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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 I 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 I know the mourning will be a constant process, even during the 
reconstruction, and the progress out from the disaster, the loved ones will be 
remembered forever; carried with them forever.  
 
 I know Deadmanôs Tome doesnôt cover world events, the main reason 
being that weôre an entertainment ezine. The second reason being that you 
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, would we not? Hell, Deadmanôs Tome is 
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. 
 
 Deadmanôs Tome unleashes a wave of content potent with disturbing 
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 Iôm talking about people. She came to us with the idea and we read it, made 
a few corrections, and placed it. 
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Bang! Bang! 
Daniel G. Snethen 

 
She was scared and so was I, 
sixteen years old beneath the 
bleachers, when first I laid her down. 
 
Prom royalty, class of  ó67, 
we danced to Nancyôs Bang, Bang song. 
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. 
 
*** 
Frank Dayôs Saloon.  I wore black, 
she wore hooker heels and a turtle tattoo. 
Ten years my junior, so like my wife at age 
eighteen. Natural breasts and nipples pert, 
I laid five dirty singles down. 
 
I 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 Sinatraôs Bang, Bang song. 
Blood and flesh exploded in my face, 
ñbang, bangò, ñthat awful sound.ò 
 
ñBang, bangò, ñmy baby shot her down.ò 
 



 

 

Spawned From Mud   
Derek Kohlbeck 

 
Beneath the mossy mats, I 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: a post-industrial fairy taleé 
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 

those that shat it outé  

 

Choked by the fetid broth of humanity I adaptedé I fitted in ï the survival 

of the fittest. The species that best fits into the environment, whatever that may 

be, will survive. I knew my time would come around; I would just have to wait and 

protect myself until it arrived. I could have, however, perished, because I was 

disabled by the very protective microbial cyst that I secreted to protect myself; we 

could all have perished ï we couldnôt have reproduced from there any longer.  

At first things were not too bad, we helped each other ï 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 

looked to regroup; seek out those who were genetically similaréor organically 

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 

uppermost at the meniscus of its bowl, we could sink no furtheré we were 

beyond death and it couldnôt hurt us anymoreé THINGS CAN ONLY GET 

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 still remember the old ways as told at their fatherôs 

knee; their DNA still charged with leopard eyes.  

One such man came to usé his clothes in tatters. 

 

He was small, almost diminutive, a Lilliputian without a Gulliver to torture. 

He was lost and nothing without Swiftôs giant to compare himself to ï for what is 

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 ï a symbolic moment that would not be 

recalled because only I saw it happen and I wasnôt about to tell anyoneé lest I 

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 ï 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 hadnôt quaffed for years, but feared to 

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 liquid ï restored in time nearly back to natureôs intended. He 

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 

would never repeatedly call out his name for the duration of mankindôs existence 

thereafter. 

I 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 I would go 

wherever he went; free to roam without any legs to call my owné adapté 

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 I was 

freed. Refreshed from our refreshing fill we stood up. We wondered which way to 

go, and I 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 

wenté 

*** 



 The sun shone from out of a clear blue sky. The Raggedy man and I 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 ï neôer-do-wells in various states of health and disposition.  

 ñWhat have we here?ò said a large man, obviously the leader and 

wrapped in a shabby great coat despite the fierce heat. Sweat ran from his broad 

brow, which sat under a splendid unmarked bowler hat 

 ñIt is a circus freak,ò retorted a raven-haired mare to his rear with cock 

sucking lips ï her lipstick smeared like crayon across them in their fullness. 

 The Raggedy Man, to my surprise, didnôt seem at all afraid and he greeted 

them with a hearty Halloo. 

 Raucous laughter broke out within the motley group until the big man 

silenced them with the wave of his shovel hand.  ñIs there anything I can do for 

you, sir?ò he said sarcastically. 

