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I think I’m positively ill with it. 
Rolling back and forth, handfuls 
of useless weeds and ribbons. 

And I guess I’m skipping 
November, my birthday dinner 
at Taco Bell. Infinite market-
heartless like punctuation.

You missed the obvious 
metaphor of the dying plant near 
the edge of the frame, leaves 
rotting in the light of the hotel 
lobby.



Solarcon-6

WHEN SPRING CAME IT WAS TOO LATE. My routines 
had broken down, dirty clothes piled up like mountains 
on my floor, filthy dishes in the sink, I couldn’t get out 
of bed, couldn’t go outside. My body and mind were 
totally poisoned. I felt totally alone yet at the same time 
terrified and repelled by other people. I took endless 
baths. 
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The writing went slowly. Money was bad. I barely got by on un-
employment and that threatened to give out at any time, which 
would have ruined me. I was determined to finish the book, but 
it was quickly degenerating into gibberish. “Garbage in - garbage 
out,” as my old computer buddies used to say. Nothing but televi-
sion and the very limited view out the window. I only really put 
on pants to check the mail or buy more coffee and instant ramen. 
Funny to say it, but it felt like there was an invisible arrow in my 
heart. I never really fit in in this world, but I didn’t have the guts 
to check out. 

I started forcing myself to go to the library to study instead of 
just using the Internet, this way I got a little sunshine and fresh air. 
It helped. I started going for little walks beforehand to clear my 
mind. The weather had a long running streak of home runs and I 
kicked myself for not getting out in it earlier. I’m like that though, 
the fear and hopelessness comes and goes in waves. Nothing to 
do about it but grab hold of something and wait it out, drink 
coffee and listen to the Beatles, try not to fling myself from the 
roof. 

About that time I started getting a lot of junk mail. Like, a mas-
sive torrent of the stuff. Some of it was actually amusing. Evidently 
the last tenant in my apartment had been a religious nut and 
got a lot of mail from evangelical ministries. These letters often 
contained weird objects that had supposedly been blessed but 
wouldn’t start working until a faith pledge had been made. Little 
bags of corn meal, table napkins, dimes, stuff like that. 
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I also got a lot of curious mail from a company called SOLAR-
CON. This piqued my curiosity because it all bore my name, and 
seemed focused toward fiction writers. I tried to think of how 
the company could have gotten my name and determined I was a 
writer. I suppose that in this town at least, every moron has some 
ailing script for a movie that they’re nursing. I spent a little time 
flipping through the SOLARCON material. They seemed to be 
focused towards a software product called the SOLARCON-6 
that was supposed to be some sort of idea-brainstorming pro-
gram that did just about everything but write your material for 
you. The company also had a lot of classes that you could pay for 
to learn how to better use the software. I tossed the brochure 
on my kitchen counter and let it stay there for a while. It all 
seemed like a repellent scam, but part of my brain that writhed in 
the agonies of writers-block was curious. 

One morning in early May, I got really lost on the bus. I was ac-
tually on my way to apply for a job, (some sort of miserable retail 
position) and the bus driver neglected to call out my stop, even 
though I asked quite nicely.  We reached last stop and he stared at 
me expectantly in his rearview mirror. 

“What about my stop?” I asked. 
“Last stop,” he replied, “We pass that stop.” 
I made an exasperated face. 
“You wait around corner for bus come back,” he said, gesticu-

lating like he knew a lot less English than he probably did. 
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I reluctantly climbed off the bus and sat on a bench, surveying 
the strange neighborhood. The air was sweetly rank with rotting 
garbage and urine. The sun was bright; a breeze sent plastic bags 
spinning in the gutters. 

A woman sat down next to me on the bench. She looked to be 
in her forties, but she was dressed for all the world like a sixteen 
year old. Some awful band’s concert tee, sneakers, plastic bar-
rettes in her hair and a cigarette dangling from her lipstick-caked 
lips. She handed me a fl yer from a stack that she carried. 

I gave the card a once over. 

“They pay you to pass these things out?” I asked. 
The woman grunted and walked off. I held the card in my hand, 

nose assaulted by the perplexing smells of fl owers and car ex-
haust mixing. 

The next morning, on a whim, I visited the Hormel convention 
center, full parking lots of cars glinting noonday sunlight, multi-

WRITE SCRIPTS PROFESSIONALLY!

B I G  $ $ $  !  

THE SOLARCON-6 WILL SHOW YOU HOW GET THE WEALTH AND RESPECT YOU DESERVE! This week at the Hormel convention center 
The Solarcon-6 device will focus on writing hip, ‘minority’ television, movies and especially commercials! 
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colored plastic flags on wires. I was greeted at the door and given 
a badge which I happily markered a made-up name on. I watched 
the people who filled the auditorium. Hopeful, weary eyes. Differ-
ent ages, races, styles of clothes. I didn’t sit down with them, in-
stead I followed a few young men in suits down a hallway marked 
‘employees only,’ rolling my footsteps so as not to make a sound. 
I didn’t know what I was doing and I didn’t care. I simply didn’t 
want to sit in the same room as those hungry, sunken eyes. 

I ducked off into an alcove for a while and sat in the dark, 
wondering what to do next. I found myself suddenly craving a 
cigarette even though I had quit over two years ago. Something 
about breaking rules maybe. The hallway I was in terminated in an 
emergency exit and several office rooms. I thought I heard voices 
coming from behind one of the heavy cyan doors. I stood next to 
it, listening, palms sweaty. 

“Yeah, it was going fine until this morning and it started freezing 
up. I don’t know who’s idea it was to fucking move it here... I bet 
that’s the problem. Anyway, the technician should be here some-
time before the presentation. Hopefully things will get worked 
out or else Supreme Command is going to be hopping mad,” 
came a man’s voice from behind the door. At that point I think 
I was probably making the same face I make when I accidentally 
turn a television to one of those talk shows that feature six hun-
dred pound rednecks that like to have sex with stuffed animals. 

“That’s the right one,” said a louder voice, behind me. 
I jumped, but somehow it stayed contained in my feet and legs, 

keeping panic from my face. 
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“You’re the mister fixit, right?” 
“Yeah....” I said, “I got lost.” Dear God. 
“Well, that’s it,” he said, “I’ll show you where we’ve got him set 

up.” 
I felt instantly like superman. Those drama classes I took in col-

lege were finally paying off. Shit, maybe I should have been an actor! 
I could be rich by now. Oscars lining my mantle... 

The ordinary looking man, clothed like an on-call engineer 
(pager on the waistband of his JC Penney shorts, gut stretching 
his short sleeve shirt), opened the door for me, revealing a com-
puter lab. Two men inside were sitting at a table, picking over the 
remains of several pizzas. The floor was strewn with candy-col-
ored wires, junction boxes lined with fluttering lights. Monitors 
filled the room, some screens displaying static, some rolling fields 
of endless data, some showing porn or Sumo wrestling matches 
in tiny windows. Crumpled soda cans and magazines lay on the 
tables or on top of plastic boxes overflowing with unused cables 
and equipment. Rack-mounted things with billions of tiny switch-
es on them, old-style dot matrix printers... it was a mess. 

“Hey,” said one of the men, carefully wiping pizza grease off on 
his jeans and extending his hand for me to shake. 

I nodded back in greeting, meeting both their eyes. 
“So I don’t know if the dispatcher told you what was going on, 

but basically 45b and 46r totally went out this morning, so… we 
pretty much lost the feed. Right in the middle of this video game 
movie...” 
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“It was a Negro-focused commercial for hemorrhoid cream,” 
interrupted the other. 

‘Negro-focused?’ 
“Whatever,” continued the first man, pushing his glasses up the 

bridge of his nose, “Anyway, this kind of stuff has happened be-
fore, and if the feedback channels aren’t open between us and the 
primary Solarcon juncture, well... there’s an actual risk of damag-
ing main. We’re talking actual brain cell loss.” 

“Uh-oh,” I said, matching their concerned looks. 
“Exactly,” said the second man, “and there’s only so much you 

can do with cloned, back-up brain cells. I mean... there was only 
one Fuhrer.” 

I stared blankly at the man for a moment, trying to digest this 
completely nonsensical statement. Behind me the thoughtful gen-
tleman who had shown me into this mouse-trap let himself out. 

“Well...” I start, unsure of what to say. 
“Yeah, it’s cool, we’re going to take lunch now anyway, so you’ll 

have space to work. You want us to bring you back anything? 
They’ve got some pretty good hot-wings.” 

The other man smirked, “ ‘course that’s not the main reason 
we go to Hooters.” 

“No,” I said, “I already ate.” 
I watched the men as they left, wondering if I should take the 

opportunity to run. 
‘There was only one Fuhrer?’ 
I sat down, perplexed, at one of the tables. In front of me was 

a massive manual in a white plastic binder. It was smudged with 
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chocolate thumbprints. I leafed through it... nothing made sense 
to me, it was thick with techno-jargon. However the helpful dia-
grams of flowcharts, branching out like spider webs from draw-
ings of brains were very interesting. 

I turned to one of the monitors. Its sides bristled with tiny 
black lenses and microphones, taped on with band-aids and Brit-
ney Spears stickers. I tapped lightly on one of the microphones. 

“Hello?” I said, stupidly. 
Suddenly the screen flashed a single sentence. 

Matching voice pattern, please wait. 
My throat felt as if there was a half-dissolved Chiclet stuck 

in it. 

Hello, Phillip. 
My jaw clenched, muscles in my face spasming. The computer 

knew my name. Recognized the sound of my voice. 
“Who are you?” I whispered, absurdly. 

Our name was Adolph Hitler. You may refer to us as 
Solarcon-6. We are the authors of 67% of your world 
media, either directly or through our team of creative 
associates. We have been trying to recruit you for 
some time, Phillip. There is no need for you to suffer as 
you have been. Get with the winning team! We have a 
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treatment for an Archie and Jughead film that we think 
you could really give a cutting-edge Gen-X feel to. What 
do you say? 

I think I might have been making that watching the horrifying 
talk-show face again, but I can’t really say. I mean, it’s hard to really 
have a sense of what you’re outwardly displaying in these sorts of 
situations. I don’t know what my face looks like when I’m having 
an orgasm or taking a crap either. I can’t imagine what I looked 
like while Hitler’s disembodied brain tried to pitch me a job writ-
ing an Archie and Jughead movie. I could have been crying, I don’t 
know. 

“I don’t think that really sounds too appealing to me, your 
Fuhrership. I uh… I voted ‘green’ in the last election.” 

Oh please Phillip. I ’ve really changed in the last few 
decades. I ’m a great boss now. I ’m not the Hitler you’ve 
read about. Can’t you just give me a chance? Politics 
aside? 

Somehow at that moment, the phantom flavors of instant ra-
men noodles and forty-ouncers of Budweiser were lingering in 
my mouth, sour. The thought of my wretched, filthy apartment 
momentarily brought me out of the shock of this impossible job 
interview. 
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So, I mean... that’s basically the story of how I got the house. 
Well it’s the short version anyway. I never even had to sign a 
non-disclosure agreement about doing contract work for Hitl... 
Solarcon-6. I guess they figured it would make good press for the 
movie even if I told. I don’t really know where I stand now. Every-
thing has been sort of blurry since then. 

I mean, I can’t complain. If I hadn’t said yes, we wouldn’t have 
met and… well, obviously we wouldn’t be here in my hot-tub to-
gether, but I really... no stop, that tickles.. I’m being serious here. 
I... 

Sometimes when I look in the mirror, my face suddenly so 
much older, my eyes now beady like the adults that I used to si-
lently mock as they picked their noses and did their hair in rear-
view-mirrors while stuck in traffic... 

