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The Chery Tree By David Lear

Thirty Chimes Avenue is a ramshackle, with its enttfront door, broken and board
windows, and slate tiles missing from the roof. Aindthe sprawling back garden a cherry f
stands stranded a sea of weeds and brambles like some haplesgl

The cherry tree is mottled with disease and itaditas are almost bare despite the arrivi
summer. It is a sorry sight and yet... and yet theomething quite magical about it too. For
sameone snuck into the garden one moonlit evenind,l@oked up at the tree from just the ri
angle, then they would have been startled to seethe branches and a handful of blossoms ¢
together, almost miraculously, to give the stagtliesemblanc of a woman weeping and cradling
baby in her arms.

HH#

Ted, a retired seaman and the hi’s sole occupant these last fifty years, shufflés the
kitchen and flicks on the light. He plunges his dyxdands into the cold water and I-heartedly
begns to wash up. Plates grunt and squeak in proaest,after ten minutes T's arms begin to
ache. He twists his stiffened neck, looking this/waad that, but all the while he deliberately a
looking through the darkening window facing therciéree.

Soon, a precarious mountain of cutlery and crock®lgs upon the draining board. T
reaches into the brown pool and pulls the slimygpllhe water sinks grudgingly, slow as the
tide, leaving behind a scummy watermark. Ted knthas soon hisink will be blocked completel
if he does not call a plumber or have a go himme-

CRACK! A stone bounces off the window. Ted lookstasee two shadowy yout

“SMILER!” they guffaw, before sprinting off into ghbluish dusk, laughing at the iror
nickname they’ve given him.

Ted knows there is nothing he can do, and as Hesloat the window, it seems as thot
the world has sunk to the bottom of the ocean, taedcherry tree sways as though its limbs
being tugged this way and that by deegan currents.

Ted closes his eyes. Feelings of grief pull hisrthéawn to unfathomable depths, and tF
it is crushed by the weight of fifty yei guilt for the death of his wife for killing his wife.

“I’'m sorry,” he whispers to the tree, and he d the curtains shut.

Retiring upstairs for the night, Ted flicks on aitelv to reveal his sparsely furnish
bedroom. There is a bare wooden floor, broken drsveerickety bed, and the once white walls
now stained yellow like a smol’s teeth.

The kedroom, like the kitchen, stares out over the bgaiden. Outside, the cherry t's
nearest branches reach towards Ted and point éi&esatory fingers. He opens his mouth but
words fail him and he hangs his he

HHH#

As a young man Ted had bee drunkard, and his young wife, Lavinia found thatile/tne
was a kindhearted man when sober, alcohol quickly turnedtoiviolence. In the end, finding s
could cope no more, Lavinia planned to run awayhatdead of night. But Ted discovered
secré and in a bout of drunken fury he lashed out, kimag her to the ground. Lavinia smacked
head upon the grateand never got up agai

Ted, not knowing that she had been expecting hid,dburied her body beneath a sapl
cherry tree, and the nerorning he feigned shock that his wife had ruraywo... who knows
where? However, when Lavingfriends did not hear from her, they became si@mgsc The police
even questioned Ted, and while they never charged dr discovered what had become of
wife, the locals still passed their judgement amansied him for evermoil
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Pisplaced Logalfies By Graeme Stevenson

There were worriedoices in his ear. His Flea was tuned to the bog's central security
frequency the intelligence centre of the compl- and he was listening to its troubled thouc

“All sector doors now in place,” said one vo

“Compartmentalisation complete,aid another. “Beginning search patte

Ramsay tightened his grip on the &rifle. Nervous sweat had stuck his ballistics tedtis
back. He had been stationed in the lobby as pattaent-man assault force. In truth, it was m
an aircraft hangethan a reception area; Dyhi-Fremmer enjoyed impressing its employees
intimidating the opposition. It ha't been hard to hide twenty men among the low food:
reception desks, sofas, open plan offices, and/amé glass elevators that tranimed the tiled
walls into test tube racks.

They were all shut down now. Deactivated and sedigdthe security comput's
instruction, like every other door, window, anddiatay of the development complex. Armou
blast shutters had closed over everyrture. Even the air conditioning system was sealled
building was running on an internal air supply. @mas and motion sensors recorded e
movement on every floor.