 The little man thought and then, with gusto, replied, ñIs there not anything I 

can do for you instead, sir?ò 

 The group burst into laughter at his comical reply, which he finished with a 

sweeping bow. The big man grew red in the face. ñI donôt like your tone, little 

man,ò he said as he unbuckled his coat. He took it off and threw it to the floor. I 

was concerned; was I 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 fastened his teeth around the manôs 

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 

manôs testicles straight away from his abdomen. In shock the giant fellow 

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



woodcutterôs axe. He was dead. The little man, bloodied in mouth, spat the flesh 

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 the dead manôs bowler and put it on 

his tiny head ï miracously it fitted well. ñYon three fellows, and you fine lady and 

your glamorous friends next to you look like you could do with some help ï I am 

that man to be of your assistance.ò 

 The raven-haired lady curtsied and bent to kiss his little pudgy hand in 

hers. ñYouôll be kissing more than that before the nightôs out,ò he said inaudibly 

under his breath. 

 They welcomed him into their camp ï 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 I had left behind became part of the river and henceforth the sea to 

the ocean. The big manôs dead body had come to rest near the pond stuck in 

some tree roots and in the drought that was to follow ï 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. 

*** 



 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 husbandôs brats inside her. They kicked her, bit 

her and scratched her; they wanted to dictate the time of their release. Nature 

wouldnôt have it and a struggle had evolved with only the poor mother taking the 

beating ï she wouldnôt survive; she had nearly outlived her use anyhow. Her 

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 ï 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 roll them to the waterôs edge. It 

was a hot day and they are soon dehydrated with their labour. 

 ñHelp yourself, fellows,ò said The Raggedy Man, indicating towards the 

cool and inviting water. ñDonôt worry there is enough for us to have our fill AND 

well enough to sell down in New Town, which stands three kilometres to the 

west.  

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

 They supped ótill they had more than their fill and they sat under the shade 

of a tree to sleep awhile. The Raggedy Man disappeared around the back of a 

rocky outcrop with Susan ï who took it well up the ass ï as his wife struggled to 

stem the vaginal bleeding, which attracted huge meat flies who fed greedily on 

her infantôs discharge. Susanôs cries were heard well into the shadow of the tree. 

They all laughed nervously and hoped forlornly that they wouldnôt be next. The 

Raggedy Man appeared from around the outcrop ï he hadnôt even bothered to 

put away his slimy manhood as it dangled around his knees waiting for its next 

crude erection. 

 ñYou are next, girl,ò he said to a frightened teenager not long into her 

menstrual cycle. 



 To his dismay she suddenly grabbed hold of her stomach just as her 

neighbour began to groan. She vomited ï 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 ï 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 ï she did not remerge once sunken into the depths to settle near 

her first love. The Raggedy Man looked on as if in shame ï 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 ï and he was in extreme agony. Moved to tears he dragged his 

limp body to the pond to drink his strength once more. He couldnôt take any water 

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. 

ñIt suits me fine,ò he said to any that would ever listen. With that he 

stooped to the pond edge and filled his silver flask with water. He took a goodly 

draught and joined the travellers under the tree. 

 I wondered how he would venture, as I slopped about in his tragic and 

inflamed innards. I would not wake up to behold a dream so I give you an end to 

this, the Circle of the Obscene for the nowé adieu 

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 lit by sodium bulbs, though it wasnôt dark yetðthe evening sky was just 

beginning to blush with lambency. 

Fen Garth immediately fell smitten as they met. 

ñDr. Anne Harper?ò 

ñYes,ò she replied. ñAnd you must be Fen.ò 

ñHi. Maurice St. John sent me. Where do you want it?ò He smiled at her 

graciously after he opened the backdoors of his white van. 

ñIôm not sure I do want it,ò she answered. ñMaurice said you have a young 

college girl who committed suicide recently. But it has to be what I asked for. 

Remember; if I donôt like what I see, Iôve got no problem saying, pass.ò 

ñShe died of poisoning early this morning. So there isnôt a mark on her.ò 

ñWell my research depends on her not having any leaks, if you know what 

Iôm getting at.ò 

He nodded. ñShe took a lot of pills, however the X-rays indicate her 

stomach is still intact. They pumped most of it out before she died.ò 

ñAt what temperature is she being kept?ò 

ñFive Celsius; so there shouldnôt be any burning. You can have her until 

Sunday morning.ò 

ñAlright, letôs have a look.ò 

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. 

ñDo you like it?ò 

The wealthy research scientist nodded, seemingly to herself. 

