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First, | want to say thank you to all of those that sent us your feedback through
our new reader survey. We apprecizer opinions and use the cumulative results as a
guide while we contineito grow.In each issugve offer a mix batch of elements ranging
from classic monster horror to ovére-top, stomach churning tales that some may
consider disgraceful and appalling. While we enjoy pushing the envelope, we also enjoy
our fans, so keus 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 earthquakeannl was in a near panerouching
beneath my desk like school kidsn o n e osfpublic sesvEeanroinéements. |
waited impatiently with my eyes tightly shut, while gripping firmly to an Abita Turbo
dog. I cried and pleaded like a little spoiled brat beggin@ &pecial treat, but nothing
happened. Aeially nothing even close to wahl just said actually occurred; instead, |
spent my day giving only my routine amount of shits, no more, no less. Because, quite
frankly, what would be more in |ine with Dea
Too bad the only way close to gettilmdee anything like that is by tripping.

Anyways, not to digress any further, June
new readers, and those simply passingMiytbid images and ungodly illustrations will
arise when readinghe Garderby MichaelH.Bo wnst ei n. See deep into

stigmatic torment iMThe Rape of the Paéthom Olausson givassa glimpse into a cold,
shattered, and desecrated world where evil and technblnge combined iDead
Future Blast through hordes of the undeadhe ggruesome depiction thatSfiotgun
Destruction by Thom Olausson.

For those that enjoy your dark fiction to be a tad longer and less abstract, we have
De b E $iingense @nd Jesua dark comedy aboutdevoted Jesus lover that
succumbs to temptian. Michael C. Thompsomtroduces us to an abomination that,
despite his hideous form, shows a bit of humanity during its final momé&itriarph
An inventor goes on a rampant killing spree in anveddtern town, collecting a bounty
in exchange for fe in Lunatic. Find yourself torn between believing a harsh but plausible
truth and haunting but impossible explanatiorardwood FloorsLastly, Nelson
invites you to take a ShlitayMan cal |l youol |l neve

Thank you,
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Dondét cl ose
grabs from the Deadmands Tome fan mai
From: Marq Parker

Subject: Editing Issues

| 6ve noti ced thehssues thanthetediting ssemsne o f

out the ezine just yet.

Gat he

i nconsistent . Il n addition, |l 6ve noticed t

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

One thing for sure, | am definitely not pretemgito be anything. | 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 publicationthathasnosmt akes, and 106l 1l show you .
does.
The Krist thing was a judgment calll in favor

From: Jacob Smith
Subject: Cradle of Ruin

The chapter One Man Army reminded me so much of the promotional
traileryoureleasd on YouTube. |l &m curi ous, did vyo
did you write the story first and then little teaser?

Why yes, it was intended. Though | wrote about three stories before | began production
of the Cradle of Ruin promo videos, the One Man yAchapter 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 | intended it to come out that way. What happened is a simple

matter of stage space and lighting limitations. The scene required both Jesse ana | to be i
front of the green screen and being really tall, | literally cast Jesse in shadow. Now, |

coulddébve moved the stwudio |ight, but no matt
some sort of shadow. I coul dovepreuesteddt. t he sec
The green screen needs a consistent tone in order for it to work its best, and that

consistency wasnoét possible. |l 6m not a fan o
isnét the bat. 't is t he ieresandstrangestarési bi t ed t

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 thhey 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.



Michael H. Bownstein

It's quite clear what | have done--
| 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 | 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 | made a garden out of hers.



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 | misread as "Ratft,"

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.

| 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.



Thom Olauson

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

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

Webdbve built them a Necropolis made for the d
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 met al as you Cross s

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 | aughterds proves my point; kill:i

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
subjectdés body is encased in the jaundiced s
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. | 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 fromtheright-si de of t he & odmg, Austinptle lightar @adf,, h
the human half, the original identity. It has been over a decade since Austin
Daniel Parker existed as one individual.
Al 61l I kil | both of wus, 0 Dani el i nforms me

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



Dani el I's in control now, maybe forever

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 | believe it is fully capable of suicide. Immediately, however, this possessor
is incapable of doing anything. It& 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.

