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What

is Brief
Wilderness?
Other than
being another in a series of great small
press publications from Shoe Music
Press, when asked to explain the title,
I’ve said that it suggests the distance
between individuals, which is what
most literature is about, whether it be a
solitary lyric poet talking about how
they see the world and others in it,
always seemingly at a distance, or
longer works of fiction with a set of
characters in varying degrees of
proximity. Sometimes this brief
wilderness is sensual, sometimes
practical, but nonetheless this journal
seeks to explore this territory.
Gordon Purkis, editor
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Be Still

Have

Rubi Stiles
you ever had a secret that consumes your mind?
I walk, I drive, I work, I converse, I eat, I sleep, but I am not
ultimately present in my head. I am projecting an illusion of

myself to please the people in my world and to keep anyone from asking questions. When I forget to put
up this false image, I am asked, “Are you ok? What’s wrong? What’s going on?” Sometimes it feels that
if I let them look at me, they will see the deviant I hide inside my core. It is similar but more powerful
than that clandestine, sometimes delicious awareness when one is holding ben wa balls in her vagina…a
secret no one but the wearer knows.
I have come to believe in ghosts…or spirits.
Sometimes I find myself unintentionally losing up to an hour of time remembering my
experiences in a sort of trance or fantasy state. Memories come and I dwell on them, analyze them, relive
them, and mentally document them. I find myself both dreading and hoping for these unseemly things to
happen again. I fear and ache for it, or him, to come again.
My secret is sexual.
Something has been happening to me at night. Well…not every night, and I guess it’s not always
night…but I seem to feel it coming like a premonition on the nights when it does happen. Someone or
something is visiting me, usually as I fall asleep. I close my eyes and start to drift, and in the moment
when I am falling asleep and my body is paralyzed but my mind is still lucid, I hear it.
It started like a love affair. I sensed a presence, an event that would normally frighten me, but this
thing made me feel wanted. There was nothing I could point out at that time to lend credence to my
feelings, and I largely ignored the strange ideas that came into my mind. I began to feel nervous when the
presence would come around, not unlike a young girl with a crush. I couldn’t say why, but I longed for
the presence when it was gone.
One day, as I sat at the dining room table painting my fingernails, I felt it come: pressure like a
hand rested on my right shoulder. I stiffened and felt my heart begin to race. After turning to the right and
left to try to see what I thought should be in my peripheral vision, I gave up and remained still. Not
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expecting to feel anything at all, I touched my right shoulder and my hands brushed what felt like the skin
and nails of fingers. They withdrew below my touch. With a screech of my chair, I stood, whirled about,
and put my hand out in front of me as if I were blind. What I felt was a dissipation of energy so delicate, I
couldn’t be sure I had felt anything at all.
Shortly after that first physical contact, the spirit increased its number of visits. Along with these
visits came an increased number of physical encounters: a touch on my cheek, a caress of my hair, fingers
on my spine, hands on my hips, and a mouth on my neck.
Apparently, it—he—could no longer restrain himself, and as I stood one evening at my kitchen
sink washing the day’s dishes for one, his presence came without warning, pressing me against the
counter. I screamed, as my first thought was I was under attack. His smoke-like hand, transparent but
firm, closed over my mouth. This comforted me rather than terrified me. While my pulse was pounding in
my ears and I was shaking uncontrollably, I knew this was my visitor. He took his hand away from my
mouth.
“Who are you?” I asked, my voice wavering. I felt silly talking to what might be my imagination.
“Shhh…” I thought he whispered.
“Please,” I begged. “I need to know who…” His hand closed over my mouth again and I felt as
though my whole body was suddenly restrained. The pressure of his soul moved against me, surrounding
me, and it bent me over the sink, where I stared wide-eyed at my blue, sudsy dish-sponge, abandoned near
the drain. My hands shot out to brace myself against the rim of the sink. He instantly made me dizzy with
the pleasure of his energy. In whatever spiritual realm this was occurring, my clothing did not pose a
barrier, and I felt the very physical sensation of him entering me. Rocking waves of his desire rolled
through my body translating into ecstasy for me. I felt my most intimate muscles opening and closing for
him, accepting him as he steadily thrust into me against the counter, slowly at first and then faster and
harder until I knew I would release. I felt him begin to slow as he prolonged my orgasm, and just as I
thought it would end, he moved faster again to lift me to that second climax.
I cried when it ended, certain this experience meant I was some kind of whore for demons
because of my innumerable sins, and as I sank to the tile floor I felt him sink with me, bathing me in his
own despair. I sensed he was hurt that I thought him a demon and myself a whore.
That was the first and last time he fully seduced me while I was wide awake. In fact, that was the
last time he touched me when I was awake. Perhaps, in mercy, he wanted me to think these occurrences
were only dreams. Perhaps I had hurt him for feeling shame. On occasions, I still sense him in my house,
and I thank him for not completely abandoning me while I’m awake.
My most recent experience happened after a typical day at work. I cannot say it was induced by
stress or low blood sugar, as nothing unusual happened to create any undue amount of stress, and I had
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been eating regularly. I have taken the same medications for years, so I cannot say it is induced by a side
effect. I never drink and I’ve never even smoked marijuana. Chemical or stress-induced hallucinations are
not a possibility. Hesitantly, I do accept the possibility of mental illness, but I firmly believe I am sane;
and honestly, if this experience is an illness, I do not want to be cured.
This recent experience is much like the others before it.
From my left the spirit seems to come, sounding like white noise or a thousand whispers, and I
look to the double French doors that open up to the patio off my bedroom. The curtains stir just slightly
and I begin to see the mist. It curls and waves through the cracks between the threshold and the door and
between the two glass doors as well. In some places the mist is like transparent arrows whose beads have
been drawn on me, and in some places it undulates like smoky, coiled, irregular rings.
I feel my body rise slightly from my bed, lifted by this mist. It vibrates me into a sensation that
used to terrify me, as if something were tearing my soul from my body; and although the feeling is
nothing I can prove physically, it is fully corporeal. My whole body is consumed…or so I think until the
mist surrounds me and saves me.
The cloud is electric, sending tendrils of sensation through me like currents. As of yet, it is not
sexual, but I am filled with ecstasy. Slowly, my mist begins to take on a form, and although I cannot see it
clearly, I sense this form is male. What I cannot sense is whether this apparition is that of an angel or a
demon.
I sigh.
He gently touches my belly as if pressing down, and I return to my bed. The touch is like that of a
warm hand. Heat begins to spread from the spot on my stomach where he presses. That simple contact
tells me he is in control and I feel I can do nothing save give myself over to his will.
I cannot say I have heard him speak, as I’ve never heard his voice, but he communicates with me.
“You’re safe.” This is spoken in an inaudible thought without words, as if our combined
sentience is linked and words are not necessary.
I sigh, trembling.
“Be still.”
My heart races as the sensation begin to grow, wrapping its ribbons around by head, my neck, my
shoulders, my arms, my breasts, my belly, my fingers, my legs, my knees, my feet, and my toes.
It then moves directly up the inside of my calves, under my knees, up my inner thighs, and
against the soft flesh between my legs.
I gasp.
It feels as if a kiss has been placed there—a soft sweet pressure—and I twitch. The sensation has
now become undeniably sexual. I tremble again.
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“Oh, god!” I cry aloud.
“Be still,” the non-voice says again.
I can almost see him, though I am not sure if I am imagining what I want to see, or if this is the
specter’s true form. I feel like I love him, but my body is making these conclusions.
He is at once heavy and weightless, everywhere and nowhere…ethereal. When I try to focus on
his features, they blur, much like looking directly at a dim star in a black sky.
“Who are you?” I whisper, and I almost tell him I love him, but I feel my mouth fill with him, as
if he is refusing to let me speak or ask any more questions. I open my mouth to relieve the pressure with
which he has filled it, and suddenly it feels as though fingers are stroking my tongue. A mouth presses on
mine, each point of contact filling me with pleasure. The hands of this being are slipping around my neck,
his thumb stroking my throat, his fingers caressing the back of my neck and the base of my skull. The
fingers seem to grow to enclose my head, scraping lightly against my scalp and through my hair. I arch
my back against the desire.
His one mouth becomes two, then four, then eight, then I don’t know how many. The mouths feel
as if they are all over my body, suctioning circles of my flesh into them. Tongues lick at me, teeth bite at
me, lips kiss me.
Even behind me, in some dimension in which my bed does not exist, I feel his hands and mouths
there as well. Pain like a slap shocks the skin on my buttocks and my eyes fly wide open, fearing he will
hurt me.
“Be still,” he whispers to my brain while delivering another painful slap sensation.
I’m shaking in fear. My heart races and tears fill my eyes.
“Still,” he demands, the voiceless voice forceful and commanding.
I try to calm my heart. It feels as if he has frozen until I obey his order. I feel almost nothing
except his presence, the withdrawal of sensation a sort of punishment. When I have sufficiently calmed, I
feel his fingers again. Lightly, they touch me. The mouths are gone…except one. It presses to mine and
his tongue parts my lips. I feel fingers stroke the tender lips between my legs, pressing, pinching, and
pulling. They enter me so slowly…slowly, then deeply…impossibly deeply.
My mouth fills again. I have unquestionably taken his ghostly phallus into my mouth. This entity
wants to receive pleasure as well as give it. I suck and suck.
“Open,” he says, and I obey. I feel him pressing deep against my throat. I taste the ghost’s desire,
an essence like nothing else.
“Close and suck,” he says, and I obey, feeling him pull back against the suction I create.
“Again,” he says, “again.”
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I repeat the pattern once, twice, a hundred times, I cannot be sure, and I sense he is pleased with
me.
“I am.” He has answered me, though I did not voice my thought. As he shifts his body, I try to
swallow the trepidation that will make him angry, reminding myself that he told me I was safe, but every
moment when I do not know what is coming next, I fear he will hurt me.
But he moves, rotating to return his mouth to mine. He kisses me gently as he spreads my legs
apart with his and enters me with unexpected violence. A gasp escapes beneath his kiss. He rewards my
shock by inserting his fingers into my open mouth to stroke my tongue again, his kisses moving to my
neck. As he moves his fingers in and out of my mouth, he thrusts his cock in and out of me in a matching
rhythm that continues until I feel as if I have disintegrated into nothing but mist myself. I am almost sick
with pleasure, but I don’t want it to end. I feel tears stream down my cheeks. Spasms make my hips
twitch, and I cannot keep myself from curling my pelvis to meet his, finding resistance where there
should be none.
I succumb to that climax, that summit, that apex again and again, and I know I cannot endure any
more. My brain hears him whisper that I can and I will, and he continues. Just as the pleasure turns to
pain, he erupts, squeezing my soul and filling me to bursting for seconds, minutes, or hours. He finally
slows, moving delicately as if a complete stop might be harmful. It feels as if he has sent strings of
himself into every extremity of my body through my soft center, and finally those strings of sensation
withdraw slowly, creating a pleasure of their own. In mercy, he has called them back, and now he moves
to soothe. His touch is now calming. He has withdrawn and my body feels the physical loss of his internal
pressure.
Thinking I sense his presence still, but not entirely sure, I feel nothing but my own body for
several minutes and I catch my breath, trying to become still as he would have me do. Like a reward, he
returns his touch. Gentle and kind, he caresses and embraces my body, relieving me of the heat I no
longer need. I feel that his soul has absorbed my own. Calm and restful I feel in his arms.
Why has he chosen me? Does he sense my particular desires? Is he real? Is he an incubus who
visits this enchanting torture on others? The thought actually makes me jealous.
“Be still and sleep,” he whispers and is gone.
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My Life as a Person Part Three: Security

