÅÎȭÓ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÓÉÇÈÓȢ 2ÏÌÌÓ ÈÅÒ ÅÙÅÓȢ 0ÒÏÂÁÂÌÙȢ  
 
Ȱ-ÁÙÂÅ ÈÅ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÃÏÍÅ ÈÏÍÅȢȱ 

 
Ȱ7Å ÃÁÎ ÏÎÌÙ ÈÏÐÅȢȱ 

 
The air had turned cool. Stephen shivered and pressed his hip against the 

ÂÁÒËȢ (Å ×ÒÁÐÐÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÁÒÍÓ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÅÅȭÓ ÔÒÕÎËȟ ÓÑÕÅÅÚÅd, felt its roughness 
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 crispness of the 



 
12 

 

air, redolent of dying leaves. Felt his diaphragm against the bark with each breath. 
(Å ÃÏÕÌÄ ÈÅÁÒ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÅÅȭÓ ÂÒÁÎÃÈÅÓ ÃÒÅÁËȟ ÔÈÅ ÌÅÁÖÅÓ ×ÈÉÓÐÅÒȢ ! ÇÕÒÇÌÅ ÆÒÏÍ ÈÉÓ 
stomach reminded him that it had been hours since anything solid has passed his 
lips; (this is not true, technicallyɂthe 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 peeled 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 of cheese. 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 forgotten. Easy 
enough to do. Except she 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 pretended to 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 
ÄÏÅÓȢ 3Ï ÈÅ ×ÏÎȭÔȢ %ÁÓÙȢ (Å ÓÑÕÅÅÚÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÕÎË again, harder, squeezed his eyes 
ÓÈÕÔȢ (ÉÓ ÍÏÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÐÒÏÆÉÌÅ Ó×ÁÍ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÈÉÓ ÍÉÎÄȭÓ ÅÙÅ ÏÎÃÅ ÍÏÒÅȢ 
 

(Å ÃÏÕÌÄ ÓÅÅ ÈÅÒ ÓÌÁÎÔÉÎÇ Á ÈÁÎÄ ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ ÔÈÅ ÓÕÎȭÓ ÇÌÁÒÅȟ Ó×ÉÎÇÉÎÇ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÌÏÔȢ 
Moments later, soaring through the double set of double doors. She sweeps into the 
large recreation room and scans for her children. Hannah, she finds immediately, 
ÓÉÔÔÉÎÇ ÁÔ Á ÒÏÕÎÄ ÔÁÂÌÅȟ ÆÅÅÔ ÄÁÎÇÌÉÎÇȟ ÆÌÁØÅÎ ÈÅÁÄ ÂÏ×ÅÄȢ 5ÎÄÅÒ ÈÅÒ ÍÏÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÇÁÚÅȟ 
(ÁÎÎÁÈ ÇÒÁÖÅÌÙ ÓÅÌÅÃÔÓ Á ÃÒÁÙÏÎ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÎÅÁÔ ÒÏ×Ȣ 9ÅÌÌÏ×Ȣ !Ó 3ÔÅÐÈÅÎȭÓ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ 
resumes her survey of the room, the half-smile fades from her face. 
Ȱ(ÁÎÎÁÈȟ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÉÓ ÙÏÕÒ ÂÒÏÔÈÅÒȩȱ 3ÔÅÐÈÅÎȭÓ ÍÏÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÂÒÏ×Ó ÃÏÍÅ ÔÏÇÅÔÈÅÒȟ ÔÈÅ 
colour flees her tightly-drawn lips. Hannah shrugs out of her reverie, or just shrugs. 
She packs the crayons into ÈÅÒ ÐÅÎÃÉÌ ÃÁÓÅ ÁÓ 3ÔÅÐÈÅÎȭÓ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÓÅÅËÓ ÏÕÔ Á 
supervisor. 
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Perched in the tree, Stephen felt suddenly, unbearably ashamed. The sunɂ

molten, yolkyɂsat upon the line of the horizon. Vermillion bled into violet, 
darkened to indigo. By now, his mother would surely be here. There. There.  
 

(ÅÒÅȢ 4ÈÅ ÓÈÅÅÔ ÃÌÕÎÇ ÄÁÍÐÌÙ ÔÏ 3ÔÅÐÈÅÎȭÓ ÂÁÃËȢ 3ÈÁÒÐ ÉÎÈÁÌÅȢ )Î ÔÈÅ ÔÒÅÍÏÒ 
of his eyelids, he imagined that he could feel his pulse. His right shoulder and 
collarbone were made of wax. Hard, flesh-coloured, sensationless. Stephen 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 ÍÏÔÈÅÒȭÓȢ 
 

3ÔÅÐÈÅÎȭÓ ÈÁÎÄÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÍÏÖÉÎÇȟ ÈÉÓ ÆÅÅÔ ÓÈÉÆÔÉÎÇ ÅÖÅÎ ÁÓ ÈÅ ÍÁÄÅ ÕÐ ÈÉÓ ÍÉÎÄȢ 
"ÅÌÏ× ÈÉÍȟ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÄÕÓËȟ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÅÅȭÓ ÒÕÎÇÓ ÒÅÓÏÌÖÅÄ ÉÎÔÏ Á ÂÌÁÃË ÍÁÓÓȢ (ÉÓ ÃÏÎÆÉÄÅÎÃÅ 
ÁÎÄ ÇÒÁÃÅ ÈÁÄ ÆÁÄÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÓÕÎȭÓ ÌÉÇÈÔȢ "ÁÒË ÆÌÁËÅÄ ÂÅÎÅÁÔÈ ÈÉÓ ÈÅÅÌÓ ÁÎÄ 3ÔÅÐÈÅÎ 
burst through the cage of branches. He soared up towards the ground. 
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Untitled  
Alana Sayers 

 

Seduce me in shadows  
the point where it all began  
hidden away  
from everything I have. 
Run your fingers along  
everything in reach  
let it be our secret  
way to meet. 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

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 shudder. 
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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 
ÔÈÅ ÂÌÏÏÄ ÉÎ ÍÙ ÈÅÁÄ ÅÃÈÏÅÓ ÁÓ ÉÔ ÃÉÒÃÕÌÁÔÅÓȢ )ÔȭÓ ÍÏÒÅ ÌÉke a slush slush instead of 
the thump effect they do in horror movies. 
 
  3ÅÒÉÁÌȣȢÃÅÒÅÁÌȢ  
 

The same sound in a different word is called a homonym. Jeff was having an 
ÁÆÆÁÉÒ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÅÒȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÂÏÔÈ ÈÁÄ Á ÔÒÁÇÉÃ ÁÃÃÉÄÅÎÔ ÄÏ×Î ÔÈÅ ÓÔÁÉÒÓȣ #ÌÕÍÓÙȟ ÃÌÕÍÓÙ 
(she never did like fruit loops). They actually may have not had anything at all. 
 

 -ÁÙÂÅ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÕÓ ×ÈÏ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇȢ  
 

Serial and cereal are homonyms. 
 

) ×ÁÓ Á ÔÅÁÃÈÅÒ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ) ÔÈÒÅ× Á ÄÅÓË ÁÔ Á ËÉÄȢ ,ÉËÅȡ Ȱ×ÈÁÔ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÄÉÄ ) ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ 
ÔÅÁÃÈȩȱ 
 

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

ȣȢȢ-ÉÎÄ ÙÏÕȟ ) ÇÏÔ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÓÃÈÏÏÌ ÓÅÌÌÉÎÇ ÐÏÔȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ×ÒÏÔÅ ÍÙ ÍÁÓÔÅÒÓ 
thesis on the leftovers from sales. 
 

 -Ù ÄÅÇÒÅÅ ×ÁÓ ÏÎ ÃÁÐÉÔÁÌÉÓÍȭÓ ÔÁÂȢ  
 

Who was Shakespeare anywaysȩ )ȭÍ ÓÕÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÎ ×ÈÏ ×Òote A Midsummer 
.ÉÇÈÔȭÓ $ÒÅÁÍ must have been dancing with Mary J pretty hard as well. Maybe 
ÏÐÉÕÍȟ ÏÒ ×ÈÁÔÅÖÅÒ ÓÈÉÔ ÔÈÅÙ ÈÁÄ ÂÁÃË ÔÈÅÎȣ  
 

Profound, profound. 
 