A rifle barrel smacked the back of his helr

“Ramsay!” his sergeant snapped. “Weap! You're in my line of fire.”

Ramsay hurried around to the other side of the ,dEgiing sheepish. Squeezing
armoured bulk between an elevator tube and a rodigifal display screens, he hunkered dc
with his rifle pressed against his chestiting, sweating.

More chatter cut across the security channels. sBa@ch was expanding through the |
and containment units, reporting progress with eaatvling minute

“Copy that, Unit Seven. Proceed to.

“No, not yet, sir. Recommend we..

“... say @ain, no activity. Over

“Floor nine clear.”

The babble went on. Nothing yet. It had been temutes since Puck had broken out of
containment unit and there was still no s

Ramsay wiped his brow with a glove. His sw- his bodily secretion- were giving away
his position. Puck would spot him in an instant,svdesignedto spot him. Pheromone sens
Infrared. Ultraviolet. LF Echo location. It was impossible to sugp any of Puck's design culture
with an organic security force.

He waited and worried.

#HHH

Puck stood in the empty corridor. Motionless. Ires.

He was slight of build, with an untidy tousle ohbtk hair and eyes the colour of polist
chestnut. He was naked other than a pair of owelsmnstripe trousers, stolen from a Icr and
clinched tight around his narrow wa

He looked like any other stassured teenager, which was the idea. Only undeers
magnification would the serial numbers running acbthe rims of his irises identify him as f
latest thing in Dyhitsu-FremmexrUrban Infiltration Cultur

But Puck was something new. He was the producnhgénuity and cunning and wor
never heard outside of the direc’ boardroom; words like espionage and assassin



Souvenir By Brockfon (McKinney

“Now thisis a vacation!” Gordon screamed and brought down theden bat into what we
left of his friend’s destroyed face. Tim had beead for nearly three minutes, but the impact of
bat was enough to fire off the damaged brain’s @eeceptors. His arms alegs spasmed briefly
on the concrete floor as the one eye that had etdbyrst finally fell from its gaping socket intioet
pile of wet. Gordon paused, hunched over the coidpsathing hard and cursing. The rain ro
down his forehead and hung on permanent grin plastered on his blood spattereel fide lifted
his head slowly towards the clouds’ unleashed daungnd howled to the otherworldly thing tl
had brought him to this act.

TheMorpheus Tales Urban Horror Special Is: is available exclusively throug
www.lulu.com

Visit our store for the Large Format Collector’sifitth of all of our issue:
http://stores.lulu.com/morpheustale




fights of the Living Dead By David Hayes

They nevertake a break, Karen thought to herself as she gazedf the dirty third flool
window. She looked down upon the equally as filttgeet as ten, maybe even fifteen picke
marched back and forth in front of the three storgwnstone. The Careful Scions Abortion
Clinic was the picketes’ choice of evil for today, as it had been for gast month, and Kare
Arlen, second shift administrative/data entry saksti sat and watched them from the third floor
she had for the last month, as the hcthan though spouted off.

“Goddamn bored soccer Moms and bible bitches,” Kax@d as she pulled another in
unending chain of Camel Lights from her purse. Reverend stared at her from the street.
knuckles white as he grasped his “Abortion is der, And Murder is a SIN!" placai

Karen smiled seductively and licked her lips. Treod) Reveren's face never moved.
Karen shot the smoke out of her nostrils and suckédck in her mouth. The Reverend sta
staring at the window, motionless. Kareasually flipped Father Peepeetoucher the bird efidvér
post at the window.

Sunday afternoon the clinic was closed. Karen, alarg, drew the lucky number that ¢
her the glorified security duty. She walked throulgé hal-lit clinic toward the chee radio that the
owners provided as entertainment. None of the esmfivould bring their own, personal iter
‘Never know when a boml’blow!” was the mantra at Careful Choices. Karen reachedaitio,
bent, and turned on the only station that would € in. WXIF, All News warbled feebly from th
single, mono speaker.

“... today. There is another strange report from thet Eamast that has the medi
community baffled. Reports of rees-like symptoms in humans have...”