“No,

Charles Rammelkamp

that guy was harmless, but still, it exposed a vulnerability. Anybody
could just walk right in here and –” Mark Person gestured vaguely,
thinking of his nemesis George Clark. “People get upset about the

admissions process,” he went on. “It can be a real source of anxiety for prospective students as well as
their parents.” People go nuts about poetry rejections, too.
“Thank you, Mister Person,” Sean Grabowski said. An earnest young man with floppy hair in his
eyes and a droopy mustache, Sean was the head of campus security at Hausner College. “We’ll try to
have our guards patrol more regularly, keep an eye out.”
“No way we could have a permanent guard stationed here?”
“Did anything actually happen?”
“Well, no,” Person admitted, thinking of his colleague Pam Weeks and her new boyfriend, the
awkward Jason Wertz, a man whose poetry he had accepted for The Cantwell Review. For several days
six weeks before, Wertz had come into the admissions offices asking to see Person but without leaving
his name. He’d evidently become smitten with Pam in the process. It made Person nervous thinking that
anybody could walk right in and find him at his desk, a sitting target. At least Wertz wasn’t out to get
Person. He wasn’t George Clark coming after him with an assault rifle. No, Wertz actually seemed to
hold Person in awe for being a poetry editor, an arbiter of taste – his sidelight to being an assistant dean in
the Hausner admissions office.
“Our resources are pretty limited,” Sean apologized. “Hausner’s always been pretty quiet.
There’s the occasional vandalism, petty theft in the dorms, graffiti in the restrooms.” He shrugged,
indicating the myriad minor offenses college students were guilty of, but his shrug plainly said there were
no terrorists, no Taliban, no lone nutcase gunmen. After Virginia Tech, though, you didn’t say that
outloud. “But I’d say you’re as safe as anyone is here.”
As safe as anyone. How safe was that?
**********
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Mark Person lived about half an hour away from Hausner College in the town of Algonquian. It
was a pleasant drive through undeveloped land to the bedroom community from which residents drove as
far as Roanoke, Richmond, Washington and Norfolk to go to work, even up to Baltimore. Algonquian
boasted several shopping malls and had a good public school system but otherwise there was nothing
remarkable about the town, which had been developed precisely as a getaway community for people who
wanted relative privacy. The town had no history or culture or political bent, other than its name, a Native
American tribe that had existed more or less in the area. A quiet, peaceful, middleclass community.
So it was a shock when Person pulled into his driveway and read the message, dripping in still
wet red paint across the outside of his house:

YOU DIE JEW SHIT.
**********
“No, officer, I have no idea who could have done that.” Person restrained himself from
mentioning George Clark. Even to his paranoid mind it sounded too farfetched, nothing he could prove.
Would somebody go to all that effort because his poetry had been rejected? He racked his brains trying to
remember if there’d ever been even a hint of an anti-Semitic rant in Clark’s e-mails, but he couldn’t think
of anything. He wouldn’t bring Clark up unless he had some sort of evidence to back up his hunch.
The two cops, fully half of the Algonquian force, a community not usually plagued by crime,
looked at the 12-inch letters spray-painted above the picture window. They scribbled in their spiral
notebooks, consulted their wristwatches, but they seemed unsure what to do next. This was clearly
beyond anything they’d had to deal with before.
“You checked to make sure nothing else had been stolen nor damaged?”
“Yes,” Person answered, feeling he was getting some sort of procedural run-around. He almost
wondered if should even have bothered filing the police report, except that he’d need it for the insurance
claim.
“Do we need to bring the state in here, Rod? I mean, it looks like a hate crime.” The younger
police officer seemed unsure, looking to his partner for direction.
“I’m not even Jewish,” Person remarked.
“Then why –” The one called Rod raised his eyebrows.
“I don’t know.” Person racked his brains, trying to understand why George Clark would write
such a thing. Bankers, Hollywood moguls, publishers were often identified as Jewish. “My wife’s father
was Jewish, but we don’t practice a religion. Besides, it’s a matrilineal thing. Not that that ever stopped a
bigot. Except maybe the Jewish ones.”
“Does your wife have any enemies?”
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“Not that I know of.”
“Where is your wife?”
As if on cue, Linda Person’s Toyota just then drove into the driveway. Linda was a nurse at
Hausner College. It was where the two had met, after Mark’s first wife left him for the head of the
English Department, which was also why Person had left teaching for administration. Linda spilled out
her car now, eyes wide with shock, her hand over her mouth. She hurried over to her husband and the
policemen, staring at the graffiti. Person put his arm around her.
“It was here when I got home. The paint was still wet. I called the police.”
“But why?” Linda looked at the painted words in disbelief. “Did anybody see who did it?” The
Persons’ home was shielded from sight on both sides by tall trees, maples, pines, Bradford pears and a
spreading willow.
“We’re going to talk to your neighbors,” Rod said, as if the idea had just occurred to him, turning
to his partner Dave for confirmation..
“I just can’t believe –” Linda turned toward her husband. She’d always had a slightly dazed,
confused look, which Person always found endearing; he’d always thought it came from being part of the
medical profession, the daily horrible shocks one must experience, but now it was exaggerated beyond
shock. He squeezed her shoulders until she winced and rested her head into the crook of his neck.
**********
“You think this nut Clark did it, really?”
They were alone now. The police had surveyed the scene, taken samples and statements, left
instructions and contact numbers, and then had gone to speak with the neighbors.
“I know it sounds paranoid. But this guy’s just the type who might overreact, do something
extreme. You should have seen the e-mails he wrote. And the cartoon! It was like being burned in effigy.”
Earlier in the year, after the rejection and a nasty exchange of e-mails, Clark had drawn a cartoon of
Person standing on a sinking ship called The Cantwell Review, complete with mocking, malicious words
in a balloon over his head. The work of a stalker, Person had concluded. “It’s not that far from a satirical
cartoon to spray-painting a house,” Mark concluded.
“Because they both involve putting words down on some surface?”
Mark did not reply. Perhaps he was being irrational. Linda’s skeptical tone stung.
“What do you make of the Jew reference?” The puzzled look came over Linda’s face like a veil.
“I’ve been thinking. He must have done some background check on me, my marriage to Phyllis
and then my marriage to you.” Person’s first wife had been named Phyllis Eisenstein. She’d later died
from breast cancer; as the school nurse, Linda Katz had given her some medical attention.
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“Do you really think he cares that much?”
“I know it sounds bizarre, but this guy Clark is bizarre. Trust me. He probably looked me up
somewhere and discovered I’d been married to two different women with Jewish-sounding names, either
concluding that I must be Jewish too, or trying to implicate my family, threaten me. I don’t know! How
do you follow the logic of a nutcase?”
“Where would he even ‘look it up,’ though?” Linda wondered. “It’s not like you’re a household
name and a simple Google search will give us your life history.”
“I don’t know, but all kinds of information is available online or simply by making a few
telephone calls. It’s not that hard to do. There’s no such thing as privacy any more. The government,
insurance companies – they’ve all got access to our personal data. Even grocery stores track our
purchases.”
“But knowing that your second wife’s father was Jewish? Where on earth would you find that
out?””
“If you’re a stalker and you’re really intent, nothing’s too obsessive or out of reach,” Mark
declared, but he didn’t look that sure of himself.
“You really think this guy Clark’s stalking you? Didn’t you tell me he teaches at a community
college in Vermont or someplace? Would he really come all this way to spray-paint our house because
you rejected his poetry?”
“Well, then, what do you make of the Jew reference? How do you explain it?”
“I can’t explain it, that’s just it! No mezuzahs on the door, no menorahs in the window.”
“But there it is.”
“But there it is,” Linda echoed, though she still sounded dubious.
“I’m thinking we might need to buy a gun,” Person declared after a moment, though even to his
ears it sounded just short of ridiculous; he suspected he might be acting a tad melodramatic.
“A gun! Mark, please! You don’t even know how to use one! That’s just crazy. A gun in the
house would just create greater danger! It wouldn’t solve a thing. Maybe we could look into a security
service.”
“That’s exactly why we’ve moved out here to Algonquian, so we wouldn’t have to have a
security service.”
“Well, we’ve got an ugly message spray-painted on the house. We’ve got to do something.
Apparently, we aren’t so safe and protected as we thought. Apparently, George Clark can find us
anywhere; we can’t hide from him, huh?”
“I’m thinking I’ll get a Beretta,” Mark went on, intrepid in his muted histrionics. Aware of the
almost mocking skepticism in his wife’s tone, he continued to make a futile case for the gun. “A revolver
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or a compact. Just to have around, if only for show. Something to wave in Clark’s face when he comes to
our door. The way they do on TV. Show them a gun and the criminals think twice about breaking the
law.”
“A Beretta! You only know about Berettas from spy novels. You don’t know the first thing about
using a gun, Mark, and I don’t want you to start now.”
“Damn that George Clark,” Person muttered, chastised.
**********
When Rod and his partner Dave returned to the Persons’ house on Morris Road an hour later they
had good news. Mark and Linda had been in touch with their insurance company. An adjuster was
coming by in the morning, but Mark had taken photographs of the damage, as instructed over the phone.
It was late in the spring and the days were longer, but the sun had already gone down when the two
policemen rang the doorbell.
“Mystery solved,” Rod smiled when the Persons came to the door. “We have a suspect in
custody.”
By chance, the two officers had come across the vandal. At a stoplight near the Algonquian
Square mall they’d seen the man in the pickup truck with the cans of paint and a spray gun in the truck
bed. They thought he looked suspicious and followed him onto Morse Avenue, where he stopped outside
a house, stopped his truck and just stared.
“Isn’t that Isaac Fishman’s place? Dave had asked Rod. Fishman owned a construction company
in Algonquian; he was the main builder, employing several dozen people.
Acting on a hunch, Dave and Rod had approached the truck. A look of panic had come over the
driver’s face, a young man in his twenties.
“Sir, we need to look at your identification,” Dave had announced in his most official cop tone.
“We have witnesses who say they saw a red Toyota pickup truck earlier over on Morris Road.”
“I didn’t do it! That wasn’t me!”
“What wasn’t you?”
**********
“It turns out this guy Bob Turnbull had been let go by Fishman, and he wanted to get even. He
simply came to the wrong house. Not very bright. You’re at 6208 Morris Road. The Fishmans are at 6208
Morse Avenue. He got the names confused.”
Out of the corner of his eye, Person could see Linda looking over at him with an I-told-you-so
look on her face, but he refused to acknowledge it. He did feel a small wave of relief come over him, but