AYou canot kel Dahiel,amd it loakseup &t mewith a grin on

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

and

Al shut the brat up, didnét 1 ? Heds basic
Austin, the presently dormant left side of the brain - the analytical, logical half.

AYoubre restrained far beyond any hope of
also guards posted everywhere, and they would not kill you. You might be in a
coma for awhile, but we can still oubser ve wh
your tiresome charades. And eventual/l of ¢
can make it worse for you.o

AWorse is better.o

| 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. fAAustin hasnodot even talked to me for
dead?o

AOur sensors show that your better half i
genetic modifications Cerebra initially made upon you, the right half of your body
woul dndt move a topeaatioh of the lefthAmongst d naytiald of ¢ o
ot her extremely insolvable problems of whi ch

AThat 6s not tr ue éreWwirethingsu car Makethetrighh ow t o
side work as well as the | eft nowéo it rambl
usually is.

Altdéds too bad for you that the nature of
stupidity, o | tell t alefthemisphere of yoardraielgg® bl unt | y
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
going on, or even whom you might be. In someone who had not been treated by
Cerebra perhaps it would be differenté but n
knowwhatyouareand are not capable of. 0
ADo you enjoy speaking with your experi me
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

i magine |lines, even when itbés seeing them di



=]

Il find you to be spiritually repugnant,

deci ded that your misery is profitable, both

ot

So you believe t hat tgns, ueceivingesilescagser i or 20 |
my only reply. It dawns on me that this is a particularly lucid conversation for

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

sl eeping for even a moment. It knows that 10
language.

ABut | 6ve gotten away with so metohé and |
bite your tongueé but youdbre superior. Corre

| squeeze my fists together, the knuckles popping. | want to strangle it. To
pull its eyes out. To punish it for its multiple crimes. But | have an obligation to
my employer, and a part of me still pities Austin, trapped inside of his own

hijacked body.

Al know you donét deserve this, Austin,o
ignore Daniel. AYou came to me | ooking for h
| dondét want to kshlvveywpauool | ie, Al want to

ASave me?06 it asks. Al | i kehewhbtayoaadel d

Al &m not talking to you, <cretin, o | snap.

- 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 | have said. The | essening of Aust.i



more easily overwhelmed Daniel is by flashing lights, sounds and colors. It
makes sedation much less necessary.

AYou came to me | ooking for a | ast resort
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.
Canyouhear me?0 | ask. I wal k over to Dani el
eye that belongs to Austin hangs parallel to it, still loosely rolling around. | close it
with my fingers, Dani el +omen Senehew, this| i nchi ng.
comforts me. | know only Daniel stares out.

AfBecause Cerebra provided the treatments
say, spitting the word at the body snatcher
U.S. government thought would prove more valuable as a subject of study for the

refinement of the treatment that ruined you.

l onger human. |l donot know what you are. o

Al &m a mi stake, o0 it says with startling c
never been. Yet here | am.o

AYes, 0 Herteelylo ui ta.r efi. o

Its grotesque half-s mi | e resumes and | back away fro
you like observing your mind deteriorate to the pointofnon-e xi st ence?0 | ask
ADo you | i ke feeling yourself blow away | i ke

Altés quogte charemphies. Alt feels |l ovely.

Alf you ever do succeed in killing Austin

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.

l s that what you want? You have to |l etéo | s
continue.
AwWhat do | wish for me to do?0 it asks me
ALet Austin out, o | demand. ALet me talKk
AYouol | ntto eAu stpiemkagain, 0 it says to me
both of wus. 106l shut him down and bl ow away
suggested. A slow death sounds I|i ke ecstasy.
AYears, o0 | tseddnd tgnxitaud iaagd tmot meani ng
|l ong youoll be waiting. Decades to die. o
Al find myselfé apathetic. o

| stare down at this Jungian daemon, wanting to lobotomize it, to erase it,
to scramble the alien r i ghdethbteappkdhonian Aust i nds
inside. In my mind, | do it savagely, and not for the first time, wondering if | can
hold the manifestation of this thought at bay.