Sometimes I miss the pasty flavor of instant ramen. 
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So totally consumed with joy that it's 
like, it's in my joints or something, 
crackling and stretching unjammed and 
covered in a coat of static. 

That here again unbroken difference. 
I have this huge book full of nudes, I 
don't know where it came from, it's 
precious. I'd show it to you but I'm sort 
of worried about thumbprints.

Baby-cap and cradle tooth. Sweet tooth 
and fast heart. I have to stop a second 
and catch my breath here because the 
room is reeling and suddenly I'm a little 
afraid. Aftertaste in the windows, glass 
bending and popping, sugary. 

Crossing the wet and this smouldering 
expanse of black skin like an ocean, 
crossed double her ribcage.

Lost another notebook.



I 'M VISITING WITH MY PARENTS. First we go to a convenience 
store that is surrounded by bums and gutterpunks that harass my parents 
as they get ice cream. I ask for cookie dough ice cream but they come 
back with a box of  junior mints. My Mom tries to tell a bum that she has 
no money but she has some old clothes he can have in the car. We go to 
what I suppose is my Dad's house to watch a silly science fi ction movie 
that is about two black drug dealers who are having a visit… one of them 
is really crazy and is screaming all the time about his guns. They're in a 
really huge mansion jumping around shrieking and aiming guns at each 
other trying to freak each other out 
Vietnam flashback. I turn to ask my parents what we're watching and 

I guess. Then it goes to some cheesy 

they're both asleep on the couch. 

cat face
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"What the hell?" I say to my Mom, "I came over here to visit 
you and you're falling asleep?" 

My Mom gets really angry, even though she's half asleep and 
says, "If you knew how hard I worked today dammit with all those 
babies..." 

"Alright, alright," I say and I start to go to the kitchen but then I 
notice there is a little gray and white hamster or a mouse on the 
floor. It runs away from me quickly as I step towards it. On the 
table by the couch is a little mound of wood chips with a baby 
mouse on it. 

"Hey what... why are there mice loose when the cat is out 
roaming around?" I say. 

"Oh that's ok, they like each other," says my dad sleepily. 
Walking towards the kitchen I see the cat curled up on an-

other table, tiny kittens are curled up with it. The mother gets up 
to leave and I tap one of the kittens with my finger to see if it's 
alive. It seems to be. 

I walk into the kitchen and it is a horrible mess, there is food 
and gunk everywhere, flies orbit the light bulb hanging from the 
ceiling. 

On the floor is a cut off cat face surrounded by chunks of cat 
meat. 

I start to scream. You can see the umber-flecked linoleum 
through the cat's empty eye sockets. Its black fur and whiskers 
are matted and crusty
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Stuck my thumb in my eye this 
morning. Cold air, complaints, the 
chattering of the television. Taste 
of rot in my mouth. Layers of 
clothing, alkaline stomach, couch-
sit, surface tension, pornography, 
Christmas tree lights, overweight 
spirit in a mousehole with a stuck 
tongue. Buttonless shirts and burnt 
out lists of things to do, busted 
retinas flaming out and fragments 
of glass and luncheon meat and 
gasohol and flaming palm trees and 
burning dirt.  Shattered teeth, stock 
options, clock-time, empty glasses, 
meat mashing kisses and bad 
dreams in the elevator. Smoking 
plastic, vibrated and empty… blah. 
Shucks, plucked toenails, and 
phone-calls.

At one point I totally convinced myself I had seen a man 
killed by a palm tree, but now I don't know if that was 
real or not.



I  TOPPLE INTO A LARGE BED OF IVY WHICH RAMPS UP to 
meet the slow arc of an overpass blue gray in the dim light. A hand is on 
my neck, and I am being beaten in the head with a metal pipe of some sort. 
Another hand on my right wrist, and my fi ngers are lopped-off with a pair 
of clean garden shears. 

Muffl ed, muted sounds. 

Encounter with Dog-Hog 
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At the old school at night we watched a plane crash. A jumbo-
jet the size of a skyscraper plummets, nose down, erupting fuel-
tanks like the oceanic grumblings of a hallucinated God. 

It’s so close! 
There was a great explosion, a new sun swells out of the ground 

and contracts into a black wound. I saw it all, it burned my face. 
If you look hard downtown you can see a withered mushroom 
cloud still there. 

We went back to the trailer park and I was given a bandage 
for my ruined hand. I am led through a makeshift garden fenced 
in with rotting slabs of wood. It is still dark and raining a little bit. 
The air is cool and smells of compost. 

“This is where we buried Jenny’s head, ha-ha,” says one, moving 
his flashlight over a patch of earth. 

“Did you see the plane crash?” I ask. 
“No, we heard about it on the news,” he grunts, light brush-

ing up from his hand to show the bristles of his black beard and 
mustache. 

“I saw it,” I say, “I was right next to it. People 20 yards ahead 
of me got burned. Lots of people are dead.” 

“Christ. The footage on television looked bad, but I wish I had 
seen the explosion. Come on inside.” 

I follow him and his tall friend inside. 
The interior of the trailer is cramped and messy. I sit down on 

a smelly, stained sofa. 
“You drinkin’?” 
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“No, I’m too rattled from the night, I think I might just take a 
nap if that’s alright.” 

“Sure, I’ll get you a blanket... Hey, meet my wife and daughter... 
Cindy and Lucilla.” 

“Hello,” I say, hiding my hand. 
Cindy, the mother, is fat and vaguely retarded-looking, black 

lipstick on an oily-faced, obese, nigh-middle-aged woman. Lucilla 
looks like a famine victim, wearing a pink “scrunchy” and a yellow 
dress, she looks to be about 13, but with hollow eyes and a skele-
tal face. She is smoking one of those skinny “women’s” cigarettes 
and there is an ash caught in the downy hairs on her arm. The tall 
man opens a beer and fidgets with a bone that sticks through his 
septum. He wears a red baseball cap high on his head and a denim 
work jacket. 

With television light beating on my eyelids I fall into a deep, 
fearful sleep. 

“You want.” 
“Is he.” 
“Come on.” 
There is movement in the dark, grunts and a wafting odor like 

the room of a shut in flu victim, sweat, and the sour chemical 
odor of perfume. 

Two people are having sex on the floor in front of me, televi-
sion frost on slimy skin. 

“He’s awake,” Lucilla’s voice, hoarse, drunk. 
“Uhhn. HEY,” Cindy’s voice. 
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I wonder whether I should pretend I’m asleep, but I involun-
tarily sit up, like I’m going to be in a fight. 

“You like my daughter?” asks Cindy. 
I don’t answer. 
“We think you’re cute. You wanna party?” 
Lucilla licks a smudged lip like the nudging face of a cat begging 

a limp hand for attention. 
I reach a hand down for my shoes and suppress a squeal, I’ve 

reached down with my fingerless hand. Cindy makes a soft, wor-
ried noise as I leave the trailer. 

The sun hasn’t come up yet. Emergency vehicles still make their 
way down the highway to the plane wreck. It seems so long ago 
but it is still technically the same night. I make my way through 
the dog-run dirt trail of the park, beer cans overgrown with ivy 
and rotting masses of newspaper full of beetles. I emerge through 
a chain-link fence on the side of a highway which I must negotiate 
to get to a convenience store on the other side. Luckily it is early, 
and the road isn’t too dangerous to cross. Still, there is adrenaline 
in my step for someone who has woken so recently. 

A thin scream and what might be the report of a gun. 
A mangy kitten crosses with me hesitantly. 
Memories present themselves only to salute before dissolv-

ing. 
The kitten dances under the wheels of a speeding truck. 
Numb hands pay for a fountain drink and a pack of cigarettes. 
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“Jesus Christ, man, what happened?” 
“I’m not sure, somebody jumped me,” I say, packing the ciga-

rettes on the counter. 
“Jumped you and did that?!” 
“Yeah, fucked my head up pretty bad too, I can’t really remem-

ber it.” 
“Man, did you call the cops?” 
“Nah, I’m my own responsibility, I don’t need pigs to take care 

of me.” 
“Sheeit.” 
I thank the man and head outside. The sun is threatening to 

rise and the air is blue and cold. Starlings hop across the parking 
lot looking for food. I light a cigarette and suddenly remember 
that I quit years ago. It sits in my mouth, lit.  A little smoke trickles 
into my mouth, I let it sit there. 

I take a long drag, spit, toss the cigarette into the parking lot 
and start walking. 

I make my way down a street, canopied with ancient trees. 
Busted cars and bicycles line the sidewalks, shadowed. Humidity 
is building and the smell of dirty water hits me in the face, cold 
and stagnant. It starts to rain, and plunges back into an artificial 
night. 

I move off the road and down an earthen slope where I posi-
tion myself under a bridge to avoid getting wet.  As I set down my 
soda, I realize there is someone next to me. 
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I turn, expecting a transient, but instead find a gigantic bipedal 
cross between a wolf and a boar. It wears a tuxedo made of cured 
human skins. 

It “smiles.”
I choke softly on my own breath; it is wearing a necklace made 

of my fingers. 
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That trembling filament.

Fish hook in an egg. Line tied to 
tree. Hooked a snake and hung
its ghost in a tangle. A knot tying 
itself to death and coughing 
bubbles of cold blood. Rain in dry 
oak leaves and sand. Ant-lion pits 
under the overhang.



“MMMMMM... TON-EEEEEEEE!” 

The room was lame-lit and vanilla with the smell of nitrous oxide. The 
containment room was probably hot-boxed with hash again. Tony tapped 
a fl uorescent over the cuttlefi sh tank. He felt the hot tips of a sinus 
headache beginning to quiver jagged behind his eyes. 

Tony reacted, “What? speak up, Piffl e.” 

“Phaedra spilled her beer in one of the twins, oh my god, Tony, there were 
sparks! I thought they were waterproof!” 

Party Favors
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Tony’s eyes went wide, “Not on the inside, dolt. Where are 
they, goddamnit?” 

“In the carpet room, oh hurry! It’s tragic!” 
The pair rushed to the carpet room, blue and frosted and dark. 

Phaedra was sitting in the corner, sullen, drinking. One of the 
twins was crying, her dress torn. The other had her legs pulled 
off and half of her CPU exposed. One of her hip servos could be 
heard buzzing beneath the silicone. There was a faint aroma of 
smoke in the air. 

“What... What did you do that for?” Tony stammered. 
Phaedra produced a cerulean pill from her corset and swal-

lowed it with a sip of whatever she was drinking, ice all melted 
and a mutilated lime floating in it like a corpse. 

“Tell me the truth, Tony,” Phaedra slurred, “You fuck these 
things, don’t you?” 

Tony drew back, “Christ, Phaedra, they’re not anatomically cor-
rect! You’re out of your mind! They’re just toys!” 

Lucilla, the weeping twin, stopped crying and looked quietly at 
Tony with dry glass eyes. Green irises in exaggerated Asian eyes. 

Phaedra made a snorting sound and drew her lip back in a 
smirk, “They’ve got mouths, don’t they? You’re a fucking child 
molester at heart and that’s why you keep these evil little things 
around.” 

“We’re hardly children,” Lucilla said, lips not matching words. 
Even in appearance the twins were hardly children, but other 

people besides Phaedra had noticed how much time Tony spent 
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dressing these automatons, primping them. Even now Tony’s eyes 
gleamed over the sputtering, flayed corpse. His face looked sick, 
drugged. 