ñMaurice wasnôt kidding. She is quite a prize. Her electrolyte capacity is 

still at optimum. You can only get post-mortem readings like that with someone 

her age.ò 

ñHer parents are on safari in central Africa. Apparently they just got the 

news. Theyôre supposed to be back by Monday morning. But just in case they 

arrive early, we need this thing back in no more than thirty-six hours.ò 

ñSheôs perfect. And thatôs all the time I need.ò 

ñWell if you get done early, give me a call.ò He handed her a business 

card containing his cell phone number, though it had nothing else, not even a 

name. ñMake sure you donôt leave any visible damage.ò 

ñI wonôt leave any marks,ò she said, and then walked him out. She stood 

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 the winnerôs circle as far as the network 

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 



ñstraight-headò. 

Being a totally unapologetic freak entailed exhibiting flippancy whenever 

and wherever he pleased, as long as it didnôt get him kicked out before he 

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 

that night. He failed to get anyoneôs attention; and it was simply because he 

couldnôt get Anne Harper out of his mind. Usually by then, he would have already 

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. 

ñCan I get those plates out your way?ò the pretty brunette waitress asked, 

her left hand gripping her hip in visible impatience. 

ñTheyôre not in my way,ò he replied. ñIôm not finished yet.ò 

ñWould you like something from the dessert menu?ò 

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. 

ñCan I show you something?ò he asked. He reached in his glove pocket 

and took out a pair of nickel plated rib cutters. 

She immediately recoiled when she saw what he held. ñWhat the fuck is 

that?ò 

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 

peopleðhe loved revealing a pretty girlôs intolerance and fear. 

ñItôs generally used by anatomy students and medical examiners, for 

opening the chest of a corpse. Usually itôs only used if we have to make some 

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

death. You see, Iôm a mortician. And sometimes, when I forget to put all my tools 



back, I end up bringing along something that was inside a body. I just wanted to 

show you . . . neat huh?ò 

He then took out a black tool case and opened it on the table, casually 

removing a shiny plated instrument. ñLooké.this is called a skull chisel. And this 

is a Hagedorn Needle, itôs used foré.ò 

She interrupted him. ñUh, really....Yeah, um, could you get out of here 

before I call my manager?ò 

Apparently the manager had already seen the distressed look on her face. 

He walked over briskly. ñIs there a problem here, sir?ò 

ñTom, this guy has just shown me something really inappropriate, and I 

just think it would be better if he left right now.ò 

ñA weapon?ò the manager asked. He was a tall skinny man, with graying 

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. 

ñNo, itôs not a weapon,ò Fen answered. 

ñWhat? Sir, are you dissatisfied with your meal?ò 

ñNo, it was fine. Look, Iôm not trying to cause you any trouble. Iôm a 

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

show her, because I think itôs pretty cool; you know, one of the things I use. Like 

for instanceéò He took out a shiny metal hammer with a hook on the claw end. 

ñThis is called a Calvaria Hook Hammer. Itôs foré.ò 

ñSir, I think you should leaveé.right now.ò 

ñCômon now, I donôt think thatôs warranted. Look, I havenôt finished my 

meal. This is all very scientific. Mummification doctors in ancient Egyptéonce 

used a similar tooléto extract the human brainéò 

ñSir!ò the callow manager shouted. ñI need you to leave right now or I am 

calling the police.ò 

ñNo need for that. These instruments are for the families. You are going to 

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

to bury someone.ò 



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

and then took out his wallet. ñFine . . . oh, all I have is credité.ò 

ñGet out now!ò 

ñAll-right,ò he said, and then walked out in triumph, smiling so everyone on 

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

The manager followed him, presumably to identify Fenôs vehicle. Only Fen was 

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 heavenðskies 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. 

ñAnne Harper? What are you doing here?ò 

ñIôm having a glass of wine.ò And then she smiled cordially. 

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 low voice he said, ñI really thought youôd be at the 

lab, working hard on your experiment.ò 

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. 