I shuffle across the floor in my paper slippers. Schrish schrish, on concrete. I 
stick my face into the lavatory-laboratory in the floor to try to see if I 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. I sit back on my heels and laugh.  
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Ȱ3ÈÉÔ ÏÕÔÔÁ ÌÕÃË ÈÅÒÅȟ ÂÏÙÓȢȱ 
 

So witty. So pretty.  
 

Do they tell you people shit themselves when they die? (Hi George!) Probably 
ÎÏÔȢ !ÌÌ ÔÈÁÔ ÒÏÍÁÎÔÉÃ ÃÒÁÐ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÈÅÒÏÉÃ ÄÅÁÔÈÓ ÁÎÄ ÂÕÌÌÅÔ ×ÏÕÎÄÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÂÌÅÅÄ 
in movies. We have approximately six litres of blood. When I 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 pinkɂmixed with the bubbles, you know.  
 

Serial means a successive amount of incidents punctuated by a time interval. 
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 been nearly as famous as a painter. We love to hate.  
 

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

-ÉÌÌÉÏÎÓ ÏÆ ÍÅȢ .Ï× ÔÈÁÔȭÓ Á ÓÃÁÒÙ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔȢ ) ×ÏÎÄÅÒ ÉÆ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÍÉÌÌÉÏÎÓ ÏÆ ÍÅ 
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 
ÇÏÏÄÎÅÓÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÍÙ γγγγ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÁÎÄ ÓÐÁÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÃÈÅÁÔÅÒȭÓ ÌÙÉÎÇ ÁÓÓȩ  
  

Lying, lie, lie, lay.  
 

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

Words are like people. They can look just like something and be 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 
ÔÒÁÎÓÐÏÒÔ ÙÏÕȟ ÍÁËÅ ÙÏÕ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅ ÅÌÓÅȢ 7ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕ ÌÅÁÖÅ ÔÈÅÍȟ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÊÕÓÔ γγγγ ÂÁÄ 
fragmÅÎÔÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÅ ÇÏÏÄ ÐÉÅÃÅ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÐÕÔ ÂÁÃË ÔÏÇÅÔÈÅÒ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÔÈÅ ÅÄÇÅÓ ÁÒÅ ÔÏÏ 
sharp. 
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Eva 

Emily Driver  
 

Ȱ) ÈÅÁÒÄ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓ Á ÐÉÁÎÉÓÔ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÐÉÁÎÏ ÇÏÔ ÐÕÓÈÅÄ ÏÆÆ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÁÇÅ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÅ 
×ÁÓ ÃÒÕÓÈÅÄ ÔÏ ÄÅÁÔÈȟȱ ÓÁÙÓ ,ÁÕÒÅÌȟ ÈÅÒ ÆÅÅÔ ÓÌÉÐÐÉÎÇ ÄÏ×Î ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÎ black steps to 
ÔÈÅ ÁÂÁÎÄÏÎÅÄ ÐÏÏÌ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÃÈÏÏÌȭÓ ÂÁÓÅÍÅÎÔȢ Ȱ) ÂÅÔ ×ÅȭÌÌ ÓÅÅ ÈÅÒ ÇÈÏÓÔȢȱ 
 

Ȱ3ÈÅȭÓ ÓÕÐÐÏÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÈÁÕÎÔ ÔÈÅ ÔÈÅÁÔÒÅȟ ÎÏÔ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÏÌȢȱ 
 

Ȱ) ËÎÏ× ÔÈÁÔȟ ÆÕÃË-ÆÁÃÅȟȱ ÓÁÙÓ ,ÁÕÒÅÌȢ 2ÏÃÈÅÌÌÅ ÌÁÕÇÈÓȢ ,ÁÕÒÅÌ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ Ó×ÅÁÒÓ 
more around Rochelle, for reasons tÈÁÔ ÓÈÅ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÌÉËÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÉÎË ÁÂÏÕÔȟ ÂÕÔ ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ 
have to do with the fact that her friend intimidates her. Rochelle has piercings and a 
ÐÅÒÆÅÃÔÌÙ ÐÒÏÐÏÒÔÉÏÎÅÄ ÆÁÃÅ ÁÎÄ ×ÅÁÒÓ ÆÏÕÎÄÁÔÉÏÎ ÁÎÄ ÉÓ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÃÈÏÏÌȭÓ ÈÉÔ ÌÉÓÔ ÆÏÒ 
skipping class, while Laurel is in advanced classes and spends most of her time with 
ÈÅÒ ÃÏÍÐÕÔÅÒȟ ÎÏÔ ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓȢ !ÎÄ ,ÁÕÒÅÌ ÈÁÓ Á ÒÁÓÈ ÕÎÄÅÒ ÈÅÒ ÎÏÓÅȢ Ȱ*ÕÓÔ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ 
ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÓÁÙ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÓÕÐÐÏÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÈÁÕÎÔ ÔÈÅ ÔÈÅÁÔÒÅ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÍÅÁÎ ÉÔȭÓ ÔÒÕÅȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÁÌÓÏ 
ÓÁÙ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓ Á ÐÉÁÎÉÓÔȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÔÒue. I looked it up. She was just an English 
teacher who directed all the school plays. She died in 1979 and was like eighty years 
ÏÌÄȢȱ  
 

Ȱ(ÕÈȟȱ ÓÁÙÓ 2ÏÃÈÅÌÌÅȢ 4ÈÅ ÓÔÁÉÒÓ ÅÎÄ ÉÎ Á ÒÏÏÍ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÒÅÅ ÄÏÏÒÓȟ Ô×Ï ÏÆ ×ÈÉÃÈ 
lead into the branching hallways of the underbelly of the school. The floor is yellow 
ÁÎÄ ÇÒÁÙ ÃÈÅÃËÅÄ ÍÁÒÂÌÅȟ ×ÈÉÃÈ ÉÓ ÈÏ× ,ÁÕÒÅÌ ËÎÏ×Ó ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÙȭÖÅ ÒÅÁÃÈÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÏÌÄÅÒ 
ÓÅÃÔÉÏÎȢ 4ÈÅ ÎÅ× ÓÔÕÆÆ ÉÓ ÃÈÅÁÐ ÁÎÄ ÇÒÁÙȢ Ȱ7ÈÅÒÅȭÄ ÙÏÕ ÆÉÎÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÏÕÔȩȱ  
 

Ȱ3ÏÍÅÏÎÅȭÓ ÇÒÁÄÕÁÔÅ ÔÈÅÓÉÓ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÈÉÓÔÏÒÙ ÏÆ ÄÒÁÍÁ ÉÎ %ÄÍÏÎÔÏÎȢȱ 
 

Ȱ$ÉÄ ÔÈÅÙ ÓÐÅÃÉÆÉÃÁÌÌÙ ÓÁÙ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅ ÄÉÅÄ ÏÆ ÏÌÄ ÁÇÅ ÏÒ ÊÕÓÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅ ÄÉÅÄ ÉÎ 
Ϋγαγȩȱ 

 
Ȱ*ÕÓÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅ ÄÉÅÄ ÉÎ ΫγαγȢ "ÕÔ ɂȱ 
 
Ȱ3Ï ÓÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÂÅÅÎ ÃÒÕÓÈÅÄ ÂÙ Á ÐÉÁÎÏȢȱ 
 