“Oh God...” Karen moaned, and med away from the radioLike | needed to hear th
shit. Maybe Father Fondle has ral’ Karen smiled to herself at the thought. She headedrd
the small break room, not too sure if she left eoffee for later. Karen shuffled down the hall. ¢
madea wide berth around the Red Roc

The Red Room. Just the thought of it sent chilleymdlarers spine. The clinic dealt
bargainbasement abortions and, subsequently, made a dtbah Wargai-basement medical was
company. Once a week pick up, Tuays, whether they needed it or not. The Red Roousdd
the “waste” material that the clinic created oraélydbasis. The large, we-in refrigerator type doc
was hardly ever opened. Karen had never been imottra, but was assured that it w't really
red. Just another in the long string of off colpkes the staffers loved to make. Karen 't even
want to think about the rumours she had heard daggadate night, lal-term operations. A rool
filled with third trimester foetuses we't something ke chose to think about. Girl has to pay
rent, though.

Finally, past the Red Room, Karen made it intoliheak area noticing that she h't left
herself any afternoon coffee.

“Damn it...” Karen mumbled

Then the pounding starte

Karen whipped hehead around at the sound as if the front door efclinic was coming
apart. The loud, persistent bangs shook the dmtitding and echoed throughout the off

Karen moved out of the break room, down the haltamsciously skirting around the R
Room, and through the office. The radio still warbaday

“And, what can only be described as fantastic, rspare surfacing that say... is this rig
Really? Holy shit! Im sorry folks, i's just... the reports indicate that human corpses |
reanimategit says reanimated. The dead are walkin



in nferview Lith Geraddine By flejl john Buchanan

“Of course | fuck aliens

Geraldine took another drag of cigarette. “Who doeshthese days’ She pointed to the
shuttered window, amneasy smile creasing her plump ch. “Sure, you've got tt liberals,
banging their sticks outside Downing Street, shhgutiow intercourse with aliens is tantamoun
rape. What a crock of shit. You 't just fuck aliens, they fuck youShe blew oua ring of smoke
that hung in the air before dissolving into sand pappering her black shot

“Those liberal misfits would know th” Geraldine continued, stubbing the cigarette au
the palm of her hand, “if th&y participate(in theawakeningof mankind.”

Her eyes wandered the small office, lingering fasta bowl of daffodils, then on a fram
picture of Salvador Daliand coming to rest on her wedding band. Presesitly, leant forwarc
“Sorry,” she said, “what’s that? My first tin..” She rulbed her hands together and gave a ¢
laugh, tongue sliding between lips. “Nd¢hatwas an experience.”

The shadows of the room lengthened. The wall bedalawk ta. Within its centre a singl
eye formed, emerald green and alert. Its pupiktelldo : black drop of ink and popped with a fa
hiss.

Geraldine waited for the room to right itself befarontinuing. “The aliens are adaptab
she said, savouring each word, “bending shape,nhiegosmooth and soft like i-cream or rough
and hardened likearved knobs of wood, even hugging and gripping mway that's never bee¢
experienced before.” Her eyes turned wet; hunddy.coursethat’s justthe physical world.

The lace of br right shoe started to writhe.ith a dismissive glance Geraldine kid the
shoe away. Twin yellow eyes opened upon eather and it scurried sidew: like a deformed
crab.

“The first one came in through that window. Bleve thlass out and knocked me off
chair. Before | understood what happened, the aismnltaneouy penetrated every hole in n
body. The orgasm that followeskt light to my skin and burnt a hole in my souteéan to say,
was like the addict’s first seductive rush t‘oh, my, fucking, God,6n which so many lives ha
been destroyed.” She lookedo the darkness. “Like being screwed by the Dani enjoying it.




Jeeth By Pxelle Cayolyn

The Tooth Fairy had come, but she had left no galeh. The boy in the blupyjamas
stirred and fumbled for his prize on the bedsidetabut his hand met nothing but his alarm cl
and the action figure he’left there the night before. As his senses slaaviyakened, he becar
conscious of the throbbing pain in his mouth. He nés tongue along his gums and screamed
mouth was a gaping red hole, his gums raw, hisuengagging madly, his throat gling an
inarticulate shriek. A thin thread of blood dribthléom his lower lip down to his chin and upj
chest. His teeth were nowhere to be <

HHH#

Jack jolted awake, his matted hair sticking toforehead, his blue I's soaked with sweat.
What ahorrible nightmare! Breathing heavily, wrapped le tsheets, he listened for any sign
movement in the house. Nothi Visions of dark fairies and pulled out teeth danoetis head. |
was a nasty trick his math had played on him that nig telling him that decayed teeth upset
Tooth Fairy. Jack knew she only meant to make lake tetter care of his dentition, but now f
night had fallen and darkness had crept upon the house, her bedtime story was making
strong an impression on tle&ever-year-old’s imaginative mind.