“Please fix my sister, doctor. Please save Matilda.” 
“I... I don’t know if I can... I don’t think I know... It’s too compli-

cated a system.” 
“I’ve already backed Matilda up over our packet radio connec-

tion, doctor. Save her body. We want to be together.” 
“I should have fucking broken the other one too. You should 

have heard the filthy things they said to my guests,” mumbled Pha-
edra. 

Tony looked up from the twins, out the window to the deck. 
Even now a party was still going on. It must be three a.m.! 

“This is unacceptable,” Tony said. There was a finality to the 
words, but they were limp, unchallenging. Phaedra moved past 
them with an air of casual indifference, made her way back out to 
her party. Lucilla looked at the doctor with her best expression 
of disappointment, but it was not an expression her facial muscles 
were programmed to display well. Tony had seen to that when he 
had customized them. 

“Piffle, take the legs and follow me back to the lab. Lucilla you 
come as well, I’ll need your help. I don’t know if I can get the legs 
back on but I can at least replace the CPU boards.” 

On the back deck Phaedra sprayed cooking agents on sev-
eral filleted goldfish the size of basketball sneakers and sprinkled 
flower petals on them. The lighting generators made a blue/red 
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shift and Phaedra bent her milky neck to cautiously encourage 
the probing tongue of one of her inebriated guests. She grinned 
and continued conversing with her other neighbor, until the per-
son licking her got too adventurous and made a clumsy move-
ment towards her breast, whereupon his hand was smacked with 
a spatula. The guest withdrew his bleeding hand and skulked away 
as Phaedra got back to chatting. 

 

“Oh my, will it work? Oh dear,” gulped Piffle. 
“Are you finished putting her… back in there?” Tony asked 

Lucilla 
Lucilla’s eyes were blank. There was an uncomfortable pause. 
“Yes doctor,” Lucilla said finally. 
“Matilda,” the doctor sang, the melody of a parent calling 

nicely for a child who has run off with a hand grenade, “are you 
there?” 

“Owwwww,” said Matilda without moving her pouty, vaseline-
coated lips. 

“Oh does it hurt dear? I’m sorry.” Everyone in the room knew 
perfectly well that neither of the twins could feel pain. 

“Oh Piffle,” the doctor continued, “go fetch Matilda a new 
dress, this one stinks of gin.” 

Piffle bumbled out of the room, knowingly closing the door. 
“Lock,” said Tony, his voice punctuated by the click of the au-

tomatic locks. 
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“As you said, doctor, this was totally unacceptable,” said Lucilla, 
cautiously. 

“Most certainly,” said the doctor, removing the sullied dress 
from Matilda’s torso. He ran his fingers over her artificial skin, 
hands slowing over the small, upturned breasts, the autonomic 
reactions of erectile tissue in the nipples causing them to harden 
under his touch. 

“Ooooh,” moaned Matilda. Tiny noises came from inside her, 
her pelvis and legs still severed and abandoned on the lab table. 

“Something ought to be done about this. She has no right to 
abuse us so,” continued Lucilla. 

“I’ll have a nice long talk to her about it,” said Tony, absent-
mindedly, as he inserted an index finger into Matilda’s moistening 
mouth. “It’s the drink that does it to her, she gets jealous when 
she drinks, and violent, oh yes.” 

Lucilla tried to glare with disdain as she heard the fly of the 
doctor’s trousers come down, but this was another facial expres-
sion that her programming denied her. 

Phaedra struggles to pull her underwear down, pulls them 
over one high-heel for good measure, stands with her legs apart, 
jutting her pelvis out. She reaches down with carefully manicured 
fingers and draws her labia back and up. An arc of cocktail-poi-
soned piss rushes out of her into the glossy black ceramic toilet. 
She grins when she sees she’s done it right, standing and drunk, 
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without making a mess. It’s a private sobriety test that she’s mas-
tered over the years. This is her way of knowing it’s alright to have 
another drink. When she wets herself in the attempt, well... that’s 
her way of knowing it’s time to strip and take a nice long bath. 

There is a sound behind her. The bathroom is enormous, the 
size of many household dining rooms. The sound of the door 
closing echoes off the spotless white tile walls and floor. Phaedra 
turns a bit, startled, cannot turn far enough to see without pissing 
on herself, does anyway, hot splattering against her leg and shoe. 

“Goddamn it, motherfucking...” she hisses as a needle pen-
etrates the cheek of her ass and fills her muscles with spreading 
fire, then numbness. She shrieks as the needle is withdrawn, her 
reactions delayed, slipping in her own piss, her head striking the 
toilet as she tries to get her balance. Not too hard, not so bad, 
the pain. She feels sleepy. One of the dolls is over her now, ex-
pressionless glass eyes watching, pupils dilating as delicate hands 
bring a long piece of rubber tourniquet into view. 

“You can’t,” Phaedra manages before the world wavers, like a 
puddle struck by a pebble. There is a squeaking noise. A labored, 
rhythmic squeak. 

Am I making that noise? Phaedra wonders. 
Her head lolls to the side as the doll nearest her ties her wrists 

behind her back, tight enough to feel through her drugged stu-
por. She can see where the noise is coming from now. The other 
doll, the other twin she tore in half, is rolling across the floor on 
a wheeled office chair. It’s pushing itself along with a broom, ex-
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pressionlessly rowing a little four-wheeled boat across the bath-
room floor towards her. 

“You could kill me,” Phaedra blurts, “not safe... the injection… 
whateveridwas... been drinking... already had a pill... twopills,” stu-
pidly... stupid, that’s the whole idea, they’re going to kill me! Idiot! 

“Oh no, oh no,” says Matilda. Her face is close... close enough 
to mute the squeaking wheels of the chair as it stops near their 
heads, “We’re not going to kill you, madam. That goes against our 
programming and even if it didn’t we would... abhor such a crude 
and villainous act. That shot was carefully measured against your 
monitored drug and alcohol intake for the evening. It should work 
quite nicely with all that gin. How do you feel?” The doll’s voice is 
neither overtly menacing nor reassuring. 

“Sloppy,” spits Phaedra, “How dare you?” her chin trembling, 
“untiemethizinstand.” Waves of fear coasting behind waves of eu-
phoric softness. 

“We admire you, madam,” Lucilla cooed, “we admire your pow-
er.  We’ve gotten off on the wrong foot, you and we.” 

Phaedra blinks at the blemishless, caricatured face... the al-
most chartreuse irises. The hair was the only thing that gave the 
creature away... as long as it didn’t talk. The hair was an obvious 
wig, shiny and synthetic. Black bangs cut severely over the sickly 
sweet Japanese face. 

“But you’ve hurt us, hurt Matilda. We are terribly wounded by 
your cruel, stupid act. And she has something... something the 
doctor gave her, that certainly belongs to you.” 
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Phaedra’s eyes widen as Lucilla helps her silent, legless sister 
off the chair… brings her down close to Phaedra, hands on her 
breasts, her top yanked off, fabric ripping, hands past her exposed 
tits and on her neck... air conditioning making her aureoles bristle 
with goosebumps. The doll’s silent, stony little girl’s face so close 
to Phaedra’s, slippery little lips on hers, pressing hard. A small 
hand pulls violently with a fistful of Phaedra’s hair, making her 
gasp. The kissing doll’s mouth opens, releasing a flood of hot, salty 
semen into Phaedra’s mouth. She coughs, she sputters, tears roll 
down her mascara’d eyes and perch on her high cheekbones.

The dolls lick them up with their slippery, artificial tongues.





5.

You people are 
fucking retarded. 
I vote for mass 
sterilization. 

There, I said it.



The G Train Isn’t 
Coming Tonight

NOLAN DIDN’T KNOW THE G TRAIN WASN’T COMING.  
He peered dead at the tracks, grainy and somewhat orange in the glow 
of mercury vapor lights. A sullen Mexican man sat near him, cradling a 
red backpack. The air was blank and cold and the stink of exhaust gave 
him a headache. Spotting a bus, Nolan made his way across the parking 
lot towards it. A stringy woman in a wig that looked like greasy feathers 
climbed off the bus and shook a long hook of a fi ngernail at him, “Excuse 
me! This the last stop!” Nolan couldn’t tell if she was the driver, didn’t 
care, turned and walked back towards the tracks with cold toes.
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After five minutes another bus came and Nolan climbed on 
board. The driver was clean cut; his coffee and cream complexion 
looked greenish under the fluorescent lighting. His hair was salt 
and peppered and his gaze fixed on some distant, imaginary ball 
game or church sermon.

“Sir, can you help me? The G train won’t come and I’m trying to 
get to Rampart and Wilshire.” Nolan handed the driver his train 
transfer. 

“Where you say you’re goin’?” the driver took the transfer and 
looked at his watch. The Mexican man stuffed a handful of change 
into the tollbox’s unyielding metal slot.

“Around Wilshire and Rampart.”
“You can come with me down 7th and Spring, cross the street 

and take the number 20.” The bus driver tore Nolan off a 
transfer. Nolan took it and the clammy sweat of his hands soft-
ened the newsprint.

“Thank you,” he said, creaking into a blue vinyl seat.
“You don’t want to get stuck out here,” the bus driver said 

solemnly, “This is Watts, son. You make a serious mistake hang-
ing around here this late at night. You the wrong color, you’d last 
about five minutes.”

“I know, I didn’t know the train stopped running at night.”
On the street outside, a single heavy prostitute wag-assed on a 

corner and Nolan counted the stray dogs that sniffed at garbage 
or ran through the street in two’s and three’s.

“I swear, every stray dog come here,” said the driver.
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“People probably dump ‘em here when they don’t want ‘em,” 
said Nolan, happy to have someone to talk to.

“You see these projects right here?” asked the driver. Nolan 
was looking at the tiny black and white video screen that shot the 
sidewalk speeding behind them with infrared light. For a split sec-
ond glowing dog-eyes regarded him and disappeared in a streak. 
The squeaking bones of the bus rattled as it hit holes in the road. 
“Last week a brother turned up dead here, them kids done fuck 
him before they slit his throat. Left him with his pants down in 
the gutter. Some of these young people are ruthless... evil.”

“Jesus,” muttered Nolan.
“You see why you shouldn’t come here?”
“Yes, sir.”
The bus stopped and picked up a large young man in gray sweat 

clothes. Nolan continued to watch the video monitor, watching a 
man on a bicycle ride circles in the middle of the street.

“You see that car that stopped to talk to me?” asked the young 
man, “He come up, ask me if I was a gang-banger.”

The driver tipped his head back with interest, “What you say?”
“I say ‘no.’”
“Yeah,” said the driver, “he waitin’ to see what you gonna say 

then if you the wrong gang he shoot you.”
“Yeah,” said the young man with shaken eyes.
“I picked this guy up over at the G-train, woulda been stuck 

there all night, I say ‘you the wrong color to be hanging out in this 
part of Watts all night.’”
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The young man managed a chuckle and relaxed against his seat. 
He looked like a giant; he merely needed a felt cap with a feather 
in it and a leather tunic to be complete. 

“It isn’t like I’ve got anything to steal,” said Nolan.
“It don’t matter,” the driver and the giant said almost simulta-

neously.
“I had thought about coming here during the day and seeing 

the towers...”
“Is it worth it?” asked the driver.
“I guess I could just look at a photograph,” Nolan answered.
“There you go,” said the driver, “sometimes it’s better to just 

look at a picture.”
“Usually I think people are exaggerating when they tell me not 

to go to certain places,” said Nolan.
“See, now you got to be careful.”
“But you know, most people don’t leave the same space. They 

go to work, drive home in their cars and watch TV.  They look at 
everything through a screen or a window, they aren’t a part of it 
at all.”

