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Introduction:

First and foremost, what sort of just deity would, during a time of soaring
tension, wide-spread protest, and bloody civil unrest, would release a devastating
episode of destruction onto a country like Japan? Not a deity | would bow to and
hopefully not a product of a deity at all. Battered by a powerful tsunami that
swallowed the lives of many like how starved obese men would a mere
appetizer, leaving the coastlines a shattered mess. Then there is the nuclear
reactoré | know the mourning will be a const
reconstruction, and the progress out from the disaster, the loved ones will be
remembered forever; carried with them forever.

| know Deadman6és Tome doesndét cover wor |l
being that wedre an entertainment ezine. Th
would get the news so much faster than we could churn out another issue. If you
combine the dark content with news reports of even darker days, then we would
be a sure fit for instilling depression, wou
about having a good fright, being grossed out, testing sensibilities and feeding
the curiosity. But we want our readers to know that we will be donating to the
Japan Relief Effort. Visit the new DT store and know that every purchase will go
directly to the Japan Relief Effort.

d
€

Deadmandéds Tome unl eashes a waveg of conten
images and messages, along with obscene, horrifying scenes of completely mad
circus carnies with dysentery, body rental through your favorite Mortician, a
savage war between vampires, a deranged survivor in a nuclear wasteland, and
much more. We also have very special report for those interested in Panic Press.
Please, read the report with attention to the references. We also have an editorial
from one of our volunteers, Celeste Harris, about the Fields of Rot series. This is
what |1 édm t al kiShegcamehoous with thesidegpadndwe read it, made
a few corrections, and placed it.
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Bang! Bang!

Daniel G. Snethen

She was scared and so was |,
sixteen years old beneath the
bleachers, when first | laid her down.

Prom royalty, c¢class of 067,
we danced Bang, Bamgsong.0 s

Afterwards, we rode off on

imaginary horses made of sticks.

Parked the truck at Dog Ear Lake,
old stained mattress in the bed,
bang, bang I knocked her up.

No college education, no football scholarship.
No evening gowns no dining out.

Snotty noses at the table. Distempered kittens
in the kitchen. Linen diapers on the line.

Six children later, starchy food and gravity
bang, bang her breasts hit the ground.

*k%

Frank Dayds Sal oon. |l wore bl ack,
she wore hooker heels and a turtle tattoo.

Ten years my junior, so like my wife at age

eighteen. Natural breasts and nipples pert,

| laid five dirty singles down.

| dropped twenty bucks, gave her the voucher,
she led me to the back corner couch.
Surrounded by mirrors and cowboy pictures,
bang, bang the dancer danced me up.

Fished another twenty from my wallet,

Nancy SiBang,tBang sbisg.

Blood and flesh exploded in my face,

Abang, bango, At hat awful sound. o

ABangngd, Amy baby shot her down. o



Spawned From Mud

Derek Kohlbeck

Beneath the mossy mats, | felt the breathing;
The mud bubbles burbled out of the ground,
To tickle the bottoms of my feet,

And as the spongy ground moaned from my weight,
Something clawed through the knotty sedge.
When its clammy skin gasped, every pore
Reeked of dead misquote larva,

Sweetening the air.

Toe pad hands fought free

It sucked the life out of midnight,

It tastes with a leech-tongue.

And those egg-like Eyes,

Turn souls to clay pots.

Battered Dead

Derek Kohlbeck

On the surfaces
water cuts
rusty scars.

Craggy skin
Stripped away
By werewolf wind.

Inside, the bugs
Burrow into the ribbed
Structure, laying eggs.

Outside
Choking weeds push
Between the joints.

White windows
Chipped



And patchily shattered.

Through the hallow
Spaces of light
Dust flits.

Cracks and holes
Breathe Life,
So gentle.

Shit Stinks:aposti ndustri al fairy t

A. D. Dawson

Once upon a time, everyone needed to shit; but that was not a problem
then. The problem occurred when the shit was not flushed far enough away from

t hose that shat it out é

Choked by the fetid broth oifthetswrvivalni ty |
of the fittest. The species that best fits into the environment, whatever that may
be, will survive. | knew my time would come around; | would just have to wait and
protect myself until it arrived. | could have, however, perished, because | was
disabled by the very protective microbial cyst that | secreted to protect myself; we
could all have perishedi we coul dndét have reproduced from
At first things were not too bad, we helped each other i my taxonomic
family and I.
Clinging together we came as one. From our lofty stemmed and conjoined
heights, we could shoot our spores wide of the odious slick that had began to
seep into our pond. Those that were on the outside, those who we had cast into
the clear waters beyond, were not prepared for the unfavourable conditions when
they eventually arrived there. They, the outcasts, were not the fittest when that

