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A new year rolls in, bringing us just a little bit closer to another

prophesized dooms day. How do | feel? Completely and utterly

indifferent, it sets the stage for a theme that tastes like vinegar if poorly

utilized, wh ile it, at the same time, lures all sorts of monetary prospects.

| hope this statement seeps into the dark recesses of any future

contributor: We position ourselves ready to reject just about anything

related to this curious date, unless it ha ppens to be extremely good.

Ot her than that, we are proud to anno


mailto:Dedman@demonictome.com
mailto:Legato10@swbell.net

Tome. Michael W. Garza, one of the winners of the recent contest,

presents another chilling tale. D. D. Bell grants us with a beautifully

written storyofre venge, and, of course, there
Gardenso.

| hope everyone enjoys this edition.

Mr. Deadman

L AUHEIDEAD WILININHERIT HEIEARTH. ..

A RURRUVRK . & ISt 1 AR D EINIE

AN ILABLE AT . AZON
8l vt o o ool et A DEADTALES&L ULU RELEASE

Poetry

empest Gardens
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N.P. Miller is a Baltimore native currently residingWinston Salem, North
Carolina He has been published in several online magazines incluging t
AlternativeExperience69 Flavors oParanoiaand Dark Gothic Ressurected for
his prose and poetry. He works at a deli, regretfully, and spends his free time
writing away and incitingiots with his lovely girlfriend Ashley. He is 22.




Dead flowers rise from silent graves,
Brought into the suns of March,
Witness to the winter's unmarked slaves
Allowed to spring forth into the marsh.

Hours waste in discontent,
Despair's malignancy upon the face
Where life has come with time well spent,
But fallen ill in this dreadful place.

Alive with season's change come the tides
Of lilac and gold with shimmering hues
To replace the vein -like corpses of those who died
Singed to light with oracles new.
Angels choir descend from gray above
To sing the travesties of icy death.
How deprived the garden was of love
And how quickly came its eventual breath.

Beyond that which mankind knows
With existence has cometob e
That silent epitaph written in shallow snow
Fades all to distant memory.
When comes the moment of departure,
Souls separate from living form.
Mortal eyes shall observe no farther
Then that of seedlings slowly born.

Justin Ehrlich

Justin Ehlich was born in Essex in 1985
and has a degree in Philosopitis poetry
has been published in Shoots ahdes
The-Beat, Dark Gothic Resurrectgdloom
Cupboard The Recusant and more.



Delirious nomadic waxen clouds
Weep, melted by the inescapable
Sun. Resolute beams dexterously
Pick the weary lock protecting glorious
Incense of lavender. A burden weighs
Considerably on the crooked spine
Of the horizondspwispbreshol d;
Meanders idly, floating off the sweat
Of the relentless currentos
As the remains of empty medicine
Bottles, her naked body flows downstream
Unblemished by the touch of death, at peace;
Betraying fragments of dark glass she saw
Herself in. Under our breath we deny
All comprehension; tears we never shed scratch
Inside like watercolour brush strokes swept
Away by an uncaring river; she
Drags in her wake the jetsam of our fears.

Famil y of four huddled under the cold cover of the overhanging
pipes of a crumbled industrial complex. The broad mass of rust touched
steel shielded them from the downpour, but not from the runoff that
flowed along the circumference; the acidic moisture trickle d onto their
hoods, soaking into the fabric with a tarnished touch, further destroying
the pathetic means of protection that the clothing offered from the harsh



weather conditions of this desolate region. Almost as if some deity

wanted to rub in the futili  ty of their escape, a jet of chilling wind brushed
across them, scrapping its cold indifference along their flesh, while once
again putting an end to the fire.

o0ltds of no use, 6 whispered Lauren
fearing her voice might hav e been too loud.

Calvin glanced at her with an air of pessimism. He knew restoring
the fire in the hearth with an assortment of newspapers, clothing, and
anything else that could burn, lingered with futility; furthermore, every
action they took, every  decision they embraced, led to their current state
of survival. His bruised, weathered, and chapped lips drooped into a
frown that tugged on his hairy face in a way to mock her dwindling
desire to fight.

ol f you wanted to gi ve ugmbdningmatch.a i
0You shoul ddve done so a few miles ba
pit, and leaned his head against the gritty, slime coated wall. A
ponderous sigh drifted from his mouth; his eyes closed to gain release
from the dismal sights in exc  hange for empty darkness, but no matter
how hard he tried to disconnect emot.i
invasive thought. The years spent running away from the monstrous
freaks known as O0The Chargedé acted as
renderin g them like rats in the midst of an ongoing and never ending
chase from a population that outnumbered them three hundred to one.