10

the sheer randomness of the vandalism reinforced his sense of uneasiness. What next? His tires slashed?
And George Clark was still on the loose!
Promising to cooperate with the insurance company, the police officers turned to leave, and
Person could no longer ignore his wife. When he finally turned to her, Linda was smiling at him.
“What?” Person said.

To be continued…
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The Hunter

He

Peter Victor
slowly followed the river downstream. Stepping carefully. Picking his way
slowly amidst the rocks, snow and ice. The lake would be frozen. Less than a
foot of snow would make walking easy. The crossing would be manageable.

He saw little sign of game. Tracks of deer and coyote circled each other in an endless game. The other side
of the lake held more promise. More cover and more game. He continued working downstream stepping
carefully.

An opening was showing through the trees. A vibrant blue sky and fluffy white clouds
could be seen through the breaks. The moist snow crunched under his feet. He listened to the river
growing louder and more excited as it approached the lake. The sky was wide open and endless as
he broke into the clearing. The flat white surface of the lake stretched out two miles before bending
to the right. He knew it was four miles in total length. He would follow the right bank.
He listened to the methodic crunch of his boots against the backdrop of a wild and singing wind.
He could feel pleasant moisture and heat on his face. He took off his mitten and put his hand to his face. It
was warm to the touch. He slung his rifle over his shoulder. He allowed his breathing to slow then resumed
walking. He could not remember it ever being this warm in January. The crunch of the snow and song of
the wind began to carry him as his mind drifted.
There was a noise; a noise that was wrong and did not belong. He stopped walking. He was about
halfway to the bend. He had walked about a mile. The wind was still singing. He had returned completely
to the present, but he did not know what it was…what had snapped him out of his reverie. He took another
look around, shifted the backpack, and then resumed walking.
His boots again crunched the snow. His mind again was drifting and slowing. He again heard
something, and at the same time the bottom fell out from under his feet. As a child, he would drop large
rocks into buckets of water. It was kind of like this sound. He was wet. Fingers of ice were beginning to
wrap around his body. He held onto the ice with his left hand and slipped his right arm out of his backpack
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and rifle sling. He switched hands and repeated the process. The backpack slid down his back. He felt the
rifle bounce off his lower leg. He grabbed the ice with both hands and leaned forward while pressing down.
His upper body slid up onto the ice. Again, that sound…a rock dropping into a bucket of water.
He again leaned forward and pressed down on the ice. This time when he fell back his head went
below the surface. He coughed and sucked in cold air. Somewhere in the distance the wind was still singing.
He leaned forward and pressed down with his arms. For a minute, he was confused. He looked down at his
arms. Nothing was happening. The enormity of the betrayal was beginning to dawn on him. His left hand
slipped off the ice. He was willing it to rise, but nothing was happening. Then his right slipped, and he was
sinking. As he sank he was watching himself as a child run across the backyard.
He put his hand to his face. It was warm to the touch. He could feel light on his face. Someone was
speaking to him. There were no words. She was holding him. Her eyes were moist. Her mouth relaxed with
the hint of a sad smile. Again, someone was speaking, “It is OK…it is over.” They were not spoken words.
They had landed softly and quietly inside his mind.
He looked at her face. She was watching him. He felt a tearing inside. He was reminded of the fall
turnover on the lake. The cooler thoughts and memories were sinking displacing the lighter warmer more
buoyant thoughts and memories below. These bubbled to the surface. He remembered her. He had always
known her. They had always been together. She had come here to meet him. She had known he was coming,
and had come and waited for him. They were one. She was laughing now.
She put a hand up and gently closed his eyes. He could feel her inside him. They were together as
they had always been. He put his hand to his face. It was warm to the touch. Suddenly his thoughts stopped.
There was a noise; a noise that was wrong and did not belong.
He opened his eyes and was looking across the lake. There was an explosion 10 feet into the
underbrush. A deer broke from cover. Flashes of brown raced between the trees. His rifle was off his
shoulder and in his hands. Swinging slow…tracking as the deer gained on the iron sights. There was another
explosion.
He could see red against white. The deer was down and thrashing in the snow and underbrush. He
dropped to a knee waiting. Slowly the movement ceased. All was quiet on the lake and in the forest. After
the brief calm the wind began to speak softly with the trees, “It is OK…it is over.”
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The Ice Man Part 2

Chris

Gary Beck
flashed a medium-high wattage smile and showed her the position they
would skate in. Once he had his arm around her he leaned closer,
adding another level to her awareness of him. "Since we're suddenly so