time came and they inevitably became immersed in it and drowned. Because we



were there at the beginning and indeed had been initially nourished by the toxic
waste until it became so rich it was virtually insupportable.
Hope was not an option during the worst times, but it seems that it sees
you through - even if you are not aware that you are hoping for it to get better. It
got much worse before it got better. It was bad enough that our pond became
filled with all kinds of human waste and by-products. But, further to this, and born
from the heaving and inescapable public swamp, were the foetuses that would
never have the chance to develop and be fully-grown. We fed from them as they
decomposed, their tasty umbilical chords hanging severed from the barren
placenta and dripping blood to wet our whistle. We feasted from new life until
they overwhelmed us they became so numerous and we fattened fit to bust.
Eventually, when the thick cloak of noxious fumes overhead had deprived
us of any light and darkness was well upon us, the rusted pipe that ran its end
above our pond stopped discharging. Notwithstanding that the drip, drip, dripping
continued for many a month afterwards, keeping the pond at the same constant
level, there was no worsening and unfavourable soon became favourable. We
|l ooked to regroup; seek out those who were
matched to say the least. The way a bloated coarse fish, dead and plastic, floats
on top of the slow flowing river; or how a much-mourned goldfish lies belly
upper most at the meniscus of its bowl , we
beyond death and it coul dnot hurt us anymo
BETTER. We were in charge of our own destiny once more and the parasitic
creatures that had once discharged upon us became no more; they became
extinct bar a few whom could stil!] remember
knee; their DNA still charged with leopard eyes.

One such man came t attetssé hi s c¢cl ot hes i n t

He was small, almost diminutive, a Lilliputian without a Gulliver to torture.
He was | ost and nothing without foSwhatist 6s gi al

size without a ruler?



He staggered to the edge of the pond and fell face down, onto its banks
with his head almost in the water. His top hat slipped from his baldy pate and
sailed across the surface until it became waterlogged and sank into the depths of
the dark water never to be retrieved i a symbolic moment that would not be
recalled because only | saw it happen and | wasnot
should be as bad as them all from here on in. His black tailed jacket only held
together because of the strong yarn that had stitched the separate sleeves onto
one whole body i most of the frayed fabric at the seams struggled to hold in this
mismatched affair. His grey pinstriped trousers were split at the knee and his
shoes scuffed and holy to their soles.
He was very thirsty, it appeared he hadn
be the first to sup; what would his refreshment entail? Such was his nerve; which
had fallen into tatters just like his clothes. The Raggedy Man gingerly dipped his
finger into the cool liquidi r est ored i n time nearly Dback to
managed to lift up his head to stare into the water. He saw his face for the first
time. He was ugly; he could never have held a torch for Narcissus and Echo
woul d never repeatedly call out his name f ol
thereafter.
| lurked just below the surface; waiting for his reluctant hand to scoop
water up into his mouth. A new journey awaited me and once instilled | would go
wherever he went ; free to roam without any
survive and feed from the weak as they once did from the strong. His hand
cupped broke the surface as he splashed the cool liquid across his swollen face.
Noisily he sucked it up from the same-cupped hand into his mouth and | was
freed. Refreshed from our refreshing fill we stood up. We wondered which way to
go, and | will tell you for why. Neither of us REALLY knew that there was
anywhere else to go. Our worlds could have been where we always were; but
looked different as change enveloped us for entirely different reasons. We

went é

KKk



The sun shone from out of a clear blue sky. The Raggedy man and | had
not gone many miles from the pond when we came out of a small forest and into
a clearing. A mishmash of caravans stood central and two fierce hounds, which
had been resting under the warm midday sun, began to bark and growl wildly at
our hesitant approach. Alarmed at their barking we were soon faced with a small
band of travellers T n e Gde-wells in various states of health and disposition.

A Wh a t have we here?0 said a | arge ma n ,
wrapped in a shabby great coat despite the fierce heat. Sweat ran from his broad
brow, which sat under a splendid unmarked bowler hat

Al ot is a circus f-hawed knar® to hiereao with eadk a r aver
sucking lips 1 her lipstick smeared like crayon across them in their fullness.

The Raggedy Man, to my surprise, didndot s
them with a hearty Halloo.

Raucous laughter broke out within the motley group until the big man
silenced them with the Iwthereanyting| tan dofos hov el h

you, sir?o0o he said sarcastically.
The |little man thought and then, Iwith gus
can do for you instead, sir?o

The group burst into laughter at his comical reply, which he finished with a
swee pi ng bow. The big man grew red in the fe
man, 0o he said as he unbuckled his coat. He
was concerned; was | to be separated from the living so soon?