ñLet me get this one for you.ò 

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



thereôs a three to four hour wait for it to take effect. You see, the machine has to 

circulate the serum throughout the arterial system; and then it takes time to settle 

in. So rather than wait there doing nothing, I thought Iôd enjoy a little self 

indulgence.ò 

ñExquisite,ò he replied. ñThis is so auspicious for me. You know, I was 

thinking about you, and how much I wanted to have a glass of wine with you.ò 

ñIôm glad,ò she said. Her eyes smiled and showed him she was telling the 

truth. When her glass was filled again, she asked him, ñSo how did you get into 

that business with Maurice?ò 

ñHe 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.ò He chuckled lightly. ñWhen he found out there was a market for 

body rental, I was his first candidate. I figured there could be no harm in it; I 

mean we are talking about dead bodies; and they donôt seem to complain all that 

much.ò 

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

ñYou have such a cute laugh.ò 

ñReally?ò she asked. ñ...Most people donôt like it.ò She gazed at the server. 

ñThese hoity-toity guys get pretty bent out of shape when I get loud, after having 

too many of these.ò She ran her finger sensually up and down the stem of her 

glass. 

ñSo it doesnôt hinder your work?ò 

ñHa, no....it doesnôt. The readings and observations will be monitored 

automatically. And besides, you know what they say about a watched pot.ò 

ñIt never boils,ò he replied. He sipped his wine and gazed into her eyes 

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. 

ñWhat is it about you guysðwhy do you like being around dead bodies?ò 

ñWeôre providing a service,ò he replied. ñPeople need closure.ò 

ñMm, so it has nothing to do with some perverse intra-struggle?ò 



ñHa, I donôt know what youôre getting at.ò 

ñYou donôt? Well maybe you can tell me why you like carrying around 

those instruments, like they were baseball cards.ò 

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

hammer sticking out of his jacket flap. ñOh my god, I canôt believe I let you see 

that.ò 

ñItôs okayéò She reached into her own jacket pocket and took out an 

electronic instrument, slim and black, like something that could have been the 

new age in cellular phone technology. ñTake a look at this.ò 

She unscrewed the corner piece and then protracted the lower probe, 

which extended almost an entire foot. ñThis is intended for core temperature 

readings.ò Then she smiled devilishly, whispering, ñThis stiff wire is designed for 

rectal insertion.ò 

ñVery cool,ò he said. ñWhen was the last time it was used?ò 

ñHmm, about an hour ago,ò she replied. ñIt was on our mutual friend.ò 

They both laughed raucously, causing the haughty patrons to gaze in their 

direction, annoyed, though not vocally expressive. 

ñShe was definitely a hot number. You never hear about gals like her 

killing themselves in good ole Menver. She must have really had some emotional 

problems.ò 

ñHence the availability of lethal pills when her depression peaked,ò she 

said. ñKind of ugly when you think about it, you know; the irony of giving lethal 

antidepressants to a suicidal patient.ò 

ñWell, thatôs all systemic. Capitalism has to have some victims at home.ò 

ñDonôt I know it; like my own race for the cure.ò 

ñWhat is it that youôre trying to achieve with your research?ò 

ñOh, something I 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 looking glass. Iôd like to be the one who comes up 

with it.ò 

ñIôm glad you trust me enough to tell me.ò 



ñJesusémaybe itôs the wine. But who are you going to tell, right?ò 

ñI would never reveal what youôve confided in me. As far as Iôm concerned, 

Iôm as involved as you are in whatever youôre doing.ò 

ñThatôs a good way to look at ité.So how would you feel about coming 

back to the lab with me?ò 

He thought about it without taking his eyes away from hers. Then he finally 

said, ñIt wonôt get me in trouble with your partners will it?ò 

ñNoéitôs just a joint interest venture. When I saw you, I immediately 

wanted to share what I was doing with you. In fact, after you left, it kind of 

disappointed me that you didnôt ask me if you could stay.ò 

ñGod, I really wish I did. You looked so pretty standing in the sunset when 

we parted. And then your face started to flash in my thoughts afterward.ò 

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. 

ñIôm sorry.ò 

ñDonôt be sorry. Itôs okayéò She took the back of his head and held him 

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 graceful heels. ñWait up!ò he called after her, 

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. 

ñWhatôs your hurry?ò 

ñI want to show you something really neat.ò 

ñNeat? What are you in the Partridge Family?ò 

ñHa . . . just wait until you see what I have to show you, body boy.ò 

ñSo youôre sure this thing works?ò 

ñIôve got no one to celebrate with. Yes, Iôve reached a breakthrough, and 



this subject made it all possible.ò 

He started to feel apprehensive, but didnôt want to show it, so he carried 

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. 