close, it's time for introductions. I'm Chris." He could feel the heat emanating from her body wherever he
was touching her; arm, back, hip, leg, and he made sure she felt his heat, all the while presenting a
courteous façade that was disarming. She was blushing non-stop and he could see that she was already
beginning to fantasize about a romantic encounter. "I'm Maryann. It's nice to meet you." "It's my pleasure,
Miss Maryann," he addressed her on an impulse, and smirked to himself as she devoured what seemed
like good manners. He figuratively patted himself on the back for being clever enough not to have shown
off his skating skill at the Bryant Park rink, which might have drawn the wrong kind of attention. After
all, he hadn't decided whether to come back here, or go somewhere else.
He took masterful control of her and she let herself be swept away in his arms, completely
oblivious to his voracious appetite lurking just beneath the surface. The feeling of his body moving
against her produced tingles of excitement in her that were alien to her sensibilities. Her last titillation had
been in anticipating her first open-mouthed kiss, which didn't live up to expectations. After that, sex had
been more of a peer-group obligation, rather that the burning passions of chick-lit books, or the steamy
joinings of R-rated movies. It wasn't that she didn't have desires. It was more like the boys she met just
didn't turn her on. The three boyfriends she had experimented with had ranged from limp, to sweaty, to
clumsy, and in their different ways had left her sexually tense and remote. She was a little afraid of the
stirrings she was feeling for Chris, but so far, he was a perfect gentlemen.
By the time the couples’ session ended, Chris knew that Maryann was ripe for the plucking. This
made him despise her for being so trusting and he became angrier, although he camouflaged it even more
thoroughly with surface charm. He saw that she was slightly fatigued from the unaccustomed exercise and
had been sufficiently exposed to stimulating physical contact. He politely took her arm and guided her off
the ice. "I don't think you should overdo it the first time out. Why don't you sit down for a few and I'll get
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you a hot chocolate." He led her to a nearby table, held her chair as she sat, then said: "I'll only be a
minute. Then I'll say goodbye and you can decide whether or not you want to skate anymore." He walked
away before she could respond, but he was certain that she was hooked and wouldn't let him go.
The hot chocolate affected her almost as much as if it had been an aphrodisiac. She showed all
the symptoms of infatuation; doting glances, flushed cheeks, rapid breathing and she babbled away like
mad. All he had to do was nod encouragingly as she gushed about her home in Cedar Rapids, Iowa, the
family tradition of working in a furniture factory, and playing in the local symphony orchestra. Music was
apparently the only way for her family to express individuality, because she described how each one
played a different instrument. He listened attentively as she described her studies at the state agricultural
school where she was a junior, preparing for a career as a veterinarian. He silently nicknamed her 'Doctor
Bovina', and had to catch himself before he snickered derisively. She finally wound down a bit and said:
"Here I've been running on about myself and you've just sat there like the strong, silent type. Tell me
about yourself. Where are you from? What do you do? Who is this prince charming who rescued me?"
He instantly decided to tell her as intriguing a tale as possible and smiled modestly. "I'm no
prince charming. I'm just a struggling artist. My father was a diplomat and I was born in Paris. We moved
every few years, mostly to African countries, but sometimes Japan, or China. My mom died when I was
two, so I don't remember her. I went to American schools wherever we were stationed, but they were
different from the schools back in the states, more sheltered from the harsh realities of life. Dad wanted
me to follow in his footsteps, but diplomacy wasn't for me. When I decided to go to art school in
California he disowned me and we haven't spoken since. A gallery in L.A. started showing my work a
few years ago and actually sold a few paintings, so I took a chance and came to New York. I'm getting
some paintings ready so I can try to find a gallery to represent me here. Until then, I'm just another
starving artist. That's it. That's my story." He didn't even have to look at her to know she believed every
word.
"What an exciting life," she enthused. "Not like my drab existence." "It's not as interesting as all
that. It's been a real struggle to survive on my own and paint, hoping that someday I'll be a known artist,
with my work in museums." He stared wistfully across the park, as if gazing into the future at his
paintings hanging on a wall in the Whitney Museum, looking past the leafless, sickly sycamore trees and
not seeing the graceless Grace building across 42nd street. "How can you say that?" she demanded mock
indignantly. "You've been everywhere, seen everything and you're making it on your own. This is my first
time out of Iowa and except for meeting you, it's been like I had my nose pressed against a restaurant
window, watching people eat while I was starving. The only person I talked to in the last two days was
the desk clerk at the hotel. I actually stopped someone on the street and asked directions, just to hear
another voice."
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He knew, as he always did, that the moment had come. He stood up slowly. "I didn't mean to
monopolize your time. I'll just say goodbye and leave you to your skating." "You can't go," she blurted,
then tried to cover up her growing fascination with him. "You launched my career as a skater and now
you want to abandon me? How about you skate with me for a little while longer, then I'll buy you dinner
as a way of repaying you for what's become a real fun trip." He gave her the medium-low wattage, too
proud to accept charity smile. "I'll be glad to skate with you for a while, but I couldn't accept dinner."
"Why not?" "I wouldn't want to take advantage of your generous nature." "That's silly," she said. "I've
been taking advantage of you. It's the least I can do." He emitted the medium wattage sweet smile. "I'll
skate with you and we'll see about dinner later." "No. It's settled." He shrugged helplessly, then led her to
the ice.
Maryann was having the time of her life. She was still feeling the aftereffects of being alone in
the fabled city, and she transferred all her emotions to the good-looking guy who came out of nowhere
and had transformed her vacation from empty to full. She kept glancing at him as they skated, fervently
hoping he wouldn't disappear as suddenly as he had arrived. "Could we skate as a couple again?" she
asked shyly. "It really helped me before." "Sure." His arm slipped around her and she immediately felt a
wave of pleasure engulf her, followed by unaccustomed surges of desire for the hard, masculine body that
held her so securely. She lost track of time as they went round and round and noticed nothing else but the
man beside her, wishing that these delicious moments would never end.
When the p.a. system announced the end of the session and requested the skaters to leave the ice
so it could be cleaned, Chris was disgusted with himself for wasting so much energy on a dumb rube.
Without the challenge of winning someone over and enforcing his will on the victim, there was no thrill
of conquest. His greatest satisfaction had come when he humbled a haughty ice princess, reducing her
formerly unobtainable body to a quivering mass, as she pleaded with him not to hurt her anymore. It
wasn't the infliction of pain that aroused him. It was the burning sensation of power, while he compelled a
woman who was used to being in charge to obey him. He looked Maryann over once more and concluded
she wasn't worth the effort. He decided to return the rental skates that cost $8.75, grumbling to himself
mentally for not bringing his own skates, then dump this dreary girl before she really angered him.
He headed for the exit, not even bothering to say goodbye, then he heard her calling him: "Chris.
Chris. Wait for me." He didn't want to be remembered by anyone, so he suppressed his impulse to strike
her and turned with an abashed smile. "I didn't want to obligate you," he said softly. "You're not getting
away from me that easily," she asserted. "I insist on taking you to dinner." He felt a surge of rage, but he
masked it, not wanting to attract attention. "That's very nice of you, but I don't want to impose. Besides, I
need a shower. I'll get one at my studio and call you later." "I can go with you. I'd love to see your
paintings." He thought quickly. "My studio is way out in Brooklyn and I share it with another artist. We're
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not allowed to bring anyone there." Then she had the most daring impulse of her life. "You can shower at
my hotel." He mentally gritted his teeth, beginning to regret that he had tried to spare her. "Let's go," he
said and offered her his arm.
They walked north on the Avenue of the Americas, both lost in their own thoughts, hers much
gentler than his, until they passed Radio City Music Hall. "I always wanted to see the Rockettes," she
said. "Did you ever see them?" "No," he muttered, aggravated further by her sweet simplicity. A few
minutes later they reached her hotel, a non-descript pile of brick and concrete without any redeeming
architectural value. The doorman nodded politely and opened the door for them. As they passed through
the lobby, the desk clerk called: "Good afternoon, Ms. Jensen," and Maryann cheerfully replied: "Hi,
there." Chris knew that if he did anything to her he might be identified later, so when they got to the
elevator he said coldly: "I can't do this. I've got to go." He turned and walked away, and behind him he
heard her start to cry. His last thought about her as he obliterated her from his mind was that she'd never
know how lucky she was that she had only shed tears, rather than blood.
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Not in Daylight Chapter 2

The

C.W. Bigelow

shower spray sent a pleasant, fresh verdant aroma into the bedroom and Betty
Benson woke abruptly, sliding on the silk sheets. Irritated and angry, she
wrestled with her pillow, tossing to her left, then to her right, finally giving up
on further sleep. Strong avenues of sun floated through the floor to ceiling

windows overlooking the circular drive outside that led to the stables of cars.
Refusing to open her eyes despite realizing it was time to rise, dress and be on her way to the
office, she stretched her arms above her head, tightened her stomach muscles, stirring warmth that spilled
slowly at first before rushing hotly from her loins and she frowned. It had been four years since she woke
fulfilled, without this now all too familiar, constant gnawing need. Automatically she reached down as
she spread her legs, flattening her feet against one another, feeling the tug of her calf muscles and began
slowly exploring her damp pubic curls – tugging and twisting – shuddering and catching her breath,
before flipping her engorged clitoris between her forefinger and her thumb. Legs now spread as wide as
possible, her feet reaching to the opposite edges of the bed, feeling the muscles of her inner thighs twinge
and rebel. Eyes clenched shut, she yanked and pulled, thrusting and sliding, swimming with memories of
him repeatedly thrusting in and out of her, vibrant shudders that caused spasms over her total body with
each deep plunge as she violently grasped his tight shoulder muscles, bracing herself, mouth wrenched
with agony of need, providing leverage with which to receive his rapid thrusts, sliding so deeply into her
she swore she could feel him in her stomach. All finally culminating in torrid hip-thrusts and clenched
teeth yelps just as the shower stopped. Heart pounding, sweat running down her brow and from her
stomach across her pelvis, she gasped for air, tasting the salt on her wet upper lip, wondering if she had
screamed, but not really caring. Before climbing naked from her bed, she cleaned herself with the sheets,
reaching her sheet-covered fingers deep inside, sending a final shiver up her spine.
Standing tall, though a bit weak-kneed in front of her floor length mirror she examined her thirtyfive-year-old body, as was her habit each morning. Wrinkles were a bane to her pleasure goals, realizing
that without maintaining her shape, she’d be left with no alternative but to service herself regularly, or at
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best end up down the road with some man her own age, who ultimately would fail her. In Harborville,
even all her money wasn’t getting her what she needed. She cupped her breasts, holding them higher,
before letting them drop. A slight smile formed on her full lips, her capped white teeth barely peeking
through. They didn’t drop, still standing pert against just a slight bit of extra padding of flesh around her
ribcage. Hardly a paunch in the middle. An hour a day at the country club’s fitness center enabled her to
keep her shape. Her real estate business, though not necessary for her survival, kept her mind sharp and
kept her social calendar busy.
George was better than nothing, but he wasn’t what she had hoped for when she began seeing
him. He hadn’t delivered the satisfaction she hoped, the constant, overwhelming satisfaction she was
once used to and so desperately needed and unfortunately had taken for granted for so long.
“Mother, I had a fight with a deer last night on the way home.”
Betty turned to the door, not at all alarmed. She was used to her daughter’s intrusions. They were
regular occurrences in her life and though at times irritating, were more often than not entertaining. “And
who was the victor, Krista?”
Willowy, with waist length blonde hair framing her square face, she gave a convoluted wince, her
round blue eyes squinting just as she had practiced. “You’ll see. Suffice it to say I’ll be taking the ‘Vette
today,” she smiled as she did a quick pirouette and disappeared, her long, shining, blonde hair trailing
behind and the last thing Betty saw.
It was another small inconvenience. Add it to the list. She tried her best to ignore it. She had
people to take care of incidents like this. The less she worried, the less she aged. But handling it no longer
was as easy as it once was. At one time, she could handle inconveniences with more patience, possessing
the wherewithal to deal with them immediately without worry. Things had changed since George arrived.
She turned to the window and peered into the wide parking area off the circle in front of the 10car garage. The left front headlight of the racing green ’52 MG-TD was smashed deeply into the hood
like a set of front teeth punched into a mouth. A red stain sat like a puddle on the mangled metal, its wet
gleam still evident. Her own Jaguar sat next to the damaged classic MG.
She watched Krista glide across the driveway, each stride confident, long and smooth. That was
her body years ago. Which Corvette would she take, the red or the white? Dan had collected them and
owned as many as ten vintage models before he died. It was easy to sell them off. They were never hers.
Krista loved the two that were left, so she let her keep them.
Her long, lean daughter bent low, then with a flip of her wrist shot the white garage door sliding
up and back, revealing the red 1957 model. Dan claimed it was arguably one of history’s most significant
Corvette’s, and she always got a kick out of the low, wide grill that appeared like a shit-eaten grin. She
smiled – a hollow gap in her chest. There were times she missed Dan.
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“Should I keep the shower going?”
A last glimpse at her breasts and she entered the bathroom. Hardly noticing the man climbing
from the shower stall, she let him squeeze by before entering.
The hot darts of water massaged her back and she felt weakness in her knees. It was the weakness
she used to feel after making love.
“Maybe I’ll see you at the club later,” George called as he left the bathroom without waiting for
her reply. “That was nice last night,” he called over his shoulder.
“Yep,” she lied as she ran the bar of soap over her breasts. She didn’t climb out until she heard
his car drive off.
~
Winding along Lakeshore Road, past the mansions inhabited for generations by Chicago residents
who came to summer along Lake Michigan – she stopped at the traffic light at the Red Arrow Highway.
To her left, just one hundred yards down the highway, a faded sign hovered 100 feet high above
the maple trees, visible for miles from down south and up north on the highway. As was her habit, though
she was aware of its presence, she made a conscious effort not to look at it.
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Out of Love