He advanced towards the little man with murder on mind. Notwithstanding
that he stood barely to the navel of the big man, instead of turning to flee in face
of such horror, my wee host strode confidently towards the aggressor turning up
his sleeves for the fight. Suddenly, when they were separated by only a few
strides, the |little man spurted forward and
knackers before he could react. He screamed out in agony as the little man bit
down as hard as he could and blood spurted out like a fountain as he rove the
manbés testicles straight away from his abd

crashed to the ground as surely as Jack had felled the beanstalk with his sharp



woodcutterodos axe. He was dead. The |l ittl e me
from his mouth and wiped away the blood with the back of his hand
The group fell silent; their whooping and cheering came no more. They
watched in awe as the champion pulled off t
histinyheadi mi racousl y it f i ellowsdndweulfineladyfation t hr e e
your glamorous friends next to you look like you could do with some help 7 | am
that man to be of your assistance. 0
The raven-haired lady curtsied and bent to kiss his little pudgy hand in
her s. AYouol |l beh &t slse n@r enotr lee t miagghhttds out ,
under his breath.
They welcomed him into their camp T but not before casting their departed
leader over a cliff edge, which stood crumbling to their right. If they had remained
listening and not returned straight away to their camp singing and humming, they
would have heard an almighty splash as the big man fell into a fast flowing river
that ran hidden by two banks of green foliage and thick tree canopies.
They sat around the campfire eating baked bean from roughly opened
cans and talking dirtiness. Not far into their seedy tales a spot of rain fell causing
their fire to sizzle. As they looked up to the heavens the sky darkened to black
and the rain fell in buckets. They scampered off to their vans; the little man was

joined in his by the raven-haired lady whose name was Irene.

The rain fell heavily for 100 days and 100 nights. Soon bored from fucking
they looked out listlessly to the flooded the plains below. Because of the flooding
the pond that | had left behind became part of the river and henceforth the sea to
t he ocean. The big mands dead body had c¢ome
some tree roots and in the drought that was to follow 1 as is usually the case
hereabouts - it was drawn into the pond to decompose where babies once did.
His carcass was tough to begin with but soon it was broken down and the family
flourished in the rich soup that turned clear to crystal in the waters it was so

abundant and nourishing from his nutritious innards.

KKk



It came to pass that they came to the pond in their carts. Sturdy barrels
were stacked three high on the backs. The Raggedy man sat at the first wagon
with his wife, Irene, next to him; she was holding the reins in her skeleton hands.

She was very weak and she struggled to control the oxen. Her belly was swollen

and it moved hideously with her husbandds b
her and scratched her; they wanted to dictate the time of their release. Nature

woul dndét have it avedwithonlythe poa mdther takiagdhe e v o |
beatingi she woul dnot survi ve,; she had nearly o
waters flowed constantly without remission, burning her thighs into bright red

blisters that burst with acidic pus to be released.

It was strange for me to be back here again i like a frog returning each
spring to where it was spawned. Would this be me year in year out?

They began to unload the barrels and they
was a hot day and they are soon dehydrated with their labour.

AHel p yoursel f, fell ows, 0 said The Ragge
cool and inviting water. ADondét worry there
well enough to sell down in New Town, which stands three kilometres to the
west.

| notice the outlet pipe has started to drip, drip, dripping again.

They supped o6till they had more than thei
of a tree to sleep awhile. The Raggedy Man disappeared around the back of a
rocky outcrop with Susan i who took it well up the ass i as his wife struggled to
stem the vaginal bleeding, which attracted huge meat flies who fed greedily on
her infantdés discharge. Susands cries were [
They all laughed nervously and hoped forlornlythat t hey woul dnét be
Raggedy Man appeared from around the outcropT he hadndét even bot he
put away his slimy manhood as it dangled around his knees waiting for its next
crude erection.

AYou are next, girl, o he natbngdntother a frig

menstrual cycle.



To his dismay she suddenly grabbed hold of her stomach just as her
neighbour began to groan. She vomited i and then so did her friend. In turn they
all groaned, from under the cool and generous shade of the tree, and began to
lose their bodily fluids i from more than one orifice to be sure - to re-hydrate
themselves once more from the pond in their raging thirst.
Susan shrieked like a Harpy speared in flight, as her abdomen split wide
open. Six clawed hands started to rip at her flesh from the inside to get out. She
screamed like a crone at the flaming stake and threw herself into the pond to put
out the flames i she did not remerge once sunken into the depths to settle near
her first love. The Raggedy Man looked on as if in shame i his face had taken on
ashen. He held his fat belly and let out a groan so loud it pained everyone more
than it did him i and he was in extreme agony. Moved to tears he dragged his
limp body to the pond to drink his strength once more. Hecouldn6t t ake any wat
on board and I slipped outer to join my brethren as we pulled him screaming into
the water as we divided for our strength. In his struggle his bowler hat popped off
his head and floated across the pond to settle at the far side. A swarthy fellow
fresh on the scene picked it up and dried it on his cashmere overcoat. He put it
on his head and checked out his appearance in the reflection of the now still
waters.
Al ot suits me fine,0 he said to any that
stooped to the pond edge and filled his silver flask with water. He took a goodly
draught and joined the travellers under the tree.
| wondered how he would venture, as | slopped about in his tragic and
inflamed innards. | would not wake up to behold a dream so | give you an end to
this, the Circle of the Obscene for the nowé
The End
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Body Rental