Ȱ3ÕÒÅȟ ×ÈÁÔÅÖÅÒȢ )ÔȭÓ ÐÏÓÓÉÂÌÅȟȱ ÓÁÙÓ ,ÁÕÒÅÌȟ ÓÃÒÕÎÃÈÉÎÇ ÈÅÒ ÎÏÓÅȢ Ȱ3ÔÉll, I bet 

ÓÈÅȭÓ ÈÁÕÎÔÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÏÌȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÅÒÅ )ȭÄ ÈÁÕÎÔ ÉÆ ) ×ÅÒÅ ÄÅÁÄȢ .ÉÃÅ ÁÎÄ ÐÅÁÃÅÆÕÌ 
ÄÏ×Î ÔÈÅÒÅȢȱ  
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Ȱ7ÅȭÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÇÏÎÎÁ ÓÅÅ ÁÎÙ ÇÈÏÓÔÓȟȱ ÓÁÙÓ 2ÏÃÈÅÌÌÅȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ×Å ÍÉÇÈÔ ÓÅÅ ÉÓ 2ÏÓÓ 

ÁÎÄ %ÍÉÌÙ ÈÁÖÉÎÇ ÓÅØ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÌÏÃËÅÒ ÒÏÏÍȢȱ  
Ȱ%ÖÅÎ ÍÏÒÅ ÃÈÉÌÌÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÎ Á ÐÁÒÁÎÏÒÍÁÌ ÅÎÃÏÕÎÔÅÒȟȱ ,ÁÕÒÅÌ ÓÁÙÓȢ Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ) ÈÅÁÒÄ ÈÉÍ 
ÔÁÌËÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÏÌ ÃÈÁÎÇÉÎÇ ÒÏÏÍÓȢ 7ÈÁÔ ÁÎ ÁÓÓÈÏÌÅȢȱ 4ÈÅÙ ÁÒÒÉÖÅ 
at a wooden door that reads POOL in yellow paint and Rochelle jerks the handle.  
 

Ȱ3ÈÉÔȢ ,ÏÃËÅÄȢȱ  
 

Ȱ$ÁÍÎȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÏÎÅ ×ÁÙ ÄÏ×ÎȢ ) ×ÏÎÄÅÒ ÈÏ× 2ÏÓÓ ÁÎÄ %ÍÉÌÙ ÇÏÔ ÉÎȢȱ 
 

Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÁÔ ÌÅÁÓÔ Ô×Ï ÍÏÒÅ ×ÁÙÓȢȱ  
 

Ȱ4ÈÅ 0ÏÔÔÅÒÓȭ 'ÕÉÌÄɂȱ  
 

 Ȱ4ÈÅ ÅØÅÒÃÉÓÅ ÒÏÏÍÓȣȱ   
 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢ !ÎÄ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÅÒÅ ÓÏÍÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÓÅ ÇÏȢ 7Å ÃÏÕÌÄ ÔÒÙ ÔÈÁÔ ÏÎÅȟȱ 
says Rochelle, pointing to a door with ALL VISITORS MUST REPORT TO THE 
OFFICE painted on its window. The window looks into darkness.  
  

Ȱ.ÁÈȢ ,ÅÔȭÓ ÄÏ ÔÈÅ ÅØÅÒÃÉÓÅ ÒÏÏÍÓȟȱ ÓÁÙÓ ,ÁÕÒÅÌȢ 3ÈÅ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÉÎ 
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. 
 

Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅ ÍÉÇÈÔ ÂÅ Á ÇÙÍ ÃÌÁÓÓ ÕÓÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÃÈÉÎÅÓȢȱ 2ÏÃÈÅÌÌÅ ÐÒÅÓÓÅÓ ÈÅÒ ÈÅÁÄ 
against the beige marble wall and lisÔÅÎÓȢ Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÁÎÙÏÎÅ ÉÎ 
ÔÈÅÒÅȢȱ  7ÈÅÎ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÃÅÒÔÁÉÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÉÓ ÎÏ ÏÎÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÅØÅÒÃÉÓÅ ÒÏÏÍȟ ÓÈÅ ÍÏÖÅÓ 
through the lighted hallway. A Sharpie sticks out of her pocket. Laurel follows.  
 

4ÈÅÙȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÐÌÁÎÎÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÂÒÅÁË ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÁÂÁÎÄÏÎÅÄ ÐÏÏÌ ÆÏÒ ÍÏÎÔÈÓȢ 4ÈÅÙȭÄ 
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.  
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  Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ×ÅÉÒÄ ÓÅÅÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÃÈÉÎÅÓ ÕÎÏÃÃÕÐÉÅÄ ÂÙ Ó×ÅÁÔÙ ÐÒÅÔÅÅÎ ÂÏÄÉÅÓȟȱ Óays 
Rochelle.  
 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢȱ   
 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÒÏÎÇȩ 9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÑÕÉÅÔȢȱ  
 

Ȱ.ÏÔÈÉÎÇȢ ) ÊÕÓÔ ÈÏÐÅ ×Å ÃÁÎ ÇÅÔ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÏÌ ÓÏÏÎȢ %ÖÅÎ ÔÈÅ ÌÏÃËÅÒ ÒÏÏÍÓ 
×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÇÏÏÄȢ ) ÈÁÖÅ ÂÉÏ ÉÎ ÆÉÆÔÙ ÍÉÎÕÔÅÓȢȱ  
 

 Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ×ÏÒÒÙȢ 7ÅȭÌÌ ÇÅÔ ÔÈÅÒÅȢ 4ÈÅ )ÎÓÔÁÇÒÁÍ ÐÈÏÔÏÓ ÁÒÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÂÅ 
amazinÇȢȱ  
 

Ȱ2ÉÇÈÔȟȱ ÓÁÙÓ ,ÁÕÒÅÌȢ 4ÈÅ ÎÅØÔ ×ÁÙ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÏÌ ÉÓ ÂÌÏÃËÅÄ ÔÏÏȢ ! ×ÉÒÅ ÇÒÁÔÅ 
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.  
 

Ȱ3ÈÉÔȢ -ÁÙÂÅ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÒÎÅÒȩȱ  
 

!ÒÏÕÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÒÎÅÒȟ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÁÔÒÉÕÍ ÂÅÔ×ÅÅÎ ÔÈÅ 'ÉÒÌÓȭ ÁÎÄ "ÏÙÓȭ ÌÏÃËÅÒ 
ÒÏÏÍÓ ÉÓ ÏÐÅÎȢ  Ȱ&ÕÃË ÙÅÁÈȟȱ ÓÁÙÓ ,ÁÕÒÅÌȟ ÔÈÅ ËÎÏÂ ÔÕÒÎÉÎÇ ÕÎÄÅÒ ÈÅÒ ÇÒÉÐȢ Ȱ7ÅȭÒÅ 
ÔÈÅÒÅȢ 4ÈÅ ÌÏÃËÅÒ ÒÏÏÍÓȢȱ 
 

2ÏÃÈÅÌÌÅ ÃÒÏ×Ó ×ÉÔÈ ÄÅÌÉÇÈÔȢ Ȱ(ÏÌÄ ÈÁÎÄÓȩȱ 
 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ËÎÏ× ÉÔȟȱ ÓÁÙÓ ,ÁÕÒÅÌȟ ÂÏÕÎÃÉÎÇ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÈÅÅÌÓ ÏÆ ÈÅÒ ÆÅÅÔȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÏÇÅÔÈÅÒ 
ÔÈÅÙ ×ÁÌË ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÏÎÅ ÐÁÒÔÉÔÉÏÎÓ ÁÎÄ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÖÁÓÔ ÅÍÐÔÉÎÅÓÓ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ 'ÉÒÌÓȭ 
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, sky-blue and rust red lockers line the room. The 
school is obviously using the space for storage because the room is littered with 
wooden slats, dusty chairs, cardboard boxes, then in one corner, a Christmas tree 
and a pile of mannequins.  
 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÏ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÉÓȟȱ ÓÁÙÓ 2ÏÃÈÅÌÌÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÆÌÉÃËÅÒÉÎÇ ÆÌÕÏÒÅÓÃÅÎÃÅ ÈÅÒ ÆÁÃÅ ÉÓ Á 
pale excited blur, the sharp wings of her eyeliner barely visible. The room is bisected 
by a row of stone shower cells that are open so that in the event that someone 
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ÓÈÏ×ÅÒÅÄȟ ÔÈÅÙȭÄ ÂÅ ÖÉÓÉÂÌÅ ÆÒÏÍ ÂÏÔÈ ÓÉÄÅÓ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÒÏÏÍȢ 4ÈÅ ÅÖÅÎ ÄÉÓÔÒÉÂÕÔÉÏÎ ÏÆ 
shadows within their crevices reminds Laurel of teeth. Rochelle pretends to shower 
and shave her face with a single-ÂÌÁÄÅ ÒÁÚÏÒ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÃÌÏÔÔÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÁÉÒȢ Ȱ'ÒÏÓÓȦȱ ÓÁÙÓ 
Laurel, laughing.  
 

