
 

 

 



DEADMANõS TOME 
June 2011, Issue 36: Direct Download Version  

 

 

 

 

 

Deadmanôs Tome @ 2009 

Demonic Tome/Deadmanôs Tome is owned by Jesse Dedman.  

 

All of the content is either the property of Deadmanôs Tome, of other owners under an 

agreement with Deadmanôs Tome, or of other parties that have agreed to allow their 

content in the online magazine. The material in this document belonging to Deadmanôs 

Tome is not to be copied, altered and republished, or redistributed in any way without the 

permission of Jesse Dedman. 

 

Do not copy material from this published document without the permission of its 

owner(s) and author(s).  

 



 
 

YouTube Kindle 

www.deadmanstome.com/DT2010STORE.html 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ZnALnmdm9cs
http://www.amazon.com/Fields-of-Rot-ebook/dp/B004S81VW6/ref=sr_1_1?ie=UTF8&qid=1300755385&sr=8-1
http://www.deadmanstome.com/DT2010STORE.html


 

Trailer Direct Download 
 

 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=_oIPaoflexo
http://www.deadmanstome.com/GHTR.html


 

Introduction 
 
 

 First, I want to say thank you to all of those that sent us your feedback through 

our new reader survey. We appreciate your opinions and use the cumulative results as a 

guide while we continue to grow. In each issue we offer a mix batch of elements ranging 

from classic monster horror to over-the-top, stomach churning tales that some may 

consider disgraceful and appalling. While we enjoy pushing the envelope, we also enjoy 

our fans, so let us know what stories you like. 

 

 What a relief, right? That the world as we know it did not, in fact, suffer from any 

great catastrophic, globe destroying earthquake. I mean, I was in a near panic, crouching 

beneath my desk like school kids in one of those 50ôs public service announcements. I 

waited impatiently with my eyes tightly shut, while gripping firmly to an Abita Turbo 

dog. I cried and pleaded like a little spoiled brat begging for a special treat, but nothing 

happened. Actually nothing even close to what I just said actually occurred; instead, I 

spent my day giving only my routine amount of shits, no more, no less. Because, quite 

frankly, what would be more in line with Deadmanôs Tome than rivers of boiling blood? 

Too bad the only way close to getting to see anything like that is by tripping. 

 

 Anyways, not to digress any further, June offers a lot for Deadmanôs Tome fans, 

new readers, and those simply passing by. Morbid images and ungodly illustrations will 

arise when reading The Garden by Michael H. Brownstein. See deep into a poetôs tragic 

stigmatic torment in The Rape of the Poet. Thom Olausson gives us a glimpse into a cold, 

shattered, and desecrated world where evil and technology have combined in Dead 

Future. Blast through hordes of the undead in the gruesome depiction that is Shotgun 

Destruction, by Thom Olausson.  

 

 For those that enjoy your dark fiction to be a tad longer and less abstract, we have 

Deb Eskiesô Springtime and Jesus, a dark comedy about a devoted Jesus lover that 

succumbs to temptation. Michael C. Thompson introduces us to an abomination that, 

despite his hideous form, shows a bit of humanity during its final moment in Dimorph. 

An inventor goes on a rampant killing spree in an old western town, collecting a bounty 

in exchange for life in Lunatic. Find yourself torn between believing a harsh but plausible 

truth and haunting but impossible explanation in Hardwood Floors. Lastly, Nelson 

invites you to take a house call youôll never forget in Solitary Man.  

 

Thank you, 

 

Mr. Deadman 
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A Moment of Transparency: Fan Mail 
Jesse Dedman  

 Donôt close out the ezine just yet. Gather around as I read through a few random 

grabs from the Deadmanôs Tome fan mail.  

 

  From: Marq Parker 

  Subject:  Editing Issues 

 

Iôve noticed that in the some of the issues that the editing seems 

inconsistent. In addition, Iôve noticed that in the story Plastic that Christ was 

spelled krist. Are you doing any sort of editing at all, or are you just merely 

pretending? 

 

One thing for sure, I am definitely not pretending to be anything. I dedicate time for 

reading the stories and poems we receive, but there are other things on my plate too. 



Sometimes things a missed, and that is unfortunate, but it mistakes will be made. Besides, 

you show me a publication that has no mistakes, and Iôll show you a professional one that 

does. 

 

The Krist thing was a judgment call in favor of the authorôs intent.  

 

 

From: Jacob Smith 

 Subject: Cradle of Ruin 

 

The chapter One Man Army reminded me so much of the promotional 

trailer you released on YouTube. Iôm curious, did you plan it that way? I mean, 

did you write the story first and then little teaser?  

 

Why yes, it was intended. Though I wrote about three stories before I began production 

of the Cradle of Ruin promo videos, the One Man Army chapter was written afterwards. 

The short film inspired me to write a chapter that would serve as a thank you to those that 

helped out in the production and as a special treat for those that watched it.  

 

From: Tom Heflin 

Subject: Fields of Rot Ep. 2 

 

 What happened at the very end? Did you not notice the horrible cropping? 

 

It would be a lie to say that I intended it to come out that way. What happened is a simple 

matter of stage space and lighting limitations. The scene required both Jesse and I to be in 

front of the green screen and being really tall, I literally cast Jesse in shadow. Now, I 

couldôve moved the studio light, but no matter where I placed it there was going to be 

some sort of shadow. I couldôve used the second light, but the limited space prevented it. 

The green screen needs a consistent tone in order for it to work its best, and that 

consistency wasnôt possible. Iôm not a fan of that part as well, but the point in the episode 

isnôt the bat. It is the tension exhibited through the awkward silence and strange stares 

between James and Chris.  

 

People have told me that the episode is awkward to watch, and usually because of the 

strange silence and awkward dialogue. Knowing why they felt awkward when watching 

it helps me draw the conclusion that they feelings intended to show between the two 

characters did indeed come to light. It is natural to feel awkward in a situation where 

someone is just staring at you, or at another, especially if they have a stare of judgment.  



 

 

 

The Garden 
Michael H. Brownstein 

It's quite clear what I have done-- 

I took the bones and planted them 

in the grass filled yard of leaf and wind  

  

Well, it's very simple: 

she knocked the earth out of me, 

tore the wind through my skin. 

  

What choice did I have? 

You kiss someone for years 

and then you don't kiss them anymore. 

  

When did the moment pass, 

the half hour before midnight's full moon? 

The half hour afterwards? 

  

There you have it. Nothing more to say. 

She shredded the lettuce my spirit 

so I made a garden out of hers.  



 

 

 

 

The Rape of The Poet by Her Editor 
Michael H. Brownstein 

The picture on the back cover of her book 

a field of derangement, a scarred fence, 

eyes almond shaped like arsenic, 

heavy shadowed specks of disorder. 

She wrote a poem I misread as "Raft," 

but she is nowhere near water, as if color 

and water, black and shaded, cannot mix. 

Nor is she smiling, her face bent in profile 

half lit, half disabled, half there 

half wondering where there is. 

I may have misread the title of the poem, 

but not the editor's choice of cover photo-- 

his need to have her as a lover, 

his need ignored, an obsession he prayed over, 

the photo on the back cover of her book 

not her choice, but his weapon of revenge, 

revenge disregarded, disquieting, out of place. 