Mason Kuldinow

Our lady of regenerative research waved from the back steps of her posh
Boulder lab. She was radiant looking in her white coat and glasses, her silken
yellow hair fluttering in the breeze. Labeled GATE A, her choice for the loading
dock was | it by sodi um b @ khbeveningskyovasgust i t wa s n
beginning to blush with lambency.
Fen Garth immediately fell smitten as they met.

ADr. Anne Harper ?o0
AfYes, 0 she replied. AAnd you must be Fen.
AHI . Mauri ce St . John sent me . Wher e do

graciously after he opened the backdoors of his white van.

Al 6m nodowanmt ei i, 0 she answer eed.youigMaur i ce
college girl who committed suicide recently. But it has to be what | asked for.
Remember; if | dondét | i ke whapbss.l0 see, | 06ve g

AShe died of poisoning early this morning

A We | | my  eperglsoa hec rfot having any leaks, if you know what
|l 6m getting at. o

He nodded. AShe took a |I-rays indichte heri | | s, h
stomach is still intact. They pumped most of it out befores he di ed. 0

AAt what temperature is she being kept?0

AFiQGel si us; so there shoul dnot be any bui
Sunday morning. 0

AAl right, | etdéds have a | ook. o

He watched her control the blue industrial lift with a remote control device.

When they were inside the secure research lab, Fen unzipped the black



refrigerated bag, revealing the pretty dead girl. Anne Harper helped him transfer
the body over to the main examination table.
ADo you |like it?o0
The wealthy research scientist nodded, seemingly to herself.
AMaurice wasnot ki dde. Hgy elect®lgte capadgty iggui t e a
still at optimum. You can only get post-mortem readings like that with someone
her age. o

AHer parents are on safari i n centr al Af
news. Theyodore supposed to be bincaketheyy Monday
arrive early, we need this thing back in no more than thirty-s i x hour s. 0

ASheds perfect. And thatdés all the ti me |

A Wel | i f you get done early, give me a

card containing his cell phone number, though it had nothing else, not even a
name. fAMake sure you donodét | eave any vVvisible
A | wonodét | eave any mar ks, 0 she said, and
on the dock and waited until he left. As he drove away, he saw her walk back

inside, and then close the bay door.

As Fen drove off, he thought about Anne Harper, and what her research
would bring to the world. She was part of th
was concerned. But to Fen, she was more than just a client; she was the Goth
chick of dreams.

He had seen his share of strange body network affiliates: doctors and
other perverse figures that sparked his darkest imaginings, even making him
wonder if some of them were in the game of murdering people as well; though
none were so ghoulish and simultaneously attractive as Dr. Anne Harper.

Thinking about her made him hungry. Having driven all the way from Fort
Collins, he was not in a hurry to leave Boulder. So he decided to make a pit-stop
for dinner. Places to drink and dine were everywhere. So he picked one out of
the blue. And though he had plenty of money to splurge on a fancy meal, it was

more fun for him to scam a meal, rather than pay for it like some blithering



Astr-aegto.

Being a totally unapologetic freak entailed exhibiting flippancy whenever
and wherever he pleased, as |l ong as it did
finished eating.

As he sat in the restaurant of his choice, he began his game of smiles and
glances at the other patrons. But even though he felt ready to revile every
Boulder yuppie and cultural dilettante in the place, he realized his edge was lost
t hat ni ght . He failed to get anyoneb6s atte
coul dndét get Anne Harper out of his mind. Us
made a comment to someone, such as where an embalming needle gets
inserted, or something even more macabre, guaranteed to prompt a complaint to
the manager.

ACan | get those plates out your way?0 t|
her left hand gripping her hip in visible impatience.