2ÏÃÈÅÌÌÅ ÐÉÃËÓ ÕÐ Á ÍÁÎÎÅÑÕÉÎȢ 2ÅÄ ÐÁÉÎÔ ÌÅÁËÓ ÄÏ×Î ÉÔÓ ÃÈÅÅËÓȢ Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÔÏÏ 
ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ ÇÏÏÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÒÅÁÌȢ 4ÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÇÏ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÙ ȬÕÒÂÁÎ ×ÉÔÃÈȭ ÔÈÅÍÅ ÓÏ ×ÅÌÌȟȱ 
ÓÈÅ ÓÁÙÓȟ ÈÅÒ ÃÁÍÅÒÁ ÆÌÁÓÈÉÎÇȢ 4ÈÅ ÓÃÈÏÏÌȭÓ ÆÕÒÎÁÃÅÓ ×ÈÉÒ ÁÎÄ ÇÒÉÎÄȢ 4ÈÅ ÁÉÒ ÓÍÅÌÌÓ 
ÌÉËÅ ×ÏÏÄ ÁÎÄ ÄÕÓÔ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ Á ÈÏÔȟ ÇÒÅÁÓÙ ÓÍÅÌÌ ÏÖÅÒÔÏÐ ÏÆ ÉÔ ÁÌÌȢ ,ÁÕÒÅÌ ÇÒÉÎÓ ÓÏ 
wide her mouth hurts. She feels faintly sick.  
 

Ȱ3ÍÅÌÌÓ ÌÉËÅ -Ã$ÏÎÁÌÄΈÓ ÆÏÏÄȢȱ 
   

Ȱ3ÍÅÌÌÓ ÌÉËÅ ÃÈÌÏÒÉÎÅȢȱ  
 

4ÈÅÙ ÆÉÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÔÈÒÏÏÍÓ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÏ×ÅÒÓ ÁÎÄ Á ÒÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÂÌÕÅ ÄÏÏÒ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÏÎȭÔ 
open. Behind another grate, they find a curved hallway that says POOL in black tile.  
 

Ȱ&ÕÃË ÙÅÁÈȦȱ ÓÁÙÓ 2ÏÃÈÅÌÌÅȢ  
 

Ȱ,ÏÃËÅÄȟȱ ÓÁÙÓ ,ÁÕÒÅÌȟ ÐÏÉÎÔÉÎÇ ÔÏ Á ÃÏÍÂÉnation lock hanging off of the metal 
mesh of the safety grate. She hooks her fingers in the grate, shakes it.  
 

Ȱ7ÏÎȭÔ ÏÐÅÎȢ !Ô ÌÅÁÓÔ ×Å ÇÏÔ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÎÎÅÑÕÉÎÓȟȱ ÓÁÙÓ 2ÏÃÈÅÌÌÅȢ 
 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢ 4ÏÏ ÂÁÄȟ ÔÈÏÕÇÈȢ ) ×ÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÌÉËÅÄ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÏÌȢȱ  
 

Ȱ,ÅÔȭÓ ÇÏ ÔÁËÅ ÐÉÃÔÕÒÅÓ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅÍȢȱ 
 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÇÏ ÔÁËÅ ÓÏÍÅ ÓÅÌÆÉÅÓȟȱ ÓÁÙÓ ,ÁÕÒÅÌȢ Ȱ) ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÈÁÎÇ ÏÕÔ ÈÅÒÅ ÆÏÒ Á ÂÉÔȢ 
!ÂÓÏÒÂ ÔÈÅ ÁÍÂÉÅÎÃÅȢ 3ÍÅÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÃÈÌÏÒÉÎÅȢȱ 
 

Ȱ!ÌÒÉÇÈÔȟ ÌÏÎÅ ×ÏÌÆȢȱ ÓÁÙÓ 2ÏÃÈÅÌÌÅ ÁÎÄ ÓÔÏÍÐÓ ÏÆÆ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÐÉÎË-tiled showers 
with the Christmas tree and the mannequin head.  
 

When Laurel hears the sound of her moving in the dust and wood, she gives 
ÔÈÅ ÌÏÃË Á ÓÉÎÇÌÅȟ ÔÈÕÍÐÉÎÇ ÊÅÒËȢ 3ÈÅȭÄ ÓÅÅÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÐÏÉÎÔÉÎÇ ÁÔ Ϋί ÅØÁÃÔÌÙ ÁÎÄ 
suspects that it has been left at the opening spot. 
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It snaps open. Laurel cringes, waits for Rochelle to come running from two 
ÒÏÏÍÓ ÏÖÅÒȟ ÂÕÔ ÓÈÅ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÃÏÍÅȟ ÌÅÁÖÉÎÇ ,ÁÕÒÅÌ ÁÌÏÎÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÎÁÒÒÏ× ÓÔÏÎÅ ÈÁÌÌ×ÁÙ 
ÌÅÁÄÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÏÌȢ Ȱ)Ô ÏÐÅÎÅÄȢ ) ×ÁÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÏ ÔÅÌÌ ÙÏÕȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÍÅÎÔÁÌÌÙ ÒÅÈÅÁÒÓÅÓ 
as she squeezes past the grate and into the 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 not adjust to the absence of light and 
ÓÈÅ ÓÔÕÂÓ ÈÅÒ ÔÏÅ ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ Á ÐÉÅÃÅ ÏÆ ÂÒÏËÅÎ ÔÉÌÅȢ 3ÈÅ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÃÁÒÅ ÉÆ 2ÏÃÈÅÌÌÅ ÉÓ ÐÉÓÓÅÄ 
when if she finds her in the pool area alone, and she doubts that Rochelle will be 
distracted enough from taking selfies in the showers to look. And besides, Laurel 
ÎÅÅÄÓ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÈÅÒÅ ×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ 2ÏÃÈÅÌÌÅȡ ÈÅÒ ÆÒÉÅÎÄ ÉÓ ÔÏÏ ÎÏÉÓÙ ÁÎÄ ×ÉÌÌ ÒÕÉÎ ,ÁÕÒÅÌȭÓ ÏÎÌÙ 
ÃÈÁÎÃÅ ÔÏ ÍÅÅÔ Á ÇÈÏÓÔȢ )ÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÌÉËÅÌÙ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÅØÅÒÃÉÓÅ ÒÏÏÍ ×ÉÌÌ ÂÅ ÖÁÃÁÎÔ ÁÇÁÉÎ 
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 
ÔÈÁÔ ,ÁÕÒÅÌ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÔÈink that darkness could possess. She resolves to come back one 
ÄÁÙ ×ÉÔÈ ÆÌÁÓÈÌÉÇÈÔÓȢ 4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ Á ÃÕÂÅ ÏÆ ÍÅÔÁÌ ÂÁÒÓ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÅÎÄ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÏÌ ×ÈÅÒÅ Á 
diving board used to be. Laurel climbs up one, squints through at the cracked tile 
walls. A spray-painted messaÇÅ ÌÏÏÐÓȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÔȭÓ ÂÅÅÎ ÓÃÒÕÂÂÅÄ ÓÏ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÉÎÔ ÉÓ 
ÉÌÌÅÇÉÂÌÅȢ ! ÓÉÇÎ ÓÁÙÓ Ȱ.Ï 3ÈÏÅÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ 0ÏÏÌ !ÒÅÁȱ ÁÎÄ ÁÂÏÖÅ ÉÔ ÉÓ Á ÄÅÃÌÁÒÁÔÉÏÎ ÉÎ 
ÙÅÌÌÏ× ÔÈÁÔ Ȱ!+ Й ** ×ÁÚÚ ÈÕÒÒȱ.   
 