Jack had always hated going to the dentist, whelthera chec-up, a cleaning, or a
treatment; lying in the chair made him feel verynanable, at the doct's mercy. Come to thir of
it, he hadn’t been in years. Haguely remembered going to get a cavity treated,thought tha
was the last time he ever saw a dentist surgerw the simple thought that someont something
could touch his teeth while he was asleep terrifidd. He imagined dng fingers openingis
mouth, testing the resistance of each tooth, sldvdginning to pull on the weakest, twisting
around and drawing the root out of the gun

Enough of this nonsenske thought. Jack looked around the room, makimg the close
door was properly cked and no suspicious shadows were in sight. Hisoben may not have be:
very big, but it contained an extraordinary amoohttreasures. Shelves mounted on the -
opposite the little bed were packed with books,eativre nd spy novels for the mostrt. A few
comics were scattered on the ca. His toys -a collection of dinosaurs, robots, superhe, and
wrestlers -had been thrown into a chest next to the closetctwbverflowed with clothes ar
shoes, and filled the air with a mix of old lea and vanilla aifreshener whenever Jack or
mother opened its door.

The lamppost outside threw long shades on the tarmkthe walls. Eaccorner seemed to
hide a monstervery creak of the floorboards seemed to reveaptbsence of an uninviteguest.
Jack had left the tooth for the Fairy, the tiny tehiboth with the small brown stain, a cavity tiee:
of a pin head, on his bedside table, and theragt still, nested between the alarm clock and the
He sighed with relief. The Tooth Fa hadnt come. But the night was still younc

One thing was certain: he would never have anatheity, ever. Tonight I'd brushed his
teeth with great care, counting the seconds itéél: thirty seconds for the left side, thirty seds
for the right side, anthirty seconds for thcentre Chocolate cookies before bed were no longe
option. From now on, he would be a good boy. Held/mever again risk the wrath of the To:
Fairy.



The Final Toll By Matt Mok

It was the warmest winter on record when peoplebeg die

John and | were outsicwearing T-shirts 0 an usually frosty Januaday, plinking soda
cans off a fence post with his , when Sara ran out of the house yelling that Temwgan was
attacked by a pack of wild do News tends to spread quickly in a small town, apdhle time it
passed through a few different mouths, people waking about beastly animals, five feet tall
the shoulder, running rampant in the woods on utskirts of town.

This was mere gossifithe only one who knew what attacked Terry Logan Wersy Logan
and he was unconscious at the clinic, had beer $iaovas admitte His condition puzzled Do
HathawayHis wounds were seve - teeth punctures tdi¢ neck, claw injuries to his bc - but not
life threateningTerry had not woken up since he was wheeled in, bliag about wild dog: The
good doctor was contemplating transporting him toapital out of town for a second opini
when he died.

Terry’s curious situation became downright strange afterdeiatl His body curled up int:
a foetalposition and his hair and nails grew  This was relayed to me by the late doctor we
later and he was puzzled if not concer Exhumed bodies sometimes ebited apparent growth |
hair and nails, but the phenomena was only a re$ulrinking of skin in the cuticles and sc It
didn’t happen in days old bodies and foetal position itself was inexplicabl

Terry was never laid to rest, neither his| nor body. That night, the uneral director,
Morgan Charles waamaking the final arrangemel- which is to say he vgadrinking Scotch in hi
office - when he heard a crash and the splintering of v What he saw when he ran out frightel
the daylightsout of him and he later told the story to anyon@wtood still long enough to hea
He claimed that he came out of his office to firetr’ s casket toppled over and the cover sma
to bits. A terrifying hound the size of a small horse wittea@sy llack hair burst out of his funer
parlourand through the cemetery, dashing between headsamukedisappearing into the darkn

| don’t know if we didnt believe him or did't want to believe himMorgan buried himse|
deeper into the bottle and wasoided and talked about in hushed voidése didr't own the only
funeral home in town, hd’probably have lost his job as w But there is one thing certain in lif
and that is deathVe would have no shortage o