Though they spared themselves from capture, they constantly endured

the pain of the infectious scar. The adults found themselve S pondering
about the difference between emotional and physical abuse, slowly

finding comfort in the idealization of what The Charge would do to them.

Such morbid ideas would trigger a sudden and quick reaction of
adverse thought at the glance of one of their kids. Thus, producing a rise
in disbelief of such plastic idealization, while ensuring them the
importance of pursuing their goal. Calvin, at the very moment, found it
hard to pretend that things were going to be okay and shuffled closer to
Lauren.

OWe have to make it i f not for ou
Calvin.

OWe could start by being quiet, o6 w
look at him and concentrated on her supper, which originated from a
dumpster not too far away; a piece of bread with the corners coated ever
so lightly with green hairs, accompanied with the remains of an



unfinished beer. O0OWe may need to resc
can stand this anymore. o

OWe have been through this before,
agitation. oOWhat about the kids? Shou
keep them safe?bd

OFeeding them dumpster gourmet i sn
we could reconsider how we go about doing things. For starters, we could
draw straws. o

oOYou agemiddus, you would actually
asked Calvin.

oNot anyone, you. |18l make sure vy
about that, o6 she said, while smiling.
use. o

oWel |l , fortunat el ythiarea bafose, and odrext b e
is not that far away. o

0That 6s what you said before, reme
al most every time wedve stopped, 6 sai
want to know how much further you plan on taking this. Hav e you ever

thought that we are probably playing their game? That all of this running
is just for their entertainment?é6

Calvin brought his arm out from around her and sat with
discontent. He wanted to respond, but the anxiety rattled with such
resonance t hat mere suggestive possibilities were stomped out at once.
He sat, refocusing his attention towards the children. They slept, and
despite the recent events, they appeared peaceful.

The sudden production of cacophony blared like a siren screaming
during the bombardment of a military base, directing the family into
following through with their survival instincts. The father rose with a
hand firmly gripped on his wifeds arn
awake. With his wife up and ready for another spri nt, the father pulled a
crude revolver from the back of his belt. He flung the chamber open and
merely glanced at the count of three rounds before placing it back into its
place. His son and daughter ran towards the mother with weary, tear
filled eyes, but they knew little how well their panic prepared them.
Lauren took a few steps, but conf | iole;t
she turned to look at them. Calvin turned the corner to face the origin of
the sound to find to his surprise, not The Charge, but a scrawny kid



possibly no older than seventeen.

Calvin opened his mouth to sling at the boy an onslaught of crude
comments, but the kid hauled towards
right behind me! 6 With the warningnhe
without turning back. The group stayed close to the buildings,
occasionally running through the shattered structures to take shelter
from the rain.

The teenager crouched down behind a blasted wall, signaling for
the others to take a similar action. Ca lvin provoked a response, but
received only a silencing gesture; however, the man felt foolish taking the
advice from someone not even twice his age.

OWho put you in charge, d whispered
tugging on the kid06s sdtbewdind enrasvhimanyY o u
this. We dondt have the time to waste

OAnd neither do |I. Dondét think for
pl an brewing in your mind. | ve seen
frankly, itds pathetic, 6 sfadustdantvteat boy

may lie behind the fog.

oDad, be thankful. This nice young
Charlotte, in a friendly but daring whisper. Lauren beckoned for her
daughter to remain silent with a quick, but firm hand over the mouth;
meanwhile, whisper i ng needl ess rants of optim

0l dm gl ad someone here has a sense
the adults here are out of touch. By
get you guys out of this shit dosolfoea F
while now, but you guys had some mi se
they couldndt find you,d6 said the you
view.

o0oThanks for the advice, but wedve

Calvin, motioning for the  others to get ready to make another escape.

OYoudre not so bright are you? Wan
we know they are out there. You may not like my company, but sit the
fuck down, 6 snapped Tommy, while craw
herachar ming wink. o0Besides, you woul d
to run from me. O

OWould you mind, éd asked Lauren, in



mirrored the role she used to have. Though she reacted as a mother, she
found herself not caring too much abo ut the consequence of her
daughter being swept away. In a way, it eased them of the burden of
having to stay alive, fighting for a goal that may never come true.
Thoughts like this made her sick, violently turning her stomach, causing
her to spasm with vom it coursing through her mouth, but not anymore.
Lauren released her grip from Charlotte and shot a numb gaze of
disinterest towards Calvin.

oOYoudre very strange, 60 said Charlc

0l assume you would say t hadise. Alblut
need is for you to |listen, you and yoc
of here tonight, once and for all . Yc¢

Tommy, in a very gentleman fashion with a touch of cockiness.