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 
ÆÒÏÎÔ ÏÆ ÈÅÒȢ 37%$ ÓÁÙÓ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒȢ 0ÁÒÔ ÏÆ Ȱ!ÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄȱȩ 3×ÅÄÅȩ 3ÈÅ ÒÕÂÓ ÈÅÒ ÎÏÓÅȢ 
Keeps waiting. Part of her had known there would be nothing here, but a part of her 
had hoped. Fuck. She squeezes the lock in her pocket, too upset to be scared of the 
emptiness and darkness around and beneath herɂNothing here. Nothing 
ÉÎÔÅÒÅÓÔÉÎÇȟ ÁÎÙ×ÁÙȢ *ÕÓÔ ÔÈÅ ÈÕÍ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÓÃÈÏÏÌȭÓ ÆÕÒÎÁÃÅÓɂShe wipes her cheeks. 
She knew that there would be no ghostly 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.  
 

3ÈÅ ËÎÅ× ÔÈÁÔ ÌÉÆÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÏÒË ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÙȟ ÂÕÔ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÍÁÙÂÅ 
ÉÆ ÒÏ×ÄÙ 2ÏÃÈÅÌÌÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÔÈÅÒÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÍÁÙÂÅ ÉÆ ÓÈÅ ×ÅÎÔ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÓÔ ÄÉÓÕÓÅÄȟ 
horrendous part of the school, maybe there would be something more than an 
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empty pool that had stayed empty for the last fifty years and would stay empty until 
ÔÈÅ ÓÃÈÏÏÌ ÉÓ ÔÏÒÎ ÄÏ×Î ÏÒ ÓÅÁÌÅÄ ÕÐȢ ,ÁÕÒÅÌ ÔÈÉÎËÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÔȭÓ ÕÎÊÕÓÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÅÌÅÖÉÓÉÏÎ 
and books can be so much fun while in reality, there is only the dry chlorine smell, 
ÔÈÅ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ×ÈÏ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÓÉÔ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕ ÉÎ ÃÌÁÓÓ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÆÒÉÅÎÄ ×ÈÏ ÊÕÓÔ ×ÁÎÔÓ ÔÏ ÓÍÏËÅ 
weed and imperfectly loves you.  
 

She fingers the lock, tucks a piece of broken tile in her pocket, and shuffles 
ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÅÎÔÒÁÎÃÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÌÏÃËÅÒ ÒÏÏÍȢ 3ÈÅȭÓ ÆÏÕÎÄ the answer to her question. In 
ÔÈÅ ÍÏÓÔ ÉÎÔÅÒÅÓÔÉÎÇ ÐÌÁÃÅÓȟ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÅÄÉÏÕÓÎÅÓÓȟ ÂÏÒÅÄÏÍ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÒÏÁÒ ÏÆ 
ÔÈÅ ÓÃÈÏÏÌȭÓ ÆÕÒÎÁÃÅ ÇÒÉÎÄÉÎÇ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÉÔ ÁÌÌȢ ,ÁÕÒÅÌ ÌÏÃËÓ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÁÔÅȟ ÓÐÉÎÎÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ 
ÃÏÍÂÉÎÁÔÉÏÎ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÌÏÃË ÂÅÈÉÎÄ ÈÅÒȢ Ȱ(ÏÐÅ ÃÕÓÔÏÄÉÁÌ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒÓ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÍÂÉÎÁÔÉÏÎȟȱ 
she thinks, otherwise it will impossible get into the giant waste of space that is the 
ÁÂÁÎÄÏÎÅÄ ÐÏÏÌȢ !Ô ÌÅÁÓÔ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÓ 2ÏÃÈÅÌÌÅȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇȢ  
 

3ÈÅ ÆÉÎÄÓ ÈÅÒ ÆÒÉÅÎÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÔÈÒÏÏÍÓȢ 4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÎÏ ×ÁÔÅÒ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÔÏÉÌÅÔÓȟ ÂÕÔ 
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 
&ÁÌÌ /ÕÔ "ÏÙȢ )ÔȭÓ ÆÕÎȢ ,ÁÕÒÅÌ ÔÁËÅÓ ÐÉÃÔÕÒÅÓ ×ÉÔÈ 2ÏÃÈÅÌÌÅ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÙ ÈÉËÅ ÂÁÃË ÕÐ ÔÈÅ 
smooth stone steps to math and homework and busses. Dust settles in the locker 
room. The furnace grinds on. 

***  
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4ÈÅ 'ÁÒÇÏÙÌÅȭÓ !ÃÃÏÕÎÔ 
Andy Goertz 

(ÅÒ ÎÁÍÅ ×ÁÓ &ÒÁÎÃÉÎÅ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÒÅÄ ÈÁÉÒȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÉÆ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÈÅÒ ÒÅÁÌ 
name, I just heard that name called in the streets. She was a nun, so I wonder if she 
chose the name Francine, like the new popes do. And I wonder if she chose it after 
Francis of Assisi, the nature-×ÏÒÓÈÉÐÐÉÎÇ ÓÁÉÎÔ ×ÈÏ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÌÉËÅ ȰÎÏ ÏÎÅ ÉÓ ÁÎ 
ÅÎÅÍÙȢȱ (Å ÏÎÃÅ ÒÏÄÅ ÔÏ %ÇÙÐÔ ÔÏ Ôry and convert the Sultan, in an attempt to end 
ÔÈÅ ÂÌÏÏÄÙ ÃÒÕÓÁÄÅÓȢ )Ô ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÏÒËȟ ÂÕÔ ÈÅ ÍÁÄÅ ÉÔ ÏÕÔ ÁÌÉÖÅ ÁÎÄ ×ÅÎÔ ÏÎ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÔÈÅ 
first person ever to have the stigmata: the person spontaneously get holes in your 
ÈÁÎÄÓ ÌÉËÅ *ÅÓÕÓȢ )Ô ÍÅÁÎÓ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÃÌÏÓÅÒ ÔÏ ÈÉÍ ÏÒ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇȢ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÓÔÉÇÍÁÔÁ 
ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ )ȭÍ Á ÇÁÒÇÏÙÌÅȢ ! ÇÒÏÔÅÓÑÕÅȟ ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙȟ ÂÕÔ ÅÖÅÒÙÏÎÅ ËÎÏ×Ó ÕÓ ÁÓ ÇÁÒÇÏÙÌÅÓȢ 
'ÁÒÇÏÙÌÅÓ ÁÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÅÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÐÏÕÔ ×ÁÔÅÒȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÔ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÍÁÔÔÅÒȢ  

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

Francine walked past me every single day for seven years. She was studying in 
ÔÈÅ ÃÏÎÖÅÎÔ ÁÎÄ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÕÓÕÁÌÌÙ ÓÉÎÇ ×ÈÅÎ ÓÈÅȭÄ ×ÁÌË ÂÙȟ ÏÆÔÅÎ ÉÎ 'ÅÒÍÁÎȢ !Ì×ÁÙÓ 
softly, quietly, like she was embarrassed about her voice but loved the songs too 
much not to sing them. I liked it best when she sung in German, if you can believe 
it.  

3ÏÍÅÔÉÍÅÓ ÓÈÅȭÄ ×ÈÉÓÔÌÅȟ ÁÎÄ )ȭÄ ×ÉÓÈ ÂÅÙÏÎÄ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ) ÃÏÕÌÄ ×ÈÉÓÔÌÅ 
too. I could picture it in my mind, the exact notes, and I could think of harmonies 
too but they stayed in the stone. Seven years I 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 time 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 seconds or a thousand years, and all I tried to do 
for the next I-ÄÏÎȭÔ-know-how-long was try to get her attention again. Nothing felt 
better than that moment. I promise you, as crazy as it sounds, we really connected. 