Under pressure for an answer suspecting a body snatching prank, Chief Krugeuginb
the usualandals and hooligans into the station for a torigaking But none of them would adn
to anything, and absent of any evidence, he lehthbe The townspeople we ready to accept this
explanation, however, and chastised the boys thdrgt To believe the alternative, that Morg
Charles was telling the trutivas too unimaginable to consic

No one heeded the words of a lush some teenage delinquen#dl the while, the wood:
surraunding the town grew very st

The next week, Jake Lester was torn apart in fafnhis daughter in their backya
Surprisingly, Megan was left with only superficiatratche: Neighbour heard her piercing
screams and when Kruger arrived, she blted about hounds the size of Great Danes with ey
dark as pitchEven then, her account was dismissed as the hgateamblings of a traumatizt
child. Everybody decided it was a bear attack and Mordaarl€s sobered up enough to organi:
funeral. It was closed casket.



Soulshyedder By Lee Clak Zumpe

In the Age of the BlooWyrm, long before the spelteavers had been cast into the t
flames of the Inquisitor’s Pit in Zharm’Edin, a yaycavalier from the province of Umir gained
crown through h cunning and his courage. Ghallard the Virtuous @am army of brave peasal
lay siege to King Huy’s castle at Abr-Umir and at length captured the throne and puiicked
despot who there presided to the sword. In thee@latvelry that ensued, re took the time to
consider the whispered portents of Ghallard’s ovatle as the young nobleman took possessit
the bejewelled crown and of the ancient sword knas/soulshredde

There, in the shadowy chambers of the former kingtmdel, Ghallardfound that
marvellous sword abandoned behind a he-bolted door, sadly neglected and left in the b
hands of a rotting old skeleton.

No man knows for certain whose hands first bor¢ tede no more than the most lear!
scholars of history can telWhere lie the unholy fires of the forge that bedatSince the firs
barbariankings swept down from the mountains to conquerrtble and fertile lands along tt
churning Umir River, that sword had been a symlbdheir sovereignty. Yet Soulshreddeertainly
predated their welthronicled rise to power, for a verse from oneheiit own ballads recounts tt
it only came into their possession at the sacheffabled desert keep Inem’Ot. There can be
doubt the great dwarven cleaver Darkedgs kin to this sword; and certain mystics claim tiet
blade was born in the vast caverns beneath ditantmah Shaggahn, possibly brought into b
by the infamous sorceress Rubikl

Although Soulshredder had been carried and conduayeformer ruers of Umir, never
once did any one of their kings wield the swordbattle. Upon liberating it from its dank torr
Ghallard vowed to put an end to its dormancy dutivggcourse of his reign, and he took custod
the blade with the utmost pride. Itsmmetry and grace went without equal in all the frahd the
cold keen steel excited the new king. He turnedrete to his oracle and told him that he
destined for greatness the moment he laid clai8otdshredde

“Again, | must warn thee,” spokthe soothsayer somberly, “Soulshredder is know
possess a most unappeasable appetite. It is besfrken the field of battle, ‘lest its hunger
roused once more. Heed not these words, and ydulshd both our fates to this cursed ble
forever more.”

“How better to forge an empire,” the king quicklgsponded, a childlike expression
innocence washing across his face with a handsaomie,s‘than by quenching the thirst of
sword?”

Soulshredder’s quiescence came to a quick endyitbin days t had lain to rest a doz:
loyalists of the deposed King Huy. Ghallard soorpssed his mo-favoured knights and strut
out alone across the rolling fields of Umir, hugtidown members of the aristocracy whom he
might stand or speak against hinhose who refused to pledge their allegiance tddndship mei
their deaths as his ravenous weapon zealouslgghkir blooc

Few questioned his severe actions. The commc¢- angered by years of suffering at -
hands of the cruel royal housapflauded the new king’s harsh treatment of their faraverlords




The Last Walk By Diana Boaco

“Thank you for agreeing to this interview, Ms. CarvDo you mind if | use a recorder
document this?”

“Fine, whatever. | still think this is a waste time. | already told the police everything
know.”

“I"'m not looking for suspects’ m just a writer and this would make for a greatystd | can
get to understand what really happen

“Are you still paying me if nothing interesting cesup?

“Sure.The agreement stands. Why 't you tell me what happened when you arrivi

“l came back to town and everybody was go

“I need details.”