Calvin pulled out his revolver, and placed his back against the
crumbled brick wall. He peaked out long enough to gain sight of one of
the freaks doing some survey work for his peers. They all looked the
same, shaved heads, not a single hair left on their body, not even
eyelashes, mutat ed faces with puss filled warts, while donning a set of
extremely dark clothing that resembled that of sun dried leather.

Calvin turned away. The young man continued his baseless lies,
conjuring a sense of hope like a simple card trick, feeding the youn g
audience what they desired to hear. ¢
0OYou are giving the kids a dream that

oWell , arendt you a buzz kill. | f
all of this, out of desperation? No, | bet that Is what it turned into, but |
know that you did this initially for survival, for the belief that there is a
much better place not too far away from here. | think the constant
running and poor eating has ruined you, like a horse with a busted leg,
us el essid Todmy, just before making a run for it with Charlotte --
who drank from his logic without any resistance i following close by with
her brother held in hand.

Lauren twitched at the sudden cast of shadow, but failed to find
the energy left to make anothe r escape. However, her life span was
prol onged by her husbandds actions, f
exit. The Charge stalked from the heights, confident in their find like
hawks ready for the strike. They fed upon the struggle as if it wafted a
sweet and delicious scent that mirrored that of a fresh baked pastry, but
impatience would take hold and cause them to drop down onto their
preyds | evel



Calvin bolted through the ruined doorways, plowing into anything
that stood in his way, and received several cuts that bled open into the
thin material of his ruined, soiled clothing.

oWe dono6ét have to run, 6 whispered
from reality. OWe could just give in,
The brave, but clueless husband paused briefly to fire a well -aimed

slug into the face of the closest freak. The round pierced through the side
of the nose, drilling into gray matter, while shattering into accelerated
fragments that punctured the brain. The sudden collapse of a fiend
pleased him, but the awkwardness that the others expressed took the
pleasure to a new height; the body produced an obstacle that bought him
a few seconds, and every second mattered.

oDondt speak |l i ke that. We can mak
truth, we are bound to make it, déd whispere

oHeds full of it. The boy just wan
daughter, t

hatds all, 6 said Lauren. @
the point. What has all this running

oBcking pathetic, o6 yelled Calvin,
ground with disgust. Anger drifted heavily from his breath, and though
he felt conflicted with what to do, he managed to ignore his better half
and | eave her for dead. |oDom®dtt svarmdan

Alone with no one to comfort should have made things easier, but
no matter how hard he ran through the
dreadful scream. They were torturing her right then and there; the
screams invaded his thou ghts, churning out envisioned horror after
another, squeezing thin the mere optimism like an unwanted weed in a
royal garden. He took shelter in a crumbled shed, and dove under a
workbench with hands covering his ears, but even in the space where
silence s hould reign, it tormented him. Like a leech from some
unforgiving level of hell, the sound clamped onto his senses with
unrelenting teeth so that no amount of shelter or effort could relieve him.
The only thoughts that surfaced with some resemblance of int elligence
were of his wifeds change in attitude
smothered the fire within, causing her to favor quick torture over endless
emotional abuse; furthermore, presenting the idea of suicide like rays
from a wonderful sunny day. With the barrel in his mouth, Calvin
stopped himself from squeezing the trigger any further, offering yet
another opportunity for The Charge to take him alive.



The children ran into the shadowy depths of a cellar beneath a bar
that had fared well compar ed to the other buildings. Though the windows
were shattered with glass shards glistening upon the dirt -covered floor,
the brick frame stood just as resilient as ever. Charlotte sat upon a stool,
amused by the fountain of knowledge exhibited by the young m an, while
her brother finished his serving of cold fries.

ol told him straight up, you candt
said Tommy. He swayed his arms with his words as if he was conducting
an opera with one hand tightly gripping a bottle of rum. 0The way

are now, you candot rely on the adults
always contemplating the results of their actions. While we, just make
the most of our sitwuation. o

Charlotte smirked with a sense of joy, while her brother occupied
hims elf with the different types of dipping sauces to notice anything
about the conversation. She glanced at him frequently to make sure not
to startle him with the devastating p
come back for us, 06 asked Charlotte.