One thing Daniel has taught me:

It would be so easy.

Reubenwasa good boy. Thatdés what everybody s
God made him, he made the best. Mrs. Waywor't

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.

Reubendéds father di ed of il Il ness when h

responsibility to take on the role as
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 Reubends, and everybody was
boy, a good son she had.

When Reuben wasndét at home, caring
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
invol ved himself in helping the poor
garden,Reuben tended to the plants and f|I
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
| earned of the boybés gift for growing
was dreary and dry, and without the Heavenly glow that Reuben later brought to
it Because of Reubends green thumb,
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 i niti
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sermon and the churchodés annual baking festiwv
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
tookt he girl 6s hand as well, but she was ti mic
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.

Whil e the girl 6s f at dhelooked gppadosstheawvayFat her L
at Reuben, catching his stare, and flashed him a sweet, bashful smile. Reuben
smi |l ed back, unable to take his eyes off her
George Sampson, 0 whispered Mrs. Hatdd ey t o Re
just moved here from the city. Dr. Sampson is in medicine, and a recent widower,
and word has it heds pretty wel/l of f i n the
mean. o

A Oh, Mr s . Hadl ey! 06 remarked Mrs. Wayworth
t hi n detivoovoriien laughed together under their breaths.

AThe girl déds a shy one, 0 continued Mrs. H 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. O

APoor girl, o0 said Mrs. Wayworth Ashebs pr
of her mother.o

AThat may be, 0 replied Mrs. Hadley. fAPerh
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!o



AwWel | |, | do believe God put me on this Ea
available to those in nédsdfodiReadbemItddll d steies
do. 0 And he glanced once again at the brown
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 al so modest and i n sdébeautyweereinfinidatinggi rl 6 s ¢ ha
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
sparkedupaconver sation pertaining to the girl és
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.

Al wish | hadnodést akede, sucbdebad mol d hi m.
AEverybody makes mistakes. 0 Reuben replie

for forgiveness, if one truly believes in hi
Al | i ke you. o0 Leelee said, fAiYoubre very n
Al | i ke you too, 0 said oOoReulver yt milcee lase ,wi



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. fAiWould you come over for dinner
Wed € e , Leel ee, I 6d |Ii ke to, but |

5t

(2]
S
o

t in good health, you know. o

=1

Oh pl ease, Reuben. You must come

1 S 1]

=1

What kiggd, olfeelhea?0

=1

My daddy, Reuben. He does things.

Things Reuben. Bad things. Pl ease

toni ght

0]

0

him tonight. |l f youdre there, he wonot

=1

You should | et Fat her Drew know. O

ANo! 0 dleelteed. AiNo one would believe me.

because | know youdd believe me. | know you

Leel ee, i f your daddy is mistreat:.i

shoul

ver.

C Ome

hurt

d

Scared of what Leelee?0 Reuben questione

0

ng you

Leelee batted her | ong, feminine | ashes as

APl ease Reuben, pl eas eescoeoma&omany father.t oni ght

Pl ease. 0
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

h

and



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 |l eft Reuben off at a |l ong dirt dr
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 sti
Sampson?0 The house was quiet. Reuben tried
unlocked, and entered the house, againcalingout Leel ee and Dr . Samp

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 Leeleebds | acey feath
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

N

open with only a whi mper efmalaaqgiadregpectiing. ADr .
no answer. Leelee grabbed a handgun from off the bed and packed it away along
with her clothes. @aAOh, holy Mary! Leel ee, wh
as he felt his heart sink.

AHed6s no | onger a pr obl @Shezippedupetrel ee s ai d,
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
notthepoli ce, than Father Dr ew! Hedéd know what t
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. fATake his wallet! o She commanded.
AButt 6tshat heft! 06 Reuben argued,
Al dondot give a shit what it is! Take his
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 t
then said.
Reuben followed Leelee into the garage, where she tossed him the keys
to her fatheroés Porsche. Reuben again refuse
his license, but Leelee seemed unconcerned with the fact. She took her seat on

the passengero6és side, and waited for Reuben

AWhere are we going?0 Reuben asked after
road.