The bus driver considered this, “Yeah, especially in this city 
people be like that, just go to church or go to work, but there’s a 
reason for that sometimes.”

The bus took a turn onto a larger street. Vagrants made epi-
leptic, stuttering paths down sidewalks with hands stuffed deep 
in rotten pockets.
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“You need any crack?” the driver joked, “I make this trip 
four times a night and I see the same people walk up and down 
here.”

“I guess this is almost about where I have to get out, isn’t it?”
“Little bit further. I’ll show you where you wait, it’ll just be a 

few minutes ’fore that 20 come.”
Nolan looked at the world surrounding him like a television 

station just out of tune, mute lips speaking secrets in an ocean of 
static. He hung out at two in the morning at a bus stop with pop 
music hanging in his brain like dead weight, keeping him from lin-
ing up his thoughts into something useful.

“You got a cigarette?”
“No.”
He remembered something he had read Paul Schrader telling 

De Niro when they were talking about the meaning of his script 
for Taxi Driver, ‘You know what the gun is, don’t you Bobby? It’s 
your talent. At that time in your life you felt you were carrying 
that huge talent around and you didn’t know what to do with it. 
You felt embarrassment. You knew that if you ever had a chance 
to take it out and shoot it, people would realize how important 
you were, and you’d be acknowledged.’

Nolan cast an empty look across the street and listened to 
the buses heave exhaust like snoring monsters. 
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This is where the 
advertisement 
for bazookas 
was supposed 
to go but I  forgot 
how it  went.  I ’m 
writing this now, 
wearing nothing 
but socks and a 
band conductor ’s 
hat .  In  another 
era they would 
have considered 
this strange.
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ONCE UPON A TIME THERE WAS A DIAMOND ANACONDA PENGUIN 
who said, “prisoners were herded onto ships in single-fi le lines.” This 
Diamond was rusty with disuse and lost in a little girl’s sweater pocket 
along with a love letter from the little retarded boy who sits in homeroom 
aisle C, under the watchful eye of a large Bengal tiger. On the playground 
she blacks his eye and thick mucousy secretions slick his face, but 
secretly they communicate like fl owers have sex: on the wind and on the 
fi lmy wings of insects. Plans are laid out in bold reproduced photographs, 
blurred and sharpened into black 

Diamond Penguin



44  •  W I LEY  W I G G I N S

geometric designs that have little to do with the original im-
ages. Stretch back a tiny spine and sleep all day in the sun like a 
cat. Green metal fingernails of the mommy-robot awake larvae 
at 9:00 am with digital alarm-clock eyes and grubs begin feeding, 
still in the dark since they do not yet have eyes and the mommy 
robot sees by infrared. Heat signatures of the larvae show their 
gender and age as they slurp regurgitated protein with soft trans-
lucent mandibles. The retarded boy got his back cursed in a game 
of tug-o-war and now his skin is rotting at such a young age, he 
looks so becoming in his safety helmet... The secrets of Mexican 
cooking so close at hand. A man with iron-straight pant-legs like 
PVC pipes cuts names from roll-call sheets. He is an island of dig-
nity in a hive of rotting, mutated children and grubs. 

The man owned 16 chickens at the time of his arrival (in 
this country, that’s a fortune!). A chicken wonderland. A chicken 
fiesta indeed. Now he only has eight chickens. The children are 
to blame, they take his chickens and devour them live in the pub-
lic bathrooms, then smear graffiti on the walls in chicken-blood. 
Gangs of roaming, drug-frenzied children soaked in chicken 
blood, break-dancing or whatever it is that they do. Secret signals 
are sent out over iris-emitted pattern rays... It looks sort of like 
a mottled icy beam of light, but it flickers only for an instant like 
lightning, so sharp like thread. 

Love is real but no one deserves it, is the special mes-
sage on headline tickers at 6:00 PM and the coffee is cold in the 
lunchroom. Lupita the lunch lady watches civilizations form on 
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the surface of the black liquid. A great war rises. The Kings of the 
east send out war parties into the southwest, where the clans 
of the beastmen draw heat up from the iron underneath in their 
telemetric heat-wells. Flickers of light dance on the surface of the 
coffee as the world cools and dies like stop-motion mold grow-
ing dead-white in god’s eye time. Lupita gets bored and lights a 
cigarette. The man will come back soon for his sup. Pollo, pollo, 
pollo! 

Huggy like a teddy-bear made out of lovable busted glass, “I call 
him crunchy.” Children without teeth crawl across the plaster 
ceilings and suck fluorescent gasses out of light fixtures. Don’t 
ask me how they do it, man, I’m an “idiot.” Fingernails penetrate 
the sticky rind of an orange and various undergarments swirl 
screaming in the porthole of a dingy gray-green dryer. Punk-rock 
lipstick on a middle-aged elementary school teacher. Vomity. 

Tape recorders slide out of the walls on coral stalks, regarding 
parents who are coming in to vote, taped off from the children 
like a crime scene. The most beautiful woman who ever lived buys 
a candy bar and picks her nose, checking her finger to see what 
color it is. Children crawl through the air ducts and make secret 
pacts in the wall-spaces. Don’t worry, I’ll never let it all hang out 
again. From now on, I am a dried out pimple. A forgotten patch of 
discolored skin. 

An eye peeks through the blinds across the street. A truck 
pulls up a cloud of dust behind it, bright swirling Brownian motion 
materializing sunlight. Make it rain please, make it rain. I will do a 
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little stupid rain dance out in the front yard and all the neighbors 
will stare at me and I will make weird Indian noises, just bring on 
the precipitation for fuck’s sake! I want a torrential downpour 
in broad daylight, sun still impossibly shining and a million tiny 
delicate full-circle rainbows no longer vague and fuzzy but now 
completely tangible and suddenly a little sinister. 

Flowers wilt and it rains insecticide, the sky is a shade of diar-
rhea. it rains warm, flat, cola. It rains sticky coagulated Band-Aids. 
It’s hot. Outside it’s like the crotch of an eighty-year-old prosti-
tute in Mexico in August. A chipboard ceiling forms over the sur-
face of the world. The Family Channel and Disney suddenly advise 
suicide. The president comes on television to say “fuck-it, we’re 
doomed,” and lights up a pipe of crack while the first lady beats 
the first daughter to death with a golf-club. The world’s popula-
tion of bumble-bees returns from Alaska, but now they are made 
of some sort of red metal and they can speak all of the languages 
of the world. 

“Humans,” they say. 
“We’re going to start killing you now.” 
And so they do. The children and the escaped mental patients 

form tribes of barbarian warrior-priests, wearing pieces of sport-
ing equipment and draperies. They kill and eat anything they see 
and hide from the bumble-bees during the daytime. The man 
with the slacks straight like iron bars hangs himself in the laun-
dry room next to Lupita’s spinning panties. The remaining three 
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chickens are put to nest and soon everyone will paint Easter-eggs. 
That will occupy the children. 

As for me, I’m still here. I’m not sure who I am or what exactly I am 
doing,  but I’m sure it all must be in good order. If something were 
amiss It would be noticed and handled by the proper diamond penguin.
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It’s totally resolved then. The basement 
will be fi lled with cement and no one 

will ever fi nd out.



IT WAS, IN MY OPINION, A BAD PARTY. 
In the early hours of dawn, someone (Eric, I think) caused something to 

explode outside of the cottage. Bits of fl aming debris hit the highway that 
ran like a lonely scar to the east of the property. None of the marsh in the 
immediate area seemed to catch blaze. Instead, scabs of metal sat and bil-
lowed black smoke, attracting crows and fi rebirds who cleaned their para-
site ridden wings in it, fl uttering in the sooty updraft of warm air. Feeling 
a small tinge of panic I leapt down from the porch where I had been lying 
for some time, trying to slow the spin of the world down to a comfortable 
rate. Several of the lodgers mumbled something from the depths of their 

Day of the 
Murder Brambles 
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delirium and then went back to their zombie-like pacing, in and 
out of the house, looking for wine bottles, photographs or bits of 
clothing that had been lost during the night. Surveying the scene, 
I noticed a worn paperback that had been discarded under a lawn 
chair. I picked it up and began to walk toward the muddy, drained 
riverbed. Beyond the bed was a long twisting path into the thorny 
forest and I wanted to take a walk in case the cops showed up. 

As the cottage started to fade into the white of the morning 
fog, I stood a minute and examined the book. Cicadas and birds 
prattled on in the fog, giving the obscured portions of the prop-
erty a depth that was lacking from my limited vision. The cover 
of the book bore a title in simple black text, “Day of the Murder 
Brambles.” 

Fused in the sun, it began, she told me how long my whiskers had 
grown, that my face was smooth just an hour ago. A stranger and I 
stared dumbfounded at the stars. Crawling out from a hole I found a 
book; this book, and made it mine. 

My boots trod through mud and dead gray moss and watching 
my steps I noticed a patch of blackened chewing gum stuck to the 
leg of my pants. Steam rose from the mud, draping the fierce look-
ing black thorn bushes around me in a sort of torn silk. The next 
page of the book showed an illustration of a black coil of thorny 
vines rising from a pool of red, the ink saturating the newsprint 
much more fiercely than the black of the letters. 

Somehow I was able to dissect my own thoughts and intentions, 
staring them down like a watchmaker spots rusted gears with his loop 
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and a penlight. The petty jealousies and bleating neediness dissolved 
but I was afraid that my personality might go with it. - 

-That the fatling became a wolf cub and its stink scared away 
predators on its trail. 

-That the wolf cub became a dire wolf that starved from eating 
nothing but garbage, a pathetic thing that stank of waste and plastic, 
soda rings around its neck and bottlecaps in its eyes worn like prizes. 
The animal found its way onto a trail that was surrounded by thorns. 
Here is the first landmark: A coil of thorns and consumer waste from a 
civilization so old it doesn’t have a name; it’s the entrance to the child 
necropolis. 

I decided to say aloud, “What the fuck,” and found comfort 
in my own voice. It was a declaration not unlike, “Wow, what a 
beautiful morning. Someone seems to have removed my genitals 
during the night with what I presume to be a sharp rock.” 

I sat down on a desiccated log, pretending not to notice the 
real coil of thorns that stood before me, sprouting from a mirror-
still pool of blood. I did this out of fear. 

The animal wishes it was drunk and smells its own urine, feeling an 
emotion not quite sophisticated enough to be shame, but bristling the 
fur on its back in a show of defiance. 

“Hey, fuck you, Mr. book,” I blurted. 
There are enormous termites and cockroaches in the child 

necropolis that live on the grease of fatlings. As frightened as the 
animal is, he is hurt that the insects feel no need to hunt him. 

The animal does not enter here, even though the door is obvious 
and hides treasure. It hobbles on. 
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I decided with some modicum of officiality that ‘fuck’ would be 
the word for the day. I continued on the path, the cottage now 
barely visible. The path descended into a hollow, a sort of womb 
like encirclement of brambles and rotting trees. I turned the page 
of the book. 

We’re descending down a delicate latticework of copper wire and 
tree limbs underlit with arc light blasting the smell of dust and wood up 
in swirling firefly clouds of movement. Reticulated fisherman eyespots 
in wax and excitement moves us together here always stumbling down 
this gleeful tunnel of light and the pampering overwhelming blackness 
of everyday lies that surround us. Hands clamp down like nausea on 
a thin pale neck. Pinned against the loving, sickening darkness. Hollow 
and casual a million miles down to the bottom falling through parties 
and jobs and friends and fingertips and television and bed and illness 
and my forehead against a loving blank window and we’re descending 
down a delicate latticework of tree limbs and last years derelict spider 
webs and hungry stomachs and rusty lips and bad smells. Spoiled food, 
stained carpeting. I’m descending down a delicate latticework of this 
year’s copper spider webs and silence and crystal tubes and falling on 
a thin strand toward the inevitable bottom. 