ol feyt hmake it alive they will prob
seen it too often to consider this an
agulpofthethroat -burning beverage. o0l dm tell
l ast time | ri sk mygettingtoeroughmouttheren YTheyn e .
watch everything now, you know. 0

o Wel | |l ©&m gl ad you wanted to help,
with a slight blush, and thought the dirt, mud, and other contaminates
layered her face like a crusty mask, her innocence ¢ oul dndot be
oYou followed us for how |l ong?b¢6

Tommy poised for another mouthful, but the sound of cracking
glass startled him too much to stop the bottle from slipping from his
hands. The rough collision fractured the bottle into uneven thirds,
covering the ground with glittering dust, while the alcohol poured into
the crevasses of the concrete floor.
presence before, they knew now. Stricken with a sting of panic, Tommy
worked hastily and carelessly to utilize the surroundings to further
secure the cellar doors. Pool cues, busted legs of bar stools, and other
furniture strengthened the hold of the doors, while a sheet of broken
bottles served as cheap deterrent.

o0oCome on. Come on, hurryatwé,veasai
Tommy, trying to gain control of his
but this isndt going to be pretty. o



Tommy bolted behind the disarrayed shelves and wiped the dust
and dirt off from a well -hidden hatch. Charlotte held her brother tig htly,
while fixated on the pounding of the doors. Each and every violent push
caused the wood to give in just a little more, slowly breaking through the
only thing keeping them safe.  With a loud grunt, the hatch flew open,
exposing a rank stench that Charl otte couldndt ignore
odor, which acted like an elusive wall impossible to breach, Tommy
forced Charlotte and her brother into the small opening, closing and
securing the hatch after them.

00Oh god, I hol d my br eatwhaatnd sl tsht
Charl otte, squirming at the feeling ¢
the sewer are we?0

0Something |like that, o6 whispered 1
trying to get them to hurry along before their hunter starts utilizing more
than just his brainstem. O0OKeep on movi
route than any other. Remember that tunnel out of here that | was telling
you about? Well, this is only part of

ol think |1 &m going to puke, 6 criasd
if applying pressure would prevent the inevitable.

0Go ahead, you wouldndt be the fir
others through the dimly lit tunnels, forcing them to take sharp turns
with little warning at all; all the while, keeping a keen fo cus on the

certain sounds for fear that The Charge may sniff out the tunnel. He
closed the hatchinsuch  hurry t hat he coul dndt have
well enough, but the amount of time spent so far navigating through the

shadows should fabricate an imp  ossible trail to hone in on. The rather

flimsy level of security offered little comfort, but the seemingly safe

approach to the manhole produced a surge of courage that allowed his

agility to work double time; he pacified the negative comments with a

weak and broken reply, while manipulating the two up the ladder,

commanding Charlotte to press hard against the slimy, disgusting

surface of the heavy metal cover.

Charlotte, with her brother following close behind, scampered out
of the tunnels, taking she Iter away from the middle of the street. Tommy
climbed out quick enough to capture a glance of the two running, but
turned to find a barrel in his face.

0Go ahead, climb out. |l wanna make
find you. Let them shred your skin f or clothing, take your lashes for



whatever, and rape you until death t a
said Calvin, scowling, ravaged by sheer animosity, while subtly dealing

with a voice of reconsideration; much more, each and every time the

sound o f reason would surface he defeated it by targeting something for

his aggression. But now the young boy, the pivot for the circulating rot of

his life, the destroyer of things that once were, was right in front of him.
0COmon you sl vy bas ttadedqthaglean makeithis of t h
easier for the both of wus. 6

ORi ght now really i1isndt a good tin
out of the hole. 0Candt we settle thi
oYou | ittle fucker! You ran off wi
patheti ¢ excuse. |l shoul dndét give you

instead, | should take you with my hands and treat you like they would
l ong to treat anyone else,d growled C
voice low.

0Sorry man, |  dnitdrnuddte ,mebaunt tyoou guy
so well. Letds put the gun down and t
Tommy, sure enough that he would brea
Contrary to intent, the cocky young man received a shocking blow to the
face,knocki ng him down to the wet pavement
daughter. Youd6re useless now, nothing
way. O

n
0

OYoudre making me enjoy this even
laughed the father, wiping the trailing water fr om his face. 0
Sshoul dnoltravdget smmay be your disadvantac

OFuck you, youdre not even my dad,
think rationally anymore, 6 snapped Toa
tormenterds reach. oIl di dn 0dpeakafhel,shg ou
was already dead before | arrived. By the way, your kids are watching
this, make an exampl e. | dare youl! é

Without hesitation, Calvin squeezed the trigger, setting off a chain
reaction that launched a slug into the air, and though the y oung man
poised in the sights, only the streaming jet grazed his flesh, placing him
out of the grip of death. The sound echoed throughout the city, bouncing
off of the towering structures, vibrating through the empty streets with a
clear and precise messag e.