AJust keep driving, o Léeel eéssaudt iHKeep wd
and me, and fl owers. Lots of fl owers.o

AMy mamads probably worried right now Lee
gone to the police. oo

ATheyol | never find us. o

AKilling people is wrong Leel eel! It 6s wro

AANd suppose the bible says itbés okay to -

Reuben took a second to think about this one.

ANoO, I dondét believe it talks much about
answered. ABut that dondét make goodveon what
puni shed your daddy for you! You performed a

Al prayed every night for God to punish n
t o. 0 | n t Hiee manodr that lfeélex Weel first presented herself with, and

that Reubenhad been dr awn t o, Leelee | aid her tior



Sshoul der and shut her eyes, as he steered th

Keep driving till we find heaven, where itos
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. fDe

guietly to himself, fAplease guide me. Pl ease

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
annoyance, fAyours is the other bed. o
Al wanna sl eep in your bed, with you toni
AThat i1 sl aesi Wedteenot married and youobre
ABut you | i ke me Reuben! You said you did

Gee, Leel ee, |l do I|Ii ke you, but we canno

f
each other. o
f

Youdre so good Reuben. Il envy you. Youdor
Leel eetbcudth @d Reubends, and they were just a
like delicaterose-pet al s. She took off her nightgown a
upon her. Hedéd never felt the flesh of a won

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 | obby, the motel k ee
he shouted, achieving the head turns of the
mi ssing folk in that dawgon mperlitedthe i nvesti ga
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 fTha
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. Leel ee | a
Leelee! You could go to Hell for this, you know! We need to ask Jesus for
forgveness, or weol | both go to Hell! 0 Leel ee
wildly. AStop it Leelee! 0 Reuben shouted, un
"Stop it! Shut up!" Leelee kept laughing and laughing until tears formed in her
eyes and the laughter turned to sobs.
Al dondét wanna go to hell! 0 She bawled, ©b
her sundress. Reuben pulled the Porsche over in the breakdown lane, and gently

patted Leeleeds head.

AThen ask the | ord for for twogoeontefss. 0 He s
the car and knelt down upon the Earth in a p
Reuben began, Ain your great mercy and | ove,

thoroughly repent from all our sins, and humbly and devoutly receive your
forgiveness through the Sacrament of Reconciliation, and grant this same

mer ci f ul grace to other poor sinners. Amen. 0



AAmeno 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
Reuben exclaimed with his hands firmly on the wheel.

ADondt pull over Reuben! o0 Leelee pleaded.
AfMaybe we should Leelee! Maybe we shoul d
ANoO! | 6m not going to jail, Rueben! Il won

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-s et cop approached Rel
window and lowered his sunglasses to get a better look at the two travelers.
AWhat seems to be the problem Officer?0 F
AAre you aware that you were swerving bac

Reuben and Leelee.

AWas | ?2 Why, | had no i dea! | appreciate
try to be more careful, thank you. o
AMay | see your | icense and registration

requested leaning forward with an eye on Leelee, who faced away from his view.
AYou know, Officer, |l 6d just | ilkel to take
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, | must tell you that we do not in fact have a license or registration on
hand with us. o
ASir, 1 &m gonna have to ask the both of vy

pl ease. 0 The officer insisted with an author



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.

ALeel ee, no! o0 Reuben yelled, causing the

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
passi on. He pull ed out from the officerads
officer over the head with it. Over, and over again, he beat him until the
policemand6s brains were brutally smashed i
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 Reubendés demi
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
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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.

Jerry Johns

|l t6s the moons fault, as | ran down-
ray gun | invented in one hand and a
mi stress wil | |sceamgd lepitched thallifelass 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 | knew. They were
kind people who befriended me when | came to town. Their bullets came rapidly
towards me and a few even hit. But | did not fall, and in my crazed state | was
having a hoot of a time. | enjoyed attacking folk who were friendly to me.

| am an inventor. Not a popular profession out here in the west. Back east |
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. | was forced out of the big cities, thanks
to my sensitivity to the moon. So out west | came. Once my business with the
moon is over, | m going back east.