ñAre you okay?ò 

ñYes, Iôm justé.Alright, Iôm a little bit afraid of what Iôm going to see in 

there.ò 

ñItôs nothing. Well, okay, it would be pretty disturbing to someone who isnôt 

in your profession.ò 

ñYeah, thereôs nothing I havenôt seen when it comes to dead flesh.ò 

ñWell, now is the time to turn back,ò she said earnestly. ñYou can get in 

your van andé.in fact, yeah, maybe we should call it off.ò 

ñNo . . . cômon cut me some slack here. This is all happening really fast, 

ok, I do want to see it. So show me.ò 

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. 

ñItôs the breakthrough,ò Anne Harper said. ñYou see, thereôre no wires, 

because itôs all the result of a drug rather than what it looks like. Itôs a brain 

serum. And the brain does it all. This girl died of overstressed exasperation, so 

there really was no damage to her internal organs.ò 

ñHoly fuckingé.Ha, youôve got to be fucking kidding me.ò 

ñWould you like to go inside and have a word with her?ò 

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 utter strain and trepidation. ñOkay.ò 

ñSheôs very much aware of us. Fen, if you knew how long Iôve endeavored 

for this; you would know why I was celebrating alone. And now youôre with me.ò 

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



wanting shield. ñYouôre the man Iôve been waiting foré 

ñAnd so has she.ò 

He backed away, wincing in hapless repulsion at her perverse suggestion. 

ñJesus, Iôm kidding. Donôt think I havenôt done my homework on you, Fen. 

I know youôre not going to say anything about this to anyone. But I donôt care 

what you say to Mauriceðhe stands to gain from this research like I do.ò 

ñReallyðto make the dead speak? I hardly think St. John would want 

victims of his waking up to testify against him.ò 

ñWake up to it man. It could be a new world opening before our eyes with 

this girl. Think of the implications. Cômonéò She pressed in again and he 

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

lusciously. 

ñHow is it possible? When the brain shuts down, there is an enormous 

amount of damageðtotal cellular destruction. Living things arenôt machines. 

Once you turn them off, theyôre off for good.ò 

ñAnd yet youôre eyes are not fooling you. What youôre seeing is utterly real. 

This current science is unprecedented. Anything is possible nowadays.ò 

ñCan she speak?ò 

Anne Harper sauntered over to the examination slab and sat the girl up, its 

head lolling in slovenly disaffection, as it still quivered. 

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

meéjust to examine m-myé oh whoa; and who the fu-fu-fuck are you?ò 

ñOh Anne, please make it stop.ò 

ñRight,ò she replied, letting the jitter-box fall. ñLay back now sweetie, 

youôve had enough for tonight. Go back to sleep.ò 

ñNo, I donôt want to d-die. Iôm sorry. My-my name is Penny Rose Rialto. 

You have to let me g-go home. Mm-mm-my-mother and f-father are c-coming.ò 

ñYes, theyôre coming. And theyôre going to take you home. Just relax now.ò 

ñNo whoa, you canôt let me f-fall asleep, Iôm afraid I wonôt-wonôt wake up.ò 

ñItôs okay. Youôre already gone now. You have to relax. It will all be over 

soon.ò 



ñNo, donôt-donôt-donôt let me.ò 

ñAnne! What are you doing? This is so fucked up. I canôt even begin to 

explain to you how fucked this is.ò 

ñWho-who is that? No, no, that guy, I know his voice, he was talking 

before, and I remember he waséno-no-no-no. That sh-sh-shot you gave me. 

Wuh-what was that?ò 

ñIt was to wake you up, so we could talk.ò 

ñCanôt you stop this? Sheôs obviously in misery.ò 

ñCome, weôll have a seat in the resting area.ò 

They sat on the couch, where the Beatles played, I am the Walrus, so 

strangely fitting, as it blended with the phantasmagoric suffering in the next room. 

ñIôm going to do some tests and then Iôll come back for you. Weôll go have 

coffee at Dennyôs.ò 

ñOk. Donôt think I canôt handle this.ò 

ñI know you can handle it. Youôre doing fine under the circumstances. 