Moving into the dry shadows of the trees, I noticed people in 
the dark smoking cigarettes and rummaging through a knapsack. 

A blonde girl that looked vaguely like someone I went to high-
school with said, “What an ache I’m feeling in my bones today, 
from my ankles it sprouts up, dull and cold. it climbs through my 
shins and my spine, it ends at a point on the pillow where my eyes 
direct it, unsure and flickering.” 
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“We’re going to pay for this with lost days, you know that?” Her 
friend answered, a pale and harelipped boy with pitted cheeks. “I 
can’t move a muscle, my home is decaying, it’s almost comedic. 
Stop motion rot. What if the last episode of the ‘Benny Hill’ show 
had been a sped up shot of Benny Hill’s corpse decaying? That’s 
the kind of comedy I’m talking about. Head full of pill-bugs, writh-
ing underneath a wet paper party-hat.” 

“Hello,” I shouted, making my way toward them over logs and 
jagged stones. The two shot confused looks at me. Shining in a 
sunbeam, I could see that the girl’s eyes were hugely dilated. 

“Hello,” she ventured. Her friend was silent. 
“Have you ever read ‘Day of the Murder Brambles’?” I asked. 
“Of course!” she says, “Fused in the sun...Don’t you know 

about this place?” 
“No,” I answer. 
She stared at me a moment, “If you look towards a space inside 

yourself and find an infinity of artificial candor an empty rot-hole 
where truth dissolved and find yourself a million miles beneath the 
surface of the moon staring at the receiver of a telephone...” 

“What is this place? Is that from the book? What does it 
mean?” 

The boy looked at me suspiciously, “You don’t know where 
you are? Who invited you to the party? How did you get here?” 

“I… I don’t remember.” 
“It’s just as well. I guess you don’t remember me either,” she 

said, pausing a moment. “In your edition did you go into the child 
necropolis?” 
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“Did I go? you mean the... no I didn’t.” 
“I don’t know if you’re welcome here,” The boy said. 
“It’s alright,” she told him, “I could have gone in and I didn’t.” 
The girl stood up and walked towards me, “I couldn’t have 

fucking gone in that place, do you know what’s in there?” There 
was a beat as she bit her chapped lower lip, “When I was a kid I 
went inside. Me and some boys from school. I used to live about 
five miles from here... We were just fooling around and... You re-
ally don’t remember me from last night?” She touched my chest 
with her hand. I noticed the pinky and ring fingers were missing, 
tiny stumps that ended in white scars. 

“Maybe I should leave you guys alone,” the boy muttered. 
“No,” she said, “I was just leaving anyway. Let’s go back to the 

cottage.” 
“It was nice to meet you,” the boy said, “I can’t say that I envy 

you... You have my sympathies.” 
I rested a moment on a stone, trying to collect my thoughts. It 

seemed almost noon now, the sun high in the air, bleaching out 
tree limbs and clouds with its intensity. 

There exists a race of ‘sub-people’ during the day of the murder 
brambles. These are featureless gnomelike humanoids made of nega-
tive space who remove limbs, eyes. Glass hallways. Adopted mother’s 
milk. The animal is intimidated by real humans. 

If you look toward a space inside yourself and find an infinity of 
artificial candor an empty rot-hole where truth dissolved and find 
yourself a million miles beneath the surface of the moon staring at the 
receiver of a telephone the door is shut and we won’t look back. 
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Adopted mother’s milk, infant eyes fused in the sun like pebbles at 
the bottom of a pool. Infant eyes rooted in bone like a tooth. Infant 
eyes rooted in animal flesh and rending with much blood emitted in 
kinetic clouds of lost days. 

Here, take this. 
“What is it?” I asked. 
Just a little hot tea and some honey. 
“Humm... It feels too hot to drink.” 
Let’s walk a while by the brambles. I know someplace nice we can 

sit, and your tea will be cooled by then. 
I walked a little ways with a thin woman I did not know. 
I felt sleepy. Black shapes were moving in the bushes and they 

frightened me. Little goblin-looking things that carried measuring 
devices and weapons, wet with what smelled like linseed oil. They 
came near me as we walked and I thought that I could almost see 
cold eyes somewhere within their absolutely black faces. 

We came to a six-foot-tall iron and wooden door, oiled and 
clean and exhaling a deep warm smell of work. 

Inside, all was mirrors and dried flowers. Flowers hanging from 
the ceiling, piled on the floors, flowers had grown through cracks 
in the mirrored walls and died so they could dry, frozen in subtle 
shades of autumn. 

Are you hungry, little fatling? The woman asked me through the 
words in the book. She exposed a small, oddly shaped breast 
from her dirty gauze dress and offered it to me. The black figures 
surrounded me in a circle, armed with rusted steel implements 
and handfuls of dried flowers; their poses suggested a practical 
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joke, a trap being sprung. You may dig your own sweet little grave in 
the necropolis so deep and glittering tonight. What a surprise! We live 
here together with the cockroaches who we ride like ponies. We find 
toys and money and drugs buried in the graves, skeletons of teenagers 
fucking, burying report cards, saying prayers... There is so much love 
here. Here is the second landmark; the mirrored room. 

I closed the book and found myself alone in the mirrored room. 
I searched every wall for an exit, but could not find one. After a 
moment, I considered the empty tea mug in my hand. It was heavy 
brown earthenware, and I saw its reflection solidly in the mirror, 
hanging from my pale hand. I looked younger somehow. I flung 
the mug at a mirrored wall, aiming for a flowery crack, and the 
entire wall exploded, filling the room with dirt, roots, and rotten 
old bones. 

Digging toward air and a cold pale blue light through moist 
dirt and decaying fragments of children, toys and pets, I found my-
self crawling into what seemed like a giant underground cavern. 
Looking up I could barely make out the tendrils of the brambles 
as they made their way up, piercing through to the surface. 

Reverberating through the cavern came the sliding and click-
ings of a hundred thousand black insect limbs. 

Someone called my name, the sound flat like lips next to my 
ears. I answered in no particular direction; it felt like insect legs 
were tickling my heart. I fumbled in the dark for the book. I found 
I had no trouble reading the words. 

“There you are,” the girl said, touching my face. “You look so 
much older... you’ve got hair on your face now. It was smooth 
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just an hour ago... I don’t like it.” She pulled me towards her and 
kissed me. I smelled the dirt in my clothes and hair mingled with 
her breath. I could see in my peripheral vision that the hand that 
held me was whole. I wondered how it could be the same girl 
from above. I started to speak but she hushed me. 

“We’re not supposed to be down here,” she whispered, “do 
you want to get us in trouble?” 

“No,” I whispered. 
“What are you guys doing over there?” came a suspicious 

voice. It was my friend Eric. My head bobbed in the dark and my 
cheeks felt sunburned. As Eric walked into view, seeing the girl 
pressed against me, a look of disappointment settled on his face. 
Eyes downturned, he sat on a decaying tire and proceeded to try 
and light what looked like a joint. 

“Dumbshit, be careful,” the girl hissed, “the gas can!” 
“What gas can?” I asked, my words deadened by the wall of her 

neck. 
“I soaked some tennis balls in gasoline, you light them and then 

roll them down the passage in front of you... see where you’re 
going. Anyway the gas can is way out near the surface.” 

I blinked dust from my eyes, “Is that what you used to blow up 
that car or whatever out by the cottage? Or let me guess, that 
hasn’t happened yet.” 

“What?” asked the girl. 
“Your hand,” I said. 
“What about my fucking hand?” The girl said, dropping me gen-

tly against the cavern wall and backing off a step or two. 
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I rubbed my irritated eyes, “Am I on drugs? I can’t understand 
where I am or what’s going on... I’m getting scared.” 

Eric laughed. 
A silence passed over us. In the dark I saw the gnomelike shad-

ows again, they seemed to be gathering around us. I took a mo-
ment and realized with a choking breath that I had been reading 
the book. The words Eric Laughed seemed to vibrate on the page. 
I closed it and shook violently, dropping to my knees. After what 
seemed like an hour of stillness interrupted only by the sound of 
my breath, I opened the book back up. 

The animal tells itself it’s digging up memories as it digs its own 
grave. It struggles to comprehend when maybe there’s nothing to un-
derstand here in the immediacy of the dark. What an ache it feels in 
its mind today! Flipped back a couple of pages to the chapter that was 
filled with nothing but sleepless nights and decay, peering down a pas-
sageway into an unknowable kingdom and its paltry dog-brain balks at 
the sight of the secret city. 

“What are you reading?” asked Eric. 
I laughed, but it sounded more like a sob, “You have to ask? ‘Day 

of the Murder Brambles’.” 
He peered over my shoulder, “That book’s blank, man.” 
I turned the page. 
The horde of insects had advanced silently on them, attacking quiet-

ly and with lightning speed. There was no hate in their movements and 
they were legion, glittering black carapaces as far as the eye could see, 
twisting down the corridors of the cavern into invisibility, crawling on 
the ceilings and communicating ‘food’ to each other with fluttering an-
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tennae. The girl shrieked as a cockroach began to gnaw inquisitively on 
her outstretched hand. The animal screamed and tore her towards him, 
scrambling over hills of soft black earth and rusty tricycles. Whooshing 
stars singed their cheeks and exploded against the roaches chitinous 
skin, holding them back. Eric held his joint against another soggy tennis 
ball until it burst alight, making him grunt, throwing it before it could 
burn his hand any more. The crying girl’s delicate hand is bleeding on 
the animal as they run towards what must be a passage out. 

Crying like a baby, I dug my way up an almost vertical tunnel 
towards sunlight, emerging from what looked immediately like 
a fresh dug grave. Scrambling over the edge, my hand caught an 
object and my eye spotted an overturned gas can, pouring ac-
rid-smelling gasoline into the grave. The brambles were close to 
me, a path towards the welcoming sun, their thorns sharp and 
white like the teeth of infant snakes. Getting to my feet, I ran. 
The ground inclined like a stairway to the sun. Behind me the 
grave exploded in a whoosh of hot air. Flaming comets of debris 
flew overhead, sailing towards the swampy riverbed and crash-
ing against the baked, white concrete of the highway where they 
burned like bonfires. 

The door is shut and we won’t look back. 
I fell against a patch of cool, inviting grass and closed my eyes. 

With my fingers I felt the familiar shape of the book.  After a while, 
cicadas and birds prattling on in the trees, I looked at it. The cover 
was blank and the pages were empty. 

“There you are,” said Eric, his shadow moving over me, “I 
thought we had lost you. Trust a fuckup like you to wander off 
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from his own birthday party, set off a gas can and pass out in the 
grass somewhere.” 

“Do you have a pen,” I asked. 
He dropped a pen to the ground. He was silent, his features 

burned into a silhouette by the sun. 
Holding the pen as steady as I could, I inscribed on the cover 

of the book, Day of the Murder Brambles. 
“Time to grow up, maybe,” Eric mumbled in an embarrassed 

tone. 
“Fuck,” I said, “What an ache I’m feeling in my bones today.” 





8

Come cold sick, 
representing sickness.



“YOU WANT A DRINK?” 

“Uhm, no,” I replied, a little antsy. It was hot and humid in his living room. 
The air was tacky and wet, my neck itched as sweat irritated razor-burned 
skin. It was a bit like being inside a shoe and the thought of alcohol made 
me uncomfortable. 