My death-ray gun killed three town folk, which brought the death toll up to
seven. Before | decapitated the bed and breakfast lady, | killed the sheriff, and
both his deputies. The murder of the sheriff is what began the mayhem. | 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. | needed six more Kkills

the mai n

decapit



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 | howled in pain because of it.
This gave the town folk an opportunity to pile up on me. | was mauled, clawed,
punched, kicked and battered black and blue. But somehow | 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 | 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. | loosened from him by using my harpoon
gun. The sharp pointy arrow like weapon went right through his chest. In my
crazed madness | licked the blood off his chest and then decided to rip his heart
out. | delighted in this. It soothed my madness a bit. Three left until sunrise.

| 6ve al ways been sensitive to the moon eve]
itch and scratch and endure very painful headaches. | 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 | 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 | will set you free. At first | locked myself up. But more and more |
wanted to be unleashed. | decided that the only way was to go luna crazy. | do
thirteen kills and ités all over. The moon ¢
concentrate on my life. | can be a true inventor, not a weapon maker for the
purpose of madness.

| 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. |
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 | 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, | had only two
kills left. The moon goddess was very pleased.

|l | et the town folk pull me dragimet he barten:

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 | 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. | was free, and the moon mistress left me to my
sanity. | was free.

| 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 |
was hoisted up to the rope and it was fastened to my neck. Then | was dropped
and left for dead. | was hanging there for hours. | should have been dead. The
rope was eaten through, and | fell. The impact to ground woke me from my

unconsciousness. On the ground next to me

remember bringing with me. Didndét think they

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

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

Even before Dave called, Hankdés day had
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 reWilliheyoufsl ow down, Dave? Christ, | <ca
saying. o

AScottds dead, 06 Dave managed to get out,
night dropped into a whole new low.

The house was a beauty. Still wte, Scott o
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 heo6ll want to sell it now, some par
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 didnét move any closer, di

Where are the police, Hank asked himself?

AWhat happened?o0

AfGet in here, o0 Dave said to him, his voic
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 bl ood, he thought. What in Godb?é

The kitchen was just as big and luxurious as Hank had remembered it.
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Bl oody footprintsewywarked Dhoséswe¢oenat the o

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
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
wasn 6t compl et e.

Hank saw the top half of a corpse, cut off at the waist. He almost smiled,
al most | aughed to say, AThis isndét real. Tel
and get off the floor before he stains it mo

Justas the words al most escaped his mout h,
his attention. Hanko6és mouth sl ammed shut so
tongue. As dull pain pulsed in his mouth the lights suddenly seemed too bright,
the room too warm.

AWhat halpereen,edDave?o

AThe fl oor swall owed him up, 06 Dave said w
fixated on Scottds corpse.

Ailt swall owed him. o The words were more f
Davebs statement, as if to say tlédbetter, woul d | e
but hearing them out of his own mouth, they sounded just as crazy as they had
coming out of Davebs.

AHe was sitting there on the floor doing
trying to get in shape for the football try outs next fall. Anditjustét he f | oor
opened up. Il 6m not sure exactly what happene
through this hole in the floor thatodés cl osin

on and I é&m grabbing his arms trying to pul/l



blood and he isn6ét struggling much anymore. TI

explain it any other way. Thatodédséthatods all
AWhere are his | egs?0 Hank asked without
ADown below in the basement. | ran down t

gone.Sur e he wasédead. A |l ot of his, you know,

a pile of them on the floor below where the
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 teamdébs chances.

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

i mage didndét hold. Another one replaced it.

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

canodot take it anymore. He could see so vivid

and an axe swinging down from overhead.

Does he even own an axe?

't didndt seem that i mportant.
AMIi nd i f | see for myself?0 Hdnbktasked ev
want to go down into that basement and see S

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
ceilingd to the dark red soaked into the wood in a large circle.
AWhat am I going to do?0 Dave asked him w
man really |l ooked at him at all since he can
so.