“l drove back to Salem after dropping off a frieaidthe airport. It was a long drive and
the time | got closéo town | was so tired | di¢t notice how quiet everything was. Matt w't out
like usual and so...”

“Who's Matt?”

“The gas station attendant. We went to school toage

“Oh, ok.”

“He’s usually outsmoking near the pumps, the idiot. But he v't tha night. It was chilly,
so | thought maybe he was insic

“Was he?”

“l didn’t stop. Just wanted to get home and into bed. iFsietime | noticed something wi
wrong was when | pulled into the driveway. My &ttbister always comes out to say hello ehe
didn’t. It struck me as odd and then my mind immediatedygle the connectiot

“What connection?”

“That | hadnt seen a single person out on my way back. Salesisepy town, but eve
we have... used to have a few noisy reside

“Did it ever crossyour mind to call the police

“For what? To check on a quiet town? | guess IVt scared just yet

“When did you get scared

“Soon enough. | went in and the house was emptypsiked up the phone and tried to ¢
my aunt. The line was dead. | ried out the door and rang the doorbell at my nep’'s house.
Nobody answered, so | kept at it. By the fifth odtls house, it started to sink in that nobody \
home.”

“Who’s Ephah?”

“Ms. Carver?”

“Not many people know that nam

“Is this makingyou uncomfortable”

“Ephah is a local legend, a tall tale our grandracthused to tell us to keep us home ¢
dark. It's just a story. Not real.”

“Then why are you stirring in your chair? Maybe yman tell me whi's so unsettling about
it. 1 read a bitabout its origin online, but there do’t seem to be that much information ab
him.”

“Him... It is a man that wanders the road, waitingdachance to take your sot
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il Silence Befween Two Ldaves Of The Sea By Robert Sagirs

“You know, children learn to lie before they careevspeak.” He was pontificating age
hiding his nervousess with a shroud of intellectual gibberish. Carégt some sand with his foc
It was cool beneath the amusement pier, and I's hopes of a relaxing day at the beach \
fading with each anxious movement of ('s foot. She couldn’t say he hadmvarred her.

Taking his hand, she managed to pull him into the §he shadows of a dead abandc
Ferris Wheel loomed over their shoulders. Two weekkis decaying New Jersey shore town,
still she had no idea why. The job she left in @gm was nothig special, but at least it was a j

“I almost drowned here once. Did | ever tell yoatthl was only three, and the underi
got a hold of me, knocked me down. | remember dgrapht the sand and feeling it slip betwt
my fingers. | wasn’ frightenedthough, even when the waves were crashing my head. |
swallowed some watemnd started choking, but then a hand grabbed mig amki | was okay. | we
breathing under water.” The last words were jusivalba whisper, but she heard them clearly.
stopped and looked at her, almost daring her to nimck but continued when she d't react. “I
opened my eyes and even in famdy water, | could see the beautiful mermaids grabbing at n
laughing, brushing my cheek softly with their har'Come with us,’they said over and over. Al
they sang to me. It was so peaceful. And then samé&om the surface grabbed my wrist and
mermaids were gone. | heard my fa’s distorted voice through the water in my ears, stadec
choking again. When theyshed me out of the Ocean, | remember startingyp lmut when my
mother tells the story she swears | was laughiegathole time. Even while | was cghing out the
water in my lungd was smiling and laughing. You can ask her if gaur't believe me.’

“It" s just like that poem by T.S. Eliot,” he went oot know, it was called Love Song
someone or other.” But of course she 't know. She never read poetry, or much else for
matter. He knew that. She much preferred televisiohis books. Ce never came right out ar
tried to make her feel stupid, and she doubteditb&uations were even purposeful, but
subtleties had the same effect. Often, she evereduoff the TV when she heard him walking i
the living room, embarrassed to be ching such drivel while he was pondering over Nieke ol
Dostoevsky. She scolded herself silently. At ekt could hold down a job, had managed to fi
high school.

But she was with him, wa’'t she? Love had become a lame excuse, even tofhshe
thought as they walked the beach. He was attractwtl thin muscular features despite ne
working out. But she had been with handsome meprbefnd never fallen in love. Even |
nurturing feelings his insecurities elicited wegdting tedious

“I don’t get it,” she tried yet aga “For years you hardly say two words at your life here
and then you drag us across the country I's an emergency or something, and I't get you to
shut up about your childhood.”