Jenny's

Stevie Nichole
face was cold from the snowy air, making Ethan's lips feel like fire as
he kissed her cheek. He burned a trail along her cheekbone, curving
down until he reached her earlobe. She gasped when she felt the soft
press of teeth, the heat of his mouth as he nibbled and sucked. Her

palms moved up his chest, fingers curling around his shoulders, her head leaning to the side to allow him
more space to her throat. His kisses tickled and teased along her pulse, making her heart beat faster and
her stomach flutter with excitement. His calloused fingertips pressed her scarf lower, teeth returning ever
so lightly to the newly exposed skin. It wasn't cold like the rest of her face had been, it had been warmed
beneath her cozy, fuzzy scarf. Still, Ethan's mouth was hot as a flame to her skin, faint pink marks left in
its wake.
The snow crunched under Jenny's boots, pointed toe digging into the slippery floor and her hands
bracing to his chest for support. His wide hands smoothed up her back, over her coat, flat palms pressing
to her waist to keep her pulled tight. The ghost of his breath on her jaw sent a shiver down her spine
unrelated to the winter cold, a slow wave a warmth swirling around her and dizzying her head. Her hands
moved, sliding up to gently cradle his face, gloved fingertips wishing to feel his skin but too hurried to
remove her gloves and touch him. She had to settle on her lips to do the touching, to explore Ethan's face
now that it was her turn. Every inch was kissed, his cheeks, forehead, bridge of his nose. She saved his
lips for last, savoring the way they fit together, the tinted gloss on hers making them stick a little instead
of moving smoothly against each other. His appreciative hum didn't sound a bit bothered by it, though.
“We should stop.” He murmured, his hands still on her back despite his words.
“I know.” Jenny breathed against his lips, letting her hands slip back down to his chest instead of
his face.
“Someone might see.” Ethan's hands slipped upwards again, gently running along her arms and to
her shoulders.
“Anyone could pass by.” Her lips brushed his as she spoke, still close enough to touch, just short
of kissing.
“Your dad'll kill me if you get caught.”
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Nodding, Jenny didn't bother replying, her mouth pulling in a sly smirk. One hand eased up to his
cheek again, leaning to tuck her face under his chin, against his tattered coat. He was right, of course he
was. Or so he thought he was, anyways. A crime boss' daughter and a police chief's son would be a
dangerous relationship; if she wasn't playing him. Which she was, of course. Half keep your friends close
and enemies closer, half trying to get a sort of behind-enemy-lines thing going on. Find out what the cops
knew, who they were talking to, learn what his father was up to. Keep tabs on them by making him fall
for her and tell her everything. Of course, that's all it was. She was just playing her part, playing it pretty
damn great.
She just had to remind herself of that now and then.
Which proved a challenge when she was lying across the fur rug in her living room, Ethan's face
buried between her legs and sending her body into a shuddering tremble. Her hands tightened into fists on
the rug, her thighs shaking and head lulled back in pleasure. It was entirely too easy for her to lose herself
to the sensations, to let her head get clouded with the way he made her feel and ignore her whole reason
to be there. It was frightening how much of it wasn't exactly acting, how much was more than lust...
Thighs tightened against either side of his head as his mouth worked her clit, tongue pressing into
her and his hands tight on her hips. Jenny lifted a hand to his hair, palm resting against his head and trying
to keep him firmly in place as her body writhed, the other hand finding it's way to her chest, to her nipple.
Ethan was skilled with his lips, his tongue, the way his mouth worked her body drove her insane. But it
wasn't what his mouth did to her body, it was more what his words did to her soul. It made it harder and
harder to remember what she was supposed to be doing.
Jenny had invited him over simply to press him for any new information, find out if they had
anything to worry about. But once he'd gotten there and was holding her, kissing her lips, petting her hair
affectionately and whispering how he adored her, she had to shut him up. The way he spoke to her, the
way his words made her feel, she didn't think she'd be able to hold out for long before her emotions were
all screwy too. She didn't love Ethan, she didn't even like him! For fucksake, it was a job like any other
job. Why did his big brown eyes undo her so easily, then?
Her orgasm hit harder than she anticipated, having been a little distracted with her concerning
thoughts. Both hands were in his hair, a little to keep him there to ride out the orgasm, a little to try
pushing him back when the sensations were overwhelming. Her legs jerked, toes curled, knees trying to
draw in together as her stomach flexed. Ethan's hands were on her like a tornado of touching, over her
thighs, hips, stomach; rubbing, grabbing, pulling at her eagerly for more. His pawing made her tremble
again, made her heart race, unable to keep from being caught up in the emotions at being desired so badly.
Of course people had desired her before, people wanted her so badly they begged and pleaded for
her touch. But it was so different with him. His need bubbled over the brim, filled up through his eyes,
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splashed across his face in the sweetest, most genuine way. It wasn't just a need to fuck her, a want to be
on her boy. Ethan's was a desire to stroke her hair, to make her smile, to hear her laughter hushed between
them during their stolen moments together. His hope was for something more than physical, something
more than she should give to him.
Anger pulsed through her thanks to her thoughts, and she covered it in hotter burning passion.
She pulled him up to her by the hair, allowed his mouth to travel her skin, let him dip his tongue along her
stomach and chest. One of his hands danced along her side, followed the curves of her body, groped her
breast eagerly. His mouth was on her nipple and it slowed her tugging, made her pause just short of
pushing him over. Jenny let him tease her skin, his teeth ever so tenderly on her nipple, tongue flicking
over the nub until she couldn't take the way it made her shudder.
Her hand yanked his head back, watching the heavy way his eyelids blinked at her, the way his
reddened lips pulled into a small, fond smile. It made her heart skip a beat. Which in turn made her push
him over, shove him onto his back so she could get up on him, straddling his hips. Her hands pressed to
his chest, pinned him down as she leaned over him. Ethan's expression didn't change, he still smiled to
her, looked at her in that adoring way of his. So, like any rational person, she kissed him deeply to keep
from looking at that damn smile any longer.
His hands were on her hips after she'd settled on him fully, his cock buried deep and his body
shaking like a leaf. He'd been so worked up from pleasuring her that he seemed wound to the point of
breaking with arousal. Her lips left his so she could explore his jaw, his neck, leaving a light mark over
his pulse as it quickened. She moved her hips eagerly, needy despite the orgasm she'd just had. Maybe she
just wanted to linger in the simple pleasure of her body rutting against his. It was easier. That was, until
she heard the whispered confession of 'I love you' that made Jenny's body stop all movement
immediately, though Ethan didn't seem to have noticed he said a thing at all.
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Orpheus’ lodge

The

Nik Fonos
words ‘Nothing can happen,’ detonated in his head like a mosquito buzzing
over his ear. He sat next to her in that dark airless jazz club, gasping in the
dense meld of sound, perfume, beer and body sweat. He wanted to feel the
cold again.