5t

Theyoimmy nway, 0 he replied. Al dm not fini
AWould you | i ke something from the desser
And right then he felt challenged, knowing he had not done enough to
retain his usual air of primacy, because the dessert question irked him, the way it
was cast with a bright, fake smile, undoubtedly to get more tip money out of him.
ACan | show you something?06 he asked. He
and took out a pair of nickel plated rib cutters.
She immediately recoiled when she s aw wh at he hel d. A Wh at
that ?0
Right then he saw her eyes go from genial to reviled in one instant,
showing her true self: utterly judgmental and filled with hate. Seeing it gave him

satisfaction. It was his favorite thing to do, aside from working with dead

peopled he | oved revealing a pretty girldéds intol
Al tos generally wused by anatomy student
opening the chest of a corpse. Usually itods

kind of adjustment, or replace a missing section, like in the case of a violent

deat h. You see, l &dm a mortici an. And sometir



back, | end up bringing along something that was inside a body. | just wanted to
showyou...neath uh ? 0
He then took out a black tool case and opened it on the table, casually

removing a shiny plated instrument thsihLookEé.t
is a Hagedorn Needle, 1itds used foré. o

She i nterr uptealld..Ykahnum, cduldyqu get out of here
beforel cal | my manager ?0

Apparently the manager had already seen the distressed look on her face.
He wal ked over briskly. fAls there a problem
ATom, this guy has just shown me somet hi
just think it would be betterifhel ef t ri ght now. 0
AA weapon?0 the manager asked. He was a
hair, and an aging face. It occurred to Fen that someone must have told this
over-the-hill ski bum that he could stay young forever just by acting like a giant
douche-bag for the rest of his life.
ANo, i1 tds not a weapon, 0 Fen answered.
A WhaSir, are you dissatisfied with your mea
ANoO, iflhbe. waookott F g mng to cause you any t

mortician, and | sometimes forget to leave my tools at the shop. | just wanted to

show her, because |youtkhow,roke of the hsgspuse Likey c ool ;
for instanceéo He took out a shiny metal h a
AThis is called a Calvaria Hook Hammer. Il t 0s
ASir, | thinkénggbtnowsdoul d | eav
ACOmon now, I dondét Wdki nk bhawaensdt warniasl
meal. Thisisallvery scientifi c. Mummi fi cation doct
used a similar tool éto extract the human br a
A S ithe!callow manager shouted. i |  dnyeueto leave right now or | am
calling the police. 0
ANo need for that. These instruments are

be really surprised how much you appreciate what we do when you finally have

to bury someone. 0



He put the tool case back in his sport coat pocket, without zipping it shut,

and then took outohhi al wall BavedFsneredité. o
nGet out now! o
AAdilght , 0 he said, and then wal ked out in

the street and in the restaurant could see, and ambled down the block blithely.

The manager followed hi m, presumably to ide
far too experienced at meal theft to go directly to his van. While pretending not to

see his pursuer, he picked a random car to lean against, and pretended to

search for his keys. Through the corner of his right eye, he saw the manager

write down the plate number, and then walk back into the restaurant. Once the

bastard was gone, Fen continued to amble onward into quiet backstreets.

When night fell, an aching desire for Anne Harper rose up like a wave in
his flesh, to a point where he could not keep his feet from going to see her. To
gain entrance into her life would have felt like blue heavend skies of endless
pleasure. So he began to ponder every moment he conducted business with her,
trying to determine if she liked him or not.
Back at the outdoor emporium, he decided to go into one of the posh little
wine bars, where no one dined, and only a few quiet cliques chatted somewhat
blithely. After he sat, he was surprised when he saw her sitting there, staring at
him.
AAnne Harper? What are you doing here?o0
Al &m having a glass of wine. o And then sh
He smiled back and then moved down the wine bar, taking the seat next
to hers. He ordered a glass of Riesling and placed a twenty dollar bill on one of
the printed napkins. Then in a | ow voice he
|l ab, working hard on your experiment. o
She drank her dark purple elixir and then placed the glass down empty,
making fast eye contact with the server as she signaled for another pour.
ALet me get this one for you. o

fSure, thank you. The experimental agent has been administered, and



thereds a three to four hour wait fwr it to
circulate the serum throughout the arterial system; and then it takes time to settle
i n. So rather than wai't there doing not hir

i ndul gence. 0

AExqui site, o0 he replied. AThis 1S SO0 aus
thinki ng about you, and how much | wanted to h
Al d&dm gl ad, 06 she said. Her eyes smiled an
truth. When her glass was filled again, she

that business with Maurice?b9
fHe owns the mortuary, as he does many other businesses in northern

Colorado. His family has an organization, where they do all sorts of blue-chip

trading activities.o He chuckled Iightly. AV
body rental, | was his first candidate. | figured there could be no harm in it; |

mean we are talking about dead bodies; and t
much. O

She laughed with a skipping snort, high pitched and beautiful to his ears.