“l thought thats what you ahays wanted, for me to open up, to share things yath”

“Not at the expense of our whole life. Th's no way Il get my job back. Wl probably
lose the apartment. And yaea not really opening up at all, because you't tell me why we're
here, why now? Youwé just telling stories. 's like reading a lame Rea’s Digest condensed
version of your life.”

“But I'm no good at talking, you know that. T's why we're here. | need you to s
everything. Even now, with it right in front of yotace, | cn’t really get anything across to yot
just told you Mermaids almost stole me in the sed all you can worry about is your precic
fucking job waiting tables.”
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The Ouill of Efemal Damnation By Pdnane Rehane

Cloaked in a permanent veil of mist, a narss and unmapped cafe blotted out its u
clientele of ghastly cadavers from the eyes ofaugiwanders. The figures haunting the ce
stared blankly in sepulchral silence at one anoffikeeir sickly complexions bespoke an advar
state of zombiismmpossible to reverse. Stripped and shorn of Wil Zombies seemed automal
taking puffs and sips alternativefrom their cigarettes butts and fidfed cups. Wisps of thei
cigarettes’smoke gyrated in the air, unsightly and putrideetfiihg a litle change to disturb tt
macabre stillness of the mist.

At the zombies’feet, uncovered grav turned into hot pools made of a strange brev
blood, filth, and gunk held back their wraithlikeuss, bobbing up and down and stretching out
arms as fams they could to reach the decomposed bodies,dseateundown chairs, they used
lodge in a long time ago.

This frightening scene lasted enough to fill wigror, shock, and trauma the bravest o
men. Shortly after, a blindfolded man passedming a little bell to toll the death knell of tl
whole scene. From where | stood, in the ricketyircatationed on a nearby hill overlooking f
cafe, | watched again the misted cafe along wishfitghtening occupants fading out in i
darkness.

Soon enoughanother scene took over. With walls smudged wittg Istreams of blood ar
grime daubed all over in darkeddish splotches, the slaughterhouse replacingafeehad nothin
to envy its predecessor, for it outshone it in grespec

A dense palbf despair hung over this place, whiwelteredin gore. Cries of decapitatt
bodies reverberated frothe walls. Their prayers for mercy wound up inte #byssal deaf ears
the slaughterhouse butchers. Rooflessstructure offered an atrocious eyees| couldrt possibly
ignore. The broken panels of my single window gawe the undesirable oppority to have a
grandstand view aévery atrocity made

| could see a man bleeding from every orifice, Blitm every part to test freshly hon
knives. Icould see another one dragged under the sharp dladmedieval guillotine to quench
antiquated thirst. The loud cries of the haplestims permeating the air, vaulted unsuccessf
over the slaughterhouse walls, thwarted and mufbiedhe strient cackles of inhumane torture
The scene soon drew to an end. The blindfolded apaeared again to ring the curtain down or
slaughterhouse and its nightmarish wc

The dawn broke revealing a swift change in the aten Before my eyes lay thick and
menacing mantle of snow ggggated in piles by a blizze running amok tcthe degree that it
assailed my broken window and shoved me bato the cabin. Down the hill, a new thing mi¢
be happening, yet could | ever see what it wash Sw® samehing would happe, and somewhere
the blindfolded man would appear again to bring finosty scene to an end. This happens €
time as far as | caremember. | was stuck in this revolving door forewend this time, for n
apparent reason, | tried tcact, leaving the cabin behind my back, shudderioges

| was not averse to tempt providence and see whad dappen if | clawed my way throu
the dense mat of snow splaying under my feet. llvptobablybecomdrozen, but did | ever hay
a choice? M lumbering steps trudging the snow along with rhiwvery arms coiling around
face impaired any chance | haflfinding a way out. | assumed there wamething awful beneat
the hill: something | could never see before and toward whielt a sudderdrive, even if it would
probably mean my demise.

Of the lurking dangers | was by no means mindlesguld say, but playing clumsily
last trump card to succour my life from a glaciglerno was an option too unique to be left. -
distance separatingne from an emerging hot-like structure shortened. Ye'd run out of gas
already and on the ground | crumbled, motionlesgiridane act of bravado di't pay off.
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