  

 



Dead Future 
Thom Olausson 

Dead stars twinkle inside a dead universe, machines gone insane 

Torrential acid rains corroding the metal shelters 

Metal skeletons with bare wiring walking around, lost in the future 

Nuclear storms raging across barren wastelands 

 

The gates of Hell have been left open, dead computer screens flickering 

The burning pentagram tattooed upon the retina 

A world where Evil and Technology have collided, Termination of Life 

A metal revolution void of flesh and mercy 

 

Humankind hunted like prey by machines, electrical eyes glaring 

Nowhere to run, nowhere to hide 

Flesh and steel mating in a hellish orgy of gore, children of technology 

The eternal end of Time and Life has begun 

 

Dilapidated cities haunted by crazy ghosts, they live inside the machines 

The whole world has become a graveyard 

Scrap metal welded back into roaring monsters, a dead future awaits 

Death and iron mating with spirits and insanity 

 

A crimson moon rising in a blackened sky, God have turned his face away 

Rotting crucifixes standing alone on Golgotha 



Another violent rape of history commences, the living praying on scabby knees 

This is it: behold a dead universe where we are losté 

 

Shotgun Destruction 
Thom Olausson 

An eye exploding like an overripe grape 

Hollow eye sockets smeared in blood and gore 

Behold the victim after a shotgun rape 

 

Paint the world black with a brush of hate 

Raise the children to become a cursed generation 

See them despise us for sealing their fate 

 

Weôve built them a Necropolis made for the dead 

Built by gun metal and bones from the damned 

Where the streets have no names and the rivers run blood red  

 

So step into this endless nightmare of mine 

An eviscerated corpse hangs in the sky like some hellish angel 

Enter my place of black metal as you cross sanityôs line 

 

Here you can become one with your inner demons and die 

Let your pitch-black dreams soar across crimson skies 

Listen to your own Darkness, and listen to the angels cry 



 

Be a good boy and pull the trigger of this lethal shotgun 

Remember the words of destruction and havoc is speaks 

The demons laughterôs proves my point; killing is wicked fun! 

 

 

 

Dimorph 
Michael C. Thompson 

 Two identities stare at me through a single set of eyes, the left orb 

drowned in the crimson milk of burst blood vessels, its icy blue counterpart on the 

right simply filled with the hopeless terror of a prisoner marooned inside. The 

subjectôs body is encased in the jaundiced skin of existential disease, flesh 

having inexplicably weakened with the heightening of the symptoms that split this 

mind in twain. 

 Through the bloody left lens, a right-brain consciousness personified 

observes me, a creative processor - and more. I know its true nature, having 

observed the type of being it spawns; said subject. In extremis, it creates chaos 

of order, leads institution to entropy. Daniel, the fracture calls itself - the darker 

half. Its counterpart, a left-brain mind, gazes at me with the inscrutable eye of an 

analyst from the right-side of the subjectôs face; his name, Austin, the lighter half, 

the human half, the original identity. It has been over a decade since Austin 

Daniel Parker existed as one individual. 

 ñIôll kill both of us,ò Daniel informs me threateningly, its voice sly, calm, and 

referring to the personality imprisoned in the opposite hemisphere of the brain. 



Daniel is in control now, maybe forever, and I havenôt heard a word from Austin 

in weeks, somehow anesthetized by the will-power of his possessor. It poisons 

even me. 

 Self-destruction seems like something that Daniel is quite enamored of, 

and I believe it is fully capable of suicide. Immediately, however, this possessor 

is incapable of doing anything. Itôs tied into a chair, wearing the routine garb of all 

hyper-cerebral psych subjects - black sweats, a black t-shirt, and heavy-duty 

metal restraints. It stares out at me from its solo bloody eye, the right side of its 

face having gone slack and the left-hemisphere counterpart gazing stupidly 

outward, not even in the same direction, making its countenance strangely cross-

eyed. 

 ñYou canôt kill yourself,ò I tell Daniel, and it looks up at me with a grin on 

the right half of its face that says that it knows otherwise. 

 ñI shut the brat up, didnôt I? Heós basically dead,ò it declares, referring to 

Austin, the presently dormant left side of the brain - the analytical, logical half.  

 ñYouôre restrained far beyond any hope of escaping,ò I tell it. ñThere are 

also guards posted everywhere, and they would not kill you. You might be in a 

coma for awhile, but we can still observe whatôs happening in your brain without 

your tiresome charades. And eventually, of course, youóll wake up. And then I 

can make it worse for you.ò 

 ñWorse is better.ò 

 I try not to indulge it, saying nothing.  

 It breaks the silence and returns to our original topic, bringing up Austin 



once more in an impressive display of its usually non-existent short-term 

memory. ñAustin hasnôt even talked to me for awhileé you think he might be 

dead?ò  

 ñOur sensors show that your better half is very much alive. Because of the 

genetic modifications Cerebra initially made upon you, the right half of your body 

wouldnôt move at all without full co-operation of the left. Amongst a myriad of 

other extremely insolvable problems of which you lack the capability to conceive.ò 

 ñThatôs not trueé I figured out how to re-wire things. I can make the right 

side work as well as the left nowéò it rambles, remarkably less delirious than it 

usually is. 

 ñItôs too bad for you that the nature of your existence confines you to 

stupidity,ò I tell the fractured ego bluntly. ñIf the left hemisphere of your brain has 

died, or ceased function in any permanent way, as you suggest, then you would 

no longer be able to form words, or to even comprehend anything about my 

existence but the mere shapes, colors and sounds that make up the texture of 

your present environment. You would have no idea whatôs going on, why itôs 

going on, or even whom you might be. In someone who had not been treated by 

Cerebra perhaps it would be differenté but not you. You were my experiment. I 

know what you are and are not capable of.ò 

 ñDo you enjoy speaking with your experiment, Dr. Randall?ò it asks, 

suddenly shifting the conversation, as it is wont to do. The idea that lines and 

directions exist is foreign to this other-worldly invader, dark Daniel. It cannot 

imagine lines, even when itôs seeing them directly.  



 ñI find you to be spiritually repugnant, but unfortunately, my employer has 

decided that your misery is profitable, both intellectually and financially.ò 

 ñSo you believe that you are superior?ò it questions, receiving silence as 

my only reply. It dawns on me that this is a particularly lucid conversation for 

Daniel - and gives me hope for Austin. I quickly suffocate that emotion. I ignore 

the possessor, watching the monitors which observe its heart-beat and brain-

wave functions. It has been in the alpha state for over forty-eight hours now, not 

sleeping for even a moment. It knows that Iôm listening to it, in spite of my body 

language.  

 ñBut Iôve gotten away with so muché and Iôm here, alive, and you have to 

bite your tongueé but youôre superior. Correct?ò  

 I squeeze my fists together, the knuckles popping. I want to strangle it. To 

pull its eyes out. To punish it for its multiple crimes. But I have an obligation to 

my employer, and a part of me still pities Austin, trapped inside of his own 

hijacked body. 

 ñI know you donôt deserve this, Austin,ò I tell the subject, pretending to 

ignore Daniel. ñYou came to me looking for help. And look what Iôve done to you. 