“It’s a greenhouse in here,” his lips sputtered in her ear.
She nodded, pretending to hear, but not hearing.
Marcus Strickland’s tenor was a sad train in the distance, Charles Haynes’ drum raps, beats and
brushes, the leaves and stones, and Keyon Harrold’s trumpet a galactic plea, and while Kyle Miles’
compacted bass riffs weaved Mitch Henry’s piano silk threads.
The scotch, the speed, the joints and the fatigue colluded against any splinter of responsibility
embedded in his middle-aged body.
He turned to look at her again, her eyes closed, lips just parted, she moved to the sound, her long
fingers rapped her left knee.
Twenty-five years ago it was the so-called ‘wrong time’. She was twenty-two, aspirational, and
he was thirty in pain and out to burn everything while running away from Adelaide.
Over the last year her work brought her to Melbourne once a month. She was recently divorced.
They began to share coffees and lunches, they talked politics, art, Hellenism, and dropped names of
people from the past he hardly knew then.
The first time he saw her since 1992 her olive skin was still tight around her angular face. His
stomach tightened.
They kissed and hugged like old friendly acquaintances.
“I like your hair short,” he said. Age had carved out mild crow’s-feet at the edges of her large
dark Sephardic eyes.
“You have an androgynous quality.”
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“I can satisfy my homoerotic fantasies at the same time,” he said.
“Yeah, like a boy, I can do that,” she replied.
She was polite about her ex-husband, she was graceful and from a ‘good family’, dignity always
at the forefront.
“He’d sneak around the house as though he didn’t belong there, like it wasn’t his house,” she
said.
She showed him photos of her children, both under 10-years-old, a boy and a girl.
“I make sure he has access, but I feel better when the kids are with me, but it is good thought to have
some time…” she explained her life to him, the last 25 years, as best she could and he did the same.
He showed her photos of his wife and his son. The photos were his lifejacket.
“Wow, she’s so beautiful,” she said and meant it.
“He’ll break hearts,” she said about his 14-year-old son in his college uniform.
As time went on and when they met more regularly, their conversations became increasingly
fastened to sexual clarifications, they slowly created an unprinted code. The first time, the day the pin was
pulled, he was giving her a lift to the airport.
“What would you do if I took my cock out while driving?” he asked.
The words stumbled out, he wanted to pull them back into his mouth yet his cock was hardening.
“It’s hard to jump out at 100km per hour and I have a plane to catch,” she said.
Nothing was said of it again in the next 25 minutes on the freeway, words died like moths crushed to dust,
like the shells of dead insects behind old cupboards. Over time it slowly befitted an obsession for him and
game for her. Their meetings were solid meth hits, chem-fuck fantasies that never came to fruition.
The quintet was frenetic, twists and turns, cacophonic expansions covered by moody shrouds.
The sound turned the tap on in his head. He turned and looked at her, she smiled.
His mind flickered with images of her naked bent over in front of him but for a pair of Spanish boots
she’d bought the day earlier.
“Hey you ok?
“Do you want to leave?” she asked.
“No, enjoy… I got to…get some air… there’s only 30 minutes to go,” he said.
He went out, took in a deep breath, the icy Melbourne winter air froze his lungs; a nascent
emphysema cough the chorus of his thoughts.
A dopamine rush, a deep drag of his cigarette and he thought of her mouth, what it may taste like.
He finished his cigarette took the final gulp of whisky; burned his gullet, and warmed his empty
stomach.
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The gig ended the lights went on and normality exposed the mainly white prostrated audience,
some university children; girls in forlorn faces and op-shop cocktail dresses; boys in ankle-freezer suits,
beards and English flap caps.
“I’ll walk you to your hotel” he said.
“It’s fantastic position, thanks for that, a street from the club… they were amazing…
transformative,” she said.
It sounded warm, honest to him.
He wanted to hold her, just take her face with his hands and kiss her on the lips, then the eyes,
then back on the lips.
Instead as they strolled to the hotel, words froze in their breaths.
“It was great to have you here,” he said.
“I loved it…well we have much to say and nothing to say,” she hugged him.
He felt the small of her back.
“Shall I come in for something? A drink?” he asked.
“Come we’ll have a scotch and a cigarette, then you leave,” she said.
It was a small ‘boutique’ hotel, one queen size bed in a tiny room, the décor a banal caramel and
vanilla. She poured them a scotch.
“Let’s go in the bathroom, put the fan on and have a cigarette,” she said.
She sat on the toilet cover and he leaned on the basin sharing a cigarette. Moments of dense
silence built a dedicatory to lust.
She moved her hand to his fly, unzipped it, slid her hand in and felt for his cock. Semi-erect, his
cock filled as she played with it. She took her hand out moved back, lit another cigarette and stared at
him.
The speed and alcohol made his skin lift, he caught a glimpse of himself in the mirror, a man in
his 50s with a semi-erect cock in his ink blue chinos; in flagrante.
She dragged on the cigarette then opened her legs pulled her panties to one side and began to play
with her pussy.
“Can you please unbutton your shirt and let me lick your nipples?” she asked distant and nicely,
as though asking him to pass over a paper napkin.
He lowered his chest over her face and she sucked on one of his nipples. He moved his right hand
to her pussy and inserted his finger then another.
“Put more in…” her breath shortened and her face grimaced.
“Tell me how many…” she said.
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“Three, four… you’re so wet, my god,” he said impressed at seeking his fingers moving in and
out of her pussy so effortlessly.
He stopped, moved down to his knees and embedded his face in her saturated pussy and ushered
his middle finger into her anus.
She heated up, tightened, his face and mouth flooded with her pussy juices, pubic hair, with the
smell of earth and death, with all that begins and ends.
She froze then a few seconds later surrendered, “Oh fuck, …of fuck… no… my body feels so
…so slack…I needed this” she said, “such a long time”.
“Now play with yourself,” she said, “come whenever you want and wherever you want,” she
kissed him.
He played with himself while her mouth alternated between his cock and his nipples.
“I’ll come…” he gasped.
Her mouth hovered over his cock then cupped it as he came.
She tasted his salty cum and then kissed him with parted lips.
They fixed themselves, had another cigarette, finished their cheap hotel scotch and talked about
stuff, like nothing happened.
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An Unexpected Nightmare

Valery

Jason Constantine Ford
looked at herself in the mirror and realized that this was the first
day that she could see her reflection without being overcome with
fear since being hidden in isolation from the outside world. She
was starting to look at herself as a survivor, as a woman who