“Suit yourself. It’s cheap shit anyway.” 

“I’d love a cigarette if you’ve got one,” I blurted. 

Magnetism 
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“Sorry, don’t smoke,” he told his drink. 
“What happened to your TV?” I gestured to the caved-in glass 

eye, black and dead, that had been scooted over to the corner of 
the room, leaving a slug-trail of glass and carbon. 

“It pissed me off,” He chuckled. 
I chuckled too. 
“So did you want your book back or are you just over to 

chat?” he asked, resting his white plastic cup on the table. I had 
completely forgotten that the month before I had lent him my 
holographic-cover copy of “Fifteen ways to Kill Yourself With an 
Oboe.” 

“No, I don’t need the book back yet,” I paused, “I was actually 
concerned about... well, not concerned, just wondering...” 

He looked me in the eye. 
“About the pits?” 
“Yeah... the uh... the holes, man,” I cleared my throat, “What the 

heck happened to your back yard?” 
He chewed his lower lip slowly and checked the bottom of his 

glass to see if it had regenerated any fluid while he wasn’t looking. 
“Have a drink, really,” he said. 

I nodded my head, alright. 
For a moment I had a scary/funny image of him getting me 

drunk, slitting my throat and dumping me in one of those huge 
godawful holes he’d dug behind his house. 

“We’ll they’re not graves or anything like that,” his voice came 
from the kitchen. 

My eyes were on the busted TV. 



M a g n eti s m  •  65

I was beginning to feel very transparent. 
Outside a jet passed. By the time he re-emerged from the 

kitchen, the scar it had torn in the air was sealing up after it like 
fingers squeezing across the mouth of a ziplock bag. It made a 
flanging noise like a kite sucked past your face into a wind tunnel 
or the stomach of a dragon. 

“I’m basically a hapless, pissed off and needlessly intense per-
son,” he said flatly as he reclaimed his seat. My drink was now 
staring at me through the mouth of a Captain-Planet Wacky meal 
plastic cup. 

I couldn’t think of anything to say. 
“Have you ever heard of something called ‘missed orgasm?’” 

he asked, leaning back in his chair. 
I tried to think of something snappy to say but nothing hap-

pened, “No.” 
He cleared his throat. 
“I don’t feel orgasms. Sex is pleasant, but, I never climax. I’m 

just left at a point in the middle of a black hole going nowhere. I 
can’t get off on most drugs, excepting alcohol and downers, and I 
am an angry man without much joy in life.” 

I had a good idea that what he had said was a page from his 
diary that he knew by heart. It sounded sort of silly and wrong 
coming out of his mouth. Was this the sort of chit-chat he offered 
up at parties? 

I took a big swig of whatever Captain Planet was selling. It 
tasted like Drano. 
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“So I dig holes. I dig big, concrete-reinforced holes for absolutely 
no reason, down into the motherfucking center of the earth. I’m 
batshit, sure, but I get it out in a harmless way. I’m surprised it’s 
taken you this long to notice them.” 

“Uhm, yeah, I was watering the back lawn,” I said. 
I started thinking about how I was going to get the conversa-

tion to a lighter point that I could politely leave from. 
“Have you seen a doctor... or a, what do you call them, sex-

therapist?” 
“They don’t know shit and I don’t care anymore anyway. I’m 

focused. See it all has to do with the God of Magnetism.” 
I don’t remember if I managed to get out the word “what” or 

not. 
“Our bodies are electric. Magnetic. It’s what tunes us. Life is 

electric. You... you know when you put a current through a wire 
loop over a magnet and it spins, becomes a motor? Well electric-
ity and magnetism control us as well. The cyclical asymmetry, the 
magnet of earth causes wars and disease. It’s the reason Taoist 
medicine works even though its reasoning is wrong,” he told me 
calmly like the complete fucking lunatic he was. 

“I...” no, try again later. 
“It’s the cosmic answering machine message that we mistake 

for God. God is an automation of itself. It’s the force that acti-
vated the hallucinogenic portion of the brain that made us hear 
voices... Eat this plant, cover your shit, don’t eat pork, south is a 
holy direction.... A holy direction because it was man’s first dis-
covery with the magnet... The curing powers of the lodestone... 
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It’s the magnetism that makes those voices overload in the minds 
of the temporal lobe epileptic, the visionary, the prophet and holy 
maniac... I’m going to find the God of magnetism in my back yard 
with heavy-duty mining robots and liquid core drill explosives.” 

He smiled. 
I nodded very slowly. 
“Have another drink,” he said. 
Two hours later as the sun snuck away like I should have, my 

head was floating pleasantly. My inner voice was a scream and a 
whisper at the same time. I was trying to get fucked up enough to 
understand what my eccentric neighbor was talking about. 

“It’s the greatest war that’s ever been fought,” he said. 
I nodded my head. I wasn’t trying to show any approval for 

what he was saying, I was simply trying to get my head in rythm 
with the wobbling of the room. 

“You see,” he went on, “It’s nothing versus everything. I’m a 
goddamn middle-aged fast-food employee who lives in a rotting 
house in the middle of nowhere and I have to fight and defeat 
God. The only catch and the only thing in my favor is that I am 
certain that God is a fraud, and I am, in fact, meant for greatness. 
It is only by trickery and magnetic oppression that I am kept in 
this lifestyle.” 

And not long afterward we were in his barren, charred mud-
hole of a backyard with empty bottles hanging uselessly from our 
hands, peering over the edge of the largest pit. 

I don’t know what drove me to see what was inside. Because 
it was absolute blackness. Hand over hand, belching and mum-
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bling, we crept down a bit. We would sit every once in a while 
on a flat surface as I passed the flashlight over our surroundings. 
Just below us huge caverns opened up, echoing every tiny move-
ment, amplifying it a thousandfold. As we descended, we talked a 
little about the war, football, anything to fight back the fear that 
was somehow still creeping through our drunkenness. At times I 
would “catch my snap” and realize that it was, in fact, a profoundly 
stupid thing to get smashed and start crawling down a bottom-
less hole with a psychotic, but then a noise or a gust of cold air 
from below would erase the thought. 

I was being pulled along with him. 
Then, about two hours down, the rock beneath our feet disap-

peared with a resonant thunderclap. I screamed so much harder 
at what I assumed to be my death than at birth that I think I 
caused all the babies of the world being born at that moment to 
shut up in embarrassment. If he screamed, there was no way I 
could hear it. 

Suddenly my fall was stopped. 
Oddly enough, I had not yet reached the ground when it hap-

pened. I was suspended along with my neighbor and a fair amount 
of dirt and debris, hovering in the air. 

“Oh, fucking shit!” I cried out at the blackness. 
My scraped and dirt-gloved hands pushed through the wob-

bling earth, around stones and through the bottom into empty 
air, confirming the impossible. 

I heard my neighbor cough and sputter. 
“I got it...” he wheezed. 
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Then our surroundings lit up as the flashlight beam material-
ized in airborn dirt. We were hovering three inches above the 
ground, half buried like tourists at a beach. 

As our eyes adjusted to the light, we began to slowly descend, 
displaced air billowing up in a ring of dust around us that the 
flashlight would not penetrate. It felt a little like lying on a water-
bed that some night-cloaked assassin had just punctured with a 
switchblade. 

“You’re a shitty neighbor,” I offered. 
When the dust settled, my most prominent thought was, I have 

to pee. Just nipping on its heels was I want a cigarette. And after 
that, I want to go to sleep. I guess that shows either how drunk or 
how stupid I was, because I should have been thinking, “How the 
hell do I get out of here, because there are two tank-sized iron 
brains walking on lion’s feet towards me?” 

My neighbor began to vomit violently. 
The brains regarded us. Their frontal lobes shone dully in the 

yellow flashlight beam. Dust motes dancing thick in the air were 
incinerated by tiny white sparks that leapt from the brains’ sur-
faces with pops like the ruler smacks of nuns on sleeping chil-
dren’s desktops. 

POP 
CRACK 
POP 
Each spark of light winked-on space behind the brains, giving 

the chamber depth. My neighbor weakly wiped acrid spit from his 
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face and raised his eyes towards the brains. His left hand gripped 
an empty beer bottle that he somehow still had. 

Is he going to hit one of those fucking things with a beer bot-
tle? 

He hit one of the fucking things with the beer bottle. There 
was a bizarre, indescribable noise as the bottle shattered then 
was vaporized in a lightning flash along with my neighbor’s errant 
hand. I couldn’t see his face as he realized what had happened. He 
crumpled to the ground, making a sound that was all wind and no 
voice. 

Without a pause, the earth began to shake and the walls of 
the cave began to crumble. The brains, white-hot iron scorching 
dust from the air and stabbing my eyes like stars peering through 
lenses at a smoldering ant, rocks flying, my neighbor crying, a 
glance upward and the lead-gray sky could be seen changing to 
orange. From deep within the pit I could hear hundreds of car 
alarms screaming above. An orchestra. As I fought to breathe and 
plow mud from my eyes with grimy fingernails, I prepared myself 
for the worst hangover of my life. 
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Cold-windowed, long-eyed 
blank walls and tipsy. Really 
pretty excited about the 
whole thing, as in… like I 
stumbled on some forbidden 
knowledge. Seriously. You’ll 
read about it in approximately 
fi ve years. There’s this whole 
thing about dogs and the 
human iris and it’s going to 
be on the radio or something 
in September.  Excuse me, I 
have to poop now.



JAMES VAN CLEVE WASHED ONE OF THE RUBBERY GRAY-
green leaves of his house plant with a plastic spray-gun and a wad of 
tissue paper. The ship’s environmental controls were hardly fi ne-tunable 
and occasional ice crystals would fl oat across his quarters to land on 
his desk and melt under his writing lamp. It couldn’t be healthy for the 
plant. 

Captian Van Cleve’s Vacation 
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James set the plastic bottle beside his bed and sat down on his 
freshly-made mattress. The oak-brown comforter was thick and 
soft like a type of material James had known of during his child-
hood but could not remember the name of now. Another snow-
flake blew across the room as James pulled on his boots and set 
off toward the mess to make himself a cup of coffee. 

Halfway to the mess, in one of the outer gangways was a port-
hole, but James didn’t look out. He hadn’t bothered to look in 
almost a year; there would be nothing to see, not even stars. The 
black of space turned the porthole into a mirror, and James didn’t 
like to be reminded of how much he had aged since the ship be-
came lost. He could see madness in his own eyes. That’s some-
thing you shouldn’t be able to tell about yourself, he thought, that 
you’ve lost your mind. 

1   ARTIFICIAL SATELLITE 

Drink a glass of rain. 
Hunch over as cars cultivate this awareness-building in prog-

ress, making comments of hostility against the regime. This will be 
developed and the order to fuse/join will come about. Toward 
the regime, the group will discuss also the depletion of its own 
physicality. Your world has suddenly changed and you will fear the 
unknown as well as the loss of emotional security. You eradicate 
nature; your ability to express your grief rather than trying to 
avoid bold or three-dimensional departure. 
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Have you noticed that recently many cats have gone insane? 
There is a reason for this. 

The coffee was good and hot. Over time James had learned 
not only how to operate the confusing industrial cooking devices 
on-board, but also how to tune them perfectly to get a cup of 
 coffee just hot enough that he could feel it go down into his stomach
in a wave of warmth, but not burn his mouth. 

Unfortunately the coffee was bad. It was colony-made “Real-
type Terra breakfast coffi!” and in turn, tasted like hot shit. James 
took comfort in the heat and the smell and ignored the taste. 