I donôt want to kill you,ò I lie, ñI want to save you.ò 

 ñSave me?ò it asks. ñI like what youôve done to me. To us - the brat and I.ò 

 ñIôm not talking to you, cretin,ò I snap. ñIôm talking to Austin.ò Thatós not true 

- I actually am talking to Daniel, knowing that he will, fascinated by very 

sensation of my speech, finally shut up and listen. It will forget quickly thereafter 

all that I have said. The lessening of Austinôs control over the subjectôs body, the 



more easily overwhelmed Daniel is by flashing lights, sounds and colors. It 

makes sedation much less necessary. 

 ñYou came to me looking for a last resort cure to intractable epilepsy. Or 

rather, your mother did. Do you remember your mother? Are you in there, 

Austin? Her name was Gloria. She loved you very much before Daniel killed her. 

Can you hear me?ò I ask. I walk over to Daniel, looking into its bloody eye. The 

eye that belongs to Austin hangs parallel to it, still loosely rolling around. I close it 

with my fingers, Daniel not even flinching. It doesnôt re-open. Somehow, this 

comforts me. I know only Daniel stares out. 

 ñBecause Cerebra provided the treatments which led to your mutation,ò I 

say, spitting the word at the body snatcher inside of this vessel, ñCerebra and the 

U.S. government thought would prove more valuable as a subject of study for the 

refinement of the treatment that ruined you. But let us be honesté you are no 

longer human. I donót know what you are.ò 

 ñIôm a mistake,ò it says with startling clarity. ñSomething that should have 

never been. Yet here I am.ò 

 ñYes,ò I tell it. ñHere you are.ò 

 Its grotesque half-smile resumes and I back away from it, disgusted. ñDo 

you like observing your mind deteriorate to the point of non-existence?ò I ask it. 

ñDo you like feeling yourself blow away like dust in the wind?ò 

 ñItôs quite charming,ò it replies. ñIt feels lovely.ò 

 ñIf you ever do succeed in killing Austin, you will never be able to have 

conversations with me. You will never be able to conjure sentences like that, or 



place any of your thoughts in any context whatsoever. You will rapidly dissipate. 

Is that what you want? You have to letéò I stop, knowing itôs futile to even 

continue. 

 ñWhat do I wish for me to do?ò it asks me, taunting with his every syllable. 

 ñLet Austin out,ò I demand. ñLet me talk to him.ò   

 ñYouôll never speak to Austin again,ò it says to me coldly. ñI told you, Iôll kill 

both of us. Iôll shut him down and blow away in the wind, just as you beautifully 

suggested. A slow death sounds like ecstasy. Like going out with a long moan.ò 

 ñYears,ò I tell it, starting to sound anxious and not meaning to. ñThatôs how 

long youôll be waiting. Decades to die.ò 

 ñI find myselfé apathetic.ò 

 I stare down at this Jungian daemon, wanting to lobotomize it, to erase it, 

to scramble the alien right half of Austinôs toxic brain. To free the trapped human 

inside. In my mind, I do it savagely, and not for the first time, wondering if I can 

hold the manifestation of this thought at bay.  

 One thing Daniel has taught me: 

 It would be so easy. 

 
 
 
 

Springtime and Jesus 
Deb Eskie 

Reuben was a good boy. Thatôs what everybody said. They said that when 

God made him, he made the best. Mrs. Wayworth, Reubenôs mother, especially 

thought so. How lucky she was to have such a loving, devoted son who was 



nothing less than honest and pure. A son that watched and cared for her the way 

she had done for him when he was a small baby in her arms. 

 

Reubenôs father died of illness when he was a child, so it was his 

responsibility to take on the role as his motherôs protector. Mrs. Wayworth was 

getting on in years, and her frailty prevented the abilities of youth. However, 

Reuben saw it not as an inconvenience, but a privilege to assist his mother when 

needed. After all, he loved her dearly. She was a woman of virtue and kindness, 

like the virgin mother herself, and Reuben had been raised with the morals and 

kind spirit of God, making him the light of the town and the glue that held the 

small Southern community together. His humble modesty and generous heart 

made the townspeople proud to have Reuben in their lives. Everybody was a 

friend of Reubenôs, and everybody was quick to tell Mrs. Wayworth what a good 

boy, a good son she had. 

When Reuben wasnôt at home, caring for his mother, he was at the 

church, participating in charitable activities with Father Drew. Like the good boy 

that he was, Reuben was a follower of the holy book and prayed, and obeyed the 

word of the lord. Within the church, Reuben co-taught Sunday school and 

involved himself in helping the poor and less fortunate. Outside, in the churchôs 

garden, Reuben tended to the plants and flowers in Father Drewôs garden. The 

church garden was where Reuben could be found relaxing and daydreaming. It 

was his sanctuary where he felt closest to Christ. Flowers were his friends; each 

one had their own look, their own name, their own smell, and their own 

personality. Father Drew had asked Reuben to manage the garden when he 

learned of the boyôs gift for growing. Before Reuben began work on the garden, it 

was dreary and dry, and without the Heavenly glow that Reuben later brought to 

it. Because of Reubenôs green thumb, the garden had blossomed into a 

sensational painting of blues, purples, yellows, and pinks. It was the most 

magnificent sight in the whole town, and all were grateful to Reuben for it. 

One morning, after Sunday meeting had let out, Reuben and his mother 

were greeted by familiar faces who initiated small talk about Father Drewôs 



sermon and the churchôs annual baking festival, which would be held the 

following day. But there was one face Reuben did not recognize, a girl of about 

sixteen years of age. Standing beside her was an older gentleman, who was also 

unknown to Reuben, and he concluded that the stranger was most likely her 

father. The gentleman approached the priest and shook his hand. Father Drew 

took the girlôs hand as well, but she was timid and avoided eye contact. The girl 

was petite, with soft, smooth skin, and long brown hair of glistening gold 

highlights, which was tied neatly back from off her face. She wore a sundress 

printed with pink flowers, and a white knitted sweater over her shoulders to keep 

from getting chilled. Reuben liked her dress. It reminded him of his garden, and 

she, herself, reminded him of one of his flowers, as pretty and as unique. 

While the girlôs father spoke to Father Drew, she looked up across the way 

at Reuben, catching his stare, and flashed him a sweet, bashful smile. Reuben 

smiled back, unable to take his eyes off her. ñMs. Sampson and her father, Dr. 

George Sampson,ò whispered Mrs. Hadley to Reuben and his mother. ñThe two 

just moved here from the city. Dr. Sampson is in medicine, and a recent widower, 

and word has it heôs pretty well off in the financial department, if you know what I 

mean.ò 

ñOh, Mrs. Hadley!ò remarked Mrs. Wayworth, ñyou shouldnôt say such 

things!ò The two women laughed together under their breaths. 

ñThe girlôs a shy one,ò continued Mrs. Hadley, ñbut from what I hear, has a 

bit of the devil in her. She caused some havoc in school, so the doctor brought 

her to our town to start a new life. He hopes to reform his daughter with the love 

of Jesus.ò 

ñPoor girl,ò said Mrs. Wayworth ñsheôs probably just troubled over the loss 

of her mother.ò 

ñThat may be,ò replied Mrs. Hadley. ñPerhaps here she will find some faith 

to comfort her. Perhaps our Reuben might get to know her and encourage her to 

love the lord. What do you say Reuben? You just might be the perfect influence 

for the young girl!ò 



ñWell, I do believe God put me on this Earth, Mrs. Hadley, to always be 

available to those in need,ò Reuben told his motherôs friend. ñIôll see what I can 

do.ò And he glanced once again at the brown haired girl whose soft eyes locked 

with his. 