AYou have such a cute | augh. o
ARead | yle asked. i... Most people dondt |
A T h e s e-toity guystggt pretty bent out of shape when | get loud, after having

too many of these. 0 She ran her finger sens

glass.
ASo it deeswmpour hiwodk?o0
Ha, no. .. .it doesnodt . The readings and ¢
automatically. And besides, you know what th
Al ot never boils, 0 he replied. He sipped

boldly, laughing at himself, and considered telling her about his stolen dinner,

wondering if she would find it amusing, like he did. Then he decided against it.

The last thing he wanted her to think was that he was cheap.
AWhat i s it dawhyodo youlike@beingprognddead bodi es?0
AWedbre providing a service,o0 he replied.

AMmM, so it has nothing t-otdogagl ¢ A0 some pe



fHa, | dondét know what youdbre getting at. o
AYou dono6t? Well maybe you can tell me
those i nstrument s, |l i ke they were baseball ca

He looked down at himself and saw the hooked end of his Calvaria

hammer sticking out of his jacket fl ap. A Oh
that . o
Altds okayéo She reached i dtook ouhanr own j

electronic instrument, slim and black, like something that could have been the
new age in cellular phone technol ogy. NnTake
She unscrewed the corner piece and then protracted the lower probe,
which extended almost an entire foo t . AThis 1is intended for
readings. o Then she s mifiTehdi sd esvtiilfifs hwiyr,e whsi sd
rectal insertion.o
iVeaool, 0 he said. AWhen was the | ast ti me
AHMmM, about an hour ago,uad grud uradplfird de.n di l
They both laughed raucously, causing the haughty patrons to gaze in their
direction, annoyed, though not vocally expressive.
AShe was definitely a hot number . You n
killing themselves in good ole Menver. She must have really had some emotional

probl ems. 0

AHence the availability of | et hal pil |l s
sai d. AKind of wugly when you think about it
antidepressants to a suicidal patient. 0

A We | | ,all gysdteanic.@apitalism hasto have somevi ct i ms at home.

ADondét | know it; | ike my own race for th

AWhat is it that youdre trying to achieve

fOh, something | can sell. Being able to talk to the dead will be a very
valuable asset, and will provide its own leverage within the forensic market. The
criminal justice field needs a |l ooking gl as
with it.o

Al 6m gl ad you trust me enough to tell me .



flesuse maybe i tds t he yougoieg.totdl,uight?vwho ar e

Al would never reveal what youdve confi de
|l 6m as involved as you are in whatever youbor

AThat s a good way to | ook at ité. So hoyv
back to the | ab with me?b0

He thought about it without taking his eyes away from hers. Then he finally
said, Alt wono6t get me in trouble with your
ANoéi tds just a joint i nterest ventur e.
wanted to share what | was doing with you. In fact, after you left, it kind of
di sappointed me that you didndét ask me if yo
fiGod, | really wish | did. You looked so pretty standing in the sunset when
we parted. And then your face started to fl a
They kissed at the bar. Her lips tasted like candy for adults. She placed
her arm around his waist and he accidentally slid forward, clumsily pushing
himself against her.
Al &m sorry. o
ADonot be sorry. |l t6s okayéo She took th
for another kiss.
The drive was little more than five minutes. He parked next to her silver
Saab once they arrived. She carried with her a tiny purse, matching her lacy
white blouse, and black linen slacks, like an embodiment of piano keys, so
elegantly slipping into shadows on gracef u | heel s. AWait up! o he
as she reached the entrance, and had already keyed herself in. She held the
door for him, and then turned to take his arm once they were walking down the
hall toward the research labs.

AWhat 6s your hurry?o

A |  woashotv you something really neat. 0
ANeat ? What are you in the Partridge Fami
fHa . . . jJust wait wuntil you see what | ha

ASo youbdbre sure this thing works?0o

Al 6ve got no one to celebrate wantdh. Yes,



this subject made it all possible. o

He started to feel apprehensi ve, but did
on through the series of halls, leading up to the big set of doors that required her
to use her security pass key. Once there she sensed apprehension.

AAre you okay?0

AYes, |l &m justeée. Alright, I 6m a Iittle Dbi
there. o

Altdéds nothing. Well, okay, it would be pr
in your profession. o

fiveah, t hereds nothingt lcdhmaesentdd deaxd fwhesnh

AWehowi s the time to turn back, 0 she saio
y our v a imfaetryebé maybe we shouldc a | | it off. o

fiNo . : : comon cut me some sl ack here. Th
ok, | do want to see it. So showme . 0

There were only a few more steps before he saw what she had done.

Behind a glass partition, there was a perplexing movement of arms and legs. The
girl corpse was on its back, and was shuddering violently, as if the reanimation
was the result of electricity rousing her dead nerves. But there was nothing
connected to any of her parts.