0Good luck surviving, you just rui
without the energy to deliver what sh



Giving up on the adult, the young man took for the shade, prepared to
keep Charlotte from doing something as foo lish as rejoice with her soon
to be killed father.

oWe can save him,6 she cried, whil
Tommyds firm grip. oDad, o6 cried the t

oYou dondt want to see this. Do yo
shaking for Charlotte f or a f orced attentive gaz
must do the horrible and ignore his d

oBut, heds alive. Hed6s running tow
fatheros hol d.

0Then we ought to run Your father
us down. You know the things you run
her face. OHe practically gave VIP in

oWhat about my mom, 6 asked Charl ot
down her cheeks.

0l see this liesme@tsygdi mettoa tked Tomi
her and her brotherds hand without th
through the jagged remains of a plaza, utilizing the shade as a cover.

Fighting with a pull back every step of the way, the courageous young
man fo und it particularly impossible to break away from a surprising
chokehold that acted as prolog to a crashing blow to the head. Calvin
towered over the struggling teenager with both anxious hands clamped
around the handle of the revolver.

ol f 1 dm eg onynoau ddrie going with me, 0
a swift kick to the young mands ki dne
somehow, fucking prick!o

o0oCandt you see, |l &m trying to save
asshole, 6 sai d Tommy ,rrogance for anruddesirdd waye h i
of fear. o0Jesus Christ, do you want n

OHow am | to trust you, 6 said Calywv
from his brow, mixing into the slight

me t hus far. 6

obad! What are you doing? Heds don
wants to see us make it out, I|ike the
Her words jabbed at his world of panic, focusing his waning vision,



guestioning the unruly surge of hatred, if only for a s econd; it lingered
but failed to render any lasting change. Calvin ordered for his daughter

to silence, for once favoring the logic of their dead mother. Another burst

of thunder soared through the air, guided by the current to further entice

the hungry fi ends; in addition, the sight of his daughters face distorted

his tunnel vision, setting him free from the plaguing panic that troubled

him, but it was too late. The sight of blood brought out from within grief,

and no amount of tears could, if collected, c ould ever bribe the furies,
leaving Calvin to choke on the salty taste of sorrow.

oOWhat have you done, 6 screamed Cha
firmly on the wound, applying pressure while the blood saturates the
material. OHe did notalde®erve this, n

Tommy coughed a mouthful of blood, and regardless of his fatal
injury, forced himself up enough t-0o s
pray for your children, and if you give fi a damn, you would do the
honorable thing and buy wus time. 6

Calvin , afflicted by uncontrollable guilt, took a few steps away from
the dying teenager. He wanted to speak, but words at this point were like
a handful of pennies at a mall, completely and utterly useless except for
throwing away in exchange for a wish that wo uld never come true. He
kissed his daughter, who of which resisted to the best of her ability, but
eventually gave in. His son, on the other hand, was too young to really
comprehend the details, and came off as confused to the sudden
departure of this fath  er. Calvin ran out into the open, making as much
noise as possible to distract the approaching abominations.

0You shouldn6ét walk,dé said Charl ot
control the bleeding with an addition
You think we should rest somewhere?9o
0OYoudre too kind, but really. 16I]1
the pain that resonated from his gut, but his facade proved flimsy to the
flesh tearing, tissue throbbing misery. But with objective almost at hand ,
he used what he could to maneuver while bleeding out. Charlotte threw
his shoulder over hers and almost folded to the weight, while keeping her
brotherclose. 0 Remember how | said this was
through this hell hol emorecaaogtcdnéatehav
oDondt talk | ike that, o6 muttered C
calm as possible. oWedl | make 1t. | &n

ol f your father is as good of a nu



then 1 dm sure you guys wiyldll,l bfuotl Ilow a
you guys. o

0Then why struggle anymore?96
0l dondét want to die by their to@and

horrible to throw away as mere myths,
to the pulsating sting tth&te drhev en ekde

see a dumpster, but itds a decoy. |t
and confusing tunnel, but run straight through without second guessing
and youdll make it out of the city.o