At the baking festival, many of the congregation folk gathered around the 

stands of Mrs. Wayworth and Mrs. Hadley to sample their famed cherry and 

raspberry pies. A few stands down, in a secluded area of the churchyard, sat the 

girl whom Mrs. Hadley had spoken of. Upon her stand rested a plate full of 

peanut butter and chocolate chip cookies, and again, she wore a flower print 

sundress, only this time it was yellow and blue. Immediately she exposed her 

sweet, pretty grin as Reuben approached her. There was silence for a moment, 

as the young man searched for words to speak with. Though he was often a part 

of public gatherings and was known for his friendliness and sociability, naturally 

he was shy and reserved. This is why Reuben was most happy within solitude, 

either in the garden, or in prayer. And, despite his respected reputation, Reuben 

was also modest and insecure. The girlôs charm and beauty were intimidating 

and caused Reuben to feel inadequate. His lengthy arms and feet were distinctly 

disproportioned with the rest of his body, his posture drooped resulting in an 

awkward walk, and at twenty-four years old, the hair above his head was 

prematurely receding. In truth, Reuben was not exactly appealing to the eyes, 

nevertheless, the sensitivity for which he was known, displayed brightly in his 

eyes, and gave his face, as homely as it was, a lamb-like quality. Finally, Reuben 

sparked up a conversation pertaining to the girlôs delicious treats. He learned 

then that her first name was Leelee. When asked how she was enjoying her new 

home, Leelee shrugged and admitted that she missed her old school and friends. 

ñI wish I hadnôt made such bad mistakes,ò Leelee told him. 

ñEverybody makes mistakes.ò Reuben replied, ñJesus forgives all who ask 

for forgiveness, if one truly believes in his existence.ò 

ñI like you.ò Leelee said, ñYouôre very nice.ò 

ñI like you too,ò said Reuben to Leelee, ñI think youôre very nice as well.ò 



Later that week Leelee found Reuben in the garden outside the church. 

Reuben was startled to discover her presence, but welcomed her. Leelee was 

astounded to view such a miraculous sight of lilacs, tulips, roses, and daisies. 

She told Reuben how much she too loved flowers and that it was the reason why 

she had so many flower-print sundresses. Amidst the delicate blossoms, Leelee 

twirled around and danced and skipped, with the light of the sun beating down 

upon her as she smelled every type of flower in the garden. When she bent over, 

Reuben caught a glimpse of her lush, round cleavage falling out from her bra. His 

palms began to dampen with sweat, as he felt a sudden need to reach out his 

hand and place it upon her ripened breast. Leelee noticed his gaze, but seemed 

not at all embarrassed. However, Reuben was mortified, and as Leelee climbed 

onto his lap, and wrapped her arms around his neck, he felt an anxiety overcome 

him. ñWould you come over for dinner tonight?ò Leelee asked. 

ñWell gee, Leelee, Iôd like to, but I shouldnôt leave my mama all alone. She 

isnôt in good health, you know.ò 

ñOh please, Reuben. You must come over. Iôm scared.ò 

ñScared of what Leelee?ò Reuben questioned. 

ñMy daddy, Reuben. He does things.ò 

ñWhat kind of things, Leelee?ò 

ñThings Reuben. Bad things. Please come over, so that Iôm not alone with 

him tonight. If youôre there, he wonôt hurt me.ò 

ñLeelee, if your daddy is mistreating you, there are people that can help. 

You should let Father Drew know.ò 

ñNo!ò Leelee shouted. ñNo one would believe me. Iôm only telling you, 

because I know youôd believe me. I know you would never do me any wrong.ò 

Leelee batted her long, feminine lashes as her head rested on Reubenôs chest. 

ñPlease Reuben, please come over tonight and rescue me from my father. 

Please.ò 

Reuben made his mother dinner and though she protested his nightly 

visitation to the Sampson home, he insisted that it was his duty to befriend the 

troubled girl. After all, she was new to the area, and therefore, needed his 



companionship. But Leelee had asked Reuben to tell no one of the bad things 

she had mentioned about her father. And though he had never told a lie before, 

Reuben kept the information secret. He decided that if the information had not 

been discussed, then it could not be a lie. And so he lovingly kissed his mother 

and bid her goodnight. 

The bus left Reuben off at a long dirt driveway that led to the Sampsonôs 

sizeable home. Carrying a bouquet of pink roses, he knocked on the front door. 

Inside the windows Reuben saw that most every light was on, but no one 

answered the door. He knocked again, and still no one answered. ñLeelee? Dr. 

Sampson?ò The house was quiet. Reuben tried the door handle to find that it was 

unlocked, and entered the house, again calling out Leelee and Dr. Sampsonôs 

names. He walked upstairs and checked each empty room. Then suddenly, 

Reuben heard the sound of footsteps in a bedroom further down the hall. He 

looked and saw Leelee hastily packing her sundresses from the closet into two 

suitcases. Puzzled, Reuben stepped toward her, but stumbled over something 

blocking his way. He looked down and found Dr. Sampson lying motionless on 

the floor, right beside Leeleeôs lacey feathered bed. Dr. Sampsonôs eyes 

remained open, staring at the ceiling without a blink. Blood seeped through his 

white buttoned down shirt, from several different holes in his stomach and chest. 

Reuben gasped at the sight and stood frozen over the body, his mouth wide 

open with only a whimper escaping it. ñDr. Sampson?ò He finally cried, expecting 

no answer. Leelee grabbed a handgun from off the bed and packed it away along 

with her clothes. ñOh, holy Mary! Leelee, what happened?ò Reuben demanded, 

as he felt his heart sink. 

 ñHeôs no longer a problem,ò Leelee said, unmoved. She zipped up the 

suitcases and handed one to Reuben. His awkward body began to shake, with 

his eyes remaining fixed on that of the now deceased Dr. Sampson. Someone 

needed to be called, someone needed to be made aware of this horrific mess; If 

not the police, than Father Drew! Heôd know what to do! Father Drew was closer 

to God than anyone. He could speak to him and find the answers to solve this 

most serious matter. But Reuben knew God would want the authorities to be 



called, and could not go on knowing that he was responsible for sending a sweet, 

innocent child to a dreadful place like prison. No matter what Leelee had done, 

she did not deserve that kind of Hell on Earth. She was an angel, misguided and 

confused. ñTake his wallet!ò She commanded. 

ñBut thatôs theft!ò Reuben argued, 

ñI donôt give a shit what it is! Take his wallet!ò She yelled pointing a gun at 

him. With his hands still shaking, Reuben rolled Dr. Sampson onto his stomach 

and reached into his back pocket for his wallet. Leelee opened the wallet and 

took out cash and credit cards, and shoved them into her purse. ñLetôs go,ò she 

then said. 

Reuben followed Leelee into the garage, where she tossed him the keys 

to her fatherôs Porsche. Reuben again refused, admitting that he never received 

his license, but Leelee seemed unconcerned with the fact. She took her seat on 

the passengerôs side, and waited for Reuben to get in. He did. 

ñWhere are we going?ò Reuben asked after more than an hour on the 

road. 

ñJust keep driving,ò Leelee said. ñKeep driving till itôs just the two of us, you 

and me, and flowers. Lots of flowers.ò 

ñMy mamaôs probably worried right now Leelee. Sheôs probably already 

gone to the police.ò 

ñTheyôll never find us.ò 

ñKilling people is wrong Leelee! Itôs wrong! The bible says so!ò 

ñAnd I suppose the bible says itôs okay to fuck your own daughter?ò 

Reuben took a second to think about this one. 