Altéds the breakthrough, 06 Anne Harper sai
because i1 tods all the resul't of a drug rath
serum. And the brain does it all. This girl died of overstressed exasperation, so
there really was no damage to her internal o

AHol y f HWa kiyrogué.v e fuakiogtk i tdad i neg me . 0O

AWould you |ike to go inside and have a v

At once he felt to be within some perilous trip, his cheeks going flush as

his blood pounded, thrusting through his arteries and veins with the heightened

sense of wutter strain and trepidation. HAOkay
AShebébs very much aware of wus. Fen, 1 f yolu
for this; you would know why | was cel ebrat

She took him in her arms and kissed him, pressing her coitus limbs into his



A

wanting shield. AYoudre the man | 6ve been wa
AAnd sshe. lbas
He backed away, wincing in hapless repulsion at her perverse suggestion.
flesus, l 6m ki ddi ng. Dondot think | havenot
I know youbre not going to say anything abc
what you say to Mauriced he stands to gain fromthisresearc h | i ke | do. 0
fReallyd to make the dead speak? | hardly think St. John would want
victims of his waking up to testify against
AWake up to it man. 't could be a new wo
this girl. Think of the implications. C6 mé @ S hressed in again and he

relented, taken unflinchingly by this mortician jezebel, who was giving herself so

lusciously.

AHow i s it possible? When the brain shut
amount of damagedt ot al cell ul ar destr ucthnesa. Livin
Once you turn them off, theyodére off for good

AAnd yet youodre eyes are not fooling you.
This current science is unprecedented. Anyth

ACan she speak?o0

Anne Harper sauntered over to the examination slab and sat the girl up, its
head lolling in slovenly disaffection, as it still quivered.

A MAnm-mm, something up in this uh-uh-ugh, and she-she woke

meéjust to-reyxéanihhewhma,; afufiuwkhoatbeybdbu?o0
AOh Anne, plepse make it sto
ARi ght, 0 she repl-bed, faleltti Agayy hbeaghkt ne

youbve had enough for tonight. Go back to sl
ANO, I dondt e wahod m-mpmamde iy PenniylRose Rialto.

You have to let me g-go home. Mm-mm-my-mother and f-fatherarec-c o mi ng. 0
AYes, theydre coming. And theyodére going t
ANo whoa, youf alalnbdas |l edp mevdmdtafwak el Up .wd
Altéds okay. Youdre already gone now. You

soon. O



ANo d-doadbotn 6t | et me. O

AANnnNe! Wh a 't are you doing? This is so fu
explain to you how fuckedt hi s i s. 0

A Whwho is that? No, no, that guy, | know his voice, he was talking
befor e, and | r e mreomadne.r Thah sh-shvelaos yown gave me.

Wuh-w h a t was that?0

Al't was to wake you up, so we could talk.
ACand6t you stop this? Sheds obviously in
ACome, weol | have a seat i n the resting a

They sat on the couch, where the Beatles played, | am the Walrus, so
strangely fitting, as it blended with the phantasmagoric suffering in the next room.

5t

| 6m going to do some tests and then | 61|
cof fee at Dennyds. 0

AOontéhi nk | candt handle this. o

A | know you can han deluaderithe .circuhstandes.e doi ng
What youbre seeing i s sogndeestamde 0 f Elbéi shr obked |
face and then walked back into the lab. Later on she closed everything up for the
night. And then they went off together. Fen reeled with fright for an hour or so,

t hough he did not | eave Anne Harper s side u

Maurice St. John stood at the mortuary entrance. He looked worried. Fen
should have been there already. He only came because Fen called to say there
was something wrong, and that he needed to see it with his own eyes. Then
suddenly his heart sank when the white van pulled up. Its driver appeared to be
stricken with fear.
AWhere is she? You know, you really frea

was thinking you musthavegot t en caught transporting her. o

Altés nothing | ike that. o
AThen what the hel!l i s wrong? You | ook r
look in your face, you are definitelyget t i ng pul |l ed over . 0

AMeet me inside. I 61 1 show you. o



The garage door opened and then shut once the van was inside. Fen
stood at the rear doors, almost ready to open them.

AWhat the hel!l i's that noi se? Whatodos goi
there?o0

A J uheré | dondt wa Rout bos No, Itactuallfy doewarit you
to freakout. Yous houl d be ready for something really

Maurice reached around him and opened the doors before Fen could
finish his caveat. What he saw was utterly shocking, a black bag with a living
person inside, suffocating, and fighting to escape.