4ÈÅ ÐÏÉÎÔ ÏÆ ÍÙ ÓÔÏÒÙ ÉÓ ÔÈÉÓȡ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÓÍÅÌÌ ÍÕÃÈ ÕÐ ÈÅÒÅȟ ÁÎÄ ×ÈÅÎ ) ÄÏȟ ÉÔȭÓ 
usually unpleasant. But when she came around, I tell you, friend, there were flowers 
ÉÎ *ÁÎÕÁÒÙȢ /Ò ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÌÉËÅ ÆÌÏ×ÅÒÓȢ ) ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ÔÈÉÎËÉÎÇ ȰÆÌÏ×ÅÒÓȱ ÂÕÔ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ 
sure anymore. It was something sweet I think, and tangy. Tasted like overripe fruit. 
!ÎÄ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÓÎȭÔ ÂÅÅÎ ÂÁÃË ÈÅÒÅ ÆÏÒ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÈÁÎ ÔÈÒÅÅ ÈÕÎÄÒÅÄ ÙÅÁÒÓȟ )ȭÖÅ 
forgotten. The smells are certain in my memory. Now, every scent, sweet or not (it 
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ÃÁÎ ÂÅ ÃÕÒÒÉÅÓ ÓÏÍÅÔÉÍÅÓȟ ÏÒ ÒÏÁÓÔ ÄÕÃËɊȡ ÉÔȭÓ ÈÅÒȢ $ÙÉÎÇ ÔÕÌÉÐs on a cart, a new cake 
ÂÅÉÎÇ ÂÁËÅÄ ÎÅÁÒÂÙȢ )ÔȭÓ ÁÌÌ ÈÅÒ ÎÏ×Ȣ )ÔȭÓ ÁÌÌ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÈÅÒȢ !ÎÄ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÙ ) ×ÁÓ 
even given that driveɂthe romantic love thing, I mean, that seems pretty fucking 
ÃÒÕÅÌ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÉÔȩ 4Ï ÂÅ ÌÉÔÅÒÁÌÌÙ ÍÁÄÅ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÓÔÏÎÅ ÁÎÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÈÅÓe intense feelings for 
someone who has probably been dead for like 250 fucking years? So basically 
&ÒÁÎÃÉÎÅ ÉÓ ×ÈÙ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÉÎ God and why I absolutely must. 
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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 un-trenched 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 like radio dials 
on seas of white noise,  
heaving endlessly as,  
restless, we pray these 
intrepid feet stray  
from the patchwork of  
blackened gum and half-lit  
cinder sticks still smoldering  
in the oxygen. 
 
Lead these gravel-callused feet 
beyond the comfort of known streets,  

beyond the graves marking the 
birthplace 
of each person bold or 
boring enough to believe that the three 
most  
ÐÏ×ÅÒÆÕÌ ×ÏÒÄÓ ÁÒÅȡ Ȱ) ÁÍ ÓÔÁÙÉÎÇȢȱ 
 
Tonight I am Jack Kerouac.  
Moaning for man,  
bones groaning as unknown roads 
unroll befor e me like 
 
canvassed spider-web spools of 
teletype paper. 
)ÔȭÓ ÓÁÆÅÒ ÔÏ ÓÔÁÙ ÉÎ ÐÌÁÃÅ ÔÈÁÎ  
try and trace the cut-and-paste 
cadence of those deacons of doom,  
those Beatniks of the Boom,  
too soon. 
 
Lead us to angel-headed  
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 feastɂ 
let our beatnik hearts stay restless,  
and let the faintest scent of sweat  
be the only clue that death is left with. 
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The Cat 
Nicholas Eveneshen 
 
 I still  ×ÁÓÎȭÔ asleep at 3:30 when the cat howled again. It  was a short, moving-
from-low-to-high pitched howl just outside our door, which droned on for ten 
minutes every hour and a half. This was the sixth time in a row )ȭÖÅ stayed over at 
my ÇÉÒÌÆÒÉÅÎÄȭÓ house on a random weekday night  and the cat was howling, not 
meowing. I was convinced it  ×ÁÓÎȭÔ normalɂnot by the way I was able to detect 
even the smallest of sounds in the night,  as if  my peripheral awareness was at its 
most alert right  before I fell  off the cliff  of consciousness and into  troubled sleep, 
but by the way it  was repeated like this every time I was here. Either the cat knew I 
was in the room it  ÄÉÄÎȭÔ have access to, and hated me for it,  howling to drive me 
sleepless and insane, or it  simply went on like this every night.  Ȱ*ÕÓÔ leave it  be, just 
leave it  ÂÅȟȱ my girlfriend  always said. How could she sleep like this? I ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ leave 
it  be. Not again. The cat had to be silenced.  
 
 I checked to my left, stared into  the darkness until  the dim outline  of my 
ÇÉÒÌÆÒÉÅÎÄȭÓ body became a clear silhouetted figure rising and falling to the steady 
rhythm  of deep sleep. No worries there. Ȱ/×××××ȟȱ went the cat again. Pulling my 
side of the covers off, I resisted the urge to storm to the door, and instead crept out 
of the bed one foot at a time. Other times )ȭÄ tried  to surprise the cat with  quick 
movements had been futile;  it  had just scurried away and had come back to howl 
again less than two hours later. The door glowed with  beige light  around its edges. 
The hallway light  had been left on. Ȱ/×××××ÕÈȢȱ 
 
 I tripped  over what must have been several pairs of pants on the floor, but 
caught myself on the bed. My girlfriend  ÄÉÄÎȭÔ move. I took a few more steps over 
some sweaters and shoes. I felt very light  then, as if  I could glide across the floor. I 
imagined the cat, just outside, just in front  of me, looking up, ears cocked to the 
left, wondering what these series of soft sounds were. The shuffling noises, the 
stronger smell of the human. I breathed slower, quieter, and opened the door not 
violently.  
 
 Ȱ2ÒÒÒÒÅÏ×××××È×Ï×Ȣȱ There it  was, pattering a metre away from me to 
stand in front of another bedroom door just down the narrow hallway. Ȱ2ÒÒÒÒÅÏ××Ȣȱ 
It  looked so soft, so innocent 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. I carefully measured my 
footsteps, said, ȰÔÈÅÒÅ there, here ÈÅÒÅȱ as I approached the cat, bent down, and 
picked it  up with  both hands. Ȱ2ÒÒÒÅÏ××Ȣȱ 
 
 This was the first  time )ȭÄ woken up from the noise of the cat and  been able 
to see it,  interact with  it,  without  it  running  off. I walked down the hall and into  the 
foyer and living  room. Outside, thick,  heavy snow crystallized in the deep cold and 
sparkled under white moonlight,  which poured through the window in broken 
panes across the wooden floor. It  was quiet. The cat ×ÁÓÎȭÔ purring.  Afraid to make 
any noise and wake up my girlfriend  and her roommates, I tip -toed towards the 
long couch that extended from one edge of the room to the other, and put the cat 
down on the arm. That was its favourite spot during the day. Ȱ2ÒÅÏ×Ȣȱ It  looked up 
at me, wagged its tail  slowly to the left, to the right.  A soft rattling  sound. It  started 
to purr.    
 
 Ȱ7ÈÙ ÁÒÅÎȭÔ you quiet? Why the howling all the ÔÉÍÅȩȱ I said to it.  I ÄÉÄÎȭÔ 
know what else to do. It  was almost four in the morning.  I had gotten up to stop the 
cat, and now I was talking  to it.  I ÈÁÄÎȭÔ expected it  to let me pick it  up. I sat down 
beside it,  began to pet it  with  my left hand. I felt not fully  awake, still  somehow 
asleep, but my actions had carried me here with  such intent.  I felt  bizarre, like I 
were hovering. Ȱ7ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ this be ÆÕÎÎÙȟȱ I said to myselfɂthought  about the kind  
of face my girlfriend  would make if  she came out right  now and saw me, in my 
boxers and without  a shirt,  petting the cat on the couch. 3ÈÅȭÄ probably just go back 
to bed. 3ÈÅȭÄ laugh and think  me ridiculous  and go back to bed. She ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ care. 
She had to work early in the morning  too. She was opening up the restaurant, and I 
had to get to class by 09:00.,but it  ÄÉÄÎȭÔ matter to her. She could put up with  the 
howling cat even though we both knew that we were both wakened by the creature 
in the middle of the night,  tossing and turning  in bed, pretending to be asleep, 
sighing out of feigned slumber and not out of frustration  at being awake. I pet the 
cat more firmly,  felt the small curvature of its spine, the taut back, but I had gotten 
up this time. I had gotten up, not she. I ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ let the disturbed sleep bother me 
anymore; I could never handle it  during the day, the weight of my eyelids, the 
lethargy of my exhausted body that subdued any thinking  power I could muster 
with  overdoses of black coffee, the anger at not being able to understand a lecture, 
having to read and research with  a heavy pen and a blinding  white computer screen, 
checking my phone for nothing.  The howling of the cat. And she just let it  happen. I 
felt the back of the ÃÁÔȭÓ neck now, gripped it  with the whole of my hand. This thing,  
this stupid thing  that had kept me up all these nights, it  was sitting  here, purring  
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beside me. Did it  know what it  was doing? Did it  know what damage it  was causing 
to me? Did my girlfriend  know? My girlfriend  who did nothing  about it?  
 