AYou calicéeheWpat el se is there to do, Da



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

Ceceliads funeral

Altoés just that éwhat ugandtéll thenetheldamnh e m? | ¢ a
fl oor opened up and bit my boy in two? | cou
known you for so Il ong. And | et me ask you: d

staring up at him, the tears drying, the hard edge of the man Hank had always
known taking over that face. AAnd you tell n
thinking?o

Al dondét know. Thatds what |1 0dm thinking a
thinking. | have no idea what to say or do v
and neither of them seems to work but theyore all
the truth and something i mpossible happened
Scott died some other way. Either choice has its problems, but | have to tell you
Dave, and il @gn polyt hies | because 1 6m your frie
|l eaning more towards option two.OoO

AYou think I édm not doubting what happened
second, face crimson as he rose. Al saw it.
around him watching that floor rip his mid-section in two, watching my child
screamlikeno-one ever should, and still I candt <co
do you think those police are going to think when they come knocking on that
door ?0

AThat yaoaumkibl Hadk sai d. He stared right i
own solid stone in the face of that raw fury
falter and he didndét take a step back, aware
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 caln
that s what theyodoll think. | doubt theyol |l C
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 thi



grave a |ittle deeper by waiting, too. Theyo
check my al cohol adevaelbiatn da lsreeea diydb vieonhi ght . 0
ASeems | i ke youbdbve thought this through a
what he meant with the statement; didndt t hi
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.
Al 6ve thought through a whol e hell of a |
getting out of this basement. 0
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
shoul débve been thick, too thick for somethin
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
Scottdés wupturned face. The back door was sl
patio. Hank joined him.

ATheydébre going to fry me for this, 0 Dave

backyard.
AThi nk i toll do it again?o
AWhat ?o0

A T hleor. ®r some other part of the house, | 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 i f t hhat Oowsh atthbes tsrtuotppi ng it from happenin
AWoul d you keep going?0 Dave asked.
AWhat are you talking about ?0
AYoubve al ways been singl e, Hank. That 6s
born a family man and thatés whatwithdve al way



my dad with the expectation of having a family of my own one day. After Cecelia,
| managed, because at the very least | still had my son. | never got remarried
because | was content with just my boy. That was all | needed, and all | wanted,
andnowldon6ét even have that. And how did he di
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?bo

AWhy did you call me?06 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.

AAt fliursdt knlew I couldndét call the police.
and | had a feeling you wouldnét try to stop
to be stopped. But someone had to know what happened. If | had just left it at

that, taken this bulletri ght t her e, everyone woul doéve wal k
hi m. Most still will, of course. | dondt exp
telling them my own home ate my boy, and | 6d
believe you. o

ABut what ppen tagamies?haHank asked, no rea

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.
AThen i toll happen abaynbadkatawdnb©®tmbgen
a little too old to feel like starting it all over. It never was about having a family,
but having my family. Thatoés the real reason
because Cecelia was a part of my family, not any other woman. My family is
dead. I think 161l join them. Do what you wa
and 1 dm going to do this. Shot might get to
You can do whatever you want. Stay or go, I
Heturnedaway from the backyard, placed a han

slight smile on his face. AYoubve been a goo



A quick nod was Daveds answer. Hank wasno
anything to say or | ust nyhing Davenndddediback ng hi mse
before walking through that door and closing it behind him.

Hank didndot | eave, nor did he choose to t
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 coul dndét do an
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 werendt any sirens. The | ights were
could see. He figured the time to be going on midnight by then. Seemed no one
had heard Daveds 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 wasnodét sure why it would matter. Dave nh
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 al/l it was. Not | i ke Davebod
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 coul déve beerlmdopbned, addtabopiot h had
two?

AThat 6s absurd, 6 Hank said to the empty r

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.

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 thogetfen 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 theond 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: Fst, Iran would exert influence on Hezbollah to release hostages, and,
second, we would fund the Contras opposition
government. The Contras did have some nasty habits that may have made our
involvement with them appear weamly. 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, | was flipping through a
comic booki I ¢ a nll@vhich pneicwden the fortieth president came on the
television. At first, the volume was turned down. From the stereo speakers at the other

end of the r oom, Dionne Warwickds voice sang








































