What youôre seeing is science fiction come to life. I understand.ò She stroked his 

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, 

though he did not leave Anne Harperôs side until early Sunday morning. 

 

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. 

ñWhere is she? You know, you really freaked me out when you called. I 

was thinking you must have gotten caught transporting her.ò 

ñItôs nothing like that.ò 

ñThen what the hell is wrong? You look really shaken. If a cop sees that 

look in your face, you are definitely getting pulled over.ò 

ñMeet me inside. Iôll show you.ò 



The garage door opened and then shut once the van was inside. Fen 

stood at the rear doors, almost ready to open them. 

ñWhat the hell is that noise? Whatôs going on Fen? Who the fuck is back 

there?ò 

ñJust heré I donôt want you to freak-out boss. No, I actually do want you 

to freak out. You should be ready for something really...ò 

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. 

ñWho is this?ò 

ñItôs her!ò 

ñYou fucking crazy bastard! Have you been smoking the embalming fluid 

again? It canôt be her!ò 

ñAnne Harper said you wouldnôt be surprised.ò 

He paused and then looked at Fen in shock. ñSheôs supposed to be 

reawakening brains, not whole bodies.ò 

ñWhat should we do now? Tell me, because I have no clue how to 

proceed.ò 

ñUnhook that thing!ò 

ñYou donôt want to do that.ò 

ñHell with you.ò 

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. 

ñYou-you donôt know no-no-no how hard it was to g-g-get out ah-no-no-

no...ò 

ñI canôt believe it. Sheôs got no blood in her. How is this possible? Iôm 

having a nightmare. Thereôs no other explanation.ò 

ñI wish you were having a nightmare.ò 

The dead girl looked at Maurice with hunger. 



ñAre you-you here to f-f-fuck me too?ò 

ñNo-no-no-no,ò Maurice rejoined facetiously. ñé.Fen what are we going to 

do? And what the hell is she talking about?ò 

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

ñIôm not even sure if shooting her is the right thing to do.ò 

ñOf course it isnôt!ò Fen said. ñWe have to keep her presentableðfor when 

her parents arrive.ò 

ñYou call this presentable? What the hell happened to her?ò 

ñDr. Anne Harper gave her something. She said it was a regenerative 

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

wear off very soon.ò 

ñSo you brought her here before it wore off? What the hell is wrong with 

you?ò 

ñI couldnôt just leave her there; the parents are due to arrive tomorrow.ò 

ñSo then you burn it, and then say we got robbed. Fuck, Iôll cremate her 

right now to keep anyone from finding out what the doctor was working on.ò 

ñYou donôt have to shoot her. She doesnôt seem to want to hurt anybody.ò 

ñOk, so then weéò 

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. 

ñWhatôs happening to her?ò Maurice asked. 

ñI donôt know!ò 

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. 

ñI want you to carry a package for me.ò 



ñWellé.I was wondering when the vacation would end.ò 

ñI needed it too. Donôt get me wrong. What we saw freaked me out to the 

bone. Iôm freaked out just talking about it. But . . . the lady does good work.ò 

ñYou know, she wasnôt fully processed when we buried her. I couldnôt 

embalm her. Her skin was too tough to break through with the Hagedorn needle. 

Whatever that drug was, it made her hard as wood.ò 

ñIt doesnôt matter because sheôs worm food now.ò 

ñWell, Iôll talk to you at the hospital. Iôve got lots of work to finish tonight.ò 

He hummed I 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 

clouds, like an appearance of far flung aegis, as to be the foolôs errand for lost 

children of a new age. Thinking of her past, her name was all she knewðPenny 

Rose Rialtoðwhich 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. 

 

 

 

A Test of Character 
J. C. Matthews 

 

(Translated into Common for the less learned) 

 

F.T.A.O ï ñThe Next Generation ñCouncil of Thirteenòò 

 

Subject ï Proto-Fledglingôs Journey; Into Hills of ñThe Hiveò 

 

Date ï 14th
 
day, second moon, 632 

 

(Written as thoughts arrived in order that your psychoanalysis of me can be continued) 

 

* * *  