 I 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 screech and howl 
all at once, but the sudden violence I inflicted  upon it  surprised it  completely. The 
only sound finally  coming out, a strained, gurgled gasp as I flipped it  again with  my 
hands. I grappled its shoulders and neck with  my right  hand, raised it  up and 
pounded it  down against the couch once, twice, three times, and threw it  against 
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 eyes shut, its head laying down, crooked to the left just on top of its left paw. It  
×ÁÓÎȭÔ moving. 
 
 I stood there, staring at the white rug just below the couch, dumb and 
motionless in the blue moonlight.  The clock above the bookshelf was incredibly  
loud then. I was surprised I had just noticed it.  I had just killed  a cat. My eyes darted 
around and stared down the darkness of the hallway. Had I turned off the light  to 
my ÇÉÒÌÆÒÉÅÎÄȭÓ bedroom? I waited for the ruffling  of sheets, the rumbling  of feet as 
she rushed to see what the matter was outside, shouting a whisper of, Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ going 
on? Is everything ÏËÁÙȩȱ I waited longer, every clock stroke the tap of a metronome 
against my skull. Nothing  came, no sound. I was alone.  
 
 Trembling, I turned around again. I had just killed  the cat. I was breathing 
fast, like tumultuous  wind scraping past bare trees in the dead of night.  I slowed it  
down to a drawn-out, controlled  inhale and exhale. My heartbeat uneasily obeyed 
and fell into  a softer rhythm.  Pulling my eyes up the rug, past the darkness beneath 
the couch, light  opaquely reflected off its worn, beige leather, I fixated on the 
motionless left paw. Ȱ/È ÎÏȟȱ I thought.  Ȱ/È ÎÏȢȱ I fell to my hands and knees, 
shaking and convulsing with  silent anger. No pain. Only worry. This stupid cat, it  
had made me do this. Look, look how annoyingly elegant and sure of itself it  even 
looked in death, as if  it  were resting, asleep on the couch, only a couple of feet away 
from its favourite spot. Ȱ!Î emperor without  a ÒÅÁÌÍȢȱ I almost chuckled to myself 
as I remembered that line of poetryɂhow absurdly uncontrollable  ÏÎÅȭÓ thoughts 
wereɂand began to move towards the cat one hand and knee at a time. 
 
 I ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ skip class tomorrow  again, not when it  would have been the second 
time this week, I thought.  I was so tired, but this catɂit  ÈÁÄÎȭÔ been tired. No, it  
had wailed and howled beside our door. I had shut it  up. 4ÈÁÔȭÓ it.  I had just shut it  
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up. Look at it,  that scrunched-up face. Getting closer now, I counted its white and 
grey whiskers. Maybe ten. I ÈÁÄÎȭÔ even known whose cat it  was. Maybe my 
girl friend had told  me, but I ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ remember. It  ×ÁÓÎȭÔ her cat. It  must have been 
one of her ÒÏÏÍÍÁÔÅÓȭȟ people I never saw because they were barely here, but )ȭÄ 
never seen the cat go into  their  rooms. It  would always sulk around the house, 
patter around corners, sit on the couches. It  was the ÈÏÕÓÅȭÓ cat. The cat belonged 
to the house.  
 
 Who was I, in this pale moonlight,  crawling on the floor  towards a dead thing,  
away from my girlfriend  slumbering innocently,  a whole dark hallway away from 
me? My girlf riend. The actress of nothing,  but I ÈÁÄÎȭÔ stayed my anger. Instead I 
had let it  drive my arms and operate my hatred, inflicting  it  on this cat. I had hated 
it,  and it  was dead. I had taken action, and was crawling, on all fours, to its 
outcome. My hands and arms looked red. I caught myself holding in laughter at the 
exhilarating hilarity  of the idea that my first  powerful act of free will  was to kill  a 
cat. It  was really dead. What was I going to do now? It  was not daylight yet. I had 
time. Could I open its eyes again? What colour had they turned? Leaning forward, 
almost falling over I reached with  an outstretched hand, past the shadows of the 
twisted trees refracted in the dark moonlight,  to feel the hardness of its forehead, 
the dry nose, and the motionl ess jaws. 
 
 The eyes opened. 
 
 Their yellow malice widened into  surprise and fear, and the cat sprang off the 
couch as I yelped and jolted upwards into  standing position, bending backwards, 
but then floating completely upright  again. It  ran around the corner, skidding on 
the hardwood floor, and disappeared into  the incompletely renovated, abandoned 
basement. Another vacuum of silence. I ran around the other corner, past the foyer, 
and towards the basement. Its white light  was on. I could see it  stretch across the 
walls and fade off as it  met its absence near the back door. I held my arm 
outstretched towards the basement, reaching for that light,  but thought  better of it.  
The cat was alive still,  and I needed to sleep now. I tiptoed  down the dark hallway 
over the thickest boards of the hardwood flooring  to minimize  the screeching. 
Opening, closing the door. It  was all dark. My ÇÉÒÌÆÒÉÅÎÄȭÓ silhouetted figure was on 
the other side of the bed, so I climbed in immediately and glided my hand down her 
left side, petted down the wrinkled  blankets. Sleep overtook me. I paused at the top 
of her left shoulder, past the curvature of her spine, and gripped it  with  the whole of 
my hand as I faded into  a noiseless mirage 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 slow-moving, icy, grey-green. 
Behind them, crags of alluvium resolved into tufts of oat grass, sloping up towards 
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 a thin whistle. 
!ÎÙÈÏ×ȟ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÎÔ ÇÏÔ ÍÏÒÅȭÎ Ô×ÏȢ (Å ÈÉÔÃÈÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÓÈÏÒÔÓ ÁÎÄ ×ÁÄÅÄ ÄÅÅÐÅÒȟ 
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. 
 

)ÔȭÓ ÍÉÎÅȢ (ÉÓ ÇÒÉÐ ÔÉÇÈÔÅÎÅÄȟ ÆÉÎÇÅÒÓ ÐÁÌÉÎÇȢ 4ÈÅ ÇÒÉÍÅ ÁÔ ÈÉÓ ÎÁÉÌ ÂÅÄÓ 
ÍÁÔÃÈÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÏÎÅȭÓ ÈÕÅȢ 
 