ñNo, I donôt believe it talks much about that sort of thing.ò He finally 

answered. ñBut that donôt make good on what you done, Leelee! God would have 

punished your daddy for you! You performed an act only God has the right to do.ò 

ñI prayed every night for God to punish my daddy. He never did, so I had 

to.ò In the soft flower-like manner that Leelee had first presented herself with, and 

that Reuben had been drawn to, Leelee laid her tired head upon Reubenôs 



shoulder and shut her eyes, as he steered the car. ñJust keep driving Reuben. 

Keep driving till we find heaven, where itôs springtime all the time.ò 

In the motel bathroom, Reuben splashed cold water on his face and 

peered deeply into the mirror at his reflection. Peering back at him was a skinny, 

disproportioned, awkward man, terrified, but too weak to do anything about it. He 

missed his mother and he missed Father Drew. He wanted to see them and tell 

him he was all right. He wanted to relax and read his bible under the blossoms of 

the church garden, he wanted to be home. ñDear Lord, dear Jesus,ò he muttered 

quietly to himself, ñplease guide me. Please see me through this unholy ordeal.ò 

He motioned the sign of the cross over his head and heart and stepped out of the 

bathroom to where Leelee was putting her nightgown over her dainty nude form. 

Glancing away, Reuben again signed the cross over himself. He climbed into the 

bed on the left side of the room, and hid himself under the warm, comforting 

covers, only to feel Leelee climb in next to him. ñLeelee,ò he said calmly but with 

annoyance, ñyours is the other bed.ò 

ñI wanna sleep in your bed, with you tonight Reuben!ò Leelee begged. 

ñThat is a sin, Leelee. Weôre not married and youôre just a kid.ò 

ñBut you like me Reuben! You said you did.ò 

ñGee, Leelee, I do like you, but we cannot sleep in the same bed with 

each other.ò 

ñYouôre so good Reuben. I envy you. Youôre everything I wish I was.ò 

Leeleeôs lips touched Reubenôs, and they were just as he had imagined them, 

like delicate rose-petals. She took off her nightgown and placed Reubenôs hands 

upon her. Heôd never felt the flesh of a woman before. It was nice to feel and 

hold, and when she sat upon his full erection, Reuben cried with pleasure and 

shame. God was surely frowning with utter disappointment. He had let the devil 

in. It had taken hold of him, possessed him, tempted him, and no longer could he 

resist the evil urges that came with how he felt for Leelee. He wanted her, all of 

her; her sweetness and her sin. 

Reuben returned the room key the next morning to the front desk, and 

helped Leelee gather the bags to load them into the car. The motel keeper 



thanked the two and turned his attention back to the newspaper. As Reuben and 

Leelee went to exit the lobby, the motel keeper lifted his head. ñWait a minute!ò 

he shouted, achieving the head turns of the two fugitives. ñArenôt yôall them two 

missing folk in that dawgon murder investigation?ò The motel keeper lifted the 

paper to reveal the black and white photos of Reuben and Leelee beneath a bold 

headline. Without an answer, Leelee pulled the handgun from her purse and shot 

at the motel keeper, who plunged back on impact and landed face down on the 

desk. 

Reuben sped down the highway with the gas pedal to the floor; sweat 

dripping from the tip on his nose. Anxious and paranoid, he repeatedly checked 

the rearview mirror to make sure they were not being followed. Several times, 

Reuben would forget to look ahead. They drove for hours, until the moon 

replaced the sun. Finally, Reuben cried ñThat was bad Leelee! That was bad!ò 

The car veered into the next lane and just barely scraped up against the vehicle 

beside them. The driver honked and shouted profanity. Leelee said nothing, but 

laughed, and playfully waved the gun at the driver. Reuben snatched it away 

from her and threw it in the back. Leelee laughed. ñThis is no laughing matter, 

Leelee! You could go to Hell for this, you know! We need to ask Jesus for 

forgiveness, or weôll both go to Hell!ò Leelee kept on laughing, louder and more 

wildly. ñStop it Leelee!ò Reuben shouted, unfamiliar with the tone in his voice. 

"Stop it! Shut up!" Leelee kept laughing and laughing until tears formed in her 

eyes and the laughter turned to sobs. 

ñI donôt wanna go to hell!ò She bawled, burying her face within the skirt of 

her sundress. Reuben pulled the Porsche over in the breakdown lane, and gently 

patted Leeleeôs head. 

ñThen ask the lord for forgiveness.ò He said. Together, the two got out of 

the car and knelt down upon the Earth in a position of prayer. ñO blessed God,ò 

Reuben began, ñin your great mercy and love, grant that we may sincerely and 

thoroughly repent from all our sins, and humbly and devoutly receive your 

forgiveness through the Sacrament of Reconciliation, and grant this same 

merciful grace to other poor sinners. Amen.ò 



ñAmenò Leelee repeated. 

They continued to drive down the long endless road; their only destination, 

the land of eternal spring, a garden more luminous than that of the church 

garden; An infinite paradise, where flowers of every color and smell flourished, 

and swayed back and forth in the cool breeze, under a fantastic ray of sun; 

Where the two would dance together in freedom and in love, never in fear of 

harm afflicting them again. They drove, holding this vision sacred in their minds. 

The red and blue lights flashed behind them, and in the rearview mirror, 

Reuben caught sight of the cop car, tailing close behind him. ñGeez Louise!ò 

Reuben exclaimed with his hands firmly on the wheel. 

ñDonôt pull over Reuben!ò Leelee pleaded. 

ñMaybe we should Leelee! Maybe we should just turn ourselves in!ò 

ñNo! Iôm not going to jail, Rueben! I wonôt!ò The voice of the police officer 

echoed through the audio transmitter, demanding the driver of the Porsche to pull 

over at once. Reuben did as was told, and assured Leelee that everything would 

be fine as long as she remained calm. The heavy-set cop approached Reubenôs 

window and lowered his sunglasses to get a better look at the two travelers. 

ñWhat seems to be the problem Officer?ò Reuben asked cheerfully, 

ñAre you aware that you were swerving back there, Sir?ò Relief swept over 

Reuben and Leelee. 

ñWas I? Why, I had no idea! I appreciate you letting me know Officer. Iôll 

try to be more careful, thank you.ò 

ñMay I see your license and registration please?ò The police officer 

requested leaning forward with an eye on Leelee, who faced away from his view. 

ñYou know, Officer, Iôd just like to take this moment to make it known that I 

am a Christian man, and therefore as a devoted member of the holy religion, it is 

against my principles to lie, especially to a man of the law such as yourself. With 

that said, I must tell you that we do not in fact have a license or registration on 

hand with us.ò 

ñSir, Iôm gonna have to ask the both of you to step out of the vehicle 

please.ò The officer insisted with an authoritative condescendence.  Reuben 



glanced sadly at Leelee who remained silent. With reluctance, he turned off the 

engine and agreed to step out. As the officer watched Reuben, Leelee quickly 

stretched her arm behind her seat, and then removed herself from the car as 

well. Reuben was asked to put his hands behind his back, and while the officer 

went to handcuff him, Leelee pointed the gun directly at the cop. 