could overcome adversity and keep her character intact. Three months ago, she was a member of a sect
known as the Children of Tomorrow until she fell out with them. They were the main syndicate in
Australia for the trading of hallucinogenic drugs. They were also a cult who regularly practiced black
magic. One day, Valery failed to follow one of the daily requirements of this sect which was the duty of
performing a spell under the influence of magic mushrooms. Rupert Windsor, the grand wizard of the
Children of Tomorrow could detect how Valery failed to perform one of her key duties. Valery
remembered the way she was disciplined. As this memory became clearer to her current level of
consciousness, she took a step back from the mirror and looked away. In the space of a few moments, it
became too hard for her to even look at her own reflection. Although she was plagued with a fear of
facing up to the reality of her past, she took consolation in knowing that she was successful in escaping
the Children of Tomorrow. In the weeks following her punishment, Valery realized that her status among
the sect was becoming worse.
She knew of past cases of members who were killed for open defiance of Rupert’s authority and
feared the possibility that she could be killed also. Three months ago, she devised a strategy to escape
from the main residence which housed aspiring wizards in the suburb of Mount Lawley in Western
Australia. She contacted a friend called Louise and arranged to be picked up and taken to her house after
midnight. For the past three months, she stayed inside Louise’s house without any contact with the
outside world including all her other friends and members of her family. After a month of police searches
and public announcements of Valery Brunswick being a missing person, her family and her other friends
gave up hope that she was still alive with the exception of her mum who clung to the belief that she was a
survivor. As Valery came to grips with the reality of being cut off from the outside world, the guilt of
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living a constant lie was making her unhappy. She was uncomfortable about the fact that Louise was
being used to spread a belief among many people that she was no longer alive. Despite this guilt, her
desire to stay alive was the most important thing to her. She feared the possibility that if she went to
family members and friends who were known to the Children of Tomorrow, she could be tracked down.
As each second was passing by, her sense of guilt became stronger than her fears about the sect. Louise
entered the bathroom and was immediately aware of a change in Valery’s emotional state.
“You don’t look well. Are you sure you want to continue on with this?”
“No, this is becoming too much for me. I don’t think I’m going to stay here much longer.” Valery
responded.
“Where do you plan to go?”
“I’ll contact my mum. I have to see her again. I can’t continue stressing her out like this.”
“Are you sure you want to do this?”
“Yes, I’m hoping that I’ve made the right decision.”
“You realize that you’re taking a risk?”
“Yes, it’s a risk I’m willing to take.”
Shortly after that, Valery contacted her mum and informed her that she was still alive. Valery
gave her a full explanation of the situation that she was in and her mum made a promise that she would
not let anyone else know about her revelation.
After reaching the central underground train station in Perth, Valery tagged off her transport card
on the electronic scanner and realized that she did not have enough credit to reach her mum’s house in
Claremont. She checked the prices for a one-way ticket to Claremont. A standard fare was twelve credits
while a concession fare was only three credits. Valery opted for a concession fare using the spare
concession card of Louise under the identity of Louise Jones. She logged onto one of the interactive fare
machines and scanned Louise’s concession card on it. An image appeared on the screen of a clenched
hand being opened up and extending its fingers out to expose a palm. There was one feature of the hand
that distinguished it from an ordinary hand. The hand was not attached to a wrist. It was a separate entity
of itself. Words appeared on the screen. ‘Please Provide Your Fingerprints’. A fingerprint examination
slot came out of the machine just below the screen. Valery turned away from the screen for a few seconds
as memories were coming back to her of how she was punished by Rupert Windsor. She remembered the
synthetic hand that was animated by Rupert’s magic and how it repeatedly struck her across the face. In
her confusion, Valery stood in front of the machine without moving while two other people waited behind
her. The man directly behind her became frustrated.
“What are you doing?” He asked. Valery did not say anything. The man resumed speaking. “I’ve
got another train to catch. Are you going to buy a ticket or just stand there?”
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“Don’t worry about it. I’ll get my concession card and go.”
Valery removed Louise’s concession card from the machine and walked away. She purchased a
standard fare from one of the sales assistants and waited for the next train to Claremont. As she was
waiting, Valery noticed that the man who was annoyed with her at the machine was also catching the
same train as her. He approached her and blew bubble gum a few inches away from her face. Valery
reacted by turning away in the other direction. The man continued to blow bubble gum. A robotic security
guard became aware of the situation and grabbed hold of the man and dragged him away as he was
screaming out in front of other patrons. As the man was removed from the platform, a light flashed from
one of the security cameras. The flash was in the direction of Valery and not that of the man. Valery could
not understand why this was the case.
*
The trip from the central train station to Claremont was followed by a short walk to her mum’s
house. Arriving at her mum’s house, she was greeted with hug and let in. Her mum led her from the foyer
to the lounge room where she took a family portrait of her husband, Valery and herself when Valery was
a child of only three years.
“Every day, I’ve been looking at this picture wondering where you were.”
“I’m sorry I caused you all this grief.” Valery said.
“Don’t worry about it. You’re here, that’s what matters to me. How long do you plan to stay?”
“I’ll stay with you tonight and head back to Louise’s place tomorrow.”
Valery’s mum noticed the scar on the left of her face. “What happened to you?”
“Before I ran away, the Grand Wizard punished me.”
Valery’s mum responded to this by closing all the blinds in the lounge room. She resumed her
conversation with Valery in a low voice. “I’ve heard reports from a friend of your father in the police
force that a criminal organization has infiltrated the security camera system of the Perth Railway
Network. Did you use a train to make it here?”
“Yes.”
“If a member of the Children of Tomorrow were to gain access to CCTV on the rail lines and
obtain a picture of you, that sect could track you down. Many new CCTVs have a tendency to zoom in on
people with scars and external tattoos. One of those cameras could have zoomed in on you.”
“Oh, my goodness. You’re right.” Valery remembered the flash from one of the security cameras
at the central train station. “What do you think I should do?”
“You need to stay here until I can organize something. I’ll be going out to buy a special kind of
makeup that hides scars. You’re going to use this make up. After the scar is completely hidden, I’ll drive
you to Louise’ place.”
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“I think the cellar would be the safest place for me.”
“Yes, you’ll have to go there for your own safety. I’ll go to the shop now and come back as soon
as I can.”
Valery embraced her mum once again, removed a mat from the floor, opened a door and entered
the cellar before closing it behind her. She turned on a light and sat down. There was a mirror in front of
her. She gazed at the scar on the left side of her face. Memories of walking through the Perth
Underground Subway were coming back to her. Images of robot guards and security cameras were
flickering through her head.
*
Valery carefully read through the instruction booklet for the application of artificial skin on a
person’s face. Before arriving back home, her mum explained to her that she was unable to find any
brands of makeup that were capable of hiding scars. As this was the case, her only other choice was to
buy artificial skin from the black market. The instructions booklet for the artificial skin claimed that
Valery would be required to dampen the skin with water and then mold it to the features of her face. The
approximate time for skin dampening was a quarter of an hour while that for molding the skin on her face
would be three quarters of an hour. Valery handed the booklet to her mum.
“I’ll try to get it done as quickly as I can.”
“Can you give me a ring when you’re finished?”
“Yes, that’s what I’ll do.”
Valery’s mum proceeded from the cellar to the lounge room where she heard the door bell
ringing. Entering the foyer, she opened a curtain to look through a window to the right of the front door.
Nobody could be seen. She opened the door and saw a young of girl who would have been between three
and four years of age.
“What are you doing here? A child like you shouldn’t be roaming the street alone.”
“I need you to help me find my parents.”
“How can I find your parents? I don’t even know who they are.”
“I’ll show you a picture. You may know them.”
The girl took out a picture of a young man and a young woman and showed them to Valery’s
mum. For a split second, the images appeared to devolve to skeletal like human beings before returning to
the way they previously were. Valery’s mum was briefly shocked and was lost in thought for several
seconds. After regaining her senses, she realized that the child had disappeared. She closed the door and
turned around to see the child standing in the foyer. A few dried mushrooms were on the floor while
another one was in a hand of the child. A grey vapor was coming out the mushroom which the child held.
Valery’s mum was starting to feel dizzy as she looked at the child. After a few seconds, she fell down on
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the floor unconscious. The child searched through her pockets and found a wallet. She opened the wallet
and looked through its contents which included a driver’s license and credit cards. The identity of the
cards was that of Belinda Brunswick, the mother of Valery Brunswick. The child made a search through
the house and could not find Valery. She took out her mobile phone and rang Rupert Windsor.
“Hello, have you made it into the house?” Rupert asked.
“Yes, I’m already here,” The Child answered
“Is there anyone there?”
“I found Belinda but there’s no sign of Valery. What should I do?”
“I’ll send you a picture that was taken from a train that Valery travelled on. You’ll need to print
out the picture and use your spells to find out where she could be. She shouldn’t be too far away.”
“I’ll do what you said. Bye, bye.”
“Bye, bye.”
The Child opened the email service on her phone, downloaded the picture of Valery and
connected her phone to a portable hand held printer. She closely observed the image in front of her eyes
and printed it. The scar on the left side of Valery’s face brought back memories from the past. The Child
remembered being present at the ritual where Valery was being punished and had strong memories of her
being cut from a blow that was delivered by a synthetic hand. She placed the picture on a table and took
out a wand. She began chanting spells. In a matter of seconds, a hand appeared above the picture of
Valery. It pointed in two directions as the child was walking out of the foyer. First, it pointed west toward
the lounge room, removed its index finger from a pointing position, where it was paused before resuming
a pointing position of its index finger, down towards the ground. The Child took the picture and placed it
on a table in the lounge room. The hand reappeared and pointed directly at a mat that was on the floor.
The Child removed the mat and discovered a door leading down into a cellar. She opened the door and
saw Valery looking at her. The Child took out a dried mushroom and threw it at Valery. It landed on her
face and she fell down on her backside. As she was on the floor, vapors came out of the mushroom and
ascended toward her face. Valery became dizzy and fell asleep.
*
Valery woke up to find herself at an intersecting point of an underground cavern. There were
three passageways for her to take; one to her left, one to her right and one behind her. She turned around
and decided to take the path behind her. Along this path, there were mirrors on both sides and not one of
them was providing a reflection of Valery. Everything in the passageway except Valery was being
reflected. She placed her hands in front of her and her presence appeared to be real. She used her hands to
touch her shoulders, torso and thighs as she was walking. As Valery was trying to come to grips with the
presence of mirrors which were working contrary to her senses, she reached the conclusion that the
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mirrors must have been magical. She put her hand out to touch one of the mirrors. After making contact
with it, an image of her appeared. It was a real image of herself with one specific feature standing out
among the rest. Her scar on the left side of her face was almost twice as big as it was before. Seeing the
scar at an enlarged size, filled her with an even greater desire to have it hidden. She checked her pockets
and discovered that the artificial skin which she had before was gone. Suddenly a small infant girl could
be seen coming out of the mirror. It was that same girl who witnessed her being tortured by a synthetic
hand and was also the one who found her in the cellar of her mum’s house.
“Where am I?” Valery asked.
“You’re in a place of punishment,” the girl responded.
“Why am I here?”
“You betrayed the Children of Tomorrow and must be punished.”
“How can you punish me? You’re only a child.”
“You’re a fool to think the way you do. I can do many things you could never do.”
“Like what?”
“I can get a synthetic hand to punish you again.”
After saying these words, a synthetic hand appeared behind the back of the child. It was pointing
directly at Valery. Valery reacted by running in the opposite direction from where she was going. She
reached the intersecting point and turned to her left. She took a brief look back and the hand was still
following her. She passed through an archway into a cavern that was filled with many mannequins that
were either standing or spread out on the ground. The other end of the cavern did not have any doors or
passageways to pass through. Valery was persuaded that her only option would be to use a mannequin or
a part of a mannequin to fend off the synthetic hand. She grabbed hold of a mannequin and placed it in
front of her as a protective shield. The hand responded by gripping the mannequin by the neck and
hurling it across the cavern. The hand formed itself into a clenched position. It swung a punch at Valery’s
face and connected on her left cheekbone before pulling back to its original position. Valery fell to the
ground from the impact of the punch. She was also bleeding on the side of her face where the scar was.
The hand resumed it punishment by punching Valery in the face and the body. Valery tried to cover
herself from the punches but was unsuccessful. The hand continued punching, again and again.
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The Snail Trail

The

T.H. Cayne
night was quiet.

It had rained during a couple of hours, and now the path was moist. The air smelled like wet