)ÔȭÓ ×ÁÓÔÅÄ ÏÎ ÙÏÕȢ #ÏÍÅ ÏÎȢ )ȭÌÌ ÔÒÁÄÅ ÙÏÕȢ #ÏÍÅ ÏÎȢ (Å ÓÐÒÁÎÇ ÁÔ ÈÉÓ ÂÒÏÔÈÅÒȟ 
seizing a bony wrist. The child squealed and tried to wrench his arm away. Come 
ÏÎȟ ÔÈÅ ÂÉÇÇÅÒ ÂÏÙ ÒÅÐÅÁÔÅÄ ÁÓ ÈÅ ÐÅÅÌÅÄ ÂÁÃË ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÆÉÎÇÅÒÓ ÏÎÅ ÂÙ ÏÎÅȢ !Ô 
once, he palmed the pebble and released his grip, sending his brother sprawling in 
ÔÈÅ ÓÈÁÌÌÏ×ÓȢ 4ÈÅ ÓÍÁÌÌ ÂÏÙȭs face was tear stained, and a lucent 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 one knee and coiled his arm in a pantomime of a 
ÐÉÔÃÈÅÒȭÓ ×ÉÎÄÕÐȢ 4ÈÅ ÐÒÅÓÓÕÒÅ ÔÏ ÄÅÌÉÖÅÒ Á ×ÏÒÔÈÙ ÔÈÒÏ× ×ÅÉÇÈÅÄ ÕÐÏÎ ÈÉÍȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ 
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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, still ÓÎÉÆÆÌÉÎÇȢ )ȭÌÌ ÔÒÁÄÅ ÙÏÕȢ (Å ÈÅÆÔÅÄ Á ÌÁÒÇÅȟ 
dark stone, ringed with pale strata. His brother laughed in delight, recognizing the 
Ô×ÉÎ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÐÏÃËÅÔÅÄ ÐÅÂÂÌÅȢ )ÔȭÓ ÔÏÏ ÂÉÇȟ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÕÒÎÉÎÇ Á×ÁÙȢ  
  

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

 
Ribbons  
Robyn Holly Taylor-Neu 
 

Ȱ,ÅÔ ÕÓ ÇÏ ÎÏ×ȟ ÙÏÕ ÁÎÄ ) Ȣ Ȣ Ȣ Ȣȱ 4ÈÅ ÒÅÍÁÉÎÄÅÒ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÌÉÎÅ ÄÉÓÁÐÐÅÁÒÅÄ ÂÅÎÅÁÔÈ 
ÔÈÅ ÓÏÆÔȟ ÐÁÌÅ ÆÌÅÓÈ ÏÆ !ÔÔÉÌÁȭÓ ÂÅÌÌÙȢ *ÁÃÏÂ ÓÉÇÈÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÐÒÏÄÄÅÄ ÈÉÍ ÇÅÎÔÌÙ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ 
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,  ÔÒÁÉÌÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÁÉÎ ÁÎÄ ÓÉÌËÙ ÒÉÂÂÏÎÓ ÏÆ "ÁÒÂÉÅȭÓ ×ÅÄÄÉÎÇ 
dress. 

Ȱ*Á-ÃÏÂȦ (ÁÖÅ ÙÏÕ ÓÅÔ ÔÈÅ ÔÁÂÌÅȩȱ 
 
He squeezed his eyes tightly shut. Open. Shut. Open. He admired the way 

ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÄÕÓË ÒÏÓÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÄÒÅÓÓ ÏÆÆÓÅÔ ÔÈÅ ÍÉÌËÙ ÓÈÅÅÎ ÏÆ !ÔÔÉÌÁȭÓ ÓËÉÎȢ Ȱ)Ô ÌÏÏËÓ ÍÕch 
ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÏÎ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÁÎ ÉÔ ÄÏÅÓ ÏÎ ÈÅÒȢ 3ÈÅ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÇÕÒÅȢȱ 
Ȱ*ÁÃÏÂȢȱ 
. . . 
Ȱ) ÁÓËÅÄ ÙÏÕ ÔÏ ÄÏ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇȢȱ 
 

Ȱ$ÉÄ ÓÈÅȩȱ %ÙÅÓ ×ÉÄÅȢ )ÎÎÏÃÅÎÔȢ *ÁÃÏÂ ÒÅÓÔÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÃÈÅÅË ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÓËȟ ÎÏÓÅ 
ÂÒÕÓÈÉÎÇ !ÔÔÉÌÁȭÓȢ (Å ÂÌÉÎËÅÄȢ *ÁÃÏÂ ÐÌÁÃÅÄ Á ÆÏÒÅÆÉÎÇÅÒ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÇÅ, looped it 
through the loose ribbons. 

 
Ȱ*ÁÃÏÂȢ &ÏÒ #ÈÒÉÓÔȭÓ ÓÁËÅȢ .Ï×Ȣȱ ɉ*ÁÃÏÂȢ *ÅÓÕÓȢ .Ï×ȢɊ 
 
Ȱ,ÅÔ ÕÓ ÇÏ ÎÏ×ȟ ÙÏÕ ÁÎÄ )ȩȱ "ÕÔ ÁÓ *ÁÃÏÂ ×ÒÁÐÐÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÆÉÎÇÅÒÓ ÂÅÎÅÁÔÈ !ÔÔÉÌÁȭÓ 

ribs, he began to pedal his legs spasmodically. He twitched his tail in agitation, the 
gesture amplified by the billow of his skirts. Wordlessly, Jacob placed him back on 
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the page. Standing abruptly, he almost upended the straight-backed chair. He 
moved towards the doorway. Half in the hall, he looked back to where Attila sat, 
still perched upon the desk. 
Ȱ*ÁÃÏÂȦȱ 4×ÉÔÃÈÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ ÈÅÁÄȟ ÁÓ ÉÆ ÔÏ ÄÉÓÌÏÄÇÅ Á ÃÏÂ×ÅÂȟ ÈÅ ÃÏÎÔÉÎÕÅÄ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÈÁÌÌȟ 
pulling the door firmly shut behind him.  
 

! ÐÅÁ ÓËÉÔÔÅÒÅÄ ÁÃÒÏÓÓ ÔÈÅ ÐÌÁÔÅȟ ÆÌÅÅÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÔÙÒÁÎÎÙ ÏÆ *ÁÃÏÂȭÓ ÆÏÒËȢ Ȱ)Æ ÙÏÕ ÁÒÅ 
done, put your plate in the ÄÉÓÈ×ÁÓÈÅÒȢȱ *ÁÃÏÂ ÓÌÏ×ÌÙ ÐÒÅÓÓÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÐÅÁ ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ ÔÈÅ 
pale blue ceramic. Blips of green burst up between the prongs. 
 

ȰȢ Ȣ Ȣ ÌÉËÅ Á ÐÁÔÉÅÎÔȟ ÅÔÈÅÒÉÚÅÄ ÕÐÏÎ Á ÔÁÂÌÅȢȱ !ÔÔÉÌÁ ×ÁÓ ÎÏ×ÈÅÒÅ ÉÎ ÓÉÇÈÔȢ !ÐÁÒÔ 
from the slender, yellow-paged paperback and teeth-worn 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, 
ÆÌÏÏÒȟ ÂÕÒÅÁÕȟ ÂÏÏËÓÈÅÌÆȟ ÓÉÌÌȟ ÆÌÏÏÒȢ Ȱ!ÔÔÉÌÁȩȱ *ÁÃÏÂ ÈÁÔÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÈÉÌÄÉÓÈ ÐÉÔÃÈ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ 
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 
ÅÎÔÅÒÅÄ ɉÁÆÔÅÒ Á ÐÁÕÓÅɊȟ ×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ×ÁÉÔÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ Á ÒÅÓÐÏÎÓÅȢ Ȱ(ÁÖÅ ÙÏÕ ÓÅÅÎ !ÔÔÉÌÁȩȱ 
Clara shooË ÈÅÒ ÈÅÁÄ ÍÕÔÅÌÙȢ (ÅÒ ÄÁÒË ÅÙÅÓ ÍÅÔ *ÁÃÏÂȭÓ Ï×Îȟ ×ÉÄÅÎÉÎÇ ÉÎ 
ÓÙÍÐÁÔÈÙȢ (Å ÌÏÏËÅÄ Á×ÁÙȢ Ȱ4ÈÁÎËÓȟȱ ÈÅ ÍÕÔÔÅÒÅÄ ÁÓ ÈÅ ÅÁÓÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒ ÓÈÕÔȟ ÎÏÔ 
quickly enough to avoid the sight of the swollen blankets, the silicon tube. Back in 
the hall, Jacob looked left and 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,  ÆÌÉÃËÅÒÉÎÇ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÅÄÇÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÒÁÄÉÁÔÏÒȢ Ȱ!ÔÔÉÌÁȟȱ ÈÅ 
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 