ñLeelee, no!ò Reuben yelled, causing the officer to take notice. Flustered, 

the officer grabbed his gun from his belt and fired a single shot at the young girl, 

killing her at an instant. Reuben screamed as he watched the blood from her 

chest stain the lovely roses upon her sundress, turning them from pink to red. 

Virgin to the sensations of rage, Reuben became inflated with a vengeful 

passion. He pulled out from the officerôs belt, a steel club, and whacked the 

officer over the head with it. Over, and over again, he beat him until the 

policemanôs brains were brutally smashed in. Exhausted, Reuben finally dropped 

the bloody club to his feet and collapsed by the body of Leelee, who was as 

motionless as her father was just days before. He soothed her cheeks and ran 

his fingertips through her hair, kissing her soft, petal-like lips, while weeping. 

In court, Mrs. Wayworth went before the jury in support of her son, to 

profess tearfully to the world that her good boy, an honest, pure soul, was 

incapable of such heinous criminal acts, no matter what the evidence of 

involvement suggested. But it was Mrs. Hadley, and other women of the church, 

who took the stand to ensure Reubenôs demise. Mrs. Hadley claimed to have 

known there was always something wicked about Reuben Wayworth, and that 

she had warned him to stay clear of Leelee Sampson, for she was nothing but a 

bad influence. Mrs. Wayworth's friend also made it known to the jury that she 

was suspicious of Reuben and Leelee all along, fearing that the two of them 

would indeed do away with poor Dr. Sampson, so that they could be wealthy 

together. And so Reuben was sentenced to death. During his time in prison, 

before his execution, Father Drew paid him monthly visitations. His mother 

visited him only twice, but each day and night Reuben would pray, and as the 

guards fastened him tightly into the chair, he did not fear what lied ahead. The 

faces of townspeople and congregation folk stared mercilessly through a glass 



window, but Reuben knew that it was not Hell that awaited him. He was on his 

way to a garden where he would join Leelee, already there in her pretty 

sundress, dancing and skipping amidst the blooming flowers, her hair glistening 

in the sunlight; Just the two of them together in a place where it was springtime 

all the time. 

 

  

Lunatic  
Jerry Johns 

Itôs the moons fault, as I ran down the main street of Blackwater with the death-

ray gun I invented in one hand and a decapitated head in the other. ñThe moon 

mistress will conquer you allò, I screamed. I pitched the lifeless head of the 

woman who gave me a bed and breakfast towards the approaching town folk, 

and began shooting my death-ray gun. Many of these folk I knew. They were 

kind people who befriended me when I came to town. Their bullets came rapidly 

towards me and a few even hit. But I did not fall, and in my crazed state I was 

having a hoot of a time. I enjoyed attacking folk who were friendly to me.  

     I am an inventor. Not a popular profession out here in the west. Back east I 

was respected a bit. But here out west, the folk are only concerned about finding 

gold, or raising cattle. Or playing cards, and drinking their meaningless lives 

away. In my opinion the western pioneer is no better than a hillbilly. Ignorant and 

uneducated compared to us easterners. I was forced out of the big cities, thanks 

to my sensitivity to the moon. So out west I came. Once my business with the 

moon is over, I m going back east.  

     My death-ray gun killed three town folk, which brought the death toll up to 

seven. Before I decapitated the bed and breakfast lady, I killed the sheriff, and 

both his deputies. The murder of the sheriff is what began the mayhem. I just 

walked up to him and shook his hand. The electrical needle attached to my hand 

injected electricity through his veins. It was quite a shock to him. The deputies 

were shot point blank in the head with my death-ray gun. I needed six more kills 



to end my madness and then the moon mistress would be content and set me 

free.  

     My death-ray gun exploded in my hand and I howled in pain because of it. 

This gave the town folk an opportunity to pile up on me. I was mauled, clawed, 

punched, kicked and battered black and blue. But somehow I managed to 

ascend to the top of the pile and work my way out, and managed to tear two 

hearts out in the process. A glass bottle was shattered over my head and blazes 

of bullets charged towards me. The moon protected me as I had plenty of time till 

the sun came up to gather my thirteen kills and end this madness. A man got 

close and tackled me to the ground. I loosened from him by using my harpoon 

gun. The sharp pointy arrow like weapon went right through his chest. In my 

crazed madness I licked the blood off his chest and then decided to rip his heart 

out. I delighted in this. It soothed my madness a bit. Three left until sunrise.  

     Iôve always been sensitive to the moon ever since I turned thirteen. I would 

itch and scratch and endure very painful headaches. I would become very sick 

and ill once a month and turn a pale shade. The full moon has always been 

horrible to me. At the turn of adulthood I began to crave for violence. But only 

once a month. Once a month the moon spoke to me, give me thirteen dead in 

one night and I will set you free. At first I locked myself up. But more and more I 

wanted to be unleashed. I decided that the only way was to go luna crazy. I do 

thirteen kills and itôs all over. The moon crazed madness ends, and I can 

concentrate on my life. I can be a true inventor, not a weapon maker for the 

purpose of madness.  

     I ran from my pursuers and went howling into the saloon and brought out my 

powder bombs. These round circular steel objects are fueled by gun powder. I 

threw the powder bombs inside the saloon and howled my way to the bartender. 

The bartender had been my best friend since my arrival in Blackwater. He has 

always been kind and jovial to me, even when I was not at the bar. So it made 

sense in my mad craze state to Jump on top of him and maul his neck off. His 

neck was quite tasty. The bones added a nice crunchy taste and his blood was 



very rich in its flavor, and very juicy. And after my meal was finish, I had only two 

kills left. The moon goddess was very pleased.  

     I let the town folk pull me off the bartenderôs bloody corpse and drag me 

outside the saloon where the moonlight was nice and bright, and showered me 

with her presence. The moon smiled at me with a thirsty lust and gave me her 

blessing to end it. So I broke loose and shattered two town folk s heads together. 

Their skulls instantly incinerated into each other. Brain fragments gushing out on 

to the ground. It was glorious. I was free, and the moon mistress left me to my 

sanity. I was free.  

     I was also captured, and powerless. The town folk immediately got the rope 

and dragged me to the sturdiest tall tree. The rope was fastened very tightly and I 

was hoisted up to the rope and it was fastened to my neck. Then I was dropped 

and left for dead. I was hanging there for hours. I should have been dead. The 

rope was eaten through, and I fell. The impact to ground woke me from my 

unconsciousness. On the ground next to me were robotic ants, which I donôt 

remember bringing with me. Didnôt think they would be useful. They had the 

shine of moonlight on them. The moon was nicely lit again as it shined upon me. 

I gazed up at it and the moon said thank you. I got up and headed back east.  

 

 

 

Hardwood Floors 
Philip Roberts 

 Even before Dave called, Hankôs day had been bad. Of course, before 

that call, the bad had been within reason. It had been the kind of bad a person 

knows and understands: hard work, misfortune, and traffic. 

 So Hank had ended his day the way he normally ended days as bad as 

that one: he perched himself on the couch with a bag of chips between his legs, 

feet up in his recliner, beer on the table next to him, and some crappy movie on 

the TV. At least his night could end half-way decent, he had been thinking to 

himself no more than ten minutes before the phone rang, and the second it had, 



Hank had looked at it with a feeling of near premonition that it would probably be 

best to let the thing ring. But against his better judgment he picked it up, said 

hello, and listened to Dave sob. 