0l dm dragging you wi t hnarome satiatedawithd C
oYou

determination. Y candt stop me, noa
00h trust me, |l think my dead weig

convincing,6 said Tommy, with a sligh
Charlotte raised the lid of the dumpster, which hid in a nook

created by towering brick walls that housed not the slightest crack, while
covered by overhanging clothes lines, pipes, and rotten boards. Defiant to
his word, Charlotte threw Tommy into the dumpster, shaping her careful
awareness of the clos ed lid bothersome and needless. Following through
with her stubborn nature destroyed the thought of anyone ever doing

such a daring escape again, at least through the given route. She tried

like hell to keep her word, but less than halfway down the narrow  and air
constricting chamber, her muscles failed to the staggering load; thus, she
dropped him with a tearful good  -bye. Charlotte felt helpless and wanted
dearly to turn back what was impossible, but the sounds of her reality
invaded her moment of mourning

Charlotte and her brother ran the hardest and longest they ever
had, but the end result gave allowance to a more ideal, and peaceful form
of life. Instead of feeding on garbage, sleeping in the cold, feeling the
sting of the acidic rain, and fighting for a seemingly hopeless goal, they
could now live a fairly normal life. The memories, however, lingered like
an undetectable chimera, fading in and out of existence upon the
slightest situational trigger. If only the adults would have listened, not
given into the morbidly provocative sensation of death, throwing away
the possibility of life, even if endlessly and sickly dismal, over an idea
that nothing else mattered, they might have made it too. But thriving to
live in the midst of despair could imbued ho rrid concepts into the minds
of many, negatively influencing those with a nagging, worm -like presence
that corrodes the basic concept of survival like that of a rotten fruit.
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with a newly
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cter Sergeant
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om/sergeant_
bert_dalton D. D. Bell

to see what

| thellfEay As he waited, Kenneth remembered back to when he was
about... he

will be glad a small boy. He had received a book for Christmas one
to see you. year; it was all that his hard - working parents could
afford to buy him. He appreciated the gift and by the
onset of spring it was well thumbed a albeit well
cared for too. The book was an annual suited to boys
of his age; he was 5 at the time and he still had it
35 years later a although now he was loathe to
perusing it. What he had liked best about the book
was the illustrated calendar on the inside of the
back cov er. Each separate month had a colourful
drawing to represent it. His favourite month was
August. A small boy wearing bright red swimming
trunks pictorially represented August. The boy was
knelt down on golden sands, with a plastic spade in
hand, putting th e finishing touched to a magnificent
sandcastle a the sun shone as a splendid golden orb
above his tousled head.

Kenneth never ever got to the seaside like the
boy in the illustration. Notwithstanding the long
hours his father had worked in the shoe shop,
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suppl emented by his motherijs part
= the café, after the rent, the utilites and the

MBRBEVe)- groceries were paid for, little was left for treats

is presently such as visits to the coast. Furthermore, after his

enjoying a .

1oy beloved father had died prematurely from a heart
level of
success attack, Kenneth had left school early to work in the
WithagbiWW mills to keep his and his mother |
createcchara : : - :
cter Sergeant This he just about managed until his mother died o
Bert Dalton. now he lived alone in a dank flat unable to work
Go through depression.
1o MySpeSuuy He stood watching the coach it pulled up outside
om/sergeant
bert dalton the youth club. The youth club was daubed and tagged
to see what in gaudy colours and the immaculate coach took on a
all the fuss is | ai .- h . h & i This had
about... i regal air next to suc € suché ugliness. This ha
will be glad been a decent estate in the past; decent hard - working
to see you. workingclass people used to | ive here o it was a
WATANVYS B community then and not like now.
ce.com/theen Kenneth winced as the doors opened and out they

glishdevil

came. Young giggling girls just into their teens
WWw.myspa clutching grubby babies to their breasts stepped onto

WMQ the bus followed by gormless youths who had never

st ruck a blow other than to impregnate their
Www.myspa promiscuous girlfriends. The youth leader did a head
ce.com/serge

ant bert dalt Rkl whilst the driver read his newspaper. The youth

on leader looked at her watch o it was nearly time to

leave.

¢Can | hel p you?£f£ she asked K¢
he stepped on board a he did not reply.

¢tExcuse me, sir, £ she said in
tone, ¢ can | help you?E¢t

Kenneth stared through her with soulless eyes.
¢l s t his t he bus t o t he seas
pathetically.

¢lt is, sir. £

Kenneth did not continue. He fumbled in his
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