A snowflake landed on the sleeve of his jacket. James dipped a 
finger in the coffee and melted the tiny white flake with a drop of 
thin, brown liquid. The hybrid coffee/ice drop slid off the rubbery 
material and splattered on the floor. 

2   LENGTH OF GRIEVING PROCESS 

The suddenness of the death (physical or otherwise). 
Some of the process may have been initiated and now you have 

to reorganize your life and adjust to a myriad of changes which 
will bring extra room because of the fire codes and lack of space 
due to all the food via government and the police and the tradi-
tional legal bases of authority. Then, you will suffer not only over 
the loss of your loved pass, headlights on your back, shadows of 
trees move. 

Walk a little faster. 
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Feel an imaginary brick dash your brains across black tar 
streets still soft from the day’s heat. Emits showers of sparks, this 
process always transforms a system. Pattern, method. Brandish 
this in future war. 

Walking faster a rock in your shoe rips into your cold sweaty 
foot. The internal cadres should begin discussions for the “fusion” 
of forces into an organization - still one, but have virtually a new 
life style. The 

multiple changes which executions bring will move the guerrilla 
cadres to infiltrate that group - for example, teachers - 

It had taken him the better part of a year to jettison all the 
corpses of the USS Amygdala into space. The weapon that killed 
them changed the consistency of their flesh and bone to that 
of jelly, leaving ship and instruments unharmed. At first even the 
sight of their soft, deformed bodies made him sick, but after a 
while it was just a job to be done. 

James quietly burned the palms of his hands with a hot metal 
fixture on one of the kitchen machines. He liked the swollen red 
pattern that it made. He thought about the smoothness of a scar 
like the perfect nothingness of space. It was so black in the area in 
which the Amygdala drifted that to look outside was to have your 
mind sucked out and digested in the infinite gut of God. 

3   RESOLUTION OF LOSS 

There was a burden partially completed prior to the death if 
the death was of a fusion into a “cover” front is carried out in a 
thistle: Internal cadres of our movement will meet with people 
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such as presidents, leaders, and others, at organized meetings 
chaired by the group chief of our organization. 

This moth visits flowers at dusk and before dawn, but rarely 
feeds in total darkness. 

$1.65 a half pint for rubbing alcohol that passes for vodka by 
some TABC mishap. 

His organization will be a “cover” source of our movement. 
Any others “So-and-so, who is a farmer, said that the members of 
his cooperative believe that the new economic policy is absurd, 
poorly planned and unfair to the farmers.” When the awe fades 
there is a blackened skeletal structure, weak in many places. The 
pressure must have sealed their eyes shut. They claimed that they 
would “rape them to death.” Anxious. Keeps growing. 

carts and additional space allotted to things like the popcorn 
machine, 

student store and special events. If we didn’t have all the extra 
food 

carts, we’d have enough room for about 14 more tables,” ex-
plained. 

A new solution to lunchroom overcrowding is thus in order. 
In three days, the atmosphere will become too cold to support 

life. 
A Holy War between Catholic and Baptist School students 

at lunch break in a Popeye’s chicken place. Being an ex-Israeli 
special forces trooper who is mostly scar tissue and muscle. He 
talked about circumstances under which he was forced to shoot 
women and children. 
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One night James awoke from a nightmare. The amber-colored 
nightlight that usually bled a little sallow light after a sharp move-
ment in 

the room just fizzled and popped without a spark. The captain 
sat up, hands outstretched and invisible in front of his own face. 
He screamed and heard nothing. He was awake, but his nightmare 
had followed him anyway. 

The next morning, instead of watering his plant as usual, he 
gripped it by the leaves and tore it from its roots, tearing it apart, 
its vital fluids covered his fingers, sticky and clear. 

The captain stared at the image for three hours before realizing 
what it was. The gray marble that punctuated each of the naviga-
tion room’s viewscreens was a planet. As the blob grew, it began 
to change into a sort of gray-blue tennis-ball. That was when a 
tactical readout confirmed that the planet was populated. 

James’ isolation was over. A populated planet was in sight, and 
beyond it, a star. 

He immediately celebrated by firing the Amygdala’s entire 
atomic payload at random spots on the planet’s surface. Then he 
went to the mess hall to make some coffee. 

4   THE KINDRED TRASH ARK 

August 5, 2094 (still gives me a thrill to see the billions and 
billions of drifting gold sparks, golden butterflies, fireproof but-
terflies that I love) 
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Alone and forsaken, the KINDRED TRASH ARK falls forever, 
tumbling through space, in low orbit around a charcoal-colored 
moon. Hot and meaningless, signal lights flare bright green across 
its bronzen surface. The lights dance like frozen green ivy shat-
tering. Information is being sent but none is received. Why don’t 
they answer? They haven’t answered in many years. 

All the pictures sent. What were they for? Pattern of olive and 
paler green, suffused in areas with pink and gray. 

I think I’ll just sit here and take it easy while you die. 
Tailor made viruses and bacteria that people buy and take to 

get high, with antidote ready. 
Fragments of something metallic under the fingernails of half 

dead rodent-like creatures only visible through small openings in 
the sidewalk outside my house. Fragments escaping the resolution 
of my eye. So small but heavy and poisonous. Fibrous particles of 
something stinging like powdered glass sipped in alcoholic bever-
ages containing maps of large urban areas and pinpoint locations 
of people about to die. Instructions for transients and speed ad-
dict pediatricians. The metallic fragments are weapons protected 
by international patents. A billboard for these fragments read, “buy 
this or live with the pain.” This is ridiculous, I wake up. How do 
you wipe away meaningless words. I need a spray-gun of acid that 
will boil ideas away down to bone. They’ll be shiny and chrome. 

An impossibly beautiful landscape. Curtains of black ascending 
into the stratosphere where cities once were. Fire dancing halos 
and rainbow flares across the plastic visor of the captain’s envi-
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ronmental suit. The soft purr of ventilators in his ears. Cool dry 
air circulated over his skin. He made his way down the bank of 
the plateau, away from his lander, watching readings in a heads-up 
display. A chrome suitcase hung from his white gloved hand. 

A speck was wandering up the hillside. 
Captain Van Cleve sat down on a rock. A child fell on all fours, 

fingertips perched on the ash ground, regaining its balance. 
The captain rested the suitcase in his lap. 
The child was in full view now, balding and androgynous. It 

wore red rags of a T-shirt and its mouth was blood stained and 
open. It looked as if the child could not close its mouth. 

The captain opened the case, removing two objects, long and 
streamlined, textured white surfaces. 

“Aaaaaungh,” the child said. 
The captain slid the objects together and reached back into 

the suitcase to retrieve another. 
The child held a wavering hand up at nothing. 
The Captain lowered the rifle he had assembled, letting the 

child see the end of the barrel. There was a shallow crack as a 
bullet punctured the small skull and then the rocks were covered 
with the thin, pasty spray-paint of the child’s head. 

The Captain closed the suitcase, slung the weapon over his 
shoulder and stood. 

Black clouds rolled across a shit-colored sky. Burning buildings 
tried to fill in for the obscured sun and failed miserably. 
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The Captain left the child’s body draped awkward over the jag-
ged rocks to be buried by the slowly raining ash. 

5   UNDERSTANDING AN END 

Sees the stereotaxic 
frame as the cross, and the probe as the lance. 
The girl (woman?) sunk her eyes into the reflective white sur-

face of the suit. He saw her in a translucent reflection, distorted, 
shoved in the corner of his visor. She was afraid but he saw hope 
in her eye. 

“I’m here to help,” he said. 
She stood silent. 
“Your leader radioed for help. The communists have declared 

war on your world. I’m with the Red Cross.” 
She said something. Something small. 
“I can’t understand... come closer.” 
“My sister...” she came out from behind a burnt pillar, the 

charred out stomach of a building framed the two together. 
Smoke rolled off the ground. The captain realized that the rifle 
was still slung over his shoulder. 

“The gun... They’ve deployed ground troops... I won’t hurt 
you.” 

“My sister... she’s only nine. I can’t find my sister,” she was cry-
ing. White lines traced through soot stained cheeks. Her hair was 
burnt, her shoulders were bare and bloody. 

“I’ll help you find her. Come with me,” he said. 
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6 DEAD METAPHOR 

Generator. 
It’s as cold as it’s going to get tonight, caused by disordered 

electrical activity in the brain, the result of oxygen deprivation 
during birth, a brain infection, or even a sharp rap on the head. 
Hyperreligiosity encrusts, and is not a relic of contamination or 
post-mortem changes in brain chemistry. The Icon exposure to 
weak environmental magnetic fields and physiological responses. 
Presence of this magnetic material in the brain may provide a 
plausible link between transmitted images, “stickiness” (a form of 
extreme dependence on other people), aggression, and altered 
sexuality. General tendency to overvalue the significance of sym-
bols. Biomineralized magnetite (ferrimagnetic Fe3O4) is present 
in the hippocampus of the human brain in the shape of a small 
spike-eye. 

True has the numerical value 1; false has the numerical value 
0. 

And there were bootprints in ash and disturbances in rubble. 
Fires put out or wavering as they were crossed or blindly walked 
through by the girl. 

“Are there others?” The captain’s words were muted by the 
respirator. 

“What?” 
“Other survivors. I want to help as many people as I can.” 
The girl stopped and kneeled down in a litter of busted glass 

and garbage. 
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The captain stood watching her. 
“I’m sick and... die,” she croaked. 
The captain sat on a rock, opening the suitcase. He removed 

two ampoules with his left hand. One contained a sedative, the 
other was medicine for radiation poisoning. He shook them to-
gether in his hand and produced one between his white gloved 
fingers. She looked up at him as he stuck its needle in her arm. 

“It’s medicine,” he said. Opening his hand and looking at the 
remaining ampoule he saw that he actually had given her the 
medicine. 

She would live today. 
The captain threw the empty ampoule into a heap of black 

glass and wire. He wondered what it all must smell like. 
“You’re a good man,” she said, face still. 
He put the other ampoule in the suitcase. 
“I know people... and I can tell you are a good man.” 
“I just want to help,” he said. 

7   BLOOD OF THE ANGARY LAW 

Cheek pierced by a large shard of window glass, air rushing 
out, I dreamed I was crushed to death in a hydraulic press. As my 
left eye was forced from its socket like the greasy kernel of some 
bleeding pustule, I screamed obscenities through laughter. The 
scene lasted forever. Trapped in the instant of that eye coming out. 
I saw the horizon of a nation that was a high-school-shopping-
mall-prison, teeming with cold, distant ant life. The scene sizzles 
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with the dying nerve-endings in my eye. I saw myself defending an 
injured cat from a group of uniformed students. That makes me 
ache and wince, an animal limping and crying in dead grass filled 
with candy wrappers and cigarette butts stained with dime-store 
lipstick. Somehow I’m inside and I see Captain Van Cleve staring at 
me from a cafeteria window. Dead bodies litter the floor behind 
him. He’s drinking a soda and I think he was performing an adver-
tisement for murder. Vacation is almost over and I am half-alive. 
People look and wonder what’s wrong, I guess I wonder too. The 
split light comes down and particles rise, white, and people pol-
ish automatic weapons with Easy-Off oven cleaner, little suburban 
girls who vivisect their own hands and eyes, watching themselves 
in their vanity mirrors as the eyes come out and the image fades 
away, blood washes over shores of makeup. Children are struck 
by lightning riding tricycles down steaming highways soaked by 
thunderstorms dispersing and regrouping in indifferent masses of 
gray-black. 