 The bag of chips slipped from the chair when he abruptly pulled forward in 

the recliner. ñWill you slow down, Dave? Christ, I canôt understand a word youôre 

saying.ò 

 ñScottôs dead,ò Dave managed to get out, and with those words Hankôs 

night dropped into a whole new low. 

**** 

 The house was a beauty. Still was, Scottôs death notwithstanding. On the 

drive over Hank had thought the thing would be different, like some foreboding 

fortress pushed back from the street and surrounded by bare, villainous looking 

trees. 

 Maybe heôll want to sell it now, some part of Hankôs mind offered him, and 

he scowled, tried to send the thought back to wherever it had come as he pulled 

to a stop in front of the open garage door. 

 Dave was standing there, not at the front of the open garage door but just 

a little ways back from it, partially obscured by the shadows. When Hank got out 

of his truck Dave didnôt move any closer, didnôt step away from those shadows. 

 Where are the police, Hank asked himself? 

 ñWhat happened?ò 

 ñGet in here,ò Dave said to him, his voice a tone Hank hadnôt heard from 

the man in years. That was the voice Dave had used what, ten years ago, after 

Cecelia passed on. For nearly a week after an aneurysm had popped in her, 

Dave had used that voice, a desperate, hollow voice. 

 Dave turned towards the open door to the kitchen. Hank hurried over, only 

to freeze in his tracks when he saw Dave step through the door and into the light. 

So much blood, he thought. What in Godôs name happened to that boy? 

 The kitchen was just as big and luxurious as Hank had remembered it. 

Bloody footprints marked Daveôs journey, but those werenôt the only ones. 

Footprints smeared together, streaks of them leading everywhere; some more 



concentrated at the sink where Hank had a feeling Dave had stopped to wash 

some of the blood off his hands. 

 Friend or no friend, this was something huge, something beyond Hank 

and something the cops needed to deal with. The only reason Hank continued 

into the house was out of a morbid curiosity he wasnôt quite proud of and couldnôt 

resist. 

 The kitchen led into the living room, a vast room with real hardwood 

flooring and glass doors along the far wall leading out into the backyard. Dave 

sat on a couch near the side of the room, his hands together near his mouth, and 

eyes on the body strewn on the floor in the middle of the room. Only, the body 

wasnôt complete. 

 Hank saw the top half of a corpse, cut off at the waist. He almost smiled, 

almost laughed to say, ñThis isnôt real. Tell Scott to get the other half of his body 

and get off the floor before he stains it more with all that fake blood.ò 

 Just as the words almost escaped his mouth, Scottôs upturned face caught 

his attention. Hankôs mouth slammed shut so hard he nicked the tip of his 

tongue. As dull pain pulsed in his mouth the lights suddenly seemed too bright, 

the room too warm. 

 ñWhat happened here, Dave?ò 

 ñThe floor swallowed him up,ò Dave said without looking over, eyes so 

fixated on Scottôs corpse. 

 ñIt swallowed him.ò The words were more for himself than a question of 

Daveôs statement, as if to say them would let him understand them a little better, 

but hearing them out of his own mouth, they sounded just as crazy as they had 

coming out of Daveôs. 

 ñHe was sitting there on the floor doing sit ups; you know how heôs been 

trying to get in shape for the football try outs next fall. And it justéthe floor 

opened up. Iôm not sure exactly what happened but suddenly Scottôs halfway 

through this hole in the floor thatôs closing up and heôs shouting and trying to hold 

on and Iôm grabbing his arms trying to pull him up and then thereôs just so much 



blood and he isnôt struggling much anymore. Thatôs all I know, Hank. I canôt 

explain it any other way. Thatôséthatôs all I know.ò 

 ñWhere are his legs?ò Hank asked without thought. 

 ñDown below in the basement. I ran down there after I was sure he was 

gone. Sure he wasédead. A lot of his, you know, insides are down there too, just 

a pile of them on the floor below where the hole appeared.ò 

 In his mind Hank saw the events happening the way Dave was saying it, 

Scott with his hands behind his head, legs tucked close, doing sit ups, preparing 

for his last year of high school football, and Dave sitting on the couch watching 

TV while talking about some teamôs chances. Then the floors splitting open, the 

wood jagged like teeth, the wood grain like giant, brown eyes watching it all. The 

image didnôt hold. Another one replaced it. He saw Dave and Scott shouting at 

each other, Dave drinking just a little too much, pushing the boy in this direction 

or that until Scott finally snaps, and Dave, in his inebriated state, decides he just 

canôt take it anymore. He could see so vividly Daveôs face scrunched up in rage 

and an axe swinging down from overhead. 

 Does he even own an axe? 

 It didnôt seem that important. 

 ñMind if I see for myself?ò Hank asked even though he honestly didnôt 

want to go down into that basement and see Scottôs lower half. 

 Dave led the way. Hank found himself giving Dave a wide berth when the 

man passed him; found himself eyeing his friend, and then following him until 

they were both walking down the steps into a dark basement. There was enough 

light to see by, too much light, Hank thought, enough to let a person see exactly 

what was piled in the middle of the floor, soaking into the nice, white carpet. 

 Rather than focus on that Hank found himself looking up to the unfinished 

ceilingðto the dark red soaked into the wood in a large circle. 

 ñWhat am I going to do?ò Dave asked him without looking over. Had the 

man really looked at him at all since he came into the house? Hank didnôt think 

so. 

 ñYou call the police. What else is there to do, Dave?ò 



 Dave collapsed to his knees at the foot of the steps. He cried; not deep 

sobs, just tears streaming down his cheeks, the way he had been crying at 

Ceceliaôs funeral. 

 ñItôs just thatéwhat do I tell them? I call them up and tell them the damn 

floor opened up and bit my boy in two? I could only tell you that because Iôve 

known you for so long. And let me ask you: do you really believe me?ò Dave was 

staring up at him, the tears drying, the hard edge of the man Hank had always 

known taking over that face. ñAnd you tell me the truth. What are you really 

thinking?ò 

 ñI donôt know. Thatôs what Iôm thinking and thatôs what you know Iôm 

thinking. I have no idea what to say or do with any of this. Iôve got two choices 

and neither of them seems to work but theyôre all Iôve got. Either youôre telling me 

the truth and something impossible happened here, or youôre lying to me and 

Scott died some other way. Either choice has its problems, but I have to tell you 

Dave, and Iôm only telling you this because Iôm your friend, but I have to admit Iôm 

leaning more towards option two.ò 

 ñYou think Iôm not doubting what happened?ò Dave said, furious for just a 

second, face crimson as he rose. ñI saw it. I was there with my arms wrapped 

around him watching that floor rip his mid-section in two, watching my child 

scream like no-one ever should, and still I canôt completely believe it either. What 

do you think those police are going to think when they come knocking on that 

door?ò 

 ñThat you killed him,ò Hank said. He stared right into his friendôs eyes, his 

own solid stone in the face of that raw fury still pumping in Dave. His voice didnôt 

falter and he didnôt take a step back, aware of what he was thinking already and 

had thought before, all previous knowledge of Dave aside. 

 And what about that blood on the ceiling? 