AWho i s this?0

Ads her! o

AYou fucking crazy bastard! Have you bee
again? It candét be her! o

AAnne Harper said you woul dndét be surpris
He paused and then | ooked at Fen in shc
reawakening brains, not whole bodies. 0
i Wat should we do now? Tell me, because | have no clue how to
c

proceed. O

=1

Unhook that thing!o

AYou dondét want to do that.o

AHel |l with you.o

Maurice unbuckled the body bag from the gurney and then leapt back as
the dead woman sprang, bag and all, from the van onto the garage floor, where it
squirmed like a big black maggot. Fingers curled out through the top of the zipper
and then she gradually revealed herself as the two men watched.

AYeyuo u d o n &a-no-konhowvhard it was to g-g-get out ah-no-no-

no. ..o
A | canodt believe it. Shebds got no bl ood
having a nightmare. Therebds no other expl ana
Al wish you were having a nightmare. o

The dead girl looked at Maurice with hunger.



AAr e-yopbevetof-f-f uck me too?0
A N-oo-no-no, 0 Maurice rejoined facetiously. f
And what the hell is she talking about ?0

Maurice pulled out his semi-auto pistol and kept it pointed at the ground.

m not even sure i f shooting her is the ri
AOf cobursendt! 0o Fen said. nAWéfohwhene t o Kkece
parents arrive.o

AYou call this presentable? What the hell
ADr . Anne Harper gave her somet hing. She

serum, to restart her brain. She said the brain is doing this, and that it will have to

we a

r off very soon. o

A So lyraught her here before it wore off? What the hell is wrong with

?0

Al coul dndt justpadnsave tHee tbeaeri vhet omo
ASo t héurn ityamdithen say we got robbed. Fuck, I 61 1 cremat e
ht now to keep anyone from finding out wh
AYou dondét have to shoot her. She doesnoét
AOk, so then weeéeo

Maurice was interrupted when the dead girl rose to her feet, wobbling in a

nightmare of discordant movements. She then became utterly tremulous as she

stood.

The quivering spasm began in her hands, and then worked its way

through her arms, until it became a full on paroxysm.

AWhat 6s happeni megskedo her 20 Mauri c
Al dondt know! 0

Her voice trembled and gave off a wicked la-la-la-la-la sound, as if

someone was shaking her as she tried to speak. And then like a socket had been

pulled, she fell to the cold floor in a disheveled heap.

A week after Fen got his nerves back he was working on what he loved

doing most, when he got a call from Maurice.

Al want you to carry a package for me. o



Awell é. 1 was wondering when the vacation
A needed it too. Dondt get me wrong. Wh
bon e . Il 6m freaked ouwut.just ¢t alekilmgyaloets igo.o
AYou Kknow, she wasnot fully processed wl

embalm her. Her skin was too tough to break through with the Hagedorn needle.
Whatever that drug was,itmade her hard as wood. o
Alt doesn6t matter because sheds worm foo
Awel | |, Il 61l talk to you at the hospital
He hummed | am the Walrus as he worked through the entire afternoon,
doing what he loved, and even took the odd moment every now and then to think
about Anne Harper. That night they were going out to a new restaurant. She was
bringing along some gear for show and tell. He assured her those electronic
gadgets were not nearly as effective as his good old fashioned tools. But that
was what made their connection so special. They could play off of each other
with sparkling results. And that alone made them the perfect couple.
—
Beyond the jostled soil of a disturbed grave, a southern star broke out of the
cloud s , |l i ke an appearance of far flung aegi s
children of a new age. Thinking of her past, her name was all she knewd Penny
Rose Rialtod which she reminded herself of recurrently, as she made her way
into the guiding light. It showed her the life renewed, where there was no end in
sight, and only one way forward. Stepping onto that path, she felt assured that
somewhere ahead was an everlasting fount of bliss and dominion. The voice of
far flung aegis called to her in subsonic signals, pulling at her new and modified
soul, like the mating frequency of the polyphemous moth.
Spending days hiding in the woods came naturally. There was always a
place to avoid the prying eyes of people. They left the nighttime hours to her, and
thusly those hours made for the best time in the world to travel. It was on those
precious jaunts that she eventually discovered her shadowy ilk, the fervent and
willing participants, who would give her the temporary love she needed every

now and then; though it was nothing like the promise of Xanadu she felt



somewhere ahead.

Night after night she got better at her style of continuance. She found that
her inner homing device also worked as a transmitter, to be used for calling
others into her semitone world. As they came to her, she guided her new
followers on the night-path she discovered, and stressed how it was the only way
forward. In hovels where they rested during the day, she also taught them to hear
the cosmic aegis she felt in her center; and how it was telling her to seek out
more participants, who desperately craved to join their undying pursuit.

The loving bites she gave to her lost children were the promulgating flame.
And as her night flock grew larger, they roamed the world together, in the intra-
night beyond people and their evanescent scope.

In ever widening circles, they were going nowhere, and everywhere.
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