earth, and tiny drops of rain kept falling from the Douglas firs on the stones near the path. Bohduh had
waited all day for the rain to come, and the night to fall. Usually he waited in the firs, deep inside, feeling
protected. He never slept, because the monsters were everywhere, always. But The Unspoken only
appeared during the light, and they were worse.
He often tried to remember his age, to estimate time, but could never do it. What he did
remember, was his parents. How they sent him to the path, alone, in fear, to forage in the large space of
sounds and moves which he'd never seen before that very night. He had lived in the firs forever, and liked
its dark protection. He could observe silent weaving spiders for hours, and hear the winds outside. But he
knew that his parents wanted him to reach out into the open.
How he heard their soft and old grey voices when he went out there. How that was the last proof
of their existence.
This was many nights ago.
He greeted a birch while passing by. The birch was asleep and did not notice.
❦
Bohduh met Koohduk on the edge of the path and the firs, far away from the two ends. He
already knew from the slime trail that this night, Koohduk would be his companion. He was silent, as
usual, and just nodded to Bohduh, as if to show his appreciation for his buddy's arrival. He was grazing
from a patch of fern moss which grew on the cobblestones of the path. As it had rained that evening,
many were out there. And many wouldn't see the next moon, as they all knew. He noticed a rabbit not far
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from where he was, but that was just fine. Rabbits weren't interested in his kind, and even if they came
closer than usual, they were always ever so nice.
(When he was smaller, Bohduh used to think he was one of them. He often tried to communicate
with them through patient words and kind songs, only to find out much later that their furry eyes appeared
to be ears.)
(He still had no clue if a rabbit actually had eyes.)
(Anyway.)
❦
The fact that there was utter silence and darkness was a good sign - The Unspoken came in bright
noisy light. It made Bohduh think of dark stories. About the dust which ate them inside out, sometimes by
the dozens. It called upon you, and you just could not resist. He remembered stories about silent
screaming and twitching bodies, and of the smell, and the Laurel green foam. Nothing remaining
eventually except the empty shells. Suddenly he heard the distant screeching of an owl. He shivered and
tried to think of something else. The trail was their curse, he knew. Since the beginning of times, the
slime trail betrayed them, but they could not help producing it. They needed it to move to the path. To eat.
To graze. And everything just happened so fast.
His kind could not cope with the world because of its terrible pace. Clouds drifted by in a blink,
insects ran you over, and just when it had rained quite a bit, the sun dried the landscape before you even
started to feed. It was a drag. But also redemption, for they lived closer to the pace of all creation than any
other animal. They were the only kind that saw the plants grow, talked to trees and observed the whisper
of time itself. But not at little cost. He knew his night would come eventually. They all started to die from
the moment they were born, more than any other being in existence.
They were born in Purgatory. The other animals died in it.
❦
Bohduh listened to Koohduk's silent grazing. How he loved that sound. They all did. It was the
sound of comfort and coherence. It was the whispering of unity. When they grazed at rainy nights on the
mosses of the path, they became a single organism which was older and perhaps stronger than The
Unspoken, and then the whispers slowly filled the air. They became the mystic trail – an echo in which he
could speak to his forefathers, a gaze through which the experience of the ancient could be felt. A force
that only they, still, controlled.
Although the memory of his parents and friends was terribly vague, once he was part of the trail,
he could go back to the times when The Unspoken still had to be excremated from the damps of
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evolution. In ancient times, the force of the trail was so intense, that no praying bird, rodent or stone
marten was stupid enough to even come near any of its projections. But now, his people were dying. Still,
he had heard (or at least imagined) that once every so often, small animals such as shrews came close, and
had disappeared in the whispers when strong individuals such as Koohduk were still around. But even
Koohduk seemed to become tired of the thin thin thin trail. And only old eagle-owls and old trees still
seemed to know about the face of the trail. (Sometimes Bohduh suspected that bees also knew about the
trail - smart as they were, young bees often flew by them with great interest, talking to each other in their
funny little language, while observing them slow beings in ever such sharp care.)
❦
Slowly the sounds of animals got silenced by the murmurs - tiny little drops of whisper that they
produced while grazing – wghhi – wghhi – ...
Slowly the mere mortals forgot where they were, and closed their eyes for the trail that started to
form around them, from within. Not one of them moved now, the birches listening to this strange peculiar
play. And slowly, a first almost unnoticeable mist arose from the ground on down, becoming more
massive by the second. The dense fog colored the cobblestone path like a damp white ghostly blanket,
only to sneak further between the houses, the garden parks, the forest and the meadows, the willows. The
animals backed down, The Unspoken stayed in, no monsters dared to come out of their dark stinky cages
of rotten sound and violence. (The Unspoken could die in these mists, it was known.)
Then the fog started to reach even further in this landscape, through the veins of time, to the
distant voices of the forefathers and foremothers. The anger of the wind got isolated by a force of silence,
only to come back when they would be long gone. His father spoke to him, he smelled his mother's
delicate smell of dried chestnuts and wet earth – he was not afraid now. But much faster than in the
ancient times when much bigger animals roamed these whereabouts, the trail could not hold their
presence anymore, the fog dissipating to the moist earth into the nothingness of his being so dreadfully
lonely.
Could he ever be a part of this feeble organism? Would he ever leave his friends and kin without
the fear, because he had to? He hoped so.
❦
Koohduk was the strangest and strongest being he ever met. And his deepest friend. A dark and
large animal, Koohduk was the only one he knew that was not born in the firs - in fact, it was because of
him that the fir tribes knew that there still were others – "nomads" – living elsewhere. The trail was not
strong enough anymore to tell them that (or to remember). Maybe the nomads was what it lacked.
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Koohduk had a large scar on the right hand side of his shell, due to a fight with some kind of small bird. It
must have taken him ages to fix the damage.
Somewhere nearby there was the peeping sound of a male toad looking for mating partners.
Koohduk was not a talker - rather, he was a thinker, not afraid of the choice of destinies which
was offered to them, having beaten the ancient laws so many times. Koohduk did not talk at all that night.
His way of showing his friendship to Bohduh was not sending him away, and letting him do some small
talk. In fact, he enjoyed these evenings very much, and relieved a "grumpff" now and then to express
this.
His strange name, not at all as common as Bohduh's, came from an old and forgotten dialect
from the North, but Bohduh did not know what its meaning was.
He imagined it to be a courageous name. A brave old word.
❦
He crawled back to the firs, before the dryness of the afterdawn in this season could overwhelm
him. He asked Koohduk to join him, but Koohduk was not there anymore. Only an echo, and his last
slime print. A single tear dropped from one of Bohduh’s eyes. This sudden sadness. This pain. This.
He hadn't even noticed when the tawny owl had grabbed Koohduk, and crushed his flesh with its
oh so deadly claws in a split second. But what he did see was pieces of shell, and the terrible sight of a
single piece of warm flesh.
And he feared he heard a very faint cry, somewhere in the heart of the trail.
❦
It was a cold night, and the air was filled with millions of raindrops. He was alone now most of
the time. The others did not speak to him anymore since Koohduk disappeared in thin air. They were
afraid, as if he was infected with the dust. He decided not to bother, but did not succeed at all in doing
that. He had cried many nights over his loss, and just felt like the loneliest being in existence. It was as if
this great sadness had come over him, and he couldn't control it - even more: he did not want to. Only in
the whispers and the trail could he still sense Koohduk, or the many others which had passed, and left. He
cried again. Tired of being afraid, of knowing, of not being able. After Koohduk, there was no sleep
anymore. Bohduh just sat there, night after night after night after night after night after night after night
after night, buried deep in his shell, waiting. For the end of dandelions. For the end of anything. Life was
not a choice anymore - it was a weight.
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He wondered if Koohduk had been able to put up a courageous fight against his murderer. And
even if not, one thing was for sure - the trail definitely had changed since Koohduk's going. It had become
stronger for the first time since any fir tribe blood could remember.
❦
He looked around. All the others were gone, and he was the last one on the path that night.
Somewhere he heard noises. He knew it was time to graze some more.
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Fred Chandler

Eight Poems

Our Nacre
It comes to us at unexpected moments
This thing that is a part of a larger joy
Before it passes away from our minds
As this mighty world is full of hurt and
Bruises that never healed us quite right
To a point even loneliness is a friend
We do not stay crippled for very long
Because we're of an indefatigable spirit
That spears us on where we rise again
To catch in our invisible hands another
Piece of this larger joy as it comes to us
Like a furious wild wind hailing our ears
& we listen to its solo music that forges
A continuous beat in our fragile hearts

Perplex Blessing
If it was to be lost in plain sight
What a disturbing matter this is
Unless a certain inquiring mind
Finds transparency to be useful
Because maybe it is never lost
How else can you move forward
If you allow fear and melancholy
To stand directly in front of you
Where there is no hiding from it
By lost something else is found
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Servitude
I am referred to as a stable boy
Who was the daring one to sing
The reverent song of the master
O yes I was cruelly beaten for it
By all of those folks who thought
That I was never worthy enough
But now I sing that song anyway
In a purple night seemingly alone
Making those sleeping birds sing
As if I am the only true rising sun

Composite
A hand drew a face
It lived
Became a life
Was a reflection
Of the drawer
Between them
One a lie
The other a truth
One lived on
The other died

Evanescent
Off the top of my head
Moments and sentiments consume
When they hit a reeling heart
Knowing that life has one end

A Reckoning
The cloudless day expanded the emptiness
With a suffering soul in manic search of form
Something was lost in the ether of tangibles
Leaving what was said to open eyes wider
To see further beyond lone steps forward
Where sight has no value for arteries of pain
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Multum in Parvo
The icy snow melting
The rush of cold water
Down a mountain's brook
Screaming in odd voices
Of some different language
No tilting ears from yonder
But that cerulean water
Spits sparkling white sprays
Disrupting the old thinking
That was lost in the autumn

Portraiture
The touching thing
Of an old photo
Now faded
In a brunt yellow
Of a time
I can faintly remember
Of a girl I loved
That seemed the truest
Yet back in that time
We left what we had there
Which seemed impossible
Where she is is a mystery
Except in that photo
My hand held the camera
snapping that shot
But that click
Still holds our love there
Even though it faded
Quicker than that photo
And especially captured
What can't be seen
Except for us or just me
One shared intangible
That's fading into infinity
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Sal Marici

A Poem

Contact Stays Severed
Naked from night’s sleep
spurred by caffeine
I walk towards her.
My arms circle waist.
Lips kiss,
eyes tell a hope.
She in t-shirt and pants
steps one bare foot
behind her back then the other.
She asserts her reminder,
You Don’t Get It.
To myself I say
I won’t till she tells me.
Silence hushes my ego
mutes my desire.
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William D. Hicks

Two Poems

The Big A
I ask what he needs
write it down
he can’t remember
who I am
I can’t remember
who he used to be
who he was to me
today is tomorrow
in some unknown reality
Rain
hard rain falls
fast and drowning
upon dry land
that once was ours
stone carved tombs
with embossed dates
amid dandelion shoots
beneath grass blades
near a grave
that once
we thought
to share
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among other publications.
Salvatore Marici poetry has appeared, forthcoming in Toasted Cheese, Descant (Canadian publication),
Spillway, Prairie Gold: An Anthology of the American Heartland, Earth’s Daughter, Penny Ante Feud,
Nefarious Ballerina and many others magazines and anthologies. He has a chapbook, Mortals, Nature
and their Spirits and the collection Swish Swirl & Sniff (both Ice Cube Press). Ice Cube Press scheduled to
publish his third book Fermentations in June 2017. Marici served as a Peace Corps volunteer in
Guatemala and he is a civil servant retiree as an agronomist.
William D. Hicks is a writer/artist who lives in Chicago, Illinois by himself (any offers?). Contrary to
popular belief, he is not related to the famous comedian Bill Hicks (though he’s just as funny in his own
right). Hicks will someday publish his memoirs, but most likely they will be about Bill Hicks’ life. His
poetry appears ion literary sites and in magazines including Ideals Christmas Magazine, Mosaic Literary
Journal, Horizon Magazine and the anthologies, Heavy Petting, AHA!, and Save the Last Stall for Me. His
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