 Dave took a step back, not calm, but calmer, face still flushed. ñI know 

thatôs what theyôll think. I doubt theyôll care if there isnôt a murder weapon or if I 

had no reason to do it. They come in here and see my boy like he is and me all 

covered in his blood, what would anybody think? Iôve probably already dug my 



grave a little deeper by waiting, too. Theyôll ask me why I called you first. Theyôll 

check my alcohol level and see Iôve had a bit already tonight.ò 

 ñSeems like youôve thought this through a lot,ò Hank said. He didnôt know 

what he meant with the statement; didnôt think he meant much, but there was an 

edge to his voice, one that snuck in against his own wishes, and while he saw 

Dave noticed it, the man chose not to say anything. 

 ñIôve thought through a whole hell of a lot of things in the past hour. Iôm 

getting out of this basement.ò 

 Hank lingered for just a second longer while Dave trudged up the stairs. 

The bloodstain kept drawing his attention. The blood had soaked through that 

wood. Had all of that come from the blood dripping through the floor? Flooring 

shouldôve been thick, too thick for something like that to happen unless that body 

had been there for a long time or a whole lot more blood had been poured onto 

the floor up there. So how did that stain get up there, other than believing that 

Dave was telling the truth or that he came down here to splash that blood up on 

the ceiling. 

 When Hank walked back out into the living room he had to look away from 

Scottôs upturned face. The back door was slid open. Dave stood on the back 

patio. Hank joined him. 

 ñTheyôre going to fry me for this,ò Dave said, his eyes on the dark 

backyard. 

 ñThink itôll do it again?ò 

 ñWhat?ò 

 ñThe floor. Or some other part of the house, I guess, if not the floor again. 

Suppose you are telling the truth and suppose that that floor really did bite your 

boy in half. Seems like a spirit or some supernatural thing would be to blame, 

and if thatôs the truth, whatôs stopping it from happening again?ò 

 ñWould you keep going?ò Dave asked. 

 ñWhat are you talking about?ò 

 ñYouôve always been single, Hank. Thatôs just your way, but me, I was 

born a family man and thatôs what Iôve always been. I spent my childhood with 



my dad with the expectation of having a family of my own one day. After Cecelia, 

I managed, because at the very least I still had my son. I never got remarried 

because I was content with just my boy. That was all I needed, and all I wanted, 

and now I donôt even have that. And how did he die? God, just thinking about it I 

feel like a fool; feel like my son was made into a fool it all sounds so stupid. So 

tell me, would you keep going?ò 

 ñWhy did you call me?ò Hank asked. 

 Dave let out a deep sigh and lowered his head. With his head down like 

that he pulled from beneath his shirt the gun Hank had helped him pick out some 

four years ago. Neither spoke as Dave stared down at the thing, turning it over in 

hands still stained with dried blood. 

 ñAt first, I just knew I couldnôt call the police. I had a feeling youôd come, 

and I had a feeling you wouldnôt try to stop me. I donôt think Iôm really in the mood 

to be stopped. But someone had to know what happened. If I had just left it at 

that, taken this bullet right there, everyone wouldôve walked away thinking I killed 

him. Most still will, of course. I donôt expect you to go running to the news media 

telling them my own home ate my boy, and Iôd expect even less for them to 

believe you.ò 

 ñBut what if it does happen again?ò Hank asked, no real urgency in his 

voice, no strong conviction to stop Dave from going through with it. What a friend 

you are, he thought. But then, that was why Dave had called him of all people. 

 ñThen itôll happen again. That wonôt bring my boy back, and Iôm getting just 

a little too old to feel like starting it all over. It never was about having a family, 

but having my family. Thatôs the real reason I never wanted to get remarried, 

because Cecelia was a part of my family, not any other woman. My family is 

dead. I think Iôll join them. Do what you want, Hank. Iôm going to go back in there 

and Iôm going to do this. Shot might get to the neighbors. Police might show up. 

You can do whatever you want. Stay or go, I donôt really care.ò 

 He turned away from the backyard, placed a hand on Hankôs shoulder, a 

slight smile on his face. ñYouôve been a good friend. Better than most.ò 



 A quick nod was Daveôs answer. Hank wasnôt sure if he didnôt have 

anything to say or just couldnôt bring himself to say anything. Dave nodded back 

before walking through that door and closing it behind him. 

 Hank didnôt leave, nor did he choose to turn around and watch what he 

had no intention of watching. The night was peaceful, the hum of insects granting 

it life, the backyard filled with bushes and trees swaying in a light breeze. 

Through the branches he could see the moon, almost full. Is that waxing or 

waning, he thought, and while he did Dave pulled the trigger. 

 Tears actually threatened then, not for long, and they never fell, but for 

Hank, that said something. He couldnôt do anything for a long time after that, 

perhaps waiting to hear that screen door slide back open and Dave to come out 

to slap him on the back, say it was all a big joke and they could laugh about it 

now. 

 There werenôt any sirens. The lights were off in most of the houses Hank 

could see. He figured the time to be going on midnight by then. Seemed no one 

had heard Daveôs death but Hank. 

 Before calling the police Hank turned back to the living room and stepped 

inside. It almost felt like he owed Dave that much, to see his body, though even 

Hank wasnôt sure why it would matter. Dave had died with his right arm wrapped 

around his son, almost cradling him it looked like. No way they would believe 

anything but murder suicide, Hank thought. Dave had sealed the deal right there. 

That was probably all it was. Not like Daveôs story could be true, Hank thought, 

but even as he thought it he saw that wet stain of blood on the ceiling, and his 

eyes were drawn to the wood floor splashed in red, father and son strewn across 

it. 

 What did he see in the wood grain, in those two dark circles that almost 

looked like giant eyes staring at him, and the jagged line running across one 

board that couldôve been where a mouth had been, had opened, had bit a boy in 

two? 

 ñThatôs absurd,ò Hank said to the empty room. The thought didnôt stop him 

from shivering and turning away from the face peering up at him from the floor. 



 He stepped back outside to call the police. He would only step foot in that 

house two more times, and on neither occasion could he bring himself to walk 

across the wood flooring in the living room. He told himself it was because Dave 

had died there, and so it was disrespectful. The image of a wooden face always 

shattered the lie. 

 

 

 

Solitary Man 
M. R. Nelson 

Memories can be resilient.  As years pass, it can seem uncertain as to why 

particular memories continue to maintain those residual threads that wind up and 

disappear.  Then something happens to prompt those forgotten moments to unwind and 

vividly present themselves once again.   A scent or image, perhaps.  For me, the trigger 

was a song and a dead president.   

In 1986, President Reagan appeared on television to inform the citizens of the 

United States and the world that the U.S. had enlisted the aid of Israel to facilitate the sale 

of weapons to Iran.  Due to an arms embargo, the Iranian government had been prevented 

from making purchases on their own account.  Two benefits were gleamed from this 

transaction: First, Iran would exert influence on Hezbollah to release hostages, and, 

second, we would fund the Contras opposition against the Sandinistasô leftist 

government.  The Contras did have some nasty habits that may have made our 

involvement with them appear unseemly.  But, the powers that be decided that a political 

stance was better criteria for determining friendship than occasional forays into rape and 

murder.  

The night Reagan made his now famous disclosure, I was flipping through a 

comic book ï I canôt recall which one ï when the fortieth president came on the 

television.  At first, the volume was turned down.  From the stereo speakers at the other 

end of the room, Dionne Warwickôs voice sang out while my mother thumbed mindlessly 
















