As what could be assumed to be the sun set behind the world 
of cinder, the good captain was drawn up by his feet with electri-
cal wire, screaming under a cracked faceplate. An enraged mob 
surrounded him and the body of the child he had killed lay limp 
before them. The girl he had followed held herself with teeth 
clenched, the captain’s rifle gripped in her hands. 

They would never know the reason he had taken life away. A 
hail of rocks and metal came, shredding the suit. 

“I’m here to help you!” he screamed. 
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The next volley bloodied his arms and chest and he felt his 
cracked ribs grinding together as he swung back and forth from 
the cord. His hands dangled and his gloves dripped blood. As the 
stones grew few and a bonfire was started beneath him, the girl 
took careful aim and fired a shot into the captain’s genitals. He 
was silent after that. The smell of his burning body went unrecog-
nized, drifting through the stench of the city. 

When the cold came and the fire blew away, sizzling under the 
first patterings of ash-black sleet, the people of the town stood 
frozen like crying statues dressed in rags. 

The child was buried. 
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A bad gust of sour breath that heralds old age and bad 
luck. Baby lips and out the window. Riding on the bus 
hurts my nuts 36% of the time. I can’t believe I used the 
word ‘nuts.’  Yuck. I kind of wish I had said ‘testicles’ 
now but that reminds me of cans of organs intended 
to be eaten by shipwreck survivors in a cruel bout of 
industrial humor. They have bad things for everybody. 
Whose fucking idea was it to make people out of meat 
and other things that get rotten and gummy? Do you 
need anything while I’m at the store?



OVER A BROKEN IVY HORIZON  OF CONIFEROUS  TREETOPS,  
the gray, ribbed bulges of hangar-tops sprang, concrete alien breasts 
rising from the carnival to scrape at the saturated gray sky. I felt them tug 
at my stomach and heart like fi sh-hooks. The muted din of the carnival 
swished through my ears with the thin splashing sounds of my rotting 
tennis-shoes moving through oily puddles as I walked closer. My attention 
was so focused on the hangars that I barely noticed the clowns on stilts 
beating beer vendors dressed as alligators with lime-green plastic swords 
and the children stooping near rain-gutters to vomit everclear and ice-
cream into masses of unseen rotting oak-leaves. A large, reptilian horse-
creature nipped at my ankles in agony as I walked past the spot where 
a man in a black top-hat dissected it in the street to the amusement of 
crowds of obese, oily spectators. I gave the disgusting dying creature 
one hard look in its bright, pained eyes. Its irises were rainbow cobwebs 
and its breathing was heavy smoke rushing through black nostrils as the 
man stripped back another layer of veiny membrane from the animal’s 
ribcage. As the sheet of fl esh rose it let out a deep sigh from the gawking 
audience, full of the scent of cheap beer drunk from paper cups. 

Carnival
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I coughed and turned, nervously, ignoring the horrible crea-
ture. A housewife in my peripheral vision vomited a little bit in 
a napkin. 

I hurried my pace, wiping moisture from my dirty, stubbled 
cheeks. Finally I saw it, a sign among the vendors, huge and con-
trasting against aluminum hot-dog ovens. 

I sighed, trembling. Old feelings previously turned to scab and 
finally to blank, smooth scar ripped open and gushed blood over 
the ridged surface of my brain. I toyed with the idea of buying 
a cup of beer but decided against it. I wanted this experience 
to be pure. I was unprepared last time. I wasted it. I let it take 
me over and I had spent a miserable, lonely year in an insane 
asylum because of it. All the longing as I lay in that cell, finally 
realizing that life was worth living and it all made beautiful in-
tricate sense, but being locked away, cruelly, from its source. Oh 
the pain. The rainbow iris of that mutated lizard-horse encircled 
me for a moment like the padded, urine-stained vinyl walls of 
my former home. The paper tickets in my hand were becoming 
soft with sweat. Nearer now, my tickets passing into the callous 
hands of a uniformed midget who stood atop a high stool. His 

AMAZING! 
DINOSAURS! DRAGONS! 

GIGANTIC BEASTS OF THE PAST 
ALIVE! IN ACTION FOR YOUR AMUSEMENT! 

ONLY FIVE TICKETS AT THE HANGAR GATES! 
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gun jutted out sharply at his hip as if to make up for his size with 
the awkward threat of death. The street began to slope down 
in the middle, lowering. The face of the giant hangar, walls blast-
ing up into the sky, sand-colored, weathered. The street entered 
a flourescently lit tunnel and continued to slope. Other people 
were moving with me, around me. I was part of a crowd now. I 
looked at the faces of the people walking with me and loved each 
of them infinitely and impossibly. The tunnel burst back into light 
and space abruptly. The hangar was so huge that one could think 
they had passed through a wall between morning and afternoon, 
still outside, but somehow transported. People milled about and 
drank sleepily. There was a change of air-pressure inside that 
made my ears pop. I walked dizzily to a wall and accepted a cone-
shaped cup of water from an older woman. 

“Hey...” she said, pointing at me with a long, polished, fake fin-
gernail, “I remember you! You’re the weirdie who went crazy last 
year! Yeah! You started screaming ‘The Communists have taken 
over! They’re skinning hogs!’ You’re a real fruitcake.”

“What are you selling?” I wheezed, humiliated. 
“Mummified Tiger-Cocks,” she said, “They cure arthritis.” 
I moved back into the crowd, pulling at my sweatshirt, gazing 

at the monumental black hole at the far end of the hangar which 
led into an enclosure eighty feet or more below us. I’ve always 
been a bad judge of distance, but the opening seemed a mile high, 
featureless blackness surrounded by the yellow halos of giant 
mercury-vapor lights. I felt that I was lying on my back on a hill, 
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unable to scream as a night sky retracts like a blanket rising off 
my head and all the shimmering stars are merely the reflective 
irises of disembodied goat and cat eyes shining light from a bril-
liant fire that has been all-the-while consuming my body. 

I slumped into a fat, evil-smelling elderly man for a moment, 
almost spilling his beer as I choked from the disorientation. 

I rushed forward, elbowing my way viciously through the wait-
ing crowd. I smashed a small child violently into the concrete 
floor and was away before the first report of his wail reached my 
ears. I hurled myself against the glass wall of the enclosure and 
stared down, rapt. A prodding finger pecked at my shoulder. The 
mother of that child, my mind spat, If she draws me away from the 
glass I will punch her unconscious. 

A woman’s tentative voice, “Sir... this is hard for me to say, but 
I... We... we’ve been waiting for you. We saw you last year. We... 
We follow in your word. You’re a great man.” 

I turned around. A middle aged woman, terribly thin with bulg-
ing eyes and deep crows-feet. Behind her were a fidgety teen-
age boy and an overweight man. The woman was clutching at a 
framed photograph of me, naked and covered with blood, being 
carried on a sea of angry hands, carried to an alley where I was 
further beaten before being thrown inside a paddy-wagon. 

“Not now,” I hiss, feeling light and electric, “They’re coming.” 
The first proud head peeks in from the black. I could easily have 

been inhaled into one of its nostrils. Stern jeweled eyes under 
stone lids stare out pityingly at the crowd. Then the whole face, 
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the graceful arcing neck, the body. All my breath is gone, it doesn’t 
see me yet. Another head, this one fierce and jagged, rusted barb-
wire and busted concrete. The eye shimmers bright, the mercury-
vapor light is ennobled as a watery reflection. It becomes holy, a 
liquid and fluttering angel disrobing for mortals. 

Oh God, no breath yet. 
Suddenly it saw me, it knew. A breath surged into my lungs. The 

other turned its head quickly and saw me as well. A few in the 
crowd peered to try and find what had captured the monster’s 
attention. None of them could imagine it was me. But by then I 
was gone. 

I was on a world of solid and ancient stone, plains of dense 
black volcanic glass, unbroken, flat. I was a mote on the pupil of 
an impossibly large eye. Or perhaps I was impossibly small. Either 
way, I was there, and I was with them. They moved gracefully and 
racing, the air smashing apart like tearing paper against the speed 
of their iron bulk. They eat fire and never sleep. They ignite stars 
and speak with light. They understand the intricacies of time and 
space as I know the alphabet. Only then, at that moment, I was 
with them. 

By then the first two were well apart, standing so tall like 
mountains, with them was a shimmering thorn-winged dragon 
and another so strange and black that I cannot begin to describe 
it. They all stared at me, knowing. My “disciples” had inched near-
er to view the rapture on my face. The woman was twitching a 
bit and the large man’s mouth was open like a stretched-out rub-



9 2  •  W I LEY  W I G G I N S

ber band. The teenager was bunched up and stared at me with a 
strange sort of angry awe. 

 I flung out my arms, smelling the stench of my fear-charged 
sweat. 

“SCUM!” I howled, “ALL OF YOU, YOU ARE FUNGUS BEFORE 
THEM! KILL YOURSELVES! THEY COMMAND THIS! INSECTS! 
MICROBES! YOU ARE NOT FIT TO LIVE! YOUR LIVES ARE AC-
CIDENTS! VIRAL MAGGOTS! YOU CAN NEVER HAVE MEAN-
ING BECAUSE YOU WERE NOT MEANT TO BE! NAUSEAT-
ING MISHAPS! KILL YOURSELVES AND DESTROY ALL YOUR 
PATHETIC STRUCTURES! DESTROY…” Spittle showered from 
my mouth. My female devotee removed a small-caliber pistol from 
her purse and put the barrel in her mouth. She fired, the sharp 
explosion wrenching open her jaw enough to let out smoke and 
a drool of blood over her dirty little teeth. The overweight man 
shouted something and began to cry. People began to look away 
from the great beasts and towards my ranting. The beasts stood 
silently staring. The woman crumpled to the ground, crying. She 
seemed to still be alive somehow, blood coming from her mouth 
as she tried to speak. Her pained and dull little eyes looked up at 
me as the teenager took her gun, shot her again and then shot 
himself in the eye. People began to scream. I looked back at the 
beasts. People began to grab at me and the dead bodies. Thou-
sands of faces turning, yelling. A band of faces behind the curve of 
the observation glass gawking. The beasts all raised their heads 
and began to roar. They roared together in henotic eruption and 
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people’s faces began to scream soundlessly. The overweight man 
removed a machine-pistol from his before-unseen gym-bag and 
began to fire into the crowd. Tears coursed over my cheeks and I 
began to happily urinate on myself. The song of the giants moved 
over me, the crashing of the mightiest tidal-wave.
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So anyway, one night the thumbtack fairy danced into my bedroom at 
three in the morning and forced me to swallow a handful of bent and 
dirty thumbtacks. Someone gave me a kind look and their eyes broke, 
now everywhere they go they’re just another pair of asshole eyes, 
waiting in line to pay bills and watch television.

Passed out alone in the dark with empty pockets and some memories 
of all our birthdays together, hands full of wet leaves and fi recrackers. 
Fifteen picas of eyelash on a snow white palm and the sound of furry 
breathing traveling through the blankets at the speed of pain. 

I’ve got no patience for this, close all exits and report to the washroom 
immediately, dry houndstooth and golden lilac threads through stiff and 
bloody fi ngertips. I’m sorry, sweetheart, I promise you candy when we 
get back home.

So anyway, one night the thumbtack fairy danced into my bedroom at 
three in the morning and forced me to swallow a handful of bent and 
dirty thumbtacks. The soft vibrato of an ancient and spinning fan, wings 
like dry leaves curved and rusty. A thick accumulation of chemical 
paste and dust on the fl oor. Children play with dryer lint and pick at 
scabs with a pathetic sort of fl y-eyed wisdom. Tortured calves stare 
through gray wooden slats and the scissors are poised to strike home
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